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1

SHE’D DIED AND GONE TO HEAV­EN. OR BET­TER, BE­CAUSE who knew if
there was re­al­ly good sex and lazy hol­iday morn­ings in heav­en.
She was alive and kick­ing.

Well, alive any­way. A lit­tle sleepy, a whole lot sat­is­fied,
and hap­py the end of the Ur­ban Wars near­ly forty years be­fore
had re­sult­ed in the in­ter­na­tion­al Peace Day hol­iday.

Maybe the Sun­day in June had been se­lect­ed ar­bi­trar­ily,
and cer­tain­ly sym­bol­ical­ly—and maybe rem­nants of that ug­ly
pe­ri­od still lit­tered the glob­al land­scape even in 2060—but
she sup­posed peo­ple were en­ti­tled to their pa­rades, cook­outs,
windy speech­es, and long, drunk week­ends.

Per­son­al­ly, she was hap­py to have two days off in a row for
any rea­son. Es­pe­cial­ly when a Sun­day kicked off like this
one.

Eve Dal­las, mur­der cop and ass-​kick­er, sprawled naked across
her hus­band, who’d just giv­en her a nice glimpse of heav­en. She
fig­ured she’d giv­en him a good look at it, too, as he lay un­der
her, one hand lazi­ly stroking her butt and his heart pound­ing
like a tur­bo ham­mer.

She felt the thump on the bed that was their pudgy cat,
Gala­had, join­ing them now that the show was over.

She thought: Our hap­py lit­tle fam­ily on a do-​noth­ing
Sun­day morn­ing. And wasn’t that an amaz­ing thing? She had a
hap­py lit­tle fam­ily—a home, an ab­surd­ly gor­geous and
fas­ci­nat­ing man who loved her, and—it couldn’t be
over­stat­ed—re­al­ly good sex.

Not to men­tion the day off.

She purred, near­ly as en­thu­si­as­ti­cal­ly as the cat, and
nuz­zled in­to the curve of Roarke’s neck.

“Good,” she said.

“At the very least.” His arms came around her, such good arms,
in an easy em­brace. “And what would you like to do next?”

She smiled, lov­ing the mo­ment, the lilt of Ire­land in his
voice, the brush of the cat’s fur against her arm as he but­ted it
with his head in a bid for at­ten­tion.

Or most like­ly break­fast.

“Pret­ty much noth­ing.”

“Noth­ing can be ar­ranged.”

She felt Roarke shift, and heard the cat’s purring in­crease as
the hands that had re­cent­ly plea­sured her gave him a
scratch.

She propped her­self up to look at his face. His eyes
opened.

God, they just killed her, that bold, bril­liant blue, those
thick, dark lash­es, the smile in them that was hers. Just
hers.

Lean­ing down, she took his mag­ic mouth with hers in a deep,
dreamy kiss.

“Well now, that’s far from noth­ing.”

“I love you.” She kissed his cheeks, a lit­tle rough from the
night’s growth of beard. “Maybe be­cause you’re so pret­ty.”

He was, she thought as the cat in­ter­rupt­ed by wig­gling his
bulk un­der her arm and bel­ly­ing be­tween them. The carved lips,
the sor­cer­er’s eyes, and sharp, de­fined bones all framed in the
black silk of his hair. When you added the firm, lanky body, it
made a damn per­fect pack­age.

He man­aged to get around the cat to draw her down for an­oth­er
kiss, then hissed.

“Why the hell doesn’t he go down and pester Sum­mer­set for
break­fast?” Roarke nudged away the cat, who knead­ed paws and
claws, painful­ly, over his chest.

“I’ll get it. I want cof­fee any­way.”

Eve rolled out of bed, walked—long, lean, naked—to the bed­room
Au­toChef.

“You cost me an­oth­er shag,” Roarke mut­tered.

Gala­had’s bi­col­ored eyes glit­tered, per­haps in amuse­ment,
be­fore he scram­bled off the bed.

Eve pro­grammed the kib­ble, and since it was a hol­iday, a side
of tu­na. When the cat pounced on it like the starv­ing, she
pro­grammed two mugs of cof­fee, strong and black.

“I thought about go­ing down for a work­out, but sort of took
care of that al­ready.” She took the first life-​giv­ing sip as she
crossed back to the plat­form and the lake-​sized bed. “I’m go­ing
to grab a show­er.”

“I’ll do the same, then I can grab you.” He smiled as she
hand­ed him his cof­fee. “A sec­ond work­out, we’ll say. Very
healthy. Maybe a full Irish to fol­low.”

“You’re a full Irish.”

“I was think­ing break­fast, but you can have both.”

Didn’t she look hap­py, he thought, and rest­ed—and
al­to­geth­er de­li­cious. That shag­gy cap of deer-​hide hair
mussed about her face, those big dark eyes full of fun. The lit­tle
dent in her chin he adored deep­ened just a bit when she
smiled.

There was some­thing about the mo­ment, he thought, mo­ments
like this when they were so much in tune, that struck him as
mirac­ulous.

The cop and the crim­inal—for­mer—he qual­ified, as bloody
nor­mal as Peace Day pota­to sal­ad.

He stud­ied her over the rim of his cup, through the whiff of
fra­grant steam. “I’m think­ing you should wear that out­fit more
of­ten. It’s a fa­vorite of mine.”

She an­gled her head, drank more cof­fee. “I’m think­ing I want
a re­al­ly long show­er.”

“Isn’t that handy? I think I want the same.”

She took a last sip. “Then we’d bet­ter get start­ed.”

Lat­er, too lazy to dress, she tossed on a robe while Roarke
pro­grammed more cof­fee and full Irish break­fasts for two. It was
all so … homey, she thought. The morn­ing sun streamed in the
win­dows of the bed­room big­ger than the apart­ment she’d lived in
two years be­fore. Two years mar­ried next month, she thought. He’d
walked in­to her life, and ev­ery­thing had changed. He’d found
her; she’d found him—and all those dark places in­side both of them
had got­ten a lit­tle small­er, a lit­tle brighter.

“What do you want to do next?” she asked him.

He glanced over as he load­ed plates and cof­fee on­to a tray to
car­ry it to the sit­ting area. “I thought the agen­da was
noth­ing.”

“It can be noth­ing, or it can be some­thing. I picked
yes­ter­day, and that was lots of noth­ing. There’s prob­ably
some­thing in the mar­riage rules about you get­ting to pick
to­day.”

“Ah yes, the rules.” He set the tray down. “Al­ways a cop.”

Gala­had padded over to eye the plates as if he hadn’t eat­en in
days. Roarke point­ed a warn­ing fin­ger at him, so the cat turned
his head in dis­gust and be­gan to wash.

“My pick then, is it?” He cut in­to his eggs, con­sid­er­ing.
“Well, let’s think. It’s a love­ly day in June.”

“Shit.”

His brow lift­ed. “You’ve a prob­lem with June, or love­ly
days?”

“No. Shit. June. Charles and Louise.” Scowl­ing, she chewed
ba­con. “Wed­ding. Here.”

“Yes, next Sat­ur­day evening, and as far as I know that’s all
un­der con­trol.”

“Peabody said be­cause I’m stand­ing up for Louise—the ma­tron
of hon­or or what­ev­er—I’m sup­posed to con­tact Louise ev­ery day
this week to make sure she doesn’t need me to do some­thing.” Eve’s
scowl dark­ened as she thought of Peabody, her part­ner. “That
can’t be right, can it? Ev­ery day? I mean, Je­sus. Plus, what the
hell could she need me to do?”

“Er­rands?”

She stopped eat­ing, nar­rowed her eyes at him. “Er­rands? What
do you mean by er­rands?”

“Well now, I’m at a dis­ad­van­tage hav­ing nev­er been a bride,
but best guess? Con­firm de­tails with the florist or cater­er, for
in­stance. Go shop­ping with her for wed­ding shoes or hon­ey­moon
clothes or—”

“Why would you do that?” Her voice was as thor­ough­ly
ag­grieved as her face. “Why would you say these things to me,
af­ter I rocked your world twice in one morn­ing? It’s just
mean.”

“And like­ly true un­der oth­er cir­cum­stances. But know­ing
Louise, she has it all well in hand. And know­ing you, if Louise
want­ed some­one to shop for shoes, she’d have asked some­one else
to stand up for her at her wed­ding.”

“I gave the show­er.” At his bare­ly smoth­ered laugh, she
drilled a fin­ger in­to his arm. “It was here, and I was here, so
that’s like giv­ing it. And I’m get­ting a dress and all that.”

He smiled, amused by her puz­zle­ment—and mild fear—when it came
to so­cial rites. “What does it look like, this dress?”

She stabbed in­to her eggs. “I don’t have to know what it looks
like, ex­act­ly. It’s some sort of yel­low—she picked out the
col­or, and she and Leonar­do put their heads to­geth­er on it. The
doc­tor and the de­sign­er. Mavis says it’s mag squared.”

She con­sid­ered her friend Mavis Free­stone’s par­tic­ular
style. “Which is kind of scary now that I think about it. Why am I
think­ing about it?”

“I have no idea. I can say that while Mavis’s taste in fash­ion
is unique­ly … unique, as your clos­est friend she
un­der­stands per­fect­ly what you like. And Leonar­do knows
ex­act­ly what suits you. You looked exquisite on our wed­ding
day.”

“I had a black eye un­der the paint.”

“Exquisite, and ab­so­lute­ly you. As for eti­quette by Peabody,
I’d say con­tact­ing Louise wouldn’t hurt, just let­ting her know
you’re will­ing to help out should she need it.”

“What if she does need it? She should’ve asked Peabody to do
this in­stead of hav­ing her sec­ond in com­mand, or in line.
What­ev­er the thing is.”

“I think it’s called bridal at­ten­dant.”

“What­ev­er.” With an im­pa­tient hand, Eve waved the term away.
“They’re tight, and Peabody re­al­ly gets in­to this … fe­male
thing.”

The in­san­ity of it, as far as Eve was con­cerned. The fuss,
the frills, the fren­zy.

“Maybe it’s weird be­cause Peabody used to date Charles, sort
of, be­fore she hooked up with Mc­Nab. And af­ter, too.” Her brow
fur­rowed as she worked through the tan­gles of the dy­nam­ics.
“But they nev­er banged each oth­er, per­son­al­ly or
pro­fes­sion­al­ly.”

“Who Charles and Mc­Nab?”

“Stop it.” It got a quick laugh out of her be­fore she thought
about er­rands and shop­ping. “Peabody and Charles nev­er got naked
when Charles was a pro. Which is al­so weird that he was a
li­censed com­pan­ion when he and Louise hooked up, and the whole
time they’re dat­ing—and get­ting naked—it doesn’t both­er her that
he’s get­ting naked with oth­er peo­ple, pro­fes­sion­al­ly. Then
he quits with­out telling her and trains to be a ther­apist and
buys a house and does the propos­ing deal.”

Un­der­stand­ing, Roarke let her run it through, fast words and
jerky log­ic as she shov­eled in eggs, pota­toes, ba­con. “All
right, what’s all this about re­al­ly?”

She stabbed eggs again, then put the fork down and picked up her
cof­fee. “I don’t want to screw it up for her. She’s so hap­py,
they’re so hap­py—and this is a re­al­ly big deal for her. I get
that. I re­al­ly do get that, and I did such a crap job on ours.
The wed­ding thing.”

“I’ll be the judge of that.”

“I did. I dumped ev­ery­thing on you.”

“I be­lieve you had a cou­ple of mur­ders on your hands.”

“Yeah, I did. And of course you don’t have any­thing to do but
sit on your gi­ant piles of mon­ey.”

He shook his head and spread a bit of jam on a tri­an­gle of
toast. “We all do what we do, dar­ling Eve. And I hap­pen to think
we do what we do very well.”

“I wigged out on you, pissed you off, the night be­fore the
wed­ding.”

“Added a bit of ex­cite­ment.”

“Then got drugged and kicked around at my own drunk girl par­ty
at a strip club be­fore I made the col­lar, which was fun in
ret­ro­spect. But the point is, I re­al­ly didn’t do the stuff, so
I don’t know how to do the stuff now.”

He gave her knee a friend­ly pat. For a wom­an of her some­times
ter­ri­fy­ing courage, she feared the odd­est things. “If there’s
some­thing she needs you’ll fig­ure out how to do it. I’ll tell
you, when you walked to­ward me that day, our day, in the
sun­light, you were like a flame. Bright and beau­ti­ful, and took
the breath right out of me. There was on­ly you.”

“And about five hun­dred of your close friends.”

“On­ly you.” He took her hand, kissed it. “And it’ll be the same
for them, I wa­ger.”

“I just want her to have what she wants. It makes me
ner­vous.”

“And that’s friend­ship. You’ll wear some sort of yel­low dress
and be there for her. That will be enough.”

“I hope so, be­cause I’m not tag­ging her ev­ery day. That’s
firm.” She looked at her plate. “How does any­one eat a full
Irish?”

“Slow­ly and with great de­ter­mi­na­tion. I take it you’re not
de­ter­mined enough.”

“Not near­ly.”

“Well then, if that takes care of break­fast, I’ve had my
thought.”

“On what?”

“On what to do next. We should go to the beach, get our­selves
some sand and surf.”

“I can get be­hind that. Jer­sey Shore, Hamp­tons?”

“I was think­ing more trop­ical.”

“You can’t want to go all the way to the is­land for one day, or
part of one day.” Roarke’s pri­vate is­land was a fa­vored spot,
but it was prac­ti­cal­ly on the oth­er side of the world. Even in
his jet it would take at least three hours one way.

“A bit far for an im­pulse, but there are clos­er. There’s a
spot on the Cay­mans that might suit, and a small vil­la that’s
avail­able for the day.”

“And you know this be­cause?”

“I’ve looked in­to ac­quir­ing it,” he said eas­ily. “So we
could fly down, get there in un­der an hour, check it out, en­joy
the sun and surf and drink some fool­ish cock­tails. End the day
with a walk along the beach in the moon­light.”

She found her­self smil­ing. “How small a vil­la?”

“Small enough to serve as a nice im­pulse hol­iday spot for us,
and roomy enough to al­low us to trav­el down with a few friends if
we’ve a mind to.”

“You’d al­ready had this thought.”

“I had, yes, and put it in the if-​and-​when de­part­ment. If
you’d like it, we can make this the when.”

“I can be dressed and toss what­ev­er I’d need for the day in a
bag in un­der ten min­utes.”

She leaped up, bolt­ed to­ward her dress­er.

“Bag’s packed,” he told her. “For both of us. In case.”

She glanced back at him. “You nev­er miss a trick.”

“It’s rare to have a Sun­day off with my wife. I like mak­ing
the most of it.”

She tossed the robe to pull on a sim­ple white tank, then
grabbed out a pair of kha­ki shorts. “We’ve had a good start on
mak­ing the most. This should cap it off.”

Even as she stepped in­to the shorts, the com­mu­ni­ca­tor on
her dress­er sig­naled. “Crap. Damn it. Shit!” Her stom­ach dropped
as she read the dis­play. Her glance at Roarke was full of re­gret
and apol­ogy. “It’s Whit­ney.”

He watched the cop take over, face, pos­ture, as she picked up
the com­mu­ni­ca­tor to re­spond to her com­man­der. And he
thought, Ah well.

“Yes, sir.”

“Lieu­tenant, I’m sor­ry to in­ter­rupt your hol­iday.”
Whit­ney’s wide face filled the tiny screen, and on it rode a
stress that had the mus­cles tight­en­ing at the back of her
neck.

“It’s no prob­lem, Com­man­der.”

“I re­al­ize you’re off the roll, but there’s a sit­ua­tion. I
need you to re­port to Five-​forty-​one Cen­tral Park South. I’m on
scene now.”

“You’re on scene, sir?” Bad, she thought, big and bad for the
com­man­der to be on scene.

“Af­fir­ma­tive. The vic­tim is Deena Mac­Mas­ters, age
six­teen. Her body was dis­cov­ered ear­li­er this morn­ing by her
par­ents when they re­turned home from a week­end away. Dal­las,
the vic­tim’s fa­ther is Cap­tain Jon­ah Mac­Mas­ters.”

It took her a mo­ment. “Il­le­gals. I know of Lieu­tenant
Mac­Mas­ters. He’s been pro­mot­ed?”

“Two weeks ago. Mac­Mas­ters has specif­ical­ly re­quest­ed you
as pri­ma­ry. I would like to grant that re­quest.”

“I’ll con­tact De­tec­tive Peabody im­me­di­ate­ly.”

“I’ll take care of that. I’d like you here as­ap.”

“Then I’m on my way.”

“Thank you.”

She dis­en­gaged the com­mu­ni­ca­tor, turned to Roarke. “I’m
sor­ry.”

“Don’t.” He crossed to her, tapped his fin­ger­tip on the
shal­low dent in her chin. “A man’s lost his child, and that’s a
great deal more im­por­tant than a bit of beach. You know him?”

“Not re­al­ly. He con­tact­ed me af­ter I took Cas­to down.” She
thought of the wrong cop who’d gone af­ter her at her wed­ding eve
par­ty. “Mac­Mas­ters wasn’t his LT, but he want­ed to give me a
nod for clos­ing that case, and tak­ing down a bad cop. I
ap­pre­ci­at­ed it. He’s got a rep,” she con­tin­ued as she changed
the hol­iday shorts for work trousers. “A good, sol­id rep. I
hadn’t heard about his pro­mo­tion, but I’m not sur­prised by
it.”

She ti­died her chop­py cap of hair by rak­ing her fin­gers
through it. “He’s got about twen­ty years on the job. Maybe
twen­ty-​five. I hear he draws a hard line and sticks to it, makes
sure those serv­ing un­der him do the same. He clos­es cas­es.”

“Sounds like some­one else I know.”

She pulled a shirt out of the clos­et. “Maybe.”

“Whit­ney didn’t tell you how the girl was killed.”

“He wants and needs me to come in with­out any
pre­con­cep­tions. He didn’t say it was homi­cide. That’s for me
and the ME to de­ter­mine.”

She picked up her weapon har­ness, strapped it on. Pock­et­ed
her com­mu­ni­ca­tor, her ’link, hooked on her re­straints. She
didn’t both­er to frown when Roarke of­fered her the
sum­mer-​weight jack­et he’d se­lect­ed out of her clos­et to go
over her sidearm. “Whit­ney’s be­ing there means one of two
things,” she told him. “It’s hinky, or they’re per­son­al friends.
Maybe both.”

“For him to be on scene … ”

“Yeah.” She sat to pull on the boots she pre­ferred for work. “A
cop’s kid. I don’t know when I’ll get back.”

“Not an is­sue.”

She stopped, looked at him, thought about bags packed just in
case, and walks in the trop­ical moon­light. “You could fly down,
check this vil­la out.”

“I’ve work enough I can see to here to keep me busy.” He laid
his hands on her shoul­ders when she rose, laid his lips on hers.
“Get in touch when you have a bet­ter han­dle on the
sit­ua­tion.”

“I will. See you then.”

“Take care, Lieu­tenant.”

She jogged down­stairs, bare­ly break­ing stride when
Sum­mer­set, Roarke’s man of just about ev­ery­thing and the
peb­ble in her shoe, ma­te­ri­al­ized in the foy­er.

“I was un­der the as­sump­tion you were off du­ty un­til
to­mor­row.”

“There’s a dead body, which un­for­tu­nate­ly isn’t yours.” Then
she paused at the door. “Talk him in­to do­ing some­thing that’s
not work. Just be­cause I have to … ” She shrugged, and walked
out to meet death.

Few cops could af­ford to live in a sin­gle-​fam­ily res­idence
on the ver­dant edges of Cen­tral Park. Then again, few cops—well,
none oth­er than her­self—lived in a freak­ing cas­tle-​manor
es­tate in Man­hat­tan. Cu­ri­ous about how Mac­Mas­ters man­aged
his digs, she did a quick run on him as she nav­igat­ed the light
hol­iday morn­ing traf­fic.

Mac­Mas­ters, Cap­tain Jon­ah, her dash comp told her, born
March 22, 2009, Prov­idence, Rhode Is­land. Par­ents Wal­ter and
Mary­beth nee Hast­ings. Ed­ucat­ed Stone­bridge Acade­my, fur­ther
ed­uca­tion Yale, grad­uat­ed 2030. Mar­ried Franklin, Car­ol 2040,
one off­spring, fe­male, Deena, born Novem­ber 23, 2043. Joined
NYPSD Septem­ber 15, 2037. Com­men­da­tions and hon­ors
in­clude—

“Skip that. Fi­nances. Where’s the mon­ey come from?”

Work­ing … Cur­rent worth ap­prox­imate­ly eight mil­lion,
six hun­dred thou­sand. In­her­it­ed a por­tion of grand­fa­ther’s
es­tate. Mac­Mas­ters, Jon­ah, died nat­ural caus­es June 6, 2032,
founder Mac Kitchen and Bath, based in Prov­idence. Com­pa­ny’s
cur­rent worth—

“Good enough. Asked and an­swered.”

Fam­ily mon­ey, she thought. Yale ed­ucat­ed. Ends up an
Il­le­gals cop in New York. In­ter­est­ing. One spouse and a
twen­ty-​year mar­riage, com­men­da­tions and hon­ors on the job.
Pro­mot­ed to cap­tain. It all said what she al­ready knew of
him.

Sol­id.

Now this sol­id cop she bare­ly knew had specif­ical­ly
re­quest­ed her as pri­ma­ry in the in­ves­ti­ga­tion of his on­ly
child’s death. Why was that? she won­dered.

She’d ask.

When she reached the ad­dress she pulled in be­hind a
black-​and-​white. As she en­gaged her On Du­ty light, she took a
sur­vey of the house. Nice digs, she thought, and got out to
re­trieve her field kit. And, though she was in dan­ger of
overus­ing the word, it struck her as sol­id.

Pre-​Ur­ban Wars con­struc­tion, nice­ly re­habbed so it
main­tained its char­ac­ter, showed a few scars. It looked
dig­ni­fied, she thought, the rosy brick, the creamy trim, the long
win­dows—cur­rent­ly shield­ed with pri­va­cy screens, ev­ery
one.

Pots of col­or­ful flow­ers stood guard on ei­ther side of the
short flight of stone steps, a pret­ty touch she sup­posed. But she
was more in­ter­est­ed, as she stepped over and crossed the
side­walk, in the se­cu­ri­ty.

Full cam­eras, view screen, thumb pad, and she’d bet
voice-​ac­ti­vat­ed locks with a cod­ed by­pass. A cop, and
par­tic­ular­ly one with good scratch, would be sure to ful­ly
pro­tect his home and ev­ery­thing—ev­ery­one in it.

And still his teenage daugh­ter was dead in­side.

You could nev­er cov­er all the bases.

She took her badge out of her pock­et to flash the uni­form at
the door, then hooked it to her waist­band.

“They’re wait­ing for you in­side, Lieu­tenant.”

“Are you first on scene?”

“No, sir. First on scene’s in­side, along with the com­man­der
and the cap­tain and his wife. My part­ner and I were called in by
the com­man­der. My part­ner’s on the rear.”

“Okay. My part­ner will be ar­riv­ing short­ly. Peabody,
De­tec­tive.”

“I’ve been ap­prised, Lieu­tenant. I’ll pass her through.”

Not a rook­ie, Eve thought as she wait­ed for him to pass her
in. The uni­form was both sea­soned and tough. Had Whit­ney called
him in, or the cap­tain?

She glanced to the left, to the right, and imag­ined peo­ple in
the neigh­bor­ing hous­es who were awake and at home keep­ing
watch, but too po­lite—or too in­tim­idat­ed—to come out and play
ob­vi­ous lo ok­ie-​loos.

She stepped in to a cool, wide foy­er with a cen­tral
stair­case. Flow­ers on the ta­ble, she not­ed, very fresh. On­ly a
day, maybe two old. A lit­tle bowl that held some sort of col­ored
mints. Ev­ery­thing in soft, warm col­ors. No clut­ter, but a pair
of glossy pur­ple san­dals—one un­der, one be­side a high-​backed
chair.

Whit­ney stepped out of a door­way to the left. He filled it,
she thought, with the bulk of his body. His dark face was lined
with con­cern, and she caught the glint of sor­row in his eyes.

And still his voice was neu­tral when he spoke. Years of be­ing
a cop held him straight.

“Lieu­tenant, we’re in here. If you’d take a mo­ment be­fore
go­ing up to the scene.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Be­fore you do, I’ll thank you for agree­ing to take this
case.” When she hes­itat­ed, he near­ly smiled. “If I didn’t put it
to you as your choice, I should have.”

“There’s no ques­tion, Com­man­der. The cap­tain wants me, he’s
got me.”

With a nod, he stepped back to lead her in­to the room.

There was a lit­tle jolt, she could ad­mit it, when she saw Mrs.
Whit­ney. The com­man­der’s wife tend­ed to in­tim­idate her with
her starched man­ner, cool de­liv­ery, and blue blood. But at the
mo­ment, she ap­peared to be ful­ly fo­cused on com­fort­ing the
wom­an be­side her on a small so­fa in a pret­ty par­lor.

Car­ol Mac­Mas­ters, Eve con­clud­ed, a small, dark-​haired
beau­ty to con­trast An­na Whit­ney’s blonde el­egance. In her
drenched black eyes, Eve read both dev­as­ta­tion and con­fu­sion.
Her slight shoul­ders shiv­ered as if she sat naked in ice.

Mac­Mas­ters rose as she came in. She judged him at about
six-​four, and lean to the point of gan­gly. His ca­su­al dress of
jeans and T-​shirt co­in­cid­ed with re­turn­ing from a brief
hol­iday. His hair, dark like his wife’s, had a tight curl and
re­mained full and thick around a lean face with deep cheek grooves
that may have been dim­ples in his youth. His eyes, a pale, al­most
misty green, met hers lev­el­ly. In them she saw grief and shock,
and anger.

He moved to her, held out a hand. “Thank you. Lieu­tenant …
” He seemed to run out of words.

“Cap­tain, I’m very sor­ry, very sor­ry for your loss.”

“She’s the one?” Car­ol strug­gled up even as tears spilled down
her cheeks. “You’re Lieu­tenant Dal­las?”

“Yes, ma’am. Mrs. Mac­Mas­ters—”

“Jon­ah said it had to be you. You’re the best there is. You’ll
find out who … how … But she’ll still be gone. My ba­by
will still be gone. She’s up­stairs. She’s up there, and I can’t be
with her.” Her voice pitched from raw grief to­ward hys­te­ria.
“They won’t let me go be with her. She’s dead. Our Deena’s
dead.”

“Here now, Car­ol, you have to let the lieu­tenant do what she
can.” Mrs. Whit­ney stood up to drape an arm around Car­ol.

“Can’t I just sit with her? Can’t I just—”

“Soon.” Mrs. Whit­ney crooned it. “Soon. I’ll stay with you now.
The lieu­tenant is go­ing to take good care of Deena. She’ll take
good care.”

“I’m go­ing to take you up,” Whit­ney said. “An­na.”

Mrs. Whit­ney nod­ded.

Starched and in­tim­idat­ing, Eve thought, but she would han­dle
a griev­ing moth­er and a dev­as­tat­ed fa­ther.

“You need to stay down here, Jon­ah. I’ll be down short­ly.
Lieu­tenant.”

“You’re friends with the vic­tim’s par­ents off the job?” Eve
asked.

“Yes. An­na and Car­ol serve on some com­mit­tees to­geth­er,
and of­ten spend time with each oth­er. We so­cial­ize. I brought
my wife as a friend of the vic­tim’s moth­er.”

“Yes, sir. I be­lieve she’ll be a great help in that area.”

“This is hard, Dal­las.” His voice lead­en, he start­ed up the
steps. “We’ve known Deena since she was a lit­tle girl. I can tell
you she was the light of their hearts. A bright, love­ly girl.”

“The house has ex­cel­lent se­cu­ri­ty from my eye­ball of it.
Do you know if it was ac­ti­vat­ed when the Mac­Mas­ters re­turned
this morn­ing?”

“The locks were. Jon­ah found the cam­eras had been
de­ac­ti­vat­ed, and the discs for the last two days re­moved. He
touched noth­ing,” Whit­ney added, turn­ing left at the top of the
stairs. “Al­lowed Car­ol to touch noth­ing—but the girl. And he
pre­vent­ed his wife from mov­ing the body or dis­turb­ing the
scene. I’m sure we can all un­der­stand there were a few mo­ments
of shock.”

“Yes, sir.” It was awk­ward, she thought, and un­com­fort­able
to be thrust in the po­si­tion of in­ter­view­ing her com­man­der.
“Do you know what time they re­turned home this morn­ing?”

“At eight-​thir­ty-​two, pre­cise­ly. I took the lib­er­ty of
check­ing the lock log, and it con­firmed Jon­ah’s state­ment to
me. I’ll give you a copy of the state­ment from my home ’link log.
He con­tact­ed me im­me­di­ate­ly, re­quest­ing you, and
re­quest­ing my pres­ence if pos­si­ble. I didn’t seal the
scene—her bed­room. But it is se­cure.”

He ges­tured, stood back. “I think it best if I go down, let you
pro­ceed. When your part­ner ar­rives, I’ll send her di­rect­ly
up.”

“Yes, sir.”

He nod­ded again, then sighed as he looked at the open bed­room
door. “Dal­las … It’s very hard.”

She wait­ed un­til he’d turned away, start­ed down the stairs.
Alone, she stepped to the door­way and looked at the young, dead
Deena Mac­Mas­ters.
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“RECORD ON. DAL­LAS, LIEU­TENANT EVE, AT scene, Mac­Mas­ters,
Deena, vic­tim.”

She scanned the room first as she took Seal-​It from her field
kit to coat her hands and boots. A large space, bright and airy
with triple win­dows—pri­va­cy screen ac­ti­vat­ed—along the
park-​view wall. A padded bench, mound­ed with col­or­ful pil­lows,
curved un­der the glass. Posters of pop­ular mu­si­cians, ac­tors,
per­son­al­ities cov­ered walls done in a dreamy vi­olet. A lit­tle
clutch tight­ened Eve’s stom­ach as she stud­ied one of her friend,
Mavis Free­stone, blue hair swirling, arms lift­ed in tri­umph,
ti­tled Moth­er­hood Rocks!

On it, she saw Mavis’s big, bold hand­writ­ing.

YO, DEENA,

YOU ROCK, TOO!

MAVIS FREE­STONE

Had Deena pushed the poster at Mavis at some con­cert or event,
and Mavis—laugh­ing, bub­bling—signed it with Deena’s pur­ple pen?
Noise, lights, col­or, Eve imag­ined, and life. And a thrilling
mem­ory for a six­teen-​year-​old girl who couldn’t have known she
would have so lit­tle time to trea­sure it.

A por­tion of the room was de­signed for study­ing and
school­work with a glossy white desk, shelves, a high-​end comp and
com cen­ter, disc files—all or­dered and tidy. A sec­ond area,
suit­ed for loung­ing, prob­ably hang­ing out with girl­friends,
al­so sat tidy and ap­par­ent­ly undis­turbed with plump cush­ions,
soft throws, a scat­ter of stuffed an­imals like­ly col­lect­ed
through­out child­hood.

A hair­brush and hand mir­ror, a few col­ored bot­tles, a bowl
of seashells, and a trio of framed pho­tos stood on a dress­er in
the same glossy white as the desk.

Thick, bold­ly col­ored rugs flashed over a gleam­ing wood
floor. The one near­est the bed, she not­ed, skewed out of
align­ment. He’d knocked it or skid­ded against it, or she had.

A pair of panties—sim­ple, white, un­adorned, lay near the
rug.

“He stripped off her un­der­wear,” Eve said aloud, “tossed them
aside.”

The night­stands be­side the bed held fan­cy, frilly lamps with
tas­seled shades. Again, one of the shades sat crooked on its base.
A bump by an arm or el­bow. Ev­ery­thing else around the bed
it­self showed a de­light in or­der and pre­ci­sion, a love of
pret­ty, girl­ish things.

A young six­teen, to Eve’s mind, but maybe she was pro­ject­ing.
At six­teen she’d been count­ing the days un­til le­gal adult­hood
and es­cape from the fos­ter sys­tem. There had been no pink, no
frills, no fuzzy ted­dy bears beloved since child­hood in her
world.

And still, she felt this was the room of a girl still firm­ly in
child­hood, just bare­ly ap­proach­ing the wom­an she might have
been. One who had died liv­ing a wom­an’s worst fear.

In the cen­ter of the pret­ty, cheer­ful room, the bed held
vi­cious vi­olence. The tan­gle of pink and white sheets ru­ined
with rust­ed blood-​stains wound around the body’s legs like rope.
He’d used them to bind her feet to the foot­board, to keep her legs
open for him.

She’d fought—the bruis­es and raw marks on her an­kles, her
thighs where her pur­ple skirt was rucked showed she’d fought,
showed he’d raped her vi­olent­ly. At the side of the bed, Eve
leaned in, an­gled down to peer at the po­lice re­straints bind­ing
the vic­tim’s hands be­hind her back.

“Cop cuffs. Vic is a cop’s daugh­ter. Ev­idence of strug­gle in
bruis­ing and lac­er­ations on wrists. She didn’t go easy. No signs
of mu­ti­la­tion. Some bruis­ing on the face in­di­cates phys­ical
blows, bruis­ing on neck in­di­cates man­ual stran­gu­la­tion.”

She eased open the vic­tim’s mouth, used her pen­light and
mag­ni­fi­er. “Some threads and fab­ric in her teeth, on her
tongue, blood on her lips, teeth. She bit her lip, deeply. Some
blood and pos­si­bly sali­va on pil­low­case. Looks like he used it
to smoth­er her. Clothes are askew but not re­moved, some tear­ing
at the shoul­ders of the shirt, but­tons miss­ing. He pulled at
them,” she con­tin­ued as she worked her way down the body. “Pulled
them out of his way, but he wasn’t in­ter­est­ed over­much in the
rapist’s fore­play.”

With care and de­lib­er­ation, even as her mouth went dry and
the back of her head pound­ed, she ex­am­ined the dam­age caused by
vi­olent rape.

“Tor­ture—choke, smoth­er, rape, choke, smoth­er, rape.
Vagi­nal­ly and anal­ly. Re­peat­ed­ly by the amount of bruis­ing
and tear­ing.” She felt her breath hitch as her lungs tried to shut
down, and forced air out. In. Out again. “Blood from vagi­nal area
in­di­cates vic­tim might have been a vir­gin. ME to con­firm.”

She had to straight­en up, had to take a few more calm­ing
breaths. She couldn’t af­ford to switch off the record and set­tle
her­self, couldn’t af­ford to let the record show how much her
hands want­ed to shake, how much her stom­ach want­ed to roil.

She knew what it was to be help­less like this, abused like
this, ter­ri­fied like this.

“At this time it ap­pears the se­cu­ri­ty was en­gaged. Cam­eras
were sub­se­quent­ly turned off, and all discs re­moved from
premis­es. There is no vis­ible sign of break-​in—Crime Scene Unit
to con­firm. She opened the door; she let him in. Cop’s kid. She
knew him, trust­ed him. Face-​to-​face rape and mur­der. He knew
her, want­ed to see her face. Per­son­al, very per­son­al.”

Calmer, she got out her gauges to de­ter­mine time of death.
“TOD three-​twen­ty-​six. Pri­ma­ry de­ter­mines rape-​homi­cide to
be con­firmed by ME. Dr. Mor­ris is re­quest­ed if avail­able.”

“Dal­las.”

It showed Eve how deep in­to the mo­ment—and in­to the
past—she’d gone—too deep to hear her part­ner’s ap­proach. She
schooled her face to neu­tral lines and turned to where Peabody
stood in the door­way.

“The kid died hard,” Eve said. “Fought hard, died hard. No
tis­sue un­der her nails that I can find, but plen­ty of trace from
the sheets. It looks like he held the pil­low over her face, she
bit it and her own lip. As it’s most like­ly mul­ti­ple rapes, he
may have got­ten off on the strug­gle. Choked her, too. We should
be able to get his handspan from the bruis­ing.”

“I kind of knew her.”

In­stinc­tive­ly Eve stepped over, block­ing Peabody’s view of
the body, forc­ing her part­ner to look at her in­stead. “How?”

Sor­row, sim­ple and sin­cere, shone in Peabody’s dark brown
eyes. “When I was a rook­ie, we did this kind of pub­lic ser­vice
thing in schools.” Peabody cleared her throat, pressed her lips
to­geth­er. “She was my li­ai­son, like a stu­dent guide. A
re­al­ly sweet, smart kid. I guess she was about eleven or twelve.
I was new to New York, too, and she gave me some tips on where to
shop and stuff. And, ah, last year she did a re­port on Free-​Agers
for school.” Peabody paused, bus­ied her­self seal­ing up. “She got
in touch, and I helped her out with some back­ground and per­son­al
anec­dotes.”

“Is this go­ing to be a prob­lem for you?”

“No.” On a breath, Peabody pushed her dark hair back from her
face, thread­ing her fin­gers once through the sassy flip she wore.
“No. She was a nice kid, and I liked her. A lot. I want to find out
who did this to her. I want in on tak­ing the son of a bitch
down.”

“Start by check­ing the se­cu­ri­ty, the elec­tron­ics through
the house. Look for any signs of break-​in.” Big house, Eve
thought. It would take a while, long enough to put Peabody in­to
cop mode. “We need all ’links checked, all logs copied. I need the
sweep­ers, but I want it des­ig­nat­ed Code Yel­low. This isn’t a
me­dia black­out, we can’t go there with a cop in­volved, but I
don’t want the juice poured out ei­ther. I want Mor­ris un­less
he’s not able.”

“He’s back?”

“Sched­uled to be back from leave to­mor­row. If he’s in town
and will­ing, I want him.”

Peabody nod­ded, pulled out her com­mu­ni­ca­tor. “Giv­en it’s a
cop’s kid, I think we want Feeney.”

“You think right, and go ahead and tag your bony-​assed co­hab.
Feeney’s go­ing to need Mc­Nab on this any­way, so let’s get our
EDD team up and run­ning now.”

“He’s on stand­by. When Whit­ney con­tact­ed me, I asked him to
wait for my sig­nal. If you’re ready to roll her, I’ll give you a
hand.”

Eve heard the mes­sage un­der the words. I need to do this. Need
to prove I can.

Eve stepped back, turned to the body. “He didn’t re­move her
cloth­ing. Tore it some, pulled it out of the way. An­oth­er
in­di­ca­tion it wasn’t sex­ual, and that it wasn’t about
hu­mil­ia­tion so much as pun­ish­ment, vi­olence, or caus­ing
pain. He didn’t care about strip­ping her, about ex­pos­ing her. On
three,” she said and count­ed out so they rolled the body face­down
to­geth­er.

“God.” Peabody breathed in, breathed out. “That blood’s not just
from rape. I think … she was a vir­gin. And those are cop
re­straints. Us­ing them, keep­ing her hands bound be­hind her
back? He’s mak­ing a point, don’t you think with the first, and
caus­ing her more pain with the sec­ond. Look at the way they dug
in­to her wrists, pushed in­to them from the weight of her body. He
could have cuffed her to the head­board. Bad enough.”

“It’s about pain,” Eve said short­ly. “Pain gives the
in­flic­tor more con­trol over the vic­tim. Do you know any­thing
about her friends? Boyfriends, men?”

“No, not re­al­ly. When I was help­ing her with the re­port, I
asked about boyfriends, the way you do.”

As she spoke Peabody be­gan to scan and study the room. Com­ing
back, Eve judged, slid­ing back in­to cop mode.

“She got flushy and said she didn’t date much since she was
con­cen­trat­ing on her school­work. Ah, she was re­al­ly in­to
mu­sic and the­ater, but she want­ed to study phi­los­ophy and
al­ter­nate cul­tures. Talked about join­ing the Peace Corps or
Ed­uca­tion For All af­ter col­lege.”

Shy, Eve thought, us­ing Peabody’s im­pres­sions to help her
form a pic­ture of the dead. Ide­al­is­tic, se­ri­ous about
ed­uca­tion.

“And I re­mem­ber,” Peabody con­tin­ued, “when we met at this
cy­ber joint for the re­search, Mc­Nab hooked up with me at the
end. She was re­al­ly shy with him—flushy again. I guess she was
shy around guys yet. Some girls are.”

“Okay. Go get start­ed on the rest. I’ll fin­ish here.”

Shy around boys, Eve thought. Par­ents away for the week­end.
Ide­al­is­tic of­ten went along with naive, es­pe­cial­ly in the
young.

Maybe take the leap, let boy/man in. She stud­ied the ru­ined
clothes again.

Pret­ty skirt, nice top. Could be the vic­tim dressed up a
lit­tle just for her­self, but wasn’t it like­ly she’d gone to the
trou­ble for a date? Ear­rings, bracelet—that must have added yet
more pain rub­bing against the re­straints. Paint­ed toe­nails and
fin­ger­nails. Fa­cial en­hance­ments, Eve not­ed af­ter slip­ping
on mi­cro­gog­gles and peer­ing close­ly in­to the face. Smudged
from tears, the strug­gle, the pres­sure of the pil­low.

Did young girls paint up their faces for an evening at home?

Had she gone out, brought some­one home with her—date or pick­up
gone wrong?

“Let him in or came home with him. No sign of any cozy­ing up
down in the par­lor, but maybe else­where. You wouldn’t have been
able to tidy up. Came in, kicked off your pur­ple san­dals, at some
point in the day or evening. Maybe he ti­died up down­stairs. Did
you bring him up here, Deena? Up to your bed­room. Doesn’t quite
fit the sex­ual­ly in­ex­pe­ri­enced teenag­er, but there’s al­ways
a first time. No signs of strug­gle here ei­ther, out­side the
bed—and even that’s con­sis­tent with strug­gle af­ter bondage. Did
he tidy up here, too? Why would he? No, he brought you up. No,” she
said slow­ly. “No, you didn’t kick off your shoes. You’re too
in­her­ent­ly tidy. They fell off, came off when he forced you—or
car­ried you—up­stairs. Flag tox screen and ex­pe­dite.”

She took an­oth­er breath. It was eas­ier now, she thought,
eas­ier af­ter deal­ing with Peabody, af­ter find­ing the right
cor­ner in­side her­self to bury the past, again.

She turned away from the body, and be­gan to search the
room.

Good clothes, she not­ed, good fab­rics and the usu­al
baf­fling—to Eve—col­lec­tion of shoes. An even larg­er
col­lec­tion of books on disc—fic­tion and non­fic­tion. An
enor­mous col­lec­tion of mu­sic discs, and a quick flip through
the menu of a pur­ple Tunes re­vealed count­less mu­sic
down­loads.

No se­cret di­ary hid­den away from parental eyes and no
per­son­al PC. Or ’link.

She re­played the last com­mu­ni­ca­tion on the desk ’link and
lis­tened through a chat­ty con­ver­sa­tion be­tween the vic­tim
and a girl she called Jo about shop­ping plans, mu­sic, Jo’s
an­noy­ing younger broth­er. Not a word about boys. Didn’t teenage
girls ob­sess about boys?

And no dis­cus­sion about plans for Sat­ur­day night.

The bath­room con­tin­ued the vi­olet and white theme and the
or­der and tidi­ness. She found the en­hance­ments—many, many tubes
of lip dye par­tial­ly used. No con­doms or birth con­trol of any
kind hid­den away. No sign the vic­tim had been con­tem­plat­ing
en­gag­ing in sex.

And still, Eve thought, she’d let her killer in or brought him
home.

She start­ed out, paused once more by the side of the bed.
“Vic­tim to be bagged and tagged and trans­port­ed to the morgue.”
Af­ter she left the room she as­signed one of the uni­forms to
stand out­side it un­til the sweep­ers and dead wag­on
ar­rived.

She took her time as­sess­ing the oth­er rooms on the sec­ond
floor. The mas­ter had soft, sooth­ing col­ors, a large bed with
cush­ioned head­board. Two overnight cas­es lay be­side a deep,
scooped chair as if they’d been dropped or knocked over.

Mac­Mas­ters like­ly brought them up, she thought, while the
wife walked to­ward the daugh­ter’s room to check in. Scream,
shout, Mac­Mas­ters drops the bags and runs to his daugh­ter’s
room.

None of the oth­er rooms—two home of­fices, a ca­su­al me­dia
room, two more baths, and what she took for a guest room—ap­peared
to have been dis­turbed.

Down­stairs, she set a mark­er by the san­dals, then sought out
Peabody.

“The way I read it,” Peabody said, “the se­cu­ri­ty and locks
were dis­en­gaged from in­side. There’s no sign of tam­per­ing. EDD
may find oth­er­wise, but it looks like they were re-​en­gaged
again from the in­side, then the cam­eras shut down right at the
source. The last disc there is from Sat­ur­day. I ran it back on my
PPC. It shows the vic­tim com­ing home, alone, at just af­ter
eigh­teen hun­dred. She had a pair of shop­ping bags, both from
Girl­friends. It’s a high-​end bou­tique, fo­cused on teens and the
col­lege crowd. It’s on Fifth at Fifty-​eighth.”

“We’ll check it out, see what she bought, and if she shopped
alone. She had ar­range­ments to hook up with a friend for
Sat­ur­day shop­ping. I haven’t found her per­son­al ’link or PC,
and no coms on her desk unit oth­er than one with a girl­friend,
two from her par­ents over the last forty-​eight. I found eight
hand­bags all emp­ty.”

“She was car­ry­ing a white straw French strap with sil­ver
buck­les on the disc.”

“I didn’t see any­thing like that in her room. Check com­mu­nal
clos­ets and stor­age. These are tidy peo­ple. Maybe they have a
spot for that kind of thing. Was she wear­ing pur­ple
san­dals?”

“The ones in the foy­er? No, blue skids.”

“Okay.”

“Dal­las, the oth­er thing. The con­trol room? It’s pass­cod­ed.
No signs of tam­per­ing there I can see ei­ther. Ei­ther she did
the shut­ting down, or she gave him the code. Or he’s re­al­ly damn
good with by­pass­ing.”

“She’d have told him any­thing if he said he’d stop. But we’ll
have the ex­perts check for tam­per­ing.”

“There was one glass on the kitchen counter. I bagged it.
Ev­ery­thing else is put away, so it struck me as off. Plus, I ran
the log for the Au­toChef. She or­dered two sin­gle piz­zas at
eigh­teen-​thir­ty last night. One veg­gie, one meat. She had
com­pa­ny, Dal­las.”

“Yeah, she had com­pa­ny. I’m go­ing to talk to Mac­Mas­ters and
his wife. The sweep­ers should be com­ing in any minute. Ride herd
on that, will you?”

Eve went back to the par­lor. An­na Whit­ney sat be­side Car­ol,
an el­egant guard dog. Mac­Mas­ters sat at her oth­er side, kept
her hand clutched in his. Whit­ney stood, star­ing out the front
win­dow.

Mrs. Whit­ney looked over first and Eve saw, briefly, the guard
dog un­guard­ed. Ab­ject grief burned in her eyes, and with it a
plea Eve read clear­ly.

Help us.

Mac­Mas­ters straight­ened when Eve came in, go­ing ram­rod
straight.

“I’m sor­ry to in­trude. I know this is a very dif­fi­cult
time.”

“Do you have chil­dren?” Car­ol asked dul­ly.

“No, ma’am.”

“Then you can’t know, can you?”

“Car­ol.” Mac­Mas­ters mur­mured it.

“You’re right,” Eve said as she sat across from the trio on the
couch. “I can’t. But I know this, Mrs. Mac­Mas­ters. I’ll do
ev­ery­thing in my pow­er to find the per­son re­spon­si­ble for
what hap­pened to your daugh­ter. I’ll see to it that ev­ery­thing
that can be done is done. I’ll take care of her, I promise
you.”

“We left her alone, don’t you see? We left her.”

“You called her twice. You made sure she was as safe as it’s
pos­si­ble to make her,” Eve said even as An­na drew breath to
speak. “It’s my job to ob­serve and an­alyze, and from my
ob­ser­va­tions at this point, you’re good and lov­ing par­ents.
You’re not re­spon­si­ble for this. I’m go­ing to find the one who
is. You can help me now by an­swer­ing some ques­tions.”

“We came back ear­ly. We were go­ing to sur­prise her and all go
out to a big hol­iday brunch, then to a mati­nee. She loved to go
to the the­ater. We were go­ing to sur­prise her.”

“When were you due home?”

“We’d orig­inal­ly planned to get home late this af­ter­noon,”
Mac­Mas­ters an­swered. “We left Fri­day af­ter­noon, took a
shut­tle to In­ter lude, an inn in the Smoky Moun­tains in
Ten­nessee. Car­ol and I were tak­ing a qui­et week­end to
cel­ebrate my pro­mo­tion.” He cleared his throat. “I made the
reser­va­tions ten days ago. We’d been there as a fam­ily be­fore,
but … ”

“Deena want­ed us to have the trip by our­selves,” Car­ol
man­aged. “We usu­al­ly go to­geth­er, but this time … We
should have in­sist­ed she stay with the Jen­ningses. But, she’s
al­most sev­en­teen, and so re­spon­si­ble. She’ll be go­ing to
col­lege next year, so we thought, we just thought—”

“Are the Jen­ningses fam­ily friends?”

“Yes. Arthur and Melis­sa. Their daugh­ter, Jo, is Deena’s best
friend.” As she an­swered, Car­ol’s lips trem­bled. “Deena want­ed
to stay on her own, and we thought, we both thought we should
re­spect that, trust her, al­low her that in­de­pen­dence. If—”

“Can you tell me the names of her oth­er friends?”

Car­ol drew in a shud­der­ing breath. “Jo, and Hilly Rowe,
Lib­by Grogh from school. They’re the clos­est. And Jamie, Jamie
Lingstrom.”

Eve went on alert. “The late DS Frank Wo­jinksi’s
grand­son?”

“Yes.” Mac­Mas­ters nod­ded. “I was friend­ly with Frank, and
Jamie and Deena have been friends for years.”

“Boyfriends?”

“Deena wasn’t in­ter­est­ed in boys, not in that way, as
yet.”

As Mac­Mas­ters spoke, Eve caught the look in his wife’s eye.
“Ma’am?”

“She was shy around boys, but in­ter­est­ed. I think there was
one in par­tic­ular she liked.”

“Who?”

“She nev­er said, not di­rect­ly. But in the last cou­ple of
months she took more in­ter­est in how she looked, and … I’m
not sure I can ex­plain it, but I knew there was a boy who’d caught
her eye and in­ter­est. Enough so that I had an­oth­er talk with
her about sex.”

Mac­Mas­ters frowned at his wife, a look of baf­fle­ment more
than an­noy­ance. “You nev­er said.”

She glanced at her hus­band, and her trem­bling lips tried to
curve. “Some things are pri­vate, Jon­ah, and just be­tween girls.
She hadn’t been with a boy yet. I’d have known. And she’d have told
me. We dis­cussed birth con­trol and safe­ty. She knew I was ready
to take her to the clin­ic should she want to choose a birth
con­trol method.”

“Do you know if she kept a di­ary?”

“More a jour­nal or a note­book. She’d record thoughts, or
ob­ser­va­tions, com­plaints, I imag­ine, some­times bits of
po­et­ry or song lyrics.” As her eyes con­tin­ued to stream, Car­ol
dug for an­oth­er tis­sue. “She loves mu­sic. She keeps it in her
purse, al­ways.”

“And she has a PPC, a ’link?”

“Yes. They’d be in her purse, too.”

“She has a white straw bag, with sil­ver buck­les.”

“Her new sum­mer bag. We bought it last month. It’s her new fa
vorite.”

“Where does she keep it when she’s not us­ing it?”

“In her room, on the hook on the in­side of the clos­et
door.”

The emp­ty hook, Eve thought. Her killer had tak­en it, and
ev­ery­thing in it.

“I have to ask. Did Deena use il­le­gals?”

“She did not. I don’t say that with ab­so­lute cer­tain­ty
sim­ply be­cause she was my daugh­ter and due to my po­si­tion.”
Mac­Mas­ters kept his gaze steady on Eve’s. “I know all the signs,
Lieu­tenant. And I’m well aware of how sus­cep­ti­ble a girl of
Deena’s age can be to peer pres­sure or the urge to ex­per­iment.
She was strong­ly op­posed to il­le­gals, not just be­cause they’re
against the law but be­cause she had a deep re­spect for her body,
her health.”

“She’s very aware of nu­tri­tion,” Car­ol added. “In fact, I
of­ten felt guilty for drink­ing cof­fee or in­dulging in junk
food. She works out six days a week—yo­ga, jog­ging, re­sis­tance
train­ing.”

“What gym did she use?”

“She doesn’t like gyms. We have a lit­tle area on the low­er
lev­el. And if she wants to jog out­side, she us­es the park. The
se­cured trails. She car­ries a pan­ic but­ton, and knows
self-​de­fense. Jon­ah saw to that. She’s been us­ing the park more
re­cent­ly, with the good weath­er. Il­le­gals would nev­er be a
choice for her. She re­spects her­self and her fa­ther too
much.”

Present tense, Eve thought, all present tense. Deena was still
alive for her. Would it be an­oth­er night­mare when re­al­ity
ful­ly set it?

She hes­itat­ed, try­ing to find the right tone to di­rect
to­ward the fa­ther with­out has­ten­ing the night­mare for the
moth­er. That flick­er trans­lat­ed it­self to the oth­er cops in
the room.

“Car­ol.” Mac­Mas­ters tight­ened his grip briefly on his wife’s
hand. “Could you and An­na make some cof­fee? I think we could all
use some.”

“I’d ap­pre­ci­ate that,” Whit­ney said.

“Of course we can.” Ob­vi­ous­ly un­der­stand­ing the ploy,
An­na rose, held a hand out for Car­ol. “I’d love some
cof­fee.”

“Yes, all right. I should have of­fered … ”

“We’ll take care of it.” An­na firm­ly led Car­ol from the
room.

“You want to know if there’ve been any threats against me or my
fam­ily,” Mac­Mas­ters be­gan. “Any­thing from the job that might
have led to this. There’s al­ways a che­mi-​head who mouths off, a
deal­er who tries to toss his weight around, save face. I have a
file of what I con­sid­er the more se­ri­ous threats. We took down
a ma­jor op­er­ation two months ago. The mon­ey­man, Juan Gar­cia,
made bail.” His face shift­ed in­to a look of dis­gust. “Shark
lawyer, a pile of mon­ey. He’s wear­ing a bracelet, but it wouldn’t
stop him.”

“We’ll check him out.”

“Yeah. Yeah. But … this isn’t his style.” Mac­Mas­ters
rubbed his hands over his face. “He’d go for me, or the oth­er cops
on the bust. He’d slit my throat, or have it slit in a blink if he
thought he could get away with it, but I don’t see him do­ing this,
or or­der­ing it. Plus, if he went for my fam­ily, he’d want me to
know who did it.”

“We’ll check it out any­way, and look in­to the rest of your
file. I’ll need a copy.”

“You’ll have it. I know we can nev­er be sure—” He broke off a
mo­ment, seemed to strug­gle. “Nev­er sure if or when some­thing
might come back on our fam­ily through the job, but I know I
haven’t been tailed. This is a good neigh­bor­hood, and we’ve kept
ev­ery­thing in Car­ol’s name, on pub­lic records. Word gets out, I
know, but the house is se­cured, and we’ve drummed safe­ty and
aware­ness in­to Deena since she was a tod­dler.”

“Some­thing clos­er to home?” Eve sug­gest­ed. “An ar­gu­ment or
dis­pute with a neigh­bor?”

“No. Noth­ing.” Mac­Mas­ters spread his hands. “Ev­ery­one gets
along. Deena, es­pe­cial­ly Deena, was well liked. She—she ran
er­rands for Mrs. Co­hen down the block when she was laid up with a
bro­ken an­kle. She fed the Ri­leys’ cat when they went on
va­ca­tion. She … ”

“You haven’t no­ticed any­one un­fa­mil­iar hang­ing around the
area?”

“No. No. In any case, she’d nev­er open the door for a stranger,
es­pe­cial­ly when alone in the house. I looked—while I was
wait­ing for the uni­forms. I couldn’t find any sign of break-​in.
There’s noth­ing miss­ing or dis­turbed. It wasn’t a bur­glary gone
wrong. It was di­rect and de­lib­er­ate against my girl. And it was
some­one she knew.”

“At this point in the in­ves­ti­ga­tion I agree with you,
Cap­tain. We’ll still cov­er all the ground. I’m go­ing to talk to
her friends. If there was a boy who caught her eye,” Eve
con­tin­ued, us­ing Car­ol’s phrase, “she may have been more
forth­com­ing with them.”

“It wasn’t a … a date gone wrong. It wasn’t an
im­pulse.”

“No, sir, I don’t be­lieve it was.”

“Then tell me what you be­lieve.”

Eve glanced at Whit­ney, got a nod. “At this very ear­ly stage I
be­lieve she may have made a date, plan­ning to en­ter­tain a
friend—some­one she may have met out­side her cir­cle. Some­one who
may have tar­get­ed her. I be­lieve he may have in­ca­pac­itat­ed
her. There’s a glass, the on­ly thing out of place in the kitchen,
which we’ll have test­ed.”

“Drugged her.” Emo­tions scraped the words raw.

“Pos­si­bly. Cap­tain, I can’t as yet draw con­clu­sions, and
I’m not en­tire­ly com­fort­able out­lin­ing spec­ula­tion. I will
promise to keep you in the loop. I will promise my part­ner and I,
and the team I’ve al­ready start­ed to as­sem­ble, will work
dili­gent­ly to find the an­swers.”

“I asked for you, Lieu­tenant, be­cause I have no doubt of
that.” He pressed his fin­gers to his eyes. “For the record, and to
re­peat the state­ment I gave the com­man­der: My wife and I
re­turned ear­ly from a two-​day hol­iday. The locks were se­cured.
The cam­eras, I dis­cov­ered lat­er, were off. I didn’t no­tice
this im­me­di­ate­ly. We went di­rect­ly up­stairs. I took our bags
to our bed­room while Car­ol went to Deena’s room to see if she was
awake. She screamed. My wife screamed, and I ran di­rect­ly to her.
I found her try­ing to lift Deena from the bed. I could see …
”

“There’s no need, Cap­tain. I can re­fer to the state­ment you
gave the com­man­der.”

“No, we all know it needs to be re­peat­ed. I could see Deena
was gone. I saw the ev­idence of sex­ual and phys­ical abuse—the
blood, the bruis­ing, the re­straints. I pulled my wife away from
our girl be­cause … I knew I had to. She fought me, but I was
able to get her out of the room and in­to our bed­room where I used
both force and in­tim­ida­tion to keep her in there while I
con­tact­ed the com­man­der. I re­al­ize this isn’t pro­ce­dure. I
should have called for uni­forms, but … ”

“I would have done the same.”

“Thank you.” His chest shud­dered as he fought for con­trol. “I
re­lat­ed the sit­ua­tion to the com­man­der. I asked for his help.
The uni­forms he dis­patched ar­rived. No, that’s not ac­cu­rate. I
went back in­to Deena’s room first. I had to see … I had to be
sure. I con­vinced Car­ol to come down­stairs, and at that time I
checked the se­cu­ri­ty and looked for signs of break-​in. Then the
uni­forms ar­rived. The com­man­der and Mrs. Whit­ney ar­rived
short­ly there­after. At that time, the com­man­der and I went back
to … to the scene. I then re­quest­ed you as pri­ma­ry.”

“Thank you, Cap­tain. I’ve dis­patched two uni­forms to do the
door-​to-​door. With the com­man­der’s per­mis­sion I’ll copy you
on all re­ports.”

“Per­mis­sion grant­ed. The ME’s team is here,” Whit­ney added
when he saw the wag­on pull up out­side. “It would be best if we
kept Car­ol in the kitchen.”

“I’ll go back with her.” Mac­Mas­ters got to his feet. “If
you’re done with me for now, Lieu­tenant.”

“Yes. The sweep­ers will be all over the house soon. Is there
some­where you and your wife can go for the time be­ing?”

“You’ll come home with us,” Whit­ney said.

Mac­Mas­ters nod­ded. Eve thought the cop was be­gin­ning to
fade. His hands trem­bled, and even as she watched, the lines at
the cor­ners of his eyes seemed to cut deep­er.

“I’ll be in con­tact, Cap­tain. Once again, I’m very sor­ry for
your loss.”

When he walked out, a man in a daze now, Whit­ney turned to Eve.
“Con­clu­sions?”

“Spec­ula­tions is more ac­cu­rate. She let him in, planned to
do so. Im­pos­si­ble to say at this time if she brought him home
with her from some out­side meet or if he came here on his own. She
or­dered him food from the Au­toChef. Most like­ly they ate. If he
drugged her, left the glass on the counter, it was
de­lib­er­ate.”

“He want­ed us to know that much,” Whit­ney con­clud­ed.

“Yes, sir. It was per­son­al, planned, and de­lib­er­ate. The
rapes were very vi­olent, the fa­cial bruis­ing feels like an
af­terthought, like show. I be­lieve he choked her, smoth­ered her,
maybe tak­ing her in and out of con­scious­ness to pro­long the
event, and her pain and fear. He want­ed the pain and the fear. TOD
is af­ter three this morn­ing. Ev­ery­thing I’ve learned this far
in­di­cates the vic­tim wouldn’t have let any­one in, even a boy
she had a crush on, in the mid­dle of the night.”

“No. No, I don’t be­lieve she would have done that. Un­less… if
she be­lieved some­one need­ed help. Some­one she knew.”

“It’s a pos­si­bil­ity. More like­ly he was here for some time,
a con­sid­er­able amount of time. Un­less the sweep­ers find
ev­idence to the con­trary, I be­lieve all the vi­olence took place
in her bed­room, and af­ter he had her re­strained. He didn’t take
any chances. He came here to ac­com­plish a spe­cif­ic thing, and
he did so.”

“Check like crimes,” Whit­ney be­gan, then stopped him­self.
“I’m telling you how to do your job. In­stead, I should let you do
it.”

“I’m go­ing to start with her friends. We may get lucky there,
get a name, a de­scrip­tion. I’m hav­ing the glass Peabody bagged
sent straight to the lab. I’ve re­quest­ed Mor­ris as ME. Feeney,
Mc­Nab, and who­ev­er Feeney as­signs out of EDD will han­dle the
elec­tron­ics. We’ll al­so do a sweep of the park where she jogged.
If she met her killer there, some­one might have seen them
to­geth­er. We will check out Gar­cia, though I tend to agree with
the cap­tain on that.”

“Keep me in­formed,” Whit­ney told her, then glanced over as his
wife came in.

“I want­ed to give them a few mo­ments in pri­vate. And to give
this to you, Lieu­tenant.” An­na of­fered Eve a memo cube. “The
names and con­tacts of the friends Car­ol told you about.”

“Thank you.”

“I know you need to get start­ed on what comes next, but I’d
like to say some­thing. Car­ol and Jon­ah are dear friends, and
Deena was … love­ly in ev­ery way. I don’t al­ways like your
style, Lieu­tenant. Jack,” she said with an im­pa­tient glance when
he start­ed to in­ter­rupt. “Please. I of­ten find you abra­sive
and dif­fi­cult to un­der­stand. But Car­ol and Jon­ah are dear
friends, and Deena love­ly in ev­ery way. If Jon­ah hadn’t
re­quest­ed you to lead this in­ves­ti­ga­tion, I’d have used
ev­ery in­flu­ence I had with your com­man­der to get you so
as­signed. Get the bas­tard. You get the bas­tard.”

She broke down, walked straight in­to her hus­band’s arms, and
wept.
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EVE ES­CAPED. SHE WALKED OUT­SIDE WHERE she could breathe
with­out draw­ing in the mis­ery and grief. And where she could
reestab­lish the locks on her own mem­ories and emo­tions.

She spot­ted the two uni­forms she sent out on the
knock-​on-​doors cross­ing back to­ward the vic­tim’s home.

“Of­fi­cers. Re­port.”

“Sir, we cov­ered the block, and were able to speak to all but
four res­idents. Oth­ers con­firmed the fam­ily two doors east is
out of town, and has been for three days. Two oth­ers are
re­port­ed­ly at­tend­ing a Peace Day ral­ly this morn­ing, and the
where­abouts of the re­main­ing res­ident is un­known at this
time.”

“I want the name of the ques­tion mark. We track him down and
in­ter­view. The same with the ral­ly at­ten­dants. Ev­ery­one on
this block in res­idence for the last twen­ty-​four hours is to
give a state­ment.”

“Yes, sir. Those we spoke with no­ticed noth­ing out of the
or­di­nary yes­ter­day or last night. No one saw any­one but the
vic­tim en­ter or leave the scene.” The fe­male of­fi­cer tak­ing
the lead flipped out her memo book. “A Hes­ter Priv­et both saw and
spoke to the vic­tim yes­ter­day morn­ing at ap­prox­imate­ly
ten-​fif­teen. The vic­tim was, at that time, wa­ter­ing the plants
at the en­trance to the house. They spoke briefly. The vic­tim
men­tioned she had a few er­rands to run that day as her par­ents
were due back the fol­low­ing af­ter­noon. Priv­et states she then
jok­ing­ly asked if the vic­tim had a big par­ty planned for the
evening. The vic­tim seemed slight­ly flus­tered, but laughed and
stat­ed she thought she’d just have a qui­et evening in­stead.
Priv­et then con­tin­ued east on foot.”

Over the uni­form’s shoul­der Eve watched a big or­ange dog lead
its young cou­ple in­to the park, spot­ted a jog­ger in bright red
shorts head­ing out.

“The wit­ness passed by the house lat­er in the day, she
be­lieves about three in the af­ter­noon when she took her
chil­dren to the park, and again at ap­prox­imate­ly five when she
took them home. She is cer­tain the se­cu­ri­ty was en­gaged at
those times as she de­lib­er­ate­ly walked by to check as she was
aware the par­ents were out of town. She did not, how­ev­er, see
the vic­tim at ei­ther time.”

“Good. Let me know as soon as you’ve lo­cat­ed and got­ten
state­ments from the oth­ers.”

Af­ter dis­miss­ing the uni­forms, she stood where she was and
watched the morgue at­ten­dants bring Deena out in the anony­mous
black body bag. Then she moved to in­ter­cept a wom­an, blond hair
fly­ing, who rushed to­ward the house.

“Ma’am. This is a crime scene, you can’t en­ter at this
time.”

“It’s Deena, isn’t it? They wouldn’t say what hap­pened, the
po­lice. Just that there’d been an in­ci­dent. I couldn’t be­lieve…
Is it Deena? What hap­pened?”

“I’m un­able to give you any in­for­ma­tion at this time. Are
you a friend of the fam­ily?”

“Yes. A neigh­bor. Hes­ter Priv­et. I spoke with two of­fi­cers
ear­li­er this morn­ing, but—”

“Yes. I’m Lieu­tenant Dal­las. You spoke with Deena
yes­ter­day.”

“Yes, right here, right out front. Is she—God—is she in that
bag?”

No point in evad­ing. It would all hit soon enough. “Deena
Mac­Mas­ters was killed last night.”

The wom­an stum­bled back a step, then wrapped both arms around
her tor­so. “But how? How?” Tears gath­ered in eyes gone wide with
shock. “Was there a break-​in? She’s so vig­ilant with the alarms
and locks. She babysits my twins, my boys—and she lec­tures me
about mak­ing sure the house is se­cure. Oh God, my God. My boys
adore her. What will I tell them? Can I do some­thing, any­thing?
Jon­ah and Car­ol. They’re away. I have the con­tact
in­for­ma­tion. I can—”

“They re­turned this morn­ing. They’re in­side.”

Hes­ter closed her eyes a mo­ment, took sev­er­al breaths. “I—I
al­most went over and knocked. To check? To make sure she didn’t
want to come over and hang, have din­ner. But I talked my­self out
of it. I wish I’d … Is there any­thing I can do?
Any­thing?”

“Did Deena ev­er have any­one over when she watched your
chil­dren? A friend?”

“Some­times Jo came with her. Jo Jen­nings, her best
friend.”

“Any boys?”

“No. God.” She used the backs of her hands to wipe her wet
cheeks. “Against the rules, and Deena didn’t re­al­ly date.”

“Did she al­ways fol­low the rules?”

“Yes, from what I could tell. I of­ten wished she’d break one.”
Hes­ter swiped at an­oth­er tear. “She seemed, to me, so young and
in­no­cent for her age, and on the oth­er hand so ma­ture.
Re­spon­si­ble. I trust­ed her ab­so­lute­ly with my sons. I should
have checked on her more while her par­ents were gone, kept a
clos­er eye. I should’ve in­sist­ed she come over for din­ner. But
it was on­ly a cou­ple of days, and I didn’t think. Just didn’t
think.”

“Did she ev­er talk to you about a boy?”

“No one spe­cif­ic. We did talk about boys now and then, in
gen­er­al. She has—had—such a good re­la­tion­ship with her
moth­er, but some­times a girl can’t say things to her mom. And we
were clos­er in age. Plus, I pried,” Hes­ter ad­mit­ted with a
twist­ed smile. “I think she had a crush on some­one be­cause I’d
no­ticed she was tak­ing more care with her wardrobe, her hair.
And … well, there was just a look in her eye. You know?”

“Yeah.”

“I com­ment­ed on it, and she just said she was try­ing some new
things. But there was this look in her eye. This
I’ve-​got-​a-​se­cret look. Did some boy hurt her? Did some …
” Re­al­iza­tion and hor­ror struck her face. “Oh God.”

“I can’t give you de­tails at this time. I’m go­ing to give you
my card. If you think of any­thing you saw, any­thing she may have
said to you, I want you to con­tact me. I don’t care how
in­con­se­quen­tial it may seem, I want to hear it.” Eve passed
over a card. “One thing. Did you hap­pen to no­tice when you saw
her yes­ter­day morn­ing if she had her nails done? Paint­ed
fin­gers and toes?”

“She didn’t. I would’ve no­ticed as she rarely did. And she was
bare-​foot. Wa­ter­ing the plants there, in her bare feet, so I’d
have no­ticed.”

“Okay, thank you.”

“I have to tell my hus­band, and our boys. They’re on­ly four. I
don’t know how to tell them.”

Peabody came out as Hes­ter walked away. “EDD’s on the way, and
the sweep­ers are on it. Mrs. Whit­ney’s pack­ing a few things up
for Mrs. Mac­Mas­ters. They’ll stay at the Whit­neys’ for a day or
two, de­pend­ing.”

“We’ll leave them to it then. We need to in­ter­view the
friends. It’s too late in the day to scope the park, the jog­ging
trails. Her habit was to run there be­tween eight and nine on
week­ends, the same week­days when she didn’t have school. We’ll
hit that to­mor­row. We’ll take Jamie first.”

“Jamie? Our Jamie?”

“Lingstrom. He was a friend.”

“It’s a damn small world when it sucks.”

Couldn’t ar­gue.

She knew Jamie was home for the sum­mer, and stay­ing with his
moth­er. She kept tabs—loose­ly. He was the grand­son of a dead
cop—a damn good cop, and a boy who’d lost his sis­ter to mur­der
when he’d been six­teen.

He was no stranger to death.

And at six­teen, he’d in­trigued her hus­band by us­ing a
home­made jam mer to by­pass Roarke’s home se­cu­ri­ty enough to
gain ac­cess to the es­tate.

She knew Jamie had a job in one of Roarke’s R&D
de­part­ments for the sum­mer—just as she knew Roarke har­bored a
bit of frus­tra­tion that the boy’s goals were to­ward the
Elec­tron­ic De­tec­tive Di­vi­sion and cops rather than the
pri­vate sec­tor.

“Since they were friends, and know­ing Jamie, he’s go­ing to
want in.”

Eve picked her way through the hol­iday traf­fic. Gath­er­ing
crowds, sou­venir and snack stands pre­pared for the af­ter­noon
pa­rade.

“That’ll be up to Feeney.” There was a con­nec­tion there, too,
as Feeney and Jamie’s grand­fa­ther had been tight back in the day.
“More to the point, he is in. He’s on the short list of the vic’s
friends, and the on­ly male on it.”

“You think they were in­volved, ro­man­ti­cal­ly?”

“The par­ents don’t think so—but ac­cord­ing to one of the
neigh­bors, and the moth­er—there was some­body. Some­body fair­ly
re­cent that the vic was keep­ing to her­self.”

Peabody pon­dered a mo­ment. “If she had a thing for Jamie—and
he had one back—I don’t think she’d have kept it to her­self. He’s
just the type the par­ents would ap­prove of. He’s smart,
re­spon­si­ble, has the cop con­nec­tion. He’s on schol­ar­ship to
Columbia, and had plen­ty of oth­er of­fers from top-​lev­el
col­leges. He took Columbia so he could stay close to home, not
leave his moth­er too much alone.”

At Eve’s side­long stare, Peabody shrugged. “He chats up with
Mc­Nab, which is al­so how I know Jamie’s been dat­ing the field
the last few months. No one girl, noth­ing se­ri­ous. I don’t think
he’s even men­tioned Deena. I’d’ve re­mem­bered, since I knew her.
Plus most col­lege guys don’t go for high school girls, or not for
long.”

“What do high school girls go for?”

“Boys. A col­lege boy would be a big sta­tus coup. But …
Deena wasn’t the type. She was kind of sweet and se­ri­ous and
shy.”

“Vul­ner­able. A guy pays at­ten­tion, knew how to play it. She
got her nails done.”

“Huh?”

“Some­time Sat­ur­day, she did her nails or had them done. She
dressed up—skirt, nice shirt, jew­el­ry, put on make­up. If you’re
hang­ing at home for the evening, alone, what’re you wear­ing?”

“My pa­ja­mas or sweats, prob­ably my rat­ti­est.”

“She didn’t just let him in. She was ex­pect­ing him.” Eve
pulled over to the curb of the mod­est town house.

She’d done all this be­fore, walked this same path to tell
Bren­da Lingstrom her daugh­ter was dead.

This time Jamie an­swered the door.

When had he got­ten taller? She had to shift her gaze up to meet
his, an odd sen­sa­tion. He’d let his hair grow a lit­tle longer so
it tum­bled around his face in blond dis­ar­ray. His jeans were
full of holes, his T-​shirt bag­gy with the fad­ed faces of what
she rec­og­nized as a pop­ular trash rock group sneer­ing out.

His face had fined down since she’d last seen him, and had gone
hand­some on her. An­oth­er mild shock. She wasn’t look­ing at a
boy any­more, she re­al­ized, but a man.

His sleepy eyes bright­ened in friend­ly plea­sure, then
im­me­di­ate­ly went blank. He said, “Oh shit.”

“Nice to see you, too.”

“Who’s dead? You’re not at the door be­cause you were pass­ing
by. Who’s—my moth­er.”

Pan­ic leaped, even as his hand shot out and gripped her arm
hard enough to bruise.

“No. She’s not here?”

“She and Grand­ma left Fri­day to hook up with some friends for
a girl week, take ad­van­tage of the hol­iday. They’re okay?”

“As far as I know. We need to come in, Jamie.”

“Who is it? Tell me who it is.”

No point try­ing to soft­en the blow. “Deena Mac­Mas­ters.”

“What? No. No. Deena? Oh God. Oh, god­damn!”

He turned away, strode in­to the liv­ing area that had changed
lit­tle since she’d brought death in­to it al­most two years
be­fore. He paced it, veer­ing around ta­bles, chairs, cir­cling
like a cat in a cage. “Give me a minute, okay? Give me a
minute.”

Eve ges­tured Peabody to a chair her­self, and re­mained
stand­ing while Jamie took his minute.

He stopped, turned, with an air of weary res­ig­na­tion at odds
with his youth. “When?”

“Ear­ly this morn­ing.”

“How?”

“We’re go­ing to talk about that. When’s the last time you saw
her?”

“Ah.” He rubbed the space be­tween his eye­brows. The ges­ture
seemed to steady him a lit­tle. “A cou­ple weeks ago. Wait.” He
low­ered to the arm of a chair, then stared hard in­to space for a
few min­utes.

And Eve watched him pull con­trol and com­po­sure back. If he
de­cid­ed to pur­sue law en­force­ment, he had the spine to make a
cop, she thought.

“Tues­day, two weeks ago this com­ing Tues­day. A bunch of us
went to see this new group—Crush­er—play at Club Ze­ro. I asked her
to come along be­cause we hadn’t seen much of each oth­er in a
while, and she’s in­to mu­sic. All kinds, even the old stuff. It’s
an un­der­age club, so she could get in, no prob. They sucked
ex­tra large, so she and I split off af­ter the first set and went
for piz­za, caught up some. I took her home, got her home be­fore
mid­night. She’s got a cur­few.”

“What did you talk about?”

“All kinds of shit. School, mu­sic, vids, e-​bits. She’s not
much in­to the e-​scene, but she liked to hear me talk about it.
We’ve known each oth­er for­ev­er. Grand­pa knew her dad, and she
was look­ing hard at Columbia for next year. We talked about that
since I’ve done two semesters.”

“Did she talk about her boyfriend?”

“What boyfriend?” His eyes went on alert. “She wasn’t tuned
in­to any­body I knew about. She wasn’t hooked up. She got all
spaz­mot­ic when it came to guys, hard­ly ev­er did the
one-​on-​one.”

“One-​on-​one?”

“Dat­ing, you know? She didn’t think she was pret­ty, but she
was. And she said she couldn’t think of what to say or how to say
it. Mom said how she was just self-​con­scious and shy, and she’d
grow out of it. Now she won’t.” Bit­ter­ness coat­ed the words.
“What hap­pened to her, Dal­las?”

“Her par­ents were away for the week­end.” Eve kept her tone
brisk and neu­tral. “Some­time yes­ter­day, she let some­one in­to
the house. It ap­pears she ex­pect­ed him, and giv­en what we know
of her at this point, we con­clude she knew him and trust­ed
him.”

He’d get the de­tails soon enough, Eve knew. Bet­ter to hear
them now, and from her. “He re­strained her. He raped her. He
killed her.”

His gaze didn’t wa­ver from hers. Fury snapped in­to it as he
got to his feet, then his eyes went cold. Yeah, he’d be a good cop,
she de­cid­ed.

“She was harm­less. I want to say she was the kind of per­son
who’d go out of her way not to hurt any­one. But she was strong and
fast, and smart. She knew self-​de­fense. She took me down a few
times when we prac­ticed. He wouldn’t have been able to re­strain
her with­out a fight. You’ve got to have some trace.”

“It may be he slipped her a drug to in­ca­pac­itate her so he
was able to re­strain her and pre­vent her from caus­ing him any
harm. She fought, Jamie, and hard, but it was too late.”

“If she let some­one in, she knew him. You’re right there. We
haven’t been as tight since I start­ed col­lege, so I don’t know
ev­ery­one she might have … ”

“What?”

“When we peeled off from the group, were hang­ing out over
piz­za, she asked me what col­lege guys looked at in a girl. I made
some crack like the same thing ev­ery guy looks for. But she
want­ed to know, like, if it was looks or com­mon ground, and if we
all re­al­ly ex­pect­ed sex. We could talk like that be­cause we
didn’t have that kind of thing.”

He eased back down on the arm of the chair. “I think I said it
wasn’t ex­pect­ed, it was hoped for. Pret­ty much al­ways. But I
didn’t score with ev­ery girl I went out with. I said how she could
wor­ry about col­lege guys when she was a col­lege girl. She
smiled. I didn’t think any­thing of it, the way she smiled and
bounced off top­ic. She wasn’t just talk­ing about guys. There was
a guy. Son of a bitch.”

“Who would she have told about him?”

“Jo, if any­body. Jo Jen­nings. BGP­FAE.”

“Sor­ry?”

“Ah, best girl pals for­ev­er and ev­er. They’ve been hooked
since grade school. But Deena could keep things tight when she
want­ed or need­ed. Plus, she’d rather lis­ten than talk. She
didn’t like to stand out, got wiz­zy if peo­ple paid too much
at­ten­tion to her.”

“All right. We’re go­ing to be talk­ing to Jo Jen­nings.”

“What about the se­cu­ri­ty?” Jamie de­mand­ed. “She wouldn’t
have turned off the cams, not even for some­one she knew. House
rule, h and f—hard and fast. Cams on and ac­ti­vat­ed
twen­ty-​four/sev­en.”

“It ap­pears the killer de­ac­ti­vat­ed them, and re­moved the
record discs.”

“Then he’d have to ac­cess the con­trol room, and it’s
pass­cod­ed. He had to know how. He had to know … ” Al­ready
pale, his face seemed to whiten to bone. “He planned it, right
along. He scoped her. Did he jam them first?”

“We haven’t got­ten that far.”

“Even if he fig­ured how to delete the hard drive, took the
disc—and he’d have to have some skills on the e-​side for the
delete, he’d be on there. He’d still be on there in shad­ows and
echoes. You have the cap­tain on this? You have Feeney?”

“He should be there now, with a team.”

“I want in. Dal­las, you have to let me in.”

“I don’t have to do any­thing,” she said cool­ly. “Cap­tain
Feeney will have au­ton­omy on e-​de­tails.”

He got to his feet again, ev­ery line in his body tensed. “You
won’t block me.”

“Is that a ques­tion or a state­ment?”

He re­mem­bered him­self—and her. “A re­quest.”

“As I said, e-​de­tail is un­der Feeney’s province. The work’s
hard­er when it’s some­one you care about. You al­ready know
that.”

His throat worked as he nod­ded. “When Al­ice was mur­dered,
Deena was a rock for me. I didn’t want to talk to any­one, but she
just kept be­ing there un­til I had to. I’m go­ing to be there for
her now. I can han­dle it. In three years when I’m fin­ished
col­lege, I’m join­ing the force. Col­lege first, that’s the deal I
made, but then I’m go­ing for the badge. I can han­dle it.”

“Deal with who?”

“With Roarke, since he’s pick­ing up the freight the
schol­ar­ship doesn’t cov­er. And you didn’t know that.” The
faintest smile came back to his eyes. “I guess he knows how to keep
things tight, too.”

“Ap­par­ent­ly. If Feeney gives you the nod, I’ve got no
prob­lem with it. I’m sor­ry you lost your friend, Jamie.”

“Do her par­ents know?”

“They found her this morn­ing.”

He sighed. “I’d like to go over. Not just for the work, but I
may be able to help them.”

“They’re with the Whit­neys.”

He nod­ded. “I’m go­ing to go over any­way, speak to the
cap­tain. Ask him to let me in.”

“Clean up first. Even e-​geeks should have some stan­dards.”

“Mc­Nab will be there.” Peabody spoke for the first time, then
rose. She crossed to Jamie, hugged him. “You could toss some stuff
in a bag, and hang out at our place if you don’t want to be alone
here.”

“Maybe. Thanks.” He sighed again. “Yeah, maybe.”

And when he laid his head on Peabody’s shoul­der Eve saw there
was still a boy in there. “I went to a par­ty last night. Maybe if
I’d asked her to go. Maybe—”

“You couldn’t have changed any­thing.” Peabody drew him back.
“We go from here.”

He nod­ded. “From here.”

He’s go­ing to be think­ing of his sis­ter, too,” Peabody
com­ment­ed when they were back in the ve­hi­cle. “He won’t be able
to help it. Most peo­ple get through their lives with­out vi­olent
death touch­ing it. He’s eigh­teen, and dealt with it three
times.”

“Work­ing with EDD might help him deal. If you had a se­cret
guy, would you keep him se­cret?”

“I had such crap luck with guys for such a long stretch a
se­ri­ous date would have been cause for tak­ing out an air­tram
ad. But Jamie’s right—at least it jibes with my sense—she could
keep things tight.”

Eve pulled up at the next ad­dress—a well-​main­tained
mul­ti-​fam­ily build­ing. “She was on­ly six­teen, and go­ing by
our cur­rent the­ory very like­ly in­fat­uat­ed with an old­er boy.
Jaime said she asked about col­lege guys. She had to tell some­one
some­thing. I vote for the BGP­FAE.”

The Jen­nings’s apart­ment took up the cor­ner on the third and
fourth floor. The wom­an who an­swered the door ap­peared to be
ha­rassed. The root might have been, Eve con­clud­ed, the shout­ed
ar­gu­ment in full swing. Fu­ri­ous voic­es—a girl, a boy—blast­ed
down the stairs.

“Yes. What is it?”

“Mrs. Jen­nings?”

“Yes.”

“Lieu­tenant Dal­las, NYPSD, and De­tec­tive Peabody.”

“God, are the neigh­bors com­plain­ing?” She held out her hands,
wrists to­geth­er. “Will you ar­rest me if I just go up and bash
their heads to­geth­er? Please, please do. I could use the
qui­et.”

“May we come in?”

The wom­an gave the badges the briefest of glances. “Yes, yes. I
don’t even know what they’re fight­ing about now. They’ve been at
each oth­er most of the morn­ing about one thing or the oth­er.
Peace Day, my ass,” she said with weary bit­ter­ness. “Their
fa­ther’s golf­ing. Bas­tard,” she added with the small­est hint of
a smile. “Maybe you could just ar­rest them, then I could have five
min­utes of peace!”

She shout­ed the last word, aim­ing for the stairs. It didn’t
make a dent in the noise.

“Mrs. Jen­nings we’re not here about a com­plaint.” Why didn’t
she tell them to shut the hell up? Eve won­dered. “We’re
Homi­cide.”

“I haven’t killed any­one. Yet. Was there an in­ci­dent in the
build­ing?”

“No, ma’am. We’re here about Deena Mac­Mas­ters?”

“Deena? Why would you … Deena?”

Eve watched it sink in, but pushed through. “She was killed
ear­ly this morn­ing. We un­der­stand she and your daugh­ter, Jo,
were friends.”

“Deena?” she re­peat­ed, back­ing up. “But how?” She reached up
as if to push at her hair. It was al­ready pulled back in a tail,
and her fin­gers stayed at her tem­ple. “Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“We un­der­stand this is a shock, Mrs. Jen­nings,” Peabody said.
“If we could have a few min­utes with Jo, it might help us.”

“Jo. Jo doesn’t know any­thing. Jo’s been home all morn­ing,
fight­ing with her broth­er. She doesn’t know any­thing.”

“She’s not in any trou­ble,” Peabody as­sured her. “We’re
talk­ing with all of Deena’s friends. It’s rou­tine. You knew Deena
for some time?”

“Yes. Yes. They’ve been best friends since they were eight.
She’s—they—oh God. My God. What hap­pened?”

“If we could speak with Jo,” Eve in­ter­rupt­ed. “You’re free to
re­main in the room.”

“All right. Yes. All right.” She walked to the base of the
stairs, gripped the ban­is­ter un­til her knuck­les went white.
“Jo! Jo! I need you down here. Right now. Do I tell her? Should
I—”

“We’ll tell her.” Eve heard the clump that trans­lat­ed in­to
re­sent­ful feet, then a girl with an ex­plo­sion of brown curls
and vi­olent­ly an­gry brown eyes ap­peared. She wore knee-​length
black shorts and, in a fash­ion that baf­fled Eve, had lay­ered a
trio of tanks so the blue peeked out from the red, and black peeked
out from the blue.

“Why is it al­ways me?” Jo de­mand­ed. “He start­ed it. He
won’t … ” She trailed off, flush­ing deeply when she spot­ted
Eve and Peabody. “I didn’t know any­one was here.”

“Jo, ba­by—”

“I’m Lieu­tenant Dal­las. This is my part­ner, De­tec­tive
Peabody.”

“Po­lice? Are you go­ing to haul that freak off?”

“You’re the freak.” A boy, curly brown hair shag­ging in the
cur­rent style, eyes just as vi­olent as his sis­ter’s, snarled as
he stormed down the steps.

“Stop! Both of you! Now!”

At last, Eve thought. Ob­vi­ous­ly stunned by the tone and the
or­der, both kids stopped and stared at their moth­er as they might
a two-​head­ed alien.

Eve stepped up, point­ed to a chair. “Sit.”

“Am I in trou­ble? I haven’t done any­thing. I swear.”

“Freak,” the boy mut­tered un­der his breath, then vis­ibly
shrunk un­der Eve’s frigid stare.

Eve turned back to Jo. “I’m sor­ry to in­form you that Deena
Mac­Mas­ters was killed this morn­ing.”

“Huh?” It was knee-​jerk dis­be­lief. “What?” And the tears
welled and spilled in­stant­ly. “Mom? Mom? What is she
say­ing?”

Though Eve pre­ferred to leave weep­ers to Peabody, she sat
across from Jo, kept their faces lev­el as the moth­er squeezed
in­to the chair to put her arms around her daugh­ter.

“Some­one killed her. Some­one she knew. A boy she’s been
see­ing se­cret­ly. What’s his name?”

“She is not dead. We went shop­ping on Sat­ur­day with Hilly.
Why are you say­ing that?”

The broth­er moved to her oth­er side, all anger
for­got­ten.

“She let some­one in­to the house while her par­ents were away.
Who was she dat­ing?”

“No­body.”

“Ly­ing doesn’t help her now.”

“Lieu­tenant, please. Can’t you see how up­set she is? We all
are.”

“Her par­ents are up­set, too. They came home and found their
daugh­ter dead. Who was she see­ing, Jo? What’s his name?”

“I don’t know. Mom. Mom. Make her go away.” She turned her face,
press­ing it to her moth­er’s breast. “Make it go away.”

“It can’t go away.” Eve said it cold­ly, be­fore Mrs. Jen­nings
could speak. “It hap­pened. Were you her friend?”

“Yes. Yes.”

“I’ll get her some wa­ter,” Peabody mur­mured, and turned away
to find the kitchen.

“Tell me ev­ery­thing you know. It’s the on­ly way to help her
now. If you’re her friend, you want to help her.”

“But I don’t know. I re­al­ly don’t. I nev­er met him, or even
saw him. She just called him David. She said his name was David,
and he was won­der­ful. They met in the park a few weeks ago. She
ran there a cou­ple times a week. More some­times.”

“Okay. How did they meet?”

“She liked to run, and this one day he was on the same path, and
he tripped. He went down pret­ty hard, so she stopped to see if he
was okay. He was all em­bar­rassed, and he’d banged his knee a
lit­tle, turned his an­kle, you know? And he told her he was fine,
not to stop, but when he tried to get up, his wa­ter bot­tle was
bro­ken and spilled all over, and he was more em­bar­rassed
be­cause it got her shoes wet. They went over to sit on the grass,
start­ed talk­ing a lit­tle, so she could make him feel bet­ter.
And he was re­al­ly cute.”

“What did he look like?”

“I don’t re­al­ly know. She just said he was re­al­ly cute.
Adorable squared, and he was from Geor­gia and had an ac­cent that
just made her go wiz­zy. He was clum­sy and re­al­ly sweet and
cour­te­ous. Old-​fash­ioned. She re­al­ly liked that about
him.”

Peabody brought in a glass of wa­ter. Jo stared at it. “Thank
you. I don’t un­der­stand. I don’t un­der­stand.”

“Why did she keep him a se­cret?” Peabody asked gen­tly.

“It was ro­man­tic. She didn’t even tell me un­til, like, last
month, and on­ly be­cause she said she’d burst if she couldn’t talk
about him. And … well, she knew her par­ents would ask
ques­tions, and he told her he’d got­ten in some trou­ble back home
in Geor­gia when he’d been in high school. With il­le­gals. Her
fa­ther wouldn’t have liked it, even though he told her straight
out, and he’d done his re­hab and com­mu­ni­ty ser­vice and
ev­ery­thing. She want­ed some more time be­fore she said any­thing
about him.”

“But you nev­er met him ei­ther,” Eve point­ed out.

“He was shy, and he said—I think—how he liked it just be­ing the
two of them for a while. They didn’t do any­thing. Hon­est, Mom,
they didn’t … you know.”

“It’s all right, sweet­ie. It’s all right, Jo.”

“They just met in the park some­times, or went for walks or
rides on his board, and they went to see a cou­ple vids and talked
on the ’link a lot. It was weeks be­fore he even kissed her. And he
was nine­teen. She was afraid her par­ents wouldn’t like that he
was old­er.”

“Did they have a date last night?”

Jo nod­ded, mis­er­ably. “She was go­ing to have him over, just
to eat and hang out a while be­cause he was go­ing to take her to a
show. She liked go­ing to the the­ater, and he got tick­ets to
Coast to Coast. It’s why we went shop­ping, es­pe­cial­ly. She
want­ed a new out­fit. She bought this re­al­ly mag pur­ple
skirt—it’s her fa­vorite col­or, and new shoes to go with it. She
was re­al­ly ex­cit­ed.”

Eve thought of the shoes near the ta­ble by the stairs, the
pur­ple skirt rucked up on the bruised thighs.

“She went out yes­ter­day af­ter­noon for a mani and pe­di.”
Eyes stream­ing, she bur­rowed in­to her moth­er. “She tagged me to
see if I could meet her, but we had to have din­ner at Gram’s and
Pop­pa’s. She want­ed it to be spe­cial. She was so hap­py. He
wouldn’t have hurt her. He was nice. There has to be a
mis­take.”

“Who else did she tell about him?”

“No­body. She wasn’t sup­posed to tell me, they’d made a promise
to each oth­er to keep it just the two of them, at least for a
while. But she couldn’t, she was so hap­py she just want­ed to talk
to me, to tell me. I had to swear ab­so­lute­ly not to tell, not
even Hilly or Lib­by. And I didn’t. I didn’t tell. He was so mag,
she had to tell some­body. And we’re best friends. There has to be
a mis­take,” Jo in­sist­ed. “Please? There has to be a
mis­take.”

There’d been one, Eve thought as they walked back to the car.
And young Deena had made it. David from Geor­gia—and what bull­shit
that was—had played her right from the first meet­ing in the park.
Shy, clum­sy, sweet—with just that one shad­ow in his past.
Ir­re­sistible to a girl like Deena.

He’d cre­at­ed the boy of her dreams.

But why?
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“WAS SHE A TAR­GET BE­FORE HE SAW HER RUN­NING in the park
ha­bit­ual­ly, then set up the play,” Peabody won­dered, “or
be­fore even that? I mean, specif­ical­ly Deena Mac­Mas­ters rather
than just a teenage girl, maybe one with cer­tain phys­ical
char­ac­ter­is­tics?”

“It’s a good ques­tion.”

“It seems like, if it was luck of the draw, he’d have backed off
when he found out her fa­ther was a cop. Eas­ier prey out
there.”

“Which may have been part of her ap­peal to him,” Eve said.
“She’d make a chal­lenge. He knew enough about her at the set­up
meet­ing. He’d al­ready done or at least start­ed re­search on her.
He knew her fa­ther was a cop when he staged the meet—cute. Knew
her tastes. Shy boy, awk­ward boy, gen­tle boy.”

“Specif­ical­ly her then.” Peabody frowned. “So why was it a
good ques­tion?”

“Be­cause we can’t rule out the oth­er op­tion. I’m go­ing to
drop you off at the next pal’s, leave that one to you. I think Jo
was be­ing straight when she said no­body else knew about this
guy—but we’ll cross the Ts. When you fin­ish in­ter­view­ing the
friends, head down to Cen­tral. I’ll book a con­fer­ence room. I
want EDD to come in with a pre­lim re­port as­ap.

“They went for walks,” Eve mur­mured, think­ing of what Jo had
said. “You can bet he didn’t walk with her in her own
neigh­bor­hood. Nowhere they’d be like­ly to run in­to some­one who
knew her. To vids, where it’s dark. Keep it all a se­cret. It’s
more ro­man­tic, and I’m ashamed of my mi­nor trans­gres­sion. I’m
shy. A few weeks, Jo said. A long time to play out the string.
Pa­tient bas­tard.”

“Young, if he’s re­al­ly nine­teen.”

“Maybe he is, or maybe he knows how to look nine­teen.” She
swung to the curb. “We’ll run like crimes. I’ll start on that
af­ter I go by the morgue.”

“Tell Mor­ris … well, just tell him wel­come back.” Peabody
climbed out.

Hell of a wel­come, Eve thought, but bulled her way back in­to
traf­fic. The bar­ri­cades, the swarms of pedes­tri­ans troop­ing
to­ward Fifth for the pa­rade, the seas of en­trepreneurs with
carts and wheeled cas­es load­ed with sou­venirs jammed the streets
and side­walks.

With­in blocks her bulling slowed to inch­ing. She nar­rowed her
eyes at the throng of tourists and lo­cals form­ing im­pen­etra­ble
walls—and thought if she saw one more per­son sport­ing a peace
sign or wav­ing a flow­er flag, she might just pull her weapon and
give them one good zap.

I’ve got your peace right here, she thought.

She glanced at the time, blew out a breath, then used her dash
’link to con­tact Roarke.

“Lieu­tenant. I take it this isn’t to let me know you’re on your
way home.”

“No. I’m fight­ing through freak­ing Peace Day may­hem. If these
peo­ple want peace, why the hell don’t they stay home?”

“Be­cause they want to share good­will with their fel­low
man?”

“Bull­shit. Be­cause they want to get drunk and cop feels in the
crowd.”

“There is that. Where are you head­ing?”

“The morgue. It’s a bad one.”

“I’m sor­ry. Can you tell me?”

“Six­teen-​year-​old daugh­ter of a dec­orat­ed cop, one who
re­cent­ly earned his cap­tain’s bars. Rape-​mur­der, in her home.
Her par­ents found the body this morn­ing when they re­turned from
a week­end hol­iday.”

“I’m very sor­ry.” Those in­tense blue eyes searched her face
look­ing, she knew, for cracks.

“I’m fine.”

“All right. Is there any­thing I can do?”

You just did it, she thought, by ask­ing. “I’m try­ing to fit
the pieces to­geth­er. One of them is Jamie.”

“Jamie? How?”

“They were friends.”

“Sure­ly you don’t think—”

“No, I don’t think. I’ll check out his al­ibi sim­ply be­cause I
don’t want to leave any blanks, but he’s not a sus­pect. She had a
se­cret boyfriend—one it’s look­ing like tar­get­ed her, laid all
the ground­work. I’m on my way to the morgue to see if some of the
pieces in my head fit the ev­idence. Af­ter that, I’m hit­ting the
lab.”

She saw a minute break in traf­fic, gunned it, flipped her
ver­ti­cal, soared over—she loved this new ride—and swung west.

“I asked Whit­ney to or­der Mor­ris in to­day. Then I’m
con­ven­ing a brief­ing at Cen­tral. We need to run like crimes, go
through the elec­tron­ics, start a sweep on her ar­eas of
in­ter­est, so—”

“I be­lieve I’ll come down and watch you work.”

“Look—”

“I can stay out of the way if that’s what you want. But you
won’t keep Jamie out. I may be some help there. You’ve said her
par­ents—one a po­lice cap­tain—re­turned home to find her dead.
But you don’t men­tion se­cu­ri­ty discs or the sys­tem. One
as­sumes a vet­er­an cop would take all nec­es­sary means,
in­clud­ing strong se­cu­ri­ty, to pro­tect his fam­ily. There’s
some e-​work here.”

“That’s Feeney’s aegis.”

“I’ll be con­tact­ing him then.”

Knew you would. “Wouldn’t you like a nice qui­et Sun­day at
home?”

“I would, if I had my wife here. But she’s hav­ing a dif­fer­ent
sort of day.”

“Suit your­self. Ques­tion. Why didn’t you tell me you were
sup­ple­ment­ing Jamie’s schol­ar­ship?”

“Bust­ed.” He looked mild­ly dis­con­cert­ed.

“It’s not a crime.”

“Well now I’m not al­to­geth­er sure, as you’d see it as a
bribe, wouldn’t you, to lure him in­to one of my com­pa­nies?”

“Isn’t it?”

“Damn right, and a fine one, too. But the boy’s de­ter­mined to
be a cop. If he’s still of that mind when he’s fin­ished at
uni­ver­si­ty, your gain is my loss. He’s bloody bril­liant.”

“As good as you?”

Those wild blue eyes sparkled. “No, but a good deal more
hon­est. I’ll see you at Cen­tral.”

“Don’t take Fifth. Je­sus! I wish you could see this. There’s
some ass­hole dressed like a peace sign. He’s a big yel­low
cir­cle, with naked limbs. Peo­ple are so damn weird. I’ll see you
lat­er.”

She’d known he’d come, just as she’d come to know how use­ful it
was to have a thief—for­mer—help an­alyze the by­pass­ing of locks
and codes.

Deena might have giv­en her killer the pass­code for the
con­trol room, if she’d had it. But if he’d shut down the cam­eras,
wiped the hard drive, ac­cessed the discs, he’d need­ed more than
the code. He’d need­ed ex­cel­lent e-​skills.

And there her thief—for­mer—was un­sur­passed.

“Bloody bril­liant,” she mut­tered, us­ing Roarke’s own
term.

A skele­tal hol­iday shift manned the morgue, and those who
re­mained be­hind to deal with the dead wore col­or­ful shorts
un­der lab coats. Mu­sic danced jaun­ti­ly out of of­fices and
cut­ting rooms.

She doubt­ed the res­idents cared over­much one way or the
oth­er.

She paused long enough to scowl at Vend­ing. She want­ed a tube
of Pep­si, and didn’t want any bull­shit from the damn
ma­chine.

“You!” She jabbed a fin­ger at a pass­ing tech, and the ges­ture
had his face go­ing as white as his bony legs. “Two tubes of
Pep­si.” She pushed cred­its at him.

“Sure, okay.” Du­ti­ful­ly, he plugged them in, made her
re­quest. Even as the tubes plopped in­to the slot, and the
ma­chine be­gan the soft drink’s cur­rent jin­gle, Eve snatched
them out.

“Thanks.” She strode away.

The first sip was shock­ing­ly cold, and ex­act­ly what she was
af­ter. She con­tin­ued down the white tun­nel, chased by the echo
of her own boots and the sticky hints of death that clung to the
air un­der the blasts of cit­rus and dis­in­fec­tant waft­ing out
of the vents.

She paused out­side the dou­ble doors of the au­top­sy suite not
to brace her­self to face that death, but the man who stud­ied
it.

She drew a breath, pushed through the doors.

There he was, look­ing the same.

He wore a clear pro­tec­tive coat over a suit of moon­less night
black. He’d paired it with a shirt of rich gold, and a
nee­dle-​thin tie where both col­ors wove to­geth­er. She frowned
at the sil­ver peace sign pinned to his lapel, but had to ad­mit on
Mor­ris it worked.

His ink-​black hair drew back from his ex­ot­ic face in a
sin­gle, gleam­ing braid.

He stood over the dead girl he’d al­ready opened with his
pre­cise, al­most artis­tic Y cut.

When his dark eyes lift­ed to Eve’s, she felt her bel­ly
tight­en.

He looked the same, but was he?

“I guess this is a crap­py wel­come back.” She crossed over,
of­fered the sec­ond tube. “Sor­ry I had to pull you in ear­ly, and
on a hol­iday.”

“Thank you.” He took the drink, but didn’t crack the tube.

Her tight­ened bel­ly be­gan to jump. “Mor­ris—”

“I have some things to say to you.”

“Okay. All right.”

“Thank you for find­ing jus­tice for Amaryl­lis.”

“Don’t—”

He held up his free hand. “I need to say these things be­fore we
go back to our work, our lives. You need to let me say them.”

Feel­ing help­less, she stuck her hands in her pock­ets and said
noth­ing.

“We deal with death, you and I, and with that death leaves
griev­ing. We be­lieve—or hope—that find­ing the an­swers, find­ing
jus­tice will help the dead, and those the dead leaves griev­ing.
It does. Some­how it does. I no longer be­lieve it, or hope it, but
know it. I loved her, and the loss … ”

He paused, opened the tube, drank. “Im­mense. But you were there
for me. As a cop, and as a friend. You held my hand dur­ing those
first hor­ri­ble steps of grief, helped me steady my­self. And by
find­ing the an­swers, you gave me, and her, some peace. It’s a day
to re­mem­ber peace, I sup­pose. The job you and I do is of­ten
ug­ly and thank­less. I need to thank you.”

“Okay.”

“More, Eve.” He rarely used her first name, and us­ing it now,
he closed his hand over her arm to keep her still. “Though it
dis­com­forts you.” And smiled, just a lit­tle—just enough to
loosen the tight­est knots in her bel­ly. “Thank you for
sug­gest­ing I speak to Fa­ther Lopez.”

“You went to see him?”

“I did. I had thought to go away, stay away un­til …
Un­til. But there was nowhere I want­ed to be, and frankly, I felt
clos­er to her here. So I stayed, and I went to see your
priest.”

She had to fight not to squirm. “He’s not mine.”

“He gave me com­fort,” Mor­ris con­tin­ued over her flus­tered
re­sponse. “He’s a man of unas­sail­able faith, with a flex­ible
mind and lim­it­less com­pas­sion. He helped me with those next
dif­fi­cult steps, and helped me ac­cept I’ll have more to
take.”

“He’s … good, but not a pain in the ass about it.
Much.”

Now the smile reached those dark eyes and eased more of her
ten­sion. “An ex­cel­lent sum­ma­ry. And thank you for trust­ing me
when I wasn’t sure I trust­ed my­self.”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“Be­fore your re­quest came in this morn­ing, I was go­ing over
the rea­sons—ex­cus­es—not to come back yet. An­oth­er week, maybe
two. I wasn’t sure I was ready to be here, to face this place, to
han­dle the work. But you asked for me. You trust­ed me, so what
choice do I have but to trust my­self?”

“She needs you.” On that sin­gle point Eve had Lopez’s
unas­sail­able faith. “Deena Mac­Mas­ters needs you. You have a
good team here, good peo­ple. But she needs you. She needs us.”

“Yes. So … ” He stunned her by brush­ing his lips, very
light­ly on hers. “It’s good to see you.”

“Um. Like­wise.”

He gave her arm a quick squeeze, then re­leased it. “And where
is the es­timable Peabody?”

“Field work. We’ve got a lot of ground to cov­er.”

“Then we’ll be­gin. I know Mac­Mas­ters, of course. He’s sol­id.
This will have put a hole in him.”

“He’s main­tain­ing.”

“What else is there? Her name is Deena.” He glanced at Eve, got
her nod. “Six­teen-​year-​old fe­male in ex­cep­tion­al health
pri­or to her death. She took care of her­self, and was cared for.
The scan showed no pri­or in­juries of any note, and con­firms
ex­cel­lent nu­tri­tion. Her last meal, con­sumed at
ap­prox­imate­ly six-​thir­ty p.m., was piz­za with a top­ping of
pep­pers, mush­rooms, black olives, and about six ounces of cher­ry
fizzy. As you flagged tox, I’ve de­ter­mined the bar­bi­tu­rate she
in­gest­ed with the meal was mixed with the drink.”

“He drugged her.”

“I can’t say, on­ly that she in­gest­ed the barb, and there are
no signs of reg­ular use of same in her scan. All to the con­trary.
Giv­en her weight, and the as­sump­tion she wasn’t ac­cus­tomed to
tak­ing drugs, the dose would have been enough to ren­der her
un­con­scious, for per­haps as much as an hour.”

“Plen­ty of time for him to get her up­stairs, re­strained, then
shut down the cam­eras and take the discs. If he did so in that
or­der. Plen­ty of time. She’d have been grog­gy, dis­ori­ent­ed
when she came to.”

“Yes. She in­gest­ed an­oth­er dose—small­er—at about
mid­night.”

“A sec­ond dose?”

“Yes. Her hands were cuffed be­hind her back at the
wrists—there’s deep bruis­ing, lac­er­ations in­di­cat­ing she
strug­gled against them, quite vi­olent­ly. The marks on her
an­kles in­di­cate a dif­fer­ent re­straint. Prob­ably cloth.”

“Bed­sheets.”

“That’s con­sis­tent. She fought those, too. And if you look.”
He paused to pick up a sec­ond pair of mi­cro­gog­gles, gave them
to Eve. “Here.” They bent over the an­kles to­geth­er. “The bounds
were ex­treme­ly tight, dig­ging in­to the skin. Here, here,
here.”

“Tied, retied, tied again.” She saw it in her head as well.
“Tied, raped, un­tied, turned, tied, sodom­ized. Un­tied, turned,
raped again?”

“It would be my con­clu­sion. Mul­ti­ple rapes, mul­ti­ple
sodomy, all ex­treme­ly vi­olent. As you can see … ”

He moved up the body. A line of sweat, icy cold, slid down Eve’s
spine. But she moved with him, slammed more locks on her mem­ories,
and stud­ied the dam­age.

“The tears, the trau­ma. Her hy­men was in­tact be­fore the
rape. So young,” he mur­mured. “And so mer­ci­less­ly used. I found
no se­men. He sealed up, and was cau­tious enough to do so with
each rape. We’ve no trace of him in or on her. I’d spec­ulate he
re­moved his own gen­ital hair, pos­si­bly all his body hair
be­fore the act. Oth­er­wise, even sealed, with mul­ti­ple,
vi­olent rapes, we should have found a stray hair. There’s some
bruis­ing on her legs, her tor­so from his hands. Deep­er bruis­ing
on her shoul­ders where it ap­pears he held her down more forcibly.
On her throat—”

“He choked her. Watched her face while he did. Watched un­til
she passed out. Be­tween the rapes, be­tween them be­cause he
wouldn’t want to risk go­ing too far, tak­ing her out too soon,
spoil­ing the fun.”

She could see it, in the room with the soft vi­olet walls and
the glossy white fur­ni­ture. See the ter­ror, the hor­ror. Feel
the pain.

“He chokes her while she strug­gles, fights for air, goes out.
Then he un­ties her legs, shoves her over, se­cures her again. And
waits for her to come to so she can feel him sodom­ize her. No good
if she’s out. He wants to hurt her. Needs to hurt her. Maybe he
gets off that way. On her pain, her strug­gles, her pleas.”

“You’ve gone pale.” Mor­ris touched her arm. “Step back,
sit.”

She shook her head, brushed him off. She would get through it.
Star­ing in­to her own past as much as Deena’s, Eve swiped the cold
tube over her brow.

“Then what he does, when he’s fin­ished, how­ev­er many times he
feels in­clined, when she’s ly­ing there, quiv­er­ing or when she’s
gone some­where else, some­where she can’t feel the pain, he
push­es her face in­to the pil­low, holds her down, smoth­er­ing
her un­til she pass­es out again. Then he can turn her over, tie
her again. He worked her for about eight hours, a full day’s work.
So he could let her lie there a while un­til he could get it up
again.

“Maybe he promised to let her go if she gave him the pass­code
for the con­trol room. But I think he may have al­ready tak­en care
of that. Ei­ther way, lots of time. She’d ask him why, why he was
do­ing this. He’d tell her, tell her ex­act­ly. Be­cause he was
go­ing to kill her, and he’d en­joy telling her why.”

“Why?” Mor­ris spoke soft­ly, watch­ing her face.

“Don’t know. Not yet. But he’d make sure she knew it wasn’t
be­cause he want­ed her. Not be­cause he liked her. If he made all
this time, took all this ef­fort to hurt her phys­ical­ly, again
and again, wouldn’t he want to hurt her emo­tion­al­ly, men­tal­ly?
Break her down, carve her away, ev­ery inch. In ad­di­tion to the
rape, and all that does to your body, your mind, your fuck­ing
soul, he’d want to make sure she knew she meant noth­ing. That he’d
played her. Tak­ing her out, hold­ing her hand, be­ing a shy guy.
Mak­ing her feel like a fool? Nice bonus.”

She kept her breath­ing even, she could do that, even if she
couldn’t stop the pulse from ham­mer­ing in her head.

“Mask’s off. No need for it now. He’d want her to see who he
was. He’d want her to know what’s in­side her when he rapes her,
what’s tear­ing and rip­ping her. Young healthy girl, strong girl,
so he can drag it out for hours, un­til the last time he put his
hands around her throat, the last time she looks in his eyes as he
starts to squeeze. Un­til he ends it.”

She did step back now. She didn’t trem­ble, though she want­ed
to. Still, she took a long, slow drink of the now-​luke­warm
Pep­si. “He leaves the cuffs. Cop cuffs. Stan­dard is­sue. He
un­ties her legs, but leaves her hands cuffed. Be­cause that’s a
mes­sage to her fa­ther. That’s an ex­tra punch to the gut. It
wasn’t her, not about her. She was just an in­stru­ment. A weapon.
He could’ve killed her dozens of times be­fore this, in dozens of
ways. He want­ed it to be in that house, in­side the house where
the cop be­lieved his lit­tle girl would al­ways be safe.”

She stud­ied the face. “The sec­ond dose, that was for
Mac­Mas­ters, too. He want­ed to make sure we found the drug in her
sys­tem. As far as he knew, at the time of the mur­der, her
par­ents weren’t due back un­til the af­ter­noon, mid- to late
af­ter­noon. We wouldn’t have got­ten to a tox yet on that time
frame. We wouldn’t have got­ten to one un­til evening, even flagged
and ex­pe­dit­ed. Just an­oth­er boost to make sure we found it.
That’s why he left the glass.”

“Glass?”

“It’ll be her glass he left on the counter in the kitchen, and
there’ll be traces of the barb there for the lab to find. It’s
like … thumb­ing his nose. An in­sult to kick it all down.
Look what I can do in the sanc­ti­ty of your own home, to your
pre­cious daugh­ter, us­ing the very thing you work against ev­ery
day of your life. It wasn’t about her, about Deena. That’s worse,
isn’t it?”

She looked at Mor­ris again, com­posed again. “It’s worse for
Mac­Mas­ters know­ing it wasn’t about her. She was just the
con­duit.”

“Yes. It would be worse.” And what were you? he won­dered. What
were you to the one who used you this way?

But he didn’t ask. He knew her too well, un­der­stood her too
well, to ask.

Lat­er, she stood out­side, breath­ing in New York, draw­ing in
the sticky heat of a day that de­cid­ed to soar to sum­mer. She’d
got­ten through it, she told her­self, got­ten through what should
be the worst of it. She got back in her car and drove to the
lab.

She ex­pect­ed to butt heads with Chief Lab Tech Dick Berinksi.
In fact, she looked for­ward to the ten­sion re­liev­ing
ass-​kick­ing she hoped to give the man not so af­fec­tion­ate­ly
known as Dick­head. “He’s a fuck, but he’s the best,” she’d say
about him.

She found the lab emp­ty but for a hand­ful of lab rats tucked
in their glass cubes or doz­ing over pa­per­work. And the
egg-​shaped head plas­tered with thin black hair of the chief bent
to­ward a comp screen while his clever, if creepy, fin­gers played
over both screen and key­board.

“Sta­tus.” She said it like a dare.

He shot her a re­sent­ful glare. “I had tick­ets to the ball
game. Boxed seats.”

Bribes, no doubt. “Cap­tain Mac­Mas­ters had a daugh­ter. Now
ask me if I give a fly­ing shit about your box seat.”

“She wouldn’t be less dead if I was chow­ing on a dog, suck­ing
down a brew, and watch­ing the Yan­kees on freak­ing Peace
Day.”

“Gee, you’re right. It’s too bad she got raped, sodom­ized,
raped again, ter­ror­ized, and choked to death on freak­ing Peace
Day just to in­con­ve­nience you.”

“Je­sus, chill.” The mur­der­ous gleam in her eye must have
got­ten through his own ire as he waved those spi­der fin­gers in
the air. “I’m here, aren’t I? And I al­ready ran the glass. You got
cher­ry fizzy and barbs. The mick­ey comes up as Slid­er, liq­uid
form, with a small kick of pow­dered Zon­er.”

“Zon­er?”

“Yeah, just a touch. Didn’t need it, not with the Slid­er, but
the com­bo gives the us­er freaky dreams. Usu­al­ly, you wake up
with a moth­er of a mi­graine. I don’t see an up­side to suck­ing
down this par­tic­ular cock­tail, but it takes all kinds.”

“So, she’d have suf­fered even when she was out. And come back
in pain.”

“He’d want­ed to just knock her out, the Slid­er’d do it. You
have to fig­ure he want­ed the edge. I got DNA and prints, and both
match the vic’s. I was just send­ing it over. You could’ve saved
your­self the trip.”

“What about the sheets, her clothes?”

“I’m not a freak­ing ma­chine. I’ve got them logged in, and I’m
go­ing to run them. Sweep­ers lit them up on scene—just like I
fig­ure you did—no se­men. He suit­ed up most like. But we’ll give
them a full scan. If his suit sprang a leak the size of a pin­hole,
or he drooled, we’ll find it. Be­fore you ask, the cuffs are
stan­dard is­sue. I took a gan­der and they look new. Or at least
they hadn’t seen any use to speak of be­fore this. Blood and
tis­sue match the vic’s. No prints. Fibers caught in them,
prob­ably from the sheets. Har­po can take those in the
morn­ing.”

She couldn’t ar­gue. He’d done the job. “Send the re­port on the
glass—and an­oth­er as soon as you fin­ish with the sheets, her
clothes.”

She left it at that and head­ed to Cen­tral with the low hum of
a headache at the base of her skull.

Even on Peace Day, cruis­ing to­ward evening, Cen­tral buzzed.
Pro­tect and serve meant 24/7, and peace be damned. Bad guys, in
their var­ious forms, on their var­ious lev­els, didn’t take time
off. She imag­ined there were precincts across the is­land filled
with not-​so-​bad guys who’d had too much hol­iday brew, in­dulged
in some hol­iday pushy-​shovey, or had their wal­lets lift­ed in
the pa­rade crush.

She took the glides rather than the faster el­eva­tors to give
her­self just a lit­tle more time to lev­el out.

She wished she had some­thing to pum­mel. Wished she could take
twen­ty to swing in­to one of the on-​site gyms and tune up a
spar­ring droid. But eight hours af­ter the tag from Whit­ney, she
strode in­to the bullpen in Homi­cide, and straight through to her
of­fice.

Cof­fee, she thought—the re­al deal—would have to sub­sti­tute
for the re­lease of punch­es and sore knuck­les.

He sat in her vis­itor’s chair, one she knew was mis­er­ably
un­com­fort­able be­cause she didn’t want any­one to set­tle in­to
her space too long.

But he sat, work­ing on his PPC, his sleeves rolled up, his hair
tied back as it was when he pre­pared to dive in­to some thorny
task or was al­ready in the thick­et.

She shut the door.

“I thought you’d be with Feeney.”

“I was.” Roarke sat where he was to study her face. “They
haven’t been back from the scene long. They’re set­ting up in the
con­fer­ence room you booked.”

She nod­ded, walked straight to her Au­toChef to or­der cof­fee.
“I just want a minute to or­ga­nize my thoughts for the brief­ing.
You can tell them I’m on my way.”

She’d want­ed to brood out her skin­ny win­dow while down­ing
the cof­fee, but brood­ing re­quired be­ing alone. In­stead, she
turned to walk to her desk.

He’d risen and stepped be­hind her. He made less noise than
their cat. And he took the mug of cof­fee out of her hand to set it
aside.

“Hey. I want the kick.”

“You can have it in a minute.” All he did with those strong,
seek­ing blue eyes on hers was touch his fin­ger­tips to her
cheeks.

“Okay.” Let­ting go, just let­ting go, she stepped in­to his
arms. She could close her eyes and be en­fold­ed, be held, be loved
and un­der­stood.

“There now.” He turned his head to press his lips to her hair.
“There.”

“I’m okay.”

“Not quite. I won’t ask if you’ll pass this on. You wouldn’t
even if a col­league hadn’t asked you for help.” At the shake of
her head, he kissed her hair again, then eased her back so their
eyes met. “You need to prove you can get through it.”

“I am get­ting through it.”

“You are. But I think you for­get you need to get through
noth­ing alone.”

“She was old­er than I was. Twice my age. Still … ”

He stroked her back when she shud­dered, just one hard tremor.
“Still. Young, de­fense­less, in­no­cent.”

“I’d al­ready stopped be­ing in­no­cent. I was … When I was
at the morgue, I looked at her, and I thought, that could’ve been
me on the slab. If I hadn’t put him on one first, it could’ve been
me. He’d have killed me soon­er or lat­er, or worse, turned me
in­to a thing. Putting him there first had to be done, and that’s
that. She didn’t have a chance, not even the chance I did. A good
home, par­ents who loved her, and who’ll be bro­ken, some pieces of
them al­ways bro­ken now. But she didn’t have the chance I did. I
could nev­er pass her on.”

“No, you nev­er could.”

She held and was held an­oth­er minute, then stepped back. “I
was wish­ing I had time to go beat the liv­ing crap out of a
spar­ring droid.”

“Ah.” He had to smile. “A nev­er-​fail for you.”

“Yeah. This was bet­ter.”

He picked up her cof­fee, hand­ed it to her. “Tak­ing a block­er
for the headache would be bet­ter yet.”

“It’s not so bad, not so bad now. I’ll work it off.”

“The piz­za I or­dered should help.”

“You or­dered piz­za?” The part of her that yearned warred
against the part of her that want­ed to main­tain dis­ci­pline.
“I’ve told you not to keep buy­ing food for my cops. You’ll spoil
and cor­rupt them.”

“There’s on­ly one cop I’m in­ter­est­ed in spoil­ing and
cor­rupt­ing, and piz­za hap­pens to be a weak­ness of hers.”

She drank her cof­fee do­ing her best to scowl at him over the
rim. “Did you get pep­per­oni?”
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FEENEY CHOMPED DOWN ON A LOAD­ED SLICE. He stood at the
con­fer­ence ta­ble, fo­cused on the pie while Jamie and Mc­Nab
at­tacked a sec­ond one. Her for­mer part­ner, now cap­tain of the
Elec­tron­ic De­tec­tives Di­vi­sion man­aged to bal­ance what was
left of the slice and what ap­peared to be a tube of cream so­da
while study­ing crime scene pho­tos Peabody had yet to tack to the
mur­der board.

He’d had his hair chopped re­cent­ly, Eve not­ed, but it did
lit­tle to com­bat the spring of gin­ger and wires of gray that
spooled through it. His face, weath­ered and worn, drooped like a
sleepy hound’s. She fig­ured he’d bought the shit-​brown jack­et
he’d paired with wrin­kled trousers be­fore his best boy, Mc­Nab,
had been weaned from his moth­er’s tit.

In con­trast, the young EDD ace and Peabody’s co­hab siz­zled in
atom­ic red car­gos and a tee the col­or of ra­dioac­tive egg yolks
scram­bled with light­ning bolts. His long blond hair was tucked
back from his thin, pret­ty face in a slinky braid.

Since it was there, Eve scooped up a slice.

“You okay hav­ing Jamie work on this?” she asked Feeney.

“He’s go­ing to push on it any­way. It’s bet­ter if he does it
where I can keep my eye on him.” He took a swig of cream so­da.
“He’s go­ing to be rocky right off, but he’ll steady up. I knew
Deena, too. Good kid.” He kept his eyes on the crime scene pho­tos.
“Sick fuck. This one’s go­ing to spread through the de­part­ment.
You’ll have more cops lin­ing up for de­tail on this than you can
use.”

“How well do you know Mac­Mas­ters?”

“We worked a few to­geth­er, knocked back some brews to­geth­er.
Good cop.”

It was, she knew, Feeney’s high­est praise.

“You look at this, Dal­las, and you think—as a cop, as a
fa­ther—you can do ev­ery­thing right, do the job, keep it clean,
and you still can’t pro­tect your own kid from some­thing like
this. You think you can, even though you know what’s out there, you
have to think you can. Then some­thing like this brings it right
home, right in the front door. And you know you can’t.”

He shook his head, but it didn’t budge the anger on his face.
“We want to be­lieve we can pro­tect our own.” Then he paused, took
an­oth­er long drink. “I was go­ing to head out with the wife to
New Jer­sey this af­ter­noon, a cook­out at our boy’s. New Jer­sey
for Christ’s sake,” he added with the de­lib­er­ate dis­dain of a
na­tive New York­er.

“Well, look at it this way, traf­fic would’ve been a to­tal
bitch.”

“That’s fuck­ing A. Any­way, the wife’s bring­ing me back a
plate.” He looked down at Deena again. “This lit­tle girl had a lot
more than a hol­iday bar­be­cue tak­en from her.”

“He went for her, Feeney, knew how to get to her. There has to
be a rea­son. We work from there.”

“Pay­back.” Feeney nod­ded. “Could be. He’s been a cop a long
time, LT of Il­le­gals near ten years, I guess. Cap­tain now. He
clos­es cas­es and doesn’t take any bull­shit. Good cop,” he
re­peat­ed. “Good cops make en­emies, but—”

“Yeah, I’ve been work­ing on the ‘buts.’ Let’s get start­ed
here, and we’ll go through them. Screen on,” she or­dered.

The com­mand sig­naled the oth­ers, and the brief­ing
be­gan.

“The vic­tim is Deena Mac­Mas­ters, fe­male, age six­teen. ME
has con­firmed homi­cide by man­ual stran­gu­la­tion. The vic­tim
was raped and sodom­ized mul­ti­ple times over a pe­ri­od be­tween
six and eight hours. Traces of bar­bi­tu­rate—street name
Slid­er—mixed with a small amount of pow­dered Zon­er found dur­ing
tox screen in­di­cate she was drugged.”

“That’s Wig.”

Eve paused, lift­ed her eye­brows at Jamie.

“Sor­ry, Lieu­tenant. I want­ed to in­form you the freaks call
that cock­tail Wig be­cause it, well, wigs you out. If you take
enough to conk, you go in­to weird-​ass night­mares. They’re
sup­posed to be re­al­ly re­al, and you have one bitch of a
headache af­ter.”

Feeney jabbed a fin­ger at Jamie. “How do you know so much about
it? If you’re play­ing around with that shit at col­lege, I’m
go­ing—”

“Hey, don’t look at me. I’m clean. I get one bust I can lose my
schol­ar­ship. Plus, Je­sus, if I want a night­mare I’ll eat a
bur­ri­to and watch a hor­ror vid at mid­night.”

“Damn right.”

“Jamie con­firms what I learned from Dick­head at the lab. As
there are no de­fen­sive wounds, no sign of strug­gle pri­or, we
be­lieve she was drugged with this com­bi­na­tion, then tak­en to
her bed­room where she was re­strained. Cuffs on her hands, sheets
used as ropes on her an­kles.”

“He want­ed it to start for her even when she was
un­con­scious,” Peabody mur­mured.

“And while she was un­con­scious, he may have tak­en the time to
run the plates and his glass through the san­itiz­er, may have
ac­cessed the con­trol room. He would then have time to re­turn to
the bed­room be­fore she’d come around.

“Ex­cept for her un­der­wear, her clothes were not re­moved but
pulled away dur­ing the as­saults. There are some tears on her
shirt, but they don’t in­di­cate much force. This shows a lack of
rage, of fren­zy, and a de­lib­er­ation.”

Eve cut her gaze to­ward Jamie as he start­ed to speak. It was
enough to have him sub­sid­ing. “Mi­nor bruis­ing on the face, the
tor­so in­di­cates she was struck, but not with se­ri­ous force.
Bruis­ing on the bi­ceps, shoul­ders, in­di­cates she was held
down. The bruis­ing and lac­er­ations on her wrists, her an­kles
mean she fought, and fought hard.

“Her killer took his time, in­ca­pac­itat­ing her by chok­ing or
smoth­er­ing un­til she passed out, at which time we be­lieve he
re­moved the an­kle re­straints, turned her over, and retied. He
most like­ly wait­ed for her to re­gain con­scious­ness be­fore
rap­ing her again. It ap­pears he re­peat­ed this pat­tern more
than once.”

She glanced to­ward Jamie again. His face was very white, his
eyes very dark, but he said noth­ing.

“This tells us a lot,” she said, and wait­ed.

“Um. He didn’t waste time and en­er­gy smack­ing her around,”
Peabody be­gan. “He wasn’t in­ter­est­ed in hurt­ing her that way.
He didn’t both­er to strip her be­cause he didn’t care. It wasn’t
about that kind of hu­mil­ia­tion.”

Eve nod­ded. “It’s more in­sult­ing to leave her dressed. It
makes the act more base than it al­ready is. Pen­etra­tion.
Dom­inance. Pain.”

Her heart flut­tered, a quick beat of pan­icked wings. And she
looked at Roarke, straight in­to his eyes, to calm it again.

“The lab has con­firmed a glass left on the kitchen counter
con­tained the same drugs found in her sys­tem. Al­so con­firmed,
the re­straints used on her wrists were po­lice is­sue. On­ly her
blood and tis­sue have been found on the cuffs. Thus far, Crime
Scene has found no trace of the killer on scene. There is no DNA of
the killer on or in the vic’s body. He sealed up. Peabody, wit­ness
state­ments.”

“The lieu­tenant and I spoke to two of the vic­tim’s known
friends, as well as Jamie. I al­so spoke with two oth­ers on the
list giv­en us by the vic’s par­ents. Of these, on­ly Jo Jen­nings
stat­ed any knowl­edge of a man the vic­tim had been in­volved
with. He is re­port­ed to be nine­teen years of age, and
ap­par­ent­ly told the vic­tim he was a stu­dent at Columbia,
orig­inal­ly from Geor­gia. They met sev­er­al weeks ago in the
park where Deena rou­tine­ly jogged, and be­gan dat­ing se­cret­ly.
All sub­jects in­ter­viewed stat­ed that the vic­tim had a PPC, a
pock­et ’link, but nei­ther were found on scene or on the
premis­es. We con­clude the killer took them as there may be
com­mu­ni­ca­tions be­tween them there­on. None of Deena’s friends
or fam­ily met or can iden­ti­fy this man, ac­cord­ing to their
state­ments.”

“Ac­cord­ing to Jo’s state­ment,” Eve con­tin­ued, “the vic told
the UN­SUB her fa­ther was a cop, an Il­le­gals cop. He then told
the vic he’d once been ar­rest­ed for il­le­gals use, and ap­pears
to have used that to con­vince her to keep their re­la­tion­ship
from her friends and fam­ily.”

“She’d have gone along.” Jamie glanced at Eve, got her nod. “If
he said he was em­bar­rassed or weird­ed out by that, she’d have
gone along so he wouldn’t be un­com­fort­able. She didn’t like to
put any­one on the spot, you know?”

“Added to it,” Mc­Nab said, “a se­cret boyfriend? Pret­ty juicy
for a kid that age.”

“By all ap­pear­ances the vic not on­ly let him in on the night
of the mur­der, but was ex­pect­ing him. Again from Jo’s
state­ment, the vic be­lieved the killer was com­ing by to have
some­thing to eat, then tak­ing her to the the­ater. The log on the
Au­toChef records two sin­gle-​serv­ing piz­zas—one meat while the
vic’s was a veg­etar­ian—or­dered at about eigh­teen-​thir­ty. She
in­gest­ed her first dose of drugs, through her soft drink.”

“First dose?” Feeney asked.

“She in­gest­ed a sec­ond dose around mid­night. I be­lieve the
killer knew when her par­ents were due back, which was late this
af­ter­noon. I be­lieve this sec­ond dose was giv­en to en­sure it
showed clear­ly on the tox screen. He couldn’t know her par­ents
would de­cide to come back sev­er­al hours ear­li­er than planned.
He left the glass on the counter to be sure we’d run it, and find
the drugs.”

“A slap at Mac­Mas­ters.” Feeney frowned at the tox re­port on
the wall screen. “It fol­lows, but … if you go af­ter a cop,
you go for the cop. If you’re go­ing to go at him through his
fam­ily, where’s the sig­na­ture? You’d want him to know, no doubt,
it was pay­back. Plus, Christ knows this fuck couldn’t have tak­en
the kid out be­fore to­day. Get­ting Deena to play along with the
se­cret, that’s risky. A kid that age talks. She told one friend
parts of it.”

“More fun this way.” Eve switched the im­age on screen to
Deena’s ID pho­to—young, fresh, smil­ing. “More per­son­al. Not
on­ly in the house, in the girl’s pret­ty bed­room. And she opened
the door. Con­firmed?”

Feeney nod­ded. “No sign of tam­per­ing, of by­pass on any door
or win­dow in the place. Our pre­lim time line match­es yours.
Locks dis­en­gaged, from the in­side and with prop­er pro­ce­dure,
at eigh­teen-​twen­ty-​three, and im­me­di­ate­ly re-​en­gaged,
again from the in­side and with prop­er pro­ce­dure. She let him
in, then locked back up. At twen­ty-​three-​eigh­teen, the door to
the con­trol room was opened, with pass­code, and the cam­eras
dis­en­gaged with prop­er pro­ce­dure.”

“He’d worked on her for about four hours by then.” Eve thought,
couldn’t stop her­self from think­ing what it was to be raped and
abused for hours. “She’d have giv­en him the pass­code. He didn’t
have to work it him­self. He worked her in­stead.”

“She was a cop’s kid,” Jamie ob­ject­ed. “And she was smart. I
don’t think she’d make it that easy for him.”

Couldn’t see, Eve con­clud­ed. How could you when you’ve nev­er
been there? “Four hours be­ing raped and ter­ror­ized, choked,
smoth­ered. He tells her, okay, I’m go­ing, but I need to turn off
the cam­eras, get the discs. Maybe she says no the first time, or
the first few times. So he hurts her again, again. Give me the
codes, Deena, and all this stops.”

“She didn’t give him the code to get the discs, not the right
one any­way.” Mc­Nab spoke up. “It may be she didn’t have them. No
rea­son for her to have them. He hacked that, but it didn’t take
him long. Ten min­utes maybe, so he’s got some skills or some good
equip­ment. The discs were re­moved ac­cord­ing to the log at
twen­ty-​three-​thir­ty-​one. The hard drives were wiped and
cor­rupt­ed, but we dug out the time. And we may be able to
re­con­struct the da­ta, with im­ages. It’s not go­ing to be a
walk, but we’ve got a shot. The sys­tem’s ul­tra. The more ul­tra,
the more fail-​safes, the bet­ter chance at re­con­struct­ing a
wipe and by­pass.”

“That’s a pri­or­ity,” Eve said. “Once he had the discs, did the
wipe and dis­en­gaged, he went back up and went at her for
an­oth­er two hours.”

“He left by the front door,” Feeney put in. “Open­ing the locks
from in­side, re­set­ting them at oh-​four-​three.”

“Giv­ing him a space af­ter TOD to clean up, do his own sweep,
leave the glass. No hur­ry, no pan­ic, just one step at a time. Bet
he had a check-​list,” Eve mut­tered. “He leaves ear­ly enough not
to be no­ticed or seen. Yet he ar­rived in day­light, and we’ve got
no one who saw him. Blends well, moves well. There’re a cou­ple of
sub­way stops with­in three blocks. I’ve or­dered copies of all
se­cu­ri­ty. But … ”

She didn’t like the odds. “If he’s smart enough to do all this,
he’s too smart to get caught on se­cu­ri­ty at a sta­tion close to
the scene. On foot most like­ly. If his hole is any dis­tance from
the scene, maybe he rides or cabs it with­in ten blocks, any
di­rec­tion. Takes the damn bus. He could have his own
trans­po.”

“Walk­ing’s best,” Roarke com­ment­ed. “Sat­ur­day evening, the
city’s busy. It was good weath­er. Who’d no­tice a boy—or a young
man—walk­ing along? Dressed well, I’d ex­pect, but not so well as
to draw at­ten­tion. Sun­ny out, so he’d be wear­ing shades, maybe
a cap or hood­ie. Maybe have an ear­bud in so it looks like he’s
lis­ten­ing to mu­sic, or he’s us­ing his ’link as a prop, so it
looks like he’s talk­ing or tex­ting. The op­por­tu­ni­ty comes
along, he might slide in with a group of peo­ple—if he hits on some
about his age. Less no­ticed yet if he’s with oth­ers. It’s best,
if you’ve a mind to do crime in a neigh­bor­hood, and show
your­self be­fore­hand, you blend in—dis­ap­pear as it were in­to
the fab­ric. What I’d do, in his place, is use that ’link a cou­ple
blocks back, to call the tar­get.”

Eve nar­rowed her eyes. “Let her know you’re near­ly there.
Can’t wait to see you. Just up the block. We’re still on, right?
That sort of thing.”

“Aye. Then wouldn’t she be right there, keep­ing watch for him
while they talk a bit more? Right there to open the door even
be­fore he starts up the stairs. He’s in, a mat­ter of sec­onds.”
Roarke shrugged. “Well, that’s how I’d have played it out.”

“And she’s got her ’link, right there,” Eve added. “He’s go­ing
to need to take that, and this way he wouldn’t have to look for it
if she didn’t put it back in her bag. That would be smart,
ef­fi­cient. That would fit him.”

She tapped her fin­gers on her thigh as she paced a mo­ment. “We
still hit the rest of the neigh­bor­hood. And the park. The park’s
the best bet. Peabody, we’re on that in the morn­ing. Feeney, your
team’s on the elec­tron­ics. Fo­cus on the se­cu­ri­ty. I’m go­ing
to run like crimes, and I’m pulling Mi­ra in for a pro­file.
Cur­rent­ly I have of­fi­cers do­ing the rounds on all her usu­al
haunts, and a pair do­ing a check on one Juan Gar­cia, a
che­mi-​deal­er.”

Feeney lift­ed his chin to­ward the crime scene pho­tos. “That
type doesn’t op­er­ate like this.”

“Agreed, but we’ll elim­inate him, and any oth­ers who pop up
out of Mac­Mas­ters’s file or mem­ory. The like­li­hood is slim
that he went with her where she was known. Af­ter the ini­tial
con­tact, he’d need to steer her away. For walks—out of her
perime­ter, to the vids—but not her usu­al spots—the park?
Prob­ably moved to a dif­fer­ent sec­tor for meets af­ter he’d
es­tab­lished.”

“If it was pay­back … ”

She nod­ded at Feeney. “We’ll be go­ing over Mac­Mas­ters’s
cas­es, and I’m go­ing to talk to him again, go back with him.
Jamie, would she rec­og­nize a gang type?”

“I think so, yeah. She was smart, like I said. Re­al­ly street
aware, just sort of … not self-​aware? Is that right, do you
get it? She knew to be care­ful, what types to avoid.”

“What type would draw her?”

“Well … he’d have to be clean. I don’t just mean cleaned
up. He’d have to look right, sound right. Jo said he told her he
went to Columbia? That might hook her since I do, and she’ll be
go­ing next year. It’s an open­ing, you know? And, ah, man­ners.
Like, he’d be po­lite. If he came on too strong, he’d scare her
off.”

Plen­ty of oth­er schools in New York, Eve thought, but he hits
on the one where one of her clos­est friends goes, where she plans
to go. Eve didn’t see it as co­in­ci­dence.

“He stud­ied her, stalked her, re­searched her. And he took his
time.” No, it wasn’t some il­le­gals deal­er or one of his
spine-​crack­ers. “Mac­Mas­ters made the reser­va­tions for this
trip ten days ago. This bas­tard was ready. This was his
op­por­tu­ni­ty. She’d have told him her fa­ther got
pro­mot­ed.”

“She texted me, the night af­ter he got in­formed,” Jamie told
her. “I think she tagged ev­ery­body she knew. She was re­al­ly
proud. I was sur­prised she didn’t go on the trip, like a fam­ily
cel­ebra­tion.”

“A girl, in the first weeks of a ro­mance,” Peabody said. “She
doesn’t want to go off with her par­ents for the week­end when she
can stay home and see the guy. Even if she was on the fence about
it, one word from him, how he’d miss her, and she stays.”

“We work the lines we have. Peabody, con­tact some­body at
Columbia on the off chance he told her the truth. I want a list of
ev­ery male stu­dent—and add in any staff—cur­rent­ly en­rolled or
em­ployed, or who have been en­rolled or em­ployed with­in the last
five years who are from Geor­gia. Age range eigh­teen to thir­ty.
While that’s run­ning tag Bax­ter, he and his boy are back on the
roll. I want them to take Gar­cia, then fol­low up on all
door-​to-​doors, and ex­pand same to a three-​block ra­dius of the
scene.”

In her of­fice she ran like crimes, and did a full-​scan search
through Feeney’s brain child, IR­CCA, to take it glob­al, and run
the da­ta through off-​world as well.

While her com­put­er la­bored, she set up a sec­ond mur­der
board in her of­fice. Deena’s im­age—alive and dead—would stay with
her while she worked.

“Smart girl,” Eve mur­mured as she pinned im­ages, re­ports,
time lines. “Cop’s daugh­ter. Ev­ery­one says that. But un­der it
you’re still just a girl. A nice-​look­ing boy pays at­ten­tion,
says the right things, looks at you just a cer­tain way. You’re not
smart any­more.”

She hadn’t been, Eve thought. Not a cop’s daugh­ter, but a
sea­soned cop—a cyn­ic, a badass her­self. And Roarke had paid
at­ten­tion, said the right things, looked at her in that way. She
couldn’t claim she’d been smart. She’d bent her own rules, tak­en
chances, fall­en for a man she’d known was dan­ger­ous, one who’d
been a mur­der sus­pect.

No, she hadn’t been smart. She’d been daz­zled. Why would
any­one ex­pect Deena to be oth­er­wise?

“I know what you felt, or thought you felt,” Eve mur­mured. “I
know how he got to you, broke down your re­sis­tance, your
de­fens­es, your bet­ter judg­ment. Me, I got lucky. You didn’t.
But I know how he got un­der your guard.”

So now, in­stead of think­ing like the girl, she need­ed to
think like the pur­suer.

She turned to­ward the Au­toChef—stopped.

Cof­fee, she re­mem­bered. Roarke’s first gift to her had been a
bag of cof­fee. The re­al deal. Ir­re­sistible to her, and worth
more to her mind than a fist­ful of di­amonds.

Charm­ing and thought­ful—and ex­act­ly right.

Had there been a to­ken giv­en? she won­dered. Some­thing small
and ex­act­ly right?

She stepped back to her desk, stud­ied Deena’s pho­to. Mu­sic
and the­ater, she re­called. Big in­ter­ests. And read­ing. All
those mu­sic discs, she thought. Maybe he put to­geth­er a mu­sic
mix, de­signed just for her. Or po­ems—didn’t wom­en get off on
po­et­ry, es­pe­cial­ly if it was from a man?

Want­ed to join the Peace Corps or Ed­uca­tion For All. But
damned if she could think of a to­ken that ap­plied there.

Her com­put­er sig­naled the first search was com­plete.
Let­ting the oth­er an­gle sim­mer, Eve sat down to read case files
on rape-​mur­der.

Noth­ing popped, though she read, an­alyzed, ran prob­abil­ities
for more than an hour. The search through IR­CCA gave her the same
re­sults. She had a hand­ful of long shots to track down, but her
gut told her it was just for form. Had to be done.

She’d elim­inat­ed half the long shots when Peabody stepped
in.

“I got a par­tial list from Columbia—the cur­rents. It’s go­ing
to be to­mor­row be­fore I can get the for­mers. At this time there
are six­ty-​three male stu­dents from the great state of Geor­gia,
and four in­struc­tors, one se­cu­ri­ty guard, and two oth­er
em­ploy­ees. The guard’s on the high side at thir­ty, a
groundskeep­er at twen­ty-​four, and a main­te­nance tech,
twen­ty-​six.”

“We’ll do back­ground runs on them, all of them.”

“It just doesn’t feel like he’d have giv­en her that much
truth.”

“I think he gave her enough truth, so if she played cop’s
daugh­ter, checked him out, it would fly. He’s too care­ful to
leave him­self open.”

Peabody ges­tured to­ward the Au­toChef, got a nod. “You think
he’s a stu­dent there?” she asked as she walked over to pro­gram
cof­fee.

“I think he may have set it up so if she checked, he’d pop up as
a stu­dent. He may have al­ready tak­en care of that, wiped the
record. Here’s what you could do, if you were be­ing care­ful. You
find a stu­dent, clone his ID, take his name, or change
it—deal­er’s choice. You can bet your ass he had what would look
like stu­dent ID. You get dis­counts, right, when you go to vids,
the­ater, con­certs. He took her out, he’d have to show it—and it
would have to pass the scan.”

“I didn’t think of that. Which is why you get the slight­ly less
crap­py bucks than I do.” She passed Eve fresh cof­fee. “So maybe,
one of these six­ty-​three is his dupe. Or … it could be he
had a part­ner.”

“He works alone. A part­ner means you have to trust. Who could
he trust this much? No loose ends if you work alone. I’m go­ing to
bet one of those stu­dents had their ID stolen or lost it with­in
the last six months. He clones it, re­places the pho­to with one of
him­self, tweaks the ba­sic da­ta if nec­es­sary. If Deena gets a
buzz, and checks, she’s go­ing to find he’s reg­is­tered as a
stu­dent. For now, we run them. Dot ev­ery i. To­mor­row, we check
to see if any of them re­placed their ID. Take the top thir­ty,”
she or­dered. “I’ll take the rest. Work here or at home, and
re­port to my home of­fice in the morn­ing,
oh-​sev­en-​hun­dred.”

“Where are you go­ing?”

“I want to go back to the scene, walk through it, then I’ll pick
up the runs at home. Copy the da­ta from Columbia to my home
unit.”

“Okay. If I hit any­thing, I’ll let you know.”

Eve downed more cof­fee, and tagged Roarke. “Any progress?”

“This won’t be quick or easy.”

“I’m done here. I’m go­ing to go back to the scene, do a
walk-​through, then take the rest home.”

“I’ll meet you in the garage.”

“Not quick or easy, re­mem­ber?”

“With the cap­tain’s bless­ing, I’m hav­ing some of the units
sent to my lab at home. I’ve got bet­ter equip­ment. Five
min­utes.”

He clicked off.

She load­ed up what she need­ed, sent copies of all re­ports,
notes, files to her home unit. On the way to the garage she took a
tag from one of the of­fi­cers on the knock-​on-​doors. All
res­idents on the vic­tim’s block had been lo­cat­ed and
in­ter­viewed. And not one of them had seen any­one en­ter or ex­it
the Mac­Mas­ters home, save Deena her­self, over the week­end.

Maybe Bax­ter and his faith­ful aide, True­heart, would have
bet­ter luck, she thought. Or she and Peabody would get a hit from
the morn­ing cir­cuit of the park. But when a man left no trace of
him­self at a rape mur­der, when he took hours to com­plete the
task and left noth­ing be­hind, the like­li­hood of him be­ing
care­less enough to be seen with his vic­tim was low.

Still, some­one some­where had seen them. Re­mem­ber­ing was a
dif­fer­ent mat­ter.

They’d walked, talked, eat­en, played in the city, and over a
num­ber of weeks. She on­ly had to find one venue, one per­son, one
crack in the whole to pry open.

She walked to her car, leaned back against the trunk as she took
out her memo book to key in more notes.

Columbia. Stu­dent ID.

Geor­gia. South­ern ac­cent.

Truth or lie? Why truth, why lie?

Miss­ing pock­et ’link, PPC—pos­si­ble e-​di­ary?—hand­bag.
Oth­er con­tents of hand­bag im­por­tant? Pro­tec­tion and
tro­phy?

She looked up when Roarke crossed the garage. “When you worked a
mark, did you ev­er fake an ac­cent?”

“A cop shop’s an odd place to dis­cuss such mat­ters from my
stand­point. Since you’re work­ing, I’ll drive.”

He wait­ed un­til they were in the ve­hi­cle be­fore he
an­swered the ques­tion. “Yes, now and then, tai­lor­ing such to
suit the mark. But more of­ten the Irish suit­ed well enough. I
might lay­er it on—switch­ing to a thick­er West Coun­ty brogue, or
posh it up with pub­lic school tones.”

“But, es­pe­cial­ly if it was a long con, or some job that would
take sev­er­al weeks and a lot of com­mu­ni­ca­tion with the mark,
it would be eas­ier and safer to stick close to nat­ural. Posh it
up or thick­en it up, but stay with the ba­sics.”

“That’s true enough,” he agreed as he head­ed up­town. “One slip
and the whole thing can fall apart.”

“Guy tells her he’s from Geor­gia. She likes the ac­cent, tells
her friend that part. He’s smart, so the smart thing is to use what
you have, what you’re com­fort­able with. Maybe he lived in the
south, at least for a while. He tells her he goes to Columbia, so
maybe he did, or he knows enough about it to be able to speak
in­tel­li­gent­ly when she says, hey, I have a friend who goes
there. No point in get­ting tripped up on those kinds of de­tails.
It’s hard to be­lieve he’s nine­teen, and has this kind of
pa­tience and con­trol, this kind of fo­cus.”

She glanced at Roarke. “Though some do.”

He switched lanes to slide in­to a nar­row gap in traf­fic. “At
nine­teen I had a life­time be­hind me, of be­ing a street rat, of
run­ning games, thiev­ing, and aim­ing to­ward get­ting the fuck
out. So by then I’d honed some skills, and learned the need for
that pa­tience and con­trol.”

“Mur­der’s dif­fer­ent from thiev­ery.”

“It is in­deed en­tire­ly dif­fer­ent. And more yet when it’s
the de­lib­er­ate mur­der of an in­no­cent girl. It would be all in
the mo­ti­va­tion, wouldn’t it? To plan it, run it, ex­ecute it
this way would take a strong mo­tive. But for some, the mo­tive’s
all in the thrill, isn’t it?”

“It doesn’t feel like a thrill killing. It’s too ex­act­ing for
that. And too cold.”

He said noth­ing for a few mo­ments as he nipped around a Rapid
Cab and through a light sec­onds be­fore it flashed red. “When I
went for the men who’d tor­tured and killed Mar­lena, it was cold.
Cold-​blood­ed, cold-​mind­ed. Some might have looked at the
re­sults and thought oth­er­wise, but there was no thrill in­volved
in it. None of it.”

Eve thought of Sum­mer­set’s young daugh­ter—a girl Roarke had
thought of as a sis­ter, and who’d been used and mur­dered as a
warn­ing to him. “Deena wasn’t ex­ecut­ed. If there’s a
sim­ilar­ity it’s be­tween her and Mar­lena. The pay­back. It keeps
ring­ing for me. On the oth­er hand, he could have tak­en her out
oth­er ways, at oth­er times. Ab­duct­ed her, put Mac­Mas­ters
through that agony be­fore killing her.”

“He liked play­ing the boyfriend, you’re think­ing. String­ing
it out, mak­ing her care. He likes the game maybe. If there was a
thrill, it would’ve been in that stage of it. Cold blood and a cold
mind. You’d need both to be able to ro­mance a girl, to use that
for the ex­press pur­pose of tak­ing her life.”

When he pulled up in front of the Mac­Mas­ters home, Eve got out
to stand on the side­walk.

“It’s lat­er than it would’ve been when he walked here. He had
to walk, noth­ing else makes sense. He could’ve come from ei­ther
di­rec­tion, even through the park. Un­til we find some­body who
saw him that night, we can’t know. He had the cuffs, he had the
drug. Warm night, but he could’ve been wear­ing a jack­et. A lot of
kids wear them more for style than need. Re­straints in a pock­et,
maybe, same with the drug. But he’d need tools, wouldn’t he, for
the se­cu­ri­ty. Maybe he had a satchel, a bag, a back­pack. Or
he’s just got the tools in an­oth­er pock­et. Mc­Nab wears pants
that have a mil­lion of them.”

“With a jack­et you could hook the cuffs in the back, cov­er
them, as cops of­ten do.”

“I think he strode along, a young guy with some­where to go.
Just an­oth­er teenag­er or col­lege type, good-​look­ing, clean,
up­scale clothes. No­body pays at­ten­tion. I think he tagged her
from a block or two away, got her on the ’link, the way you said.
Maybe just to say, ‘I’m near­ly there,’ maybe, yeah maybe to
pre­tend he wasn’t sure of the house. That would be smart. She’d
guide him in, keep her eye out for him, open the door to greet him
even as he makes the turn for the steps.”

“She would want him in quick and smooth, too, wouldn’t she?
Wouldn’t want one of the neigh­bors men­tion­ing to her par­ents
how they’d seen the boy vis­it­ing while they were away.”

“Good point.” Eve nar­rowed her eyes. “Yeah, good point. They
may have even worked it out ahead, when he talked her in­to hav­ing
him over. ‘I’ll tag you when I’m close, so you can watch for me.’
Their lit­tle se­cret.”

She saw it in her head as she went up the steps, broke the
po­lice seal, used her mas­ter to open the locks.

“Still, some­body might see. He’s not wor­ried about any­one
men­tion­ing it. She’ll be dead, game over. But he’d have to take
pre­cau­tions about what they see. So yeah, I’m bet­ting jack­et,
prob­ably a cap, shades. Keep your head down, hands in your
pock­ets, us­ing an ear­bud or head­set. Maybe they can ID the
clothes, but you’d ditch those. Maybe they can give a gen­er­al
idea of your height and build. Your col­or­ing. So what? Even eye
wits rarely get it just right. He’s just a boy go­ing to see a
girl.”

She stopped to stand in the foy­er, to keep it rolling through
her head. “She’s ex­cit­ed. He kiss­es her hel­lo. Still the shy
guy, still the sweet boy. He needs to keep that up so he can take
her with­out a strug­gle, so she doesn’t have a chance to fight or
get away or scrape any pieces of him off. She’s got mu­sic on, she
likes mu­sic. They like mu­sic. Maybe show him some of the house,
at least take him back to the kitchen so you can get the drinks,
the food.”

She walked back, with Roarke be­side her. “It’s fun, it’s
ex­cit­ing to have din­ner, just the two of you. He’s care­ful not
to touch any­thing, or if he has to touch some­thing to make note
of it and wipe it down af­ter. But hands in the pock­ets again. Shy
guy. You’re kids so you eat in here, in the kitchen. Right over
there.”

She walked over to a bright blue ta­ble with padded bench­es
that of­fered a view of a small court­yard backed by a high
wall.

“Sit across from each oth­er so you can talk. So you can look in
his eyes as you talk. Eat, laugh, joke, flirt. Oh hey, do you want
an­oth­er fizzy? Sure he does, and when you go to get it, he slips
the drug in your drink. It’s so easy. You feel woozy for a minute,
you feel off, but with the Zon­er to kick it, mel­low, too. You
just slide out, slide un­der. And he car­ries you up­stairs.

“She weighed one-​thir­teen and change. Dead­weight, but not
that much for a young, healthy man to car­ry up a flight of
stairs.” She con­tin­ued as she fol­lowed the path to the kitchen
stairs. “Makes more sense to take her up the back. Why waste the
en­er­gy? If he’d scoped out the house, and he damn well would
have, he’d know which room was hers. He’d have seen her through the
win­dow any­time she didn’t use the pri­va­cy screen. Even if he
wasn’t sure, it’s so easy to make which room is hers. The col­or,
the posters. It’s all girl.”

Roarke said noth­ing, not yet. He knew what she was do­ing,
walk­ing it through as both vic­tim and killer. “You’d want to
re­strain her first, take no chances. The cuffs, the sheets. Tight
on the sheets; you want her to feel it. You want to leave marks.
You hope she strug­gles. She will. You know she will. So you go
down and clean up. Dish­es, but for her glass, in the ma­chine. Run
it on ster­il­ize, wipe out any trace. Check out the se­cu­ri­ty
door. No point work­ing on that. She’s go­ing to give you the code.
You’ll make sure of it. Strip down, seal up.”

She cir­cled around, shook her head in an­noy­ance. “No, no, out
of or­der. You’d do that down­stairs, even be­fore you bring her
up. Noth­ing of you up here. All your things in a neat pile,
care­ful, very care­ful. Af­ter you fin­ish with her, get her bag,
check the con­tents, take it down to put it with your stuff.
Up­stairs again, go through the room, make sure, very sure there’s
noth­ing of you, noth­ing on her comp, on the bed­room ’link.
Any­where … ”

She paused, wan­der­ing the room, open­ing draw­ers she’d
al­ready searched. “Would he take some­thing to make sure he got
hard? Mul­ti­ple rapes take a lot of en­er­gy, a lot of wood.
That’s a thought, that goes in the won­der pile. Maybe he doesn’t
need it. Maybe her thrash­ing around trapped in the night­mare he
gave her, help­less and scared, even un­con­scious, maybe that gets
him up.

“Then she starts com­ing around, and the fun be­gins.”

“Don’t put your­self through that.” It clawed through his heart,
left it bleed­ing. “We know what hap­pened then, so don’t.”

“It’s part of it. Has to be. She’s … be­wil­dered. The drug
makes her mind musty at first, then the headache, the stab­bing
pain of it.”

She looked at the bed, stripped down to the mat­tress now. “It
oc­curs to me he could’ve made it eas­ier. Giv­en her a dose of
Whore or Rab­bit. That was a choice. He didn’t want her to
par­tic­ipate, even un­der a date rape drug. He want­ed her
ter­ri­fied and hurt­ing. Does he tell her what he’s go­ing to do,
or is it right down to busi­ness? I can’t see him yet. Just can’t
fig­ure him yet. She cries. She’s on­ly six­teen, and that part of
her cries and asks why, and doesn’t want to be­lieve the sweet boy
is a mon­ster. But the cop’s daugh­ter knows. The cop’s daugh­ter
sees him now. He’d want her to.

“She fights—that has to be sat­is­fy­ing—even dur­ing the rape
she fights. She fights even while she screams and cries and begs.
She’s a vir­gin; nice bonus. She bleeds from where you’ve bro­ken
her, from her wrists, from her an­kles. She’s strong and she fights
hard.”

He stood by, his guts in knots, as Eve went through it,
step-​by-​step, hor­ror by hor­ror. She moved around the room,
cir­cling the bed where that ob­scen­ity had tak­en place. Even as
she de­scribed the last mo­ments of a young girl’s life, her voice
stayed steady.

He didn’t speak again un­til she’d fin­ished and had start­ed
an­oth­er search of the room.

“Even af­ter all this time with you, I don’t know how you can do
it, how you can put your­self in these places, make your­self see
these things the way you do.”

“It’s nec­es­sary.”

“That’s bol­locks. It’s more than an ob­jec­tive,
ob­ser­va­tion­al sort of thing. You do what you do, how you do it
for them. You do it for Deena and all the oth­ers who’ve had their
lives stolen. It’s more than stand­ing for the dead, which is
vi­cious enough to bear. But you walk with them through it. With
all I’ve done in all my life, I don’t know if I’d have the stom­ach
to do what you do, ev­ery day.”

She stopped for a mo­ment, let her­self stop, pressed her
fin­gers to her eyes. “I can’t not do it. I don’t know if it was
ev­er a choice, but I know it’s not one now. I can’t see him. It’s
not just be­cause we haven’t found any­one alive who has. It’s who
he is, why he is, why he did this and in this way. I can’t see him.
He’s murky. Walk­ing through it helps clear some of the murk.”

She rubbed her eyes again, re­fo­cused. “How long would it take
you to re­trieve the discs from a sys­tem like the one here, and
wipe the hard drive?”

“It has two fail-​safes, and re­quires a code for disc
re­trieval. But I know the sys­tem.”

“Yeah, one of yours, I checked. But he’d know it. Bank on
that.”

“Well then, it would take me about thir­ty sec­onds for the
re­trieval, and an­oth­er one or two to do the wipe. But he
in­fect­ed it to cor­rupt. We’ve got that much from to­day’s work.
A com­pli­cat­ed virus to cor­rupt the drive and wipe out the da­ta
and im­agery, and that would take some time to up­load, and skill
or mon­ey to ob­tain.”

“He’s not as good as you—not a pat on your back, but he doesn’t
have your ex­pe­ri­ence. If he pass­es for nine­teen, I doubt he’s
hit thir­ty. So maybe two or three times longer for the re­trieval,
maybe twice on the wipe since he’s us­ing a virus.”

“What are you look­ing for, Eve? If I had an idea I might be
able to do more than stand here.”

“I don’t know. Some­thing. You gave me cof­fee.”

“Sor­ry?”

“A to­ken, some­thing to charm her. A lit­tle gift, noth­ing too
im­por­tant. You sent me cof­fee right af­ter we met.”

“And you in­ter­viewed me as a mur­der sus­pect.”

“It worked. The cof­fee, I mean. Hit the right but­ton. So what
did he give her? What … I knew it. I fuck­ing knew it.” She
held up a mu­sic disc tak­en from the hun­dred or so in a hold­er.
“Hap­py Mix 4 Deena, that’s the la­bel. And look here, she added
this stick­er thing—a big red heart, and ini­tials in­side.”

“DM, for her, DP for him.”

“For the name he gave her any­way,” Eve con­firmed. “David, Jo
said. Nev­er as smart as they think. He should’ve looked for this,
tak­en it. It’s a link, and the on­ly one so far.”

She bagged it.

“I have to say the odds of trac­ing that disc—as it’s a com­mon
sort—are as­tro­nom­ical.”

“He made it. A link’s a link.” She looked around again,
sat­is­fied for now. “Okay, the scene doesn’t have any more to tell
me. At least not now. I need to go work it.”
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AS SUM­MER­SET MADE NO AP­PEAR­ANCE WHEN they walked in­to the
house, Eve lift­ed her eye­brows. “Where’s Mis­ter Scary?”

The look Roarke sent her man­aged to be both re­signed and
mild­ly scold­ing. “Sum­mer­set has the night off.”

“You mean the house is Sum­mer­set-​free? Damn shame we have to
waste it with work.”

He slid a hand down her back, over her ass. “A break wouldn’t be
un­called for.”

“Nope. I’ve got over thir­ty runs to do. Plus I put off
re­port­ing to Whit­ney hop­ing we’d catch a mir­acle.” She
start­ed up the steps, then stopped dead when she spied the cat
sit­ting on the land­ing, star­ing at her with un­ques­tion­ably
an­noyed eyes.

“Je­sus, he’s al­most as bad as your goon.”

“He dis­likes be­ing left on his own.”

“I’m not go­ing to start haul­ing him to crime scenes. Deal with
it, pal,” she told the cat, but stopped to crouch and stroke when
she reached the land­ing. “Some of us have to work for a liv­ing.
Well, one of us has to. The oth­er one most­ly does it for
fun.”

“As it hap­pens I need to go have a bit of fun. Af­ter which
I’ll put in some time in the lab.”

“Work, on Peace Day—or pret­ty much Peace Night now, I
guess.”

“A lit­tle some­thing I start­ed this morn­ing when my wife left
me on my own.”

They con­tin­ued up to­geth­er with the cat pranc­ing be­tween
them.

“Can you make a copy of this disc?” she asked him. “I need to
keep the orig­inal clean.”

“No prob­lem.” He took the ev­idence bag. “We’re eat­ing in two
hours,” Roarke de­creed as he walked past her of­fice to­ward his
own. “Mean­while, you can feed the cat.”

She didn’t both­er to scowl, it was en­er­gy wast­ed. She moved
through her of­fice, and again stopped dead when she saw the
stuffed cat Roarke had giv­en her—a toy repli­ca of
Gala­had—sprawled on her sleep chair.

She looked at the toy, at the orig­inal, back to the toy. “You
know, I don’t even want to know what you were do­ing with
that.”

In the kitchen she fed the cat, pro­grammed a pot of
cof­fee.

At her desk she boot­ed up her comp then sat to or­ga­nize her
notes, the re­ports, and start the first ten runs from the Columbia
list. While the com­put­er worked, she looked over the re­port
she’d draft­ed for Whit­ney.

She re­fined it, read it again. Hop­ing he’d be sat­is­fied, for
now, with the writ­ten, she sent copies to both his home and
of­fice units.

She or­dered the com­put­er to dis­play the runs, in or­der, on
screen. Sit­ting back with her cof­fee she stud­ied da­ta,
im­ages.

Young, she thought, all so young. Not one of her ini­tial runs
had so much as a whiff of crim­inal, no ju­vie bumps, no il­le­gals
busts, not even so much as an aca­dem­ic knuck­le rap.

She ran the rest, then start­ed over from an­oth­er an­gle.

“Com­put­er, run cur­rent list for par­ents, sib­lings with
crim­inal record and/or con­nec­tion to Mac­Mas­ters, Cap­tain
Jon­ah, as in­ves­ti­ga­tor or case boss.”

Ac­knowl­edged. Work­ing …

Pay­back, if pay­back it was, came from dif­fer­ent roots, she
thought. While the run pro­gressed, she rose to set up yet
an­oth­er mur­der board.

Da­ta com­plete …

“On screen.”

Now there were some bumps and busts, and a few whiffs. Eleven on
her list had il­le­gals hits, some more than one. And yet, she
not­ed, none of those had any con­nec­tion to Mac­Mas­ters.

Con­sid­er­ing, she or­dered a run on the in­ves­ti­gat­ing
of­fi­cer or team. Maybe the con­nec­tion with Mac­Mas­ters was
more neb­ulous.

Once again, she hit ze­ro. And paced.

She’d ask Mac­Mas­ters di­rect­ly. Maybe one of the
in­ves­ti­ga­tors was an old child­hood friend, or a third cousin
once re­moved.

Waste of time, that wasn’t it, but they’d cov­er the ground.

She re­cir­cled the mur­der board, com­ing from an­oth­er
an­gle, but saw noth­ing new. She shook her head as Roarke came
in.

“Daugh­ter,” she said. “Pay­back—if we run with that—was to kill
Mac­Mas­ters’s daugh­ter. Is it a mir­ror? Is Mac­Mas­ters some­how
re­spon­si­ble—in the killer’s mind—for the rape or death of his
own daugh­ter—child. Make it child as Mac­Mas­ters on­ly had a
daugh­ter.”

“If the killer is any­where near the age he pre­tend­ed to be,
he’d be a very young fa­ther. What if he’s the child, and
Mac­Mas­ters is, to his mind, re­spon­si­ble for the rape or
mur­der of his par­ent? Or, for that mat­ter him­self. He might
per­ceive him­self as a vic­tim.”

“Yeah, I’m cir­cling those routes, too.” She dragged both hands
through her hair. “Ba­si­cal­ly, I’m get­ting nowhere. Maybe
tak­ing that break, clear­ing it out of my head for an hour, is a
good idea.”

“I copied the mu­sic disc.”

Some­thing in his tone had her look­ing away from the board,
meet­ing his eyes. “What is it?”

“I ran an au­to-​anal­ysis while I was work­ing on the oth­er
e-​busi­ness. It’s both au­dio and video, which is very un­usu­al.
Per­for­mance art is of­ten a part of a disc like this. But there
was an ad­di­tion made this morn­ing at two-​thir­ty, and an­oth­er
at just af­ter three.”

“He added to it. Son of a bitch. Did you play it?”

“I didn’t, no, as­sum­ing you’d dis­ap­prove of that.”

She held out her hand for the disc, then took it to her comp.
“Play con­tent from ad­di­tions, start­ing at two-​thir­ty, this
date. Dis­play video on screen one.”

Roarke said noth­ing, but went to her, stood with her.

The mu­sic came first, some­thing light and in­sane­ly
cheer­ful. The sort of thing, she thought, some stores play in the
back­ground. It al­ways made her want to beat some­one up.

Then the im­age slid on screen—soft fo­cus, then sharp­er,
sharp­er un­til ev­ery bruise, ev­ery tear, ev­ery smear of blood
on Deena Mac­Mas­ters showed clear­ly.

She’d been propped up on the pil­lows so that she re­clined,
half-​sit­ting, fac­ing the cam­era. Prob­ably her own PPC or
’link, Eve thought. Her eyes were dull, rav­aged, de­feat­ed. Her
voice, when she spoke, slurred with ex­haus­tion and shock.

“Please. Please don’t make me.”

The im­age fad­ed, then bloomed again.

“Okay. Okay. Dad, this is your fault. Ev­ery­thing is your
fault. And, and, oh God. Oh God. Okay. I will nev­er for­give you.
And I hate you. Dad. Dad­dy. Please. Okay. You’ll nev­er know why.
You won’t know, and I won’t. But—but I have to pay for what you
did. Dad­dy, help me. Why doesn’t some­body help me?”

The im­age fad­ed again, and the mu­sic changed. Eve heard the
cliché of the fu­ner­al dirge as the cam­era came back, panned up,
slow­ly, from Deena’s feet, up her legs, her tor­so, to her face.
To the emp­ty eyes.

It held on the face as text be­gan to scroll.

It may take you a while to find this, play this. Your dead
daugh­ter sure liked her mu­sic! I played it for her while I raped
the shit out of her. Oh, btw, she was an id­iot, but a de­cent
piece of ass. I hope our lit­tle video caus­es you to stick your
weapon in your mouth and blow your brains out.

She didn’t de­liv­er her lines very well, but that doesn’t
di­min­ish the truth. Your fault, ass­hole. If it wasn’t for you,
your deeply stupid daugh­ter would still be alive.

How long can you live with that?

Pay­back is rock­ing-​A!

For the crescen­do, the au­dio blast­ed with Deena’s
screams.

“Com­put­er, re­play, same seg­ment.”

“Christ Je­sus, Eve.”

“I need to see it again,” she snapped. “I need it an­alyzed.
Maybe he said some­thing that we can pick up, maybe there’s
some­thing that picks up his re­flec­tion.” She moved clos­er to
the screen as it be­gan its re­play.

Roarke crossed over to open the wall pan­el. He pulled out a
bot­tle of wine, un­corked it.

“There’s no mir­ror, no re­flec­tive sur­face. Her eyes? The way
he’s got her sit­ting, maybe he can get a re­flec­tion off her
eyes.”

“Alive or dead? I’m sor­ry,” Roarke said im­me­di­ate­ly. “I’m
sor­ry for that. Tru­ly.”

“It’s okay.”

“It’s not. She’s so young, and so afraid, so help­less.”

“She’s not me.”

“No. Not you, nor Mar­lena. But … ” He hand­ed her a glass
of wine, then took a long drink from his own. “I’ll see if I can
get some­thing off it. I’d have a bet­ter chance with the orig­inal
than a copy.”

“I need to log that in, in Cen­tral, run it through Feeney.”
Time, she thought, it all took time, but … “No short­cuts on
this.”

“All right then.” Roarke ges­tured to the screen. “You won’t
show this to the fa­ther.”

“No.” She drank be­cause her throat was dry. “He doesn’t need to
see this.”

Be­cause he need­ed to, need­ed the con­tact, Roarke took her
hand in his as they stud­ied the screen to­geth­er. “It seems
re­venge, your pay­back, holds as mo­tive.”

“It had to. I couldn’t see it any oth­er way.” Again, and again,
she read the fi­nal text, that ug­ly mes­sage from the killer.

“It’s boast­ing,” she said qui­et­ly. “He couldn’t re­sist
dig­ging in the knife. Leav­ing the mu­sic disc wasn’t the
mis­take. But adding this, that’s a big one. He doesn’t care about
that, but it’s a mis­take.”

“It wasn’t enough even to tor­ture that child, to force her to
say those words—her last—to her fa­ther. He had to add his
own.”

“Ex­act­ly right. That’s a crack in con­trol, in log­ic, even in
pa­tience.”

“The kill,” Roarke sug­gest­ed. “For some it’s a spike, a
rush.”

“That’s right. He was so damn pleased with him­self. All those
weeks, those months of prepa­ra­tion com­ing to a head here, in
what he sees as his vic­to­ry. So he has to do his lit­tle dance.
It’s a mis­take, a weak­ness,” she said with a nod. “He put too
much of him­self in there, couldn’t re­sist claim­ing that much
re­spon­si­bil­ity for her. It’s the kind of thing that gives us a
han­dle.”

Per­son­al, she thought. Deeply per­son­al. “He need­ed
Mac­Mas­ters to know, and to suf­fer for the know­ing. It gives us
a fo­cus. We con­cen­trate on Mac­Mas­ters, his case files, his
ca­reer. Who has he tak­en down, what cops has he kicked over the
years. Ev­ery­thing he did up to that was cold, con­trolled. This
part? It’s cocky, and even while it’s smug, it’s re­al­ly pissed
off. It helps.”

Be­cause he’d had enough, maybe too much, Roarke turned away
from the screen. “I hope to God it does.”

“We’ll take a break.”

“Which you’re do­ing now for me.”

“About half.” She or­dered the screen off, or­dered a copy of
the disc. “You’re right, it hits re­al­ly close to home. I need it
out of my head for a lit­tle while.”

He went back to her won­der­ing why he hadn’t seen how pale
she’d gone, how dark her eyes. “We’ll have a meal. Not in here.
We’ll step away from this. We’ll have a meal out­side, in the
air.”

“Okay. Yeah.” She let out a breath that eased some of the
con­stric­tion in her chest. “That’d be good. I need to in­form
Whit­ney, and the team. I have to do that now.”

“Do that, and I’ll take care of the meal.”

When she came down, stepped out on the ter­race, he stood with
his glass of wine on the bor­der be­tween stone and lawn. He’d
switched on lights that il­lu­mi­nat­ed the trees, the shrubs, the
gar­dens so they glim­mered un­der the moon. The ta­ble was set—he
had a way—with flick­er­ing can­dles and dish­es un­der sil­ver
cov­ers.

Two worlds, she sup­posed. What they’d closed away in­side for a
while, and what was here, sparkling in the night.

“When I built this house, this place,” he be­gan, still look­ing
out in­to the shim­mer­ing dark, “I want­ed a home, and I want­ed
im­por­tant. Se­cure, of course. But I think it wasn’t un­til you I
put se­cure in the same bed as safe. Safe wasn’t a par­tic­ular
pri­or­ity. I liked the edge. When you love, safe be­comes
paramount. And still with what we are, what we do, there’s the
edge. We know it. Maybe we need it.”

He turned to her now, and he was both shad­ow and light.

“Ear­li­er I said I didn’t know how you could bear do­ing what
you do, see­ing what you see. I ex­pect I’ll won­der that a
thou­sand times in a thou­sand ways through our life to­geth­er.
But tonight, I know. I don’t have the words, no clever phras­es or
lofty phi­los­ophy. I sim­ply know.”

“When it’s too much, bring­ing it home, you have to tell
me.”

“Dar­ling Eve.” He stepped to her, danced his fin­ger­tips over
her messy cap of hair. “I want­ed a home, and I want­ed
im­por­tant. I man­aged the shell of it, didn’t I? An im­pres­sive
shell for all that. But you? What you are, what you bring in­to
it—even this, maybe due to this, you make it im­por­tant. And for
me, for what I might add to it? Well, it might bal­ance the scales
a bit.”

“Are you look­ing for bal­ance?”

“I might be,” he mur­mured. “So.” He leaned down to brush a kiss
over her brow. “Let’s have our meal.”

She lift­ed one of the sil­ver tops and stud­ied the plate
be­low. A chunk of light­ly grilled fish topped a col­or­ful mix of
veg­eta­bles with a spray of pret­ty pas­ta curls.

“It looks … healthy.”

He laughed, kissed her again. “I wa­ger it’ll go down easy
enough. Then you can wipe the healthy out with too much cof­fee and
some of the cook­ies you’ve stashed in your of­fice.”

She gave him a bland look as she sat down. “Stashed in­di­cates
con­cealed. They’re just put away in such a man­ner that cer­tain
peo­ple whose names rhyme with Tree­body and McBlab can’t grab them
and scarf them down.” She stabbed some fish, ate it. “It’s
okay.”

“As an al­ter­na­tive to piz­za.”

“There is no al­ter­na­tive to piz­za. It stands alone.”

“Do you re­mem­ber your first slice?”

“I re­mem­ber my first New York piz­za—the re­al deal. Out of
school, of age. Shook my­self out of the sys­tem and hit New York,
ap­plied to the Acade­my. I had a cou­ple weeks, and I was walk­ing
the city, get­ting my bear­ings. I went in­to this lit­tle place
down­town, West Side—Polumbi’s. I or­dered a slice. They had a
counter that ran along the front win­dow, and I got a seat there. I
bit in, and it was like, I don’t know, my own lit­tle mir­acle. I
thought, I’m free, fi­nal­ly. And I’m here, where I want to be, and
I’m eat­ing this god­damn piz­za and watch­ing New York. It was the
best day of my life.”

She shrugged, stabbed more of the del­icate­ly grilled fish.
“Damn good piz­za, too.”

It both broke his heart and lift­ed it.

For a time they spoke of in­con­se­quen­tial things, bless­ed­ly
or­di­nary things. But he knew her, her mind, her moods.

“Tell me what Whit­ney said. It’s in­side your head.”

“It can wait.”

“No need.”

She toyed with the veg­eta­bles. “He agrees there’s no point in
show­ing Mac­Mas­ters the disc, or—at this time—in­form­ing him of
it. We’ll fo­cus on Mac­Mas­ters’s cas­es, cur­rent and pri­or, see
if we can hook any of them to his threat file. But … ”

“You’re think­ing he’s too smart to have threat­ened
out­right.”

“He’s made one mis­take, he’ll have made an­oth­er. But I don’t
think we’ll find him there. Bax­ter and True­heart hit the one name
Mac­Mas­ters came up with, a deal­er he’d helped bust. There’s
noth­ing there,” she said with a shake of her head. “It doesn’t
play. When you … ”

He an­gled his head when she trailed off and scooped up more
fish. “Fin­ish it off.”

She looked in­to his eyes, al­ready sor­ry she would take
him—them—out of the shim­mer­ing night and in­to the blood and pain
of the past. “Okay. The men who killed Mar­lena, who bru­tal­ized
her and killed her to strike at you … ”

“Did I let them know I in­tend­ed to hunt them down and kill
them?” he fin­ished. “It makes you—what’s the most diplo­mat­ic
word un­der the cir­cum­stances—un­com­fort­able to ask, or to
delve too deep in­to the fact that I did hunt them down, and I did
kill them. Ev­ery­one who’d tor­tured and raped and beat­en and
bro­ken her.”

She picked up her wine while the raw edge of his tight­ly
con­trolled anger stabbed at her. But she kept her eyes steady on
his. “Com­fort isn’t al­ways a part of this, what I do, what we
are.”

“What was done to that girl we watched on the screen up­stairs
was done to an­oth­er, even younger girl. By more than one. Over
and over, again and again. For the same rea­son, it seems. To
strike out at some­one else. With Mar­lena, it was me. She was
fam­ily to me, and they ripped her to pieces.”

“I told you to tell me when bring­ing it home is too much. Why
the hell don’t you?”

He sat back mak­ing an ob­vi­ous—it was so rare for it to be
ob­vi­ous—ef­fort to set­tle him­self. “We’re too en­twined for
that, Eve. And I wouldn’t change it. But there are times, Christ
Je­sus, it’s like swal­low­ing bro­ken glass.”

It struck her sud­den­ly, and made her want to spring up and
punch him. “God­damn it, I’m not com­par­ing what you did to what
this bas­tard’s done. You didn’t kill an in­no­cent to pun­ish the
guilty. You didn’t act out of blind re­venge, but—whether or not I
agree—out of a sense of jus­tice. I asked, you id­iot, be­cause you
were young when it hap­pened, and youth is of­ten rash,
im­pa­tient. But you coun­tered that with pa­tience, with fo­cus
un­til you’d … done what you’d set out to do. Which wasn’t,
for Christ’s sake, rap­ing and mur­der­ing a kid to get your rocks
off.”

He said noth­ing for a mo­ment, then gave an easy shrug. “Well,
that’s cer­tain­ly telling me.” Even as she scowled at him,
can­dle­light flick­er­ing be­tween them, he smiled. “The fact, the
sin­gu­lar fact, that you can know what you do of me and ac­cept is
my great for­tune.”

“Bol­locks,” she mut­tered, and made him laugh over her
co-​opt­ing one of his oaths.

“I adore you, ev­ery day. And I re­al­ize I need­ed more than
the meal and the break. I need­ed to get that out of my sys­tem.
So, to your ques­tion, Lieu­tenant.”

“What the hell was the ques­tion?” she asked.

“Did I threat­en or boast or trans­mit to the men who’d killed
Mar­lena that I in­tend­ed to make them pay for it? No. Nor did I
leave any trace so any of those in­volved would know the why of
it.”

“That’s what I thought.” Calmer, she nod­ded. “But then, it
wasn’t like this. It wasn’t re­venge. That’s part of the
dif­fer­ence, and part of the need here. The rea­son for the video,
the mes­sage.”

“Aye. I’d agree. That kind of re­venge? It’s thirsty.”

“Thirsty,” she mur­mured, and ran the mes­sage back through her
head. “Yeah. That’s a good word for it.”

“Gen­er­al­ly you’d leave enough so the tar­get of that re­venge
knew which quiver the ar­row came from. Oth­er­wise, there’s no
point in that vic­to­ry dance.”

“Yeah, but we have to check it out. We’ll need to comb through
the uni­ver­si­ty, that’s an an­gle. And we’ll an­alyze the disc.
Feeney needs to take that.”

“Am I be­ing de­mot­ed?” Roarke asked light­ly.

She arched her brows. “We’re too en­twined for that,” she said.
“But it’s a cop’s kid. We need to be care­ful. I want the head of
EDD in charge of that piece of ev­idence. We’ve got an un­lim­it­ed
bud­get, un­lim­it­ed man­pow­er—and there will be those, in the
me­dia, even in the de­part­ment, who ques­tion that.”

A faint line of an­noy­ance rode be­tween her eyes. “How come
this case gets so much time and ef­fort? Why didn’t Civil­ian Joe
get the same treat­ment? The an­swers are sim­ple. You come af­ter
a cop or a cop’s fam­ily, we come af­ter you. And it’s more
com­plex. You come af­ter a cop or a cop’s fam­ily, it puts us all
in the crosshairs and makes it god­damn hard to do the job for
Civil­ian Joe. We live with that, but this in­ten­si­fies.
Mac­Mas­ters had part­ners through the years, and as a boss, men
un­der his com­mand. How many of them might be vul­ner­able? And
more, when we catch this bas­tard, ev­ery piece of ev­idence,
ev­ery point of pro­ce­dure has to be above re­proach. We can’t
have any­thing ques­tion­able in court, noth­ing some de­fense
at­tor­ney can hang us on.”

She ate a bite. “That said, if you had the time and the
in­cli­na­tion to work with the copy, no­body’s stop­ping you. As
ex­pert con­sul­tant, civil­ian, as­signed to EDD, you re­port to
Feeney.”

“Which isn’t near­ly as fun as re­port­ing to you. But mes­sage
re­ceived.”

“One of the most valu­able things you do is let me bounce stuff
off you. Lis­ten, give opin­ions. Just talk­ing it through opens up
an­gles for me. That’s why I asked the ques­tion.”

“Un­der­stood. Now you have an­oth­er, so bounce.”

“Okay, I have to play all the lines—pull, tug. One of them that
keeps cir­cling for me is the Columbia con­nec­tion. Maybe, maybe
it was just more bull­shit. But it feels like he’d have played it
with roots in truth. Just like you said about the ac­cent. So he
went there, or worked there, or knows some­one who did.
Al­ter­na­tive­ly he scoped it out, maybe—what is it—mon­itored
class­es. Got the feel so he could talk about it to her. Maybe he
faked his name, but he prob­ably picked some­thing that felt
nat­ural to him, or meant some­thing to him. He’s not go­ing to
give her too much truth, but those roots again.”

“With a school that size, even with the se­cu­ri­ty, it’s not
dif­fi­cult to get on cam­pus, study the lay­out, gath­er
par­tic­ulars. Names of in­struc­tors, times of class­es. He could
get most of the in­for­ma­tion on­line or sim­ply by re­quest­ing
it.”

It was more, she thought. Some­thing more.

“He stud­ied her, so he knew she had a friend who went there. It
was, I’m dead sure, one of his an­gles. One of the ways he used to
get her to talk to him. In those first stages, she’s got no
mo­ti­va­tion to keep it all se­cret. So she might say to Jamie how
she met this guy who goes there.”

“Ah.” Fol­low­ing her lead, Roarke nod­ded. “And if he’d been
study­ing her, he would know her friend Jamie’s in­ter­est in
e-​work, po­lice work. Wouldn’t he want to cov­er him­self there,
if Jamie got it in­to his head to check out this boy who put stars
in the eyes of his good friend?”

“If he had a brain he would. Maybe, once they’re es­tab­lished
and he’s got her hooked, he doesn’t know teenage girls well enough
to re­al­ize she’s got to tell some­one. A peer, a pal. So he’s not
wor­ried about us dig­ging there. But he had to wor­ry about Jamie
check­ing or her—cop’s daugh­ter—check­ing, even just to sat­is­fy
her cu­rios­ity. He had to show stu­dent ID at the vids and so on
to get the dis­count, or wouldn’t she won­der why he didn’t? Where
did he get it?”

“Stolen or forged.”

“Maybe both, be­cause if some­one checked—and he’s got to cov­er
that—he needs to show up on the ros­ter.”

“We know he has some e-​skills. It wouldn’t be hard to do. And,”
Roarke added, “if he had a brain, he’d have al­ready wiped him­self
off that ros­ter.”

“High prob­abil­ity on that. So to­mor­row I’m go­ing to start
push­ing some­body at the col­lege to get me a list of stu­dents
re­port­ing a stolen ID, then start wad­ing through that.”

“Why to­mor­row?”

“Be­cause it’s freak­ing and in­creas­ing­ly an­noy­ing Peace
Day, and it’s late any­way, and no­body’s in Ad­min­is­tra­tion or
what­ev­er.”

“I can take care of that.”

Nar­row­ing her eyes, she point­ed a warn­ing fin­ger at him. “I
just told you we have to be care­ful. I can’t have you hack­ing
in­to Columbia’s stu­dent files.”

“Which is a shame as I’d en­joy that. But I can take care of
this with a ’link call.”

“To who?”

“Why don’t we just start at the top, with the pres­ident of the
uni­ver­si­ty?”

She squint­ed. “You know the pres­ident of Columbia
Uni­ver­si­ty?”

“I do, yes. Roarke In­dus­tries spon­sors a schol­ar­ship, and
has do­nat­ed lab equip­ment from time to time. Plus, I spoke with
her at length re­gard­ing Jamie.”

“So you can just pick up the ’link, give her a tag, no
prob­lem?”

“Well, we won’t know till we try, will we?”

He pulled his ’link out of his pock­et, tapped his fin­gers on
the screen to do a search. “She’s an in­ter­est­ing wom­an, with a
near­ly ter­ri­fy­ing radar for bull­shit. You’d like her.” He
smiled as the call went through. “Peach. I’m sor­ry to in­ter­rupt
your evening.”

Across the ta­ble, Eve heard the mut­ed re­sponse, but not the
words. What­ev­er it was, Roarke laughed.

“Well then, I’m de­light­ed to be of help. As it hap­pens, I’m
about to ask for yours. You’re aware my wife is a po­lice
of­fi­cer. Ah, is that so? Yes, in­deed, she comes across quite
well on screen. She’s head­ing an in­ves­ti­ga­tion that may have
some con­nec­tion to a stu­dent or for­mer stu­dent at
Columbia.”

He paused, lis­tened, flicked a glance to­ward Eve. “Yes, that
would have been her part­ner. I know the NYPSD ap­pre­ci­ates your
co­op­er­ation. They need to ask for more. I think it would be best
if the lieu­tenant ex­plains to you di­rect­ly what she needs.
Would you hold one mo­ment?”

He tapped for hold, held out the ’link to Eve.

“Peach?” she said. “A uni­ver­si­ty pres­ident named Peach?”

“Doc­tor Lap­koff.”

“Right.” Eve took the ’link, opened com­mu­ni­ca­tions. Her
first im­pres­sion was of ice blue eyes so sharp they looked able
to pierce steel. They beamed out of a cool, at­trac­tive face
topped with short, straight brown hair.

“Lieu­tenant Dal­las.” The tone was brisk, as no-​non­sense as
the do. “How can I help you?”

With­in min­utes, the bu­reau­crat­ic wheels were turn­ing. Eve
passed the ’link back to Roarke. “She says she’ll have the da­ta to
me with­in an hour.”

“Then she will.”

“So I guess I bet­ter go back to work, and get ready for
it.”

Back in her of­fice, she start­ed a match search with the
Columbia list and Mac­Mas­ters’s threat file, and a sec­ond for
match­es with his case files for the last five years. It would take
time.

She used it to study the video again.

He’d stopped and start­ed, she judged, a num­ber of times. Each
time Deena hes­itat­ed or went off script. Pa­tience, fo­cus. He
had a mes­sage, and he want­ed it de­liv­ered.

Blame the fa­ther, even though it was per­fect­ly clear the
vic­tim spoke on­ly un­der duress. He’d need­ed the words said.
Daugh­ter to fa­ther? Was that im­por­tant? Child to par­ent? An
is­sue or just the luck of the draw?

No, noth­ing was luck on this. Ev­ery choice de­lib­er­ate.
Di­rect to Mac­Mas­ters, with no men­tion of the moth­er. Dad,
Dad­dy—not the moth­er.

Nev­er for­give. Hate. Nev­er know why. Must pay.

Sins of the fa­ther? she won­dered. Eye for an eye?

She sat, put her boot­ed feet on the desk, shut her eyes.

The killer was old­er by a few years—maybe more—than the
vic­tim. De­lib­er­ate tar­get, used to pun­ish Mac­Mas­ters. Blood
kin.

Rel­ative? Son?

Un­ac­knowl­edged child?

Pos­si­ble.

The cru­el­ty of the act, the plan­ning, the mes­sage sent—all
point­ed to in­tense of­fense. Against killer? Against rel­ative or
close con­nec­tion to killer?

Note: Search Mac­Mas­ters’s files for ter­mi­na­tions, or
ar­rests/wits/vics that re­sult­ed in death or ex­treme in­juries.
Add life sen­tences on and off plan­et.

Per­son­al, ex­treme­ly per­son­al. This wasn’t busi­ness.

She opened her eyes when her unit sig­naled an in­com­ing.
Straight­en­ing, she brought up the da­ta. Peach Lap­koff was a
wom­an of her word.

That was the good part, Eve not­ed. The bad was just how many
stu­dents at one freak­ing col­lege man­aged to lose their IDs.

She need­ed more cof­fee.

With more fu­el she be­gan the la­bo­ri­ous pro­cess of
whit­tling down. Even as her unit re­port­ed no match on her
ini­tial search, she felt the pop.

“Pow­ders, Dar­ian, age nine­teen. Lit ma­jor, sec­ond year.
Re­place­ment ID re­quest­ed and paid for fifth of Jan­uary, 2060.”
She brought up her pre­vi­ous list, eyes nar­rowed. “And here you
are again, Dar­ian, hail­ing from Sa­van­nah. All da­ta on cur­rent
sub­ject on screen.”

She swiveled, stud­ied his ID. “Good look­ing guy, big,
charm­ing smile. You’re tai­lor made.”

Eve con­tin­ued to study and won­dered if she could be look­ing
at a killer, or his dupe.

“One way to find out.”

She rose, tugged on the jack­et she’d tossed over the back of
her chair, then buzzed Roarke.

“Hey, I’ve got an an­gle I need to check out. I won’t be
long.”

“Check out as in go out?”

“Yeah, I’ve got a pos­si­ble. I want to work it now.”

“I’ll meet you down­stairs.”

“You don’t have to—”

“Waste time, and nei­ther do you. I’ll drive.”

When he clicked off she blew out a breath.

No point in ar­gu­ing. And she could do a sec­ondary run on
Pow­ders while Roarke played chauf­feur.

He beat her down­stairs and opened the door un­der the bit­ter
eye of Gala­had just as the ve­hi­cle he’d re­mot­ed on au­to
cruised to the front of the house.

“Where are we go­ing and why?”

“Columbia, on-​cam­pus hous­ing to in­ter­view a pos­si­ble
sus­pect. More like­ly a po­ten­tial dupe. But ei­ther way that’s
not my ve­hi­cle.”

Roarke glanced at the slick two-​seat con­vert­ible, top down,
in glit­ter­ing sil­ver. “It’s mine, and since I’m driv­ing and
it’s a very nice evening, I want an ap­pro­pri­ate ride.”

She frowned all the way to the pas­sen­ger seat. “I have an
ap­pro­pri­ate ride, which you gave me.”

“Safe, load­ed, and de­lib­er­ate­ly unattrac­tive. Key in the
ad­dress,” he sug­gest­ed, and gunned it down the drive.

She hat­ed to ad­mit it, but it felt damn good, the night, the
air, the speed. Re­mind­ing her­self it wasn’t about fun, she
start­ed a deep­er run on Dar­ian Pow­ders.

“Kid’s from Geor­gia, re­quest­ed new ID in Jan­uary. He’s the
right age, and he’s got a pret­ty face.”

“Isn’t school out for the sum­mer? Why would he be on cam­pus in
June?”

“He’s tak­ing a short sum­mer semester, and in­tern­ing at
West­ling Pub­lish­ing. Lit ma­jor. He’s com­plet­ed his sec­ond
year at the col­lege, car­ries a 3.4 grade av­er­age. No crim­inal,
but his broth­er—who’s still in Geor­gia—has two il­le­gals pops.
Mi­nor shit. He’s got an un­cle in New York, an ed­itor at the
pub­lish­ing house, who has a son a cou­ple years old­er than this
one who took a hard­er il­le­gals hit. Did six months, and
an­oth­er three in re­hab. Bust was Brook­lyn’s, so not
Mac­Mas­ters.”

“Hard­ly mo­tive for what was done to that girl.”

“It’s a start,” Eve said, and kept work­ing the run as she
en­joyed the ride.

Kin­dred In Death
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EVE FLASHED HER BADGE AT THE STERN-​FACED droid rid­ing the desk
at the check-​in for the dorm. She as­sumed they’d gone droid to
try to avoid any pos­si­bil­ity of bribery or hu­man weak­ness with
in­frac­tions. But she fig­ured that area would be off­set by the
abil­ity of prob­ably half the res­idents in re­pro­gram­ming or
mem­ory erase.

The droid gave Eve’s badge both a naked eye study and a
red-​beam scan.

“Pur­pose of busi­ness?”

“That would be filed un­der none of yours.”

In droid fash­ion, the ma­chine dubbed “Ms. Sloop” ac­cord­ing
to its name­plate stared blankly dur­ing pro­cess­ing.

“I am re­spon­si­ble for the res­idents and vis­itors of this
build­ing.”

“I’m re­spon­si­ble for the res­idents and vis­itors of this
city. I win.” Eve tapped her badge. “This re­quires you to an­swer
one sim­ple ques­tion: Is Dar­ian Pow­ders on the premis­es at this
time?”

The droid blinked twice, then con­sult­ed its comp, though Eve
imag­ined it had the in­for­ma­tion in its own cir­cuits.

Dur­ing the pro­cess, Eve won­dered if the pinched-​face,
tight-​lipped, slicked-​back-​bun look of the ma­chine was an
at­tempt by who­ev­er was in charge to in­tim­idate the res­idents
in­to be­hav­ing.

Since the stern, dis­ap­prov­ing fa­cade re­mind­ed her of
Sum­mer­set, she didn’t see how it could work.

“Res­ident Pow­ders logged in at oh-​three-​thir­ty. He has not
since logged out.”

“Okay then.” Eve turned to­ward the el­eva­tor.

“You are re­quired to log in.”

Eve didn’t both­er to glance back. “You scanned my badge. That
logs me in.” Step­ping on, she or­dered the fourth floor. “Why
can’t they use hu­mans?” she com­plained to Roarke. “Droids aren’t
near­ly as much fun to screw with.”

“I don’t know. I found it mild­ly en­ter­tain­ing. And it did
look con­sid­er­ably put out.”

“Maybe, but it’s al­ready moved on.” Hands in pock­ets, she
rocked on her heels. “A per­son would prob­ably sulk or stew about
it for a few min­utes any­way. That’s more sat­is­fy­ing.”

When the doors opened, the noise slammed her eardrums, and made
her eyes throb. Mu­sic—clash­ing styles, vol­umes, lyrics—pumped
out of rooms with their doors propped open. Voic­es mixed with
them, some raised in ar­gu­ment or de­bate, oth­ers singing along.
Peo­ple, pos­si­bly un­der the in­flu­ence of phar­ma­ceu­ti­cals
and in var­ious stages of dress, wan­dered the hall­ways.

A cou­ple twined in deep kiss/grope mode just out­side a closed
door. Eve won­dered why they just didn’t go in­side and fin­ish the
job.

She stepped in front of a girl sport­ing two nose rings and what
might have been a tat­too of a honk­ing goose on her left
shoul­der.

“Dar­ian Pow­ders? Where do I find him?”

“Dar?” The girl flapped a hand be­hind her while giv­ing Roarke
a long, slow, smol­der­ing study. “Straight back, last on the
right. Door’s open. I’m over that way,” she said to Roarke, “if
you’re in­ter­est­ed.”

“That’s an of­fer,” Roarke said pleas­ant­ly. “But I’ll be
go­ing this way.”

“Bummed.”

With a look more of won­der than an­noy­ance, Eve watched the
girl stroll off. “She com­plete­ly eye-​fucked you.”

“I know. I feel so cheap and used.”

“Shit. You got off on it. Men al­ways do.”

“True enough, which is why we’re so of­ten cheap and used.”

She snort­ed, then head­ing down the cor­ri­dor glanced in
rooms. She saw a jum­ble of pos­ses­sions and peo­ple, smelled very
old piz­za and very fresh Zon­er. Peace Day signs lay scat­tered
among snor­ing bod­ies and bot­tles of brew, which were prob­ably
as il­le­gal as the Zon­er.

“Does any­one ac­tu­al­ly study around here?”

“The ones with the doors closed, I imag­ine.” Roarke shrugged.
“And it be­ing the end of a hol­iday week­end, I’d think most are
still in the mode.” He looked as she did at a cou­ple curled up
to­geth­er on the floor in front of a blast­ing vid screen. “Or
sim­ply un­con­scious.”

Eve could on­ly shake her head. “The droid’s use­less, and they
know it.”

She stopped at the open door at the end of the cor­ri­dor.
In­side ten young peo­ple sprawled on big col­or­ful floor pil­lows
or slumped on a small red so­fa. The source of the mu­sic here was
a comp game blast­ing on screen. The two re­main­ing peo­ple seemed
to be du­el­ing on stage. Their icons, out­fit­ted in the
pin­na­cle of trash rock gear, held gui­tars while their
coun­ter­parts played the air ver­sion and sang at the top of their
lungs.

She con­sid­ered shout­ing, but judged it a waste of air and
ef­fort. In­stead she walked in and shoved her badge in front of
one of the sprawlers.

It was just a lit­tle dis­ap­point­ing that no one scram­bled to
con­ceal or dis­pose of il­le­gals. The boy she badged, scooped a
hank of red and black hair out of his eyes and said, “Whoa! What
do?”

“Turn it off.”

“The what?”

“Turn the game off.”

He gave her saucer eyes. “But it’s like the fi­nal round, and
dead heat. Dar could maybe lose his ti­tle.”

“Heart bleeds. Turn it off.”

“Whoa.” He scooped his hair again, then scoot­ed over to the
main con­troller to switch it man­ual­ly. He used pause, which
suit­ed Eve. But the par­tic­ipants, and the au­di­ence who hadn’t
seen the badge, went bal­lis­tic.

“What the fuck? The fuck? Who did that?” The boy play­er—who Eve
rec­og­nized as Dar­ian—whirled around. He looked ready to bash
some­one with his in­vis­ible gui­tar. “I was about to take Luce
down!”

“Bo­gus.” Luce sniffed, toss­ing a yard of hair the
white-​blonde of bleached straw. “I had you. To­tal­ly un­der.”

“Not this eon. Je­sus, Co­by, what?”

“Got cop,” Co­by said and jerked his head to­ward Eve.

Slouch­ers and sprawlers came to at­ten­tion. Dar­ian shift­ed
to­ward Eve, gog­gled a lit­tle. “Whoa. Se­ri­ous­ly?”

“Se­ri­ous­ly. Dar­ian Pow­ders?”

“Yeah, um, me!” He raised his hand. “If we’re too loud and like
that, so’s ev­ery­body.”

Eve saw, out of the cor­ner of her eye, one of the sprawlers
butt-​scoot to­ward the door. She stopped him with a sin­gle
fin­ger point.

“I’m not cam­pus, I’m NYPSD. I have some ques­tions.”

Luce sidestepped to Dar­ian, put her hand in one of his pock­ets
in a way that told Eve they weren’t just game ri­vals, but
in­volved. “You need a lawyer, Dar.”

“What? Why? Why?”

“When a cop asks ques­tions, you should have a rep.”

“I bet you’re a law stu­dent.”

Luce looked at Eve out of eyes such a pale blue they looked like
spring­wa­ter. “Prelaw.”

“Then why don’t you rep him on the first ques­tion. It’s an easy
one. Dar­ian, can you ac­count for your where­abouts from six p.m.
last night to four a.m. this morn­ing?”

“Well yeah. Come on, Luce, that is easy. A bunch of us went down
to the Shore yes­ter­day af­ter­noon. What, about two maybe?”

“About.” Luce kept those pale eyes on Eve. “We got back about
sev­en.”

“And we chowed at McGill’s, and hit a par­ty at Gia’s. She’s got
an off-​cam­pus group. Gia.” He ges­tured to a tiny brunette.

“Um, I don’t know when he left, ex­act­ly, but it was pret­ty
late. Or ear­ly, I guess,” Gia of­fered. “We start­ed the Rock Your
Ass tour­ney, and we were go­ing till close to three. Close
any­way.”

“We came back here af­ter and crashed,” Dar­ian told Eve. “Time,
I don’t know, ex­act­ly, but the log’ll have it be­low.”

“Okay, see? Easy.” Eve thought of con­nec­tions, and Jamie’s
com­ment about par­ty­ing late on Sat­ur­day night.

“So … I did good?” Dar­ian of­fered the same blast­ing
smile from his ID shot.

“Yeah. No lawyers nec­es­sary,” she said to Luce. “Do you know
Jamie Lingstrom?”

“Sure. We’ve had some class­es to­geth­er, hang some­times. Hey,
he was at the par­ty last night for a while. You could ask him…
Wait. Is he in trou­ble? He’s not trou­ble. He wants to be a
freak­ing cop. Sor­ry, I mean, he’s study­ing to be an e-​cop.”

“He’s not in trou­ble. It hap­pens I know Jamie, too. You’re not
in trou­ble ei­ther, but I still have ques­tions. Ev­ery­body else,
clear out.”

Bod­ies lurched up, scram­bled. Luce re­mained glued to
Dar­ian’s side, and the boy Co­by stayed on the floor.

Eve point­ed at Co­by, point­ed at the door.

“But I live here and all that.”

“Find some­where else to be. And close the door be­hind
you.”

When he had, Eve looked at Luce.

“I’m not leav­ing. I’m with­in my rights.”

“Fine. Sit down, both of you.”

Eve showed them Deena’s ID pho­to. “Do you know this girl?”

“No. Wait. No … Maybe.”

“Pick one,” Eve ad­vised Dar­ian.

“I think I’ve seen her maybe?” He looked at Eve as she imag­ined
he might have looked at one of his pro­fes­sors. Earnest­ly. “Maybe
with Jamie? But not like at the par­ty last night, or for a while.
I just think maybe. Luce.”

Luce frowned over the im­age. “Yeah. A cou­ple times with Jamie.
Not a girl­friend. I asked be­cause she’s younger. He said they’d
been buds for­ev­er. I didn’t re­al­ly talk to her much or
any­thing, but I saw her a cou­ple of times with Jamie at Perk
It—the cof­fee shop. Why?”

Eve ig­nored the ques­tion. “Dar­ian, you re­quest­ed a new
stu­dent ID in Jan­uary.”

“Yeah. I lost mine.”

“How’d you lose it?”

“I don’t know. If I did, I’d prob­ably find it.” He smiled, a
lit­tle weak­ly.

“Let’s try when did you lose it?”

“It was right af­ter win­ter break. I know I had it when I got
back—I went home for Christ­mas—be­cause you’ve got to show it to
log back in­to the dorm and all af­ter a break. I got back ear­ly,
for New Year’s and like that, be­cause, well, who wants to be with
the fam for the big Eve. Plus, Luce and I had start­ed … ”

“We’re a unit.”

Eve nod­ded at Luce. “Got that.”

“We start­ed unit­ing last fall, and I want­ed to get back. I
missed her.”

“Aw.” Luce cud­dled clos­er.

“And we had a big bash for the Eve here. Ma­jor bash. I know I
had it on the Eve be­cause I had to show it to get the dis­count on
sup­plies. Not like brew or any­thing, be­ing un­der­age.” He
smiled again, very, very in­no­cent­ly. “So we par­tied un­til way
in­to the new, and we didn’t go out again un­til the third—the day
class­es start­ed. I mean, we cleaned up, dumped trash and all
that, but we stuck around. We were all wiped from the par­ty, and
it was freak­ing cold any­way. Then I go to check in for class, and
no ID.”

“On the third? Why is your re­place­ment for the fifth?”

“Ah … Well, you know you re­port and ap­ply, and …
crap. Okay, okay, so I slicked on the third. I just fig­ured I’d
left it back here or some­thing.”

“Slicked?”

“I, ah … ”

He glanced at Luce for di­rec­tion, but she was star­ing hard at
Eve. “She doesn’t care about that, Dar. She’s not go­ing to care
about slick­ing.”

“Okay, yeah, well, I got an­oth­er stu­dent to pass me through
on his ID. You’re not sup­posed to but, it’s not against the law.
Is it?”

“Don’t wor­ry about it.”

“I looked ev­ery­where when I got back. No go. Then, okay, I
slicked my ear­ly class­es the next day, cut a cou­ple so I could
go back to the stores where we bought stuff, in case I left it
there. No go again. I re­port­ed it, end of day on the fourth, so
it got is­sued on the fifth.”

“Where do you keep the ID?”

“In the wal­let, or some­times just in my pock­et ’cause it’s
eas­ier. You show it a lot, so it’s handy in the pock­et.”

“Where was it on the night of the par­ty?”

“I don’t know. My pock­et? Maybe. Or I maybe tossed it in my
room, which is why I tore the place up when I re­al­ized it wasn’t
on me. It costs sev­en­ty-​five for a reis­sue, plus the forms.
It’s a has­sle.”

“I’ll need a list of who was at the par­ty.”

“La­dy—”

“Lieu­tenant.”

“Whoa, se­ri­ous­ly?” Sur­prised re­spect gog­gled in his eyes.
“Lieu­tenant, I couldn’t do it if you put me in cuffs and hauled me
in. We jammed. Peo­ple came and went, and I didn’t know half of
them. Some­body from some­where brings a friend. You know how it
is? We got a cor­ner suite here, so it’s the biggest on the floor.
We get banged when we par­ty. Jamie was here,” he re­mem­bered.
“You could ask him. We were wall-​to-​wall and then some, so …
Shit. I’m stupid. Some­body lift­ed it that night. Damn it, peo­ple
suck wind.”

“They do,” Eve agreed.

“And some­one used it to do some­thing il­le­gal,” Luce put in
as Dar­ian paled. “Some­thing that hap­pened last night. Some­thing
be­tween six p.m. and four a.m. It wasn’t Dar­ian.”

“No, it wasn’t Dar­ian. I may need to talk to you again, but for
now I ap­pre­ci­ate your co­op­er­ation.”

“Aren’t you go­ing to tell us what he did, who­ev­er took it?”
Dar­ian asked.

They’d find out soon enough, Eve thought. No point in it now.
“I’m not at lib­er­ty.”

“It’s about that girl,” Dar­ian mur­mured. “She did some­thing
or some­thing hap­pened to her.”

Eve sig­naled Roarke and start­ed to the door. “Take bet­ter
care of your ID.”

“Lieu­tenant? Is Jamie all right? Is he okay?”

“Yeah.” She glanced back, the dark-​haired boy and the pale,
pret­ty girl. “Jamie’s all right.”

She brood­ed over it a bit as they drove home. “So, the kid,
Dar­ian, throws a par­ty on New Year’s Eve, and the killer just
hap­pens to walk in and cop the ID? Just too fuck­ing lucky in my
world.”

“Agreed, though it’s not im­pos­si­ble it was a mo­ment of
op­por­tu­ni­ty. More like­ly, your killer had his eye on Dar­ian,
or a few can­di­dates in­clud­ing Dar­ian, then took the
op­por­tu­ni­ty to slip in­to the par­ty, among the crowd. Not
dif­fi­cult to snag the ID then, whether it was on Dar­ian’s
per­son, or left in his room. Peo­ple in and out, jammed
to­geth­er, un­doubt­ed­ly al­co­hol or some il­le­gals in the
mix.”

“He knows the cam­pus, he blends there. He’d tar­get­ed Deena,
so he had to know she was tight with Jamie, who goes there.”

“You’re think­ing Jamie knows him, or has at least brushed up
against him at some point. A friend of a friend of a friend.”

“It fits, doesn’t it? He might’ve even used some names she was
vague­ly fa­mil­iar with to make her more com­fort­able with him
right off. Those two kids rec­og­nized Deena and put her with
Jamie. So the killer men­tions their names, or oth­ers. She
au­to­mat­ical­ly feels safe. He’s had the ID for months be­fore he
first ap­proach­es her. Pa­tient as a fuck­ing spi­der.”

She went back to work to write up the in­ter­view with Dar­ian,
and to be­gin the la­bo­ri­ous pro­cess of study­ing the re­sults
from her search of Mac­Mas­ters’s case files.

It was near­ly two in the morn­ing when Roarke found her
nod­ding over the da­ta.

“You can’t work in your sleep,” he point­ed out. “It’s time both
of us were in bed.”

“I’ve got a hand­ful of pos­si­bles.” She pressed the heels of
her hands to eyes gone fuzzy. “Con­nec­tions to peo­ple
Mac­Mas­ters sent over for long stretch­es, ones who bought it in
prison. He’s got no ter­mi­na­tions in the last five years. I need
to go back fur­ther, maybe. And I need to talk this through with
him.”

“Which is for to­mor­row.”

“Yeah. Yeah, it is.” She pushed up. “Why are you still
awake?”

“Work­ing on dig­ging out wiped da­ta, which with the sys­tem
Mac­Mas­ters has is like try­ing to find a ghost in a dark room
while wear­ing a blind­fold.”

Since they were both too tired for the stairs, he called for the
el­eva­tor. “And run­ning the anal­ysis on the copy of the
record­ing. And that would be a hell of a lot more con­cise with
the bloody orig­inal. There’s no re­flec­tion. He’s not in her
eyes.”

“Would’ve been too lucky.” She yawned her way in­to the
bed­room. “I set up a brief­ing here for sev­en hun­dred, since
Peabody and I are go­ing to hit the park. Feeney can take the disc
in, log it, start the anal­ysis.”

She stripped on the way to the bed. “I’ll meet with Mi­ra,
she’ll have a pro­file. And I’m go­ing to pick Jamie’s mem­ory.
This guy will have been around, on the fringe, blend­ing in, but
he’s been around. He’s not a ghost. There’ll be tracks.” She
flopped face­down on the bed. “There are al­ways tracks
some­where.”

“You’ve found some in less than twen­ty-​four hours.” He slipped
in be­side her, wrapped an arm around her to tuck her close.
“You’ll find more.”

“Maybe it was a vic.” Her voice slurred. “And he fig­ures
Mac­Mas­ters didn’t do enough … blame the cop, pun­ish the
cop. Maybe … ”

In the dark, Roarke stroked her back as she went un­der, as
Gala­had plopped on the bed at her feet. And he thought, Here we
are, all safe and sound for the night.

She dreamed of dark rooms, and of tracks dug in­to the hard
streets of her city. Fol­low­ing them as things scrab­bled away in
the shad­ows. She dreamed of the young girl watch­ing her with dead
eyes.

As she tracked, an an­imat­ed bill­board sprang to life,
sto­ries high and filled with the im­age of the girl weep­ing,
de­fense­less, bleed­ing. Her voice filled the dark with pain, with
fear.

He was there with her—she felt him be­hind her, be­side her, in
front of her. Breath­ing, wait­ing, watch­ing while the girl begged
and bled and died.

He was there while the im­age changed to an­oth­er girl, a girl
in a room smeared with red light. There, while the girl Eve had
been begged and bled and killed.

So she ripped her­self out of the dream with her heart
stut­ter­ing and the air trapped in her lungs. She forced the air
out. “Lights. Lights on, ten per­cent.”

Her hands shook light­ly as she stared at them, turned them
over, look­ing for the blood.

Not there, of course it’s not there. Just a dream, and not so
bad. Not so bad. Clos­ing her eyes she willed her heart­beat to
slow, to steady. But she couldn’t will away the cold, and Roarke
wasn’t there to warm her.

Her teeth want­ed to chat­ter, so she grit­ted them as she got
up, found a robe. She checked the time, saw it was just shy of
five-​thir­ty. Go­ing to the house mon­itor, she cleared her
throat.

“Where is Roarke?”

Good morn­ing, dar­ling Eve. Roarke is in his main of­fice.

“What the hell for?” she won­dered, and went off to find
out.

Stupid, she told her­self, just stupid to be too un­easy to go
back to bed, catch the half hour she had left. But she couldn’t
face it, not alone.

She heard him as she neared the of­fice, but the words were
strange, jum­bled, for­eign. She thought long­ing­ly of cof­fee,
and thought she need­ed the zap of it to clear her brain be­cause
she’d have sworn Roarke was speak­ing in Chi­nese.

She walked, bleary-​eyed, to his open of­fice door. Maybe she
was still dream­ing, she thought, be­cause Roarke damn well was
speak­ing Chi­nese. Or pos­si­bly Ko­re­an.

On the wall screen an Asian held his end of the con­ver­sa­tion
in per­fect En­glish. Roarke stood, cir­cling a ho­lo-​mod­el of
some sort of build­ing. Ev­ery so of­ten the struc­ture changed, or
opened in­to an in­te­ri­or view, as if he or the oth­er man made
some small ad­just­ment.

Ex­pans­es of glass in­creased, open­ings that had been an­gled,
arched.

Fas­ci­nat­ed, she leaned on the door­jamb and watched him
work.

He’d dressed for the day but hadn’t both­ered, as yet, with a
suit jack­et or tie. That told her the man on screen was an
em­ploy­ee rather than a busi­ness part­ner.

He stud­ied the ho­lo, shift­ed to pick up a mug of cof­fee from
his desk. As he drank he lis­tened to the oth­er man talk of space
and flow, am­bi­ent light.

Roarke in­ter­rupt­ed with an­oth­er spate of Chi­nese,
in­di­cat­ed what looked to Eve to be the south­east cor­ner of the
build­ing.

Mo­ments lat­er what had been sol­id be­came glass. The roof on
that sec­tor lift­ed, changed an­gles, then re­laxed in­to a kind
of soft curve.

And Roarke nod­ded.

She pushed off the jamb when the con­ver­sa­tion end­ed. The
screen went blank, and the ho­lo poofed.

“Since when have you been flu­ent in Chi­nese? Or what­ev­er
that was.”

He turned to­ward her, sur­prise flick­er­ing over his face.
“What are you do­ing up? You’ve bare­ly had three hours down.”

“Pot, ket­tle. Was that Chi­nese?”

“It was. Man­darin. And I don’t speak above a hand­ful of ba­sic
words. Comp trans­la­tor, two-​way.”

Her brow knit even as he crossed to the Au­toChef. “I’ve nev­er
seen—heard—a trans­la­tor that clear. It sound­ed like you, not
comp-​gen­er­at­ed.”

“Some­thing we’ve been work­ing on for a while, and are sell­ing
in a few key mar­kets.” He hand­ed her the cof­fee he’d pro­grammed
for her. “It makes it easy to do busi­ness when it feels and sounds
like a con­ver­sa­tion rather than a trans­la­tion.”

“What was the thing? The ho­lo?”

“A com­plex we’re build­ing out­side of Bei­jing.” His eyes
dark­ened as he stud­ied her face. “You had a night­mare.”

“Sort of. It wasn’t bad. It’s okay.”

But she didn’t protest when he drew her in, held her. The warmth
fi­nal­ly came back to her bones. “I’m sor­ry. I had to take care
of this.”

“At five-​thir­ty in the morn­ing? Or ear­li­er, since you
looked to be way in­to it when I got here.”

“It’s twelve hours lat­er in Bei­jing. I’d hoped to be done
be­fore you woke up.” He drew her back. “No point ask­ing if you’d
get a bit more sleep.”

“Pot, ket­tle,” she re­peat­ed. “I’m go­ing to grab a swim. That
and the cof­fee should set me up.”

“All right then. We’ll have break­fast when you’re done. I’ve
got a few things I can see to.”

“It’s still shy of six in the morn­ing.”

He smiled. “Not in Lon­don.”

“Huh. That al­ways strikes me weird.” She stepped back. “How
much of this stuff do you do when I’m conked?”

“It de­pends.”

“Strikes me weird,” she re­peat­ed, and used his el­eva­tor to
ride down to the pool.

By sev­en, she was fu­eled, dressed, and ready for the
brief­ing. It didn’t sur­prise her to find a buf­fet set up in her
of­fice. Roarke, she knew, in­sist­ed on feed­ing her and her cops
as well. She won­dered why, and de­cid­ed to ask Mi­ra one of these
days.

She poked her head in Roarke’s of­fice through the ad­join­ing
door. “I’m go­ing to close this. You’re al­ready up-​to-​date.”

He made some sound of agree­ment as he scanned his comp screen.
“Tell Feeney I should be clear by two, and can give him some
time.”

“All right.”

She shut the door as she heard Peabody, Mc­Nab, and Jamie
chat­ter­ing their way down the hall.

“Get what you’re go­ing to get,” she or­dered, “and don’t
daw­dle.”

“I smell meat of pig.” Mc­Nab shot to the buf­fet like a neon
bul­let with Jamie on his heels.

Peabody sighed. “I’m on a di­et.”

“There’s a bul­letin.”

“No, re­al­ly. We’re go­ing to try for the beach next day off. I
hate bathing suits. I hate me in bathing suits. And yes­ter­day,
there was piz­za. I think it’s still in my thighs.” She sighed. “I
hope there’s fruit, maybe a few low-​calo­rie twigs.”

Peabody shuf­fled to­ward temp­ta­tion as Feeney came in.
“Bax­ter and his boy are right be­hind me, so I bet­ter get over
there first. Mc­Nab, stop hog­ging the hog.”

“Told you there’d be food,” Bax­ter said, and point­ed. “Get
your share and mine,” he told the young, slight­ly sea­soned
True­heart. Then he crossed to Eve.

As was his habit, Bax­ter wore a very slick suit. But there was
no smart-​ass on his hand­some face this morn­ing.

“We’re up-​to-​date, or up-​to-​date on the last da­ta you sent.
I didn’t know the kid, but I know Mac­Mas­ters. I worked out of the
same squad with him when I was a rook and he was a de­tec­tive on
his way to LT. He’s as good as they come. If you hadn’t pulled us
in, I’d have an­gled for it. If bud­get gets to be a prob­lem,
we’ll kick any OT off the books.”

“It won’t be a prob­lem, but the of­fer’s not­ed and
ap­pre­ci­at­ed.”

“There’s not a man in the di­vi­sion who wouldn’t do the same.
We’re go­ing to get the fuck­er, Dal­las.”

“That’s right. Stuff your faces,” she told the room in
gen­er­al, “but kill the chat­ter. We’re near­ly twen­ty-​four
hours in. We don’t have time to waste.”

“Where’s your man?” Feeney asked her.

“He’s got work of his own. Af­ter two he’ll be your man. Okay,
let’s round it up. Screen on.” She stopped as Whit­ney stepped
in­to the room. “Sir.”

“I’m sor­ry to in­ter­rupt. I’d like to sit in on the morn­ing
brief­ing. And to tell you that Cap­tain Mac­Mas­ters will be
avail­able to you, here, at nine hun­dred. I felt meet­ing here
would be less com­pli­cat­ed for him than Cen­tral.”

“Yes, sir. Ah … if you’d like any­thing that hasn’t
al­ready been greed­ily con­sumed … ”

“Cof­fee would do it, thanks. Please, go ahead.”

“You’re all aware of the case, and the ear­ly steps of the
in­ves­ti­ga­tion. You’re all aware that this is a cop’s daugh­ter,
and that we be­lieve she was tar­get spe­cif­ic. We be­lieve she
knew her killer, and had been set up for the events of Sat­ur­day
night and ear­ly Sun­day morn­ing. Oth­er da­ta and oth­er lines of
in­ves­ti­ga­tion have come to light, which I’ll brief you on
short­ly. Feeney, sta­tus on EDD.”

“Slow. I know that’s not what any of us want to hear. The virus
used to wipe and cor­rupt the hard drive is ef­fec­tive. We’re
piec­ing it back to­geth­er one damn byte at a time, and half of
those bytes are use­less. None of the D and C units in the
res­idence con­tain any­thing use­ful. As far as we can
de­ter­mine, he nev­er con­tact­ed the vic and was nev­er
con­tact­ed by her on any of the house ’links. He nev­er sent or
re­ceived any e-​mail from her from any of the house comps,
in­clud­ing her bed­room comp. The bed­room unit was scanned and
searched from twen­ty-​fif­teen to twen­ty-​thir­ty-​three.
Noth­ing was delet­ed dur­ing that pe­ri­od.”

“He checked it out dur­ing one of his breaks,” Eve con­clud­ed,
“and didn’t find any­thing to wor­ry him.”

“There is noth­ing to wor­ry him,” Mc­Nab com­ment­ed. “There’s
no men­tion of meet­ing any­one, no al­lu­sion to a boyfriend in
any of her com­mu­ni­ca­tions on that unit. Maybe they’re in some
sort of girl code, but I can’t crack it.”

“She kept it to her pock­ets. More per­son­al, more in­ti­mate,
more se­cret.” Eve nod­ded. “Even her mes­sages and
con­ver­sa­tions with her best friend about him, off the main comps
and ’links. He had her snowed. Keep the fo­cus on the se­cu­ri­ty
for now.”

She shift­ed her gaze to Jamie. “Jamie, I need you to leave the
room at this time.”

“What for?” He boost­ed up in his chair. “I’m part of the
team.”

“A civil­ian part of the team. I’ll tag you when I want you
back.”

“You can’t shut me out. I’m do­ing the job.” He turned to
ap­peal to Feeney. “I’m pulling my weight.”

“You don’t ar­gue with your lieu­tenant. That’s the job,
too.”

“I’m ask­ing if the lieu­tenant has faith in me, be­lieves I can
han­dle my­self.” He got to his feet. “If not, then I’m a drag not
an as­set. This is about Deena. So you tell me, Dal­las, if I’m not
pulling.”

“That’s for Feeney to say.”

“He holds his own,” Feeney said.

“And I can’t hold my own if I’m shut out of parts of the
in­ves­ti­ga­tion, don’t have pieces of the da­ta. If you’re go­ing
to say some­thing you don’t think I can han­dle, you’re wrong.”

“It’s not what I’m go­ing to say.” Was it wrong to want to
pro­tect him for what was com­ing? Maybe it was, maybe. But she
could re­gret not do­ing so. “I lo­cat­ed a mu­sic and video disc
in the vic­tim’s pos­ses­sion, which I be­lieve was cre­at­ed by
the killer. Cer­tain­ly the last sec­tion was his work.”

She gave Jamie a last look. “Com­put­er, run disc copy la­beled
H-23901 from cue.”

Ac­knowl­edged …

Kin­dred In Death




8

COPS SAW WHAT OTH­ER PEO­PLE DIDN’T. WHAT oth­er peo­ple
shouldn’t. They walked through the worst of the worst, and Eve knew
the team she’d as­sem­bled could make that walk with­out
flinch­ing.

And still no one spoke. It seemed to her no one breathed as the
video played out on screen.

She saw, from where she stood, Jamie drop his gaze, watched his
body shud­der. And saw Peabody take his hand. The knuck­les of his
went white—he must have ground Peabody’s bone to bone—but she
didn’t flinch.

And with that con­nec­tion, the boy lift­ed his gaze again and
watched the rest of his dead friend’s night­mare play out.

He’d make a cop, she thought. God help him, he’d make a cop.

Even when the screen went blank, and the vi­cious mu­sic
si­lenced, no one spoke. Eve stepped to the front of the room.

“He’s go­ing to pay for it.” Her tone was iced rage—she need­ed
it; they need­ed it. “I’m go­ing to say that first, and I want
ev­ery­one in this room to be­lieve it. To know it right down to
the gut. He’s go­ing to pay for Deena Mac­Mas­ters.

“She was six­teen. She liked mu­sic. She was shy, did well in
school and had a small, com­fort­able cir­cle of friends. She had
ide­als and hopes, and want­ed to help make a dif­fer­ence. She was
a vir­gin, and he stole that from her vi­cious­ly. He stole her
life, her hopes and ide­als vi­cious­ly. Be­fore he did he forced
her to tell the fa­ther she loved that he was to blame, that she
hat­ed him for it. As of now there is no rea­son for the fa­ther to
hear that, to see what we’ve just seen. The con­tents of this disc
are not to be dis­cussed be­yond the mem­bers of this team un­til
oth­er­wise di­rect­ed.

“Ques­tions?”

Still the room re­mained silent.

“Feeney, you and your e-​team will an­alyze the disc, and
con­tin­ue to work on piec­ing the hard drive back to­geth­er. I
want you to dig out any files, e-​mails, notes, any­thing the
vic­tim put on her D and C unit in April. Any search­es she made,
any­thing she did around the time she met the UN­SUB. She may have
since delet­ed, or put any da­ta per­tain­ing to the meet in some
cryp­tic file. We know the killer found noth­ing, so delet­ed
noth­ing. Maybe we’ll be luck­ier.”

She picked up her cof­fee. “Bax­ter, you and True­heart re­peat
the can­vass of the neigh­bor­hood. It’s like­ly the killer scoped
the house, the neigh­bor­hood, be­fore Sat­ur­day, even be­fore the
ini­tial meet. Find me some­body who saw a good-​look­ing boy who
could pass for nine­teen on that block, fre­quent­ing a lo­cal
cy­ber café, a twen­ty-​four/sev­en. I have a list of the vic’s
fa­vorite haunts. Check them out.”

“Yes, sir.”

“I’m work­ing on Mac­Mas­ters’s cas­es, have a few pos­si­bles.
They don’t ring for me, but we’ll check them any­way. When you’ve
fin­ished the can­vass, you’ll wade in there.”

She picked up a file with disc at­tached and hand­ed it to him.
“I’ll get you some help on that.”

“Why don’t you let us get start­ed on it, LT. We can tap
who­ev­er’s got some room for it.”

“Fine. I’ll leave it to you. Mean­while, Peabody and I will
can­vass the area of the park where the vic is re­port­ed to have
met the killer. Af­ter which, we’ll meet with Mac­Mas­ters here,
and try to re­fine the search re his cas­es.

“Con­nec­tions,” she said. “Con­nec­tions be­tween Mac­Mas­ters
and the killer, the killer and Deena, the killer and a wit, vic,
perp, sus­pect, or per­son of in­ter­est in Mac­Mas­ters’s files.
If the killer isn’t in there, some­one who mat­ters or mat­tered to
him is. We find the con­nec­tion.”

“If it’s the killer,” Bax­ter put in, “it should be easy enough
to nar­row it by his age. Even if he’s got a ba­by face he’s got to
be un­der twen­ty-​six or -sev­en to pass for nine­teen. It might
be some­body who did some hard for il­le­gals busts.”

Jamie shook his head. “It just doesn’t fit. If he’d been on any
junk, or a re­al us­er, she’d have known and steered away. She knew
what to look for there. She’d nev­er hang with a che­mi-​head.”

“I agree with that.” Eve nod­ded at Jamie. “Added to it,
some­one who’s done the hard isn’t go­ing to pass for a clean-​cut
nine­teen to a cop’s daugh­ter. Still, we check. We don’t skim over
any­thing or any­one.”

She paused, then pushed the next but­ton. “Jamie, I think you’ve
seen him or met him.”

“What? Why? Where?”

“You know Dar­ian Pow­ders.”

“Dar, sure.” His puz­zled face went straight to shock. “You
don’t think Dar­ian—”

“He’s clear,” Eve said quick­ly, “but I be­lieve he’s one of the
con­nec­tions. His ID was stolen, most prob­ably dur­ing a par­ty
in his dorm suite on New Year’s Eve. You were there.”

“I … yeah. Dar and Co­by rock a par­ty. I know them both,
did some class time with them. They had a ma­jor bash for the Eve.”
His face hard­ened, and it seemed to Eve the smudges of
sleep­less­ness smeared un­der his eyes dark­ened. “He was there?
You’re say­ing the guy who killed Deena was there?”

“Long enough, if I’m right, to steal the ID from Pow­ders.”

“But Deena knew Dar—well, sort of. Enough to rec­og­nize him. If
this guy used his ID and she saw it … Cloned it,” he said in
dis­gust. “If he’s good and has ac­cess to the right equip­ment and
pro­grams, he could’ve cloned the ID, tweaked it just enough,
in­put his own pho­to and da­ta.”

“The ba­sic foot­prints would need to co­or­di­nate.” Mc­Nab
frowned over it. “To clone and coun­ter­feit, you’d need to keep
the tweaks min­imal.”

“The same school, the same birth­day,” Eve con­tin­ued.
“Prob­ably the same height and build with­in a rea­son­able span.
He has to know the cam­pus, the rou­tine, maybe he’d gone there, or
worked there. The Columbia con­nec­tion was a good ploy to gain
Deena’s trust. You go there, Jamie, she’s plan­ning to, and she
knows Dar­ian a lit­tle. His name any­way. He’d need ID to flash
when he was with her, go­ing to vids or clubs. You need to think,
to go back in your head and start think­ing about the par­ty.
Be­fore the par­ty, af­ter it. See if you can re­mem­ber some­one
who hung around on the fringes, blend­ed, but didn’t do a lot of
so­cial­iz­ing. He doesn’t want to be no­ticed, doesn’t want to
leave an im­pres­sion.”

“It was a jam. I didn’t know half the peo­ple there. I—”

“He wouldn’t have stayed long—but I’m bet­ting long enough to
watch you, to see if you brought Deena along. This was busi­ness
for him. It wasn’t a par­ty, it was a pur­pose.”

“I’ll try. Okay, I’ll try.”

“He’d have been oth­er places where you’d go. A club, the
li­brary, a cy­ber café, an eatery. Your eyes would pass right over
him. He’s just one of the crowd. Think back to any time you were
with Deena be­tween Jan­uary and April. Let it sim­mer in your
head, and let me know if you think of any­thing. Doesn’t mat­ter
how small or vague.”

“Okay.”

“Let’s get to it,” Eve or­dered.

As the room cleared, Whit­ney walked to Eve. “Un­less you have
ob­jec­tions I’d like to sit in when you talk to Mac­Mas­ters.”

“No, sir, no ob­jec­tions.”

“I’ll meet you back here then. Mean­while, give me an
as­sign­ment.”

“Sir?”

“I’m still a cop. I still know how to do a run.” He snapped it
out, then seemed to catch him­self. He ges­tured the words away and
spoke more calm­ly. “I can do leg­work, knock on doors, run
prob­abil­ities, chase down a lead. You’re pri­ma­ry, Lieu­tenant.
Give me an as­sign­ment.”

“Ah … ” The jux­ta­po­si­tion threw her off bal­ance.
Whit­ney gave the or­ders. But it was clear enough he need­ed to do
more than that. He need­ed to par­tic­ipate. “I have a short list
of pos­si­bles, gleaned from Mac­Mas­ters’s threat file. To be
hon­est, sir, I don’t think we’ll hit there.”

“But it needs to be fol­lowed up on. I’ll take it.”

“Most if not all can be done rid­ing the desk. If any of them
pop, then—”

“I do re­mem­ber how it’s done. I’ll find some­where near­by to
work it.”

She hes­itat­ed, on­ly an in­stant. “You’re wel­come to use my
of­fice, and my desk here, Com­man­der.”

The faintest glint of amuse­ment light­ed in his eyes. “I al­so
know the sanc­ti­ty of an of­fice and desk. Maybe there’s an­oth­er
place in this house of yours I can set up.”

“Ab­so­lute­ly. I’ll see that Sum­mer­set takes care of that for
you.” She took disc files from her desk. “This should be all you
need. Peabody and I will be back be­fore nine.”

“Good hunt­ing,” he said, then turned back to study her mur­der
board.

“We’ll split up,” Eve told Peabody. “Take it in zones, show the
vic’s pic­ture to ev­ery jog­ger, dog walk­er, nan­ny, flash­er,
kid, oc­to­ge­nar­ian, and side­walk sleep­er.”

“Some­body’s go­ing to re­mem­ber her be­cause she was a
reg­ular. He’s an­oth­er mat­ter,” Peabody com­ment­ed.

“Some­body saw him, and saw them to­geth­er at the ini­tial
meet. He wait­ed two months from then to the mur­der. Peo­ple’s
mem­ories fade. We’ll push them back in­to fo­cus.”

She stopped at the base of the stairs where Sum­mer­set, bony in
black, skull face im­pas­sive, wait­ed with the pudgy cat at his
feet.

“Com­man­der Whit­ney needs an of­fice. He’ll be work­ing out of
here this morn­ing.”

“I’ll see to it.”

That’s it? she thought. No smart re­mark, no sneer? She start­ed
to snark at his lack of snark, then re­al­ized he’d know what they
were work­ing on. The rape, tor­ture, and mur­der of a young girl,
as his young girl had been raped, tor­tured, and mur­dered.

There would be no sneers be­tween them for the time be­ing.

“Cap­tain Mac­Mas­ters is due at nine hun­dred,” she con­tin­ued
in the same even tone. “If I’m not back, you can take him up to my
of­fice, and in­form the com­man­der.”

“Un­der­stood. Your ve­hi­cle is ready.”

She nod­ded, walked out in­to the beau­ti­ful, balmy morn­ing.
If Deena had nev­er met the boy she’d known as David, would she be
head­ing off to the park on this soft, sum­mer morn­ing? Would she
al­ready be jog­ging along the path, feet slap­ping to the beat of
the mu­sic play­ing in her ears?

Breath­ing in, breath­ing out, Eve thought, at the start of
an­oth­er or­di­nary day.

She slid be­hind the wheel, drove to­ward the gates.

“How’s Jamie hold­ing up?” she asked Peabody. “I need to know if
I should throt­tle back on his du­ties.”

“I think he’s rid­ing it out. It’s rough for him,” Peabody
added, “but he’s rid­ing it out. He talked a lot about her last
night. Good for him, plus it gives me an­oth­er pic­ture of her to
add to my own. Or one of how Jamie saw her, any­way.”

“Is it dif­fer­ent? His pic­ture from yours?”

“Some, yeah. He didn’t re­al­ly see her as a girl, as
es­pe­cial­ly fe­male. She was a friend, a pal. It makes me won­der
if she felt the same, or if that was frus­trat­ing for her. It can
be a bitch to be the girl the boy thinks of as just a pal.”

Peabody shift­ed, an­gling to­ward Eve. “It makes me won­der if
that des­ig­na­tion wasn’t usu­al for her, that—I mean—she was used
to hav­ing guys see her that way. So she was maybe re­signed to
see­ing her­self that way. Not the girl guys looked at, and want­ed
to be with.”

“Un­til this guy.”

“Yeah. This one looked at her, want­ed to be with her—or made
her think that. And I think she was dif­fer­ent with this guy
be­cause of it. It’s what hap­pens when you go over for a guy,
es­pe­cial­ly at that age, es­pe­cial­ly the first time. And from
ev­ery­thing he said, I think this was her first ma­jor crush. Her
first se­ri­ous thing, so she’d be dif­fer­ent.”

“How?”

“Well, not as shy—not with him. He makes her so damn hap­py. And
a girl, that age, that back­ground, with a col­lege guy mak­ing
over her? It’s all flut­ters and shud­ders. She’s ready to do what
he wants, go where he wants, be­lieve—or at least pre­tend—that she
likes what he likes. She’ll make her­self in­to what she thinks he
wants. I fig­ure that’s one of the ways he got her to keep all this
on the down low. So much so she bare­ly told her best friend any
re­al de­tails.”

“If you’re not al­ready what he wants, why is he mak­ing over
you?”

“That’s log­ic—and self-​con­fi­dence, and just doesn’t ap­ply
to that first rush of ro­mance, es­pe­cial­ly at six­teen. Just
think back to when you were that age.”

“I didn’t care about any of that when I was six­teen. All I
cared about was get­ting through the sys­tem and in­to the
Acade­my.”

“You knew you were go­ing to be a cop when you were six­teen?”
The idea struck Peabody as near­ly in­con­ceiv­able. “I was
ob­sessed with mu­sic, vid stars, and Jan­uary Olsen when I was
six­teen.”

“Jan­uary Olsen?”

“This re­al­ly adorable boy I had a crush on.” She could sigh
over it now, fond­ly. “I fig­ured we’d co­hab, raise two adorable
kids, and do im­por­tant and world-​chang­ing so­cial work. If he’d
ev­er ac­tu­al­ly look at me or speak my name. You didn’t have a
Jan­uary Olsen?”

“No—which means it’s hard­er for me to get in­to her head than
it is for you.”

“Well … I guess on some lev­el Deena and I were kin­dred
spir­its. At least when I was six­teen. Kind of shy, awk­ward
around guys, but ca­su­al pals with many. I was plan­ning on do­ing
big work. The stuff about her ap­pear­ance? Her moth­er and the
neigh­bor no­ticed she was tak­ing more trou­ble. That’s a sure
sign there’s a guy.”

Peabody be­gan tick­ing off points on her fin­gers. “Up­dat­ing
your do, your wardrobe. That’s def­inite­ly one. Two, she wasn’t
hang­ing with Jamie as much, some­thing he didn’t think about
un­til now. He’s busy with school and his col­lege friends, so he
didn’t give it much thought when she made ex­cus­es a cou­ple of
times when he tagged her to see if she want­ed to catch a piz­za or
a vid. She was ek­ing out her time for the guy, cut­ting her­self
off some from her core group.

“That’s three,” Peabody added. “A break or a lit­tle dis­tance
from your core. See you want your core group to meet the guy and
like the guy, but part of you wor­ries. What if they don’t? So
keep­ing him to your­self is a way to avoid the
pos­si­bil­ity.”

“It’s aw­ful­ly damn com­pli­cat­ed.”

Sage­ly, Peabody nod­ded. “Be­ing a teenag­er is hell and
mis­ery and wild de­light. Thank God it’s on­ly one decade out of
all of them.”

Her own teenage years hadn’t been near­ly as hellish or
mis­er­able as her first decade. But Eve un­der­stood.

“She got sneaky and se­cre­tive.”

“She was, in a way, hav­ing a re­bel­lion. On­ly she was
re­al­ly qui­et about it,” Peabody added. “I’m al­so in­clined to
think Jamie’s right about the guy not be­ing on the stuff, or
do­ing any of the hard. She’d have copped to it. And that kind of
re­bel­lion wasn’t in her. I don’t think he’s wrong there.”

“All this is telling us what kind of mask he wore. Not what’s
un­der it. He’s tak­en it off now. No more need for it.”

She pulled in­to an il­le­gal slot, ac­ti­vat­ed her On Du­ty
light.

“It’s worse than Coltraine.”

Eve got out, said noth­ing as Peabody walked around to meet
her.

“We knew her.” Her eyes, dark and trou­bled, searched Eve’s
face. “She was one of us. And she was Mor­ris’s. I didn’t think it
would ev­er hit home as hard as that one, work­ing that one. But
this? A cop’s kid, a girl like that, done like that? And I knew
her. It’s worse.”

“He knows that,” Eve said. “He knows it’s worse than any­thing.
He wants it to be, made sure it would be with the video. And he’s
think­ing he got away clean; he’s rock­ing on that. We’re go­ing to
prove him wrong, and take him down.”

“Yeah. Okay.” Peabody rolled her shoul­ders. “I guess that was a
pep talk.”

“It was a fact. Go north. I’ll take south.”

A day made for strolling, Eve thought. Cot­ton-​ball clouds
dabbed across a sky of per­fect and del­icate blue. The air held
the fra­grance of flow­ers and flow­er­ing bush­es she couldn’t
name ri­ot­ing in swirling is­lands. Green, green grass rolled like
a car­pet un­der tall, ma­jes­tic trees. The wall of them and the
mad­ly flow­er­ing shrubs shut out the noise, the pace, the hur­ry
of the city and opened a door to a se­date and ver­dant world.

The lit­tle pond sparkled like a liq­uid jew­el un­der its
pret­ty arch of bridge with the re­flec­tion of the trees and
clouds a dreamy blur on its sur­face.

Peo­ple sat on bench­es, drink­ing from go-​cups, talk­ing to
each oth­er or on ’links, con­sult­ing their PPCs. Busi­ness suits,
sweats, sum­mer dress­es, beg­gar’s rags mixed to­geth­er in the
eclec­tic ar­ray that was New York, even in the green.

Nan­nies and pro­fes­sion­al par­ents took ad­van­tage of the
weath­er and pushed kids and ba­bies in strange wheeled de­vices,
or car­ried them in stranger har­ness­es. Along the path jog­gers
bowled along with their ear-​buds, head­sets, e-​fit­ness pods
tucked on, col­or­ful shorts flap­ping or skin-​suits show­ing off
bod­ies al­ready vi­cious­ly toned.

She imag­ined Deena run­ning along the brown path, her life
spread out in front of her like the green, green grass and the
bril­liant is­lands of blos­soms. Un­til she stopped to help a
boy.

Since they were clos­er, Eve ap­proached a knot of adults with
kids first—war­ily.

She badged the group at large. “NYPSD. Have you seen this
girl?”

She held up Deena’s pho­to.

She got a lot of au­to­mat­ic head shakes. One of the kids—about
the age she judged of Mavis’s Bel­la, stared at her with that
doll-​eyed blank­ness Eve found creepy while it sucked busi­ly on
the plug some­body had stuck in its mouth.

“Maybe if you ac­tu­al­ly looked at it,” Eve said. “She jogged
here in the morn­ings, about this time, sev­er­al days a week.”

One of the wom­en, with a very small, round-​head­ed child
strapped to her front, leaned clos­er. Eve had to force her­self
not to lean back as the kid waved arms and legs like a hu­man
metronome.

“I’ve been here near­ly ev­ery Mon­day and Wednes­day morn­ing
since May. I haven’t no­ticed her. What did she do?” She lift­ed
her head with an avid, fear­ful look. “This part of the park’s
sup­posed to be a safe zone, at least in the day­time.”

“She didn’t do any­thing. Any­one else? She might have jogged
here more ha­bit­ual­ly ear­li­er in the spring. March, April?”

More head shakes, but Eve no­ticed one of the wom­en tak­ing a
hard­er look.

“You’ve seen her?”

“I’m not sure. I think maybe. But it wasn’t in the park. I don’t
think.”

“Around the neigh­bor­hood,” Eve prompt­ed, “in a store, on the
street. Maybe more than once, if she looks fa­mil­iar. Or maybe you
talked to her.” She glanced at the two kids rid­ing tan­dem in the
cart. “She liked kids. Take an­oth­er look.”

“I think … Yes. Sure. She’s the one who helped me out.”

“Helped you out?”

“I had all these er­rands. The wom­an I work for, some­times she
doesn’t re­mem­ber I’ve on­ly got two hands, you know? I had both
boys, lit­tle Max and Ster­ling. Ster­ling’s a hand­ful by
him­self. And I had to pick up a dress for her, and the
mar­ket­ing, and she want­ed flow­ers. Lilies. So I’m load­ing, and
all of a sud­den Ster­ling’s scream­ing like I stabbed him in the
ear.”

She shift­ed her gaze to one of the oth­er wom­en and got a
smirk of un­der­stand­ing.

“So I’m try­ing to deal with him, and I’m jug­gling the stuff I
can’t stow in the stroller, and this girl—she’s the one—she calls
out to me and comes scoot­ing up. She had Mis­ter Boos.”

“Who?”

“Mis­ter Boos, Ster­ling’s bear. See.” She ges­tured to the boy
in the sec­ond seat of the tan­dem stroller. He sat cast­ing looks
of sus­pi­cion at Eve and clutch­ing a bright blue ted­dy bear with
man­gled ears and a shocked ex­pres­sion on its face.

“Mine!” Ster­ling shout­ed, and bared his teeth in
chal­lenge.

The wom­an rolled her eyes. “If he can’t get to Mis­ter Boos,
life isn’t worth liv­ing. He’d dropped it, or maybe tossed it, and
I hadn’t no­ticed. So she picked it up and brought it over, and
about that time Max start­ed wail­ing be­cause Ster­ling was. She
asked if she could give me a hand, and I said I on­ly need­ed about
six more or some­thing like that. I made Ster­ling thank her for
sav­ing Mis­ter Boos, and told her I on­ly had about an­oth­er
block to go. And she said she was go­ing that way, and she’d car­ry
the mar­ket bag if I want­ed. It was re­al­ly nice of her.”

“She walked with you.”

“Yeah, she—” The wom­an, who must have had kid radar, whipped
her head around and jabbed a warn­ing fin­ger at Ster­ling sec­onds
be­fore he could fol­low through and clob­ber his lit­tle broth­er
with Mis­ter Boos.

He sub­sid­ed, with an an­gel­ic smile and a sa­tan­ic look in
his eye. Eve won­dered if she’d be hunt­ing him down in about
twen­ty years.

“Sor­ry, he’s get­ting bored. Where was I? Oh yeah, this girl?
She helped me with the bags, walked me right to the build­ing. She
was aw­ful­ly nice, and re­al­ly po­lite. A lot of kids that age,
they don’t even see you, if you know what I mean. She got Ster­ling
to laugh, said how she liked kids. Babysat for a cou­ple of twin
boys, I re­mem­ber she said, so she knew they could take a lot of
work.”

“When was this?”

“I know ex­act­ly be­cause the next day was my birth­day. April
fifth.”

“She was alone?”

“That’s right. Walk­ing home from school, she said. She had a
back­pack, I think. I’m not sure about that, re­al­ly. But I saw
her a few weeks lat­er. Maybe a month, or six weeks. I don’t know.
It was rain­ing—sky just opened up, and I was rush­ing to get the
kids home. That was over on Sec­ond, some­where be­tween Fifti­eth
and Fifty-​fifth. Be­cause I’d tak­en the kids to the Chil­dren’s
Mu­se­um over there for a pro­gram. They had a mag­ic show.”

“You spoke to her?”

“No, see I was rush­ing to get to the bus stop, be­cause the
maxi will take the tan­dem stroller, and it was rain­ing buck­ets.
I didn’t want to walk all that way across town in the rain with the
kids. But I saw her, and I waved and tried to get her at­ten­tion.
But she and the boy just hopped on an air­board and zipped.”

“The boy,” Eve re­peat­ed and felt the tin­gle.

“She was with a boy, and they were laugh­ing. She looked
re­al­ly hap­py. Wet, but hap­py.”

“Did you get a look at him, the boy?”

“Ah … Sort of. It was on­ly for a minute.”

“Ba­sics. Height, weight, col­or­ing.”

“Well, gee, I’m not sure.” She pushed at her hair, bit her lip.
“Taller than her. I guess we’re about the same height, and he was
taller. Sure, she was about to his shoul­der when they hopped on
the board, be­cause she hooked her arms around him like you do,
boost­ed up to put her chin on his shoul­der. I thought it was
sweet. So, I don’t know, about six feet, I guess. Slim. I mean he
didn’t have any bulk on him. Like I said it was rain­ing so his
shirt’s all plas­tered. A white kid. He looked white. Oh yeah, he
took off his ball cap and stuck it on her head. That was sweet,
too. He had brown hair. Brown­ish, in a shag­gy, to about … I
don’t know.” She tapped her hand a cou­ple inch­es be­low her
ears.

“How about eye col­or, fea­tures?”

“It was re­al­ly just for a minute. Not even. Oh, he had on
shades. Kids do, even when it’s rain­ing, for the frosty look. He
was cute. I thought, it’s nice she’s got a cute boyfriend be­cause
she re­al­ly helped me out that day.”

“Any­thing else? His clothes, the air­board? Was he wear­ing any
jew­el­ry?”

“I don’t know. It was a minute.”

“Would you work with a po­lice artist? You might re­mem­ber
more.”

Alarm flashed on her face, and the wom­en around them be­gan to
mur­mur. “I didn’t hard­ly see him, and my boss … Plus, I
don’t want to get her in any trou­ble. She re­al­ly helped me out.
She’s a nice girl.”

Eve weighed the op­tions. The me­dia would have the sto­ry by
the af­ter­noon, if they didn’t al­ready. Lid would come off
any­way. “You’d be help­ing her out. She was mur­dered ear­ly
Sun­day morn­ing.”

“Oh come on. No, don’t tell me that.” As her voice pitched, the
kids in the tan­dem went in­to du­el­ing wails. “Oh my God.”

Im­me­di­ate­ly the oth­er wom­en closed in, touch­ing her,
gath­er­ing their chil­dren or charges just a lit­tle clos­er.

“The man you saw her with may have in­for­ma­tion. It’s
im­por­tant I find him.”

“I hard­ly saw him, and it was rain­ing. I don’t know. She was a
nice girl. She was just a kid.”

“What’s your name?”

“Mar­ta. Mar­ta Del­roy.”

“Mar­ta, her name is Deena. Deena helped you out. Now you can
help her. I’ll fix it with your em­ploy­er.”

“Okay.” She pulled a tis­sue out of one of a dozen pock­ets.
“What do I have to do?”

Af­ter Eve made the ar­range­ments, took Mar­ta’s em­ploy­er’s
in­for­ma­tion, one of the oth­er wom­en spoke up.

“You said she jogged here in the morn­ings, about this time? You
might want to talk to Lo­la Mer­rill. She jogs al­most ev­ery day
now that her daugh­ter start­ed preschool. She usu­al­ly comes over
to talk af­ter she fin­ish­es. Tall blonde, great build. She’s
prob­ably al­ready on her run this morn­ing.”

“Thanks.”

She left the wom­en, pulled out her ’link to make ar­range­ments
for her fa­vored artist to take Mar­ta, then switched to tag
Peabody.

“I was about to tag you,” Peabody told her. “I think I have
some­thing. A wom­an who thinks she saw the ini­tial meet.”

“Tall blonde, great build?”

“Je­sus, do you have su­per-​vi­sion?”

“No, but I got a con­fir­ma­tion and one wit of my own. Get
Lo­la’s state­ment, then I want her to work with Yan­cy as­ap. I’ll
ar­range with Yan­cy. Hold her there a few min­utes. I’m head­ing
your way.”

She con­tact­ed Cen­tral, added a sec­ond wit­ness for Yan­cy as
she walked to­ward Peabody’s zone. She spot­ted the blonde, and had
to agree the build in­side the black run­ning suit with bright blue
pip­ing was ex­cep­tion­al.

“Lo­la Mer­rill?”

“That’s right.”

“Lieu­tenant Dal­las, De­tec­tive Peabody’s part­ner. We
ap­pre­ci­ate your help. Tell me what you saw, and when you saw
it.”

“Some weeks ago, the mid­dle of April, I think, be­cause it was
still pret­ty brisk this time of the morn­ing, and the daffs were
just pop­ping. I’d see the girl a cou­ple times a week. She had
good form, good stami­na. We’d wave or nod, the way you do.”

Lo­la bent in­to a ham­string stretch. “I nev­er talked to her.
That day I saw her with this boy. Nice-​look­ing boy. Off the path,
sit­ting on the grass. He had his shoe off, rub­bing his an­kle. I
didn’t stop be­cause it looked like she had it, and they were
laugh­ing.”

She straight­ened up, pulled her leg up be­hind her to stretch
the quads. “I kept go­ing, and they were gone when I fin­ished up.
First time I’d seen him around, and haven’t seen him since. I was
telling your part­ner I haven’t seen her around late­ly
ei­ther.”

“Did you get a good look at him?”

Lo­la shrugged. “I wasn’t pay­ing that much at­ten­tion. I was
just hit­ting my en­dor­phins. Brown, shag­gy hair. Nice look­ing.
Good shoes. I no­ticed the shoes. It’s some­thing I do.”

“What kind of shoes.”

“An­ders Chee­tahs—that’s top line. White with the navy
lo­go.”

“Eye col­or?”

“Shades. Lots of jog­gers wear gog­gles or shades. And a cap. A
ball cap. I no­ticed that. Oh, and he had on a Columbia
sweat­shirt. I went there my­self, so I rec­og­nized it.”

Eve’s gaze shift­ed to Peabody, saw the same sense of
sat­is­fac­tion there she felt. “Ms. Mer­rill’s hap­py to work with
the po­lice artist,” Peabody said.

“It’s kind of ex­cit­ing, but I don’t know how much help I’m
go­ing to be. I bare­ly glanced at him.”

Enough, Eve thought as they fin­ished their cir­cuit of the
park, enough to no­tice his hair, his shoes, his cap, his shirt.
Yan­cy would get the rest, what­ev­er else was buried in the
sub­con­scious.

We got lucky,” Eve said as they drove away. “Fuck­ing
lucky.”

“Se­ri­ous­ly fuck­ing lucky. Two wits with one sweep, and both
will­ing to work with Yan­cy.”

“Cap, shades—hard­er to get a sol­id on his face. He’s smart
there, but not smart to go with up-​end shoes. Prob­ably tried to
im­press her there. The sweat­shirt’s his open­ing, his
con­nec­tion. He can’t ex­pect some­body to spot them over on the
East Side, like my wit did. And the meet’s more than two months
be­fore the mur­der. He’s go­ing to fig­ure we’d nev­er put one
with the oth­er.

“Sure maybe she’ll men­tion meet­ing this guy in the park, and
help­ing him out. But af­ter he goes to work on her, it’s all
se­cret. He doesn’t know girls her age, how she’d have to talk
about it with her friend. Now we’ve got a shad­ow in­stead of a
ghost.”

“About six feet, slim build, brown hair, white, young. Not much
of a shad­ow yet, but more than we had an hour ago.”

“Once Yan­cy’s worked them, we’ll have more.”

She turned in the gates of home. “While I’m talk­ing to
Mac­Mas­ters, start on the shoes. Tap some­one in the di­vi­sion to
help on that. Who­ev­er’s not buried on an ac­tive. I’m bet­ting
they were pret­ty new, bought just for that meet. And we’ll start
can­vass­ing the area where Mar­ta spot­ted them. See if you can
find out what day the East Side Chil­dren’s Mu­se­um had a mag­ic
show, and we had a rain­storm. We can pin­point the day the wit
spot­ted them. Put some­one on that, fo­cus on mu­sic venues, vids,
gam­ing par­lors, places where teenagers might hang.”

“On it.”

“Tell Sum­mer­set to set you up some­where.” She parked, pushed
out of the car. “It’s not go­ing to be his neigh­bor­hood ei­ther.
He wouldn’t want some­one to see him, stop, speak. Not when he was
with her. Just the two of them.”

She walked in, sim­ply jerked her thumb at Peabody when
Sum­mer­set ap­peared.

“Cap­tain Mac­Mas­ters is wait­ing in your of­fice. Com­man­der
Whit­ney is with him.”

She said noth­ing, but start­ed up.

“Your gown is ready, and will be de­liv­ered to­day.”

“My what?”

“Your gown for Dr. Di­mat­to’s wed­ding. Leonar­do would like to
see it on you, in the event it re­quires any fur­ther
fit­ting.”

Eve opened her mouth, closed it, and made some growl­ing sound.
“It’s fine. It’ll be fine. Just put it wher­ev­er you put those
things when it gets here.”

Gowns, fit­tings, wed­dings. For God’s sake. Was she sup­posed
to call Louise, re­port on the gown?

For God’s sake, she thought again.

It would have to wait. Right now she was about to talk to a
griev­ing fa­ther about the in­ves­ti­ga­tion in­to his child’s
mur­der.

Ev­ery­thing else had to wait.
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WHEN SHE STEPPED TO THE DOOR­WAY EVE SAW Mac­Mas­ters stand­ing
by the win­dows. Did he see the green, the col­or, the bloom, the
blue? She doubt­ed it.

He looked di­min­ished, she de­cid­ed. Worn and less­ened by the
bur­den of grief. Could he be a cop now? Think like one, stand like
one?

She wasn’t sure.

She glanced at the com­man­der, stand­ing be­side him. The
stance was sup­port, friend­ship, shared loss.

She would need them both to step back from that loss, to erect a
dis­tance of ob­jec­tiv­ity to give her what she need­ed.

Or to step away com­plete­ly.

She walked in. “Com­man­der. Cap­tain.”

They both turned. On Mac­Mas­ters’s face she saw that quick
spark that was hope. Sur­vivors, she knew, need­ed an­swers.

“Is there any progress, Lieu­tenant?”

“We’re pur­su­ing some lines,” she told Mac­Mas­ters. She moved
to­ward her desk, around the mur­der board she’d de­lib­er­ate­ly
left up. He had to face it, and she’d re­mem­bered what Roarke had
said when she’d al­lowed Mor­ris to see the board on Coltraine’s
in­ves­ti­ga­tion.

That he would see she was the cen­ter of it. She was the
fo­cus.

“I brought the cap­tain up-​to-​date, from this morn­ing’s
brief­ing,” Whit­ney said, his gaze latched on­to her face. “It
saves you time.”

“Yes, sir. We’ll go over some of that, but you should know we
found two wits this morn­ing who be­lieve they saw Deena with the
sus­pect. Both are will­ing to work with a po­lice artist. I’ve
ar­ranged for De­tec­tive Yan­cy to meet with them.”

“Two?” Mac­Mas­ters’s voice jumped. “Two peo­ple saw him?”

“Two in­de­pen­dent wit­ness­es be­lieve they saw Deena with a
young male. They both gave ba­sic de­scrip­tions that match on
col­or­ing. Have a seat, Cap­tain.”

“I—”

“Please.” He wasn’t a cop now, she de­cid­ed. He was a fa­ther.
She could on­ly try to find the way to speak to both. “I’ll tell
you what I know, and what we’re do­ing.”

She ran through the in­ter­views with the two wom­en from the
park. “The tim­ing on Mer­rill’s sight­ing cor­re­sponds to what we
be­lieve was the first meet. The tim­ing on Del­roy’s in­di­cates
they con­tin­ued to meet, and out­side what we’ve
es­tab­lished—through your state­ments, your wife’s, Deena’s
friends—was her usu­al area. Do you know if she of­ten trav­eled to
the East Side?”

“Not in gen­er­al. She had her fa­vorite shops and hang­outs
clos­er to home. And the lo­ca­tions I gave you near Columbia.”

“We can spec­ulate that they met out­side those ar­eas to keep
their re­la­tion­ship se­cret. We’re work­ing to pin­point the day
Del­roy saw them, and I’m send­ing of­fi­cers to the lo­ca­tion she
sight­ed them. They’ll show Deena’s pho­to to mer­chants, shop
clerks, wait­ers.”

She saw the strug­gle on Mac­Mas­ters’s face, a bat­tle be­tween
hope and de­spair.

“We may find oth­er wit­ness­es to help us iden­ti­fy the
sus­pect. If some­one rec­og­nizes her,” Eve con­tin­ued, “they may
re­mem­ber him. Mer­rill, who jogs reg­ular­ly in that sec­tor of
the park, stat­ed she hadn’t seen Deena for some time. You and your
wife in­di­cat­ed Deena ran in the park reg­ular­ly.”

“Yes. She … sev­er­al morn­ings a week. She … ”

“She may have moved to an­oth­er sec­tor, in or­der to meet with
the sus­pect.”

“Why didn’t I no­tice a change?” Mac­Mas­ters mur­mured. “Car­ol
did. But I nev­er … If she’d told us. If she’d just …
”

“Cap­tain, my be­lief is this man was very per­sua­sive, and
very de­lib­er­ate.” Was that com­fort? Eve won­dered. “He’d
stud­ied her, he had a plan, and he played on her youth, her trust.
He used the Columbia con­nec­tion to low­er her guard. I feel
that’s a key. Her friend goes there. She planned to at­tend. She
knew, ca­su­al­ly, sev­er­al oth­er stu­dents who are friends of
Jamie’s.”

“Yes. Us­ing Jamie, even a neb­ulous con­nec­tion to him, would
have en­gaged her trust. And be­ing in need,” Mac­Mas­ters
con­tin­ued. “Pre­tend­ing to be hurt or in trou­ble. She’d
in­stinc­tive­ly of­fer help.”

“We can see what he did, how he did it, and I’ll be meet­ing
with Dr. Mi­ra lat­er to­day to dis­cuss pro­file and pathol­ogy.
But we don’t yet know why. We be­lieve she was tar­get spe­cif­ic
for a rea­son. And that you, the work you do, is that rea­son.”

“If you have ev­idence Deena’s mur­der is con­nect­ed to one of
my cas­es—”

“I have rea­son to be­lieve Deena’s mur­der is con­nect­ed. I
don’t, at this time, have any spe­cif­ic case or
cir­cum­stance.”

“What rea­son?” Pain vi­brat­ed in his voice, ra­di­at­ed from
his eyes. “If this was pay­back, if this was due to my work, how do
you ex­pect me to live with that? How do you ex­pect me to set­tle
for spec­ula­tion in­stead of an­swers?”

Here was the line she had to walk, so she kept her voice flat
and brisk. “I ex­pect you to trust the pri­ma­ry in­ves­ti­ga­tor
you specif­ical­ly re­quest­ed, and the team she’s hand­picked, to
do ev­ery­thing and any­thing nec­es­sary to find those an­swers.
In­side twen­ty-​four hours, we have two po­ten­tial wit­ness­es
who may help iden­ti­fy this man. We have a sol­id con­nec­tion to
Columbia Uni­ver­si­ty, and po­ten­tial­ly more wit­ness­es there
who may have seen this man. We have a time line of events, and the
lack of trace and DNA on scene tell us this was well-​planned, not
a crime of the mo­ment, of pas­sion or op­por­tu­ni­ty. Ev­ery
of­fi­cer as­signed to this case is work­ing vig­ilant­ly.”

“I don’t ques­tion that.”

Shaky ground, Eve thought. How could the man stand on any­thing
else at this point? “I need to know if you’re ca­pa­ble of work­ing
through your cas­es, your mem­ory, your im­pres­sions, your gut to
help this in­ves­ti­ga­tion find a con­nec­tion. I’ve been through
your case files for the last three years,” she con­tin­ued. “I have
a short list, but I don’t get a buzz from any of them. You
may.”

“Give me the names.”

“I will. He’s not go­ing to be in your threat file.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“We’ll check out ev­ery name in there, be­lieve me,” Eve
as­sured him. “But I’m telling you we won’t find him there. Any­one
who made a threat brings at­ten­tion. He’s been very care­ful to
stay off the chart. How many men be­tween eigh­teen and
twen­ty-​six have threat­ened you in the last three years?”

“I can weed those out for you quick­ly. Gang mem­bers,
il­le­gals deal­ers, che­mi-​heads—”

“He’s not any of those. She’d have rec­og­nized the signs.”

She wait­ed, giv­ing him time to de­ny or con­firm.

“Yes.” He rubbed the cen­ter of his fore­head. “Yes. You’re
right. She knew what to look for. She was care­ful. She was …
”

“He’s clean,” Eve con­tin­ued, in­ter­rupt­ing to give him time
to com­pose him­self. “He’s smart, and he can be charm­ing. Both
wits re­ferred to him as a good-​look­ing boy. Boy, Cap­tain. He’s
not in your threat file. Some­one con­nect­ed to him, pos­si­bly.
You didn’t bust this kid. But you may have bust­ed his fa­ther, his
broth­er, his best friend, moth­er, sis­ter. And for this kind of
ret­ri­bu­tion, we’re talk­ing se­ri­ous bust, ter­mi­na­tion or
long-​term stretch.”

He pushed his hands over his face. “Lieu­tenant, I’ve been a
boss for some years, and rarely work the streets. Rarely work
cas­es. I su­per­vise them. That was a de­lib­er­ate choice on my
part. I as­sist, I ad­vise, I co­or­di­nate. I’ve tak­en pri­ma­ry
on an in­ves­ti­ga­tion no more than a dozen times in the last six
years.”

“You’re in charge and there­fore re­spon­si­ble. That’s both
re­al­ity and per­cep­tion.”

“You’re say­ing this could have come through any of the cas­es
any of my men worked.”

“Yes. I be­lieve you had some ac­tive part, some vis­ibil­ity or
gained some cred­it. He has not, as far as we know, sought re­venge
against any of your men. But on you. And the re­venge was en­act­ed
short­ly af­ter your pro­mo­tion was an­nounced.”

Now his face was strick­en. “He killed her be­cause I got
bars?”

She took the shot, dead-​on, un­sure if it would shock or
re­vive. “Cap­tain, he was al­ways go­ing to kill her. I’m sor­ry
for it, but that’s the re­al­ity.”

He pushed up, lurched to­ward the win­dows to stare out.

“Go on, Lieu­tenant,” Whit­ney or­dered.

“The tim­ing may be im­por­tant. You were pro­mot­ed, Cap­tain,
and Deena was alone in the house for a pe­ri­od of time. In that
part, I do be­lieve he seized an op­por­tu­ni­ty. I think Dr.
Mi­ra’s opin­ions and the­ories will be valu­able, but un­til I
con­fer with her, we’ll ap­proach it this way. We’ll go back ten
years to start, and be­gin with ter­mi­na­tions and/or ar­rests and
im­pris­on­ments re­sult­ing in death. Next, ar­rests or
im­pris­on­ments re­sult­ing in grievous in­juries. Then life
stretch­es.”

She paused as Mac­Mas­ters stayed where he was, said noth­ing.
Whit­ney sig­naled for her to con­tin­ue.

“This was no small deal. To mur­der, to plan, to risk, it had to
mat­ter a great deal. We look for a con­nec­tion to the
per­pe­tra­tor who cor­re­sponds with the age zone of our
sus­pect.

“You get me the names,” she added, “I’ll run them down. Right
now, give me the gut. Who pops out?”

With his back to the room, Mac­Mas­ters took a breath that
shud­dered. “Leonard and Gia Wentz. They ran a cook­shop, used
pri­mar­ily mi­nors for deal­ers, to drum up trade around schools
and vid dens. I had four de­tec­tives on that. We ran an op that
bust­ed them in Jan­uary. Leonard drew down, and there was a brief
fire­fight. Two of my men were in­jured. He’s do­ing a hard
twen­ty-​five, and she’s in for fif­teen.”

“I re­mem­ber that. Mid-​Jan­uary. It’s too close. Noth­ing this
year. He stole the ID New Year’s Eve. He was al­ready plan­ning. Go
back more.”

Mac­Mas­ters turned from the win­dow to pace. “My men do good
work. It’s like try­ing to hold back the tide, but we do good work.
We have a sol­id ar­rest and con­vic­tion rate. Low ter­mi­na­tion
per­cent­age.”

“Don’t over­think it, Cap­tain. Don’t jus­ti­fy it. I’ll get us
some cof­fee.”

Eve moved in­to the kitchen. It wasn’t go­ing to work, she
thought. Not yet in any case. He couldn’t pull him­self out and
think cop. Why should he? How could he?

But she got cof­fee to­geth­er, took it out.

“We ru­in lives,” she said. “If you look at it from the oth­er
end, some guy’s do­ing what he does—rap­ing, killing, steal­ing,
deal­ing, what­ev­er. It’s what he does, or what he did this time
for what­ev­er rea­son. We come along and we stop him. More, we do
what­ev­er we can to put him in a cage for it. He los­es his
free­dom, his scratch. Could lose his home or fam­ily if he’s got
one. Some­times if things go south, he los­es his life.”

She drank cof­fee, hop­ing she was get­ting through. “We ru­ined
it. We’re re­spon­si­ble. You’re re­spon­si­ble. Think about the
lives you’ve ru­ined. Think about it that way, not about do­ing the
job, but the re­sults. From the oth­er side.”

“Okay.” He took the cof­fee, met her eyes. “Okay. Nat­tie
Simp­son. She’s an ac­coun­tant, nice lit­tle place on the Up­per
East, de­cent in­come, hus­band, one kid. On the side Nat­tie was
deal­ing il­le­gals and cook­ing the books for a mid-​lev­el
op­er­ation. When we took it down, we took her down with it. She’s
in Rik­ers do­ing the last year of five. They lost the nice lit­tle
place on the Up­per East. The hus­band di­vorced her two years ago,
got full cus­tody of the kid.”

“How old’s the kid?”

“He’d be about ten, twelve.”

“Too young. Maybe she has a broth­er, a lover. We’ll look at
her.”

Mac­Mas­ters dragged a hand over his hair. She could see him
grasp­ing, reach­ing, try­ing to come back. “Maybe this was a hired
hit.”

“I don’t think so. Give me one more name, off the top.”

“Ce­cil Banks. Bad guy. Dealt Zeus, hunt­ed run­aways and kids
who ran the streets, got them hooked, pimped them out. Ran an
un­der­age sex busi­ness. We worked with SVU on that. When we
bust­ed the main op­er­ation he tried to rab­bit. He went out a
win­dow, missed the fire es­cape, and took a head­er down four
sto­ries. A lot of peo­ple lost heavy in­come and ac­cess when we
took him and his op­er­ations out.”

“When?”

“Two years ago last Septem­ber.”

“Fam­ily?”

“Ah, yeah. Yeah. He had a cou­ple of wom­en, ad­dicts. Both
claimed to be his wife. Nei­ther were, legal­ly. He had a broth­er,
younger broth­er. He did some run­ning for Ce­cil, but copped a
plea down to re­hab and com­mu­ni­ty ser­vice. Ris­so. Ris­so
Banks. He’d be about twen­ty-​two, twen­ty-​three.”

“They’re not in your threat file.”

“I was in on the busts, but not as pri­ma­ry. The wom­en made a
lot of noise, but noth­ing that wor­ried me. The kid, the broth­er?
Cried like a ba­by, which helped him with the plea.”

“Good. We’ll check it out. That’s what I want you to do.
What­ev­er springs, write it down, note the dates, the ba­sic
cir­cum­stances. We’ll take it from there.”

“Lieu­tenant, what is the prob­abil­ity Deena’s mur­der is
con­nect­ed to me, to the job? You’d have run that.”

No way to soft­en it. And to do so in­sult­ed him and his child.
“At this time, with the da­ta gath­ered, the prob­abil­ity is
nine­ty-​eight point eight.”

He sat again, and the mug in his hand trem­bled slight­ly. “It’s
bet­ter to know. Bet­ter to know. Do I tell her moth­er? I have to,
but how? How do I tell her moth­er? We’re plan­ning her memo­ri­al.
Thurs­day. It seems too fast, too soon. Thurs­day. We just
couldn’t … I’ll write it down. But how do I stand it?”

He broke. And watch­ing him shat­ter twist­ed her heart, her
guts. She stood where she was as Whit­ney went to him, as her
com­man­der gen­tly took the mug of cof­fee, set it aside, and put
his arms around Mac­Mas­ters.

Whit­ney looked at her, sig­naled for her to go.

She left, head­ed down­stairs. She want­ed out, just for a
mo­ment, just for a breath of air. When Sum­mer­set paused on the
bot­tom land­ing, some of the anger, some of the pity must have
shown on her face be­fore she schooled it away.

“The loss of a child goes deep­er than any,” he said. “It
doesn’t pass the way oth­er loss­es may. How­ev­er the loss came, a
par­ent looks in­ward. What could I have done, what didn’t I do?
When the loss comes from vi­olence, there are more ques­tions.
Ev­ery an­swer you give him is both pain and com­fort, but there
can’t be any com­fort with­out the pain.”

“None of the an­swers I gave him to­day lead to com­fort.”

“Not yet.”

When he con­tin­ued on, Eve sim­ply sat on the steps. She’d take
her mo­ment there.

Be­fore she could take the mo­ment, her ’link beeped.
“Dal­las.”

“Lieu­tenant Dal­las, this is Dr. Lap­koff of Columbia
Uni­ver­si­ty. I spoke with you and your hus­band last night.”

“That’s right.”

“I’d ap­pre­ci­ate a few mo­ments of your time to­day,
re­gard­ing this mat­ter.”

“This mat­ter is a homi­cide in­ves­ti­ga­tion.”

“I’m aware.” Lap­koff’s face re­mained cool and set. “As
por­tions of that in­ves­ti­ga­tion cross my mi­lieu, I’d like to
dis­cuss it. This in­sti­tu­tion will co­op­er­ate with you as much
as pos­si­ble. I would ap­pre­ci­ate the same from you and your
de­part­ment.”

“Are you on cam­pus now?”

“I am.”

“Twen­ty min­utes,” Eve said and clicked off.

She took out her com­mu­ni­ca­tor to con­tact Peabody.
“Sta­tus?”

“More of those shoes have been sold in the past six months than
you’d think. I’m con­cen­trat­ing on New York venues and on­line
sources.”

“Keep at it then. I’m go­ing to meet with the pres­ident of
Columbia, then with Mi­ra. Af­ter, we’re go­ing to check out a
cou­ple of pos­si­bles. I’ll swing back and get you, or tell you
where to meet me.”

She clicked off, con­tact­ed Mi­ra’s ad­min. “I need the doc­tor
to meet me rather than come in­to her of­fice. I’m go­ing to be in
the field.”

“Dr. Mi­ra is—”

“An es­sen­tial mem­ber of this in­ves­tiga­tive team. The
com­man­der has giv­en this in­ves­ti­ga­tion top pri­or­ity. I
need her to meet me at the build­ing hous­ing the of­fices of the
pres­ident of Columbia Uni­ver­si­ty in an hour.”

“She can’t make it in an hour. Nine­ty min­utes.”

“Nine­ty min­utes,” Eve con­firmed.

She drove to Morn­ing­side Heights, and to the beau­ty and the
age, the dig­ni­ty of Columbia. She parked as close as she could
man­age to Ad­min­is­tra­tion, or­dered her On Du­ty light and
se­cu­ri­ty on.

Any cam­pus dick who tried to cite it or move it would be shut
down, quick and fast.

Sum­mer stu­dents lolled on the greens, sat near the foun­tains
or strolled along the paths from build­ing to build­ing. Ages
ranged from shy of twen­ty to near­ing the cen­tu­ry mark. Some of
those old­er were staff, she as­sumed, but some would be stu­dents
as well. Fur­ther­ing their ed­uca­tion, go­ing for ad­vanced
de­grees, tak­ing a short course like a hob­by.

Dress al­so ranged, she not­ed, from slick suits to
maxi­car­gos, jeans to mi­croskirts. Plen­ty of ball caps, plen­ty
of Uni­ver­si­ty tees and sweats.

The UN­SUB could have blend­ed here so eas­ily, on a cam­pus
that sprawled and spread with dig­ni­fied greens and state­ly old
build­ings. Like Cen­tral Park, she thought, it was a world with­in
a world where a strange face wouldn’t cause a sin­gle lift­ed
eye­brow. Par­tic­ular­ly if he looked as if he be­longed.

Know where you’re go­ing and go there. Sit on the grass or a
bench and take in the air, or do a lit­tle out­door study­ing.

Ob­serv­ing. He’d have ob­served, even as she was now. The look,
the rhythm, the feel.

She made her way in­to Ad­min­is­tra­tion, of­fered her badge
for scan­ning. “I have an ap­point­ment with Dr. Lap­koff.”

The guard nod­ded, read the scan. “She put you on the log,
cleared you through.”

He shift­ed, gave her quick, con­cise di­rec­tions to the
of­fice of the pres­ident.

Rar­ified, Eve thought as she took the stairs. The air, the
ar­chi­tec­ture. The Ur­ban Wars had missed de­fil­ing or
de­stroy­ing most of the old­er build­ings here. She imag­ined
there were con­tem­po­rary touch­es—cams, se­cu­ri­ty, alarms,
an­imat­ed guides. But they’d tucked them away, out of view so the
am­biance was age and tra­di­tion.

Be­fore she’d reached the of­fices, a man of about thir­ty in
one of those slick suits crossed the wide mar­ble floor and
way­laid her.

“Lieu­tenant Dal­las?” His smile was as slick as his suit, his
ac­cent faint­ly, very faint­ly, Ital­ian. “I’m Dr. Lap­koff’s
ad­min­is­tra­tive as­sis­tant. She’d like me to bring you right
in.”

Good-​look­ing guy, she not­ed, but he’d nev­er pass for
nine­teen again. And his mocha skin couldn’t be mis­tak­en for
white. Too bad, the ad­min of the pres­ident would’ve been an
ex­cel­lent pos­si­bil­ity.

“How many peo­ple work in this build­ing,
ad­min­is­tra­tive­ly?”

“In the sum­mer?”

“No, fall through spring.”

“I can cer­tain­ly get you that in­for­ma­tion. Dr. Lap­koff has
an ad­min­is­tra­tive as­sis­tant, an ex­ec­utive sec­re­tary, and
a per­son­al as­sis­tant. Each of us al­so has an as­sis­tant.
Then, of course, there’s the provost and his staff, the vice
pres­idents and theirs. Right this way.”

He led her through a re­cep­tion area and straight in­to the
pres­ident’s do­main.

She’d thought it would be more posh and in­tim­idat­ing.
In­stead, de­spite its grand scale and dig­ni­fied an­tiques, it
looked like the of­fice of a very busy wom­an. It boast­ed an
ex­cel­lent view of the cam­pus and a stingy seat­ing area
com­prised of worn fur­ni­ture and up­hol­stery fad­ed by time and
sun.

Still, the wall of pho­tographs and de­grees could project the
in­tim­idat­ing. As could the wom­an who rose from be­hind a big,
clut­tered desk.

Her height and build earned her the term stat­uesque, and the
strong fea­tures vied for dom­inance with the laser blue eyes.

Eve imag­ined that pierc­ing look had giv­en re­cal­ci­trant
stu­dents, fac­ul­ty, and donors alike a good chill.

“Lieu­tenant, thank you for com­ing, and for be­ing so prompt.”
She strode around the desk with the gait of a wom­an who got where
she was go­ing with min­imum de­tours and shook Eve’s hand briskly.
“Har­ry, let’s get Lieu­tenant Dal­las some cof­fee.”

“No, thanks.”

“No? You can go Har­ry. Lieu­tenant.” She ges­tured to a chair,
then cir­cled be­hind her desk again. The po­si­tion of pow­er. “I
un­der­stand you paid a vis­it to one of our dorms last night.”

“Cor­rect.”

“I asked Dar­ian about it this morn­ing. He’s afraid he might be
in trou­ble, and is con­sid­er­ably up­set about the
cir­cum­stances.”

“He’s not in trou­ble with me. The cir­cum­stances are
up­set­ting.”

“They are. Dar­ian is an ex­cel­lent stu­dent with on­ly a few
mi­nor in­frac­tions. I vet­ted his record thor­ough­ly and
per­son­al­ly this morn­ing. I’m con­cerned that one of our
stu­dents was used to com­mit a crime, and one of this na­ture.
We’ve pro­vid­ed you with the da­ta you re quest­ed.”

“Ap­pre­ci­at­ed.”

Lap­koff sat back, smiled a lit­tle. The smile soft­ened her
face, but the eyes re­mained bold and sharp. “You’re an­noyed with
be­ing sum­moned here, so to speak. I un­der­stand. We’re wom­en of
po­si­tion and au­thor­ity, and be­ing sum­moned grates.”

“Mur­der grates, Dr. Lap­koff, a hell of a lot more.”

“Yes, it does. I didn’t ask you to come just to sat­is­fy my
cu­rios­ity. Though I ad­mit I want­ed a look at Roarke’s cop. And
Jamie Lingstrom’s. I’ve tak­en an in­ter­est in Jamie, as he
brought us Roarke.”

Those pierc­ing blue eyes sparked with amuse­ment for a mo­ment.
“Again, so to speak.”

“Roarke’s tak­en a per­son­al in­ter­est in Jamie.”

“So I’m told. And I un­der­stand from Dar­ian Jamie’s al­so
con­nect­ed to this girl.” She an­gled her head. “An­oth­er thing I
imag­ine we share is an abil­ity to in­ter­ro­gate and elic­it
in­for­ma­tion.” She wait­ed a mo­ment. “And to keep in­for­ma­tion
to our­selves. I ap­pre­ci­at­ed your dis­cre­tion, Lieu­tenant,
but—”

She leaned for­ward again. “This isn’t just my job. This
uni­ver­si­ty and all that goes with it are my re­spon­si­bil­ity.
And my pas­sion. The ob­vi­ous con­clu­sion is this uni­ver­si­ty
may be con­nect­ed to Deena Mac­Mas­ters’s death. That dis­turbs
me.”

She paused, shook her head as if im­pa­tient. “No, that’s not
ac­cu­rate. It piss­es me off. If the per­son who killed that girl
is as­so­ci­at­ed with Columbia, you can be­lieve I want to find
out. I want to of­fer any as­sis­tance I can.”

“I ap­pre­ci­ate your co­op­er­ation.”

“My pa­ter­nal grand­fa­ther was a cop.”

Eve’s eye­brows lift­ed. “Is that so?”

“In St. Paul. His sto­ries fas­ci­nat­ed me as a child. He
re­tired a De­tec­tive-​In­spec­tor. We were very proud of him.
Lieu­tenant.” Peach fold­ed her hands on the desk. “I be­lieve in
law and in or­der—and in a very dry mar­ti­ni. I al­so be­lieve in
this uni­ver­si­ty, what it stands for. Dar­ian and Jamie are what
it stands for. Dar­ian is sick with guilt and wor­ry. Jamie, though
I haven’t spo­ken to him, is prob­ably sick with grief. You,
Lieu­tenant, have a rep­uta­tion for get­ting things done, and
kick­ing what­ev­er ass needs to be kicked to do it. So do I. This
of­fice, and any of­fice or fa­cil­ity at this uni­ver­si­ty are at
your dis­pos­al.”

“That’s quite an of­fer.”

Now Peach edged for­ward and those eyes were frost­ed glass. “I
saw the morn­ing re­ports on the mur­der.”

“So it’s out.”

“They didn’t have much, but enough. They showed her pho­to.”

“I hope to have an artist’s ren­der­ing of the sus­pect by end
of day. That may lead to a name and lo­ca­tion, but un­less he’s in
the sys­tem al­ready, some­thing like that can take a great deal of
time. Do you have imag­ing pro­grams?”

“We do.”

“It’s pos­si­ble he was a stu­dent here at one time, or
em­ployed here. It’s pos­si­ble that if you ran that artist’s
ren­di­tion through imag­ing with your database of stu­dent and
staff IDs, you could match him be­fore we do.”

“I’ll ar­range it.”

“It can’t be done by any­one on staff. I need a cop to do it.
That would take a war­rant with­out your per­mis­sion and ap­proval
on record.”

“You’ll have both.”

“That cer­tain­ly cuts through the bull­shit.”

This time Peach flashed a bril­liant grin. “One of my best
skills and fa­vorite oc­cu­pa­tions.”

“Well then, when we have the sketch I’ll have an EDD man re­port
here for that du­ty.”

“I’ll clear it.”

“I be­lieve the sus­pect hacked in­to your stu­dent files in
April, added his da­ta, or the da­ta he wished, so that any check
would show him as a stu­dent here. He would have re­moved that
da­ta on or about the day of the mur­der. A good e-​man might be
able to find those hacks, and trace.”

Peach blew out a breath. “All right. It will be a lot of
te­dious work, I imag­ine.”

“That’s a good por­tion of what we do. Te­di­um.”

“Un­der­stood. Not so dif­fer­ent from what I do. I sup­pose I
was hop­ing for some­thing more im­me­di­ate and ex­cit­ing.”

“Then you didn’t lis­ten to your grand­fa­ther’s sto­ries very
close­ly.”

She smiled again. “I sus­pect he juiced them up. Still you get
juice. I’m look­ing for­ward to read­ing Na­dine Furst’s book on
the Icove case.”

“Hmm.” Eve got to her feet.

“Lieu­tenant. While I do be­lieve in law and or­der, in
ed­uca­tion and in that dry mar­ti­ni, I al­so be­lieve in
youth—its po­ten­tial and its brevi­ty, its mar­velous thirst. I’m
very sor­ry about Deena Mac­Mas­ters, very sor­ry that youth was
tak­en, and that po­ten­tial end­ed.”

“So are we all.”

Peach hand­ed Eve a card. “My con­tact in­for­ma­tion,
in­clud­ing my per­son­al ’link. Please use it if you need
any­thing.”

“Thank you, Dr. Lap­koff.”

“Call me Peach.”
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AS SHE CROSSED THE GREEN EVE REACHED FOR her pock­et ’link to
check if Mi­ra was on site or close, then spot­ted her. The po­lice
psy­chi­atrist and top pro-​fil­er sat in the white stream of
sun­light on the wide ledge of a grand foun­tain. She wore shades
with bold pink frames. Eve wasn’t sure she’d ev­er seen the
el­egant Mi­ra in shades, much less any so frivolous­ly fe­male.
Her face tipped up to the sun, her hair scooped back to wave at her
nape and ex­pose the mul­ti-​col­ored dan­gles at her ears, Mi­ra
looked ab­so­lute­ly re­laxed and per­fect­ly at home with the
ca­su­al sum­mer pace of the cam­pus.

A faint smile soft­ened a face love­ly in re­pose while the
wa­ter spilled mu­si­cal­ly from stone tier to stone tier be­hind
her. Her ex­cel­lent legs were crossed, ex­posed by the
knee-​length skirt of a suit the col­or of vanil­la cream. Sassy
open-​toed shoes in the same tone boast­ed nee­dle-​thin heels.
Be­side her sat a petal pink hand­bag large enough to swal­low a
tod­dler.

Eve won­dered if Mi­ra slept, and if she should poke her or
clear her throat. Then the smile spread, and Mi­ra sighed
deeply.

“God! What a gor­geous day. I so rarely get to take ad­van­tage
of a spec­tac­ular morn­ing like this.” Mi­ra lift­ed her
shoul­ders, then let them fall in a kind of hap­py shrug. “I have
to thank you for pulling me out­side.”

“Well, I’m glad there’s an up­side. I didn’t have time to go
down­town and back. We’re push­ing hard on this.”

“Un­der­stood. The age of the vic­tim and the con­nec­tion to a
po­lice of­fi­cer make it a pri­or­ity. Can we speak here?”

“Yeah.” Eve sat be­side her. “You read the file.”

“Yes.” Mi­ra touched her hand briefly to Eve’s, a ges­ture they
both knew ac­knowl­edged the painful mem­ories of Eve’s child­hood.
“Would you have tak­en this case if Mac­Mas­ters hadn’t asked for
you specif­ical­ly?”

“I don’t cher­ry-​pick as­sign­ments.” The sharp tone, the
de­fen­sive-​ness in it, caught Eve off guard. She shook it off.
“If I can’t han­dle what comes to me,” she said, “I don’t de­serve
the badge. That’s that.”

“For you, yes, I agree. Not with the phi­los­ophy, but with your
be­lief in it. She’s lucky to have you—Deena—be­cause you
un­der­stand what she faced in those last hours of her life.”

“It’s not the same.”

“No, it’s nev­er the same. And, con­verse­ly, it’s pre­cise­ly
the same. I need to ask be­fore we dis­cuss the case, about your
night­mares and flash­backs. I need to ask,” Mi­ra re­peat­ed,
gen­tly, when Eve’s face went blank. “If this case ex­ac­er­bates
them—”

“It’s not. It won’t. They’re not as bad.” Drag­ging a hand
through her hair, Eve strug­gled to put an­noy­ance at the
per­son­al queries aside. Mi­ra was right, she ad­mit­ted, the
ques­tion need­ed to be asked. “I still have them, but they’re not
as … se­vere,” she de­cid­ed. “They’re not as fre­quent or as
in­tense. I think I’ve come to a place—I don’t know—it hap­pened,
and noth­ing can change what he did to me. But I stopped him. If I
go back, in the night­mares, I can stop him again if I have to. He
doesn’t have the pow­er any­more. I do.”

“Yes.” Mi­ra’s smile was as bril­liant as the sun­light, and
again she laid her hand over Eve’s. “You do.”

“I can’t stop the night­mares, but I can han­dle them bet­ter
now. They’re not a dance in a mead­ow, which I don’t get any­way.
Why is danc­ing in a mead­ow with all that tall grass hid­ing
what­ev­er’s slink­ing around un­der it, and the bugs fly­ing
around your head such a fun deal?”

“Hmm” was the best Mi­ra could think of.

“What I mean is I don’t look for­ward to get­ting jerked around
by my sub­con­scious, but it doesn’t kick my ass night­ly, not
any­more.”

“I’m glad to hear it. Very glad.”

“I had a few mo­ments, look­ing at Deena, at what was done to
her, that had me a lit­tle shaky. But I got through it. It won’t
af­fect my abil­ity to lead the in­ves­ti­ga­tion.”

“I’d wor­ry about your abil­ity to lead the in­ves­ti­ga­tion if
you weren’t touched in some way by what was done to her.”

Eve said noth­ing for a few mo­ments. “And you brought this up,
pushed it, so I could get it out. So I wouldn’t have it sneak­ing
around in the back of my mind.”

Mi­ra gave Eve’s hand a quick pat. “Did it work?”

“Ap­par­ent­ly.”

“Well, good for me. And you. And Deena.”

“Okay.” Done, Eve thought. For now. “Did you re­view the
video?”

“Yes. Par­tic­ular­ly cru­el, isn’t it? To force the girl to say
those things, to in­tend the fa­ther to hear them, to show,
graph­ical­ly to the fa­ther the re­sult.”

“No ques­tion it was a mes­sage to Mac­Mas­ters.”

“No, none. It was all a mes­sage. The lo­ca­tion, the use of
po­lice re­straints, the method, and even the length of time the
killer spent. Hours.”

“He en­joyed it,” Eve com­ment­ed. “He en­joyed stretch­ing it
out.”

“Un­doubt­ed­ly. But more, it’s a form of brag­ging. An
in-​your-​face ges­ture. I did this to what you loved, in your own
home, and I took my time.”

“He made her suf­fer, want­ed Mac­Mas­ters to know she’d
suf­fered, that he’d had to­tal pow­er over her.”

“The rapes are an­oth­er form of that pow­er, and that mes­sage.
I vi­olat­ed her, hurt her, hu­mil­iat­ed her, ter­ri­fied her,
took her in­no­cence be­fore I took her life.” Mi­ra shift­ed,
an­gling to­ward Eve. “And he did so by first charm­ing and
daz­zling her, mak­ing her feel some­thing for him, be­lieve he
felt some­thing for her.”

“It hurts more that way.” Eve stud­ied the stu­dents strolling
or jog­ging by. “Hurts her more when she un­der­stands he felt
noth­ing.”

“It adds to it, to that pow­er. He de­ceived her first,
de­vel­oped a re­la­tion­ship with her that took ef­fort and
time—and again he took his time. He en­joyed the plan­ning, the
de­ceit, her ro­man­tic en­tan­gle­ment with him as much as the
killing it­self.”

“He’s young. If he passed for nine­teen, he can’t be past
thir­ty.” She watched the peo­ple walk­ing by, cal­cu­lat­ed their
age on looks, skin tone, move­ment, ges­tures, wardrobe. “And I’d
say younger than that. Mid-​twen­ties. But he’s or­ga­nized,
con­trolled, fo­cused. He doesn’t have a young mind, doesn’t give
in to im­pulse—or cer­tain­ly, not with this. He stalked and
stud­ied and re­searched his tar­get. He knew ex­act­ly how to
ap­proach her.”

“So­cio­path­ic ten­den­cies, with a pur­pose,” Mi­ra
con­firmed. “It’s a dan­ger­ous com­bi­na­tion. While the video
wasn’t an im­pulse, it was in­dul­gent. He need­ed Mac­Mas­ters to
un­der­stand: This is your fault. Even the cru­el­ty, the rape, the
killing wasn’t enough un­less Mac­Mas­ters un­der­stood he was to
blame for it. He didn’t want the fa­ther just shat­tered, he
want­ed him to un­der­stand this was a re­sult of some pri­or act
or of­fense.”

“We’re go­ing through his cas­es. I’ve got a cou­ple of lines to
tug.”

“He’ll be buried there.” Mi­ra shook her head. “Noth­ing and no
one ob­vi­ous. While it’s hard to be­lieve this is his first kill,
it may be. It was a pur­pose, so may very well have driv­en him for
some time. All the ev­idence you’ve gath­ered in­di­cates to me he
knows how to ac­cli­mate, to blend, to be­have in a fash­ion
so­ci­ety con­sid­ers nor­mal or ac­cept­able.”

“He’s spent time on this cam­pus, and he has e-​skills.”

“He has ed­uca­tion. Your vic­tim was a bright stu­dent, and
she’d ex­pect him to have ed­uca­tion as he posed as a col­lege
stu­dent. He would do what’s ex­pect­ed, there­fore ac­cli­mate. He
has a job or a source of in­come. But I be­lieve he deals with
peo­ple. He would need to, to ob­serve them, to ply his trade of
be­ing what’s ex­pect­ed. He prob­ably lives alone and is
con­sid­ered by his neigh­bors, his cowork­ers, to be a nice young
man. Friend­ly, help­ful. He de­tests au­thor­ity, but would be
care­ful not to show it. Does what he’s told, and if nec­es­sary,
finds a way to pay back any slight or of­fense.

“The po­lice are the en­emy,” Mi­ra con­tin­ued, “but it’s
un­like­ly he’ll have a sheet. Mi­nor stuff, per­haps, be­fore he
ful­ly de­vel­oped con­trol and fo­cus. More than that, this cop is
the en­emy, some­one to be crushed. But not di­rect­ly. He
un­der­stands it’s more painful to take away a loved one.”

“Like Mac­Mas­ters took away one of his.”

“I be­lieve so. Yes, that would be my con­clu­sion. If it was
Mac­Mas­ters and him, the pun­ish­ment would have been more
di­rect. But this pun­ish­ment—it’s your fault—in­di­cates a
spe­cif­ic sort of pay­ment. You took mine, I take yours.”

But who? Eve won­dered, frus­trat­ed. Or what? “Mac­Mas­ters has
rid­den a desk for a long time. He doesn’t work the streets. He’s
got a rep for clos­ing cas­es, or su­per­vis­ing cops who do. But
he’s me­thod­ical, not flashy. He’s a straight ar­row, and he
doesn’t have any ter­mi­na­tions. He’s nev­er tak­en down a
sus­pect on the job.”

“There are oth­er ways to take away a loved one be­sides
death.”

“Yeah, and I’ve thought of that. But, do you rape and kill, go
through all that led up to it, be­cause a cop had a part in
send­ing your broth­er, your fa­ther, what­ev­er, to a cage? It’s
eye for eye. Death for death. It’s pur­pose, like you said.”

“I’m in­clined to agree, but peo­ple die in prison, are killed
or self-​ter­mi­nate. Or come out and do the same. Wit­ness­es are
mur­dered to pre­vent them from tes­ti­fy­ing, and the po­lice work
to con­vince them to tes­ti­fy. Vic­tims are not al­ways giv­en
jus­tice.”

“Yeah, been there, too. How do we find this bas­tard’s loved
one—who died, was killed, went in, got whacked—in the case files of
a cop with more than twen­ty years on the job?”

“He’ll be­lieve or have con­vinced him­self that this per­son
was or is in­no­cent. As Deena was in­no­cent. You might con­sid­er
that this con­nec­tion to the killer was abused, in­jured, raped,
killed in or out of prison. Or one who self-​ter­mi­nat­ed af­ter
re­lease, or af­ter an at­tack. I’d start look­ing for some­one who
was stran­gled or smoth­ered. The method was an­oth­er mes­sage. He
could have beat­en her to death, used a knife, giv­en her an
over­dose. There are any num­ber of ways to kill a help­less girl.
He chose the method.”

“That’s right, that’s ex­act­ly right.” Eve nar­rowed her eyes
as she turned it over. “Ev­ery de­tail was planned. Of course he
planned the method. Not just be­cause he want­ed to see her when he
killed her, not just be­cause he want­ed to use his hands. Be­cause
he had to, to make his point. It’s a good an­gle. We can nar­row it
down with that, push on that.”

She thought it through. “They’re hav­ing Deena’s memo­ri­al on
Thurs­day.”

“There can’t be any­thing more painful. How is Mac­Mas­ters
hold­ing up?”

“Bare­ly. He’s ready to take the blame, even with­out know­ing
about the vid. The killer wast­ed time there. He asked me how he
was sup­posed to stand it, and I didn’t have an an­swer. I don’t
know what it’s like to have a kid, but I know when the vic’s a kid
it’s hard­er. We all feel that. I don’t know how any­one stands it
when it’s their kid.”

“Most re­ly on the nat­ural or­der. Chil­dren bury their
par­ents, not the oth­er way around. Those of us who do what we do
know mur­der, even death, has no re­spect for the nat­ural or­der.
This is a bur­den Mac­Mas­ters and his wife will nev­er lay down.
In time, they’ll live, work, play, make love, laugh, but they won’t
ev­er lay this down.”

“Yeah.” She thought of what Sum­mer­set had told her. “That’s
what I hear. In any case, the memo­ri­al. I think he’ll find a way
to be there. I think he’ll need to see the re­sults of his work.
He’ll need to see Mac­Mas­ters grieve and suf­fer. He’d have to be
ab­so­lute­ly sure, wouldn’t he, that he’d done the job? How­ev­er
fo­cused he is, he’s still young. What’s the point of screw­ing
with some­one if you don’t see them squirm?”

“I agree. There’s a very high prob­abil­ity that he’ll find a
way to at­tend, or at least find a way to ob­serve Mac­Mas­ters.
The girl was the weapon. Mac­Mas­ters was the goal.”

“That’s what I think. Thanks for meet­ing me.”

“I on­ly re­gret I can’t find an ex­cuse to work right here the
rest of the day. It’s a love­ly cam­pus. I’ve giv­en some lec­tures
here, and at­tend­ed a cou­ple of per­for­mances, but—”

“Wait. Lec­tures. Per­for­mances—like the­ater?”

“Yes, they have an ex­cel­lent the­ater.”

“And the pub­lic can at­tend this stuff?”

“Of course. They—”

“Wait.” She snapped it this time, and yanked out her ’link. “Dr.
Lap­koff.”

“That was very quick.”

“I need a list of ev­ery per­for­mance, con­cert, lec­ture, vid,
live, ho­lo—open to the pub­lic from April to this past Sat­ur­day.
Send it to this con­tact.” She read off the da­ta for her unit at
Cen­tral.

“I’ll ar­range it.”

“Thanks.”

“You know Peach?” Mi­ra asked when Eve clicked off and keyed in
an­oth­er code.

“Huh? Well, sort of. You know her?”

“Yes. Den­nis and I are pa­trons of the uni­ver­si­ty. He taught
here for years.”

“He—re­al­ly? Mr. Mi­ra taught here?”

“You know he was a pro­fes­sor.”

Eve thought of Den­nis Mi­ra and his com­fort­able,
mis­but­toned cardi­gans, his kind eyes, charm­ing­ly vague
de­meanor. “Yeah, I guess I nev­er … ”

“He still gives the oc­ca­sion­al course and of­ten lec­tures.
We’re very friend­ly with Peach and her fam­ily.”

“Small world. Jamie.” She turned back to the ’link. “Have you
gone to any of the con­certs, plays, lec­tures, what­ev­er at
Columbia since April?”

“What?” He had the glassy-​eyed look of an e-​geek deep in
chips. “Yeah, I went to a lec­ture on e-​crime.”

“No, not that. Some­thing Deena would have been in­to.”

“You mean like singing and danc­ing and shit?” He gave her a
look that could on­ly come from the young and the pained. “Why
would I?”

“What I thought.” She cut him off, tagged Peabody. “I want you
to go to the scene, get any play­bills, posters, sou­venirs,
what­ev­er the hell per­tain­ing to any con­cert, per­for­mance,
lec­ture at Columbia from the time of the meet un­til the day of
the mur­der. Bring them to Cen­tral. Toss in any of the same from
any­where dur­ing the same time frame.”

“Can do. On the shoes? I thought about what you said. Up­per
East wasn’t his spot. Prob­ably Deena’s area isn’t ei­ther if he
didn’t want any chance of get­ting spot­ted. So I’m fo­cus­ing on
down­town ven­dors. Just a hunch.”

“Not bad. We’ll work that first. Get the stuff, head to the
house. I’ll be there in­side an hour.”

Eve shoved the ’link away, rose. “Thanks. Good an­gle. I have to
book.”

“If you’re head­ing back to Cen­tral, maybe I could catch a
ride.”

“I have to go see a guy about his dead broth­er.”

Mi­ra gath­ered up her big pink bag. “Won’t that be
in­ter­est­ing? May I?”

“I guess. He’s a po­ten­tial. Not high on the list, but …
Well, if he gives us any trou­ble, you could hit him with that bag
and do some dam­age.”

Mi­ra stroked a lov­ing hand over the pas­tel leather. “We all
have our weapons.”

When they reached her ve­hi­cle, Eve did a run on Ris­so Banks,
ob­tained his home and work ad­dress­es.

“White male, age twen­ty-​four. He’s kept his nose clean since
his broth­er’s bust and un­for­tu­nate demise, and has gain­ful
em­ploy­ment. Which fits the pro­file. Un­mar­ried, no co­hab on
record. Al­so fits. And it doesn’t. His broth­er goes
down—lit­er­al­ly, as in four sto­ries to splat. Mac­Mas­ters is
the boss, but not the pri­ma­ry, and it’s a shared bust with SVU.
Ce­cil, the broth­er, worked the il­le­gals and pe­dophile
trades.”

“A charmer.”

“Ap­par­ent­ly. He wasn’t raped, kicked around, smoth­ered, or
stran­gled. He took a head­er out a win­dow while try­ing to avoid
ar­rest. Still, not far out of the way.”

“A lot of it’s elim­inat­ing, isn’t it? Leg­work, ’link work,
de­tails.” Ob­vi­ous­ly con­tent, Mi­ra set­tled back. “What an
in­ter­est­ing ve­hi­cle. It looks so or­di­nary from the out­side,
but it has more hard­ware than my of­fice in­side. And it’s very
com­fort­able—smooth, too,” she added as Eve wove through
traf­fic.

“It moves like a tur­bo, and ver­ti­cals like a jet-​copter.
Ar­mored and blast proof. It was … sort of a
fa­vor-​slash-​present from Roarke.”

“A present so you wouldn’t have to con­tin­ual­ly knock heads
with Req­ui­si­tions. I heard about the last wreck.”

Be­fore she could stop her­self, Eve hunched her shoul­ders. “It
wasn’t my fault.”

“No, but … And the fa­vor so you’d be able to ac­cept it,
and he’d be able to feel you were as safe as pos­si­ble.”

“I guess bull’s-​eyes like that are why you have all the
ini­tials af­ter your name.”

“That, and I like to think know­ing you and Roarke fair­ly well.
It’s an ex­cel­lent fa­vor-​slash-​present. Tell me, since we have
a lit­tle time, is ev­ery­one ready for the wed­ding? We’re
look­ing for­ward to it.”

“I guess, prob­ably.” The word wed­ding had a lit­tle em­ber of
guilt and un­ease burn­ing in Eve’s gut. “I’m sup­posed to tag
Louise—peo­ple tell me—and of­fer to do ma­tron-​of-​hon­or stuff.
I don’t know what that is. We did the show­er thing, and the dress
I’m sup­posed to wear’s be­ing de­liv­ered to­day. What else is
there?”

“Is that a rhetor­ical ques­tion?”

“Shit.”

“I’d ad­vise to con­tact Louise when you have a few free
mo­ments, and ask her if she needs any­thing. Very like­ly she
won’t need any­thing but to talk or vent for a bit. She’s an
ef­fi­cient sort who knows what she wants and has cer­tain­ly
ar­ranged it. But there are in­vari­ably lit­tle glitch­es and
headaches at the last minute. All you re­al­ly need to do is
lis­ten.”

Eve cut her gaze, full of cau­tious hope, to­ward Mi­ra.
“Re­al­ly?”

“I’d give that an eighty-​eight-​point-​three
prob­abil­ity.”

Eve mulled it, re­lieved. “That’s de­cent.”

“I went by their new home last week, to take a look at Charles’s
of­fice. He’s ner­vous and ex­cit­ed, and has set up a very good
area there. Of course I got a tour of the whole house. It’s com­ing
along beau­ti­ful­ly, I think. Ur­ban, clas­sic, eclec­tic—very
them. They’re go­ing to make a nice life there.”

“It’s good. They’re good. It’s all good. I just want to get
through this wed­ding thing.”

“Don’t tell me you’re ner­vous.”

“No. Well, yeah.” Ner­vous about be­ing ner­vous had Eve
shift­ing in her seat. “What if the case is run­ning hot, or I’m
about to close it, or any of the shit that comes down on the job
comes down on the day? What do you do? With Roarke, I don’t have to
wor­ry. He gets it. If I have to can­cel some­thing or I’m late,
what­ev­er, he gets it. He’s ex­treme­ly frosty in that area. And I
still feel guilty some­times. But this is oth­er. I get that this
is, like, The Day. It’s ma­jor for Louise. I don’t want to screw it
up.”

“You can on­ly do what you can do, Eve. Louise un­der­stands
emer­gen­cies, pri­or­ities, the de­mands of a vo­ca­tion. She’s a
doc­tor.”

Eve frowned over it a mo­ment. “That’s right. She’s a doc­tor.
If she’s got her hands in some­body’s body cav­ity, she’s not
go­ing to pull them out and walk off to put on a fan­cy dress.
She’d fin­ish first.”

“I cer­tain­ly hope so.”

“Okay. That’s bet­ter. It’s okay.”

“What are you wear­ing?”

“A yel­low thing.”

Mi­ra smiled. “Eyes straight, don’t look at me, and tell me what
I’m wear­ing.”

“Did you for­get?”

“In­dulge me.”

“A suit, knee-​length skirt, three-​but­ton jack­et—off-​white.
Kind of vanil­la. Square, sil­ver but­tons, lacy top. Shoes, light
pink, cut-​out toes, an­kle-​break­er heels about the width of a
nee­dle. Mul­ti­col­ored stone ear­rings, dan­gle style, sil­ver,
and a sil­ver three-​strand neck chain with some lit­tle stones set
at var­ious points. Hu­mon­go pink hand­bag, and fair­ly iced
pink-​framed sun­shades—both of which match the paint on your
toe­nails. Wed­ding band, fan­cy sil­ver wrist unit with spark­ly
bracelet.

“How do you re­mem­ber to stick on all that,” Eve won­dered,
“the spark­ly things?”

“It’s called van­ity,” Mi­ra told her. “I en­joy mine. And it’s
so in­ter­est­ing you can on­ly re­call your dress for the wed­ding
be­ing a yel­low thing, and can de­scribe what I’m wear­ing down to
the width of my heels. Which, yes, are mis­er­ably
un­com­fort­able, but so pret­ty.”

Mi­ra turned her an­kles to ad­mire them. “And now that I’ve
seen your clos­et first­hand, I don’t know how you re­sist deck­ing
your­self out in all those beau­ti­ful clothes ev­ery day.”

“Maybe I’m like the ve­hi­cle,” Eve de­cid­ed. “Keep it
or­di­nary on the out­side, so no­body no­tices all the hard­ware
in­side.”

“Very good.” Mi­ra laughed. “Very good.”

“It’s what he does,” Eve mur­mured.

“And we’ve cir­cled back.”

“Keep it or­di­nary, ev­ery day, un­ob­tru­sive on the out­side.
No­body sees what’s in­side. No­body sees a mon­ster. When he goes
to get a slice or buy shoes, no­body no­tices him. Or, if he wants
them to, they see a nice kid, good-​look­ing young guy. Not
spec­tac­ular, that they’d re­mem­ber. Just good-​look­ing,
po­lite, bare­ly stirs the air. We’ve got two wits who saw him with
Deena, and that’s all they gave me, near­ly all. We’ll do bet­ter
be­cause Yan­cy’s good at dig­ging out the de­tails, but they
didn’t think about him, didn’t check him out es­pe­cial­ly.
Wouldn’t have not­ed him at all, most like­ly, ex­cept he was with
her. They knew her, so they no­ticed him.”

She snagged a sec­ond-​lev­el spot a half block from Ris­so’s
work ad­dress, then glanced at Mi­ra’s heels. “It’s a short hike.
Can you han­dle that?”

“I’m a pro­fes­sion­al.”

Halfway down, Eve cursed, sighed, then vault­ed over the safe­ty
rail to the side­walk. “Be right back,” she called out as Mi­ra
gaped at her.

She’d seen the snatch, and re­al­ly the mark de­served it.
Bop­ping along, gawk­ing at store­fronts with his back pock­et
bulging. Or it had been un­til the street thief plucked out the
wal­let with the clas­sic bump and grab.

The thief con­tin­ued on, un­hur­ried, with the wal­let al­ready
in­side the right front pock­et of his pants, un­der the bulk of
his bag­gy hood­ie.

Eve sprint­ed a quar­ter block to close the dis­tance, then
dropped down to a brisk New York­er’s pace. She tapped the thief on
the shoul­der. “Sor­ry, can you help me?”

He gave her a round-​eyed in­no­cent look, just an­oth­er guy on
the street. “What with?”

“Well, I’ve got oth­er stuff to do, re­al­ly pressed for time,
so you could help me out and just hand me the wal­let you just
lift­ed. It’s in here.” She slapped her hand on his pock­et. “Oh,
and any oth­er prop­er­ty you’ve lift­ed to­day, too. Then we can
both be about our busi­ness.”

“Don’t know what you’re talk­ing about. Piss it.” She felt him
gath­er to run, grabbed his shoul­der.

“You could re­al­ly make this quick and sim­ple for both of us.
I don’t want to take time to—Hey!”

He ducked, piv­ot­ed, squirmed like a snake shed­ding skin, and
left her hold­ing an emp­ty hood­ie.

He had a squat tor­so on squat legs. It re­al­ly wasn’t even a
chal­lenge. De­spite the fact she had to dodge pedes­tri­ans when
the thief was con­tent to shove, bull, and burst through them, she
caught him be­fore the end of the block.

“Help, help!” He barked it out when she pushed him face-​first
in­to the near­est build­ing. “Po­lice!”

“Come on, you mo­ron, you know I’m the po­lice.” She cuffed his
hands be­hind his back, kneed his legs apart to make him spread
them. “If you make me chase you again, you’re go­ing to be eat­ing
side­walk.”

She pat­ted him down, found no weapons and six wal­lets.

“Any one of these yours, ass­hole?”

“I found those.” Dart­ing eyes re­placed wide eyes. “I was
go­ing to find a cop and turn them in. Sweartagod.”

“Uh-​huh. I saw you find this one in that guy’s back pock­et.
I’m sure he’s go­ing to be re­al­ly grate­ful.”

“I called for uni­forms.” Mi­ra hur­ried up on her ice-​pick
heels.

“Good, saves me.” She tapped the thief on the back of the head.
“See? See? You just couldn’t help me out. Now we’ve both got to go
through the deal. You!” She point­ed at the mark who was
cur­rent­ly one of the look­ie-​loos star­ing at the scene.

“Me? Me? I didn’t do any­thing.”

“Got ID?”

“Yes. Sure. I got … ” He reached for his back pock­et. “My
wal­let! My wal­let’s gone!”

“Isn’t that a co­in­ci­dence? I’ve got it right here.” Keep­ing
one el­bow in the small of the thief’s back, she held up the
wal­let. “It’s like mag­ic, isn’t it? To get it back you’ll need to
wait here for the uni­formed of­fi­cers and file a re­port with
them.”

“I was hav­ing a good day,” the thief mut­tered. “A re­al­ly
good day.”

“It’s in the toi­let now.” She held up her badge to flash the
two uni­forms hus­tling their way.

It took time she didn’t want to spend, but in the end, she
sup­posed, jus­tice was served.

“You gave me such a start,” Mi­ra said. “One sec­ond you’re
there, the next you’re jump­ing over the rail and run­ning.”

“Yet an­oth­er rea­son not to wear fan­cy duds and an­kle
break­ers.”

“You have a point.”

They back­tracked to the store where Ris­so was em­ployed.

A lot of gad­getry, she not­ed, all un­der the ban­ner: 20% Off!
This Week On­ly! that had prob­ably been draped there for
years.

She made Ris­so Banks from his ID shot, and saw him make her for
a cop. He strolled over, with a red­wood-​sized chip on his
shoul­der.

“Saw you take down that mug. He didn’t have any speed.”

“He had six wal­lets that weren’t his.”

“Crime’s ev­ery­where.”

He was a good-​look­ing guy—a bit on the smirky side—with a
short cen­tu­ri­on cut that looked fresh. Dark hair, sulky brown
eyes. The right height and build, but she didn’t get a buzz off
him.

“Do you want to talk here, Ris­so, or some­where more
pri­vate?”

“If you’ve got some­thing to say, say it. The boss knows I had
some trou­ble a while back. I haven’t had any since. He knows that,
too. I did the terms of my deal.”

“Your broth­er got a hard­er deal.”

He shrugged, then head jerked her to­ward the rear of the shop.
“He screwed me up. Fed me il­le­gals be­fore I’m ten, got me
hooked. I worked for him, sure. What else was there? And when it
came down, he ran, and he left me for the cops. He ran, try­ing to
save his own ass, and didn’t do any­thing to help me. So he got
what was com­ing to him, as far as I can see. And I’m not shed­ding
any tears over it. I got straight, I got work. Cops like to come
around giv­ing me the fish eye, fine. I’m clean.”

“If you give me the right an­swer to one ques­tion, I walk out.
No harm, no foul.”

“De­pends on the ques­tion.”

“You got at­ti­tude, Ris­so. I have to ad­mire that. Sat­ur­day
from six p.m. to Sun­day, three a.m.”

“We close at six on Sat­ur­day. Me and the boss closed up, left
about quar­ter af­ter. You can ask him.”

“And af­ter?”

He gave a jerky shrug that she in­ter­pret­ed as an­noy­ance
rather than nerves. “Went home, got cleaned up some. Eight o’clock
me, the boss, and three oth­er guys played cards like we do
Sat­ur­day night, once a month. Game was at my place this round.”
He grinned, with that hint of smirk. “Friend­ly stakes.”

“I’m not wor­ried about the stakes. Is that your boss?” She
ges­tured to­ward the pot­bel­lied man try­ing to sell a cus­tomer
a new PPC.

“Yeah. And the guy in the back, Carmine, he was at the
game.”

“Hold on a minute.”

She crossed to the pot­bel­ly, held up her badge. “Quick one.
Who closed with you Sat­ur­day night, and at what time?”

“Ris­so, he’s over there. We closed it up about six.”

“When did you see him next?”

“At his place, a cou­ple hours lat­er. We had a card game. Is
there a prob­lem?”

“No, no prob­lem. Thanks.”

“He’s a good boy,” the man said as Eve start­ed to turn away.
“He comes in on time, does the work, and doesn’t com­plain. I gave
him a raise last week ’cause he earned it.”

Eve nod­ded. “He’s not in any trou­ble.”

She walked back to Ris­so, hand­ed him her card. “Cops come in
giv­ing you the fish eye, let me know.”

He stared at the card. “Why?”

“Be­cause I asked a ques­tion and you gave me the right an­swer.
Be­cause you’re not your broth­er.”

Eve walked out while he con­tin­ued to stare at the card.

“That was well done,” Mi­ra told her.

“Elim­ina­tion. Just cross­ing the lines.”

“That’s not what I meant.”

Eve shrugged and walked with Mi­ra back to the car.

Kin­dred In Death
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KAR­LENE ROBINS PUNCHED IN HER CODE, swiped her re­al­ty ID in
the slot. She hummed to her­self as se­cu­ri­ty rec­og­nized both.
A per­fect day, she thought, shak­ing back her curl­ing mane of
glossy black hair. She had hopes to make it spec­tac­ular by
clos­ing the sale on the very frosty loft with her very young and
well-​heeled client.

It was just what he was af­ter. She could hard­ly be­lieve her
luck, and the tim­ing. The prop­er­ty had fall­en in­to her lap,
just the night be­fore, when the pre­vi­ous buy­ers broke
con­tract.

Their loss, and she re­al­ly hoped her gain.

She stepped in­side the tiny lob­by area, cod­ed in for the
el­eva­tor.

The com­mis­sion would be a whop­per, and couldn’t come at a
bet­ter time. She was get­ting mar­ried on Sat­ur­day, and
think­ing of it, she did a lit­tle spin in­to the el­eva­tor.

She could close this deal, have all the pa­per­work in or­der in
a snap, snap, snap. When she and Tony got back from their
hon­ey­moon, they’d go to set­tle­ment, she’d present the hap­py
new loft own­er with a big-​ass gift bas­ket full of fan­cy wines
and eats—and most im­por­tant—col­lect her big, beau­ti­ful
com­mis­sion.

She scanned the lit­tle el­eva­tor car, nod­ded ap­proval. Good
se­cu­ri­ty, smooth ride, pri­va­cy. And the open­work iron doors,
she thought when she reached the loft, added that funky retro
touch.

They opened sound­less­ly in­to a high-​ceilinged space with
wide, wide win­dows and a dou­ble trio of sky­lights.

The orig­inal wood floors—and how of­ten did you find that—were
stylish­ly dis­tressed. The walls, neu­tral tones cho­sen to sell,
were ful­ly sound­proofed. Kitchen, she mused, wan­der­ing through,
to­tal­ly up-​to-​date. Com­pact, shin­ing ap­pli­ances with the
fun and funky ze­bra-​striped coun­ters con­fig­ured for max­imum
use of space.

The client prob­ably wouldn’t cook for him­self. He was from
mon­ey, and cur­rent­ly try­ing to make a name for him­self as an
artist. He’d en­ter­tain though, and this was a fine space for
that.

Add two bed­rooms—one that would stand in very well as stu­dio
space with more sky­lights, more win­dows—and south­ern
ex­po­sure—and what she con­sid­ered a dream bath­room with jet
tub, jet show­er, dry­ing tube, smoked glass walls—and he’d nev­er
do bet­ter.

The place said—no cheered, she cor­rect­ed—it cheered young,
fun, hip, and well-​off.

She fluffed her hair, turned to check her­self out in the
mir­ror. Ap­pear­ance mat­tered. She’d dressed care­ful­ly, groomed
care­ful­ly to suit the client and the lo­ca­tion.

He want­ed So­Ho, arty, a hot spot amid plen­ty of gal­leries,
restau­rants, clubs. And this was it. Kar­lene fig­ured his re­al
es­tate agent should re­flect the same at a show­ing. She’d cho­sen
the short black skirt, the high leop­ard-​print heels, and the bold
red top with its sil­ver bead­ing rather than a more se­date suit
very de­lib­er­ate­ly.

It trans­mit­ted young and frost—which she was, she thought with
a laugh—but for some clients you want­ed to project ma­tu­ri­ty,
sta­bil­ity, so­bri­ety.

This guy was younger than she was.

Must be nice, she thought as she glanced at her wrist unit, and
con­tin­ued to wan­der, to fluff some of the wild­ly pat­terned
pil­lows on the fur­ni­ture staged in the liv­ing area. Bare­ly
twen­ty-​two and able to af­ford a prime So­Ho loft.

She and Tony had a nice place, she re­mind­ed her­self. And with
her eye for dec­orat­ing and bar­gains she’d squeezed plen­ty of
juice in it. But one day—and with com­mis­sions like this
one—they’d be able to af­ford a big, sun­ny loft.

She dug in­to her bag, took out the scent tube she’d cho­sen. In
the kitchen again, she crouched to plug it in­to the air sys­tem.
In mo­ments, the loft would smell, sub­tly, of sug­ar cook­ies. A
good choice, she felt, for a younger client.

She crossed to the liv­ing area’s mood screen, switched it on to
a live­ly, en­er­get­ic mix of col­ors and shapes, then or­dered
the mu­sic sys­tem on—not too loud.

“Set the tone,” she said, turn­ing in a cir­cle to take it all
in, “make it home.”

She con­sid­ered open­ing the wall pan­el to dis­play the
se­cu­ri­ty mon­itors, then de­cid­ed against it. He was too young
to wor­ry over­much there—and she’d make a point of show­ing him
when they did the tour. In­stead she walked to the wide front
win­dows, stood look­ing out on what she hoped—for her­self and her
client—would soon be Drew Pit­ter­ing’s neigh­bor­hood.

Like the kitchen, the peo­ple walk­ing be­low were up-​to-​date.
Neo-​Bo­hemi­an was the tone here, the pace. Artists dis­play­ing
their wares on the side­walk, peo­ple sip­ping cof­fee drinks and
hav­ing in­tense con­ver­sa­tions out­side of cafés and bistros.
Too-​iced-​to-​care bou­tiques squeezed in be­side edgy lit­tle
gal­leries.

It suit­ed him so well. Com­mis­sion aside, she worked hard to
suit the client to the prop­er­ty, and vice ver­sa. Be­fore she hit
thir­ty, she in­tend­ed to have her own busi­ness. She’d al­ready
cho­sen the name. Ur­ban Views.

Four years left in her goal, she mused. And she just knew she’d
make it.

If Drew took the bite here, she’d be on her way.

He was run­ning a lit­tle late, she re­al­ized. But then, client
was king. She took a breath, then pulled out her ’link. She was
go­ing to be op­ti­mistic, think pos­itive—and make reser­va­tions
for her and Tony at their fa­vorite restau­rant to cel­ebrate the
sale.

It wasn’t jinx­ing it, she told her­self. It was an­tic­ipat­ing
it. Vi­su­al­iz­ing it. Tonight, they were go­ing to drink
cham­pagne and toast the fu­ture.

Once done, she ran back through her ap­point­ment book to make
cer­tain she had the rest of her week—her last week as a sin­gle
wom­an—in or­der. Fi­nal fit­ting, fi­nal con­sult with the
cater­er and plan­ner, the full day of spa and sa­lon treat­ments
for her­self and her wed­ding par­ty.

Check, check, check.

When her ’link beeped, she checked the dis­play and had one
mo­ment of con­cern. “Please don’t be call­ing to can­cel,” she
mut­tered, then an­swered with a cheer­ful tone. “Hel­lo, Drew! I’m
stand­ing here look­ing out your front win­dow. It’s a very frosty
view.”

“Sor­ry, sor­ry, I’m run­ning late. I got caught up with the
work and lost track. But I’m near­ly there. Head­ing down the block
now.”

“That’s mag.” Re­lief had her bare­ly re­sist­ing a dance. “I’ll
clear you in so you can come right up. You have the ad­dress.”

“Right here. I love this neigh­bor­hood, Kar­lene. It’s just
what I want.”

“Wait un­til you see the space.” She walked over to shut down
se­cu­ri­ty for him. “I swear, if you don’t snap this up, I’m
buy­ing it my­self.”

“Just tell me no­body else is look­ing at it yet. I’ve got a
good feel­ing.”

“I con­tact­ed you first, as promised. No­body’s due to see it
un­til to­mor­row as I told you. We’ve got a jump on it.”

“Per­fect. I’m on my way up. Hey, love the el­eva­tor. Ten
sec­onds.”

She laughed, closed the ’link. And greet­ed him with a stun­ning
smile.

“Re­al­ly sor­ry I kept you wait­ing,” he said as he came in.
“But I brought a make­up gift.” He of­fered her one of the two
go-​cups of cof­fee he had in a take­out bag.

“You’re for­giv­en.” She toast­ed him with the cup. “Where
should we start?”

“Let me just stand here a minute.” He shift­ed the bag on his
shoul­der, looked around the open liv­ing area. “This is …
look at the light in here.”

“That’s what made me think of you, straight off. So much
nat­ural light. Tai­lor-​made for an artist. You could use this
whole space for your work. But if you ac­tu­al­ly want­ed to use it
for liv­ing, for en­ter­tain­ing, the sec­ond bed­room has the same
ex­po­sure, and sky­lights.”

“Pri­va­cy screens? I don’t like to feel any­one watch­ing me
while I work.”

“Of course.” She held up a fin­ger. “Com­put­er, en­gage
pri­va­cy screens, all win­dows.”

With a qui­et hum, the clear screens low­ered. “As you can see,
they’re top-​grade. They don’t af­fect the light. You can dark­en
them if you want to cut the sun.”

“Per­fect.” He smiled at her. Young, charm­ing, at­trac­tive.
“Ab­so­lute­ly per­fect. How’s the cof­fee?”

“The same.” She took an­oth­er sip. “To move to lo­ca­tion for a
minute, you’ve got it all. Restau­rants, gal­leries, clubs—and mag
cof­fee shops as you’ve al­ready dis­cov­ered.”

“It’s where I want to be.” He stepped away from the el­eva­tors,
wan­der­ing now be­hind the screened win­dows.

“The fur­ni­ture’s staged to give you a feel­ing, an idea of one
use of the space. The fact is, Drew, you could do any­thing with
this area. Work, play, a com­bi­na­tion. I know you said you didn’t
cook, but you have to see the kitchen. It’s per­fect, ul­tra and
ef­fi­cient. Maybe a girl­friend would en­joy us­ing it.”

He grinned, wagged his fin­ger.

“I know, no girls right now,” she said with a laugh. “Art first.
But artists can en­ter­tain like minds, right? And have to eat. You
can zap left­over take­out, stock the Au­toChef, and there’s a
built-​in D and C—for check­ing out take­out spots, de­liv­er­ies,
menus.”

“Now that works for me.”

“Oh, and the se­cu­ri­ty sys­tem. You can take a look at the
cam­era zones.”

He waved that off. “Let’s see the rest first.”

“We’ll take the mas­ter bed­room then. It’s staged, too, so
you’ll have an idea how it could be used. And the ad­van­tage of
be­ing on the top floor? Sky­lights there, too.”

She took a few steps, weaved a lit­tle.

“Okay?”

“Wow. A lit­tle light-​head­ed.”

Con­cern shone in his eyes. “Why don’t we sit down a while?”

“No, I’m fine. I’m good. Just putting in a lot of late hours,
try­ing to get ev­ery­thing done.”

“Right. Big day Sat­ur­day.”

“The biggest. And since we’re tak­ing off on Mon­day for
Hon­ey­moon-​Ex­traor­di­naire, I want to get ev­ery­thing cleaned
up. Just need an­oth­er jolt.” She took a deep swal­low of
cof­fee.

“There’s a lit­tle half bath off the sec­ond bed­room—or what I
see as your stu­dio. That would be handy for you, but the mas­ter?
It’s ro ck­ing-​A.”

She walked in, then swayed as her knees buck­led.

“Hey, hey.” He took her arm, her weight, walked her to­ward the
bed. “Let’s sit down.”

“Sor­ry. I’m so sor­ry.” She all but float­ed down to the bed.
“I feel … wrong. I’ll be okay in a minute.”

“I don’t re­al­ly think so. Here, fin­ish this up.” He held the
cof­fee to her lips, poured it down her throat as her eyes
glazed.

“Wait.”

“Oh, don’t wor­ry. I’m go­ing to take my time. We’ve got all
day.”

His face blurred, but for an in­stant, the look of it, his teeth
bared in a hor­ri­ble smile, she felt fear. She felt fear, then
noth­ing.

Since he’d sealed up in the el­eva­tor, he opened his bag for
the cord.

“Safe­ty first,” he mur­mured, and bound her hands be­hind her
back.

As the sell­ers had pro­vid­ed very nice high-​end sheets, he
used them to se­cure her legs by the an­kles to the bright sil­ver
knobs of the foot­board.

He took out the rest of his tools be­fore he stripped, and
stowed his neat­ly fold­ed clothes in the bag.

He stud­ied Kar­lene as he fin­ished off his own, un­doc­tored
cof­fee, de­cid­ed she looked peace­ful. That wouldn’t last
long.

The loft was sound­proofed, he’d ver­ified that. Just as he’d
ver­ified that the oth­er two ten­ants in the build­ing were at
work.

Naked, he walked over to the con­trols to change the mu­sic to
some hard, grind­ing thrash, bumped up the vol­ume a bit.
Sat­is­fied, he went back to the main se­cu­ri­ty con­trols,
checked the cam­eras, checked all locks.

Lat­er, he thought, when he’d suf­fi­cient­ly … soft­ened
her up, she’d give him her se­cu­ri­ty num­ber. She’d beg to give
it to him. He’d log her out, shut down the cam­eras, and up­load
the virus.

But be­fore that, well be­fore that, he’d give her pain, and
give her fear. And he’d talk to her, in­ti­mate­ly, about her bitch
of a moth­er. And why Jaynie Robins was re­spon­si­ble for her
daugh­ter’s ug­ly death.

He set the doc­tored go-​cup—a ploy as he’d pur­chased the
ac­tu­al cof­fee blocks up­town, then trans­ferred it—on the
kitchen counter.

He went back to the bed­room, checked his to-​do list to make
cer­tain he’d for­got­ten noth­ing.

When she moaned, stirred, he smiled.

Time to go to work.

Eve strode in­to the Homi­cide bullpen with a pur­pose.
Sev­er­al con­ver­sa­tions stopped. Bax­ter got to his feet.

“LT—”

“Ten min­utes, con­fer­ence room, full brief­ing.” She kept
go­ing, straight in­to her of­fice. She need­ed five of those ten
to clear her head, or­ga­nize her thoughts. She got cof­fee, turned
to check the in­com­ing on her comp.

“Me­dia, me­dia, me­dia. Screw that. Talk to the li­ai­son.” She
brought up the list—Peach Lap­koff moved fast—and skimmed the
per­for­mances, the dates.

“Com­put­er, start search. Vic­tims of rape/mur­der through
suf­fo­ca­tion and/or stran­gu­la­tion with­in pe­nal sys­tem. On
and off plan­et, in­clud­ing halfway hous­es, home de­ten­tion,
lo­cal, fed­er­al, glob­al. Add fac­tor of con­nec­tion to
Mac­Mas­ters, Cap­tain Jon­ah, as part of in­ves­tiga­tive,
ad­min­is­tra­tive, or ar­rest­ing team.”

Ac­knowl­edged … length of search?

Broth­er, son, lover. Could be any. Could be none.
“Twen­ty-​five years.”

Warn­ing … Search for da­ta of this na­ture twen­ty years
or more will de­lay re­sults.

“Then you’d bet­ter get start­ed. Com­mand giv­en.”

Ac­knowl­edged … Work­ing …

“Com­put­er, send re­sults, year by year, to both my of­fice and
home units.”

Warn­ing … Ex­tract­ing da­ta by year will de­lay
re­sults.

“Can’t be helped. Com­mand giv­en.”

She topped off her cof­fee and left for the con­fer­ence room
while the com­put­er worked.

She’d hoped Peabody would be back so she could palm off the
set­up on her part­ner. In­stead, she load­ed the da­ta in the room
comp, be­gan up­dat­ing the board.

She mus­cled out a sec­ond board and be­gan to write.

Crime mir­rors pre­vi­ous event?

Con­nec­tion—Mac­Mas­ters to killer—killer to per­son un­known
killed by same MO. Search in progress.

UN­SUB—or­ga­nized, fo­cused, abil­ity to ac­cli­mate.

She con­tin­ued, list­ed the salients of Mi­ra’s pro­file.

Two wits with pos­si­ble sight­ings of UN­SUB cur­rent­ly
work­ing with De­tec­tive Yan­cy.

Columbia con­nec­tion. Stu­dent and staff files ac­cessed.

Shoes ID’d by wit, Columbia sweat­shirt, long shots.

At­ten­dance with vic, Columbia pub­lic per­for­mances and/or
lec­tures, long shot.

She was still writ­ing when Bax­ter and True­heart came in.

“Re­port.”

“Neigh­bor­hood can­vass, zip. If we get a sketch, I think we’d
have bet­ter luck. We hit her known haunts, got zip there. Kids in
and out, who pays at­ten­tion? Plen­ty who rec­og­nized her, but
no­body who put her with a guy who match­es what we know.”

He passed to True­heart. “Well, we didn’t re­al­ly do any
bet­ter with the can­vass of the area your wit states she spot­ted
them. We had a cou­ple peo­ple who thought maybe they’d seen her,
but wouldn’t com­mit. We had one who thought he’d seen her and with
a boy around twen­ty. But he couldn’t give us any more than that.
Not even col­or­ing, build, cloth­ing. Just maybe. We have his name
and da­ta, when we get the sketch.”

“We’ve start­ed go­ing through Mac­Mas­ters’s cas­es, work­ing
from cur­rent back,” Bax­ter added. “Any­thing that even squeaks,
we’re ru nning.”

“Split it, work from each end and meet in the mid­dle,” Eve
or­dered. “We’re stalled on the more cur­rents, so let’s start
hit­ting fur­ther back, all the way back and work­ing
for­ward.”

“Back to files from about a quar­ter cen­tu­ry ago?” Bax­ter
rubbed his nose. “You’re the boss.”

“That’s right.” She glanced over when Peabody came in car­ry­ing
a large box. True­heart hur­ried over to take it from her.

“My boy’s a re­al gen­tle­man,” Bax­ter com­ment­ed.

“More than the cops on the el­eva­tor when I had to squeeze in
with that suck­er. Have to be fifty play­bills,” Peabody
con­tin­ued. “And pro­grams and posters. Saw where you were go­ing
and went through her things, added show and con­cert tees and
oth­er mem­ora­bil­ia.”

“Good. I got the list from Dr. Lap­koff, de­tail­ing
per­for­mances and lec­tures at the uni­ver­si­ty since April. Odds
are if the vic at­tend­ed, the killer went with her. We match the
para­pher­na­lia to the list.”

She turned to the mur­der board where she’d put up a map. “Red
pins show the three lo­ca­tions we know they were to­geth­er. The
park, the Sec­ond Av­enue lo­ca­tion, and her home. We’re go­ing to
keep dig­ging un­til we add more.”

She checked her wrist unit. “Where the hell is EDD?”

“I tagged Mc­Nab on my way in. He said they’d be here.” Peabody
scanned the con­fer­ence ta­ble. “No food, no bev­er­age. Any­body
want? Stupid ques­tion,” she said be­fore any­one an­swered. “Be
right back.”

“Well, while your re­fresh­ments are be­ing ar­ranged,” Eve
be­gan, break­ing off when Feeney and Mc­Nab walked in. “Nice you
could make it.”

Feeney shot a fin­ger at her. “Neck-​deep. Gonna need a
trans­fu­sion for the blood I lost leak­ing out of my freak­ing
eyes.”

He sat, cir­cled his neck. Eve heard the pops and cracks from
across the room.

“Son of a bitch used some new virus. Noth­ing like we’ve seen
be­fore. I’ve got men work­ing on iden­ti­fy­ing it, piec­ing
to­geth­er the el­ements.”

“New virus­es pop up ev­ery day,” Eve said. “Comps are sup­posed
to be shield­ed any­way. Com­pu­Guard’s sup­pos­ed­ly on that.”

“They’re busy try­ing to reg­ulate, screw­ing around with
pri­va­cy is­sues, un­reg­is­tered. The new shit crops up ev­ery
few weeks, re­al­ly good new shit ev­ery year or two. This is
re­al­ly good new shit.”

Eve con­sid­ered. “How long would it take you to come up with
re­al­ly good new shit?”

He put on a sober face. “I’m an of­fi­cer of the law.”

“Yeah, and?”

He shrugged. “De­pends on how much time I’ve got to work it, how
much dam­age I want to do.”

“Some­thing like this?” Mc­Nab put in. “You’d have to have a
good hun­dred-​fifty ded­icat­ed hours in it. More if you’re a
hob­by­ist and not cued in. Plus you’d have to do it shield­ed.
Com­pu­Guard’s got spot­ters. They don’t catch ev­ery­thing, that’s
for frig­ging sure, but if they slap you, you’re slapped hard.”

She start­ed to speak, but he an­tic­ipat­ed her. “We start­ed a
run on CG’s known in­frac­tions and fines. The trou­ble is they
don’t like to share, so we have to get an of­fi­cial go ev­ery time
we hit a flag.”

She thought of Roarke’s skills, and his un­reg­is­tered
equip­ment. There, she con­sid­ered, she might be will­ing to blur
the line if nec­es­sary.

She turned back to the board, wrote: New comp virus, pos­si­ble
e-​ed­uca­tion or em­ploy­ment.

“Yeah.” Feeney nod­ded. “It’s an an­gle.”

“Mi­ra’s pro­file, which I’ll cov­er, in­cludes his hav­ing
em­ploy­ment, or an in­come source. It in­cludes ed­uca­tion,
skill, fo­cus. All re­quired for e-​work.”

“Bet your ass,” Mc­Nab agreed, then grinned as Peabody came in
haul­ing an­oth­er box. “Hey, She-​Body, let me give you a
hand.”

“See, my guy’s a gen­tle­man, too.” Peabody added a flut­ter of
eye­lash­es.

“He scent­ed food,” Bax­ter said.

“Sand­wich­es, soy chips, En­er­gy bars.” Peabody snagged a
sand­wich her­self. “Wa­ter, fizzies, Pep­si.”

“Brain drain,” Jamie said, “need fizzy.”

“Cur­rent.” Eve grabbed a tube of Pep­si, cracked it, then
briefed the team on the morn­ing’s progress and av­enues.

“Method as mir­ror.” Feeney shoved the last of the mys­tery meat
and pro­cessed cheese in his mouth. “That’s a good one. He didn’t
take her out that way for the hell of it.”

“On the oth­er hand, us­ing a blade, bat, pipe, some­thing of
that na­ture,” Mc­Nab spec­ulat­ed. “It’s messier.”

“He had drugs. ODing her’s not messy, but he didn’t go with
that. Even a blade,” Bax­ter con­tin­ued, “in a heart jab—and he
had plen­ty of time to aim, isn’t go­ing to give you spat­ter.
Bare-​hand­ed stran­gu­la­tion. That takes time, ef­fort, and yeah,
that pur­pose again.”

“Hurt­ing her was the thing, right?” Jamie stared down at the
fizzy in his hand. “That was the score.”

“He didn’t re­al­ly mess her up.” True­heart cleared his throat
when eyes turned to him. “Her face. If he was work­ing off rage, he
would have. I think. Maybe he didn’t want to use his fists, mess up
his hands. But there were plen­ty of weapons in the house. Ob­jects
he could have used as ei­ther blunt or sharp in­stru­ments. And he
choked her more than once, so … that’s what he want­ed. That’s
the way he want­ed to kill her. I think.”

Bax­ter beamed. “Boy gets an A.”

“To pur­sue this an­gle, I’m run­ning search­es on like
rape-​mur­ders with­in the pe­nal sys­tem, with vic­tims who
con­nect to Mac­Mas­ters and his in­ves­ti­ga­tions or the
in­ves­ti­ga­tions by of­fi­cers un­der his com­mand.”

“That’s go­ing to take a hell of a while,” Feeney cal­cu­lat­ed.
“But it’s a good an­gle.”

“Mean­while, as De­tec­tive Yan­cy is not here, he’s still
work­ing with one or both of our wits. We’ll get that sta­tus
af­ter the brief­ing. Bax­ter and True­heart have goose egg thus
far on the can­vass. They will re­can­vass when we have a
sketch.

“We’re al­so tug­ging lines with Columbia. We’ll do search­es on
stu­dents and staff—again—” she said be­fore any­one com­ment­ed.
“Widen it to in­clude all South­ern states, and go back an­oth­er
five years. We’ll al­so cross-​ref­er­ence the ar­ti­cles brought
from the vic’s room per­tain­ing to the­ater and lec­tures with any
giv­en at the uni­ver­si­ty since April. If he took her or
ac­com­pa­nied her, we’ll have an­oth­er lo­ca­tion, and more
po­ten­tial wits. Peabody. Shoes.”

“Shoes. Okay, the wit from the park made the sus­pect’s shoes.
An­ders Chee­tahs, navy on white. These are high-​end, geared for
run­ning shoes. As the wit’s opin­ion was they were new, or fair­ly
new, I’ve been do­ing a search for ven­dors with sales of this
mod­el start­ing in Jan­uary. Let me just say a hell of a lot of
peo­ple fork out a hell of a lot of scratch for a shoe you’re
sup­posed to run in. I’ve split that in­to var­ious cat­egories.
On­line, Sky­mall, New Jer­sey, and New York sec­tors. As the
lo­ca­tions where the sus­pect is known or be­lieved to have been
with the vic, I flipped to con­cen­trate be­low For­ti­eth,
on­line, and out­side Man­hat­tan.”

She paused to slug down wa­ter. “And still, a lot of shoes.
Giv­en his re­put­ed height, I’ve fo­cused on av­er­age sizes for
males of six feet, and slen­der build, ac­cord­ing to the high­est
prob­abil­ity. And still—”

“We get it, Peabody,” Eve snapped.

“Sor­ry. I’ve kept the search on Au­to on my PPC. But I had some
think­ing time rid­ing the sub­way back to Cen­tral. School’s
sprung, and there were a lot of teens and twen­ties in the car. I
thought about how they were dressed, you know? And that start­ed me
think­ing. We’re go­ing on the the­ory he blends, ac­cli­mates. I
agree. But I start­ed to won­der about that first meet. He had it
planned out. The Columbia sweat­shirt—it was like a cos­tume for
his char­ac­ter, some­thing she’d re­late to. And the shoes? She
was a run­ner, so she’d have prob­ably rec­og­nized he was wear­ing
high-​end run­ning shoes.”

“Dressed the part,” Eve agreed.

“Yeah. And he plans, right? Thinks things out in ad­vance. So
why wouldn’t he plan out his cos­tume? When I’m buy­ing some­thing
im­por­tant to wear—like, say, for an im­por­tant event, I want to
co­or­di­nate, be sure ev­ery­thing goes to­geth­er. If I can I buy
it all—dress, shoes, bag, all that, in one place. If I just can’t,
I take one of the pieces I have, or even a pic­ture of it when I’m
hunt­ing for the rest.”

“A pic­ture?” Eve asked, sin­cere­ly as­ton­ished.

“Sure. You don’t want your bag to clash with your shoes, or your
shoes to look crap­py with your dress. You want to look good. And
even if you’ve got a squeeze … ” She sent Mc­Nab a flir­ty
look. “Even then, you want to make an im­pres­sion.”

Mc­Nab sent Peabody a gooey smile. “You al­ways look good to
me.”

“Stop be­fore I’m sick,” Eve or­dered.

“Maybe he bought the shoes, the pants, the run­ning pants
to­geth­er. In the same place, I mean,” Peabody con­tin­ued, but
snuck her hand be­tween the chairs to wig­gle fin­gers with Mc­Nab.
“An out­fit. It was, in a re­al­ly twist­ed way, like a first date.
First-​date wardrobe is ma­jor. He want­ed her to see him in a
cer­tain way, to give off a cer­tain im­pres­sion.”

“I get it,” Eve mur­mured. “Girl gets an A.”

“Re­al­ly?” Peabody puffed out. “Be­cause I’ve start­ed
an­oth­er search for venues that sell col­lege gear, run­ning gear,
and An­ders shoes. There’s a lot, but not as many as just the
shoes.”

“Shades,” Eve said. “He had on shades, and a cap.”

“I’ll plug it in. The oth­er thing is, if he did buy all this
from one ven­dor, he prob­ably didn’t go with cash. Not if he
didn’t want to stand out. It has to be near a grand, or more. He’d
use cred­it or deb­it. He’d leave a trail.”

“Why would he wor­ry about that?” Eve nod­ded. “No­body’s go­ing
to no­tice, think twice. Push it.”

“All over it.”

“Bax­ter, True­heart, keep work­ing the files. When and if I
have any re­sults from my like-​crimes search, we’ll fac­tor it.
I’ll give you a pint of my own blood,” she told Feeney, “if you get
me some­thing off that hard drive.”

“Your man con­tact­ed, should be in on it lat­er this
af­ter­noon. He’s got some tricks.”

No ques­tion about it, Eve thought. “The vic’s memo­ri­al is
sched­uled for Thurs­day. I want a team—any of you who can be
spared, as well as uni­forms in soft clothes, any de­tec­tives I
can get to at­tend. He’s go­ing to want to be there, want to reap
the ben­efits of his work. What­ev­er we have re the sketch by that
time, ev­ery man on the team will have a copy. Let’s go, keep the
ham­mer down.”

Eve wait­ed, and tried to ig­nore the quick lip-​lock and
ass-​grab Peabody and Mc­Nab ex­changed by the door.

“That was good think­ing,” she said, “the buy­ing an­gle.”

“Shop­ping is a vi­tal part of my life, un­like yours. Still, it
feels like we’ve got lots of an­gles but no shape. He’s still a
ghost.”

“Let’s hope Yan­cy can bring him to life.”

Kin­dred In Death




12

SHE KNEW BET­TER THAN TO PUSH YAN­CY when it came to
ren­der­ings. But she thought she could try a sin­gle, firm nudge.
When she didn’t find him at his work­sta­tion, she did a quick
search of the trio of pri­vate con­fer­ence rooms.

She in­ter­rupt­ed two oth­er po­lice artists, but didn’t find
Yan­cy.

She tracked him down in the break room.

He stood, lean­ing against the short counter, munch­ing on dried
fruit from a bag, eyes closed, head­set on.

His mop of hair curled ap­peal­ing­ly around his strik­ing face.
He wore his sleeves rolled up, his shirt un­but­toned at the
col­lar, and a pair of well-​worn jeans.

It oc­curred to her he prob­ably looked more like a col­lege kid
than a po­lice de­tec­tive.

Could pass for twen­ty-​two or -three, she thought. Younger if
he worked at it.

Then his eyes opened, and she added on an­oth­er five years. The
eyes knew too much for bare­ly two decades.

“How old are you?”

His brows lift­ed. “Twen­ty-​eight. Why?”

“Just fig­ur­ing some­thing.”

He munched an­oth­er hand­ful of fruit. “You’re think­ing of the
sus­pect. He skews young, but may be old­er.”

“Some­thing like that.” She glanced at the bag he of­fered. “No,
thanks. Why do you eat that?”

“I wish I knew. I fin­ished with Mar­ta.”

“Del­roy, nan­ny from the park. What do you have?”

He shook his head. “She didn’t get a good look. She was game,
and she worked at it, but it comes down to a quick glimpse, and in
the rain. She’s pret­ty sol­id on height and build, col­or­ing,
hair length. I walked her through it, and it’s com­ing out that she
saw his pro­file. I got what feels like re­al on what he was
wear­ing, and a pret­ty good idea of the style air­board. But his
face is most­ly im­pres­sion. Young, good-​look­ing.”

“Why don’t you show me?”

He puffed out a breath. “You’re not go­ing to be hap­py.”

But he led her out, wound around to his work­sta­tion.
Stand­ing, he called up the sketch on the com­put­er, then laid out
the draw­ing he’d done.

“Shit. It could be any­body. It could be fe­male.”

Yan­cy lift­ed a fin­ger as a point. “Yeah, and the sec­ond part
might be an ad­van­tage. It was a male, she’s sure of that, but she
used terms like cute, and once, pret­ty. It may be he’s got
an­droge­nous fea­tures. Young girls feel safe, and are of­ten
at­tract­ed to boys with an­droge­nous fea­tures. They’re not as
threat­en­ing.”

“So, we may or may not have a pret­ty boy who may or may not be
nine­teen.”

“I’ve got your sec­ond wit com­ing in. She’s due in about a half
hour. I did a quick ’link warm-​up with her. She’s more de­ci­sive
than Mar­ta, brisker, comes off more con­fi­dent. I may do bet­ter
with her. And what I get from her I can use with what I’ve got
here. I’ll show the fin­ished to both wits, and see if it
rings.”

“Tell me about the air­board.”

“Black, sil­ver rac­ing stripes. Metal­lic sil­ver, she thinks,
be­cause it glint­ed, and it was rain­ing so no sun. That’s pret­ty
sim­ple for an air­board de­sign. So I did a search. Two
man­ufac­tur­ers make one that ba­sic de­sign. Go-​Scoot and
An­ders Street Sport.”

“An­ders.”

“Yeah, how about that? Wasn’t that long ago you were
in­ves­ti­gat­ing his mur­der.”

“Small world, even for the dead, I guess. But it’s
in­ter­est­ing as the sec­ond wit ID’d his shoes as an An­ders
brand. Could be brand loy­al­ty. Get me what you can get me as soon
as you get it.”

“You got it,” he said and grinned.

Back in her of­fice she did a run on Nat­tie Simp­son, the
hus­band, the kid. As Mac­Mas­ters had told her, Nat­tie was do­ing
her time at Rik­ers. The hus­band—now ex—had re­lo­cat­ed to East
Wash­ing­ton, with the kid. He was thir­ty-​five, and couldn’t pass
for a teenag­er. The kid was ten, and couldn’t pass ei­ther.

Still, she fol­lowed through with a call to Rik­ers for an
overview of Nat­tie be­fore she crossed that an­gle off her
list.

No con­nec­tion, no pop, she thought when she’d fin­ished.

Dead end.

She checked the search re­sults on like crimes, and found
noth­ing to con­nect to Mac­Mas­ters in the last five years.

She con­sid­ered adding in vic­tims and wit­ness­es, then
de­cid­ed her of­fice unit would prob­ably im­plode from that much
ac­tiv­ity. She’d do it at home.

Ear­mark­ing that for lat­er, she be­gan cross-​ref­er­enc­ing
Deena’s box of sou­venirs with the list from Lap­koff.

There, she hit fast.

“Spring mu­si­cal, Shake It Up, May 15-18.”

She skimmed through it, scan­ning pho­tographs, play sum­ma­ry,
the cast and crew lists, the ads, in case Deena had made any
no­ta­tions.

Though she found none, she logged the play­bill in­to ev­idence,
bagged it.

She con­tin­ued through, mak­ing or­dered piles—plays,
con­certs, dance the­ater, per­for­mance art. And frowned when she
came on a sec­ond play­bill for Shake It Up, same dates.

“Did you take his, too, Deena? Shit, shit.” She grabbed Seal-​It
from her desk, coat­ed her hands. She paged through the sec­ond
book, and found a small no­ta­tion in­side a heart above the
sum­ma­ry.
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“One’s his, one’s got to be.” She logged and bagged the sec­ond
play­bill, then placed a ’link call to Jo Jen­nings.

Her moth­er an­swered. Not fraz­zled this time, Eve thought.
Weary.

“Ms. Jen­nings, I need to speak with Jo.”

“Lieu­tenant, my girl’s wrecked. Just … dev­as­tat­ed. Do
you know she’s blam­ing her­self? Blam­ing her­self for not telling
any­one Deena was see­ing a boy? All she did was keep her word to
her best friend, but she’s crushed with guilt for it now.”

“It may help her if she can do some­thing to help. I just want
con­fir­ma­tion on some­thing, if she can give it to me. And it
could be ex­treme­ly im­por­tant to the in­ves­ti­ga­tion.”

“All right. All right.” Ms. Jen­nings rubbed her fore­head.
“She’s in her room. She’s bare­ly come out since you came
and … She may be sleep­ing. I’m not go­ing to wake her if
she’s sleep­ing.”

The ’link cut to hold­ing blue. Eve used her comp to e-​mail a
pri­or­ity mes­sage to Beren­ski at the lab.

Have a pos­si­bil­ity for prints re the Mac­Mas­ters homi­cide.
Will hand-​de­liv­er as­ap. This is pri­or­ity. Don’t give me any
shit.

“Lieu­tenant. Jo’s here. I’m go­ing to stay with her.”

“That’s fine. Jo, I need to know if Deena went with the boy she
was see­ing se­cret­ly to a mu­si­cal pro­duc­tion at Columbia
Uni­ver­si­ty. On May six­teenth.”

“I dun­no.”

“Would she have told you? I know she en­joyed the­ater, got
ex­cit­ed about the­ater. She saved play­bills. She had a large
col­lec­tion of them.”

“He was sup­posed to take her that night and he killed her.”
Tears sprang and spilled.

“But it wasn’t the first time they were sup­posed to go see a
play to­geth­er, was it?”

“She said he re­al­ly liked the­ater, too. He’s just a
liar.”

She said it fierce­ly, bit­ter­ly. “Just a liar.”

“Lieu­tenant, that’s enough.”

“Hold on. May six­teenth, Jo. They’d been see­ing each oth­er
for about four weeks then. It was a mu­si­cal about col­lege
stu­dents per­formed by col­lege stu­dents. I bet she en­joyed
it.”

“Shake It Up.”

“That’s right. Did she go with him?”

“It was like an an­niver­sary. A month. She met him for din­ner,
then they went to the play. He gave her a lit­tle stuffed dog.”

Eve re­mem­bered the col­lec­tion of an­imals. “What kind of
dog?”

“A lit­tle brown and white one. If you rub its ears it says I
love you. Mom.”

“Okay, ba­by, okay. That’s all, Lieu­tenant.”

“Jo, you helped me a lot. You helped Deena by talk­ing to me, by
re­mem­ber­ing.”

“I did?”

“Yes, you did. Thank you.”

Jo turned her face in­to her moth­er’s breast. Ms. Jen­nings
nod­ded at Eve, then clicked off.

Eve grabbed the ev­idence bag, strode out, swung by Peabody’s
desk. “I may have some­thing. Two play­bills for a Columbia
per­for­mance, one the best friend con­firms Deena at­tend­ed with
the UN­SUB, on May six­teen.”

“Two? She kept his.”

“Seems log­ical. I’m tak­ing them to the lab now, per­son­al­ly.
I’ve got more I want to in­put in the search­es, but this unit
won’t deal with it. I’m work­ing from home af­ter the lab.”

“Roarke’s up in EDD.”

“Shit. Well, I’ll see him at home lat­er. I al­so need to go by
the scene. He gave Deena one of the stuffed toys. Could get lucky
there, too. I’ll run it, get that to the lab first thing in the
morn­ing.”

“If I hit any­thing in the mean­time, you’ll be the first.”

“Right, do a sec­ondary, adding in an An­ders air­board. Black
with sil­ver rac­ing stripes. Street Sport. He may have pur­chased
that along with the shoes.”

“Got it.”

Eve dragged out her ’link as she head­ed down to the garage.

“Lieu­tenant,” Roarke said.

“I’ve got some field work, then I’m go­ing to work from home.
I’m head­ing out now. Just, ah, fyi.”

His eye­brow raised. “Then I sup­pose I’ll have to get my­self
home.”

“Sor­ry. When you do … we’ll talk about that then.”

“If you say so. I’ll be there … even­tu­al­ly. Eat
some­thing, and don’t wait for me,” he or­dered and broke
trans­mis­sion.

She frowned at the blank screen. She knew an­noyed when she
heard it. He shouldn’t have poked in­to the cop work if he was
go­ing to get an­noyed she couldn’t hang around to give him a damn
ride home.

She stewed about it all the way to the lab, and was primed to
chew out Dick­head’s heart if he gave her any grief.

“What is it?” he barked at her. “It’s frig­ging end of shift for
me since you got me in here … ” He trailed off, pal­ing a
lit­tle as he scoot­ed to a safe dis­tance on his rol­ly stool.
“Je­sus, Dal­las, did you just growl?”

“I’ll do more than growl. I’ll rip out your liv­er with my bare
hands and eat it.” She slapped the two sealed play­bills down. “One
of these is go­ing to have his prints. I want his god­damn prints
and fuck your end of shift.”

“Hey, hey, hey. You used to at least of­fer me a de­cent bribe.
Not that I’d take one, un­der the cir­cum­stances,” he added
hur­ried­ly. “Just say­ing.”

Shoul­ders hunched, he drew one of the play­bills out with
tongs, set it on a ster­ile pad. He ran a scan­ner over the front,
keyed in some­thing on his comp. Blew out a long-​suf­fer­ing
breath.

“Got smears, and lots of them, some par­tials, a cou­ple of
de­cents—and that’s just the cov­er of one. Do you know how many
peo­ple han­dle this kind of thing? You got the peo­ple who put
them to­geth­er, pack ’em, ship ’em, un­pack ’em, divvy them up,
pass them out.”

“I want ev­ery print, and smudge, on both of them—in­side and
out—an­alyzed and ID’d.”

“It’s not a fuck­ing snap. We’ll do it, we’ll get it done, but
it’s not a fuck­ing snap with this many hands on them.”

“Just get me the prints. I’ll do the elim­inat­ing.”

“Damn right you will.” He point­ed at her, stood—or sat—his
ground. “We got you what you need­ed this morn­ing. I worked this
my­self, and put two of my best on it. We did our job, and we’ll do
this one, too. So don’t jump down my throat.”

Be­cause she re­spect­ed his an­noy­ance and pride a lot more
than his whin­ing and bull­shit, she nod­ded. “The bas­tard who
killed Deena Mac­Mas­ters han­dled one of these. Had to. I don’t
have a face, I don’t have a name. I’ve got lines and av­enues and
an­gles, but I don’t have a sin­gle vi­able sus­pect. We’re go­ing
to hit the end of the first forty-​eight, and I’ve got no
sus­pect.”

“We’ll get you what you need.”

She stepped back, hands in her pock­ets. “Two boxed seats, third
base side, Yan­kees, first home game in Ju­ly.”

He bared his teeth in a smile. “That’s more like it.”

What the hell, she thought as she trudged back to her car. He’d
have earned it.

She start­ed to head back up­town, to­ward home, then re­al­ized
she wasn’t all that far, not re­al­ly, from Louise’s new place in
the West Vil­lage. A quick de­tour, and she could do her du­ty.

Prob­ably Louise wasn’t even home. Prob­ably. And if Charles
was, she could just make nois­es about stop­ping in on the way home
to see if there was any­thing she could do for Sat­ur­day.

She’d be off the hook, and it wouldn’t take more than thir­ty
min­utes.

Ex­cel­lent plan. She called up the ad­dress, which she couldn’t
re­mem­ber, on her in-​dash, and be­gan weav­ing and dodg­ing her
way to­ward the more trendy sec­tor.

Shady trees, old brown­stone and brick, tidy lit­tle front
court­yards gave this slice of the West Vil­lage a neigh­bor­hood
ap­peal. Flow­ers bloomed, lit­tle dogs pranced on the ends of
leash­es held by peo­ple who could af­ford to stroll on a week­day
af­ter­noon. Ve­hi­cles, of the smart and shiny va­ri­ety, lined
the curbs. She snagged a spot two blocks from her des­ti­na­tion
and used the walk­ing time to run prob­abil­ities.

Mi­ra’s pro­file said he worked, and since he had
bet­ter-​than-​av­er­age e-​skills, maybe he worked in that field.
The com­put­er gave the idea some mer­it with a
sev­en­ty-​two-​point-​one prob­abil­ity.

Go­ing with that, she thought, if he’d at­tend­ed Columbia, he’d
have tak­en e-​cours­es. More, cer­tain­ly, than were re­quired for
any de­gree. Pos­si­bly, he ma­jored in some e-​field.

Tap the source there, she thought, and re­fined her search
re­quest to Peach Lap­koff to in­clude stu­dents from South­ern
states who’d ma­jored in or had a strong fo­cus in e-​de­grees.

Im­mersed, she might have walked by if Louise hadn’t hailed
her.

“Dal­las! You have to be the last per­son I ex­pect­ed to see
walk­ing by.”

Dis­tract­ed, Eve stopped, glanced over. And there was the
bride-​to-​be, with her sun­ny hair un­der a pink ball cap,
wear­ing a dirt-​smeared T-​shirt and a pair of bag­gy cot­ton
pants. The doc­tor held some sort of lit­tle shov­el in her hand
while flow­ers burst in­to bloom at her feet.

“I was in the neigh­bor­hood. Sort of. Did you ac­tu­al­ly do
that?” Eve ges­tured to the flow­ers spread­ing and climb­ing
be­hind a pret­ty iron gate.

“I did. Who knew?” Laugh­ing, Louise pulled off gloves the same
col­or as her cap. “I was go­ing to get some­one to do it, then I
thought, for God’s sake, I can dig in­to some­one’s ab­domen, I
ought to be able to dig in some dirt. It’s fun!”

“Okay.” She wasn’t sure about that part, but the re­sults were
fair­ly mag. “It looks great.”

“I want­ed to get it all in be­fore the wed­ding. Some of the
out-​of-​town guests are com­ing for din­ner to­mor­row night. I
have to be in­sane adding a din­ner par­ty to the list, but I can’t
stop my­self. Come in! You have to see the house.”

“I’m just swing­ing by,” Eve said when Louise opened the gate.
“On my way home. To work. But I thought I’d see if there’s
any­thing you need, or that I should—could do to help you out
be­fore the deal.”

“I think ev­ery­thing’s right on sched­ule, which is helped by
the fact I’m ridicu­lous­ly hy­per and out of my mind. I had no
idea I’d be such a lu­natic about ev­ery tiny de­tail.” She led the
way up the path through the flow­ers to the main front door. “I
have lists of lists. And I’m en­joy­ing ev­ery minute of it.”

“It shows. You look stupid hap­py. In a good way.”

“I am, ex­act­ly. We are. Charles is down in his of­fice with
clients. He’ll be an­oth­er hour at least.”

“How’s that go­ing for him?”

“It’s go­ing great, and it’s so much what he wants now. This is
all so much what we want.” She opened the door, ges­tured Eve in­to
the foy­er.

Smooth, Eve would have said, with walls in warm, sub­tle col­or
ac­cent­ed with stream­lined mir­rors and bold art. A sleek ta­ble
held slim, sin­uous bot­tles in var­ious sizes and sharp
col­ors.

The theme con­tin­ued with that mix of bold and qui­et when
Louise grabbed her hand to pull her in­to a liv­ing area with more
sleek in the lines of the so­fa, a hint of curve in the shape of
chairs.

The im­pres­sion was what she sup­posed would be up­scale ur­ban
chic, with the per­son­al touch­es of pho­tos, flow­ers, and bits
and pieces she re­mem­bered see­ing in their in­di­vid­ual
apart­ments.

“This place was emp­ty when you bought it, right?”

“Yes.” Plea­sure sparkled Louise’s eyes to sil­ver. “We’ve had
the best time fur­nish­ing and dec­orat­ing it. We still need the
fin­ish­ing touch­es, but—”

“It looks fin­ished.”

“Oh, not yet, but it’s evolv­ing. Let me show you the rest.”

Im­pos­si­ble to say no, so Eve trailed through the house, and
tried to make ap­pro­pri­ate com­ments or nois­es when Louise
rhap­sodized about how she’d fall­en in love with a par­tic­ular
lamp or chair. Through­out, the am­bi­ence was style, slick, and
some­how calm.

“Charles isn’t al­lowed in here yet.” Louise opened a door.
“This is bridal ma­nia.”

Eve wouldn’t have called it ma­nia, but more or­ga­nized chaos.
In what she as­sumed would serve as a guest room, Louise had set up
her wed­ding HQ. Two open, par­tial­ly packed suit­cas­es sat on a
bed while gift and ship­ping box­es were tidi­ly stacked or
ar­ranged in a cor­ner. Wed­ding gifts, Eve sup­posed, that hadn’t
yet found their place. On a desk be­side a mi­ni D and C sat a
stack of discs, with a pile of note­cards.

In the cen­ter of the room sat a large, two-​sid­ed board
cov­ered with bits of ma­te­ri­al, pho­tographs of flow­ers,
out­fits, hairstyles, food, charts and time lines.

Eyes nar­rowed, Eve cir­cled it, on­ly mild­ly sur­prised to see
a comp-​gen­er­at­ed im­age of her­self in the yel­low gown.

“It’s like a mur­der board,” she mur­mured, then winced.
“Sor­ry, bad com­par­ison.”

“Not en­tire­ly. It’s the same prin­ci­ple. Ev­ery­thing that
ap­plies is on there, right down to the olive picks for the
re­cep­tion. I’m ob­sessed.”

She laughed a lit­tle des­per­ate­ly as she pressed her hands to
her heart. “I’ve got charts and spread­sheets on the com­put­er to
keep track of gifts, re­spons­es, seat­ing, wardrobe, in­clud­ing
the hon­ey­moon. It’s like a drug.”

“You don’t need me.”

“Not for the de­tails, but boy, oth­er­wise.” Louise grabbed
Eve’s hand again, then re­leased it to wrap her arms around
her­self. The quick, jerky move­ments were com­plete­ly out of
char­ac­ter.

“Maybe you need a drug,” Eve sug­gest­ed.

“Hah. I’m ner­vous, and I nev­er ex­pect­ed to be. We’re
chang­ing our lives for each oth­er, mak­ing a life with each
oth­er. It’s what I want, and I want it more ev­ery day I’m with
him.”

“That’s good.”

“It’s so good. But I’m ner­vous be­cause I want the
wed­ding—that one day—to be so per­fect, so ex­act I’m mak­ing
my­self ner­vous about all the things that can go wrong. Sil­ly.
I’m caught up in the fairy tale of the day.”

“Be­cause you’re not ner­vous or wor­ried about what comes
af­ter it. The two of you al­ready changed your lives, made your
life. It’s right here in this house.”

To Eve’s con­cern Louise’s eyes went damp. “Oh God, I do need
you.” She threw her arms around Eve. “That’s right, you’re
ex­act­ly right. We did, we have. I’m not.”

Flum­moxed, Eve pat­ted Louise’s back. “Okay.”

“I can wor­ry about the limo be­ing late pick­ing me up at the
ho­tel, or the flow­ers be­ing off a shade, or what size flutes for
the cham­pagne be­cause mar­ry­ing Charles doesn’t make me ner­vous
at all. It makes me hap­py and set­tled and con­tent. Thank
you.”

“No prob­lem.”

“Let’s get out of here. We’ll go down and have some
cof­fee.”

“I re­al­ly can’t. I’ve got to get back to work.”

Louise stepped back, her gray eyes go­ing somber. “It’s that
young girl, isn’t it? The one who was raped and mur­dered in her
own bed­room. I heard the re­port, and they said you were lead­ing
the in ves­ti­ga­tion.”

“Yeah.”

“I hope you find him quick­ly,” Louise said as they walked back
down­stairs. “Her par­ents must be dev­as­tat­ed.”

“We’re work­ing some an­gles.”

“Then I won’t keep you, even though I wish you could stay. I’m
so glad you came by. Now I can be ner­vous with­out be­ing ner­vous
about why I’m ner­vous.”

“So you say.” Eve paused at the door as some­thing clicked.
“What ho­tel?”

“Sor­ry?”

“Why do you need a car to pick you up at a ho­tel?”

Louise shrugged, and her ex­pres­sion turned sheep­ish. “More
ob­ses­sion. I don’t want Charles to see me be­fore the wed­ding
be­cause of the ridicu­lous bad-​luck myth. But maybe it’s not a
myth so, why take the chance? And since I’m go­ing to need all day
to get ready and deal with de­tails, I de­cid­ed I’d stay in a
ho­tel the night be­fore, get my spa ser­vices there, have Tri­na
come in to do my nails, hair, make­up, that sort of thing.”

Here, Eve re­al­ized, was some­thing she could do, should do as
ma­tron of hon­or. “Can­cel that. You can’t stay in a ho­tel room,
alone, the night be­fore the deal. You can stay at the house, where
it’s all hap­pen­ing any­way.” And she thought, here was the ma­jor
sac­ri­fice for friend­ship. “Tri­na can do what­ev­er you need
there. Maybe you want a cou­ple of wom­en friends with you. It’s a
rit­ual thing, right?”

Face glow­ing, stunned, Louise shot out her hands to grip Eve’s.
“That would be ab­so­lute­ly amaz­ing. Ab­so­lute­ly per­fect. It
would mean a lot to me.”

“Then it’s done.”

“Thank you.” Louise hugged Eve again. “Thank you.”

“Go log it on your board. I’ll see you Fri­day night.”

“Five o’clock re­hearsal,” Louise called out.

“Sure.” Did she know that, Eve won­dered. Re­hearsal? Je­sus,
they had to do it all twice? She pushed a hand through her hair as
she walked back to the car. They’d prob­ably have more charts and
time lines, and …

“Shit!” Ig­nor­ing the in­sult­ed look from the pair of wom­en
she passed, Eve snatched out her com­mu­ni­ca­tor. “Feeney, check
back on the se­cu­ri­ty. See if there’s an­oth­er glitch, a lag,
any anoma­ly pre­vi­ous to the night of the mur­der. Not too
close,” she added. “He wouldn’t re­hearse it, time it, too close to
the ac­tu­al mur­der.”

“You want me to pull off this to wade through weeks?”

“What if he’d been in the house be­fore? Cased it? Wait. Let me
talk to Mac­Mas­ters first, see if he not­ed any blip.”

She cut Feeney off, tried Mac­Mas­ters as she quick­ened her
pace to the car. “Cap­tain, can you tell me if you ex­pe­ri­enced
any prob­lems with your se­cu­ri­ty sys­tem over the past six
months. Even mi­nor glitch­es?”

“No.” His eyes seemed to have sunken in­to his skull. “I run a
sys­tem check week­ly as a pre­cau­tion. The up­grades added a few
months ago claim that’s un­nec­es­sary, but—”

“What up­grades?” She got be­hind the wheel.

“The main­te­nance com­pa­ny au­to­mat­ical­ly in­forms us if
and when up­grades are avail­able.”

“When did you last up­grade?”

“I’m not sure, I think … Some­time in March. I
co­or­di­nat­ed it with our an­nu­al main­te­nance check.”

“Does the com­pa­ny do the up­grades and the check in house or
on site?”

“Both.”

“I need the name of your main­te­nance com­pa­ny.”

“Se­cu­ri­ty Plus. We’ve used them for years. They’re
top-​rat­ed. Do you think some­one there—”

“I’m go­ing to cov­er that an­gle, Cap­tain. We’re go­ing to
cov­er them all. I’ll get back to you.”

She pushed her way up­town while she hit Feeney again. “Start in
March,” she told him. “Mac­Mas­ters got an up­grade on the sys­tem
in March, and his main­te­nance com­pa­ny came in to add it.
Com­pa­ny’s Se­cu­ri­ty Plus, and I’ll run that down.”

“It would take balls to walk right in­to the house that way—and
brains. He’d get a first­hand look at the sys­tem. Where it is, how
it works, right on site. But we’ve al­ready checked out the
com­pa­ny. It’s what we do. I’ve got the up­grade, and the tech who
plugged it in. He’s clean, and he’s twen­ty years too old to fit
our guy. Worked for the com­pa­ny fif­teen years.”

“Damn it. Maybe this guy’s con­nect­ed. Maybe he’s got the same
sys­tem, and got the same up­grade. He’d get the same no­tice.
Maybe he doesn’t re­hearse on site, but he damn well prac­ticed.
Run it any­way. I’ll run down oth­er clients with the same sys­tem,
the same up­grades.”

“Save your­self the time. I’ll get a man to run that down. It’ll
be quick­er.”

“Get back to me. Wait, shit, wait. Does this com­pa­ny have more
than one lo­ca­tion?”

“They’ve got a dozen in the metro area, count­ing New
Jer­sey.”

“He could still work for them. Work for them, be a client—or
both.” It felt right. “Let’s push this. I’m in the field, then I’m
work­ing at home. Send me ev­ery­thing you get.”

“You asked for it,” Feeney mut­tered and clicked off.
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TO SAVE TIME, EVE AS­SIGNED TWO OF HER DE­TEC­TIVES to re­trieve
the stuffed toy from the crime scene and hand-​de­liv­er it to the
lab. She want­ed to push on the pos­si­ble con­nec­tion to the
se­cu­ri­ty com­pa­ny.

When she walked in­to the house, she gave Sum­mer­set one brief
glance. “Why don’t you just out­fit a droid in one of those
fu­ner­al di­rec­tor suits and have it lurk in the foy­er? It’d be
live­li­er.”

“Then I would miss your dai­ly at­tempts at wit.”

“I on­ly need to at­tempt as the tar­get comes in at half.” She
bound­ed up the steps, pleased. Half-​wit, she thought. Pret­ty
good one.

She went straight to her of­fice, shed­ding her jack­et on the
way to her desk to check her in­com­ings.

The lengthy list of names from Peach Lap­koff proved the wom­an
fast and ef­fi­cient. Eve wished she had her on the pay­roll.
Peabody had come through with a list of ven­dors with­in the city
that car­ried all the items in ques­tion, and added a memo that
she’d be in the field check­ing them.

She read over the list of Se­cu­ri­ty Plus lo­ca­tions in
Man­hat­tan, the da­ta on the tech who’d worked at Mac­Mas­ters’s,
and fought im­pa­tience when there was noth­ing in­com­ing from
Yan­cy be­fore she got cof­fee.

With it, she cir­cled her board. “One con­nec­tion, just one
sol­id link, that’s all I need. If you couldn’t ac­cess the house
and the sys­tem pri­or to the night of the mur­der, you’d still
want to walk it through, wouldn’t you? You’re so care­ful, so
pre­cise. Work­ing for the com­pa­ny you could ac­cess the da­ta
with­out send­ing up any flag. Or maybe you’re good enough to hack
in­to it from out­side.”

She turned and cir­cled back.

“I don’t think so. I don’t think so. Out­side pos­es too many
vari­ables. But maybe you don’t have to do that be­cause the vic’s
giv­en you enough da­ta about the lay­out. That’s not as pre­cise,
not as de­tailed, but it would be enough.”

She stopped, drink­ing cof­fee, rolling up to her toes, back to
her heels. “Maybe there’s no glitch for us to find be­cause you
could test that on your own. Sol­id e-​skills, but not ge­nius. If
you were stel­lar you could have found a way to by­pass the
cam­eras with­out set­ting up a flag with a re­mote be­fore you
went in, but you had to do it from the in­side, in­put the virus to
cor­rupt the hard drive. The sys­tem’s too good for your skill
set.”

She an­gled her head as she con­tin­ued to study the board. “I
won­der, I won­der … Does it piss you off that you’re good,
but not bril­liant? Not ex­cep­tion­al enough to by­pass the
se­cu­ri­ty cams? Not ex­cep­tion­al enough to get past
Mac­Mas­ters’s—the en­emy’s—se­cu­ri­ty block. Does that get un­der
your skin? I bet, yeah, I bet that’s a piss­er for you. Be­cause
he’s rich enough, smart enough, care­ful enough to have the very
best, and you can’t quite slith­er through the very best.”

She worked to try to fit some of the new pieces to­geth­er, then
sat, feet up, eyes closed to try to think them to­geth­er.

Client’s the smartest way, the safest way, she thought. But the
sys­tems are high-​dol­lar—ex­treme high. And re­quire a pri­vate
home for in­stall.

But it doesn’t have to be your home. A friend’s, a rel­ative’s,
a client’s. She thought of fresh ques­tions and sat up to nag
Feeney again. In­com­ing sig­naled and pre­sent­ed her with the
list of em­ploy­ees and clients, with a neg­ative
cross-​ref­er­ence al­ready done—from Roarke.

She cross-​checked both lists with the fresh da­ta from
Columbia, and hit an­oth­er neg­ative.

An­noyed she pushed up the pace. “You’re there, you’re in there,
you bas­tard.”

She cir­cled, paced, sat, worked it a dozen dif­fer­ent ways
from a dozen dif­fer­ent launch points.

And while she worked, Kar­lene Robins died.

In the loft, he checked and rechecked de­tails. He’d logged her
out of the build­ing hours be­fore, and had sent her fi­ancé a very
sweet text so she wouldn’t be missed. He dressed, then placed his
tools as well as her ’link, her PPC, and her memo book in his bag.
Once again, he shut down the cam­eras, up­load­ed his virus.

He walked out of the build­ing and head­ed home.

Cop work, Roarke thought, was bloody te­dious. He had no doubt
he’d be do­ing con­sid­er­able more of it very short­ly. But when
he walked in­to the house, he was de­ter­mined he’d be do­ing none
of it un­til he’d had a de­cent meal and an hour to clear the
bug­ger­ing e-​junk out of his head.

“This is a change,” Sum­mer­set com­ment­ed. “You com­ing home
late for din­ner with­out no­tice, and look­ing an­noyed and
tired.”

“Then don’t tempt me to in­sult you as Eve does.”

“She’s in her of­fice, and has been since she got home. Is there
any progress?”

“Not near­ly enough, con­sid­er­ing.”

He con­tin­ued up and found her where he’d thought he would, at
her desk hunched over da­ta and cof­fee.

She pushed to her feet when he came in, but he point­ed a
fin­ger to stop her be­fore she spoke. “We’re hav­ing a meal since
all you’ve had is cof­fee and a can­dy bar.”

She blinked, then not­ed she’d ne­glect­ed to dis­pose of the
wrap­per. “I need to know if—”

“I’ll tell you what there is to tell you, but I damn well want
some food.”

“Okay.” It oc­curred to her that he’d had less sleep than she
had, and was jug­gling his work with hers. “I’ll get it.”

His brows lift­ed. “Will you now?”

“Yeah. How about a steak? We can prob­ably both use the
boost.”

“I damn well could.” He reached out as she walked by, stroked
her hair. “Thanks for that.”

While she went in­to the kitchen, he opened a bot­tle of wine.
De­lib­er­ate­ly, he turned his back on her mur­der board to keep
it out of his head for a few min­utes. A lit­tle clear­ing-​out
time, he thought as he sipped.

His brows rose again when she rolled out the din­ner for two on
a ta­ble when he’d as­sumed they’d eat at her desk.

“Let’s eat by the win­dows,” she said and nod­ded to the wine as
she pushed the ta­ble to­ward them. “I could use a glass of
that.”

He poured a sec­ond glass, then went to her, tapped the shal­low
dent in her chin, kissed her. “Hel­lo, Lieu­tenant.”

“Hi, Civil­ian. Let’s take a breather.”

“I could use one near­ly as much as I can use that red
meat.”

“Okay.” She sat, stabbed her fork in­to one of the sal­ads she’d
pro­grammed with him in mind. “I went by to see Louise at her new
place.”

Now his brows winged up. “Aren’t you full of sur­pris­es?”

“I was al­most there any­way, and … Okay, I fig­ured she
wouldn’t be there so I could just leave a note and get, you know,
friend cred­it.”

Look­ing at her, lis­ten­ing to her, he laughed for the first
time in hours. “Nev­er change.”

“Well, it should’ve worked, but she was there. Plant­ing
flow­ers, which who would ex­pect?”

“As­ton­ish­ing.”

“I don’t have to eat sar­casm to rec­og­nize the fla­vor.
Any­way, I had to go in and go through the place. Have to say it
looks like them. Smooth and so­phis­ti­cat­ed and now. She’s
whacked with hap­py, which kind of in­fects any­one with­in a
ten-​foot ra­dius.” She stuffed sal­ad in her mouth to get it over
with. “Like an air­borne virus.”

“God, you ro­man­tic fool. No won­der I adore you.”

She of­fered a smirk. “So, while I was in­fect­ed, she’s
talk­ing about how she’s go­ing to stay in a ho­tel the night
be­fore the wed­ding be­cause she doesn’t want Charles to see her
on the day of, and she’s got to get rubbed and pol­ished and
paint­ed. I said she should stay here.”

“She should, of course.”

“And then I said how she’d prob­ably want her wom­en friends
with her. I don’t know where that came from. It just came out of
the whacky-​hap­py in­fec­tion. It wasn’t un­til I had some
dis­tance, and it was too damn late, that I re­al­ized one of those
wom­en will be Tri­na. Has to be. So now I’ve opened it all up to a
bunch of wom­en with wed­ding ma­nia, one of whom will come at
me—oh yes, she will—with gunk and goo.”

Her heart, Roarke thought, would al­ways win out over her sense
of self-​preser­va­tion when it came to those who mat­tered to
her.

“But think of the friend cred­it you’ll ac­cu­mu­late.”

“I don’t know if it’s worth it. Plus … ”

“Mur­der,” he said when she trailed off. “You’ve al­ready giv­en
me a breather, and red meat. You don’t have to stop your­self from
talk­ing about it.”

“You looked tired and ir­ri­ta­ble, and you al­most nev­er do.
That’s my job.”

He thought of Sum­mer­set’s “an­noyed and tired” and felt the
scowl take hold be­fore he could stop it. “I was both.”

“I’m bet­ter at it.”

He laughed again. “Got me there. I en­joy e-​work as a rule,
par­tic­ular­ly when there’s a chal­lenge in­volved. But this is
like try­ing to un­rav­el a ball of string one thread at a
time.”

“Maybe we won’t need it. I have oth­er threads, and I’m ty­ing
them to­geth­er. Yan­cy’s work­ing on his face. I’ve got var­ious
con­tact points, and when I pin him on one, there’ll be oth­ers. I
think he may be in the e-​busi­ness, or he can af­ford a lot of
toys. In­clud­ing the same se­cu­ri­ty sys­tem in­volved. It’s your
sys­tem. You up­date it reg­ular­ly.”

“As tech­nol­ogy emerges, re­fine­ments, op­tions, yes. A
cus­tomer would be giv­en the op­tion to add any or all of the new
fea­tures or re­fine­ments.”

“Which Mac­Mas­ters did, in March. The tim­ing’s too damn good.
A cou­ple of weeks lat­er, Deena meets her killer. I can’t con­nect
the killer or Mac­Mas­ters to the tech who did the up­dates, but
there’s go­ing to be one, to him or to the com­pa­ny. Se­cu­ri­ty
Plus.”

“It’s not mine. We bid out ser­vice and main­te­nance to
com­pa­nies, and cus­tomers have the op­tion of choos­ing from
them, or at their risk, us­ing an in­de­pen­dent. Se­cu­ri­ty Plus
is a sol­id or­ga­ni­za­tion, and a ser­vice cen­ter for most
top-​of-​the-​line sys­tems.”

“But you up­grad­ed the sys­tem in March.”

“I can check.”

“While you’re at it, can you find out who bought the same
sys­tem as Mac­Mas­ters with­in the last six months? Year,” she
cor­rect­ed. “A year, and had the same up­grades done in March.
He’s spent a lot of time on this project. He’d get the up­grades,
too. He’d get ev­ery one of them.”

“I’ll warn you it sells very well to a cer­tain lev­el of
clien­tele, and most will spring for the up­grades.”

“Some­thing’s go­ing to cross even­tu­al­ly. The sys­tem, his
em­ploy­ment, his ed­uca­tion, his face, his mo­tive. It’s go­ing
to cross.” It damn well had to cross. “Then it’s go­ing to cross
again and again. Then we’re go­ing to take that ball of string and
shove it down his throat.”

“I look for­ward to help­ing with that. For the girl, her
par­ents, for you. And for the very self­ish rea­son the fuck­er
com­pro­mised my sys­tem.”

“All good rea­sons.”

“I’ll get the da­ta for you. It might take a bit.”

She in­dulged in an­oth­er sip of wine. “Why don’t you set up a
run and search, and we’ll fin­ish the breather with a swim.”

He an­gled his head. “A swim? Would that be a eu­phemism?”

“Maybe.”

“I’ll set it up.”

She want­ed the wa­ter, a good, strong swim—both lit­er­al­ly
and eu­phemisti­cal­ly. She need­ed the phys­ical to off­set the
hours and hours of think­ing. Maybe if she stopped think­ing for
just a lit­tle while, she’d go back to it with more clar­ity.

Too many threads, she de­cid­ed. She need­ed to find one, get a
good grip on it. When she pulled, the rest would un­rav­el.

And, she ad­mit­ted, she was still think­ing.

She didn’t both­er with a suit, and in­stead stripped down in
the moist, fra­grant heat, and dived in­to the deep blue wa­ter.
She felt him spear in be­side her, and as she sur­faced be­gan to
cut through the wa­ter. She knew him, and his com­pet­itive
na­ture. He’d match her pace, push him­self—as they were matched in
speed and abil­ity in the wa­ter.

They hit the wall at the same time, flipped, and raced back. The
rhythm, fast, hard—beat strik­ing beat—did its job. Im­pos­si­ble
to think when ev­ery mus­cle worked to its full po­ten­tial, when
the heart be­gan to pound from the ex­er­tion.

At five laps they were still stroke for stroke, kick for
kick.

She pushed, a lit­tle more, and a lit­tle more yet, slic­ing
through the deep, dreamy blue, stretch­ing for an­oth­er inch while
the wa­ter flew up from the pow­er of scis­sor­ing legs. A lit­tle
faster, a lit­tle hard­er, dig­ging down for the speed and the
pow­er, she caught the blur of his face as she tipped hers up to
grab air.

Again, she thought, again, and curled her body, pumped her legs
to drive her­self off the wall. Be­side him, true as a shad­ow, she
struck out through the clear, the cool, the blue.

She lost track of the num­ber of laps, of time, of ev­ery­thing
but the mo­tion, the pace, the sheer phys­ical push and plea­sure
of spurring her­self, and him.

Chal­lenge and mo­tion, skin and wa­ter, speed and need.

And when he caught her, slick, wet body to slick, wet body, in
mid­stroke, she was ready for him.

Search­ing, their mouths came to­geth­er, cool from the wa­ter,
hot from hunger. With quick, fran­tic bites she an­swered the
ur­gen­cy of the kiss while her rac­ing heart pressed to his. She
wrapped her legs around his waist, too des­per­ate to care if they
sank like stones.

“Now.” She’d go mad if it wasn’t now.

She cap­tured him even as he gripped her hips, and those hips
plunged, de­mand­ing more, tak­ing more. When he gave her more,
shov­ing her back to the wall, brac­ing her, her head fell back on
a sin­gle choked cry.

Strong, sleek, he thought as he rav­aged her neck. And al­ways
so much his. Love and lust, need and plea­sure swirled in­side him
as wa­ter fumed up in the storm of their mat­ing.

With him, again with him, beat for beat, de­mand for de­mand, in
this last fran­tic lap of the race. She chained her­self to him,
arms and legs locked like shack­les as her mouth fused to his once
more.

And strong and sleek, she quiv­ered for him as he drove them
both to the fin­ish.

He low­ered his brow to her shoul­der, then man­aged to grip the
edge when she start­ed to slide. “Have a care.” He could bare­ly
mur­mur it. “Or they’ll find us both float­ing face­down in the
morn­ing.”

“Okay.” But she curled in­to him. “Need a minute.”

“You’re not alone. I had no idea swim­ming laps made such
in­tense fore­play.”

“My idea.”

“There, you’ve col­lect­ed sex cred­it and friend cred­its in
the same day.”

The sound she made was half laugh, half sigh. “Louise is all
ner­vous about the wed­ding, about all the de­tails be­ing
per­fect. She has charts and time lines and told me how she’s a
wreck of nerves and didn’t ex­pect to be.”

“It’s an ex­cep­tion­al­ly im­por­tant day.”

“Yeah, but I said she’s ner­vous about the minu­ti­ae be­cause
she’s not ner­vous about the mar­riage, about Charles, what they’re
do­ing and why.”

He brushed his cheek to hers as he drew back to study her.
“Aren’t you the wise one?”

“I wasn’t ner­vous about the de­tails of the wed­ding stuff when
we got mar­ried. I bare­ly paid at­ten­tion to them, dumped it on
you.”

“You did.” He kissed the tip of her nose. “But then you were
dis­tract­ed by a se­ri­al killer.”

“No, that’s not it. I mean, yeah, that was a fac­tor.” She
brushed his hair, wet black silk, away from his face. “But I
fig­ured out I wasn’t ner­vous about the minu­ti­ae be­cause I was
ner­vous about the rest. About mar­riage, you, what we were do­ing
and why. I thought that was the crazy part of it—you, me,
mar­riage.” She cupped his face in her hands, looked in­to his
eyes. “I’m re­al­ly hap­py I was wrong. I’m re al­ly hap­py.”

It surged through him, ev­ery­thing she was to him. “There, too,
you’re not alone.”

She brought her lips to his again, soft­er now, sweet­er. Then
eased back. “That’s enough of that. Breather’s over.”

She wig­gled free, pushed to the head of the pool to climb out.
When he stepped out, she tossed him a tow­el.

“As breathers go, it was ex­cep­tion­al.”

“Yeah, well, any­thing worth do­ing. He’d think that.”

Roarke wrapped a tow­el around his waist. “And our tran­si­tion
is com­plete.”

“Well, my head’s cleared. I think he’s good at what he
does—care­ful. Doesn’t want too much at­ten­tion. But he’s the
re­li­able guy, the one who gets it done with­out the fan­fare.
Peo­ple would say, oh yeah, Mur­der­ing Bas­tard’s re­li­able. I
bet he hates that.”

“Why so?”

Toss­ing on a robe she walked to the el­eva­tor. She’d change
in­to soft clothes for the rest of the night’s work. “Be­cause he’s
bet­ter than that. Bet­ter than they are. He’s young, he’s
good-​look­ing, charm­ing, ef­fi­cient, smart, and skilled enough
to come up with, or get some­one else to come up with this e-​virus
that’s got all you geeks stumped.”

“We’re not stumped,” Roarke cor­rect­ed with some an­noy­ance as
they rode to the bed­room. “The bleed­ing in­ves­ti­ga­tion is
on­go­ing and we’re pur­su­ing all shag­ging av­enues.”

While it amused her to hear him quote the usu­al de­part­men­tal
line—with the ad­di­tion of the Irish—she shrugged. “Point’s the
same. He’s not go­ing to be in man­age­ment, not even mid­dle
man­age­ment un­less it re­quires wear­ing a name tag. He’ll be the
clerk or tech or la­bor­er who nev­er bitch­es about get­ting work
or OT dumped on him. Who plods through the work, gets it done, but
doesn’t ob­ject when his boss or cowork­er or su­per­vi­sor takes
all or most of the cred­it.”

In the bed­room she pulled on a sup­port tank, un­der­wear. “And
he’d hate it, the way he’d hate not be­ing able to beat
Mac­Mas­ters’s se­cu­ri­ty from the out­side.”

“You think so?”

“I know so, be­cause I’m look­ing at you. You’re pissed off
be­cause he’s done some­thing e-​wise you haven’t been able to
fig­ure out. Yet,” she added, not both­er­ing to dis­guise a grin
when those blue eyes fired. “It’s frus­trat­ing.”

“You’re mak­ing it more so,” Roarke mut­tered.

“You’ll deal. But the point is, the av­er­age guy is a shell, a
suit he has to wear that prob­ably doesn’t fit very well. The
lit­tle things op­pose a good fit. Leav­ing the glass, mak­ing the
vid, spend­ing hours on the kill, and do­ing it in­side the house.
Eas­ier ways, safer ways, but he’s got to show off a lit­tle.”

In­trigued, Roarke con­tin­ued to dress. “And what does all this
tell you?”

“Well, adding in he’s young, and that’s go­ing to fac­tor even
with his sense of pa­tience and con­trol, he’s go­ing to make more
mis­takes. Maybe just lit­tle ones, show-​offy ones, but he’ll make
them. And I’ll be able to use his need to shed that or­di­nary suit
when I have him in in­ter­view. He’ll want to tell me.

“And for now?” She scooped a hand through her damp hair. “It
tells me if he works for Se­cu­ri­ty Plus, he’ll be one of the
geeks. Wher­ev­er he works, he takes home a de­cent salary, but
damn it, not enough to af­ford that sys­tem. He has to be a geek
for ei­ther the man­ufac­tur­er or a ser­vice com­pa­ny.”

“I had Caro get me the names of ev­ery male un­der thir­ty who
works for that arm.” He spoke of his re­doubtable ad­min. “The rest
of the geeks and I have been run­ning them through­out the day.
None of them are stand­ing out, and none have made a tidy fit with
your pro­file.”

“Pro­files can be off. That was good work, get­ting the da­ta,
tak­ing it in­to EDD.”

“Per­haps I’ll ask for a raise.”

“I just gave you one.” She shot him a grin as they walked out of
the bed­room. “I like a ser­vice com­pa­ny bet­ter. It’s more in
keep­ing. Ser­vice, don’t cre­ate. No splash.”

“I just ser­viced you, and I dis­tinct­ly re­call
splash­ing.”

“Okay now we’re even on the sex jokes.”

“It’s on­ly fair. Eve, he could be an in­de­pen­dent
con­sul­tant, a brain trust, a trou­bleshoot­er. The field is wide
and open. He may not work for any one com­pa­ny.”

“Shit. Shit.” She had to pace. “That would be even bet­ter for
him, wouldn’t it? Some­one who comes in, fix­es things, or gives
ad­vice, but doesn’t ac­tu­al­ly do the day-​to-​day. It’s
per­fect. Damn it. I’m go­ing to work through it all again, piece
by piece. Add in the da­ta you get me, shuf­fle it with the
Columbia da­ta. Then—”

“One thing you haven’t con­sid­ered,” Roarke in­ter­rupt­ed.
“He’s young, smart, skilled, and he has no scru­ples. There are
oth­er ways for some­one like that to make mon­ey, enough to buy a
top-​flight sys­tem and the res­idence to put it. You steal
it.”

“Steal it?”

“In the grand old e-​tra­di­tion. Hack in­to ac­counts, siphon
funds off. Keep that mid-​lev­el, too—noth­ing too big. He knows
how to use some­one else’s ID to get what he wants. Iden­ti­ty
theft’s a prof­itable busi­ness if you’re tal­ent­ed.”

She rubbed her hands to­geth­er as the idea took on weight. “You
risk get­ting caught, but he’s will­ing to risk. He’s care­ful and
keeps the risk low. Why work, or work very hard, when you can just
take. It’s an an­gle. It’s a good one.”

Her desk ’link sig­naled even as they walked in­to her of­fice.
She charged for it, scanned the read­out quick­ly. “Yan­cy, give me
some­thing good.”

“I had a sec­ond ses­sion with each of the wits. I had to give
them, and me, a break be­tween, but I know we need to push. I think
I’ve got some­thing, or some­thing close. Lo­la’s more sure than
Mar­ta, but—”

“Show me.”

“Hold on. Nei­ther of them saw his eyes, be­cause of the shades.
Those and the cap hid part of his face. I’ve pro­ject­ed the most
like­ly, prob­abil­ity eighty-​sev­en and change, for those
fea­tures. Eyes, eye­brows, fore­head. Mar­ta got a glimpse of the
fore­head, the up­per face when he pulled off the cap, but—”

“Show me,” Eve de­mand­ed.

“Com­ing through, on screen and hard copy, pro­ject­ed, and with
cap and shades.”

She leaned over her unit, stud­ied the im­ages that popped in
split screen. Roarke walked to the print­outs slid­ing out its
slot.

Young, she thought. Ear­ly to mid-​twen­ties by her cop gauge.
Cau­casian male, with even, at­trac­tive, some­what fem­inine
fea­tures. Small, straight nose, full lips, soft eyes, a bit
heavy-​lid­ded. The face was oval, al­most clas­si­cal­ly so, and
the hair dark, shag­gy, trendy.

She stud­ied the im­age with it, where the fea­tures were
ob­scured by the cap and shades. And nod­ded.

“You gave me good, Yan­cy.”

“If you’re con­fi­dent with it, we can send it out.”

“No me­dia. Team mem­bers on­ly for now. He’s go­ing to come to
the vic’s memo­ri­al, odds are. I don’t want to alert him, scare
him off. Get this to the oth­er mem­bers, with a lock on it. I’m
go­ing to start an im­age search, see if I can ID the
bas­tard.”

“Good luck.”

“You gave me more than luck. This could make the dif­fer­ence.
Send it out, Yan­cy, and go home.”

“You can count on it.”

When Yan­cy signed off, Eve con­sid­ered her op­tions, then
con­tact­ed Jamie.

“Hey, Dal­las.”

“You’re go­ing to have an im­age com­ing through,” she said
with­out pream­ble. “Take it and get over to Columbia. I’m go­ing
to set it up for you. I want you to start us­ing their imag­ing
pro­gram, see if you can get me a match.”

“It’s him.”

“It’s what we’ve got. This is locked, Jamie. No­body but you, or
Mc­Nab if you need him. It doesn’t go to any of your e-​pals.”

“I get it. I know. I’ll work it, Dal­las.”

“I’ll get you cleared. Work good,” she said, then blew out a
breath and once again con­tact­ed Peach Lap­koff.

“Well, Lieu­tenant, we’re get­ting to be best friends.”

“I apol­ogize for in­ter­rupt­ing your evening. We have an
im­age, and I’m send­ing Jamie over to the uni­ver­si­ty, as an
ex­pert con­sul­tant, civil­ian, to work with your imag­ing
pro­gram.”

“Now?”

“Now. I need you to clear this, Dr. Lap­koff, and to keep it
con­fi­den­tial. I can’t af­ford a leak.”

“I’ll take care of it per­son­al­ly.”

“You’re mak­ing my job eas­ier.”

“My grand­fa­ther would ex­pect no less.”

“She’s okay,” Eve mum­bled as she broke trans­mis­sion. “So.”
She nod­ded at the im­ages on screen. “There you are, fuck­er. Now
who are you? Com­put­er, ini­ti­ate search and match, all da­ta on
in­di­vid­ual in cur­rent im­ages, be­gin with New York City
res­idents.”

Ac­knowl­edged. Ini­ti­at­ing …

“Aux­il­iary search, same im­ages, same di­rec­tive, for match
with stu­dents list­ed in File Lap­koff-​Columbia-​C.”

Ac­knowl­edged. Ini­ti­at­ing Aux­il­iary search …

“Could get lucky there, find him on the short list be­fore
Jamie’s halfway to Morn­ing­side Heights. Okay. Now when I get the
da­ta you’re run­ning, I can add that in­to the mix and—”

He nudged her aside, tapped a quick se­ries of keys. “It’s
fin­ished, a few min­utes ago. And yes, we did an up­grade on that
sys­tem the third week in March. You want a third search, with this
da­ta, I take it.”

“Af­fir­ma­tive.”

He or­dered the task him­self. “I’d say it’s time for more
cof­fee, and I should take my­self off to the lab to have
mine.”

“We may not need—”

“That’s not the point, is it? I’m not go­ing to let that git
beat me. Car­ry on, Lieu­tenant, and so will I.”

She got her own cof­fee, then added both sketch­es to her board.
As her com­put­er worked, she cir­cled the board and con­sid­ered
Roarke’s the­ory. Hack­ing or ID theft. A boy had to hone his
craft, didn’t he? And a younger ver­sion of the man on her board
might have made a cou­ple of mis­takes. Slipped a lit­tle as he
learned all the ins and outs.

A lit­tle smudge on his ju­ve­nile record, she mused. We can add
that in, yes, we can. We can add that pos­si­bil­ity. Maybe back
home, wher­ev­er the hell home was.

Sticks close to the truth, she re­called. He’d told Deena he’d
had a lit­tle brush with the law over il­le­gals. Maybe he’d had
them with cy­ber crimes in­stead.

She let the com­put­er con­tin­ue its search and sat with her
PPC to run crim­inal, fo­cus on ju­ve­nile of­fens­es, with the
da­ta she’d ac­crued from Roarke and Columbia.

It didn’t sur­prise her to find so many. The cop in her was more
sur­prised when any­one got through life with­out a smudge or a
bump or a bust.

She be­gan the la­bo­ri­ous pro­cess of scan­ning,
elim­inat­ing, sep­arat­ing in­to pos­si­bles. Once again, she lost
track of time, and near­ly bob­bled her third mug of cof­fee when
her ’link sig­naled.

“Dal­las.” Jamie’s face told her what she want­ed to hear. “I’ve
got him. I think I’ve got him. It’s a nine­ty-​sev­en-​point-​three
prob­abil­ity match. It’s from five years back, and he on­ly had a
semester and a half in but—”

“Send him to me. On screen, now,” she or­dered when the
trans­mis­sion hummed.” She stared at the ID pho­to. “Good work,
Jamie. Shut ev­ery­thing down there, wipe the search.”

“It’s him, isn’t it? It’s the bas­tard who killed Deena.”

She looked in­to Jamie’s tired and fu­ri­ous eyes. “You did good
work,” she re­peat­ed. “We’ll brief in the morn­ing. Go home. Get
some sleep.”

She knew he want­ed to ar­gue, it was clear on his face. But he
pulled it in. “Yes, sir.”

She cut trans­mis­sion then turned back to the screen to study
an­oth­er young, at­trac­tive face.

“Hel­lo, Dar­rin Pauley. You son of a bitch.”

In the lab, Roarke fi­nessed, twist­ed, prod­ded. He’d grabbed
the amor­phous tail of the ghost and was fight­ing to hold it. “Do
you see it?” he de­mand­ed.

On a wall screen, Feeney’s eyes were nar­rowed to slits. “I’ve
got eyes, don’t I? You need to re­cal­ibrate the by­pass,
then—”

“I’m bloody well do­ing that.” Roarke swiveled to an­oth­er
comp, keyed in an­oth­er code.

“I can box it from here.” On an­oth­er screen, Mc­Nab paced. “If
we ride the back end from here—”

“Keep work­ing the en­hance,” Feeney snapped. “I’ve got it.”

“Roarke.”

“Not now!” the or­der shot out at Eve from Roarke, and from the
two males on the wall screens.

“Je­sus, wall of geek,” she mut­tered. Then saw the oth­er
im­age, a shad­ow on shad­ows.

“You’re pulling him out.”

“We’ve got him, but by our bleed­ing fin­ger­nails. Qui­et. If
we can’t lock this, we’ll have to do it all again.”

As she watched, the screen be­gan to blur with white dots. She
heard Mc­Nab say, “No! Damn it, no! It’s an­oth­er strain.
Je­sus.”

“Not this time,” Roarke snapped. “The pat­tern’s there. Re­verse
the code, ev­ery oth­er se­quence.”

Eve could see the light sheen of sweat on Feeney’s face, hear
the steely de­ter­mi­na­tion in Roarke’s voice.

The dots on screen fad­ed.

“We did it!” Mc­Nab cried out.

“Not quite yet,” Roarke’s voice eased slight­ly. “But we bloody
well will.”

She didn’t know what they were do­ing, but the shad­ow on screen
shim­mered so she feared it would van­ish. Then it stead­ied,
stilled.

“Locked!” Mc­Nab called. “We locked the bas­tard.
Rock­ing-​freak­ing-​A.” He leaped up in­to a vic­to­ry dance.

“Christ.” Roarke leaned back. “I could use a pint.”

“I’m damn well hav­ing one. Good work, ev­ery damn one of us,”
Feeney said.

“Ah … is that it?” As Eve ges­tured to the shad­ow, ev­ery
eye, on screen or in the room, turned a jaun­diced look on her.

“We broke through the virus,” Roarke told her. “We pieced
to­geth­er this im­age from dis­tort­ed pix­els. We per­formed a
bloody mir­acle. And no, that’s not it. That’s it for now.”

“We’ll start en­hanc­ing, defin­ing, clean­ing it up,” Feeney
told her, then took a long pull from a bot­tle of brew. “It’s
go­ing to take hours, maybe a day, but it’s there, and we can pull
it out. And while we’re do­ing that, we’ve got the se­quence and
cod­ing locked down to get the rest of it. We’ll be able to give
you the lit­tle son of a bitch walk­ing right in the door.”

“That’ll be a cap on it. Mean­while, thanks to Jamie, I’ve got a
name, and a point of ori­gin. Dar­rin Pauley, age twen­ty-​three.
Da­ta claims he lives in Sun­down, Al­aba­ma, south of Mo­bile,
with his fa­ther, Vin­cent Pauley. I’ve got no con­nec­tion to
ei­ther Pauley with Mac­Mas­ters—yet, but he fits right down to his
shy smile.”

“He’s no more in Al­aba­ma than my ass is,” Feeney put in.

“No, but his fa­ther is. I ran him, and he’s gain­ful­ly
em­ployed, liv­ing with his wife and twelve-​year-​old daugh­ter,
in Sun­down.”

“Could be a blind,” Feeney sug­gest­ed.

“Could, but the fam­ily re­sem­blance is strik­ing. He needs to
be in­ter­viewed, now, and face-​to-​face.”

Roarke glanced at the equip­ment he’d be­gun to en­joy again. “I
sup­pose we’re go­ing to Al­aba­ma this evening.”

“You sup­pose cor­rect­ly.”
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SHE HAD TO AP­PRE­CI­ATE BE­ING MAR­RIED TO A man who could call
up one of his own pri­vate jets in a fin­ger­snap and pi­lot it if
he had a mind to.

In this case, he did, which was a big ad­van­tage. She could
sit, con­tin­ue do­ing runs, ar­gue with Peabody, bounce the­ories
off her per­son­al pi­lot, and ba­si­cal­ly ig­nore the view out
the wind­screen.

“I’d’ve been ready in five min­utes,” Peabody com­plained. Her
face sulked on screen while in the back­ground Mc­Nab con­tin­ued
his e-​work in in­com­pre­hen­si­ble geek.

“It would’ve tak­en you thir­ty min­imum to get to the trans­po.
He’s not go­ing to be there, Peabody. You’re not go­ing to miss the
col­lar, for Christ’s sake. And I need you right where you are,
dig­ging down to find a New York ad­dress or con­tact for Dar­rin
Pauley. Em­ploy­ment, driv­er’s li­cense, crim­inal, fi­nances,
med­ical. Each and ev­ery fuck­ing thing.”

“I could do that while—”

“You can have a plane ride an­oth­er time.”

Peabody’s pout perked, just a lit­tle. “When?”

“God. Dig. Now.”

“I will. Am.”

“And work the shoes and the out­fit an­gle. Check to see if he
has a cred­it or deb­it un­der that name. If not, we’re go­ing to
cross the da­ta you have with males with the ini­tials DP. He used
Dar­ian Pow­ders’s ID. Stick with the fa­mil­iar, so maybe he has
oth­er alias­es with those ini­tials.”

“That’s good. I’ll—”

“That’s it. Bank a few hours’ sleep be­cause we’re brief­ing a
full team at sev­en hun­dred. Book the con­fer­ence room. I’m out,”
Eve said and broke trans­mis­sion.

“While I find my­self, as al­ways, ex­cit­ed by your
com­mand­ing de­meanor,” Roarke said, “this mem­ber of the team
isn’t avail­able at sev­en to­mor­row.”

She sup­pressed the urge to swear, be­cause damn it, she
could’ve used him. “Civil­ians get a pass.”

“I can re­order a few things if Feeney can use me, and be
avail­able to him about the same time I man­aged it to­day.”

“If it works for you. He’s not go­ing to be in Al­aba­ma. He
needs the pay­off of see­ing, first­hand, Mac­Mas­ters
dev­as­tat­ed. And he’s been in New York for some time. Maybe not
for five years, maybe not the whole time since his stint at
Columbia, but for a while now. Keep­ing an eye on things, spin­ning
his web. He’s go­ing to come to the memo­ri­al, so I can’t re­lease
the sketch to the me­dia and tip him off. Which I may do by
push­ing at his fa­ther.”

“Then why are you? Wait un­til af­ter the memo­ri­al.”

“Cal­cu­lat­ed risk.” She want­ed to stand up, pace, but the
size of the plane, the ex­panse of the night, the empti­ness
out­side the wind­shield kept her in place. “Off chance he is
there. Very off chance, but it can’t be ig­nored. Bet­ter chance,
his fa­ther knows where he is, and I can get it out of him. Then
shut the fa­ther’s com­mu­ni­ca­tions down un­til we take the
bas­tard down. The oth­er end of it is, I get noth­ing, the fa­ther
tips Pauley off, and he’s in the wind. But … ”

“You don’t think so.”

“Fam­ily man, long mar­riage, an­oth­er kid. No crim­inal oth­er
than a mi­nor bust for dis­turb­ing the peace when he was in his
twen­ties. Sol­id em­ploy­ment record, mid-​lev­el salary, small
house in the ’burbs, mort­gage. Is this guy go­ing to risk his wife
and daugh­ter, that lit­tle house, the job, the life, to dodge a
po­lice in­ves­ti­ga­tion in­to the rape-​mur­der of a girl? Risk
charges of ob­struc­tion, ac­ces­so­ry af­ter the fact, and
any­thing else I can use to pres­sure him?”

“De­pends, I’d say, on how much he loves his son, and how far
he’d go to pro­tect him.”

“I wouldn’t un­der­stand that kind of love, the kind that
shields mon­sters. I don’t think it is love. If he does love this
sick, son of a bitch, I’ll use that. He needs help. Help us to help
him. If I don’t find him, some­one else might. He killed a cop’s
kid, and some­one else might put that above the law.”

She drummed her fin­gers on her thigh, tried to ig­nore the
shim­my of the plane as they start­ed to de­scend. “I’ve got to
take an­oth­er risk.” She tagged Bax­ter at home. “Take the
sketch,” she or­dered with­out pream­ble. “Get True­heart and
can­vass the cof­fee­hous­es, clubs, hang­outs around the
uni­ver­si­ty, and on cam­pus.”

“Now?”

“No, gee, when­ev­er you feel like it. Jamie worked an imag­ing
pro­gram at Columbia. Check in with him, let him know you’re in the
field. And, if it isn’t too much trou­ble, if it doesn’t
in­ter­fere with your plans for the evening—”

“Je­sus, Dal­las, bust my balls.”

“Your balls have nev­er in­ter­est­ed me, Bax­ter.”

“Again, ouch.”

“Take the sketch around Mac­Mas­ters’s neigh­bor­hood. Any­thing
pops, tag me. Oth­er­wise, brief­ing at sev­en hun­dred, Cen­tral,
con­fer ence room.”

“Fine. fine. Where the hell are you?”

“I’m about to be in Al­aba­ma.” Her stom­ach flipped. “I hope,
sin­cere­ly, in one piece. Peabody has the de­tails if you need
them. Move it, Bax­ter.”

“Mov­ing it.”

Lieu­tenant Dal­las, who would charge through a fire­fight to do
the job, closed her eyes with her stom­ach quiv­er­ing as they
dipped to­ward touch­down.

She was bet­ter when they were zip­ping along the roads in some
spiffy, top­less rental with the heavy South­ern air whip­ping
around her head.

“A lit­tle late for a cop call to a fam­ily man,” she said.
“Good, it gives us an­oth­er ad­van­tage.”

“It’s not that late. We’re on Cen­tral time,” he told her.
“We’re an hour ear­li­er here.”

She pressed her fin­gers to her eyes. “So we’re here be­fore we
left. How does any­one keep their brain from frizzing over stuff
like this?”

Un­able to re­sist, Roarke gave her a poke and a grin. “And when
we go back, we’ll lose an hour.”

“See? It’s sense­less. How can you lose an hour? Where does it
go? Can some­one else find it? Does it get re­port­ed to the Lost
Time Di­vi­sion?”

“Dar­ling Eve, I have to in­form you the world is not flat, nor
is New York its cen­ter.”

“The first part, okay, but the sec­ond? Maybe it should be.
Things would be sim­pler.”

He slowed, slid­ing on­to a sub­ur­ban street where the trees
were plen­ti­ful and the hous­es jammed so close Eve won­dered why
the oc­cu­pants didn’t just live in apart­ments. They’d prob­ably
have more pri­va­cy.

Tiny yards spread un­til the wash of street and se­cu­ri­ty
lights, and the scent of grass along with some­thing deep and
sweet, wound through the air.

Fol­low­ing the ve­hi­cle’s nav­iga­tion­al as­sis­tant, Roarke
turned left at a cor­ner, then stopped at a house—much like all the
oth­er hous­es—in the mid­dle of the block.

Eve frowned at the house. Had she be­come spoiled and jad­ed
liv­ing in the enor­mi­ty of what Roarke had built, or was the
house the size of your av­er­age shoe box? Two lit­tle cars sat,
nose to butt, in the nar­row drive­way. Low-​grow­ing flow­ers
crawled along its verge.

Lights beamed against the win­dow glass. In their glow, she saw
a bike parked be­side the front stoop.

“These peo­ple couldn’t af­ford to send a kid to Columbia.
Un­less he bagged a schol­ar­ship—and that’s out of pro­file—how
could they pay that kind of freight?”

“Well, the wise and fore­sight­ed of­ten be­gin sav­ing and
in­vest­ing for col­lege ed­uca­tions while the child is still in
the womb. Even then, yes, it would take con­sid­er­able.”

She got out, start­ed to­ward the house. Stopped dead with her
hand rest­ing on the butt of her weapon. “Do you hear that?” she
de­mand­ed as she cocked her head at the repet­itive bas­so belch
that rose in­to the steamy air.

“Of course I hear it. I’m stand­ing right here.”

“What the hell is it?”

“I’m not en­tire­ly sure, but I think it may be some sort of
frog.”

“Frog? Se­ri­ous­ly? The green hop­ping things?” She scanned the
dark and the streams of street­lights. “It sounds re­al­ly big.
Like alien-​frog big.”

“I don’t have much per­son­al ex­pe­ri­ence with frogs, but I
don’t be­lieve they have alien frogs in Al­aba­ma. At least not the
sort that re­quire stun­ning with a po­lice-​is­sue.”

“We’ll see about that.” Just in case, she kept her hand on her
weapon.

Through the front win­dow she saw the move­ment on the
en­ter­tain­ment screen, and the man kicked back in a re­clin­er,
the wom­an with her feet curled up on the so­fa.

“Qui­et evening at home in front of the screen,” Eve mur­mured.
“Could they, would they, if they had any part in … what’s she
do­ing? The wom­an? What’s she do­ing with those sticks and the
fuzzy thread?”

“I have no idea. Why should I have the an­swers to these
things?”

“Be­cause,” she said and made him laugh.

“Well, at a guess again, it ap­pears to be some sort of …
craft.”

She con­tin­ued to­ward the door, study­ing the sticks, the
yarn, the wom­an. It popped out of some file of buried facts.
“Knit­ting!” Eve punched Roarke’s shoul­der. “I got one. She’s
knit­ting.”

“If you say so.”

“I saw that stuff—the sticks, the thread, some­where, some case.
She’s knit­ting, he’s watch­ing the screen and hav­ing a beer, and
the girl’s bike is parked by the door—and not chained down. These
aren’t mas­ter crim­inals who helped plan the mur­der of a
teenag­er, and if they’re in­volved in hack­ing or iden­ti­ty
fraud, I’ll take up knit­ting.”

“All that from a glance through the liv­ing room win­dow?”

“Se­cu­ri­ty? Min­imal, and right now it’s not even
ac­ti­vat­ed. No cur­tains drawn, noth­ing to hide here.” She
stepped to the door, knocked. In a mo­ment, the wom­an opened the
door, with­out check­ing and ask­ing who was there.

Her easy smile shift­ed to sur­prise, but didn’t lose any of its
wel­come. “Well, hi, what can I do for y’all?”

The voice was as warm and sweet as the air. She brushed back at
her hon­ey blonde hair the way some wom­en did when caught
un­awares.

“We’re look­ing for Dar­rin Pauley.”

“Oh good­ness, I think he lives up in Chica­go or some­thing. We
haven’t seen him in—”

“Who is it, Mi­mi?”

“They’re look­ing for Dar­rin, hon­ey. I don’t mean to have you
stand­ing here in the door­way, but—”

Eve pulled out her badge, watched Mi­mi’s eyes widen on it even
as Vin­cent Pauley stepped to the door. “What’s all this about?
Po­lice? New York po­lice? He’s in trou­ble? Dar­rin’s in trou­ble?
Well, hell.” He said it on a sigh, some­thing re­signed, sad,
un­sur­prised all at once. “We’d bet­ter talk in­side.”

He ges­tured them in while his wife rubbed his arm in com­fort.
“Why don’t I get us all some tea? It’s a warm night, and I bet you
could use some­thing cold.”

“Ma­ma?” A lit­tle girl looked down over the ban­is­ter from the
top of the stairs to the right.

“You go on back to bed, Jen­nie. It’s just some peo­ple to talk
to Dad­dy. Go on now, you’ve got a big day to­mor­row.”

The girl blinked sleepy eyes at Eve, then slipped back
up­stairs.

“We’re all go­ing to Play World to­mor­row, along with Jen­nie’s
best friend and her par­ents. Two days of amuse­ment and wa­ter
parks. Lord help us. And I’m bab­bling. Let me get that tea.”

She scoot­ed away. Eve won­dered if her hur­ry was to get away,
or to get back quick­ly. Ei­ther case, she and Roarke were left
with Vin­cent Pauley of the hand­some face and sor­row­ful
eyes.

“Let’s have a seat. Screen off,” he or­dered, and the com­edy
chuck-​ling away shut down. “I guess I al­ways won­dered if I’d get
po­lice at the door some­time or oth­er about Dar­rin. It’s been
years since I even laid eyes on him. I can’t tell you where he is.
He doesn’t keep in touch.”

“When did you last see your son, Mr. Pauley?”

He smiled, but there was bit­ter around the edges. “I don’t know
that he is my son.” He rubbed his eyes. “God, some things nev­er
stop com­ing up be­hind you, do they? I was with his moth­er when
he was born, and had been with her for months be­fore. I put my
name on the records. I thought he was mine. But I didn’t know she’d
been with some­one else be­fore she was with me, while she was with
me. I wasn’t yet twen­ty, green as grass and dirt stupid with
it.”

“Don’t say that, Vin­nie!” Mi­mi came in car­ry­ing a tray with
a big pitch­er, sev­er­al glass­es full of half-​moon slices of
ice.

Roarke rose. “Let me help you with that, Mrs. Pauley.”

“Oh, thank you. Don’t you have a nice ac­cent. Are you from
Eng­land?”

“Ire­land, a long while ago.”

“My grand­moth­er’s grand­moth­er, on my fa­ther’s side, she was
from Ire­land. From some­where called En­nis.”

She pro­nounced it wrong, with a long I at the start, but Roarke
smiled. “A love­ly lit­tle town. I have peo­ple not far from
there.”

“And you came all the way to Amer­ica to be a po­lice­man.”

“He’s a con­sul­tant,” Eve said, firm­ly, as Roarke smoth­ered a
laugh. “Dar­rin’s moth­er is list­ed as In­ga Soren­son,
de­ceased.”

“That’s the name she was us­ing when I was with her, and I left
it that way on the records. I don’t know if it was her name. I
don’t know if she’s alive or dead. I’m told she’s dead, but …
”

“Why don’t you tell me when you last saw him or spoke with
him?”

“I guess maybe six years ago, or sev­en.”

“Sev­en,” Mi­mi con­firmed. “Ear­ly spring be­cause I was
putting in the bed­ding plants out back, and Jen­nie was in
kinder­garten. Vin­nie was at work, and I was alone here. I was
afraid to let them in so I called Vin­nie and he came right
home.”

“Them?” Eve re­peat­ed, and saw Mi­mi slide her gaze to­ward her
hus­band.

“Dar­rin, and the man who may be his fa­ther,” Vin­nie said.
“The man he con­sid­ers his fa­ther, and the one In­ga was with
be­fore me, and maybe dur­ing me for all I know. My broth­er.”

“There’s no broth­er list­ed on your records, Mr. Pauley.”

“No. I had him tak­en off. It cost me a lot of mon­ey, and it’s
il­le­gal, I guess, but I need­ed to do it. I need­ed it be­fore I
could ask Mi­mi to mar­ry me.”

“He’s a bad man. A very bad man. Vin­nie’s noth­ing like him,
Of­fi­cer.”

“Lieu­tenant. Dal­las. How is he a bad man?” Eve asked.

“He does what he wants, takes what he wants, hurts who he
wants,” Vin­nie told her. “He al­ways did, even when we were kids.
He took off when we were six­teen.”

“We were?” Roarke re­peat­ed. “You’re twins then?”

“Fra­ter­nal, not iden­ti­cal.” The dis­tinc­tion seemed an
im­por­tant point for Vin­nie. “But we look a lot alike.”

“I’d nev­er mis­take them. There’s some­thing scary in his
eyes.” Mi­mi shiv­ered. “Some­thing mean, just not right in them.
And I’m sor­ry, Vin­nie, it’s in that boy’s eyes, too. No mat­ter
how sweet he smiles or how po­lite he talks, it’s in his eyes.”

“Maybe it is. Any­way, they weren’t here long. They want­ed to
stay a few days. God knows why, or what they’d done they need­ed to
put up here. I said Dar­rin could stay, but Vance had to go. He
wouldn’t stay with­out Vance. I asked him about his moth­er, why
wasn’t his moth­er with him. He’s the one who said she was dead. He
said she’d been dead for years. Mur­dered he said.”

“How?”

“He didn’t tell me. I was shocked, and I asked him, how, when,
who? All he said was he knew who was re­spon­si­ble. And he had
plans. Mi­mi’s right. Some­thing not right in his eyes, when he
said that I could see it. He had plans. I want­ed them both away
from my fam­ily.”

Vin­nie glanced to­ward the stairs. “I want­ed them away from
Mi­mi and Jen­nie. Even if he’s mine, I didn’t want him near my
girls. That’s the hard part, you know? Even if he’s mine.”

“We’re yours,” Mi­mi whis­pered. “That’s what mat­ters.”

Vin­nie nod­ded, took a long drink from the frosty glass. “I
wasn’t twen­ty when In­ga … she was beau­ti­ful. Sor­ry,
sweet­ie.”

“That’s all right.” Mi­mi took his hand, gave it a hard squeeze.
“So am I.”

He brought their joined hands to his lips, pressed them hard to
her knuck­les. “You sure are. You sure are.”

“Go on and tell them about it,” Mi­mi prompt­ed. “Stop
wor­ry­ing your­self and tell them.”

“All right. I fell for her, for In­ga. For who I thought she
was. I don’t know if she’d run away from my broth­er, or if they
planned it all to­geth­er, to dupe me, to use me so she’d have
some­where safe to stay while she was nest­ing. It was hard not
know­ing. Not so much any­more, but back then, when it hap­pened,
it was hard. And so I paid to have Vance’s name tak­en off my
da­ta.”

“No­body’s go­ing to give you grief over that, Mr. Pauley,” Eve
as­sured him.

He nod­ded. “Well, that’s good to know. Any­ways, In­ga left
when Dar­rin was a cou­ple months old. Took what­ev­er wasn’t
nailed down in my place, my car, cleaned out the sav­ings I had,
even the lit­tle ac­count I start­ed for the boy be­fore he was
even born. All there was was this video cube from my broth­er,
laugh­ing, telling me thanks for fill­ing in for him. I found out
he’d been ar­rest­ed near to a year be­fore. For some kind of fraud
or some­thing. I guess maybe he sent In­ga to me, so I’d …
fill in. And when he got out, he took them. Just like that.

“I nev­er saw her again, nev­er saw Vance or the boy again
un­til that day Mi­mi called me home. I hired a pri­vate
in­ves­ti­ga­tor to try to find them, but I couldn’t af­ford him
for very long. Nev­er came to noth­ing, but I want­ed to try. I
don’t know if he was mine, the boy, but back then, he felt like
mine.”

“You did the best you could.”

He smiled at Mi­mi, but his eyes were damp. “It felt like
giv­ing up. I guess it was. I was mad a long time, and then, well,
I met Mi­mi. I put it be­hind me, un­til they showed up here a few
years back. And I don’t know where they went from here. We got an
e-​mail from Dar­rin about three years ago. He said he was in
col­lege, in Chica­go. How he was mak­ing some­thing of him­self,
study­ing hard. He sound­ed … ”

“Sin­cere,” Mi­mi put in.

“I guess he did,” Vin­nie said with a sigh. “He asked if we
could maybe help him out a lit­tle. Mon­ey. Know­ing Vance, I
checked it out. And he was reg­is­tered at the col­lege like he
said. So I sent him a thou­sand dol­lars.”

“And nev­er heard a word back,” Mi­mi fin­ished. “But right
af­ter that? Some­body ac­cessed our bank ac­count. That was just
our emer­gen­cy ac­count, thank the Lord, where Vin­nie got the
mon­ey he sent Dar­rin. It on­ly had an­oth­er five thou­sand in
it. He took four of it. He did it, Vin­nie,” she said when her
hus­band looked ready to protest.

He sighed, nod­ded. “Yeah, I ex­pect he did.”

“Vin­nie wouldn’t re­port it to the po­lice.”

“If he’s mine, he’s en­ti­tled to some­thing. And I could be
fin­ished there. It’s all he’s en­ti­tled to. I tried to con­tact
him through the col­lege, but they said he wasn’t reg­is­tered.
They had no record of him. I ar­gued, be­cause they damn well had
two weeks be­fore. But I didn’t get any­where.”

How much were they en­ti­tled to? Eve won­dered. “We be­lieve
the man you know as Dar­rin Pauley is and has been in New York. We
be­lieve he has com­mit­ted var­ious cy­ber crimes and en­gaged in
forms of iden­ti­ty theft.”

Vin­nie low­ered his head to his hands. “Like Vance. Just like
Vance. What do I tell my par­ents? Do I tell them?”

“Mr. Pauley, there’s more. There’s hard­er, and with­in the next
forty-​eight hours it’s go­ing to be in the me­dia.” He lift­ed his
face to meet her eyes, and his were full of fear. “The man you know
as Dar­rin Pauley is the pri­ma­ry sus­pect in the rape-​mur­der of
a six­teen-​year-​old girl. The daugh­ter of a dec­orat­ed po­lice
of­fi­cer.”

“No. No. No. Mi­mi.”

She put her arms around him, and though her face reg­is­tered
shock and hor­ror, it didn’t show dis­be­lief. Her eyes met Eve’s
as she held her hus­band, and she nod­ded. “I was afraid of him.
When he looked at me, I was afraid. That girl, we heard about it.
We heard about it this morn­ing on the bed­room screen when we were
get­ting dressed. They said your name. Lieu­tenant Dal­las. I’d
for­got­ten.”

“I need any­thing you can re­mem­ber, any de­tail you can give
me on Dar­rin, your broth­er, In­ga Soren­son.”

“I think they may have hit my par­ents up for mon­ey a few
times.” Vin­nie rubbed his eyes again. “We don’t talk about it, or
them, but it’s hard to say no to your own.”

“Let’s find out.”

“Let me do that. Let me talk to them, ex­plain … some­how.
I’ll just use the oth­er room. Is that all right?”

“Go ahead.”

“What do we do now?” Mi­mi asked. “What should we do? If he
comes here—”

“I don’t be­lieve he will. You’ve got noth­ing he wants. But
I’ll talk to your lo­cal po­lice. If he con­tacts you, you should
stay calm, be­have nat­ural­ly. And con­tact your lo­cal po­lice,
and me im­me­di­ate­ly.”

“We’re go­ing on va­ca­tion to­mor­row.”

“And you should,” Eve told her. “Go ex­act­ly as you planned.
Get out of this.”

“En­joy your daugh­ter,” Roarke added. “You have a good fam­ily.
This isn’t part of it.”

On the drive back to trans­po, Eve stared up at the sky. “Just
more vic­tims.”

“She’s a sen­si­tive. At least she has a whiff of it,” he added
when Eve turned her head to study him. “Just a sense I got from
her, and one I think could ex­plain why she saw what’s in­side that
boy. Maybe he wasn’t as adept at hid­ing it, but I think she saw
in­side, and it fright­ened her.”

“She was right to be.” Set­tling down, she start­ed a stan­dard
run on Vance Pauley. “And she was right when she said Vance was a
bad man. Lots of trou­ble here. The ju­vie’s un­sealed, so
some­body beat me to that along the way. He had trou­ble start­ing
at nine. Tru­an­cy, theft, de­struc­tion of pri­vate prop­er­ty,
cy­ber bul­ly­ing, hack­ing, as­sault, bat­tery.”

“At bloody nine?”

“I’m mov­ing through. Twelve on the first as­sault. It was the
ID fraud that had him in dur­ing the In­ga pe­ri­od. Then he drops
off, just like that. He’s got a mile-​long sheet from child­hood to
the age of twen­ty-​one, then noth­ing.”

“Got smarter.”

“Or In­ga was smarter, and ran the games, taught him. And I’ve
got noth­ing on her, noth­ing on that name that cor­re­sponds to
the age, the de­scrip­tion Pauley gave me, the lo­ca­tion she lived
when she was with him. She’s list­ed on Dar­rin’s records as his
moth­er, DOD, May six­teen, 2041. He’d have been four. But there is
no death record cor­re­spond­ing.”

“She’ll be in Mac­Mas­ters’s files. Not un­der that name,
nec­es­sar­ily, but she’s the mo­tive. The rea­son for the plan he
had even sev­en years ago.”

“Yeah. And I’ll find her.”

She pulled out her ’link when it sig­naled. “Dal­las.”

“Are you se­ri­ous­ly in Al­aba­ma?” Bax­ter de­mand­ed.

“I’m on my way to trans­po, and will be head­ing back.”

“Could you pick up some bar­be­cue? There’s noth­ing like
South­ern bar­be­cue.”

“Bax­ter, it’s your ass get­ting bar­be­cued if you’re tag­ging
me for noth­ing.”

“Can I have bar­be­cue if I’ve got some­thing? Je­sus, Dal­las,
you’re go­ing to scare my ap­petite away with that face. Okay, we
got a hit. Girl work­ing the bar at a club that caters to bare­ly
le­gal col­lege types. She made the sketch. She says she had some
class­es with this guy. He re­al­ly did go to Columbia. Bet­ter
yet, she’s a grad stu­dent, work­ing her way through her mas­ter’s,
and says she saw him—you’re go­ing to love it—at a par­ty on New
Year’s freak­ing Eve.”

“At Pow­ders’s.”

“At Pow­ders’s. Tells us she was there so­lo, and hey, why not,
so she put a lit­tle hit on him. He wasn’t in­to it. Be­lieve me, a
man would be crazy not to be. Right, True­heart?”

“She’s very pret­ty.”

“Hot. Steam­ing, fin­ger-​burn­ing hot.” He sighed the sigh of a
pa­tient tu­tor. “My work is nev­er done with this boy.”

“Write it up.”

“That’s where the boy’s work is nev­er done. So we hied
our­selves—”

“What your­selves?”

“Hied our­selves over to Pow­ders’s, and got con­fir­ma­tion.
He, his room­mate, and his un­for­tu­nate­ly un­der­age twist all
rec­og­nized him. Just some­body they’d see around now and then.
But the girl no­ticed him par­ty night. She said she al­ways
no­tices frosty guys—and gave our own True­heart a lit­tle
flut­ter.”

“Sir, she did not—”

“You need to be more ob­ser­vant, my young ap­pren­tice. So
we’ve got wits put him in Pow­ders’s on the night the ID was
lift­ed. It’s good.”

“It’s good.”

“Dal­las, it’s too damn late to go knock­ing on doors at
Mac­Mas­ters’s.”

“It’s on­ly … shit.” An hour gained, an hour lost. She just
hat­ed it. “You’ll hit it af­ter the brief­ing to­mor­row.”

“We’ve got a cou­ple more maybes here and there. Shilly’s the
sol­id.”

“Shilly.”

“I know, she even has a steam­ing, fin­ger-​burn­ing name. About
that bar­be­cue.”

She cut him off.

“The PA’s go­ing to be pleased with that when we take him down,”
she said to Roarke. “It’s nice case-​build­ing. If you man­age to
clean up that hard drive, get me that pic­ture of him go­ing in the
door—”

“And we will.”

“We’ll put him away. But we have to find him first. Got his
face,” she mum­bled. “Got a name. Not the one he’s us­ing now, no,
not the one he used with Deena. That was David. But a name. Got his
con­nec­tion, got his kin­ship.”

She not­ed they were about to en­ter the trans­po sta­tion. “I
can start the search for In­ga—what­ev­er name she was us­ing—on
the way home.”

“I could find her faster, I’d wa­ger. If you’d like to
pi­lot.”

“Ha-​ha.”

“You’d en­joy fly­ing more if you’d learn the con­trols.”

“I’d rather pre­tend I’m on the ground.”

Roarke sent her a quick smile. “And how many ve­hi­cles have you
wrecked, had blown up, or de­stroyed in the last, oh, two
years?”

“Think about that, then imag­ine it hap­pen­ing when I’m at the
wheel at thir­ty thou­sand feet.”

“Good point. I’ll do the fly­ing.”

“Do that, ace.”

He parked. “They had some­thing, the Pauleys. A sol­id base, a
strong con­nec­tion to each oth­er. Each of them sol­id in their
own right, from my per­cep­tion, and more yet to­geth­er.”

“I wouldn’t ar­gue. He feels re­spon­si­ble, and feels a kind of
grief over Dar­rin. Even though it’s very un­like­ly he’s the
fa­ther.”

“Blood still, ei­ther way. Blood’s a strong tie. Kin­ship, as
you said. And a good man like that, he’d feel it re­gard­less.”

“A bad man can feel it, too,” she said and got out of the car to
fly home.
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SHE’D BEEN IRENE SCHULTZ—AT LEAST IN June of 2039 when a young
Jon­ah Mac­Mas­ters had col­lared her for fraud, pos­ses­sion of
il­le­gal sub­stances, and so­lic­it­ing sex with­out a
li­cense.

Her male com­pan­ion, one Vic­tor Pat­ter­son, had been
ques­tioned and re­leased though Mac­Mas­ters’s case notes
in­di­cat­ed his com­plic­ity. Lack of ev­idence against him, and
the wom­an’s con­fes­sion made it im­pos­si­ble to hold and charge
him.

A male child, Damien Pat­ter­son, had been re­moved by child
ser­vices in­to fos­ter care dur­ing the in­ves­ti­ga­tion, and
sub­se­quent­ly re­turned to his fa­ther. Schultz had tak­en a
deal, and had done eigh­teen months.

Case closed.

“It has to be her,” Eve said as she and Roarke walked back in­to
the house. “Ev­ery­thing fits. Two months af­ter her re­lease, she
poofs, and so do Pat­ter­son and the kid. Van­ish, no fur­ther
da­ta on record.”

“Picked up new iden­ti­ties.”

“That’s the pat­tern.” She head­ed up the stairs. “Change ID,
move lo­ca­tions, start a new game. But here’s a new an­gle. From
the case notes, it’s clear Mac­Mas­ters be­lieved Pat­ter­son—or
Pauley—was part of the fraud. He let her take the rap, and she let
him. She went down for it. More, Vin­nie said noth­ing about
il­le­gals. His broth­er’s got no il­le­gals bumps on his record.
That’s new. Where’d it come from?”

It didn’t fit, it didn’t play, Eve thought.

“And the so­lic­ita­tion? Those are stupid risks for these kind
of grifters. Stupid, and it doesn’t come off she’d been stupid. The
wom­an played Vin­nie for a year. She knows—knew—how to run a game,
long and short. Then, boom, she goes down not just for fraud, but
pos­ses­sion and so­lic­ita­tion? It’s off.”

“Sex and drugs are quick mon­ey if you need it,” Roarke
com­ment­ed. “And big mon­ey if you know how to play them. That’s
telling.”

Eve paused on the stairs, con­sid­ered. Quick and big. “It might
fit Pauley. Greed, im­pa­tience. It might.”

“And it’s telling,” Roarke added, “that when she made this deal
for the eigh­teen, she didn’t roll on Pauley. It would be SOP,
wouldn’t it, to of­fer her a still lighter sen­tence if she
im­pli­cat­ed her part­ner?”

“Yeah, it would. And there would have been some sym­pa­thy for
her. Young moth­er, clean record—or so it ap­peared. She went with
a pub­lic de­fend­er.” She moved in­to her of­fice, straight to her
com­put­er. “I’ve got the name, and the name of the APA from
Mac­Mas­ters’s case notes. But he wouldn’t have the ne­go­ti­ations
in here. I need his mem­ory on this.”

“She didn’t die in prison.”

“No, she didn’t die in prison. Why is Mac­Mas­ters to blame for
her death, when­ev­er and wher­ev­er and how­ev­er it hap­pened?
It’s il­log­ical, and in his twist­ed way, he’s log­ical.”

She paced to the board, around it. “Some­thing not in the case
files, the notes, some­thing not on record? But he’s a kid, hell
al­most a ba­by re­al­ly, right? So how does he know what
hap­pened, how does he know Mac­Mas­ters has to pay?”

She pinned up Irene’s mug shot.

“Be­cause Pauley tells him,” she con­clud­ed, study­ing the
pho­to­graph, the harsh and weary eyes of the wom­an. “Pauley tells
him how it went down, from his point of view any­way. Or how he
wants it to play. It can’t be, yeah, I let your moth­er take the
full rap while I walked. No, it can’t be that.”

As she cir­cled, spoke, talked it out, Roarke eased a hip on­to
the cor­ner of her desk. He loved watch­ing her work, watch­ing her
re-​cre­ate, dig down.

“What kind of man lets the moth­er of his child take the hit?
How can you stand back, let her fall while you walk?”

She thought of Ris­so Banks. “I looked at this guy, had to check
him out. Young guy. His old­er broth­er made him an ad­dict, played
him in­to the sex game, then when the bust came, left the kid and
tried to save him­self. And that’s how he re­mem­bers his broth­er,
leav­ing him and try­ing to save his own ass.”

“Dar­rin Pauley would have been too young to re­mem­ber.”

“Yeah.” Eve nod­ded. “Yeah, so Vance Pauley can write the sto­ry
how­ev­er he wants. They worked to­geth­er, no ques­tion, but she
goes down alone. He can’t let it come off like that to his son, or
he’s a cow­ard, a us­er. Mac­Mas­ters rail­road­ed her? You can
make that play, you can al­ways make it play that the cops screwed
with you. And still … ”

“A year and a half in prison against the rape and mur­der of the
cop’s child twen­ty years lat­er?” Roarke looked at the pho­tos,
the stark dif­fer­ences, on her board. “Very im­bal­anced.”

“Sym­bols. Mi­ra said it was all sym­bol­ic. So there’s more,
has to be. Some­thing be­tween her re­lease and her death,
some­thing that Pauley can point back to? Some­thing about her
ar­rest, her time in that led to her death?”

She pushed at her hair, tried to put her­self in Dar­rin
Pauley’s place. “If Dar­rin told Vin­nie the truth about when she
died—and why lie about that—it was about two years af­ter the
ar­rest, about six months af­ter her re­lease. What hap­pened
dur­ing that six months? I need to find her dead, that’s what I
need to find, and track back from there.”

“You have con­sid­er­ably more da­ta on her now. You’d be able
to stream­line the search you’ve al­ready done.”

“Ex­act­ly.”

“Al­low me. Com­put­er ac­cess re­sults of search of fe­male
vic­tims of rape-​mur­der by stran­gu­la­tion and suf­fo­ca­tion
and re­fine with DOD 2041. Vic­tims with ini­tials I, S.”

Ac­knowl­edged …

“Com­put­er,” Eve added, “in­put vic­tim’s age as be­tween
twen­ty and twen­ty-​eight, and as hav­ing giv­en birth to at least
one child.”

“Right you are,” Roarke com­ment­ed.

She had to smile at him. “You did okay, for a civil­ian.”

Ac­knowl­edged … File ac­cessed, search com­menced.
Work­ing …

“No,” Roarke said when she turned to­ward the kitchen. “No more
cof­fee, not at this hour. You’ll nev­er sleep. And while the
an­swers you hope to get with this search are vi­tal, they won’t
help you catch your man tonight.”

It was hard to ar­gue, even though she want­ed the damn cof­fee.
She stuck her hands in her pock­ets. It wasn’t just the comp that
could give her an­swers. “He’s got to have an­oth­er ID, has to be
us­ing one. Why isn’t it pop­ping? Why do we on­ly get Dar­rin
Pauley?”

“Change your hair and eye col­or, even skin tone, some
fea­tures. All per­fect­ly le­gal, and even fash­ion­able. While he
may have elect­ed to use the same ba­sic look for the stu­dent ID
he used with Deena and his Dar­rin Pauley ID, he’s like­ly to have
a half-​dozen oth­ers, with enough vari­ation to slip by a search.
More hair, or less, a vari­ance of col­or­ing and some sub­tle
shift in fea­tures to pass for mixed race. And with some skill, and
some mon­ey, it’s very easy to keep an ID off the grid
en­tire­ly.”

“If he works, he has to have one that would pass, and would be
on the grid. At least ini­tial­ly. It’s rou­tine to do a quick
back­ground check be­fore hir­ing.”

“De­pends who’s hir­ing, but yes, most rou­tine­ly. But one
doesn’t have to stick with the same. Once hired, how of­ten is an
em­ploy­ee’s ID run through the grid? Es­pe­cial­ly if, as you’ve
the­orized, he keeps out of trou­ble, stays steady.”

“So he us­es one look for his time at Columbia, pos­si­bly
an­oth­er for his ap­proach to Deena, and maybe varies it
oth­er­wise. Dif­fer­ent looks and per­son­al­ities for dif­fer­ent
marks. Mavis worked that way back when.”

She itched for cof­fee, but hooked her thumbs in her front
pock­ets and fo­cused on the job. “Mi­ra’s pro­file sug­gests he
lives alone. Maybe so, maybe. But maybe he’s still hooked with his
old man. A part­ner­ship like that, it would con­tin­ual­ly
re­in­force the mis­sion, wouldn’t it? And it would help him
main­tain that con­trol, that pa­tience, be­cause he’d al­ways have
some­one to talk to about it, to share his suc­cess with, to brag
to.”

“Some­one to cheer him on,” Roarke added. “To help with the
leg­work, the re­search, the in­come.”

“Maybe he doesn’t work at all, the in­come source is the grift.
They’re good at it, and it teach­es him how to blend, to
ac­cli­mate, how to get along. That fits pro­file.”

Task com­plete, the com­put­er an­nounced. One re­sult from
search. Dis­play?

“On wall screen one,” Eve or­dered. “Illya Schooner, age
twen­ty-​five, born in North Dako­ta, par­ents de­ceased, no
sibs.”

“Eas­ier if you elim­inate any fam­ily, as their da­ta would
need to be gen­er­at­ed.”

“Yeah, yeah, but she’s got the kid on record. David Pruit this
time, and lists Val Pruit as hus­band and next-​of-​kin, as fa­ther
of the boy. She looks dif­fer­ent from the ID and mug shots tak­en
as Irene Schultz. Longer hair, lighter hair, curly, change of eye
col­or, fuller lips, sharp­er cheeks, the mole be­side her top lip.
She’s shaved off a year on her age, the neck’s longer, the
eye­brows thick­er and high­er.”

“Much of which can be done by some e-​tweak­ing, if the sub­ject
doesn’t want to deal with more per­ma­nent fa­cial ad­just­ments.
Who re­al­ly no­tices some of the more sub­tle dif­fer­ences,
ex­cept a cop? And much of it’s just put down to whim. She changed
her hair, want­ed green eyes in­stead of blue.”

“She died with this face, or a close prox­im­ity, in Chica­go,
where she had her ad­dress at the time, in May of 2041.
Rape-​mur­der by stran­gu­la­tion. I need more than that. I need
the case file, the in­ves­ti­ga­tor.”

“Eve, it’s too late to push Chica­go PD to search for a file for
a mur­der nine­teen years ago. You’d have bet­ter luck in the
morn­ing.”

“I can get some da­ta through IR­CCA now. And … Com­put­er,
search for David Pruit, DOB Oc­to­ber six, 2037, moth­er Schooner,
Illya, fa­ther Pruit, Val. Sec­ond search for Val Pruit, same
da­ta.”

Ac­knowl­edged. Work­ing …

“They won’t be in the database.”

“No, but I want to con­firm that. At some point, wouldn’t they
re­peat an ID? You’ve gone through all that time, trou­ble,
ex­pense. Why not up­date it? Reuse it.”

“An ex­cel­lent point.”

“And mean­while, I can tap IR­CCA, and put through an of­fi­cial
re­quest for the case file.”

“All right then, but you have to be done for the night.”

With cof­fee, she could prob­ably push through an­oth­er hour,
maybe two. And would be do­ing lit­tle more than ac­cess­ing da­ta
that could be done while she gave it a rest.

“How hard would it be to set up a search for mi­nor vari­ations
like this?” She brought up In­ga’s ID pho­to, split­ting the
screen. “Adding in a five-​year age span, the ini­tials.”

“Set­ting it up, easy enough. The re­sults? They’ll be all over
the bloody place. She’s a very at­trac­tive wom­an in her ear­ly to
mid-​twen­ties with a cer­tain set of ini­tials, and fea­tures with
a slight vari­ance. Have you any idea how many there might be in
the world who fit that ba­sic de­scrip­tion?”

“Stick with the U.S. And I’m think­ing him.
Dar­rin/David/Damien.”

“And still.”

“I’ll wade through the re­sults. All you have to do is get
them.”

“I’ll set it up, then we’re go­ing to bed.”

“That’s a deal.”

She woke just af­ter five to the blessed scent of cof­fee.
Open­ing one eye, she saw Roarke by the Au­toChef, sip­ping a tall
mug and watch ing her.

“I thought the tim­ing worked,” he said as he lift­ed a sec­ond
mug and brought it to her.

“Thanks. Have you al­ready start­ed to­day’s quest for world
eco­nom­ic dom­ina­tion?”

“That’s not sched­uled till six, which I cal­cu­lat­ed was about
the time you’d start to­day’s quest for truth, jus­tice, and
ass-​kick­ing.”

“Sounds about right. I’ve got a good feel­ing. With what we’ve
got, what we’re get­ting, we may be able to pin him down to­day. I
can put to­geth­er enough to haul him in. If EDD gets me the im­age
of him walk­ing in­to the house, I’ve got more. Mo­tive, means,
op­por­tu­ni­ty. It’s all there. Cir­cum­stan­tial, but
strong.”

“I like an op­ti­mistic cop.”

She felt more so af­ter she’d show­ered, dressed, had a sec­ond
cup of cof­fee and a waf­fle.

In her of­fice, she checked for in­com­ing on the wild hope that
some­one on the grave­yard shift at Chica­go PD de­cid­ed to do a
good deed. No luck there, she not­ed, but she’d push that again and
soon. She checked the re­sults of the search Roarke had run at her
re­quest, and felt that op­ti­mism drop sev­er­al notch­es.

“Three hun­dred and thir­ty-​three thou­sand pos­si­bles? Shit.”
She not­ed he’d run a sec­ondary search adding a cur­rent New York
ad­dress. That cut it down to slight­ly more than thir­teen
thou­sand.

And he’d run those re­sults against peo­ple who’d pur­chased the
se­cu­ri­ty sys­tem. The man thought like a cop, she de­cid­ed,
even if the re­sult came up goose egg.

There had to be an­oth­er an­gle, an­oth­er way to whit­tle down
those pos­si­bles. Back burn­er, she de­cid­ed, un­til she’d
up­dat­ed her re­ports and prepped for the brief­ing.

It took her most of the hour, and re­stored most of her
ear­li­er op­ti­mism. Just be­fore sev­en, she con­tact­ed
Whit­ney.

“Com­man­der, I’ve just sent you an up­dat­ed re­port.”

“Yes, it’s com­ing in now. High­light it.”

She did so, smoth­er­ing the urge to get to her feet, to stand
as she pre­ferred when giv­ing orals.

“I feel,” she con­tin­ued, “we’re stack­ing the build­ing blocks
of a sol­id case, and re­fin­ing our search for the sus­pect. It’s
my be­lief Cap­tain Mac­Mas­ters may be able to pro­vide more
de­tails, and more in­sights in­to the mat­ter of the ar­rest,
in­ter­ro­ga­tion, and sen­tenc­ing of Irene Schultz, and that will
fur­ther as­sist us in ap­pre­hend­ing Dar­rin Pauley.”

“When do you brief your team?”

“They’re ar­riv­ing now, sir.” She sig­naled Peabody, Mc­Nab,
and Jamie to si­lence as they came in chat­ter­ing.

“I’ll have the cap­tain in my of­fice at nine. He’s agreed to
is­sue a short state­ment to the me­dia at noon. We’ll need to do
the same, and to stand with him. He will not take ques­tions, but
you will. Five-​minute du­ra­tion.”

Crap. Crap. Crap, she thought. “Yes, sir.”

“Brief your team, Lieu­tenant. I’ll con­tact Chica­go from here,
give them a push on the in­for­ma­tion you need.”

“Thank you, Com­man­der.”

She end­ed the con­ver­sa­tion just as Sum­mer­set wheeled in a
long buf­fet ta­ble, and True­heart came through the door push­ing
the oth­er end.

“God, doesn’t any­body think about any­thing but food?” she
de­mand­ed.

“Think­ing is of­ten clear­er when the body is prop­er­ly
at­tend­ed.” Sum­mer­set stepped ably out of the way of the
stam­pede. Eve saw his gaze track to the mur­der board, and knew it
lin­gered on the crime scene pho­tos of Deena. He looked back at
Eve. “I wish you all the clear­est of thoughts.”

When he left the room, she rose, got cof­fee. “Set­tle down,
peo­ple. This is a brief­ing not a stuff-​your-​face con­test.
Screens on,” she or­dered. “This is our sus­pect,” she be­gan.
“Born Dar­rin Pauley, age twen­ty-​three. And this is what we know
or be­lieve we know about him.”

She moved from the sus­pect to the man be­lieved to be his
fa­ther, and from there to the wom­an who’d been his moth­er.

“She’s the key in his lock,” Eve said. “Whit­ney is
re­in­forc­ing my overnight re­quest to Chica­go for the files on
her mur­der, and the re­quest to speak di­rect­ly with the
pri­ma­ry and oth­er in­ves­ti­ga­tors on that case.”

“I can get me­dia re­ports,” Jamie sug­gest­ed. “It’s, like,
twen­ty years back, but I could dig up any me­dia cov­er­age of the
mur­der.”

“All right. The da­ta from IR­CCA states she was both raped and
sodom­ized re­peat­ed­ly, pos­si­bly by more than one at­tack­er.
She was not bound, which ex­plains why this didn’t pop on like
crimes. She was beat­en, more severe­ly than our vic, and al­so
showed signs of il­le­gals use.”

She ges­tured to the board where she’d not­ed the sim­ilar­ities
be­tween the mur­ders of Deena Mac­Mas­ters and Illya Schooner.
“Ev­idence in­di­cates she was par­tial­ly smoth­ered with a
pil­low found on scene, and was stran­gled with the bed­sheets. She
was found in a mid-​lev­el LC flop by maid ser­vice, and had been
dead ac­cord­ing to the re­port for eight hours. No wit­ness­es
came for­ward, none who were in­ter­viewed gave the po­lice any
salient in­for­ma­tion.”

“Shock and amaze­ment,” Bax­ter mut­tered.

“She was not a li­censed com­pan­ion,” Eve con­tin­ued.
“How­ev­er, when in­ter­viewed, Vic­tor Pat­ter­son stat­ed that
they were ex­pe­ri­enc­ing some fam­ily dif­fi­cul­ties as she had
be­gun to pros­ti­tute her­self to fi­nance a grow­ing drug
prob­lem. He was al­ibied for the time in ques­tion.”

“He could’ve had it done,” Bax­ter spec­ulat­ed. “If she’d gone
on the junk, was a li­abil­ity to the game, he might have want­ed
to get rid of her.”

“Pos­si­ble, but un­like­ly. Look at the back­ground.” She
brought his sheet up on screen. “Bust, bust, trou­ble, trou­ble,
right up un­til he got out of prison and ran off with her. Then
noth­ing. He’s skimmed un­der the sur­face since. And on her?
Noth­ing, not a damn thing be­fore she took the fall for the fraud.
Did he get that smart in prison? My mon­ey says she was the brains,
she was the smarts. But some­thing changed once she did the time.
That’s the turn. Peabody, get da­ta from her stretch in Rik­ers,
find some­body who re­mem­bers her.”

“Can do. Maybe it was just the time in it­self,” Peabody
sug­gest­ed. “It’s like you said, she had noth­ing pri­or. Free as
a bird, do­ing things her way. Then bam, she’s in a cage for a year
and a half.”

“Soured her,” Eve con­sid­ered. “Shook her con­fi­dence. And if
she’d got­ten a taste for il­le­gals on the out­side, that could be
fed in­side. Ex­pand­ed, ex­ploit­ed.”

“She’s not the same per­son com­ing out as she was go­ing in.”
Peabody stud­ied the mug shot. “She looks pret­ty rough on the
go­ing in.”

“Yeah, she does. Not the beau­ti­ful, vi­brant type Vin­nie
Pauley re­mem­bered just a cou­ple years be­fore.”

“The wrong guy.” True­heart blinked when all eyes shift­ed to
him. “Um. I mean to say, the, ah, longer-​term ex­po­sure to
Pauley, the wrong guy. His in­flu­ence maybe start­ed her on a
down­turn.”

“It could fit. The tim­ing, the changes. What we know,” Eve
added, “is be­tween the In­ga Vin­nie Pauley knew and the Illya who
died bad in a Chica­go sex flop, there was a big slide. And it
would ap­pear that for a chunk of that, and for years af­ter, Vance
Pauley had in­flu­ence over Dar­rin Pauley. How about the
se­cu­ri­ty imag­ing on the vic­tim’s house?”

“I’ve got that.” Mc­Nab rose, held up a disc. “Okay if I plug it
in?”

“Go ahead.”

He went to her desk. “Dis­play, screen three. You can see
there’s more def­ini­tion,” he be­gan.

“I can?”

“It’s slow. It’s not like a rou­tine clean and en­hance, and
can’t work at that pace. We were able to cap­ture and lock the
im­age, but it’s severe­ly cor­rupt­ed. The pix­els have to be
re­paired ev­ery lev­el, ev­ery step. Feeney and I cap­tured and
locked two more last night, us­ing the same pro­ce­dure we worked
out. And we’ve got those in pro­cess. I think that’s all we’re
go­ing to re­trieve.”

“We’re go­ing to work on a way to speed the pro­cess,” Feeney
put in. “We’re on that, but no promis­es.”

“I’m meet­ing with Whit­ney and Mac­Mas­ters at nine, and hope
to pick through Mac­Mas­ters’s mem­ory of the ar­rest of Irene
Schultz, any oth­er da­ta he might have. Peabody will pur­sue the
shoes/ wardrobe an­gle. Bax­ter and True­heart will re­can­vass the
area around the crime scene with the sketch. At noon Mac­Mas­ters
will is­sue a state­ment to the me­dia, as will I. I will briefly
take ques­tions. I’ve ini­ti­at­ed an­oth­er search, with the
cur­rent re­sults over thir­teen thou­sand pos­si­bles.”

When she ex­plained it, True­heart cleared his throat. “Maybe,
if they own the se­cu­ri­ty sys­tem, the fa­ther bought it. Used
one of his alias­es.”

“Good thought. Run that. We brief at Cen­tral at six­teen
hun­dred, at which time I’ll have se­lect­ed the oth­er mem­bers of
the team to cov­er the memo­ri­al. We’ll re­brief—un­less we have
this fuck­er by then—at sev­en hun­dred to­mor­row, full team. Now
get out there and find this bas­tard. Bax­ter, one minute.”

She walked in­to the kitchen, came back with a bag, which she
tossed to him.

When he looked in­side his face beamed like the sun. “Holy shit,
we got us some Al­aba­ma bar­be­cue. I love this wom­an.”

“Save the love for Roarke. He dealt with it. Move out. Peabody,
with me.”

Peabody wait­ed un­til they were out of the house, in the car,
and Eve sped down to­ward the gates. “Okay, I know we’re in deep
in­ves­tiga­tive mode, and we have a lot of threads to tug, then
tie to­geth­er. But ev­ery­one has their spe­cif­ic thread or
threads. I’ll be all over the re­tail out­lets as­ap.”

“And?”

“And so, I thought we could take just a few min­utes to talk
about the wed­ding.”

“Louise has a han­dle on that. I know be­cause I went by and
talked to her about it. I did that du­ty.”

“You re­al­ly did, and more. She filled me in, to­tal­ly,”
Peabody said with a hap­py gleam in her eyes. “Invit­ing her to
stay Fri­day night, and have the rest of us was ab­so mag of you,
Dal­las.”

“It was a mo­ment of weak­ness.” One Eve prayed she wouldn’t
re­gret as she swung down­town. “What is, ex­act­ly, ‘the
rest’?”

“You know, the usu­al. Me, Mavis, Na­dine, Tri­na. Maybe Reo if
she can make it,” she added, think­ing of the APA. “And, ah,
Tri­na’s bring­ing an­oth­er con­sul­tant so we’ll all get
beau­ti­fied. But the best part is, we’ll all be there for Louise.
With her. So I was won­der­ing if we could set up a kind of bridal
suite for her.”

“What does that mean? I’m not go­ing to have her camp on the
lawn. She’ll have a room. A suite. What­ev­er.”

“Yeah, yeah, but can we sort of bride it up? Flow­ers,
cham­pagne, can­dles—I’ve got some my cousin made that are re­al­ly
sooth­ing—girl food, mu­sic. Set the mood.”

Eve said noth­ing for a mo­ment. “I should have thought of that,
right?”

“No. That’s what I’m here for. It’s all go­ing to be mag, and
this is just like a bonus round for her.”

“It’s fine. All fine.”

“Okay! I thought we could—”

“No, that was the few min­utes. I want Jenk­in­son and Reineke
on the memo­ri­al de­tail. Make sure they get the de­tails on the
time and place of the brief­in­gs. I’m go­ing to ask Mac­Mas­ters
for rec­om­men­da­tions on two of his de­tec­tives for that du­ty
as well. And we’ll want half a dozen uni­forms, at least half of
them from Mac­Mas­ters’s di­vi­sion.”

“Get­ting cops from Mac­Mas­ters’s di­vi­sion’s a good
move.”

“Any cop who can make it will be there any­way. I want that
place cov­ered, but we need to keep the watch for the sus­pect
tight. The more cops who know his face, the bet­ter chance one of
them will try for him, tip him off, or scare him off.”

“He has to know the place will be packed with cops there to pay
re­spects. That might scare him off any­way.”

“I don’t think so.” Eve wormed through a gap be­tween a max­ibus
and a Rapid Cab. “He’ll like it. Like the idea of be­ing able to
walk right in. An­oth­er nee­dle in the eye. As far as he knows,
we’ve got noth­ing.”

“Af­ter the me­dia con­fer­ence to­day … ”

“He’ll still think we’ve got noth­ing.” Eve in­tend­ed to make
sure of it.

The minute she walked in­to Homi­cide, Eve smelled dough­nuts.
And thought: Na­dine.

She gave the de­tec­tives and uni­forms in the bullpen one long,
steely stare, then strode to her of­fice. As she ex­pect­ed, the
star re­porter sat in the vis­itor’s chair. Na­dine sipped cof­fee,
no doubt caged from Eve’s own Au­toChef. She shot Eve a flut­tery
look out of amused green eyes, and fluffed her streaky blonde,
al­ways cam­era-​ready hair.

“Near­ly nine o’clock,” Na­dine said, “late for you to be
check­ing in.”

“Not too late for me to boot you out.”

“Come on, Dal­las, I’ve laid back off the Mac­Mas­ters sto­ry.”
Amuse­ment fad­ed. “I’ve re­port­ed it, re­spect­ful­ly, and stuck
with the state­ments from the de­part­ment li­ai­son. I know
Mac­Mas­ters. I work the crime beat. I’d hoped, for a lot of
rea­sons, you’d be able to close this one quick­ly. That’s not
hap­pen­ing.”

Eve stepped over to get cof­fee for her­self. “There’s a me­dia
con­fer­ence sched­uled for noon.”

“I’m aware, and I’ll be there. Give me a jump.”

“I can’t do it. Can’t and won’t,” she added be­fore Na­dine
could speak.

“You’ve got some­thing. I know you, and you’ve got some­thing.”
Eyes nar­rowed, Na­dine jabbed a fin­ger to­ward Eve. “Do you have
a sus­pect? How close are you to mak­ing an ar­rest?”

“And you know me well enough to know I’m not go­ing to an­swer
any of that.”

“Off the record.” Na­dine held up her hands to sig­nal no
recorder. “I might be able to help.”

She had in the past, no ques­tion. But here, Eve thought, it
couldn’t be done.

“You’re go­ing to say no. Be­fore you do let me tell you that
when you’ve worked the crime beat the way I have, you get to see
how cops work—the good, the bad, the in­dif­fer­ent. You see what
it is to do the job you’re do­ing. Now this kid, this cop’s kid is
mur­dered this way, and it comes prac­ti­cal­ly on the heels of
De­tec­tive Coltraine’s mur­der. It’s hard to stand back from that.
I can be ob­jec­tive, Dal­las, be­cause that’s my job. But it
mat­ters.”

Eve con­tem­plat­ed her cof­fee. “Maybe you’d want to do a
seg­ment on your show on high-​end se­cu­ri­ty sys­tems.”

“Isn’t that odd? I was just con­sid­er­ing do­ing a seg­ment on
Now! on high-​end home se­cu­ri­ty sys­tems.”

“Spooky.” Eve cocked her hip, slid a hand in­to her pock­et as
she drank. “A lot of ex­perts feel the In­ter­face To­tal Home 5500
is one of the best, if you can af­ford it. You know, as a cop, I
have to won­der: Do peo­ple shell out for some­thing like that
be­cause they want to be se­cure, or be­cause they have some­thing
to hide?”

Na­dine gave her slow, fe­line smile. “That’s an in­ter­est­ing
an­gle.”

“Maybe. You know, thou­sands of peo­ple in New York bought that
sys­tem, and pay for the reg­ular up­dates and
main­te­nance—Se­cu­ri­ty Plus be­ing a big and trust­ed ser­vice
agent. Prob­ably most of them are just care­ful law-​abid­ing
types. Then again, it on­ly takes one.”

“It would be hard to find that one who bought it for rea­sons
oth­er than law-​abid­ing ones.”

“A long, te­dious pro­cess,” Eve agreed eas­ily. “Even if you,
say, de­cid­ed to check out those cus­tomers with cer­tain
ini­tials. Like D.P. or even V.P. That would nar­row it down some,
but odds are you’d have to wade through hun­dreds.”

“True, but re­porters and their re­search staffs are hard­wired
to wade through the te­dious.”

“Yeah. Cops wouldn’t know any­thing about that.” Eve smiled
thin­ly. “Go away, Na­dine. I have a meet­ing.”

“I’ll see you at noon.” Na­dine rose, start­ed for the door.
“And I’m look­ing for­ward to the up­com­ing wed­ding
fes­tiv­ities, in­clud­ing the slum­ber par­ty.”

“Shut up.”

With a laugh, Na­dine saun­tered out, and fin­ish­ing her
cof­fee Eve thought at least she’d come up with a pos­si­ble way to
cut down on those pos­si­bles.
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EVE WALKED IN­TO WHIT­NEY’S OF­FICE TO find both men stand­ing.
Though Mac­Mas­ters still looked pale, and there were lines dug
deep around his eyes and mouth that hadn’t been there even at their
last meet­ing, he seemed … straighter, she thought.

And the cold, hard look in his eyes told her he was ready.

“De­tec­tive Peabody is han­dling some as­sign­ments, and about
to pur­sue a lead,” Eve be­gan. “I thought it bet­ter for her to
stay on top of that than to at­tend this meet­ing.”

“Jack told me you … The com­man­der in­forms me you have a
pos­si­ble lead that con­nects to an old case of mine.”

“I do. We were able to iden­ti­fy an in­di­vid­ual through
im­age match­ing with the sketch De­tec­tive Yan­cy com­pos­it­ed
from the two wit­ness­es. He’s iden­ti­fied as Dar­rin Pauley, with
a res­idence list­ed in Al­aba­ma.”

“Al­aba­ma.”

“Cap­tain, we be­lieve this iden­ti­fi­ca­tion is fal­si­fied,
and that this sub­ject may be in­volved in fraud, cy­ber crime, and
iden­ti­ty theft. I spoke with Vin­cent Pauley, who is list­ed as
the sub­ject’s fa­ther on this iden­ti­fi­ca­tion.”

She ran through it briefly, watched Mac­Mas­ters strug­gle to
pin­point the names, the de­tails, the case.

“Twen­ty years ago?”

“I be­lieve it was twen­ty-​one years. We are ac­cess­ing all
da­ta on the in­ves­ti­ga­tion, the in­di­vid­uals in­volved. You
got the col­lar, Cap­tain. You worked with a de­tec­tive named
Frisco, who went down in the line six years lat­er.”

“Frisco trained me. He was a good man, sol­id cop.”

“I have a copy of the file. Look­ing through it might jump your
mem­ory.”

“Use my desk,” Whit­ney told him, and plugged in the disc Eve
of­fered. “Mean­while, Lieu­tenant.” He ges­tured her a few feet
away. “You’ll have the file on the Illya Schooner mur­der this
morn­ing. A Lieu­tenant Pul­li­ti, re­tired, was pri­ma­ry on that
in­ves­ti­ga­tion. He’ll con­tact you. I have the name and con­tact
da­ta for a Kim Sung, who was a guard as­signed to Irene Schultz’s
cell block dur­ing her in­car­cer­ation.”

“Thank you, sir. The in­for­ma­tion should be help­ful.”

“I re­mem­ber a few tricks.”

“I know this,” Mac­Mas­ters mur­mured. “I re­mem­ber this. I was
still in uni­form, hadn’t tak­en the de­tec­tive’s ex­am yet.
Frisco let me take the lead on it. We got a tip from one of our
weasels on this wom­an run­ning scams. She’d so­lic­it a john, then
she’d copy his ID, his cred­it card. Next thing he knew, he’d have
all these bo­gus charges, or he’d find his bank ac­count lighter by
a few thou­sand. A lot of marks don’t re­port that, es­pe­cial­ly
if they’re mar­ried or in­volved, or have some­thing more to
lose.”

Mac­Mas­ters stud­ied the screen, nod­ding slow­ly. “Yeah, I
re­mem­ber this. I re­mem­ber her. She had, ap­par­ent­ly, been
tar­get­ing the type least like­ly to make noise. But she scammed
the weasel’s broth­er, and that rolled it out to us. Frisco and I
set up a sting. I posed as the mark and we trolled the area where
she was known to work.”

“And she bit,” Eve prompt­ed when Mac­Mas­ters fell silent.

“Sor­ry, it takes me back. Be­fore Deena was born, when Car­ol
and I were just be­gin­ning, when Frisco was alive. He was a tough
bas­tard. Sor­ry,” he re­peat­ed, bring­ing him­self back. “Yes,
she bit the sec­ond night. It was clean and sim­ple. We bust­ed her
on the so­lic­ita­tion with­out a li­cense, found il­le­gals on
her, and a clon­er.”

His eyes nar­rowed as if he worked to see clear­ly back through
two decades. “Yeah, that lit­tle clon­er. It was slick, I
re­mem­ber that, too. Bare­ly the size of her palm. Pret­ty damn
slick con­sid­er­ing it was twen­ty years back. She had my ID on
her, too. I’d nev­er felt her lift it. She was stoned, and she
still pulled the civil­ian ID I’d put in my pock­et with­out me
feel­ing the grab, even though I’d been wait­ing for it.”

“She’d been us­ing?” Eve asked.

“Yeah. She didn’t have the look of a long­timer, of the street,
but she was high. She had ups and Ex­ot­ica on her, and both in her
sys­tem. Maybe she need­ed them to have sex with the marks.”

“How’d she play it?” Eve asked him. “Did she try to barter, work
a deal, bitch, cry?”

“No, none of the usu­al. She—the im­pres­sion I’m re­mem­ber­ing
is she seemed shak­en, a lit­tle scared. That’s what I’m
re­mem­ber­ing, and that she want­ed her call right off. You see
that here in the notes. She wouldn’t say any­thing about any­thing
un­til she’d made her call. But she didn’t call a lawyer, like we
fig­ured she would. She cried then. That’s right,” he mum­bled.
“She start­ed cry­ing dur­ing the call. I could see her through the
glass, the tears run­ning down her face, and I felt … ”

“Go ahead,” Eve prompt­ed.

“It’s not im­por­tant, not rel­evant. I re­mem­ber I felt bad
for her, sit­ting there, cry­ing, look­ing so tired and de­feat­ed.
I guess I said some­thing like it to Frisco, and he told me to
tough­en up. In more col­or­ful la nguage.”

Mac­Mas­ters smiled, very faint­ly. “He could be a hard-​ass. We
stood by, and when she fin­ished, she asked for a
court-​ap­point­ed.”

“You went to see the man go­ing by Pat­ter­son.”

“She wouldn’t talk un­til she’d talked to the lawyer, and it was
late, mid­dle of the night by then, so we didn’t think we’d get a
go with her un­til morn­ing. And we fig­ured she’d con­tact­ed this
guy, the one list­ed as her hus­band, as her kid’s fa­ther.”

“Con­tact­ing him so he’d have time to get rid of or con­ceal
any­thing in crim­inat­ing.”

“Had to be,” Mac­Mas­ters agreed. “What the hell did the guy
think she was do­ing all night? Play­ing bridge? So while she was
in the tank, we went over to her res­idence. You could see, ten
sec­onds in you could see he was wrong. He was wrong, Pat­ter­son.
But the apart­ment was clean. No il­le­gals, no ev­idence of fraud.
Child ser­vices took the kid, and we took him in for
ques­tion­ing.”

“That night?” Eve prompt­ed.

“Yeah. Frisco and I both want­ed to get him in the box, push
him. But he played it in­no­cent, and he nev­er came off that. He
claimed to be­lieve she worked nights at some dive off Broad. He
was sweat­ing,” Mac­Mas­ters added as he looked back. “I can still
see the sweat rolling down his face, like the tears had with hers.
Maybe if we’d had more time to work him. But her lawyer told us to
get the APA, her client want­ed to deal.”

He took a breath, work­ing it out in his head. “We fig­ured she
was go­ing to roll on the hus­band, im­pli­cate him to deal down.
We pulled off him, went in to talk to her. She con­fessed.”

“Just like that?”

“Just like that. Her lawyer wasn’t hap­py, you could see that.
The APA hadn’t even got­ten there yet, but she in­sist­ed she
want­ed to get it done. Claimed an ad­dic­tion to Ex­ot­ica, and
that it had caused her to pros­ti­tute. Took the full rap. Claimed
she bought the clon­er on the black mar­ket. She wouldn’t flip on
Pat­ter­son. We pushed there, and when the APA got in­to it, he
of­fered her a bet­ter deal if she pulled the hus­band in. But she
wouldn’t. They dealt her eigh­teen months, and he walked. They gave
him back the kid.

“Frisco used to say, ‘Some­times slime slides.’ This was one of
those times.”

“Was she afraid of him?”

“Hell, no.” Mac­Mas­ters let out a half-​laugh. “She loved him.
It was all over her. She loved the son of a bitch, and he knew it.
He let her take the fall. More we fig­ured, when Frisco and I
talked about it, we fig­ured dur­ing that call, when she start­ed
cry­ing, the bas­tard talked her in­to tak­ing the fall.”

“It fits,” Eve said qui­et­ly. “It runs true.”

“You can know some­thing with­out be­ing able to prove it,
with­out be­ing able to make a case.” Even now, twen­ty years
lat­er, the frus­tra­tion flashed clear­ly on Mac­Mas­ters’s face.
“We made the case on her, we closed the case. She did the time, and
she earned it, but … ”

Mac­Mas­ters shook his head. “It was the law, but it wasn’t
right. Not through to the core of it. Pat­ter­son let her go down,
alone, and he played the shocked hus­band, the des­per­ate fa­ther.
We did their fi­nan­cials, you can see here in the file. They
didn’t have much more than two months’ rent in their ac­count.
Where did the thou­sands she’d scammed go? She said to her
il­le­gals habit and gam­bling, but she couldn’t tell us where
she’d gam­bled it away. It was bull­shit. They had it squir­reled,
but she nev­er shook off that stand. She stuck firm that she’d
spent the mon­ey, and he hadn’t been any part of it. Hadn’t known.
And he comes to her sen­tenc­ing with tears in his eyes, hold­ing
the lit­tle boy, with the boy cry­ing for his moth­er. It was—”

He broke off, got slow­ly to his feet. In place of
frus­tra­tion, a cop’s mem­ory of a case that hadn’t gone down
quite right, came shock. “The boy. It’s the boy you think killed
Deena?”

“It’s lean­ing that way, yes.”

“But, for God’s sake, he would do that, he would do that to an
in­no­cent girl be­cause I once ar­rest­ed his moth­er? Be­cause
she did less than two years?”

“Irene Schultz aka Illya Schooner was beat­en, raped, and
mur­dered by stran­gu­la­tion in Chica­go in May of 2041.”

He slid back in­to the chair as if his legs dis­solved.
“Pat­ter­son?”

“No, he was al­ibied. I’ll have the full file lat­er this
morn­ing, and will reach out to the pri­ma­ry on the
in­ves­ti­ga­tion, but he looks clear on it.”

“How could he blame me? How could he blame me for that, and kill
my child?”

“I don’t have the an­swer for you. Cap­tain, did
Pauley—Pat­ter­son—did he threat­en you in any way?”

“No, just the op­po­site. He co­op­er­at­ed ful­ly on the
sur­face. Played the ‘there must be some mis­take, please can I see
my wife.’ He nev­er asked for a lawyer. When I pushed the
il­le­gals, the clon­er in his face, he put on the shock, the
dis­be­lief, then the shame. He played it like a sym­pho­ny.”

“You said it was the mid­dle of the night when you pulled him
in. But she didn’t try to stall, try to get her PD to push for a
bail hear­ing?”

“No. We stalled some, let them stew and caught a cou­ple hours
of sleep in the crib. The APA wasn’t com­ing in un­til morn­ing
any­way. It didn’t make any dif­fer­ence in her state­ment. I felt
for her. God­damn it, god­damn it, I felt for her. She pro­tect­ed
him, and he let her. I felt for her, and that lit­tle boy. The
lit­tle boy cry­ing for her. Now my daugh­ter’s dead.”

Some­times, Eve thought, hav­ing the an­swers didn’t ease the
pain. Even as she went down to her of­fice to search for more
an­swers, she felt the weight of that on the back of her neck.

She found the Chica­go file in her in­com­ing, and sat down to
read it through. She’d giv­en it a first pass when Lieu­tenant
Pul­li­ti con­tact­ed her via ’link.

“I ap­pre­ci­ate you reach­ing out, Lieu­tenant.”

“Hap­py to. Just be­cause I took my thir­ty a cou­ple years ago
doesn’t mean I’m sail­ing on Lake Michi­gan. Cap said this was
about an old homi­cide. Illya Schooner.”

“That’s right.” He’d re­tired young, Eve thought. He couldn’t
have been more than six­ty-​five, with a full head of dark hair,
clear brown eyes. Ei­ther the job hadn’t put the years on his face,
or he’d spent a chunk of his pen­sion get­ting face
treat­ments.

“Rape-​mur­der,” she said. “Vic was fe­male,
mid-​twen­ties.”

“I re­mem­ber,” he in­ter­rupt­ed. “I was work­ing the South
Side back then. It was rough, hadn’t come back far from the
Ur­bans. Scary time.”

“I bet.”

“They’d worked her pret­ty good. Cap said he sent you the
file.”

“That’s right.”

“So, you can see, they worked on her. Took some time to mess her
up that bad.”

“You say ‘they.’ The ME re­ports state it ap­peared she was
struck by both a left- and a right-​hand­ed at­tack­er. But it’s
not con­clu­sive.”

“The Stal­lions worked in pairs back then.”

Eve scrolled down to his notes. “The gang that held sway on that
area held the il­le­gals and sex trade.”

“The Stal­lions were the il­le­gals and sex trade on the South
Side. They held it more than a decade. She in­fringed. For them, it
was busi­ness. Some­body tries to cut in­to your busi­ness, you
take them out. Hard.”

“But you looked at the hus­band.”

“Yeah, we looked hard, too. Seemed overkill even for the
Stal­lions, un­less she was cut­ting big. And if she was cut­ting
big, where was the cut? Rules of play, they’d’ve warned her off
first, or if she was any good maybe give her a chance to work for
them.”

Pul­li­ti tapped the side of his nose. “It didn’t smell
right.”

“You couldn’t tie him in, the hus­band?”

“Al­ibied right and tight. Had the kid at home. About the time
she was get­ting the shit raped out of her, he was knock­ing on a
neigh­bor’s door to ask for help since the kid was sick, and his
wife was—he said—at work. Neigh­bor ver­ified.”

“Yeah, I see that.”

“But it didn’t smell right. We’re knock­ing on doors and
ev­ery­body says how he keeps to him­self, hard­ly says boo, stays
with the kid at night, takes him off dur­ing the day while the
wom­an sleeps, or goes off on his own. But that night, the night he
needs an al­ibi, he knocks on some­body’s door. Sure was
con­ve­nient.”

“You think he set her up?”

“Thought it, felt it. See, the Stal­lions, back then, they’d
ini­ti­ate a mem­ber, or a busi­ness part­ner. Beat-​down or
gang­bang, take your choice. You take the beat­ing or the bang­ing,
then you give them their cut of your busi­ness.”

Sex and drugs, she thought. Quick mon­ey, big mon­ey.

“You think she went with them for that vol­un­tar­ily?”

“Maybe, or maybe he gave her over. They’d take a trade,
es­pe­cial­ly a wom­an. I’ll tell you, that’s the way it smelled to
me, but there wasn’t one shred of ev­idence point­ing that way. She
was the meal tick­et from what I can find, not that they had
any­thing much to show for it.”

“Just a cou­ple months’ rent in the fi­nan­cials,” Eve
in­ter­rupt­ed. “Not hefty chunks.”

“That’s right. Not a hand-​to-​mouth kind of thing, but not your
caviar and bub­ble wine ei­ther.”

“Un­der the radar,” Eve voiced.

“You could say. So, maybe he gave her over to the Stal­lions,
and things got out of hand. I don’t know, but it was just too damn
pat with him. He comes up with the line about how they were hav­ing
mar­ital prob­lems, and she was hav­ing trou­ble with il­le­gals.
But the neigh­bors said they nev­er heard them fight­ing. And they
looked like a nice lit­tle fam­ily any time they went out
to­geth­er, ex­cept the wom­an looked kin­da worn down.”

As she talked to him, Eve made her own notes, formed her own
the­ories.

“This ad­dress, where she and the man and boy lived. What kind
of neigh­bor­hood was that?”

“Sol­id mid­dle. Work­ing fam­ilies, a lot of kids. They had a
good apart­ment in a nice build­ing. Noth­ing flashy, but nice. The
hus­band, he had some flash.”

“Did he?”

“Ex­pen­sive wrist unit, shoes. The boy had plen­ty of trendy
toys. They had up­mar­ket elec­tron­ics. He was work­ing in
e-​re­pair, con­sult­ing sort of deal, and she was—ac­cord­ing to
him—a pro­fes­sion­al moth­er. But he hard­ly put in any time on
the job, and did most of the look­ing af­ter the kid, ac­cord­ing
to the neigh­bors. I asked him about the wrist unit. Said it was a
birth­day present from his wife.

“He was off,” Pul­li­ti said. “My gut said he was off, but the
ev­idence said he was clean.”

When Chica­go had giv­en her all it could, Eve sat back, closed
her eyes. He was off, but came away clean. There was a
pat­tern.

He let the wom­an take the fall for him—just as he’d let the
wom­an sleep with, live with his own broth­er, and like he may have
let her scoop up johns and marks in gang ter­ri­to­ry.

Sex, she thought. Did he like her to use sex to scam? Was that
part of a thrill?

When had the il­le­gals come in­to it? When had she start­ed
us­ing?

Mac­Mas­ters said she might have need­ed them to have sex with
her marks.

Maybe so. Not with the broth­er. It’s kin­ship in a twist­ed
way. They’d looked alike, and she’d lived the con of mak­ing a
fam­ily.

She pushed up, paced to the win­dow and back. Paced to her board
and away.

No, he hadn’t knocked on a neigh­bor’s door out of sheer
co­in­ci­dence the night of her mur­der. No way in hell. But it
wouldn’t have been just a cov­er for the cops. Couldn’t be. They’d
nev­er have put him at the scene of the mur­der.

Cov­er­ing though. Cov­er­ing his own ass while she was be­ing
raped.

He knew some­thing was go­ing to hap­pen to her, some­thing bad.
Some­thing that could in­volve the cops com­ing to the door. A
deal. A set­up. A trade.

But the boy grows up and goes af­ter Mac­Mas­ters, mir­ror­ing
the crime against his moth­er on Mac­Mas­ters’s daugh­ter. Why?
Be­cause Mac­Mas­ters was the ar­rest­ing of­fi­cer, in an­oth­er
city, two full years be­fore his moth­er’s mur­der?

What kind of sense did that make, even for a so­ciopath? It
didn’t fo llow …

She stopped, turned to stare at the board again.
Un­less …

“Dal­las, I might have a line on—”

“Who’s the biggest in­flu­ence in your life?” Eve
in­ter­rupt­ed. “I mean, who would you say gave you the
foun­da­tion for what you are, how you think, what you
be­lieve?”

Peabody frowned over the ques­tion. “Well, I like to think I
think for my­self, and there are a va­ri­ety of fac­tors in my life
ex­pe­ri­ence—”

“Cut the crap.”

“Okay, at the base? My par­ents. Not that I go along with
ev­ery­thing there, or I’d be in a com­mune rais­ing goats or
weav­ing flax, but—”

“The base is there. You’re a cop, but with Free-​Ager
ten­den­cies.” She tapped Yan­cy’s sketch as Peabody’s frown
deep­ened over the anal­ysis.

“So, who most in­flu­enced this one? His moth­er’s mur­dered
when he’s about four. Who’d be the biggest in­flu­ence on what he
be­lieves, how he views the world?” She jabbed her fin­ger in­to
Pauley’s ID print. “This one. He’s a con artist, an op­er­ator. He
taps his par­ents for mon­ey time and again, even though they know
bet­ter. He’s grease, he slides. His own broth­er has to pre­tend
he doesn’t ex­ist to bar­ri­cade him­self. A smart and de­vi­ous
wom­an falls for him to the ex­tent she takes an eigh­teen-​month
rap so he can skate—and she gets in­to pross­ing and il­le­gals
af­ter they’re hooked. Not be­fore, af­ter.”

“The wrong guy,” Peabody of­fered. “Like True­heart said.”

“Yeah, a re­al­ly wrong guy. And if he tells the kid how his
moth­er was lost, mur­dered, be­cause the cops screwed with her,
why wouldn’t he be­lieve it?”

“Be­cause they didn’t?”

“That doesn’t mat­ter. The kid’s al­ready pre­dis­posed to
be­lieve it. He’s lived his whole life be­liev­ing it, and want­ing
to even the score. He’s lived his whole life tar­get­ing marks,
tak­ing what he wants, liv­ing on the oth­er side. And lik­ing it.
Plan­ning out the ul­ti­mate con. Pauley let the wom­an take the
fall for him, but that’s not what the kid hears. Pauley cov­ered
his ass on the night she was killed, but that’s not what the kid
hears. When you keep hear­ing the same thing from the per­son who
has the pow­er—and Pauley had the pow­er for years—you
be­lieve.”

Her fa­ther had held the pow­er, Eve thought. He’d told her she
was noth­ing, told her the po­lice would put her in a dark hole and
leave her there to rot. And for a long time, she’d be­lieved him to
the ex­tent she was as ter­ri­fied of the po­lice, of any­one in
the sys­tem as she was of the man who beat and raped her.

“Dal­las?”

“It’s clas­sic,” Eve con­clud­ed. “If you want to cre­ate
some­thing, some­one, to obey, to be­lieve, to be­come, you
re­peat, re­peat. Pun­ish or re­ward, that de­pends on your style,
but you drill the mes­sage home. They killed your moth­er. They’re
to blame. They need to pay.”

It struck like a ham­mer in the gut. “They, not he. It has to be
they. The sys­tem, ev­ery­one who had a part in it. It’s the
sys­tem he hates. Oh, god­damn it. We need a run, now, on ev­ery
of­fi­cial con­nect­ed to Irene Schultz’s ar­rest and
in­car­cer­ation. Her lawyer, the APA, the judge, the war­den, the
CS rep who re­moved the kid, the head of CS at the time, the
fos­ter home. We need where­abouts, fam­ily, fam­ily
where­abouts.”

Peabody’s dark eyes went huge. “He’s go­ing af­ter some­one
else.”

“One cop isn’t enough.” Eve launched her­self at her unit,
or­dered an im­me­di­ate run. “He start­ed it, but oth­ers are
com­plic­it. It’s their fault his moth­er went away, their fault
she was mur­dered. Took her away from him, so he’s go­ing to take
some­thing away from them. Frisco, the oth­er cop, he went down.
He’s out of play. Can’t pun­ish the dead, can’t make the dead
suf­fer.”

Peabody, al­ready work­ing it on her PPC, nod­ded. “Her lawyer’s
still in the city, a part­ner in a law firm down­town. Di­vorced,
one child. Male, age fif­teen.”

“We in­form, and get them cov­ered. The APA’s in Den­ver now,
mar­ried, two mi­nor chil­dren. We con­tact, in­form, in­form
lo­cal au­thor­ities.”

As she start­ed down the line, her desk ’link sig­naled. She
glanced, im­pa­tient, at the read­out. Then her stom­ach sank.

“Dal­las.”

Dis­patch, Dal­las, Lieu­tenant Eve.

Too late, Eve thought as she pulled up out­side the So­Ho loft.
I’m too late. With Peabody she walked past the of­fi­cers out­side
the build­ing, and in­to the el­eva­tor.

“We’ll want all se­cu­ri­ty, want to knock on all the doors.
Con­tact Mor­ris.”

“Al­ready done. Dal­las, I in­formed Whit­ney. He’s moved your
me­dia con­fer­ence to six­teen hun­dred, and will keep a lid on
this as long as pos­si­ble.”

Eve stepped out of the el­eva­tor, in­to the liv­ing area.
Up­mar­ket, she thought. Wealthy bo­hemi­an. “Who owns it?”

“De­lon­gi, Er­ic, and Stuben, Samuel. Mid-​di­vorce. The loft
is on the mar­ket, and cur­rent­ly un­tenant­ed.”

“Lieu­tenant.” One of the of­fi­cers stepped to her. “No
vis­ible sign of break-​in, no vis­ible sign of strug­gle or theft.
She’s in the bed­room. A re­al es­tate agent found her. He was
show­ing the apart­ment to a cou­ple of clients. My part­ner’s got
them in the sec­ond bed­room.”

“Keep them se­questered. We’ll work the scene first.” She
stopped at the kitchen, stud­ied the sin­gle go-​cup of cof­fee on
the counter. “Was that here when you ar­rived?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Record and bag, Peabody.”

She moved on, stopped at the bed­room door­way.

Not a child this time, she thought as she stud­ied the body. But
young. Ear­ly twen­ties. Whose daugh­ter was she?

“Vic­tim is fe­male,” she be­gan for the record. “Ear­ly to
mid-​twen­ties. Pri­va­cy screens are en­gaged here, and
through­out the liv­ing area.” She scanned the room. “There’s no
sign of strug­gle. Vic­tim ap­pears to be ful­ly dressed.”

With her hands and feet sealed, Eve en­tered to ex­am­ine the
body. “Lig­ature marks on an­kles, fa­cial bruis­ing, bruis­ing
around the neck con­sis­tent with man­ual stran­gu­la­tion. ME to
con­firm.”

She crouched, an­gled her­self to see the vic­tim’s wrists. She
ex­pect­ed to see po­lice re­straints, as with Deena, but this
vic­tim’s wrists were bound with some sort of col­or­ful cord.

“Cord­ing around wrists, de­vi­ation from Deena Mac­Mas­ters’s
homi­cide. Get the ID, TOD, Peabody.”

Blood on the sheets, she not­ed, con­sis­tent with vi­olent
rape. She hadn’t been a vir­gin, not like­ly, but she’d suf­fered
the same pain and ter­ror.

“Bruis­ing on thighs and around gen­ital area. No un­der­wear.
She’ll have been sodom­ized, too, and smoth­ered, re­peat­ed­ly.
It’s not a fuck­ing copy­cat. Why did he use cord in­stead of
cuffs?

“Not a cop’s kid,” she con­clud­ed. “The cuffs were an­oth­er
sym­bol. What’s the cord sym­bol­ize?”

“Vic­tim is iden­ti­fied as Kar­lene Robins,” Peabody stat­ed,
“age twen­ty-​six, Low­er West Side ad­dress, with co­hab Hamp­ton,
An­tho­ny, em­ployed by City Choice Re­al­ty. TOD is
six­teen-​thir­ty-​eight, yes­ter­day.”

Peabody looked over at Eve. “That’s be­fore we had the sketch,
be­fore we had a name, be­fore—”

She broke off when Eve held up a hand. “Ir­rel­evant. Look for
her bag, her ’link, ap­point­ment book. You won’t find them, but
look. Flag for ME,” she con­tin­ued for the record. “Tox screen
pri­or­ity.

“She’s Jaynie Robins’s daugh­ter, the child ser­vices agent who
re­moved Dar­rin Pauley in­to fos­ter care dur­ing the Irene
Schultz in­ves­ti­ga­tion. She came to show the apart­ment. He
pos­es as a client, and all he needs to do is be ready when the
right prop­er­ty comes up. Not a col­lege stu­dent this time. That
wouldn’t do the job. No, this sort of prop­er­ty? Young ex­ec, or
trust-​fund ba­by. Arty type, for this neigh­bor­hood, I’d say.
Likes mu­sic, or the arts, the scene. He brings her cof­fee. Nice
ges­ture. Hey, I picked some up for you, too. Takes her out, sets
her up, just like Deena. Ex­cept for the re­straints.”

“It plays for me. Dal­las, there’s no bag, no purse, noth­ing of
hers. They’ve got a cou­ple of comps, but they’re for show. The
se­cu­ri­ty sta­tion’s locked. I mas­tered it, and the cams are
shut down, the discs re­moved, the drive’s been cor­rupt­ed.”

“There’s build­ing se­cu­ri­ty on a place like this, too. We’re
go­ing to roll her, then I want you to check that out. I’ll start
on the wits when I’m done here.”

When they rolled the body over, Eve bent down to ex­am­ine the
cords. “Some kind of bungee cord?”

“For kids.” Peabody blew out a breath. “You use it to hang stuff
from their cribs or strollers so they can pull. Bright, pri­ma­ry
col­ors and de­signs usu­al­ly. Stim­ulate the eye.”

“Child ser­vices. Sym­bol­ic, like the cuffs.” He’d had fun with
this, she thought. The lit­tle jabs and pokes. “Check out build­ing
se­cu­ri­ty, and make sure EDD’s on the way.”

She moved to the sec­ond bed­room, sig­naled the of­fi­cer on
du­ty to step out. All three peo­ple be­gan to speak at once. Eve
sim­ply held up a hand, then point­ed at the man sit­ting
alone.

“You. You’d be the re­al es­tate agent. I’m Lieu­tenant Dal­las.
Name, please.”

“Chip Wayne. I work for As­to­ria Re­al Es­tate.” He took out a
card, passed it to Eve. “I had an ap­point­ment this morn­ing with
Mr. and Mrs. Gor­don, to show them this loft. It’s just gone back
on the mar­ket, and—”

She held up a hand again. “How do you gain ac­cess?”

“It’s a code. All list­ing agents are giv­en a code for ac­cess,
and have to in­put their own ID code. I just—”

“What time did you ar­rive?”

“We met out­side just af­ter eleven. We had an eleven o’clock
show­ing. We—we came up to­geth­er, and be­gan with the liv­ing
area. Ah, Mrs. Gor­don wan­dered off to look at the bed­rooms. We
en­cour­age clients to look around, and then she—”

Eve stopped him again. “The place is fur­nished, but the records
show it’s been un­tenant­ed for three months.”

“It’s stag­ing. Rent­ed by the own­ers. To, ah, give the
prospec­tive buy­ers a bet­ter feel for how it looks, lived in. I
don’t know how that wom­an … I don’t know how she can be here.
The log says the agent from City Choice showed it yes­ter­day, and
logged out at twelve-​thir­ty.”

“Is that so?”

“The build­ing is well se­cured.” He looked al­most plead­ing­ly
to­ward the cou­ple hud­dled to­geth­er in a chair. “It’s prime
prop­er­ty. Qui­et, safe.”

“Yeah, safe.” Eve looked over at the wom­an. Not much old­er
than the vic­tim, she judged. Shak­ing, teary. “You found the
body.”

“I—I want­ed to see the bed­rooms. Es­pe­cial­ly the mas­ter. We
want a large mas­ter, with a view if we can get it. So I … And
she was there, on the bed. Dead. She looked dead. I screamed for
Brent, and I ran away from the—from her.”

“Did you go in­to the room? Any of you?”

“No­body went in. I play a cop on screen.” Gor­don smiled
weak­ly. “City Force, maybe you’ve caught it.”

“Sor­ry.”

“Doesn’t mat­ter. Brash young de­tec­tive, mav­er­ick. Any­way,
a lot of it’s bull­shit, I guess, but you get how you have to
se­cure a crime scene. So we didn’t go in, or touch any­thing
af­ter Posey found the wom­an. We called nine-​one-​one.”

“Okay. Mr. Wayne, how far in ad­vance do you make these
ap­point­ments for show­ings?”

“It de­pends. In a case like this one, fast as you can. There
was a con­tract on it, but it fell through. We heard about it
yes­ter­day, but City got the jump on us. They must have some­body
on the in­side, some­body at the lend­ing com­pa­ny who gave them
the head’s up. I con­tact­ed the Gor­dons as soon as I got word,
but we couldn’t make it in un­til this morn­ing.”

“Why them, par­tic­ular­ly?”

“It’s just what they’re look­ing for. The lo­ca­tion, the
prop­er­ty, the price range. It’s ex­act­ly what you’ve been
look­ing for.”

Gor­don gave him a look of qui­et dis­be­lief. “Chip, you’ve got
to be kid­ding.”

“The own­ers are bound to be will­ing to rene­go­ti­ate the
price, con­sid­er­ing. We can—”

“Brent, I want to go. Can’t we leave? Please.”

“Give me your con­tact in­for­ma­tion,” Eve told them, “and
you’re free to go. We may need to talk to you again.”

Eve walked the loft again, made notes, ran it through her head
while the sweep­ers be­gan their part of the job.

“Cams off on build­ing se­cu­ri­ty, too, and the virus … it
looks like it in­fect­ed that sys­tem. They’re linked up with the
in­di­vid­ual se­cu­ri­ty. It’s not the same sys­tem as the first
mur­der,” Peabody con­tin­ued, “but it’s the same brand. A
com­mer­cial mod­el. Al­so, the oth­er res­idents aren’t home. Word
is ev­ery­body works days. The build­ing is typ­ical­ly emp­ty from
around nine in the morn­ing to around five in the af­ter­noon,
week­days. I start­ed a back­ground on the oth­er res­idents. I’m
not get­ting any­thing that clicks.”

“He scoped it out. He wouldn’t have had much time, but he did
his home­work. He was wait­ing for the op­por­tu­ni­ty, and knows
how to take ad­van­tage of it. She should have a record of the
ap­point­ment on her of­fice comp, some­thing there. We’ll get his
name. What­ev­er name he used. Where’s the co­hab this time of
day?”

“He works from home pri­mar­ily. Re­search con­sul­tant. Their
place is on­ly a few blocks from the re­al es­tate agen­cy.”

“We’ll take him first. The par­ents, they’re in Brook­lyn,
right?”

“Yeah. The moth­er works as a fam­ily coun­selor now.”

Eve nod­ded, took a last look be­fore call­ing the el­eva­tor.
“It’s all about fam­ily, isn’t it?”
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AN­THO­NY HAMP­TON WORE CA­SU­AL OF­FICE WEAR, a trim goa­tee,
and high-​end skids. He greet­ed Eve and Peabody with a quick
smile, and a har­ried look in green eyes that sparked against warm
brown skin.

“Ladies. What can I do for you to­day?”

“An­tho­ny Hamp­ton?”

“Yeah, that’s me.”

“I’m Lieu­tenant Dal­las, NYPSD, with my part­ner De­tec­tive
Peabody.”

“Cops?” His smile turned to a grin as he stud­ied the badges.
“That’s a first. Is there a prob­lem in the build­ing?”

“No, sir. We’d like to come in.”

“Okay, sure, but … ” He glanced be­hind him. “We’re kind of
in mid-​chaos around here. Get­ting mar­ried on Sat­ur­day.”

Eve felt the clench in her gut, but stepped in­side. The hard,
she re­al­ized, just be­came bru­tal. And bru­tal should al­ways be
done quick­ly. “Mr. Hamp­ton, I re­gret to in­form you that your
co­hab, Kar­lene Robins, is dead.”

“What? Je­sus, that’s not fun­ny. If this is one of Chad’s sick
jokes—”

“Mr. Hamp­ton, the body of Ms. Robins was found this morn­ing.
She’s been of­fi­cial­ly iden­ti­fied. I’m very sor­ry for your
loss.”

“Come on, come on, that’s fuck­ing bull­shit.” The anger slapped
out as he grabbed Eve’s arm, shoved her to­ward the door. “Get the
hell out of here.”

“Mr. Hamp­ton.” Eve coun­tered the grip, mus­cled the man in­to
a chair. “Kar­lene was mur­dered in a loft in So­Ho, where we
be­lieve she took a client for a show­ing. Did she take a client on
a show­ing yes­ter­day?”

“That’s what she does. That’s what she’s do­ing right now.” He
dragged out his pock­et ’link. “Right now.” He punched a sin­gle
key. And shoved at his hair as a mu­si­cal voice in­formed him
Kar­lene was un­avail­able. “Kar­lene, I need to talk to you.
God­damn it, Kar­lene, now. What­ev­er you’re do­ing, I need to
talk to you now.”

“An­tho­ny.” Peabody crouched down, laid a hand over his. “We’re
very sor­ry.”

“She’ll tag back. She will.” His breath­ing be­gan to heave and
hitch. “She’s just busy. It’s a crazy week.”

“When did you last speak with her?”

“I … Yes­ter­day, when she left for work. But, we texted a
few times.”

“She lives here, but she didn’t come home last night?”

“She had some work, a client on the hook. And then she was
go­ing to Tip’s to do some wed­ding stuff. She stayed with Tip last
night. Tip. I’ll get ahold of Tip, and then … ”

Eve let him play it out, let him call the friend, lis­ten to her
tell him she hadn’t seen or heard from Kar­lene. She watched anger
and dis­be­lief take its hor­ri­ble slide in­to grief.

“She—she’s at work. She’s at work. I can con­tact her boss, and
she’ll—”

“An­tho­ny.” Peabody re­peat­ed his name, in that same gen­tle
way.

His eyes changed, filled with des­per­ate pain. “But she can’t
be dead. That can’t be true.”

“When did she text you?”

“I don’t re­mem­ber, ex­act­ly. Here.” He shoved the ’link at
Peabody. “It’s logged. It’s right in there.”

As Peabody took the ’link, stepped away to check its log, Eve
pulled a chair over to face him, sat. “Mr. Hamp­ton, look at me
now. De­tec­tive Peabody and I need your help. Kar­lene needs you
to help us find who hurt her.”

“How is she dead? How is she dead?”

“We be­lieve who­ev­er she took to the loft killed her. Do you
know who the client was?”

“That can’t be. This is all … not re­al.”

“Who was the client?” Eve re­peat­ed.

“It was some rich guy. Some wannabe artist from a rich fam­ily.
Young guy.”

“Have you met him?”

“No. But—”

“Do you know his name?”

“She prob­ably told me. I don’t know.”

“She’d have a memo book here, an ap­point­ment book.”

“She keeps one here, one in her bag, one at work. Anal. In the
of­fice.” He stared hard at Eve’s face, in­tense­ly, as if he had
to fo­cus on her to form each word. “We share the of­fice here. I
work at home. I work at home, and some­times she does. We’re
get­ting mar­ried on Sat­ur­day.”

“Can we get her book, take her book?”

“I don’t care.”

Eve sig­naled Peabody. “Do you know how this man, the one she
was with yes­ter­day be­came her client?”

“I’m not sure. She’s been look­ing for the right place for him
for a few weeks. Big fish. She said big fish. The So­Ho loft. That
just popped up again. She was so ex­cit­ed. It was just the right
prop­er­ty for him, she said. Ex­act­ly what he want­ed, and the
com­mis­sion would be ex­treme. She had to move fast.

“Where’s Kar­lene?”

“We’re go­ing to take care of her now.”

Slow­ly, he shook his head side-​to-​side. “She doesn’t like to
be tak­en care of. She takes care of her­self. Are you sure? Are
you re­al­ly sure?”

“Yes.”

He buried his face in his hands, be­gan to rock, be­gan to weep.
Eve rose, moved qui­et­ly away to where Peabody wait­ed.

“A text came in to his ’link at four­teen-​ten, and an­oth­er at
eigh­teen oh-​three.”

“She was bound and raped by the time the first went out, dead
be­fore the sec­ond.”

“He had the friend’s name, gave the word, spend­ing the night
and so on, the way Hamp­ton stat­ed. The memo book lists an
ap­point­ment with D.P. for yes­ter­day at nine-​thir­ty a.m., the
So­Ho ad­dress. I went back through it, and there are a cou­ple
oth­ers. And one, the ini­tial one from the looks of it, that lists
an ap­point­ment with Drew Pit­ter­ing.”

Eve went back to An­tho­ny to ask for per­mis­sion to search
through Kar­lene’s things, and to take both his ’link and the memo
book.

“Who can we call for you, An­tho­ny?” Peabody asked him when
they’d done all they could. “Let me call some­one for you.”

“My—my fam­ily. They’re in town for the wed­ding. They’re here,
in the ho­tel. They’re here for the wed­ding.”

When they walked back out­side, Peabody pressed the heels of her
hands to her eyes. “I know it’s nev­er easy, and no­ti­fi­ca­tion
just doesn’t get to be rou­tine. But that? It had to be one of the
worst. All the wed­ding stuff ly­ing around. It killed me.”

Eve pushed it aside, vi­cious­ly, as she had in­side the
apart­ment. “Hamp­ton didn’t rec­og­nize the sketch. But Dar­rin
wouldn’t need to stalk her here. Co­hab works at home. Makes it too
hard to take her there. But her line of work, that makes it easy to
take her in a locked, emp­ty space. You pose as a rich guy, young,
at­trac­tive—and I bet charm­ing sticks in there. She’d check it
out, that’s rou­tine. Check out his ID, but he’d have cov­ered
that.”

“I ran the name, along with the im­age, and his age—and I got
noth­ing.”

“He’s al­ready wiped it. But she’d have checked him out. Maybe
there’s some­thing on her comps here or at work. It’s not go­ing to
have his re­al ad­dress, but it’s an­oth­er pin in the map.”

“You’re cut­ting it close to the me­dia con­fer­ence.”

“Fuck­ing me­dia.” Eve raked at her hair. “I need you to go by
her of­fice, get what­ev­er you can.”

“What about no­ti­fy­ing her par­ents? Oh, Je­sus, Dal­las,
don’t make me do that so­lo.”

“Take a grief coun­selor with you. And get the par­ents in­to
Cen­tral. I want to talk to the moth­er.” She con­sid­ered the fact
Peabody would have to get to Brook­lyn and back. “You take the
ve­hi­cle. I’ll catch the sub­way back to the house.”

“Okay. Dal­las, we couldn’t have stopped this. We couldn’t,”
Peabody in­sist­ed. “We had noth­ing to con­nect Kar­lene to Deena.
Noth­ing.”

“He knew that. He count­ed on that. Maybe he’s count­ing on us
not be­ing able to make the con­nec­tion be­tween the two of them
yet. It’s a big leap with­out the spring­board. I’m go­ing to give
him more rea­son to count on that.”

On her way to the sub­way, Eve tagged Na­dine. Some­times the
me­dia had its us­es.

As usu­al, the me­dia li­ai­son tried to pre­pare Eve, and as
usu­al, Eve threat­ened bod­ily harm.

She walked in­to the me­dia room at Cen­tral, and took her
po­si­tion be­tween Com­man­der Whit­ney and Cap­tain Mac­Mas­ters.
The li­ai­son stepped for­ward to out­line the pro­ce­dure, the
rules, then asked the cap­tain to give his state­ment.

In full dress blues, Mac­Mas­ters took the podi­um. He stood
like a cop, straight, with his eyes lev­el.

But he’d aged, Eve thought. Years in a mat­ter of days. He’d
gone from lanky to gaunt, from steady to brit­tle.

“Ear­ly Sun­day morn­ing my daugh­ter Deena was bru­tal­ly
mur­dered in her own home. In her own room. In her own bed. She was
six­teen years old, a beau­ti­ful, bright, lov­ing young wom­an who
had nev­er in her short life caused harm. She was our on­ly child.
She loved mu­sic and shop­ping and spend­ing time with her friends.
Deena was a nor­mal teenag­er, with hopes and dreams—and those
hopes and dreams as they of­ten are for the young—were to change
the world.”

His smile was heart­break­ing.

“She was a lit­tle shy, and still pas­sion­ate about her de­sire
to help oth­ers. Fam­ily and friends who have come or called to
com­fort my wife and my­self speak first, al­most al­ways, of
Deena’s sweet na­ture. It’s a tes­ta­ment to her.

“I have been a po­lice of­fi­cer half my life. I be­lieve the
po­lice will bring Deena’s killer to jus­tice. I ask you, as a
po­lice of­fi­cer who has sworn to serve and pro­tect, and as a
fa­ther who was un­able to pro­tect his on­ly child, to con­tact
the NYPSD if you have any in­for­ma­tion on the per­son who
mur­dered Deena.”

Ques­tions rang out, of course, as he stepped away de­spite the
in­struc­tions of the li­ai­son. Eve ig­nored them as she stepped
to the podi­um. She stood, silent, stony-​eyed, un­til they fad­ed
away.

“I’m Lieu­tenant Dal­las, and the pri­ma­ry in­ves­ti­ga­tor in
the mat­ter of the mur­der of Deena Mac­Mas­ters. A full team of
in­ves­ti­ga­tors, from Homi­cide, EDD, and sup­port ser­vices, is
work­ing this case. We are pur­su­ing all leads, and will
con­tin­ue to do so un­til the in­di­vid­ual who mur­dered Deena
Mac­Mas­ters is iden­ti­fied, ap­pre­hend­ed, and charged. We
be­lieve Deena Mac­Mas­ters knew her killer. We be­lieve she
ad­mit­ted him in­to the house on the Sat­ur­day evening, at which
time her killer in­ca­pac­itat­ed her with a drug added to her soft
drink. He then bound and raped her re­peat­ed­ly over a pe­ri­od of
sev­er­al hours be­fore stran­gling her. The in­ves­tiga­tive team
will work dili­gent­ly un­til we are able to ex­act jus­tice for
Deena Mac­Mas­ters.”

The ques­tions rained again.

“Why do you think she knew her killer?”

“From state­ments giv­en by her fam­ily, her neigh­bors, and her
friends, we don’t be­lieve Deena would have opened the door to a
stranger, es­pe­cial­ly when she was alone in the house. Ev­idence
leads us to con­clude the at­tack oc­curred in­side the house, and
that Deena was un­con­scious and un­able to de­fend her­self or
at­tempt to de­fend her­self pri­or to be­ing bound.”

“What ev­idence?”

“I will not dis­cuss spe­cif­ic ev­idence on an on­go­ing
in­ves­ti­ga­tion.”

She con­tin­ued, an­swer­ing ques­tions, dis­miss­ing oth­ers,
cir­cling more.

“Lieu­tenant! Na­dine Furst with Now! and Chan­nel
Sev­en­ty-​five. How is the rape-​mur­der of Kar­lene Robins, whose
body was dis­cov­ered this morn­ing in So­Ho, con­nect­ed to Deena
Mac­Mas­ters?”

It was a per­fect­ly timed bomb. Re­porters scram­bled,
shout­ing, check­ing ’links and PPCs.

“I’m here to an­swer ques­tions per­tain­ing to the
in­ves­ti­ga­tion of the Deena Mac­Mas­ters homi­cide.”

“And I just gave you one.” Na­dine pushed for­ward. “Isn’t it
true that the body of an­oth­er vic­tim was found on­ly this
morn­ing? That she, too, was bound, raped, mur­dered by
stran­gu­la­tion?”

Eve’s stare might have bored through steel. “We have not
de­ter­mined if the two cas­es are con­nect­ed.”

“But there are very spe­cif­ic par­al­lels.”

“And there are spe­cif­ic dif­fer­ences.”

“What dif­fer­ences?”

Eve al­lowed the lead­ing edge of anger to snap out. “I can­not
and will not dis­cuss the de­tails of ei­ther of these
in­ves­ti­ga­tions.”

“Do you be­lieve these two wom­en were vic­tims of a se­ri­al
sex­ual preda­tor?”

The bomb shot shrap­nel through­out the room. Eve shout­ed over
the chaos. “We have drawn no such con­clu­sion. We have drawn no
con­clu­sion at this time that these cas­es are re­lat­ed.”

“But you don’t dis­count the pos­si­bil­ity of se­ri­al. Or
copy­cat.”

“I will not spec­ulate. I will not feed you—any of
you—spec­ula­tion or con­clu­sions so you can bump your rat­ings.
Two wom­en—one bare­ly old enough to qual­ify for the term—are
dead. That should be enough to spin your cur­rent me­dia
cy­cle.”

She strode away, fury in ev­ery step.

“Lieu­tenant!” Whit­ney’s sharp com­mand stopped her. “With me.
Now.”

“Yes, sir.”

She fol­lowed him in­to the me­dia ready room, where he closed
the door.

“Well. Your per­for­mance was ex­cep­tion­al. I hope to God it
gen­er­ates ex­cep­tion­al re­sults.”

“We couldn’t keep a lid on the Robins homi­cide for long.
Bring­ing it out like this, it makes it look like we’re caught
flat-​foot­ed, like we’re still a dozen steps be­hind. If he thinks
we’re look­ing at se­ri­al or copy­cat, he’ll feel smug. We have a
chance at the memo­ri­al to­mor­row. And we may be able to get a
line on him through the con­nec­tions. One or more mem­bers of the
con­nect­ed fam­ilies may have been ap­proached by him in some way.
If he thinks he’s still got room, he may try for the next on his
list, and soon.”

“Work it. Brief your team. And con­sid­er your­self thor­ough­ly
dressed down for al­low­ing a me­dia leak of this na­ture to get
through.”

“Yes, sir.”

She head­ed straight to her of­fice, putting what she hoped was
enough re­strained fury on her face, in her stride, to ward off any
cops who might ap­proach her to of­fer sup­port, or to whee­dle
in­for­ma­tion.

Roarke turned from the Au­toChef as she slammed her of­fice door
to punc­tu­ate the mo­ment. He held out a mug of cof­fee.

“Vic­tor, spoils,” he said.

“Huh?”

“Just a lit­tle re­ward for your part in that well-​timed duet.
I think it should play very well, and be lapped up by most. On the
oth­er hand, I know you, and Na­dine. She wouldn’t have am­bushed
you that way, and you’d have tak­en her down hard­er if she
had.”

“Let’s hope the in­tend­ed au­di­ence does some of the lap­ping.
I don’t like us­ing Kar­lene Robins that way.”

“It doesn’t di­min­ish the truth, or what you’ll do.”

“A day late for her, and a hell of a lot more than a dol­lar
short.”

She would think that way, he knew. It made her what she was. “I
hear—as the grapevine climbs quick­ly—that you were al­ready
tak­ing steps to in­form and pro­tect those con­nect­ed to this old
Mac­Mas­ters ar­rest when you were called to the scene of this
sec­ond mur­der.”

“I knew it was con­nect­ed to Mac­Mas­ters, some­thing on the
job. I knew it was per­son­al, and I be­lieved it was a mir­ror of
an­oth­er crime. But it took me two days to find it.”

“Eve, don’t do this. The da­ta wasn’t there to be found. There
was no Irene Schultz to show up on your search of rape-​mur­der
vic­tims. The very na­ture of who these peo­ple are—were—may be
to­mor­row—makes it tricky and time-​con­sum­ing to find them.
Con­sid­er the fact you found this con­nec­tion at all, and will
save the lives of oth­er tar­gets.”

“I know you can’t save them all. I know it. But when you have to
swal­low that hours would have made the dif­fer­ence, it doesn’t go
down easy. She was get­ting mar­ried on Sat­ur­day. Robins.”

“Ah. Well.” Fol­low­ing in­stinct he put his hands on her
shoul­ders, drew her in.

“I’m stand­ing in that apart­ment where she lived with the man
she was mar­ry­ing in a cou­ple days, and I’m see­ing all that
wed­ding junk. Like at Louise’s. God­damn it, Roarke.”

He said noth­ing. There was noth­ing to be said.

“I know you can’t save them all,” she re­peat­ed. “I know you
can’t catch them all, and even some you catch will slith­er through
the sys­tem. But this one’s not go­ing to. Sick, smug son of a
bitch.”

“All right then. What’s next?”

She stepped away. “We in­ter­view all those in­volved in the
Irene Schultz mat­ter, and we find out if he’s made con­tact with
any­one’s daugh­ter, son, sis­ter, broth­er, moth­er, fa­ther,
sec­ond cousin twice re­moved. We set up for to­mor­row’s
memo­ri­al. We work the case. We push on the elec­tron­ics. And why
aren’t you hud­dled with your EDD pals?”

“We’ll dis­cuss that at the brief­ing.”

“Then let’s get start­ed.”

In the con­fer­ence room, Eve gave a brief overview of the
in­ves­ti­ga­tion for the ben­efit of the mem­bers she’d added to
the team. She fol­lowed it with a re­port on the ear­ly steps of
the Robins case.

“Peabody.”

“Af­ter the no­ti­fi­ca­tion to Hamp­ton, I went to City Choice.
I spoke with the vic’s su­per­vi­sor and two of her cowork­ers.
None of them could iden­ti­fy the sus­pect by the pic­tures we
have. It’s not un­usu­al for a client not to come in to the
of­fices, and in fact, more usu­al for the re­al es­tate agent to
meet same at a prop­er­ty or an­oth­er lo­ca­tion.”

“Handy for him.”

“All three in­di­vid­uals I spoke with re­call the vic speak­ing
of a Drew Pit­ter­ing, and one, specif­ical­ly re­calls the vic
telling her she’d tapped a new client when he con­tact­ed her. Her
of­fice log lists a con­tact from Pit­ter­ing on May fif­teenth,
with the note he was look­ing most specif­ical­ly for space in
So­Ho, and his pref­er­ences for same. It al­so lists meet­ing him
at two prop­er­ties in that sec­tor, and pro­vid­ing him with two
vir­tu­al tours of oth­er lo­ca­tions. Fi­nal­ly, it lists her
ap­point­ment with him at the So­Ho loft for nine-​thir­ty a.m.,
yes­ter­day.”

“Reineke, Jenk­in­son, you’ll fol­low up with the oth­er
prop­er­ties, knock on doors, show the pho­to. Peabody,” she
re­peat­ed.

“EDD has all the elec­tron­ics from her home and her work space,
as well as those from the crime scene. With a grief coun­selor I
no­ti­fied the vic­tim’s par­ents.” She let out a breath. “Um. When
ques­tioned, Jaynie Robins did not im­me­di­ate­ly re­call Irene
Schultz or the case. She agreed to come in­to Cen­tral to­day to
speak with the lieu­tenant, and stat­ed she would look through her
archive of case notes and files to try to re­fresh her­self on the
mat­ter. The fact is, she was pret­ty shak­en up, and I’m not sure
she was tak­ing in any of the de­tails on this old case. I left
them with the grief coun­selor, and they’ll be es­cort­ed in
short­ly.”

“Okay. Good work. Feeney, progress?”

“I’m go­ing to pass this to the civil­ian.”

When Eve looked to­ward Roarke, Feeney shook his head. “Wrong
civil­ian. Brief the lieu­tenant, Jamie.”

“Mc­Nab and I have been putting in some long hours on this, and
back with Feeney and Roarke and a cou­ple of the oth­ers up­stairs.
But we just couldn’t fig­ure any way to speed the clean­ing
pro­cess. Not with the ex­tent of the cor­rup­tion. Then Roarke
said some­thing about try­ing to split an­oth­er ma­trix clone on a
sec­ond JPL and merge tex­els with the cor­rupt­ed pix­els and stir
up the ppi to de­fuck the bitmap­ping.”

“Did you say de­fuck?” Eve asked. “Is that a tech­ni­cal
term?”

“Ah, it just sort of ex­press­es the pro­ce­dure. See, for this
par­tic­ular ap­pli­ca­tion, the re­gions are made up of supix­els,
and when in­fect­ed the stan­dard tri­ad—”

“Stop the mad­ness.” She re­sist­ed, bare­ly, just slap­ping her
hands over her ears. “I’m beg­ging you.”

“Well, it’s frosty max if you get how it works and why. When
Roarke talked about the clone and merge, I start­ed think­ing maybe
we could go rad and do a merge and ramp, in­put an HIP to
coun­ter­act, then ex­trap­olate, do the clone, and restart the
de­fuck from that point.”

“Makes me proud,” Feeney said as Eve pressed her fin­gers to her
eyes.

“Will some­body just give me the progress. In En­glish?”

“Pic­ture’s worth a thou­sand. Put it up, Jamie,” Feeney
or­dered.

“Roger that.” Us­ing a re­mote, Jamie dis­played an im­age on
screen.

Eve shift­ed, stepped back. There, on screen, Dar­rin Pauley was
cap­tured in mid­step as he climbed the stairs to the vic­tim’s
front door. He wore a cap, which she iden­ti­fied as from Columbia,
shades, and a shy smile. Deena, young, pret­ty, beam­ing, stood in
the open door­way, her hand held out for his.

“Ex­cel­lent,” Eve mur­mured.

“Bloody bril­liant,” Roarke stat­ed.

“I wouldn’t’ve thought of it if you hadn’t start­ed the ball.”
Jamie nod­ded to­ward Roarke. “And you were the one who ac­tu­al­ly
did the con­ver­sion and—”

Roarke shot a fin­ger at Jamie. “Bloody bril­liant.”

“Well.” Though he shrugged, plea­sure shone on Jamie’s face.
“Yeah.”

“The PA will have to be a com­plete screwup not to cage this
bas­tard for First De­gree. But we have to catch him first. Can you
do the same with the So­Ho se­cu­ri­ty?”

“Now that we’ve iden­ti­fied the virus, have the pro­cess?”
Feeney bared his teeth in a smile. “We’ll have all of the
Mac­Mas­ters and the So­Ho vids for you be­fore end of shift.”

“Nice work, all of you. Damn nice work. He’s wear­ing a
back­pack, handy for hold­ing his sup­plies. The same shoes the wit
ID’d from the park.”

“That brings me to re­tail,” Peabody put in. “I’ve got a strong
lead on the shoes, and the rest. An out­let right on cam­pus, which
un­for­tu­nate­ly screwed my down­town hunch. The shoes, the
sweat­shirt, sweat­pants, cap, shades, back­pack, air­board,
sev­er­al T-​shirts, and a wind­break­er were pur­chased there by a
Don­ald Petrie, on March thir­ty-​first.”

“Ad­dress?”

“The ad­dress that came up is in Ohio, and ac­tu­al­ly is the
home of one Don­al Petri, age six­ty-​eight, who was pret­ty
steamed when he got the charges for a bunch of stuff from a
col­lege out­let in New York. He re­port­ed the fraud in mid-​April
up­on get­ting the bill. I’ve got the name of the clerk whose ID
num­ber was on the sale. I haven’t yet been able to con­tact. She’s
a stu­dent at the uni­ver­si­ty.”

“We’ll run it down. To­mor­row’s memo­ri­al,” Eve con­tin­ued
and out­lined the plan.

To­ward the end of the brief­ing, Eve re­ceived word the
Robins­es were be­ing es­cort­ed in­to Cen­tral. Be­cause she
want­ed pri­va­cy, she di­rect­ed them to be tak­en to In­ter­view
A. She gath­ered the case file on Irene Schultz and the mug
shot.

She found them sit­ting to­geth­er at the ta­ble, hands linked.
She sup­posed the best term for the way they looked would be
shell-​shocked.

“Mr. and Mrs. Robins, I’m Lieu­tenant Dal­las. You re­mem­ber
De­tec­tive Peabody. We want to thank you for com­ing in like this,
and to of­fer our sin­cere sym­pa­thy for your loss.”

“I talked to her yes­ter­day morn­ing.” Jaynie’s voice
qua­vered. “When she was on her way to … that ap­point­ment. I
want­ed to tell her my sis­ter and her fam­ily were get­ting in
this morn­ing. My niece, her cousin, is one of the brides­maids. We
were go­ing to have a get-​to­geth­er tonight. She was so
ex­cit­ed. About the wed­ding, and she was so con­fi­dent she’d
make this sale. She was so hap­py.”

“She talked to you about this man?”

“Not re­al­ly. She just said it was the per­fect client for the
per­fect prop­er­ty, and the sale would be the per­fect wed­ding
gift. I have her dress, her wed­ding dress.” Dis­be­lief swirled
with the grief in Jaynie’s eyes. “I’m keep­ing it be­cause she
doesn’t want Tony to see it. It’s in the clos­et in her bed­room at
home.”

Peabody put a cup of wa­ter on the ta­ble, laid a hand on
Jaynie’s shoul­der be­fore tak­ing her seat across the ta­ble.

“He didn’t care about her, Mrs. Robins. But I do.” Eve wait­ed
un­til the wom­an looked at her again, fo­cused on her. “I care
about Kar­lene, and with your help I’m go­ing to find the per­son
re­spon­si­ble and see that he pays for what he did to her.”

“She didn’t do any­thing to him.” Owen Robins stared out of
shat­tered eyes. “She nev­er hurt any­one.”

“He doesn’t care,” Eve re­peat­ed. “Not about Kar­lene, not
about six­teen-​year-​old Deena Mac­Mas­ters. He cares about what
he sees as pay­back. He cares about hurt­ing ev­ery­one he
be­lieves took some­thing from him. Irene Schultz. That’s all he
cares about.”

Eve took the pho­to from the file, laid it on the ta­ble. “I
need you to try to re­mem­ber her.”

“I looked back at my archives. It was so long ago. I be­lieved
in the work, be­lieved in putting the wel­fare and best in­ter­est
of the child above all. Still, it was nev­er easy to re­move a
child from the home, even when it was best. I last­ed al­most ten
years. A long time. Then we moved to Brook­lyn, and I coun­sel
fam­ilies. I try to help. I al­ways did.”

“I un­der­stand.”

“I don’t re­al­ly re­mem­ber her, this wom­an. Not clear­ly, I’m
sor­ry. There were so many. Too many. My notes, I brought them. You
can have them. I made note that the liv­ing con­di­tions seemed
very good, and the child well-​cared for. Tem­po­rary re­moval was
based on the moth­er’s ar­rest, and the sus­pi­cion that the
fa­ther was com­plic­it. There were no friends or rel­atives, so
the boy was placed with a fos­ter fam­ily. And he was re­turned to
the fa­ther with­in forty-​eight hours. I don’t un­der­stand how he
could take my child’s life be­cause I put him in a safe place for
two days. He wasn’t harmed.”

“Do you re­mem­ber any­thing about the fa­ther?”

“I have in my notes he was up­set, but po­lite. That he
ap­peared to re­late well to the child, showed con­cern for him. He
packed toys and clothes for the child him­self, and soothed the boy
when he said good-​bye. I would have tes­ti­fied to that in court,
had it be­come nec­es­sary.”

Her lips trem­bled un­til she had to press them hard to­geth­er
to still them. “It’s im­por­tant to make note of the
re­la­tion­ship, the en­vi­ron­ment. I have in my notes that in the
ini­tial ob­ser­va­tion he ap­peared to be a good par­ent. As he
was cleared of any knowl­edge of his wife’s il­le­gal ac­tiv­ities,
the child was re­turned to him. There were no fol­low-​ups, and the
case was closed.”

“All right. Thank you.”

“It’s no help. None of it helps Kar­lene.”

“I think your notes and im­pres­sions will be a great help. I’m
go­ing to have you tak­en back home. I have to ask you not to speak
to the me­dia. They’ll come, they’ll push. For the sake of oth­er
chil­dren he may have tar­get­ed, I’m go­ing to ask you to say
noth­ing to any­one about this con­ver­sa­tion. For the best
in­ter­est of the child, Mrs. Robins.”

“You’ll keep us in­formed about … you’ll tell us?”

“You have my word.” Ris­ing, she went to the door, sig­naled the
uni­forms wait­ing. “These of­fi­cers will take you back home.”

“We need to go to Tony.”

“They’ll take you there. They’ll take you wher­ev­er you need to
go.”

Peabody watched them go. “It was good of you to tell them they
helped. They re­al­ly didn’t.”

“We can’t know what might help.”

“It breaks my heart, Dal­las. In­stead of go­ing to their
daugh­ter’s wed­ding, they’ll go to her fu­ner­al.”

“Then let’s make damn sure it’s the last fu­ner­al he’s
re­spon­si­ble for.”
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WHEN EVE FOUND ROARKE IN HER OF­FICE again, she frowned. “Why
are you still here?”

“They don’t need me in EDD at this point. I can deal with some
of my own work as eas­ily from here as any­where, with the ben­efit
of be­ing with my wife.”

“I’m go­ing back in the field. I have to go by the morgue, then
track down the stu­dent who sold the sus­pect his gear.”

“I’ve noth­ing more in­ter­est­ing to do.”

She con­sid­ered it. She could leave Peabody to write and file
the re­ports, nag the lab, run the prob­abil­ities on which tar­get
might be next.

“Fine. You’re with me.”

“My fa­vorite place.”

With the work dumped on Peabody, Eve took the morgue first.

“You don’t need to go in. I don’t ex­pect any sur­pris­es here,
no rev­ela­tions. It’s just pro­ce­dure.”

“In any case.” He con­tin­ued down the white tun­nel with her.
“I re­mem­ber when we brought Nix­ie here,” he said, speak­ing of
the lit­tle girl whose fam­ily had been slaugh­tered in a home
in­va­sion. “Bru­tal. But then, I sup­pose, it al­ways is. She’s
do­ing well with Eliz­abeth and Richard, and young Kevin. They’re
mak­ing a fam­ily. I think she’s able to do that be­cause you gave
her res­olu­tion.”

“She’s tough. She’ll make it okay.” She paused out­side the
doors to Mor­ris’s suite. “The one who’s re­spon­si­ble for what’s
in there? He didn’t have to crawl through his moth­er’s blood like
Nix­ie did, he didn’t have his en­tire fam­ily slaugh­tered in
their own beds. He doesn’t have half Nix­ie’s spine. He’s weak, and
I’m go­ing to give him one hell of a res­olu­tion.”

There, Roarke thought, there she was. She could feel the blame,
and the pain—per­haps she need­ed to—but she could and would
al­ways come back to pur­pose.

Mor­ris wore mourn­ing black to­day, with a shirt of deep red.
Mu­sic wove qui­et­ly through the air as he closed the Y-​cut on
Kar­lene with sure strokes.

“You’re done with her?”

“I start­ed on her im­me­di­ate­ly. Hel­lo, Roarke.”

“Mor­ris. How are you?”

“Bet­ter than I was. I hoped I wouldn’t see ei­ther of you
un­til the wed­ding, and un­der much hap­pi­er cir­cum­stances. I
pushed the tox screen,” he told Eve. “And found the same
com­bi­na­tion, though I might have missed it if I hadn’t been
specif­ical­ly look­ing. She’d been dosed ap­prox­imate­ly six and
a half hours pri­or to death, and in a less­er amount than our
first.”

“He re­al­ized he didn’t need her to be out as long,” Eve
con­clud­ed. “And he didn’t have as much time to work on her. Or
didn’t want to take as much time.”

“Oth­er than that, and the use of elas­ti­cized cord rather than
po­lice re­straints, his method re­mains the same. Bound, an­kles
and wrists. An­kle re­straints re­moved and reap­plied. Mul­ti­ple
rapes, vagi­nal and anal, an al­most ca­su­al beat­ing
con­sid­er­ing the vi­olence of the rapes. Spo­radic smoth­er­ing
and chok­ing. COD man­ual stran­gu­la­tion. She fought. As
ev­idenced by the abra­sions, lac­er­ations, con­tu­sions on her
wrists and an­kles.”

“He varies in small ways to suit the cir­cum­stances, but sticks
with the over­all method.”

“There’s one oth­er vari­ation,” Mor­ris said. “She was
preg­nant.”

“Shit.” It punched straight through her. “God­damn it.”

“Un­der a week along. She may not have known.”

Eve shoved at her hair. She didn’t both­er to curse again. “Her
peo­ple are go­ing to come in. Her par­ents, her co­hab. They were
get­ting mar­ried Sat­ur­day.”

Mor­ris re­leased a long sigh. “Fate’s a cru­el bas­tard.”

“Fuck fate, peo­ple are cru­el bas­tards. There’s no need to
tell her peo­ple about the preg­nan­cy, un­less they ask. Not yet
any­way.”

“No, there’s not.” He stepped back. “First the vir­gin, now the
bride.”

“What?” Eve’s head came up, her eyes sharp­ened. “Wait. What
comes af­ter?”

“Af­ter?”

“Vir­gin, bride—what’s next? If it’s a kind of pro­gres­sion.
Log­ical, or­ga­nized. What’s af­ter bride?”

“New­ly­wed,” Mor­ris sug­gest­ed.

“Wife. For some … ” Roarke looked down at Kar­lene with
pity. “Preg­nan­cy, moth­er­hood. A cyn­ic might say di­vorce
of­ten fits in there at some point.”

“It might be a way of se­lect­ing the or­der, even the
spe­cif­ic vic. You drive. I want to work it. Thanks, Mor­ris.”

She had her PPC out even as she strode back down the
tun­nel.

“It would be mon­umen­tal­ly for­tu­nate from his point of
view,” Roarke said, “for him to be able to find the prop­er
vic­tims for the sort of pro­gres­sion you’re propos­ing.”

“I don’t think so. They don’t have to be fe­male—though I
imag­ine he prefers. New­ly­wed—ei­ther sex. Then you could say
hus­band in­stead of wife, ex­pec­tant fa­ther, and so on. He’s got
kids, grand­kids, sib­lings, par­ents—maybe ex­tend­ed fam­ily—to
choose from.”

She slid in­to the car. “I told Peabody to work prob­abil­ity on
stage of con­tact. Mac­Mas­ters, then the CS su­per­vi­sor, the CS
rep, the PD. Maybe he’s pick­ing them in or­der of ap­pear­ance. Or
maybe this way. But there has to be some sort of se­lec­tion
pro­cess. A timetable, for trolling them, re­search­ing them,
ar­rang­ing the meet, de­vel­op­ing the re­la­tion­ship. And
there’s over­lap. He con­tact­ed Kar­lene while he was work­ing
Deena. Start­ed the sec­ond round be­fore fin­ish­ing the
first.”

“So, by that cri­te­ria, he’s start­ed round three.”

“Yeah, and maybe be­yond that. I fig­ured the PD most like­ly,
and we’re on her, but she doesn’t have any­one who fits this oth­er
pro­gres­sion.” Eve shook her head as she scanned the da­ta. “She’s
been di­vorced six years, no kids. She has a sis­ter, mar­ried over
twen­ty-​five years—that’s no new­ly­wed. A niece and a nephew,
nei­ther mar­ried.”

“You don’t have to be mar­ried to be preg­nant, or to have a
re­la­tion­ship that re­sults in a preg­nan­cy.”

“Good point. Could be one of them for that stage if so, could be
the sis­ter for the wife—the long-​term kind. We’ll keep them
cov­ered, but I don’t think they’re next.”

“Speak­ing of next, where am I go­ing?”

“Hmm? Columbia. I need to find the clerk. She lists a dorm as
her ad­dress, and the re­tail place as her em­ploy­ment. She hasn’t
an­swered her ’link and hasn’t re­turned any of Peabody’s re­quests
for con­tact. I just want to tie that one up.”

“Then why not go to the or­chard?”

“Trees?”

“And pick a Peach.” He used the in-​dash ’link to do it
him­self.

Dressed in a pow­er-​red suit and shoes that em­pha­sized her
height— and made Eve’s an­kles throb when she not­ed them—Peach
Lap­koff wait­ed out­side the ad­min­is­tra­tion build­ing. Those
ra­zor-​sharp eyes took on a sul­try hue as she held out both hands
to Roarke.

“It’s won­der­ful to see you.”

Eve stood by, brows raised as they bussed cheeks. “And you,”
Roarke said. “You look bril­liant.”

“I’m off to reach in­to the deep pock­ets of some alum­ni
short­ly. It’s best to look the part. Lieu­tenant.” She of­fered
Eve her hand. “I’ve found Fiona. She’s been in a two-​day re­treat.
No com­mu­ni­ca­tion de­vices al­lowed. I’ve had her pulled out, as
it seemed im­por­tant enough to in­ter­rupt. She’ll be brought
here. I wasn’t sure if you’d re­quire my of­fice, or some oth­er
area.”

“It’s not nec­es­sary. It shouldn’t take long.”

“I heard the re­ports that there’d been an­oth­er mur­der.
An­oth­er young wom­an raped and mur­dered.”

“We can’t con­firm the cas­es are con­nect­ed.”

“The me­dia doesn’t have a prob­lem throw­ing out spec­ula­tions
about a se­ri­al killer, tar­get­ing young wom­en. We have a lot of
young wom­en on cam­pus. There’s se­ri­ous con­cern.”

“I’d ad­vise your stu­dents and staff to take sen­si­ble
pre­cau­tions. But the me­dia’s claims or spec­ula­tions have no
con­fir­ma­tion from the NYPSD.”

Peach con­tin­ued to stare at Eve as if try­ing to X-​ray her
brain. “I was wor­ried when you re­quest­ed Fiona Wal­lace be
lo­cat­ed. That you might have rea­son to be­lieve she’s in some
dan­ger.”

“Ab­so­lute­ly not. It per­tains to a sale she made last March
in Sports Cen­ter that may con­nect to the in­ves­ti­ga­tion.”

“I’m re­lieved.” Peach’s gaze shift­ed over Eve’s head. “Here
she comes.”

“Do you rec­og­nize all your stu­dents on sight, Dr.
Lap­koff?”

“Peach,” she said. “No, I don’t, but I looked her up when you
re­quest­ed I lo­cate her. Miss Wal­lace.”

“Dr. Lap­koff.” The girl was no more than twen­ty with skin pale
as the moon and what looked to be sev­er­al pounds of red hair
piled on top of her head. She was slight­ly out of breath from, Eve
con­clud­ed, the trip across cam­pus and fear at be­ing sum­moned
by the pres­ident.

“You’re not in any trou­ble.” The pow­er fe­male took on a faint
ma­ter­nal tone. “And you won’t be pe­nal­ized for the time out of
the re­treat. This is Lieu­tenant Dal­las, with the NYPSD. She
hopes you can help her.”

“Help?”

“Yes. Would you like me to step away, Lieu­tenant?”

“It’s not nec­es­sary. You work at Sports Cen­ter.”

“Yes, ma’am. I’m a year-​round stu­dent, and I work there to
help with liv­ing ex­pens­es. I’ve worked there for over a year
now.”

“You were work­ing there on March thir­ty-​first.”

“Ah. I’m not sure. Maybe.”

“You sold sev­er­al items to this man.” Eve drew out the sketch.
“Do you re­mem­ber him?”

“I’m not sure. Ex­act­ly. It’s over two months ago, and we’re a
re­al­ly pop­ular store. It can get re­al­ly busy.”

“I have a list of what he bought. It might help you re­mem­ber.”
Eve start­ed down the list, saw Fiona blink when she got to the
shoes. “You re­mem­ber?”

“I do. It was a re­al­ly big sale, and the shoes are re­al­ly
high. I re­mem­ber be­cause I told him they were go­ing on sale,
for one day, in just an­oth­er week. Ten per­cent, and that’s a lot
when they go for three and a half bills, you know? But he want­ed
them right then. He looked a lit­tle dif­fer­ent from this
pic­ture. That’s why I didn’t rec­og­nize him right away.”

“How so?”

“His hair was a lot longer, and wavy. He had mag hair. He was
re­al­ly cute. I guess I flirt­ed with him a lit­tle, the way you
do, asked if he lived on cam­pus, and what his ma­jor was. I think
he said he was liv­ing off cam­pus. He was nice, but he didn’t
flirt back, so I fig­ured he was see­ing some­one or I didn’t push
the buzzer for him. I made some joke about him hit­ting the
jack­pot or some­thing be­cause he was buy­ing so much. I
re­mem­ber he smiled, be­cause, wow, killer smile. And he
said—be­cause I thought it was fun­ny—clothes make the man. It
seemed like a weird thing to say when he’s buy­ing sweat­shirts and
that kind of thing. I bagged it all up, and he left.”

“Have you seen him since?”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Okay, Fiona. Thanks.”

“Did he do some­thing il­le­gal?”

“We’re in­ter­est­ed in talk­ing to him. If you do see him, do
me a fa­vor. Don’t ap­proach him, and con­tact me.” Eve hand­ed her
a card.

“Sure. Should I go back to the re­treat now?”

“Yes,” Peach told her. “Straight back.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Did that help?” Peach asked as Fiona hur­ried off.

“It con­firms some in­for­ma­tion, con­tin­ues to es­tab­lish
pat­tern, and tells me he’s got smug go­ing up against care­ful,
and some­times smug wins. Yeah, that’s help­ful. As you’ve been.
Thank you.”

“I’m hap­py I could help, and I hope the me­dia re­ports, very
soon, that you’ve ar­rest­ed this man.”

“So do I.”

When they reached the car, Roarke asked, “What next?”

“I need to go back over the list of names and da­ta of those
con­nect­ed with the Irene Schultz ar­rest. I need to talk to them,
all of them, and try to fig­ure out his next tar­get.”

“They don’t all live in New York.”

“No.” She got in­to the car. “But he’s got, ap­par­ent­ly, an
end­less sup­ply of IDs, and cred­it to go with them. Maybe his
next tar­get’s in New York, maybe not. I need to in­ter­view all
the con­nec­tions to pos­si­ble tar­gets to try to work it
out.”

“Not all the con­nec­tions live in New York ei­ther, or in the
city. You could, of course, shut­tle around to and from, or
con­duct the in­ter­views via ’link.”

“I’d rather a face-​to-​face, but it’s not prac­ti­cal, so most
of it will have to be by ’link. The prob­lem is peo­ple ex­pand.
They get mar­ried and/or have kids. The kids do the same. Or they
have sibs who do it. In twen­ty-​odd years, you’ve got a horde
spi­ral­ing out of one per­son.”

“Peo­ple and their propen­si­ty for proge­ny.” Amused at her,
Roarke shook his head. “What can be done?”

“What I’d like to do is get them all in­to Cen­tral, take them
one at a time, then if nec­es­sary, pool them al­to­geth­er, to see
if one per­son’s an­swers jogs some­thing salient from
an­oth­er.”

“I can ar­range that.”

She slant­ed him a bland look as he drove them home. “What?
You’ll have ev­ery­one trans­port­ed to Cen­tral—from wher­ev­er
they hap­pen to be? Not on­ly im­prac­ti­cal, but plen­ty of them
won’t go for it. An­oth­er prob­lem with peo­ple is they have
lives, and can get fussy when asked to put them on hold to aid in a
po­lice in­ves­ti­ga­tion they may or may not be­lieve re­al­ly
in­volves them.”

“There’s trans­port­ing,” he said, “and there’s
trans­port­ing.”

“Well, sure, your trans­ports are all slick and shiny, but—”

“Eve, while I of­ten have to trav­el for busi­ness, or have
some­one brought in, how much more of­ten do I con­duct busi­ness
halfway around the world, even off plan­et, with­out leav­ing New
York?”

“Yeah, but you’ve got … ” She had a sud­den mem­ory of
walk­ing in­to his of­fice unan­nounced while he con­duct­ed a
meet­ing. A holo­graph­ic meet­ing. “It could work,” she
con­sid­ered. “We don’t use ho­lo for in­ter­views gen­er­al­ly
be­cause if you’re deal­ing with a sus­pect, even wit­ness­es in
some cas­es, the de­fense will try to get any­thing gath­ered by
that method tossed. It’s tricky be­cause it can be ma­nip­ulat­ed.
You want to make it sol­id, you need a con­fes­sion or hard
ev­idence face-​to-​face, on record. But this … ”

“You’re not look­ing for a con­fes­sion, not in­ter­view­ing
sus­pects, or even peo­ple of in­ter­est.”

“Yeah, it could work. I’ll want to run it by an APA, make sure
there’s no pro­ce­du­ral an­gle I need to cov­er. If any
in­for­ma­tion I get leads to an ar­rest, we don’t want some slick
lawyer try­ing to claim the in­for­ma­tion was taint­ed,
there­fore, blah, blah. But I think we can do this.”

“You used ho­lo on Rick­er.”

“Yeah, and he’s al­ready do­ing life with­out pos­si­bil­ity of
pa­role. They can try to dance around the method for slap­ping him
with con­spir­acy on Coltraine. But you or­der a cop’s mur­der,
from the in­side of an off-​plan­et pe­nal colony where
ho­lo-​vis­ita­tions and le­gal con­sul­ta­tions are al­lowed? It’s
go­ing to be hard for any­one to ar­gue the method, and I cleared
it first. Cleo wasn’t part of the ho­lo, and she was al­lowed to
view it. I didn’t use any ev­idence, per se, from the ho­lo in
draw­ing her con­fes­sion, and I, again, cleared it first. The
judge al­ready tossed her lawyer’s pe­ti­tion to dis­miss on that
one.”

“I’m glad to hear it.”

“I think we can use this, if the par­ties agree. I’d save hours
of time, and have the next-​best to face-​to-​face. I just need to
make sure our ass is cov­ered on it.”

“You cov­er the ass­es, and I’ll set it up.”

“How long to set it up?”

“The ba­sic pro­gram, twen­ty min­utes at most. Then I’d need
the co­or­di­nates of those you want to bring in. It would take a
few min­utes to tri­an­gu­late each ho­lo.”

“It bears re­peat­ing. You’re handy to have around.” She took
out her ’link and con­tact­ed APA Cher Reo.

There was, as ex­pect­ed, some le­gal jum­bo. But even with it,
she would save con­sid­er­able time. She con­tin­ued to con­sult
with Reo as she walked in­to the house, and thought one ad­van­tage
to le­gal crap was the op­por­tu­ni­ty to to­tal­ly ig­nore
Sum­mer­set.

Once she got the nod, she be­gan mak­ing the con­tacts and
ar­range­ments. She’d hit the halfway point when Roarke beeped
through. “The pro­gram’s set, in the ho­lo-​room. I need those
co­or­di­nates.”

“I’ll bring them to you. Peabody can make the rest of the
con­tacts. Five min­utes.”

She rout­ed the rest to her part­ner, then gath­ered what she
need­ed. She used the el­eva­tor, and stepped out in­to a larg­er
and some­how swanki­er ver­sion of her home of­fice.

“Hmm.”

“Ap­pear­ances can count. One of these days, you might
con­sid­er re­plac­ing that desk of yours with a work­sta­tion like
this one.”

She frowned at the dark, shiny sur­face of the U-​shaped
con­sole, its built-​in D and C unit and sleek con­trol pan­el.

“I like my desk.”

“Yes, I know.” He kissed her light­ly, then point­ed to a ta­ble
at the rear of the room. “Have a sand­wich.”

“We have sand­wich­es?”

“Eat. You can sta­tion your­self at the desk, if you like.
Know­ing you, I as­sume you’ll be on your feet most of the time.
Your in­ter­view sub­ject can be placed at any chair, or the so­fa.
The unit here, and the wall screen are both ful­ly op­er­ational
should you need them.”

Slick, she thought. Very slick. “It has to be record­ed.”

“It will be.”

Be­cause he point­ed at the ta­ble again, she picked up a
sand­wich. “Let’s bring Peabody in first.”

He nod­ded, used his own ’link.

“Peabody.” Peabody’s face went glowy at the sight of Roarke.
“Oh, hey. Hi!”

“Hi. The lieu­tenant would like you to join us.”

“Okay. Wow. I’ve nev­er ho­lo’d be­fore.”

“I’ll be gen­tle,” he said and made her gig­gle. “There. I have
you. Ini­ti­at­ing.”

Lit­tle dots of lights swirled, then the swirl be­came
Peabody.

“Oh. Gee. That was easy. It didn’t feel weird.” She looked
around, blink­ing. “It is weird, but it didn’t feel weird. What’s
that?”

“What? It’s a sand­wich.”

“Oh, it’s a pani­ni. It re­al­ly looks good.”

“There’s more over there. Help your­self.”

“Thanks.” Peabody turned to the ta­ble, reached out, and her
hand passed straight through sand­wich and tray. “That was just
mean. I can’t help my­self be­cause I’m not re­al­ly here. But I am
here. I don’t un­der­stand ho­lo-​sci­ence. Ev­ery time Mc­Nab
tries to ex­plain it to me, my brain goes to sleep.”

“Let’s leave that to the geeks and be cops. Fin­ish the
con­tacts, get the waivers. I’ll con­nect with the PD again, then
we’ll bring her in.”

It was weird, Eve ad­mit­ted, but it was al­so smooth and
ef­fi­cient. In mo­ments, she had the for­mer pub­lic de­fend­er
sit­ting in her pro­grammed of­fice.

“I ap­pre­ci­ate the time, Ms. Drob­ski.”

“It’s no prob­lem. I’d like to get this busi­ness re­solved as
soon as pos­si­ble. It’s un­nerv­ing.”

“I’m sure it is. Your safe­ty, and the safe­ty of your fam­ily
is a pri­or­ity.”

“You have vi­able ev­idence that I—or my fam­ily—is be­ing
tar­get­ed? Ev­idence that sub­stan­tial­ly links this jeop­ardy to
a de­fen­dant I rep­re­sent­ed more than twen­ty years ago?”

“You’re think­ing like a lawyer. I’m think­ing like a cop. Which
one do you want to trust your life to, and the lives of your
fam­ily?”

The wom­an shift­ed ei­ther in dis­com­fort or an­noy­ance. “I’m
here, aren’t I?”

“You were shown an artist ren­der­ing of the sus­pect. Are you
still cer­tain you’ve nev­er seen this man be­fore? On screen
im­age, Dar­rin Pauley.”

Drob­ski stud­ied the screen. “I haven’t, not to my
knowl­edge.”

“You have a broth­er.”

“Yes, Lyle. As I told you, he’s a fi­nan­cial con­sul­tant. I
spoke with him, and he’s been shown the sketch, as has his wife,
and their son. I’m con­cerned enough that I’ve been through this
with my par­ents, and they live in Ari­zona. None of them
rec­og­nize this man.”

“Who are you clos­est to?”

“I’m sor­ry?”

“In your fam­ily. Who are you clos­est to?”

“That’s very dif­fi­cult to … my fa­ther, I sup­pose. He’s
the rea­son I be­came a lawyer. I can promise you, Lieu­tenant,
he’s not naive or gullible enough to al­low him­self or my moth­er
to be put in dan­ger. And he’s tar­get­ing wom­en, isn’t he?”

“We don’t rule out a change to male tar­get. Who else is
there?”

“I don’t have any oth­er fam­ily.”

“Who else are you close to? Fam­ily isn’t al­ways blood.”

“Oh. God.” For the first time, Drob­ski looked shak­en.
“Lin­coln, Lin­coln Mat­ters. We’ve been in­volved for over a year
now, and my part­ner, Elysse Wag­man. We’re very close, have been
since col­lege. She … she’s like a sis­ter.”

“Peabody.”

“On it.”

“You think he might go af­ter Lin­coln or Elysse? I need to tell
them—”

“We’re tak­ing care of it right now. Is Elysse mar­ried,
co­hab­bing?”

“No. In fact she just came out the oth­er side of a dif­fi­cult
di­vorce. She has a daugh­ter, my god­daugh­ter, Ren­ny. She’s
on­ly eleven.”

“We’ll take care of them.” She saw Peabody give her the nod out
of the cor­ner of her eye. “Po­lice of­fi­cers are on their way to
her res­idence right now, and to Lin­coln’s. When we’ve fin­ished,
I’ll con­tact both of them my­self, and ex­plain ev­ery­thing.”

“You re­al­ly think it could be—”

“I’m not go­ing to take any chances. I want you to tell me
ev­ery­thing you re­mem­ber about the Irene Schultz case.”

“I re­mem­ber it very well. I hadn’t been a PD long, and I was
still ide­al­is­tic. Green. I felt, since she didn’t have any
pri­ors, she had a young child, I could make a good deal for her. I
fig­ured I’d get them to kick the il­le­gals charge, the
so­lic­ita­tion, maybe plead it down to a year, and manda­to­ry
re­hab. Maybe get part of the year in a halfway. Then even be­fore
I talked to her, I got the whiff that they want­ed her hus­band,
and maybe I could get her straight in­to halfway and re­hab with no
cage time if she flipped on him.”

“But she didn’t.”

“Wouldn’t. She in­sist­ed, even to me, he had no part in what
she’d done, no knowl­edge of it. I ex­plained, tried to nudge her
some, but she wouldn’t budge. I tried the mom card. I re­al­ly
want­ed to help her. She wouldn’t be able to take care of her
lit­tle boy if she was in prison. But, she stuck. Worse, when the
APA came in the next morn­ing to deal, she in­sist­ed on tak­ing
the first round. I could’ve dealt it down to a year, but she
wouldn’t let me. I felt like a fail­ure.”

“Did you speak with the hus­band?”

“Yeah. He was an­gry. Out­raged when I told him she’d tak­en the
eigh­teen. He said she shouldn’t do more than a year in­side. I
agreed with him, but he blamed me. When I told him she wouldn’t let
me try to deal, he calmed down some, even apol­ogized. When we went
in­to court, he brought the ba­by. A re­al­ly beau­ti­ful
ba­by.”

Her gaze went back to the wall screen. “God. I held him. I held
that ba­by while Irene and her hus­band had a minute. I ac­tu­al­ly
held him. I felt sick when he cried for his moth­er. Sick that I
hadn’t been able to do more. You get over that af­ter a while,
af­ter be­ing buried un­der the work, the sys­tem. That’s when you
have to get out, when you get over be­ing sick you couldn’t do
more.”

When Eve felt she’d got­ten ev­ery­thing she could, she brought
in Elysse Wag­man, keep­ing Drob­ski in place as both of them
re­quest­ed.

The wom­an ab­sorbed the in­for­ma­tion Eve gave her, took it
all in with­out a flinch. “I’m go­ing to send my daugh­ter to
Col­orado, to my moth­er. Tonight.”

“Lis­sy, you should go, too. You should—”

“Ms. Wag­man.” Eve in­ter­rupt­ed Drob­ski’s wor­ry. “I
un­der­stand your con­cern for your daugh­ter’s safe­ty. The
of­fi­cers will as­sist you in any way they can with the
ar­range­ments for her trans­porta­tion to your moth­er. I can’t
or­der you to stay, but I will ask you. If you have been
tar­get­ed, any change in rou­tine may tip him off. We can and will
pro­tect you.”

“For how long?”

“As long as nec­es­sary. Would you please take an­oth­er look at
the im­age on screen? A clos­er look.”

“I’m just not sure, ei­ther way.”

“He may have longer hair, or short­er. He could look just a
lit­tle old­er.”

“Longer hair,” she mur­mured. “It could be … Je­sus, it
could be. Longer hair and a beard. Dom Pa­trel­li.”

Bin­go, Eve thought. Even as she turned to or­der Peabody to run
it, her part­ner was work­ing her PPC. “How do you know him?”

“I do pro bono work out of a le­gal-​aid clin­ic, Low­er East
Side. About three weeks ago, when I was leav­ing this—he—came
run­ning up. Out of breath. Asked if I was Elysse Wag­man. He said
he was a jour­nal­ist, and do­ing a spec piece on wom­en in law
with an em­pha­sis on do­mes­tic cas­es. It’s my spe­cial­ty. He
said he’d run be­hind, had tried to get there be­fore the clin­ic
closed, asked if he could just walk with me, ask me some
ques­tions. I didn’t see the harm. He was charm­ing and earnest,
and so in­ter­est­ed in the work we’re do­ing.”

“He gave you his name, his cre­den­tials.”

“Yes. I guess it was kind of quick, he was a bit fumbly. But we
were right on the street. He just walked with me for a few blocks,
asked the right sort of ques­tions. He’d done some good back­ground
on the clin­ic. I was im­pressed, and pleased. We can use some
pos­itive ex­po­sure. He bought me a cup of cof­fee from a
glide-​cart, and asked if he could con­tact me if he had any
fol­low-​ups.”

“And did he?”

“The next week, he was wait­ing out­side the clin­ic when I
closed up, with cof­fee. I had some time, so we walked over to the
park, sat on a bench, drank cof­fee while we did his fol­low-​up.
He was … he was a lit­tle flir­ty, noth­ing over the top or
of­fen­sive. I was flat­tered. He’s twen­ty years younger, eas­ily,
and I … I’m an id­iot.”

“No. He’s very good at what he does.”

“We talked, that’s all, and it came out he’s a fan of Za­po­to’s
films.”

“Je­sus,” Drob­ski mur­mured.

“I know. I’m a ra­bid fan, and we got in­to that, de­bat­ing,
dis­sect­ing. There was a mi­ni-​fes­ti­val in Tribeca that
week­end.”

“You went out with him.”

Elysse moist­ened her lips, pushed at her hair.

Ner­vous, Eve thought, but equal parts em­bar­rassed.

“I met him there Sat­ur­day night. We had drinks af­ter, a
lit­tle din­ner. God, I ac­tu­al­ly told him I couldn’t ask him
back to my place be­cause of my daugh­ter, which was an ob­vi­ous
way of say­ing let’s go to his. And he said his room­mate’s moth­er
was vis­it­ing, and it would be awk­ward. Then he kissed me and put
me in a cab. He kissed me,” she re­peat­ed, press­ing her hand to
her lips.

“We went out again the next week—just lunch, soy dogs down on
the wharf. He made me feel young, sexy—and ea­ger,” she con­fessed,
“be­cause he said he want­ed me to have a lit­tle more time. I’d
told him about the di­vorce, and my daugh­ter. I told him about my
girl. He want­ed me to have more time be­cause he want­ed me to be
sure.”

“When are you see­ing him again?”

“A week from Fri­day. He’s work­ing this week­end.”

Not if I can help it, Eve thought.
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“SHE’S NOT THE NEXT IN LINE,” EVE SAID. “He’s play­ing her
along, string­ing it out. Di­vorced—that’s a cou­ple steps fur­ther
along. He plays her per­fect­ly. Changes his look, his im­age.
Young, but not too young, flir­ta­tious, but not too, in­ter­est­ed
in what in­ter­ests her—knowl­edge­able about those
in­ter­ests.”

“She doesn’t tell any­body about him be­cause it’s ear­ly days
yet,” Peabody put in. “And she feels a lit­tle fool­ish
con­tem­plat­ing an af­fair with some­one twen­ty years
younger.”

“He doesn’t have a house ’link, he tells her, his pock­et’s
bro­ken. He hasn’t got­ten around to re­plac­ing it. He doesn’t
want her con­tact­ing him yet. He needs to keep her anx­ious and
off bal­ance. He’s got the pow­er. But she’s not next.”

“Some­body else is.” Con­cern cov­ered Peabody’s face as she
stud­ied the im­ages of pos­si­ble tar­gets Eve had dis­played on
the rear wall screen. “And prob­ably this week­end.”

“He doesn’t get an­oth­er one. Let’s take the child ser­vices
su­per­vi­sor, then the APA.”

She downed cof­fee be­tween in­ter­views and gave Peabody a
twen­ty-​minute break to grab a sand­wich of her own.

She be­gan to see the steps, the stages, the sto­ry that took
place twen­ty years be­fore, and thought she un­der­stood the
play­ers, their roles, their choic­es.

“She went down for him,” Roarke con­clud­ed. “He conned her
in­to it, or con­vinced her in that call she made af­ter the bust.
‘We can’t both go down, ba­by, who’ll take care of the boy?’ ”

“That, maybe,” Eve agreed, “but he’d al­ready been in once.
Prints on file. They’d bust him hard on the ID fraud if she
ad­mit­ted he’d been in­volved, and he’d do more than the eigh­teen
months for the sec­ond of­fense. He’d use that. ‘You’ll do a year,
sug­ar, and I’ll be there for you. If they look at me, it’s five to
sev­en.’ ”

“You got that right. He had more on the line than she did.”

“And he’d need her to go down quick and clean, make it easy for
the cops and the PA. No fuss, no muss, no look­ing too hard at
him.”

“And more, I think more, if they both went down, there’d be no
one to main­tain their iden­ti­ties. He could push that. The
cen­ter wouldn’t hold, and they’d be ex­posed for what they were. A
lot more than a year and a half at stake. And she’s the one who got
caught, wasn’t she? She’s the one who got care­less. Why should
they lose it all when she could suck it up?”

“That’s my take,” Eve agreed. “He’d al­ready gone in once, and
he wasn’t go­ing back. Some time, some deal­ing, some plead­ing
hard­ship, she could’ve got­ten off with the year, and part of
that, maybe most, in a halfway, manda­to­ry re­hab. But that
would’ve made it risky for him. The quick­er she goes down, the
quick­er he’s clear. But it’s more, I think.”

Slid­ing her hands in­to her pock­ets, she wan­dered the room so
fa­mil­iar—an il­lu­sion, but fa­mil­iar. And re­mem­bered.

“With my moth­er, I’m vague. It’s blur­ry with on­ly a few clear
flash­es. But I know—I knew—she hat­ed the … fact of me. But
she had me, and she stayed at least long enough for me to have a
few pic­tures in my head, to re­mem­ber spe­cif­ic events.”

“As Dar­rin Pauley does?”

“What­ev­er he re­mem­bers, or has been taught to re­mem­ber is
dif­fer­ent. I know I wasn’t a child to ei­ther of them. I was a
com­mod­ity. A po­ten­tial in­come. But did they come up with that
to­geth­er, or did one con­vince the oth­er? That’s a ques­tion
I’ll nev­er have the an­swer to, and isn’t im­por­tant.”

She wouldn’t let it be im­por­tant.

“But in this case, maybe it is.”

“Why she chose, or they chose to have the boy,” Roarke
con­tin­ued.

“She’s the play­er, the brains, the front man. He’s the
ma­nip­ula­tor who likes the flash and she taught him what she
knew. The sex, the drugs, that’s cheap mon­ey, and lacks fi­nesse.
Quick and greedy, like you said. She had to have fi­nesse to play
Pauley for a year. And the kid? He should’ve been bag­gage, she
should have shucked that off. She didn’t. So she ei­ther want­ed
the kid or she want­ed Pauley—maybe both. The kid wasn’t a
com­mod­ity. Maybe a cov­er, but even that’s a stretch.”

“Eas­ier to move, to blend, to work the grift with­out an
in­fant to tend to,” Roarke agreed.

“When Pauley got out, they could’ve left the kid with Vin­nie.
Poofed.”

“Tak­ing them both, the wom­an Vin­nie loved, the child he
thought was his? It’s cru­el.”

“Fits the pat­tern. She was clean and healthy, and they had a
de­cent stake—one they stole from Vin­nie—and in a cou­ple of
years, she’s us­ing and so­lic­it­ing. And it shapes up that he was
run­ning the show.”

“Easy mon­ey,” Roarke con­curred, “with her do­ing the
work.”

“It’s Pauley, he was her weak­ness. She whored for him, and
dealt for him—and some­where along the line he start­ed run­ning
the show, look­ing for eas­ier mon­ey, more flash, more cash. By
the time she did her eigh­teen and they shift­ed to Chica­go, he
was in full charge.”

She took a breath. “That’s the way it was, that’s the way I
re­mem­ber it. The way it felt to me when I re­mem­ber them
to­geth­er, or get those flash­es of events. She was a junkie and a
whore—and he ran the show. So maybe I’m pro­ject­ing.”

“I don’t think so.”

She shook her head. “That’s for lat­er, maybe it’ll be use­ful.
We have to deal with the now. Let’s get Peabody back and take the
judge.”

He went to her first, took her face in his hands. “What­ev­er
you re­mem­ber, or feel, you need to know that what­ev­er they were
they did one worth­while thing in their mis­er­able lives. And that
was you. What­ev­er they were, they couldn’t de­stroy that. They
couldn’t stop you from be­com­ing.”

Judge Seren­ity Mi­mo­to, a trim and tiny wom­an, stud­ied the
sketch of Dar­rin Pauley on screen. “He looks like his
fa­ther.”

“You re­mem­ber the fa­ther?”

Mi­mo­to cut in­tense eyes to Eve. Their strik­ing azure col­or
ra­di­at­ed against smooth hazel­nut skin. “I re­freshed my­self on
the mat­ter, and those in­volved, when your of­fice con­tact­ed me
ear­li­er. I’m fa­mil­iar with the de­tails of the case. The
de­fen­dant, through her at­tor­ney, had reached an agree­ment with
the pros­ecu­tor. She pled guilty to all charges, with the APA
rec­om­mend­ing a sen­tence of eigh­teen months. Tak­ing in­to
ac­count the non­vi­olent na­ture of the crimes, the lack of
pre­vi­ous crim­inal record, the de­fen­dant’s co­op­er­ation and
plea, I so or­dered. She was re­mand­ed to the Min­imum Se­cu­ri­ty
fa­cil­ity at Rik­ers.”

Mi­mo­to nod­ded to­ward the screen again. “And I re­mem­ber
him, the ba­by in his fa­ther’s arms, cry­ing for his moth­er. I
al­lowed them a mo­ment to say good-​bye. She took the boy briefly,
very briefly, then passed him to her at­tor­ney and em­braced the
man. I thought, so she has no com­fort to give her son, but needs
to take it from the fa­ther.”

“You haven’t seen him, the fa­ther or the son, since that day in
court?”

“No, I don’t be­lieve I have. If this young man’s case comes
be­fore me, when you’ve ar­rest­ed him, I’ll be forced to re­cuse
my­self due to this con­ver­sa­tion, and the pre­vi­ous
con­nec­tion. So I’ll ask you, Lieu­tenant, do you have enough for
an ar­rest?”

“I be­lieve we do, and will have more.”

Mi­mo­to in­clined her head. “You hope I can pro­vide you with
some of that more.”

“Yes, I do, and by do­ing so pre­vent him from harm­ing some­one
close to you. You pro­nounced the sen­tence that put his moth­er in
prison. Six months af­ter her re­lease, when she, her son, and her
part­ner were go­ing by dif­fer­ent names, and I be­lieve
con­tin­uing the con­fi­dence games and il­le­gal ac­tiv­ities that
re­sult­ed in her ar­rest and in­car­cer­ation, she was raped and
mur­dered in a man­ner near­ly iden­ti­cal to that of my two
vic­tims.”

“And you be­lieve this is the man re­spon­si­ble for two
mur­ders, be­cause he some­how blames his moth­er’s death on her
ar­rest and in carcer­ation?”

Eve ap­pre­ci­at­ed Mi­mo­to’s calm de­meanor as much as her
quick un­der­stand­ing. “Yes, and I be­lieve he’s been
in­doc­tri­nat­ed to make that con­nec­tion through­out his
life.”

Mi­mo­to lift­ed a sharp black eye­brow. “That’s for the
psy­chi­atrists and lawyers to sort out. He won’t come af­ter me.
That’s a pity as it wouldn’t be the first time I’ve been
threat­ened or tar­get­ed in my twen­ty-​six years on the bench.
Some­one in my fam­ily. I have a very large fam­ily,
Lieu­tenant.”

“Yes, Your Hon­or, you do. Four sib­lings, all cur­rent­ly
mar­ried, three chil­dren, al­so all cur­rent­ly mar­ried. Eight
grand­chil­dren.”

“And an­oth­er on the way.”

“Ma’am. Your old­est grand­daugh­ter is al­so mar­ried.”

“And made me a great-​grand­moth­er on­ly yes­ter­day.”

“Oh.” That one hadn’t made the da­ta records yet, Eve thought.
How did any­one keep track? “Con­grat­ula­tions.”

“A boy. Spiro Clay­ton, sev­en pounds, eight ounces.”

“Um. Nice.” She sup­posed. “Your hus­band, who has four
sib­lings and so on. Your par­ents, and all four of your
grand­par­ents.”

“Along with var­ious aunts, un­cles, cousins, nieces, nephews,
and the proge­ny there­of. We are, one could say, le­gion.”

Ex­act­ly, Eve thought. Where to be­gin?

“I’ve found a pat­tern, Your Hon­or. A way he choos­es his
tar­gets. From the … breadth of your fam­ily, I don’t doubt
there would be a mem­ber who fit any of his cri­te­ria. How­ev­er,
I have es­tab­lished con­tact with three oth­er po­ten­tial
tar­gets, so fin­ing down the re­main­ing pat­tern to two of his
re­quire­ments. I’m look­ing for some­one you’re close to—in that
fam­ily or some­one you con­sid­er as fam­ily—who is re­cent­ly
mar­ried or who has re­cent­ly lost a spouse through death.”

“A be­gin­ning and an end.”

“The prob­abil­ity is ex­treme­ly high these are the two
pa­ram­eters left. I should add, it’s pos­si­ble he hasn’t yet made
con­tact with the wid­ow or wid­ow­er. While this is, by pat­tern
es­tab­lished, the last tar­get, the new­ly­wed will al­most
cer­tain­ly be next, and may be tar­get­ed for this com­ing
week­end.”

For the first time the enig­mat­ic face showed a fris­son of
fear. “So soon. Lieu­tenant, we are, for­tu­nate­ly, long-​lived in
my fam­ily. We have suf­fered loss, of course. An aunt who was dear
to me passed on­ly a year ago.”

“I’ll take the in­for­ma­tion, but I be­lieve the tar­get will
be fe­male. Both his vic­tims and the three tar­gets we’ve
es­tab­lished have been wom­en.”

“Ah … a cousin a few months ago. His wife—” She pressed a
fin­ger to her tem­ple. “I’ll have to check. She lives in Prague.
My moth­er would have all the in­for­ma­tion. She’s a fam­ily
database.”

“Some­one clos­er. He doesn’t want to hurt you, but dev­as­tate
you.”

“None of my chil­dren or grand­chil­dren are re­cent­ly
mar­ried. Two of the grand­chil­dren are en­gaged. I have a niece
who was mar­ried last sum­mer, an­oth­er who’ll be mar­ried this
fall. And … ” She trailed off, shak­ing her head. “Let me take
an hour or so on this. I’ll con­tact my moth­er. She’ll know. In
fact, she’ll have a list of ev­ery­one and their cur­rent ad­dress
from the re­new­al cer­emo­ny in­vi­ta­tions.”

“Re­new­al?”

“Yes, yes, my par­ents de­cid­ed to re­new their wed­ding vows
on Valen­tine’s Day. She de­cid­ed af­ter sev­en­ty years they’d
earned a boost­er shot, a mas­sive par­ty, and a sec­ond
hon­ey­moon.”

“A sec­ond hon­ey­moon. Like new­ly­weds.”

“Yes. They’re eighty-​nine and nine­ty-​three and … ”
Mi­mo­to’s face went blank with hor­ror. “Oh my God. My moth­er?
He’s tar­get­ed my moth­er?”

“It’s pos­si­ble. I want to bring her in. Sit tight, Your
Hon­or. Peabody.”

“I’m pulling up the num­ber now.”

“Put it on speak­er when you have her ’linked, in case she wants
to ver­ify with her daugh­ter. Then have two of­fi­cers in
plain­clothes re­port to her res­idence to en­sure her safe­ty.
We’ve got her,” she as­sured Mi­mo­to. “She’ll be cov­ered.”

With­in min­utes, the ho­lo-​im­age of Char­ity Mi­mo­to sat
be­side her daugh­ter. For some­one look­ing square-​eyed at
nine­ty, Eve thought, the wom­an looked damn good.

She was long where her daugh­ter was pe­tite, raw­boned while
the judge was del­icate, and her skin tone sev­er­al shades
deep­er. But the eyes, in­tel­li­gent and azure, were all but
iden­ti­cal.

Char­ity took one look at the wall screen. “Why it’s Den­ny.
He’s shaved his lit­tle beard and fid­dled with his hair, but sure,
that’s Den­ny all right.”

“Do you have his full name, Mrs. Mi­mo­to?”

“Of course, I do. Den­nis—but he goes by Den­ny—Plimp­ton. He’s
that nice young boy I’ve been teach­ing to play pi­ano. I teach
pi­ano a lit­tle to earn my mad mon­ey. He’s tak­ing lessons on the
sly to sur­prise his ma­ma. It’s so sweet.”

“Oh dear Je­sus. Are the po­lice there yet? Ma­ma, don’t you or
Dad­dy an­swer the door un­less it’s the po­lice. Make them
show—”

“Seri, your grand­ma didn’t raise a fool.” With ad­mirable
aplomb, Char­ity crossed her long legs and got com­fort­able.
“What’s this boy done, Lieu­tenant Dal­las? Be­cause it’s hard for
me to be­lieve he’s done any­thing to cause all this com­mo­tion.
He couldn’t be sweet­er or more well-​man­nered.”

“He’s the prime sus­pect in two homi­cides.”

“Mur­ders? This boy?” She start­ed to laugh it off, then
nar­rowed her eyes at Eve’s face. “Wait just one minute. I know
you. Of course, I do. I’m so fud­dled up about all this busi­ness
and beam­ing around like old Star Trek episodes I didn’t see it.
I’ve seen you on the news, and I saw you on it just to­day. About
that lit­tle girl, and the oth­er one. You think this boy did
that?”

Eve start­ed to give the de­part­men­tal line, then de­cid­ed to
cut through it. “I know he did. How long have you been giv­ing him
le ssons?”

Char­ity held up both hands, push­ing them out as if to thrust
the words back. “Just a minute. A minute here. I’ve al­ways been a
good judge of char­ac­ter. Passed it on to you, didn’t I,
Seren­ity? I nev­er saw any bad in that boy. But I’m look­ing right
at you, Lieu­tenant, and I guess I can judge that. I’ve giv­en him
five lessons so far, Wednes­day af­ter­noons, though he had to
switch one to a Thurs­day evening a cou­ple back.”

“Dad­dy plays golf Wednes­day af­ter­noons. You’ve been alone
with this mon­ster.”

“Why did he switch the one les­son?” Eve asked.

“He said he got called in­to work. He’s a com­put­er
pro­gram­mer, and there was some glitch or oth­er he had to take
care of. It was rain­ing that day,” she added. “My Deke doesn’t
play golf when it rains, so he was home all day. And once a month,
Thurs­day evenings, he goes and plays pok­er with some of the boys.
He wasn’t home the Thurs­day evening this one came.”

Those soft blue eyes sharp­ened. “That was smart, wasn’t it?
Smart to know all that, to make sure I’m the on­ly one who’s seen
him. Why, he’s a fuck­er, isn’t he?”

“Yes, ma’am, he is. Has he ev­er come to your home on a
week­end?”

“No, but he asked to switch this week’s les­son to Fri­day
af­ter­noon.”

“Lieu­tenant, my fa­ther, my hus­band, broth­ers, the
grand­sons, they’re all go­ing on a camp­ing trip this week­end.
They’re leav­ing Fri­day. My moth­er would be home alone un­til
Sun­day. He must know.”

“Sure he knows, didn’t I tell him my­self?” Char­ity slapped a
hand to her own thigh. “I must’ve said some­thing a cou­ple weeks
back about how glad I was go­ing to be to have the house to my­self
for a cou­ple days, and damned if I didn’t tell him all about it.
He asked where they camped, how long they’d be away. It was smooth,
when I think about it, all how he’d nev­er gone camp­ing, wasn’t
sure he’d like it. And last Wednes­day, he brought it up, mak­ing
sure, I see now, that it was still on.”

She gave a gri­mace of dis­gust. “He’s plan­ning on com­ing here
to kill me. I’ll kick that lit­tle bas­tard’s ass to next
week.”

“I bet you could,” Eve said. “But you’re go­ing to have to leave
that part to me.”

Char­ity drew a deep breath, then gave Eve a look of ap­proval.
“You look like you can han­dle it. What do you want us to do?”

It took time to lay it out, re­as­sure, and to bring in the last
name on her list, find the tar­get, in­ter­view, and again
re­as­sure.

At the end of it, a tired Peabody sighed. “We’ll get him
to­mor­row, at the memo­ri­al. We’ll get him then, and all the rest
will just be pre­cau­tion and back­up. Be­cause, well, we want him
but … Louise’s wed­ding.”

“Don’t. Don’t even start.” Tired her­self, Eve scrubbed her
hands over her face. “Brief­ing to­mor­row as sched­uled. We’ll
bring the rest of the team up to speed. I’ll write it up. Go ahead
and fill in Mc­Nab and Jamie since you’re go­ing to do that
any­way. Then shut down. You need to be on full charge
to­mor­row.”

“I will. Be­cause we have to take him to­mor­row. For the sake
of law and jus­tice. And true love.”

“Roarke. Please.”

He smiled. “Good night, Peabody,” he said, and dis­charged the
ho­lo.

“Okay, and peace reigns across the land. For a minute. I need
the record­ing so I can—”

“Disc copy.” He of­fered it. “And an­oth­er is al­ready
trans­mit­ting to your unit. Now, come with me.”

“I have to—”

“Yes, I know you do.” He took her hand, drew her to the
el­eva­tor. “If there was enough time—or I thought I could
brow­beat you in­to it—I’d see you took a hot bath and a
re­lax­ation ses­sion, but rather than ar­gue for the next many
min­utes … ”

He drew her in­to the bed­room.

“I don’t have time for that ei­ther.”

“Dear God, sex, sex, sex. It’s all you think about.” He turned
her to­ward the sit­ting area.

There was can­dle­light, two glass­es of wine, and—

“Is that cake?”

“It is.”

“I get cake?”

He pulled her back be­fore she could pounce. “It de­pends.” He
pulled a small case out of his pock­et, watched her hap­py
sur­prise turn to an­noyed scowl.

“I don’t need a block­er.”

“You do if you want cake. I know you have a headache—over­work,
stress—over­think­ing—it shows. Take the block­er like a good girl,
and you’ll have cake.”

“It bet­ter be re­al­ly good cake.” She popped the block­er,
then im­me­di­ate­ly grabbed the plate. One bite had her clos­ing
her eyes. “Okay, it is. Re­al­ly good. Worth it. Ten min­utes for
cake.”

“Seems on­ly fair.” He tugged her down to sit.

“We found them all.” She closed her eyes again, not in plea­sure
but re­lief. “All five.”

“Saved them all.”

“No, not all.”

“There are five wom­en, and their fam­ilies, who think
dif­fer­ent­ly.”

“If we can take him to­mor­row.” She let it ride a mo­ment, took
an­oth­er bite of cake. “The judge’s moth­er? Some­thing.”

“In­deed she is.”

“Do the math. Sev­en­ty years in­to the mar­riage deal, and
she’s nine­ty. Twen­ty when she stepped in­to the deal, start­ed
pop­ping out kids. Sev­en decades lat­er, and it’s still there.
It’s what Pauley wants to de­stroy. Not just the per­son, but the
con­nec­tion. Stran­gle them with their own fam­ily ties.”

A slow sip of wine went down smooth­ly. “If we don’t take him
to­mor­row, she’ll hold up. She’ll stand to it.

“I don’t want to screw up the wed­ding,” she said sud­den­ly. “I
don’t want to mess this up, but if—”

“One step at a time.”

She let out a huff of breath. “Yeah. One step at a time.”

In the morn­ing, Eve stood in the con­fer­ence room out­lin­ing
po­si­tion­ing and strat­egy for her team. Us­ing a re­mote, she
high­light­ed spe­cif­ic ar­eas of the blueprint on screen.

“The ten-​sto­ry build­ing holds be­reave­ment fa­cil­ities on
floors one through three, of­fices and coun­sel­ing cen­ters for
same, four and five, ah, show­rooms and re­tail spaces on six and
sev­en. Eight through ten are ho­tel fa­cil­ities of­fered to
fam­ilies and oth­er at­ten­dants of the memo­ri­als and fu­ner­als
held on site.”

“One-​stop shop­ping,” Bax­ter com­ment­ed.

“Yeah.” And, well, creepy to her mind. “More­over, their
prepa­ra­tion fa­cil­ities in the base­ment com­prise over four
thou­sand square feet, and two out­side en­trances. There are four
banks of el­eva­tors for a to­tal of twelve cars, a glide be­tween
the ho­tel floors and the re­tail ar­eas. Stairs, here, here, here,
and here.” She high­light­ed. “Serv­ing all floors.”

“Lots of ins, lots of outs,” Feeney added.

“Plus, you have the main doors here, fac­ing south,
ad­di­tion­al en­trances west and east, and two egress­es north.
Both the size and the po­si­tion of the build­ing add com­plex­ity.
The Mac­Mas­ters memo­ri­al is be­ing held on lev­el two,
south­west cor­ner, which in­cludes a large, open ter­race fac­ing
the park, as do all rooms on the west side. Three oth­er
memo­ri­als and two view­ings over­lap the time frame of the
Mac­Mas­ters­es. Twen­ty of the twen­ty-​two ho­tel rooms are
oc­cu­pied. All of­fices, chapels, coun­sel­ing cen­ters, and
re­tail mar­kets will be open.”

“Place’ll be jammed,” Mc­Nab point­ed out. “That could give him
an ad­van­tage.”

“We weren’t able to per­suade the own­ers or var­ious man­agers
to co­op­er­ate, and have no au­thor­ity to com­pel them to do so.
We’ll fo­cus on en­trances and egress­es, con­cen­trat­ing on the
memo­ri­al ar­eas. They con­sist of this room where the for­mal
memo­ri­al will take place, and these two small­er par­lors, all
with ac­cess to the ter­race and the cor­ri­dor.”

She switched to a view of the memo­ri­al ar­eas, with points
al­ready high­light­ed and num­bered. “We cov­er the ex­its, as
as­signed here, with rovers con­tin­ual­ly sweep­ing point to
point. If and when he’s spot­ted, we close off the ex­its, box him
in. Those po­si­tioned at ex­its re­main at their sta­tions while
those rov­ing move in. I want him tak­en fast and clean.”

“Lieu­tenant.” One of the uni­forms from Mac­Mas­ters’s squad
sig­naled. “The place is go­ing to be jammed, but the memo­ri­al’s
go­ing to be jammed with cops. That’s an ad­van­tage for us, if we
get the sus­pect’s pic­ture out, put the full blue on it.”

“Mak­ing the pic­ture de­part­ment-​wide gives us more eyes, and
no con­trol or fo­cus. I want this tight, and I don’t want the
sus­pect tipped off be­cause a cop gives him the hard eye. He’s
been on the grift all his life. He’ll know what to look for. I
don’t want it there for him to find. Feeney.”

“We have an e-​team mon­itor­ing the se­cu­ri­ty cams. The
build­ing has cam­eras at ev­ery en­trance, on all el­eva­tors, and
in their re­tail ar­eas. Any sight­ing’ll be re­layed.”

“If and when that hap­pens, ev­ery­one is to re­main at post,”
Eve con­tin­ued. “We want to lure him in, not scare him off. Now,
any ques­tions about the overview?” She wait­ed, scanned the room.
“All right, spe­cif­ic as­sign­ments.”

When she’d dis­missed the team, Eve con­tin­ued to study the
screen, search­ing for flaws. “A lot of ins and outs,” she said,
echo­ing Feeney.

“We’ll have them all cov­ered.” Still Peabody stud­ied the
screen as well. “It’s a good point about all the cops that’ll be
there, at some time dur­ing the two hours. If we broad­cast the
sketch through the de­part­ment, it would be like a rab­bit
walk­ing in­to the wolf den.”

“Too many op­por­tu­ni­ties for leaks and hot­heads and
mis­takes. I thought rab­bits hopped.”

“Well, yeah.”

“And if we’re go­ing to use that kind of anal­ogy, bring­ing the
de­part­ment in would be like all those cooks burn­ing the pie or
what­ev­er it is.”

“I think it’s spoil­ing the broth.”

“Who eats broth?”

“Sick peo­ple, maybe.”

“Burn­ing the pie makes more sense, be­cause then no­body can
eat it, sick or healthy. A small, tight team,” she con­tin­ued
while Peabody puz­zled over pie. “Then when he’s in, we box and
close. He’s got no rea­son to be wor­ried. He thinks we’re chas­ing
our tails.”

“Yeah, we’re get­ting ham­mered by the me­dia. Even know­ing
it’s for the good of the cause, it’s an ouch.”

“Suck it up,” Eve or­dered. “He can walk right in, go right up
to Mac­Mas­ters, look him in the eye, and see the re­sult of his
work. Then that task is com­plete. Mul­ti­task­ing, that’s what he
does. He fig­ures he’ll have the third on his list, the judge’s
moth­er, Fri­day or Sat­ur­day, and the Robins memo­ri­al Mon­day.
He’s free to move on to the next.”

She shut down the comp and screen, gath­ered the discs.

“Let’s head over there now. I want to go through the place, top
to bot­tom, be­fore the team as­sem­bles.”

Not for the first time Eve wished the Mac­Mas­ters­es had
cho­sen a small­er, less com­plex venue for their daugh­ter’s
memo­ri­al. She stood in the large en­trance foy­er, all but
smoth­ered by the scent of lilies, and stud­ied the var­ious
es­cape routes.

Up, down, in, out, side­ways, she thought. The place was a hive,
and the staff a swarm of qui­et bees in black suits. She crossed
the slick mar­ble floor to­ward the first bank of el­eva­tors.

“Ex­cuse me. Is there any way I might help you?”

Eve looked at the sober face of the wom­an who stepped to­ward
her.

“Se­cu­ri­ty de­tail for the Mac­Mas­ters fam­ily.” Eve pulled
out her badge.

“Of course.” The wom­an con­sult­ed a mi­ni e-​board. “The
Mac­Mas­ters memo­ri­al ser­vice will be held in Suite two
hun­dred. That’s the sec­ond floor. Would you like me to es­cort
you?”

“I think we can find the sec­ond floor.”

“Of course.” Sar­casm slid off her well-​oiled com­po­sure, as
her eyes, her voice, con­tin­ued to ra­di­ate an odd­ly ef­fi­cient
sym­pa­thy. “Nicholas Cates is man­ag­ing that pro­gram. I’ll
no­ti­fy him of your ar­rival. Is there any­thing else I might help
you with to­day?”

“No.”

Eve stepped in­to the el­eva­tor, called for the sec­ond
floor.

“She was just creepy,” Peabody de­cid­ed. “I know she’s
sup­posed to be com­fort­ing or re­as­sur­ing, but creepy is what
she is with that whis­per­ing-​in-​the-​grave­yard voice. So’s this
whole place creepy. It’s like the up­scale death ho­tel.”

Con­sid­er­ing, Eve pursed her lips. “I was think­ing it’s more
like an ex­clu­sive spa of death. They give corpses man­icures in
the base­ment.”

“Eeww.”

“Don’t say ‘eeww.’ It’s wussy.”

“Places like this make me feel wussy, es­pe­cial­ly now that I’m
pic­tur­ing some chat­ty death tech paint­ing a DB’s
fin­ger­nails.”

“Maybe Tri­na should work here.”

They stepped off in­to an­oth­er wide cor­ri­dor, with more
rivers of mar­ble, more elab­orate banks of flow­ers. As they
walked, Eve glanced in­to open door­ways to see re­spect­ful­ly
black-​suit­ed staff al­ready set­ting up for ser­vices.

More flow­ers, she not­ed, wall screens ac­ti­vat­ed to do test
runs of vids or pho­tos the fam­ily of the dead chose.

“Lieu­tenant Dal­las.” A man with gold­en hair and an an­gel­ic
face hur­ried to­ward her. He boast­ed the male ver­sion of the
whis­per­ing-​in-​the-​grave­yard voice Peabody had coined. “I’m
Nicholas Cates. My su­per­vi­sor told me to ex­pect you. I’m sor­ry
I wasn’t down­stairs to greet you. What can I do to help?”

“You can can­cel the oth­er ser­vices and view­ings this
morn­ing, and keep ev­ery­one not di­rect­ly con­nect­ed to the
Mac­Mas­ters memo­ri­al off this floor.”

He smiled, sad­ly. “I’m afraid that’s just not pos­si­ble.”

“So I’m told.”

“While we want to co­op­er­ate to the best of our abil­ity,
there are oth­ers, the de­part­ed and their loved ones, who must be
con­sid­ered.”

“Right. You’ve ver­ified your in­ter­nal se­cu­ri­ty, and all
staff mem­bers on site?”

“Of course. Ev­ery­one’s ac­count­ed for. We’ve ac­com­mo­dat­ed
your elec­tron­ics teams. They’ll have use of my of­fices for the
day.”

She moved past him, in­to the main room of the suite. As with
the oth­ers, prepa­ra­tions had be­gun. She ig­nored the flow­ers,
the laugh­ing young face of the dead on the wall screen, in im­ages
on easels, the glossy white cof­fin draped in pink and pur­ple
flow­ers—bold blos­soms on ice.

She checked the ter­races, the par­lors, the stair­ways, the
re­strooms, and the small med­ita­tion room across the
cor­ri­dor.

All ex­its would be cov­ered by elec­tron­ic eyes and warm
bod­ies. She and Peabody had com­plet­ed runs of ev­ery staff
mem­ber, and sec­ondary runs on ev­ery staff mem­ber as­signed to
du­ty that day. She would have plain­clothes of­fi­cers,
in­clud­ing her­self, min­gling with the mourn­ers. And all of them
would be wired.

Ev­ery cop un­der her com­mand had been briefed and re­briefed
on op­er­ation pro­ce­dure.

Noth­ing to do, she thought, but to do it.
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THIR­TY MIN­UTES BE­FORE THE MEMO­RI­AL, THE team in place, Eve
watched the Mac­Mas­ters­es and a small group of oth­ers file off
the el­eva­tor. She moved aside as Cates led them to­ward the suite
for their pri­vate view­ing.

But Car­ol Mac­Mas­ters shook off her hus­band’s sup­port­ing
arm and whirled on her.

“Why are you here?” she de­mand­ed. “Why aren’t you out there
do­ing your job? Do you think we want you here, want your
con­do­lences? My ba­by is dead, and the mon­ster who killed her is
still out there. What good are you to us? What good are you?”

“Car­ol, stop. Stop now.”

“I won’t stop. I’ll nev­er stop. It’s just an­oth­er case to
you, isn’t it? Just an­oth­er file. What good are you? It’s all
over the me­dia that you have noth­ing. Noth­ing. What good are
you?”

As she be­gan to weep, the old­er man be­side her pulled her to
him. “Come on now, Car­ol, come on now. You need to sit down, you
need to come with me.”

When he led her away, the oth­ers fol­lowed while Mac­Mas­ters
looked help­less­ly af­ter them. “I apol­ogize, Lieu­tenant.”

“Don’t.”

“She wouldn’t take a soother. She wouldn’t take any­thing to
help her get through. I didn’t know she’d been watch­ing the me­dia
re­ports un­til it was too late to stop her, and she’s too …
too up­set to un­der­stand. It’s par­tial­ly my fault. In try­ing
to com­fort her I told her you’d have him be­fore to­day. I know
bet­ter. I hoped you would, but I … ” He shook his head,
turned in­to the room.

A mo­ment lat­er, Cates closed the dou­ble doors. Car­ol’s
weep­ing bat­tered against them like fists.

“She was wrong, Dal­las,” Peabody said. “She was un­fair.”

“Wrong maybe. Un­fair’s a dif­fer­ent thing.”

“But—”

“Fo­cus on why we’re here.” She walked away from the door and
the sound of weep­ing. “Feeney? Eyes on?”

“Eyes on,” he said through her ear­piece. “Peabody’s right,
you’re wrong. That’s all on that. Your man’s com­ing in. Whit­ney
and his mis­sus, the com­mis­sion­er, some brass from Il­le­gals.
We’re get­ting de­liv­er­ies, north side, pret­ty reg­ular.
Flow­ers, mes­sen­gers, what I take are blowups of dead peo­ple.
Cou­ple stiffs cart­ed in­to the base­ment.”

“Copy that. Keep me up­dat­ed.” She wait­ed un­til the
el­eva­tor opened. “Com­mis­sion­er Tib­ble, Com­man­der, Mrs.
Whit­ney. The Mac­Mas­ters­es are in­side the suite for the fam­ily
view­ing.”

“We’ll wait.” Dark eyes hard, Tib­ble nod­ded. “Any­thing to
re­port?”

“Not at this time, sir.”

“I hope your strat­egy jus­ti­fies the beat­ing we’re tak­ing in
the me­dia.” He looked to­ward the closed doors. “And re­sults in
some clo­sure for the cap­tain and his wife.”

“We’ll take him if he shows, Com­mis­sion­er, and I be­lieve he
will. Al­ter­nate plans are be­ing for­mu­lat­ed to ap­pre­hend him
to­mor­row if—”

“I don’t want to hear about al­ter­nate plans, Lieu­tenant. Your
sus­pect is in cus­tody this af­ter­noon or the sketch is
re­leased.”

He turned and walked to the win­dow at the end of the
cor­ri­dor.

“Your plan to make the in­ves­ti­ga­tion ap­pear stalled has
worked bet­ter than we could have an­tic­ipat­ed,” Whit­ney told
her. “We’re un­der a lot of pres­sure, Lieu­tenant.”

“Un­der­stood, sir.”

Whit­ney and his wife stepped away to speak to oth­er
ar­rivals.

“That’s not—”

Eve cut Peabody’s mut­ter off with a look. “Don’t say it’s
un­fair. I’m pri­ma­ry. I take the knock if there’s a knock
com­ing. Check in with the rest of the team. We’re go­ing to start
fill­ing up out here soon. I didn’t ex­pect you to make it for
this,” she said to Roarke.

“I ad­just­ed a few things.” He glanced to­ward her com­man­der,
and the city’s top cop. “I’m glad I did, and might have some part
in help­ing you fin­ish this.”

“He’ll show. The prob­abil­ities say it, Mi­ra says it, my gut
says it. He’ll show, and we’ll box him in, take him down. Then
while the de­part­ment takes a short round of ap­plause from the
me­dia god, I’ll have him in my box. And then … ”

She stopped, took a cou­ple of qui­et breaths. “Okay. Okay. I’m
a lit­tle pissed off.”

Roarke trailed a hand down her arm. “It looks good on you.”

“No room for that. No room. One set of prints on the play­bill,
no match in any database. We get him, we’ll match them, but it
doesn’t help us get him.” She jammed her hands in­to the pock­ets
of her black jack­et. “Na­dine and her amaz­ing re­search team
haven’t hit on any like­lies on the se­cu­ri­ty sys­tem
clients.”

“I’ve got some ideas there I’m still work­ing,” Roarke told
her.

“Time’s run­ning. It needs to be to­day.” She spot­ted Cates
com­ing out of the ad­join­ing par­lor to speak to Whit­ney and his
wife, then lead them, along with Tib­ble, in­side.

“We’re green,” she an­nounced.

She’d ex­pect­ed a large crowd—a lot of cops stop­ping to pay
re­spects, and neigh­bors, Deena’s school friends, their fam­ilies.
But there were more than she’d an­tic­ipat­ed.

She saw Jo Jen­nings and her fam­ily, the neigh­bor she’d
spo­ken to on the morn­ing of Deena’s mur­der. She saw cops she
rec­og­nized, and many more she didn’t, but sim­ply made as cops.
Young, old, all in be­tween. Dozens of teenagers min­gled among the
dress blues, the soft clothes.

More than one burst in­to tears and had to be led away while
im­ages of Deena played over the wall screen. Eve ex­changed a look
with Na­dine across the room, but kept her dis­tance.

She cir­cled the room, again and again, study­ing faces, builds
from dif­fer­ent an­gles.

“Got an­oth­er group ap­proach­ing the main en­trance,” Feeney
said in her ear. “Eight—no nine—mixed male, fe­male, age range
about six­teen to eigh­teen. Hold on, hold on, an­oth­er one’s
mov­ing in with them. Male, ball cap, shades, dark hair, right
build. It’s … No, it’s not him.”

Whit­ney moved up be­side her. “Stu­dents from Deena’s school
were giv­en per­mis­sion to at­tend.” He an­swered Eve’s
frus­trat­ed look with one of his own. “Jon­ah wasn’t aware Car­ol
had ar­ranged for it.”

“He hasn’t come in any of the en­trances. We’d have made him.
We’re on­ly in­to the first hour.”

She watched Mi­ra come in, then make her way through the crowd
to­ward the griev­ing par­ents.

Too many cops, she thought, too many kids. She tracked staff as
they of­fered lit­tle cups of wa­ter, thim­ble-​sized cups of
cof­fee or tea, or brought in yet more flow­ers.

The air in the room was over­ripe, a gar­den of grief.

Peo­ple spilled on­to the ter­race, in­to both par­lors, and
their voic­es ebbed and flowed in­to a sea of sound. Through it she
lis­tened to team mem­bers re­port sta­tus through her ear­bud.

She start­ed to­ward the ter­race as much for some air as to do
an­oth­er sweep.

As she reached the door­way a crash had her whirling around.
Screams, shouts ex­plod­ed as the sea of sound be­came a sea of
pan­ic. She pushed, shoved her way through, shout­ing for sta­tus,
sta­tus, and yanked out her com­mu­ni­ca­tor. In front of her,
peo­ple went down in an avalanche of flail­ing bod­ies. A shove
from be­hind pitched her vi­olent­ly for­ward, slam ming her down
to her hands and knees. The com­mu­ni­ca­tor shot out of her
fin­gers on im­pact, crunched un­der stam­ped­ing feet as she
swore.

She took a blow to the eye, to the nose as she went down,
an­oth­er to the small of the back as she fought her way back to
her feet in a tidal wave of peo­ple rush­ing for the ex­its.

Through the gaps she saw a cou­ple of uni­forms muscling a male
to the floor. The ball cap he wore fell off, and his shag­gy brown
hair flopped for­ward.

Swip­ing blood off her face, she pushed for­ward again.

And she saw him, stand­ing at the edge of the chaos, look­ing
across the tu­mult of pan­ic to the glossy white cof­fin
blan­ket­ed with pink and pur­ple flow­ers. She saw the man who’d
put Deena Mac­Mas­ters in that cold white cof­fin smile as he
stared at the man who held his weep­ing wife be­side it.

In sec­onds, the wall of peo­ple surged again, block­ing both
her view and her for­ward progress.

“Sec­ond-​floor suite en­trance. Main. Con­firmed sight­ing.” A
wom­an fell in­to her. Eve sim­ply pushed her aside, plowed on.
“Sus­pect is wear­ing a black suit, white shirt, staff ID. God­damn
it, god­damn it, move in.”

On­ly stat­ic sound­ed through her ear­piece. And ahead of her,
the door­way filled with flee­ing peo­ple, form­ing a hu­man
bar­ri­cade that cut her off.

She pushed, dragged, bulled while be­hind her she heard
Whit­ney’s com­mand­ing voice de­mand or­der. Too late, she
thought, too fuck­ing late. When she made the cor­ri­dor, she
searched right, left, spot­ted True­heart help­ing an el­der­ly
wom­an in­to a chair.

She reached over, grabbed him. “Sus­pect is wear­ing a black
suit, white shirt, black tie, staff ID. Hair’s short, medi­um
blond. Send it out. Now. Now. I want this build­ing shut down.
No­body out.”

“Yes, sir.”

She rushed for the stairs, all but leap­ing down them, burst­ing
in­to the foy­er.

“Oh, your nose is bleed­ing, let me—”

“Did a male, ear­ly twen­ties, short hair, medi­um blond, staff
suit and ID, come through here?”

The wom­an who’d greet­ed her on ar­rival stared at the blood on
Eve’s face. “Ah, yes, I be­lieve I just saw one of our as­sis­tants
just—”

“Where did he go?”

“He just left. He looked as if he was in a hur­ry.”

Eve charged out­side, scanned in ev­ery di­rec­tion. She caught
sight of the two cops she’d as­signed to the main doors giv­ing
chase. Curs­ing, she leaped down to the side­walk, kick­ing in­to a
full-​out sprint as she yanked out her ’link, patched through to
Dis­patch.

“Dal­las, Lieu­tenant Eve, in foot pur­suit of mur­der sus­pect
head­ing north on Fifth at Fifty-​eighth. White male,
twen­ty-​three, slim build, blond hair, wear­ing black suit, white
shirt, black tie.”

She couldn’t see him, not through the wide stream of
pedes­tri­ans flood­ing the side­walk. She dodged, wove, eat­ing up
one block, then a sec­ond.

Even as she gained ground on the two cops, she knew it was
fruit­less. When she caught them at the cross street she didn’t
need to hear their re­port. It was clear on their faces.

“We lost him, Lieu­tenant. He had a sol­id block on us when we
got the alert, and he was mov­ing fast. We bare­ly caught sight of
him. He just poofed in the crowd.”

“How’d he get by you?” she de­mand­ed. “How the hell did he get
by you?”

“Lieu­tenant, we were on watch for in­com­ings. Wired in­to the
EDD guys keep­ing us up on any pos­si­bles head­ing in. This guy
walked out with a small group of staff. We’d just got­ten an alert
there was a ruckus up­stairs, that we’d tak­en the sus­pect down.
There was a lag be­tween that and the no­ti­fi­ca­tion the sus­pect
was pos­ing as staff and on the loose. We pur­sued as soon as we
got it. We were lucky to even catch sight of him be­fore—”

She cut it off with a lift of her hand. “We’ll de­brief this
clus­ter­fuck at Cen­tral. Re­port back to your unit and await
or­ders.”

She clipped back, fu­ri­ous, her face throb­bing, and on­ly
shook her head when she saw Roarke mov­ing quick­ly north to­ward
her.

“We lost him. God­damn it.”

Roarke took a hand­ker­chief out of his pock­et, hand­ed it to
her. “Your nose is bleed­ing.”

“I got clocked twice, maybe more in that ri­ot. Knocked out my
com, tram­pled my com­mu­ni­ca­tor. And he walks right out, right
un­der the noses of two cops. He did ex­act­ly what he’d come to
do, and had the ex­tra ben­efit of watch­ing us act like mo­rons.
What the fuck hap­pened?”

“I don’t know.” He took her el­bow to steer her through the
Fifth Av­enue throng. “I saw you go down, but by the time I was
able to get through that mass of pan­ic, you were gone. I came
af­ter you when True­heart said you’d gone in pur­suit.”

“A lot of good it did me. He was lost be­fore I hit the
side­walk.”

As she ap­proached the build­ing, ar­row­ing through the peo­ple
con­gre­gat­ing on the side­walk, Peabody came down the main
stairs.

“Gone,” Eve said.

“Damn it.” Peabody hissed out a breath, then winced at Eve’s
face. “I thought I took a knock,” she said, tap­ping gin­ger
fin­gers to the bruise on her cheek. “You took hard­er.”

“Let’s go clean this mess up. What do you know?” Eve de­mand­ed
as they went back in.

“The best I can get is some hair-​trig­ger tack­led some kid,
and an­oth­er cop helped him wres­tle the kid to the ground and
re­strain him. Pan­ic en­sued. We’ve got all par­ties in one of the
pri­vate par­lors up­stairs. Bax­ter’s rid­ing herd there.
Whit­ney’s with the Mac­Mas­ters­es, and is to be ad­vised when
you’re back on site. We had to call in MTs. Peo­ple got bruised and
blood­ied. We’ve got a re­al­ly big mess, Dal­las.”

“Clean up what you can on the pe­riph­ery, and in­form Whit­ney
I’m talk­ing to the of­fi­cers and the civil­ian in­volved. My
com­mu­ni­ca­tor’s toast.”

“Why don’t I speak to who­ev­er man­ages this place,” Roarke
sug­gest­ed. “Smooth over what I can.”

“Couldn’t hurt. But I’m go­ing to speak to him lat­er. Son of a
bitch.” Eve squared her shoul­ders and went up to the sec­ond
lev­el.

The scent of lilies and ros­es was stronger now, prob­ably
be­cause so many of them lay tram­pled. She skirt­ed around bro­ken
glass, pud­dles of wa­ter, to where True­heart stood out­side a
door.

“We got the word on the sus­pect, Lieu­tenant. Sor­ry. Ah,
Bax­ter has the two of­fi­cers in­volved here, and the kid. We
brought in an MT to look at the kid. He’s got some bruis­es.”

“Per­fect. Just per­fect.”

She stepped in­side, closed the door at her back.

A male of about eigh­teen sat in a blind­ing-​white chair while
a griz­zled MT checked his pupils.

“I’m okay,” the boy said. “Most­ly just got the shit and the
wind knocked out of me. I’m okay.”

“I get called to take a look atcha, I take a look atcha.”

The MT ran a wand over the bruise on the boy’s jaw.

Eve spared a glance to­ward the two cops slumped on a so­fa of
the same blind­ing white, flicked one to Bax­ter who rolled his
eyes heav­en­ward.

Yeah, she thought, call on that high­er pow­er. We’re go­ing to
need it.

“I’m Lieu­tenant Dal­las,” she told the boy.

“Ah, yeah, hi. I’m Zach. Can I just get out of here now? I need
to find Kel­ly. I came with Kel­ly. She went to school with the
dead girl. I just came with Kel­ly be­cause she was freaked about
see­ing the dead girl.”

“What’s Kel­ly’s full name?”

“Kel­ly Nims. Ev­ery­thing went whacked in there, and I don’t
know if she’s okay.”

“De­tec­tive Bax­ter, have some­one find Ms. Nims.”

“Yes, sir, right away.”

“Thanks. I’ll feel bet­ter once I know she’s frost­ed. We’re
tight, and like I said, she was al­ready freaked.”

He bore a sur­face re­sem­blance to Pauley, she not­ed. The
ba­sic build, col­or­ing, the shag­gy hair. She not­ed the ball cap
in his lap.

“Zach, I’d like to apol­ogize for the un­for­tu­nate
oc­cur­rences, and any in­con­ve­nience you’ve ex­pe­ri­enced. And
al­so to as­sure you, I’ll look in­to this thor­ough­ly and
per­son­al­ly.”

“I was just stand­ing there, then it’s like I got hit by a
max­ibus and I’m chew­ing car­pet, and ev­ery­body’s yelling and
run­ning. I think some­body stepped on me. These guys, they put
cuffs on me, and I could hear Kel­ly scream­ing. But the air’s
knocked out of me, you know? I couldn’t do any­thing. It was weird,
but … ” He smiled a lit­tle. “Kind of iced, too. They said
stuff about my rights and all. Am I sup­posed to call a
lawyer?”

She hoped to hell he didn’t. Any lawyer worth a sin­gle
bil­lable hour would snatch him for a client and sue the
de­part­ment up the ass and out again.

“You’re not in any trou­ble, Zach. It was a mis­take, a very
re­gret­table one. Again, I hope you’ll ac­cept my per­son­al
apol­ogy.”

“Sure. No big re­al­ly.”

Bax­ter slipped back in. “Kel­ly’s fine, Zach. She’s wait­ing
for you right out­side.”

“Straight. So, can I go?”

“Is he clear?” Eve asked the MT.

“Got a cou­ple knocks, that’s all.” The MT turned his gim­let
eye on Eve. “You got worse.”

“If you’d give De­tec­tive Bax­ter your full name and con­tact
in­for­ma­tion,” Eve told Zach, “the of­fi­cer on the door will
take you down to Kel­ly. If you have any ques­tions, or any
prob­lems, you can reach me at Cop Cen­tral.”

“That’s a ma­jor.” He put his cap back on, rose. “It’s all been
to­tal­ly Dali.”

“At least. Bax­ter, lend me your recorder. Mine was dam­aged.”
She took his, pinned it on.

“Want me to take a look at that face?” the MT asked.

“Not now.”

“Well.” He pulled a cold wrap out of his case, tossed it to her.
“Get that on there any­way.”

She wait­ed un­til both Zach and the MT left, then turned to the
two cops.

“En­gage recorder. Dal­las, Lieu­tenant Eve, in in­ter­view with
two hot­head­ed fuck­ups who have man­aged to com­plete­ly
un­der­mine a pre­cise­ly or­ga­nized op­er­ation and al­low a
mur­der sus­pect to stroll away.”

“Lieu­tenant—”

“You do not speak un­til so or­dered.” De­lib­er­ate­ly, she
turned to the one who’d kept silent. “Name, rank, house,
di­vi­sion.”

“Of­fi­cer Glen Har­ri­son, out of the One-​Two-​Five, as­signed
to Il­le­gals un­der Cap­tain Mac­Mas­ters.”

“You, same da­ta.”

“Of­fi­cer Kyle Cun­ning­ham, out of the One-​Two-​Five,
as­signed to Il­le­gals un­der Cap­tain Mac­Mas­ters.”

“And you two clowns de­cid­ed to do my job for me to­day?”

“We came to pay our re­spects, of­fer our sup­port to the
cap­tain and his wife. It’s all over how the in­ves­ti­ga­tion’s
stalled.”

“Is it?” Eve said pleas­ant­ly while Har­ri­son shut his eyes at
his com­pan­ion’s com­ment.

“That’s the word,” Cun­ning­ham said.

“And you de­cid­ed to give the in­ves­ti­ga­tion a lit­tle
mo­men­tum by man­han­dling a civil­ian, dis­rupt­ing a memo­ri­al
ser­vice, and caus­ing gen­er­al pan­ic. Dur­ing which time the
ac­tu­al sus­pect was able to elude those of us who are ac­tu­al­ly
work­ing the in­ves­ti­ga­tion.”

“The kid looked like him.”

Her eyes went to slits. “And how do you know that, Of­fi­cer
Cun­ning­ham? Just how have you come by any de­scrip­tive da­ta on
the sus­pect?”

“Word gets around.”

“So, on one hand word gets around that the in­ves­ti­ga­tion is
stalled, and on the oth­er word gets around that we have a
de­scrip­tion of a sus­pect. You de­cide to join those hands
to­geth­er and fuck up my op. A man who’s killed two peo­ple is now
in the wind due to your ac­tions. The in­ves­ti­ga­tion is
com­pro­mised, the de­part­ment is now vul­ner­able to a civ­il
suit not on­ly from a kid you tossed to the ground, but from this
es­tab­lish­ment, and any oth­er in­di­vid­uals who may have been
in­jured or just de­cide to claim emo­tion­al hard­ship. You
ass­holes.”

“Look, I don’t have to take this.” Cun­ning­ham surged up. “I
got a look at the sketch, and the kid looked like him, even dressed
like he did. I act­ed, which is more than Homi­cide’s been do­ing
since the cap­tain’s girl got raped and mur­dered Sun­day.”

Eve stepped for­ward. “Sit your fat ass down or I’ll put it
down.”

“Like to see you try.”

“Cun­ning­ham, for Christ’s sake, for Christ’s sake.” Still on
the so­fa, Har­ri­son rubbed a hand over his face.

“Of­fi­cer Cun­ning­ham, you’ve earned your­self a thir­ty-​day
rip for in­sub­or­di­na­tion. Fur­ther de­ter­mi­na­tion of your
sta­tus will be de­ter­mined. You will sit when I tell you to sit,
or you’ll be look­ing at six­ty days right off the top.”

“The cap­tain’s my boss,” he said, but he sat.

“And I am your su­pe­ri­or—in so many ways. But yeah, the
cap­tain’s your boss. Your ac­tions to­day have de­stroyed an
op­er­ation that could have—damn well would have—seen to it that
the man who raped and mur­dered Deena Mac­Mas­ters was in cus­tody
right fuck­ing now. Who showed you the sketch?”

Cun­ning­ham jut­ted up his chin. “I don’t say noth­ing more
un­til I have my rep.”

“Your choice.” She looked at Har­ri­son. “You?”

“I didn’t see the sketch, LT. I heard about it, but I didn’t see
it. Cun­ning­ham took the kid down, shout­ed out he had the
bas­tard and need­ed as­sis­tance. I as­sist­ed.”

“Write it up, call your reps. Get out of my sight.”

When they filed out, Bax­ter came over, took the cold wrap,
twist­ed to ac­ti­vate. “Use it. Your eye’s go­ing black.”

She twist­ed, imag­in­ing for one hap­py mo­ment the cold wrap
was Cun­ning­ham’s neck. “Je­sus Christ, Bax­ter.”

“We’re in the soup, and god­damn. I’d kick Cun­ning­ham’s ass,
but it’s a waste of time. For what it’s worth, I got a de­cent view
on how it went—and it went quick. Har­ri­son’s telling it straight.
He moved in to as­sist an­oth­er of­fi­cer. I can’t see hang­ing
him for it.”

“That won’t be up to me.”

“I’d just caught sight of the bas­tard. Pauley. Just made him,
then the place went up like some­body yelled ‘bomb.’ I couldn’t get
to him, got pushed back, trapped in a cor­ner. True­heart car­ried
some old wom­an out of it. She got knocked cold. We had him,
Dal­las. We’d’ve had him.”

“Means jack now.” She dragged her hand through her hair. “And
now I have to go get my ass fried like I just fried
Cun­ning­ham’s.”

“It’s not right. Not fuck­ing right.”

“My op. My soup.”

Peabody was wait­ing when Eve stepped out. “The com­man­der’s in
the med­ita­tion room, this lev­el. We can go over now.”

“I’ll go over. In­form the team we’ll de­brief at the
con­fer­ence room in one hour.”

“I’ll in­form the team, and we’ll go over. You’re rank, but
we’re part­ners. I’m in this, too.”

“No point in both of us get­ting our ass­es kicked over it.”

“There is to me.”

“Fine. It’s your ass.”

“Ev­ery square inch. True­heart! In­form the team we de­brief in
one hour at Cen­tral, con­fer­ence room. It’s heady to out­rank
some­one,” Peabody said as they con­tin­ued on. “At least I
out­rank him for the mo­ment.”

“Whit­ney’s not go­ing to bust you down to uni­form. One of us
leaked the sketch, and my mon­ey’s on a uni­form there. So, af­ter
we’re roast­ed, we do some roast­ing our­selves. Ei­ther way, it
comes down to a FUBAR on this op.”

She stopped out­side of the med­ita­tion room. “Last
chance.”

“No. I’m in.” Peabody opened the door her­self.

Jon­ah and Car­ol Mac­Mas­ters sat to­geth­er on a small so­fa.
From her chair, An­na Whit­ney leaned for­ward and poured tea from
a del­icate pot in­to del­icate cups. Whit­ney turned from the
win­dow.

“We’ll speak else­where,” he said, but be­fore he could move
away from the win­dow, Car­ol sprang up.

“How could you let this hap­pen? How could you? At Deena’s
memo­ri­al?”

“Car­ol, stop. Stop.” Mac­Mas­ters got to his feet.

“It’s a dis­grace.”

“Yes, it is.” He took his wife by the shoul­ders. “And it was my
men who caused it, not the lieu­tenant’s. It was my men.”

“Re­gard­less of that, this was my op­er­ation,” Eve said, “and
my re­spon­si­bil­ity. I have no ex­cuse, Mrs. Mac­Mas­ters, and my
apolo­gies are hard­ly ad­equate.”

“Is that sup­posed to mean some­thing to me?” Her eyes burned
with a fury Eve imag­ined hurt less than grief. “You take
re­spon­si­bil­ity?”

“No, but it’s all I have. I should be stand­ing here telling you
I have the man who killed your daugh­ter in cus­tody, and I’m not.
Noth­ing I say can mean any­thing to you.”

“Car­ol.” An­na put the teapot down. “You’ve been a cop’s wife
too long to do this. You’ve been a cop’s wife long enough to know
ev­ery­thing that can be done is be­ing done, and that lash­ing out
at the lieu­tenant doesn’t help Deena.” She stood. “Now, come with
me. We’ll go sit with Deena while this is sort­ed out.”

She led Car­ol out, closed the door qui­et­ly be­hind her.

“Lieu­tenant,” Whit­ney said cool­ly, “re­port.”

She did so just as cool­ly and in care­ful de­tail. When she
spoke of Har­ri­son and Cun­ning­ham, Mac­Mas­ters rest­ed his head
in his hands.

“Who leaked it?” Whit­ney de­mand­ed.

“I’ll de­brief with­in the hour, sir. I will have that
in­for­ma­tion with­in an hour and five.”

“I ex­pect you to have bet­ter con­trol of your team,
Lieu­tenant. I ex­pect you to have the judg­ment and con­trol to
pre­vent this sort of leak in an op­er­ation un­der your
com­mand.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Jack.” Mac­Mas­ters spoke weari­ly. “They were my men.”

“And as the lieu­tenant cor­rect­ly stat­ed, this was her op,
and her re­spon­si­bil­ity.” Whit­ney turned his gaze point­ed­ly
to Eve. “Lieu­tenant, I’ll need a full eval­ua­tion and writ­ten
re­port, tonight.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll re­fine the team ac­cord­ing to that
eval­ua­tion, and present you with a de­tailed overview of the
al­ter­nate op­er­ation to ap­pre­hend the sus­pect to­mor­row with
the Mi­mo­tos’s co­op­er­ation.”

“If you ex­pect me to sell not re­leas­ing Dar­rin Pauley’s
sketch and some salient in­for­ma­tion to the pub­lic via the
me­dia to the com­mis­sion­er, you’d bet­ter sell it to me.”

“If we re­lease the sketch, let him know we’re close, he’ll be
in the wind.” He could al­ready be in the wind, she thought. And
that was a hard, hot ball in her bel­ly.

“He’s young,” she con­tin­ued, calm­ly, firm­ly, “and he’s
pa­tient. He can af­ford to wait, a year, five years be­fore
mov­ing on an­oth­er tar­get if he goes rab­bit now. He may se­lect
an­oth­er. He’ll al­ter his looks—which he was cau­tious enough to
mod­ify to­day—use his skill in ID fraud to take an­oth­er
iden­ti­ty, or se­ries of them, and set­tle back un­til Deena and
Kar­lene Robins are for­got­ten, un­til the oth­er known tar­gets
are no longer pro­tect­ed.”

“She’s right, Jack.” Mac­Mas­ters held up a hand, let it fall.
“Dal­las was right about him com­ing here to­day. She’s right about
this. If I have any weight here, I want you and the com­mis­sion­er
to know I agree with the lieu­tenant.”

Eve took Mac­Mas­ters’s weight and pushed with more of her own.
“Com­man­der, if we re­lease the sketch, we’ll have mo­rons like
Cun­ning­ham flood­ing the tip line with sight­ings of teenagers
and twen­ty-​some­things in ball caps while Pauley clos­es shop
here and moves on to wait his chance.

“If we re­lease the sketch, he wins. If we let this play out,
and frankly, Com­man­der, it burns my ass, but if we al­low the
me­dia to por­tray this fi­as­co to­day as a mon­umen­tal screwup,
and we con­trol that feed, he’ll be on­ly more con­fi­dent, and
he’ll move on Mrs. Mi­mo­to to­mor­row, as planned. Re­lease it,
and we lose the chance.”

“We’d have had him to­day, sir.” When Peabody spoke up, Eve
glanced at her with a com­bi­na­tion of sur­prise and an­noy­ance.
“That’s not an ex­cuse, it’s a fact. We will need to in­ter­view
staff mem­bers here, and ac­cess their se­cu­ri­ty as it’s
ob­vi­ous Dar­rin Pauley gained ac­cess much ear­li­er, and was in
the build­ing pri­or to the memo­ri­al. But even with that, we’d
have had him.”

Whit­ney lift­ed his eye­brows. “You’re con­fi­dent of that,
De­tec­tive?” Eve was pret­ty sure she heard Peabody gulp, but her
part­ner con­tin­ued in what passed for con­fi­dence. “Yes, sir.
De­tec­tive Bax­ter made him, just as the lieu­tenant did. His
com­mu­ni­ca­tion to me was de­layed due to the chaos Cun­ning­ham
and Har­ri­son cre­at­ed, the same chaos that in­jured Dal­las and
dam­aged her coms. In­stead of en­ter­ing the room where we could
and would have boxed him, he slipped away rather than en­gage in
the con­fu­sion, and risk be­ing in­ter­viewed as we are now
in­ter­view­ing a num­ber of par­tic­ipants. That’s his cau­tion,
sir, just as pro­filed. He be­haved ex­act­ly as an­tic­ipat­ed. He
will be­have as we an­tic­ipate to­mor­row.”

“And you’re will­ing to risk lives on that?”

“Com­man­der—”

“No,” Peabody in­ter­rupt­ed Eve. “He asked me. I would risk
mine on the lieu­tenant’s judg­ment. It’s eas­ier to say so since,
in this case, mine runs the same path. I wouldn’t risk lives, even
my own, to save the de­part­ment’s face. That’s what we’d be do­ing
to pub­li­cize Pauley’s face now. Risk­ing lives to save face.
That’s my judg­ment, sir.”

“Jack, again if it mat­ters, that’s my judg­ment as well.”

Whit­ney glanced at Mac­Mas­ters. “And mine, but it still has to
be sold. I’ll be speak­ing, very short­ly, with Of­fi­cers
Har­ri­son and Cun­ning­ham. They are your men, Jon­ah, but the
fact re­mains the op­er­ation and the re­sults are Dal­las’s
re­spon­si­bil­ity.”

“Yes, sir, they are,” Eve agreed.

“You have thir­ty hours. I can hold the in­for­ma­tion for
thir­ty hours. If the sus­pect isn’t in cus­tody at that time, we
go pub­lic. Damn the leak, Lieu­tenant, and get it done.”

“Yes, sir. Cap­tain, my sin­cere re­grets.”

“I want in.” Mac­Mas­ters pushed to his feet. “The leak will
cost you at least one man. I want to take his place.”

There were times, Eve thought, you had to go with the gut. “With
the com­man­der’s per­mis­sion, we could use you.”

“Your call. I’ll have An­na take Car­ol and your fam­ily
home.”

I’ll drive,” Roarke said when they pre­pared to head to
Cen­tral. With a shrug Eve slid in, and gave her­self the lux­ury
of clos­ing her eyes.

She opened them again when some­thing land­ed in her lap. She
lift­ed her eyes at the can­dy bar. “First cake, now can­dy.”

“You look like you could use a lift.”

“It could’ve been worse.” Her head ached, her face throbbed, and
her sus­pect was prob­ably hav­ing a cold brew and a good laugh. “I
don’t know how at this very minute, but it could’ve been worse.
There could have been lo­custs,” she de­cid­ed, and tore the
wrap­ping off the choco­late. “That would’ve been worse.”

“On a hap­pi­er note, I don’t be­lieve the de­part­ment will be
trou­bled by a law­suit from the be­reave­ment com­pa­ny.”

She bit in, sa­vored. “What did you do, buy the place?”

“An in­ter­est­ing so­lu­tion, but no. It was sim­ply point­ed
out that the com­pa­ny held the li­on’s share of li­abil­ity as it
was their se­cu­ri­ty who al­lowed an in­trud­er, which I as­sumed
was a wis­er term than sus­pect.”

She took an­oth­er bite, sneered a lit­tle. “You got that.”

“That they al­lowed the in­trud­er ac­cess to their
fa­cil­ities, in­to a memo­ri­al for a mur­dered mi­nor where
sev­er­al peo­ple, in­clud­ing po­lice of­fi­cers were in­jured. I
be­lieve those in charge now un­der­stand the ram­ifi­ca­tions, and
the pos­si­ble con­se­quences—and pub­lic­ity—of a
coun­ter­suit.”

“That’s why you wheel the deals.”

“It is, yes. How’s my fa­vorite face?”

She turned to study him. “You look okay.”

“And as fond as I am of what I see in the mir­ror, I like your
face even more.”

“It hurts.” She al­lowed her­self a mo­men­tary sulk. “I’m glad
it hurts be­cause it re­minds me I fucked up.”

“Oh well, it’s pity par­ty time. Go on then, you’re among
friends.”

“I should’ve an­tic­ipat­ed him in­fil­trat­ing the staff.”

“Why?” Roarke glanced at her, tried not to smile when he watched
her scowl over the next bite of can­dy. “From where I’m sit­ting
it’s more trou­ble than it was worth—or should’ve been.”

“Be­cause he’s care­ful. It gave him bet­ter cov­er. Who looks
at all those black suits and sees any­thing but an­oth­er black
suit? It gave him more ac­cess, let him choose his time, which was
at peak.”

“And added to the risk of be­ing tapped by the se­nior staff
mem­bers and man­agers who know the peo­ple as­signed to each suite
or memo­ri­al. I’ll tell you why he went that way—took an
un­nec­es­sary risk—if you want my view on it.”

“I’ll take your view on it.”

“He could get a look at his work, close-​up, an­oth­er pat on
the back from him­self to him­self.” Ad­just­ing his speed, Roarke
snuck through a light on the yel­low. “He de­liv­ers some flow­ers,
gives her a study. And I’ll wa­ger hoped to take him­self some
pho­tos that he’d look back on fond­ly.”

“God­damn it. God­damn it, that’s ex­act­ly what he’d do.” She
dragged a hand through her hair, pulled. “I missed it.”

“Easy to see it from this side, an­alyz­ing the whys af­ter the
fact. His youth is part of it—cau­tion and im­pulse—and it’s most
like­ly she’s his first kill. This is his mis­sion, and he’d be
care­ful not to risk it. Now, he’s got the mak­ings for a nice
scrap­book.”

“Let’s keep this be­tween us, for now. I let Mac­Mas­ters on the
team. He doesn’t need to hear this.”

“Is that wise, let­ting him on?”

“I’m go­ing to find out.”

She took her time get­ting to the con­fer­ence room. She want­ed
ev­ery­one as­sem­bled when she ar­rived. She moved in briskly,
walk­ing to the front of the room, wait­ing while Roarke took his
seat.

“Cap­tain Mac­Mas­ters is join­ing this team, as of now. I’ll be
tak­ing in­di­vid­ual re­ports and anal­yses. Be­fore I do, I want
the in­di­vid­ual who shared the sketch of the sus­pect with
De­tec­tive Cun­ning­ham, and pos­si­bly oth­ers, to iden­ti­fy
him­self.”

She didn’t need a raised hand, a con­fes­sion, not when she saw
Of­fi­cer Flang’s eyes cut away.

“Flang, ex­plain your­self.”

“Lieu­tenant, I was just try­ing to help. It was get­ting
re­al­ly crowd­ed in there, and the more eyes we had—”

“Did I or did I not give a di­rect or­der re­gard­ing this,
Of­fi­cer, when you brought up the is­sue in the pre-​op
brief­ing?”

“Yes, sir, but—”

“I have to as­sume, Of­fi­cer, that you con­sid­ered your­self
more ca­pa­ble of lead­ing to­day’s op­er­ation than me, that you
be­lieve your judg­ment su­pe­ri­or to mine.”

“No, sir, I just thought—”

“You thought it was ac­cept­able to dis­obey a di­rect or­der
from a su­pe­ri­or of­fi­cer. You’re mis­tak­en. You’re on re­port,
Of­fi­cer Flang, and you are dis­missed.”

“Lieu­tenant—”

“Don’t speak.” Her or­der chilled the room as Flang vis­ibly
with­ered un­der her stare. “Fur­ther, if one more drop—a sin­gle
drop—of this leak slides out of the pipe, I will see to it that
you’re charged with ob­struc­tion of jus­tice. I want a list of
ev­ery name with whom you shared this in­for­ma­tion on my desk
in­side fif­teen min­utes. Now, I re­peat, Of­fi­cer, you are
dis­missed.”

The room was silent as a tomb as Flang left.

“If any­one else be­lieves their judg­ment is bet­ter than mine,
or that fol­low­ing or­ders is op­tion­al, there’s the door.” She
wait­ed two beats, let the si­lence hum. “Now, we’re go­ing to go
over ev­ery step of this clus­ter­fuck from ev­ery an­gle, then
we’ll out­line, stream­line, re­fine and re-​re­fine the op for
to­mor­row.

“Feeney. Se­cu­ri­ty.”
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WELL IN­TO THE EVENING, WITH EV­ERY POS­SI­BLE con­tin­gen­cy
ad­dressed, dis­sect­ed, and read­dressed, Eve walked through the
doors of home with Roarke.

Sum­mer­set, loom­ing as usu­al, cocked an eye­brow. “I see
you’ve had your month­ly fa­cial, Lieu­tenant.”

“Tri­na will be here to­mor­row. Maybe she can decorpse
yours.”

Eve scowled her way up the steps. “Damn it, that was weak. His
was bet­ter. His was good. Just one more thing to be pissed
about.”

“I’m sur­prised you have the en­er­gy to bick­er. I want an hour
in the whirlpool.”

She rolled her tense shoul­ders, and winced as the move­ment
sent some­thing new throb­bing. “That sounds good. I’ve got aches
mak­ing them­selves known all over.”

“Start the tub, why don’t you, and we’ll both have a whirl. I’m
get­ting us both a very big glass of wine.”

“We cov­ered it all.” She went in­to the bath­room to or­der on
the wa­ter, the tem­per­ature. As the wide scoop of tub be­gan to
fill, she went over the steps and stages of to­mor­row’s
op­er­ation.

“I can’t think of any­thing we left out. It’s a small­er space,
more con­trolled. No ex­cess civil­ians. As long as Mrs. Mi­mo­to
holds her own, just long enough to get him in­side … Bet­ter,
bet­ter for the case if he drops the mick­ey, but we can take him
be­fore that if she looks shaky. We have enough.”

To­day’s botch, he thought, had shak­en her con­fi­dence, had
her sec­ond-​guess­ing. “Put it aside for a bit. You’ll over­think
it.” He came in with two glass­es of wine—very large.

“The con­tin­gen­cy op was al­ways the bet­ter sce­nario. I
want­ed to take him to­day, shut him down, but … ” Her mouth
dropped open when Roarke shed his shirt. “Holy shit. I didn’t know
you got hit.”

“Mmm.” He glanced at the mir­ror, and the sym­pho­ny of bruis­es
along his ribs. “My sec­ond fa­vorite face avoid­ed any vi­olent
con­tact, but a good deal of the rest of me feels like it’s been
ten rounds with the champ, and the worse for it. It was a bloody
mad­house in there.”

“We’re lucky no­body had to make use of the fa­cil­ities.” She
stripped off her own shirt, and Roarke traced his fin­ger­tips over
her bruis­es.

“Ouch.”

“That’s ex­act­ly right.” Af­ter peel­ing off the rest of her
clothes, she sank in­to the hot wa­ter. “Oh God. Thank you,
Je­sus.”

“When we’re done with this, we’ll play doc­tor.” He stepped in,
cursed. “Bloody hell, Eve, it’s hot enough to flay the skin.”

She opened one eye to peer up at him. “It’ll feel good when
you’re all the way in. Jets on. Oh, ma­ma!”

He had to laugh as he slid in the wide tub be­side her. Maybe
los­ing a few lay­ers of skin—es­pe­cial­ly the bruised and
bat­tered lay­ers—wasn’t such a bad idea. In any case, shar­ing a
tub of hot (next to bloody boil­ing) churn­ing wa­ter with his wife
at the end of the day made up for quite a bit.

He picked up his wine, took a long sip. “I might feel next to
hu­man once I fin­ish this.”

“Come on, tough guy. Dublin street rat. You’ve had your ribs
pound­ed be­fore.”

“Old­er now, aren’t I?” He closed his eyes, let the hot wa­ter
beat and froth over the aches.

“But not soft­er.” To prove it, she trailed her hand down his
chest, found him, stroked him. “Nope, not soft­er.”

His lips curved. “So, you’re want­ing to stir up more than some
hot wa­ter.”

“Fig­ure I owe you.” She shift­ed po­si­tions un­til she
strad­dled him, watched amuse­ment and lust light in his eyes. “How
many times do you fig­ure I’ve got­ten you bruised or bloody since
we met?”

“I stopped count­ing long ago.” His hands stroked down her back
as she opened, took him in. “Ah, there now. Bet­ter than the wine
for mak­ing me for­get my trou­bles.”

She took the wine from him, sip­ping even as she rose and fell,
rose and fell. “It’s all for medic­inal pur­pos­es.”

“I’m an ex­cel­lent pa­tient.”

She brought the glass to his lips, tipped be­fore set­ting it
aside, be­fore lay­ing her lips to his. “It’s good,” she mur­mured
against his mouth. “It’s good.”

Slow and flu­id, with the wa­ter swirling and lap­ping, the
steam from the heat ris­ing, they moved to­geth­er. Here, with as
much com­fort as pas­sion, she laid her head on his shoul­der, let
her body rock them both to plea­sure.

The crest, a long, liq­uid shim­mer, brought a qui­et sigh.

“It’s good to be home,” she told him.

“Al­ways.”

“Now that we’re feel­ing hu­man, let’s just stay in here and
wal­low.”

He wrapped his arms around her, closed his eyes again, and
wal­lowed.

Easy sex and a long soak soothed the aches. Still, he wouldn’t
let her dress un­til he’d run a wand over the bruis­es to help them
heal, and got­ten an­oth­er cold wrap for her face.

“Give me the wand,” she or­dered. “Your bruis­es are worse than
mine.”

He gave her the wand, but turned her so she could see her­self
in the mir­ror.

“Oh crap.” She poked at her pur­pling eye. “Crap. Even with the
wand and the cold pack, that’s not go­ing to be gone by
Sat­ur­day.”

“It won’t be your first wed­ding with a shin­er. You had one for
ours. Tri­na will cov­er the worst of it.”

“Don’t re­mind me. Damn it, do I have to call Louise, say
any­thing about to­mor­row?”

“Sum­mer­set’s tak­en care of it. It’s all man­aged.”

“There was a re­hearsal thing.”

Roarke kissed her light­ly. “Man­aged.”

“Well, hell, now he has some­thing else to sniff at me about. I
want to check in with Bax­ter and True­heart, just make sure
ev­ery­thing’s in place at the Mi­mo­tos.”

“Do that if it helps you re­lax. I have a cou­ple things to
check on my­self. Then I want a meal.”

They re­treat­ed to op­po­site ends of the bed­room with pock­et
’links. When he’d fin­ished, Eve was sit­ting down, frown­ing in­to
space.

“Prob­lem?”

“No, they’re in, the house is se­cured. They’ll take shifts
through the night, just in case. Bax­ter said Mrs. Mi­mo­to, and
her hus­band, are okay about it. More than okay. They want to do
it. They’re revved to do it.”

“You spoke with them both your­self just a few hours ago.”

“I know, and they agreed. They’re sol­id. It’s just I ex­pect­ed
some nerves, more ques­tions from them, a need for more
as­sur­ances. In­stead, they cooked din­ner. Like with
in­gre­di­ents, right there in the kitchen. Bax­ter said they went
out and bought stuff es­pe­cial­ly af­ter I talked to them so they
could make this big home-​cooked meal for him and True­heart.”

Ap­pre­ci­ation lit Roarke’s face. “What did they have?”

“Roast chick­en—a re­al cluck­er—mashed pota­toes and gravy,
green beans. The re­al deal, too. It must’ve cost them. And they
had lemon meringue pie for dessert. They did all that for a cou­ple
of cops. Bax­ter’s in love with her, by the way. She’s go­ing to
open the door of her house to­mor­row to a man she knows wants to
kill her, in­tends to rape her, bru­tal­ize her, and kill her. And
she baked a pie for a cou­ple of cops.”

“It’s more sur­pris­ing for you to be treat­ed with cour­tesy
and kind­ness.”

“They made up a guest room so the one off shift can catch some
sleep. Yeah, it’s more sur­pris­ing. He wants to snuff that out. He
wants to end the kind of per­son who would do that, would think of
those things. And that doesn’t sur­prise me. I was sit­ting here
ask­ing my­self if that’s a good thing or a bad thing.”

“It makes you a good cop, and the fact that you’d ask your­self
the ques­tion makes you a bet­ter one.” He leaned down to kiss her
bruised eye. “Why don’t we see if there’s any roast chick­en to be
had around here?”

Deke and Char­ity Mi­mo­to lived in a pleas­ant sin­gle-​fam­ily
home in White Plains. The old, es­tab­lished neigh­bor­hood had
weath­ered the years well, and ben­efit­ed from the up­dates and
in­flux­es of wealthy young sub­ur­ban­ites. Big, leafy trees and
pret­ty gar­dens dot­ted a land­scape where the lawns were trimmed,
the side­walks even, and the paint was fresh.

“We’ve been here fifty-​three years,” Char­ity told Eve. “We
want­ed to put down roots when we start­ed our fam­ily, and in a
neigh­bor­hood where kids had yards to play in. My Deke’s handy, so
he’s done a lot of fix­ing up over the years. A man who can fix a
leaky toi­let’s as good as a bil­lion­aire from where I sit. Is
your man handy around the house?” she asked, wag­ging a fin­ger at
Eve’s wed­ding ring.

She de­cid­ed it was prob­ably the first time, and the last,
she’d ac­tive­ly won­der if Roarke had ev­er fixed a toi­let. “In
his way.”

“Deke built the sun­room with his own two hands, and fin­ished
off the down­stairs so we have a nice, big fam­ily room. I’ve lost
track of the times he re­mod­eled the kitchen, or one of the baths.
We like to keep up.”

“It’s a very nice house, Mrs. Mi­mo­to.” But Eve was more
in­ter­est­ed in the lay­out than new coun­ter­tops.

“A good place to raise chil­dren, and a good place when the
grands came along, and the greats. We haven’t said any­thing about
all this to the fam­ily. Usu­al­ly most of us know what’s go­ing on
with the rest of us, so this isn’t our way.”

“I ap­pre­ci­ate your co­op­er­ation, Mrs. Mi­mo­to. Our
con­cerns are to keep you safe, and to ap­pre­hend this man. We’re
go­ing to do both to­day, then get out of your way.”

“Oh now, you haven’t been in our way.” Char­ity made wav­ing
ges­tures with her hands. “We en­joyed hav­ing David and Troy,” she
added, ob­vi­ous­ly pleased to be on a first-​name ba­sis with
Bax­ter and True­heart. “Such nice young men. Have a muf­fin,” she
in­vit­ed, hold­ing out a cloth-​lined bowl to Eve. “I baked them
fresh this morn­ing.”

“I—”

“Go on, go on. You could use some meat on your bones.”

“Thank you. Mrs. Mi­mo­to, I’d like to go over with you what we
need you to do, and say, where of­fi­cers will be post­ed. Your
safe­ty is the first pri­or­ity.”

“You sit right down here. I’ll get us some cof­fee, and we’ll
talk.”

Eve ate the muf­fin—tru­ly ex­cep­tion­al—drank the cof­fee—not
half bad, con­sid­er­ing how spoiled she was—and care­ful­ly went
over ev­ery step of the plan.

With the talk of leaky toi­lets and baked goods, Eve had
con­cerns the wom­an didn’t ful­ly un­der­stand the risk, the
se­ri­ous­ness. The table­top dis­cus­sion served the du­al
pur­pose of ful­ly in­form­ing her bait, and re­liev­ing Eve’s
mind.

The wom­an asked the right ques­tions, gave the right an­swers.
How­ev­er homey she ap­peared in her shiny kitchen with its
dis­play board crammed with chil­dren’s draw­ings, she owned a
shrewd mind and a steel spine.

“Do you have any oth­er ques­tions? Is there any­thing you’re
un­com­fort­able with or un­easy about?”

“You need to stop wor­ry­ing.” Char­ity pat­ted Eve’s hand.
“You’re a wor­ri­er like my Seren­ity. I can see it. Wor­ry­ing
gives you ten­sion headaches and bad di­ges­tion.”

“Mrs. Mi­mo­to, I have to ask you. Aren’t you afraid?”

“Why should I be afraid when I’ve got the po­lice all through
the house?” Those sooth­ing and ex­ot­ic eyes peered out of the old
face. “Are you go­ing to let him hurt me?”

“No, ma’am, I promise you he won’t hurt you. But we are ask­ing
you to open your door to a mur­der­er. And I al­so have to tell
you, again, we could take him out­side. We have enough for an
ar­rest.”

“But it’s go­ing to help slam-​dunk your case down the road if
you take him in­side, and af­ter he tries to drug me. I’ve got a
judge for a daugh­ter, and plen­ty of lawyers in the fam­ily. Cops,
too. I know what’s what.” She leaned for­ward. “Do you know what I
want, hon­ey? I want you to take that lit­tle fuck­er down, and
take him hard, and I want a piece of it.”

Eve’s lips twitched at the sound of the ex­ple­tive in the
pret­ty sub­ur­ban kitchen.

“That’s what we’ll do.”

“Good. How about an­oth­er muf­fin?”

“No, re­al­ly.” Eve pushed back from the ta­ble just as
Mac­Mas­ters came in.

“Sor­ry to in­ter­rupt. Mrs. Mi­mo­to, your hus­band won­dered
if you could give him a hand with some­thing when you had a
minute.”

“Can’t find his lucky socks.” She shook her head as she got to
her feet. “Sev­en­ty years, and he can nev­er put his hand on them.
You help your­self to that cof­fee.” As she walked by Mac­Mas­ters,
she pat­ted a hand on his arm. “We’ll get him to­day, and your girl
can rest easy.”

Mac­Mas­ters’s face tight­ened as he stared at the floor.

“That’s part of it,” Eve said as she crossed to him. “It’s what
we do. The best we can do. I need to ask you some­thing, Jon­ah,
and I need to hear the truth. Is get­ting him go­ing to be
enough?”

Mac­Mas­ters brought his gaze back to Eve’s. “You need to know
if you can trust me.”

“I need to know if I can trust you. I’m not in your po­si­tion,
but that doesn’t mean I don’t un­der­stand the con­flict.”

“I’ve thought about killing him, how easy it would be. You know
I’ve thought of it.”

“If you said you hadn’t I wouldn’t be­lieve you.” She couldn’t
read his face, his eyes. He was too good a cop to show what was in
his mind. “I like to think you’d have weighed the sat­is­fac­tion
of it against the con­se­quences. Leav­ing your wife alone when she
needs you most. There are plen­ty of oth­er con­se­quences, but
they’re not go­ing to weigh re­al heavy for you right now.”

“I want to kill him. I want him to suf­fer. I wish I could say
the badge, what it stands for, what it is to me would stop me from
killing him. I wish I could say know­ing you’d take me down for it,
and I’d leave Car­ol alone would stop me.”

“What will?”

“I want him to suf­fer. I think I’ll wake up ev­ery morn­ing of
my life, and my first thought will be my girl’s gone.” He took a
breath, slow in, slow out. “I want to wake up ev­ery morn­ing for
the rest of my life with the sec­ond thought of know­ing he’s still
pay­ing for it. Ev­ery day, ev­ery hour for the rest of my life
I’ll know that. So will my wife. I need to be here when that
suf­fer­ing be­gins. You can trust me. And if that’s not
enough—”

He reached for the weapon on his hip, of­fered it.

“You gave me the an­swer,” she told him.

Nod­ding, he hol­stered his weapon.

Eve went up­stairs as the Mi­mo­to men load­ed up a pair of ATs
for their camp­ing trip. She, along with Feeney, watched the
out­side ac­tiv­ity from the EDD set­up in Deke Mi­mo­to’s den.
Pho­tographs and sports para­pher­na­lia crowd­ed the room. An
enor­mous re­clin­er faced an en­ter­tain­ment screen flanked by
shelves jammed with more pho­tographs and count­less tro­phies.

“The old man played base­ball back in high school, through
col­lege and in­to Dou­ble A. Got picked up by the Yan­kees, played
a sea­son—hit three-​fifty-​two.”

In­trigued, Eve gave the mem­ora­bil­ia a clos­er study. “What
po­si­tion?”

“Catch­er. Then he bunged up his knee, and that was that. Went
in­to teach­ing, and coached high school ball. Moved up to
prin­ci­pal, then to coun­ty ad­min­is­tra­tor, some pol­itick­ing.
Worked con­struc­tion most sum­mers. Hell of a guy,” Feeney added
with ob­vi­ous ad­mi­ra­tion. “He was up here quizzing me on the
equip­ment. Hope I’m half as sharp at his age.”

She turned from the shelves. “Am I do­ing the right thing,
Feeney? Let­ting Mac­Mas­ters in on this?”

He leaned back in his chair. “Does it feel like the right
thing?”

“Yeah. Yeah, it does.”

“Then you’ve got to go with it.”

Mov­ing back to the screen, Eve watched the Mi­mo­tos. Char­ity
stood, hands on her hips, giv­ing or­ders while her men load­ed.
Just an­oth­er morn­ing, from the looks of it, Eve thought.
An­oth­er sum­mer morn­ing in the sub­urbs. Fam­ily call­ing out to
one an­oth­er, laugh­ing, rib­bing each oth­er.

She watched Mr. Mi­mo­to give his wife an en­thu­si­as­tic hug,
saw his lips move as he whis­pered in her ear.

“Is he wor­ried?”

Feeney shook his head. “You’d think he would be. I asked,
think­ing I’d give him the pep talk. But he said his Char­ry can
han­dle her­self. He was proud of it. I have to say, I’m half
in­clined to think she’d take this bas­tard down with­out us.”

“Maybe so.” Eve laid a hand on Feeney’s shoul­der. “But let’s do
it for her. There they go,” she mum­bled, as the last of the men
piled in an AT.

Char­ity stood, blithe­ly wav­ing good-​bye. Then turned,
strolled back to­ward the house, paus­ing to stoop and pull a few
weeds out of a flow­er bed on the way.

In mo­ments, Eve heard the sound of pi­ano mu­sic drift­ing up
the stairs.

“Nice,” Feeney com­ment­ed af­ter a few bars. “Nice to hear a
clas­sic, and hear it played with some style.”

“Yeah, I guess.” Eve stepped to the pri­va­cy-​screened win­dow
to scan the street from an­oth­er view­point. “What is it,
Beethoven or some­thing?”

“Kid.” Feeney let out a windy sigh. “I don’t know where I went
wrong with you. You got no cul­ture. That’s Spring­steen. That’s
The Boss.”

“Boss of who?”

Feeney shook his head in dis­gust. “Hope­less. Get out of here
and send Jamie in. We’re on the clock now. And be­sides, he can be
ed­ucat­ed about clas­sic mu­sic.”

“Fine. Check the eyes and ears one more time,” she told him as
she walked out. “Let’s make sure they’re a go ev­ery­where we need
them.”

She did an­oth­er walk-​through of the house, check­ing on the
po­si­tion of her men, run­ning checks on all coms. No mis­takes,
she thought, not this time.

She joined Peabody in what Char­ity called her sit­ting room
just off the liv­ing area.

“The mu­sic’s nice,” Peabody com­ment­ed.

“Yeah, so I’m told. He’ll tag her first, on her pock­et ’link,
so she’ll be ready for him, quick to open the door. And it’s a way
of mak­ing sure she’s alone, that the house is emp­ty. It’s the
same pat­tern as Deena. Good neigh­bor­hood, most of the res­idents
at work. She’s set out some­thing to drink, to eat. That’s her
habit, her way. He knows it.”

“It’s near­ly time,” Peabody added. “And she just keeps play­ing
the pi­ano.”

“She’d make a good cop.” Eve glanced at the minis­creen that
gave her a full view of the liv­ing area.

She had men post­ed in­side and out, some of them—like her­self
and Peabody—lit­er­al­ly steps away from Char­ity Mi­mo­to.

No, Eve wouldn’t let him hurt her.

But she need­ed him in­side. He wouldn’t hear the cage door slam
down, she thought. Wouldn’t know he’d walked in­to the trap.

“We got him,” Jenk­in­son said in her ear. “Head­ing east on
foot, two blocks. Navy shirt, brown pants, ball cap, black shades.
He’s wear­ing a black back­pack and car­ry­ing some flow­ers.”

Eve thought of the flow­ers he’d brought to Deena. “Roger that.
Hold your po­si­tion. All po­si­tions hold. Teams A and B, wait
un­til he’s in the box, in­side the box, then move to sec­ondary
po­si­tion. Sound it off.”

She wait­ed un­til she’d re­ceived an ac­knowl­edg­ment from
each team lead­er. “Mrs. Mi­mo­to?”

“Yes, dear?”

“He’s on his way. Just a cou­ple blocks away. Are you okay?”

“I’m just fine. How are you?”

Eve shook her head at the wom­an’s un­shak­able aplomb. “We’re
good. He’s bring­ing you flow­ers. I want you to do ev­ery­thing we
re­hearsed, but then you’re go­ing to want to put those flow­ers in
wa­ter. You ex­cuse your­self, and go to the kitchen.”

“That’s when he’ll drug my lemon­ade, won’t he?”

“That’s like­ly. You stay in the kitchen. We’ve got you, Mrs.
Mi­mo­to.”

“I’m sure you do, but let’s get him.” Her pock­et ’link beeped.
“I bet we know who that is. Don’t wor­ry. Hel­lo?”

On screen, Eve watched Char­ity smile at the ’link. She an­gled
it, just as she’d been in­struct­ed, so Eve could see his face on
the ’link dis­play from her screen.

There you are, you bas­tard, she thought. Keep com­ing. Just
keep on com­ing.

“Hel­lo, Den­ny. I was just think­ing about you!”

“Hi, Mrs. M. I’m run­ning a cou­ple min­utes late, just want­ed
you to know, and to make sure we’re still on, that your hus­band
and all got off okay.”

“Of course we’re still on. I’ve got us a nice pitch­er of
lemon­ade and some muffins. My men are on their way to the wilds!”
She laughed, eas­ily. “It’ll be nice to have a lit­tle com­pa­ny
be­fore I set­tle in­to my soli­tude.”

“Aw, you didn’t have to go to all that trou­ble, Mrs. M. But if
those are your muffins, I’m walk­ing faster! I’ll be there in one
minute.”

Yeah, come on, Eve thought as var­ious teams re­layed his
progress through her ear­piece. Come right on in, you son of a
bitch.

“Well, I’ll pour that lemon­ade,” Char­ity said cheer­ful­ly.
“See you in a minute.”

Char­ity shut down the ’link, set it on top of the pi­ano.
“How’d I do?”

“Per­fect,” Eve said.

“I be­lieve I might’ve missed my call­ing,” she said as she rose
to pour the drinks. “I could’ve been a screen star.”

Eve watched her eyes go fierce, saw her take a long, deep breath
be­fore her face turned harm­less­ly pleas­ant again.

“Here we go,” Char­ity mur­mured and start­ed to­ward the
door.

“Turn­ing up the walk,” Feeney told her.

“Hold po­si­tions. We do this by the num­bers. No chat­ter. Wait
for my go.”

She watched Char­ity open the front door, and the quick,
charm­ing grin on Dar­rin Pauley’s face.

“You look re­al nice to­day, Mrs. M.”

“Oh, lis­ten to you. Come on in here! Oh, look at those daisies.
Aren’t they pret­ty?”

“I just want­ed to thank you for let­ting me take my les­son
to­day.”

“That’s the sweet­est thing.” Char­ity sniffed at the flow­ers.
“Take a minute to sit down, have some lemon­ade. I bet the walk
made you thirsty.”

“I guess it did.”

“A young man like you’s al­ways hun­gry. You have a
muf­fin.”

“Thanks.” He shrugged off his back­pack, set it be­side a chair
be­fore re­mov­ing his cap, his shades.

Char­ity stood where she was, smil­ing at him. “How’s your ma­ma
do­ing?”

“Oh, she’s fine. I wish she didn’t work so hard. Wish I could do
more for her.”

“I bet you’re do­ing more than she’d ev­er think to ask,”
Char­ity said, and Eve hoped she was the on­ly one who heard the
un­der­ly­ing ice in the tone. “And won’t she be sur­prised when
you play for her? I don’t know an­oth­er boy your age who’d go to
so much trou­ble to please his ma­ma.”

“I owe her ev­ery­thing. I bet your fam­ily feels the same about
you. Es­pe­cial­ly your kids. Are you sure you’re go­ing to be all
right here on your own? Alone un­til Sun­day, didn’t you say?”

“Oh, I’ll be fine, and hap­py to have the place to my­self
un­til Deke and the boys get back Sun­day. Now you have a muf­fin
while I go put these pret­ty daisies in wa­ter. I won’t be a
minute.”

“Okay.”

Char­ity strolled out of the room, didn’t break stride even when
she sent one fierce­ly sat­is­fied glance in Eve’s di­rec­tion.

As her foot­steps echoed away, Dar­rin took a small vial out of
his pock­et, tipped the con­tents in­to her glass.

“Go. All po­si­tions, go.”

Weapon drawn, Eve rushed the room on­ly sec­onds be­fore a
half-​dozen cops did the same.

“Hel­lo, Dar­rin,” Eve said. She smiled as he stared at her.
“Hands be­hind your head. Now. On your knees.”

“What’s this about?” He obeyed, but turned his head
side-​to-​side, with the per­fect mix of fear and con­fu­sion on
his face. “My-​my name’s Den­ny, Den­ny Plimp­ton. I have
iden­ti­fi­ca­tion.”

“I bet you do. Dar­rin Pauley, aka Den­ny Plimp­ton, among
oth­ers, you’re un­der ar­rest for mur­der, two counts.” Eve
gripped his wrist, yanked his arm be­hind his back.

She looked up and in­to Mac­Mas­ters’s eyes. “Cap­tain, would
you read this son of a bitch his rights?”

“I … ” Mac­Mas­ters cleared the rust from his voice. He
looked down at the weapon in his hand, then slow­ly hol­stered it.
“You have the right to re­main silent,” he be­gan as she se­cured
Dar­rin’s wrists in re­straints.

“Thought you were play­ing her, didn’t you, Dar­rin?” Eve hauled
him to his feet. “Play­ing an old wom­an. But she played you. She
played you like a pi­ano. This time? You’re the mark.”

The fright­ened boy fell away, and he smiled. And when he
smiled, turn­ing his face to­ward Mac­Mas­ters, the shad­ow of the
mon­ster slouched be­hind his eyes. “Maybe you’ll get in­tent to
rob, but that’s all you’ll get.”

Eve jerked him around so he faced her. “Keep telling your­self
that, Dar­rin.”

“Look what I found.” Bax­ter held up a pair of the cut­away
re­straints bailiffs car­ried in court­rooms. “There’s a recorder
here, too, a can of Seal-​It, and hm­mm.” He held up an­oth­er vial
and a small pack­age of pills. “I bet these con­tain il­le­gal
sub­stances.”

“Bag it, log it, bring it. And the con­tents of Mrs. Mi­mo­to’s
glass. Trans­port this thing in­to Cen­tral, book him. I’ll be in
re­al soon, we’ll chat.

“Get him out.” She shoved Dar­rin to­ward Jenk­in­son, then
walked up to Mac­Mas­ters. “You did the job. You main­tained. We’ve
got him now. You should go home, tell your wife we’ve got him now.
Be with her.”

“I’d like to ob­serve your in­ter­view.” His face was like
stone, pale and sharply carved.

“We’ll let him sweat a while. You’ve got time to go home, tell
your wife. She needs to hear this from you.”

“Yes, you’re right.” He held out his hand. “Thank you,
Lieu­tenant.”

“Cap­tain.”

He start­ed for the door, stopped, turned. “I thought about it,
even af­ter what we talked about. I could have tak­en him out.
Clean line, one stream. I could have done it. Now I have to think
about that.”

“Bas­tard did his job there,” Eve mur­mured. “Cracked the
foun­da­tion of a damn good cop.”

“I think, with some time, the foun­da­tion’s go­ing to prove
sol­id. He did the job, like you said,” Peabody point­ed out. “It
was good, you hav­ing him read the bas­tard his rights.”

“Yeah. Con­tact the judge, as­sure her that her moth­er’s safe,
and it’s done. We can con­tact her fa­ther, but I as­sume she’ll
want to do that her­self.”

She turned away. “All right, boys and girls, good work. Let’s
close it down.”

At Cen­tral, Eve for­mal­ly no­ti­fied her com­man­der, the PA’s
of­fice, con­tact­ed Mi­ra with a re­quest she ob­serve. She wrote
her re­port.

She sat, her boots on her desk, and drank a cup of cof­fee.

Peabody tapped on the door­jamb. “He’s been booked and
pro­cessed, and he’s been sit­ting in In­ter­view for an hour.”

“Mmm-​hmm.”

“Reo and the com­man­der are here, Mac­Mas­ters just came in,
and Mi­ra’s on her way.”

“I’m up on that.”

“Don’t you think we ought to start work­ing him?”

“Feel­ing twitchy?”

“No. Yes. Well, Na­dine’s chomp­ing to break the sto­ry.”

“Not yet. Noth­ing yet.”

“Well … we’re sup­posed to be back, you know, with the
re­hearsal. I know they’re us­ing stand-​ins, but if we wrapped
this, we could still … ”

Eve mere­ly turned her head, stared.

“And ah … We should talk about how we’re go­ing at him,”
Peabody de­cid­ed on the spot. “And if we leave him sit­ting too
long, he might start think­ing lawyer.”

“He’s not go­ing to lawyer. What name is he go­ing to use? What
ad­dress? His ID’s bo­gus. Be­sides, what good did a lawyer do his
moth­er? That’s what he’s think­ing. Fuck lawyers, fuck all of us.
He’s too smart to go down. Or, if we get lucky, he’ll go down a
hero in his own mind.”

“Well, how do we work him? Oh, let me guess.” Peabody rolled her
eyes. “I’m good cop.”

“No good cop.”

A quick, al­most child­ish de­light bloomed on Peabody’s face.
“I don’t have to be good? I can be bad?”

“We hit, hit hard. Get­ting the con­fes­sion isn’t the tricky
part.”

“It’s not?”

“He’ll want to con­fess af­ter he un­der­stands we’ve got him
cold. He’ll want the hero badge. The tricky part? Get­ting him to
flip on his fa­ther.” She dropped her feet to the floor. “Let’s do
it.”

Eve walked in­to In­ter­view, dropped her file on the ta­ble,
took a seat. Peabody took the chair be­side her.

“Record on,” she said and read in all the da­ta, in­clud­ing
ev­ery known alias she’d dis­cov­ered.

She not­ed the quick jump of a mus­cle in Dar­rin’s jaw, and
knew the depth of her knowl­edge caught him off guard.

“Legal­ly, I’m cov­ered us­ing the name on your birth records,”
she said con­ver­sa­tion­al­ly, “but I like to be thor­ough,
see­ing as you’ve used so many names, in­clud­ing the two used when
you mur­dered Deena Mac­Mas­ters and Kar­lene Robins. So, which
name do you want me to use in this in­ter­view? Your choice.”

“Fuck you.”

“For the record, would fuck be your first name or your last?
Nev­er mind. The courts frown on my us­ing that sort of pro­fan­ity
to ad­dress in­ter­view sub­jects. Though, per­son­al­ly, I think
it fits.”

“To the ground,” Peabody agreed.

“I’ll stick with Dar­rin. We’ve got you cold, Dar­rin. You’re a
smart guy, so you know this. Well, maybe not so smart as you were
set up and knocked down by a nine­ty-​year-​old wom­an. One you
in­tend­ed to in­ca­pac­itate with an il­le­gal sub­stance, bind,
beat, rape, sodom­ize, and mur­der.”

“Give me a break.” His sneer struck her as both young and
ar­ro­gant. “She’s old. I couldn’t even get wood up to do some
dried-​up old wom­an. Makes me want to puke to think about it.”

“The stiffie pills in your back­pack would’ve helped with that,
but you’d have got­ten it up, Dar­rin. Even though I sus­pect
you’ve got a twig in your pants in­stead of a de­cent bat. Be­cause
it’s all about the hurt­ing for you, the tor­ment, the fear, the
pain. That’s what turns sick fucks—oops, I said fuck—like you
on.”

“How are you go­ing to prove that?” He leaned back in the chair,
re­laxed. Looked around the room as if bored. “Yeah, I fig­ured I’d
lay her out. She’s got a lot of valu­ables in that place. I was
go­ing to rob her and walk away.”

“I see. So with Deena and Kar­lene, your in­ten­tion to rob just
went a lit­tle too far. Re­sult­ing in … ” Eve opened the
file, tossed the two file shots on the ta­ble.

This time his fa­cial mus­cles twitched in­to the small­est of
smiles.

“You are a sick fuck.” Peabody shoved back her chair as she
sprang to her feet. She leaned over the ta­ble un­til she was nose
to nose with Dar­rin. “It piss­es me off we’re wast­ing time with
you, that we have to go through this rou­tine. We’ve got
wit­ness­es, you ass­hole. We’ve got se­cu­ri­ty record­ings of you
walk­ing in­to Deena Mac­Mas­ters’s house the night you killed her.
Of you en­ter­ing the build­ing the day you killed Kar­lene
Robins.”

“Bull­shit. That’s bull­shit, be­cause I was nev­er any­where
near those places.”

“Bull­shit? I’ll show you bull­shit. Wall screen on!” She caught
her­self, glanced to­ward Eve.

“Go ahead, you’ve al­ready spoiled my sur­prise.”

“Dis­play im­age 1-A,” Peabody or­dered.

The screen filled with a clear shot of Dar­rin climb­ing the
steps of the Mac­Mas­ters’s home to­ward a smil­ing Deena. The time
stamp pulsed in the bot­tom cor­ner as the record­ing con­tin­ued
with him reach­ing her, of­fer­ing her the flow­ers, eas­ing in­to
the door­way, in­to the house.

“She told her friends about you—David,” Eve added as he stared
at the screen. “She told them all about her se­cret boyfriend from
Columbia Uni­ver­si­ty. The shy guy she met in the park.”

“We’ve got eye­wit­ness­es who saw the meet,” Peabody
con­tin­ued. “We’ve had your face for days, pick­ing up oth­er
wit­ness­es who saw you to­geth­er.”

“She kept sou­venirs—like the pro­gram from the mu­si­cal you
took her to at the col­lege. Your prints are on it.” Eve tossed
an­oth­er pa­per from the file on the ta­ble. “We got a match once
you were print­ed down­stairs.”

Face blank, he nod­ded. “So, you got lucky.”

“You keep think­ing that, too. Now, let’s dis­cuss
de­tails.”
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“LUCK?” EVE TIPPED BACK IN HER CHAIR, meet­ing his smirk with
one of her own. “Luck that EDD killed your virus? Or that we know
what you were wear­ing on New Year’s Eve when you lift­ed Dar­ian
Pow­ders’s ID? I know where you bought the shoes you’re wear­ing,
Dar­rin, and how much you paid for them. The back­pack, too, and
the Columbia sweat­shirt you had on when you lured Deena in­to the
first meet in Cen­tral Park.”

Now she smirked, de­lib­er­ate­ly, lean­ing back in a way that
trans­mit­ted ca­su­al de­ri­sion. “I know what kind of air­board
you ride, and ex­act­ly where you rode it, with Deena, on a rainy
af­ter­noon in May.”

“That’s bull­shit.”

He didn’t look afraid, not yet, Eve thought. But he looked
puz­zled, and just a bit de­fi­ant.

“You keep think­ing that, ass­hole.” Peabody all but growled the
words, and made Eve think she’d have to teach her new “bad” cop to
tune it back.

“I knew what you looked like when I set you up at the me­dia
con­fer­ence, the day af­ter you raped and stran­gled Kar­lene
Robins. Drew. I know your name, where you were born, oh, and the
name you were us­ing when your moth­er bought it in Chica­go.”

There, Eve thought, that hit the mark. Rage boiled out of his
eyes. He turned it back, quick­ly, she’d give him that. But she’d
seen it and the trig­ger she need­ed.

“We’re just smarter than you, Dar­rin. You got lucky at the
memo­ri­al, no ques­tion. But, gee, looks like your luck ran out.
Like your moth­er’s did in that prossy flop in Chica­go.”

“You’re go­ing to want to be care­ful.”

“About what? You’re nailed. You’ve got some skills with
elec­tron­ics, but they’re av­er­age. You couldn’t find a way to
jam the cam­eras or the lock, you couldn’t by­pass the sys­tem
with­out be­ing in­side. The virus?”

She rolled her shoul­ders, stretched lazi­ly. “It was a good
try, kept our e-​team en­ter­tained for a while. But the fact is,
an e-​rook­ie has more chops than you. But then, you learned most
of them from your fa­ther.”

“Well, that de­pends.” Peabody shrugged. “We’re not sure if
Vin­cent or Vance Pauley is his fa­ther. His moth­er let both of
them have the bangs.”

“Right, right.” Eve waved agree­ment as Dar­rin’s jaw clenched.
“I won­der if your moth­er knew, since she fucked both of them.
But, hey, it could’ve been some­one else al­to­geth­er. Since she
was a whore.”

“Shut your fuck­ing mouth.”

“Want to shut it for me, Dar­rin? The way you shut Deena’s,
Kar­lene’s, when you held a pil­low over their faces af­ter you
raped them? I won­der, when you were rap­ing them, look­ing at
their faces when you pound­ed and tore in­to them, did you see your
moth­er? Is that how you got it up, Dar­rin? Think­ing about Mom,
and how you re­al­ly want­ed to fuck her?”

She didn’t blink when he lurched up. His hands balled in­to
fists as the lead of his re­straints clanged against the bolt.

“Want to take a shot at me? It’s a piss­er not to be able to
fight back, isn’t it? I guess you know how Deena and Kar­lene felt.
You must be dis­ap­point­ed that you won’t be able to watch Judge
Mi­mo­to’s moth­er strug­gle, hear her scream. Or Elysse Wag­man,”
she said and look­ing in­to his eyes re­cit­ed the names of his
oth­er tar­gets.

“We found them all,” Peabody said, pil­ing on scorn. “That’s how
lucky we are.”

“Now you won’t be able to fin­ish your sick homage to your whore
of a moth­er.”

He got his hands un­der the ta­ble, tried to lift it, heave it,
but Eve and Peabody sim­ply coun­ter­weight­ed the oth­er side.

“Frus­trat­ing, isn’t it?” Eve com­ment­ed. “To be help­less. To
be con­trolled.”

His mus­cles trem­bled with the ef­fort, but he pulled back, sat
again. “If you’ve got me nailed, why are we wast­ing time with all
this?”

“That’s what they pay us for. So, if you’re in a hur­ry, why
don’t you lay it out for the record?” Eve prompt­ed. “You know you
want to. It has to be sat­is­fy­ing to brag about what you did
man­age to pull off. I can give you a lit­tle spring­board. You’ve
been stalk­ing your tar­gets for months, re­search­ing them,
plan­ning. Hell, you’ve been think­ing about it for years. All your
life, ba­si­cal­ly. I have to fig­ure you picked Deena to start as
she was the eas­iest. Just a kid, a shy girl—the vir­gin—eas­ily
daz­zled by at­ten­tion, ex­cit­ed by the idea of a se­cret
boyfriend. You used the Columbia con­nec­tion. You’d gone there, so
you knew the cam­pus. And since her friend Jamie Lingstrom goes
there, a lit­tle field-​work and you could toss out some names
she’d rec­og­nize. Low­er her de­fens­es.”

He shrugged.

“If you think we’re go­ing to of­fer you a deal, like your
moth­er got when she was caught us­ing and whor­ing twen­ty years
ago, think again.”

Dar­rin bared his teeth in a vi­cious smile. “You can tell
Mac­Mas­ters his pre­cious daugh­ter was the whore. I’ve been
fuck­ing her for weeks.”

Eve glanced at Peabody. “Did we ac­tu­al­ly think this mo­ron
had some smarts?”

“We did. He’s sure prov­ing us wrong since we know,
con­clu­sive­ly, the on­ly way he could get his pa­thet­ic dick
in­to Deena was to drug her, re­strain her, and rape her.”

“All you had to do with his moth­er was pay her.”

“Shut the fuck up. You don’t know any­thing.”

“En­light­en me. Ex­plain to me why the peo­ple in­volved in
your moth­er’s bust in New York twen­ty-​one years ago are
re­spon­si­ble for her death in Chica­go nine­teen years ago? Help
me make that leap, Dar­rin.”

“It was that fuck­ing cop who ru­ined her. Set her up.”

“Mac­Mas­ters set her up?”

“Plant­ed the il­le­gals on her, black­mailed her in­to hav­ing
sex with him, the same as rape. Then he cov­ers it up, says she’s
whor­ing. My moth­er was the best shifter on the grift there
was.”

Eve changed her tone, put a touch of ad­mi­ra­tion in­to it.
“She had the ID skills.”

“She could be any­body she want­ed to be, take any­thing she
want­ed to take. And so what? No­body got hurt.”

“How about the peo­ple she swin­dled? How about Vin­cent
Pauley?”

“Marks.” He shrugged again. “They’re lame enough to get tak­en,
they get tak­en. Vin­nie? He’s al­ways been a dick, al­ways been
jeal­ous of my fa­ther, al­ways came in sec­ond best to him. My
moth­er need­ed some­where to stay when she was preg­nant with me
and my fa­ther got rail­road­ed in­to prison. She on­ly slept with
that ass­hole for my sake.”

“Is that what she told you?”

“She nev­er talked about it, any of it. What hap­pened to her
ru­ined her. Took the life out of her be­fore those cops set her up
with the Stal­lions in Chica­go. Be­fore they killed her.”

“In­ter­est­ing.” Eve fur­rowed her brow, flipped through the
pa­pers in the file on the ta­ble. “None of that’s in my file.
Where did you get this in­for­ma­tion?”

“My fa­ther told me ev­ery­thing. How they tore the life out of
her be­fore they killed her, how they ripped our fam­ily apart
be­cause the cops black­mailed her in­to try­ing to get the goods
on them.”

“So … the Chica­go cops black­mailed your moth­er to
in­fil­trate the Stal­lions.”

“Mac­Mas­ters set it up. She was worn out when she got out of
prison, and he used that. He had an in with that crooked judge, and
made her weasel for him or he’d send her back in.”

“But she was killed in Chica­go.”

“She tried to get away, take me away, but he tracked her, and
set her up with the Chica­go cops.”

“He must’ve been pret­ty ob­sessed with her to go to all that
trou­ble.”

“That’s the way it was.”

“Your fa­ther gave you all this in­for­ma­tion.”

“He had to raise me on his own, be­cause they killed her. They
hu­mil­iat­ed her, locked her away, raped her. She was beau­ti­ful,
and they killed her.”

“And she loved you,” Peabody said, with a hint of sym­pa­thy.
“She sac­ri­ficed for you.”

“She lived for me. We had a good life. We didn’t have to play by
any­one else’s rules.” Dar­rin balled his hands in­to fists on the
ta­ble. “She was free, and beau­ti­ful. That’s why Mac­Mas­ters
want­ed her, why he forced her. Then he had to cov­er it up. They
had that bitch take me away.”

“Jaynie Robins.”

“In Mac­Mas­ters’s pock­et, like the rest of them. They tried to
keep me from my fa­ther, but he fought to get me back. He promised
my moth­er he’d take care of me.”

“And Robins’s su­per­vi­sor, the APA, the judge, the rest?”

His face went cold again, blank again. “They were all
re­spon­si­ble, one way or the oth­er.”

“So you and your fa­ther worked out how you’d avenge your
moth­er, how you’d make those who’d hurt her pay.”

“Why should they get away with it? Why should they have their
lives, their fam­ilies?”

“So your fa­ther—Vance—picked the or­der. He picked Deena as the
first tar­get, the first kill.”

“We de­cid­ed to­geth­er. We’re a team, we’ve al­ways been a
team.”

“So he could do some of the re­search, the stalk­ing on one
tar­get while you worked an­oth­er. Very ef­fi­cient.”

“We’re a team,” Dar­rin re­peat­ed. “We’ve al­ways been a
team.”

“Plus he could go to Col­orado to re­search the APA while you
stayed here to work Deena. How did he de­cide you’d plan to kill
the sis­ter there, and not the moth­er, for in­stance?”

“For Christ’s sake, the sis­ter’s in New Jer­sey. It’s ba­sic
ge­og­ra­phy.”

“He did the pre­lim­inary stalk­ing there then, right? Un­til
the con­tact.”

“Didn’t I say we’re a team? He’d start the field- and e-​work,
gath­er the da­ta, then I … ” His face tight­ened. “I’m not
say­ing any­thing else about my fa­ther.”

“Fine. Pro­tect him like your moth­er did. You go down, he
walks. There’s déjà vu. On­ly you don’t go away for a year and a
half like she did. You’re go­ing away for two life terms, no
pos­si­bil­ity of pa­role, with the ex­tra twen­ty-​five for
in­tent on Mrs. Mi­mo­to.”

“Long time,” Peabody com­ment­ed, “when you go in this young.
You know, Dal­las, I bet Vance had al­ibis set up for him­self each
time the kid here went on a kill. That’s his pat­tern.”

“Doesn’t mat­ter, the old man’s got no balls. We’ve got the big
fish here, and he can flop and gasp on the shore alone.”

“If you think I’ll turn on my fa­ther, you’re crazy. And you’ll
nev­er find him.”

“Couldn’t care less. You’re all I need, Dar­rin. You’re young,
and that just makes me want to sing and dance. Be­cause that means
you’ll be in a cage on a rock off plan­et for about a cen­tu­ry.
You’re go­ing to have a re­al­ly, re­al­ly long time to think, to
fig­ure out how you’ve been screwed with.”

“You think you scare me? It was worth it, just to see
Mac­Mas­ters stand­ing there, and his dead daugh­ter in a box. It’s
bet­ter, even bet­ter, be­cause now he knows why. He’ll know why,
ev­ery day he sucks in air, that he killed his own daugh­ter the
day he killed my moth­er.”

“I’ll give you the bonus. Make him suf­fer even more. Walk us
through what you did to Deena.”

His lips twitched in­to a smile. “You were right. She was
easy.”

It made her sick, turned her stom­ach in­to a raw, churn­ing
mass of re­vul­sion. She’d seen it, most of it, in her head
al­ready. But now he spoke for the record, re­lay­ing ev­ery
de­tail. Not rev­el­ing in it, Eve not­ed. Some­how his prag­mat­ic
step-​by-​step was worse than glee.

He’d done what he had to do. What, she be­lieved, he’d been
cre­at­ed to do.

When he’d fin­ished re­lat­ing the mur­ders of Deena and
Kar­lene, his frame­work and in­ten­tions for mur­der­ing the
oth­ers, he sat back, eye ing Eve qui­et­ly.

“Is that enough for you?”

“We’re done. You’ll be tak­en back to a cell. The court will
ap­point coun­sel for you if you don’t se­lect an at­tor­ney of
your own.”

“I don’t need a lawyer. I don’t need a tri­al. Your laws mean
noth­ing to me. I’m young, like you said. Even­tu­al­ly I’ll find
my way out, my way back. And I’ll fin­ish what I start­ed.”

“Sure you will.” Eve rose. “Record off. Peabody, get some­one to
take Dar­rin back to his cage.”

She wait­ed un­til Peabody stepped out. “He set you up, Dar­rin,
this man you wor­ship. He twist­ed your mind from the time you were
a ba­by, so he could cov­er his own ac­tions, maybe his own guilt.
He set you up, like he set your moth­er up, his broth­er up. He set
your moth­er up, here in New York, and again in Chica­go. Be­cause
he want­ed quick mon­ey. Be­cause he want­ed her to do the work.
Be­cause he was, is, a cow­ard.”

“You’re a ly­ing cunt.” He spat at her, with that vi­cious smile
in place.

“Why would I lie? You’ll ask your­self that even­tu­al­ly. Vance
Pauley? He’s a us­er.”

“You don’t know shit.”

“More than you can imag­ine,” she said, think­ing of the first
eight years of her life. “The rea­son I’m telling you this is
be­cause some­time in the long, long decades you’re in that
con­crete cage, you’re go­ing to think about it. You’re go­ing to
think, and won­der, and maybe re­al­ize the truth. I re­al­ly hope
you re­al­ize the truth. Be­cause it’ll make you suf­fer. Your
fa­ther killed your moth­er.”

“You’re a liar.”

She on­ly shook her head. “No gain in it for me. I’ve closed
this case, and you’re fin­ished. You’ll have a long time to think
about that.” She turned to the door, nod­ded to the pair of
uni­forms who stepped in. “Take this worth­less shit back to his
cage.”

Eve stood where she was, pressed her hands to her face. Rubbed
hard as if to scrub away a film of ug­ly mem­ories.

She turned to Mac­Mas­ters when he came to the door. “I’m sor­ry
you had to hear that.”

“Don’t be. She was mine, and I need­ed to know …
ev­ery­thing. I need­ed to know. You’re go­ing af­ter the fa­ther
now.”

“Yes, I am.”

He nod­ded. “This is enough for me, has to be. I’m tak­ing a
leave of ab­sence. My wife and I need time. She asked me to
apol­ogize to you.”

“There’s no need.”

His face was un­bear­ably sad, un­bear­ably weary. “There is,
for her. Please ac­cept.”

“Then I do.”

He nod­ded again. “Good-​bye, Lieu­tenant.”

“Good-​bye, Cap­tain.”

She made a copy of the record­ing, gath­ered her files. When she
walked in­to her of­fice, Roarke turned from her win­dow.

“This is get­ting to be a habit. I didn’t know you were
here.”

“I haven’t been here long. Long enough to have heard the last of
that.” He came to her, stroked her cheek. “Dif­fi­cult for you.
Hideous to hear him go step-​by-​step on what he did to that girl,
and to that young wom­an.”

“There’ll be worse. There’s al­ways worse.” For a mo­ment she
felt in­side her what she’d seen in Mac­Mas­ters’s eyes.
Un­bear­able sad­ness. Un­bear­able weari­ness. “Some­thing like
that, like him? It makes you re­al­ize there’s nev­er a lim­it on
cru­el.”

“Dal­las?” Peabody hes­itat­ed at the door. “I just want­ed to
tell you I’d write this up. Mi­ra was in Ob­ser­va­tion as
re­quest­ed, and she’ll write up her find­ings.”

“Good. Don’t wor­ry about the pa­per­work. Go. I’ve got a few
things left to deal with. Do me a fa­vor and go take care of the
Louise thing. What­ev­er’s left of the re­hearsal, the rest of
it.”

“We can be late. She’ll get it.”

“Yeah, she will. But there’s no point. Go. If you’re han­dling
it I don’t have to feel guilty for be­ing late.”

“Okay. It’ll be good to shake this off, just shake all this off
and do some­thing … bright.”

“Yeah. I’ll be an­oth­er hour or two.” She let out a long breath
when Peabody’s foot­steps echoed away. “Bright. I’m not in the mood
for bright. Com­put­er, dis­play map of Man­hat­tan, Low­er
West.”

“Why?” Roarke asked when the com­put­er ac­knowl­edged.

“You weren’t there for the whole thing. He gave me the old man.
Gave me con­spir­acy to mur­der, con­spir­acy to at­tempt­ed. I’m
not sure he re­al­ized it. He didn’t give me where the nest is. Not
di­rect­ly. But he said he walked home. Af­ter he killed Robins, he
walked home.”

She rubbed the rocks of ten­sion in the back of her neck. “And
the cof­fee. The go-​cup. Those Hotz Cafés are all over the place.
But fig­ur­ing he didn’t walk from one side of the is­land to the
oth­er, he picked up the cof­fee be­tween his nest and the scene.
Prob­ably clos­er to his nest. And the nest is go­ing to be with­in
rea­son­able walk­ing dis­tance of the loft.”

Roarke stepped be­hind her, gave her neck and shoul­ders a good,
hard rub. “Then you’re go­ing to like the da­ta I brought you.”

“What da­ta?”

“On the se­cu­ri­ty sys­tem. No, try to re­lax for one damn
minute,” he or­dered. “Let’s get a cou­ple of these boul­ders out
of here. I’ve been run­ning var­ious da­ta streams on that, adding
some Na­dine’s re­search team came up with. And I’d re­fined it to
about a dozen most like­lies, which I as­sumed you’d want to check
out.”

“That’s good. Ex­cel­lent. The da­ta,” she added. “The shoul­der
rub’s not so bad ei­ther.”

“Just do­ing my job. There now, that’s a lit­tle bet­ter.”
Step­ping back, he took out his PPC. “If we add the ge­ograph­ical
el­ement to the da­ta I have … We have not a dozen, but …
one.”

Her eyes lit with pur­pose. “Give me that.”

“This is my job, too.” He held it out of reach. “A Pere­dyne
Com­pa­ny in the West Vil­lage.”

“Not an in­di­vid­ual, not the usu­al ini­tials. Just the P,
which could be why I kept miss­ing it.”

“It may al­so be be­cause Pere­dyne’s list­ed as an arm of Iris
Som­mer Memo­ri­al.”

“I.S. Clever. Well, you’re more clever since you found it. I
need to run it to make sure it’s not—”

“Al­ready do­ing it,” he told her. “And … there’s no
list­ing in New York for ei­ther of those com­pa­nies. It’s a shell
with­in a shell.”

She turned, rushed out to the bullpen. “Bax­ter.”

“Nice job, Dal­las.” He gave her a wink, a salute. “I love
go­ing off the roll on the up­side.”

“You’re not go­ing off the roll. Con­fer­ence room, five
min­utes. True­heart, with Bax­ter.”

“But—”

She sim­ply turned and pulled her new com­mu­ni­ca­tor out of
her pock­et as she got mov­ing. “Feeney,” she said. “We found the
bas­tard’s hole. Con­fer­ence room. Now.”

“I want to play,” Roarke told her.

“You’ve earned it.” She caught her­self be­fore she grabbed him,
kissed him, right in front of a cor­ri­dor full of cops. In­stead,
she sent him a fierce grin. “Get me a tube of Pep­si, will
you?”

In un­der nine­ty min­utes, Eve had the pret­ty brick town house
in the West Vil­lage cov­ered. Cops in soft clothes sat at a bistro
ta­ble out­side a tiny restau­rant, hunched in ve­hi­cles, strolled
the side­walks. Eve bought a soy dog from a glide-​cart manned by
Jenk­in­son.

“Some of them give tips,” he said. “I’m keep­ing the tips.”

“I don’t want to hear about it.”

“Maybe he rab­bit­ed, LT.” He hand­ed her the dog.

“No rea­son to. The son didn’t make a call, hasn’t asked to yet.
If he thinks about it, makes the de­mand, we can stall him. As far
as Pauley knows, the fruit of his fuck­ing loins is busy killing an
old wom­an.”

Roarke took the sec­ond dog, strolled away with Eve. “I could
eas­ily get in the place.”

“Yeah, and that’s what we’ll do if he doesn’t show in an­oth­er
hour. We’ve got our war­rant. But since the sen­sors show the place
is emp­ty, I’d rather wait.”

She bit in­to the dog. “We wait un­til he comes back, un­til
he’s in that lit­tle gat­ed area. Nowhere to run. Je­sus, Louise’s
place is on­ly a block away. I prac­ti­cal­ly walked by this place
a few days ago. I might’ve passed the bas­tard on the street.”

Roarke took her hand, laced his fin­gers with hers. “Part of our
cov­er,” he said eas­ily.

“Sure. He’s not home be­cause he’s out some­where he can be
seen, where he can buy some­thing, get a time-​stamped re­ceipt.
Just in case. It’s al­ways been about cov­er­ing his own ass.”

A dif­fi­cult top­ic for a pret­ty sum­mer evening, Roarke
thought, but she need­ed to talk it through. “Why mold the boy
in­to a killer?”

“Maybe he didn’t have to mold that much. Hell if I know. That’s
for Mi­ra or some­one like her. I have to fig­ure, maybe it ate at
him some. Maybe it was his way to turn it around, not just so he’d
be a hero to Dar­rin, but so he could be­lieve what he was
spew­ing. Ev­ery­one else’s fault, ev­ery­one else is to blame.
Pun­ish them.”

“Will the rea­sons mat­ter to you?”

“No. I don’t think they will.”

“Dal­las?”

She turned, saw Charles Mon­roe, groom-​to-​be, smil­ing as he
hur­ried to­ward them. “Shit.”

“What in the world are you two do­ing around here? I left your
place less than an hour ago. I thought there were ma­jor plans for
the ladies tonight.”

“There are. They should be do­ing some … thing right now.”
What the hell, she thought, it was good cov­er. Just some friends
run­ning in­to each oth­er on the street. “This isn’t your
block.”

“No. I’m just out walk­ing off some nerves. To­mor­row’s …
it.”

“You don’t look a bit ner­vous to me,” Roarke com­ment­ed.

He didn’t, Eve agreed. He looked stupid with hap­py, just like
Louise. And el­egant de­spite the ca­su­al shirt and pants.

“I take it the re­hearsal went off okay. Sor­ry about need­ing
stand-​ins.”

“No prob­lem, and it went very well. As far as I could tell.” He
laughed a lit­tle. “I want it to be per­fect for her. I caught
my­self check­ing the weath­er fore­casts ev­ery ten min­utes on my
way home, and once I got there. So I got out of the house. You
should come back, come have a drink, save me from my weath­er
ob­ses­sion.”

“Can’t. I’m on an op, and sub­ject sight­ed,” she said. “Hold
po­si­tions. Let him get in­side the gate, then move in.”

“What?”

“Just keep talk­ing,” she said to Charles. “Roarke, talk to
Charles.”

“Have you made your hon­ey­moon plans?” Roarke asked
pleas­ant­ly even as his eyes tracked over to the man who strolled
down the side­walk car­ry­ing a shop­ping bag.

“Ah, yes. We’re go­ing to Tus­cany.”

“Don’t look around, Charles. Talk to Roarke.”

“We … have a vil­la there for a cou­ple of weeks. Then
we—”

“It was great to see you.” Eve shot him a huge smile, lift­ing
her voice as Pauley reached out for his gar­den gate. “Wish we had
more time, but we have to … Go!”

She sprint­ed, caught the gate Pauley left to swing shut be­hind
him. And pressed her weapon to the back of his neck. “You don’t
want to move.”

Ten armed of­fi­cers sur­round­ed the court­yard, weapons aimed.
The bag Pauley held fell to the ground, shat­ter­ing the
con­tents.

“What’s go­ing on? What’s the prob­lem?”

“Hands be­hind your back. Oh, please hes­itate. Please try to
run or re­sist. Give me an ex­cuse.”

“I’m co­op­er­at­ing.” He put his hands be­hind his back, and
Eve cuffed him. “I don’t want any trou­ble. I don’t
un­der­stand.”

“Then I’ll ex­plain.” She jerked him around to face her. “Vance
Pauley, you’re un­der ar­rest for con­spir­acy to com­mit mur­der,
two counts, and con­spir­acy with in­tent to mur­der, one count.
You have the right to re­main silent.”

“I don’t—”

“Shut up. Didn’t I just tell you you have the right to re­main
silent?” She com­plet­ed the Re­vised Mi­ran­da, then kicked at the
shards of glass on the ground. “Bought some prime brew. I guess you
planned a lit­tle cel­ebra­tion for your son when he got home
tonight. The thing is, he won’t be com­ing home, for the rest of
his life. And he flipped on you, Dad­dy.”

He went pale, and his eyes dark and an­gry. “I don’t know what
you’re talk­ing about. Where is my son? I have a right to—”

“I gave you all the rights you’re go­ing to get. Like fa­ther,
like son. When push came to shove, he cov­ered his own ass.”

“That’s bull­shit. He’d nev­er say any­thing against me.”

She smiled. “Take this delu­sion­al ass­hole in­to Cen­tral.
Book him on the counts charged and put him in a cage. We’ll be
talk­ing soon, Vance. Re­al soon.”

She turned to Roarke and a fas­ci­nat­ed Charles. “Now you and
the e-​geeks can by­pass se­cu­ri­ty. By the num­bers, peo­ple,”
she called out. “Records on, I want top to bot­tom, in­side and
out. Bag it, tag it, log it.”

“Well.” Charles smiled at her. “This was cer­tain­ly an
ex­cit­ing walk around the neigh­bor­hood.”

“Mak­ing your streets safer for new­ly­weds. I got­ta go. I’ll
see you to mor­row.”

“I’ll be there. Oh, tell Louise, when you see her, tell her I
can’t wait.”

“I’ll do that.”

She took him alone. She saw no rea­son to keep any of the team
on the clock any longer. Car­ry­ing a large box, she went in­to
In­ter­view.

“Record on,” she be­gan.

“This is some sort of ridicu­lous mis­take. I haven’t asked for
a lawyer—yet—be­cause I don’t want to make it more com­pli­cat­ed.
Now, I de­mand to see my son.”

“No. Shut up and lis­ten, be­cause this re­al­ly isn’t go­ing to
take that long. And I’ve got things to do. We’ve con­fis­cat­ed all
your elec­tron­ics, and we al­ready have all the da­ta you
ac­cu­mu­lat­ed on Deena Mac­Mas­ters, Kar­lene Robins, Char­ity
Mi­mo­to, Elysse—well, you know who they are. You kept ex­cel­lent
records of your re­search, your video doc­umen­ta­tion. Oh, just
for the hell of it, we’re throw­ing in the ID fraud charges and all
that. We brought your work­shop in, too. Plus, there’s the
il­le­gals. It just keeps pil­ing on, Vance.”

“Look, you don’t un­der­stand.” He spread his hands, a man of
per­fect rea­son. “I have to see my boy. I have to make sure he’s
all right. You … some­thing’s wrong with him. I’m afraid he
might have done some­thing. He might have done some­thing
hor­ri­ble. I’ve tried to take care of him, but he’s been—”

“Do you think I’m go­ing to buy that bull­shit?” She let her
fury go, just go, and hauled him out of the chair. “You
dis­gust­ing fuck­er. You made him, and now you’d let him fry. Just
like you let her. To save your­self.”

She all but threw him back in­to the chair. “You have no idea
what I’d like to do to you, with my bare hands. So don’t fuck with
me. You made a mon­ster out of him. You raped his mind, filled it
with hate and loathing and lies. What makes peo­ple like you,
fa­thers like you who’d do that to their chil­dren?”

She stepped away, stared at her­self in the two-​way mir­ror.
Her heart beat too fast, and her hands want­ed to trem­ble. It was
get­ting away from her, she thought. She couldn’t let it get away
from her.

She lift­ed one hand, laid her palm on the glass. A mir­ror on
one side, a win­dow on the oth­er. And she imag­ined Roarke’s palm
pressed to hers.

He knew her, she re­mind­ed her­self. All there was. He was
there, and he’d keep be­ing there. She could han­dle this. She
could han­dle any­thing.

Okay, she thought. I’m okay.

For an­oth­er mo­ment, she stared in­to her own eyes. “She
didn’t love him ei­ther, or not enough. He was … sec­ondary to
her. It was all about you.” Steady again, she turned back. “She
pro­tect­ed you and didn’t spare him a back­ward glance. And when
you got over your head with the Stal­lions, you of­fered her. She
was sec­ondary to you, af­ter your own ass. She was some­one to be
used. That’s all she was to you. A bar­gain­ing chip.”

“That’s not true.” He said it slow­ly, his voice thick­en­ing,
his eyes tak­ing on a sheen. “I loved my son’s moth­er.”

“You can’t even say his name. You don’t know which name to use.
He nev­er re­al­ly had one,” she added. Nei­ther had she. They
hadn’t named her so she’d re­main noth­ing.

“He told us ev­ery­thing.”

“He wouldn’t do that.”

“Oh yes, he would.” Some of her fa­tigue came through, so she
used it and an­gled it to­ward a kind of bore­dom. “In his twist­ed
way, he was mak­ing you a hero.” She walked back, leaned down. “He
was brag­ging about you, Vance. How you taught him ev­ery­thing,
told him ev­ery­thing. How you found your tar­gets to­geth­er. How
you did the stalk­ing, the re­search, shared that with him. How you
planned it all out.

“And even if I didn’t have all that—on the record … ”

She be­gan pulling items out of the box. “Discs—with da­ta on
the two peo­ple he mur­dered, the wom­an he tried to kill just
to­day, on the one he planned to kill next week, and so on. On
their fam­ilies, their habits, their work, their friends.

“Very thor­ough.”

She pulled out stacks of pho­tos. “Vi­su­als of same—in­clud­ing
the ones he took of Deena and Kar­lene af­ter he’d fin­ished with
them, so he could share the tri­umph with you. There’s more.
There’s so much more. It’s just a freak­ing ban­quet of ev­idence.
I know an APA who’s go­ing to be shed­ding tears of joy.”

“I can make a deal.” He ges­tured with his hands, like a
politi­cian, she thought, em­pha­siz­ing a talk­ing point. “There’s
a lot you don’t know. I’ll give you in­for­ma­tion.”

“Gee, that’s some of­fer. But, no thanks. I’ve got more than I
need, and jeez, it’s been a long day al­ready. Your prints are all
over this stuff. All over it.”

He rubbed a hand over his mouth. “I’m show­ing re­morse. He
pulled me in­to it. He’s my son, and he need­ed my help. I raised
him on my own, just him and me. And los­ing his moth­er the way we
did, it … marked us. I was go­ing to talk him in­to turn­ing
him­self in, to get help.”

“Would that be af­ter he killed Judge Mi­mo­to’s moth­er to­day,
or maybe just one or two more?”

“I didn’t know about to­day. About Mi­mo­to. I … thought he
was at work. He con­sults for Bio­dent, he’s a da­ta an­alyst. I
thought he was at work.”

“Je­sus, Vance.” She paused, let out a bel­ly laugh. “You’re so
com­plete­ly screwed. You have to­day’s hit marked on your
freak­ing date­book like a den­tist ap­point­ment.”

“I couldn’t stop him.”

“Are you just go­ing to keep throw­ing this shit at the wall
un­til some­thing sticks?”

“I nev­er killed any­body. That has to mean some­thing. I helped
him, sure. Okay, I helped him set it all up, but that’s all. And
I’m re­morse­ful. You can cut me a break. I nev­er killed
any­body.”

“Yes, you did.” The fa­tigue van­ished, the bore­dom flipped
in­to icy rage. “And if I could, I’d charge you with the mur­der of
Illya Schooner, and with a kid of about four who died and be­came
what you want­ed him to be. The on­ly break you’ll get from me is
the rec­om­men­da­tion you be placed in a cage in an­oth­er sec­tor
of Omega, so you nev­er have con­tact with your son. Be­cause he’ll
fig­ure it out soon­er or lat­er, I gave him a start on that
to­day. And once he does, he’ll turn his tal­ents on you. So the
break you get, Vance? You live.”

“I want a lawyer.”

“Sub­ject has re­quest­ed rep­re­sen­ta­tion. In­ter­view
end.”

“There’s mon­ey,” he said as she be­gan load­ing the box. “I
have a lot of mon­ey hid­den away. Se­cure. I can make it worth
your while if you lose that ev­idence.”

“Re­al­ly? My while’s worth a lot.”

“Five mil­lion.”

“So, if I tam­per with this ev­idence so you get off, you’ll
give me five mil­lion dol­lars?”

“Cash.”

“Thanks.” She tapped her lapel. “I guess you didn’t no­tice my
recorder. We’ll add at­tempt­ing to bribe a po­lice of­fice to the
roll.”

He screamed at her as she walked out, ug­ly in­vec­tives that
were mu­sic to her ears. “Walk this down to Ev­idence.” She passed
the box to the uni­form she had wait­ing. “And you can take that
ball of puss. He wants a lawyer.”

She kept walk­ing. Roarke met her with a tube of Pep­si.

“God, that felt good. Now I feel good.” She cracked the tube and
drank deep. “Now bright sounds right.”

“Peabody called to check. I told her I thought you were
wrap­ping things up. I’m to tell you Tri­na’s wait­ing for
you.”

“Shit. That was mean of you.”

He walked with her. “You did well. You … dec­imat­ed
him.”

“You were in Ob­ser­va­tion? I … I felt you.”

“Where else would I be?”

This time she took his hand, laced her fin­gers with his. Palm
to palm, she thought. He was there. He al­ways would be.

“I know it sounds weird, but when I start­ed to fill up with
him, with my fa­ther, I felt you. I guess you could say I leaned on
you. It helped me stay steady.”

He brought her hand to his lips. “Let’s you and I go find some
of that bright.”
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THE ROOM SMELLED LIKE A GAR­DEN AND SOUND­ED LIKE A flock of
birds—pos­si­bly chick­adees—had just tak­en roost. Why, she
won­dered, did wom­en so of­ten sound like song­birds when they
gath­ered to­geth­er for one of their rites?

She sat, be­cause she’d told her­self it was her job to sit, in
what Peabody had glee­ful­ly dubbed the Bridal Suite, while Tri­na
slathered God-​knew-​what all over her face.

“Stop squirm­ing.” Tri­na, her hair a puz­zling maze of braids
and twists in scream­ing red, kept slather­ing.

“When, by all that’s holy, are you go­ing to stop?”

“When I’m fin­ished. This prod­uct is go­ing to help ease the
bruis­ing and cov­er it up. You could’ve at least tried not to get
hit in the face right be­fore the wed­ding.”

“Oh yeah, I should’ve tried hard­er not to get caught in a
hu­man stam­pede since a black eye doesn’t go with my dress.”

“What I’m say­ing,” Tri­na agreed. “It’s not so bad. We got a
lot of it treat­ed last night when you fi­nal­ly got here.”

“Would you get off my ass? Mur­der­ers, two vi­cious killers
be­hind bars.”

“I’ll add it to your score­card,” Tri­na said and snapped her
gum.

Peabody, her hair glossed and curled, her square-​jawed face
pol­ished and paint­ed, peered over Tri­na’s shoul­der. “You can
hard­ly see it. Plus, it makes her skin all dewy.”

“Wait till I add the base.”

“More? I al­ready have an inch trow­eled on. Why can’t I—”

“Quit bitch­ing. Why don’t you get her some cham­pagne,” Tri­na
sug­gest­ed. “This can soak in while I start on Louise.” She gave
Eve a hard grin. “She doesn’t need as much work.”

“Sure.” Peabody strolled off in her floaty blue dress and bare
feet.

Mavis, in a skintight mi­ni near­ly as red as Tri­na’s hair
zipped up on match­ing san­dals with the tee­ter­ing heels shaped
like open hearts. “Look­ing flip, Dal­las. Is this the most to­tal
day ev­er? Here hold Bel­lam­ina a minute. I want to get bub­bly
for the bride.”

So say­ing, she dropped her six-​month-​old daugh­ter in Eve’s
lap. “Hey, Mavis, don’t—”

But it was too late as Eve had an arm­ful of chub­by ba­by in
foam­ing, lacy pink. Blonde curls in pink rib­bons danced as Bel­la
bounced. She said, “Gah,” and grinned.

“Okay. God. Okay. Why are you al­ways smil­ing?” Eve de­mand­ed.
“What do you know?”

Bel­la squealed, gave a kind of push and straight­ened her legs
un­til she was stand­ing, weav­ing and bob­bing with a ma­ni­acal
look in her eyes as an ice pick of pan­ic rammed in­to Eve’s
stom­ach. “What’s she do­ing? For God’s sake, some­body do
some­thing.”

“She’s just try­ing out her legs.” Ef­fi­cient­ly, Peabody
snatched the gig­gling ba­by, bal­anced Bel­la on her hip, then
passed Eve a flute of cham­pagne.

Eve drank half of it down in one swal­low.

APA Cher Reo breezed in, sleek and cool in pale laven­der.
“Ev­ery­thing looks amaz­ing! The flow­ers, the can­dles, the—”

“Are you sure?” Louise de­mand­ed from her chair as Tri­na
fussed and brushed. “I feel like I should pop down and just make
sure ev­ery­thing’s in place.”

“Be­lieve me. It’s like a fairy tale. Oh God, yes,” she said
when Mavis scoot­ed up with an­oth­er glass of cham­pagne. “I
want­ed to come up, let you know the sta­tus, Dal­las. Dar­rin
Pauley, against ad­vice of coun­sel, waives a tri­al. Coun­sel’s
try­ing to pull a ‘he’s men­tal­ly in­ca­pable,’ which won’t fly.
That’s ac­cord­ing to Mi­ra. He un­der­stands the dif­fer­ence
be­tween right and wrong, is legal­ly com­pe­tent to make
de­ci­sions. He just doesn’t give a rat’s ass. That’s
para­phras­ing Mi­ra. They don’t have a prayer. He’s go­ing in, and
stay­ing in.”

“That calls for an­oth­er drink. Vance Pauley?”

“Wants a tri­al. Re­fused an of­fer of twen­ty-​five for each
con­spir­acy count, con­sec­utive­ly. That’s added on to time for
the fraud, and the bribery.”

“What the hell did you make an of­fer for?”

“Dal­las, sev­en­ty-​five years plus puts him in for the rest of
his life. He knows it, and he’s gam­bling. He’s go­ing to lose. The
good guys won. So.” She lift­ed her glass. “Oh, Na­dine’s on her
way. She just fin­ished a live up­date on the ar­rests.
We’re—Tri­na, what kind of eye­shad­ow is that? It’s
gor­geous!”

Law and or­der for­got­ten un­der en­hance­ments, Reo scram­bled
over to watch Tri­na trans­form the bride.

Wom­en came in, went out in what seemed to Eve a blur of sum­mer
col­or. She strug­gled to sit sto­ical­ly while she her­self was
trans­formed. Paint­ed, buffed, fluffed, and pol­ished. She could
on­ly feel re­lief when she could es­cape Tri­na’s hands, shrug off
the pro­tec­tive cape, the robe, and get dressed.

“You look re­al­ly mag,” Peabody said and brushed her fin­gers
over the tis­sue-​thin lay­ers of Eve’s dress. “It’s like
sun­light, the col­or. Sum­mer sun­light.”

“My hug­gie bear’s a ge­nius,” Mavis pro­claimed. “I’m play­ing
hand-​maid so, I’ve got your glit­ters.”

“Se­ri­ous glit­ters.” Peabody whis­tled at the long dan­gles of
di­amonds Eve fixed to her ears.

“Ice re­al­ly sets off the dress. Pen­dant, bracelets,” Mavis
con­tin­ued.

“I don’t need all that stuff.”

“Trust Leonar­do. He worked out the look. See for your­self.”
Mavis cir­cled her fin­ger so Eve turned to look in the long
mir­ror.

“Hm­mm.” The dress was more fe­male than her usu­al, with all
the sheer lay­ers shim­mer­ing down, but she had to ad­mit it
wasn’t fussy. And the di­amonds, clear and clean, prob­ably did add
some­thing. “Fine. Good.”

“To­tal,” Mavis cor­rect­ed.

“You need to help Louise dress now,” Peabody told her.

“Why? She’s a big girl. She’s prob­ably been dress­ing her­self
for years.”

“It’s tra­di­tion.”

Eve rolled her eyes. “Okay, okay.” She walked over to where
Louise stood un­belt­ing her robe. And cocked her eye­brows at the
frilly white corset and blue garter. “That’ll make a
state­ment.”

“It will lat­er. Right now its job is to make the dress fit
per­fect­ly.” She winced. “There’s that per­fect again.”

“Well, let’s see.” Eve start­ed to re­move the dress from its
hang­er. “Man, there’s a lot of it. No won­der you can’t do it
your­self.”

“Oh God. I’m putting on my wed­ding dress.”

Eve looked over sharply. “Don’t start leak­ing! It’ll do
some­thing to your face, then Tri­na will start up again.”

“I’m wa­ter­proofed.” She turned her back so Eve could fas­ten
the back of the dress.

“Your grand­moth­er’s ear­rings.” Peabody hand­ed Louise the
del­icate pearl drops. “Some­thing old.”

“New, the dress, blue, the garter.” Louise put on the ear­rings.
“And the neck­lace Leonar­do picked from Dal­las’s trea­sure box
for some­thing bor­rowed.” She glanced back at Eve be­fore Peabody
helped her fas­ten it. “Thanks.”

“No prob­lem. Near­ly done here. One more but­ton. There,
Je­sus, there must be two dozen but­tons.”

“No, don’t turn around yet! Don’t look yet!” Peabody or­dered.
“We have to at­tach the veil, then you can look.”

“You do it. I’ll mess up her hair, then Tri­na will kill me.”
And Eve had to ad­mit, the soft, loose curls were pret­ty, and
well, per­fect, she de­cid­ed when Peabody hooked the veil to the
tiny, sparkling tiara nes­tled in them.

Peabody snif­fled, blinked, but tears spilled out any­way.

“Cut it out,” Eve or­dered.

“I can’t help it.” She stepped back, where she and Mavis wrapped
arms around each oth­er’s waist and snif­fled in ac­cord.

Louise took a deep breath, turned.

“Well, holy shit.” Eve stared. “I think you went a cou­ple
clicks up from per­fect.”

Ro­man­tic, Eve thought, but al­most oth­er­world­ly with acres
of white foamy, filmy, float­ing skirts, the sparkle of beads on
the strap­less bodice. The dress was a win­ner, no ques­tion, but
the look on Louise’s face out­shone even that.

“I look like a bride,” Louise mur­mured.

“Here.” Tears trick­ling, Tri­na of­fered Louise her bou­quet of
sweet-​heart ros­es in shades of the palest pink to the deep­est
red. Then gave Eve and Peabody their small­er rounds. “Come on,
Mavis, we’d bet­ter get down there.”

Mavis scooped up the ba­by. “Say bye, Bel­la­ri­na. You’re all
se­ri­ous­ly beau­ti­ful.” She sighed and hur­ried out.

“Ready?” Eve asked Louise.

“Dal­las.” She held out a hand, took Eve’s for a hard squeeze.
“I’m so ready.”

The sun shone, and the qui­etest of breezes whis­pered un­der
the mu­sic of flutes and vi­olins. Mass­es of flow­ers sweet­ened
the air. Peabody walked first down the white run­ner form­ing an
aisle be­tween the seat­ed guests to­ward the ar­bor of white
ros­es where Charles stood with Roarke and Mc­Nab.

Eve fol­lowed her. Her eyes met Roarke’s. And there, she
thought, right there was the rea­son for this. The rea­son for the
flow­ers and the pomp, the fuss and the for­mal­ity.

There was love.

On­ly you, she re­mem­bered. She’d walked to him on a sum­mer
day once be­fore, and he’d seen on­ly her.

He smiled at her as he had when she’d walked down a white
run­ner to an ar­bor of white ros­es to­ward him. As it had then,
her heart gave one quick leap.

Some­times, she thought as she took her place, turned, life
could be pret­ty damn per­fect.









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





