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      Trisha staggered to her motorcycle just as hangover dizziness hit full force. She dropped to one knee on the slimy blacktop of the narrow alley, clutching the soft leather of the bike’s seat for balance. A deep breath brought a whiff of urine and wet rats into her nostrils.

      The rising sun peeked over the far corner of the four-story brick monstrosity that held the punk club where she’d spent the night.

      Best time to see the sunrise, when I’m ready for bed.

      But the beeper in her jacket pocket vibrated. Her fingers fumbled over a wad of tissues, breath mints, quarters, and subway tokens before she finally clutched the beeper.

      Her editor’s number stared at her from the display.

      Damn. Phone. Now. Back inside.

      As she turned, the sunlight caught the tank of her restored Indian Chief, making the bike’s Indian head logo seem like it was mocking her.

      Her sunglasses cut the morning glare enough for her to stumble past the dumpster to the back door of the club from which she’d come. She slapped her hand against the bricks for balance, inadvertently placing her palm right in the middle of the “beware” in the “Beware Out-of-Towners” message spray-painted on the wall.

      She pushed past through the creaky, crooked door into the club, where the smell of smoke washed over her. The darkness, such a contrast to the dawn, nearly blinded her. Oh, right. Sunglasses off.

      “Dick!’ she called.

      “Jesus, Red, you don’t have to shout,” Dick answered from his post behind the bar. “Thought you’d gone. I’m just about to clear out the refuse.”

      Trisha’s eyes adjusted to the light, seeing several people passed out on stage. They’d be in for a rude awakening. Dick wasn’t gentle, she knew by experience.

      She made the universal gesture for a phone. “Need to make a call. Now.” She held up her beeper.

      “Aren’t we important this morning.” But Dick slammed the club’s phone on top of the bar.

      “Hell, yeah, I’m important. The paper can’t run without me,” she shot back, sliding onto the stool. She could ask for water, but who knew what was swimming in it. “How about a Coke?”

      Dick rolled up his shirtsleeves, dug into the ice, and tossed her the can he’d found. She caught it with one hand. Jolt. Perfect.

      “Nice reflexes after all that tequila,” Dick said.

      “Thanks.” She searched her back pants pocket and dropped a five on the bar. It stuck to something. Not her problem. Let Dick peel it off.

      She cursed as it took forever to dial the old rotary phone.

      “Connell,” she announced as someone picked up.

      “Trisha, sorry for taking up your day off⁠—”

      City Desk Editor Joe Wilson sounded crisp and businesslike and not the least bit sorry. An alcohol-induced migraine, centered just above her left eye, made it hard to focus on his words.

      “—but I need you to get to City Hall in the next hour, to cover a press conference about the new zoning regulations.”

      “Zoning regulations?” It sounded worse when she repeated it. “Joe, I’m a crime reporter. Why am I covering zoning regulations? Put a stringer on it.”

      “Cardoza wants it covered, which means a stringer won’t do, and Tony’s in court all day. We need someone who can write something catchy, not boring, about this.”

      “Hell.” Cardoza, the publisher of the New York Herald. Joe’s boss.

      Trisha cradled the phone in her ear and pulled out the little notebook and pencil she kept in the inside pocket of the black leather jacket. “Exact time. Which room at City Hall. Anything else you got.”

      Joe rattled off the information, adding the names of the deputy mayor holding the press conference. Behind her, she heard Dick hauling the remnants of his customers to their feet.

      “Got it,” she said. “Anything else?”

      “Be aware of any undercurrents. Word is that this is just a money grab by developer friend of the deputy mayor. The rest of the reporters will ask polite questions. You won’t.”

      A chance to harass a deputy mayor at City Hall? The assignment was looking up. Some water and aspirin, and she’d be able to focus.

      “Oh, and be presentable, Trish. Cardoza is watching this story. He’ll hear if you roll up to the press conference looking like a punk.”

      “He wants me to wear a dress, he can buy me a damn car. He wants me to get there on time, I need to use the Indian.”

      “Look half-businesslike, at least. Don’t show up looking like one of the Ramones.”

      “The Slits are the female punk band.” Trisha took inventory of her clothes. The blue jeans, faded T-shirt, leather jacket, and motorcycle boots weren’t even half-businesslike. Not to mention the smell from the whiskey someone had spilled on her.

      Dammit, this was supposed to be her day off.

      “Sure. No problem.”

      “Every time you say that, there’s a problem. You’re not home, are you?” A long pause followed, broken by one of Joe’s familiar long-suffering ‘what-the-hell-are-you-doing-with-your-life’ sighs. “Trisha, have you even been to bed?”

      “I’ll sleep when I’m dead.”

      “You know I’ve got no choice on this.”

      That was as close as Joe would get to an apology for putting her in a tough spot, “I know,” she said. “I’ll be there and get what you need.”

      She hung up, fished a couple aspirin out of her inside pocket, brushed off the lint, and washed them down with the Jolt. She pulled out the Celtic cross she wore around her neck and kissed it, wondering how the hell she’d get presentable in an hour. She’d never make it to Midtown, then crosstown to her place in Hell’s Kitchen, and back to City Hall in time for the press conference.

      She chugged the rest of the Jolt and dialed another number.

      “Hey! Time’s up,” Dick called.

      “Just a sec,” she called, putting her back to him. Dick might have grabbed the phone out of her hand, but the kid stumbling out the front door threw up, drawing his attention.

      David, be home, she thought. She was only five blocks from David’s place near the Village.

      He answered. Score.

      “Hey, I need a favor. I⁠—”

      “Hey, Trish, not in position for favors today.”

      He shouted in Spanish. A horn sounded. Not his apartment. The call must have been forwarded to his car phone.

      “What’s wrong?” she asked.

      “Ah, the damned museum exhibit. It’s been a pain in the ass since day one. Now there’s some minor deal about the alarm and Grayson’s being fussy about it, so I got dragged out of bed to check it out.”

      “You sure everything’s okay?”

      Dick slopped a mop at the mess on the floor. She figured she had sixty seconds before he cut off her call.

      “It’s fine. Like I said, it’s probably Grayson overreacting.” David shouted again at the other drivers, this time in English. “Look, Trish, what did you want, anyway?”

      “I need to get a change of clothes from your place. Is the coast clear?” David’s fiancée wasn’t her biggest fan.

      The sound of squealing tires echoed in the background. “Yep, Darlene’s at her mother’s place this week, studying. Take whatever you need,” he said.

      “Thanks. Be careful out there, okay?”

      “Always am, unlike you,” he said. “Wait, Trish, you’re not in trouble, are you?”

      “Not yet. But it’s early.”

      “You be careful then, too. Later.”

      She hung up, yelled thanks to Dick, received a grumble in response, and slipped out the back door again.

      This could work. If her memory served, David had a blazer she could borrow that would be suitable over one of his T-shirts. Not strictly businesslike but, hey, Miami Vice style jackets with T-shirts were all the rage now.

      She might even have time for a shower there.

      Waitaminute.

      She hadn’t concentrated on what David said because she’d been worried about her own problems. But he’d said his boss rousted him out of bed to answer a possible alarm at the museum. David’s security firm had installed a sophisticated system to protect a high-profile art exhibit at the Museum of Historic Arts. Several anonymous threats had been made against that exhibit, which contained artwork once lost in World War II. (Presumably, the museum had bought the art from Nazis or their heirs.)

      An alarm might mean a break-in and that would equal a big story, especially given the Nazi connection. A story that would beat the hell out of some press conference about mind-numbing zoning regulations, even if the developers were paying off the deputy mayor.

      Political corruption equaled business as usual.

      Nazis and a museum art theft on the other hand? That was a juicy story. An above-the-fold headline story.

      Option one: take the sure thing, file the required story, and get in good with Cardoza.

      Option Two: Disobey a direct order on a hunch that, if it fizzled, would get her fired.

      Her hand hovered over the scars carved into her midsection. Following the rules had never gained her a damn thing. She jerked the gloves out of her jacket and shoved her hands into them, using her boot heel to push the kickstand up.

      A bald guy dressed in skinny black jeans and the remains of a T-shirt stumbled into the alley. His eyes widened.

      “Well, hey, sweetheart,” he drawled. “You are a damn fine sight this morning.”

      Skinhead. Thrash metal dude. The club had been full of them last night, even though the band had been pure three-cord punk. But hardcore fought to replace it. Gah. Another great scene lost.

      “Buzz off,” she said.

      He stumbled closer, aiming to cut her off. “Aw, c’mon, I saw you in there, redhead, fooling around. Give us a kiss to celebrate the morning.”

      With a flick of her wrist, the switchblade appeared in her hand. Another flick, and the blade opened. “Get the fuck out of my way.”

      “Shit.” He scrambled backwards. “Jesus, bitch,” he said as he vanished around the corner.

      Bitch is right, she thought, as she closed the switchblade and dumped it back into a pocket.

      The Indian roared to life, echoing in the alley. Trisha burned rubber as she turned and accelerated onto the street.
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        * * *

      

      Grayson slowed down to a brisk walk as he approached the entrance to the Lost Treasures exhibit. The click of his wingtips echoed around him, with the shadowed, silent faces in the hanging paintings the only witnesses to his concern.

      He turned the corner and blinked at the change from the dim nightlights to the overhead fluorescents illuminating the exhibit’s entrance.

      Museum Security Chief Conrath stood by the door, his thumbs hooked in his belt and his feet in a wide, belligerent stance.

      “I told you, nothing’s wrong. You should have stayed home,” he said.

      If nothing was wrong, why was Conrath so defensive?

      “Give me a status report.”

      “I don’t report to you.”

      A familiar attitude. Conrath had been mulish from the start about working with a private security firm.

      “For matters concerning this exhibit, yes, you do report to me,” Grayson said.

      For a moment, Conrath met his gaze. Then he dropped his stance and jabbed a thumb at the exhibit entrance. “Your alarm’s got a glitch. But the door is locked tight. No one’s gone in or out. We’re secure.”

      “I’ll check inside for myself, thank you,” Grayson said.

      Conrath stepped in front of him, blocking Grayson from the door. “It’s not your problem.”

      “Exactly what are you afraid I’ll find inside?” He kept an eye on Conrath’s gun hand. This could be the man being difficult, as usual. Or it could be something far more sinister.

      “Okay, fine, it’s an employee problem, and I’d hoped to cover for her. I don’t want to fire the girl.”

      “What did she do?” Grayson asked.

      “Abandoned her shift,” Conrath admitted. “But that’s my problem.”

      “There’s a guard unaccounted for?”

      “I knew you’d view it that way. But she probably just took off without telling her supervisor. You know how college students are, especially girls.”

      None of this reassured him. “Which guard?” Grayson asked.

      “Adrienne Katz.”

      “The criminology student?” She’d followed Grayson around, asking exactly the kinds of questions that a person who wanted a career in law enforcement should ask. “It’s highly unlikely she’d leave her post voluntarily. For any reason.”

      “Girls are unpredictable and emotional.” Conrath shrugged. “They often think what’s a major crisis is only a minor one.”

      “You checked inside Lost Treasures to be sure she wasn’t there?”

      “I checked to make sure no one went in or out.” Conrath glared. “No passcode has been used. I didn’t go inside, and it wasn’t worth calling the director about.”

      Entry required two keys plus a passcode to open the door to Lost Treasures. Grayson had all three, as did his partner, and his main assistant, David Velasquez. But only the director had all three on the museum side.

      “With a guard missing, I should have been alerted instantly, not brought here by an alarm. We need to go inside the exhibit.” Grayson suspected Conrath knew, deep down, that the problem was more than a missing guard and wanted to blame Grayson for whatever mess this turned into.

      Or else Conrath was involved in something.

      Grayson pulled out his keys, though he never took his eyes off Conrath. Most museum robberies were inside jobs.

      There were no signs of tampering—either on the entry panel or the locks above and below the door—nor could he see any marks on the heavy metal of the door itself.

      “Use your key. They need to be inserted simultaneously,” Grayson said. He could do it himself, but then he wouldn’t be able to watch the other man.

      “Fine,” Conrath snapped. “Let’s get this over with and then I can get back to doing my job.”

      Grayson hated the idea of going inside with only Conrath as an unreliable back-up. David would be far better. Where the hell was his second?

      As if on cue, David jogged into view around the corner, his sneakers squeaking as he skidded to a halt. A waist holster containing a Glock was strapped crookedly to his belt. Customary stubble decorated his chin, but the lack of a blazer pointed to hurry.

      About time.

      “Check your outer alarms again, Chief,” Grayson said, dismissing the man. “David and I will go into the exhibit.”

      Conrath glared, deliberately let the key drop to the floor, and stomped off.

      “What’s his deal?” David pulled out his set of keys.

      “The usual griping about outside contractors. At least, I hope that’s all it is.”

      Grayson and David slid their keys in the twin locks and turned them simultaneously. The upper and lower deadbolts disengaged. Grayson punched in the passcode and drew his Beretta out of his shoulder holster, comforted by the familiar weight in his hand. “A guard is missing. The entire area must be secured. Take no chances.”

      “Yes, sir.” David drew his Glock.

      Grayson pushed open the door, gun and gaze sweeping from right to left.

      On the far wall, the once pristine white paint was covered with black swastikas that resembled malevolent spiders crawling towards the ceiling. The five masterpieces by Cezanne were gone, their frames empty. A crumpled figure in a museum security uniform lay motionless on the floor below. The pieces of a crushed security radio decorated the floor near her.

      “Fuck,” David breathed out.

      Oh, bloody hell, no. His English mother’s favorite curse sounded in Grayson’s mind.

      He tapped David on the shoulder, silently asking for cover. David nodded, his face white. Grayson rushed to the downed guard.

      His fingers sought the pulse at her throat, hoping beyond hope. But no breath, no pulse, nothing.

      Grayson pushed Katz’s hair away from the other side of her head. Half of her skull was smashed in. Pieces of white cranium mixed with bright red blood. A lumpy mess that must be part of her brain had leaked onto the black marble floor.

      Bile rose in his throat. He swallowed, the acid burning his tongue.

      “We need to secure the rest of the exhibit,” he said through clenched teeth.

      David glanced at the dead guard, swallowed hard, and nodded.

      They moved in silence through the twists and turns of this wing of the museum, searching for anything out of order in the other six rooms. Nothing. The perpetrators were long gone, and oddly, they’d only taken five paintings.

      Having secured the scene, they returned to Katz’s body.

      So young. Katz was only four years older than his own daughter. How had she gotten inside without keys or passcode? Who had relocked the main door? And how had the thieves gotten inside the exhibit without leaving any traces in the rest of the museum?

      David holstered his weapon, knelt over the girl, murmured a blessing in Spanish, and made the signs of the cross. Grayson seconded the prayer. He’d made a mistake, somewhere… one that led to this woman’s death. Her blood was quite literally on his hands.

      He took a deep breath and smelled something odd and out-of-place. “Notice that?”

      David sniffed. “Gasoline.”

      “That or something like it.”

      The odor originated at the base of the wall where the paintings had been.

      “What does that mean?” David asked.

      “I’m not sure yet. But we need to leave all this alone until the police arrive to process the crime scene.”

      “911?” David asked.

      “No, you call 911 and it’ll go out on the scanner. We’ll have a media circus here.” He stood. “I’m calling in Dorothy at Major Crimes. I’ll use the phone at the front desk. You stay here.” He closed his eyes for a second. “Watch over her.”

      “Of course.” David glanced over at Katz and the wall full of the hateful Nazi symbols. “We need to get these assholes.”

      “Yes.”

      Not only had Grayson’s security failed to protect the exhibit, it’d failed to protect an innocent young woman.

      He’d get them, no matter what it took.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Trisha parked in an alley across from the museum, hiding the Indian Chief from prying eyes. It’d be relatively safe there, especially locked up. She squinted against the sunlight and put her hand over her eyes. No activity at the museum, at least from the outside.

      Maybe she’d been wrong. Fuck.

      She could call Joe, tell him about her lead. He might agree with her but that would risk Cardoza getting pissed at Joe.

      If she were wrong, she’d take the fall alone.

      She strolled across the street to the museum’s parking lot, her hands in her jacket pockets, pretending to be a casual pedestrian taking a shortcut. David’s black Chevy Camaro IROC was parked near the end of one row in the lot, next to a gray, late model Mercedes Roadster. She put her hand on the Camaro’s hood. Warm. She wasn’t far behind him.

      She crept to the end of the lot.

      A Chevy Nova hatchback with a police sticker, parked sideways, blocked the exit. That car belonged to Lt. Dorothy Gilbert, major crimes unit.

      Jackpot.

      Dorothy’s presence meant this was a robbery or worse. Trisha strolled around the side of the museum to the base of the massive marble steps that led up to the main entrance.

      A black and white pulled up and parked in a restricted space. Two uniformed cops opened their trunk and placed orange cones on the sidewalk, blocking off the front of the steps from pedestrians. She’d get nothing from these two if she identified herself as press. Cops were trained to refer reporters to the public information office. She took off her sunglasses, straightened her hair with her fingers, ambled over to the male cop, and smiled at him.

      “Excuse me, sir, is something wrong in the museum?”

      The cop stiffened, set down his orange cone, and cleared his throat. “I’m not at liberty to say, ma’am.”

      Gah. He’d called her ‘ma’am.’ Better than being told to buzz off, however.

      “But I have plans to take my daughter later.” Trisha said. “She loves Cezanne and the Impressionists. I promised her.”

      The officer shook his head. “No can do, the museum’s closed for the time being.”

      Trisha sighed dramatically. “Crap. My daughter’s going to be so disappointed. Are you sure it won’t be open later?”

      “Not likely.” His stance was easy and his attitude dismissive. He’d taken her at face value. But she looked like a punk, especially with her Dread at the Controls T-shirt, not like a mom wanting to take a kid to a museum outing.

      Then again, this was New York.

      “Hey, Lewis, get moving and finish the cones.” The second cop, a woman, yelled over at him.

      “Gotta go,” the rookie mumbled, dropping his head.

      “Can you at least tell me why I have to disappoint my daughter?” Trisha asked.

      “We got a break-in,” he whispered. “By Nazis.”

      “Oh.” Trisha widened her eyes. “That’s awful,” she whispered back.

      “Lewis!” The second cop yelled. “Leave the cute redheaded punk alone and get back to work.”

      “Coming.” The rookie went back to blocking off the street. “You have to clear the area, ma’am.”

      “I will, thanks.” She turned and walked away, around the side of the museum again, out of their sight, and pumped her fist.

      A break in involving Nazis?

      Better than she could have imagined. She needed to ditch these cops and get inside, fast, before anyone else heard about the story. Kimba from the Tribune especially would pick up cop chatter on the scanner any minute now.

      Trisha glanced at the front steps that loomed above the street. Shortest distance between two points was a straight line but she would be in full view of the cops for a minute. Years ago, Trisha had broken into the museum via an abandoned subway tunnel that ran under it. But that had to be at least fifteen years ago, before recent renovations. Odds were long against the tunnel entrance being usable now. And trying it would take her away from the crime scene.

      The rookie stood halfway down the street, playing with his cones. His partner was talking on her car radio.

      Trisha leapt up the steps, expecting the order to halt at any moment.

      She reached the top, ducked behind the marble pillar farthest from the entrance, and sucked in air to slow her thudding heart. She should have slept more last night. She should have had breakfast. Hell, she probably should have gone to that press conference at City Hall.

      She crept around the pillar, for a view of the glass doors at the front of the museum. Visible video cameras were clustered over the entrance, but none covered the rest of the exterior. She dared a glance down the steps. Beyond the cones, a curious crowd had started to gather.

      Crap. Word of the police presence would spread and there went her exclusive and her job. Hell, Kimba had beaten her out on that triple homicide on the Staten Island ferry just last week.

      Trisha sprinted over to the next pillar and closer to that enticing entrance.

      One down, three more pillars to go.

      Her hand ached for the feel of a cigarette. But, no, she was quitting again, though she’d gotten plenty of second-hand smoke from the club last night. She fingered the gold lighter in her pants pocket to keep her hand occupied. Nicky’s lighter. She’d kept it as a remembrance. A widow at twenty-five. No one would believe that if she told them. It almost made him seem unreal, as if she’d made him up. But he’d been with her the last time she’d broken into the museum. Seemed right that she took something of his inside today.

      She darted to the next pillar. Two to go. She glanced below. The cops were looking in her direction. Trisha scrambled around to the back of the pillar.

      Stuck.

      Dammit, now what?
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      Grayson stuffed his hands into his pockets, fighting the urge to take over the investigation instead of being relegated to the sidelines. So far, despite their long friendship, Lt. Dorothy Gilbert had ignored him, preferring to examine the crime scene herself and make her own judgments. Yes, she had a crime scene to secure. Yes, he was a civilian now and needed to stay out of the way. Yes, she was following proper procedure. Yes, she always did that.

      He’d never felt so useless.

      If he were still an FBI special agent in charge, there would be none of this garbage about civilian protocol and all this bloody stupid waiting. He re-adjusted his tie. He smoothed back his close-cut hair. He double-checked his cufflinks. All that took ten seconds.

      He walked back to the Lost Treasures entrance. A crime scene tech glared at him. Grayson glared back, almost a snarl. The tech went back to processing the blood splatters.

      To unlock the “why” of this, Grayson first needed the “how.”

      He could only envision two scenarios. One: The thieves had fooled the exterior security cameras and entered through the exhibit door (duplicate keys? Stolen passcode?). Katz spotted them and tried to intervene but died in the attempt.

      Or, two: Katz had been in on it, let the thieves in, covered for them, and then been betrayed by her co-conspirators. He hated the idea, but it had to be considered. Either way, if Katz had been killed inside the exhibit, how had her killer or killers escaped with the paintings?

      They would have had to relock the door if they’d gone out that way but there was no evidence of that. Two other guards were stationed at each exit, with a third at the central security office to watch all exit cameras. They’d seen nothing.

      None of it made sense.

      Unless Conrath was the inside man. He had a key and could have duplicated the second one, he had the alarm code, and he had the access to the security cameras.

      “Edmund?” a familiar voice said.

      “What?” he growled.

      “I brought you some coffee.”

      His turned toward his ex-wife, who had proffered coffee. Amanda was the assistant to the museum director, and he’d taken the job at her request. The museum had been low on funds for security, she’d said. His firm could do a good job on a shoestring budget, she’d said. He owed her a favor, she’d said.

      It had not been his firm’s typical job, but he’d wanted to keep the relationship with Amanda cordial for their daughter’s sake. Now he’d failed, spectacularly.

      He rolled his shoulders, expecting a barrage of anger at his incompetence. But Amanda stared past him to the crime scene, where police were loading Katz into a body bag. Amanda put her hand over her mouth.

      His annoyance melted. He took the coffee and shepherded her away from the sight. “Let’s get you back from here.”

      He put a hand on her shoulders. She was trembling. Though she was dressed, as usual, in one of her tailored pastel suits with the shoulder pads that were all the rage, she wore no make-up, and her eyes were red from crying.

      He stopped in the outer corridor, away from the exhibit’s entrance and the bloody remains. “Better?” he squeezed her hand in support.

      “Yes, I should have never looked.” Amanda blinked away unshed tears. “She was a very nice kid.”

      “I know.” He released her hand, not knowing how she’d take further comfort from him. But whatever she wanted to say was interrupted by the arrival of her boss, the museum director, Max Windergaard

      “You’re fired, Grayson,” Windergaard poked a finger in his chest.

      Grayson swept the finger aside.

      For once, Windergaard lacked his aura of WASP imperturbability. The buttons of his shirt were mismatched, his tie was askew, and stubble decorated his narrow face, not for effect, as with David, but out of neglect. The director resembled nothing so much as a scarecrow missing some straw.

      “Calm down, Max. We don’t know what happened, yet,” Amanda said.

      “We know exactly what happened,” Windergaard said. “He guaranteed his security system, and it failed.”

      “No security system is foolproof. Even I know that,” Amanda said.

      Despite her words of support, Grayson knew that disappointed tone in her voice all too well. She was right. He had failed Katz. But so had others.

      “The murderers needed inside help to do this,” Grayson said. “Most likely that help came from one of your own people, Windergaard.”

      “How do you know it wasn’t one of yours?”

      “I’ll be the judge of who’s to blame,” Dorothy said as she joined them.

      Windergaard stepped back. “Excuse me?”

      “Lt. Dorothy Gilbert, director.” She nodded to him. “Sir, Amanda, if you could please wait with the rest of your staff in the employee offices. I need to talk with Mr. Grayson alone.”

      “You’re going to waste time talking to him instead of searching for my missing Cézannes?” Windergaard asked. “Are you sure you can handle a crime of this magnitude? Perhaps one of your male superiors should be involved?”

      An insult to Dorothy as a woman or as an African-American or both. Grayson tensed but held his tongue. Dorothy liked to handle things on her own.

      “I’m investigating a murder, Director Windergaard, and every moment you delay me is wasting my time,” Dorothy said.

      Windergaard threw up his hands and stalked away.

      “I’m sorry, Dorothy,” Amanda said. “I’ll see what I can do to calm him down.”

      Amanda followed in her boss’s wake.

      Grayson watched her go. He’d disappointed her during the marriage, and he’d failed her now.

      “What did you find, Lieutenant?” Grayson asked Dorothy, keeping it professional.

      “It’s early.”

      “I need to be more involved,” he said.

      She shook her head. “Walk with me, English.”

      She used the college nickname to soothe him, a nickname given because the English accent he’d inherited from his mother still colored his speech sometimes. Grayson clamped down on his frustration as they walked back to the crime scene. Dorothy was one of the best cops he’d ever met. She had to be, to work around the department’s ingrained racist, sexist bullshit. And it wasn’t confined to the department. There were many of those, like Windergaard, who couldn’t see past their damned prejudice.

      But, despite Dorothy’s competence and his confidence in her, Grayson would rather be the one in charge. Of everything, Amanda would have said. Dorothy might have even agreed.

      She clicked the pen she held in her hand, over and over. Like Amanda, she wore a pantsuit, but hers was a severe gray without any of the fashionable shoulder pads. Aside from crow’s feet around her eyes and the smile lines barely visible under her dark skin, she still resembled the intense, intelligent girl he’d first met as a sophomore.

      Dorothy pulled out her notebook and looked through the open doorway to the swastikas. Paint had dribbled all the way down to the marble floor. She grimaced.

      “Give me a quick background,” she asked.

      “The artwork in this exhibit, thought lost in World War II, is from a private and anonymous collection located last year. The current ownership is in dispute from the heirs of Holocaust victims, though lack of official records is a problem for them. The five Cezannes missing are all of Mount-Sainte-Victoire, from the artist’s later period, worth millions, if the current auction prices are any judge.”

      “The Jewish heirs must be angry that art stolen by the Nazis is here and not in their possession.” Dorothy raised an eyebrow, a silent question.

      “They are. We’ve had threats of protests from several Jewish organizations.”

      “But swastikas don’t seem their style,” Dorothy said.

      “The Jewish organizations wanted publicity and a higher profile for their point of view, not violence. But it’s possible the swastikas could be misdirection.”

      “Possible but not likely,” she said. “This feels like a statement. A hateful one.”

      “Agreed.”

      “There were double locks on the exhibit entrance and cameras at the exits, but no guards stationed at the entrance to or inside the exhibit. You’re always meticulous, Edmund. Why not take that precaution?”

      The kid gloves hurt worse than if she’d accused him of incompetence. “I wanted additional guards, but the museum had no funds for them. It’s already in the red from extensive renovations finished last year and, as it is, Gray Associates charged them half of what it would cost normally.”

      “As a favor to Amanda?” she asked.

      He nodded.

      “How extensive were those renovations? Any chance someone used them to put a hidden backdoor in this place?” Dorothy asked.

      “I’ve rolled that idea around my brain all morning.” Grayson rubbed the back of his neck, feeling the sweat that had collected in the collar of his shirt. “The renovations left intact oversize air ducts between a storage closet in this exhibit to another storage closet in the west wing, but it’s just a dead end from one side to the other. No exterior access. I checked that when we set up the security system.”

      “Well, that would have been too easy,” Dorothy said. The police radio strapped to her waist crackled. News of the crime scene techs arrival. She gave permission to send them through.

      “Who has the keys to this door?”

      “My partner, Tony, who designed the locks, and I have full sets, as well as the passcode. So does the museum director, who you’ve just met. David’s set only includes the locks specific to our firm.  In the museum, Chief Conrath has the museum key and the passcode, but not the second key.”

      Dorothy raised an eyebrow. “You and Tony are the only people with keys to the museum and the exhibit in your firm and only one person at the museum can get into the exhibit once it’s locked?”

      “Unless there are duplicate keys, and someone stole the passcode.”

      She nodded. “Unless that. Such as Katz.” Dorothy narrowed her eyes. “What do you know about her?”

      “A college student, studying criminology, with a large family that she’d been adopted into, a happy one for how she talked about it,” Grayson said. “She asked a lot of questions but then, she planned to apply to the police academy once she graduated college.” A pause. “I liked her. She struck me as someone with integrity.”

      “You’re a good judge of people, English,” Dorothy said.

      “Usually.” And yet someone died on his watch.

      “Yeah.” Dorothy closed her notebook. “Okay, you and David wait in the front office. I assume Tony is on his way?”

      “Yes, but⁠—"

      “I need the whereabouts of yourself, David, and Tony last night, since you all had access to this exhibit. Standard procedure.”

      “Of course, but, hold on, Dorothy. I want in on the investigation.”

      “You’re part of the investigation, so that’s not possible.” She crossed her arms over her chest.

      Anger rose again. “You remember that federal drug trafficking case you barged into? You had no authority there. But as Special Agent in Charge, I broke procedure because I knew you could help. Solving that case helped you gain your promotion.”

      “Edmund.” She lowered her voice, angry now. “Leave off. I won’t play outside the lines. And neither will you, unless you want to be accused.”

      “I don’t give a damn about my reputation. A girl is dead, and it’s my fault. I can’t sit by.”

      “That’s exactly what you’ll do. Have you forgotten everything you’ve ever known about detective work?”

      A final decision. The right decision. He knew it. He hated it. He jammed his hands tight in his pockets, his body practically vibrating with rage.

      “Go soak your head and we’ll talk again as soon as I have anything,” she said.

      He nodded, rather than say anything he would later regret, and stalked off toward Amanda’s office. Damn procedure.

      He’d throw away the rule book in an instant if it would mean catching Katz’s murderer.
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      Trisha nearly bashed her head into the pillar in frustration. She had nada. The Herald couldn’t publish a story based on an off-hand comment by a rookie cop.

      Might be time to try the forgotten tunnels, if she could get to the street unseen. She rubbed her thumb against Nicky’s gold lighter again. If he were still alive and here with her, he’d be urging her on, as he always had. He’d gotten almost as much a charge hearing about her work as she did. She missed so much about Nicky but when he’d lit up about hearing her nail a story, it’d been special.

      People milled about just inside the glass doors. They wore uniforms, but their hats proclaimed them museum security rather than cops. She crept closer. One of them might let slip something about the theft, and that might be enough for confirmation.

      Two men walked out the front door, heading in her direction. All she could see clearly at first was their hair—one dark, one slightly gray—and at least one of them wore a double-breasted suit. She tensed. Nowhere to hide. If they walked this way, they’d see her. Maybe she should flip the tables and confront them first.

      The footsteps stopped. She strained to catch their words.

      “There’s nothing we can do to solve the murder?”

      David. Excellent. One reliable source found.

      And he’d said “murder.”

      “Nothing to do but wait.” The low, deep voice of the second man sounded seriously pissed. “We,” David had said. That meant the second man belonged to David’s security firm.

      Keep talking, guys.

      “Are we all suspects?” David asked.

      “We have to be considered such, especially with a murder investigation.”

      She winced. Someone’s family would open the door to a grim-faced police officer today. She placed a hand over her Celtic cross necklace and shivered. No one deserved that knock on the door.

      “Maybe we should search the museum on our own. Dorothy doesn’t have enough men to secure the whole place,” David said.

      The second man grunted. “If we had a good lead, I’d agree. Better to ask forgiveness than permission. But we’d need a place to start.”

      Her cue.

      “I know where to start.”

      David and the stranger rounded on her.

      “Dammit, Trish!” David’s voice echoed around the stone columns. “What the fuck are you doing here?”

      “My job, same as you.”

      “We don’t need you screwing around with this, not with⁠—”

      The second man stepped forward and cut David off. From his voice, she’d pictured him as an older, retired cop but this guy was dressed like an upscale Wall Street trader. Still, classic rugged face and a nice head of hair, though peppered with gray.

      His tailored gray double-breasted suit showed off some seriously impressive shoulders. His white shirt was pristine, and he was wearing cufflinks, for God’s sake. Who the hell used those anymore? His wingtip shoes gleamed.

      He’d sounded angry and frustrated. But he looked calm and collected.

      “David. Fill me in. Now,” Wingtips said.

      David unclenched his hands. “You are so dead, Trish.” He sighed. “Edmund Grayson, this is my friend, Trisha Connell. She’s the crime reporter for the New York Herald. I’ve mentioned her before, remember?” He shook his head. “Trish, Edmund Grayson.”

      Grayson? David’s boss? This was him? At least her sunglasses hid her shock. Given how David talked about him, she’d imagined Grayson as an uptight, humorless guy. Not some dignified, dynamic, and dangerous man in a suit.

      “You brought a reporter here?” Grayson said.

      “I had nothing to do with it,” David muttered.

      “Hi.” She put out her hand to Grayson.

      He ignored the gesture. “You have two seconds to explain what you meant about where to start the search.”

      Oho. Yep, once a cop, always a cop, even if he had gone private.

      She took off her sunglasses and stared at him, holding the eye contact. Nice brown eyes. “I know how someone could break into the museum.”

      “How?” Grayson crossed his arms over his chest.

      “Whatever you’ve got, spit it out, Trish,” David said.

      “Get me into the museum and I’ll show you.”

      Grayson glared at her, impassive. “I could always call over the police have you arrested for trespassing.”

      She shrugged. “You could but then you wouldn’t know where the entrance to the hidden subway tunnel is.”

      Grayson snapped to attention and stepped closer to her, giving her a chance to study his face. His chiseled features would be attractive if his jaw wasn’t clenched shut.

      Okay, he was attractive despite that.

      “Where?”

      An order, not a request. “I’ll show you,” she repeated. “Inside.”

      He shook his head. “You want to go inside, give me more.”

      Aha. He’d taken the bait. Now they were just negotiating. “I’ve done stories on the homeless people who live in the subway tunnels. I learned about the entrance from them.” Okay, she’d lied on that one. But the truth of the sneaking in with Nicky wouldn’t add to her credibility and neither would the confession that she’d been homeless at the time herself.

      Grayson turned to David. “Can we trust her?”

      David nodded. “Yeah, she’s a pain in the ass while working but she wouldn’t lie about something this important.”

      Grayson grunted. “We did a thorough security check of the museum last month and found no evidence of a hidden entrance.”

      She forced her hands to stop twitching for a cigarette. “The entrance is covered over by ordinary floor tiles. You’d never spot it if you didn’t already know it was there.”

      “Are you sure?” Grayson said, with no expression at all. A good poker face. She wondered what it would take to make him smile.

      “Positive.” Sorta. It had been a long time.

      He let her word hang in the air, appraising her, as if checking off points on a tally sheet in his head. “If you tell me where this tunnel entrance is, I’ll come back out and give you the full story of what happened. On the record.”

      Tempting. But no guarantee Kimba wouldn’t scoop her while she waited for Grayson. “I go inside or nothing. And while we negotiate, your murderer has more time to escape.”

      Grayson stared at her some more, his glare resembling a wolf sizing up his prey. She resisted the urge to growl at him just to see what he’d do.

      He glanced back over his shoulder at the main entrance. “The police aren’t going to let the three of us past them.”

      Gotcha! “I bet you know another way to get in.”

      His lips twitched, as if fighting a smile. “Maybe.”

      “Easier to apologize than ask permission,” she repeated.

      Surprisingly, he smiled. “All right. Follow me around this side.”

      Yes.

      Grayson led her and David around the side of the museum. The marble steps tapered off, leaving them standing on a wide ledge. She blinked and realized they were standing next to a metal door that had been painted white to blend in with the marble.

      Grayson leaned over the lock and pulled out a set of keys. Master keys, she guessed.

      While he worked the lock, she leaned close to David. “Thanks,” she whispered.

      “If you’re wrong, we’re all fucked,” he whispered back.

      “I’m right.” I hope.

      The lock clicked and Grayson pushed open the door. She and David followed him inside.

      They were at the end of a long hallway full of glass display cases of clay pots, ancient masks, and little figurines of various gods and goddesses. Damn, she recognized nothing. Where were the suits of armor Nicky had loved?

      “What floor are we on?” she asked.

      “Early American wing, first floor, west side of the museum, near the back,” David said.

      “You claimed to know where you were going,” Grayson said.

      “I do. I just never came in that door. Give me a second to orient myself.” Okay, if they were near the exterior wall of the museum, getting out of this hallway should dump her into a larger hallway and then to the main foyer of the west wing, assuming it still existed after the renovations.

      She set off at a good pace. “Do I have to worry about running into cops?”

      “They were working in the east wing a few moments ago,” David said.

      “Lt. Gilbert has called in reinforcements,” Grayson said. “We have ten minutes at the most before they catch up to us.”

      “Yeah, I noticed the extra squad cars arriving.” That call had gone out over the scanners, alerting every decent reporter in Manhattan to this scene. A knot developed in her stomach. Her fingers twitched for a smoke. She closed them into a fist instead. Chill. You’re fine, Connell.

      They’d really changed the damn place. All the art had been shuffled around and re-arranged. Cleaned it up, too, so it gleamed. A few years back and it had majored in industrial shabby, like much of Manhattan. Everywhere in her city, people wanted to make changes, some good. Some awful.

      She could see this ending badly, with Grayson pissed off, with her being arrested for unauthorized entry to a crime scene and, worst of all, being fired.

      Enough. Since when did she care about risking her neck? She took a deep breath and strode down the hallway, assuming Grayson and David would follow. Jingling from the zippers on her jacket and boots echoed in the silence. She hoped Grayson was right about his ten minutes because she doubted he’d protect her from the cops.

      Last time she’d walked the corridor, the wing had been full of Impressionists, a dreamlike landscape that opened a portal to a strange world of color. She and Nicky had made up stories about the life going on behind those paintings. The early American portraits, realistic men and women, many scowling in disapproval, seemed like a bad omen for today.

      She glanced out a side window as she walked past. “The Lost Treasures show is in the east wing over there?”

      “Yes, it’s there. Why?” Grayson snapped.

      Patience, Wingtips. “Just wanted to orient myself. It’s been a while.” Okay, that staircase should be right up⁠—

      There.

      She stopped in front of a staircase to the basement level. The granite steps were the same dull blue, though more pitted than she remembered. The renovations hadn’t extended to this area. The railing had a fresh coat of industrial gray paint.

      “There’s a closet just around the corner from the steps. The tunnel entrance is inside the closet.”

      She slung her leg in a high kick and jumped over the velvet rope designed to forbid entry to the lower level. She turned to see if they were following. Grayson unhooked the rope so he and David could pass, then re-attached it.

      She turned the corner and there it was, just as she remembered: a dented metal door badly in need of painting. Unfortunately, it was padlocked. Hey, Grayson had gotten through one door already. Two should be no problem for him.

      “Open it,” she told Grayson. “The subway tunnel entrance is inside.”

      “Give me your gloves,” Grayson said, taking out a set of keys from his blazer pocket. “I don’t want to leave fingerprints.”

      She smiled, pleased she’d been right about him being able to unlock it, and handed him her gloves. He used one to hold the padlock as he inserted the key and opened the door.

      Grayson flicked on the light switch, again careful to touch it only with the glove.

      All four walls of the storage closet were fitted with metal shelves containing various cleaning tools, janitorial supplies, and extra clothing for the maintenance crew. Cans of paint thinner sat on the bottom shelf. When she’d been here, the shelves had been full of old wooden frames and broken statues.

      She pushed past Grayson and leaned down to study a ragged throw rug in the far corner. It might have been dark green once, but now black dirt obscured the diamond design. In another life, she had huddled under this rug for warmth.

      “What are you doing?” Grayson said.

      “Showing you how they got in.” She flipped up the rug’s corner, revealing several ceramic tiles with a familiar blue and white design. The knot in her stomach unraveled. They hadn’t changed this. She was right.

      “See?”

      Grayson knelt next to her.

      “If you take out these tiles, you can drop down into an abandoned subway station.” She tapped the tiles and was rewarded with scraped knuckles rather than the hollow sound she’d hoped for. Fuck.

      Grayson ran her glove across the seams in the tiles and brought it to his face for a closer look. The tips came up covered in gray film. He rolled the film between his fingertips, then knelt closer and peered at the underside of the rug. The film smeared that too.

      She held her breath. Someone had plugged up this entrance, and they’d done it recently.

      “This is new concrete. Redi-mix, maybe.” Grayson stood. “Let’s assume you are right, Ms. Connell. Someone enters this room from below. How does he or she get across to the east wing to Lost Treasures?”

      She pointed upward at a screen in the ceiling. “The air duct in this ceiling leads to the maintenance closet on the other side.” Her voice started to rise with excitement. “You’d never even have to unlock this closet door to go from the subway to smack in the middle of Lost Treasures.”

      “Which would explain why the exterior guards and cameras spotted nothing.” For the first time, Grayson’s voice lacked anger.

      He tossed her gloves back to her, animated now.

      “My alarm wouldn’t have gone off if someone entered from underneath. It also accounts for why Katz’s body was found near the stairs to the other closet.” He paused and frowned. “Though the guard got into the exhibit somehow.”

      “Someone messed with the alarm?” She resisted the urge to grab her notebook out of her pocket and write this down. No sense reminding him that she was a reporter now that he was spewing all that information.

      “Obviously.” Grayson’s face relaxed. Less wary, more curious.

      “So, Katz hears something, decides to investigate, is killed before she can call for help, and her assailants take the paintings and go back the way they came, down through this exit,” Grayson said.

      The dead guard was a woman named Katz. Dammit, she needed to write this all down. Plus, that name rang a faint bell. Why?

      “Except—”

      She interrupted him. “If they left this way, somebody stayed behind to put down this new concrete. An inside job, right?”

      “Exactly. Tell me again how you knew about this hidden entrance.”

      She shrugged. “A story on the homeless.”

      He frowned. “What are you not telling me?”

      “Oh, so many things.” None of which mattered to any of this.

      Grayson snapped back to full attention, the cop once more. “David, is your friend involved in all this?”

      David grinned but it faded as he realized his boss was serious. “C’mon. No. Anyway, she has an alibi for last night.”

      Nice lifeline, Trisha thought.

      “Do you?” Grayson asked her.

      “Out all night. Punk club. Pretty visible. The bartender could probably vouch for me.”

      “Interesting,” he drawled.

      Awfully arrogant, wasn’t he? “If I had been involved, why the hell would I lead you here?”

      “To remove yourself from suspicion?” Grayson said. “Maybe you wanted to create a headline story.”

      She laughed. “If I wanted to steal paintings, I’d waltz into the museum in broad daylight with a group of noisy kids. They’d distract the guards while I snatched the paintings. It’d be a damn sight easier and less messy than climbing through dusty air ducts.”

      The side of his mouth quirked. Another smile?

      “I see,” Grayson said, but she wondered if he did.

      “Now what?” David said. “We bust up that new concrete and open the entrance to the tunnel?”

      “Disturb crime scene evidence? No,” Grayson said. “We’ve pushed this as far as we can on our own. We need Dorothy here, fast, and hope she’s more interested in following up this lead than punishing me. Us.”

      Grayson stepped back into the hallway, bleeding enough arrogance for ten people.

      “David, find Dorothy and tell her to bring the blueprints for the museum here to see if those provide any clues to this unknown tunnel. She’ll be angry, but she’ll come, if only to have my hide.”

      David nodded. “If I’m not back in a few minutes, you can assume Lt. Gilbert killed the messenger.”

      David rushed off. Trisha leaned against the doorframe of the closet, pulled her notebook from her pocket, and wrote down the mornings’ events. She should find a phone, call Joe, but no way would she leave this scene.

      “You need to leave now,” Grayson said.

      Predictable. “Nah,” she said. “Things are just getting interesting.”

      “Lt. Gilbert might arrest you, and I’d hate to see that.”

      “Makes two of us.” She kept scribbling notes but remained keenly aware of his continued scrutiny.

      Great, another man who couldn’t stop staring at her. Disappointing. She finished her notes, put the pad away, and crossed her arms over her chest.

      “Enjoy what you see?” she asked.

      He pointed at her boots. “You own a motorcycle?”

      “A restored antique, an old Indian Chief. It started life as a bike in a box, and I fixed it up.” What a strange question, considering the circumstances, and not at all what she’d expected. “Why do you ask?”

      “I thought the leather might be for show.”

      “I’m not a poser.” She shook her head. “What you see is what you get.”

      “Then what is ‘Dread at the Controls’ and why is he on your T-shirt?” Grayson leaned against the wall, brushing back a strand of gray hair that had fallen over his eyes.

      “Reggae singer. He did some work with the Clash.” People outside the scene didn’t recognize the album but people usually knew who the Clash were.

      “Ah,” Grayson replied, giving no sign he recognized the Clash either. “And why the men’s jeans?”

      “Comfortable plus pockets. Big pockets. Good for holding notebooks and pens.” And switchblades.

      “Ah,” he said again. But after a minute, he nodded. “I’m sorry for accusing you without evidence. It hasn’t been a good morning.”

      Whoa. He was apologizing? “I imagine it’s been a lousy morning, especially for the dead guard.”

      “Yes, a horrible day for Adrienne Katz and her family. I’m glad to know you haven’t forgotten that in your eagerness for the story.”

      Oh, fuck, Adrienne Katz? “Adrienne, as in the female version of the name?” Don’t let him say “yes.”

      He sighed. “A young woman, a college student. I believe she had plans to enter the police academy.”

      Trisha made a show of writing the name in her notebook, letting her hair fall in front of her face so Grayson couldn’t see her reaction. She fought the urge to toss her cookies. No, no, no, no. Adrienne had been adopted. Had a family that loved her now. She had a future.

      Trisha had last seen her…last spring?... at her home, with her new family. Adrienne had looked good. Happy. Joyous, even.

      No more joy for Adrienne. Trisha nearly snapped her pencil in half.

      She set her jaw, raised her head, and saw the question in Grayson’s face.

      “We need to find who killed her.”

      “I will.” He jerked his head at the storage closet. “So, assuming, they used this tunnel to escape, where does it come out?”

      Careful, careful. She needed her information as leverage to stay on the story, get justice for Adrienne. Not that justice would do a damn thing for the kid now.

      Trisha cleared her throat. “The largest section of the tunnel comes out cross-town, a few miles over, near Gimbels.” The entrance she’d been thinking about earlier might be closer, but it could also be blocked off. Better Dorothy took the Gimbels’ exit.

      “Where exactly near Gimbels?” he asked.

      “That would be telling.”

      “That would be information leading to solving a murder.”

      Could she trust this guy? According to David, Grayson had passed information to the Feds last Christmas as a favor to him and her. There was humanity under there. Maybe. Maybe not.

      Boots thudded on the steps above. Company coming. They turned in unison to face them.

      Dorothy descended the staircase first, David in tow. Another plainclothes detective followed them, big and bulky, the source of the thuds. He almost waddled down the steps. His Member’s Only jacket, unzipped, swirled around him.

      Hell. Newman. When had he shifted from vice to major crimes?

      Dorothy ignored her and focused on Grayson. David had the blueprints in hand.

      Trisha slipped behind Grayson, using him as a shield as much as she could against Newman. The best thing she could do right now was fade into the woodwork.

      “English, you’re done here,” Dorothy said as she reached the bottom of the steps.

      Grayson put up his hands in surrender. “Would you at least look at what we’ve found? Then you can throw me off the premises.”

      Dorothy pointed at the open door. “You’ve already contaminated a possible crime scene.”

      “I wore gloves,” Grayson said.

      Dorothy swept past him. Grayson stood to the side of the open doorway to watch, and Trisha lost her cover.

      “Well, Connell,” Newman formed her name into an insult. “This is going to be fun. I’ll be happy to toss you out on your ass.”

      “The lady,” Grayson said, “has just supplied us with information that might help solve a murder, Detective.”

      Trisha bit back the insult to Newman that had formed on the tip of her tongue. It had been a long time since someone called her a “lady.” Hell, that never happened.

      She watched the two men size each other up. Newman was a bulky six foot three, his anger flushing his face to the edges of his military haircut. Grayson was shorter by a couple of inches, lean but well-built, probably older given the gray hair but it wasn’t old man gray, more steel gray, battleship gray.

      Grayson stood completely still, projecting cold menace. Damn, she could get to like this guy.

      Dorothy stepped back out of the closet. Trisha could see film from the Redi-Mix on the edge of her fingertips.

      “Stop growling at each other, boys.” Dorothy pointed to David. “Spread those blueprints out on the floor.”

      David flipped to the relevant pages.

      “Make your explanation fast and make it good, Trisha, or I’m giving you to Newman,” Dorothy said.

      Trisha went to her knees and leaned forward on one elbow to study the plans. “Here—you can see the air duct clearly laid out.” She traced it with her fingers.

      “How large is the opening?” Grayson leaned over her shoulder, retracing the invisible line of her fingers. Almost, but not quite, touching her.

      “An average size person could fit through,” she said, fighting the urge to flinch. Damn, how had he sneaked up on her?

      “You know a person could climb through those ducts because...?” Newman said with contempt.

      “I can read blueprints.” Thanks to all those incredibly boring municipal planning board meetings she’d been forced to attend in her early days at the paper. She pointed down at the key. “That gives the square footage.”

      “And the length,” Grayson said.

      “By the way, shouldn’t these blueprints indicate the subway tunnel?” she said.

      “Why would you need to do that on blueprints?” Newman asked.

      “Well, having a hollow basement isn’t good for supporting your structure,” Trisha said. “Someone would have to know to make sure the museum’s not going⁠—”

      “—to have a floor collapse,” Grayson finished.

      “So why don’t these blueprints show the subway tunnel?” Trisha asked.

      “That is an excellent question,” Grayson said.

      “Are you suggesting the blueprints have been altered?” Dorothy asked.

      Trisha shrugged and stood up, again resisting the urge to grab her notebook. Subway tunnels missing in blueprints. Remember that. “The subway tunnels are there. And they’re not on the blueprints. Either the blueprints are wrong, or someone changed them.”

      Grayson straightened. “We need⁠—”

      “You need to do squat,” Dorothy snapped.

      Could be worse, Trisha thought. At least Dorothy’s wrath was split between her and Grayson.

      “Newman, I want you to go over to the exhibit and send an evidence tech into the air ducts from the other side,” Dorothy ordered.

      Newman nodded, wisely not saying anything.

      “Then meet me at my car. I’ll be over in a second. We’re going to check where this supposed tunnel comes out.”

      “Want me to kick the reporter out first?” Newman said.

      “I’ll handle it,” Dorothy said.

      Newman started up the steps, though he turned his head to give Trisha an angry backward glance. She gave him the finger, careful to block it from the others with the rest of her body.

      Dorothy cleared her throat. “Tell me where this tunnel exits, Trisha. Now. If you do, I’ll let you wander off quietly.”

      “I’m going with you.” Trisha crossed her arms over her chest. No backing down. Not when she’d come so far. Not with catching Adrienne’s killers on the line. Trisha remembered the first time she’d seen the skinny kid, undersized, with brown hair that exploded from her head. Adrienne had reported abuse by her foster parents at a group home. The cops had closed it down because of the kid’s tip.

      That story had been one of Trisha’s first. The editors told her it had ended with the arrests of the abusive foster parents. But Trisha had tried to keep track of the kids afterward, particularly Adrienne. She’d been lucky, adopted by a nice Jewish family in New Jersey.

      Today her luck had run out.

      Dorothy shrugged. “Fine, Trisha. I’ll just call up the Daily News city desk and give Kimba a tip about what’s happening here instead.”

      Shit.

      “Right. I’m thinking the last thing you want outside this museum right now are more reporters,” Trisha said.

      “The last thing I want right now is a reporter who’s withholding information and obstructing justice. I just sent a college student with her skull smashed in two the morgue. You want the people who did that to go free?”

      “No more than you do,” Trisha said. Skull smashed in. I hope it was fast, Adrienne. “You’ll call me with what you find, ASAP?’”

      “There will be no results if you withhold the information,” Dorothy said.

      “Dorothy,” Grayson said.

      “Stay out of this, English,” Dorothy said, holding up a hand. “Deal, Trisha?”

      Damn, Dorothy knew which button to push. Part of what made her a great cop. “All right, Lieutenant, what do you want to know?”

      “Everything.” Dorothy slapped her notebook into Trisha’s hands. “Write down the exact directions for that tunnel exit and anything else that might be helpful. And none of your dubious sense of humor.”

      “I get the exclusive if you find something?” She’d know first the whole story of what happened to Adrienne.

      Dorothy nodded.

      Trisha wrote it down, accurately, mapping the entrance from the old department store’s shipping area. She’d been there just last year, when she last dropped off food to some of the die-hard tunnel dwellers.

      “This is right next to Gimbels?” Dorothy said.

      “Yeah. There’s an old delivery entrance that connects to tunnels that were closed up about ten years ago. You just need to hit the bowels of the store’s receiving area, near the subway, and go through a maintenance door. I’ve drawn that part.”

      Trisha handed the notebook back to Dorothy.

      Dorothy read the notes to herself and nodded.

      “If this pans out, I might even owe you one. Provided you do things by the book from here on out” she said. “Now, everyone follow me out the front entrance. Edmund, I’m going to forget that you just violated one of my orders. Provided you stay outside the museum from now on.”

      Grayson nodded.

      Trisha followed the group to the entrance, wondering how fast she could get to a phone. She had enough of the story to save her job, especially once David and Grayson filled her in on the theft.

      But...that wouldn’t catch Adrienne’s killer.

      Going into the tunnels herself would be a longshot. That second entrance had been a mess years ago. Even with a best-case scenario, getting through that door would risk being hit by a train.

      But she needed to do it anyway.

      Grayson and David were being oddly quiet for being tossed out of the museum. Several times on the way out, a nod passed between them. They were planning something, but she’d bet their idea wasn’t as interesting as the one she had.

      They passed a crowd at the front entrance hall. A tall, thin man with round glasses tried to intercept Dorothy, but she brushed him off. Once outside, Dorothy turned to Grayson.

      “I don’t want to see you or hear you or even smell you for the rest of the day. Got it?”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Grayson said.

      Dorothy pointed to Trisha. “If you know what’s good for you, English, you’ll get away from her as fast as possible. She’s trouble that you don’t need.”

      Grayson waited until Dorothy moved out of earshot before he spoke. “David, we’ll take my car and head to that subway station near Gimbels.” He turned to Trisha. “Do you want to come with us?”

      They were going to shadow Dorothy.

      “Damn, Grayson, you hate being told what to do. I can respect that.”

      “Do you want a ride or not?”

      “No. First, I’m going to check the other tunnel entrance, the one in the subway station around the corner from here.” She grinned. “Who’s with me?”
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