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A simple child,


That lightly draws its breath,


And feels its life in every limb,


What should it know of death?


—William Wordsworth


Abandon hope, all ye who enter here.


—Dante Alighieri












1


When they made the bargain, they knew they risked death. But living—if you could call existing in the Pleasure Academy living—wasn’t much of a bargain.


Sure, she had three squares a day—like fricking clockwork. A bed at night—Lights Out, ten o’clock! She had clean clothes, and even the ugly uniform ranked higher than whatever she’d scrounged or stolen when freedom hadn’t been just a concept.


School—mostly bullshit—but she secretly liked the French lessons. Auntie (top bitch) claimed speaking a second language helped create a sophisticated, elegant female.


None of that made up for the fact that she hadn’t breathed outdoor air for … She couldn’t say exactly, but they’d scooped her up just before Christmas when the easy pickings on the street were abso gargan.


Which is how she’d gotten scooped up because, yeah, maybe a little careless.


The girl they’d brought in the week before claimed it was May—maybe—but her brain was still addled from Orientation. Plus, the new one was really young—seven or eight maybe—and cried a lot.


It didn’t seem possible she’d spent a whole winter, a whole spring inside. Then sometimes, at night, in the dark, it all got blurry, and felt as if she’d lived her whole life inside the Academy.


Up at seven sharp! Make your bed and make it right, or earn a demerit. Ten demerits earned an hour in the Meditation Box.


Shower, dress, which included hairstyling and makeup appropriate to the tasks of the day. Breakfast at eight sharp. Arrive late, demerit. Poor table manners warranted a quick jab with the shock stick or worse.


She’d had it all, and worse, before she’d learned to pretend.


On uniform days you took classes, like French or Polite Conversation, Deportment, Style, Personal Hygiene, Skin and Hair Care, and Weight Management.


Every week they measured, weighed, evaluated. And after that came Salon Day, whether you wanted one or not.


They’d had to strap her down and tranq her the first couple of times when they blasted some flaws—blemishes, a birthmark on her thigh. When they’d cleaned her teeth and did something to straighten them that ached for days after.


But the day she dreaded most? Intimacy Practice.


Sometimes it was another woman, an Academy graduate, who “taught” the proper way to undress yourself, or undress somebody else.


She’d earned the prod and an entire day in the Meditation Box for punching her instructor when the woman put hands on her.


Sometimes it was a man, and that was somehow worse because you had to touch him, too.


They made you do things—all kinds of things—except actual sex. If they had to tie you down for it, they said that served as another lesson. Some owners enjoyed tying down their consorts.


Sometimes they paired you with another student because some owners were women, or just got off watching two girls together.


And that’s how she connected with Mina.


Naked in the bed, the cameras recording it all for Evaluation, Dorian resisted, turned her face away from Mina’s lips.


Mina just rolled on top of her, pressed those lips to Dorian’s ear. “I hate it, too. I hate it,” she said, then moaned, rubbed her body against Dorian’s. “Pretend you don’t, it’ll be over faster. You have to go somewhere else in your head, you have to pretend it isn’t you. Because it isn’t.”


“Get off me.”


“Then we both end up in the damn box. You’re going to roll over, get on top. Put your hand down there between us—just do it. I’m going to make myself come. That’s what they want.”


She rolled over, and pulled Dorian’s hand down—stronger than she looked. Then she bucked, made crazy sounds, flung her head side to side.


To Dorian’s shock, Mina wrapped her legs around her, ground their centers together. “Fake it,” Mina hissed. “Now, fake it now. And we’re done.”


Humiliating, yes, but better than being tied down, better than the shock stick or the box.


So she cried out as Mina had done, and if a couple of humiliation tears escaped, it didn’t matter.


“Well done.” Auntie rose from her observation chair. “Very well done, both of you.


“Trainee 232, as expected. Trainee 238, much improved. Enough to erase one demerit, and hopefully move you beyond the restrictions of Bondage Only status.”


She waited, eyes keen.


“Thank you, Auntie,” Mina said dutifully, and with a hand between their bodies, pinched Dorian.


“Thank you, Auntie.”


“You’re quite welcome. Now, shower thoroughly. You can have ten minutes in the Relaxation Area before you dress for dinner.”


The showers in the Intimacy Area ran plush—a small benefit. Cameras recorded, of course, as the small benefit never included privacy.


But water ran hot, and steam rose.


Mina spoke in whispers under it as she shampooed.


“I’m Mina. I’ve been here six months and ten days, I think.”


“Dorian. I’m not sure, maybe five months.”


“I’ve seen you in some of the classes. You have to pretend better. If you keep getting tossed in the box, drugged up, or smacked around, you’ll never escape.”


“There’s no way out. I’ve tried. I’ve looked.”


“If there’s a way in, there’s a way out.” She sent Dorian a sidelong look as she carefully worked conditioner through her long red hair. “Maybe I’ve got a plan I’m working on, but I think it needs two.”


Then she smiled, poured liquid wash onto a pink pouf. “You’re doing really well in French class,” she said in normal tones.


Since Dorian didn’t need to get hit with a brick to catch on, she shrugged. “I really like the French class. Polite Conversation is boooring.”


“Oh, it’s not so bad, and it’s nice to have conversation. You know, you could maybe help me in French, and I could help you with the other. Improvement means more time in the Relaxation Area, which is totally iced.”


Which was beyond boring, but Dorian shrugged again. “I guess. Is it allowed?”


“Auntie let me help a trainee with reading, so I guess. I’ll ask.”


“Yeah, you ask. She likes you.”


“I’m likable.” Her pretty, heart-shaped face lit up with a smile that fell short of her eyes. “I like being likable. One day I’ll have a master who’ll like me, and give me beautiful clothes and lots of orgasms. I can’t wait!”


Dorian saw the lie. Mina wanted out, and so did she.


So they formed an alliance.


As Dorian saw it, they had nothing much in common.


She was Black—or mostly—and Mina was as white as white got. Through snippets of conversation, she learned Mina had lived in a nice house in the ’burbs of Philadelphia.


She’d been scooped up walking home after soccer practice from her school. Private school. She had a younger brother, and two parents, four grandparents, and three best friends. She had a sort of boyfriend, too.


Dorian had lived on the streets for months before she got scooped. She’d run away from her hard-handed mother and her mother’s series of idiot boyfriends and a craphole tenement in Freehold.


She’d made it to New York only a few weeks before the scoop and had just started finding her feet. She’d found her freedom, then bam, she’d come to strapped to a bed inside the Academy.


She’d thought hospital at first, because it looked like one.


Auntie told her differently.


As she saw it, she and Mina practically came from different planets. But they had a few things in common. Hatred for the Academy and a desperation to escape it. And smarts.


Over the next weeks, the alliance grew into a friendship.


Dorian learned to pretend, and learned the benefits of pretending.


She got praise, she got little rewards. And better, even better, the sharp eyes of the instructors, the guards, the matrons, of Auntie didn’t look so often in her direction.


She built up a little trust. Not the big pile of it Mina had, but enough. If someone said something careless around her, she filed it away and told Mina.


Mina did the same. And piece by piece they put together a blueprint of the Academy. In their heads only, but they had smarts.


Then Mina found out about the tunnels.


“Number 264 killed herself. Or she’s dead anyway. She used bed-sheets and hanged herself.”


Dorian felt her chest burn. “Which one is that?”


“One of the newer ones. We’re luckier because we’re in the Pretty Ones and they don’t hurt us as much as they do the Servants and Pets. Yesterday I was with Auntie, in her office, for a special evaluation, and one of them came to the door. She went out, but I listened.”


“If she’d caught you—”


“She didn’t, and there aren’t any cameras in her office. Nobody watches Auntie. She said use elevator three to take the body down to the tunnels tonight, after Lights Out, and to the crematorium. She said how the dead girl was a street rat anyway, and a waste of time and resources.”


The burn in Dorian’s chest erupted into fire. “I’m going to kill her one day.”


“Dorian, grip it. Tunnels. That’s a way out for sure.”


“You need a swipe for the elevators.”


“That’s where you come in. That’s what you do, right?”


Maybe she’d worked the streets, the tourists—and maybe exaggerated her skill just a little—but this was different.


“You want me to lift a swipe card?”


“The plan doesn’t work without it.” Mina’s absolute confidence radiated, and infected. “You get the swipe as close to Lights Out as you can.”


“Even if I get the swipe, it doesn’t work inside our rooms. We’re locked in at night.”


“Tonight we won’t be. I’ve got that part. You get the card, and at ten-thirty, take the elevator down to the infirmary. Pick me up there, then we go all the way down, and we get out.”


They’d talked too long, both knew it, but Mina risked another minute. “We’ve got to get out, Dorian. I was telling Auntie how much I wanted a handsome master to buy me beautiful things, and she said the auction was coming up soon. I wouldn’t have much longer to wait.


“They’ll sell us. We have to get out now.”


Sold, Dorian thought. No more pretending then, and no more Mina to help her stand the pretending.


“I’ll get the swipe.”


“Ten-thirty, infirmary. Something I ate didn’t agree with me.”


It didn’t seem real. For months she’d dreamed and schemed of a way out. But now all she could think of were the punishments if they got caught.


More likely when.


But they had to try. They had to or Auntie would sell them like—like a candy bar in a twenty-four/seven.


She knew, of course she knew, her ancestors had been sold into slavery, and when she’d still gone to regular school, she’d studied about the whole damn war fought over it.


But this was 2061, for fuck’s sake! People couldn’t just sell people.


But they would. They would.


She felt sick to her stomach, and really hot—like maybe she had a fever and she needed the infirmary for real.


But she reminded herself that she had a talent for one thing. She knew how to pick pockets. She knew how to take something from a mark and move on.


With fifteen minutes to Lights Out, Dorian scurried down the corridor to her room carrying a small bag. Since scurrying broke the rules, she knew the hall matron would stop her, issue a demerit and a warning.


“238!”


Heart pounding, Dorian skidded to a stop.


“Running in the hallways, one demerit. How many does that make this time?”


“Three, Matron. I’m very sorry.”


“You should be. What do you have there?”


“Hygienic supplies, Matron.” All innocence, Dorian held out the bag containing a small roll of toilet paper, a tiny tube of soap, and a tube of facial cleanser.


As the matron—a big, beefy woman with a shock stick strapped to her belt—grabbed the bag, Dorian shuffled an inch closer and, ears ringing, palmed the swipe card hooked to the woman’s left jacket pocket.


“I was getting ready for bed, and saw I was out of some supplies for hygiene and skin care. I needed to—”


“That’s two demerits, 238, the second for carelessness. It’ll be three if you’re not in your room and properly prepared for the night by Lights Out.”


“Yes, Matron. Thank you.”


She walked blindly to her room—cell, she corrected. And didn’t allow herself to shake until she’d closed the door.


She prepared for bed as usual because the hall bitch might check on her. But she kept her clothes on under the ugly nightgown.


When the lights blinked their one-minute warning, she got into bed, pulled the sheet and thin blanket up to her chin.


And as she’d feared, her door opened.


Fear exploded inside her as the matron marched to the bed.


She knew! She knew!


The woman stared down at her with mean eyes—monster eyes to Dorian’s mind. She braced for the fire of the shock stick.


But the matron just peered at Dorian’s face, swiped a finger over her cheek.


Her mouth thinned as she nodded, and without a word walked out.


Dorian heard the locks snap. And the lights went off.


She lay trembling in the dark, staring up at the faint numbers illuminated on the ceiling.




10:00 P.M.





She didn’t know. She didn’t know. Yet.


Dorian watched those numbers change, minute by minute, and visualized the Matron Monster checking each door—twenty-eight on this floor. Then she’d use the stairs—please God don’t let her decide to use the elevator this time. And check the other floors. Probably.


There had to be other floors with other rooms because she’d counted at least sixty trainees. And she didn’t think she’d seen all of them. This floor held the Pretty Ones. But there were Servants, Breeders, and Pets.


Since none of the cells had soundproofing—they wanted to hear you—she listened for voices, footsteps, alarms, any sounds.


She heard the heavy door of the stairway thump shut, and closed her eyes as tears leaked.


She still didn’t know.


In the infirmary, on the narrow exam table, Mina rolled on her side, stuck her fingers down her throat, and puked on Nurse’s shoes.


“Goddamn it, 232!”


“I’m sorry.” She added a few pathetic moans. “I’m sorry.”


Nurse shoved a slop dish into her hands. “Use this if you have to vomit again. Stay there!”


Since the door to the infirmary was locked—the drugs, the supplies, the everything locked—where would she go?


She moaned, held her breath, moaned, then leaped up, dashed to the computer on the desk. Nurse had had to check her in, so no passcode needed.


She’d paid attention in computer class, had a geek friend. She knew what to do.


She pulled up the locks, hit the release for Dorian’s door, crossed her fingers for luck, then yanked open drawers.


Nurse chewed gum. All the damn time.


And there was a pack of it. Mina grabbed two sticks and, chewing madly, dashed back to the exam table.


She had time to tuck the wad into her cheek when Nurse came back—wearing fresh shoes.


“I’m so sorry, Nurse. I’m sorry, but I feel a lot better. Just really tired and sort of weak, but my stomach doesn’t hurt anymore.”


Nurse grunted, took her temperature, checked her pulse.


Mina knew her skin felt clammy—but that was fear, and excitement.


“I’m not hauling you upstairs, then having somebody haul you back down again if it starts up again. You’ll stay in the sickroom tonight.”


“I just want to sleep.”


Nurse helped her up, and Mina leaned against her as they went across the hall to the sickroom. Half the size of her bedroom upstairs, it held a cot, a rolling chair for a medical.


At the door, Mina swayed, leaned a little more weight on Nurse as she covered her mouth with her hand, spit out the gum.


“I thought …” She breathed out as she shoved the wad of gum against the latch. “False alarm. A little queasy, but not like before.”


Nurse dumped her on the cot, used the mini tablet in her pocket to record the sickroom stay. She set a bucket beside the bed.


“You have to go, you have to vomit again, use that. If you need medical assistance, press the button on the bed guard. Don’t bother me unless you need medical assistance. Understood?”


“Yes, yes. I’m so tired. I just want to sleep.”


“Easy for you. I have to clean up your mess. Lights, ten percent,” she ordered. “So you don’t miss the bucket.”


She stalked out.


Since Mina didn’t have a clock, she counted off the minutes.


Nurse had to get cleaning supplies, mop up the puke, then she’d probably go back and clean up her shoes. She had a little room with a sleep chair and a screen.


Maybe she’d sit at her desk first, write up the report on the puking incident, but if she did, she’d face the comp screen, not the glass door.


Quietly, Mina slipped off the cot, moved to the door. She pressed her ear to it, heard nothing.


Now or never, she told herself, and eased the door open a crack.


No alarm sounded, so she picked the nasty gum off the latch, then crept out. Nurse sat at the desk, and everything inside Mina trembled.


She pulled the door closed behind her, heard the lock click. Though it sounded like an explosion in her head, Nurse didn’t even glance away from the screen as she worked.


Mina made the dash to the elevator.


“Come on, Dorian. Please, please, please.”


If Dorian didn’t come—


No, no, she would. She had to. They had to get out, go to the police. She had to call her mom and dad. They’d come get her. And Dorian, too.


They’d be safe, and all these terrible people would go to jail.


But the minutes ticked by.


What if Nurse decided to check on her? What if someone else got sick, and a matron brought them down? What if Auntie—


She heard the elevator hum, and instinctively stepped back, looked wildly for a place to hide.


Then braced her shoulders. If the doors opened and she didn’t see Dorian, it was over anyway. Everything. She’d be punished, beaten, tossed into the box. She’d be sold at auction like a—like a painting or some fancy necklace.


A thing. She wouldn’t live as a thing.


When the doors opened, she nearly cried out. Slapping a hand over her own mouth, she leaped in with Dorian.


Forgetting the gum, she gripped Dorian’s hand.


“What the—”


“Sorry. Gum. I used it on the latch. SB? Subbasement, right? That’s got to be it.” Mina pressed the button.




Authorization required for that level.





They both jumped a foot.


“Swipe card, try the swipe card on the pad. It has to work. It has to.”


Dorian gripped her own wrist to steady her hand, swiped the card. Mina pushed the button again.




Authorization verified.





The elevator started down.


“Someone could be down there,” Dorian said. “What do we do if somebody’s right there?”


“I don’t know. We—we run, or try to fight. I don’t know. We got this far. Oh God, oh God, I guess I never really believed we’d get this far, so I don’t know.”


It took forever, or seemed like it as they wrapped arms around each other.


Then the doors opened, and still wrapped around each other, they stepped out into dim light.


“It really is a tunnel.”


“It goes both ways.” Dorian pointed right, then left. “Which way is out?”


“We have to pick one. You pick. I feel like I might puke again.”


Dorian chose right. “We should run. We might not have much time. The Matron Monster might need her swipe.” She shoved it in her back pocket in case they needed it again. “Maybe she’ll think she dropped it, but maybe she’ll put it together.”


Hands clasped, they ran. The tunnel echoed, so they spoke in whispers, filling each other in.


Then the tunnel forked.


“You pick this time,” Dorian said when they stopped.


“We went right,” Mina replied, “so this time left. It has to lead somewhere because that’s how they removed that poor girl. We just keep going until we escape. Then we have to determine where we are. You were in New York, I was in Devon. We could be anywhere now. We break free, find out where we are, get somewhere I can call my parents. And the police.”


“The police? But—”


“All the others, Dorian.” In the dim, yellowish light, Mina’s soft green eyes went fierce. “We have to think of all the other girls, like us.”


Maybe she felt bad for them, but Dorian’s instinct said just get out and run.


“My parents will know what to do,” Mina told her. “They’ll come get us, no matter where we are. I miss them so much, and my stupid little brother, too. I know he’s a pest and annoying, but not always. And I know I get pissed at my parents sometimes. I mean, so clueless, right? But I never ever felt afraid until the Academy. They never ever hurt me. And your mom—”


“She’s not like them.”


“You’ve been gone all this time. She’s got to be worried. She—”


“She’s not like your parents, okay?” Everything inside Dorian hardened, coated over even the fear. “I felt afraid plenty, and she hurt me when she felt like it. If we go to the cops, they’ll send me back to her or toss me in juvie or a foster. I might as well stay here.”


“Don’t say that, don’t. My parents will take care of you, too. I promise. I swear it. Nobody’s going to screw with you. They won’t let that happen. And they won’t let these—these fucks get away with everything they did.”


Rather than argue, Dorian shrugged. Mina had plenty of smarts, but she didn’t know how the real world worked.


“Did you hear that?” Dorian’s hand vised on Mina’s.


Voices echoing, footsteps running.


“They’re coming. We need to run.”


“No, no, they’ll hear running,” Mina hissed. “Like we hear them. Keep walking, close to the tunnel wall, keep moving, but quiet, quiet. Look, look up there! A ladder in the wall. We climb up, right? It has to be a way out.”


When Mina reached it, she gripped the sides. “There’s a cover on it. We’ll need to push it off. Careful, it’s a little slippery.”


They wedged together on the narrow ladder.


“It’s not heavy. I’m taller, let me.” Dorian gritted her teeth, shoved. “I’ve got it. I’ve got it.”


As she used both hands to push the metal cover, Dorian’s foot slipped. Even as Mina grabbed for her, she went down, banging her knee on a rung, then feeling her ankle twist and go out from under her on the fall to the concrete.


She bit back a scream of pain as Mina pulled her up. “You’re okay, you’re all right. I see light. We have to go up now. They’re getting closer.”


She shoved Dorian up, climbed behind. “Hurry. You have to hurry.”


The pain made her sick, made her dizzy, but she climbed. Climbed into pouring rain and roaring thunder.


Mina popped out like a cork behind her, then dragged the cover back in place.


Through the storm, they saw what looked like a huddle of derelict and abandoned buildings, a couple of rusted-out cars slumped on weedy gravel, a heap of busted-up planks, a lot of trash.


It smelled like a broken recycler filled with rotten fruit.


But in the distance, lights gleamed through the wall of rain.


“That way!”


“I can’t run, Mina. I can barely walk. I maybe broke something.”


“Lean on me. If we can get to those lights—”


She broke off as the cover shifted. With an arm around Dorian, she dragged her friend to the old lumber pile.


“We hide,” she whispered. “Stay down until they go away.”


A man pulled himself out of the hole. Spoke to someone below him. “There’s blood on the ground, the ladder. One of them’s hurt.”


The Matron Monster climbed out. “I hope to fuck it’s the little shit who stole my swipe. She’s going to pay for it.” Already soaked to the skin, she spoke into a ’link. “We found their exit, and one’s banged up.”


The man gave a location and orders to send more for the search. Ordered vans for a street sweep even as a third climbed out.


“They didn’t get far,” he said. “We were a minute behind them. Spread out and find those bitches.”


“They’ll find us,” Mina whispered in Dorian’s ear. “I’m going to lead them away.”


“No!”


“I can run faster than they can, and it’s raining so hard, I can get a head start maybe. Stay here, stay quiet. I’ll make them think you’re with me so they’ll stop looking. I’ll send help.”


“You can’t—”


Mina picked up a broken piece of wood with a jagged edge, and shoved at the bright hair the rain plastered to her face. “Stay down, stay quiet. We got out, Dorian. We’re not going back.”


She gripped Dorian’s hand one last time. “Partners,” she whispered, then ran.


“There! I see one!”


“Go, Dorian,” Mina screamed. “Keep going! Don’t stop!”


As Mina ran, Dorian squeezed her eyes shut. She’d tried praying a few times in her life, and it never worked. But she tried again, as hard as she could.


She heard a shout, and then a scream. Mina? Following her gut, she lurched to her feet, managed one running step before her leg crumpled under her. Her head cracked hard against a plank on the way down. She saw stars. Then nothing at all.


Under a black umbrella, Auntie stood over the body. The trainee she’d put so much time and effort into, had such high hopes for, lay like a soaked rag, impaled with a jagged spear of wood.


Useless now, she thought. Useless.


“No sign of the other one.” Her head of security stood next to her. “What a fuckup. I’ll have a full report for you after I debrief. Do you want her taken to the crematorium?”


“No. 238 may go to the police. It’s not her nature, but in case she does, we’ll turn this on her. Have that idiot Nurse get the last blood draw from 238. When the cops find the body where you’ll deposit it, it’ll have 238’s blood on it. And have whatever 232 was wearing when we recruited her brought up. Get this disappointment in a van. You’ll take care of this tonight.”


“Yes, ma’am.”


“I’ll relay precise instructions. I want no more carelessness. Understood?”


“Loud and clear.”


“Stupid, ungrateful bitch.”


Auntie kicked the body once, viciously, then walked away.
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Dorian woke with her head pounding like an airjack. Her knee felt sick and squishy, like her stomach. She didn’t know where she was or what had happened. For a terrifying few minutes she didn’t know who she was.


Everything went blurry when she tried to sit up, so she lay still. The air smelled bad, and the ground felt rough and bumpy under her. Her ankle throbbed.


She tried hard to think of the last thing she remembered, but just couldn’t, so she concentrated on what she did know.


Somebody had hurt her, and she didn’t want to be wherever she was. That somebody might come back, hurt her again.


This time when she sat up, she braced against the dizziness, hissed her way through it. She saw some buildings—crapholes—some junk.


She wore gray pants—they looked like good pants except for the bloody tear in the left knee. Wet and clingy pants, like her shirt—her white shirt.


She pressed her fingers to her knee, squawked in pain before she could stop herself. She wore plain white sneakers, and the ankle above the left foot swelled like a balloon.


She’d had bumps and bruises and swollen parts before. Her mother got pissed and dealt them out like a hand of cards.


Had her mother done this to her?


No, no, she didn’t think so. She’d gotten away, again.


Spend Christmas in New York. Wasn’t she going to do that? But it didn’t feel like Christmas. It felt hot. Even though she couldn’t stop shivering, it felt hot.


Maybe she had a fever.


Wherever, whenever, she had to move. Maybe find a place she could steal some medicine, an ice pack.


She picked around the woodpile—got a splinter for her trouble—until she found something she could use as a kind of crutch.


Tears streamed, watering the pain as she used the wood to pull herself up. She hobbled her way toward the lights in the distance.


Lights meant people, people meant pockets to pick or stores with ice packs and blockers. Once she had those, she’d find a hole somewhere and sleep. Just sleep until the pain went away.


Dazed, her mind heading toward numb in defense, she walked.


And walked. And walked.


About the same time Dorian crawled through a broken window in a condemned building and fell into a blocker-and-tranq-induced sleep with ice packs strapped to her knee and ankle, Lieutenant Eve Dallas stood over a body on the north edge of Battery Park.


Last night’s storm had cleared the worst of a late June three-day heat wave and left the air in Lower Manhattan oddly refreshed.


Wouldn’t last, but it made a nice morning.


Except for the kid—just a kid, Eve thought. Hair in a frizzy red cloud around a sweet, heart-shaped face. Green eyes stared out behind the film death smeared on them.


Blood stained the white shirt, spreading out from the spear of wood in the girl’s chest.


No blood on the grass or ground, she noted. Could’ve washed away in the rain, but the body lay fairly sheltered under the leafy branches of a tree near the bike path.


She glanced toward the path—light traffic at this hour—then at the uniform who stood by.


“What do you know?”


“Sir. Not a hell of a lot. Guy decides to do some yoga in the park at sunrise.” The uniform chin-pointed at a man of around seventy in compression shorts and tank holding a rolled mat. He stood by a second uniform. “Wilfred Meadows. He lives a couple blocks away and says he likes this spot for his, ah, sunrise salutations. He saw the body, contacted nine-one-one.”


The officer cleared his throat. “When we arrived on scene, the witness was sitting cross-legged a few feet away from the victim, with his hands pressed together.”


The officer demonstrated. “He said he was trying to send positive energy to her spirit on her journey. And he cried a little because she’s just a kid. Says he’s got a redheaded granddaughter about her age.


“He comes here most mornings, he said, and rides his bike on the path three afternoons a week, leads a tai chi class in the park two afternoons a week. He hasn’t seen the victim around before. He thinks he’d have noticed because of the hair and his granddaughter.”


“Okay, get his information and let him go home. We’ll follow up. Wait.”


She spotted her partner, Detective Peabody, walking fast toward the crime scene tape. “We’ll follow up now. Peabody.” Eve crossed to the tape.


“Sorry! Subway glitch, so I ditched it. I put half a mile on my feet and shift just started.”


“Yoga guy there found the body. The uniforms got his statement. Follow up before you let him go.”


“Got it.” Peabody took off her rainbow sunshades, slid them into a pocket of her jacket. Maybe the sun beamed, but she knew how Eve felt about rainbow sunshades on the job. “She looks like a kid.”


“She was. Twelve, thirteen, fourteen. I’ll take the body, you take the wit.”


Eve turned, walked back, crouched down.


Opening her field kit, she took out her Identi-pad first and pressed it to the victim’s right thumb.


“Victim is identified as Mina Rose Cabot, age thirteen, of Devon, Pennsylvania. Caucasian, red and green. Five feet, four inches, a hundred and six pounds. Parents, Rae and Oliver Cabot, same address, one sib, Ethan, age eleven.”


She got out her gauges. “TOD, twenty-three-oh-six. COD appears to be the approximately eighteen-inch-by-three-inch piece of wood or wood product impaled mid-chest. ME to confirm, lab to verify weapon.”


With her sealed hands, Eve picked up and examined the victim’s. “Some bruising on the knuckles, some dried blood.” She took a sample of the blood, sealed it, then put on microgoggles, studied both palms. “Looks like a couple splinters in the palms, both hands. Blood on the shirt around the wound consistent with the injury. Some drops on the cuff of the shirt, some on the pants. Not consistent with the wound.”


She shook her head. “Where the hell did that spear thing come from?”


She sat back on her heels. “Put up a fight, didn’t you, Mina? Grabbed for the spear of wood—or maybe you held it to begin with and the killer used it against you.”


“Victim has pierced ears—two on the left, one in the right. No earrings. No shoes, no ’link, no wallet or purse. She’s got a little—looks like silver—heart on a chain. Chain’s broken.


“So the killer takes her earrings, her shoes, whatever else she had on her, but doesn’t take the necklace. Maybe heard somebody coming and ran before he could grab it. Maybe.”


She replaced her tools. “No visible facial wounds or other visible injuries. Clothes are intact. ME to check for sexual assault or rape, but it looks like a mugging gone way wrong. What the hell were you doing in New York, Mina from Pennsylvania?”


Family trip, Eve thought, a runaway? She sure as hell didn’t look like a kid who’d spent any time on the streets.


She pushed up as Peabody walked to her.


“Mr. Meadows’s statement jibes. I’ve got all his information. He’s lived here for eighteen years, works as a life coach for Healthy You and Me—thirty-three years there. Married for forty-one years. His wife’s a fitness coach, same company. His wife’s a redhead, so are their daughter and their oldest granddaughter. He said he had one horrible instant when he thought the victim was his granddaughter, Abigail. He knew it wasn’t—but he had that instant.”


“She’s Mina Cabot, from Devon, Pennsylvania. Looks like a mugging, but …” Eve looked back. “See how she’s laid out? Not posed or anything, but it’s still neat. Not like she took the spear in the chest and fell. And no grass stains on her clothes. No blood on the ground—we’ll have the sweepers check that, but … Let’s roll her.”


Together they went back to the body. Peabody sealed her hands with the can Eve passed her, then they carefully turned Mina on her side. “Let’s amend the size of the spear to closer to twenty-four inches,” noted Eve. “Look at the blood on the back of the shirt. It pierced her back. But there’s no blood under her.”


“Dump site?” Peabody asked.


“Her shirt’s damp—hasn’t dried through—and TOD confirms she died during that storm last night. But the pants? They’re dry, and the blood on them? Rain didn’t hit that.”


“They fit her though. Well, maybe just a tad short, like she had a little growth spurt.”


“Her ID lists her at five-four. Morris to verify.”


“They’re good pants. School-uniform navy.”


Eve’s eyes narrowed. “ ‘School uniform’?”


“That’s how they strike me. Private school uniform. They’re usually navy or gray, maybe khaki for the summer. These aren’t summer weight though.”


“Not summer weight,” Eve repeated thoughtfully. “Morris will check for rape. Why change her pants? Take her shoes—you can see by the condition of the bottom of her feet she wasn’t walking around the city barefoot. Why take her shoes, remove her earrings, take her ID, her ’link, if she had all that, but take the time to change her pants? Because I’m damned if she died in these. Or died here.”


“Pretty kid,” Peabody said. “Seriously pretty.”


“Yeah, she was. Look at her nails—fingers and toes. Perfectly kept, clean, neat. Soft hands. She hasn’t spent any time on the streets. Check with missing persons in Devon, see if they have anything on her. I’ll call for the dead wagon and the sweepers.”


Moved her here, Eve thought as she made the contacts. Set it up to look like a mugging. But it wasn’t about a pair of shoes or a pocket ’link.


“Dallas. There’s been an Amber Alert out on her since last November. November nine. She didn’t come home from school. Bester Middle—private school. I’ve got the names of the detectives assigned. And there’s a notation the parents have offered two hundred thousand to anyone with information that leads to their daughter’s return.”


“This kid hasn’t been on the streets for over seven months. A runaway, possibly. We’ll see what the investigators say. But she’s had a decent place to stay. You know this shit—is that actual wood or composite?”


Peabody crouched down.


“It’s pine,” she said. “The real deal. Looks like it has some age on it. The lab’ll have to pin that down. I think it’s an old stud.”


“Like your grandfather?”


“Ha! Funny! Like a wall stud maybe, and somebody who didn’t give a shit about decent wood ripped it out. Somebody rehabbing a building—like we’re doing with the house, but we’d never treat material like this. It’s warped some, so it’s been out in the weather. Probably for a while.”


“Another point she was dumped. The killer didn’t just happen to pick that up lying on the ground here. We’ll have uniforms canvass, but somebody brought her here, after that storm blew out, dumped her under that tree.


“Could’ve weighed her down, dumped her in the river—it’s close enough.”


“They wanted her found.”


Eve nodded at her partner. “And why’s that? She was out in that storm, and she fought. Nothing under her nails, so she didn’t get any scratches in—or the killer cleaned them before the dump. No facial bruising, just a little on her knuckles.”


“Fight didn’t last long,” Peabody concluded.


“No.” Eve looked down at the body again. “Not long.”


Eve waited until she got to Central, into her office, grabbed some life-giving coffee from her AutoChef, before making the first contact.


Rather than start with the notification, she contacted the lead detective on Mina’s missing persons case.


“Ah, hell. Ah, fuck it all to hell.” Detective Sharlene Driver scrubbed her hands over her deep brown face, then pressed her fingers to eyes several shades darker.


Then she dropped them, and the eyes went cop flat. “I’d appreciate the details, Lieutenant.”


“And you’ll have them. My partner’s writing the report now and will copy you. I’ll answer any questions you may have. I have some of my own.”


“How about I anticipate some of them, answer—and reciprocate by sending you our files?”


“Appreciated.”


“It’s a good family, Lieutenant. Mother’s a civil rights attorney—does a lot of pro bono work. Father’s a doctor, a GP, has his own practice. They’re financially solid, but not crazy rich—not kidnap a kid for a big, fat payday rich. Mina did exceptionally well in school, had a solid circle of friends—no serious boyfriend, but she was sweet on a guy in her class. We talked to him, his family, the friends. Nothing pointed to her running off. Nothing.”


Driver paused. “You have to look at that. Kid gets pissed off, takes off, but not here. She’d negotiated a vid date—her first group date with the boy and two other couples, and was looking forward to it. She was walking home from soccer practice.”


“Usual time and route?”


“Yeah, and that’s a thing. It’s only about a half mile, nice neighborhood—with this little grove of trees along her way. The other thing is while the parents had the talk about strangers and all that, and Mina was a sharp kid, she was also the type—look at her parents—to try to help somebody she thought needed it.”


“Somebody knew her route, used her nature, grabbed her up.”


“That’s how we saw it. No ransom demand. We got some hotline calls, but mostly bogus, and nothing panned out. The closest we came is somebody thought they might have seen a van in the area. Either a black or brown or frigging blue van. With windows, no windows.”


“I hear you.”


“The dad picked up the son at his friends’—where the kid habitually went after school—just before five. Mina was due home by five, but he didn’t worry until about five-thirty when his wife got home. They called Mina’s ’link—but couldn’t connect. Started calling her friends, her soccer coach, then while Oliver—the dad—went out to drive around the area, Rae called the police.


“They haven’t given up, Lieutenant. This is going to crush them. If you could do me a solid, let my partner and me notify them. We have a relationship.”


“I’ll make sure you get the report quickly. I’ll want to talk to them, but it can wait until later in the day.”


“I’ll tell you they’re going to be on their way to New York today. They won’t wait.”


“Give them my contact. I’ll make time.”


“They’re going to ask me if she was raped.”


“I can’t give you that information. She’s with our ME now, and he’ll determine that. What was she wearing the night she went missing?”


“School uniform—she’d have had her soccer clothes in her bag. White, long-sleeved shirt, navy pants. She had a habit of shoving her school blazer in her backpack—because it was lame—and wearing a white zip-up hoodie. Same with her uniform shoes—dark brown loafer style. She’d more likely have worn her white kicks.”


“Jewelry?”


“Three earrings—studs. Two silver hearts, one blue star, a silver heart on a chain. She’d have had her ’link, her ID, under twenty in cash, her tablet, schoolwork—assignments, a binder to hold assignments—earbuds, the makeup she was allowed—and what she snuck in, which her mother knew about. Hairbrush, hair ties, and a small first aid kit. Her father insisted both kids carry the basics. We didn’t find a trace of any of it.”


Whoever grabbed her wanted it to look like a runaway at first glance, Eve thought when she ended the call. Like the killer wanted it to look like a mugging.


To buy time, she assumed, in both cases.


And that led her to believe the snatch and the murder rested on the same person or persons.


She got up to start her murder board.


She kept at it when she heard Peabody clomp down the hall to her office.


“Send the report to Detective Driver.”


Peabody pulled out her PPC and did so.


“Devon’s going to do the next of kin notification, and reciprocate by sending us their files. They concluded a snatch, not a runaway. I’m going to agree with that. The victim didn’t strike out for the bright lights of New York after soccer practice with under twenty in her pocket.”


Eve didn’t turn. “I can feel you giving the AC begging glances. Get your damn coffee. Get me more.”


“It was more like longing glances than begging.”


“We’re going to run the parents to cover it. Look for any debts, any payouts that don’t square. Devon’s done that, but we cover it. She had a boyfriend—sort of. We’re going to look at him and see if he has a perv older brother, uncle, father. Run her coaches and teachers, same deal.”


“Okay.”


“And we look for any connections to New York, because they brought her here, and they kept her here. No signs of restraints or force—so far.”


“Maybe kept her drugged.”


“The tox will show it, just like Morris will determine if somebody used her for sex. Why do you grab up a pretty young teen if not for ransom—and no ransom demands made—or sex?”


“Like a house droid? Slave labor?”


“Not with those hands and nails. If anything, she’d had some pampering there, with that—what do you call it—kind of manicure deal.”


“French. You’re right. She had a classic French manicure—fingers and toes. Nothing flashy, all classy.”


“Classy,” Eve repeated, and grabbed her coffee. “If it was for sex, he wanted that classy. Or … let’s check child pornography. Thirteen’s on the cusp of that. It’s more pubescent porn. Photos, vids.”


Eve looked at the ID shot on her board, that young, fresh, open face. “Pretty redhead, clear white skin, some curves. Youthful but what—budding?”


“It’s so sick.”


“Yeah, and so’s jamming a sharp piece of wood in a kid’s chest. McNab did some time in Vice—check with him.”


Since the EDD ace was Peabody’s cohab and main squeeze, checking with him added a plus.


Eve stepped back from the board, studied it.


“A pretty young girl walks the half mile home from school—same route every day. That makes a snatch easy. But the nice neighborhood makes it stickier. Somebody took some time, to watch, to plan. Had transportation. I’m betting somebody’s done this before. Maybe selling the kids he snatches. For sex, for underground porn sites.


“It has to be worth it, to keep her for months, to keep her clean and healthy, closed in or drugged, or convinced she’s living the high life. Has to pay off. Has to pay enough to transport her out of state.”


“Maybe that just happened,” Peabody suggested. “And something went wrong there, and she got away.”


“Could be. Could very well be. You’ve had her all this time, you maybe get a little careless, and she tries to bolt.”


She looked at the picture from the crime scene.


“Where the hell did that weapon come from? Close to where she bolted, if so?”


She went back to her desk to open the murder book on Mina. “Check with McNab, and let’s put together a list of known pedophiles—in and around Devon, in New York.”


“Holy shit, that’s going to be a long list.”


“Girls—eleven to fourteen. Younger won’t work, older’s beyond that scope of sick. No brutality—unless Morris turns some up. He kept her school uniform,” Eve murmured. “The pants. But the shirt? Roe said long sleeves when she was snatched—we need to verify that absolutely, because she had on short, cuffed sleeves when she was killed. Maybe we can track the shirt.”


“They could change the pants, but not the shirt,” Peabody concluded. “But why keep the pants?”


“Maybe he has a collection. That’s the file from Devon coming through. Go.”


Eve read the files from the initial incident report through the steps and stages of the investigation, the interviews, statements, the timeline the investigators put together. She studied the map of the neighborhood, the location of the house to the school, both to the grove of trees.


Thorough, she decided. The Devon detectives weren’t morons or slackers. They’d worked it, and hard, covered the ground, then covered it again.


And attached to the file, she found a list of known pedophiles that included nearby Philadelphia.


She’d go through those interviews, too, but first she entered the list, then ordered a new search narrowing it to her parameters.


Females between eleven and fourteen.


She did the same for New York, restricting it—for now—to Manhattan.


Then, testing her tech skills, ordered one more for any connections between the narrowed Pennsylvania list and New York’s.


While the computer worked, she put her boots on her desk, picked up what was left of her coffee, and studied the board.


Pampered hands and feet, no signs of restraints, no outward signs of malnutrition, violence.


Morris would confirm or refute that, but for now …


What kept a thirteen-year-old girl with an abductor for months?


Someone she knew, trusted. But nothing in Driver’s report indicated anything like that, and she and her partner hadn’t missed a trick that Eve could see.


No physical restraints didn’t mean she hadn’t been locked up, or fed drugs to make her compliant. Brainwashed, threatened.


School uniform pants and a plain white shirt. The necklace. Odd, really, they’d allowed her to keep the necklace but not the earrings.


Because it sure as hell hadn’t been a standard botched mugging.


“You got outside, didn’t you, Mina? And you fought back when they caught you. Died for it. Maybe you still had those pants, or maybe they put them on you to make you look like a runaway. Left your necklace with a broken chain to make it look like a mugging or fight.”


Just another kid, Eve thought, who takes off and comes to a bad end.


“But that’s not you. Look at that face. Pretty girl with skin like white rose petals. And a body just barely past the first bud. Whoever took you kept you pretty and prime for a reason.”


When her computer announced the completion of her first search, she dropped her feet to the floor, swiveled back.


She’d find the reason.
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Peabody came back in while Eve worked another series of cross-checks.


“McNab gave me a contact, Detective Willowby. She just transferred to Central from the four-oh-six. She’s in SVU, mostly on crimes against minors. I reached out.”


Because Peabody knew the perils of Eve’s ass-biting visitor’s chair, she perched warily on the very edge. “She’ll run Mina’s picture against any of the vids or photos they’ve got. And there are dark web chat rooms—sharing sites. They—”


“Share or trade slaves—sex or domestic.”


“You knew about that. Jesus, Willowby says some of the minors they pull out claim it’s consensual, or ordained—or whatever they’ve been indoctrinated to believe. Sometimes they start them off really young, even babies they …”


As it struck her, Peabody forgot about the chair, had her ass bitten, pushed up. “Sorry. Sorry, Dallas.”


“Nothing to be sorry about. It gives me insight. I probably had a couple more years before he put me on the market. He fucked that up by raping me, so he couldn’t market me as a virgin. They’re usually worth more. Then again, some like them broken in.”


Or just broken, she thought. She’d sure as hell qualified.


“But this wasn’t that,” Eve continued. “Probability’s high she was snatched because of her looks and her age—twelve at the time of the snatch. But why keep her so long if you’re going to put her on the market? Personal use and/or porn profit hits the highest on the scale. And when she ages out of kiddie porn and your preferences, you pass her on to the next.”


“That’s more or less what Willowby told me. She also said, when I told her about the mani-pedi and her general condition, the victim fits what they call the Princess category.”


Intrigued, Eve stopped, swiveled around. “Princess—as in treated as such?”


“Yeah. Compliance drugs probably, at least at first. But pretty clothes, makeup, some sparkles, a fun room—no windows likely, locked door for sure. Toys and stuff for younger ones.”


“The carrot instead of the stick. I never get why it isn’t candy or ice cream instead of the stick. Who really can’t wait to eat a damn carrot?”


She considered it, tossed carrots aside. “The stick comes in for lack of cooperation. A street kid—they’re likely to wallow pretty deep in all the goodies. But somebody like Mina wouldn’t be as easily turned.”


She glanced at her wrist unit. “Let’s see if Morris can tell us any more.”


Even as she started to stand, her ’link signaled. She looked at the display. “The victim’s parents. Hold on. Lieutenant Dallas.”


The man on-screen looked ghost pale, the blue of his red-rimmed eyes glassy. “Lieutenant Dallas.” His voice cracked. “I’m—”


“Mr. Cabot. I’m very sorry for your loss.”


“Sharlene—Detective Driver said you were absolutely sure.”


“Yes, sir. I understand how difficult this is for you and your family. I can promise you that finding out who took Mina from you is priority for me and my partner.”


“She—our Mina—was she—”


Raped, Eve finished in her head, because she understood the father couldn’t quite say the word. “Mina is with the chief medical examiner of New York. Let me assure you she couldn’t be in more skilled or compassionate hands than Dr. Morris’s. My partner and I are about to go there now.”


“We need to see her. We need to bring her home.”


“You won’t be able to take her home at this time, but I can arrange for you to see her. I can arrange transportation for you, Mr. Cabot, and accommodations if you plan to stay overnight.”


“We won’t come home until Mina comes with us. We need to bring our girl home. We need—”


He broke off, broke down. While he struggled, Eve continued to speak.


“We need to keep Mina here for a while. When we speak with Dr. Morris, we’ll let him know you’re coming in to see her. It would be helpful if I could speak to you and your wife, your son if he’s coming with you. I understand you’ve gone over everything about her disappearance with Detective Driver and her partner, but it would be helpful.”


“We need to know what happened!”


Grief, immense and unimaginable, ripped through every word.


“We’re going to do everything we can to find out. Do you want me to arrange transportation and accommodations for you, Mr. Cabot?”


“No, I—We’ll drive in. We’ll drive in. If—if—if you could give me the name of a hotel near Mina. I think we should stay near Mina. I don’t know where she is.”


He covered his face with his hands.


“I still don’t know where my baby is.”


“Mr. Cabot, we’re going to book rooms for you at the Hanover Hotel. It’s very near Mina. Is your son coming with you?”


“Yes, yes.”


“We’re going to arrange two bedrooms, with a family area. Will that work?”


“Yes, thank you, yes.”


She shot a finger at Peabody as she gave Oliver Cabot the address. “They have a parking garage. I can arrange for someone to meet you there and take you to Mina. It’s only a few blocks.”


“You’re very kind.”


“Just contact me when you arrive. Again, we’re very sorry for your loss.”


“I think you mean that. Lieutenant, can you tell me fairly, are you good at what you do?”


“I’m good at what I do.”


“I hope you mean that, too. Thank you. We’ll leave here within the hour.”


When Eve ended the call, Peabody sighed. “That was almost as rough as a notification. He tried so hard not to lose it.”


“Did you get the rooms?”


“Two-bedroom suite. I went with the concierge level. They’re going to want quiet.”


“Okay. Let’s go be good at what we do.”


Eve knew Morris was good at what he did, and hoped, as she and Peabody walked down the white tunnel of the morgue, he could tell them more about Mina Cabot.


The air smelled of chemical lemons and death sneaking under it, with an overlay of bad coffee. Their footsteps echoed off the glossy white tiles.


Behind the doors of Morris’s autopsy suite, music played. Something Eve found almost obsessively cheerful with a lot of guitars and young female voices harmonizing.


With a clear protective cape over his sky-blue suit, Morris closed his Y-cut on Mina with meticulous stitches. He’d done a trio of braids today in his long black hair and joined them together with a thick band that matched his precisely knotted—she supposed it was mauve—tie.


He looked up, paused. “It’s hateful, always, when it’s a child, so I’m giving her music girls her age generally enjoy. Cut volume by half,” he ordered, and the voices went to murmurs.


“Her parents, maybe her younger brother, are coming in. About three hours, I’d say.”


“She’ll be ready for them. Such a sweet face.” He touched the back of his sealed hand to Mina’s cheek. “Peabody, get us all something cold, would you? The killing blow had some force behind it, enough the tip of the sharp end went through her and pierced through her back between her shoulder blades. A slightly upward trajectory.”


“From below.”


“Face on, slightly below the entry point.”


“She had splinters in both palms.”


Morris took the ginger ale Peabody knew he usually preferred, cracked the tube. “The lab will analyze the weapon, but the edges were rough. She grabbed it, picked up the splinters as her hands slid over it.”


Eve nodded, paced, visualized. “Most likely? She was the product. She had value. She had the weapon first to fight someone off or defend herself. The killer gets it away from her, she fights—bruised knuckles—tries to get it back—splinters. And in the struggle, it ends up in her.”


“With some force,” Morris added.


“Somebody’s pissed enough, or distracted enough trying to control her, it rams into her.”


“It hit her heart—a blessing, I suppose, as she wouldn’t have suffered.”


“But she didn’t fall—after the blow,” Eve said. “I didn’t find any injury to indicate she fell. And I’m looking at her bare knees now—so she didn’t go down on them, either, so the killer didn’t just let her drop. But there’s a bruise on her hip. From a blow, maybe a kick?”


“A kick, likely from the slightly rounded toe of a shoe. Postmortem, but very close to TOD. No other injuries,” Morris confirmed, “other than the killing wound and her knuckles. A product, you said. Of value.”


“Abduction, not runaway. Everything points to abduction. No ransom demand, and the family would have scraped together a decent amount. She was worth more than that to somebody else, somebody who kept her in French manicures.”


“Yes, I noted that. They also kept her healthy. Body, hair, skin. No signs of illegals abuse. And she’s a virgin. No sexual penetration, no rape, no signs of sexual assault.”


Didn’t take her for personal use then, Eve concluded.


“Virgins are usually worth more. What did she eat last?”


“Now, there’s something interesting. She had a green salad with carrots, tomatoes, cucumbers, chickpeas, a portion of grilled white fish and brown rice, sautéed spinach—very healthy—and a mixed berry tart.”


“Dessert?”


“A healthy, rounded meal—no alcohol in her system. Herbal tea, unsweetened. However, there are traces of vomit in her esophagus and in the back of her throat. Some scrapes on the back of her throat.”
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