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		Nora Roberts published her first novel using the pseudonym J.D. Robb in 1995, introducing readers to the tough as nails but emotionally damaged homicide cop Eve Dallas and billionaire Irish rogue, Roarke.

		With the In Death series, Robb has become one of the biggest thriller writers on earth, with each new novel reaching number one on bestseller charts the world over.

		For more information, visit www.jd-robb.co.uk

		Become a fan on Facebook at Nora Roberts and J.D. Robb
	
		The world can’t get enough of J.D. Robb

		‘Anchored by terrific characters, sudden twists that spin the whole narrative on a dime, and a thrills-to-chills ratio that will raise the neck hairs of even the most jaded reader, the J.D. Robb books are the epitome of great popular fiction’ 

		Dennis Lehane

		‘Truly fine entertainment … sure to leave you hungering for more’

		Publishers Weekly

		‘Wonderful … if ever there was a book for all tastes, this is the one’

		Affaire de Coeur

		‘Whether you’re a faithful follower or new to the series, you won’t be disappointed in the edge-of-the-seat suspense’

		Amazon.com

		‘Well written and keeps you guessing to the end’

		Sun

		‘I hope Ms Roberts continues to write new stories for this pair for a long time to come …  Long live Eve and Roarke!’

		Bella

		‘This is a series that gets better and better as it continues’

		Shots Magazine

		‘Gut-searing emotional drama’

		David Baldacci

		‘A perfect balance of suspense, futuristic police procedure and steamy romance’

		Publishers Weekly

		‘Much loved’

		Daily Express

		‘Definitely ticks all the boxes from beginning to end’

		Bradford Telegraph & Argus

		‘Another absolutely belting page turner … you won’t be able to put it down’

		Yorkshire Post

		‘This is sheer entertainment, a souped-up version of Agatha Christie for the new millennium’

		Guardian

		‘J.D. Robb’s novels are can’t miss pleasures’

		Harlan Coben

		‘I can’t wait to get out and buy another’

		Coventry Telegraph

		‘Another great read, another bestseller’

		Huddersfield Daily Examiner

		‘Compelling characters with a dramatic sci-fi twist’

		Cambridgeshire Journal

		‘A fast-paced, superbly crafted story that is an amazing  – and possibly unique – combination of top-notch suspense, detection, and intensely romantic sensuality’

		Library Journal

		‘Robb serves … classic whodunit and noir’

		Publishers Weekly

		‘Great fun’

		Cosmopolitan

		‘A consistently entertaining writer’

		USA Today

		‘Whether she writes as J.D. Robb or under her own name, I love Nora Roberts. She is a woman who just doesn’t know how to tell a bad story … an authentic page turner, with Eve Dallas – tough as nails and still sexy as hell … If you haven’t read Robb, this is a great place to start’

		Stephen King

	
		Have you read them all?

				Go back to the beginning with the first three In Death novels

				For a full list of J.D. Robb titles, turn to the back of this book

		
Book One

		Naked in Death


		Introducing Lieutenant Eve Dallas and billionaire 

		Roarke. When a senator’s granddaughter is found shot 

		to death in her own bed, all the evidence points to 

		Roarke – but Eve senses a set-up.

		
Book Two

		Glory in Death


		High-profile women are being murdered by a knife-wielding 

		attacker. Roarke has a connection to all the victims, but Eve 

		needs his help if she’s going to track down the real killer.

		
Book Three

		Immortal in Death


		With a new ‘immortality’ drug about to hit the market, 

		Eve and Roarke must track down a vicious and evil drug dealer and killer – before it’s too late.

	
		Born in Death

		J.D. ROBB
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		Eve Dallas – Personnel File

		Name: Eve Dallas

		Nationality: American

		Rank: Homicide Lieutenant, New York Police and Security Department

		Born: 2028

		Height: 5 foot 9 inches

		Weight: 120 lbs

		Eyes: Golden brown

		Hair: Light brown

		ID number: 5347BQ

		Service:

		Began police officer training at the Academy in 2046, aged 18.

		Family:

		Between the ages of eight and ten, Eve lived in a communal home while her parents were searched for. Eve was found with no ID, no memory, and was traumatised having been a victim of sexual assault.

		Why Eve is a cop:

		‘It’s what I am. It’s not just that someone has to look, even though that’s just the way it is. It’s that I have to look.’ 

	
		I am the Alpha and Omega,

		the beginning and the end,

		the first and the last.

		REVELATION

		Love begets love.

		ROBERT HERRICK

	
		1

		The ways and means of friendship were murderous. In order to navigate its twisty maze, a friend could be called upon to perform inconvenient, irritating or downright horrifying acts at any given time.

		The worst, the very worst requirement of friendship, in Eve Dallas’s opinion, was sitting through an entire evening of childbirth classes.

		What went on there – the sights, the sounds, the assault on all the senses – turned the blood cold.

		She was a cop, a Homicide lieutenant with eleven years on the job protecting and defending the hard, merciless streets of New York. There was little she hadn’t seen, touched, smelled, or waded through. Because people, to her mind, would always and could always find more inventive and despicable ways to kill their fellow man, she knew just what torments could be inflicted on the human body.

		But bloody and brutal murder was nothing compared to giving birth.

		How all those women with their bodies enormous and weirdly deformed by the entity gestating inside them could be so cheerful, so freaking placid about what was happening – and going to happen – to them was beyond her scope.

		But there was Mavis Freestone, her oldest friend, with her little pixie body engulfed by the bulge of belly, beaming like a mentally defective while images of live birth played out on the wall screen. And she wasn’t alone. The other women had more or less the same God-struck look on their faces.

		Maybe pregnancy stopped certain signals from getting to the brain.

		Personally, Eve felt a little bit sick. And when she glanced over at Roarke, the wince on his angel-kissed faced told her he was right there with her. That, at least, was a big red check in the Pro-Marriage column. You got to drag your spouse into your personal nightmares and into that twisty friendship maze right along with you.

		Eve let the images blur. She’d rather study a crime scene recording – mass murder, mutilation, severed limbs – than look up some laboring woman’s crotch and watch a head pop out. Roarke had horror vids in his collection that were less gruesome. She could hear Mavis whispering to Leonardo, the entity’s expectant father, but blocked out the words.

		When, dear God, when would it be over?

		Some setup here, all right, she thought, trying to distract herself by evaluating the birthing center. The whole damn building was a kind of cathedral to conception, gestation, birth, and babies. She’d managed to duck Mavis’s attempt to give her a tour of the entire place by pleading work.

		Sometimes a well-placed lie saved friendships, and sanity.

		The educational wing was enough. She’d sat through a lecture, several demonstrations that would haunt her dreams for decades, been forced as part of Mavis’s coaching team to assist in a mock birth with the labor droid and squealing droid infant.

		And now there was this hideous vid.

		Don’t think about it, she warned herself, and went back to studying the room.

		Pastel walls covered with pictures of babies or pregnant women in various stages of bliss. All filmy and rapturous. Lots of fresh flowers and thriving green plants arranged artistically. Comfy chairs, supposedly designed to aid the women in hauling their loaded bodies up. And three perky instructors who were available for questions, lectures, demos, and serving healthy refreshments.

		Pregnant women, Eve noted, were constantly eating or peeing.

		Double doors at the back, one exit in the front, left of the vid screen. Too bad she couldn’t make a run for it.

		Eve let herself go into a kind of trance. She was a tall, lanky woman with a choppy cap of brown hair. Her face was angular, and paler than usual, with whiskey-brown eyes currently glazed. The jacket she wore over her weapon harness was deep green and, because her husband had bought it, cashmere.

		She was thinking about going home and washing the memory of the last three hours away in a full liter of wine when Mavis grabbed her hand.

		‘Dallas, look! The baby’s coming!’

		‘Huh? What?’ Those glazed eyes popped wide. ‘What? Now? Well, Jesus. Breathe, right?’

		Laughter erupted around them as Eve lurched to her feet.

		‘Not this baby.’ Giggling, Mavis stroked her basketball belly. ‘That baby.’

		Instinct had Eve glancing in the direction Mavis pointed, and getting a wide-screen blast of the bellowing, wriggling, gunk-covered creature sliding out from between some poor woman’s legs.

		‘Oh, man. Oh, God.’ She sat down, before her own legs went out from under her. No longer caring if it made her a sissy, she groped for Roarke’s hand. When he gripped it, she found it as clammy as her own.

		People applauded, actually clapped and cheered when the wailing, slippery-looking form was laid on its mother’s deflated belly, and between her engorged breasts.

		‘In the name of all that’s holy …’ Eve muttered to Roarke. ‘It’s 2060, not 1760. Can’t they find a better way to handle this process?’

		‘Amen’ was all Roarke said. Weakly.

		‘Isn’t it beautiful? It’s the ult, the extreme ult.’ Mavis’s lashes – currently dyed sapphire blue, sparkled with tears. ‘It’s a little boy. Awww, look how sweet …’

		Dimly she heard the lead instructor announce the end of the night’s coaching class – thank God – and invite people to stay for refreshments or questions.

		‘Air,’ Roarke murmured into her ear. ‘I’m in desperate need of air.’

		‘It’s the pregnant women. I think they suck up all the oxygen. Think of something. Get us out of here. I can’t think. My brain won’t work right.’

		‘Stand with me.’ He hooked a hand under her arm, pulled her up.

		‘Mavis, Eve and I want to take you and Leonardo out for a bite. We can do better than the offerings here.’

		Eve could hear the strain in his voice, but imagined anyone who didn’t know him as well as she would only hear that easy, fluid stream of Irish.

		There was a lot of chatter going on and women were making a beeline for the food or the bathrooms. Rather than thinking about what was being said or done, Eve focused on Roarke’s face.

		If it couldn’t distract a woman, she was too far gone to worry about it.

		He might have been a little pale, but the white skin only intensified the wild blue of his eyes. His hair was a black silk frame around a face designed to raise a woman’s heart rate. And that mouth of his. Even in her current state it was tempting to just lean in a little and take a good bite of it.

		And the body only added to the fantasy: tall, leanly muscled, and slickly presented in one of his perfectly tailored business suits.

		Roarke wasn’t just one of the richest men in the known universe, he also looked the part.

		And at the moment, because he was taking her arm and leading her out of that nightmare, he was her ultimate hero. She grabbed her coat on the fly.

		‘We’re sprung?’

		‘They wanted to see if a friend of theirs could join us.’ He still had Eve’s hand, and was rapidly walking toward the exit. ‘I told them we’d get the car, bring it around to the front. Save them steps.’

		‘You’re brilliant. Freaking white knight. If I ever recover from this trauma, I’ll screw your brains out.’

		‘I hope, eventually, my brain cells regenerate enough to make that possible. My God, Eve. My God.’

		‘Total tandem here. Did you see how it sort of slithered out when—’

		‘Don’t.’ He pulled her into the elevator, called for their level of the parking garage. ‘If you love me, don’t take me back there.’ He leaned back against the wall. ‘I’ve always respected women. You know that.’

		She rubbed at an itch on the side of her nose. ‘You’ve nailed plenty of them. But yeah,’ she added when he just gave her a bland stare. ‘You’ve got respect.’

		‘That respect has now risen to admiration of biblical proportions. How do they do that?’

		‘We’ve just seen how. In graphic detail. Did you see Mavis?’ Eve shook her head as they walked out of the elevator. ‘Her eyes were all glittery. And it wasn’t fear. She can’t wait to do all that.’

		‘Leonardo looked a bit green, actually.’

		‘Yeah, well, he’s got that thing about blood. And there was blood – and other stuff.’

		‘That’s enough. There’ll be no talk of other stuff.’

		Because the late January weather was lousy, he’d driven one of his all-terrains. It was big and black and muscular. When he uncoded the locks, Eve leaned back against the passenger door before he could open it.

		‘Look here, ace. We gotta face this, you and me.’

		‘I don’t want to.’

		Now she laughed. She’d seen him face death with more aplomb. ‘What we did in there, that was just a preview. We’re going to be in the room with her when she pushes that thing out. We have to be there, counting to ten, telling her to breathe, or to go to her happy place. Whatever.’

		‘We could be out of town, or the country. No, we could be called off planet. That would really be best. We’ll be called off planet to save the world from some criminal mastermind.’

		‘Oh, if only. But you know and I know we’re going to be there. Pretty soon, probably, because that bomb inside her’s just ticking away.’

		He sighed, then leaned down to rest his brow to hers. ‘God pity us, Eve. God pity us.’

		‘If God had any pity on us, He’d populate the world without the middle man. Middle woman. Let’s go drink. A lot.’

		The restaurant was casual, a little noisy, and exactly what the midwife ordered. Mavis sipped some sort of exotic fruit punch that was nearly as sparkly as she was. Her riotous silver curls were tipped in the same sapphire as her lashes. Her eyes were a vivid, unearthly green tonight to match – Eve supposed – the tone of the sweater that fit over her breasts and belly like neon elastic. Numerous loops and squiggles hung from her ears and shot sparks of light as she moved her head. Her sapphire blue pants fit like a second skin.

		The love of Mavis’s life sat beside her. Leonardo was built like a redwood, and as he was a fashion designer neither he nor Mavis were ever at a loss for an eye-popping ensemble. He’d gone with a sweater as well, a crazed and intricate geometric pattern of colors against gold. Somehow – Eve could have said – it suited his strong form and burnished copper complexion.

		The friend they’d brought along was every bit as knocked-up as Mavis. Maybe even more so, if such things were possible. But in contrast to Mavis’s out-of-orbit style, Tandy Willowby wore a simple black V neck over a white tee. She was a tea-and-roses blonde, with pale blue eyes and a blunt-tipped nose.

		During the drive over, Mavis had chattered out introductions, explaining that Tandy was from London, and had only been in New York a few months.

		‘I’m so glad I saw you tonight. Tandy wasn’t there for class,’ Mavis continued as she mowed through the appetizers Roarke had ordered. ‘She dropped by toward the end to give the midwife the vouchers for the White Stork. It’s this completely mag baby boutique where Tandy works.’

		‘It’s a lovely shop,’ Tandy agreed. ‘But I didn’t expect to drop by, then get fed and watered.’ She offered Roarke a shy smile. ‘It’s awfully kind of you. Both of you,’ she added to Eve. ‘Mavis and Leonardo have told me so much about you. You must be so excited.’

		‘About what?’ Eve wondered.

		‘Being part of Mavis’s coaching team.’

		‘Oh. Oh, yeah. We’re …’

		‘Speechless,’ Roarke concluded. ‘What part of London are you from?’

		‘Actually, I’m from Devon originally. I moved to London as a teenager, with my father. Now here I am in New York. I must have a bit of the wanderlust. Though I expect I’ll be grounded for a while now.’ Dreamily, she stroked a hand over her belly. ‘And you’re a policewoman. That must be brilliant. Mavis, I don’t think you ever told me how you and Dallas met.’

		‘She arrested me,’ Mavis said between bites.

		‘You’re having me on. No?’

		‘I used to work the grift. I was good at it.’

		‘Not good enough,’ Eve commented.

		‘I want to hear all about it! But now, I have to make my way to the loo. Again.’

		‘I’ll go with you.’ Like Tandy, Mavis levered herself up. ‘Dallas? Coming with?’

		‘I’ll pass.’

		‘I remember – vaguely – what it’s like not to have something planted on my bladder.’ Tandy sent the table a smile, then waddled off with Mavis.

		‘So …’ Eve turned to Leonardo. ‘You met Tandy in the class?’

		‘Orientation,’ he confirmed. ‘Tandy’s due about a week before Mavis. It’s nice of you to let her come along. She’s going through all this without a partner.’

		‘What happened to the father?’ Roarke asked him, and Leonardo shrugged.

		‘She doesn’t talk about it much. Just says that he wasn’t involved, or interested. If that’s the way it is, he doesn’t deserve her or the baby.’ Leonardo’s wide face went tight and hard. ‘Mavis and I have so much, we want to help her as much as we can.’

		Eve’s cynic antennae hummed. ‘Financially?’

		‘No. I don’t think she’d take money, even if she needed it. She seems okay there. I meant support, friendship.’ He seemed to pale a little. ‘I’m going to be part of her coaching team. It’ll, ah, it’ll be like a dress rehearsal for Mavis.’

		‘Scared shitless, aren’t you?’

		He glanced in the direction of the restrooms, then back at Eve. ‘I’m terrified. I could pass out. What if I pass out?’

		‘Make sure you don’t land on me,’ Roarke told him.

		‘Mavis isn’t nervous. Not even a little bit. And the closer we get, the more my insides …’ He lifted his big hands, shook them. ‘I don’t know what I’d do if the two of you weren’t going to be there. Backing me up.’

		Oh, hell, Eve thought, and exchanged a glance with Roarke. ‘Where else would we be?’ She signaled the waiter for another glass of wine.

		Two hours later, after dropping Leonardo and Mavis home, Roarke drove south and east toward Tandy’s apartment building.

		‘Really, I can take the tube. Subway. It’s too much trouble, and only a few blocks.’

		‘If it’s only a few blocks,’ Roarke said, ‘it’s hardly any trouble.’

		‘How can I argue?’ Tandy let out a laugh. ‘And it’s so nice to sit in a warm car. It’s so bloody cold out there tonight.’ She settled back with a sigh. ‘I feel pampered, and fat as a whale. Mavis and Leonardo, they’re the best. You can’t be around either of them for five minutes and not feel happy. And I see they’re lucky in their friends. Oops.’

		Eve’s head spun around so fast it might have flown off her shoulders. ‘No oops. No oopsing.’

		‘He’s just bumping around in there a bit. Not to worry. Oh, you know, Mavis is just giddy about the baby shower you’re hosting for her next week. She bubbles over it.’

		‘Baby shower. Right. Next week.’

		‘Here we are. Just down the middle of this block. Thank you both so much.’ Tandy adjusted her scarf, hauled up a purse the size of a suitcase. ‘For the lovely food and company, and the luxurious ride. I’ll see you both on Saturday, at the baby shower.’

		‘Need any help, ah …’

		‘No, no.’ Tandy waved Eve off. ‘Even a whale must fend for itself. And even if I can’t see my feet these days, I remember where they are. Good night now, and thanks again.’

		Roarke waited, engine idling, until Tandy had keyed herself into the building. ‘Seems a nice woman. Stable and sensible.’

		‘Not like Mavis. Except for the whale factor. Gotta be tough, being knocked up, on your own, and not even in your own country. She seems to be dealing. You know, Roarke, how come just because you’re pals you have to go to coaching classes, witness births, and give baby showers?’

		‘I don’t have the answer to that question.’

		She heaved out a breath. ‘Neither do I.’

		Eve was dreaming of fang-toothed, many-armed babies bouncing out of Mavis to tear around the room, sending the midwife into screaming retreat while Mavis cooed: Aren’t they mag? Aren’t they the ult?

		The signal of the bedside ’link had her popping out of the dream. She shuddered once.

		‘Block video,’ she ordered. ‘Lights on ten percent. Dallas.’

		Dispatch, Dallas, Lieutenant Eve. See the officers at 51 Jane Street, apartment 3B. Possible homicide.

		‘Acknowledged. Contact Peabody, Detective Delia. I’m on my way.’

		Acknowledged. Dispatch out.

		Eve glanced over, saw Roarke’s laser blue eyes were open and on hers. ‘Sorry,’ she said.

		‘I’m not the one being pulled out of a warm bed at four in the morning.’

		‘You’re right about that. People ought to have the courtesy to off each other at reasonable hours.’

		She rolled out of bed and into the bathroom for a lightning-quick shower. When she rolled back out, naked and warm from the drying tube, he was sipping a cup of coffee.

		‘Why are you up?’

		‘I’m awake,’ he said simply. ‘And look what I’d’ve missed if I’d turned over and gone back to sleep.’ He handed her the second cup of coffee he’d programmed.

		‘Thanks.’ She took it with her to the closet where she pulled out clothes. Had to be freaking freezing out there, she mused. And detoured to her dresser to yank out a V neck to go over the shirt, under the jacket.

		Twice they’d put off tentative plans to take a couple of days in the tropics. Mavis, plus baby, equalled a pregnant woman wigging out at the thought of part of her coaching team dancing off to sand and surf this close to delivery time.

		What could you do?

		‘Babies don’t come out with teeth, do they?’

		‘No. I don’t see how …’ Roarke lowered his cup, gave her a baffled look. ‘Why do you put thoughts like that in my head?’

		‘They’re in mine, pal, they’re in yours.’

		‘See if I make you coffee again.’

		She dressed quickly. ‘Maybe this murder is the work of a criminal mastermind that will take me off planet. You’re nice to me, I could take you along.’

		‘Don’t toy with me.’

		She laughed, strapped on her weapon. ‘See you when I see you.’ She crossed to him, and because – hell, he was so damn pretty even at four in the morning – gave him a peck on both cheeks, then a long warm one mouth-to-mouth.

		‘Stay safe, Lieutenant.’

		‘Plan on it.’

		She jogged down the stairs, where her coat was draped over the newel post. She tossed it there habitually because it was handy – and because she knew it irritated Summerset, Roarke’s majordomo and the blight of her world.

		She swung it on, discovered a miracle had happened and her gloves were actually in the pocket. Because it was there, she tossed on the cashmere scarf. And still the cold was a shock to the system when she stepped outside.

		Hard to complain though, she decided, when you got yourself married to a man who thought to remote your vehicle to the front of the house with the heater already running.

		She strode through the cold, climbed into warm.

		She glanced in the rearview as she drove toward the gates. The house that Roarke built filled the mirror, stone and glass, juts and turrets – and the light glowing in their bedroom window.

		He’d have a second cup of coffee, she thought, while reviewing stock reports, early media bulletins, business news, on the bedroom screen. Probably make some overseas or off-planet transmissions. Starting the day before dawn wasn’t a biggie to Roarke, she knew.

		Lucky her again, to have ended up with a man who fell so easily into the crazed cop rhythm she often ran by.

		She drove through the gates that closed quietly behind her.

		This sector of prime and pricey real estate was quiet – the rich, privileged, or fortunate snuggled under the covers in their atmosphere-regulated homes, condos, apartments. But within a few blocks, the city burst into jittery, jumping life.

		Heat gushed up in steam from the grates as the underground world of the city moved and shook under the streets and sidewalks. Overhead ad blimps were already touting their bargain of the day. Who the hell cared about Valentine’s Day sales at the Sky Mall at this hour? Eve wondered. What sane person would push themselves into the insanity of a mall crowd to save a few bucks on a candy heart?

		She passed an animated billboard running a loop of impossibly perfect people frolicking over white-sugar sand into blue surf. That, at least, was more like it.

		The yellow streaks of Rapid Cabs were already darting. Runs to transpo centers, mostly, she mused. Early flights to somewhere. A couple of maxibuses belched along, likely carrying the poor suckers on early shifts, or the luckier ones heading home to bed after a graveyard tour.

		She detoured around the endless party on Broadway. Day or night, blistering or freezing, tourists and the street thieves who loved them thronged to that Mecca of noise, light, movement.

		A few of the after-hours joints were still open down Ninth. She spotted a huddle of street toughs in their over-filled rip jackets and jump boots loitering – and most likely ingesting illegal substances. But if they were looking for trouble, they’d have a hard time finding it before five a.m. with the temps hovering around twelve degrees.

		She skirted through a working-class section of Chelsea, then into the more arty flavor of the Village.

		The black-and-white was nosed to the curb in front of a rehabbed townhouse on Jane. She took a loading zone a half block down, flipped her On Duty light, then stepped back out into the cold. By the time she retrieved her field kit and set her locks, she spotted Peabody hoofing it from the corner.

		Her partner looked like an Arctic explorer wrapped in a thick, puffy coat the color of rusted metal with a mile of red scarf wrapped around her neck and a matching cap tugged down over her dark hair. Her breath puffed out like engine steam.

		‘Why can’t people kill each other after the sun comes up?’ Peabody gasped out.

		‘You look like an ad blimp in that coat.’

		‘Yeah, I know, but it’s wicked warm and it makes me feel thin when I take it off.’

		Together they walked to the townhouse, and Eve turned her recorder on. ‘No security cams,’ Eve observed. ‘No palm plate. Door lock’s been tampered with.’

		There were riot bars on the lower windows, she noted. And the paint on the door and window trim was graying, peeling. Whoever owned the building wasn’t big on maintenance and security.

		The uniform on the door gave them a nod as she opened it. ‘Lieutenant, Detective. Bitching cold,’ she said. ‘Nine-one-one came in at oh three forty-two. Vic’s sister made it. My partner’s got her upstairs. We responded, arrived ’bout three forty-six. Observed the entrance door to the building’d been compromised. Vic’s on the third floor, bedroom. Hallway door lock’s compromised, too. Put up a fight from the looks of it. Hands and feet bound with your old reliable duct tape. Worked her over some before doing her. Looks like she was strangled with the tie of her robe, since she’s still wearing it around her neck.’

		‘Where was the sister while this was going on?’ Eve asked.

		‘Said she just got in. Travels for work. Uses her sister’s place as a flop when she comes into New York. Name’s Palma Copperfield. Shuttle attendant for World Wide Air. She mucked up the scene some – sicked up on the floor in there, touched the body before she ran outside again to place the nine-one-one.’

		The officer glanced toward the elevator. ‘She was sitting on the steps out there, bawling, when we pulled up. Pretty much been bawling since.’

		‘That’s always fun. Send in Crime Scene when they get here.’

		Thinking of the shoddy maintenance, Eve turned to the stairs, unpeeling her cold-weather gear as they climbed.

		One unit per level, she noted. Decent space, privacy.

		On the third floor she saw that the unit boasted what looked to be a spanking new security peep and cop-lock system. Both were broken in a way that indicated amateur – and effective.

		She stepped inside, into a living area where a second female officer stood over a woman who was bundled under a blanket, trembling.

		Early twenties, by Eve’s gauge, with a long blond tail of hair sleeked back from a face where tears had washed through the makeup. She held a clear glass of what Eve assumed to be water in a two-handed grip.

		She choked out a sob.

		‘Ms Copperfield, I’m Lieutenant Dallas. My partner, Detective Peabody.’

		‘The Homicide police. The Homicide police,’ she babbled in a flattened-vowel accent that told Eve Midwest.

		‘That’s right.’

		‘Somebody killed Nat. Someone killed my sister. She’s dead. Natalie’s dead.’

		‘I’m sorry. Can you tell us what happened?’

		‘I – I came in. She knew I was coming. I called her this morning to remind her. We got in late, and I had a wind-down drink with Mae, the other attendant. The door, downstairs … the door was broken or something. I didn’t need my key. I have a key. And I came up, and the lock – she had a new lock, and she gave me the code for it this morning, when – when I called? But it looked broken. The door wasn’t even locked. I thought, ‘Something’s wrong, something has to be wrong,’ because Nat wouldn’t go to bed without locking up. So I thought I should check, just look in on her before I went to bed. And I saw … Oh, God, oh, God, she was on the floor and everything was broken and she was on the floor, and her face. Her face.’

		Palma started to cry again, the tears running fat and steady down her cheeks. ‘It was all bruised and red and her eyes … I ran over and I called her name. I think I called her name and I tried to wake her up. Pull her up. She wasn’t sleeping. I knew she wasn’t sleeping, but I had to try to wake her up. My sister. Someone hurt my sister.’

		‘We’re going to take care of her now.’ Eve thought of the time it would take for her, then the sweepers, to process the scene. ‘I’m going to need to talk to you again, in a little while, so I’m going to have you taken down to Central. You can wait there.’

		‘I don’t think I should leave Nat. I don’t know what to do, but I should stay with Nat.’

		‘You need to trust us with her now. Peabody.’

		‘I’ll take care of it.’

		Eve glanced at the uniform who nodded toward a doorway.

		Eve walked away from the weeping. Then, sealing up, walked into death.

	
				2

		It was a good-sized bedroom with a cozy little sitting area on the street side. She imagined Natalie had sat there to watch the world go by.

		The bed looked female and fussy. Lots of pillows scattered around the room – some of them bloody now – that had likely been piled on the lacy pink-and-white spread, as some women loved to do.

		There was a small wall screen angled to be seen from either bed or sitting area, framed pictures of flowers, a long dresser. There were bottles and whatnots on the floor – several broken – that had probably sat in some girlie arrangement on the dresser.

		A couple of fluffy rugs graced the floor. Natalie was sprawled over one of them, legs twisted and bound at the ankles, her hands bound in front and clenched together as if in desperate prayer.

		She wore pajamas, blue-and-white checked. They were spotted and streaked with blood. A robe, also blue, was tossed in a corner. The matching tie was wrapped around the woman’s throat.

		Blood stained both fluffy rugs, and a splotch of vomit pooled near the door. The room reeked of both, and of urine.

		Eve moved to the body, crouched to do the standard ID test and gauge for time of death.

		‘Victim is Caucasian female, age twenty-six, identified as Copperfield, Natalie, residing this location. Facial bruising indicates trauma perimortem. Nose looks broken. Two fingers of the right hand also appear broken. There are burns visible on the shoulder where the pajama top is torn. More burns on the bottoms of both feet. Skin has a blue-gray cast consistent with strangulation. Eyes are bloodshot and bulging. Wit touched the body upon discovery, some scene contamination. TOD, one forty-five a.m., approximately two hours before discovery.’

		She shifted as Peabody started in. ‘Watch the puke,’ she warned.

		‘Thanks. I’ve got two uniforms and a departmental counselor picking up the sister.’

		‘Good. Vic’s still wearing her pj’s. Sexual assault isn’t likely. Look here, around the mouth. See, was gagged at one time. Got some of the tape adhesive on her face. See the right pinky and ring fingers?’

		‘Ouch. Snapped them.’

		‘Broke her fingers, broke her nose. Burned her. Lot of damage to her things that could have been caused in a fight, or by the killer to make a point.’

		Peabody crossed to a doorway. ‘Bath through here. No ’link in place by the bed, and one on the floor here.’

		‘What does that tell you?’

		‘It looks like the vic grabbed the ’link, made a run for the bathroom. Maybe hoping to lock herself in, call for help. She didn’t make it.’

		‘Looks like. Wakes up, hears somebody in the apartment. Probably figures it’s the sister. Maybe she calls out, or just starts to roll back over. Door opens. Not the sister. Grabs for the ’link, tries to run. Could be. New lock on the door – a good one, with a security peep. Maybe somebody’s been bothering her. Run her, see if she’s made any complaints in the last couple months.’

		She rose, walked to the hall door. ‘Killer comes in this way, she’d see him from the bed. Smart to grab the ’link, sprint off in the opposite direction toward a room with a lock. Pretty smart – quick thinking, too, if you’ve just woken from a sound sleep.’

		She moved back to the bed, walked around it, judging the distance toward the bath, and saw something glint just under the bed. She crouched down, then lifted a kitchen knife with her sealed fingers. ‘Now why would she have a carving knife in the bedroom?’

		‘Big-ass knife,’ Peabody returned. ‘Killer’s?’

		‘Then why not use it? I bet it’s from her kitchen. New locks,’ Eve continued, ‘and a knife by the bed. She was worried about someone.’

		‘No complaints on file. If she was worried, she didn’t report it.’

		Eve searched the bed, under the mattress, shook the pillows. Then walked into the bath. Small, tidy, girlie again. Nothing to indicate the killer had been in it. But Eve pursed her lips when she went through the cabinet and found men’s deodorant, Beard-B-Gone, and men’s cologne.

		‘She had a guy,’ Eve said, moving back in to riffle through the nightstand drawers. ‘Condoms here, edible body oil.’

		‘Bad breakup, maybe. New lock’s a given if you’d given an ex access prior to. Could be he didn’t like being dumped.’

		‘Could be,’ Eve repeated. ‘That sort of deal usually includes sexual assault. Check her ’link for the incomings and out-goings last couple of days. I want to see the rest of the place.’

		She stepped out, reexamined the living area. Bad breakup, she’d expect the ex to bang on the door awhile. Come on, Nat, goddamn it! Let me in. We gotta talk. Guy’s pissed enough, and the door’s flimsy enough, most likely kick it down. But you never knew. She went into the kitchen. Good-sized, and from the looks of it, a place the vic had used. A knife block, with one missing, sat on the spotless white counter.

		She worked her way into the second bedroom, set up as a home office. Lifted her brows. The place had been thoroughly tossed. The data-and-communication center Eve imagined had sat on the glossy steel desk was missing.

		‘No d-and-c unit in the office,’ she told Peabody.

		‘What kind of office is that?’

		‘Exactly. Not a single disc in there, either. As other electronics, just as easily lifted and hocked, are still on-scene, the comp was the target. The comp and the vic. So what did Natalie have that someone else wanted?’

		‘Not only enough to kill her, but to make sure she hurt first.’ Pity edged Peabody’s voice as she glanced back toward the body. ‘Nothing on this ’link but the call from the sister, ten this morning, and a call out, at seven-thirty a.m., to Sloan, Myers, and Kraus. She called in sick. It’s an accounting firm, offices on Hudson. Entries prior to this – actually yesterday morning – were deleted. EDD can dig them out. You want to listen to what there is?’

		‘Yeah, but let’s take them in. I want a run at the sister again.’

		On the way to Central, Peabody read off background data on the victim from her PPC. ‘Born, Cleveland, Ohio. Parents – both teachers – still married. One sib – the sister, three years younger. No criminal. Accountant with Sloan, Myers, and Kraus the past four years. No marriages, no cohabs on record. Resided the Jane Street address past eighteen months. Previously on Sixteenth in Chelsea. Previous to that was Cleveland, parents’ addy. She worked for an accounting firm there, part-time. Looks like a kind of internship while she was in college.’

		‘Numbers cruncher, moves to New York. What’s the lowdown on the firm here?’

		‘Hold on. Okay, big-deal firm,’ Peabody began, reading the data from her PPC. ‘High-dollar clients, several corporations. Three floors at the Hudson Street addy, employing about two hundred. Been around for over forty years. Oh, the vic was a senior account exec.’

		Eve chewed on it as she angled into the underground parking at Cop Central. ‘Guess she could get the skinny on some of those high-dollar clients. If somebody was running a second book, laundering. Tax evasion. Mobbed up. Another employee skimming. Blackmail, extortion, embezzlement.’

		‘Firm’s got a good rep.’

		‘Doesn’t mean all their clients or employees do. It’s an angle.’

		They parked, headed toward the elevators. ‘We need the name of the boyfriend – past or present. Do the knock-on-doors at her building. See what she may have mentioned to her sister about work, or personal troubles. Way it looks, the vic was expecting or prepared for a problem – and one she didn’t want to report, or hadn’t decided to report. To the cops, anyway.’

		‘Maybe to a coworker, though, or a superior, if it was work-related.’

		‘Or a pal.’

		The higher they rose in the elevator, the more people jammed on. Eve could smell minty soap from someone coming on tour, and old sweat from someone going off a long one. She muscled her way off on her level.

		‘Let’s set up an interview room,’ Eve began. ‘I don’t want to talk to her in the lounge. Too many distractions. She needs the grief counselor, she can have him with her.’

		Eve swung through the bull pen, and on into her office first. Ditched her coat, then did a check on the witness’s alibi. Palma Copperfield had worked the shuttle in from Las Vegas, and had been touching down in the downtown flight center just about the time her sister was strangled.

		‘Dallas.’

		Eve glanced over at Baxter, one of the detectives in her squad. ‘I haven’t had coffee in two hours,’ she warned. ‘Or maybe three.’

		‘I heard you had a Palma Copperfield up in the crib.’

		‘Yeah, witness. Sister was strangled early this morning.’

		‘Ah, shit.’ He scooped a hand back through his hair. ‘I was hoping I got it wrong.’

		‘You know them?’

		‘Palma, a little. Not the vic. Met Palma a few months back – friend of a friend of a friend – at a party. We went out a couple times.’

		‘She’s twenty-three.’

		He scowled. ‘I’m not filing for frigging retirement any time soon. Anyway, it was nothing major. Nice woman. A real nice woman. Was she hurt?’

		‘No. Found her sister dead in the sister’s apartment.’

		‘Rough. Damn it. They were tight, I think. Palma said how she stayed with her sister when she came to New York. I dropped her off at the building – Jane Street – after we had dinner once.’

		‘You still involved?’

		‘No – we weren’t. Went out a couple of times, that’s all.’ As if he didn’t know quite what to do with them, Baxter slid his hands into his pockets. ‘Listen, if a familiar face would help, I can talk to her.’

		‘Maybe. Yeah, maybe. Peabody’s setting up an interview room. Lounge is too public for this. She was in bad shape when I took her initial statement. She mention if her sister was involved with anyone?’

		‘Ah, yeah. Had a guy – money manager, broker, something like that. Serious, I think, maybe engaged. Can’t say that I paid much attention to that. I wasn’t after the sister, you know?’

		‘You catch the wit, Baxter?’

		‘Nah.’ He smiled a little. ‘Like I said, she’s a nice woman.’

		Which translated to they hadn’t slept together, and made it less sticky to have him in on the interview. ‘Okay, let me get Peabody working the ’link. We’ll take the wit.’

		Eve let Baxter walk into Interview ahead of her, studied Palma’s tear-splotched face when the woman looked over. She blinked a few times as if trying to process new information, then a series of emotions streaked over her face. Recognition, relief, dismay, and finally the grief settled on it again.

		‘Bax. Oh, God.’ She held out both her hands, so when he crossed to the table, he took them in his.

		‘Palma, I’m so sorry.’

		‘I don’t know what to do. Nat. My sister, somebody killed her. I don’t know what to do.’

		‘We’re going to help you.’

		‘She never hurt anybody. Bax, she never hurt anybody in her whole life. Her face …’

		‘This is hard. The hardest thing. But you can help us help her.’

		‘Okay. Okay, but you can stay, right? He can stay?’ she asked Eve.

		‘Sure. What I’m going to do is turn the recorder on, and ask you some questions.’

		‘You don’t think that I … You don’t think that I hurt her?’

		‘Nobody thinks that, Palma.’ Baxter gave her hand a quick squeeze. ‘We have to ask questions. The more we know, the faster we can find the person who did this.’

		‘You’re going to find them.’ She said it slowly, as if that, too, had to process. Then she closed her eyes for a moment. ‘You’ll find them. I’ll tell you everything I can.’

		Eve engaged the recorder, read in the necessary data. ‘You landed in New York early this morning, is that correct?’

		‘Yes, on the Vegas run. We got in around two, clocked out, I don’t know, about twenty minutes later maybe. That’s about right. Then Mae – she had the run with me – we stopped at the bar in the airport for a glass of wine. Unwind a little. We shared a cab into the city. I dropped her first. She keeps a place with a couple other attendants, over on the East Side. Then I went on to Nat’s.’

		She stopped, took a breath, then a sip from the plastic cup of water on the table. ‘I paid off the cab, and started in. Had my key out, and I know Nat’s code. But the lock was broken. It happens sometimes, so I didn’t think that much about it. Not then. But when I got to her apartment, her lock – she told me she’d put in a new lock – that was broken, too. I had this little jump in my belly. But I thought, I don’t know, I told myself she hadn’t gotten the lock installed right.’

		‘Did you notice anything off when you went inside – the living areas first,’ Eve said.

		‘I didn’t really pay attention. I put the security chain on – she’d have left that off for me. And I left my overnight bag there by the door because I thought I’d just peek in, make sure everything was okay. But it wasn’t.’

		Tears trembled, spilled again, but she kept going. ‘She was on the floor, and there was blood, and the room was – it was like there’d been a fight. Broken glass from her perfume bottles and the little bowls she liked to collect. She was on the floor. The pink rugs. I was with her when she bought them. They were soft, like a cat. She couldn’t have pets. The rugs were soft. I’m sorry.’

		‘You’re doing fine,’ Baxter told her. ‘You’re doing just fine.’

		‘I ran. I think – it’s all blurry. Did I scream? I think I screamed her name and I ran and I tried to lift her up, to shake her awake, even though I knew … I didn’t want her to be dead. Her face was bruised and bloody, and her eyes. I knew she was dead. There was tape around her hands.’

		As if she’d just remembered, she sent Eve a shocked look. ‘Oh, God, her hands, her ankles. They were taped.’ Palma pressed a trembling hand to her mouth. ‘I needed to call for help, but I got sick before I could get out, get my ’link out of my bag, I got sick. Then I ran out. I couldn’t stay in there, so I ran out and called nine-one-one, and I sat down on the steps. I should’ve gone back in, stayed with her. I shouldn’t have left her alone like that.’

		‘You did exactly the right thing.’ Baxter picked up the water cup, handed it to her again. ‘Exactly the right thing.’

		‘Did she tell you anyone was bothering her?’ Eve asked.

		‘No, but something was bothering her. I could tell. She looked upset when I talked to her earlier, but when I asked what was wrong, she said it was nothing to worry about. She just had a lot on her mind.’

		‘She was seeing someone? A man?’

		‘Bick! Oh, my God, Bick. I didn’t even think of him.’ Eyes flooded again; she pressed both hands to her mouth. ‘They’re engaged. They’re going to be married next May. Oh, my God, I have to tell him.’

		‘What’s his full name?’

		‘Bick, Bick Byson. They work together – well, for the same company. Different departments. Nat’s a senior account executive at Sloan, Myers, and Kraus – accounting. Bick’s a money manager there. They’ve been together almost two years now. How can I tell him?’

		‘It’d be better if we did that.’

		‘And my parents.’ She began to rock, back and forth, back and forth. ‘I have to tell them. I don’t want to do it over the ’link. Do I have to stay here? I need to go home, to Cleveland, and tell them Nat’s gone. Nat.’

		‘We can talk about that after we’re done here,’ Eve told her. ‘Were your sister and her fiancé having any problems?’

		‘No. I don’t know of any. They’re crazy about each other. I guess I thought maybe they’d had a fight and that’s why she was upset earlier. All the wedding plans, you get stressed out. But they’re really happy together. They’re great together.’

		‘Did she have an engagement ring?’

		‘No.’ Palma took another long breath. ‘They decided against one – saving their money. Bick’s great, but he’s pretty frugal. Nat didn’t mind. Well, Nat’s the same way, you know? Save it for a rainy day.’

		‘He didn’t live with her? Save money paying rent.’

		‘She wouldn’t let him.’ For the first time Palma smiled again, and Eve could see how Baxter had been attracted. ‘She said they were going to wait for that until they were married. We’re pretty old-fashioned in my family. I think my parents like to believe Nat wasn’t even having sex with Bick. They loved each other,’ she murmured. ‘They were good together.’

		‘Were there any problems at work?’

		‘She never said. I haven’t seen her for about three weeks. I had a chance to take the New LA to Hawaii run for ten days, then I took a vacation out there with a couple of girlfriends. I’d just gotten back on the Vegas to New York run. I talked to her a couple of times, but … We were going to catch up, go shopping, go over wedding plans. She never said anything about a problem, work or otherwise, but I know something was wrong. I just wasn’t paying enough attention.’

		Eve stepped out with Baxter. ‘You know anything about this fiancé of the vic’s?’

		‘No.’ He rubbed the back of his neck. ‘Palma said something about her sister getting engaged. She was lit up about it, which is why … I backed off. Those things can be catching.’

		‘Your commitment issues don’t enter in, so set them aside. It helped you being in there with her, familiar face leveled her out some. Why don’t you get her to a shuttle – stay on the clock. See she gets off to her parents.’

		‘Appreciate that, Lieutenant. I can take lost time to do it.’

		‘Stay on the clock,’ she repeated. ‘Make sure she understands I need her available. I want to know where she is, when she comes back. The usual routine.’

		‘No problem. Feel so damn sorry for her. You’re going to look at the boyfriend.’

		‘Next stop.’

		‘Byson didn’t show at the office.’ Peabody hoofed it onto a glide behind Eve. ‘Which, according to his assistant, isn’t the norm. Hardly ever misses, and always checks in if he’s going to take off or be late. She tried him at home, and on his pocket ’link, being concerned, and couldn’t reach him.’

		‘Got his home addy?’

		‘Yeah, he’s on Broome in Tribeca. According to his chatty assistant, he and the vic just bought the loft, and he’s staying there while they’re having some reno done before the wedding.’

		‘We’ll try him there.’

		‘Could have rabbited,’ Peabody said as she hustled off one glide and hotfooted to the garage elevator. ‘Fights with fiancé, goes off on her, runs home. Runs away.’

		‘It wasn’t personal.’

		Peabody’s eyebrows knitted as they clipped off the elevator and across the garage. ‘Those kind of facial injuries, and face-to-face strangulation often are.’

		‘We find any tools on the crime scene?’

		‘Tools?’

		‘Screwdriver, hammer, laser scope?’

		‘No. What does … Oh.’ Nodding now, Peabody slid into the passenger seat. ‘The duct tape. If she didn’t have any basic tools, why would she have duct tape? Killer brought it with him, which lessens the possibility of crime of passion.’

		‘No sexual assault added to that. Broken locks. When the vic’s sister talked to her hours before the murder, she got no indication of trouble in paradise. It wasn’t personal,’ Eve repeated. ‘It was business.’

		The loft was in an old, well-preserved building in a neighborhood where people painted their stoops and sat out on them on warm summer evenings. The windows facing the street were wide, to afford the tenants a view of the traffic, and the shops ran from the mom-and-pop bakery/deli to the snazzy little boutiques where a pair of shoes cost the equivalent of a quick trip to Paris and would turn your feet into a study in misery.

		Some of the units sported the luxury of balconies where, Eve imagined, people stuck plants and chairs in the good weather so they could sit and sip something cold while they watched their world go by.

		From the looks of the exterior, it was a major step up from the Jane Street address, and one suited to the combined incomes of a couple of young, urban professionals on the rise.

		Byson didn’t respond to the buzzer, but before Eve could use her master, a woman’s voice piped through the speaker. ‘You looking for Mr Byson?’

		‘That’s right.’ There was a security screen, and Eve held up her badge. ‘Police. You want to buzz us in?’

		‘Hold on.’

		The door buzzed; the locks clicked. They stepped into a tiny communal lobby where someone had gone to the trouble to set a leafy green plant in a colorful pot. Because she heard the elevator clanging its way down, Eve waited.

		The woman who stepped off was dressed in a red sweater and gray pants, with her brown hair pulled back in a stubby tail from a pretty face. She had a baby of indeterminate age and sex perched on her hip.

		‘I buzzed you in,’ she said. ‘I’m Mr Byson’s neighbor. What’s the problem?’

		‘That’s something we need to discuss with him.’

		‘I don’t know if he’s home.’ She jiggled the baby as she spoke. The kid stared owlishly at Eve, then plugged its thumb in its mouth and sucked as if it contained opium. ‘He should be at work this time of day.’

		‘He’s not.’

		‘It’s weird, because I usually hear him leave. We’re on the same floor, and I hear the elevator. Didn’t catch it today. And he had the plumber scheduled, turns out. When they’re having one of the crews in – they’re rehabbing – he stops by, asks me if I can let them in, you know? He didn’t do that today, so I didn’t. You can’t be sure. Might be somebody with a pipe wrench just going in to rob the place.’

		‘So you’ve got the key to his place?’

		‘Yeah, key and code. Something’s wrong, isn’t it? You want me to let you in? You’ve got to give me some idea. I wouldn’t feel right letting you in if I don’t know something’s up.’

		‘Something’s up.’ Eve held up her badge again. ‘Mr Byson’s fiancée was killed.’

		‘Oh, no.’ She shook her head slowly from side to side. ‘No. Come on. Not Nat.’

		Her voice rose and cracked. In response, the baby unplugged its mouth and wailed.

		‘You knew her.’ Eve took a subtle side step away from the baby.

		‘Sure. She was here a lot. They’re getting married in a few months.’ The woman’s eyes filled as she shifted to hold her baby closer. ‘I liked her a lot. We’re all looking forward to being neighbors. Bick and Nat, me and my husband. We … I can’t believe it. What happened? What happened to Nat?’

		‘We need to talk to Mr Byson.’

		‘God. God. Okay, okay.’ Obviously shaken, she turned to call for the elevator. ‘It’s going to kill him. Ssh, Crissy, ssh.’ She bounced and jiggled and patted the baby as they jammed into the elevator. ‘They were nuts about each other – but not sickening about it, if you get me. I liked her so much. Maybe there’s a mistake.’

		‘I’m sorry’ was all Eve said. ‘Did she mention any problems? Anything, anyone bothering her?’

		‘No, not really. Some wedding jitters, just typical stuff. They were getting married up in Cleveland, where she’s from. Hunt and I were going – our first trip since Crissy came. Hunt’s my husband. Look, I’ll go get the key,’ she added when the doors opened into a hallway. ‘That’s his place, there. We share the floor.’

		‘Just the two units up here?’

		‘Yeah. Nice space. Good light. Hunt and I bought our apartment when I got pregnant. It’s a nice neighborhood, and we’ve got three bedrooms.’

		She unlocked her own door, tirelessly jiggling the baby who now had the slack-jawed, glaze-eyed look of a satisfied junkie. Holding the door open with one hip, she snatched a set of keys from a bowl on a table by the door.

		‘We didn’t get your name,’ Eve told her.

		‘Oh, sorry. Gracie, Gracie York.’ She turned the key in the lock, typed a code in on a minipad over it. ‘Maybe Bick had errands to run or something. I didn’t hear him go out before, so he must’ve left early. Crissy’s been fussy so I slept in a little this morning. She’s teething.’ Gracie started to open the door, but Eve held up a hand to block her.

		‘Just a minute.’ Eve knocked. ‘Mr Byson,’ she called out. ‘This is the police. Open the door, please.’

		‘I really don’t think he’s home,’ Gracie began.

		‘Even so, we’ll wait a minute before going in.’ Eve knocked again. ‘Mr Byson, this is Lieutenant Dallas, NYPSD. We’re coming in.’

		The minute she opened the door, Eve knew Byson was home, and that his neighbor’s earlier words had been right on the mark. Natalie Copperfield’s murder had killed him. Or, Eve was banking, her murderer certainly had.

		‘Ohmygodohmygodohmygod!’ Gracie babbled the words so that they came out in a single high-pitched hysterical stream as she pressed her baby’s face to her shoulder and stumbled back from the doorway.

		‘Ms York, go back inside your apartment,’ Eve ordered. ‘Go back in, lock your door. Either my partner or I will be over in just a minute.’

		‘It’s Bick. Is it Bick? Right across the hall. We’re right across the hall.’

		At a wordless signal from Eve, Peabody took the woman’s arm. ‘Take Crissy back home,’ Peabody said gently. ‘Take her on in. Nothing’s going to happen to her. Just go inside and wait.’

		‘I don’t understand. He must be dead. Right across the hall.’

		Peabody got the neighbor inside, turned back to Eve with a resigned look on her face. ‘I guess you want me to take her.’

		‘You’re damn right. Call it in first, Peabody, then go in, get a formal statement from the neighbor. I’ll get the field kits and start on the scene.’

	
				3

		Once she’d retrieved the kits, Eve sealed her hands, sprayed sealant on her boots. With her recorder engaged, she entered the crime scene.

		Side window, she noted, facing the neighboring building, and with a narrow balcony. ‘South-facing window is open,’ she said for the record, and moved around the outer edge of the room for a closer look. ‘Appears to have been forced open from the outside. Emergency evac here, probably used to gain access. Possibly exited by the same route.’

		Safer that way, Eve thought. No chance of the next-door neighbors catching you coming or going.

		She turned from where she believed the killer had entered. ‘The body’s face up, hands and feet bound with duct tape, as previous vic. Second vic is mix-race male, late-twenties, wearing only a pair of white boxers. Woke up, didn’t you, Bick, heard somebody out here. Gave him some trouble. Signs of struggle apparent. Overturned table, broken lamp. Not all of this blood’s going to be the victim’s, so there’s a break for our side. Victim’s face and body show bruises and lacerations.’

		She worked her way in, then crouched by the body. ‘Some burn marks here, too, but these look like contact burns from a stunner mid-chest. They fight, killer incapacitates Byson with a stun, binds him, beats him. Questions him? Blue plastic cord of some kind used for strangulation.’

		Hunkered where she was, she scanned the room again. ‘There are some building materials in the north corner of the room, tied with blue plastic cord, like that around the vic’s neck.’

		She took the prints for confirmation of ID, bagged his hands. ‘Time of death,’ she said as she read her gauge, ‘two forty-five a.m. Came here after doing Copperfield.’ She bent closer. ‘Traces of adhesive around the mouth, as per previous victim. Why yank it off? Needed you to tell him something? Wanted to hear you choke as he strangled you? Maybe some of both.’

		She straightened to move from the body into the room off the living area. Bachelor’s bunking area, she deduced. Probably not the master, but where he was sleeping during the rehab. Mattress on a pallet, and the mate of the broken lamp on one of the two tables by the bed. Clothes strewn around, but in a way that said messy guy rather than search.
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