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A man that studieth revenge
keeps his own wounds green.
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Chapter One



Someone had either kidnapped the sun or decided screw the ransom and killed it dead.


For two glorious weeks, before its abduction or demise, it had blasted heat and light so the sea below the villa in Greece sparkled, diamonds on sapphire. It had baked every ounce of stress away and left generous room for sleep, sex, wine, basking, and more sex.


No better way, to her mind, to spend a slice of summer in 2061.


Lieutenant Eve Dallas, murder cop, hadn’t thought about murder and mayhem for days. That alone equaled vacation. Add a villa of sunbaked gold stone, views of sea and hill, of olive groves and vineyards out every window, top it all off with lazy, private time with the man she loved, and you had it all.


It was a hell of a perfect way to celebrate their third anniversary.


Sometimes it still amazed her. How the cop and the criminal (former), two lost souls who’d pushed, punched, and kicked their way out of misery, somehow found each other. How they’d managed to build a good, strong life together.


Whatever changed, shifted, evolved, that remained constant.


They built together.


Now, after two weeks of ridiculous indulgence—not that Roarke would think it at all ridiculous—they’d arrived in Ireland under a sky of stacked clouds and dripping rain.


Maybe the Irish were sun killers.


And yet, the green shined so vivid here as the fields spread, the hills rose, the stone walls glistened in the wet. The skinny road they traveled snaked, and hedgerows dripping with bloodred fuchsia closed in like living walls.


She checked herself. Maybe a touch of stress but only because the Irish, in addition to being suspected sun killers, opted to drive on the wrong side of snaking, skinny roads, and Roarke drove as if he powered down a straightaway.


He was so damn happy, and his happiness rolled right through her. She didn’t consider it a Marriage Rule to share such a cheerful mood, but it did stand as an advantage.


She studied him awhile—a more pleasant view than the breaks in the hedgerows that displayed sheep, cows, occasionally horses, and various other four-legged animals.


He had that face. Those wild Irish blue eyes, that perfectly sculpted mouth, and all that black silk hair to frame it.


Those lips curved, those eyes smiled—just for her—when he glanced at her.


“Not much farther.”


“I remember.”


The last time they’d visited his family’s farm in Clare—a family he hadn’t known existed during his nightmare childhood, or his very successful career as a thief, a smuggler, a (fairly) legitimate businessman who’d built an empire—they’d pursued a contract killer.


Lorcan Cobbe, the vicious boy from Roarke’s childhood, became a vicious man, and one who’d wanted Roarke dead.


Tables turned, she thought. And now Cobbe sat in an off-planet concrete cage, and would for the rest of his vicious life.


“There’s a break in the clouds ahead.”


She peered at the leaden sky. Maybe, if she squinted, there was a slightly less gray patch.


“You call that a break?”


“I do, yes.” Ireland, like the green, wove through his voice as he reached over to lay a hand on hers. “It means much to them for us to come like this, spend time with the family. It means everything to me that you’re willing to.”


“I’m happy to go. I like them, the whole insane mob of them. And it’s nice to spend some time here when we’re not with a bunch of cops.”


“It is. And yet, that was a satisfying visit after all.”


“Because I stood back and let you kick Cobbe’s ass.”


He smiled again at the “let you.” “My cop understands me, and loves me anyway. And there now, see, there’s a bright spot.”


She couldn’t deny what he’d called a break now showed hints of blue.


“Bright’s a strong word.”


He turned, turned again, and there she saw the field where she’d once landed in a jet-copter—with the damn cows—because he’d needed her. Where she’d first met Sinead Brody Lannigan, Roarke’s mother’s twin.


The stone-gray house, the barns and outbuildings, the thriving gardens.


Even as Roarke turned into the drive, the front door burst open. Sean, Sinead’s freckle-faced grandson, ran out.


“You’re here at last! We’ve been waiting forever, haven’t we? And Nan and Ma made a welcome feast. I’m fair to starving, as they won’t let me have so much as a nibble.”


He stood, fair-haired and bright-eyed, in the dripping rain.


“I’ll help with the bags.”


“There’s a good lad. And how’s it all going, Sean?”


“Fine and well. Are you wearing your weapon then?” he asked Eve. “Can I see it?”


“No and no.”


“Ah well.” He shouldered a bag Roarke handed him. “Maybe later then. We’ve had no trouble, not even a bit, since last you came. But maybe now we’ll have some.”


“Bring that bag in,” Sinead, honey-blond hair in a sleek tail, hands on narrow hips, called from the doorway. “And stop badgering your cousins. Welcome, welcome to you both. We’ve missed your faces. No, no, don’t bother with the bags.”


She embraced Roarke, held a moment, then turned to Eve to do the same. “We’ve enough able men to bring them in and up to your room.”


Inside, all color and movement, voices raised in greeting, more hugs. Eve figured she hugged more in five minutes at the Brody farm than she did in a couple of years—or more—otherwise.


Someone handed her a glass of wine.


Food covered the counters in the farmhouse kitchen that smelled of fresh-baked bread and roasted chicken.


The chicken might’ve been clucking out in the coop that morning, but Eve wasn’t going to think about it.


Someone handed her a plate piled with enough food for three starving people. A pair of dogs raced by, then a couple of kids.


Sinead drew her aside.


“I’ve the gift you had sent ahead tucked away. You’ll just let me know when you want it.”


“I guess after all this.”


“We’ll take it up to your room then?”


“Oh. No. He should have it here. Everyone’s here. At least I think they are.”


“Every mother’s son and daughter. I didn’t know if you’d want a private moment for it.”


“No, it’s . . . family. It’s a family thing.”


Green eyes soft, Sinead kissed her cheek. “I’m grateful for you, Eve. If I haven’t said so, know I’m grateful for you. Now, let’s get you a seat so you can eat. Make room there, Liam, our Eve has legs longer than yours.”


So she sat, the long-legged cop with her choppy brown hair and whiskeycolored eyes, in the middle of noise and confusion that could rival a New York traffic jam.


She hadn’t known family, only abuse and violence, and had forged a career founded on standing for the dead. She had family now—the family she’d made, often despite herself, in New York.


And family here, in an Irish farmhouse.


She caught Roarke’s eye in the melee. When he raised his glass to her in a quick toast, she did the same.


She hadn’t planned just how to give him his anniversary gift, hadn’t been entirely sure she could pull it off since she’d come up with the idea.


But when she’d considered giving it to him in Greece, alone, it hadn’t seemed the right way.


After the feast, with the family sprawled in the living room, dining room, and kitchen, with a dog snoring and a baby nursing, with Roarke’s great-grandmother knitting something or other, seemed like the right way.


“Are you sure now?” Sinead asked when they went into a parlor, into a cupboard. “I haven’t seen it or—at great cost, I’ll add—given in to the temptation to take a peek, but I know the idea of it, and there’ll be tears. Some will be my own, I expect.”


“I think it’ll mean more to him this way.”


She hoped so.


She carried the brown-wrapped gift to where Roarke and his uncle held a conversation having to do with sheep.


“A few days late—in case you thought I forgot.”


She knew she’d surprised him—a rare thing—when she handed him the long, wide package.


“Tear it open, would you?” Sean demanded. “Nan wouldn’t so much as give us a hint what it was.”


“Then we’d best find out.”


More family crowded in as Roarke removed the paper, the stabilizers.


And inside, found family.


The painting held the farmhouse, the hills, the fields in the background. And everyone stood together—the whole insane mob of them, young, old, babes in arms, Eve and Roarke centered.


Sinead stood behind Roarke’s right shoulder. Roarke’s mother, lost so long before, at his left.


“It’s the lot of us. Is that my aunt Siobhan, Nan?”


“It is, aye. Aye, that’s our Siobhan. Ah, it’s beautiful. It’s brilliant.” Turning, she pressed her face to her husband’s shoulder. “And here I go, Robbie.”


“This is . . . Eve.” Roarke looked up at her, his heart in those wild blue eyes. “I have no words.” He reached for her hand. “You’ve put Summer-set in it.”


“Well.” She shrugged at that. “Yancy painted it.”


“I see the signature. It couldn’t be more precious to me. How did you manage this?”


“Sinead sent photos, and Yancy figured it out.”


“Hand it over, lad.” Robbie took it from him. “And stand up and kiss your wife.”


“That I will. I love you, beyond reason.”


When he kissed her, the family cheered. Then crowded around to get closer looks at the gift.


Young and old, the Irish partied well into the night. Music—which meant singing, dancing—plenty of beer, wine, whiskey, and yet more food. Since the patch of blue had spread its way over the sky, the revelers spilled outside to keep right at it under moon and starlight.


When Eve found a moment to sit—hopefully far away enough so no one would pull her into another dance—Sean settled beside her with a plate of the cookies they called biscuits.


“I liked the case about the girls taken, then locked into that terrible school place. Well now, I didn’t like how they were shut up in there,” he qualified, “but how you got them out again.”


“How do you know about that?”


“Oh, from the Internet,” he said easily, and bit into a cookie. “And there was talk of it all even in Tulla. I heard my own father saying how proud he was our own Eve freed those poor girls from a terrible fate, and saw those who harmed them got their comeuppance right enough.”


“I had some help with that.”


“Well now, of course. You’re the boss of the police, and wasn’t it fine meeting them when you came last? So, when you found the bad ones, did you stun any of them?”


What the hell, she thought, and took a cookie from the plate. “As a matter of fact.”


“Brilliant, as they deserved it and more. And did you have a chance to—” He punched a fist in the air. “And get in a good one.”


“Yeah, I got in some good ones.”


“As did Roarke, I’m sure, as they all say he fights like a demon.”


“He holds his own.”


“The one who came here in the spring meant to hurt my nan, and any of us he could.” Those bright eyes darkened with a hard fury she not only understood but respected. “He came to hurt Nan, as it would hurt Roarke.”


“He’ll never touch your nan, or any of you.”


“And that’s the truth of it because you locked him up. I think I’ll not be a farmer, even as I love the farm. When I think on it, I think I’ll lock people up—the bad ones, of course.”


“There’s more to it than that, kid.”


“Oh sure and there’s more. You have to train so you know how to protect people, and take an oath. It’s why I like reading about your cases. And I watched the vid about you and Roarke and the clones.”


He looked around at his family with those green Brody eyes.


“Tulla’s a quiet place, but still people need protection, don’t they then? I saw the dead girl last year, and she didn’t get protection in time. Things can happen here as well. So I think I’ll be a cop who loves to farm.”


“A good way to have it all.”


He gave her a quick nod as if that settled it. “That’s my thinking on it.”


When she mulled it over, she’d been his age, even younger, when she’d decided to be a cop. Different reasons, and thank Christ for that, but the same goal.


“Maybe when you come to New York for Thanksgiving, you can come into Central.”


His face didn’t light up. His whole being illuminated. “Do you mean it?”


“It’ll depend on if I have an active case, and—”


“I won’t be any trouble at all. I talked to the Captain Feeney when he was here, and maybe I can see the EDD as well? It all seemed so grand in the vid.”


Too much wine, too much relaxation, she thought, and she’d backed herself right into a corner. “We’ll try to work it out.”


“I have to tell Da!”


When he barreled off, Roarke took his place.


“And what was all that? It looked like you brought his Christmas early.”


“I somehow sort of offered to bring him into Central when they come for Thanksgiving.”


When Roarke laughed, kissed her cheek, she shook her head.


“He’s slippery. They’re all slippery when you come down to it.” She picked up her wine, again thought what the hell, and took another sip. “He reminded me of me—without the baggage. Anyway.” This time she shrugged. “He’s following my cases on the Internet.”


“Ah, well of course. You’re a hero to him.”


“If he wants to be a cop, he’ll have to learn the difference between a cop and a hero.”


“From where I sit, they’re one and the same.” He took her hand. “The painting, Eve.”


She smiled, smugly. “Nailed that one.”


“You undid me. How did you think of such a thing?”


“You have to ask yourself what do you get for the man who if he doesn’t have it already, it’s because it hasn’t been invented. Then he’ll figure out how to invent it and have it anyway. Has to be personal. So, chronologically, Summerset found you, we found each other, you found all of them.”


She tipped her head to his shoulder. “When you gave me my gift back at Central, magic vests for my bullpen? You undid me. We get each other. We get what’s important to each other.”


“You’ve time for mooning over each other later.” Robbie strode up to pluck Eve off the wall. “I’m for another dance with my niece.”


For a third time, Eve thought what the hell, and danced.


She woke alone, and in a stream of pearly sunlight. A memo cube sat on the stand by the bed. Once activated, Roarke’s voice streamed out.


It seems I’m off to the fields. There’ll be coffee and breakfast down in the kitchen whenever you’re up and ready.


If coffee was involved, she could be up, and she could get ready.


The shower didn’t come close to the multi-jets and steam at home, or the luxury of the villa in Greece, but it did the job.


She dragged on pants, a shirt, and, with her mind still blurry, automatically reached for her weapon harness. It took her a second to remember she’d locked it away in her bag.


She walked out in the quiet—unless you counted the occasional mooing cow or baaing sheep (which she did, absolutely).


Down the creaky stairs and toward the kitchen. Already the air smelled like glory—with coffee a happy top note.


“Good morning to you, Eve. I heard you stirring, so there’s coffee fresh and ready for you.”


“Thanks.” Eve grabbed a mug while Sinead, an apron over her own shirt and pants, her red-gold hair bundled up, heated a skillet on the stove.


“Roarke’s own blend it is, so not to worry. He told me coffee was his first gift to you.”


“Yeah. A sneaky way to get past my defenses.”


“A cagey man is Roarke. And now, can you handle a full Irish for breakfast?”


“After last night I figured I was good for a week. But maybe.”


“Danced it all off, as did I. Why don’t you start with a bit of the soda bread—it’s full of currants and baked just this morning.”


“That’s what I smelled. I remember it from when we were here last year.”


Now the smell of frying meat joined the chorus.


Eve sat at the kitchen table. It seemed odd to just sit there while somebody cooked. No AutoChef for Sinead. But it seemed the right thing.


“Roarke’s in the field?”


“Aye, didn’t they drag him off—and his own fault for being an early riser. A Brody trait.”


“Is it? He’s up before dawn pretty much every day. ’Link meetings, holo-meetings with somebody on the other side of the world.”


“It is, yes. The farmer in us, I suppose.”


“It’s hard to see farmer in Roarke.”


Sinead sent a smile over her shoulder. “But he plows and plants and tends and harvests right enough.”


“You could say that.” Eve drank more coffee. “Yeah, you could say that.”


“And you, you guard the fields and those who work them, and keep the predators at bay. It’s a fine match you’ve made.”


In short order, she put a plate in front of Eve.


“I see his face still, the first time he knocked on my door. The grief in his eyes—my sister’s eyes. Sure Siobhan’s were as green as mine, but the look in them, the shape of them. My sister’s child. And I see his face as so much lifted from him when he saw you land in the near field. And I knew, as he looked at you, he’d found the love she never did.”


She set aside a dish towel. “I wonder if I could speak to you about things on my mind.”


“Sure. Is there a problem?”


“It’s not the now, but the before. I’ll have some tea and sit while you eat.”


Sinead took her time about it, and Eve realized she sensed nerves.


“Sure I thought this a good time, with just the two of us, to say what so troubles me.” She sat, sighed. “We didn’t fight for him, you see, for our Roarke. Just a babe, and with that bastard Patrick Roarke. My sister’s child, and we didn’t fight for him.”


Because she thought it helped those nerves, Eve ate. “That’s not what I heard. Patrick Roarke nearly killed your brother when he went to Dublin to try to find out what happened to your sister.”


“He did, oh sweet Jesus, he did, and would see us all in the ground, he warned, if any of us came back. In those times, those hard times, Patrick Roarke had cops and more in both his hands and his back pocket. Still, we knew of the baby and let him go. We let Siobhan’s son go. And as time went on, we thought—on my life, we believed—Roarke himself knew of us, of his mother. And more time went on, and we heard—some time after it happened—that Patrick Roarke was dead. I thought of my children, not much younger than my sister’s child.”


“You thought he knew,” Eve said as Sinead stared into her tea. “And if he’d wanted contact, he’d reach out to his mother’s family, since Patrick Roarke couldn’t stop him. You thought—why wouldn’t you?—maybe he’s his father’s child, and I have my own to protect.”


Tears swirled, but Sinead didn’t shed them when she nodded. She sipped some tea as she gathered herself to say more.


“And that became a kind of comfort as more time passed. You’d hear of Roarke—the young man who made fortunes—you’d hear of deeds done in shadows—rumors of them. His life in New York City. A kind of empire, isn’t it?”


“And not really ‘kind of.’ ”


“I’d wonder, when I let myself wonder, what kind of man he was. Like his father? Ruthless, murderous, heartless? I might see a picture of him at some fancy place with some beautiful woman on his arm. I’d think: Where is Siobhan, where is my sister in this man? I couldn’t find her in him, you see. I couldn’t see her in him a’tall, so easier still to turn away, to let go.”


She sighed again. “Then I saw a picture of him with you, this policewoman with serious eyes. Not so glamorous as others, but more memorable to my thinking. And when I looked at him standing with you, I thought: Ah, well now, oh aye, there she is, there’s a bit of my sister after all. Who is this woman who brought Siobhan out in him?”


“She was always there, Sinead.”


Those tears shimmered over the Brody green. “I know that now. I think I knew that the moment I opened the door to him. But—”


“You opened the door to him,” Eve interrupted. “You let him in. You gave him family. Regrets aren’t just useless in this case, they’re just wrong.”


“We let him go.”


“You took him in,” Eve corrected, “when he needed you, and opened a door he hadn’t known existed. One he thought you’d shut in his face. His years in Dublin, with that fucker Patrick Roarke, and beyond that made him what he is. Who he is. Regret what you did or didn’t? You regret who he made himself.”


Blinking at the tears, Sinead sat back. “That’s very Irish of you.”


“Is it?” With a shrug, Eve polished off her breakfast. “Just strikes me as logic.”


“You love him, very much.”


“He’s a complicated, irritating, arrogant, fascinating, generous man. I love him, very much, even when he pisses me off. Which is fairly regularly. And yet. Do you know what he gave me for our anniversary?”


Now Sinead smiled, dashed away a tear that got through. “I was hoping you’d tell me, or show me. I imagine it’s blindingly gorgeous.”


“To me it is. He researched, developed, and is manufacturing what’s called Thin Shield. It’s a lightweight, flexible body armor that can be worn as a lining in a coat, jacket, vest, uniform. He gave them to my entire bullpen. He’s giving the next round of them to the NYPSD.”


For a moment, Sinead said nothing. “He loves you, very much.”


“Yeah, how about that? I’ll never figure out why, so I’ve learned to take it. You’ll never figure out the what-ifs, the if-only, Sinead, so regrets are useless. And they disrespect the man he is. That’s Siobhan’s son.”


“You’ve lifted a weight off my heart. That’s pure truth.”


“Good, because it didn’t belong there.”


“Hearing you say so makes a difference. You trusted us with him.”


After a beat, Sinead’s eyes widened. She grinned as she ticked a finger in the air. “Ah. I see. You looked into us.”


“I’m a cop,” Eve said simply. “And watch out, because Sean’s heading in that direction.”


“So it seems. You . . . investigated us?”


“You better believe I checked you out. Every one of you. And there are a hell of a lot of you.” Eve nudged her plate aside. “You’re an exceptional family.”


“More exceptional now. I’ll say again.” Reaching out, she gripped one of Eve’s hands. “I’m grateful to you, and for you, Eve.”


“Roarke’s out in some field, probably stepping in cow shit in his five-thousand-dollar boots.”


“Oh Jaysus, not so dear as all that, surely.”


“Conservative estimate.” Rising, she helped herself to another mug of coffee. “And the idea of it really brightens up my day. So gratitude right back.”


“I’ve a mind to go out, cut some flowers. I feel light and happy thanks to our talk here. Will you walk with me?”


“Are you going near any cows?”


“Ah, we’ll keep a good distance there.”


“Then I’m game.”


Maybe it surprised her how much she enjoyed several days on a farm in the Irish countryside, not far from the wild Irish coast. But the people brought the pleasure. She considered the many dogs and cats normal, even acceptable.


Cows and sheep within a stone’s throw of the house? Not so much. But she learned to sleep through the insistent call of the rooster, and kept her distance from the rest of the stock.


On the other hand, Roarke dived right in, tromping through fields in those five-thousand-dollar boots—they’d never be the same—riding on weird-looking machines.


She wondered, seriously, if he’d gone over the top when he milked a cow.


Machines did the real work, but you still had to get up close and personal. And because he wanted to see how it was done the old-fashioned way, his uncle obliged him.


So she stood, well back, in the doorway of the milking parlor, watching possibly the richest man in the known universe sit on a three-legged stool at the enormous back end of a cow who munched on a bunch of hay.


With his hair tied back in work mode, he used those clever and elegant hands to yank on a cow tit. A huge cow tit, the sort of tit she firmly believed had no place in a civilized world.


When milk squirted out of it and into a pail, she had to hold back a shudder. In contrast, Roarke grinned and kept on going.


“Will you have a go at it then, Eve? Our Gertie here’s gentle as a lamb.”


“Absolutely not. No. Never.” Plus, she’d heard the sounds lambs could make, and didn’t consider them gentle.


“It’s satisfying,” Roarke told her.


“Yeah, I bet. What man wouldn’t want to get his hands on a tit that big?”


When Robbie roared with laughter, she stepped back. “I’ll just leave the two of you to it.”


And when the three weeks away ended, she figured they’d done it all—and more. From the quiet of sun-soaked Greece to the quiet of green-soaked Ireland.


And cows aside, she’d enjoyed every second of it.










Chapter Two



Arriving in New York equaled noise, heat drenched in humidity, snarling, bad-tempered traffic, and sidewalks flooded with people.


A perfect welcome home. Eve loved every grimy or shiny, every rude or welcoming, every high-class or low-class square inch of it.


“It was good,” she said. “Everything was as good as it gets. So’s this.”


“Home’s always best.”


Roarke drove through traffic, the stop and go of it, with the same ease he’d milked a damn cow. They’d sent their luggage ahead, so it was just the two of them for a little while longer.


“And home on a Sunday means neither of us have to get back at it until tomorrow. I vote for pizza, a whole lot of wine, then popcorn and a vid and a whole lot of sex.”


“Do you now?”


“Gotta stretch the vacaying to the last minute.”


“I couldn’t agree more with any and all of that.”


They drove through the gates, and she looked at the towers, the turrets, the spread of the house Roarke built, at the expanse of lawn, the summer green of the trees, the vibrant flowers and shrubs.


“Yeah, home’s best.”


Still best, she thought when they went in, to find Summerset, in his habitual funeral black, waiting in the foyer. Galahad sat beside him, but instead of padding over to greet them, he just gave them the hard eye.


Eve crouched down. “Come on, you know you missed me.”


He looked deliberately away, then back, then sort of sashayed over as if granting a favor.


But when she gave him that first long stroke, he purred, then rubbed his pudgy body against her knees.


“Welcome home,” Summerset said. “You both look as if the time away did you more than good.”


“It did. And all’s well here?”


“Yes, it is. Your family’s well, I hope, one and all.”


“They are, and send you their best.”


“The bags you marked for me are unpacked, and the others upstairs. Except for the lieutenant’s gift to you.” Summerset gestured toward the main parlor. “As you requested.”


Taking Eve’s hand, Roarke walked into the parlor.


The painting hung in a place of prominence over the mantel.


Surprised, Eve turned to him. She’d expected him to hang it in his office, maybe the library. “Here? You’re sure about that?”


“It’s personal, but not private. It’s family, so I’m sure, yes.”


“It’s a precious gift. I’m honored to be included in it,” Summerset added.


Eve just shrugged. “You’re his real father, so . . .” She scooped up the cat. “See? We didn’t leave you out, either.”


The painted Galahad sat between Eve and Roarke, looking pudgy yet dignified.


“I’m going to head up and unpack.” But she lingered another moment. “It looks good there.”


She set down the cat so he jogged up the steps beside her. The minute she walked into the bedroom, he made a beeline for the bed, leaped up, sprawled out.


Obviously, all was forgiven.


She sat beside him, gave him a belly rub. “I missed you, too. You’d probably have gone for the villa in Greece—luxury’s your speed. But you wouldn’t have gone for the farm, trust me. Too much competition, to start—dogs and cats swarming. Too much outside for you, with big-ass cows and weird-eyed sheep. You’re an urbanite, pal. It takes one to know one.”


“So are we all,” Roarke agreed. “I can’t imagine what it’s like to do what the family does every bloody day. A bit of a lark for me to have a hand at it for a very short time, but the farmer’s life? It’s a hard one. And one they love.”


When he sat, Galahad shifted his affections.


They unpacked and, by tacit agreement, both stayed out of their offices and had pizza on the patio as the sun set.


“Maybe we scratch the popcorn and vid.” She sat back, sipped a little more wine. “It’s barely nine, but it doesn’t feel like it.”


“There’s the earth on its axis moving around the sun again.”


“Yeah, you ought to find a way to fix that. We can skip straight to the sex.”


“How could I argue with that?”


“I figured that would get your vote.” She closed her eyes, lifted her face to the night. “I’m going to have a shitload to catch up on tomorrow. You, too.”


“The price we pay.”


“Worth it. I did miss the cat, and New York pizza, but worth it. What time’s your first meeting?”


He smiled at her. “You’ll still be sleeping.”


“Figured. Then let’s go get this vacation capped off.”


They walked inside, then up to the bedroom, where the cat already stretched across the bed.


“Some things don’t change,” she commented.


And as they turned to each other, the communicator on her dresser signaled.


“No, they bloody don’t.”


“What the serious fuck? I’m not on the roll until oh-eight hundred.” She snatched it up. “Dallas.”


Dispatch, Dallas, Lieutenant Eve. Official request for your assistance from Webster, Lieutenant Donald. Unattended death, 14 Leonard Street, apartment 321. Will you respond as primary?


“Crap. Affirmative. Responding now. Dallas out.”


She looked over at Roarke. “I don’t know why, but he wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t important.”


“Understood. I’ll drive—and don’t wonder if I’m going with you because he once tried putting moves on you, and in our house. That’s all done. We’ll consider it our alternate way of capping off our vacation.”


“Fine.” She strapped on the weapon she’d put on the dresser for the morning. “What the hell is IAB doing at an unattended death?”


“I suppose we’ll find out.”


She grabbed her badge, her ’link, the rest of her pocket paraphernalia. “I’m going to see who lives—and possibly died—there while you drive.”


They left the cat on the bed and went out to the car Roarke had remoted from the garage to the front of the house. She pulled out her PPC, started the search while he sped down the drive, through the gates.


“Shit. Shit. Martin and Elizabeth Greenleaf have that unit. Captain Martin Greenleaf, IAB—retired. I know—or maybe knew—him some. He’s Webster’s guru or mentor, father figure. I know they’re tight. He was tight with Greenleaf and his wife.”


“He requested you because, as you said, it’s important. I assume he didn’t just tag you so as to keep it official?”


“Yeah, yeah. Still stretching it some. And he wouldn’t have stretched it if it’s, or looks like, natural causes, or an accident. Or maybe he would,” she considered. “Because they were tight, and he just reacted.”


“You’ll sort it out.”


“Yeah.” She looked at him again. “Welcome the hell home.”


“Well then, it is our home and our life here, isn’t it then? It’s what we do, who we are. I wouldn’t change it. Would you?”


“No.” That part came easy. “But I didn’t expect to dive right back into murder. And he wouldn’t have asked for me, especially this way, if he didn’t think murder. And I can’t go into whatever this is influenced by what he thinks or feels.”


“He’d know that, wouldn’t he?”


“He should. Crap, crap, Captain Greenleaf, or his wife. Or somebody else in their apartment. But odds of somebody else don’t fly.”


“Because?”


“What I know of Greenleaf is by the book, and the book is sacred. No deviation. And I have to wipe that out, go in blank. That’s how it has to be.


“Webster’s been taking a lot of time off-planet.”


“I wouldn’t know.”


“Bollocks to that. He’s spending that time at the Olympus Resort, and with Darcia Angelo. Olympus is basically yours, and she’s your top cop there. You know.”


“She does her job, and well. Her off time is her own. And yes, he visits often enough. They made a connection—we saw it for ourselves.”


“Pretty damn quick connection.”


Amused, he shot her a look. “And didn’t we?”


She lifted a shoulder. “Maybe. Yeah, okay. Listen, I’m going to need you to be Peabody,” she said, referring to her partner. “Either assisting me if I need you to, or keeping Webster out of my way. Can you do the second part without punching him in the face?”


“It’s been a bit of time since I punched him in the face, or elsewhere,” Roarke said easily. “We came to an understanding.”


“Great.” When he turned onto Leonard, she felt a wave of relief. “He called in uniforms. That’s a good step. Follow procedure, secure the scene.”


“I’ll get your field kit from the trunk and put on my Peabody.”


A good, solid building, she noted, brick, pre-Urbans. A decent neighborhood, good security on the entrance. And a uniform standing there now.


She badged him as they walked up the short steps to the doors.


“Lieutenant.”


“What do you know, Officer?”


“My partner and I responded to a nine-one-one by Lieutenant Webster. Ambulance also requested, but the victim was DOS. Lieutenant Webster ordered me to take the entrance door, and my partner to remain on scene with him to ensure it remained secure. DB is male, mid-seventies, at a desk in what appears to be a home office. No visible signs of forced entry.”


“Stand by.”


She went in, barely glanced at the pair of elevators before taking the stairs.


“He was smart to have the uniform stay with him on scene,” she commented. “Smarter maybe if he’d just called it in, then stepped back, but smart enough.”


“And smart enough to ask for you if he suspects foul play.”


“We’ll see about that.”


On three, she walked to the apartment. It had a door cam—but Green-leaf was a cop, after all—and a solid set of locks. She pressed the buzzer.


Webster answered, and she thought: Fuck. He’s a mess.


His light blue eyes held nothing but grief and despair, and his body language told her he was using every ounce of self-control to hold it in. Rather than crowning his narrow face, his brown hair looked as if he’d dragged a garden rake through it.


Casual dress, she noted—so he’d changed from work before he’d come here.


“Dallas. I’m sorry, but I needed the best. Martin deserves the best.”


“Okay. Step back, Webster.”


“Sorry,” he said again. “Roarke, I appreciate you coming. I know you weren’t on the roll, Dallas, but . . . It looks like suicide, but not in a million years. Not in two million. I need to tell you—”


“Nothing yet.” His grief aside, she cut him off. She had to. “Nothing. I want you to stay out of my way. I’ll talk to you after I look at the scene and the body.”


“Just let me—”


“No. Officer, stay with the witness. Where’s the body?”


The uniform stepped forward, gestured. “In there, Lieutenant. The MTs examined the body, but didn’t disturb the scene. My partner and I arrived approximately four minutes after the nine-one-one.”


The apartment opened into a living area, with a short foyer holding a catchall table. She noted a bag on it, a six-pack of upscale brew inside.


“I—”


“Not now,” she told Webster, and moved into the living area with its sofa and plumped pillows, a recliner, a wall screen, some floral prints on the wall, a pair of shoes by a chair.


Neat enough, not obsessive. Lived-in, and lived long.


A kitchen area tucked behind a half wall to the left with a small dining area. It sparkled clean, no question, but still more lived-in and lived long to her eye. A bowl of summer fruit on the counter. Mugs on an open shelf above an old-model AC, a cooktop over a stove beside it.


Someone probably cooked on it.


And to her right, as she stepped forward, what might have been a small bedroom at one point and now served as a den/office.


There, at a desk painted black, Captain Greenleaf slumped.


“I—”


“Later, Webster. I need to examine the body and the scene, and you need to step back.”


Roarke handed Eve her field kit. “Why don’t we take a walk,” he said to Webster, “and you can tell me. We’ll let the lieutenant do what’s best for your friend.”


“I haven’t contacted Beth yet—his wife. I didn’t want—”


Eve turned at that. “Where is she?”


“A ladies’ night, a regular thing. She would’ve left about eight-thirty, I guess.”


“Okay, let’s leave that for now. Take a walk.”


“Dallas—just let me say this, damn it. I know what it looks like, but it’s not.” Grief soaked him. Face, body, voice. “It’s just not.”


“Let me see what it looks like, then we’ll talk. For now, stay out of the way. You want me to stand for him? Let me stand for him.”


She walked into the crime scene and, to discourage any more conversation, shut the door behind her.


Greenleaf slumped in his desk chair like a man taking a quick nap—though he wouldn’t wake from this one. On the floor by the chair lay a police-issue stunner, and she could see the marks from it on the side of his neck.


Deep marks, she noted. Deep enough to break and burn the skin.


On the wall screen, the Mets and the Pirates battled it out. Bottom of the seventh, 0– 1, and the Pirates with a man on first. Since his chair faced the screen, logically he’d watched at least some of the game, or had intended to.


He had a data and communication unit on the desk, still running. The message on the screen read:


Beth, I’m sorry, but I just can’t go on this way. Too many good cops’ lives ruined, their families broken. My fault. Forgive me because I can’t forgive myself.


“Yeah, Webster, I see what it looks like.”


She opened her field kit to formally identify the body, and pressed Greenleaf’s left thumb to her Identi-pad.


“Victim is identified as Greenleaf, Martin, retired captain, Internal Affairs Bureau, NYPSD. Age seventy-six, resident of this address.”


She took out her gauges. “Time of death, twenty-one-eighteen.”


She crouched down, recorded the weapon. “A police-issue stunner recovered on scene on the floor, right side of the chair. Identifying code has been removed.”


She checked it—on full—then set her first marker for the sweepers.


“The victim sat with his back to the doorway leading from the living area of the apartment and facing the wall screen. Both the wall screen and the computer activated. No visible signs of struggle, no visible signs of violence to the body but the stunner burns, which indicate direct contact with same at the throat. The stunner is set on high.”


She shifted to change the angle of the recording.


“Victim has a wrist unit, left wrist, and a band style ring on the third finger of his left hand.”


Carefully, she checked Greenleaf’s pockets. “Wallet, right front pocket of his trousers, containing . . .” She flipped through.


“ID, license to drive, credit card, four photos, and . . . thirty-six dollars in cash. A ’link, passcoded,” she said after trying to access, “and a glass of unidentified liquid, with ice . . .” She bent close, sniffed. “Smells like tea, lab to confirm contents, on the right side of the computer screen. The glass is about half-full, on a coaster.”


Maybe he added some courage to the tea, she thought. But.


Why does a retired cop intending to self-terminate get himself some iced tea, turn on the ball game, and use the comp to write his last words when there’s an actual pen and a pad of paper on the desk?


“What appears to be a suicide note on the monitor of the D and C on the desk. Current information indicates the victim was alone in the apartment at TOD.”


Wouldn’t be the first cop to end his watch by pressing a stunner to his throat, and wouldn’t be the last, she thought.


And yet, it was all pretty damn tidy, wasn’t it? A note that says basically nothing before he offs himself while his wife’s out. Married a long time, she considered. Would he want her to come home and find him like this?


Depends on the marriage, she decided, so she’d go down that road.


Closed window—closed and locked—and the aging temperature regulator pumped and buzzed some. Made some noise along with the color commentary on the game.


His back to the door. And the ball game on-screen. Ice melting in a glass that was likely tea.


She went through the desk, found his memo book. Appointments listed for the next several weeks, a note to remind him to buy flowers for his wife—anniversary in ten days, dinner booked at a swank place nearby.


He had 47 years! inside a big heart.


She stepped out, walked through the apartment, into the bedroom.


Seriously clean but a little less tidy, with signs of someone hurriedly dressing—or someone who’d changed their mind about wardrobe a couple of times.


Some facial enhancements and grooming tools on the bathroom counter, another discarded pair of shoes—female, this time—right next to the closet door.


And two windows leading to a fire escape. One locked, one not. Curious, she walked through, checked all the other windows. All locked. Just that one, in the bedroom.


She went back, opened it, peered up, peered down.


In the closet, a shared one, she found Greenleaf’s clothes, very organized. His wife’s—she assumed—not as much.


Ladies’ night, she thought. Choosing and rejecting outfits.


In the bedroom drawers, the same deal and, in the nightstands, some electronics, some night creams, a bottle of meds for helping with an erection, and some lube.


Since both were about half-full, she assumed the couple had remained sexually active.


In the kitchen a note stuck to the friggie.


Snacks inside for you and Don, sweetie. See you both in a couple hours. Don’t drink too much brew!


She’d drawn hearts at the start and finish of the note.


She walked back to the body.


“Okay, Captain. Okay.”


She contacted the sweepers, the morgue—requested Chief Medical Examiner Morris. No need to bring Peabody in yet, she decided. The morning was soon enough for that.


She texted Roarke instead.


Bring him back.


While she waited, she checked the time stamp on the suicide note. Within a minute of TOD, so that could go either way.


Back in the kitchen, she checked the AutoChef. It looked like the couple had shared a meal of linguine with cream sauce and a salad. In the friggie—well stocked—she noted the snack tray. Cheese, pickles, carefully sliced disks of a meat-like product, some sort of dip, some salsa.


A tray of crackers sat on the counter beside a bowl of chips and a pile of cocktail napkins.


Expecting Webster, no question, and that could go either way.


Let Webster find me, deal with it while Beth’s gone.


Or somebody didn’t expect a cop on scene minutes after TOD.


For now, she’d keep both possibilities wide open.


When she heard the door, she stepped out again.


“Have a seat, Webster.” She gestured to a chair out of eyeline with the body. “Run it through for me.”


“I’m going to start at the beginning, all right?”


Calmer now, she noted, and knew she had Roarke to thank for it.


“Go.”


“Martin came by to see me this afternoon. I’ve been off-planet for a week, so doing weekend work, flexing time. He thought we could have some lunch, catch up, but I was swamped. We just had some coffee at my desk.”


“What was his mood?”


“Good. Up. Fine. He talked some about his granddaughter’s Little League game, and just wanted to know how things were going with me. I had some things I wanted to talk to him about, and we didn’t have time then, so he said I should come over about nine or so because Beth had her girls’ night, and we could drink some brew—if I brought it—bullshit awhile.”


“He expected you.”


“That’s right. I didn’t get here until about nine-thirty. Had a lot to clear at Central, wanted to change, buy the brew.”


“How’d you get in?”


“I have a swipe and their passcode. I didn’t bother buzzing in downstairs, but he didn’t answer when I knocked. I just let myself in, figuring he didn’t hear me. He’s had some hearing issues off and on for the last year or so, and I heard the game on in his den. I called out.”


He took a moment, gathered himself.


“I set the brew down and, when I looked in his den, I saw him.”


“Did you touch anything?”


“His shoulder. His left shoulder. I didn’t touch the weapon, the monitor, anything else. I just put my hand on his shoulder because I couldn’t believe . . . Jesus.”


Webster covered his face with his hands as the words shook out of him. “I need a second.”


“You read the monitor.”


Face still covered, Wester nodded. Then he dropped his hands, and his eyes burned hot. “And it’s bullshit. It’s bullshit, Dallas. He’d never do this to Beth, to his kids, his grandkids. He wouldn’t do this to me. And he’d never take this way out.”


“Do you know if he had any medical issues other than his hearing?”


Now, as he shook his head, Webster dragged his hands through his hair.


“Nothing, not that he ever told me, or Beth told me—and she would if he didn’t. Slowing down, he’d say, and it pissed him off some. That’s bullshit about good cops, his fault. He honored the badge, do you get me?”


Webster’s voice hitched, then hardened.


“Yeah, he was a hard-ass, and straight down the line. If a cop smelled bad, he’d go after them all the way, and he taught me to do the same. It doesn’t make you popular, but it’s the job.


“It’s a setup, Dallas,” he insisted. “Martin wouldn’t do this. I know that without a fucking doubt.”


Right now, she thought, they needed facts. Not feelings.


“You say you knocked. How many times? How long did you wait before you came in?”


“I knocked twice. Slowing down, right? So I wanted to give him a minute. A minute, maybe a little less, and I swiped in. No more than about a minute.”


“Did you hear anything from inside?”


“No. Well, the game. I heard the game coming from his den, so figured he didn’t hear me knock over it.”


“Did anyone else know he expected you tonight?”


“I don’t know. Beth—he’d have told her, the way you do.”


He lifted his hands, dropped them again. Then linked them together as if he didn’t know what to do with them.


“I don’t know if he told anyone else, or why he would.”


“Describe your relationship with him.”


“He was my captain when I joined IAB, and until he retired. And he was the next thing to a father to me. My parents split when I was a kid, and my father didn’t have much interest. My mother remarried, and they didn’t have a lot of interest. Martin and Beth did. I have Christmas with them every year. I loved him, and I want whoever did this to him.”


“As of now I haven’t determined homicide. I’ve requested Morris, and the sweepers are on the way. You are not part of the investigation. You can’t be. You know that.”


She held up a hand before he could speak. “I’ll keep you in the loop. I can do that, but that’s all. Don’t get in my way.”


“I know you didn’t especially like him.”


Eyes flat, she spoke coolly. “Do you think that applies to my ability to investigate his death?”


“No. Absolutely no. That’s why I asked for you. Dallas, I need to be here for Beth. This is going to—They really loved each other. She needs somebody who loved him here. I don’t want to contact her, bring her home like this. I don’t want her to see him like this, or watch them carry him out in a body bag.”


“I need her statement. I need to interview her. She’s most likely the last person to see him alive.”


“He said she’d be home before midnight, earlier, probably. She just meets some friends once a month, and they drink wine and hang out for a couple hours.”


“Did you tell anyone you were coming here tonight?”


“I messaged Darcia. My door was open when Martin came by. Sure, somebody could’ve heard us set it up, but I didn’t say anything specifically to anyone.”


“Roarke, would you see about getting the security feed for the building, and the feed for this front door cam on this unit?”


She waited until he’d walked out.


“If there’s anything, any detail, any single thing you’re leaving out, softening up, shifting on me, spill it now, Webster, or I swear to God when I find out—and I will—I’ll slice you to pieces.”


Closing his eyes, he nodded. Then looked at her straight on.


“That’s why I wanted you on this. Exactly why. No. There’s nothing. I swear to God right back at you. What’s the TOD? In the loop, you said.”


“Twenty-one-eighteen.”


“Christ, Christ, I was probably walking in the door of the building, or on my way up five or ten minutes later. If I’d gotten here just a few minutes earlier—”


And she could see, literally see, his control crack. And so spoke briskly.


“Ifs don’t solve anything. Put it away. Did he say anything to you, even just shooting-the-shit cop stories about a threat?”


“No—” Backtracking, Webster waved a hand in the air. “I mean sure, before he retired. IAB cops get threats all the time, it’s part of the package. You get verbal bullshit, you get physical altercations. Mostly, it’s just blowing air, so you document and let it go. Same as you, Dallas, or any cop, but the difference is the threats and altercations are usually from other cops.


“We’re not popular,” he added with a shrug. “That’s how it goes.”


“Anything recent, anything specific?”


“No. Listen, he didn’t have to retire. He chose to. He told me it was time to, like, pass the torch. And he wanted time, more time to just be a husband, a dad, a grandfather.


“He liked being retired. Beth retired a few years after he did, and they did some traveling. They made noises about moving south, getting a place on the shore, buying a boat, but their family’s here, so they never followed through. The only time anything like threats came up is when we talked shop and it was: ‘Remember that asshole who said he’d cut out your rat heart with a dull knife and feed it to the other rats?’


“It was yesterday for him, Dallas, and he’d put in his time.”


At the knock, Eve rose, let in the sweepers. While she read them in, gave them her priorities, the morgue team arrived.


“Why don’t you wait in the kitchen?”


Webster shook his head. “He deserves someone who knew him, cared about him, to stand by.” Then he turned to her. “You’re calling it homicide.”


“Right now, it’s suspicious death. Where’s his service weapon?”


“He turned it in when he retired. I know he did because I was there.”


“How about his clutch piece, his backup, a drop weapon?”


“Dallas, Martin rode a desk the last fifteen years of his tour. He didn’t have a clutch piece, he’d never use a drop weapon, and he didn’t have a backup. That stunner’s not his.”


“And if it is?”


“Then someone found a way to make it look like that.”


He stood silently as the morgue team rolled the bagged body away. “I want a drink—a real drink. He keeps a bottle of whiskey in the kitchen.”


“No. I’ll get it,” Eve told him when he stepped that way. “I’m sealed up, you aren’t.”


Roarke came back in, nodded at Eve.


“Where’s the bottle?”


“Cabinet by the window. Glasses in the cabinet to the right of the sink.”


“I’m sorry, Webster,” Roarke said when Eve went into the kitchen. “Truly sorry for your loss.”


“I get that. I appreciate that.” He sat again, pressed his fingers to his eyes. “She’ll find who did this. You’ll help her.”


“However I can. But she’ll find the one who did this. Will it be enough?”


“It’s never enough, but it has to do.”


He took the two fingers of whiskey Eve brought back.


“When’s the last time you were in this apartment?”


“Three—no, four weeks ago. Four weeks ago. His daughter’s birthday dinner.”


“So I’m not going to find your prints anywhere on scene?”


“The way Beth cleans? Not a chance.” He downed the whiskey. “You got the security feeds. I’d like to see them.”


“Tomorrow,” Eve told him. “I want you at Central at noon.”


“But—”


“I need to report to Whitney, meet with Morris, do what I have to do. Then we’ll go over everything again. If I’m satisfied, I’ll let you view the footage. I’m letting you stay on scene,” she added before he could object, “to be here for the captain’s widow. Don’t fuck with me when I’m questioning her, Webster. Don’t make it harder.”


“She loved him. They loved each other, and family was their world.”


“Then she’ll want me to do my job.”


“She will.” He glanced at his wrist unit. “She’ll be home soon. Let me tell her. Please. Let me be the one to tell her he’s gone. I won’t get in your way.”


The hardest part, always, Eve thought, was telling someone their world had shattered.


“Do it fast,” Eve advised.










Chapter Three



After signaling Roarke to stay with Webster, Eve went into the crime scene to consult with the sweepers.


“No prints on the bedroom window lock,” the head sweeper told her. “None on the window, or any window in that room, inside or out. Clean as they come. We bagged the glass and contents. Victim’s and his spouse’s prints there.”


“She brought him the drink.”


“Logically, yeah. The only prints on the victim’s workstation, the D and C, his ’link are his own. Same with the weapon recovered on scene. But I want a closer look at the prints on the weapon in the lab.”


“Because?”


“They’re perfect. Right thumb, right index finger.” The sweeper cocked her fingers as if on a trigger. “One print each, one print only. Otherwise, it’s clean.”


“Okay.” Eve nodded. “A guy’s going to self-terminate this way, he’s likely to handle the weapon more than once. He’s going to check, make sure it’s on full. He’s probably going to hesitate, no matter how committed.”


“That’s my but.”


“It’s a good but, Frowicki.”


“Pilates,” she said, patting her own ass. “Three times a week.”


“Funny. Other prints, bedroom, crime scene.”


“Elizabeth Greenleaf. Several of hers on the bedroom closet, the dressers, nightstands, the bedroom lamp to the right of the bed. A few on the doorjamb to the crime scene. Some hair on the bedroom floor, a few strays that match the strays in the brush on the dresser.”


The sweeper looked around. “Not much to sweep, Dallas. The place is seriously clean. We’re picking up traces of what’s going to be furniture polish and over-the-counter cleaners, so somebody did the job recently. But we’ll keep at it.”


“You’re going to find Webster’s prints on the front door. Let me know if you find them anywhere else.”


“Will do.”


“Did you know the victim?”


“Only by rep. A hard case is what you hear.”


“Yeah.”


As she stepped back into the living area, she heard a trill of female laughter outside the door, and the slide of the lock. Webster surged to his feet.


“Please, let me.”


At her nod, he moved to the door. More laughter spilled in when it opened. “I’d’ve paid twice as much, she says. I can’t get over it. Don! You’re still here.”


Beth Greenleaf, a small, trim woman, had ashy blond hair that curved toward both cheeks. Laughter still lit her bright blue eyes as she threw her arms around Webster.


“I’ve missed your face!”


“Beth.”


“I don’t think you’ve met my friend Elva Arnez. Elva and Denzel live upstairs. She’s seeing the old lady to her door.”


“I don’t see any old lady.” Elva, a beauty in her late twenties, stood back, just a step.


Mixed race, curvy in black skin pants and a hip-swinging white tank, she smiled with the statement. Then her gaze shifted over Webster’s shoulder, skimmed over Eve to Roarke.


“You’ve got company,” she began. “I’ll get going.”


“Don’s not company. He’s family.” As Beth pulled back, she spotted Eve, and those bright blue eyes reflected recognition and confusion.


Then fear as one of the sweepers moved into view.


“What—Don? What is this? Where’s Martin?”


“We need to sit down.”


“What are they doing here? What happened? Martin.” As she called her husband’s name, she tried to pull away from Webster. He held her fast.


“Beth, I’m sorry. I’m sick and I’m sorry. He’s dead.”


“Don’t you say that! Don’t you say that! He’s fine, he’s fine. I’ve only been out a couple hours. He’s fine.”


She struggled against him when he wrapped around her. “I found him when I got here.” He rocked her as he spoke. “He was gone. He was already gone.”


The struggle stopped. Eve saw her sag as the hard truth hit, as it had to hit—mind, body, heart, soul. She let out one long wail as Webster picked her up like a child, carried her to a chair, and cradled her while she wept.
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