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      ‘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 
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      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’
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      David Baldacci

       

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

       

      Head to the end of the book for an exclusive extract from CALCULATED IN DEATH 
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      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.
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      Become a fan on Facebook at Nora Roberts and J.D. Robb
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          Who knows what evil lurks in the hearts of men?

          
            THE SHADOW
          

        

        
          Good and evil we know in the field of this world grow up together almost inseparably.

          
            JOHN MILTON
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      He found life in death. And delight in the whirlwind of fear and fright. To hunt, to steal the light, the life, the blood, the soul. Well, he’d been born for it.

      It made him laugh to dance around the madness of his creating, cape swirling – and wasn’t that a wonderful touch – legs kicking in a joyful jig.

      Even the sound of his own laughter, deep and rich and free, thrilled him, made him laugh all the harder.

      He was alive.

      ‘And you’re not!’

      He hopped, skipped, leaped over the three bodies he’d arranged on the floor. Tilting his head, he grinned at his handiwork. He’d laid them out so they sat – well, slumped, but that was dead for you – in a line against the wall.

      Pitiful specimens, really, this trio of junkies who’d barely had the wit or the will to put up a fight. But God knew a man had to start somewhere. Still, their fear was his now, and their tears, their cries and pleas – all his.

      It tasted so delicious.

      He needed more, of course, so many more. But he’d made a most excellent start. No more playing by the rules, no sir! No more Mr. Good Guy.

      Boring guy.

      He patted his own chest. ‘I feel like a whole new man.’

      Chuckling, he stowed the bloody scalpel, the vials, all the lovely specimens in his kit. And inspiration struck.

      Clichéd? he asked himself, his head tipping from side to side, his gleaming red eyes bulging with glee and madness as he scanned the room, the bodies, the walls. Maybe, maybe, but irresistible!

      After dipping a gloved finger into a pool of congealing blood, he composed his message on the dingy wall. He had to dip back into the well – ha-ha-ha – several times, but the time was well worth it.

      
         

        To whom it may concern: 

        Please take out the trash. Don’t forget to recycle properly! 

      

      Oh, his belly hurt from laughing. He pressed a hand to it, nearly snagging one of the long, pointed nails that stabbed through the glove. Then found himself hesitating before signing his name. He knew his name. Of course, of course he did. For a moment his glee teetered toward fury, his laughter toward guttural grunts.

      Then all righted again. He did another quick jig, dipped his finger again.

      
         

        Thank you for your attention to this matter. 

        Dr. Chaos. 

      

      Perfect. Absently, he sucked the blood and grime from his finger and read the message over twice.

      Time to go, he decided. Things to do. And he was absolutely famished.

      He picked up his kit, lifted an arm in salute.

      ‘Adieu, mes amis!’ 

      On a last cackle of laughter, he turned, swirling the cape – he just loved doing that – as he skipped to the back room and climbed out the window.

      He couldn’t remember ever having more fun.

      And couldn’t wait to do it all again.

       

      Lieutenant Eve Dallas studied the scene. Cops saw it all, but there was always something new, some fresh brutality even in the dying summer of 2060 to stretch the boundaries of all.

      The room stank of blood – so much blood – and death, of fresh puke and piss. Blood soaked into one of the board-thin mattresses shoved into a corner. One of the three victims had died there, she thought. The middle one, she concluded, the black male, age as yet ­un­determined, with multiple stab wounds and a missing left ear.

      Beside Eve, her partner breathed slowly in and out through her teeth.

      ‘If you’re going to hurl, Peabody, do it outside.’

      ‘I’m not going to hurl.’ But it came out as a plea rather than a statement.

      Eve shifted her gaze, studied Peabody. The short, jaunty, flippy tail she’d pulled her dark hair into looked distinctly out of place now that her skin held a faint green cast. Peabody’s dark eyes, slightly unfocused, held their line of sight a few inches above the bodies.

      ‘I just need a minute for everything to settle.’

      ‘What was this place?’ Eve asked.

      ‘It used to be retail space.’ Peabody still held her PPC, and her hand was steady enough. ‘Apartments above, three levels. Slated for rehab.’ Peabody shut her eyes for a moment.

      ‘Find out who owns it, how long it’s been shut down. Take it outside. We need the data,’ Eve said before Peabody could object. ‘Get the data.’

      With a nod, Peabody slipped out the door to where the uniforms responding to the nine-one-one had cordoned off the sidewalk.

      With her hands and feet already sealed, her recorder engaged, Eve stepped around and over the debris of shattered bottles, scattered clothes, trash, a broken chair to the bodies.

      Her golden brown eyes weren’t unfocused, but cop flat. ‘Three victims, two male, one female, carefully arranged to sit, backs against the front wall. Black male, center, multiple stab wounds, torso, shoulders, arms, legs, neck, and face. Left ear removed. Caucasian female on the left appears to have been strangled. Mixed-race male, right of center, bludgeoned. Left eye removed.’

      Hell of a party, she thought, and let out a breath that fluttered the bangs on her short cap of brown hair.

      ‘Three mattresses, some bedding, clothes, mini friggie, battery lamp, two chairs, two tables. It appears all three vics flopped here. Money scattered around, what shows looks to be about a grand. So robbery’s out. First on scene ascertained forced window, rear of building, street level. Probable point of entry.’

      She took the female first, hunkered down on her long legs, opened her field kit. ‘Female also suffered blows to the face, knees. Hard blow to the knees,’ she murmured. ‘Pipe, bat, board – take her down – a couple punches. Manual strangulation.’

      She ran the victim’s prints.

      ‘Female is identified as Jennifer Darnell, age twenty-four. Current address listed on West Sixteenth. Got a sheet, including juvie. Primarily illegals busts.’

      Peabody came back in. ‘The Whitwood Group bought the property about seven months ago,’ she said. ‘From what I can tell, the building was condemned a little over a year ago. Permits for rehab pending.’

      ‘Okay. So the killer or killers took his ear, his eye. Isn’t there a saying – what is it? Hear no evil, see no evil…’ Carefully, Eve opened Jennifer Darnell’s mouth. ‘Yeah, speak no evil. He cut out her tongue.’

      ‘Jesus.’

      ‘Work see-no guy, Peabody. I need ID, TOD.’ Eve fit on microgoggles, engaged their light to peer into the victim’s mouth. ‘Clean cut, neat and tidy. She was either already dead or unconscious when he took her tongue, and he had a good, steady hand.’

      Struggling to find her own good, steady hand, Peabody opened her kit. ‘Taking the body parts, those particular body parts, do you think ritual?’

      ‘Possibly.’ She looked up at the message on the wall. ‘Mostly, I think he likes to joke. Real funny guy. He did what he wanted, took what he wanted, now he’s telling us to clean up the mess. Dr. Chaos.’

      Eve looked around the room. ‘That’s what this is. The middle guy? The killer took him out where he lay. Uses a knife, or a scalpel. But he doesn’t use it on the others, except for the removal. He switches to bludgeoning for the other male.’

      ‘Coby Vix, age twenty-six,’ Peabody told her. ‘There had to be two killers, maybe three. One for each vic?’

      ‘Maybe. It’s a lot of work for one man. But only one takes credit?’

      As Eve had, Peabody studied the bloody message. ‘Dr. Chaos. It could be the name of a group.’

      Eve considered it while she used the gauges. ‘Yeah, it could. TOD on Darnell, two hundred thirty-eight.’

      ‘If there was only one, why didn’t she run like hell when he’s stabbing the bejesus out of that guy or beating the crap out of Vix?’

      ‘Took her out, blows to the knees. Shattered kneecaps. But yeah, it could be more than one. Three distinct methods of killing.’

      ‘Vix, TOD two hundred twenty.’

      ‘So, he took some time with Darnell. Enough for rape.’ Eve lifted the hem of the short nightshirt. ‘No bruising, bleeding, tearing I can see, but the ME will determine sexual assault.’ Eve lifted the cheap, thin chain around Darnell’s bruised neck. ‘She’s wearing a ninety-day chip from Get Straight.’

      ‘Vix has sixty.’ Peabody held up the chip.

      With a nod, Eve rose and moved to the middle victim. ‘Hear-no has thirty. Wilson Bickford,’ she said when she’d run his prints. ‘Age twenty-two. That same precision, surgical removal on the ear. Dr. Chaos may just be a doctor, or at least have medical training. Hmm, TOD two hundred thirty. Didn’t die first.’

      She sat back on her heels, tried to see it.

      ‘He’s the biggest of the three. The killer went at him first,’ she continued. ‘I bet your ass he did.’

      ‘Hey, bet your own ass.’

      ‘Defensive wounds, hands, arms. Bickford put up a fight. Take it a couple ways. Say three killers, one for each vic. Teamwork. One stabs, one beats, one strangles. But this doesn’t look like teamwork,’ Eve said, scanning the room again. ‘It looks like…’ She gestured to the message on the wall.

      ‘Chaos.’

      ‘Yeah. Could be the team just went to town on the place. But I’m only seeing one type of bloody footprint, and it’s too much to swallow they all wore the same size and type of shoe.’

      ‘Missed that,’ Peabody muttered.

      ‘Maybe there’s more, and I’ve missed them. Or maybe the others were more careful.’

      ‘But you don’t think so.’

      ‘I think that’s an interesting gap of time between TODs. I think the same hand did the removals, an experienced hand, steady. We’ve got serious overkill on the two males, and manual strangulation – which is personal and intimate – on the female. The destruction of the scene is over the top, and that reads rage. But the message is jokey, which reads control and intellect. It could be more than one. One with a cool head, one just batshit crazy.

      ‘Let’s get them bagged, tagged, and transported. I want to talk to the nine-one-one caller.’

       

      Katrina Chu hunched in the back of the black-and-white, her face white as death, her eyes puffy from weeping. One of the uniforms had gotten her some water. Her throat clicked on every swallow. But to Eve’s relief, it looked like Katrina had cried herself out. Her puffy, pale green eyes stayed dry and focused on Eve.

      ‘I need you to tell me what happened,’ Eve began.

      ‘Jen didn’t show up for work. She volunteers on the breakfast shift at Get Straight. The one off Canal. And she and Coby and Wil, they go to the meeting after.’

      ‘You worked with her?’

      ‘I’m her sponsor. I work at the free clinic on Canal.’

      ‘Louise Dimatto’s clinic?’

      ‘Yes. Do you know Dr. Dimatto?’

      ‘Yeah.’

      The connection seemed to steady her. ‘I’m an aide there. I’m studying to be a nurse. Jen came into Get Straight a couple months ago, and I offered to be her sponsor. We hit it off. She was really working it, you know? Really trying hard. She got Coby to come in. They wanted to turn their lives around.’

      ‘I have her living on West Sixteenth.’

      ‘They couldn’t pay the rent. They started squatting here a couple weeks ago. Maybe three, I guess. Nobody was using the place, and she said Dr. Rosenthall said it would be okay, for a few weeks.’

      ‘Dr. Rosenthall?’

      ‘He and Dr. Dimatto donate time to Get Straight. He and Arianna basically fund the organization.’

      ‘Arianna.’

      ‘Whitwood. They’re engaged. Arianna and Dr. Rosenthall. She’s a therapist. She donates her time, too. Jen, she wanted to get clean, stay clean. She never missed the morning meeting. And she started working at Slice – a pizza joint – about two months ago. She’d help serve breakfast, take in the meeting, then study for an hour or two – Arianna hooked her up with an online business course – then go to Slice if she had the lunch shift, go into the Center – the Whitwood Center – if she had the dinner shift. But she didn’t show up, not to serve breakfast, not for the meeting. She didn’t answer her ’link. Neither did Coby or Wil. I got worried.’

      A tear leaked through after all. ‘I thought maybe they’d taken a slide. It happens. I didn’t want to think it. I really trusted she’d tag me if she got in a situation. But I did think it, so I came by on my way to work, to check on her. I knocked. I couldn’t see in the window. It’s boarded and grilled, but Jen gave me a key, so I opened it and… I saw.’

      ‘Do you know anybody who’d want to hurt her, or Coby or Wil?’

      ‘No.’ Pressing her lips together, she shook her head. ‘I know some people think once a junkie, but they were trying. They were clean, and trying to stay that way.’

      ‘What about people they associated with when they were using?’

      ‘I don’t know. Jen never told me about any trouble, not this kind. She was happy. I went by Slice last night for takeout, and we talked awhile. She was happy. Coby got a job there delivering, and Wil was working as a stock boy at the twenty-four/seven a couple blocks away. They were going to pool their money and rent a place. Last night she told me they had nearly two thousand in the rent kitty so they were going to start to look for one.

      ‘She was happy.’
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      ‘Run Rosenthall and Whitwood,’ Eve told Peabody. ‘And get what you can on the Canal Street Get Straight.’

      ‘Already on it. And the sweepers are on their way.’

      ‘Good.’ Eve walked back into the building. ‘It’s going to take them a while to sort through this mess.’ She poked through a bit. ‘Credits, cash, even loose change. I’m not finding any ’links.’

      ‘They probably had them – who doesn’t? – so the killer probably took them.’

      ‘Takes the ’links but leaves the scratch. He, or they, didn’t care about the money. Just the kill. And if he took the ’links, he either had contact with them or thought they talked about him to each other, or someone else, via ’link.’

      ‘It’s sad,’ Peabody murmured. ‘They were young, and trying to reboot their lives. They had a good chance of making it, too. The floor’s clean.’

      ‘Suddenly I question your cleanliness standards.’

      ‘I mean if you overlook the blood and the mess. It’s not dusty or dirty. They kept the floor clean. And see, somebody repaired and painted this chair. They weren’t very good at it,’ Peabody added as she picked up one of the broken legs. ‘But they tried. And when I checked out the bathroom, I guess it’s an employee’s restroom deal. Anyway, it was clean. The killers must not have used it. But the vics, they kept it clean.’

      ‘Lieutenant?’ One of the uniforms stepped in. ‘We found this in the recycler out back.’

      He held up the clear protective coat, covered with blood, like the ones she’d seen countless doctors wearing. ‘Just one?’

      ‘So far, sir.’

      ‘Keep checking. Anything pop from the canvass?’

      ‘Not yet.’

      ‘Keep on that, too. Bag that for the sweepers. They’re on their way. Rosenthall, Peabody.’

      ‘Dr. Justin Rosenthall, thirty-eight. He specializes in chemical addictions – and was given a grant by the Whit­wood Group for same – cause, rehabilitation. He works primarily out of the Whitwood Center, a facility for the study of addiction, with a health center and visitor’s lodging attached. No criminal.’

      ‘Let’s go see if the doctor’s in.’

      ‘He’s very studly,’ Peabody added and continued to work her handheld as they walked to the car. ‘Has numerous awards for service and innovations in his field. Donates time to the Canal Street Clinic, Get Straight, and others.’

      Peabody slid into the car as Eve took the wheel. ‘I got lots of pops on gossip and society pages. He and Arianna are quite the item. She’s a looker. And really, really rich. Not Roarke rich,’ Peabody said, referring to Eve’s husband, ‘but she’s up there. Or the Whitwood Group – headed by her parents – is. She’s thirty-four, a therapist, again specializing in addictions. From the fluff pieces I’m skimming, it looks like they met four years ago, and were engaged last fall. The wedding’s set for next month, billed as the wedding of the year. And… oh, she had a brother. Chase, died at the age of nineteen. OD’d. She was sixteen. The Whitwood Center opened three years later.

      ‘Oh, listen to this. Rosenthall had a sister. She made it to twenty-two before she OD’d. He was on track to becoming a topflight cardiac surgeon. Switched his focus after his sister’s death.’

      ‘A surgeon. Gave that up,’ Eve commented, ‘to work with junkies. Like his sister, like his fiancée’s brother. Day in and day out, seeing them, listening to them, treating them, hearing bullshit out of them. Something could snap.’

      ‘Cynic alert. Honest, Dallas, from what I’m reading here, the guy sounds like a saint. A studly saint. Saint Studly of Rosenthall.’

      ‘Do you know why the saints are all dead?’

      ‘Why?’

      ‘Because dead’s the only way you can pull it off. Living’s messy, and everyone living has some dirty little secret. That’s why we have jobs.’

      ‘A dirty little secret that has a renowned and studly doctor slaughtering three recovering addicts?’

      ‘Somebody did it. He’s got the connection, he’s got the skill, and according to our source, he’s the one who gave them the green light to squat there. If he’s so saintly, why didn’t he float them a couple months’ rent?’

      ‘That’s a good question.’

      ‘It’s one I’m going to ask him.’

       

      Old, time-faded brick housed the Whitwood Center. No flash, Eve noted, no gloss – at least not on the exterior – so the building sat comfortably in the old Meatpacking District.

      With Peabody, she walked in the front entrance. The lobby area was large and quietly furnished. Comfortable chairs, simple art, some plants gave off the atmosphere of a living area rather than a waiting one despite the reception counter manned by two people.

      The man, early thirties, continued to work on his comp while the woman, a few years younger with a pretty face and earnestly welcoming eyes, smiled in their direction.

      ‘Good morning. How can we help you today?’

      Eve approached the counter, laid her badge on it. ‘We need to speak with Dr. Rosenthall.’

      ‘I see.’ The woman didn’t so much as blink at the badge. ‘Is the doctor expecting you?’

      ‘I couldn’t say.’

      ‘His offices are on the second floor, east. One of his interns or his assistant should be able to help you.’

      ‘Okay.’

      ‘Stairs to the left, elevators to the right.’

      As Eve angled left, the woman continued. ‘You’ll want to take the right corridor, go over the garden breezeway, then take the first turn to the left.’

      ‘Thanks.’

      ‘It’s nice work,’ Peabody said as they started up. ‘The work they’ve done on the old building. Kept its character. It’s comfortable, and it doesn’t shout, “We’re really rich philanthropists.”’

      On the second floor they walked by several doors, all discreetly shut, with their purposes or a doctor’s name on a plaque.

      They passed people in lab coats, in street wear, in sharp suits, and in tattered pants. Eve noted the security cameras, and the card slots and palm plates on some of the doors. They passed a nurse’s station and the waiting area across from it.

      Then they came to the garden breezeway. Below, through treated glass, a central fountain gurgled in a fantasy of flowering plants, shrubs, trees in riotous bloom. White stone benches offered seating, bricked paths wound in an invitation to stroll.

      ‘That says, “We’re really rich philanthropists,”’ Eve commented.

      ‘But in a really pretty way.’

      They made the left into a small blue and cream reception area. The woman behind the counter tapped her earpiece, turned away from the smart screen where, it looked to Eve, she’d been working on updating a complex schedule.

      ‘Can I help you?’

      ‘Lieutenant Dallas and Detective Peabody.’ Eve held up her badge. ‘We need to speak with Dr. Rosenthall.’

      ‘Is there a problem?’

      ‘There almost always is.’

      The woman didn’t look pleased by the answer, and reminded Eve of Dr. Mira’s admin. The dragon at the gates of the NYPSD’s shrink and top profiler.

      ‘Dr. Rosenthall’s in his lab this morning.’

      ‘Where’s his lab?’

      ‘I really must insist you tell me your business before I disturb the doctor.’

      ‘I really must insist you take us to his lab.’ Eve tapped her badge. ‘And this has a lot more insistence than you because it can arrest you for interfering with a police investigation.’

      ‘I’ll check with the doctor.’ The words sounded as sour as the woman’s face looked. She tapped her earpiece again. ‘Yes, Pach, would you tell Dr. Rosenthall two police officers are here and insist on speaking with him. Yes. No, they won’t say. Thank you.’ She waited a moment, staring holes through Eve. Then scowled. ‘Very well.’

      After another tap, she spoke to Eve. ‘The doctor’s lab assistant will come out and take you back. The doctor will see you.’

      She aimed her nose in the air before turning back to her screen.

      Moments later a side door opened. The man who came out had deep brown skin and large, heavy-lidded eyes nearly as black as his crown of curly hair. He wore a standard white lab coat over jeans and a red T-shirt that asked, ‘My petri dish or yours?’

      ‘Officers?’

      ‘Lieutenant Dallas and Detective Peabody.’

      ‘Oh. Um…’ He flashed a very white smile. ‘If you’ll come this way?’

      Through the door was a maze, a rabbit warren of rooms off angled corridors. The lab assistant negotiated them on flapping gel sandals. He paused at double steel doors, swiped his card, spoke his name. ‘Pachai Gupta.’

      The security blinked green in acceptance, and the doors slid open into a large lab. Eve felt a weird juxtaposition as her friend Mavis’s voice wailed out about love on the wild side over the pristine red and white room. Strange equations and symbols held frozen on one of the wall screens while something bubbled blue in a heated beaker. A woman with short, sleek red hair hunched over a microscope while her foot tapped to Mavis’s grinding beat. Another lab coat diligently worked two comps at a long white counter. He sported a short stub of a ponytail and ragged skids.

      In the center of it, amid the coils of tubing, the sparkling electronics, the busy screens, and the forest of test tubes, beakers, and specimen dishes, stood Justin Rosenthall.

      He wore a lab coat like other men wore a tux, perfectly fitted and somehow elegant. His gilded mane of hair gleamed under the bright lights. Vid-star handsome, poetically pale, he removed a beaker from its heater with tongs and set it in a bath of water. Steam hissed and curled.

      Through the thin curtain of it, Eve saw his eyes, tawny as a lion’s, fix intently on some sort of gauge.

      ‘What’s he working on?’ she asked their guide.

      ‘An antidote.’

      ‘To what?’

      ‘To evil.’ At her raised eyebrows, Pachai flushed, shrugged.

      Eve heard a low beep. Justin lifted the beaker again, slid it into a container, sealed it, set another gauge.

      Only then did he step back, look over.

      ‘Sorry.’ There was an absent charm in his smile, in his movements as he crossed to them. ‘The timing’s crucial. You’re the police?’

      ‘Lieutenant Dallas, Detective Peabody, NYPSD.’

      ‘Dallas. Of course, you’re Roarke’s wife.’ His smile warmed as he extended a hand. ‘It’s nice to finally meet you. How is Roarke? I haven’t seen him in… it’s probably been a year. More.’

      ‘He’s good. This isn’t a social call, Dr. Rosenthall.’

      ‘Justin. No, of course not. Sorry. How can I help you?’

      ‘You know Jennifer Darnell, Coby Vix, Wilson Bickford.’

      ‘Yes.’ His smile faded. ‘Are they in trouble? I can assure you they’ve been working very hard against their addictions. It’s a hard road, and there will be stumbles, but—’

      ‘They were murdered early this morning.’

      Behind her, Pachai let out a strangled gasp as Justin just stared at her. ‘What? Sorry, what?’

      ‘They were murdered between two and two-forty this morning in the building where they were squatting.’

      ‘Dead? Murdered? All?’

      ‘How?’ Pachai took Eve’s arm, then quickly released it. His eyes were liquid onyx swimming under inky lashes. They only shimmered more intensely when Justin laid a hand on his shoulder.

      ‘Pach, let’s sit down.’

      ‘No. No. I’m sorry, but how can they be murdered? I saw them only yesterday.’

      ‘When?’

      ‘Pach,’ Justin repeated, gently. ‘Music off,’ he ordered. The redhead called out a protest when Mavis stopped wailing.

      ‘Not now, Marti.’ Justin rubbed his temple. ‘There’s no mistake?’

      ‘No. When did you see them last?’ she asked Pachai.

      His lips trembled, and tears continued to swarm those heavy-lidded eyes. ‘Before Jen and Coby went to work, after Wil got off. We had coffee. We have coffee almost every day.’

      ‘You were friends?’

      ‘Yes. We – I – I don’t understand.’

      ‘No, neither do I,’ Justin said. ‘What happened?’

      The lab rat with the stubby ponytail had turned and, like the redhead, watched.

      ‘Early this morning Wilson Bickford was stabbed to death, Coby Vix was bludgeoned to death, and Jennifer Darnell was strangled.’

      Pachai began to weep, and the harsh sobs bore him down to the floor, where he covered his face with his hands.

      Justin turned ashen. At her station the redhead sat very still, staring at Eve as if she’d spoken in an ancient foreign language. The other man slumped back in his chair, shuddered, then closed his eyes, lowered his head.

      No one spoke.
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