
[image: Image Missing]



[image: Image Missing]


[image: Image Missing]




Copyright © 2015 Jonathan Kellerman


The right of Jonathan Kellerman to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.


First published in the United States in 2015 by Ballantine Books, an imprint of Random House, a division of Random House LLC, a Penguin Random House Company, New York


BALLANTINE and the HOUSE colophon are registered trademarks of Random House LLC.


This Ebook edition was first published by Headline Publishing Group in 2015


All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library


eISBN: 978 1 4722 0642 8


Cover design by www.asmithcompany.co.uk


Cover photograph © Mitch Diamond/ Getty Images


HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP


An Hachette UK Company


338 Euston Road


London NW1 3BH


www.headline.co.uk


www.hachette.co.uk




About Jonathan Kellerman


Jonathan Kellerman is the No. 1 international bestselling author of more than three dozen bestselling crime novels, including the Alex Delaware series, THE BUTCHER’S THEATRE, BILLY STRAIGHT, THE CONSPIRACY CLUB, TWISTED and TRUE DETECTIVES.  With his wife, bestselling novelist Faye Kellerman, he co-authored DOUBLE HOMICIDE and CAPITAL CRIMES.  With his son, bestselling novelist Jesse Kellerman, he co-authored the first book of a new series, THE GOLEM OF HOLLYWOOD.  He is also the author of two children’s books and numerous non-fiction works.  He has won the Goldwyn, Edgar and Anthony Awards and has been nominated for a Shamus Award.  Jonathan and Faye Kellerman live in California, New Mexico and New York.


jonathankellerman.com


Facebook.com/JonathanKellerman




What the critics say:


‘Kellerman’s psychology skills and dark imagination are a potent literary mix’ Los Angeles Times


‘When it comes to psychological or even psychopathic themes, Jonathan Kellerman leads the pack – partly because he is a clinical psychologist, and partly because he is a damned good writer’ Guardian


‘The combination of Alex Delaware [and] Milo Sturgis . . . makes for the most original whodunit duo since Watson and Holmes’ Forbes


‘Sophisticated, cleverly plotted and satisfying psychodrama’ Sunday Telegraph


‘Kellerman’s speciality is getting quietly but persistently inside his hero’s head . . . thoughtful and intelligent stuff . . . that is slick, quick and a pleasure to read’ Mirror




About the Book


ALEX DELAWARE . . .


A criminal psychologist, Alex works with the police to help solve the most complex of crimes in Los Angeles, city of illusions, glamour and infamy.


Even hundreds of closed cases to his credit can’t keep LAPD police lieutenant Milo Sturgis from agonising over the crimes that don’t get solved – and the victims who go without justice.  Victims like Katherine Hennepin, a young woman strangled and stabbed in her home.  A single suspect with a solid alibi leads to a dead end – one even psychologist Alex Delaware’s expert insight can’t explain.  The only thing to do is move on to the next murder case.


This time the victim is Ursula Corey, a successful, attractive divorcee who’s been gunned down – not a robbery but an execution, a crime that smacks of simple, savage revenge.  And along with that theoretical motive come two strong contenders for the role of suspect: the dead woman’s business partner/ex-husband and her divorce lawyer/secret lover.  But just as Alex and Milo think they’re zeroing in on the killer, a bizarre new clue stirs up echoes of the unsolved Hennepin murder.  And the discovery of yet another crime scene bearing the same taunting signature raises the spectre of a serial killer on a mission, whose twisted method is exceeded only by his manipulative and cunning madness.
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CHAPTER 1


My closest friend, a homicide lieutenant, refuses to add up how many murders he’s investigated, claiming nostalgia is for losers. My rough guess is three hundred.


Most of those have been a sickening mix of tragic and mundane.


A pair of drunks pounding the life out of each other while equally besotted witnesses stand around hooting.


An errant knife-flick or gunshot putting the period on a domestic spat.


Gangbangers, some of them too young to shave, wielding firearms ranging from explode-in-your hand .22s to military-grade assault weapons, as they blast away through the open windows of scruffy compact cars.


It’s the “different” ones that bring Milo Sturgis to my door.


Katherine Hennepin’s homicide easily qualified but he’d never mentioned her to me. Now he stood in my living room at nine a.m. wearing a dust-colored windbreaker and brown poly pants from another era, his olive vinyl attaché dangling from one massive paw. Pale, pockmarked, paunchy, black hair limp and in need of trimming, he sagged like a rhino who’d lost out to the alpha male.


“Doctor,” he grumbled. He uses my title when amused or depressed. That covers a lot of ground.


I said, “Morning.”


“Apparently it is.” He trudged past me into the kitchen. “Sorry.”


“For what?”


“Offering you a tall glass of warm skunky beer.” Stopping short of the fridge, he sank into a chair, rubbed his face, clicked his teeth, and avoided eye contact while unlatching the green case. Out came a blue binder identical to so many others I’d seen.


Hennepin, K. B. had been opened two months ago.


“Yeah, yeah,” he said, still looking away. “Didn’t think I needed to bug you, ’cause it was obvious.” He growled. “Don’t take any stock tips from me.”


He waited. I read.


Katherine Belle Hennepin, thirty-three, a bookkeeper at a mom-and-pop accounting firm in Sherman Oaks, had been found in the bedroom of her West L.A. apartment, strangled and stabbed. The blowup of her driver’s license photo portrayed a thin-faced, fine-featured woman with shoulder-length light-brown hair, a sweet smile, and freckles that managed to assert themselves with the DMV camera. Sad eyes, I thought, but maybe I was already biased.


I knew why Milo had included the shot: wanting me to think of her as a person.


Wanting to remind himself.


Rosiness and pinpoint blood dots around the ligature mark but far less pooling and castoff and splotches than you’d expect with thirty-six stab wounds suggested the killer had choked first, slashed second.


A few blood drops and a tamped-down section of carpeting indicated the murder had begun in the hallway just outside the kitchen, after which Katherine Hennepin had been dragged to her bedroom. The killer then positioned her atop her twin mattress, lying faceup, head propped on a pillow. She was found covered, head-to-toe, with a blanket taken from her linen closet.


The pose the killer had chosen—arms pressed to her sides, legs close together—suggested peaceful repose, if you didn’t consider the gore. No obvious sexual positioning and the autopsy confirmed no sexual assault. Milo and Detective 1 Sean Binchy had gone over the apartment with customary thoroughness and found no evidence of burglary.


An empty slot in a knife-block in the kitchen fit the heaviest butcher blade in the set. The dimensions of that high-quality German utensil synced with the coroner’s description of the murder weapon. A careful search of Katherine Hennepin’s apartment and nearby garbage bins failed to turn up the knife. The same disappointing result followed a canvass of the quiet, middle-class neighborhood where the victim had paid rent for two years.


No fingerprints or blood were lifted that couldn’t be traced to Katherine Hennepin. The lack of foreign blood was another letdown; knife-murderers, particularly those engaging in overkill, often lose their grips on blood-slicked hafts and cut themselves. Despite the apparent frenzy of this attack, there’d been no slip.


I turned the page to a new set of photos.


In the dinette off the kitchen, the table was set with dinner for two: a pair of lettuce side-salads, later determined to be dressed with olive oil and vinegar, plates bearing grilled salmon fillet, rice pilaf, and baby string beans. An uncorked bottle of medium-grade Pinot Noir stood to the right of a small floral centerpiece. Two glasses held five ounces of wine each.


Everything about the crime scene—no break-in, theft, or rape, obvious overkill postmortem attack, shrouded victim, opportunistic weapon—suggested a killer well known by the victim, and driven by nuclear rage.


Milo’s interview of Katherine Hennepin’s employers, an octogenarian pair of CPAs named Maureen and Ralph Gross, uncovered a stormy relationship with a boyfriend, a chef named Darius Kleffer.


Someone with excellent knife skills.


I read on.


Katherine was described by the Grosses as “lovely,” “sweet,” and “shy.” Ralph Gross termed Darius Kleffer a “damn maniac” and his wife concurred. Twice the ex had “barged in” at the office “ranting at poor Katherine.” The first time, he obeyed the Grosses’ command to leave. The second time he didn’t, hovering around Katherine, trying to convince her to leave with him. The Grosses called the police but “the lunatic” left before the black-and-white arrived.


Research into Kleffer’s background revealed two arrests for battery on fellow drinkers in Hollywood clubs, both charges eventually dismissed. His volatility, the notion of a chef cooking dinner for two, and the fact that Kleffer had lived close by in North Hollywood seemed to wrap it up and I understood Milo’s confidence in a quick close.


He drove to Kleffer’s apartment, but Kleffer hadn’t lived there for three months and had left no forwarding. A week of searching failed to locate him and Milo was surer than ever he’d targeted the right quarry.


Obvious.


Until it wasn’t.


I got up and poured my third cup of coffee. The first two had been savored at six thirty a.m. with Robin, before she took our dog to her studio out back and resumed carving a guitar top. I offered a cup to Milo.


“No, thanks.”


“All of a sudden you’re into self-denial, Big Guy?”


“For Catholics it’s a genetic trait,” he said. “Atonement must at least be attempted.”


“The big sin being . . .”


“Failure.”


I said, “I would’ve come to the same conclusion on Hennepin.”


“Maybe.”


“I digest facts the same way you do.”


He didn’t answer.


I said, “You can beat yourself up all you want but Kleffer looked perfect.”


“Until he didn’t.”


I pointed to the blue folder. “There’s nothing in here about why you scratched him off.”


He said, “Haven’t done the paperwork, yet.” His smile was sadder than tears. “Okay, I’ll sum up . . . confession being good for the soul and all that. I’m looking for him everywhere, no dice, finally his name pops up as a little yellow stripe on a Google search. He was on a video, pilot of a show that never actually ran called Mega-Chef. Working on the team of some Michelin-star Chinese genius. The filming was in Lower Manhattan, and months before that, Kleffer was living in New York. No airline has a record of him flying out of there, same for car rental companies. Borrowing a friend’s wheels is a possibility but I never found evidence of that. Amtrak was also a consideration if Kleffer paid cash for his ticket, except that for five days before the murder and three days after the murder, he’s verified present and accounted for, taping. Nights he bunked at a hotel where the show put up contestants. One of those dorm situations, three roommates who didn’t like him but still vouched for him. So did the show’s producers and everyone else I spoke to. This guy’s got an army of alibi-confirmers.”


I said, “Did you speak to Kleffer himself?”


“I tried, got no callbacks. I know that’s weird, his girlfriend is slaughtered and he’s not curious. But unless you can find some way to alter the laws of physics, he’s not my guy.”


“Does he have any evil friends? Someone in L.A. who’d do him a favor?”


“I thought of that but so far, no pal willing to do something like that comes up. No one who considers themself Kleffer’s friend, period. He is not Mr. Popular.”


“Unlikable and a knife pro,” I said. “How often have you seen thirty-six wounds with no slippage?”


“I know, I know . . . any further insights?”


“Even if the killer wasn’t Kleffer, the crime scene’s still worth reading.”


“Someone else she knew.”


“And planned to have dinner with. Any idea if she prepared the meal?”


“No evidence of cooking in the apartment but it could’ve been cleaned up. You’re thinking she had a thing for chefs, followed Kleffer with another culinary psychopath.”


“Or just one of those guys who likes to impress women by cooking for them. A new man in Katherine’s life would explain why Kleffer showed up at her work irate.”


“Mystery boyfriend? I checked and rechecked with the neighbors, and Kleffer’s the only man anyone ever saw. Binchy and I went through the place and you know how OCD Sean is. We found no indication of romance in her life.”


“When’s the last time she and Kleffer talked on the phone or emailed?”


“Way before the murder—he left for New York six months ago and they stopped talking before that. The rest of her records didn’t say much, either. Mostly she emailed her employers about work-related stuff—a lot of it after hours, poor thing was a diligent type, they really loved her. The rest of her calls and emails were to her family. Lighthearted stuff, happy birthday, anniversary. She’s from a big clan in South Dakota. Parents, grandparents, a great-grandmother, five sibs, nieces, nephews. A whole bunch of ’em came down to take care of the body and to get educated by me. There I am, facing a room full of well-mannered, decent folk and giving them zilch. And they were nice about it, which made me feel shittier.”


He raised his arm and brought his fist crashing toward the table. Stopping just shy of contact, he dangled his fingers a millimeter above the surface. “If there is no secret boyfriend, maybe you’re right and a buddy of Kleffer was dispatched to carve her up.” He got to his feet. “Okay, thanks for the coffee.”


“You didn’t drink any.”


“It’s the thought that counts.” He paced a few circuits, returned. “What do you think about the meal being staged postmortem? Some sort of sick joke?”


I thought about that. “Sure, why not? If Kleffer did contract the killing, a mock meal could be a way of putting his stamp on it.”


“I cooked for you, you dumped me, now you’re dead meat.”


“You do have a way with words.”


He rubbed his face, like washing without water, loped to the coffeemaker, poured, took a sip, dumped his cup in the sink. “Nothing wrong with it, sorry, my gut’s raw.”


I said, “How many Hail Marys for wasting caffeine?”


“Add it to the tote board. How’s Robin?”


That sounded obligatory. A kid trained to say the right things.


“She’s great.”


“The pooch?”


“Charming as ever. How’s Rick?”


“Putting up with my foul temperament since I began working Hennepin.” Dropping the murder book back in the green case, he left the kitchen, paused at the front door. “I should’ve come to you sooner. Don’t know why the hell I didn’t.”


“I haven’t come up with much,” I said.


“Maybe if you’d been to the scene—”


“Doubtful.”


“Whatever. See ya.”


I said, “Hope something develops.”


Nothing did.


Two weeks later, he phoned to say the case was officially back-burnered, no trace of anyone or anything linking Katherine’s death to Darius Kleffer, no other suspects.


I didn’t hear from him for another twenty days when he phoned, sounding adrenalized.


“Progress on Hennepin?”


“New case, amigo. This time you’re on it from the git-go.”




CHAPTER 2


The crime scene was the bottom level of a subground Century City parking lot. Eighteen-story building on Avenue of the Stars. One of the older ones, built before developers managed to convince zoning boards that genuine skyscrapers made sense in seismic territory.


Easy drive from my house atop Beverly Glen and by the time I arrived the body was covered with a white cloth and the techs were finishing up photographing and scraping blood from the splotches spreading under the cloth. Red spray speckled a pillar to the left of the victim’s silver Jaguar sedan.


A white lizard-skin purse and a set of keys, including one bearing the snarling feline Jag logo, lay on the ground near the corpse. Loops of tire tracks crisscrossed the concrete, creating an overlay that defied interpretation. All the coils and swirls I could see looked dry and grayed by time. Not a single fresh oil spot, no sign of a skid or a sudden stop.


Milo, gloved up and wearing a brown suit and skinny black tie, stood away from the forensic activity. He held a small white rectangle in one hand, pressed his cell phone to his mouth with the other.


The area smelled of gasoline. Dusty frigid air forced from overhead ducts turned the tier into a meat locker. I stood around until Milo nodded at the unseen person on the other end of his phone conversation, clicked off, walked to the body, squatted, lifted the cloth, and drew it back gently.


You are hereby invited . . .


The woman had fallen facedown. Her hair was the blond of raw oak, styled in one of those bobs cut high in back to reveal the nape of the neck. Long smooth neck. She’d probably been proud of it.


No wounds to the back of her tall, slender frame. She wore fitted jeans with spangled seams, a red leather jacket that ended mid-buttocks, medium-heeled white pumps. Her right leg twisted awkwardly, partially dislodging its shoe and offering a view of the pump’s interior. Manolo Blahnik.


Platinum and gold glinted at two knuckles on each of her hands. The ear I could see was graced by a sizable rose-gold disk surrounded by pinpoint rubies.


Milo motioned to a male tech who looked like a high school junior, the kind of eager introvert who’d volunteer for Audio Visual Lab. “Okay if I flip her partially?”


The kid said, “C.I.’s come and gone and we’re finished, far as I’m concerned you can flip her completely.”


Milo shifted the woman as if she were made of spun sugar, lifting her just enough to give me a view of what had once been a lovely face: full-lipped, heart-shaped, clean-jawed. Expertly made up but no attempt to hide the fine lines earned by experience. My guess was early to midforties, extremely well tended.


Underneath the red jacket she wore a black silk blouse. A gold link necklace punctuated every two inches by small square diamonds circled a smooth neck. A bullet hole marked the sweet spot where the necklace met the center of her clavicle. Another entry wound marred her left cheek, an inch or so beneath the eye. That one had distorted her expression into something hard to categorize: confusion, helplessness, terminal dismay.


Faint stippling around the holes said the shooter had been six inches to two feet away. Two clean shots to the windpipe and the brain said death had probably been quick. No exit wounds in her back made small caliber likely, a pair of .22s or .25s bouncing around inside her, ravaging tissue.


“Casings?”


Milo shook his head. “If there were, they were taken. There’s a thousand bucks and change in her purse as well as a Lady Rolex that isn’t working, maybe she was planning to take it in for repair. Plus a whole bunch of platinum cards and the bling she’s wearing. Need to see more?”


I studied the face for a second. All that cared-for beauty brought to this. “No.”


He rolled the body back, covered it up. “Thoughts?”


“She was probably targeted and followed on foot. Unless you’ve spotted fresh tire tracks that I missed.”


“Nope.”


“How many security cameras are in the lot?”


“Ready for this? Not one in the actual parking areas.”


“You’re kidding.”


“Wish I was. There’s a unit above each elevator door and at the main entrance to the lot, plus a couple at the front and rear doors of the building.”


“Why nothing down here?”


“You tell me.”


“Who found her?”


“Another woman walking to her car. Poor thing was so shook up I had to back her Mercedes out for her. Took a while to calm her down for a statement, hence the relative quiet by the time you got here. What do you think about it being a frontal attack?”


“Shooting her from behind would be easier,” I said. “So maybe whoever did it wanted her to know who was killing her. Or the plan was to get her from the back but she heard footsteps and turned. Who is she?”


He handed me the small white rectangle.


California driver’s license of Ursula Corey, forty-seven years old, blnd/blu, five eight, one twenty-nine. Address in Calabasas.


“I mapped it,” he said. “Horse country. Fits an affluent lady.”


“Any idea what she was doing here?”


“Matter of fact I do. It was her housekeeper I was just on the phone with. Señora Ursula had a meeting with her lawyer, maid’s not sure what his name is, something with an ‘F,’ maybe Feldman or Fellman. Any other ideas? If not, I’m ready to check the directory.”


The lobby was half a football field of gray granite and brown marble under a thirty-foot coffered ceiling centered by a six-foot-wide Venetian glass chandelier. Bank of four elevators on each side. People in suits and business casual hustling back and forth. Plenty of gravity on some faces but no shortage of workplace levity—smiles, jests, bouncy strides. The news of the murder hadn’t made its way up from the basement.


I wondered if Ursula Corey had begun her final elevator ride feeling chipper.


Most of the tenants listed on the directory were law firms, the rest sounded like outfits that moved money around for fun and profit. Hundreds, maybe a thousand attorneys. The way people sue one another in L.A. you could probably develop an entire city occupied by legal types. But what masochist would take on the job of law enforcement, let alone toxic cleanup?


Milo and I scanned the F’s. A Feldman and a Feld were listed, both business managers.


He said, “Maybe to the housekeeper anyone with an office is an abogado,” and copied the suite numbers in his notepad. Dropping his eyes he stopped. Pointed to the spot where I’d just arrived.


Grant Fellinger. Law offices of Weintraub, Harrow, Micziewski and Fellinger. The entire south wing of floor seven.


“Best bet, right, lad?”


“Definitely,” I said. “Let’s give the housekeeper credit for knowing who’s an abogado and who isn’t.”


“There you go again,” said Milo. “Wanting to see the good in everybody.”


The lift was souped-up, barely audible, let us off seconds later facing a glass door backed by an inner wall of black slate. The law firm’s name was etched so discreetly you could barely read it. Maybe one of those if-you-have-to-ask-you-don’t-belong deals.


The young woman behind the reception desk was a pretty, bright-eyed Latina in a tasteful black dress and pearls. Serious mien. Terrific posture. Sitting that straight all day implied self-discipline. Milo’s badge evoked no change in expression.


“What can I do for you, Officers?”


“Is Ursula Corey a client of Mr. Fellinger?”


“One second please.” Deft fingers pushed buttons on a panel faster than I could follow. Handheld devices may have damaged attention span but they’ve done wonders for fine-motor coordination.


Half a minute later a tall man in his thirties wearing jeans with rolled bottoms, a tiny-collared white shirt, and a red paisley tie appeared. Longish dark hair was combed to look careless. Black-rimmed glasses and red-brown saddle shoes added up to hipster, not corporate lawyer.


His voice was soft, as if eager not to offend. “I’m Jens Williams, Mr. Fellinger’s paralegal. How can I help you?”


Milo repeated his question.


Jens Williams said, “Um, may I ask why you’re asking?” New England in his accent.


Milo smiled. “I’ll take that as a yes.”


Jens Williams’s return smile was lopsided. “Okay, yes, sir. Ms. Corey is a client. I’m just not at liberty to . . .” He shrugged. “She was just here, as a matter of fact.”


“How long ago?”


“I’d say . . . an hour ago, give or take. Why?”


“She was here to see Mr. Fellinger?”


A beat. “This is above my pay grade. Um, can you tell me what it’s about?”


“Ms. Corey was just found dead in the parking lot.”


Jens Williams’s hand shot to his mouth. “Oh my God, a car hit her?”


Milo said, “What kind of law does Mr. Fellinger practice?”


“Family and business litigation—my God, I just saw her.” Williams looked at the receptionist. One hand worried her pearls. Her jaw had dropped open and her posture had gone to hell.


Milo said, “We need to talk to Mr. Fellinger.”


Jens Williams replied, “Yes, yes, of course you do, I’ll go check, please hold on.”


He hurried away.


The receptionist said, “This is horrible. She was just here.”


Milo turned to her. “Sorry to deliver bad news.”


She shook her head. “That place is crazy dangerous.”


“The parking lot?”


“Don’t quote me but all those turns where you can’t see around the corner? Are you kidding?”


Milo said, “Scary.”


“I can’t tell you how many times I nearly got run over on the employee level.”


“Which level is that?”


“Second before the bottom.”


One above the death tier.


The receptionist said, “Did the person stick around or was it a hit and run?”


“No trace of the offender,” said Milo.


“God, that’s evil! Maybe now they’ll do something about it.”


“They?”


“The management company.”


“What should they do?”


“Like—I don’t know. Something. I mean look what happened.”


A voice said, “Gentlemen?” Jens Williams was back, standing ten feet behind the reception desk, crooking his thumb to the left.


We followed him up a long hall hung with generic abstractions. A short, stocky man emerged from an office midway up the corridor and stood with his arms folded across his chest. Fifty or so, he wore a pink shirt over blue pin-striped slacks held in place by leather-braid suspenders, a mint-green tie patterned with orange French horns, brown calfskin loafers.


Black hair combed straight back and thinning at the top was probably tinted. Bushy eyebrows topped a shelf-brow. His face was full, somewhat simian—more chimp than baboon. Clean-shaven but already blue in the beard zone by late morning.


Jens Williams said, “Mr. Fellinger, these are the police—”


Grant Fellinger silenced him with a hand-slash. A deep voice with an odd echoing quality emerged from plump but narrow lips: “Do me a favor and go down to the café and get me a white jasmine tea. Make sure they leave the flower in.”


“Plain, one Splenda?”


“Plain, no Splenda. I’m not feeling particularly sweet given the circumstances.”


Peevishness but no anxiety.


Williams said, “Done,” in a faint voice and hurried off. Maybe his was a job that required aerobic training.


Grant Fellinger kept his arms folded as he studied us. Everything about him was thick—flat nose nearly as broad as the bud-lips below it, banjo-earlobes sprouting a few dark hairs, bull-neck, sturdy wrists, stubby fingers, sloping shoulders.


As if a sculptor had applied an extra layer of clay.


Milo introduced himself.


Fellinger nodded. “Ursula run over? I can’t believe it, she was just here, Jesus.” He gnawed his lip. “Forty-five minutes ago, she’s on top of the world. Now this. Jeesus.”


A finger swiped at the corner of one eye. “Damn. Did you get the moron who did it? If he didn’t have the decency to stick around, it should still be easy because there’s a surveillance camera above the exit.”


Milo said, “Ms. Corey left here forty-five minutes ago?”


“Give or take,” said Fellinger. “And not that much take, maybe five minutes, so check out who left the lot during that period and you’ve got your bad actor.”


Milo said, “Appreciate the information, Mr. Fellinger. Unfortunately, Ms. Corey wasn’t hit by a car.”


“No? What, then?”


“She was shot.”


Grant Fellinger’s head thrust forward, as if ready to butt reality. “Shot? Jens said it was an accident.”


“We gave him no details so he assumed.”


“Great,” said Fellinger. “He does that a lot—jumps to conclusions, I’m always telling him about it. Yale, no less. Shot? By who?”


“We don’t know yet, Mr. Fellinger.”


“Shot,” Fellinger repeated. “Shot? Ursula? Jesus Christ.” His meaty arms dropped. Both hands were hirsute fists. He punched a palm. “This just knocks the stuffing out of me.”


“Anything you can tell us, sir—”


The attorney’s cheeks hollowed as he sucked spit, creating a bubbling noise. He threw up his hands. “You’d better come in.”


His office was surprisingly modest with a sliver of sky barely visible to the east. Plain wooden desk and matching credenza, oversized black leather chair, three functional chairs. A tweed sofa and glass coffee table created a conversational area near the rear wall. Fellinger moved behind his desk and motioned us toward the hard-backed chairs.


The grass-cloth wall above the credenza sported diplomas from the U. and its law school, supplemented by certificates in family law and arbitration. Photos hanging askew portrayed Fellinger with a pleasant-looking dark-haired woman and two boys at various stages of development. In the most recent shots, Fellinger’s sons were sullen teenagers. His wife had aged conspicuously.


Milo said, “You do family law. Was Ms. Corey involved in a nasty divorce?”


“They all have the potential to be nasty,” said Grant Fellinger. “If you’ve got two crucial ingredients.”


He waited.


I said, “Kids and money.”


“Bingo. Ursula and Richard had both but the kids weren’t an issue, they’re almost adults. It was all about dollar signs. Tweaking their settlement took five years, three of them after the decree.”


“They came back for more.”


“Fine-tuning,” said Fellinger. “We finally arrived at a mutually beneficial settlement. By we, I mean myself and Richard Corey’s attorney.”


“Who’s that, sir?”


“Earl Cohen. He’s old-school.”


I said, “Someone wanted rematches?”


“Both of them wanted rematches. Every year or so. For all my experience, it was a weird situation. One day they’d come in looking like best friends, saying the right things, willing to do anything to smooth things out. They’d leave looking cozy. Affectionate, even. I’d see them like that and wonder why the hell they divorced in the first place.”


Fellinger leaned forward. “This was not a situation where the lawyers kept it going to churn fees. Earl and I are both busy. This could’ve been the exception—smooth sailing, genuine amicability, move on and have a nice life.”


I said, “The Coreys didn’t see it that way.”


“They moved on, all right. Then they’d retrench. What made it a royal pain was that Earl and I would take them at their word and proceed accordingly. Several thousand bucks of billable hours later, we’d both get irate phone calls, all bets are off, back to the trenches. The impetus never seemed connected to a specific event. Nor did they ever seem hostile when they showed up. It was as if they’d saved up their energy and were ready to reenlist. Last go-round was a year ago.”


Milo said, “Anyone walk away angry that time?”


Fellinger stared. “Could Richard do something like this? Good God, I hope not. I mean that would be disgusting. That would make me doubt my ability to judge people. No, Lieutenant, there was no anger from either side. In fact, they seemed genuinely settled.” His eyebrows rose. “Was Ursula robbed? Because she likes her jewelry, was wearing plenty today.”


Milo said, “No evidence of robbery.”


“You’re sure? I saw a whole lot of diamonds on her, maybe something’s missing.”


“We removed and cataloged three rings, Mr. Fellinger, along with a necklace, two bracelets, and a pair of ruby-and-gold earrings. Plus there was an expensive watch in her purse.”


Fellinger’s tiny mouth rotated. “That sounds about right. So you’re considering Richard a suspect? I guess the husband’s always where you start and Lord knows I’ve seen plenty of spouses I’d consider prime suspects if anything happened. But I don’t know about Richard. It really doesn’t fit.”


I’d been an expert witness on scores of divorce cases, couldn’t recall a single one where the opposing lawyer defended the enemy.


I said, “Richard’s a good guy.”


“Honestly?” said Fellinger. “He doesn’t have a winning personality but he’s always seemed to be decent and honest. Five years is plenty of time to dig up dirt and, believe me, I dug. So did Earl—fishing around about Ursula. In fact, last year we met for drinks and had a laugh over it. All those hours spent trying to make each other’s clients look bad with zero success.”


“But they kept fighting.”


“Not fighting,” said Fellinger. “What I said, tweaking. Voices were never raised, they just wanted to nip and tuck their finances. To get an accurate accounting.”


Milo said, “If the divorce was resolved, why did Ursula come to see you today?”


“That,” said Fellinger, “brings us right back to the jewelry. Which is probably why I thought about it. Ursula’s got a lot of bling, expensive stuff she’s been buying for years. With divorce issues out of the way, she began thinking about her daughters, wanted to specify who got what. I don’t do that much estate work anymore but I agreed to handle it if it didn’t get too complicated. It turned out to be simple: two girls, fifty-fifty. It made Ursula feel better putting it in writing.”


“Codicil to her will,” said Milo.


Fellinger looked at him. “Did she sense something bad was going to happen? Not that I saw. Just the opposite, she was in a great mood. It’s what affluent people do, Detective. They think about their toys, fine-tune, try to feel in control.”


“Where did the affluence come from?”


“The business she and Richard built together. Import–export.”


“Of what?”


“Cheap crap,” said Fellinger. “Their description, not mine. You know those rubber sandals you get for two bucks in Chinatown? They’d bring them over in pallets from Vietnam at ten cents per unit.”


Milo said, “Nice profit margin.”


“Cost them twenty, twenty-five cents when you factor in shipping and transport, they wholesale out at seventy-five cents to a buck? I’d say that’s a fantastic profit.”


“What was their working arrangement?”


“Ursula did the purchasing. She was familiar with the Far East, her father had been some sort of diplomat. Richard’s the numbers-cruncher, manages the day by day. He’s also done a good job of investing their money.”


“In what?”


“Blue chips, preferred stock, bonds.”


“Conservative.”


“Extremely,” said Fellinger. “There’s also a rental property on the water in Oxnard.”


Milo said, “How large of an estate are we talking about?”


Fellinger’s eyebrows rose again, startled caterpillars. “Does that matter?”


“At this point, sir, everything matters.”


“Well . . . I suppose you could always access the family court records, numbers have been bandied around for five years.” Fellinger sat back, tented his hands over his firm, round gut. “Last accounting, their total net worth was between fourteen and fifteen million and there’s no debt to speak of.”


Milo whistled.


“Let me temper that a bit, Detective. Three and a half million is the appraised value of the main house, it’s a big spread in the West Valley, the daughters are into horses. That came out of Ursula’s half. Richard received the Oxnard condo, which he uses as his residence. Appraised value there is considerably less, around one point five, so Richard received another two million in stocks and bonds. Everything else was divided evenly.”


“Including Ursula’s jewelry?”


“No, sorry, that was also factored into Ursula’s half but it’s not that much, maybe five, six hundred thousand. Admittedly not piffle, but measured against an estate that size it wasn’t a big deal.”


I said, “Are any commercial properties owned by the business? Warehouses, offices?”


Fellinger shook his head. “Urrick, Ltd.—that’s the name of the company, amalgam of both their names—operates lean and mean. It’s just Richard and Ursula, not even a secretary or a receptionist. They use typing services when the paper piles up and both of them work out of home offices. When merchandise arrives at the docks in San Pedro, one of them is there to facilitate direct shipment to the customer. When inventory needs to be stored, they rent warehouse space east of downtown, a sweetheart lease they signed during the recession—that’s Richard, nose for a bargain. That’s the beauty of their business, no need to stockpile for long, they’re middlemen, essentially get paid for moving goods from one place to another.”


“What was in dispute for five years?”


“Urrick, Ltd.’s worth if they ever did decide to dissolve the company. Ursula saw it as more valuable, Richard’s more of a glass-half-empty type.”


“What was the discrepancy?”


“It varied from tweak to tweak,” said Fellinger. “Usually around two million, give or take. What made it crazy was that neither of them was ever interested in splitting or selling. They were just talking theoretically and last year was their best ever, they moved in a big way into the religious market—Buddhist combustible paper.” He smiled. “Never heard of it, right?”


Milo and I shook our heads.


“Me neither, until they educated me. Apparently, when some Buddhists want something from their god, they burn a small paper replica on an altar. If it’s cash they’re after, they offer up what looks like Monopoly money. If it’s an automobile, they burn a little paper car. Et cetera. Last year, Ursula and Richard made a big investment in religious paper and it paid off.”


I said, “Why do you think they kept coming back to tweak?”


“Was it financial?” said Fellinger. “So they claimed but frankly, I thought it was a way for them to have contact outside of work without admitting it.”


“Ongoing chemistry.”


“Must be.”


Milo said, “Did either of them have any bad habits? Drugs, gambling?”


“Never.”


“What about love affairs? Jealousy?”


“It was always about money, Lieutenant.”


“Every year or so, they wheel in for a tune-up, meanwhile the business keeps running?”


“Harmoniously. I told you it was strange.”


I said, “Who initiated the divorce?”


“Even that was mutual.” Fellinger threw up his hands a third time. “Being objective, I’d have to call them a little nuts. In most cases litigants are out to grind each other down. In this case, they ground Earl and me down.” He laughed. Stopped himself. “And now Ursula’s dead. I’m assuming you’ll be notifying the girls and Richard. Because I sure as hell don’t want to.”


Milo said, “We’ll handle it, Mr. Fellinger. And we ask that you don’t talk to anyone about this conversation or the murder, in general.”


“Sure, I get it.”


“What’s Richard’s address and phone number?”


Fellinger consulted his computer, rattled off the information.


“The two daughters are the only children?”


“Ashley and Marissa.”


“Where can we reach them?”


Before Fellinger could answer, a knock sounded on the door. He shouted: “Busy!”


From the other side: “Your tea, Mr. F.?”


“Oh. Fine. Bring it in.”


Jens Williams entered bearing a silver-handled glass teacup on a crimp-edged pewter plate. The cup held pale amber liquid. A white, anemone-like blossom sat on the bottom.


Fellinger said, “The café is using glass?”


“This is ours, sir. I transferred it from Styrofoam.”


Fellinger inspected the tea. “Kind of a dinky flower, that’s all they had?”


“Unfortunately,” said Williams.


“Okay. Now please get me addresses and numbers for the Corey girls.”


“Shall I bring them to you or use the intercom?”


“Just bring it in.”


“You bet.” Williams left.


“You bet,” said Fellinger. “Like we’re pals. I had to talk to him about using my first name soon after he started but compared with the last assistant I had, he’s Einstein. That one covered up during the interview but the day she starts she’s in low-cut and low-back, you can see her ass-crack, talk about a clueless generation.”


“Changing times,” I said.


“Better than stagnation? Sometimes I wonder.”


Another knock. Jens Williams scurried in and handed a slip of paper to Fellinger. “The younger one’s in college, sir, we don’t have her dorm in our records. The older one lives at home, I wrote down the address.”


Fellinger crooked a thumb at the door. “How are things out there in the real world?”


“A few callbacks on court dates but nothing frantic.”


“Good. I’ll get to everything, these gentlemen are leaving.”




CHAPTER 3


The building’s Operations and Security office occupied a corner of the ground floor, a few steps past the café and the public bathrooms. Windowless space set up with three untended workstations, the rear wall a grid of closed-circuit TV monitors and recorders. Metal chairs were lined up for easy viewing. Screens flickered; gray people and cars doing their thing.


The director of security was a black man named Alfred Bayless wearing a black blazer, gray pants, and white turtleneck. He’d come down to the crime scene just as we were leaving.


Milo asked to see security tapes.


Bayless said, “This is a disaster. Okay, let’s go to my place.”


On the ride up, Bayless said, “Worked auto and burglary at Hollenbeck, sixteen years. Thought retirement would be quiet.” He looked at me.


Milo said, “This is Dr. Alex Delaware, our psych consultant.”


“You think this was a nut-job?”


“It’s not run of the mill, could be anything.”


The moment we arrived at Bayless’s office, he copied several disks, placed them in paper sleeves, handed them over.


“Thanks. How much time do these cover?”


“From seven a.m. when the lot opens until just before you called me.”


Bayless led us to the wall of monitors and fooled with one of the recorders. A blank screen at the bottom lit up then filled with a steady parade of incoming vehicles. Bayless pushed a button that shifted the view to outgoing traffic. Clear view of machines but not of the drivers. If a car didn’t move too quickly you might make out a license plate.


“That’s it?” said Milo.


“Yeah, I know, nothing in the parking tiers.” Bayless shook his head. “Disaster, nothing like this has ever happened before.”


“Hopefully it won’t happen again.”


“You work the bodies and still believe in luck?”


“Only the bad kind.”


“Ain’t that the truth,” said Bayless.


“Listen, I don’t want to ask but I have to—”


“Yeah, yeah, why no cameras in the tiers.” Bayless motioned us out of the security room, continued a couple of steps up the hallway, dead-ended at a door marked Utility, looked around.


Milo said, “You’re being surveilled yourself?”


Bayless smiled. “You never know. In answer to your question, you want the official reason or the real one?”


“How about both?”


“Officially, we’ve got state-of-the-art surveillance and safety, hardware and software as well as top-notch expertly trained personnel. Reality is we’re bush league. One of the first things I suggested when they hired me eight months ago was cameras on the parking levels. I mean where does bad stuff happen? Not in the damn lobby.”


He scanned the hall. “But the wise men who manage this place saw no reason to take on the expense, this is Century City, people don’t come to Century City to do bad things.”


“All those lawyers and it’s a shrine to virtue?”


Bayless managed a snorting laugh. “Anyway, those are yours to keep. I hope some of that bad luck converts to mediocre.”


Back down to the parking lot under discussion. I’d parked my Seville on the top tier, my name on a list allowing me access to a section guarded by a uniformed cop. Four spaces away sat Milo’s current unmarked, a bilge-green Impala.


We stood near my driver’s door and he called Moe Reed, told him he’d be bringing the CDs to the office, Reed should copy and go through every second. “Exit’ll be soon after the murder but entry could be anytime after seven. Run any plate you can decipher. Look for anything that stands out.”


“Will do, L.T.”


Clicking off, he placed his hand on the Seville’s forest-green hood. “Shiny. You take it to a detailer?”


“Did it myself last Sunday.”


“Talk about dedication. I could use some shiny, you get to drive, I’ll come back to get mine.”


“Where are we going?”


“To the ex-husband slash prime suspect and if we can’t find him, the daughters.”


“You didn’t buy Fellinger’s character testimony on Mr. Corey’s behalf?”


“Sticking up for the enemy? Yeah, that was different, wasn’t it?”


“So were Fellinger’s kind words about Richard’s lawyer.”


“One big happy family. Except that the Coreys have been shelling out legal fees for five years and now one of them got executed. No, I’m not buying it. I’m thinking Fellinger just bullshat us shamelessly and I want to know why.”


“Maybe you should talk to Richard’s lawyer, see if the love really is mutual.”


“Before we see Corey and the girls?”


“If he’s close enough and available.”


“Sure, why not?” Milo looked up Earl Cohen, attorney-at-law. Roxbury and Wilshire, Beverly Hills. Ten-minute ride.


He phoned. Cohen gasped when he heard about the murder. When Milo asked if he had time to chat, Cohen said, “Yes, of course.”


The brass plaque on the walnut door made Earl Cohen, Esq., the senior partner in a three-lawyer firm. Second in command was Beverly Cohen, number three was Rajiv Singh.


Smaller setup than Fellinger’s but similar geometry, including the use of hardscape behind a receptionist/gatekeeper, this wall, travertine marble.


This woman sat typing. No need for her to break her stride because Earl Cohen stood in front of her, motioning us in.


Richard Corey’s legal rep was eighty or close to it, thin and narrow-shouldered in a beautifully draping mocha suit, a blue shirt with a high, starched Eton collar and a yellow tie that had to be Hermès. Mesh loafers tinted somewhere between orange and brown revealed a hint of aqua-and-orange argyle sock. His hair was thick, long, snow white, swept back. The right side of his neck was hollowed out; surgery to remove a parotid or salivary tumor. Bright-blue eyes dulled to gray at the edges.


He said, “Hello, policemen. Come in, please,” in a soft, raspy voice.


Cohen’s personal office was enormous, with French oak walls and deep-pile burgundy carpeting. Grant Fellinger subjected his guests to hard seating; Earl Cohen indulged them with cushy leather club chairs.


The old lawyer’s desk could’ve been swiped from the White House attic—a carved Georgian piece, the one discovered to be too large for the Oval Office. Crystal decanters, designated Gin, Whisky, and Brandy by silver badges on silver chains, sat atop a brass cart. Windows facing Roxbury Drive were blocked by oak shutters and tie-back brocade drapes that could’ve been sliced from an Aubusson tapestry. Soft light issued from a blue-and-gold dragonfly-patterned chandelier that was probably real Tiffany.


Cohen’s paper was from Harvard. His own collection of certificates shared space with photos of himself with senators and every governor since Reagan, as well as multiple shots of a blond woman who could’ve been an actress when Reagan was an actor. One child reappeared progressively, a blond daughter who favored her mother. In one picture, Cohen handed her a degree, both of them decked out in crimson caps and gowns.


“Sit, please,” he rasped, lowering himself with discomfort. The scar tissue on his neck bore the gloss of long-ago intrusion. Not a recent incision; something else was bothering him.


Near his pen set was an ebony humidor from which he took three claros. “You fellows smoke?”


“No, thanks.”


“Then I won’t either,” said Cohen. “Maybe it’ll extend my life by five minutes.” He looked at Milo. “You’re the one I talked to.”


“Yes, sir.”


“And you . . .”


“Alex Delaware.”


“I know that name,” said Cohen. “Unusual name. American Indian?”


“Supposedly that’s part of the mix.”


“There’s a psychologist with that name, does custody work.”


“That’s me.”


Cohen’s stare was long and appraising. “Small world. You were recently recommended to me as someone who doesn’t take guff from shysters. Fortunately, the case settled and I didn’t need to test that hypothesis.”


“Lucky break,” I said.


“Oh, boy, it sure was,” said Earl Cohen. “When I started out, I took every client that came my way, such ugliness, such vitriol. When I turned sixty-five, instead of retiring, I decided only to take cases where a high degree of animosity was unlikely.” His chuckle was faint, a puff of dust. “Those I inflict on my daughter. She’s young, her cardiovascular system can take it.”
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