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Midnight
in Death






The year is dying in the night.


TENNYSON


The welfare of the people is the chief law.


CICERO





One



Murder respects no traditions. It ignores sentiment. It takes no holidays.


Because murder was her business, Lieutenant Eve Dallas stood in the predawn freeze of Christmas morning coating the deerskin gloves her husband had given her only hours before with Seal-It.


The call had come in less than an hour before and less than six hours since she’d closed a case that had left her shaky and exhausted. Her first Christmas with Roarke wasn’t getting off to a rousing start.


Then again, it had taken a much nastier turn for Judge Harold Wainger.


His body had been dumped dead center in the ice rink at Rockefeller Center. Face up, so his glazed eyes could stare at the huge celebrational tree that was New York’s symbol of goodwill toward men.


His body was naked and already a deep shade of blue. The thick mane of silver hair that had been his trademark had been roughly chopped off. And though his face was severely battered, she had no trouble recognizing him.


She’d sat in his courtroom dozens of times in her ten years on the force. He had been, she thought, a solid and steady man, with as much understanding of the slippery channels of the law as respect for the heart of it.


She crouched down to get a closer look at the words that had been burned deeply into his chest.


JUDGE NOT, LEST YOU BE JUDGED


She hoped the burns had been inflicted postmortem, but she doubted it.


He had been mercilessly beaten, the fingers of both hands broken. Deep wounds around his wrists and ankles indicated that he’d been bound. But it hadn’t been the beating or the burns that killed him.


The rope used to hang him was still around his neck, digging deep into flesh. Even that wouldn’t have been quick, she decided. It didn’t appear that his neck had been broken, and the burst vessels in his eyes and face signaled slow strangulation.


‘He wanted you alive as long as possible,’ she murmured. ‘He wanted you to feel it all.’


Kneeling now, she studied the handwritten note that was flapping gaily in the wind. It had been fixed over the judge’s groin like an obscene loincloth. The list of names had been printed in careful square block letters.


JUDGE HAROLD WAINGER


PROSECUTING ATTORNEY STEPHANIE RING


PUBLIC DEFENDER CARL NEISSAN


JUSTINE POLINSKY


DOCTOR CHARLOTTE MIRA


LIEUTENANT EVE DALLAS


‘Saving me for last, Dave?’


She recognized the style: gleeful infliction of pain followed by a slow, torturous death. David Palmer enjoyed his work. His experiments, as he’d called them when Eve had finally hunted him down three years before.


By the time she’d gotten him into a cage, he had eight victims to his credit, and with them an extensive file of discs recording his work. Since then he’d been serving the eight life-term sentences that Wainger had given him in a maximum-security ward for mental defectives.


‘But you got out, didn’t you, Dave? This is your handiwork. The torture, the humiliations, the burns. Public dumping spot for the body. No copycat here. Bag him,’ she ordered and got wearily to her feet.


It didn’t look as though the last days of December 2058 were going to be much of a party.


The minute she was back in her vehicle, Eve ordered the heat on full blast. She stripped off her gloves and rubbed her hands over her face. She would have to go in and file her report, but the first order of business couldn’t wait for her to drive to her home office. Damn if she was going to spend Christmas Day at Cop Central.


She used the in-dash ’link to contact Dispatch and arrange to have each name on the list notified of possible jeopardy. Christmas or not, she was ordering uniformed guards on each one.


As she drove, she engaged her computer. ‘Computer, status on David Palmer, mental-defective inmate on Rexal penal facility.’


Working … David Palmer, sentenced to eight consecutive life terms in off-planet facility Rexal, reported escaped during transport to prison infirmary, December nineteen. Man-hunt ongoing.


‘I guess Dave decided to come home for the holidays.’ She glanced up, scowling, as a blimp cruised over, blasting Christmas tunes as dawn broke over the city. Screw the herald angels, she thought, and called her commander.


‘Sir,’ she said when Whitney’s face filled her screen. ‘I’m sorry to disturb your Christmas.’


‘I’ve already been notified about Judge Wainger. He was a good man.’


‘Yes, sir, he was.’ She noted that Whitney was wearing a robe – a thick, rich burgundy that she imagined had been a gift from his wife. Roarke was always giving her fancy presents. She wondered if Whitney was as baffled by them as she usually was. ‘His body’s being transferred to the morgue. I have the evidence sealed and am en route to my home office now.’


‘I would have preferred another primary on this, Lieutenant.’ He saw her tired eyes flash, the golden brown darkening. Still, her face, with its sharp angles, the firm chin with its shallow dent, the full, unsmiling mouth, stayed cool and controlled.


‘Do you intend to remove me from the case?’


‘You’ve just come off a difficult and demanding investigation. Your aide was attacked.’


‘I’m not calling Peabody in,’ Eve said quickly. ‘She’s had enough.’


‘And you haven’t?’


She opened her mouth, closed it again. Tricky ground, she acknowledged. ‘Commander, my name’s on the list.’


‘Exactly. One more reason for you to take a pass here.’


Part of her wanted to – the part that wanted, badly, to put it all aside for the day, to go home and have the kind of normal Christmas she’d never experienced. But she thought of Wainger, stripped of all life and all dignity.


‘I tracked David Palmer, and I broke him. He was my collar, and no one knows the inside of his mind the way I do.’


‘Palmer?’ Whitney’s wide brow furrowed. ‘Palmer’s in prison.’


‘Not anymore. He escaped on the nineteenth. And he’s back, Commander. You could say I recognized his signature. The names on the list,’ she continued, pressing her point. ‘They’re all connected to him. Wainger was the judge during his trial. Stephanie Ring was APA. Cicely Towers prosecuted the case, but she’s dead. Ring assisted. Carl Neissan was his court-appointed attorney when Palmer refused to hire his own counsel, Justine Polinksy served as jury foreman. Dr Mira tested him and testified against him at trial. I brought him in.’


‘The names on the list need to be notified.’


‘Already done, sir, and bodyguards assigned. I can pull the data from the files into my home unit to refresh my memory, but it’s fairly fresh as it is. You don’t forget someone like David Palmer. Another primary will have to start at the beginning, taking time that we don’t have. I know this man, how he works, how he thinks. What he wants.’


‘What he wants, Lieutenant?’


‘What he always wanted. Acknowledgment for his genius.’


‘It’s your case, Dallas,’ Whitney said after a long silence. ‘Close it.’


‘Yes, sir.’


She broke transmission as she drove through the gates of the staggering estate that Roarke had made his home.


Ice from the previous night’s storm glinted like silver silk on naked branches. Ornamental shrubs and evergreens glistened with it. Beyond them, the house rose and spread, an elegant fortress, a testament to an earlier century with its beautiful stone, its acres of glass.


In the gloomy half-light of morning, gorgeously decorated trees shimmered in several windows. Roarke, she thought with a little smile, had gotten heavily into the Christmas spirit.


Neither of them had had much in the way of pretty holiday trees with gaily wrapped gifts stacked under them in their lives. Their childhoods had been miseries, and they had compensated for it in different ways. His had been to acquire, to become one of the richest and most powerful men in the world. By whatever means available. Hers had been to take control, to become part of the system that had failed her when she was a child.


Hers was law. His was – or had been – circumventing law.


Now, not quite a year since another murder had put them on the same ground, they were a unit. She wondered if she would ever understand how they’d managed it.


She left her car out front, walked up the steps and through the door into the kind of wealth that fantasies were made of. Old polished wood, sparkling crystal, ancient rugs lovingly preserved, art that museums would have wept for.


She shrugged off her jacket, started to toss it over the newel post. Then, gritting her teeth, she backtracked and hung it up. She and Summerset, Roarke’s aide-de-camp, had declared a tacit truce in their sniping war. There would be no potshots on Christmas, she decided.


She could stand it if he could.


Only marginally pleased that he didn’t slither into the foyer and hiss at her as he normally did, Eve headed into the main parlor.


Roarke was there, sitting by the fire, reading the first-edition copy of Yeats that she’d given him. It had been the only gift she’d been able to come up with for the man who not only had everything but owned most of the plants where it was manufactured.


He glanced up, smiled at her. Her stomach fluttered, as it so often did. Just a look, just a smile, and her system went jittery. He looked so … perfect, she thought. He was dressed casually for the day, in black, his long, lean body relaxing in a chair probably made two hundred years before.


He had the face of a god with slightly wicked intentions, eyes of blazing Irish blue and a mouth created to destroy a woman’s control. Power sat attractively on him, as sleek and sexy, Eve thought, as the rich fall of black hair that skimmed nearly to his shoulders.


He closed the book, set it aside, then held out a hand to her.


‘I’m sorry I had to leave.’ She crossed to him, linked her fingers with his. ‘I’m sorrier that I’m going to have to go up and work, at least for a few hours.’


‘Got a minute first?’


‘Yeah, maybe. Just.’ And she let him pull her down into his lap. Let herself close her eyes and simply wallow there, in the scent and the feel of him. ‘Not exactly the kind of day you’d planned.’


‘That’s what I get for marrying a cop.’ Ireland sang quietly in his voice, the lilt of a sexy poet. ‘For loving one,’ he added, and tipped her face up to kiss her.


‘It’s a pretty lousy deal right now.’


‘Not from where I’m sitting.’ He combed his fingers through her short brown hair. ‘You’re what I want, Eve, the woman who leaves her home to stand over the dead. And the one who knew what a copy of Yeats would mean to me.’


‘I’m better with the dead than with buying presents. Otherwise I’d have come up with more than one.’


She looked over at the small mountain of gifts under the tree – gifts it had taken her more than an hour to open. And her wince made him laugh.


‘You know, one of the greatest rewards in giving you presents, Lieutenant, is the baffled embarrassment they cause you.’


‘I hope you got it out of your system for a while.’


‘Mmm,’ was his only response. She wasn’t used to gifts, he thought, hadn’t been given anything as a child but pain. ‘Have you decided what to do with the last one?’


The final box he’d given her had been empty, and he’d enjoyed seeing her frown in puzzlement. Just as he’d enjoyed seeing her grin at him when he told her it was a day. A day she could fill with whatever she liked. He would take her wherever she wanted to go, and they would do whatever she wanted to do. Off-planet or on. In reality or through the holo-room.


Any time, any place, any world was hers for the asking.


‘No, I haven’t had much time to think it through. It’s a pretty great gift. I don’t want to screw it up.’


She let herself relax against him another moment with the fire crackling, the tree shimmering, then she pulled back. ‘I’ve got to get started. There’s a lot of drone work on this one, and I don’t want to tag Peabody today.’


‘Why don’t I give you a hand?’ He smiled again at the automatic refusal he read in her eyes. ‘Step into Peabody’s sturdy shoes for the day.’


‘This one’s not connected to you in any way. I want to keep it that way.’


‘All the better.’ He nudged her up, got to his feet. ‘I can help you do the runs or whatever, and that way you won’t have to spend your entire Christmas chained to your desk.’


She started to refuse again, then reconsidered. Most of the data she wanted were public domain in any case. And what wasn’t was nothing she wouldn’t have shared with him if she’d been thinking it through aloud.


Besides, he was good.


‘Okay, consider yourself a drone. But when Peabody’s got her balance, you’re out.’


‘Darling.’ He took her hand, kissed it, watched her scowl. ‘Since you ask so sweetly.’


‘And no sloppy stuff,’ she put in. ‘I’m on duty.’





Two



The huge cat, Galahad, was draped over the back of Eve’s sleep chair like a drunk over a bar at last call. Since he’d spent several hours the night before attacking boxes, fighting with ribbon, and murdering discarded wrapping paper, she left him where he was so he could sleep it off.


Eve set down her bag and went directly to the AutoChef for coffee. ‘The guy we’re after is David Palmer.’


‘You’ve already identified the killer.’


‘Oh, yeah, I know who I’m after. Me and Dave, we’re old pals.’


Roarke took the mug she brought him, watched her through the steam. ‘The name’s vaguely familiar to me.’


‘You’d have heard it. It was all over the media three, three and a half years ago. I need all my case files on that investigation, all data on the trial. You can start by—’ She broke off when he laid a hand on her arm.


‘David Palmer – serial killer. Torture murders.’ It was playing back for him, in bits and pieces. ‘Fairly young. What – mid-twenties?’


‘Twenty-two at time of arrest. A real prodigy, our Dave. He considers himself a scientist, a visionary. His mission is to explore and record the human mind’s tolerance to extreme duress – pain, fear, starvation, dehydration, sensory deprivation. He could talk a good game, too.’ She sipped her coffee. ‘He’d sit there in interview, his pretty face all lit with enthusiasm, and explain that once we knew the mind’s breaking point, we’d be able to enhance it, to strengthen it. He figured since I was a cop, I’d be particularly interested in his work. Cops are under a great deal of stress, often finding ourselves in life-and-death situations where the mind is easily distracted by fear or outside stimuli. The results of his work could be applied to members of the police and security forces, the military, even in business situations.’


‘I didn’t realize he was yours.’


‘Yeah, he was mine.’ She shrugged her shoulders. ‘I was a little more low profile in those days.’


He might have smiled at that, knowing it was partially her connection to him that had changed that status. But he remembered too much of the Palmer case to find the humor. ‘I was under the impression that he was safely locked away.’


‘Not safely enough. He slipped out. The victim this morning was dumped in a public area – another of Dave’s trademarks. He likes us to know he’s hard at work. The autopsy will have to verify, but the victim was tortured pre-mortem. I’d guess Dave found himself a new hole to work in and had the judge there at least a day before killing him. Death by strangulation occurred on or around midnight. Merry Christmas, Judge Wainger,’ she murmured.


‘And that would be the judge who tried his case.’


‘Yeah.’ Absently, she put her mug down, reached into her bag for a copy of the sealed note she’d already sent to the lab. ‘He left a calling card – another signature. All these names are connected to his case and his sentencing. Part of his work this time around would be, at my guess, letting his intended victims stew about what he has in store for them. They’re being contacted and protected. He’ll have a tough time getting to any of them.’


‘And you?’ Roarke spoke with studied calm after a glance at the list, and his wife’s name. ‘Where’s your protection?’


‘I’m a cop. I’m the one who does the protecting.’


‘He’ll want you most, Eve.’


She turned. However controlled his voice was, she heard the anger under it. ‘Maybe, but not as much as I want him.’


‘You stopped him,’ Roarke continued. ‘Whatever was done after – the tests, the trial, the sentence – was all a result of your work. You’ll matter most.’


‘Let’s leave those conclusions to the profiler.’ Though she agreed with them. ‘I’m going to contact Mira as soon as I look through the case files again. You can access those for me while I start my prelim report. I’ll give you the codes for my office unit and the Palmer files.’


Now he lifted a brow, smiled smugly. ‘Please. I can’t work if you insult me.’


‘Sorry.’ She picked up her coffee again. ‘I don’t know why I pretend you need codes to access any damn thing.’


‘Neither do I.’


He sat down to retrieve the data she wanted, moving smoothly through the task. It was pitifully simple for him, and his mind was left free to consider. To decide.


She’d said he wasn’t connected to this, and that she expected him to back away when Peabody was on duty again. But she was wrong. Her name on the list meant he was more involved than he’d ever been before. And no power on earth, not even that of the woman he loved, would cause him to back away.


Close by, Eve worked on the auxiliary unit, recording the stark facts into the report. She wanted the autopsy results, the crime scene team and sweeper data. But she had little hope that she would get anything from the spotty holiday staff before the end of the next day.


Struggling not to let her irritation with Christmas resurface, she answered her beeping ’link. ‘Dallas.’


‘Lieutenant, Officer Miller here.’


‘What is it, Miller?’


‘Sir, my partner and I were assigned to contact and guard APA Ring. We arrived at her residence shortly after seven-thirty. There was no response to our knock.’


‘This is a priority situation, Miller. You’re authorized to enter the premises.’


‘Yes, sir. Understood. We did so. The subject is not in residence. My partner questioned the across-the-hall neighbor. The subject left early yesterday morning to spend the holiday with her family in Philadelphia. Lieutenant, she never arrived. Her father reported her missing this morning.’


Eve’s stomach tightened. Too late, she thought. Already too late. ‘What was her method of transpo, Miller?’


‘She had her own car. We’re en route to the garage where she stored it.’


‘Keep me posted, Miller.’ Eve broke transmission, looked over, and met Roarke’s eyes. ‘He’s got her. I’d like to think she ran into some road hazard or hired a licensed companion for a quick holiday fling before heading on to her family, but he’s got her. I need the ’link codes for the other names on the list.’


‘You’ll have them. One minute.’


She didn’t need the code for one of the names. With her heart beating painfully, she put the call through to Mira’s home. A small boy answered with a grin and a giggle. ‘Merry Christmas! This is Grandmom’s house.’


For a moment Eve just blinked, wondering how she’d gotten the wrong code. Then she heard the familiar soft voice in the background, saw Mira come on screen with a smile on her face and strain in her eyes.


‘Eve. Good morning. Would you hold for a moment, please? I’d like to take this upstairs. No, sweetie,’ she said to the boy who tugged on her sleeve. ‘Run play with your new toys. I’ll be back. Just a moment, Eve.’


The screen went to a calm, cool blue, and Eve exhaled gratefully. Relief at finding Mira home, alive, well, safe – and the oddity of thinking of the composed psychiatrist as Grandmom played through her mind.


‘I’m sorry.’ Mira came back on. ‘I didn’t want to take this downstairs with my family.’


‘No problem. Are the uniforms there?’


‘Yes.’ In a rare show of nerves, Mira pushed a hand through her sable-toned hair. ‘Miserable duty for them, sitting out in a car on Christmas. I haven’t figured out how to have them inside and keep my family from knowing. My children are here, Eve, my grandchildren. I need to know if you believe there’s any chance they’re in danger.’


‘No.’ She said it quick and firm. ‘That’s not his style. Dr Mira, you’re not to leave the house without your guards. You’re to go nowhere, not the office, not the corner deli, without both of them. Tomorrow you’ll be fitted for a tracer bracelet.’


‘I’ll take all the precautions, Eve.’


‘Good, because one of those precautions is to cancel all patient appointments until Palmer is in custody.’


‘That’s ridiculous.’


‘You’re to be alone with no one, at any time. So unless your patients agree to let you walk around in their heads while a couple of cops are looking on, you’re taking a vacation.’


Mira eyed Eve steadily. ‘And are you about to take a vacation?’


‘I’m about to do my job. Part of that job is you. Stephanie Ring is missing.’ She waited, one beat only, for the implication to register. ‘Do what you’re told, Dr Mira, or you’ll be in protective custody within the hour. I’ll need a consult tomorrow, nine o’clock. I’ll come to you.’


She broke transmission, turned to get the ’link codes from Roarke, and found him watching her steadily. ‘What?’


‘She means a great deal to you. If she meant less, you’d have handled that with more finesse.’


‘I don’t have much finesse at the best of times. Let’s have the codes.’ When he hesitated, she sighed and replied, ‘Okay, okay, fine. She means a lot, and I’ll be damned if he’ll get within a mile of her. Now give me the goddamn codes.’


‘Already transferred to your unit, Lieutenant. Logged in, on memory. You’ve only to state the name of the party for transmission.’


‘Show-off.’ She muttered it, knowing it would make him grin, and turned back to contact the rest of the names on Palmer’s list.


When she was satisfied that the other targets were where they were supposed to be, and under guard, Eve turned to the case files Roarke had accessed.


She spent an hour going over data and reports, another reviewing her interview discs with Palmer.


Okay, Dave, tell me about Michelle Hammel. What made her special?


David Palmer, a well-built man of twenty-two with the golden good looks of the wealthy New England family he’d sprung from, smiled and leaned forward earnestly. His clear blue eyes were bright with enthusiasm. His caramel-cream complexion glowed with health and vitality.


Somebody’s finally listening, Eve remembered thinking as she saw herself as she’d been three years before. He’s finally got the chance to share his genius.


Her hair was badly cut – she’d still been hacking at it herself in those days. The boots crossed at her ankles had been new then and almost unscarred. There was no wedding ring on her finger.


Otherwise, she thought, she was the same.


She was young, fit. An athlete, Palmer told her. Very disciplined, mind and body. A long-distance runner – Olympic hopeful. She knew how to block pain, how to focus on a goal. She’d be at the top end of the scale, you see. Just as Leroy Greene was at the bottom. He’d fogged his mind with illegals for years. No tolerance for disruptive stimuli. He lost all control even before the application of pain. His mind broke as soon as he regained consciousness and found himself strapped to the table. But Michelle …


She fought? She held out?


Palmer nodded cheerfully. She was magnificent, really. She struggled against the restraints, then stopped when she understood that she wouldn’t be able to free herself. There was fear. The monitors registered her rise in pulse rate, blood pressure, all vital physical and emotional signs. I have excellent equipment.


Yeah, I’ve seen it. Top of the line.


It’s vital work. His eyes had clouded then, unfocused as they did when he spoke of the import of his experiments. You’ll see if you review the data on Michelle that she centered her fear, used it to keep herself alive. She controlled it, initially, tried to reason with me. She made promises, she pretended to understand my research, even to help me. She was clever. When she understood that wouldn’t help her, she cursed me, pumping up her adrenaline as I introduced new pain stimuli.


‘He broke her feet,’ Eve said, knowing Roarke was watching behind her. ‘Then her arms. He was right about his equipment back then. He had electrodes that when attached to different parts of the body, or placed in various orifices, administered graduating levels of electric shock. He kept Michelle alive for three days until the torture broke her. She was begging for him to kill her toward the end. He used a rope and pulley system to hang her – gradual strangulation. She was nineteen.’


Roarke laid his hands on her shoulders. ‘You stopped him once, Eve, you’ll stop him again.’


‘Damn right I will.’


She looked up when she heard someone coming quickly down the corridor. ‘Save data, and file,’ she ordered just as Nadine Furst came into the room. Perfect, she thought, a visit from one of Channel 75’s top on-air reporters. The fact that they were friends didn’t make Eve any less wary.


‘Out paying Christmas calls, Nadine?’


‘I got a present this morning.’ Nadine tossed a disc on the desk.


Eve looked at it, then back up at Nadine’s face. It was pale, the sharp features drawn. For once, Nadine wasn’t perfectly groomed with lip dye, enhancers, and every hair in place. She looked more than frazzled, Eve realized. She looked afraid.


‘What’s the problem?’


‘David Palmer.’


Slowly Eve got to her feet. ‘What about him?’


‘Apparently he knows what I do for a living, and that we’re friendly. He sent me that.’ She glanced back down at the disc, struggled to suppress a shudder. ‘Hoping I’d do a feature story on him – and his work – and share the contents of his disc with you. Can I have a drink? Something strong.’


Roarke came around the desk and eased her into a chair. ‘Sit down. You’re cold,’ he murmured when he took her hands.


‘Yeah, I am. I’ve been cold ever since I ran that disc.’


‘I’ll get you a brandy.’


Nadine nodded in agreement, then fisted her hands in her lap and looked at Eve. ‘There are two other people on the recording. One of them is Judge Wainger. What’s left of Judge Wainger. And there’s a woman, but I can’t recognize her. She’s – he’s already started on her.’


‘Here.’ Roarke brought the snifter, gently wrapped Nadine’s hands around the bowl. ‘Drink this.’


‘Okay.’ She lifted the glass, took one long sip, and felt the blast of heat explode in her gut. ‘Dallas, I’ve seen a lot of bad things. I’ve reported them, I’ve studied them. But I’ve never seen anything like this. I don’t know how you deal with it, day after day.’


‘One day at a time.’ Eve picked up the disc. ‘You don’t have to watch this again.’


‘Yes.’ Nadine drank again, let out a long breath. ‘I do.’


Eve turned the disc over in her hand. It was a standard-use model. They’d never trace it. She slid it into her unit. ‘Copy disc and run, display on screen.’


David Palmer’s youthful and handsome face swam onto the wall screen.


‘Ms Furst, or may I call you Nadine? So much more personal that way, and my work is very personal to me. I’ve admired your work, by the way. It’s one of the reasons I’m trusting you to get my story on air. You believe in what you do, don’t you, Nadine?’


His eyes were serious now, professional to professional, his face holding all the youth and innocence of a novitiate at the altar. ‘Those of us who reach for perfection believe in what we do,’ he continued. ‘I’m aware that you have a friendly relationship with Lieutenant Dallas. The lieutenant and I also have a relationship, perhaps not so friendly, but we do connect, and I do admire her stamina. I hope you’ll share the contents of this disc with her as soon as possible. By this time she should already be heading the investigation into the death of Judge Wainger.’


His smile went bright now, and just a little mad at the edges. ‘Hello, Lieutenant. You’ll excuse me if I just conclude my business with Nadine. I want Dallas to be closely involved. It’s important to me. You will tell my story, won’t you, Nadine? Let the public themselves judge, not some narrow-minded fool in a black robe.’


The next scene slipped seamlessly into place, the audio high so that the woman’s screams seemed to rip the air in the room where Eve sat, watching.


Judge Wainger’s body was bound hand and foot and suspended several inches from a plain concrete floor. A basic pulley system this time, Eve mused. He’d taken time to set up some of the niceties, but it wasn’t yet the complex, and yes, ingenious, system of torture that he’d created before.


Still, it worked very well.


Wainger’s face was livid with agony, the muscles twitching as Palmer burned letters in his chest with a hand laser. He only moaned, his head lolling. Nearby, a system of monitors beeped and buzzed.


‘He’s failing, you see,’ Palmer said briskly in a voice-over. ‘His mind is moving beyond the pain, as it can no longer endure it. His system will attempt to shut down into unconsciousness. That can be reversed, as you’ll see here.’ On screen, he flipped a switch. There was a high whine, then Wainger’s body jerked. This time he screamed.
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