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1


Thou shalt not kill.


Paul Rogan didn’t consider himself a religious man, but that commandment played over and over in his head as he stepped into the lobby. As his wing tips clicked on the polished marble floor, those four words beat inside him.


As he’d done every weekday morning for eleven years—minus holidays, sick days, and vacations—he swiped his company ID at check-in.


Stu, manning security, gave him a nod. “Monday again, huh, Mr. Rogan.”


“Monday,” Rogan muttered and turned, as he did every Monday morning, to the elevator banks.


Behind his back, Stu smirked a little. It looked like Mr. Rogan had himself a big-ass Monday morning hangover.


Rogan stepped into an elevator along with a handful of other execs, some admins, a couple of assistants. He wore a dark, pin-striped suit over an athletic frame, a crisp white shirt, and a blue-and-red-chevron-pattern tie in a single Windsor knot.


Despite his cashmere topcoat, the cold seeped into his bones as he listened to the voice in his head.


Cecily. Melody.


The voice spoke the names, again and again even as four words pounded out a rhythm.


Thou shalt not kill. Thou shalt not kill.


And yet.


He stepped out on the thirty-second floor—executive level, Quantum Air. The logo, the silver whoosh of it, streaked over the wall behind the curve of the reception counter. Already the ’links and comps beeped and hummed. The waiting area, empty at this hour, sat quiet and plush. Another wall, all tinted glass, opened the room to New York, its sky and skyline.


Blue today that sky, so blue, he thought as he stared a moment. How could it be so blue, so clear?


He turned from it and, without his usual words for the trio at reception, walked to the double glass doors.


They opened, splitting the logo’s whoosh in two. He understood what it meant to be split in two.


Cecily. Melody.


Thou shalt not kill.


He passed assistants, admin stations, offices. Though it was still just shy of nine, men and women in sharp suits sat at desks, opened briefcases, sipped their fancy coffees while studying reports.


His own admin jumped up. So young, so bright, so earnest, Rogan thought. He’d been the same, just the same, once upon a time.


“Good morning, Mr. Rogan. I updated your tablet for the nine o’clock conference. It’s on your desk. If you’re ready to go over some of the updates—”


“Not necessary. No calls, Rudy.”


Rudy opened his mouth to speak, but Rogan closed the door to his office. Though he frowned when he heard the click of the lock, Rudy decided his boss just needed a few before the big meeting.


Inside his office, Rogan begged, bargained, pleaded. The voice inside his head never changed in tone. Utterly calm, utterly cold. When another voice came through, desperate and terrified, he wept.


He trembled as he removed his topcoat. Once again he stared through a glass wall at the blue sky, as he stood in an office he’d worked diligently to earn.


It all ended today, as February dribbled into March 2061. Eleven years since he’d come aboard Quantum as a junior exec.


The voice gave him only two choices, so he had no choice at all.


Surrendering, he followed the instructions inside his head and opened his briefcase.


At eight-fifty-six, he stepped out of his office. Rudy popped up again.


“Mr. Rogan, I wanted to tell you I added a few more notes, some personal data on Ms. Karson. Just chat points.”


“All right, Rudy.” He paused a moment, looking into that young, earnest face. “You do good work. You’ve been an asset to me, and to Quantum Air.”


“Thanks.” Rudy brightened. “It’s a big day.”


“Yes, a big day.”


Feeling the weight of it, Rogan walked to the conference room. “Please stop,” he murmured as his heart beat like a brutal fist inside his chest.


Inside the conference room, the blue sky, the sweep of downtown Manhattan, the glint of the river gleamed through the tinted glass. On the wall, the screen held steady and silent with the silver logo.


On the long, polished table, silver trays held glossy pastries, perfectly ripened fruit, pitchers of water—sparkling or still. China cups waited for assistants to fill them with tea or coffee.


Reps from EconoLift—one male, one female—sat studying tablets with cups and glasses at their elbows. Two of Rogan’s associates did the same. Lawyers and accountants from each company filled more seats.


“There needs to be another way.”


At Rogan’s murmur, Sandy Plank—senior VP, accounting—gave him a quizzical glance.


But Rogan only heard the voice in his head.


At nine sharp, the doors opened again. Derrick Pearson, Quantum’s president and CEO, stood for a moment surveying the room. His black and silver mane flowing, he entered along with Willimina Karson.


In heeled boots, Karson—Econo’s president—stood six foot one inch. They made an imposing pair, Pearson in his severe black suit and silver tie, Karson in her straight-line red dress and short jacket.


Everyone around the table stood.


“Good morning, everyone,” Pearson said in his lion’s roar of a voice. “Let’s bring in Chicago, New L.A., Atlanta, London, Rome, and Paris.”


As he rattled off cities, the screen flashed into sections, those sections flashed with other conference rooms or offices, more people in suits.


The voice in Rogan’s head spoke incessantly, sharper and sharper. Then added screams.


Rogan took two staggering steps forward, interrupting Derrick’s opening greeting.


“Paul.” More surprised than annoyed, Pearson touched a hand to Karson’s arm. “Willimina, you’ve met Paul. Paul Rogan, our VP of marketing.”


“Derrick … I don’t have a choice. I’m sorry.”


Something in his voice, something in his eyes, had Karson stepping back even as Pearson stepped forward.


“Are you all right, Paul?” he asked, gripping Rogan’s arm.


“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”


Rudy, dashing toward the conference room with the tablet Rogan had left on his desk, got within three strides of the doors before they blew.


Lieutenant Eve Dallas stood amid the carnage. The air stank of blood, charred flesh, piss, and vomit. Water from the sprinkler system soaked into the carpet so it squished underfoot. With her boots and hands already sealed, she studied the room.


The blast had blown off the doors, shattered most of the mega screen, blown chunks off the table, sent chairs and people flying—and some burning.


The thick carpet now bore a wide, blackened hole, and the walls as well as the floor carried spatter—blood, brains, other bodily fluids.


Lieutenant Lisbeth Salazar, heading up the Explosives and Bombs Unit, stood with her.


“Eleven dead, nine injured. The dead include the bomber. We’re picking up the pieces there. …”


Both women watched the sweepers in their protective white suits, the boomer hounds in their thick gray, comb the room.


“But we’ve got some wits from the other side of the room, more shaken than stirred, who state Paul Rogan, VP of marketing, revealed a suicide vest seconds before he detonated it. I can tell you from the extent of the damage, it was either designed for short-range effect, or it piffed and that’s all he got. I’m estimating a range of twelve to fifteen feet.”


“You’re saying it could’ve been worse.”


“Oh, a whole hell of a bunch worse.” Salazar—an imposing woman with skin the color of well-steeped tea, eyes of flaming green—gestured. “He was facing away from the table, angled toward the door—toward Derrick Pearson, CEO. He blew Pearson with him, and the people at the front section of the table. It looks like some of the DBs took chunks of the table and the shrapnel as COD rather than the actual explosion.


“We’ve swept,” Salazar added. “And we’re sweeping again—the entire building. But I’m saying this was the only device, this was the only bomber.”


Eve noted the spears of wood and metal impaled in the walls, the webbing cracks on the wall of glass. But the bulk of the damage, the radius of the blast? Yeah, around twelve feet.


“How’d he get it in the building?”


“Briefcase—lead-lined. He breezed right through the standards, and he’s worked here nearly a dozen years. Security had no reason to wand or ray him. I did a run, the guy’s got no record. Married going on fourteen years. An eight-year-old daughter.”


“Where are they, the wife and kid?”


“I sent some uniforms to pick them up. You and the ME make the call, Dallas, but this looks like homicide to me. It’s not terrorism, domestic or otherwise, on the face of it. Maybe the guy flipped out, who knows? Some big deal supposed to go down today—here. Maybe he didn’t want it to go down. We’ll pick up the pieces, and we’ll tell you what kind of boomer.”


Eve stood tall and lean in the long leather coat. Her hair, short, choppy, and brown, haloed a face of angles, with a shallow dent in the chin. Her eyes, brown, sharp, and all cop, swept the room again.


“You handle your end, I’ll handle mine. Let’s see where we end up.”


“Works for me.” Salazar pulled out her signaling communicator. “Salazar.”


“Lieutenant, neither Cecily Greenspan nor Melody Rogan showed up at the school this morning where the kid attends and the mother is assistant principal. The mother texted in that the kid wasn’t feeling well. They don’t answer their ’links.”


Salazar’s brows lifted, and Eve gave her the nod.


“Officer, I’m passing you to the primary in charge. Lieutenant Dallas.”


Eve took the comm. “Get to the residence. If there’s no response, you have probable cause to enter.”


“ ‘Probable cause’?” Salazar said as Eve passed the comm back.


“Eleven dead, nine wounded, and a missing wife and daughter. That’s more than probable for me. I’ll let you get back to what you do. I’ll start doing what I do.”


Eve walked to the doorway. “Peabody!”


Her partner hustled down the ruined corridor in pink cowboy boots. “This is ours. Treat it as a homicide until it looks otherwise. Bomber, deceased, was Paul Rogan—do a run. Officers are en route to his residence to locate his wife and daughter—neither of which is where they should be this morning.”


“Devoted family man.” As she looked into the conference room, Peabody blew out a breath. “According to one of the wits who survived that. A Sandy Plank, another VP, minor injuries, treated on-site. Hardworking, loyal, smart, and crazy in love with his wife and daughter is how she describes Rogan.”


“The loyal don’t generally blow up their boss and coworkers,” Eve pointed out.


“Yeah. She’s a mess—Plank, I mean. She states he didn’t look well, and she heard him mumbling to himself. She thought he said: There needs to be or has to be another way. And when his boss and Willimina Karson—head of EconoLift—came into the meeting, Rogan walked over to them. Plank said she was watching Rogan because she thought he must have been feeling ill. She heard him say he didn’t have a choice. He said he was sorry. He was, according to her, crying. Then he opened his suit jacket. Boom.”


“Run him, and let’s find out what this meeting was about. Details. Any idea where his office is?”


“Down and left, second right. Salazar put a man on the door.”


“I’ll take it.” She started down, stopped. “Pearson, deceased, was top dog. Let’s find out who’s top dog now.”


Eve made her way to Rogan’s office, badged the officer on the door. Inside she closed the door, stood, scanned.


Big window due to VP status, she mused, and a refreshment station with AutoChef. Curious, she checked the AC for previous orders.


Nothing since Friday at 16:22. A tube of ginger ale.


The desk was angled, giving Rogan the window and the door view. A good desk chair, two sturdy visitors’ chairs, club style in a smooth coffee-brown leather. A sofa—navy-blue gel—with a long table. Walls, light brown, decorated with aeronautic art.


An evolution of air travel, she realized—from those early deals that made Eve wonder how anyone had had the balls to jump into them, up to sleek shuttles. With them, a child’s drawing in bright primary colors of a plane flying in a sky with white clouds and a yellow circle of sun.


The artist had signed it in careful block letters. MELODY.


The daughter. Devoted family man, Eve thought, who framed his kid’s drawing and hung it on his office wall.


On the desk, in addition to a top-grade data and communication center, a brightly painted cup held a bouquet of paper flowers, all clearly handmade. Eve lifted the cup, looked at the bottom.


HAPPY BIRTHDAY, DADDY


LOVE,


MELODY


JANUARY 18, 2061


The desk held a triple frame, an attractive mixed-race female, late thirties, and a seriously beautiful girl—Melody, no doubt—with mad toffee-colored curls, laughing eyes of pale green, and a joyful smile that showed the gap where she’d lost a couple of baby teeth. They flanked one of the family, the child cuddled between Rogan and his wife.


The visual said happy, loving, attractive family.


If there’d been problems on the home front, it didn’t show here.


She sat behind his desk.


“Computer, open ops.”


It fluttered on to a holding screen. Password required …


Ignoring that for now, she opened desk drawers. Standard office supplies, some file discs, some hard copy files. And a memo book.


She switched it on and, as it wasn’t password protected, paged to the current date.




ECONO! Meeting/signing* 9:00. Final presentation and reveal. Don’t sweat it!


Confirm cupcakes and champagne for department thank-you by 11:30. Send department memo for meeting (surprise party). Set for 4:15. Prepared remarks—brief.


Personal bonuses for Rudy and Kimmi for job amazingly well done.


Home by 6:00—stop for flowers for your amazing girls! Act surprised at the celebration dinner those amazing girls have been whispering about for a week. One hour post-dinner to resume Dragon Spear tourney with Mel—too long postponed. Tuck Mel into bed, and make love to your beautiful wife—way too long postponed.


Get some damn sleep!





Eve sat back, swiveled to look out the window. Why would a man so obviously looking forward to a day—business and personal—blow it all up, himself included?


She paged ahead, noted several appointments—again, business and personal—in that same easy stream-of-thought style. She paged back, found several weeks of an intense work schedule, much of which revolved around Econo strategy sessions, planning sessions, marketing campaigns—aside apologies to his amazing girls for missing dinner or dance practice.


Nothing to indicate depression, anger—frustration here and there, yes, but not anger. Nothing to indicate he’d bought or acquired explosives or had the knowledge to create a suicide vest.


“Doesn’t fit,” she muttered, looking at the triple-frame photos. “You don’t fit.”


As she pulled out her comm, Peabody gave the door two knuckle raps, then poked in.


“Pearson—son and daughter—will probably cohead the company. Son was in London handling that area, and daughter in Rome when things went boom. Both are on their way back. As for Paul Rogan—”


“Clean as they come?” Eve finished.


“You got that. Financially secure—no signs of trouble there. Nothing to show any knowledge or interest in explosives, in political fringe associations. Company man, in charge of marketing for the last three and a half years. Worked his way up with over eleven years in the company. The same goes for the wife. I ran her. Actually, she had an assault charge brought when she was in her twenties—dropped. And the guy who brought the charge was subsequently charged with spousal and child abuse.”


“Okay, it doesn’t add up.” Eve reached for her comm again, and it signaled in her hand. “Dallas.”


“Lieutenant, Officers Gregg and Vols. We’re at the Rogan/Greenspan residence. Greenspan’s been worked over, and was bound, locked in a basement storage room. The minor child’s unharmed except for some bruises and minor lacerations. We called the MTs for the woman. Both she and the kid claim home invasion.”


“That adds up. Secure the scene. If the MTs need to take Greenspan to a med center, one of you goes with her, one sits on the residence. I’m on my way.


“Peabody,” she said as she clicked off. “Inform Salazar of the situation, and contact EDD. I want all Rogan’s e’s—office and home—taken in. I want an e-man at the residence to go over security. I’ll seal this office and get a team in here. Move. Meet me at the car.”


She bagged the memo book, sealed and labeled it as she contacted her bullpen.


“Yo, LT,” Detective Baxter said.


“Are you and Trueheart clear?”


“Clear enough. What do you need?”


“I need you at Quantum Air, coordinating with Lieutenant Salazar.”


“On the boomer.”


She sealed the office as she barked out orders.


“Bring a couple of uniforms. Peabody started getting statements. You finish. Everybody, down to the cleaning service. Two honchos are coming in—family of CEO. I’m going to want to talk to them as soon as possible.”


“How many dead?” Baxter asked.


“Eleven, so far. Nine injured.”


“It could’ve been worse. I’ll contact Salazar, let her know we’re coming in. Are you on scene?”


“I won’t be. I’ve got a second crime scene. I’ll brief you when I know more. Dallas, out.”


It could’ve been worse. Baxter said it, she’d thought it. The thing was, when things could be worse, they usually got there.


Eve beat Peabody to the car, and peeled out of the slot the minute Peabody hopped in. She wove through the underground lot at a speed that had her partner gripping the chicken stick.


“You said it added up.” Peabody’s eyes, dark brown and widening at every swerve, closed to spare her brain the visual of a crash. “I’m putting some of the numbers in columns. Somebody broke into Rogan’s house, threatened his wife and kid, and forced him to kill himself? I don’t get the two-plus-two.”


“Somebody says take this boom vest to work Monday morning, strap it on, and wear it to the meeting at nine. Blow it up. Do that, or we kill your amazing girls.”


“His amazing girls?”


“That’s what he called his wife and kid. In his memo book. I don’t know why this guy, why this meeting, why this company, or why this method, but that part adds up.”


“Wit statements say he was alone in his office, at least for a few minutes before the meeting. He doesn’t call for help?”


“Could’ve had him wired. I would have. Let him hear the wife getting slapped around, or the kid crying for her daddy.”


“That’s unbelievably cruel.”


“Nothing cruel’s unbelievable.” She arrowed out of the underground, zipped into traffic. “Why the marketing guy? They needed somebody who’d not only kill for his wife and kid, but die for them. But how did they know he would? We need to know more about this Quantum-Econo deal. Was the deal the thing? Was there something about it that made someone willing to kill—to use what appears to be an innocent man and his family as the weapon?”


“I use Econo a lot,” Peabody said. “Or did before I had a mag partner with a magalish husband who lets me use Roarke’s private shuttles.”


She’d used Econo herself, Eve thought, before Roarke. They were as bare as bare bones got, and therefore affordable if you had to use air travel. She wondered if Roarke had ever used them, before becoming one of the richest men in the known universe—and one who had his own transpo lines as well.


She’d tap that source, she thought, that expert consultant, civilian. If anybody knew the ins and outs of the QuantumAir-EconoLift deal outside of the particulars in the deal, it would be Roarke.


She swung in behind the mobile medical unit. Since it was already double-parked, horns and curses were already blasting anyway.


As she stepped out, the Rapid Cab driver behind her laid on his horn, stuck his head out the window. “Gimme a fucking break, girlie!”


Eve held up her badge, smiled with all the warmth of the early March wind. “Lieutenant Girlie. What would you like me to break?”


He steered around her, shooting her his middle finger on the way.


“You know Charles and Louise live just down the block,” Peabody commented.


“Yeah.” The doctor and the former licensed companion had an elegant brownstone within easy walking distance. “Nice neighborhood.”


Upper-class, Eve thought. Reasonably quiet and safe. Brownstones and townhomes tucked back from the sidewalk, often with little front gardens or paved rear courtyards.


This one had a front garden—dormant now, but neat—with a walk-way leading to a short set of stairs, a pair of bold blue double doors. One of the doors hung crookedly.


The house rose up three stories—decorative (and she’d wager effective) bars on the lower windows. All the privacy screens were engaged but for one on the second floor. Someone had broken that window. She noted the shards of glass and some sort of good-size ball, cracked, in shades of red and orange and brown.


“I think maybe that’s Jupiter.” Peabody frowned at the ball, tipping her head back to look up at the window.


Eve avoided the shards, studied the security as they approached the doors. “It’s one of Roarke’s systems, so it’s good. Palm plate, voice ID, solid locks and alarm, double cameras.”


The door opened. “Lieutenant. Officer Vols.”


“Status.”


“Sir. Officer Gregg and I arrived, rang and knocked. Automated security engaged. The comp said no one was currently in residence. Before we attempted a bypass, Gregg stepped down to check windows, go around to the back. And the ball back there? Planet Jupiter?”


“I knew it,” Peabody said with quick triumph before Eve shut her down with a cold stare.


“Well, it nearly beaned Gregg. And the kid who managed to throw it through the window started screaming for help. Gregg called up to her, told her we were the police. She said she couldn’t get out of her room.


“We couldn’t get through security, LT, had to use the battering ram.”


“Did the alarm go off?”


“No, sir, it didn’t. Disengaged. We found the kid upstairs—holding on to herself pretty well. She said they’d hurt her mom, and had taken her away. They’d taken her dad away. Then we heard the pipes. The mother managed to bang on the pipes in the basement room. We found her down there, beat up, tied up. The kid fell apart a little then.”


A ripple of emotion ran over his stony cop’s face. “She thought they’d killed her mom. Two men, they both state, broke into the house sometime in the early hours of Saturday after all three were in bed. From what the wife said, it sounds like they may have drugged the husband while he slept, taken him out that way, then they dragged the wife out of bed, smacked her around a little, tied her up, hauled the kid in. Tied her and the father up.”


“Did you get a description?”


“Masks. Both say white, featureless masks. Hoods, gloves. They both say male going by voice and build, but they can’t give us race, facial features, hair or eye color. I’ll tell you, we didn’t push too hard, Lieutenant. The mother needed medical attention, and the kid … She holds it together, like I said, but she’s pretty shaken up. We haven’t given Greenspan notification on Rogan. She and the kid asked about him, but we didn’t want to step in it on that.”


“Okay. You and Gregg stand by. I’ve got an e-man coming to evaluate the security breach and pick up all electronics. Where do you have them?”


“There’s a family area in the back of the house, off the kitchen. Gregg’s sitting on them.”


The two MTs walked out from the rear of the house, equipment in hand. “She won’t go to the hospital,” one of them announced. “The adult female. The minor’s mostly just shaken up, but the adult female could use the hospital.”


“What’s her status?”


“Two cracked ribs, bruised kidney, sprained wrist, deep lacerations on both wrists and ankles from fighting against the zip ties, broken nose, severe facial and torso bruising, and lacerations from repeated blows. She was dehydrated, suffered a mild concussion.”


“We’ll see what we can do about getting her to agree to the hospital.”


The other MT shook his head. “Won’t budge. Wouldn’t take a tranq, either. We’ve got her splinted, wanded, stabilized, but she needs to go in.”


“Got it,” Eve said as the MTs walked out.


“She’s afraid to be a foot away from the kid,” Vols told Eve. “Like the kid’s afraid to be a foot away from the mom. You can’t blame them.”


“Yeah. I got that, too. Good work, Officer.”


With Peabody, Eve started back to tell a woman that her husband was dead, and a child that her father wouldn’t be coming home again.
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The kid sat, hollow-eyed, glued to her mother’s side on a wide sofa covered with big, bold red flowers. She wore baggy cotton pants, thick pink socks, a purple sweatshirt. The bruises on her wrists added more purple.


Her mother kept a protective arm wrapped around her.


Bruises rioted over Cecily’s face. Eve noted the swelling and blackened rays at the edges of the ice patch on her left eye.


NuSkin bandages wrapped around both of her wrists. Violet-and-yellow bruises spread around her unpatched right eye.


When she shifted, the flicker over her face told Eve there was still considerable pain.


“Ms. Greenspan, I’m Lieutenant Dallas. This is Detective Peabody. We have some questions. We can speak to you at the health center of your choice, as the medics who treated you strongly recommend further examination and treatment.”


“The MTs treated us here. We want to be home.” She looked down at her daughter, who cuddled a little closer, nodded. “No one will tell us about Paul, about my husband, Melody’s father. We’ll answer all your questions, but you have to answer one first. Where is Paul?”


Eve sat. Eye-to-eye was better, though there was never a better. “I regret to inform you, your husband’s dead. We’re very sorry for your loss.”


The girl stared at Eve for a long, trembling moment, then pressed her face to her mother’s side. She made a sound like a small animal in terrible pain.


Cecily turned to gather her daughter in, and the pain, all the levels of it, drained her face of color until the bruises stood out like banners.


“Are you sure? Are you sure? Are you—”


“Yes. I’m sorry, but we’re sure.”


“Is there someone we can call for you?” Peabody asked. “Can I get you something? Water, some tea?”


“How? How?”


“Detective Peabody can take Melody into another room,” Eve began, and Melody pushed away from her mother, aimed a ferocious look at Eve.


“I’m not leaving my mom. They made me leave her, and they kept hurting her and Daddy. I’m not going to leave. They made him do something awful. They made him because they kept hurting Mom and said how they’d do things to me. One of them had a knife and told Daddy he’d cut me, and he pulled my hair really hard to make me yell. I tried not to, I tried, but it hurt.”


“It’s okay, Melly. It’s okay, my baby.”


“They killed Daddy, and he didn’t do anything. They hurt Mom, and she didn’t do anything.”


“Neither did you,” Eve said. “Did they do anything else to hurt you?”


“They put the plastic tie things on my wrists and my feet, really tight. They hurt. When the one took Daddy away, the other came in and … he made the ties looser so they didn’t hurt so much. But he said if I didn’t yell for Daddy to help me in the ’link, he’d kill Mom.”


“Oh, Melly, oh, baby.”


“I had to do it. I had to. And I could hear Daddy crying. He was crying, but he said it would be okay. It’s not okay. They killed Daddy.”


“Tell us what happened,” Eve said to Cecily, “from the beginning.”


“I heard Melly scream. We were all in bed. I don’t know what time exactly, late Friday night, early Saturday morning. I know it was after midnight because Paul and I didn’t go to bed until about midnight. I heard her scream, and I started to get up and run to her room. Something hit me. Someone.”


She touched a hand to her face.


“I fell, and he pulled my arms behind me, used the zip ties. I called for Paul, but he dragged me back to the bed, hit me again, and bound me to the headboard. I could see that Paul was still sleeping. At first I thought he was somehow sleeping through it, but I realized they’d used something—a pressure syringe. He was unconscious, helpless. The other one came in with Melly, bound her to the chair.


“I kept asking what they wanted, begged them not to hurt my baby, told them to take whatever they wanted. They didn’t say anything, didn’t speak. They dragged Paul to the other chair. They tied him, then used another syringe. It brought him around. He tried to fight, but …”


“They hurt Mom again. They kept hurting Mom.”


“I’m all right now, Melly. I’m okay now. They hurt me, threatened to hurt Melly to torture Paul. They laughed when he cursed them, threatened them, begged them. They just laughed. Then one sat on the side of the bed, beside me—touched me.”


Cecily’s eyes met Eve’s, said all.


“He said it would get worse, a lot worse. And did Paul want to save his wife and child? Did he want to protect them? Would he do anything to save them? Of course Paul said yes. He said he’d do anything.”


“They took me away, even though Mom and Daddy begged,” Melody said. “One of them carried me into my room and used another of the zip things to tie me to my bed so I couldn’t get up. I was scared, and I kept calling for Mom and Daddy, but the one who locked me in, before he did, he said everything was going to be okay. He told me not to be scared, but to stop calling for my mom and dad. So I stopped calling for them. He wanted me to, so I stopped.”


“You’re smart and you’re brave,” Peabody told her.


“They still killed Daddy.”


“Daddy saved us,” Cecily murmured as she pressed her lips to her daughter’s hair. “The one sitting on the bed told Paul he had to do one thing to save his wife and child. One thing, and they’d leave us alone. If he didn’t do what they said, they’d keep hurting me, they’d … violate me, and then they’d start on Melody. If he still wouldn’t do it, they’d kill all of us, him last so he could watch them kill his wife and child. They kept saying that—or the one did—wife and child.”


“What did they say he had to do?”


“Kill. Take lives to save lives. His wife and child, didn’t they mean more to him than anyone else? Paul said he would but he was lying, and they knew it. The one said he needed more time, more persuasion to make the deal. Then he advised me to convince my husband to save me and my child. They left us alone. I don’t know how long.”


“They left you and your husband alone in the bedroom?”


“Yes. Paul tried to get free. I tried. He kept asking if I was all right, telling me he’d find a way. We told each other we loved each other. He swore he’d never let anything happen to Melly.”


Cecily shuddered, took a moment to try to regulate her breathing that had gone ragged. “I think they had a recorder in the room because the one, when he came back in, mocked some of what we’d said to each other.


“It went on and on and on. One would come in, hit me or touch me. Then do something to make Melody call out. Ask Paul if he’d do anything to save his wife and child. Hours. Hours and hours. Then they dragged me out. I fought, and one of them hit me and knocked me out, I think. They took me to the basement, locked me up, but they put up a camera. I think they wanted Paul to see me, locked in, cold and hurt, afraid. I was so afraid. I never saw them again. I never saw Paul again.”


Tears streamed down her face, a river of grief, as she rocked her daughter, stroked Melody’s hair.


“I was alone down there until the police came. Now I know Paul did what they asked. He did what they asked to save us. They tortured a good man, a good husband and father, until he did what they asked.”


Turning, Cecily tipped Melody’s face up to hers. “Don’t ever forget that. Whatever Daddy did, whatever people say about him, he loved you more than anything in the world. He did what he had to do to protect us, to save us.”


“They made him wear a bomb.”


Cecily jerked back. “What? How do you—”


“Ms. Greenspan,” Eve interrupted. Focusing on Melody, she asked, “You saw the explosives?”


“No, but I heard them talking. One came in, and I pretended to be asleep. It was dark in the room—they kept it dark a lot, but it was dark outside, too—and I pretended to be asleep. And the other one came, like, to the door. They talked about the bombs, and the one—the one that hurt Mom—he said how my daddy would wear it, how he was almost there, how he’d do what they said.”


“Do you remember anything else they said?”


“They were talking really quiet, but I guess, like, they were really excited, too. I don’t know how to say it.”


“I get it. Anything else?”


“They were going to Fat City.”


“Fat City?”


“They’d be in Fat City at nine. And the one who came in my room most of the time came over and sort of nudged me. I just sort of rolled over and kept pretending I was asleep. He said he was glad I was getting some sleep. And the other said …”


She looked at her mother, tipped her head to her mother’s arm. “He said the bad word that starts with ‘f.’ The bad ‘f’ word and ‘the kid.’ And they went out. Then I did fall asleep, I think, because it got light out. The one that mostly came in let me get up and pee. It’s embarrassing. Then he put the tie things on my wrists again, and I had to get back on the bed. But he got tagged on his ’link, and he got excited and said the bad word again, a lot, but excited, not mad, and he walked out, still talking—he locked the door.”


Melody took a long breath. “He didn’t come back. Everything got really quiet. I almost fell back to sleep, or maybe I did, but then I saw he hadn’t tied up my feet again, or tied me to the bed like before. He was excited. He forgot, maybe. So I tried to get out, but I couldn’t get the door open. I couldn’t get the windows open. I yelled, but nobody could hear me. I saw Mr. Benson across the street going out of his house, and I yelled and tried to bang on the windows but he didn’t look up. And I saw the police, and they came to the door, but nobody was going to answer. I saw my solar system, and I knocked Jupiter off, and I picked it up. I dropped it at first because it was hard to hold it, but then I threw it as hard as I could at the window. It broke the window, and I yelled and yelled for help. And the police came in.”


“Smart,” Eve told her. “Seriously smart.”


“But my daddy—”


“Your mom was trapped in the basement. Hurt, cold, scared. She couldn’t get help. You could, and you did. It would help now if you took Detective Peabody up to your room, and showed her how you did it. It would help.”


“I don’t want to leave Mom.”


“I’m going to stay with your mom.”


“My daddy didn’t want to wear the bomb.”


“I know. I think he’d want you to help us now, as much as you can.”


“Go on, Melly.” Cecily kissed the top of her head. “Be brave for Daddy.”


“Don’t take Mom away.”


“Never going to happen,” Eve promised.


She waited as Peabody led Melody out. If anyone could get more out of the kid, Peabody could.


“Ms.—”


“Could I have a minute? I think I want to get some tea after all.”


“Sure.”


Eve watched her walk into the kitchen area with the careful, stiff-bodied movement of the injured.


“I’ve been knocked around a few times,” Eve began. “I hate hospitals, but sometimes you need them.”


“I can’t and won’t leave Melly. We can’t stay here, I know that. We won’t be able to live in this house.”


She began to weep. “I know it’s just a house, but it’s home. Our home, and they killed that, too. My husband, my baby’s father, the home we made together.”


She fought the tears back, swiped at her face. “I need to talk to my mother. She and my stepfather live in New Rochelle. We can stay with them until we decide what to do. Once I know Melly’s with my parents, I can see a doctor there.”


“We’ll arrange to get you to your mother’s.”


Cecily nodded as she programmed tea. “I have to keep going. I have to think of Melly first and last. Paul … I don’t know, I don’t know what I’m going to do without him, but I can’t think about that yet. I can’t think.”


“Can you describe the men?”


“They wore black, all black, with hoods like skullcaps. Tight over their heads, high on the neck. Thin black gloves. And the masks were white, they almost glowed in the dark. No features, slits for eyes.”


“Height, weight, build?”


“Not tall or short. Paul’s six feet exactly. Maybe about his height. Fit. Not bulky, but fit. One slimmer than the other. The one who hit me had more muscle. I …”


“Keep going.”


“It’s just an impression, but I think the one who hit me liked it. He liked hitting me, and watching Paul react. The other one didn’t—as much. He slapped me, but he never punched me, and it seemed like it was more because the other one was watching.”


The cup and saucer rattled in her hand when Detective Callendar walked in.


“This is Detective Callendar, with our E Division,” Eve said. “We’re going to need to go through your electronics. Did your husband have a home office?”


“Yes. Second floor, directly across from the master bedroom. I can show you.”


“We’ll find it. We’d like your permission to examine any and all electronics and security systems, communication devices. We may need to take them in for further analysis.”


“Yes, anything.”


Eve moved to Callendar. “Check the security first, then the home office.”


“On it.”


“Ms. Greenspan, was there anything about their voices? Accents, syntax, colloquialisms?”


“They kept their voices low, often in whispers.”


“Okay.” Change directions, Eve thought. “How did your husband get along at work? Was he happy in his job?”


“He loved his work. He loved the company. He worked hard, but he enjoyed it. He ran the marketing department, and thought of his team like family.”


She walked back to the couch, sat with that same stiff-bodied care. “Lieutenant, please, please tell me what happened. Please tell me what they made him do.”


“Are you aware of the meeting this morning?”


“The merger with Econo. It’s the biggest campaign Paul’s worked on in years. It’s taken months for the deal to get approved and pushed forward. He and his team have been working on the marketing for the expansion. I don’t understand.”


“This morning your husband went into the meeting wearing a suicide vest.”


“Oh God, oh God. How many? How many?”


“Eleven dead, nine injured at this time.”


She set the tea down, covered her face with her hands. Sobbed. “They made him a killer. They made my Paul a killer. Why? Why would they do this? Why would they force him to do this?”


“Did he have any enemies?”


“No, no, no.”


“How did he feel about this merger?”


“He—he wasn’t sold on it initially. Quantum’s luxury travel, high-end, all the amenities, and Econo’s cut-rate. But Derrick—Derrick Pearson—wanted the expansion, liked the idea of adding levels, and more hubs. Econo has hubs everywhere. Paul got on board, looked at his end of it as a challenge. He’s a company man, Lieutenant. His loyalty is always to Derrick and to Quantum.”


Her eyes widened. “Derrick. Is Derrick all right?”


“I’m sorry.”


“Oh my God, Derrick was practically a father to Paul.”


She reached out for Eve, gripped Eve’s arm with a hand that shook. “I swear to you, I swear on my life, Paul loved Derrick. Loved, respected, admired him. There isn’t a violent bone in Paul’s body. Oh God, God, God, Rozilyn, Derrick’s wife. They’ve been married for nearly forty years. What will she do? What will she do?”


“Have you noticed anyone in the neighborhood who doesn’t belong? Did Paul mention anyone who made him uncomfortable?”


“No. Just no. He’s been working long hours these past few weeks especially. On this campaign. He’s been tired and distracted, but excited. It was coming together, and today was the day. Friday, when he finally came to bed, he snuggled in with me, promised as soon as this deal went through, the three of us were going to take a long weekend anywhere I wanted to go. He fell asleep with a smile on his face. And then, then they were here. “They were here,” she repeated. “And nothing will ever be the same again.”


“Your security. Who has your codes?”


“Paul, Melody, and I, of course. Iris. Iris Kelly, our parent’s helper. She’s been with us for nine years. We hired her while I was pregnant. She’s like family.”


“I’ll need her contact information.”


“Yes, but Iris would never have given away our codes, would never have had a part in this. Oh God, I have to tell her what happened. Tell her about Paul.”


“She doesn’t work on Mondays?” Eve asked. “On weekends?”


“Not unless we need her. With Melly in school full-time, and since Iris got married last year, she generally comes in on Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday. Lieutenant, I trust her with my child, and that’s trusting her with my life.”


“No one else has the codes?”


“No, just—Oh, I’m sorry. My mother, my stepfather. They have them. Paul’s parents live in Sedona, so … Oh God, oh God, Paul’s parents. I have to—”


“We’ll do the notification. How often do you change the security codes?”


“I guess maybe once a year or so. We never had any trouble here. We never had anything bad happen until … Paul. When can I see Paul?” What there is to see, Eve thought, you just don’t need to see. “I’ll give you the information on contacting the medical examiner. Ms. Greenspan, I’m going to have one of the officers go upstairs with you. You can contact your mother. You should pack what you and your daughter need. We’ll have you taken to New Rochelle. I need a contact number for you.”


“What will you do?”


“I’ll do my job.”


“My husband isn’t a murderer, Lieutenant.”


“Ms. Greenspan, I’m sitting here and telling you, your husband was a victim. I’ll do my job, and do everything possible to find the men who hurt you, terrorized your daughter, and killed your husband.”


Eve tracked Callendar down in the home office.


“Nothing hinky on his devices with a standard pass,” Callendar told her. “A lot of work shit—a lot especially over the last six, eight weeks. Personal shit, reminders, basic correspondence. He mostly played word games to unwind, it looks like. We’ll take a deeper look in the lab.”


“House security?”


“That’s the hink in the hinky.” Callendar pulled a little wrapped square of gum out of one of the multitude of pockets in her cherry-red baggies. “Want?”


“Pass.”


“So, it’s a good system,” she began as she unwrapped and popped the gum in her mouth. “Seriously mega good. They didn’t stint. You don’t compromise a security cover like this one like butter, right? And they didn’t. They’ve been working on getting through for a couple months.”


“ ‘Months’?”


“We’ll check it at the house, but what I get on-site with portables? A good thirty flicks and pushes at it, starting back end of December. Every flick and push between two and three in the A.M. Flicks get longer and deeper, pushes harder. What they did, see, is go a layer, then take that data back, work it, come back again, go down a layer, and like that.”


She blew an impressive pink bubble, snapped it back.


“I’m getting the vics didn’t change any codes over that period, and these guys just steadily hacked through. Couldn’t manage a slide, couldn’t just jam-o-rama. They had to chip and hack by layers. Took time and patience, some reasonable skill, and damn good equipment.”


“So they targeted these people, this location, back before the first of the year,” Eve concluded. “They didn’t have the codes, didn’t have the skills to compromise the system straight off. They didn’t have the skills to compromise in a few attempts.”


“Exactamundo.”


“And the residents didn’t notice the flicks and pushes?”


Callendar shoved at the hair she wore short, spiky, and deeply purple. “They would have if they’d paid real attention. Most don’t, Dallas. You set and forget.”


“Take everything in. We’ll want to go deep on all the devices, including the wife’s, the kid’s. Who’s on the Quantum location?”


“Feeney and McNab. It’s a big one. The cap shuffled to cover it.”


Eve nodded. Having Feeney, captain of EDD, on the case meant the e-geeks would analyze every byte.


“Everything, Callendar, down to the memo cubes. We’ll be in the field.”


“You got it. Dallas, you get a good sense of a person when you pry open their personal e’s. This dude loved his work. Seriously got into it. But his family? Number one, all the way.”


Eve stepped out, called in the sweepers. She wanted every inch of the house covered. To give Cecily and Melody time to pack and be transported, she went down to the basement.


Another family area, sprawling and casual with a big screen and a gaming area, a mini-kitchen setup, a big dollhouse that made her think of Bella, some puzzles, some toys, a half bath.


The maintenance area was behind a thick door—broken by the first on scene. Pipes, an old iron sink, the guts of the house where Cecily had been imprisoned. Some blood on the pipes where she’d struggled. No windows to let in even a sliver of light. Thick brick walls to absorb sound.


Eve imagined being trapped there in the dark—cold, terrified, not knowing what happened or was happening to her husband and daughter.


She searched the room, found fresh scrapes in the dust where she concluded the captors had secured a camera. One angled to show Paul Rogan his bruised, battered, helpless wife.


She turned when Peabody came to the doorway.


“The uniforms are taking the wife and kid to the wife’s parents. They’re wrecked, Dallas. Greenspan’s holding on by a thread for the kid, but it’s a really thin thread.”


Like Eve, she scanned the room. “Jesus,” she murmured. “I don’t know how she grips that thread.”


“They targeted these people specifically,” Eve said. “That means they had to know enough to believe, to be all but certain, Paul Rogan would press the button to save his family. They stalked them, spent—according to Callendar—about two months working to compromise security and get in clean.”


She shook her head as she walked out, circled the family area. “If the target had been Derrick Pearson, they’d have spent their time on him. All of this to blow up a meeting, and at least some of the people in it. To kill the merger?”


With another shake of her head, she started up the stairs. “There have to be better ways to kill a deal. Easier ways. Did you get any more out of the kid?”


“She thinks maybe they had a cam in her room, too. And she said the one who stayed with her more made her cry into the ’link a couple of times. He made her say: ‘Please, Daddy, help me.’ ”


“Yeah, into a ’link. That’s for recording. They had the poor bastard wear an earbud, had his kid crying in his head. Probably recorded the wife, too. And I’m betting they put a recorder on him so they could watch. He makes a move to contact the police, he wavers, his amazing girls scream in his head.”


“From the way Melody talks, I lean toward the one who spent more time with her father, instead of the one with her, being in charge.”


Eve continued up to the bedroom level. “Why leave them alive? Once Rogan did what they wanted, why not finish the wife and kid? No wits then. Nobody left to give us an accounting.”


She walked into the master. Blood-spotted, rumpled sheets, clipped zip-tie restraints littered the floor. More blood on a chair where she imagined Rogan struggled.


“How well did they know the house before Saturday night?” she wondered. “Had one or both of them been in here before, as a guest, as a repairman? Deliveries, some maintenance deal? Not necessarily,” she continued as she moved around the room. “They gave themselves two full days with the family. Time to pick their spots, to find the master and the kid’s room. They didn’t tear things up,” she added. “Didn’t take valuables—didn’t compromise or take electronics. Cecily had a wedding set thing on. Not a real flashy diamond, but it looked like an easy few thousand, and they didn’t take it.”


She stepped into the walk-in closet—a large his and hers—found, as she’d expected, a small wall safe.


“Safe’s locked, and I’m betting whatever was in it still is.”


She tapped her fingers on the lock pad.


“Wow, you’re getting really good at that.”


Eve spared Peabody a glance. “Not that good.” Not Roarke good, she thought. “I got the combo from Cecily. And here we have some cash, some decent if not flashy jewelry, and a couple of high-end, dressy wrist units, passports, and so on.”


She shut the safe again. “They didn’t care about a few thousand here and there, however easy the pickings. Or what they could get fencing the art and e’s. Focused, one purpose. Patient.”


She wandered into the master bath, out again.


“Patient, focused, purposeful.” As she spoke, she went out, found her way to Melody’s room. Girlie, but not obsessively, Eve thought. Neat—except for the broken glass, the scattered solar system—but not regimented.


“Did he forget to strap her back to the bed, to bind her ankles, or did he want her to be able to get up? Kept her hands tied,” Eve mused.


“Just a kid. He wasn’t worried about her, that’s how I see it. Once they had what they wanted, this one just wasn’t worried about the kid. Not in charge.”


Nodding, Eve turned to Peabody again. “I agree. The one in charge of her wasn’t and isn’t the leader. This one left a loose thread. He loosened her ties—maybe a soft spot for kids. Only a kid, but not an idiot, and strong and smart enough to figure out how to get attention. Maybe it didn’t matter to them we found them so fast. We’d have found them in short order anyway. But it might’ve taken another hour. Didn’t matter.”


She walked over to the broken window. “Really didn’t. Long gone by then. Off to Fat City.”


“Which is not an overweight urban area,” Peabody put in.


“How does blowing up a marketing exec, a meeting, a merger, and/or the head of Quantum lead to Fat City?”


“Sounds like a Roarke question.”


“Yeah, it does. Here come the sweepers,” Eve said as she saw two vans pull up. “Let’s get them started.”
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As the domestic lived in a building within easy walking distance of the Rogan/Greenspan home, Eve decided to have a talk with Iris Kelly before moving on to the injured. Eve mastered them inside, stepped across the small lobby.


One of the two elevators let out a pair of women speaking rapid Spanish, both carting handbags the size of baby elephants. The younger pushed a thumb-sucking baby in a stroller with little animals dangling—including a baby elephant. The kid’s eyes looked glassy with pleasure as it snacked on its own thumb.


“What do they get out of that?” Eve wondered as they stepped into the vacated elevator. “How good could your own thumb taste?”


“It’s not the taste, it’s the sucking action. Oral satisfaction and comfort.”


“So, basically, they’re giving themselves a blow job?”


For a couple of seconds, Peabody’s mouth worked silently. “I … I can’t possibly answer that without feeling really dirty and weirded.”


With a shrug, Eve rode up to the fourth floor. Decent building, Eve thought, decent security. Solid working class with residents who took enough pride of place not to litter up the lobby, elevators, hallways.


She pressed the buzzer on Kelly’s door, waited.


The intercom hummed as it engaged. “Yes?”


“Lieutenant Dallas, Detective Peabody.” Eve held up her badge. “NYPSD. We’d like to speak to you, ma’am.”


Locks clicked, the door opened, and Eve saw Iris had already gotten the news. Sky-blue eyes, swollen and red-rimmed, dominated a face the color of Irish cream. Sunshine hair was sleeked back in a long tail. She wore straight-legged black pants, a shirt shades quieter than her eyes, and a simple black cardigan.


“On the screen. I heard the report on the screen. Paul … I can’t reach Cecily. I can’t reach her. Please.”


“Can we come in, Ms. Kelly?” Eve asked.


“I’m sorry. Yes. I slept late,” she continued as she stepped back. “It’s a day off. I slept late. I turned the screen on for company while I did some chores before I went out to run errands. I can’t reach Cecily. Melly. Oh God, please.”


“Ms. Greenspan and Melody are on their way to Ms. Greenspan’s mother in New Rochelle.”


“Oh. Oh.” Iris sank into a chair in the living area, covered her face, burst into tears. “Thank God. I thought … I was afraid … It’s all craziness. They’re saying Paul killed himself and all those other people at his office. He never would, never, but they keep saying it and saying it. And I couldn’t reach Cecily.”


“Why don’t I get you some water?” Peabody suggested.


“Thank you. Thank you. I don’t understand why they’re saying Paul did something like this. He’d never hurt anyone. Please, he’s a good man.”


“We believe Mr. Rogan was coerced.”


“ ‘Coerced,’ ” Iris repeated slowly.


“Ms. Kelly, has anyone approached you, asking questions about the family, their home, Mr. Rogan’s work?”


“No. No. I mean to say, I talk about the family the way you do, with my husband or friends, my own family. Except they’re family, too. They made me family.”


As she swiped at tears, she rocked herself for comfort. “I was there when they brought Melly home for the first time, just a little pink bundle. I’ll share things, like how well Melly’s doing in school or her dance recital, or something funny Paul said—he likes to joke—or something Cecily and I did. Just casual talk.”


“Someone outside your friends and family,” Eve pushed as Peabody brought Iris a glass of water. “Someone making a delivery to the house when Melody was in school and her parents were at work. Or a repairman. Anyone.”


“No, I promise you. I might talk to the people who run the market when I do the marketing. They might ask how I am doing, and how the family is doing. I might brag about Melly now and then. She’s next to my own. I might say how well she did in school—she, she wants to be an astronomer. I might speak to one of the mothers or nannies if I went to the school to get her. Sometimes Cecily has to stay for meetings, and I pick Melly up and take her home.”


“Did anyone make you uncomfortable? Anyone you spoke to, anyone you saw around the neighborhood?”


“I can’t think of anyone. I know some of the neighbors, and the people who work for them. You chat sometimes. I met my Johnny when he was working on the house next door. He redid the kitchen for the Spacers, and we chatted.”


“How long ago was that?”


“Nearly four years.”


“You have the security code to the residence.”


“Yes.” Her streaming eyes went wild. “Yes, I—”


“Have you given it to anyone?”


“Oh no, no one. Not even Johnny. You can’t break trust.”


“Do you have it written down?”


“No.”


“How do you remember it?”


“It’s easy. It’s all the initials of our first names, in order of age. PCIM—the numbers of the alphabet for them. So it’s sixteen—one-six, that is—three, nine, thirteen. I don’t understand. Did something happen at the house?”


That part of the report hadn’t hit the media, Eve thought—or it hit after Iris turned off the screen. “Two men broke in—got through security. At this time we don’t believe they knew the code.”


Her breath started to hitch. “You said Cecily and Melly were all right. You said—”


“They will be. Ms. Greenspan was hurt, but her injuries aren’t critical. You can contact her through her mother when we’re done here.”


“Melly?” Rocking faster, Iris fisted both hands over her heart. “Did they hurt Melly?”


“Nothing serious. Do you answer the ’link when you’re working?”


“Yes. Please, I just need to talk to them.”


“Melly threw Jupiter out her window to get the cops’ attention.” Peabody added a smile to her soothing voice. “She’s smart, brave, and she’s fine.”


“She is smart. She is.” More tear swiping. “Okay. They’re okay.”


“Have there been any contacts,” Eve continued, “repeat contacts you don’t know personally, surveys asking questions, anything like that in the last six months?”


“Nothing I can think of.”


“Think back to December. What was going on?”


“Oh, the holiday prep. Melly was so excited as we counted down to Christmas, even though she doesn’t believe in Santa anymore. I helped with the decorating, as I always do. We make a party of it. There’s extra marketing and shopping. I’d pick up things for both Paul and Cecily. Paul especially this year, as he was already working hard on a campaign. And of course, Melly and I would go out to shop—our secret shopping and wrapping. For her parents, and a few of her girlfriends, her grandparents.”


“Nothing unusual.”


“I can’t think of … Well, unusual for me, but I don’t see—”


“Anything.”


“I had my ’link and wallet lifted, right out of my purse. And I know better. Born and raised in New York, so I know how to be careful, and still.”
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