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All the world’s a stage,
And all the men and women merely players;
They have their exits and their entrances.


—William Shakespeare


There’s no business like show business.


—Irving Berlin
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Death, unexpected and tragic, threw open the door to opportunity. At the tender age of eighteen, Eliza Lane walked through the door, entering stage left. And brought down the house.


Tears for a lost friend, for a member of her theatrical family, she wrote in her memoir, had to wait. The show must, and did, go on, and she dedicated her opening night performance in Upstage, and all that followed, to Leah Rose.


Leah Rose, dead at the tender age of eighteen from a deadly combination of pills and vodka, hours before her opening on Broadway.


And so Eliza—Angie, swing, understudy to Ms. Rose—stepped into the spotlight as Marcie Bright in Cabot and Lowe’s Upstage, September 22, 2036. Curtain at eight.


She’d held that spotlight for twenty-five years, through talent, discipline, hard work, a dedication to her craft, and a keen instinct for the right part at the right time.


There had been downs as well as ups. A broken ankle during rehearsals that had cost her a plum role in a film musical—for which her replacement won a Golden Globe. A shattered love affair in her twenties and the snickering media that followed. The deaths of her parents in a fatal car crash. The divorce in her thirties that cost her dearly—emotionally and financially.


But Eliza believed in staring the downs in the face and working for the ups. Her pride in and her love of her art demanded she give no less than her best each time, every time she stepped onstage or in front of a camera.


The fact she demanded the same of anyone who worked with her gave her the reputation as a bitch in some circles. She accepted that, even prized it.


She had acquaintances by the score, but only a few she considered true friends. Her rivals were many, and she assumed a few of that number rose to the level of enemy.


That was show business, after all.


And still, she’d never have believed anyone who knew her—or thought they did—wanted to kill her.


Twenty-five years after her star-making performance, she opened her grand and glorious New York home to the cast and crew, the friends and frenemies, to select media and critics. She and her husband of nine years threw the party in the window between the revival of Upstage coming out of workshop and going into rehearsals.


In the revival, she would play Lily Bright, the headliner, the mother—and relentless stage mother—of Marcie. Marcie might have given her career its solid roots, but Eliza saw the part of Lily as the big, gorgeous bloom of it.


She’d make them laugh as she chewed up the scenery, bring them to tears with her voice and its heartbreak in “Lily’s Lament.” She’d dance until her feet bled, work her ass off to inhabit Lily Bright as no one had before.


And by God, she’d bag her fifth Tony.


So tonight was for celebration, and she’d dressed for it in a bold red cocktail dress by Leonardo that showed off her dancer’s legs. It fit her slim, disciplined body to perfection, following the curves like a lover before the skirt flared, highlighting strong shoulders and toned arms with slim straps.


With it she wore the ten-carat, square-cut Burmese sapphire on a chain that sparkled with diamonds. A fortieth-birthday gift from her husband that had made the start of a new decade go down a little easier.


She’d had her hair, a deep, honeyed blond, styled in a severe blunt bob just to her jaw with a long, spiky fringe over her arctic-blue eyes.


When her husband walked into their bedroom, he looked at her, shook his head.


“I think my heart just stopped. Eliza, how do you manage to get more beautiful every day?”


She turned to check her back and butt in the mirror, then sent him a flirtatious look over her shoulder. “I have to try to keep pace with you.”


And he was gorgeous, she thought as he walked over to tip her chin up in that way he had and kiss her. A golden god of stage and screen, that was Brant Fitzhugh. And those sea-green eyes still made her heart sigh, even after a decade.


He was built like a god, too, to her mind, and so known for his physically demanding roles. The sword-wielding rebel who could ride a horse or a woman with equal skill, the bare-fisted brawler, ready to fight for a just cause. The man who climbed mountains, swam the seas, saved the world, and seduced the ladies with equal fervor.


“You’re not dressed for the party.”


“We’ve more than an hour yet, and it won’t take me long.” He gave her an absent kiss before he walked to, then into his closet. “And I know my girl. You’re going down to make sure everything is perfect when it’s already perfect because it wouldn’t dare be otherwise. It’s an Eliza Lane affair.”


“A Lane/Fitzhugh affair.” She walked over, hugged him from behind. “And it will be perfect. The caterer has two new people on the party, so—”


“Which they wouldn’t if the new people couldn’t handle it. They value you, Eliza.”


“I know, I know. Still.” She laughed, hugged him harder. “I can’t help it.”


“Don’t I know it. And I know you get nervous before a party—never understood it, but know it. So I’ll be down in time for us to have a good-luck-to-us toast before the first guest arrives.”


“Which will be—”


“Marjorie and Pilar,” they said together, and made her laugh again.


Now she pressed her face into his shoulder. “Oh, what am I going to do without you for six months!”


“It won’t be six months. I’ll fly back every few weeks.”


“I know you’ll try.”


“I’ll do more than try, and no matter what, I’ll be there for opening night.”


“You’d better.”


“Wouldn’t, couldn’t miss it. It’s the part of a lifetime, Eliza. I knew as soon as I read the script.”


“It could’ve been written for you, but … Why the hell do you have to shoot on location on the other side of the world—and I know the answer.” She waved her hand in the air as she stepped back. “You need the landscape, the weather, the realism.”


“It’s as important as character, because it is another character.” He kissed her again. “I really see it as the first global blockbuster for the production company.”


She put a smile back on her face. “I just wish I could go with you. Such bad timing, that’s all. I have to be here, you have to be there—thousands of miles away. Why the hell are we in this business, Brant?”


“Because we’re wildly talented narcissists?”


She tilted her head, nodded. “That could be it. I love you anyway—you remember that when your leading lady puts the moves on you. I know she’s a good choice for the role, but—”


“Natalie’s a bright light, but she can’t hold a candle to my wife.”


“She’s ten years younger than your wife.” Eliza rolled her eyes. “Okay, fourteen. And I know why you pushed for her for the part. She’s damn good. And you’re right, I’m working myself up to nervous. I’m going down so I can drive everybody as crazy as I am, and have Dolby approve my ensemble.”


“Didn’t I do that already?”


“You did, but you’re biased. Come down soon, lover, and we’ll have that good-luck drink.”


It was perfect, of course, the food, the drinks, the music, the flowers all carefully selected. She kept the terrace doors open so guests spilled in and out at will, and New York served as a glittering backdrop.


The living area, with its white baby grand and candle-filled fireplace spread out, inviting conversational groups, sing-alongs, dancing. Servers in severe black passed food and drink to any who didn’t want to break away long enough to hit one of the bars or buffets.


Voices—song, laughter, gossip—lifted into the air, trailed through the rooms on the main floor and up the curve of the staircase.


“You’ve done it again.” Sylvie Bowen, a longtime and true friend, toasted Eliza. “You’ve got a certified bash on your hands.”


“It’s just what I wanted. Once rehearsals start, I won’t have the time or energy for a party. And I do love a good party. Plus, with Brant away …”


“I know you’ll miss him. But God knows you’ll both be busy. And when you need some companionship, you just call on your newly single pal.”


“You know I’m sorry about you and Mikhail.”


“You never liked him.”


“I never liked that he wasn’t good enough for you, which he proved.”


“Didn’t he just? Cheating Russian bastard. Now I’m a forty-seven-year-old single woman with three divorces under my belt. Two great kids, and that’s more than something. And Jesus, Eliza, I’m a grandmother. A freaking grandmother. And I adore that kid to pieces. But why the hell haven’t I ever found somebody like Brant?”


“Because I grabbed him first.” She looked at her statuesque friend with the fall of chestnut hair, the flashing green eyes. “You’re a beautiful single woman, a talented actor, and an exceptional mother—and friend. And if you’re looking for companionship, there are some very fine specimens of single men at this bash.”


Sylvie shook her head in a definite no. “Not going there for a while, if ever again. Besides, a lot of those single fine specimens are eyeing up the other fine specimens of single men. Or they’re too young.”


“No such thing as too young.” She smiled as Brant crossed over to them, carrying a flute of champagne. Maybe it did scrape a bit, from time to time, that he was four years younger, but she wouldn’t mention that to Sylvie.


“You’re empty-handed, my favorite lady.” He handed Eliza a flute. “Do you need a fresh glass, my second-favorite lady?”


“I’m good, thanks. Couldn’t the Icoves have cloned you?” Sylvie wondered.


“The mad scientists.” Eliza gestured with her glass. “I heard the follow-up’s in pre-production. I should’ve invited the writer—ah, Nadine Furst. And Roarke. We met him a few times, before he married the policewoman.”


“Now, there’s a fine specimen, but alas.” With a sigh, Sylvie drank champagne. “Already taken.”


“As you know, for a lot of people, the taken part doesn’t matter a damn.” She looked stricken as soon as she said it, turned to her friend to lean close, murmur in her ear. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”


“I’m fine. I’m absolutely fine. I should mingle. And you should give us a song.”


“You’re right. Here, Brant, take this and mingle with Sylvie. I’ll grab my stage daughter and browbeat her into a duet. It’s just what the crowd needs—and what the media will report on tomorrow.”


She handed him her glass, gave Sylvie’s hand a squeeze.


Brant mingled with Sylvie, though conversations died off once Eliza pulled the young Samantha Keene to the piano.


The girl’s cheeks flushed—nerves and pleasure—and it warmed his heart to see Eliza take her so kindly under her wing. At the opening bars, he lifted his glass in toast.


The voices merged, strong Broadway voices, and the confidence, the irony of the lyrics came through. As he drank, he thought Eliza would have a monster hit on her hands yet again. And the girl? Her life would never be quite the same after opening night.


He felt a quick clutch in his belly, his throat, and deemed it sentiment. But it turned to a kind of pain. He took a step back, then another.


With those merged voices soaring through the room, out into the air, up the curving stairs, the glass crashed to the floor.


And he followed.


She’d had a nice evening going. A nice, quiet evening at home with no pressing work, no duties, and weather conducive to a lazy interlude sitting by the pond with her husband and a bottle of good wine after a steak dinner.


Now Eve Dallas stood in a luxurious Upper West Side penthouse looking down at a body. She judged the body, and the scene, both thoroughly compromised by guests in high-end cocktail wear, the medical techs, and the deceased’s widow—apparently a famous actress who’d had to be physically dragged away from her dead husband and given a mild sedative before the first uniforms arrived on scene.


At the moment, the guests—those who hadn’t managed to leave before the uniforms secured the scene—along with catering staff, domestic workers, and Christ knew, were settled in other areas of the expansive apartment.


As she opened her field kit to seal her hands, her boots, she turned to the uniform with her.


“Run it through, Officer Rickie.”


“Sir. The nine-one-one came through at twenty-two-forty-three. My partner and I responded and arrived on scene at twenty-two-fifty-one. The MTs, called prior, were on scene when we arrived. The victim, Brant Fitzhugh, of this address, was DOS. Before our arrival, a Dr. James Cyril, a guest, requested the MTs administer a sedative to the victim’s spouse, Eliza Lane, and he and another guest, Ms. Sylvie Bowen, escorted Lane upstairs to her bedroom. My partner’s on the door there, and considering the number of witnesses, we called in two more uniforms to secure the rest of the guests and staff.”


Rickie paused to clear her throat. “I’d estimate the head count at about two hundred, Lieutenant. Both the doctor on scene and the MTs suspect poisoning. I alerted Dispatch.”


Eve nodded as she looked down at the body, the dilated pupils, the red patches on the face, the blue tint to the fingernails.


A classic, she thought, for a reason.


“Looks like a few little bits of glass on the floor.”


“Yes, sir. The victim had a glass of champagne, which broke when he collapsed. Ms. Lane’s personal assistant, Dolby Kessler, stated he was afraid someone would cut themselves, so removed the broken glass. He further states, at that time, they assumed Fitzhugh had had a heart attack or seizure.”


“Jesus. We need the glass, Officer.”


“Yes, sir. When the other officers arrived, I retrieved it from the main kitchen recycler and bagged it. I also bagged the cloth he used to mop it up.”


“Good. Find a place where you can start getting names, contacts, and initial statements from guests. Separate the catering staff, the domestic staff, the assistants.”


“Lieutenant? Some of the guests are reporters.”


“Well, fuck me. Separate them, for all the good it’ll do now. My partner’s on the way, Rickie. Make sure she’s cleared through. I’ve got the body.”


Before turning to the body, she scanned the space around it. Streamlined furniture in bold blues and soft greens, glass tables, painted cabinets, a big white piano. Flowers everywhere, and a trio of diamond-bright chandeliers overhead.


A fireplace, white marble, held a couple dozen white candles, still burning. Over it stood a portrait of what she assumed was the widow, a slender blonde in sinuous blue, arms lifted, face glowing.


A wall of glass, the doors centering it open to a terrace easily twice the size of her first apartment. More flowers, tables, chairs, a fancy portable bar, all with New York glittering behind it.


The living area opened to a dining area and a long table in that bold blue loaded with fancy food. A second bar, chairs, a small sofa.


She’d come in through a foyer—mirrored walls, potted palms, large closet, private elevator—blocked for the party.


The staircase to the second floor curved gracefully.


The body lay about six feet back from the piano, and wore a pale blue shirt, open at the collar, and a trim black suit. A high-end wrist unit, probably platinum, adorned his left wrist.


His hair—blond, a few shades lighter than his wife’s—had a casual, shaggy look. His face—seriously handsome—sported some scruff.


She recognized him now, and flipping through her mental files, remembered at least one vid she’d seen with him in the lead. What Roarke called sword and sorcery. He’d been—ah … a displaced, sword-slashing, power-tossing wizard.


Damn good battle scenes, she recalled.


Now, with her field kit, she crouched, a tall, long-legged woman with short, choppy brown hair and golden brown cop’s eyes.


To make it official, she took out her Identi-pad, pressed the victim’s thumb.


“The victim is identified as Brant Robert Fitzhugh of this address. Other residences in Malibu, California; East Hampton; and Aruba. Age thirty-nine, Caucasian male. Married Carmandy Proust, 2048, no offspring. Divorced 2049. That was fast,” she muttered. “Married Eliza Lane 2052, no offspring.”


Though she’d dig into it later, she skipped over the rest of his personal data and took out her gauges. Time of death, twenty-two-forty. Gone before the MTs got to him, before the nine-one-one to the police.


“The victim’s fingernails show a blue tint. He exhibits red patches on the face. Pupils are dilated, and there is a distinct scent of almonds. All consistent with cyanide poisoning. ME to confirm. No visible signs of violence. There’s a contusion and laceration on the left temple and cheekbone, most likely a result of striking the floor when he collapsed. ME to confirm.”


She sat back on her heels. “In the middle of a big, fancy party. Where’d you get the champagne, Brant? And who wanted you dead?”


She checked his pockets, drew out his pocket ’link. And heard Peabody’s familiar clump. It didn’t surprise her to hear McNab’s—her partner’s cohab, and e-man—prance along with it.


“Passcoded.” Without looking, Eve held up the ’link. “Seal up, fix that.”


“Will do,” McNab said cheerfully.


“Shit, damn, jeez!” Peabody, her red-streaked black hair bouncing with curls, crouched beside Eve. “That’s Brant Fitzhugh. McNab, it’s Brant Fitzhugh.”


“Yeah, it is. That’s a major low.”


“We love his vids. Man, he’s really great-looking. Even dead. Shit, I can smell almonds. Cyanide. Who’d want to cyanide Brant Fitzhugh?”


“You know, I was just wondering the same thing. Strangely, it’s our job to figure that out. Big party,” Eve continued as she looked at her partner—and the flouncy, low-cut dress with the skinny shoulder straps. “Looks like you had a party.”


“Date night, salsa dancing. We’re getting less sucky at it.”


“Standard five-digit passcode, Dallas.” McNab, in shiny red skin pants, collarless polka-dot shirt, held out the ’link.


“Take a quick look, since you’re here, then bag it. Big party,” she repeated, “so we’ve got close to two hundred guests, add staff—catering and personal—tucked away. The new widow’s upstairs in her bedroom with a friend and a doctor.”


“The widow’s Eliza Lane. You know, right? Eliza Lane,” Peabody repeated. “She’s, like, legendary.”


“She sure as hell will be if she put the cyanide in her husband’s champagne.”


“Probably not. I know the spouse is first on the list,” Peabody continued, “but their romance, marriage, all of it? Also legendary.” Frowning, Peabody studied the body while Eve emptied the other pocket contents into an evidence bag. “No cheating on either side—and you know the gossip media’s always sniffing for that. They’re both loaded, so it wouldn’t be money. He was about to start shooting a major vid—and he’s one of the exec producers, too—in, like, I think, New Zealand, and she’s heading back to Broadway for a revival of Upstage. She played the daughter decades ago, and it made her a star. Now she’s playing the mother, who’s the actual star.”


Eve simply stared. “How do you know all that?”


Peabody just lifted her shoulders. “I like that stuff.”


“Okay.” Eve stood up. “McNab, you start with the guests—uniforms on that, too. Have one of them sit on the body for now. Some of the guests are media types.”


“Crap.”


“Yeah. Peabody, bring in the sweepers, the morgue. Considering the dead guy and the spouse, this is going to be high-profile, so we definitely want Morris. Then take the caterers. We’ll hit the live-ins and assistants after, but we’re going to need to let some of these people go. I’ll take the spouse.”


She started up the long curve of stairs. She heard voices behind a set of closed doors, thought witnesses, and kept going.


She opened other doors as she went. A slick, masculine home office with posters of the victim in leather, hair flying, sword in hand, on horseback with a flat-brimmed hat and gun belt, another of him holding a martini glass and dressed in a tux.


She’d make use of McNab with the data and communication center on the big black-and-silver desk.


She avoided another door from where she heard numerous voices, found a guest room—more luxury—a powder room, another office. From the decor—feminine elegance, a wall of photos of the widow alone or with other luminaries, a lot of trophies—she assigned it to the widow.


She approached the double doors at the end of the hall, gave one brisk knock, and opened it.


A woman in a red dress lay on a bed with an arm tossed over her eyes. Beside her, a woman with a fall of reddish-brown hair held her free hand. A man—silver hair, dark suit, active physique—paced in front of the terrace doors.


“It’s you!” The woman who sat turned red-rimmed green eyes to Eve. “Oh, thank God! You’re Dallas.”


“That’s right.”


“Eliza, sweetie, you’re in good hands now. You and—and Brant are in good hands. We were just talking about her, remember? She’s the best of the best. I think. I hope. Oh, Eliza.”


“I can’t, Sylvie. I can’t. I can’t. Brant. My Brant.”


“Officer—”


“Lieutenant,” Eve said, and turned to the man as he crossed to her.


“Of course, I’m sorry. Lieutenant, I’m James Cyril. Dr. Cyril. I asked the MTs to give Ms. Lane a sedative. Mild, hardly more than a soother.”


“You’re Ms. Lane’s personal physician?”


“Oh, no, no. I came as Roland’s plus-one. Roland Adderson. We’ve been friends for years, and he knew I was a particular admirer of Ms. Lane. He’s the assistant director on her new production of Upstage, and—I suppose it doesn’t matter.”


“Let’s step outside for a minute.”


She went out into the hall. “This is the first time you’ve met Ms. Lane?”


“Yes, and Mr. Fitzhugh. It was such a lovely, exciting night until …”


“Walk me through what you saw, what you did.”


“Of course.” He looked to the closed doors. “She’s just devastated. I was on the terrace. I was having the time of my life, meeting all these people in theater, in vids, and in such a setting. Then I heard Eliza—Ms. Lane—start to sing.”


He pressed a hand to his heart. “The opening from ‘Is It Your Life or Mine?’ I came in, and I stood just feet away from her and the young actress who’ll play her daughter. Beyond thrilling. Then I heard glass break. I thought nothing of it at first, but someone shouted, someone screamed, and everyone crowded around. Ms. Lane rushed over, and I heard her scream her husband’s name. That’s when I went over, and saw him on the floor, gasping for air.


“I moved in to try to assist, shouted for someone to call for the medicals, ordered people to move back, give him air, room, but he started to convulse. Eliza was trying to cradle him in her arms, kept saying his name. I told her I was a doctor, and to let me try to help him.”


He shook his head. “She wouldn’t let him go, but begged me to help him. Unfortunately it was already too late. Even though the MTs came so quickly, there was nothing that could be done. I smelled almonds. I’ve told no one that, as Ms. Lane was already inconsolable, and I felt I should tell someone in charge. So I am. I believe Mr. Fitzhugh ingested cyanide.”


“What happened next?”


“I asked them to give her something to calm her, mild, as I knew the police would come. The MTs would recognize the signs of poisoning as I did. Then Ms. Bowen and I helped Ms. Lane upstairs.”


“You were on the terrace. Did you see where Mr. Fitzhugh got the champagne?”


“No, I’m sorry. I didn’t know it was champagne. There was broken glass, a spill.” He glanced at the heel of his hand.


“Cut yourself?”


“Just a nick. I used the en suite to clean it after Ms. Lane came out. Just a scratch. I didn’t see where he got the glass. And at the point when I came in, to be honest, I was so focused on Eliza I didn’t see anyone else until it happened.”


Could’ve been the point, Eve thought. Taking advantage of everyone looking one way, hand the victim the poisoned champagne.


“I appreciate your help and your cooperation, Dr. Cyril. I’ll need your contact information in case we have any follow-up questions.”


“Of course. Such a tragedy. A horrible thing. Someone they invited into their home did this horrible thing.”


People did horrible things every day, she thought as she took his information. It was her job to see they didn’t get away with it.


Once again she gave a brisk knock and opened the door.


She had her first good look at Eliza Lane, as the widow sat up in bed now, wrapped in the arms of her friend.


The eyes that had been bright and clear in the portrait were cloudy from the sedative, swollen from weeping. But they looked directly at Eve.


“I’m all right, Sylvie. I’ll be all right.” She eased back. “You’re the policewoman from the Icove vid.”


“No, that was an actor. I’m Lieutenant Dallas, NYPSD.”


“Lieutenant Dallas, NYPSD, you’re going to find out who did this to my husband, to my partner, to the love of my goddamn life. And make them pay. It’ll never be enough.” She covered her mouth with both hands, stifled sobs while her eyes went fierce. “Never be enough.”


“Eliza—”


“No, no, I won’t start up again. I won’t. Please, Sylvie, get some water, will you? The dressing room friggie. I shouldn’t have let them give me the damn sedative.” She pushed herself off the bed. “I’m muddled, and I don’t want to be muddled. I want to be clear.”


She moved to the terrace doors, struggled to push them open.


“I need some air.”


Eve moved over, opened them for her.


“I feel a little sick, but I’m not going to be sick. Some air, some water. A minute to get my head clear.”


“Ms. Lane, why do you believe someone caused your husband’s death?”


“Because I saw him, I saw my Brant. He was … he was dying in my arms, and his fingernails were going blue. I smelled the almonds. I know you did, too,” she said to Sylvie when her friend came out with glasses of water on a small tray.


“Oh, Eliza, yes. Oh God, I did. But—”


“Cyanide. Just like in Body of the Crime.”


“The body of what crime?”


“A vid,” Sylvie explained while fresh tears leaked. “Eliza and I met making that vid.”


“Sylvie and I played sisters, it must be fifteen years ago now. Sylvie’s character put cyanide in brandy, to kill a man pursuing me for my fortune. A man she loved, who betrayed her for money and planned to kill me.”


Eliza sat, took the water, sipped slowly.


“But none of that was real. Oh, Sylvie, how could this be real? What happens now? Will they take him away? Will they take Brant away? Why would anyone want to hurt him? He never hurt anyone. Why would someone do this?”


“I’m sorry for your loss, Ms. Lane. There are questions I need to ask.”


“Should I leave?”


“Oh, no, no.” Eliza reached for Sylvie’s hand. “Please, can she stay? Please.”


“All right. Why don’t you sit down, Ms. Bowen? We’ll make this as quick as possible.”
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Eve took a seat facing Eliza.


“Do you have any idea who’d want to hurt your husband?”


“God, no! Brant got along with everyone.”


“He hadn’t received any threats?”


“No. He’d have told me. We shared everything.”


“Someone he argued with recently,” Eve pressed. “Even if it seemed minor to him, to you.”


“I really …” She looked blankly at Sylvie. “There’s nothing I can think of. Brant didn’t like conflict, and found ways to avoid it.”


“That’s true,” Sylvie confirmed. “Brant loved his life, his work. He’s very active in Home Front—an organization working to provide safe, affordable housing.”


“He was so generous,” Eliza murmured. “With his time as well as his money. Professionally, anyone who worked with him would say the same, wouldn’t they, Sylvie? He was generous as an actor.”


“Were there any problems in your marriage?”


Eliza jerked as if struck. “How could you—”


“It’s a question I have to ask, Ms. Lane.”


“We adored each other. Not a day went by when he didn’t show me what I meant to him. We were one, Lieutenant. Lovers, partners, soul mates.”


Weeping again, she lurched up, walked to the terrace wall.


Sylvie moved to her, rubbed a hand up and down Eliza’s back. “I know it’s horrible, I know. But she has to know, sweetie. It’s for Brant. You didn’t ask me, Lieutenant, but Eliza and I have been friends, the best of friends, for fifteen years. She’d have told me if she and Brant had problems.”


“Sorry. I’m sorry.” Turning back, Eliza wiped her hands over her face. “Of course you have to ask. And I expect you’ll ask if either of us had affairs. We didn’t. I’ve been cheated on, Lieutenant Dallas. I know what it feels like, looks like, hell, smells like. Brant … he was an honest and honorable man. Did he have opportunities? Did I? Absolutely. But we loved each other, and just as important, we respected each other.”


“All right.” She’d come back to that, try another angle on it, but for now, move on. “You were by the piano, performing, when Mr. Fitzhugh collapsed.”


“Yes.” Now she gripped the water glass in both hands. “The party was a celebration of the revival, so all the cast and crew, the money people, the media. Samantha—that’s Samantha Keene—plays my daughter. She’s brilliant, but still a bit shy socially. I thought we’d do a duet, from the play.”


“And before that? Do you know where your husband was?”


“With me. Sylvie and I were talking, back near the foyer, watching the party, taking a moment, I suppose you’d say. Brant came over to bring me a champagne cocktail. I suppose we chatted for another minute, then I decided—no, Brant asked … We needed to mingle?”


As Eliza rubbed a hand at her temple, Sylvie shifted. “I suggested it. I remember. I said it was time for me to mingle, and time for you to give us a song.”


“That’s right. That’s right. So I thought of Samantha, and I handed Brant my glass and went to get her. As I hoped, people circled around. Then someone screamed, and Brant—Brant was on the floor, and he was choking and gasping.


“It doesn’t seem real.” Panic flew into her eyes again as she clutched at her friend. “How can this be real?”


“You handed him your glass of champagne?” Eve prompted.


“Yes, I wanted to have my hands free. The number, the duet, there’s a lot of gesturing and business, so I—”


“Did he have another glass, or just yours?”


She frowned now, eyebrows drawing tight together. “I—I don’t know. No, I don’t think … Sylvie?”


“He didn’t. He offered to get me a fresh glass, but I was fine.”


“Did you drink it?” Eve pressed. “The champagne?”


“No. We were all talking. You have to be careful not to overdrink at a party or in public. We were talking, then I handed it off, then …”


She groped blindly for her friend’s hand as she stared at Eve, as awareness crept into her eyes. “Oh my God. Oh my God. I gave him the champagne. I gave him the poison. I killed him!”


“He brought it to you. Where would he have gotten it?”


“I don’t know. I don’t know. Sylvie, I just pushed it at him. ‘Here, hold this while I go sing and dance so everyone watches me.’ And now he’s gone.”


“You stop.” Sylvie snapped it out. “And you think, Eliza. You stop and you think. The champagne and what was in it was for you.”


“Brant would never—”


“Of course he’d never. He didn’t know. You didn’t know. Jesus, he’d hardly have drunk it if he knew. He drank it because it was there, in his hand. As, God, you’d have done if I hadn’t said to give us a song. The poison was meant for you.”


“We won’t assume anything at this point,” Eve interrupted. “You have bars set up on the main level.”


“Yes. Three spread out, and with two servers passing wine and champagne. Brant—Brant most often likes a single malt or a good beer, though he wouldn’t drink hard liquor at a party like this. We’re careful, and he had early meetings tomorrow before he left for location. I like a champagne cocktail, so that’s what he brought to me. He drank it because I handed it to him. He toasted me with it. Oh Christ, I can see him in the crowd, toasting me as we did the duet.”


“Who’d know he intended that glass for you and not himself?”


“Anyone might. I couldn’t say. He’d often do just that at a party. Bring me a champagne cocktail, twist of lemon. Because it’s my favorite. He looked after me in countless little ways.”


It changed things, Eve thought, at least potentially. And the potential ranked strongly enough to change her angle.


“Have you received any threats? Or do you know of someone who might wish you harm?”


“No. I mean—God, my head’s spinning. I need a minute. Can I have a minute?” She shoved up again, paced around the spacious terrace.


“I don’t have Brant’s skill with people, with situations. We joked that he got his share of patience and tact and at least half of mine. I like to think I’m a kind and decent person, but not everyone would agree. While I’m absolutely sure there are any number of people who’d be delighted if I retired to a villa in the south of Who Gives a Fuck, I can’t think of one who’d murder me. Jesus, Sylvie, even Vera doesn’t hate me that much.”


“Vera?”


“Vera Harrow. A colleague. Competitor, I suppose, at least in her mind. We did a vid together a decade ago. Brant was the male lead—it’s where we met. At the time he and Vera were involved. Not married,” she added. “Not committed, but involved. In any case, Vera and I just rubbed each other the wrong way. Our styles, our worldviews, you could say. Still, we were both professional, and skilled enough it didn’t show on-screen. We were both up for a Golden Globe. I won; she didn’t. But more to the point, Brant and I fell in love. He broke things off with her, and we were married a short time later.”


“She’d be happy to poison Eliza to the media, to the fans, to industry professionals.” Sylvie gestured with her water glass. “But she wouldn’t go so far as to poison her drink, or Brant’s.”


“Was she here tonight?”


“Yes. Vera’s based in New York now. She’s doing a series that wrapped its very successful sophomore year a few months ago,” Sylvie supplied. “She’s got her Golden Globe now—in fact, three or four of them, and a pair of Emmys, and a frosty young lover—her plus-one tonight. She may hold a grudge like a toddler holds a teddy bear, but she wouldn’t risk all to pay Eliza back for Brant, or him back for Eliza.”


“Anyone else with a grudge?”


“Probably.” Coming back to sit, Eliza dropped her head into her hands. “I’m pushy, I’m exacting, and I don’t consider either of those flaws. Onstage, on-screen, I’m going to give you my very best, each time, every time. And I damn well expect anyone on that stage or screen with me, or behind them, to do the same.”


“Employees? Anyone unhappy with the exacting push, anyone you’ve let go?”


“More than one, but not recently. Cela—she handles the professional end of things—media, meetings. She’s held that position for four—no, five years now. And Dolby, my personal assistant who handles everything, has only been with me for three, but if I didn’t have Brant and Dolby wasn’t gay, we’d build ourselves a love nest. He’s another soul mate.”


“Domestic help?”


“Wayne and Cara Rowan—he’s our cook, she runs the house. Seven years now, and they’re like family. Then there’s Lin, Brant’s right hand—much more than a personal assistant. Lin’s been with Brant for at least fifteen years—I think more—and travels with him. There’s Marta, Lin’s assistant for the last—I’m not sure—four or five years, I think.”


“All of them here tonight?”


“Dolby and Cela, Wayne and Cara, Lin, all of them, certainly. I believe Marta—she’d have been expected, but I don’t know if I saw her. So much is a blur now. No, wait! God!” She covered her face with her hands, breathed through them before she dropped them. “Marta’s already in New Zealand. She left yesterday or maybe the day before.”


“You’d have had a caterer tonight, and that staff.”


“Yes, I’ve used All Elegance for, God, it must be a dozen years. Georgia—the owner—and I worked on all the details. Food, drink, staffing, serving dishes, and so on, and with In Bloom florists for the flowers.”


“You have a guest list?”


“Yes, yes, of course. Dolby can get that for you. Lieutenant, they took Brant away. I know they’ve taken him, but I need to see him. I need to—to say goodbye.”


“I can arrange for that tomorrow, and I’ll contact you. Who would benefit from your death, Ms. Lane?”


“Brant. Of course Brant.” She pressed a hand to her mouth, closed her eyes briefly. “There are other beneficiaries. If you’d ask Cela to give you the information for my estate handlers. They’d have all of that.”


“And Mr. Fitzhugh? Who would benefit?”


“Financially, I would. And the same. Lin would have the information you need. I know he intended to leave a large monetary gift to Home Front, as we discussed it. In solidarity, I also have them as beneficiaries. Lieutenant, both Brant and I have had very long, successful careers. Money wasn’t an issue.”


Money, Eve thought, was always an issue.


But she rose. “Thank you. I know this is difficult. Is there somewhere you can stay until we clear your apartment?”


“I have to leave?”


“I’m sure that’s best, sweetie. We’ll pack what you need, and you’ll stay with me for a while. My apartment’s just two floors down,” Sylvie told Eve.


“That’s helpful. You can contact me at any time if you think of something, any detail that may help. Again, I’m very sorry for your loss.”


“You’ll tell me when I can see him? When I can see Brant? Please.”


“Yes. Tomorrow. Meanwhile, Dr. Morris will look after him.”


“Thank you. Thank you for that. They took him from me, Lieutenant. I know they took him from the world, too, but I don’t care about that right now. I don’t care if they wanted to take me, because they took him from me. You have to find them, find them so I can look them in the eye and wish them to hell.”


Eve started downstairs and met Peabody on her way up.


“Oh, you’re finished with her?” Longing eyes scanned over Eve’s shoulder. “I was hoping to meet her.”


“You’ll have that opportunity before we’re finished. You got statements from the staff?”


“Began with the catering staff.” They started down where the sweepers in their white protective gear spread out over the living area, out on the terrace. “The owner always works Lane’s parties and was in the catering kitchen—they have a freaking second kitchen just for that—when Fitzhugh collapsed. Five wits in there with her who all confirm she’d never left the kitchen since the party started. Started running through the rest of the catering staff and hit on the one who made the cocktail—but not for Fitzhugh, she claims. He told her, specifically, it was for Lane. Champagne cocktail, twist of lemon.”


“That tracks. He brought it to her, then the friend who’s up there with her suggested she do a number, so she passed the drink back to Fitzhugh.”


“No way he’d have downed it if he’d known.”


“Unless he wanted to self-terminate at a party.” Eve shrugged. “Can’t get her with it, so fuck it, I’m going out. Not likely, but … Did you run her?”


“Yeah, Monika Kajinski, age twenty-six. No dings on her record. She’s only been with the catering company for about six months. Doubles working as bartender at Du Vin. I think you know that one.”


“Shit. Roarke’s.”


“And she’s been on the bar there a couple years. She came right out with the fact she mixed the drink. No bullshit about it. She said Fitzhugh told her exactly how Ms. Lane liked it, complimented her tat—she has a little sunflower on her left thumb—and was chatting with someone he called Lin.”


“Personal assistant.”


“He thanked her, and he and this Lin walked away together.”


“Where was her station?”


“The terrace. She said she noticed they walked inside together, but that was it. She was busy, at least until Lane started singing. Most everyone drifted inside, or at least to the doors. Then she heard the first scream.”


“Hold it there. You’ve still got her?”


“Yeah. I’m using the butler’s pantry. They’ve got one of those, too. I put a couple chairs in there so I could take people one at a time. She’s in there now. I figured you’d want to know it looks like Lane was the target. But you already did.”


“Lead the way.”


“Okay. This place is enormous,” Peabody told her. “They actually bought two units, combined them. And one would’ve been a hell of a lot of space. Formal dining room,” Peabody pointed out, and Eve judged it would seat at least thirty. “Then there’s another one, I guess for more intimate dinner parties. The cook and housekeeper—a married couple—have their quarters over there, then you’ve got the main kitchen, which even though I’m getting the kitchen of my dreams, I envy. Not the decor—too lab-like and sleek—but the space.”


Eve paused a moment, glanced around. “You could have a freaking rodeo in here.”


“Not my first thought, but sure. Catering kitchen through there—and that’s where we’ve got the rest of the staff. Butler’s pantry.”


Peabody opened a set of white pocket doors.


The woman popped up from a low-backed steel chair between long white counters. She had short black hair with spiky bangs over almond-shaped brown eyes and lips dyed stoplight red that set off creamy light brown skin.


“Monika, Lieutenant Dallas.”


“I know, I know. Jesus. I just made the drink. I swear to God. La Fleur champagne, six dashes of bitters, one white sugar cube—real sugar, not fake. Twist of lemon.”


“Got it. You also work at Du Vin?”


“Oh God, oh God, I wasn’t even there when that gossip reporter was killed. But I’m starting to wonder if I’m bad luck.”


“Relax. Sit down.”


“I can sit, but I don’t know if I’ll ever relax again. I made the drink. But it was just a drink.”


“Then how do you know it was the drink that killed Mr. Fitzhugh?”


“Because people were buzzing around, talking about poison, and the cops. And oh God, when I came inside, I saw him on the floor, and I saw the broken glass. Am I under arrest?”


“No. Who was talking about poison?”


“I don’t know. Wait, um, Jed—one of the servers. He was standing next to me, and he said, like: Holy shit, somebody must’ve poisoned his drink. Something about his face. He came in with me, Jed, I mean. He was serving the terrace.”


“You told Detective Peabody Mr. Fitzhugh was talking to someone while you made the drink.”


“He called him Lin. They were really friendly, laughing. Um, something about heading out of summer into winter.”


“And they walked back into the living room together.”


“That’s right.”


“Did anyone follow them?”


“Not that I noticed. I was pretty busy. I did see Mr. Fitzhugh stop to talk to a couple people. This woman, she had a killer dress. I don’t mean killer!”


“What did she look like?”


“I think she’s somebody—she looked like somebody. Tall, a lot of boobs, blond hair. I mostly noticed the dress. Gold and shiny and cut down to her navel, practically, and to her ass crack in the back, with these glittery crisscrosses holding it together. Anyway, I caught him talking to her for a minute and saw them do one of those kiss-kiss deals, and how she jammed those boobs into him. Then I got busy, and I didn’t notice where he went after.”


“Okay, Monika, we appreciate it. If you think of anything else, please contact us.”


“That’s it? I can go home? You’re not going to arrest me?”


“For mixing a drink and cooperating with the police? I don’t think so.”


Monika let out a shaky breath, pressed her fingers to her eyes. “Okay. Okay. Thanks.” She got up. “I want to say, he was really nice. Mr. Fitzhugh. He looks at you. I don’t mean like coming-on-to-you look. Just that a lot of people don’t look at you when you’re making a drink or serving. And he did. I’m really sorry about what happened.”


When she left, Eve turned to Peabody. “See if the killer dress is still here, Peabody, and send this Lin in.”


“Got it.”


He got the drink on the terrace, Eve thought, letting herself see it in her head as she wandered the area, opened what turned out to be a liquor cabinet—freaking alphabetized, she noted.


He tells the bartender it’s for his wife, and how she likes it. Anyone could overhear, she decided, and found a cabinet filled with glassware—sparkling and arranged by size and use.


Or, according to the wife, many would know it was for her. He’s with his assistant. So opportunity there. Stops to talk to Killer Dress, another opportunity. Makes his way through the crowd, and very likely stops here and there to mingle. More opportunities.


She continued to imagine it as she found serving dishes, bar tools.


A hand on his arm. “Hey, Brant, great party.” Kiss-kiss, handshake, guy hug. Easy enough to drop a little poison in the glass heading for Eliza Lane.


But she doesn’t drink it. The good friend suggests she perform. Coincidence—which is bollocks. Or just twist of fate, bad timing, both of which could happen.


But damn conveniently.


Then again.


Lane hands the glass back and goes to the piano. Fitzhugh moves into the crowd. More, plenty more opportunities to doctor the drink. Not his usual drink, but instead of just holding it, he toasts his wife and seals the toast by drinking.


Did the killer expect that, or not?


Which one was the intended victim?


As she leaned back against one of the long white counters, Peabody stepped in with a man, about five-eight, with a tough, muscular build filling out a suit the color of crushed raspberries. His eyes, lion tawny, showed signs of weeping. He sported a ruler-straight, narrow scruff along his jawline and a thick mane of brown hair.


“Lieutenant, Mr. Linwood Jacoby, Mr. Fitzhugh’s personal assistant.”


“And friend.” He spoke in a voice thick with tears. “Brant was my friend.”


“We’re sorry for your loss, Mr. Jacoby.”


“I lost my brother to addiction five years ago. I thought I’d never know a loss that deep. I was wrong. What the hell happened?”


“That’s what we’re here to find out. Please, sit down.”


“I need to do something. Anything.”


“You will be. How long have you known Mr. Fitzhugh?”


“Ah, seventeen years, I guess it is. They hired me to beef him up. I was a personal trainer, and the studio wanted Brant to put on more muscle, and to sharpen up his martial arts skills. I’d worked with other actors, built a good rep there, so I worked with Brant for ten weeks before they started shooting Warrior King. We hit it off, and he asked me to work with him through the production.”


“And you became his assistant.”


“Trainer, assistant, friend. I stood up for him when he married Eliza. When my brother died, he was with me for the memorial.”


“You were with him shortly before he collapsed.”


“We were on the terrace, at the bar. He wanted to take Eliza a drink. We talked a few minutes, then I walked inside with him. I peeled off to mingle, and Vera cornered him.”


“That’s Vera Harrow?”


“Yeah, and I don’t mean corner like that.” He scrubbed his hands over his face. “Vera and I aren’t especially friendly.”


“But she and Fitzhugh were?”


“They had a history—and I mean history. They had a thing for a few months, but that was a decade ago. Then Brant met Eliza, and, well, stars burst, angels sang.” He smiled a little.


“She and Brant get along fine. Brant has a way of getting along. But me? I’m the hired help as she sees it, and she makes sure I know it. So I steer clear if we’re in the same space.”


“Where were you when Mr. Fitzhugh collapsed?”


“I was in the main dining room, talking to Dolby—that’s Eliza’s assistant. I was actually getting ready to slip out. Great party, but I had a lot to do tomorrow before we left for location. And then Eliza and Samantha started the duet. I sort of hung back, figuring I’d wait until they finished, then ease my way out. Then …”


He closed his eyes. “Okay, then somebody screamed, and people either pushed back or rushed forward. I didn’t see Brant at first, but I started to go over, see what was wrong, how I could help. People were shouting and scrambling around, and somebody yelled out to call for a medical team. And that’s when I saw him, on the floor.”


He paused, looked away as tears swirled into his eyes again. “Eliza was down with him, and a man I heard after was a doctor. And Brant’s face was red, and he was shaking—seizing. I shoved my way through. It was all so fast, so insane.


“I watched him die, right there on the floor. I watched the light go out of his eyes. I watched him stop fighting to breathe. He was just gone, and Eliza was pulling him into her arms and rocking and wailing.”


He knuckled away tears.


“I had to pull her away from him when the MTs got here. She fought me, but they needed to work on him. If there was a chance—I knew there wasn’t, but if I was wrong … I held on to her, and Dolby helped, tried to calm her down, but she was crying so hard. And one of the MTs gave her a sedative. Sylvie—Sylvie Bowen and the doctor … I’m sorry, I never got his name—took Eliza upstairs. We tried to keep everyone calm until the police got here. Somebody called for the police.


“People were saying heart attack, stroke, but I thought, no, no. He was in perfect shape. He’d had a complete physical just last week—studio policy—since he’d start shooting in New Zealand in a few days. And I heard somebody say poison, say cyanide. I thought, ridiculous, dramatic, but when the police got here, I started to wonder, so I looked it up on my ’link. Was he really poisoned?”


“The medical examiner will determine cause of death. As his assistant, his longtime friend, you’d know if anyone held a grudge against him, if he’d received any threats.”


“I can honestly say Brant is—was—one of the best-liked people in the business. He never threw his weight around, and he could have. He took his work seriously, and was always, always prepared. But he also found the fun in it and never took himself too seriously. Now, he would, occasionally, get a letter—the you sucked in whatever vid—and some were on the ugly side, but nothing like a credible threat. Certainly some in the business might have envied him, but he just had a way of defusing resentments and charming people. He avoided conflict and controversy.”


“Former employees, former relationships.”


“He’s had the same agent and the same manager throughout his career. His assistant before me? He helped her land a bit but meaty part in one of his vids—that’s what she wanted, and he helped her. She’s had a low-key but solid career ever since. His ex-wife? They parted as amicably as you can, and he ended up introducing her to her current husband. They just had their second kid.”


Lin shrugged. “That’s Brant. Give me something to do, Lieutenant. I need to do something, anything that can help.”


“Mr. Fitzhugh had a home office?”


“Yes, second floor.”


“Did he have an office outside the home?”


“No, we worked here. Dolby, Cela, Marta, and I have office space on the third floor.”


“We’re going to need to go through those spaces, and the electronics. Detective Peabody can take you to Detective McNab—he’s with EDD. If you can give him any passcodes, provide any personal devices other than what Mr. Fitzhugh had on him at the time of his death.”


“Yes, yes, I can do that. I’d be happy to do that. Eliza. Is there anything I can do for her?”


“She’ll stay with her friend Ms. Bowen for a few days.”


“Oh. That’s good. But … will I be able to take her, to go with her when … She’ll want to see Brant. She’ll need to.”


“We’ll contact you. Peabody, take Mr. Jacoby to McNab, and bring in Dolby Kessler.”


“If you’d come with me, Mr. Jacoby.”


He rose.


“I know this isn’t really relevant, but I saw The Icove Agenda. Twice. Brant worked with Marlo once—one of her first vids—and he’d worked with Julian. After it came out that Julian was nearly killed, and his personal issues became public, Brant reached out to him.”


“Did he?”


“Offered help. Someone for Julian to talk to as he worked his way through those issues. And Brant went to bat for him with the producer, the director putting the Red Horse sequel together. If Julian stays clean and clear, he’ll play Roarke again in the sequel. He and Brant didn’t run in the same circles, not really, but Brant reached out and stood up. That’s Brant. I just wanted you to know.”


When he left with Peabody, Eve looked up at the classy, coffered ceiling.


Brant Fitzhugh might’ve been a solid, stand-up guy, she thought. But he was still very dead.
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Dolby could’ve given the colorful McNab a run for it in his scarlet skin pants, the sunburst collarless shirt, the black vest with its silver buckles, and the black high-tops with scarlet laces.


Like McNab, he wore an ear full of tiny hoops, and also sported a fancy wrist unit with a red band. His hair fell to his shoulders in tight black curls offset by a single bright red braid wound from his forehead, over the crown, and down his back.


He had skin like polished oak, so his eyes, clear as blue glass, seemed to pop out of a face with razor-sharp angles.


He carried a glass of wine in a hand that trembled.


“They said it was okay if I had a drink.” His voice—baritone, faintly Midwestern—shook, like his hand. “Nobody will let me see Eliza. She’ll need me.”


“She’s with Ms. Bowen.”


He took a deep breath. “Okay. Okay, but she still needs me. I need to be strong.” He sat, took a long, deep drink of wine. “I need to pull myself together and be strong for her. It wasn’t an accident or a stroke or something. People are talking, and saying it wasn’t an accident. But that doesn’t make any sense. And I don’t understand how Brant could be dead.”


“You work for Ms. Lane.”


“Yeah, yeah, yeah.”


He closed those blue-glass eyes, made a little humming sound in his throat as he took three steady breaths.


“Strong,” he said, and opened his eyes again. “I was a wardrobe assistant—low rung—when she did All’s Fair on Broadway. And her personal assistant just couldn’t handle it, couldn’t keep up, and Eliza expects you to keep up, right? So she said, ‘How about working for me, Dolby,’ and I’m, like, ‘Bet your ass.’ ”


His lips curved a little, and he put his fingertips to his mouth as if to hold back the quick smile. “I actually said that, and she just laughed. I can keep up, and I tell her straight when she asks for my opinion. ‘That color sucks the life out of you,’ or, ‘Don’t mention Gino when you have lunch with Mina because they’re over.’ And I know when she needs a neck rub or wants some quiet time. I help her rehearse, make sure she has her favorite flowers, know when to tell everyone to clear out so she and Brant can have a romantic dinner at home.”


He paused, drank again. “Brant. It had to be an accident or something that just went wrong inside him. He’s the sweetest man in the world.”


“He and Ms. Lane—did they have any problems?”


“You mean like marriage stuff?” His curls swung when he shook his head. “They were like a fairy tale, I swear. Always doing little things for each other. Big stuff’s all that, but it’s the little things that count. I don’t know how she’s going to get through this.”


His eyes watered up again. “They loved each other so much! She was like his queen. She’d say how he always made her feel like the center of the world, and he was her knight in the shiniest armor. He was like a dad to me.”


He swiped at a tear. “I know that sounds weird, because Eliza’s not like a mom, she’s my best friend. But Brant’s like a dad. He’s like: ‘Are you still seeing Franco? Is he treating you right?’ And if I said, ‘We broke up,’ Brant would just say Franco wasn’t good enough for me, and I’d find the one just like he did with Eliza.”


“The former assistant, I assume Ms. Lane fired her.”


“Sure, yeah.”


“And do you know where this person is now?”


“Um …” He swiped at more tears as his brow furrowed. “I think she went back to Kansas or out there. She just wasn’t cut out for New York.”


“Would you have her name?”


“Sure, sure, give me a second to pull it out.” He closed his eyes, hummed to himself. “There it is. Suzannah Clarkson. And not Kansas. Kansas City, but Missouri.”


“That’s a good memory you’ve got there.”


“I keep it all filed.” He wagged a hand beside his head.


“How about you run me through tonight?”


He did, and in detail, providing what people wore, snippets of conversation, who came with whom, who he felt hit the bar or the buffet a little heavy. He hadn’t invited a plus-one because he considered it a working party, and besides, he’d just broken things off with the aforementioned Franco.


“Lin and I were in the dining room when Eliza and Samantha started the duet. I wanted to move in, because there’s nothing like watching Eliza sell it, but I hung back so other people could. And I had this little skip in my heart when I caught sight of Brant lifting a glass, toasting her, and how they looked at each other. Just for an instant, because she was in character for the duet. It was magic, you know? Those voices, and all the people dressed so fine, New York out the windows. I got lost in it. I’ll never take all of it for granted, so I got lost in it. I thought I heard a glass break, and remember I thought: Oops. Just oops. Then screaming, and it was awful, it was all awful.”


He stopped to drink, and shuddered with it.


“I didn’t know what happened, didn’t know it was Brant. I just wanted to get to Eliza, but I couldn’t get through all the people. I heard her crying, but I couldn’t get to her, not at first.”


“When you did?”


“I froze, I think. I just stood there, frozen. I kept thinking this isn’t real, can’t be. It was like passing out, but standing up. And when Lin pulled her away, I tried to help, but nothing worked right in my head. I heard them say he was gone, but he was right there, on the floor, so I didn’t get it.”


His voice hitched now, and he pressed his fingers to his mouth again. But this time to hold back a sob.


“The one who said he was a doctor and Sylvie took Eliza away, so I got a rag and I cleaned up the glass. It was like moving in fog. I thought, I better clean up the glass before somebody gets cut. I shouldn’t have, but I wasn’t thinking straight. I’m sorry.”


“It’s all right. We got it.”


“I knocked on Wayne and Cara’s door. They don’t stay long at a party if they’re not needed. I just started crying. And the police came. Can I go down to Sylvie’s and see Eliza?”


“Maybe tomorrow’s better. She’s probably resting by now. Just a couple more questions, then you can go home.”


“Can I go to my mom’s? I don’t want to go home. Can I go to my mom’s instead?”


“That’s fine. Just a couple more questions.”


When he left, Eve considered. “How about Killer Dress, Peabody?”


“Vera Harrow. McNab reports she’s bitched about being held like a prisoner of war.”
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