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Chapter One

It had been two months since Conor Bard had taken to the stage at the Rhythm Bar so he found it comforting that the joint was packed. It didn’t matter whether people were there to see him perform after his long absence or just seeking refuge from the torrential rain that had transformed the streets of New York City into white-water rapids. He had a lively, appreciative audience and his adrenaline was flowing.

Even though the place was a dive, it was still a venue. And to Conor, each venue was a step on the way to achieving his dream: signing with a major record label. So why hadn’t he been up there jamming for the past eight weeks?

It’s my own fault. I should just quit the job.

The job was NYPD. Conor was a cop, a detective in the precinct that encompassed the most high-profile sectors of Manhattan. Times Square. Fashion Avenue. The Diamond District. All the Broadway theaters. Hell’s Kitchen, which despite its recent gentrification still harbored remnants of its violent past. So there wasn’t much time to pursue a dream when every day someone else’s dream bled out on the pavement.

Conor strummed the nickel-plated strings of his electric guitar, a vintage Fender Stratocaster, then stepped up to the microphone and belted out the opening verse of the Temptations classic “I Wish It Would Rain.”

“Sunshine, blue skies, please go away …”

Now there was a song that struck an emotional chord—about a man so miserable he wouldn’t leave his house. When was the last time I was really happy? Maybe never.

Conor was forty-three. A hard forty-three. The crevices in his craggy face were growing deeper by the day and his brown hair was in a constant battle with encroaching strands of gray. But he didn’t dwell on these things. Instead, he spent most of his late nights in hollow hours of denial. Denial about getting older. Denial about his chances of actually making it as a singer. Denial about his aversion to romantic commitment. Denial about his drinking, which was becoming a real problem. Whenever someone asked him where he lived, he was always tempted to say, Where do I live? I live in denial.

“I wish it would rain …”

The crowd roared its approval at the irony inherent in his decision to sing that particular tune, considering the downpour that had lasted all day. As he soaked up the collective praise, he scanned the faces in the crowd. Many of them were familiar, particularly a pretty thirty-something blond woman he had met the last time he played there. He struggled to recall her name. Ingrid. Yes, that was it. Ingrid. She plays viola. Or is it violin? Something in the string section. He had intended to get her number that night but for some reason, he couldn’t remember why, he never did. Maybe I was drunk. Maybe it was because she was a musician. Musicians are fucked-up. What the hell? Maybe tonight I’ll get her number.

The door swung open, momentarily allowing the pelting rain to provide an appropriate, percussive accompaniment to the music. Conor was surprised to see Sergeant Amanda Pitts entering the bar. Amanda hadn’t been to see him play for two years. But he didn’t take it personally. She was always on the job, working twelve, fourteen hours a day, and when she wasn’t at the precinct she was likely passed out from exhaustion. Sarge looks different tonight, Conor thought. Then again, he usually saw her under the harsh fluorescent bulbs in the office, which tended to accentuate the worst of her thirty-eight years. That’s what bar lighting will do. Even though no one would ever call Amanda sexy, in the perpetual twilight of the Rhythm Bar, she was a contender.

Conor made eye contact with Amanda. She nodded an acknowledgment then moved her hand across her throat in a slicing motion as if to say: Cut!

Amanda drifted to the back of the bar and disappeared into the darkness where he could no longer see her. He finished the song but because he knew she was there and could feel her staring at him, his performance suffered. The paying customers didn’t notice, however, and lavished applause as Conor hit the final chord, then swung the long neck of the guitar upward with a flourish.

Conor leaned into the mike. “We’re going to take a short break. But we’ll be right back.”

That was the signal for Susie the bartender to trigger the iPod plugged into the sound system. She did this at the end of every set, to keep the energy level in the room from plummeting. But the band wasn’t due to break for another twenty minutes, so she had been caught off guard. After a few seconds of confused hesitation, Susie lunged for the Play button. Johnnie Taylor’s rendition of “Still Crazy” vibrated out of the speakers.

“Starting all over … I’ve got to find what’s left of my life …”

Conor looked at the band. “Sorry, guys.”

And he was. How many shows had he canceled because of the job? It wasn’t fair to the other musicians, especially not to Richard Shorter, the piano player. Conor and Richard had gone to high school together. Richard had stuck with him ever since, never complaining about the uncertainty of their schedule. Peter the drummer, who was a veteran known as the “Human Metronome,” and Gordon the bass player, a twenty-two-year-old African American who brought a youthful energy to the group, were recent additions to the quartet. But how long would they stick around without a steady or, more to the point, reliable flow of gigs?

Conor climbed from the stage and made his way to the back of the room, where he found Amanda propped against the bar.

“Hey, Sarge. Glad you could make it.”

“You were in great form tonight.”

“Thanks.”

“We’ve got a homicide,” she said abruptly. “And you’re up.”

He motioned to the stage. “I’m in the middle—”

“No problem. The house is full of detectives playing cards. I’ll give it to one of them. I just thought you might want this one.”

“Why?” Conor asked before he could stop himself.

“The victim’s name is Zivah Gavish.”

“Sorry. Doesn’t ring a bell.”

“She’s Israeli. One of the biggest dealers in the world for something you’ll never buy.”

“And what’s that?”

“Diamonds.”

Conor grinned. “Maybe you’re right about the diamonds.”

“A Stanley Silberman called nine-one-one a half hour ago, at eight thirty. Owns one of those jewelry stores on Forty-seventh Street, in the Diamond District. According to Silberman, Zivah Gavish was supposed to meet him at the annual diamond dealers’ dinner tonight. When she didn’t show up at the hotel, I guess he was worried enough to phone it in.”

Conor rubbed the back of his neck. No way he was going to let the job pull him from the stage. Not this time. I’ve got a show to finish. Let her give this to someone else.

“S-A-P-S is already at the scene,” she continued, pronouncing each letter of the acronym.

“SAPS?”

“South African Police Service.”

“What’s their angle?”

“I don’t know. The victim’s a diamond dealer. South Africa produces diamonds.”

Conor felt himself being reeled in, which he knew was precisely what Amanda intended and something he was definitely trying to avoid. If he was going to get back on the stage, now was the moment. But his legs were like stakes driven firmly into the ground.

Amanda shrugged. “A dead diamond dealer? South African cops? As far as cases go, it doesn’t get any better than that.” She motioned toward the stage. “Anyway, you should get back up there. Don’t want to keep your fans waiting.” She started walking away.

“Sarge,” he called out.

She stopped, turned slowly.

“Meet you in front?” she asked, although she already knew the answer.



Chapter Two

Conor gave a brief explanation to John, the owner of the Rhythm Bar. John was not thrilled but neither was he surprised. Conor had left in the middle of a set before. Now Conor owed John a favor and having a marker due from a cop wasn’t such a bad thing.

Richard would take over and finish the night. While Conor’s song list was heavy with R&B and seasoned with a touch of rock ’n’ roll, Richard’s repertoire spanned all genres. And unlike Conor, who had his own unique style, Richard was a mimic who could capture the voice and inflection of every singer you could name, as if they all resided inside him. Was there a Richard in there too? Maybe. But Richard preferred not to call attention to himself. He was quite content playing the piano and occasionally showing off his ability as a vocal impressionist, then heading across the Hudson River to his job as manager of the largest tire store in Bergen County, New Jersey.

Amanda was waiting in her car. Conor braved the downpour and climbed into the passenger seat, drenched from the quick dash to the curb.

“The patrol boss notified CSU,” Amanda said as she steered the car away from the curb. “Turns out the unit was in the area so they should already be there.”

“Where’s ‘there’?” Conor wanted to know.

“That old yarn factory on Forty-fourth they made into condos.”

Conor had read an article about the building. It had been purchased by a developer and converted to luxury lofts. Six thousand square feet each, something like that. His one-bedroom brownstone apartment was five hundred and ninety-one square feet, if you could believe the floor plan they gave him when he moved in.

“This is going to be a big crime scene,” he noted.

“You’re right. With the South Africans showing up.”

“No. I meant the size of the place. But now that you mention it, how did non-NYPD personnel gain access to the scene?”

“Good question,” she said. “Talk to Sayer and Wasiak. They were the first officers.”

“This guy, Silberman. He called in a missing persons report, right? You could’ve waited before sending a unit over there.”

“Yeah. But I had a hunch on this one.”

“You were right.”

“I’m always right.”

“Bring Silberman in.” Conor was already plotting the course of the investigation. “Let’s see what he knows.”

“Will do. And I alerted the homicide squad. They’re on the way.”

Despite their name, the homicide squad did not generally investigate homicides of their own. Instead, the squad of detectives provided support to the detective who caught the case. Conor wasn’t always happy to have them around. Depending on who showed up, the squad could offer valuable assistance. Just as often they could create tension by attempting to wrest control of the case.

Normally, Conor would have roused his partner at this point, but he was without one. His long-term partner, Ralph Kurtz, had retired last year. Steven Clyde, the baby-faced, freshly minted detective who had succeeded Ralph, couldn’t take the pressure of Midtown and had recently gotten himself transferred to Missing Persons.

“By the way, Sarge. When am I getting a new partner?”

“Feeling lonely, Bard?”

“As a matter of fact, I am.”

“Should have somebody for you soon.”

“No rush.”

Amanda pulled in front of the building and stopped the car.

“You coming?” he asked.

“Later.”

Conor climbed out of the car and looked skyward. The monsoon had abated, giving way to a fog of misty droplets. As he headed toward the entrance to the apartment building, he passed five police cruisers, an ambulance, and the mobile field lab, which wasn’t unusual. There also was a black Cadillac Escalade parked ominously in the middle of the street. You only saw those vehicles at a hip-hop event or a federal investigation.

“Where’s the party?” Conor asked as he walked up to Logan, a uniformed officer.

“Top floor,” Logan replied. “Just press the button marked PH.”

Conor stopped in front of the building. A pair of glass doors were flanked on the right by a single metal door, which he assumed was the service entrance. “Listen, Logan. Anybody other than us comes out of here, hang on to them.”

“You got it.”

The lobby was rather modest given the fact that the lofts started at seven million. There was a reception desk off to the left side. On the right, a couch, a coffee table, two chairs, and a large plant sat against a wall that was unadorned except for a camera mounted near the ceiling.

The concierge identified himself as Bill. A slim man in his thirties, he was clearly rattled by all the police activity but managed to tell Conor that Zivah Gavish had arrived home around five and had not had any visitors.

“What about the other tenants?”

“Owners,” Bill corrected him. “We had our first closings a month ago. So far, the only two owners who have moved in are Ms. Gavish and Mr. Morton. And Mr. Morton is away.”

“You have a superintendent? Maintenance workers?”

“Super starts tomorrow. Management is hiring porters and handymen now.”

“What do you do when you need to take a break?”

“I lock the door.”

“What about the service entrance?”

“Until we’re fully staffed, management doesn’t want it used. We keep it locked.”

“There’s no other way into the building?”

“No.”

“And you’re sure no one entered after five?”

“Just cops.”

“How do you know they were cops?”

“They had badges.”

Conor almost laughed. Badges? You could buy them in a toy store.

“Did anyone enter the building before five?”

“Not while I was here,” Bill replied. “I came on at four. You’ll have to ask Larry. He’s got the day shift. But yeah, usually we do have people in and out.”

“Like who?”

“Plumbers. Electricians. Carpenters. There’s a lot of work to do in this place. And then there’s the real estate agents. They’re in here all the time.”

Conor was becoming frustrated. “All right. Let me put it this way. Did everyone who entered the building leave before five?”

“I think so …” He squinted. “I don’t remember anyone leaving after Ms. Gavish arrived.”

“You said Ms. Gavish returned at five?” Conor asked, just to be certain.

“Yes. And then she left about five thirty.”

Conor reacted. “She left?”

Bill nodded. “She came back a few minutes later.”

“How many minutes?”

“Three or four. She went upstairs. And then …”

Conor pointed to the camera. “I’ll need the security video.”

Bill’s eyes blinked nervously. “I have to talk to the manager.”

“Do it. I’ll be right back.”

Conor took the elevator to the penthouse level on the ninth floor. The doors opened directly into an expansive apartment with twenty-foot-high ceilings. He ventured into the foyer and spotted CSU Officer Brian Cobb standing amid a team of crime scene investigators. Brian was hard to miss. He was six feet four inches tall and wore a New York City–born-and-bred attitude on his forty-six-year-old face.

“This is one for the books,” Brian said as Conor approached.

“What’s the matter, Brian? I thought you’d seen it all.”

Brian reached over with a latex glove–clad hand and tapped a CSU investigator on the shoulder. “Could you step aside and let Detective Bard have a look?”

Lying on a red Oriental carpet was a stunningly beautiful woman in a revealing black silk dress and black high-heel shoes. She appeared to be about thirty. Long, black hair framed her ebony eyes and her full lips were covered with dark red gloss. If it weren’t for the thin crimson line across her elegantly long neck, one might think she had playfully positioned herself on the floor. But what really jolted Conor’s sensibilities were the diamonds. Dozens of them. Scattered across her body and spilling out around her like a galaxy of stars in a night sky.

“Diamonds are a girl’s best friend,” Brian said.

“Not tonight,” Conor observed.



Chapter Three

As Conor slowly circled Zivah Gavish’s lifeless form, her eyes seemed to follow him. Even though he had stood over murder victims many times before, the illusion that she was watching his every move created a hypnotic effect and Conor felt caught within her gaze.

Brian dropped to one knee and closed Zivah’s lids with two fingers. “Sorry. I was preoccupied with the body. And I don’t mean the corpse.”

Brian had no respect for the dead. Of course, he saw so much death he had to maintain an emotional distance or he’d go crazy. If necrophilic humor could get him through the night, so what? It wasn’t like the recently departed could object.

“Murder weapon?” Conor asked.

Brian examined the wound on Zivah’s neck. “Something very sharp.”

“Kitchen knife?”

“Could be.” He moved his hand slowly, just above the thin line of blood. “But if you ask me, I’d say this appears to be more consistent with an injury from a razor.”

Conor looked around the room. It was cluttered with shipping cartons and shopping bags and packing material.

“Or a box cutter,” Conor suggested. He knew from experience that when the murder weapon was missing from the scene, it usually indicated that the killer had brought it with him. With a weapon of opportunity—a kitchen knife, a paperweight, or some other household object—perpetrators tend to wipe the prints and leave the weapon next to the body. Sometimes they aren’t even smart enough to wipe the prints. The dozens of cardboard boxes strewn about were likely opened with a box cutter. “You find a box cutter in here?”

“No,” Brian replied.

So where was it? Conor wondered. Did the killer take it with him?

“Any sign of sexual assault?” Conor asked.

Brian lifted the hem of her dress. “Panties still on.” He dropped the hem. “But I’ll leave the final determination to the medical examiner.”

Brian walked to an open wall safe. The floor around it was littered with cash and jewelry. “Looks like the killer was interrupted. Who’s going to leave this stuff behind?”

Conor stared at the safe. “It’s open. Why is it open?”

“Maybe she doesn’t keep it locked,” Brian suggested.

“Then why bother to have it?”

“Maybe the intruder forced her to open it.”

“Or”—Conor pushed the safe door slightly, revealing the knob of a combination lock—“the killer knew the combination.” He bent over to get a closer look at the knob. “Can you get prints off this?”

“I doubt it. The grip has ridges. Had a burglary a couple months ago, same kind of mechanism—”

“Maybe robbery wasn’t the motive.” Conor’s eyes wandered over the cascade of gems sparkling like sequins on Zivah’s black silk dress. “All those diamonds? Could be somebody’s trying to send a message.”

A man around forty stepped up next to them, the scent of stale cigar smoke announcing his arrival. Closely cropped blond hair. Steel gray eyes. Blue suit with a muted yellow tie. He exuded the aura of a cop. But not a local cop. Not even a federal cop. There was a certain worldliness about him.

“One of the diamonds is missing,” the man noted, speaking with a distinct accent.

“You’re with the South African police.” Conor phrased the question more like a statement of fact.

“That’s right.”

“Detective Conor Bard.”

“Inspector Hendrik Kruger.”

Conor’s eyes were drawn to a small metallic scorpion attached to Kruger’s lapel, appearing to cling to the fabric. It was an odd adornment, he thought, certainly more attention-grabbing than the Detectives’ Endowment Association pin that often graced his own jackets. “Nice scorpion.”

“Thanks.”

Kruger offered no explanation as to its significance. Which made Conor think the tiny arachnid was more than a mere accessory.

“Did you say one of the diamonds is missing?” Conor asked.

“Yes.”

“They all look the same to me. How can you tell there’s one missing?”

“This stone is red.” Kruger cast an icy stare at Zivah. “The color of her lips.”

“I didn’t think they came in red.”

“They do. And when they do, they are priceless.” Kruger grimaced, as if he wished he could take back the words he had just uttered. “I must ask you both, Detective Bard and …” He looked at Brian.

“Brian Cobb. CSU.”

“And you, Officer Cobb, to be discreet about what I have just told you.”

Conor began to feel uneasy. Something’s wrong here. What was a member of the South African Police Service doing at the scene and why was he so concerned about a missing diamond? Was he involved in the murder? Was he really who he claimed to be?

“Inspector Kruger. If you don’t mind, may I see your ID, please?”

Kruger appeared vaguely irritated by the request but complied, removing his identification wallet and handing it to Conor. Since Conor had never seen a South African police ID or shield, he had no idea whether it was authentic. He returned it to Kruger.

“I’m going to need you to stick around for a while,” Conor said politely.

Kruger slid the ID wallet back into his jacket pocket. “I’m afraid I can’t do that.”

“That wasn’t a request,” Conor shot back, riled by Kruger’s dismissive response.

“I understand your concerns,” Kruger countered, his tone now condescending. “But it’s quite urgent that I file a report immediately. However, I will arrange to meet with you as soon as possible.”

Conor wondered why Kruger seemed bent on forcing a confrontation. Wouldn’t it be easier to simply cooperate? Was Kruger trying to buy time before making a statement? If Kruger was a representative of South African law enforcement, he might have another agenda. But this isn’t Johannesburg, Conor reasoned. No way he could let Kruger just walk out the door.

Kruger turned to leave. Conor stepped in front of him, blocking his path.

“Inspector Kruger …”

“I am not at liberty to say anything until I’ve spoken with my superiors,” Kruger insisted. “So it appears we’re at an impasse.”

“No, actually we’re not.”

Conor looked into the foyer, where two uniformed cops were positioned at either side of the elevator. “Officers, please escort Inspector Kruger to the squad.”

Kruger was unmoved. “You are aware that I possess diplomatic immunity.”

“Do you need it?”

“It can be helpful on occasion,” Kruger replied sardonically. He glanced at the officers now flanking him. “I suppose you should read me my rights.”

“You’re not being charged with anything. I’m detaining you under the material witness statute.”

“But it appears I am in a custodial situation.”

Kruger had a point. Being formally charged with a crime and subsequently placed under arrest was not the only requirement for reading the Miranda warning. Whenever someone was in police custody for any reason, if they were not free to leave, the law specified they be apprised of their right to remain silent and their right to an attorney.

“Why don’t we start over,” Conor offered, trying his best to cool off. “If you’d just answer a few questions …”

“Perhaps tomorrow,” Kruger said coldly.

Conor contemplated his next move. There was really only one option. “Officers.”

One of the cops touched Kruger’s elbow. “Sir?”

Kruger yanked his arm away and glared at Conor. “I could have your badge for this.”

Conor shrugged. “Go for it. You’d be doing me a favor.”

They squared off silently for a tense moment, then Kruger walked with the cops into the elevator.

“And I thought the Feds were bad,” Brian said.

“It’s just the accent, that’s all.” But as Conor watched the elevator doors slowly slide shut, he wondered if he had overreacted, even though Kruger had given him little choice.



Chapter Four

Conor approached Sayer and Wasiak, the two officers who were the first to respond. They were fresh from the academy. Twenty-one. On the job less than six months.

“How’d that guy get in here?” Conor asked as he approached them.

Sayer swallowed. “He said he was South African police.”

“What’s that got to do with NYPD?”

“Nothing, sir,” Sayer replied.

Conor was annoyed but this wasn’t the place to conduct a class on crime scene integrity. “When did he arrive?”

“A couple minutes after we did,” Wasiak offered.

A couple minutes? What had Kruger been doing? Lurking around in front of the building? Was he there to meet Zivah? Did someone call him and tip him off to the murder?

“Any sign of forced entry?”

“No, sir,” Sayer responded.

“How’d you gain access?”

“The concierge unlocked the elevator for this floor,” Wasiak explained.

Conor rubbed his temples, processing what he had just heard. “I want your full report when we get back to the house.”

The contrite duo hurried away.

Conor shook off the notion that he might have handled Kruger with more finesse and focused his attention on the crime scene again. Open boxes and discarded shopping bags strewn all over the room indicated that the victim was in the process of moving in. Conor looked into one of the boxes and saw a small, decorative cushion that had been sent via Federal Express. There was a receipt taped to the box: eight hundred dollars. Damn. I wouldn’t pay that for a whole couch. He carefully pulled out the cushion. A network of diamonds had been embroidered across the cotton fabric. As he moved through the loft, he spotted several other items adorned with diamond motifs—a lamp, a blanket, a tablecloth. Guess she liked diamonds. A set of French doors, one of which was ajar, caught his attention. “What’s over there?”

“A patio,” Brian replied.

Conor followed Brian across the room and out onto a large terrace. A round teak table surrounded by four chairs and three evergreens filled the outdoor space. Conor edged around the potted trees and looked down. About five feet below was the roof of another building. He spotted a rusted metal door, hanging by one hinge, and assumed that led to a stairwell. A bare lightbulb, attached to a dangling socket, offered a modicum of illumination.

“Abandoned tenement,” Brian explained. “We’ve got a team in there now.”

This was a neighborhood in transition so the stark juxtaposition of these two structures wasn’t unexpected. Luxury apartments wedged between boarded-up shells waiting to be demolished were a common occurrence in Manhattan’s ever-expanding real estate market. And that proximity represented a fatal flaw, certainly in Zivah Gavish’s case, because access to her loft could not be totally controlled. No need for a visitor to be announced by the concierge when the adjoining building offered a less formal way inside.

Conor raised a leg over the low brick wall of the terrace, hoisted himself onto it, then dropped heavily onto the roof of the tenement.

“What are you doing?” Brian asked, alarmed.

“Just wanted to see how hard it was to get from here”—Conor reached up and grabbed the edge of the wall with both hands, then vaulted back onto the terrace—“to here.” He winced in pain as he landed next to Brian.

“You okay?”

“Rotator cuff. Been bothering me for a while.”

“You should get that checked out.”

As Conor massaged his aching shoulder, he looked up at the exterior wall of the converted yarn factory rising twenty-five feet above him. A camera was pointing down.

“You see what I see?” Conor asked.

“Yeah,” Brian replied. “A one-eyed witness.”

Conor returned to the lobby, where Clifford Stevens, the manager of the building, had arrived and was pacing back and forth. Stevens, dressed in a deep purple designer jogging suit and wearing what looked to be a very expensive chronograph watch, was trying to project an ultrachic persona. Conor wasn’t impressed. He felt an immediate dislike for Stevens, whom he imagined to be a soulless sycophant doing the bidding of an equally soulless real estate mogul.

“The developer has spent a great deal of money on state-of-the-art security,” Stevens insisted, clearly concerned about the adverse effect a dead body could have on the sales price of the unoccupied lofts. “I wouldn’t want potential buyers to get the idea this building isn’t safe.”

“Tell that to Zivah Gavish.”

“Will this be in the newspapers?” Stevens asked, wincing.

Conor wasn’t sure what psychological demons made him want to torture Stevens. He only knew he wanted to see Stevens squirm.

“Newspapers? Front page. Definitely front page.”

Stevens trembled slightly. “My God.”

“I wouldn’t be surprised if they made the story into a movie,” Conor added enthusiastically.

Stevens blanched. “I’m sure you can understand that I must do everything possible to mitigate the fallout from this unfortunate incident.” His eyes pleaded with Conor. “Is there anything you can do to—”

“Sorry. You know the media.”

“The media,” Stevens repeated, panic overtaking him. But then he snapped his fingers, a man who had suddenly found a way out of a tight spot by shifting responsibility. “You know what? Our public relations firm is very good at damage control.”

“You better call them.”

“Yes. You’re right.” Stevens pulled a cell phone from his pocket.

“I’ll need the tapes.” Conor pointed to the camera mounted on the wall.

“We don’t use tapes.” Stevens was smug. “We record to a hard drive. Our video system is extremely high-tech.”

“Then I guess I’ll need the hard drive.” Conor was losing patience. “Especially the one from the camera covering the penthouse terrace.”

Stevens and Bill the concierge exchanged a nervous glance.

“What’s the matter?” Conor asked.

“We’re a new conversion,” Stevens replied. “We only opened three weeks ago.”

“So what does that mean?”

“We had a problem with that particular camera. It’s scheduled for maintenance tomorrow.”

Conor sighed, frustrated. A day late and a diamond short.



Chapter Five

Conor made his way back to the loft.

“You get the tapes?” Brian asked as Conor entered.

“They don’t use tapes.”

“Hard drive?”

“Yeah. But the camera over the terrace wasn’t hooked up.”

“They never are.” Brian surveyed the cavernous room. “You see how big this place is? We’ll be here all night. Taking prints, collecting fibers. Cataloguing diamonds.”

“You sure?”

“About what?”

“That every one of those diamonds will make it into evidence.”

“Of course not. I need a birthday present for my girlfriend.”

“So one of the diamonds …”

“Two.”

“Earrings?”

Brian nodded.

Conor’s cell phone rang. He flipped it open. “Bard.”

“Detective.” Amanda always called him Detective when she was pissed. “I spoke with the South African Consulate General. This guy you detained? He’s exactly who he says he is.” She sighed. “I put you on this to prevent an international incident, not start one.”

Conor snapped the phone shut. He hadn’t started anything. But he was going to finish it. And no set of foreign credentials was going to stop him.

Kruger was the real deal. So what? This was a homicide investigation. Nobody was above suspicion. Certainly not someone who happened to arrive at the scene in lockstep with the first responders.

Conor asked Brian to secure the hard drive containing the security camera video then caught a ride to the precinct in a squad car waiting out front. He went directly to Amanda’s office.

“Where’s James Bond?” Conor asked.

Amanda stood, edged around her desk. “Apparently, the South African consulate doesn’t find it amusing when one of their inspectors is detained. A vice consul showed up demanding Kruger be released.”

“So you just let him walk?”

“There wasn’t a hell of a lot I could do.” She held her arms open wide, palms up. “Material witness? That was a reach.”

“He refused to answer questions. Plus, he shouldn’t have been there in the first place.”

“You’re right on that one. I’ll talk to Sayer and Wasiak. Give them a refresher course on NYPD’s velvet rope policy. But back to Kruger. He showed you his ID, right?”

Conor nodded. “But I couldn’t confirm his identity. I’ve never seen a South African Police Service ID. Have you?”

“Spent the night with someone from SAPS once. International law enforcement convention in London.” She looked off. “I think he was from SAPS. Anyway, never saw his ID. Saw everything else but, no, not his ID.”

“Listen, Sarge, there are some things I just don’t need to know.”

“You want to speak with Kruger, I’ll have to check protocol. My guess is we file an official request with the South African government. In the meantime, we located Stanley Silberman for you. See what he has to say.”

*   *   *

Conor, carrying two plastic bottles of water, entered the conference room. He held one of the bottles by the screw cap, pinching it between his thumb and forefinger.

Silberman, a slightly built man in a conservative black suit, was standing against a wall, staring at the floor.

“Mr. Silberman?”

Silberman looked up, startled. “Yes?”

“I’m Detective Conor Bard.”

Silberman appeared to be in his midfifties. His hair, what was left of it, was more salt than pepper.

“Thank you for coming in.” Conor motioned to a chair. “Why don’t we sit down?”

Conor decided not to mention the missing red diamond. Until he had determined exactly who knew about the valuable little piece of crimson ice, he would keep that detail to himself.

“Would you like some water?” Conor asked, holding out a bottle by the screw cap.

Silberman took the water. “Thank you.”

Conor placed a notebook and pen on the table. “I understand you knew Zivah Gavish.”

“Yes. We were business associates.”

Silberman’s eyes were puffy and red. His shoulders were hunched forward. His hands trembled. Does someone get this devastated over the death of a “business associate”? Conor wondered. Silberman’s palpable grief was more consistent with the way friends, lovers, and relatives handled such bad news.

“We’ll need to notify the next of kin,” Conor said. “Does she have relatives in the city?”

“No. Her parents are in Tel Aviv. That’s where Zivah lives.”

“The apartment on Forty-fourth Street?”

“Her pied-à-terre in the city.”

Conor almost laughed. Six-thousand-foot pied-à-terre? I should get into the diamond business.

Silberman shifted nervously in his seat. “She must be buried as soon as possible.”

Conor had dealt with this situation before. When the deceased was Jewish, religious law dictated a speedy interment. But when a homicide was involved, a thorough autopsy was required. Although Jewish law provided for delays due to legal reasons, the transport of the body, travel to the funeral by relatives, and avoidance of a burial on holy days, any postponement should be only as long as absolutely necessary.

“I can speak with my rabbi,” Silberman offered. “I invited Zivah to come to temple with me a couple of times. Rabbi Burstein was very fond of her. He could notify Zivah’s parents and help make the necessary arrangements.”

Conor mulled over Silberman’s proposition.

“All right,” Conor finally said. “If you don’t mind.”

“It’s the least I can do.”

Silberman suddenly grabbed his right wrist with his left hand and held it tightly, his arms now positioned awkwardly across his stomach. Conor thought that was odd but chalked it up to Silberman’s anxiety.

“I suppose there’s going to be an autopsy,” Silberman said.

“In a case like this, of course.”

“We consider an autopsy desecration of the body.”

In past cases, Conor recalled that the solution had always been to have a rabbi present.

“Why don’t we let your rabbi handle that?” Conor suggested.

Silberman nodded. “Okay.”

Conor got the interview back on track. “You called nine-one-one at eight thirty? Is that correct, Mr. Silberman?”

“Yes. I called because Zivah wasn’t there and I couldn’t reach her on her cell phone. Cocktails were at six. And the dinner started at seven.”

“When someone’s an hour or so late, people don’t usually call police.”

“I felt responsible,” Silberman countered. “She was my date.”

Conor picked up the pen and flipped open the notebook. He would have no trouble remembering what Silberman had just said but the word date was an interesting way to begin his written chronicle of the case.



Chapter Six

Conor scribbled date at the top of the page then looked up at Silberman. “Sounds like you and Ms. Gavish were more than business associates.”

Silberman didn’t respond right away. When he did, his voice was a whisper, barely audible. “No.” And then his eyes finished the sentence: Oh, how I wish there had been more.

“But you said she was your date.”

“Not really,” Silberman admitted sadly. “When she stopped by my shop a couple days ago, to show me some loose gems, she asked me to escort her to the diamond dealers’ dinner at the Crowne Plaza.” He smiled for the first time. “I was thrilled to do it.”

“So you and Ms. Gavish were not romantically involved?”

“Oh, no!” Silberman responded quickly, overstating it in a manner that further betrayed his infatuation.

“Why didn’t you pick her up, take her to the dinner?”

“I was on my way to her apartment. But then she called and said she was running late and asked me to meet her at the hotel.”

“When did she call?”

Silberman rubbed his eyes. “Let’s see. I left the shop around five thirty, caught a cab.”

“Where’s your shop?”

“Silberman Jewelry. Forty-seventh between Fifth and Sixth.”

“Okay, you took a cab …”

“Yes. Got all the way to Forty-second and Ninth before she called. I’m really not sure what time it was.”

“Check received calls on your cell phone. That’ll show the exact time.”

Silberman removed his cell phone, tapped a couple keys. “Five twenty-eight.”

“What time did you arrive at the Crowne Plaza?”

“Just after six. The cocktail party had already started.”

“Must’ve been a lot of traffic,” Conor observed dryly. “Half an hour to go from Forty-second to Forty-eighth?”

“Actually, I got out and walked.”

Conor recalled that, according to the concierge, Zivah arrived home at approximately five o’clock and didn’t have any visitors after that. She was last seen alive around 5:35. Silberman had placed himself a short distance from Zivah’s building at 5:28. Could Silberman have climbed the stairs in the abandoned building, hoisted himself onto the terrace, killed Zivah, then arrived at the Crowne Plaza on Broadway and Forty-ninth by six? If so, he would have had about a thirty-minute window. Was that enough time? Did Silberman actually get to the Crowne Plaza at six or was it later?

“Had you and Ms. Gavish gone out together before?”

Silberman shook his head. “I would see her when she came into my shop. And sometimes I’d run into her at parties.” He paused. “We did have lunch once. Last spring. After I purchased several pieces from her we went to the Evergreen, a diner down the street. It was raining. I bought her one of those three-dollar umbrellas.” He was suddenly swimming dreamily in a brief encounter that had surely meant nothing to Zivah Gavish.

“Mr. Silberman?”

“Yes?” Silberman lost his tenuous grip on the past and came tumbling back to the present.

“I was wondering. A woman as beautiful as Ms. Gavish, I wouldn’t think she’d have a problem getting a date. I mean, you said there was nothing between the two of you …”

“Zivah could have any man she wanted.” Silberman’s lip curled slightly.

“Have you ever been to Ms. Gavish’s residence?”

Silberman shifted in his chair. “Why are you asking me these things?”

“Just routine,” Conor assured him. Did I just sound like Columbo? Or did I sound like my old partner Ralph sounding like Columbo?

Silberman took a sip of water before responding. “No. I have never been to Zivah’s apartment.”

Conor made a note—never on the premises. An obvious declaration of innocence offered by Silberman.

“Do you know anyone who would want to harm Ms. Gavish?” Conor asked.

Silberman’s eyes misted. “Zivah? No, not Zivah. She was the most wonderful woman I have ever met.”

Conor looked at Silberman. Poor bastard. In love with a woman way out of his league. Did Silberman, the suitor, kill Zivah because he couldn’t have her? Did he become enraged when Zivah said she didn’t want him to pick her up? Even the most unlikely person was capable of irrational acts when emotions were in play. And throughout history, unrequited love had been motive enough for murder.



Chapter Seven

“How’d it go with Silberman?” Amanda asked as Conor entered her office carrying a bottle of water by the screw cap.

“I locked him into a story.”

Which was all Conor really wanted to do at this point. If there were discrepancies later on, at least he would know Silberman was lying about something.

“One thing is clear,” Conor added. “He was in love with the victim.”

“So what does that mean?”

“Nothing, really. Just is what it is.” Conor held up the bottle of water. “Silberman’s prints and DNA. Just in case.”

“I don’t want to know,” Amanda snapped.

Conor lowered the bottle. Of course she didn’t want to know. Collecting prints or DNA without consent was a slippery slope. There were privacy issues to be considered. And unless Silberman developed into a viable suspect, placing such data about Silberman in the system was questionable.

“You heading back to the loft?” Amanda asked.

“Yeah. You coming?”

This was a homicide, which meant a “full response” from the precinct was in order. The regulations required that “the Precinct Squad Sergeant and/or the Squad Commander (Lieutenant)” be at the scene. Since Amanda preferred to remain ensconced in her office, she always interpreted the clause in the language to mean that her presence wasn’t specified as long as the squad commander made an appearance.

“No need for me to come,” she pointed out. “Lieutenant Rooney’s on his way over there now.”

Conor turned to leave.

“Oh, and Bard. I think I have somebody for you.”

“What do you mean?”

“A partner.” Her phone rang. She waved him out the door. “We’ll talk about it later.”

Conor placed the bottle of water he had given Silberman into a plastic evidence bag and then into a large manila envelope. He tucked the envelope under his arm and, since he didn’t feel like driving, found a uniformed cop to drop him on Forty-fourth Street.

As he headed into the building, he was ambushed by Lew Michaels, a wiry little man who looked like a human Gumby. Michaels worked the crime beat for the New York Post.

“Detective,” Michaels demanded. “What’s going on in there?”

“Wish I could tell you, Lew, but I’m not authorized to comment.”

“Come on, Conor, give me something.”

“Sorry, Lew. Not now. Maybe later.”

Conor entered the loft and spotted Lieutenant Jay Rooney, standing, arms crossed, watching the drama unfolding before him. Rooney was fifty-two. Full head of auburn hair. Six feet two inches tall and in top physical condition.

Conor stopped next to him. “Hey, Lieutenant.”

Squad Commander Rooney ran a tight ship but gave detectives a great deal of latitude, which engendered loyalty and respect among the troops.

“Poor girl,” Rooney said as a team from the medical examiner’s office transported Zivah’s body out of the loft. “Beautiful. Israeli. Diamond dealer, for Christ’s sake. South African cops.” He looked at Conor. “It’s a helluva case.”

There was a wistfulness in Rooney’s voice. Unlike Amanda, who had opted for sergeant as soon as she was eligible, Rooney had avoided promotions. Detective work, the grittiness of it, was in his blood. Extremely efficient and frequently decorated, Rooney was one of the best who ever wore a gold shield. But his excellence eventually betrayed him, and he found himself being swept higher and higher in rank. Now perched well above the action, he felt more of an observer than a player.

“I better get going.” Rooney checked his watch. “Got a long drive home.”

Soon after becoming lieutenant, Rooney had married and moved with his pregnant wife to Spring Valley, New York, thirty miles north of Midtown. But when Rooney was a detective he was single and lived in Manhattan on Thirty-seventh Street. Conor was a rookie then, walking the beat. Once in a while he would hang out with Rooney after work and stagger home at dawn wondering how the hell he was going to make his shift the next day. What he learned during those nights of conversation, drinking, and chasing women with Rooney represented all Conor knew about being a detective.

Never overestimate the criminal mind, Rooney would intone as he clutched yet another glass of whiskey on the rocks. At the time, Conor thought Rooney meant never underestimate the criminal mind. But once, when he finally asked Rooney if that was what he had intended to say, Rooney ranted on and on about the fact that criminals weren’t the geniuses they thought they were. They’re all stupid, Rooney had insisted. Don’t give them so much credit. They always make mistakes. Over the years, Conor had come to realize that the crux of any investigation, when broken down to its lowest common denominator, was deceptively simple: find that one mistake.
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