
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]

      
   
      
      
       

       

       

       

       

       

       

      Nora Roberts published her first novel using the pseudonym J.D. Robb in 1995, introducing to readers the tough as nails but emotionally damaged homicide cop Eve Dallas and billionaire Irish rogue, Roarke.

      
      With the In Death series, Robb has become one of the biggest thriller writers on earth, with each new novel reaching number one on bestseller
         charts the world over.
      

      
      For more information, visit www.jd-robb.co.uk

      
      Become a fan on Facebook at Nora Roberts and J.D. Robb

   
      
      
      ALSO BY NORA ROBERTS WRITING AS J.D. ROBB

      
      Naked in Death

      
      Glory in Death

      
      Immortal in Death

      
      Rapture in Death

      
      Ceremony in Death

      
      Vengeance in Death

      
      Holiday in Death

      
      Conspiracy in Death

      
      Loyalty in Death

      
      Witness in Death

      
      Judgment in Death

      
      Betrayal in Death

      
      Seduction in Death

      
      Reunion in Death

      
      Purity in Death

      
      Portrait in Death

      
      Imitation in Death

      
      Divided in Death

      
      Visions in Death

      
      Survivor in Death

      
      Origin in Death

      
      Memory in Death

      
      Born in Death

      
      Innocent in Death

      
      Creation in Death

      
      Strangers in Death

      
      Salvation in Death

      
      Promises in Death

      
      Kindred in Death

      
      Fantasy in Death

      
      Indulgence in Death

      
      Treachery in Death


      Midnight in Death

   
COPYRIGHT




Published by Hachette Digital


ISBN: 9780748125852


All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Copyright © 2011 by Nora Roberts


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.


Hachette Digital

Little, Brown Book Group

100 Victoria Embankment

London, EC4Y 0DY

www.hachette.co.uk































      
      Contents

      Also by Nora Roberts Writing as J.D. Robb

      
      Copyright

            
      Chapter 1

      
      Chapter 2

      
      Chapter 3

      
      Chapter 4

      
      Chapter 5

      
      Chapter 6

      
      Chapter 7

      
      Chapter 8

      
      Chapter 9

      
      Chapter 10

      
      Chapter 11

      
      Chapter 12

      
      Chapter 13

      
      Chapter 14

      
      Chapter 15

      
      Chapter 16

      
      Chapter 17

      
      Chapter 18

      
      Chapter 19

      
      Chapter 20

      
      Chapter 21

      
      Chapter 22

      
      Chapter 23

      
      Epilogue

      
      CELEBRITY IN DEATH

      
   
      
      
       

       

       

       

       

       

       

      The Present is the living sum-total of the whole Past.
      

      
      THOMAS CARLYLE

      
      I wonder, by my troth, what thou and I Did, till we lov’d.

      
      JOHN DONNE

   
1



While a late-summer storm bashed against her single skinny window, Lieutenant Eve Dallas wished for murder.


As far as she could see, a good, bloody killing was the only thing that would save her from the torture of paperwork stacked
like the Alps on her desk at Cop Central. Her own fault, no question, but she’d been just a little too busy investigating
and closing cases to hunker down with budgets and expense reports and the damn evaluation sheets.


Telling herself it was part of the job didn’t help when she actually had to do it—in bulk—which was why she’d closed herself
in her office with lots and lots of coffee and wondered why somebody didn’t just kill somebody else and save her from this
nightmare.


Not really, she told herself. Or not exactly. But since people consistently killed other people anyway, why not now?

She stared at the numbers on her computer screen until her eyes throbbed. She cursed, sulked, steamed, then strapped on and
squeezed, crunched, fudged, and manipulated until she could make the stingy departmental bottom line fit the needs of her
division.


They were murder cops, she thought with bitter resentment. Homicide didn’t run on blood alone.

She got through it, moved on to the expense chits submitted by her officers and detectives.

Did Baxter actually believe she’d bite on three-seventy-five for shoes because he’d fucked up his own chasing a suspect down
a sewer? And why the hell had Reineke shelled out double the usual rate to a street-level licensed companion for information?


She stopped, got more coffee, stared out at the brutality of the storm for a few minutes. At least she wasn’t out there, plugged
like a wet cork into one of the shuddering airtrams, or shoving her way through the drowning hell of street traffic. She could
be soaked, steaming like a clam in the endless stream of heat the summer of 2060 poured on New York.


Stalling, she thought in disgust, and forced herself to sit again. She’d promised herself she’d finish before the afternoon
ceremony. Both she and her partner would receive medals. Peabody had earned it and more, Eve thought, as the catalyst for
taking down a ring of dirty cops.


If paperwork was the drudgery of command, submitting Peabody’s name for the Meritorious Police Duty Honor for Integrity was a boon. All she had to do was finish the grunt work, then she could enjoy the moment with a clear head and guiltless
conscience.


She wished she had candy, but she hadn’t settled on a new hiding place to thwart the nefarious Candy Thief. She wished she
could dump some of this crap on Peabody the way she had when Peabody had been her aide instead of her partner.


Those days were over.

Stalling again, she admitted, and raked her fingers through her short, choppy brown hair.

She hacked her way through the expense reports, submitted them up the chain. Someone else’s problem now, she decided and felt
almost righteous. No reason she couldn’t start the evals later.


“Task complete. Shut it down.”

Unable to comply, the computer responded.

“I finished.”

Inaccurate statement. Previous command stipulated all listed reports and evaluations must be complete before system rest.
This command by Dallas, Lieutenant Eve, priority basis, can only be countermanded at her order by fire, terrorist attack,
alien invasion or an open and active case requiring her attention …


Jesus, had she really programmed that? “I changed my mind.”

Previous command specifies changes of mind, fatigue, boredom, and other lame excuses not acceptable for countermand …


“Bite me,” Eve muttered.

Unable to comply …

“Fine, fine, fine. Computer, display previous evals, in alpha order, for all officers under my command.”

She worked her way through. She’d put the damn command in to keep herself in line—and because every single one of her men
deserved the time and attention it took for a solid and judicious evaluation.


She finished Baxter, both Carmichaels, and had slogged her way to Jenkinson when the knock sounded on her door.

“Yeah, what?” She scowled over at Peabody as her partner opened the door. “Is it an alien invasion?”

“Not that I’ve heard. There’s a guy out here, pretty shaky, claims he can only speak to you. He says it’s a matter of life
and death.”


“Yeah?” She perked up. “Computer, life-and-death countermand. Save and hold.”

Verification required …

“Peabody, tell this fucking machine there’s a human being requiring my attention on a matter of life and death.”

“Ah, Computer, Peabody, Detective Delia, requests the lieutenant’s attention on an urgent matter.”


Verification accepted. Saving data. On hold …

Annoyed, Eve gave the computer a rap with the heel of her hand. “It’s pretty pitiful when your own comp won’t take your word.”

“You put all that in there so you wouldn’t squirm out of the paperwork.”

“Still. Send life and death back.”

He came at a stumbling run, a skinny guy she judged as late twenties. He sported a tangle of messy dreads, baggy red shorts,
gel-flips, a silver lip ring, and a dingy white tank that showed off his tattoo sleeves. Sweat ran down his thin, white face.


“You’re Dallas. Lieutenant Eve Dallas, NYPSD. Homicide.”

“That’s right. What’s the—”

He burst into tears—loud, hiccupping tears. “He said—he said—I could only talk to you. Had to come to you. He’s got her. He’s
got Julie. He’s gonna kill her if you don’t come back with me. He said an hour, and it took me half that to get here.”


His words rolled on top of each other between sobs and shakes. Eve got out of her chair, shoved him into it.

“Suck it up and slow down. What’s your name?”

“I’m Tray. Tray Schuster.”

“Who is he?”

“I don’t know. He was just there, in my place. Our place. She just moved in last week. Just there when we woke up, and he
tied us up. He ate breakfast, and he—doesn’t matter. You have to come or he’ll kill her. I forgot, I forgot. I’m supposed
to say, ‘There’s the bell for round two.’ Please, he’s got a knife. He’s going to cut her. If you don’t come, if I go to anybody
else, he said he’d kill her.”


“Where?”

“My place. Our place, I mean.”

“Where’s your place, Tray?”

“Two-fifty-eight Murray Street.”

The address clicked, and with the click came a twist in the guts. “Apartment three-oh-three?”

“Yeah.” He swiped at his face. “How did you—”

“Stay here, Tray.”

“But—”

“Stay.”

She strode out, into the bullpen. “Peabody.” Scanned the desks and movement. “Baxter, Trueheart, Carmichael, Sanchez. Whatever
you’re doing stop and suit up. Suspect is Isaac McQueen. He’s holding a woman hostage, two-fifty-eight Murray Street, apartment
three-oh-three. Suspect is armed and extremely dangerous. Additional data en route as the suspect has given a time limit on
response. Carmichael, Sanchez, get the wit from my office. Keep him locked in your vehicle. Peabody, with me. Let’s move!”


“Isaac McQueen?” Peabody scrambled to keep up with Eve’s long legs. “The Collector? He’s in Rikers. Life sentence.”

“Check that. He’s either out or somebody’s posing as him. That was his apartment. That’s where he kept …”

All those young girls. So many young girls.

“He’s got this guy’s cohab,” Eve continued, shoving her way onto the elevator. “He sent him to me, specifically. I took McQueen
down, in that apartment.”


“There’s no alert or notification … wait.” Peabody swiped at her PPC. “Internal alert buried here. They haven’t even informed
command. McQueen escaped sometime yesterday. Killed one of the nurses in the infirmary and managed to walk out wearing his
uniform and ID.” Peabody looked up from her PPC. “He just walked out.”


“We’re damn well going to walk him back in.” She jogged across the lot to her vehicle. “Inform Commander Whitney. He can start
knocking heads together at prison administration. He hasn’t killed her,” Eve murmured as she peeled out of the underground
lot. “McQueen didn’t escape just to slice up some woman. He’s smart, organized, and he has an agenda. He has needs. He doesn’t
kill them—unless they break or dissatisfy. He collects. He’s not interested in this Julie. She’s over his age limit.”


Peabody finished the text to their commander’s office before looking over at Eve. “She’s a lure. For you.”

“Yeah, but it doesn’t make sense. He’d just end up boxed in, the way he was before.”

Didn’t make sense, Eve thought again, but ordered Peabody to request uniforms for backup.

She used the wrist unit her husband had given her, engaged its communicator. “Carmichael, I want you and Sanchez to cover
the rear of the building. Uniforms on the way for backup. Baxter, you and Trueheart will go in with me and Peabody. Body armor.
He’ll be expecting us.”


She shook her head, ripped through the narrow opening between two Rapid Cabs. “He won’t be there. No way he’s going to trap
himself. He knows I’ll come, and won’t come alone.”


“Maybe that’s what he wants you to think, and it’s a trap.”

“We’re about to find out.”

She studied the building, one of the cavernous homes that had survived the Urban Wars, and had been converted into apartments.
It had seen better days—its better days had passed a century before—but it held up with its faded pink bricks and ornately
grilled windows.


Its main entrance opened directly onto the sidewalk and had minimum security. Working-class neighborhood, Eve thought, as
it had been during McQueen’s reign. Most of the residents came home at the end of the day, settled back with a brew and some
screen, and minded their own business.


So McQueen had been able to mind his for nearly three years. And the lives of twenty-six girls between the ages of twelve
and fifteen had been forever scarred.


“He’s got the privacy screen up,” Eve said. “If he’s up there, he knows we’re here. He’d have made contacts, friends, in prison.
He’s charming, engaging, sly. It’s possible he got his hands on something more long-range than a knife. Keep down. Move fast.”


She checked in with Carmichael, gave the go.

Blanking out memories, she moved, taking point up the stairs, weapon drawn. Throat dry, mind cold.

“Let me scan the door.” Peabody pulled out her PPC. “He might’ve rigged it.”

“It opens on a living area, kitchen behind, eating area to the right. Two bedrooms, one right, one left. Bathroom attached
to the one on the right. Half-bath left of the kitchen. It’s a big unit, about five hundred square feet.”


“Scan reads clear,” Peabody told her.

“Baxter, straight back. Trueheart, Peabody, go left. I’m right.” She nodded to Trueheart and the battering ram. Counted from
three down with her fingers.


The door crashed on its hinges, locks snapping. Eve went in low and fast, focused on the now, not the then. She heard the
rush of feet as her team poured into the room.


She shoved open the bedroom door, swept with her weapon. She saw the figure on the bed, but continued to clear—left, right,
closet, bath as she heard her team members call, “Clear!”


“In here,” Eve shouted, and now moved to the bed.

“You’re okay. It’s okay. We’re the police.”

She loosened the gag around the woman’s bloody, swollen mouth. The sounds she made were incoherent moans and whispers.

He’d stripped her; his pattern there hadn’t changed. Before Eve could give the order, Trueheart, his young, handsome face
radiating compassion, lifted the thin bedspread from the floor to cover her shaking body.


“You’re going to be all right now,” he said gently. “You’re safe now.”

“He hurt me. He hurt me.”

Peabody moved in, pulling the knotted sheet McQueen had used to bind the woman’s hands from the hook screwed into the wall. “He can’t hurt you now.” Then she sat, drawing Julie against her to let her weep.


“He swore he wouldn’t hurt me if Tray did what he said, but he did. He did. He raped me, and he hurt me. And he did this to
me.”


Eve had already seen it, tattooed in bloody red over Julie’s left breast, caged in a perfect heart.

[image: image]

“Bus is on the way,” Baxter told Eve. He angled away from the woman sobbing in Peabody’s arms, spoke quietly. “They’ll have
a rape counselor on the other end. Do you want me to call the sweepers to go through the place?”


It wouldn’t matter, she thought. He wouldn’t have left anything behind he hadn’t intended to. But she nodded. “Let the boyfriend
know she’s safe. He can go with her to the hospital. You and Trueheart step out, please. Peabody, get Julie some clothes.
You can’t put them on yet.” She stood at the foot of the bed, waited until Julie met her eyes. “They’ll have to examine you
first, and we’re going to have to ask you questions. I know it’s hard. You should know Tray did everything he could to get
to me as fast as possible, to get me back here.”


“He didn’t want to leave. He begged him to let me go instead. He didn’t want to leave me.”

“I know. His name is Isaac McQueen. He told you something, Julie, something he wanted you to pass on to me.”

“He said I wasn’t right, wasn’t … fresh, but he’d make an exception. I couldn’t stop him. He hurt me, he tied my hands.” Quivering
still, she held her arms out to show the raw bruising on her wrists. “I couldn’t stop him.”


“I know. Julie, I’m Lieutenant Dallas. Eve Dallas. What did Isaac want you to tell me?”

“Dallas? You’re Dallas?”

“Yes. What did he want you to tell me?”

“He said to tell you that you owe it all to him. It’s time to pay up. I want my mom.” She covered her face with her hands.
“I want my mom.”


It was foolish to feel useless. She could have done nothing to prevent what Julie Kopeski and Tray Schuster had endured. She could do nothing to change how
that trauma would change them.


She knew Isaac McQueen’s pathology, his particular style of torture. He was adept at instilling a sense of helplessness and
hopelessness in his victims, at convincing them to do exactly what they were told, how they were told, when they were told.


She hadn’t been one of his, but she understood the victimology as well.

She’d been someone else’s.

It did no good to remember that, or to think about the girls she’d saved. Or the ones who’d been lost before, twelve years
before, when she’d looked into the eyes of a monster and had known him.


Instead, she drew Tray aside at the hospital.


“They need to examine her, and Julie needs to talk to the rape counselor.”

“Oh God. God. I shouldn’t have left her.”

“If you hadn’t, she’d be dead, and so would you. She’s alive. She’s hurt and she’s been violated, but she’s alive. You’re
going to want to remember that, both of you, because alive’s better. You said he was there when you woke up.”


“Yeah.”

“Tell me about that.”

“We overslept, or I thought …”

“What time did you wake up?”

“I don’t know exactly. I think it was about eight. I rolled over thinking, ‘Holy shit, we’re both going to be late for work.’
I felt off, strung out, like we’d partied hard the night before. But we didn’t,” he said quickly. “I swear. Julie doesn’t
even toke zoner.”


“We’re going to need to screen both of you,” Eve began.

“I swear, we didn’t use anything. I’d tell you. He gave Julie something, he said, but—”

“It’s probable he drugged you both. We’ll screen to see what he used. Nobody’s going to hassle you about illegals, Tray.”

“Okay. Okay. Sorry.” He scrubbed hard at his face. “I’m just screwed up. Can’t think straight.”

“What did you do when you woke up?”

“I … I told Julie to get moving, gave her a nudge, you know. She was really out. I kind of rolled her over, and I saw tape
over her mouth. I thought she was pulling a joke, started to laugh. He was just there, man, that’s all I know. He grabbed
me by the hair, yanked my head back, and put a knife to my throat. He asked if I wanted to live. If I wanted Julie to live. He said
there wasn’t any need for anybody to get hurt. I just had to do what he told me. I should’ve fought back.”


“McQueen has a good seventy pounds on you, maybe more. He had a knife to your throat. If he’d killed you, do you think Julie
would be alive?”


“I don’t know.” Tears kept leaking out of his eyes, faster than he could swipe at them. “I guess maybe not. I was scared.
I told him we didn’t have much money, but he could take whatever he wanted. He thanked me, real polite. That was scarier.
He had some of those plastic restraints and told me to put them on, and to sit on the floor at the foot of the bed. So I did,
and Julie’s still out. He told me he’d given her something to make her sleep while the two of us got acquainted. He told me
to hook the restraints to the leg of the bed, and handed me another set to put on my ankles. He put tape over my mouth. He
said to sit and be quiet, and he’d be back in a minute.”


“He left the room?”

“I tried to get loose, but I couldn’t.” Absently, he rubbed at the abrasions on his wrists. “I could smell coffee. The bastard’s
in the kitchen making coffee. He comes back with it, and with a bowl of cereal. He takes the tape off my mouth and sits down.
He starts asking me questions while he has his freaking breakfast. How old am I, how old is Julie. How long have we been together,
what are our plans. Have we had the apartment long. Did we know its history.”


Tray had to suck in a breath, let it out in a shudder. “He kept smiling, and he’s, like, earnest. Like he really wanted to get to know us.”


“How long did you talk?”

“He did most, and I don’t know. It’s, like, surreal, you know. He told me it was his apartment, but he’d been away a long
time. He didn’t like the color we’d painted the bedroom. Christ.”


He paused, looked at the exam room door. “How much longer before I can go in?”

“It takes some time. Did Julie wake up?”

“He finished breakfast, and even took the dishes away. When he came back he gave her something else. I think I went crazy.
I was screaming, I guess, and I tried to get loose. I thought he was going to kill her. I thought—”


“He didn’t. Remember that.”

“I couldn’t do anything. He slapped me a couple times. Not hard, just light taps. That was scary, too. He said if I didn’t behave he’d,
Jesus, he’d cut her left nipple off, and did I want to be responsible for that? He had one of these hooks Julie uses to hang
plants and stuff, and he screwed it into the wall. He used the sheets to tie her up, and hung them over it so she was sitting
up when she came out of it. She was so scared. I could hear her trying to scream behind the tape, and she was struggling against
the sheets. Then he put the knife to her throat, and she stopped.


“He said, ‘That’s a good girl.’ He said to me that two things could happen. He could cut Julie, nipples, fingers, ears, little
pieces of her could fall on the bedroom floor until she was dead. Or I could have one hour to go to the Homicide Division of Cop Central and speak to Lieutenant Eve Dallas, deliver a message,
and bring her back. If I took longer, he’d kill Julie. If I spoke to anyone else, he’d kill Julie. If I tried to use a ’link
instead of talking to you in person, he’d kill Julie. I told him I’d do anything he wanted, but to please let her go. Let
Julie go deliver the message instead of me.”


He had to rub fresh tears from his eyes. “I didn’t want to leave her with him. But he said if I asked that again, or anything
else, if I questioned him in any way, he’d take the first piece off her so I learned my lesson. I believed him.”


“You were right to believe him, Tray.”

“He told me what to say, made me repeat it over and over while he held the knife on Julie. He cut me loose, kicked some clothes
and the flips over. Sixty minutes, he said. If it took sixty-one, she’d be dead because I couldn’t follow instructions. I
had to run. I didn’t have money or plastic or credits, nothing for a cab, for a bus. Maybe if I’d gotten another cop, quicker,
he wouldn’t have had time to hurt her.”


“Maybe. And maybe he’d have slit her throat. That doesn’t take much time. She’s alive. I know this man, and you can believe
me when I tell you he could have done worse.”


She pulled out her card, passed it to him. “You’re going to want to talk to someone about what happened to you. Someone who’s
not a cop. You can tag me when you’re ready, and I’ll give you some names.”


She walked away, thinking of paperwork. She’d wished for murder, she remembered, and had gotten worse.

At Central, Eve used the bullpen for a brief, gritty briefing on Isaac McQueen.


“The subject is a thirty-nine-year-old male, brown and blue—though he changes both regularly. Six feet, three inches, at two
hundred and twenty pounds. He has studied and is adept at hand-to-hand, including several areas of martial arts, and he kept
in shape in prison.”


She flashed his prison ID on screen, studied the lines a dozen years in a cage had dug into his face. Women found him handsome
and charming, she knew, with his slow, flirtatious smile. Young girls trusted his almost feminine features, the full shape
of his lips, the twinkle of dimples.


He used that, all of that, to lure his prey.

“He favors knives as weapons and as a means of intimidation. His mother was an addict, a grifter of considerable skill who
taught him the ropes. They had an incestuous relationship, often working a mark as a couple. She also fed his addiction for
young girls. Together they abducted, raped, tortured, and subsequently sold or disposed of their victims until Alice McQueen’s
body was pulled out of the Chicago River in the fall of 2040. Her throat had been slashed. Though McQueen never admitted to
the murder, he is believed responsible. He would have been nineteen.


“He is also believed responsible for the abduction of at least ten minor females in the Philadelphia and Baltimore areas,
and the murder of Carla Bingham, Philadelphia, and Patricia Copley, Baltimore. Both women, ages forty-five and forty-two,
respectively, were addicts McQueen partnered with, lived with, and hunted with during his time in those cities. Both were found in rivers with their throats slit. Due to lack of evidence or
lack of balls by the respective prosecuting attorneys, McQueen has never been charged with these crimes.”


But he did them, she thought. And more yet.

“Between 2045 and 2048, he used New York as his hunting ground, partnered with Nancy Draper—age forty-four, funky-junkie.
During this period he’d refined his skills, added some flourishes. He and Draper lived in an apartment on the Lower West Side,
financing their habits and lifestyles by running games and identity theft and electronic fraud—other skills he’d developed.
He no longer sold his prey, but kept them. Twenty-six girls between the ages of twelve and fifteen were abducted in New York,
raped, tortured, beaten, and brainwashed. He kept them shackled in a room in the apartment. The apartment itself was soundproofed,
with the prison area shuttered. During his New York phase, he tattooed his vics, with the number indicating their abduction
status inside a heart over the left breast. Twenty-two were found in that room.”


And she could see them still, every one.

“The remaining four have never been found, nor have their bodies been recovered. Even their identities are unknown as he often
preyed on runaways.


“He is a highly intelligent and organized sociopath, a predatory pedophile, a narcissist with the ability to assume numerous
personas. He uses his mother-substitutes for support, cover, for ego, then eliminates them. Nancy Draper’s body was recovered
from the Hudson River two days after his capture. She’d been dead for three days. It’s likely McQueen was preparing to move on, either out of New York or simply to a new partner.”


She favored the new-partner theory, always had.

“He confessed to nothing, even after intense interrogation. He was convicted on multiple counts of kidnapping, forced imprisonment,
rape, battery, and was sentenced to consecutive life sentences without possibility of parole on-planet, at Rikers, where the
reports state he was a model prisoner.”


She heard one of her men give a sound of disgust and derision, and since she felt the same, made no comment.

“Right up until yesterday when he slit the throat of a medical and escaped. Since that time he returned to his former apartment,
bound the couple living there, threatened them, and after forcing the male vic to leave to find me, beat and raped the female,
leaving her with the heart tattoo numbered twenty-seven.


“He left them alive because he wanted them to deliver messages. He’s back, and he intends to pick up where he left off. This
isn’t homicide,” she added. “It’s not officially our investigation.”


She saw Baxter straighten at his desk. “LT—”

“But,” she continued in the same tone, “when a fuck like McQueen sends me a message, I’m going to pay attention. I expect
every one of you to do the same. Read his file. Take his picture. Whatever you’re working on, whoever you’re talking to— a
wit, a weasel, a vic, a suspect, another cop, the guy selling you a soy dog from the corner glide-cart, you show it. Keep
your eyes and ears open. He’s already hunting for number twenty-eight.”


She headed to her office—she needed a minute—and only closed her eyes briefly when she heard Peabody’s footfalls behind her.


“I have to write up the report, Peabody, and touch base with the commander. Read the file.”

“I’ve read the file. I studied the case, in depth, when I was at the Academy. You were barely out of the Academy yourself
when you found him. Still in uniform. It was your first major collar. You—”


“I was there, Peabody. I remember the details.”

Peabody’s dark eyes stayed steady, her square face sober. “You know who he is, what he is, how he is. So you know he broke
pattern to send you a message. You cost him twelve years, Dallas. He’s going to come after you.”


“Maybe, but I’m not his type. I went through puberty a long time ago. I’m not naive, stupid, or defenseless. It’s a lot more
likely he’ll consider it a competition—he needs to beat me. And there’s a city full of young girls for him to pluck from to
make me pay for those dozen years.”


Tired, she sat. “He doesn’t want me dead, Peabody, at least not right off. He wants to show me he’s smarter than I am. He
wants to humiliate me, at least for a while. That’s how he’d see this, a humiliation for me when he starts his new collection.”


“He’d have studied you. He thinks he knows you, but he doesn’t.”

“He will, before it’s over. Look, we’re getting tight on time. Go change into your uniform.”

“We can postpone the ceremony, start working the case.”

Though having a medal pinned on her chest was the last thing Eve wanted with Tray Schuster’s grieving face and Julie Kopeski’s
shock-glazed eyes in her head, she shook her head.


“We’re not postponing anything, and it’s not our case.” But she intended to make a hard pitch for it. “Now get out of my hair.
I have to change, too. You’re not the only one getting a medal today.”


“I know it’s not your first. Is it still a big deal to you?”

“This one is. This one’s big. Now go away.”

Alone, she sat a moment. Peabody was right, she thought, McQueen didn’t know her. She wasn’t humiliated. She was sick—in the
heart and the belly, in the mind. And thank God, she realized, she was working her way toward pissed.


She’d work better angry.
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      In the locker room with its familiar perfume of sweat and soap and someone’s cheap aftershave, Eve tied on the hard black uniform
         shoes. She hated them—always had—but regulation was regulation. She flexed her toes a moment, then pushed off the bench, reached
         for her uniform cap. Turning to the mirror, she fixed it squarely on her head.
      

      
      She could see herself as she’d been a dozen years before, green as spring, with a shine on her shield and on those damned
         hard black shoes.
      

      
      A cop, then and now, without any question, any hesitation over what she was meant to be. Had to be. She’d thought she’d known,
         but she hadn’t known, really hadn’t begun to know what she would see and do, what she would learn and come to accept. What
         she would live through and live with.
      

      
      A lot of corners turned, she thought, and one sharp, jagged corner had been turned the moment she’d stepped into apartment
         303 at 258 Murray one sweltering day in late September barely six weeks after she’d graduated from the Academy.
      

      
      She remembered the fear, the coppery smear of it in her throat, and she remembered the horror like a red haze.

      
      Would she do anything differently now, now that she did know, now that she was no longer green? She couldn’t say, she decided,
         and wondered why she’d ask herself the question.
      

      
      She’d done the job. That was all any cop could do.

      
      She heard the outer door open, stepped away from the mirror, shut her locker. And when she turned, there he was.

      
      She’d told him not to change his schedule, but then Roarke most often did what suited him. Seeing him settled her, brushed
         away the question she couldn’t answer, dimmed the light on the past she wished she could will away.
      

      
      He smiled at her—beautiful, just fucking beautiful in his slick business suit, the black mane of his hair gleaming nearly
         to his shoulders.
      

      
      She knew every plane and angle of that amazing face, every line of the long, rangy body. And still, there were times just
         looking at him stole her breath as nimbly as the thief he’d once been.
      

      
      “I love a woman in uniform.” Ireland wove through his voice like a shimmer of silver.

      
      “The shoes suck. I told you that you didn’t have to come. It’s just a formality.”

      
      “It’s so much more, Lieutenant, and I wouldn’t miss it for worlds. When I think of all the years I spent dodging cops, and never once considered how bloody sexy a woman could be in
         dress blues. Or maybe it’s just my woman. My cop.”
      

      
      He stepped forward, brushing his thumb over the shallow dent in her chin as he lifted her face. He kissed her, very lightly,
         and his stunning blue eyes searched hers. “What’s wrong?”
      

      
      “It’s just work.” He saw, she knew, what others didn’t. “Something came up.”

      
      “You’ve caught a case?”

      
      “Not exactly. I don’t have time to get into it right now. But I’m glad you came. It won’t take long. You’ll only have to put
         off buying a couple third-world countries and listen to the mayor make a boring speech.”
      

      
      “Well worth the price.” He kept his hand on her face a moment. “You’ll tell me later then.”

      
      “Yes.” She would. She could. He was another corner turned, the biggest and the best. She’d met him at another ceremony, one
         for the dead, she the primary investigator on a murder, he a suspect with a shady past, a dubious present. A man with the
         face of a fallen angel and more money and power than the devil himself.
      

      
      Now he was hers.

      
      She took his hands, felt the shape of his wedding ring against her palm. “It’s a long story.”

      
      “We’ll make time for it.”

      
      “Later.” She shrugged it off. “You’re right. This is more than a formality. It’s important for Peabody, and for Detective
         Strong. The moment’s more than the medal, and a hell of a lot more than the boring speech. They earned it.”
      

      
      “And you, Lieutenant.”
      

      
      She spoke her earlier thoughts. “I did the job.”

      
      She walked with him to the door. It opened even as she reached for it. Peabody’s main squeeze, Ian McNab, stood, not in the
         usual wild colors and patterns of the fashionable e-geek, but in spiffy dress blues. He’d even tucked his long tail of blond
         hair under the cap.
      

      
      He said, “Hey, Dallas, looking tight. Roarke, glad you made it.”

      
      “Ian, I barely recognize you. You look very official.”

      
      “Gotta do what you gotta. The shoes bite.”

      
      “So I hear.”

      
      “I swung in to let you know they decided to move the deal outside, front steps of Central.”

      
      “Oh, shut up.”

      
      Understanding glinted in his green eyes. “The mayor wanted more exposure for the cops that took down Renee Oberman’s ring,
         and for himself if you ask me. You figure it’s going to get another big bounce in the media. Good cops against bad cops and
         all that. Anyway, Peabody’s at her desk.” He jerked a thumb over his skinny shoulder. “With her head between her knees. Maybe
         you could smooth her out so she doesn’t boot when the mayor pins the medal on her.”
      

      
      “Oh, for Christ’s sake.”

      
      She strode out, long and lanky in the uniform, into the bullpen, and over to Peabody’s desk.

      
      “Pull yourself together, Detective. You’re embarrassing yourself, and more important, you’re embarrassing me.”

      
      “They’re going to do it outside. In public.”
      

      
      “So the fuck what?”

      
      “Public,” Peabody said, head still between her knees.

      
      “You’re being honored by this department and this city for having the integrity, the courage, and the skill to take out a
         blight on this department and this city. Dirty, murdering, greedy, treacherous cops are sitting in cages right now because
         you had that integrity, courage, and skill. I don’t care if they do this damn thing in Grand Central, you will get on your feet. You will not puke, pass out, cry like a baby, or squeal like a girl. That’s a goddamn order.”
      

      
      “I had more of a ‘Relax, Peabody, this is a proud moment’ sort of speech in mind,” McNab murmured to Roarke.

      
      Roarke shook his head, grinned. “Did you now? You’ve a bit to learn yet, haven’t you?”

      
      “Sir.” With an audible gulp, Peabody got to her feet.

      
      “Jesus, you’re green and sweaty. Go splash some cold water on your face.”

      
      “’Kay.”

      
      “Peabody. Damn it, you earned this. So suck it up, straighten up, and take what you earned with some pride. If you can’t do
         it out of pride, then do it out of fear, because I swear to God I’ll kick your ass hard and I’ll kick it long if you—”
      

      
      She broke off as she spotted movement, saw the faces. She thought, Crap.

      
      “Don’t let us interrupt,” Phoebe Peabody said with a breezy smile.

      
      “Mom?” Despite the direct order, Peabody squealed like a girl. “Dad. You came! You came all the way to New York.”

      
      She launched herself at them, jumped up and down in their arms in her uniform shoes.
      

      
      “We ran into traffic or we’d have been here sooner.” Sam Peabody closed his dreamy gray eyes and hugged his daughter hard.
         “Everybody sends love. We wanted to deliver it.”
      

      
      “You’re here. You’re here.”

      
      “Where else would we be?” Phoebe tipped Peabody’s face back, and her pretty face went soft as silk. “Look at my sweet girl.
         My sweet, brave girl. We’re so proud of you.”
      

      
      “Don’t, don’t. You’ll make me cry, and I’m not allowed to. Under orders.”

      
      “So we heard.” Tossing back her long, dark hair Phoebe stepped over, gave Eve a hug and a kiss on the cheek. The quick laugh
         said Phoebe knew the display of affection embarrassed Eve. “You look formidable in uniform. And sexy. Doesn’t she, Sam?”
      

      
      “She does.”

      
      She got another hug and kiss, right in her own bullpen. Free-Agers, she thought, they just had to spread the love.

      
      She could only sigh with relief when they turned their attention to McNab and Roarke.

      
      “They never wanted me to be a cop,” Peabody said quietly, and drew Eve’s attention. “They love me, and they wanted me safe
         and home. But they love me, and they let me go. They came to see me get this commendation. I won’t puke or pass out.”
      

      
      “Good. Take off after the ceremony, spend some time with them.”

      
      “But McQueen—”

      
      “Not our case. Yet. Take the time, Peabody. Things could be bad for a while, so take the good while you’ve got the chance.”
      

      
      She stood on the steps of Central in air damp and steamy from the morning storm. Maybe she’d have preferred a more private venue for the ceremony—less
         media, less fuss—but Peabody deserved the moment. As did Detective Strong, who stood with them, braced on crutches.
      

      
      They’d pulled the crowd the mayor hoped for with plenty of reporters, fellow cops, family, the simply curious. She let the
         boring speeches roll over her while she scanned.
      

      
      Nadine Furst, of course, front and center with the media corps. She wouldn’t miss the story, or stint on friendship. She saw
         Mira, dressed in one of her lovely suits, and reminded herself to speak to the department’s top profiler and shrink about
         Julie and Tray.
      

      
      Peabody’s parents, holding hands. Mavis, her oldest friend, stood with them, along with her husband and baby.

      
      She hadn’t expected them. Apparently playing down this whole medal business hadn’t worked. Obviously, she thought, as she
         spotted Crack—hard to miss a giant, tattooed black guy with feathers hanging from his ears. And beside him stood Charles,
         the slick former licensed companion along with his new bride, the dedicated Dr. Louise Dimatto.
      

      
      She felt a flutter of mild horror as she watched Trina elbow her way up to Mavis, nuzzle baby Bella, then shoot Eve a narrowed,
         critical look.
      

      
      Jesus, it wasn’t as if anybody could even see her hair under the cap. Anybody but Trina, she decided. She suspected the hair-and-skin tech had X-ray vision.
      

      
      Eve looked away, found Roarke, decided she felt more comfortable looking at him.

      
      Who wouldn’t?

      
      Then she experienced sheer shock as she was damn sure she caught a glimpse of a bony figure in black. Summerset, Roarke’s
         majordomo, pain in her ass, walking cadaver, here?
      

      
      Maybe she was hallucinating due to interminable-speech boredom.

      
      Every cop in her division attended, and as per her request stood on the steps. As did Feeney, her former trainer, partner,
         and current captain of the Electronic Detectives Division. His hangdog face remained sober, but she thought his eyes were
         a little glazed.
      

      
      Imagined hers might be, too.

      
      She tuned in again at the sound of applause, slid her gaze toward Commander Whitney as he joined the mayor. He, too, wore
         dress blues. She thought, as she often did, of the street cop he’d been before he’d taken the chair.
      

      
      They moved to Strong. The mayor spoke quietly to her about her service, her injuries, fixed the medal on her chest.

      
      The process repeated with Eve. She didn’t have anything— particularly—against the mayor. But Whitney’s handshake meant more
         than a politician’s words to her.
      

      
      “Well done, Lieutenant.”

      
      “Thank you, sir.”

      
      Now came the pride as the mayor spoke Peabody’s name. Integrity, honor, courage. She let the smile come—what the hell—as she
         heard Peabody’s voice, just a little shaky, accept the congratulations and gratitude.
      

      
      For a moment it was okay—the time, the fuss, even the round of photo ops. Because she stood with two good cops, and the man
         she loved so much it made her stupid was smiling at her.
      

      
      The milling began—shoulder slaps, handshakes. She caught the glint in Peabody’s eye, and fired one back.

      
      “No hugging. Cops don’t hug.”

      
      Peabody tracked her gaze to Strong, currently being hugged by another cop.

      
      “She sustained injuries.”

      
      “Okay, but in my mind you’re getting a giant hug and a big, sloppy kiss.”

      
      “Keep it in your head or you’ll sustain injuries.”

      
      Feeney stepped up to her, his uniform cap pulled low over his explosion of ginger and silver hair. “Nice work, kid.” He gave
         her the acceptable cop hug—a punch on the shoulder.
      

      
      “Thanks.”

      
      “Thought the mayor would never shut up, but all in all, it’s a damn good deal.”

      
      Peabody got her hug and big sloppy, with the addition of a pat on the ass from McNab.

      
      “Yeah, it’s a damn good deal.” She spotted Roarke making his way to her, and feared she’d get a hug—and more—despite her call
         for dignity.
      

      
      But instead he simply took her hand in both of his. In his eyes she saw something that made her own sting. She saw pride.
      

      
      “Congratulations, Lieutenant.” He tapped the medal with a fingertip. “It suits you. And to you, Ryan,” he said to Feeney,
         “for your part in making her the cop she is.”
      

      
      Feeney’s color came up, as it did when he was pleased or embarrassed. “Well, she had the raw material. I just had to kick
         it into shape here and there.”
      

      
      “He did plenty of that,” Eve began. “I think he—”

      
      She broke off. She saw him, just a glimpse, just a flash. The handsome face, the jailhouse pallor. Sunshades, sandy hair slicked
         back, a smart gray pinstriped suit, royal-blue tie.
      

      
      “Jesus Christ.”

      
      She sprang forward, but the crowd swallowed them both. One hand on the butt of her weapon, Eve muscled her way through, craning
         her neck. Cops and civilians swarmed around her; the noise of downtown rolled over streets and sidewalk. An ad blimp blasted
         out a jingle for a sale at the Skymall.
      

      
      Roarke snaked his way through to where she stood on the sidewalk, one hand still on her weapon, the other fisted in frustration.

      
      “What is it?”

      
      “I saw him. He was here.”

      
      “Who?”

      
      “McQueen. Isaac McQueen.” She shook her head. “Son of a bitch. I have to report to the commander.”

      
      “I’ll wait. Go,” he said. “I’ll make your excuses to Mavis and the rest. And Eve.” He laid a hand on her arm. “I want to hear about this—all of it—when you’re done.”
      

      
      Commander Whitney still wore the uniform, as did Eve, when she walked into his office. He stood behind his desk, a big man who carried the weight of command well on
         strong shoulders. His dark eyes, cop’s eyes, measured her before he nodded.
      

      
      “You’re sure?”

      
      “Yes, sir. He wanted me to see him, wanted me to know he could walk right through a sea of cops outside this house. He needs
         to insult and humiliate this department, and me in particular. I need to put a team together, Commander, asap, and find him.”
      

      
      “He’s being hunted, Lieutenant, by the NYPSD, and the FBI.” He held up a hand before she could speak. “I understand you want
         him, and want a piece of the hunt. I’m not going to tell you not to use your considerable knowledge of McQueen, and your resources
         to aid the search. The fact is he wants you as much as you want him, and I suspect has given you a great deal more thought
         over these past years than you’ve given him.”
      

      
      “I know him, Commander.” The frustration she’d felt on the street wanted to bubble back to the surface. “Better than any cop
         in the NYPSD, better than anyone in the FBI. I made it my business to know him. I don’t want to wait until he kills someone
         to make him my priority.”
      

      
      “Do you believe he’ll contact you again?”

      
      “Yes, sir, he will.”
      

      
      “Then we’ll take it from there. In the meantime put together everything you know about him, run your probabilities, use your
         resources. I expect a full report from the warden, the chief administrator, the prison psychiatrist in charge of McQueen’s
         case, and the guards on his block by morning. You’ll be copied.”
      

      
      “He has a plan. He always has a plan. He didn’t walk out of Rikers without one. I want to interview other prisoners he had
         regular contact with, and the guards. I need access to his records, his visitor’s list, his communications.”
      

      
      “The prison’s conducting an internal investigation.”

      
      “Commander, he’s been out for nearly twenty-four hours.”

      
      “I’m aware of that, Lieutenant. I wasn’t informed about the escape until this morning.” He waited a beat, nodded slowly. “The
         mayor and I had more to discuss today than handing out medals, however well deserved. Prison administration has requested
         until nine hundred to conduct their investigation. They’ve been given the time. I can promise you at one minute past nine
         tomorrow, you’ll have what I have.”
      

      
      “They’re playing politics and CYA. By nine tomorrow, he could have taken another girl. More than one.”

      
      “I’m aware of that as well.” He sat now. “Even after we’re given what we need, we may not know anything to aid in this manhunt.
         His previous capture involved solid police work, Dallas, and a stroke of luck. We’re going to need both to put him back where
         he belongs.”
      

      
      She took time to change, to gather up all the file discs she needed, the old reports. Even then she could still taste the bitterness in the back of
         her throat.
      

      
      As arranged, Roarke met her by her vehicle in the garage.

      
      “Here, let’s have those.” He took one of the loaded file bags she carried. “I’d’ve helped to carry these down if you’d told
         me you were loading up.”
      

      
      She wanted to say it was her weight to carry, but that sounded pompous. “I didn’t realize there was so much.”

      
      Not entirely true, she thought, and let him take the wheel. There was more yet on Isaac McQueen, stored in her home office.

      
      “First, I should tell you I declined a number of invitations for drinks, dinner—and/or a mag, drunken partython at the venue
         of your choice.”
      

      
      The last would be Mavis, Eve deduced. “Sorry.”

      
      “No need. You have a lot of people proud of you today, and who understand you’ve work to see to. Peabody’s parents plan to
         stay a day or two, and hope to see you again before they leave the city.”
      

      
      “Yeah, that’d be good.” She drummed her fingers on her knee.

      
      “How did it go with Whitney?”

      
      “About like I expected. Less than I want.”

      
      “From the heft of those bags, I’d say it’s going to be a busy night.”

      
      “I won’t get data from the prison until morning. Isaac McQueen. He’s—”

      
      “I looked him up while you were with Whitney, so I have the salients. Twenty-six girls. And then there was you. I want to
         hear it, Eve, from you.”
      

      
      “I’ll tell you all of it. I guess I need to. But I have to clear my head. I have to settle it down. He could be anywhere.”
         She stared at the streets, the sidewalks, the buildings, the ever-moving crowds. “Anywhere. I want to be out there, looking,
         but it’s a waste of time and energy. I have to think, and I can’t think until I get my head straight. I need to work some
         of this off, sweat a little. Take an hour in the gym.”
      

      
      “With a sparring droid you can beat up?”

      
      She smiled, a little. “Not quite that much.”

      
      “Take your hour. Then we’ll talk.”

      
      She remained silent until he drove through the gates, down the long curve of the drive to the beautiful house with its towers,
         its turrets, its unique style.
      

      
      He’d built this, she thought. This house. This home. Her home now, too—and that was something else that could steal her breath.

      
      “I didn’t have anyone to talk to about it before. I hadn’t started training with Feeney, hadn’t met Mavis. I didn’t think
         I needed or wanted anyone to talk to about it. I think now, this time, if I didn’t, I might go a little crazy. I don’t know
         if I could take going back alone.”
      

      
      “You’re not.” As he had at Central, he took her hand in both of his. “And never again alone.” This time with his eyes on hers,
         he brought her hand to his lips. “Take your hour. Go on, I’ll get your file bags.”
      

      
      He knew, she thought, because he’d read about McQueen, that she needed time and understood why. She wasn’t sure what she’d
         done in her life to earn someone who understood her so well.
      

      
      She stepped inside.

      
      Then again, nothing came free.

      
      Summerset stood in his stiff, funeral-black suit, his face stern as a headstone—and the fat cat, Galahad, squat at his feet.

      
      “I find I can still be shocked,” he said. “You’re home nearly on time, and unbloodied.”

      
      “Day’s not over. You know I thought I saw a dead man walking a couple hours ago. Did you have to go downtown for some eye
         of newt?”
      

      
      He lifted his eyebrows. “I have no idea what you’re talking about. I prefer doing my shopping uptown.”

      
      “Must’ve been another corpse.” She strode by him, opted to take the elevator down to the gym.

      
      Thinking the lieutenant had looked quite impressive in her uniform, standing on Central’s wide steps, Summerset walked over
         to open the door for Roarke.
      

      
      And lifted his eyebrows at the file bags. “I take it any celebratory dinner is on hold.”

      
      “It is, yes. An old adversary come round again. It’s troubling,” Roarke said as he started upstairs with the cat trotting
         after him.
      

      
      She ran three miles, hard, selecting an urban setting, so the program simulated the sound of her feet pounding on pavement, the buzz of traffic—street
         and air.
      

      
      She set another program for weights and pumped until her muscles wept. When that wasn’t enough, she showered off the sweat
         in the bathroom attached to the expansive gym.
      

      
      She’d do a couple dozen fast laps in the pool, she decided, and burn off the last of this ugly frustration and sick fear.

      
      She didn’t bother with a bathing suit, but just grabbed a towel. More than the hour she’d asked for, she noted, but she wasn’t
         quite there yet.
      

      
      When she stepped out into the tropical paradise of the pool area, wound through the trees, the flowers, she saw him sitting
         at a table. He’d changed into a T-shirt and casual pants. He had a bottle of wine, a couple of glasses—and worked with apparent
         enjoyment on his PPC.
      

      
      Waiting for her, she thought. Wasn’t that a miracle? This amazing man would wait for her, would be there.

      
      She hadn’t needed the three miles, she realized, or the weights or the laps. All she needed was Roarke.

      
      “There you are.” He glanced up. “Better?”

      
      “I took longer than I said. I got caught up.”

      
      “No matter. I had a bit of work to finish up, and had a swim as well.”

      
      “Oh. I was thinking you’d take one with me.”

      
      “Well, I could, but I always enjoy watching you in the water, especially since you like to swim naked.”

      
      “Pervert.” She walked to him. “Why don’t you come in? Unless watching’s all you’re up for.”

      
      She let the towel drop.

      
      “When you put it that way.”

      
      Rather than diving in as was her habit, she walked down the steps, through the lagoon corner, ordering on the jets and blue
         lights as she slowly sank in.
      

      
      “I was going to burn the rest off with some laps,” she said as Roarke shed his clothes. “But I figure you can do a better
         job of it. Maybe.”
      

      
      “A challenge.” He joined her in the water. “Something else I’m always up for.”

      
      She tipped her head back, shot her fingers in his hair, gripped it. “Prove it,” she said, and dragged his mouth to hers.

      
      She wanted hot and hard, like the jets pulsing in the blue water. No tenderness, no gentle caress, but greedy and careless.

      
      He knew, he always knew. She set her teeth on his shoulder as his hands took, rough and ready, whipping her to the place where
         there was no room for thoughts, for worries, for a world of the cruel.
      

      
      His mouth, his mouth, scorching her skin, devouring her heart right through her breast while his hand shoved between her legs.
         The first orgasm ripped her as he dragged her under the water.
      

      
      Breathless, blind, she sank into the pool, into him and the battering sea of sensation. Only to surface on a wild cry of release
         when he pulled her up again.
      

      
      She wrapped around him, slick with water, hot with needs. Her hands and mouth were as busy as his, as demanding and urgent.
         The trouble he’d seen in her eyes, the sadness he’d sensed coiled in her dropped away. With them went his worry, went everything
         but this mad, almost brutal wanting.
      

      
      Snared in it, he shoved her to the wall. His fingers dug into her hips as he plunged into her.
      

      
      Breathless gasps muffled against his mouth. He wanted to swallow them, swallow her in deep, dark gulps. The water slapped
         and slithered, sluiced off skin faintly and eerily blue in the light.
      

      
      “Take more.” Steeped in her. Drowning in her. “Take more.”

      
      Yes, she thought, yes. More. Gripping the edge, she wrapped her legs around his waist. Arching up, arching back, she took until her cries echoed around
         the garden. Took until there was nothing left.
      

   
      
      3

      
      

      
      He knew if it was left up to Eve they’d have the conversation and what passed for a meal in her home office. Another case,
         he decided, where she needed more. As summer refused to retire for the season, he arranged for the meal on one of the terraces
         where the gardens burst with color and scent.
      

      
      There, with the air stubbornly holding the damp from the morning’s storm, tiny lights glimmered, candles flickered against
         the dark.
      

      
      “I’ve got a lot of research to get to,” she began.

      
      “Undoubtedly, and we’ll take all the time you need once I understand the situation, and you’ve got some food in you. Red meat.”
         He lifted the cover off a plate.
      

      
      Eve eyed the steak. “Playing dirty.”

      
      “Is there another way? We’ve a barrel of salt for your fries.”

      
      She had to laugh. “Really dirty.” She took the wine he offered. “You know my weaknesses.”
      

      
      “Every one.” And he hoped the pretty table, the pretty evening would help her through what she had to tell him. “I’ll wager
         you missed lunch.”
      

      
      She sipped, sat. “I had to hack away at paperwork all morning, and kept thinking if I just had a body, I could skate out of
         it. It’s that careful what you wish for bit. Sucks that it’s usually true.”
      

      
      She told him about Tray and Julie, then of the prison administration dragging their feet on notification of McQueen’s escape.
         Bookending the worst of it, she supposed. Building up to going back.
      

      
      “He wants your attention.”

      
      “And he’s got it. He’ll keep it until he’s back in a cage. He should’ve been transferred to an off-planet facility six years
         ago when Omega was complete. But …”
      

      
      She shrugged, continued to eat.

      
      “They never charged him with the murders. His mother, the girls never recovered, the other women?”

      
      “No. Not enough evidence, especially if you’re a PA more concerned with your conviction rate than actual justice.”

      
      “You were disappointed,” Roarke commented.

      
      “I was green.” She shrugged again, but with more of a jerk. “I figured we had enough solid circumstantial on the four missing
         girls, on the dead mother, partners. We had enough to try him on those charges, too. But that wasn’t my decision. That’s not
         my job.”
      

      
      “You’re still disappointed.”

      
      “Maybe, but I’m not green now, so I’m realistic. And McQueen wouldn’t break. Feeney worked him for hours, days. He let me
         observe. He even brought me into the box briefly, hoping seeing me would shake, or just piss off McQueen enough for him to
         say something, make some mistake. And I’m getting ahead of myself,” she realized. “I guess I’d better start at the beginning.”
      

      
      “Twelve years,” he prompted her, wanting her to talk it out, for both of them. “You’d barely begun.”

      
      “I’m trying to remember me, to see myself. To feel. I wanted to be a cop so bad. A good cop, solid. To work my way up to detective.
         I wanted Homicide, that was always the goal. Homicide detective. I didn’t really know anybody in the department, in the city
         for that matter. Most of the rookies who graduated with me were scattered around the boroughs. I got Manhattan, and that was
         big. I needed to be here.”
      

      
      He topped off her wine, gave her a small opening. “I think of the photo you gave me for Christmas, of you at your desk at
         the Academy. Hardly more than a child, and your hair long.”
      

      
      “I’d hacked it off by the time I graduated.”

      
      “You had cop’s eyes even then.”

      
      “I missed things. I had a lot to learn. I was working out of the Four-Six, Lower West. A little house. Central absorbed it,
         I guess, about eight years ago. It’s a club now. The Blue Line. Weird.”
      

      
      She paused when a thought struck her. “You don’t own it, do you?”

      
      “No.” But he filed it away, thinking she might enjoy owning her first cop shop.

      
      She drew a breath. “Okay. So. I was only a few weeks on the job, on patrol or doing the grunt work they stick rooks with.
         It was hot, like this, late summer when you’re wondering if it’ll ever cool off again. There was a mugging that went way,
         way south. A couple in visiting their daughter. She’d just had a baby. They’re walking back to her place, did some shopping
         for the kid.
      

      
      “Junkie, crashing, and he’s got a six-inch sticker. They don’t hand everything over fast enough, and he gives the woman a
         jab to hurry them up. One thing leads to another, and the man ends up dead with a dozen holes in him; the woman’s critical,
         but conscious. Manages to call out until somebody stops. It’s a decent enough neighborhood, and it’s freaking broad daylight.
         But there just wasn’t anybody around. Bad luck. Feeney caught the case.”
      

      
      “That would be good luck,” Roarke prompted.

      
      “Yeah. Jesus, Roarke, he was good. I know the e-work is his thing, and he’s the best. But he was a hell of a murder cop. He
         didn’t look that much different—less gray, not as many lines. But even back then he looked like he’d slept in his clothes
         for a couple nights running. Just watching him was an education. How he worked the scene, read it, read the wits.”
      

      
      Looking back, seeing Feeney in her head, she settled a bit more. “I stood there, watching him, and I thought, ‘That’s what
         I want.’ Not just Homicide, but to be that good. He stood on the sidewalk with the blood and the body, and he saw it. He felt
         it. He didn’t show it, hard to explain.”
      

      
      “You don’t need to.” Because he’d stood and watched her with blood and body, and knew she saw. Knew she felt.

      
      “Well. The junkie went rabbit, and the wits gave conflicting descriptions. The surviving vic was mostly out of it, but we
         had a general to go on. They called in some uniforms to canvass because one of the wits said they thought maybe he lived right
         there on Murray, or knew somebody who did. I was partnered up with Boyd Fergus, a good beat cop. We ended up at two-fifty-eight
         Murray. We weren’t getting anywhere. Nobody’d seen anything, and most of the people who lived in that neighborhood were at
         work anyway. So when we got to that building, Fergus said we’d split up, and since I was younger and had better legs, I should
         start up on three. He’d take the first floor, and we’d meet up again on two. It was just …”
      

      
      “Fate?”

      
      “Or luck, or what the fuck. But I headed up to the third floor.”

      
      And she saw it. Felt it.

      
      The old building trapped the hot like a steel box, then mixed it with the smell of the veggie hash—don’t spare the garlic—
         someone was stirring up for dinner on the second floor. She could hear the various choices of evening entertainments vibrating
         against walls and doors. Trash rock, media reports, canned laughter from some sitcom, soaring opera banged and echoed dull
         through the stairway. Over it she heard creaks, voices, and somebody carping about the
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