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  RUN TO MIDNIGHT


  1


  He had slapped her again last night, viciously, and afterward he had, as usual, taken her hand with great and tender care and asked her to forgive him.


  “It’s just that I don’t understand,” he said. “It’s just that if you do it I’ll—I won’t have you anymore. Not the way I have you now.”


  She smiled her ruthless smile. “It’s your fantasy, anyway.”


  “What is?”


  “That you ‘have’ me. Nobody has ever ‘had’ me and nobody ever will.”


  “I’m just afraid. I can’t help it.”


  “It’s going to happen, no matter how much you fight it.” She touched him then, as only she could touch him. “Please, darling, please trust me.”


  That had been in the spring when they’d gone for long lilac walks along the soft blue river, when they took dinner at a sidewalk cafe they favored, where the wine was excellent and the handsome waiter played sentimental love songs on the accordion. The perfume of the May night had been exotic and exhilarating.


  He’d tried to be happy about what she was going to do, tried to rationalize that it would be best for everybody concerned, but late at night, in his lonely little bed in his lonely little sleeping room, he knew that what she was about to do was wrong and that she would eventually leave him behind.


  But there was nothing he could do. Nothing.


  In the autumn, when it was done with and final and she was exulting in it, he tried to take his life with a pistol, but at the last moment fear overcame him, and his trembling finger jerked the gun from his temple and fired the bullet into the wall.


  Forever after, he would hear the sound of that gunshot.


  It was the sound of his humiliation, and of how useless he had become to her.
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  The blizzard that hit Chicago that morning was more an invasion than a storm. Just after slate-gray dawn, snow, ice and furious wind came screaming across Lake Michigan and began benumbing the city. Snow buried cars, ice made streets treacherous and wind made even walking a dangerous task. All this took place before 8:30 a.m.


  It was a morning to stay snuggy warm in a blue cashmere sweater and designer jeans and nubby red argyle socks, and to sit in an elegant Lake Shore Drive apartment looking out over the foggy gray waters of Lake Michigan. In order to keep from feeling self-indulgent and lazy, a forty-five minute aerobic workout was mandatory. There was a Stairmaster and a treadmill in a large, empty room that had been converted into a gym of sorts.


  Thirty-one-year-old Kate Evans once more counted her blessings. If she’d been a teacher, a clerk or a “radio personality” like one of her friends, she would have been forced to bundle up and try to impose herself on the howling day.


  But when you write songs for a living—and hit songs at that, as she had to keep reminding herself—you had the option of staying inside whenever you chose, and doing your work on a Steinway concert piano.


  Kate was a slight girl, red of hair, worn now in a fashionable bob, with clear intelligent gray eyes and a quick white smile that made her fetching indeed. Of late, her morning mirror had been a little too honest, showing wrinkles in the comers of the eyes and flecks of gray in her silky red hair. But most days, she didn’t mind so much. Given what had happened to Sally, Kate simply felt grateful for her life and health.


  She forced herself to think of last night’s phone call. No point in thinking of Sally now …


  Kate was not yet jaded by being around celebrities and rock stars. Getting a personal phone call from the woman known simply as Riki, currently the most popular young singer in America, still made Kate feel as if she were living in the sort of dopey fantasy high school girls frequently had.


  Riki had called Kate last night to say she hoped Kate’s new song would make both of them a lot of money. “You know me, Kate,” Riki had laughed. “People think I’m this really sensitive, poetic type. But deep down I’m just a greedy bitch who loves platinum records.” Which had been followed by Riki’s familiar, throaty laugh.


  Sometimes Kate had to keep reminding herself that all this was real … But such thoughts inevitably led back to Sally …


  After her forty-five minute workout, Kate took a quick shower. She put on sweater and jeans and argyle socks again and left the steaming bathroom. She liked showers only a few degrees cooler than saunas.


  She went into what she called her workroom, a large white room with a huge window overlooking Lake Michigan. The morning’s river traffic—tugs and barges, mostly—looked grubby and isolate in the angry snow.


  Near the window sat a beautiful concert Steinway and when she saw it, her thoughts turned back to Sally.


  Five years ago, Kate had come to Chicago with her husband, Greg Mullin, an amiable and handsome farm kid she’d met at a small liberal arts college in Cedar Rapids. Superficially, Kate and Greg were a great deal alike. They didn’t go in for all the clamor that their classmates seemed to favor. A good day for them was hopping aboard Greg’s motorcycle and shooting off into the countryside. Unlike most of her dates, Greg hadn’t even pushed her about having sex. If he found her freakish for being a virgin at age twenty, he hadn’t let on. When the time came, it was the right and proper time, and the night had been tender and fulfilling.


  They were married eight months after graduation. Greg’s parents had some money, so Greg was able to attend law school in Iowa City. And it was then he began to change, six or seven months into their marriage. He was no longer satisfied with countryside trips or nights of renting Laurel and Hardy movies or simply walking around the leafy university campus on soft spring nights.


  Greg was in the top five percentile of his class and he began to regard himself as somebody quite special. He bought a small red sports car and started dragging her to noisy university parties at which he was one of the reigning gods. It was at one such party that she’d walked in on Greg kissing an imposing blonde who only laughed when Greg, scarlet faced, introduced his wife. “He’s been a very bad boy tonight, Mrs. Mullin,” the blonde undergraduate had said, making Kate feel not only betrayed but ancient as well. The blonde was probably nineteen. Kate was twenty-three.


  Their marriage survived. After law school, Greg graduating second in his class, they moved to Chicago. In Iowa City, during Greg’s law school years, Kate had worked as an elementary teacher and had loved the work. Though she knew that children could be cruel, she learned that they could also be much more insightful and astute and giving than most adults. They were just what they were … with no pretenses … and Kate liked and admired that.


  But teaching jobs were hard to come by in Cook County the year she arrived. After three months of looking, the only work she could find was as a kind of glorified gofer in a recording studio that created jingles for a long list of national clients. Sally Beaumont ran the studio. A onetime Broadway singer, Sally was determined to show both New York and Los Angeles that Chicago could create commercial music just as good, just as creative, as the music on both coasts. Though twenty years her senior, Sally made Kate her closest friend and confidante. And when she found out that Kate used to write songs and play them for her family on long, wintry farm nights, Sally started pushing her to start writing again. At first, Kate produced very little—sketchy, hackneyed product songs that were bad imitations of what she heard on TV and radio.


  But eventually Kate wrote a song good enough to present to one of Sally’s clients. Or so Sally insisted, anyway. And her intuition was proved correct. The client, a sportswear manufacturer, loved Kate’s composition, and even took her refrain and made it into his advertising campaign theme for the year.


  More successes came quickly. Kate started writing fulltime and making a good deal of money with residuals, income earned every time a product song was played on radio or TV.


  None of this success did much for her marriage. Greg was threatened by her success, especially when local TV stations and magazines began doing pieces about her. He was already a senior partner in an old-line law firm. Greg seemed to be saying if there was any prominence to be had by this family, that prominence had better by God belong to him. She suggested that they see a counselor. He refused. She suggested that he start coming with her to the studio, to get to know Sally and the staff better. He refused. She confided all this over and over to Sally. She was confused and hurt and afraid. Soon enough, Greg took a mistress. One night, with great relish, he announced that he was leaving Kate. He also announced, with equal relish, that his lover was pregnant. They would have the family Kate and he had never shared.


  Kate lived through a year of pain unlike any she’d ever known before. She saw a shrink occasionally, even tried hanging out in bars a few times, something she soon began to view as a chore. Nothing worked. She hadn’t wanted a divorce. In ways, she still loved Greg. But there was anger and remorse and confusion. Despite this, her musical work was better than ever. Her product songs sold to such premiere clients as Dodge, Arrow shirts and Brut. She found herself in demand on both coasts as writer and producer, not only writing songs but also working with the band to achieve a certain “sound.” Her work was constantly on network television.


  That was how the rock star Riki had first heard of her. Riki was a beautiful but mysterious young singer that men developed hopeless crushes on and women envied for her sensitivity and femininity. Riki heard a product song Kate had done for an insurance company, a lovely and tender song about old age. Riki liked it so much she bought rights to it and then hired Kate to write new lyrics to it. Soon after the song was released, Kate had her first gold record for songwriting.


  Then one spring day, Kate’s world once again collapsed.


  Kate and Sally were having lunch at one of the restaurants favored by the top ad agencies when Sally said, “You’re finally going to meet my son.”


  “Why, Sally, that’s great!” Kate had said. But then she noted how pale and tense Sally looked. Sally had been married three times, the second marriage producing a son on whom she doted with abiding pride. Son Michael was now a dentist in Seattle with two kids of his own.


  “He’s coming in tomorrow,” Sally said. Kate smiled. “Did I forget your birthday?”


  Sally said, “No, kiddo. I’ve got to have a little surgery. They found a tiny lump on my breast.”


  Kate would never forget the cold shadow of death that touched every part of her being. She knew she had to be bright and chipper for Sally’s sake b u t …


  “I’ll be fine, kiddo. You know me. I’m too mean to die.” And then Sally had reached across the table and taken Kate’s hand and said, “I’m scared as hell, kiddo. I hate to admit it but it’s the truth.”


  Then began eight desperate months. There was surgery and there was chemotherapy, Sally beaten and sad-eyed following each debilitating session. There was a trip to the Mayo Clinic for experimental drug therapy. There was a trip to California for vitamin treatments (“I know it’s probably bullshit, kiddo, but what have I got to lose?”). And all the time, Sally was getting paler and weaker, as if a vampire were visiting her at midnight and draining the life from her. There was laughter so hard that Sally’s frail body seemed consumed with it, and tears so bitter and hopeless that all Kate could do was just hold her and let her spend herself until sleep was the only recourse.


  Very near the end, Sally’s son set up a hospice in Sally’s Lincoln Park town house. He was there twenty-four hours a day. Kate was with him most of the time.


  Neither of them heard her die. Michael went in to check on her one drab rainy afternoon, rain like teardrops on the summer window, and she was gone.


  As she had done following the loss of her marriage, Kate turned to work as an escape. She wrote an entire album for Riki. The album went double platinum. Kate was now working on the follow-up album and helping to plan Riki’s summer tour for next year. Riki wanted special material written and had decided Kate was the woman to do it. That’s why Riki had called last night, to see how the material was coming along.


  This gorgeous Steinway concert piano was Sally’s legacy—a gift when Kate’s song had landed them their biggest product song account to date—and Kate could never play it without thinking of the very funny, very dear woman who had been her best friend for two and a half years.


  Restless, Kate got up from the piano and went into the living room.


  A small fireplace was set into the brick wall. The bricks had been painted to complement the off-white carpeting and the oak- framed sofa with off-white pillows. Kate had decorated the room with a country-house air, with lots of rattan furniture and plenty of thriving green plants. All the moldings were white with wine-red wall covering to lend the room boldness. One entire wall was a sprawling bookcase, with titles running from her childhood favorite Black Beauty to later favorites such as The Catcher in the Rye and Childhood’s End.


  The fire took five minutes to come crackling to real life. She was just closing the glass doors when she heard the buzzer in the living room.


  Somebody was downstairs, wanting to come up. But at 10:15 on a Monday morning?


  Walking to the front door, she reasoned that the caller must be a delivery person of some sort. Her friends were all musicians and songwriters, both breeds known for sleeping all day and working all night.


  “Yes?” Kate spoke into the small white-painted speaker set into the molding around the front door.


  “Kate. It’s me, David Greene.”


  She knew instantly that something was wrong. The publicist always sounded bright and confident no matter what the time or circumstances.


  But not this morning. His slow, drugged voice hinted at something terribly wrong. He sounded as if he were about ready to collapse.


  “What’s wrong, David?”


  “I need to come up. Please.”


  “Of course.”


  She buzzed him up.


  While she waited for him to get on the elevator and ride up to the sixth floor, she speculated on what could possibly make David sound this way.


  She knew, with a melancholy pang, that her nice, settled morning of working at the piano and sipping hot cider had most likely been canceled by forces beyond her control.


  The weatherman had promised the season’s first blizzard. She always liked to stay inside, watching the big, lovely flakes splatter on the window glass and become beautiful water crystals. Tomorrow, Chicago turned beautiful by the mantle of white, she would walk up to Grant Park and build a snowman. She’d done this for the past four years, on the second snow day of each season.


  David’s knock was so weak Kate almost didn’t hear it.


  She opened the door and he fell straight down into her arms, his blue eyes rolling backward, blood bubbling red and ugly in the comer of his mouth. Beneath his open topcoat, she could see a bloody wound on the right side of his stomach. He winced every time he took a step, as if his ribs had been broken.


  By the time she got her hands underneath his arms and helped him over to the couch, David Greene was very near slipping into unconsciousness.


  Even so, he continued to mutter things but nothing she could understand.


  She got him laid fiat on the couch, a throw cushion beneath his head for a pillow.


  She was just parting his coat for a closer look at the wound when she realized she was wasting her time.


  She was neither a doctor nor a nurse. She had no idea how to treat what was clearly a gunshot wound.


  Dark blood pasted his shirt to his chest. When she leaned closer, she saw a neat little hole in the fabric, not much bigger around than the head of an eraser on a number two pencil. The blood was spreading over much of his white oxford, button-down shirt, like spilled cranberry juice on the white tiles of a kitchen floor.


  Sweat beads stood out dramatically on his forehead. Sweat turned his collar grimy. His entire body trembled. His teeth literally chattered.


  “I’ll get you an ambulance,” she said, even though she was sure he couldn’t hear her. And after she called an ambulance, she’d call the man she’d been dating, Homicide Detective Robert McGivern.


  She turned and rushed over to the telephone. She was just picking up the receiver when, from behind her, he said, “Don’t call anybody, Kate. I’m in serious trouble.”


  She turned back to look at him. He was crazy not to let her call an ambulance.


  She was going to make her argument, force him to let her get some medical help, when she saw his trembling hand reach deep into the pocket of his overcoat and pull something out.


  Before she could quite believe what she was seeing, David Greene, the handsome successful publicity agent known for his business acumen and his highly placed show business friends, was holding a gun on her.


  “I don’t want you to call anybody. Just come over here.”


  Even in his weakened condition, it was clear he meant what he said.


  Afraid suddenly, knowing that she had just become involved in something terrible, she replaced the receiver and walked reluctantly back to the couch.


  “I hope to God he didn’t follow me here,” Greene said. All Kate could do was listen.
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  Detective Robert McGivern had at some time or other seen every kind of killer in the interrogation room. Some were angry, some were boastful, some were jubilant, some were sad.


  The room was fifteen feet long and ten feet wide. A table with cigarette scars accommodated six folding chairs. On top of the table was a black, box-like Sony tape recorder. The floor was tiled. About every third tile was badly worn or missing. The ceiling was also tiled. Cigarette smoke had turned the tan color gritty brown in places. The door leading in and out was metal. There were several deep indentations from fists, some put there by cops, some by suspects. At least one had been put there by a public defender sickened by the man he was forced to defend.


  McGivern sat staring at the man sitting on the other side of the table.


  George Bayer was a thirty-six-year-old accountant. He was tall, gaunt, balding. He wore rimless glasses that gave him a somewhat helpless, nearsighted look. The arresting officer had been forced to subdue him and in so doing had broken Bayer’s nose. His yellow dress shirt was a mess.


  McGivern had had nothing to do with the case. He had been sitting at his desk in the homicide bureau when they’d brought Bayer through. He’d looked up and his gaze had met the suspect’s. McGivern had promptly forgotten all about the man. That was two hours ago.


  Ten minutes ago, Clymer, the homicide detective who had made the arrest, came back from the interrogation room and walked over to McGivern’s desk.


  Clymer said, “He wants to see you.”


  McGivern glanced up. “Who wants to see me?”


  “The guy who shot his wife this morning. Bayer.”


  “The guy you brought through here a while ago?”


  “Right.”


  “It’s your case. Why’s he want to see me?”


  “He says it’s your eyes.”


  “Right.”


  “True facts, McGivern. He says you’ve got kind eyes and he’ll only talk to you. I mean, I don’t think he’s gay or anything. He’s just kind of crazy. You know, after killing his wife and all.”


  So now here McGivern sat in the interrogation room. “Mr. Bayer?”


  Bayer had been making a study of his folded hands. He looked up. “Why don’t you call me George?”


  “All right, George. Detective Clymer said you wanted to see me.”


  “I want to tell you what I did.”


  “Detective Clymer also tells me that you don’t want a lawyer present.”


  “Not right now I don’t. Maybe later.” He nodded to the Sony. “Is that machine running?”


  “Yes, it is, George.”


  “In grade school we had this priest. Seventh grade. Father Tomlin. He had eyes like yours.”


  “I see.”


  He kept looking straight at McGivern. But for a time he didn’t say anything. “You know how I found out?”


  “How you found out what?”


  “About her other guy.”


  “Your wife’s other guy?”


  “Right.”


  “No, I guess I don’t.”


  “A pubic hair.”


  “Oh.”


  “Last May I wake up, this really sunny morning, and I get out of bed all happy and pumped up because it’s spring, and then I put on my glasses and happen to look down at the sheet and there it is. A red pubic hair. So I tore the top sheet off—she was in taking a shower—and I started really looking the bed over carefully. I found a lot of little red hairs. And Doris is a natural blonde and so—” He shook his head. Stared at McGivern. “You really do.”


  “I really do what?”


  “Have eyes like Father Tomlin’s.”


  And then, just as McGivern expected him to, George Bayer put his head down on the table and started sobbing.


  Five minutes later, after McGivern had read him the Miranda again and given him careful warning about waiting for a lawyer, Bayer made a complete confession.


  Half an hour later, a uniformed officer stood at the front of the homicide bureau and said, “Hey, McGivern.”


  Deep into paperwork, his battered desk covered with forms of at least six different bureaucratic hues, McGivern glanced up. The detective bureau consisted of eight desks, each with its own phone and adjacent gray metal typing table on wheels. The other detectives were off on various assignments. The phones ringing in the gray, empty room had a melancholy echo.


  Garvey, the uniformed man, held up a small white sack. “There’s one Danish left. Everybody downstairs is on a diet. You want it?” For emphasis, Garvey patted his basketball of a stomach.


  “No, thanks.”


  “You sure? You don’t have any reason to watch your weight.”


  McGivern smiled. “I will if I start eating stuff like that.”


  “All right, then,” Garvey said, and started away, his footsteps loud in the big room.


  He had just about walked out of the homicide bureau when he snapped his fingers and said, “Hey, that’s why that name sounded so familiar.”


  McGivern paid no attention. He was already lost again in his paperwork.


  Garvey came back to where he’d been standing. “Where does your lady friend live?”


  This time McGivern looked up. “The Remington. Why?”


  “That’s why it sounded familiar.”


  “What sounded familiar?”


  “This squawk we got downstairs a few minutes ago. Somebody who lives in the building reported seeing a man who looked like he’d been shot.”


  McGivern wasn’t sure why, but he had this sudden animal panic. He needed to talk to Kate, make sure everything was all right.


  “Thanks for telling me, Garvey.”


  “You bet.” Garvey held up the small white sack again. “You sure you don’t want this?”


  “Positive.”


  Garvey shrugged and disappeared down the hall.


  The Remington was an unlikely place for a wounded man to be wandering around. McGivern wanted to know what was going on over there.


  He grabbed the phone and dialed Kate’s number.
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  Kate could see the death in him, the faint glaze of eye, the tight draw of lips, the sinking fall of chest. Even now he was a dead man, though he did not yet know it.


  “Key,” David Greene said, looking up at her with his dull scared gaze. “Key.”


  The blood was worse now. He lay on the couch, too drained to even hold the handgun up any longer. It lay on his abdomen, rising raggedly with each breath.


  “Key,” he said again.


  She knelt next to him. Over the past months, David Greene had become one of her best friends. She was angry, just as she’d been angry with Sally. People you loved had no right to desert you. No right at all.


  And it wasn’t only Kate that David was about to desert.


  David Greene was the husband of a beautiful former model, and the father of two children, the younger of whom, Alana, had been born two years ago with Down’s syndrome. Those who knew David well saw that Alana’s fate destroyed him. He loved her too much to feel anything but devastation at her condition.


  Most children with Down’s syndrome are usually turned over to a public or private institution where they are raised by nurses and their aides. David Greene had decided to keep Alana at home and help raise her in the family. This was a costly decision in two ways. One was the emotional expense. Such children, no matter how much you might love them, were sometimes difficult to deal with and teach. Two, raising such children yourself required a lot of money, only a fraction of which would be needed if David had given Alana up to a special school.


  David was gifted at his calling of public relations—he had handled some of the biggest rock stars of the past decade—but he was a terrible businessman. He kept two fully staffed offices, one in Los Angeles, one in Chicago. The latter had not ever paid for itself, yet he kept it open because he wanted to be close to his family, who lived in a nearby suburb. Alana was the expense that began to sink David Greene Associates. He began taking on more work than he could handle, and not doing the quality of work expected of him. He began letting go key employees, which not only hurt him with the work load but also ensured that industry gossip would soon take its toll. The word was that David Greene would soon be forced into Chapter Eleven. And when this word was sent forth with all the malice the gossips could summon … David Greene started losing clients. What kind of rock star wanted to have a loser for a public relations man? The jungle beasties with their hundred-dollar haircuts and their San Juan tans began feeding on him.


  David was Riki’s public relations man. One night, after Riki and her manager, Brad Doyle, and the record label CEO, Frank Sayler, had left the Gold Coast restaurant where they’d all had dinner, Kate found herself walking out the door with David. He was too drunk to drive. She said she’d drive his car back to his office for him, and from there they could both take taxis home. He was one of those little sad cuddly animals she adopted from time to time. She looked at it as good practice for motherhood.


  On the way to his office, David had told her all of it. The too- big mortgage on the too-big suburban house; the offices in L.A. and Chicago; the flight by three big clients within the space of forty-one working days; and then Alana.


  He started crying. He just simply crashed and burned. They were three blocks from his office when she took a sudden turn eastward. He didn’t seem to notice. She drove to her apartment building and had the night doorman help load David into the elevator.


  While he was stretched out on the couch, snoring, she went into the bedroom and closed the door and called his wife. She explained who she was and what had happened and said that she was afraid he might be getting suicidal and that she didn’t trust him to a cab.


  David’s wife arrived thirty-eight minutes later. By that time, David was sitting up drinking steaming black coffee. He looked vaguely ashamed of himself, which was probably a good sign. At least he had a modicum of self-respect left.


  After that night, the three of them became good friends. Kate was invited to their house many nights for dinner. She met Alana. And fell in love with Alana. She understood exactly why David was willing to go through financial hell to keep her.


  David’s business continued to decline. Only Riki, of all his major clients, remained loyal to him. Nobody in the business could understand that, or explain it. Riki was big big business. Why would she want to be associated with a loser like David Greene?


  Then one day, over lunch, David ordered a particularly good wine and toasted Kate. He’d stopped in at a small Chicago recording studio to watch Riki lay down some tape of two songs Kate had just written for her. Then he’d asked Kate to join him for lunch.


  “You look happy,” Kate said.


  “I am. Very happy,” David said. “You picked up a new client?”


  “Better than that. An old client paid me a lot of money he’d owed me for a long time.”


  “That’s wonderful!” Kate said.


  “I’m back in business again. No doubt about it.”


  But as they’d finished their lunch, Kate sensed that David seemed anxious about something.


  After handing the waiter his American Express card, David said, “You’re going to L.A. next week, right?”


  “Right. Riki wants to show me her new studio.”


  “Wondered if you could do me a favor.”


  “Of course.”


  “I want to take out a safe-deposit box and I wondered if you’d cosign for it with me. You and I would be the only two authorized to open it.”


  She suddenly stared at him and said, “You didn’t tell me the truth, did you?”


  David tried a boyish grin. “Hey, what’re you trying to do, spoil the mood?”


  “There wasn’t any ‘old client’ who paid you a lot of money, was there?”


  The grin vanished. Worry gave his eyes a desperate brightness. “I need somebody I can trust.”


  “And that’s me?”


  “That’s you, Kate.” He paused. “I’m putting a very important document in the safe-deposit box. I just want to know that if something should happen to me, you’d—well, you wouldn’t let it fall into the wrong hands.”


  “What kind of document?”


  The nervous grin was back. “If something happens to me, you’ll be able to read it for yourself.”


  The waiter returned. David signed for the lunch. Kate stood up. David sat in his chair, watching her. “I wouldn’t ask you if it wasn’t important, Kate. Very important.”


  A week later the two of them were in Los Angeles. David found a Beverly Hills savings and loan he liked and they went in and cosigned for a safe-deposit box. Polaroids were taken of them, the photos placed in a book for future identification.


  All this stayed in Kate’s mind for a month or so. Why was David being so secretive? What kind of document had he put in the box?


  Then she forgot about it. Till this morning …


  “Key,” David Greene said again. “The safe-deposit box key?”


  He nodded. “I’m sorry, Kate. Sorry I got you involved.”


  She leaned forward and put a soft damp nubby washcloth to his forehead, cheeks and mouth.


  “I’m burning up, Kate.”


  “Just lie still, David.”


  And then he was gone from her. As Sally had been gone from her.


  She knelt next to him, staring at eyes that no longer saw, at lips that no longer spoke.


  The door buzzer sounded.


  Before getting up, she took the washcloth from his forehead and kissed him on each of his eyes. His flesh was cold and tasted salty.


  She went to the door. She was trying hard not to cry. “It’s me. Brad Doyle. I need to see you.”


  “But David—”


  “That’s why I need to see you.”


  Not until she’d buzzed him up did she recall what David had said to her earlier. “I hope to God he didn’t follow me here.”


  Could he possibly have meant Brad Doyle … ?


  The knock, three minutes later, was short and angry.


  She opened the door on a man whom many people mistook for a certain hunky blond movie star. Until they looked at the deep blue eyes, that is. True, there was a similarity in the square, regal set of kingly head and imposing classical jut of nose and jaw. But the eyes … In the movie star, you saw quiet sensuality and a hint of male sensitivity. But in Brad Doyle … there was just a curious emptiness until something angered him. Then the blue gaze turned so harsh that you no longer noticed how handsome the face was. All you saw was the rage accumulating in the pitiless blue depths of the eyes.


  He was dressed fashionably as always, blue cashmere topcoat, double-breasted gray Armani suit, red-striped shirt complete with gold collar pin, gray silk necktie. A lank piece of blond hair fell with perfect theatrical grace across his wide forehead. He was six foot two of hard male grace.


  He didn’t wait for an invitation. He came right through the door.


  And saw David Greene on the couch.


  “He’s dead,” Kate said. “I was just going to call an ambulance and then the police.”


  “Let me look at him first,” Doyle said, crossing to the couch. “But Brad, I—”


  He paid no attention. He obviously didn’t trust her diagnosis.


  After reaching the couch, he checked neck and wrist for a pulse. He found none. He took Greene’s gun.


  “Bastard,” he said.


  And then did something Kate could not have imagined anyone doing. Ever. He raised a chunky slab of well-muscled hand and brought it down hard across David Greene’s face.


  The report of the slap echoed like a rifle shot in the large, silent
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