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So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on men, And Death once dead, there’s no more dying then.
—WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
 
 
Happy families are all alike; every unhappy family is unhappy in its own way.
—LEO NIKOLAEVICH TOLSTOI

PROLOGUE
A LATE-NIGHT URGE FOR AN ORANGE FIZZY SAVED NIXIE’S life. When she woke, she could see by the luminous dial of the jelly-roll wrist unit she was never without that it was after two in the morning.
She wasn’t allowed to snack between meals, except for items on her mother’s approved list. And two in the morning was way between.
But she was dying for an Orange Fizzy.
She rolled over and whispered to her best friend in the entire galaxy, Linnie Dyson. They were having a school-night sleepover because Linnie’s mom and dad were celebrating their anniversary in some fancy hotel.
So they could have sex. Mom and Mrs. Dyson said it was so they could have a fancy dinner and go dancing and crap-o, but it was for sex. Jee-zus, she and Linnie were nine, not two. They knew what was what-o.
Besides, like they gave a woo. The whole deal meant Mom—the Rule Monster—bent the rules about school nights. Even if they’d had to turn the lights out at nine-thirty—were they two?—she and Linnie had the most magolicious time.
And school was still hours away, and she was thirsty. So she poked Linnie and whispered again.
“Wake up!”
“Nuh. Not morning. Still dark.”
“It is morning. It’s two in the morning.” That’s why it was so frosty. “I want an Orange Fizzy. Let’s go down and get one. We can split it.”
Linnie only made grunting, mumbling noises, rolled away, and tugged the covers nearly over her head.
“Well, I’m going,” Nixie said in the same hissy whisper.
It wasn’t as much fun on her own, but she’d never get back to sleep now, thinking of the Fizzy. She had to go all the way down to the kitchen because her mother wouldn’t allow her to have an AutoChef in her room. Might as well be in prison, Nixie thought, as she scooted out of bed. Might as well be in prison in 1950 or something instead of her own house in 2059.
Mom had even put child codes on all the household AutoChefs so the only thing Nixie or her brother, Coyle, could program was health sludge.
Might as well eat mud.
Her father said, “Rules is rules.” He liked to say that a lot. But sometimes he’d wink at her or Coyle when their mother was out and order up some ice cream or potato crispies.
Nixie sort of thought her mom knew and pretended she didn’t.
She tiptoed out of her room, a pretty little girl, just going gangly, with a wavy mass of platinum blonde hair. Her eyes, a pale, pale blue, were already adjusted to the dark.
Still, her parents always kept a low light on in the bathroom at the end of the hall, in case anybody had to get up and pee or whatever.
She held her breath as she walked by her brother’s room. If he woke, he might tell. He could be a complete butt-pain. Then again, sometimes he could be pretty chilly. For a moment, she hesitated, considered sneaking in, waking him, and talking him into keeping her company for the adventure.
Nah. It was sort of juicy to be creeping around the house by herself. She held her breath again as she eased by her parents’ room, hoping she could stay—for once—under her mother’s radar.
Nothing and no one stirred as she crept down the stairs.
But even when she got downstairs, she was mouse quiet. She still had to get by Inga, their housekeeper, who had rooms right off the kitchen. Right off the target. Inga was mostly okay, but she’d never let her get away with an Orange Fizzy in the middle of the night.
Rules is rules.
So she didn’t turn on any lights, and snuck through the rooms, into the big kitchen like a thief. It only added to the thrill. No Orange Fizzy would ever taste as frigid as this one, she thought.
She eased open the refrigerator. It occurred to her, suddenly, that maybe her mother counted stuff like this. Maybe she kept a kind of tally of soft drinks and snack food.
But she was past the point of no return. If she had to pay a price for the prize, she’d worry about paying it later.
With the goal in hand, she shuffled to the far end of the kitchen where she could keep an eye on the door to Inga’s rooms and duck behind the island counter if she had to.
In the shadows, she broke the seal on the tube, took the first forbidden sip.
It pleased her so much, she slipped onto the bench in what her mother called the breakfast area, and prepared to enjoy every drop.
She was just settling in when she heard a noise and dived down to lie on the bench. From beneath it, she saw a movement and thought: Busted!
But the shadow slipped along the far counter, to the door of Inga’s room, and inside.
A man. Nixie had to slap a hand on her mouth to stifle a giggle. Inga had a boogie buddy! And she was so old—had to be at least forty. It looked like Mr. and Mrs. Dyson weren’t the only ones having sex tonight.
Unable to resist, she left the Orange Fizzy on the bench and slid out. She just had to look, just had to see. So she crept over to the open door, eased inside Inga’s little parlor, and toward the open bedroom door. She squatted down on all fours, poked her head in the opening.
Wait until she told Linnie! Linnie would be so jealous.
With her hand over her mouth again, her eyes bright with laughter, Nixie scooted, angled her head.
And saw the man slit Inga’s throat.
She saw the blood, a wild gush of it. Heard a horrible, gurgling grunt. Eyes glazed now, she reared back, her breath hissing and hitching into her palm. Unable to move, she sat, her back pressed to the wall and her heart booming inside her chest.
He came out, walked right by her, and out the open door.
Tears spilled out of her eyes, down her spread fingers. Every part of her shook as she crawled over, using a chair as a shield, and reached up to the table for Inga’s pocket ’link.
She hissed for emergency.
“He’s killed her, he’s killed her. You have to come.” She whispered the words, ignoring the questions the voice recited. “Right now. Come right now.” And gave the address.
She left the ’link on the floor, continued to crawl until she’d reached the narrow steps that led from Inga’s parlor to the second level.
She wanted her mommy.
She didn’t run, didn’t dare. She didn’t stand. Her legs felt funny, empty, like the bones in them had melted. She started to belly crawl across the hall, sobs stuck in her throat. And to her horror, she saw the shadow—two shadows now. One went into her room, the other into Coyle’s.
She was whimpering when she dragged her body through her parents’ bedroom doorway. She heard a sound, a kind of thump, and pressed her face into the carpet while her stomach heaved.
She saw the shadows pass the doorway, saw them. Heard them. Though they moved as if that’s what they were. Only shadows.
Shuddering, she continued to crawl, past her mother’s bedroom chair, past the little table with its colorful lamp. And her hand slid through something warm, something wet.
Pulling herself up, she stared at the bed. At her mother, at her father. At the blood that coated them.

1
MURDER WAS ALWAYS AN INSULT, AND HAD been since the first human hand had smashed a stone into the first human skull. But the murder, bloody and brutal, of an entire family in their own home, in their own beds, was a different form of evil.
Eve Dallas, NYPSD Homicide, pondered it as she stood studying Inga Snood, forty-two-year-old female. Domestic, divorced. Dead.
Blood spatter and the scene itself told her how it must have been. Snood’s killer had walked in the door, crossed to the bed, yanked Snood’s head up—probably by the mid-length blonde hair, raked the edge of the blade neatly—left to right—across her throat, severing the jugular.
Relatively tidy, certainly quick. Probably quiet. It was unlikely the victim had the time to comprehend what was happening. No defensive wounds, no other trauma, no signs of struggle. Just blood and the dead.
Eve had beaten both her partner and Crime Scene to the house. The nine-one-one had gone to Emergency, relayed to a black-and-white on neighborhood patrol. The uniforms had called in the homicides, and she’d gotten the tag just before three in the morning.
She still had the rest of the dead, the rest of the scenes, to study. She stepped back out, glanced at the uniform on post in the kitchen.
“Keep this scene secure.”
“Yes, sir, Lieutenant.”
She moved through the kitchen out into a bisected space—living on one side, dining on the other. Upper-middle income, single-family residence. Nice, Upper West Side neighborhood. Decent security, which hadn’t done the Swishers or their domestic a damn bit of good.
Good furniture—tasteful, she supposed. Everything neat and clean and in what appeared to be its place. No burglary, not with plenty of easily transported electronics.
She went upstairs, came to the parents’ room first. Keelie and Grant Swisher, ages thirty-eight and forty, respectively. As with their housekeeper, there was no sign of struggle. Just two people who’d been asleep in their own bed and were now dead.
She gave the room a quick glance, saw a pricey man’s wrist unit on a dresser, a pair of woman’s gold earrings on another.
No, not burglary.
She stepped back out just as her partner, Detective Delia Peabody, came up the steps. Limping—just a little.
Had she put Peabody back on active too soon? Eve wondered. Her partner had taken a serious beating only three weeks before after being ambushed steps outside her own apartment building. And Eve still had the image of the stalwart Peabody bruised, broken, unconscious in a hospital bed.
Best to put the image, and the guilt, aside. Best to remember how she herself hated being on medical, and that work was sometimes better than forced rest.
“Five dead? Home invasion?” Huffing a bit, Peabody gestured down the steps. “The uniform on the door gave me a quick run.”
“It looks like, but we don’t call it yet. Domestic’s downstairs, rooms off the kitchen. Got it in bed, throat slit. Owners in there. Same pattern. Two kids, girl and boy, in the other rooms on this level.”
“Kids? Jesus.”
“First on scene indicated this was the boy.” Eve moved to the next door, called for the lights.
“Records ID twelve-year-old Coyle Swisher.” There were framed sports posters on his walls. Baseball taking the lead. Some of his blood had spewed onto the torso of the Yankees current hot left fielder.
Though there was the debris of an adolescent on the floor, on the desk and dresser, she saw no sign Coyle had had any more warning than his parents.
Peabody pressed her lips together, cleared her throat. “Quick, efficient,” she said in flat tones.
“No forced entry. No alarms tripped. Either the Swishers neglected to set them—and I wouldn’t bet on that—or somebody had their codes or a good jammer. Girl should be down here.”
“Okay.” Peabody squared her shoulders. “It’s harder when it’s kids.”
“It’s supposed to be.” Eve stepped to the next room, called for lights, and studied the fluffy pink and white bed, the little girl with her blonde hair matted with blood. “Nine-year-old Nixie Swisher, according to the records.”
“Practically a baby.”
“Yeah.” Eve scanned the room, and her head cocked. “What do you see, Peabody?”
“Some poor kid who’ll never get the chance to grow up.”
“Two pair of shoes over there.”
“Kids, especially upper income, swim in shoes.”
“Two of those backpack deals kids haul their stuff in. You seal up yet?”
“No, I was just—”
“I have.” Eve walked into the crime scene, reached down with a sealed hand, and picked up the shoes. “Different sizes. Go get the first on scene.”
With the shoes still in her hand, Eve turned back to the bed, to the child, as Peabody hurried out. Then she set them aside, took an Identipad out of her field kit.
Yes, it was harder when it was a child. It was hard to take such a small hand in yours. Such a small, lifeless hand, to look down at the young who’d been robbed of so many years, and all the joys, all the pains that went in them.
She pressed the fingers to the pad, waited for the readout.
“Officer Grimes, Lieutenant,” Peabody said from the doorway. “First on scene.”
“Who called this in, Grimes?” Eve asked without turning around.
“Sir, unidentified female.”
“And where is this unidentified female?”
“I . . . Lieutenant, I assumed it was one of the vics.”
She glanced back now, and Grimes saw the tall, lean woman in mannish trousers, a battered leather jacket. The cool brown eyes, flat cop’s eyes, in a sharply featured face. Her hair was brown, like her eyes, short, choppy rather than sleek.
She had a rep, and when that icy gaze pinned him, he knew she’d earned it.
“So our nine-one-one calls in murder, then hops into bed so she can get her throat slashed?”
“Ah . . .” He was a beat cop, with two years under his belt. He wasn’t ranking Homicide. “The kid here might’ve called it, Lieutenant, then tried to hide in bed.”
“How long you had a badge, Grimes?”
“Two years—in January. Lieutenant.”
“I know civilians who’ve got a better sense of crime scene than you. Fifth victim, identified as Linnie Dyson, age nine, who is not a fucking resident of this fucking address. Who is not one Nixie Swisher. Peabody, start a search of the residence. We’re looking for another nine-year-old girl, living or dead. Grimes, you idiot, call in an Amber Alert. She may have been the reason for this. Possible abduction. Move!”
Peabody snagged a can of Seal-It out of her own kit, hurriedly sprayed her shoes and hands.
“She could be hiding. If the kid called it in, Dallas, she could be hiding. She could be afraid to come out, or she’s in shock. She could be alive.”
“Start downstairs.” Eve dropped on her hands and knees to look under the bed. “Find out what unit, what ’link placed the nine-one-one.”
“On that.”
Eve strode to the closet, searched through it, pushed into any area of the room where a child might hide. She started out, moving toward the boy’s room, then checked herself.
You were a little girl, with what seemed to be a nice family. Where did you go when things got bad?
Somewhere, Eve thought, she herself never had to go. Because when things got bad for her, the family was the cause.
But she bypassed the other rooms and walked back into the master bedroom.
“Nixie,” she said quietly, as her eyes scanned. “I’m Lieutenant Dallas, with the police. I’m here to help you. You call the police, Nixie?”
Abduction, she thought again. But why slaughter an entire household to snatch a little girl? Easier to boost her off the street somewhere, even to come in, tranq her, carry her out. More likely they’d found her trying to hide, and she’d be curled up somewhere, dead as the rest.
She called for lights, full, and saw the smears of blood on the carpet on the far side of the bed. A small, bloody handprint, another, and a trail of red leading to the master bath.
Didn’t have to be the kid’s blood. More likely the parents. More likely, but there was a hell of a lot of it. Crawled through the blood, Eve thought.
The tub was big and sexy, double sinks in a long peachy-colored counter, and a little closet-type deal for the toilet.
A smudged and bloody swath stained the pretty pastel floor tiles. “Goddamn it,” Eve mumbled, and followed the trail toward the thick, green glass walls of a shower station.
She expected to find the bloodied body of a small dead girl.
Instead she found the trembling form of a live one.
There was blood on her hands, on her nightshirt, on her face.
For a moment, one hideous moment, Eve stared at the child and saw herself. Blood on her hands, her shirt, her face, huddled in a freezing room. For that moment, she saw the knife, still dripping, in her hand, and the body—the man—she’d hacked to pieces lying on the floor.
“Jesus. Oh Jesus.” She took a stumbling step back, primed to run, to scream. And the child lifted her head, locked glassy eyes on hers, and whimpered.
She came back, hard, as if someone had slapped her. Not me, she told herself as she fought to get her breathing under control. Nothing like me.
Nixie Swisher. She has a name. Nixie Swisher.
“Nixie Swisher.” Eve said it out loud, and felt herself settle. The kid was alive, and there was a job to do.
One quick survey told Eve none of the blood was the child’s.
Even with the punch of relief, the stiffening of spine, she wished for Peabody. Kids weren’t her strong suit.
“Hey.” She crouched, carefully tapped the badge she’d hooked to her waistband with a finger that was nearly steady now. “I’m Dallas. I’m a cop. You called us, Nixie.”
The child’s eyes were wide and glazed. Her teeth chattered.
“I need you to come with me, so I can help you.” She reached out a hand, but the girl cringed back and made a sound like a trapped animal.
Know how you feel, kid. Just how.
“You don’t have to be afraid. Nobody’s going to hurt you.” Keeping one hand up, she reached in her pocket with the other for her communicator. “Peabody, I’ve got her. Master bath. Get up here.”
Wracking her brain, Eve tried to think of the right approach. “You called us, Nixie. That was smart, that was brave. I know you’re scared, but we’re going to take care of you.”
“They killed, they killed, they killed . . .”
“They?”
Her head shook, like an old woman with palsy. “They killed, they killed my mom. I saw, I saw. They killed my mom, my dad. They killed—”
“I know. I’m sorry.”
“I crawled through the blood.” Eyes huge and glassy, she held out her smeared hands. “Blood.”
“Are you hurt, Nixie? Did they see you? Did they hurt you?”
“They killed, they killed—” When Peabody turned into the room, Nixie screamed as if she’d been stabbed. And launched herself into Eve’s arms.
Peabody stopped short, kept her voice very calm, very quiet. “I’ll call Child Protection. Is she injured?”
“Not that I can see. Shocky, though.”
It felt awkward holding a child, but Eve wrapped her arms around Nixie and got to her feet. “She saw it. We’ve got not only a survivor, but an eye witness.”
“We’ve got a nine-year-old kid who saw—” Peabody spoke in undertones as Nixie wept on Eve’s shoulder, and jerked her head toward the bedroom.
“I know. Here, take her and—” But when Eve tried to peel Nixie away, the child only wrapped herself tighter.
“I think you’re going to have to.”
“Hell. Call CPS, get somebody over here. Start a record, room by room. I’ll be back in a minute.”
She’d hoped to pass the kid to one of the uniforms, but Nixie seemed glued to her now. Resigned, and wary, she carted Nixie down to the first floor, looked for a neutral spot, and settled on what looked like a playroom.
“I want my mom. I want my mom.”
“Yeah, I got that. But here’s the thing: You’ve got to let go. I’m not going to leave you, but you gotta loosen the grip.”
“Are they gone?” Nixie pushed her face into Eve’s shoulder. “Are the shadows gone?”
“Yes. You have to let go, sit down here. I have to do a couple of things. I need to talk to you.”
“What if they come back?”
“I won’t let them. I know this is hard. The hardest.” At wit’s end, she sat on the floor with Nixie still clinging to her. “I need to do a job, that’s how I can help. I need to . . .” Jesus. “I need to get a sample from your hand, and then you can clean up. You’d feel better if you got cleaned up, right?”
“I got their blood . . .”
“I know. Here, this is my field kit. I’m just going to take a swab for evidence. And I need to take a recording. Then you can go to the washroom over there and clean up. Record on,” Eve said, quietly, then eased Nixie back. “You’re Nixie Swisher, right? You live here?”
“Yeah, I want—”
“And I’m Lieutenant Dallas. I’m going to swab your hand here, so you can clean up. It won’t hurt.”
“They killed my mom and my dad.”
“I know. I’m sorry. Did you see who they were? How many there were?”
“I have their blood on me.”
Sealing the swab, Eve looked at the child. She remembered what it was to be a little girl, covered in blood not her own. “How about you wash up?”
“I can’t.”
“I’ll help you. Maybe you want a drink or something. I can—” And when Nixie burst into tears, Eve’s eyes began to ache.
“What? What?”
“Orange Fizzy.”
“Okay, I’ll see if—”
“No, I went down to get one. I’m not supposed to, but I went down to get one, and Linnie didn’t want to wake up and come. I went down to the kitchen, and I saw.”
With blood smeared on both of them now, Eve decided washing up would have to wait. “What did you see, Nixie?”
“The shadow, the man, who went into Inga’s room. I thought . . . I was going to watch, just for a minute, if they were going to do it, you know.”
“Do what?”
“Sex. I wasn’t supposed to, but I did, and I saw!”
There were tears and snot as well as blood on the kid’s face now. With nothing else handy, Eve pulled a wipe rag out of her field kit and passed it over.
“What did you see?”
“He had a big knife and he cut her, he cut her bad.” She closed her own hand over her throat. “And there was blood.”
“Can you tell me what happened then?”
As the tears gushed, she rubbed the wipe and her hands over her cheeks, smearing them with blood. “He left. He didn’t see me, and he left and I got Inga’s ’link and I called Emergency.”
“That’s stand-up thinking, Nixie. That was really smart.”
“But I wanted Mom.” Her voice cracked with tears and mucus flowing. “I wanted Dad, and I went up the back way, Inga’s way, and I saw them. Two of them. They were going into my room, and Coyle’s room, and I knew what they would do, but I wanted my mom, and I crawled in, and I got their blood on me, and I saw them. They were dead. They’re all dead, aren’t they? Everybody. I couldn’t go look. I went to hide.”
“You did right. You did exactly right. Look at me. Nixie.” She waited until those drenched eyes met hers. “You’re alive, and you did everything right. Because you did, it’s going to help me find the people who did this, and make them pay.”
“My mommy’s dead.” Crawling into Eve’s lap, she wept and wept and wept.
It was nearly five a.m. before Eve could get back to Peabody, and the work.
“How’s the kid?”
“No better than you’d expect. Got the social worker and a doctor with her. Cleaning her up, doing a physical. I had to swear an oath I wouldn’t leave the house before she’d unclamp herself.”
“You found her, came when she called for help kind of thing.”
“She made the nine-one-one on the housekeeper’s pocket ’link, from down there.” She caught Peabody up with Nixie’s timetable.
“From what she was able to tell me so far, it jibes with how it looks to me—efficient professional job. Come in. Bypass or jam alarms and security. One takes the housekeeper. That’s the first hit. She’s isolated, on another floor, and they need to deal with her first, insure she doesn’t wake up, catch a whiff and tag the cops. Other guy’s probably upstairs, ready to move if anybody up there wakes up. Then they do the parents together.”
“One for each,” Peabody agreed. “No noise, no struggle. Deal with the adults first. Kids aren’t a big worry.”
“One takes the boy, one takes the girl. They’re expecting one boy, one girl. It was dark, so the fact they killed the wrong kid doesn’t necessarily mean they didn’t know the family personally. They were expecting to find one small blonde girl, and they did. Job’s done, and they walk out.”
“No blood trail leading out of the house.”
“Seal up in protective gear, strip it off when you’re done. No muss, no fuss. You get time of deaths?”
“Oh two-fifteen on the housekeeper. Maybe three minutes later on Dad, Mom right after. Another minute or so for each kid. Whole deal took five, six minutes. Cold and clean.”
“Not so clean. They left a witness. Kid’s messed up now, but I think we’ll get more out of her. She’s got a brain, and she’s got spine. Doesn’t scream when she sees her housekeeper get her throat cut.”
She put herself into the child, imagined those few minutes when murder cut quietly through the house.
“Terrified, she’s got to be terrified, but she doesn’t go running away so she can get caught and hacked up. She stays quiet, and she calls nine-one-one. Gutsy.”
“What happens to her now?”
“Safe house, sealed record, uniform guards, a rep from Child Protection.” The cold steps, the impersonal stages. The kid’s life, as she knew it, had ended at approximately two-fifteen. “We’ll need to see if she’s got other family, or if there’s legal guardianship. Later today, we’ll talk to her again, see what more we can squeeze out. I want this house sealed up like a biodome, and we’ll start running the adult vics.”
“Dad was a lawyer—family law—Mom was a nutritionist. Private practice, run primarily out of an office space on the lower level. Those locks are still in place, and it doesn’t appear anything’s been disturbed in that area.”
“We look at their work, their clients, their personals. This kind of hit, it’s pro, and it’s thorough. Maybe one or both of them—or the housekeeper—had a sideline that linked up with organized crime. Nutritionist, could be a front for Illegals. Keep the client thin and happy the easy way.”
“There’s an easy way? A way that includes unlimited portions of pizza and no hideous stomach crunches?”
“A little Funk, a little Go as part of your basic food groups.” Eve lifted a shoulder. “Maybe she screwed with her supplier. Maybe one of them had an affair with a wrong number that ended bad. You’re going to wipe out a whole family, you’ve got one hell of a motivation. We’ll see if the sweepers turn up something on scene. Meanwhile, I want to go through each room again myself. I didn’t get much of a . . .”
She broke off when she heard the steady clip of shoes, and turned to see the social worker, sleepy-eyed but neat as a church, walk into the room. Newman, Eve remembered. CPS drone, and from the looks of her not too happy with the early call.
“Lieutenant, the doctor has found no physical injuries. It would be best if we transported the minor subject now.”
“Give me a few minutes to arrange security. My partner can go up, pack some things for her. I want to—”
She broke off again. This time it wasn’t a steady clip of shoes, but running bare feet. Still wearing the bloodied nightshirt, Nixie ran in, and threw herself at Eve.
“You said you wouldn’t leave.”
“Hey, standing right here.”
“Don’t let them take me. They said they were going to take me away. Don’t let them.”
“You can’t stay here.” She pried Nixie’s fingers from her legs, crouched until they were eye-to-eye. “You know you can’t.”
“Don’t let them take me. I don’t want to go with her. She’s not the police.”
“I’m going to have police go with you, and stay with you.”
“You have to. You have to.”
“I can’t. I have to work. I have to do what’s right for your mom and dad, for your brother and your friend. For Inga.”
“I won’t go with her. You can’t make me go with her.”
“Nixie—”
“Hey.” Voice pleasant, a non-threatening smile on her face, Peabody stepped in. “Nixie, I need to talk to the lieutenant for a minute—just over here. Nobody’s going anywhere yet, okay. I just need to talk to her. Dallas?” Peabody walked to the far side of the room, where they were still in Nixie’s line of sight.
Dallas joined her.
“What? Can I make a break for it?”
“You should take her.”
“Peabody, I need to do a more thorough on-scene.”
“I’ve done one, and you can come back and do your own.”
“So I ride with her to the safe house? Then she wigs on me when I have to leave her with uniforms. What’s the point?”
“I don’t mean take her to a safe house. Take her home. No place safer in the city—probably on the planet—than your place.”
Eve said nothing for ten full seconds. “Are you out of your mind?”
“No, and just listen first. She trusts you. She knows you’re in charge, and she trusts you to keep her safe. She’s the eye witness, and she’s a traumatized kid. We’ll get more out of her, bound to, if she feels safe, if she’s settled, at least as much as she can be. A few days, like a transition, before she ends up in the system. Put yourself in her shoes, Dallas. Would you feel better being with the icy, kick-ass cop, or the bored, overworked CPS drone?”
“I can’t babysit a kid. I’m not equipped.”
“You’re equipped to pull information out of a witness and this would give you full access. You wouldn’t have to go through the annoyance of clearance from CPS every time you want to question her.”
Thoughtfully now, Eve glanced back at Nixie. “Probably only be a day, two tops. Summerset knows about kids. Even if he is an asshole. How much more traumatized could she get looking at his ugly face, considering? Basically I’d be housing a witness. Big house.”
“That’s the spirit.”
Eve frowned, studied Peabody’s face. “Pretty clever for somebody who’s only been back on the job for a couple of days.”
“I may not be up for chasing down suspects on foot quite yet, but my mind? Sharp as ever.”
“Too bad. I was hoping concussion and coma might have honed that area, but you get what you get.”
“Mean.”
“I could be meaner, but it’s five in the morning and I haven’t had enough coffee. I gotta make a call.”
She stepped away, and saw Nixie tense out of the corner of her eye. Eve just shook her head, and pulled out her pocket ’link.
Five minutes later she was signalling the social worker.
“Absolutely out of the question,” the woman said. “You’re not qualified or approved to transport a child. I’m required to accompany—”
“What I’m doing is taking a witness into protective custody. She doesn’t like you, and I need her settled in order to interview her more thoroughly.”
“The minor subject—”
“The kid had her family whacked in front of her eyes. She wants me. I say she gets what she wants—and as a ranking member of the New York City Police and Security Department, I’m seeing that she’s taken to a safe place, and kept safe and secure until her safety is no longer an issue or other arrangements can be made. You can buck me on this, but why would you?”
“I’m obliged to consider what’s in the best interests of—”
“The minor subject,” Eve concluded. “Then you know that it’s in her best interests to feel safe, to avoid more stressful situations. She’s scared shitless. Why add?”
The woman looked back. “My supervisor won’t like it.”
“Your supervisor can deal with me. I’m taking the kid. Go file a report.”
“I need the location, the situation where—”
“I’ll let you know. Peabody? Pack what you figure Nixie needs.”
She walked back to Nixie. “You know you can’t stay here anymore.”
“I don’t want to go with her. I don’t want—”
“And you’ve had it hit really hard tonight that you can’t always have what you want. But for right now, you can come with me.”
“With you?”
While Newman stalked away, Eve drew Nixie across the room. “That’s right. I can’t stay with you, because I’ve got to work. But there’ll be people there who’ll look out for you. People I trust, so you can trust them, too.”
“But you’ll be there? You’ll come back?”
“I live there.”
“Okay.” Nixie took Eve’s hand. “I’ll go with you.”
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ALL THINGS BEING EQUAL, EVE WOULD RATHER have been transporting a three-hundred-pound psycho hopped on Zeus in the back of her police issue than a little girl. She knew how to handle a homicidal chemi-head.
But it was a short ride, and she’d be able to pass the kid off soon enough, and get back to work.
“After we notify . . .” Eve glanced in the rearview, and though Nixie’s eyes were drooping, she left off next of kin. “We’ll set up in my home office. I’ll swing back to the scene later. For now, we’ll work with your record.”
“EDD’s picking up all the home and personal ’links and comps, and they’ll run a check on house security.” Peabody shifted so she could keep Nixie in the corner of her eye. “Maybe they’ll have something by the time we do a second pass through the scene.”
Had to get back in the field, Eve thought. Work to do. Interviews, reports, runs. She needed to get back to the scene. Her concentration had been fractured by finding the child. She needed to get back there, get the vibe.
Walked in the front door, she thought, going back in her head. Kid was in the kitchen, would’ve seen if someone had come in the back. Through the front, through security like it wasn’t there. One up, one down. Fast and efficient.
Housekeeper first. But she wasn’t the target, she wasn’t the goal. Otherwise, why go upstairs at all? The family was the target. Parents and kids. Don’t even deviate for a second and scoop up an expensive wrist unit lying in plain sight.
Straight kill, she thought. Impersonal. No torture, no talk, no mutilation.
Just a job, so—
“You live here?”
Nixie’s sleepy question broke Eve’s rhythm as she drove through the gates toward home.
“Yeah.”
“In a castle?”
“It’s not a castle.” Okay, maybe it looked like one, she admitted. The vastness of it, the stones gleaming in the early light, with all those juts and towers, all that space of green and the trees shimmering with the last sparks of fall.
But that was Roarke for you. He didn’t do ordinary.
“It’s just a really big house.”
“It’s a mag house,” Peabody added, with a smile for Nixie. “Lots of rooms, tons of wall screens and games, even a pool.”
“In the house?”
“Yeah. Can you swim?”
“Dad taught us. We get to go on vacation for a week after Christmas to this hotel in Miami. There’s the ocean, and there’s a pool, and we’re going to . . .”
She trailed off, teared up, as she remembered there would be no family vacation after Christmas. No family vacation ever again.
“Did it hurt, when they got dead?”
“No,” Peabody said, gently.
“Did it?” Unsatisfied, Nixie stared hard at the back of Eve’s head.
Eve parked in front of the house. “No.”
“How do you know? You never died before. You never had somebody take a big knife and cut you open in your throat. How do you know—”
“Because it’s my job.” Eve spoke briskly as Nixie’s voice rose up the register toward hysterics. She shifted, looked back at the child. “They never even woke up, and it was over in a second. It didn’t hurt.”
“But they’re still dead, aren’t they? They’re all still dead.”
“Yeah, they are, and that blows wide.” Typical, Eve thought, letting the fury roll off her. Anger usually held hands with grief. “You can’t bring them back. But I’m going to find out who did it, and put them away.”
“You could kill them.”
“That’s not my job.”
Eve got out of the car, opened the back. “Let’s go.”
Even as she reached out a hand for Nixie’s, Roarke opened the front door, stepped out. Nixie’s fingers curled into hers like little wires.
“Is he the prince?” she whispered.
As the house looked like a castle, Eve supposed the man who’d built it looked like its prince. Tall and lean, dark and gorgeous. The flow of black hair around a face designed to make a woman whimper with lust. Strong, sharp bones, full, firm mouth, and eyes of bold and brilliant blue.
“He’s Roarke,” Eve answered. “He’s just a guy.”
A lie, of course. Roarke wasn’t just anything. But he was hers.
“Lieutenant.” Ireland cruised out of his voice as he came down the steps and walked toward them. “Detective.” He crouched. Eve noted that as he looked into Nixie’s eyes he didn’t smile.
He saw a pretty, pale little girl, with dried blood in her sunlight blonde hair, and bruises of fatigue and grief under eyes of quiet blue. “You’d be Nixie. I’m Roarke. I’m sorry to meet you under such terrible circumstances.”
“They killed everybody.”
“Yes, I know. Lieutenant Dallas and Detective Peabody will find who did this horrible thing, and see that they’re punished for it.”
“How do you know?”
“It’s what they do, what they do better than anyone. Will you come inside now?”
Nixie tugged on Eve’s hand, kept tugging until Eve rolled her eyes and bent down. “What?”
“Why does he talk like that?”
“He’s not from around here, originally.”
“I was born across the sea, in Ireland.” Now he did smile, just a little. “I’ve never quite shaken the accent.”
Roarke gestured them inside the spacious foyer, where Summerset stood, with the fat cat sprawled at his feet. “Nixie, this is Summerset,” Roarke said. “He runs the house. He’ll be looking after you, for the most part.”
“I don’t know him.” And eyeing Summerset, Nixie cringed back against Eve.
“I do.” It was a big cup of bile to swallow, but Eve gulped it down. “He’s okay.”
“Welcome, Miss Nixie.” Like Roarke, his face was sober. Eve had to give them both credit for not plastering on those big, scary smiles adults often wore around vulnerable kids. “Would you like me to show you where you’ll sleep?”
“I don’t know.”
He reached down, picked up the cat. “Perhaps you’d like some refreshment first. Galahad would keep you company.”
“We had a cat. He was old and he died. We’re going to get a kitten next . . .”
“Galahad would be pleased to have a new friend.” Summerset sat the cat down again, waiting while Nixie loosened her grip on Eve’s hand and moved closer. When the cat bumped his head against her leg, a ghost of a smile trembled on her lips. She sat on the floor, buried her face in his fur.
“Appreciate this,” Eve said to Roarke under her breath. “I know it’s a major.”
“It’s not.” There was blood on her as well. And the faint scent of death. “We’ll talk of it later.”
“I need to go. I’m sorry to dump this on you.”
“I’ll be working here most of the morning. Summerset and I will deal well enough.”
“Full security.”
“Without question.”
“I’ll get back as soon as I can, work out of here as much as possible. Right now, we need to go notify the parents of the minor female vic. Peabody, you have the Dysons’ address?”
“They’re not home.” Nixie spoke with her voice muffled against Galahad’s fur.
“Nothing wrong with your hearing,” Eve commented, and walked across the foyer. “Where are they?”
“They went to a big hotel, for their anniversary. That’s why we could have a sleepover on a school night, me and Linnie. Now you have to tell them she’s dead instead of me.”
“Not instead of. If you’d been in the room, you’d both be dead. Where does that get you?”
“Lieutenant.” The irritated shock in Summerset’s voice had her doing no more than lifting a hand to jab a finger at him for silence.
“She’s not dead because you’re not. This is going to be hard on the Dysons, just like it is on you. But you know who’s to blame for what happened.”
Nixie looked up now, and those quiet blue eyes hardened like glass. “The men with the knives.”
“Yeah. Do you know what hotel?”
“The Palace, because it’s the best. Mr. Dyson said.”
“Okay.” It was the best, Eve thought, because it was one of Roarke’s. She shot him a look, got a nod.
“I’ll clear the way.”
“Thanks. I’ve got to go,” she said to Nixie. “You’re going to hang with Summerset.”
“The men with knives could come looking for me.”
“I don’t think so, but if they do, they can’t get in. There’s a gate, and it’s secure, and the house is secure. And Summerset? I know he looks like a bony, ugly old man, but he’s tough, and you’re safe with him. This is the deal if you’re staying here,” she added as she rose. “It’s the best I’ve got.”
“You’re coming back.”
“I live here, remember? Peabody, with me.”
“Her bag’s right here.” Peabody gestured to the duffle she’d packed. “Nixie, if I forgot anything you want, or you need something else, you can have Summerset contact me. We’ll get it for you.”
Eve’s last look was of the child sitting on the floor between the two men, and seeking comfort from the cat.
The minute she was outside, Eve rolled her shoulders, rolled the weight off. “Jesus” was all she said.
“I can’t imagine what’s going on inside that kid.”
“I can. I’m alone, I’m scared and hurt, and nothing makes sense. And I’m surrounded by strangers.” It made her sick, just a little sick, but she pushed past it. “Check in with EDD, see where they are.”
As she drove back toward the gate, Eve used the dash ’link to contact Dr. Charlotte Mira, at home.
“Sorry. I know it’s early.”
“No, I was up.”
On screen Eve could see Mira dab a white towel at her soft sable hair. There was a dew—either sweat or water—on her face.
“Doing my morning yoga. What’s the matter?”
“Multiple homicide—home invasion. An entire family, save the nine-year-old daughter. Sleepover friend murdered through mistaken ID. Kid’s a witness. I’ve got her stashed at my place.”
“Yours?”
“Fill you in later, but that’s how it stands. I’m heading over to notify next of kin on the daughter’s friend.”
“God’s pity.”
“I know you’ve probably got a full slate, but I’m going to need to interview this kid today. I’m going to need a shrink—sorry.”
“No problem.”
“I’m going to need a psychiatrist on hand, one who’s got experience with children and police procedure.”
“What time do you want me?”
“Thanks.” And relief rolled in where the weight had rolled off. “I’d prefer you, but if you’re squeezed I’ll take your best recommendation.”
“I’ll make room.”
“Ah.” Eve checked her wrist unit, tried to gauge the timing. “Can we make it noon? I’ve got a lot to push through before then.”
“Noon.” Mira began to make notes in a mini memo book. “What’s her condition?”
“She wasn’t injured.”
“Emotional condition.”
“Ah, she’s fair, I guess.”
“Is she able to communicate?”
“Yeah. I’m going to need an eval for Child Protection Services. I’m going to need a lot of things for the red tape brigade. I’m on borrowed time here since I went over the rep’s head. Have to notify the supervisor there. Soon.”
“Then I’ll let you get to it, and see you at noon.”
“EDD’s on scene,” Peabody said when Eve ended transmission. “Their team’s going through security and checking ’links and data centers on site. They’ll transport the units to Central.”
“Okay. Next of kin on the other vics?”
“Grant Swisher’s parents divorced. Father’s whereabouts currently unknown. Mother remarried—third time—and living on Vegas II. Works as a blackjack dealer. Keelie Swisher’s parents are deceased—back when she was six. Foster care and state schools.”
And that, Eve knew, was just tons of fun. “When we’ve talked to the Dysons, contact Grant Swisher’s next of kin and inform. She may have legal guardianship of the kid, and we’ll need to deal with that. You got an addy on Swisher’s law firm?”
“Swisher and Rangle, on West Sixty-first.”
“Close to the hotel. We’ll hit there after the Dysons. See how it goes and tap in another pass at the scene if it fits.”
This, as hard as it was, she knew how to do. Shattering the lives of those left behind was a job she did all too often. Roarke had, as promised, cleared the way. Since she was expected, she avoided the usual wrangle with the doorman, the time-consuming conversation with desk clerks and hotel security.
She almost missed it.
But she and Peabody were efficiently escorted to the elevators and given the Dysons’ room number.
“Only child, right?”
“Yeah, just Linnie. He’s a lawyer, too, corporate. She’s a pediatrician. Reside about two blocks south of the Swishers. Daughters go to the same school, same class.”
“You’ve been busy,” Eve commented as they rode up to the forty-second floor.
“You were wrapped up with the kid awhile. We detectives do what we can.”
Out of the corner of her eye, Eve saw Peabody shift her stance, wince just a bit. Ribs still bothering her, she thought. Should’ve taken a few more days medical. But she let it pass.
“Get any financials on the Swishers?”
“Not yet. We detectives are not miracle workers.”
“Slacker.” Eve stepped off, walked straight to 4215. She didn’t allow herself to think, to feel. What good would it do?
She pressed the buzzer, held her badge up to the security peep. Waited.
The man who answered was wrapped in a plush hotel robe. His thatch of dark brown hair stuck up in wild tufts and his square, attractive face held the sleepy, satisfied look of someone who’d just enjoyed some early morning nookie.
“Officer?”
“Lieutenant Dallas. Matthew Dyson?”
“Yeah. Sorry, we’re not up yet.” He cupped his hand over a huge yawn. “What time is it?”
“Just after seven. Mr. Dyson—”
“Is there a problem in the hotel?”
“Can we come in, Mr. Dyson, speak to you and your wife?”
“Jenny’s still in bed.” The sleepy look was fading into mild irritation. “What’s the problem?”
“We’d like to come in, Mr. Dyson.”
“All right, all right. Hell.” He stepped back, waved at them to shut the door.
They’d sprung for a suite—one of the dreamy, romantic ones with banks of real flowers, real candles, fireplace, deep sofas. There was a bottle of champagne upended in a silver bucket on the coffee table. Two flutes, and she noted, some lacy portion of female lingerie draped like a flag over the back of the sofa.
“Would you get your wife, Mr. Dyson?”
His eyes were brown like his hair. And irritation flashed into them. “Look, she’s sleeping. It’s our anniversary—or was yesterday—and we celebrated. My wife’s a doctor, and she works long hours. She never gets to sleep in. So tell me what the hell you want.”
“I’m sorry, we need to speak with both of you.”
“If there’s a problem with the hotel—”
“Matt?” A woman opened the bedroom door. She was sleep-tousled and robed, and smiling as she shoved a hand through her short, disordered blonde curls. “Oh, I thought you must’ve ordered room service. I heard voices.”
“Mrs. Dyson, I’m Lieutenant Dallas, NYPSD. This is my partner, Detective Peabody.”
“The police.” Her smile became uncertain as she walked to her husband, hooked an arm through his. “We weren’t that loud last night.”
“I’m sorry. There was an incident at the Swishers’ early this morning.”
“Keelie and Grant?” Matt Dyson went stiff and straight. “What kind of incident? Is everyone all right? Linnie. Did something happen to Linnie?”
Fast, Eve knew. Like a short-armed punch to the face. “I’m sorry to tell you that your daughter was killed.”
While Jenny’s eyes went blank and frozen, Matt’s went hot with rage. “That’s ridiculous. What is this, some sort of sick joke? I want you out of here, I want you to get out.”
“Linnie? Linnie?” Jenny shook her head. “This can’t be true. This can’t be right. Keelie and Grant are too careful. They love her like their own. They’d never let anything happen to her. I need to call Keelie.”
“Mrs. Swisher is dead,” Eve said flatly. “Persons unknown entered the residence last night. Mr. and Mrs. Swisher, their housekeeper, their son Coyle, your daughter were murdered. Their daughter Nixie was overlooked, and is now under protective custody.”
“This is a mistake.”
Jenny squeezed a hand on her husband’s arm as he began to shake. “But they have security. They have good security.”
“It was compromised. We’re investigating. I’m sorry for your loss. I’m extremely sorry.”
“Not my baby.” It wasn’t a cry so much as a wail as Matt Dyson crumbled, as he turned to his wife and collapsed against her. “Not our baby.”
“She’s just a little girl.” Jenny rocked, herself, her husband, as her shattered eyes clung to Eve’s. “Who would hurt an innocent little girl?”
“I intend to find out. Peabody.”
On cue, Peabody stepped forward. “Why don’t we sit down? Can I get you something. Water? Tea?”
“Nothing, nothing.” With her arm still wrapped around her husband, Jenny sank with him onto the couch. “Are you sure it was my Linnie? Maybe—”
“She’s been identified. There’s no mistake. I’m sorry I have to intrude at this time, but I need to ask you a few questions. Did you know the Swishers well?”
“We . . . Oh God, dead?” The barrage of shock had turned skin to paste. “All?”
“You were friends?”
“We were, God, like family. We . . . Keelie and I shared patients, and we . . . we all . . . the girls, the girls are like sisters, and we—Matt.” She encirled him, rocked again. Said his name over and over.
“Can you think of anyone who wished them harm? Who wished anyone in the family harm?”
“No. No. No.”
“Did any of them mention being worried about anything? About being threatened or bothered by someone.”
“No. I can’t think. No. Oh God, my baby.”
“Was either of them involved with someone, outside of the marriage?”
“I don’t know what you . . . Oh.” She closed her eyes as her husband continued to weep on her shoulder. “No. They had a good marriage. They loved each other, enjoyed each other. Their children. Coyle. Oh my God. Nixie.”
“She’s all right. She’s safe.”
“How? How did she get away?”
“She’d gone downstairs for a drink. She wasn’t in bed at the time of the murders. I don’t believe she was seen.”
“She wasn’t in bed,” Jenny said softly. “But my Linnie was. My baby was.” Tears flooded her cheeks. “I don’t understand. I can’t understand. We need to . . . Where is Linnie?”
“She’s with the Medical Examiner. I’ll arrange for you to be taken to see her, when you’re ready.”
“I need to know, but I can’t.” She turned her head so her shoulder rested on her husband’s as his did on hers. “We need to be alone now.”
Eve dug a card out of her pocket, laid it on the coffee table. “Contact me when you’re ready. I’ll arrange the rest.”
She walked away from their grief, and she and Peabody rode down to the lobby in silence.
The law offices boasted a comfortable waiting area, divided by theme rather than walls into distinct parts. A child’s corner, with a mini-comp and a lot of bright toys, flowed into a section designed, Eve imagined, with the older child in mind. E-mag vids, puzzles, trendy comp games. Across the room, adults could wait their turn in pastel chairs, and watch vids on parenting, sports, fashion, or gourmet cooking.
The receptionist was young, with a cheerful smile and a shrewd eye. She wore her streaked red and gold hair in what Eve assumed to be a stylish fringe of varying lengths.
“No appointment, but then cops don’t usually need one.” She made them as cops before badges were shown, and angled her head. “What’s up?”
“We need to speak to Rangle,” Eve said and pulled out her badge for form.
“Dave’s not in yet. He in trouble?”
“When do you expect him?”
“He’ll swing in any minute. Early bird. We don’t open for business until nine.” She made a point to gesture to the clock. “Still nearly an hour shy.”
“That makes you an early bird, too.”
The woman smiled, toothily. “I like coming in early, when it’s quiet. I get a lot done.”
“What do you do here?”
“Me, personally? Manage the office, assist. I’m a paralegal. What’s up with Dave?”
“We’ll wait for him.”
“Suit yourself. He’s got an appointment at . . .” She turned to a data unit, tapped the screen with short, square-shaped nails painted gold like the streaks in her hair. “Nine-thirty. But he likes to get here, line up his ducks beforehand like me. Should be in soon.”
“Fine.” Because she wanted Peabody off her feet, Eve gestured her partner to the chairs, then leaned casually on the reception counter. “And you’d be?”
“Sade Tully.”
“Got an eye for cops, Sade?”
“Mother’s on the job.”
“That so? Where?”
“Trenton. She’s a sergeant, city beat. My grandfather, too. And his daddy before him. Me, I broke tradition. Seriously, is Dave in trouble?”
“Not that I know of. Anybody else here, in the office?”
“Dave’s assistant isn’t due until ten. Health appointment. Receptionist generally clocks in about quarter to nine. Grant Swisher, Dave’s partner, should be in pretty soon. Grant’s between assistants, so I’m filling in that slot. We got a droid clerk, but I haven’t activated it yet today. Law student comes in about noon—after class—today. Well, if you’re going to hang, you want coffee?”
“I would. We would,” Eve corrected. “Thanks.”
“No prob.” Sade popped up, walked two steps to an AutoChef. “How you take it?”
“Black for me, sweet and light for my partner.” As she spoke, Eve wandered, gave herself the chance to study the setup. Friendlier than most law offices, she decided. Little touches of hominess in the toys, the cityscape wall art. “How long’s your mother been on the job?”
“Eighteen. She freaking loves it, except when she hates it.”
“Yeah, that’s the way.”
Eve turned when the outer door opened.
The man who came in was black and trim, in a trendy suit of rusty brown with pencil thin lapels and a flashy striped tie. He carried a jumbo cup of takeout coffee in one hand, and was biting into a loaded bagel.
He made a mmm sound, nodded to Eve and Peabody, winked at Sade. “Minute,” he managed with his mouth full, then swallowed. “Morning.”
“Cops, Dave. Want to talk to you.”
“Sure. Okay. Wanna come back?”
“We would. Sade, would you join us?”
“Me?” The paralegal blinked, then something came into her eyes. A knowledge of trouble, bad trouble. She might have broken tradition, Eve thought, but she had cop in the blood. “Something happened. Did something happen to Grant?”
No point in going back to an office, Eve decided. “Peabody, on the door.”
“Yes, sir.”
“I’m sorry, Grant Swisher is dead. He, his wife, and his son were killed last night.”
Coffee streamed out of Dave’s cup as it tipped in his hand and spilled a pool onto the company carpet. “What? What?”
“An accident?” Sade demanded. “Were they in an accident?”
“No. They were murdered, along with their housekeeper and a young girl named Linnie Dyson.”
“Linnie, oh God. Nixie.” Sade was around the counter and gripping Eve’s arm in a flash. “Where’s Nixie?”
“Safe.”
“Mother of God.” Dave staggered to the sofa, slid onto it, crossed himself. “Merciful Jesus. What happened?”
“We’re investigating. How long have you worked with Swisher?”
“Um, God. Ah, five years. Two as a partner.”
“Let’s get this out of the way. Can you give me your whereabouts between midnight and three a.m.?”
“Shit. Shit. Home. Well, I got home just after midnight.”
“Alone?”
“No. Overnight guest. I’ll give you her name. We were up and . . . occupied until around two. She left about eight this morning.” His eyes were dark, and when they met Eve’s again, they were shattered. “He wasn’t just my partner.”
Sade sat beside him, took his hand. “It’s just what she has to ask, Dave. You know. Nobody thinks you’d hurt Grant or his family. I was home. I’ve got a roommate,” she added, “but she wasn’t home last night. I was talking to a friend on the ’link until just after midnight. She’s got man trouble. You can check my machine.”
“Appreciate it. I’m going to want the name of your overnight guest, Mr. Rangle. It’s routine. Ms. Tully, you said Mr. Swisher was between assistants. What happened to his assistant?”
“She just had a baby last month. She took maternity, but was planning to come back, so we did the temp thing. But a few days ago, she opted for professional mother status. There wasn’t any friction, if that’s what you’re after. God, I’ll have to tell her.”
“I’ll need her name, and the names of all the staff. Just routine,” Eve added. “Now I want you to think, to tell me if you know of anyone who’d wish Mr. Swisher or his family harm. Mr. Rangle?”
“I don’t have to think. I don’t.”
“A client he’d pissed off?”
“Honest to God, I can’t think of anybody who’s ever walked in that door who would do something like this. His kid? Coyle? My God.” Tears swam into his eyes. “I played softball with Coyle. The kid loved baseball. It was like his religion.”
“Swisher ever cheat on his wife?”
“Hey.” When Dave started to rise, Sade pressed a hand on his thigh.
“You can never say a hundred percent, you know that. But I’d give you a ninety-nine point nine percent no, and that goes for her, too. They were tight, they were happy. They believed in family, since neither of them had much of one before they hooked up. And they worked to keep it together.”
Sade took a steadying breath. “You work as close as we work in this firm, you know that kind of thing. You get the vibes. Grant loved his wife.”
“Okay. I want access to his office, his files, his client list, court transcripts, the works.”
“Don’t make her get a warrant, Dave,” Sade said quietly. “Grant wouldn’t if it had been one of us. He’d cooperate. He’d help.”
He nodded. “You said Nixie was safe. She wasn’t hurt.”
“No. She wasn’t injured, and she’s in protective custody.”
“But Linnie . . .” He passed a hand over his face. “Have you told the Dysons?”
“Yes. Do you know them?”
“Yeah, God, yeah. Parties at Grant’s, weekends at this place they have in the Hamptons on time share. Grant and Matt and I golfed a couple times a month. Sade, can you make calls, close things down for the day?”
“Sure. Don’t worry.”
“I’ll show you Grant’s office—sorry, I can’t remember if I got your name.”
“Dallas, Lieutenant Dallas.”
“Um, they didn’t have close family. Arrangements . . . Will we be able to make arrangements?”
“I’ll see if I can clear that for you.”
When they got back in their vehicle, they had a box full of discs, several files of hard copies, Swisher’s office calendar, address, and memo books.
Peabody strapped in. “Picture’s coming clear of a nice, happy family, nicely secured financially, good circle of friends, close relationships with associates, satisfying careers. Not the sort you expect to get murdered in their beds.”
“Plenty of layers to pick through. A lot of families might look happy on the surface, even to friends and coworkers. And they hate each other like poison in private.”
“Cheery thought.” Peabody pursed her lips. “That makes you the cynical cop, and me the naive one.”
“That’s about right.”
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