




Contents
Haunted in Death: J. D. ROBB
One
Two
Three
Four
Five
Six
Seven
Eight
Nine
Ten
Epilogue
Poppy’s Coin: MARY BLAYNEY
Prologue
One
Two
Three
Four
Five
Six
Seven
Eight
Nine
Ten
Eleven
Twelve
Thirteen
Fourteen
Fifteen
Epilogue
The Passenger: RUTH RYAN LANGAN
One
Two
Three
Four
Five
Six
Seven
Eight
Nine
Ten
Mellow Lemon Yellow: MARY KAYMCCOMAS
One
Two
Three
Four
Five
Six
Seven
Eight
Nine
Ten
Epilogue

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental.
 
Bump in the Night
 
A Jove Book / published by arrangement with the author
 
All rights reserved.
Copyright © 2006 by The Berkley Publishing Group
This book may not be reproduced in whole or part, by mimeograph or any other means, without permission. Making or distributing electronic copies of this book constitutes copyright infringement and could subject the infringer to criminal and civil liability.
For information address:
The Berkley Publishing Group, a division of Penguin Putnam Inc.,
375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014.
 
The Penguin Putnam Inc. World Wide Web site address is
http://www.penguinputnam.com
 
ISBN: 978-1-1012-1493-0
 
A JOVE BOOK®
Jove Books first published by The Jove Publishing Group, a member of Penguin Putnam Inc.,
375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014.
JOVE and the “J” design are trademarks belonging to Penguin Putnam Inc.
 
Electronic edition: April, 2006

Haunted in Death

J. D. ROBB

There nearly always is method in madness.

—G. K. Chesterton
There needs no ghost, my lord,

come from the grave to tell us this.

—William Shakespeare

One
Winter could be murderous. The slick streets and icy sidewalks broke bones and cracked skulls with gleeful regularity. Plummeting temperatures froze the blood and stopped the hearts of a select few every night in the frigid misery of Sidewalk City.
Even those lucky enough to have warm, cozy homes were trapped inside by the bitter winds and icy rains. In the first two weeks of January 2060—post-holiday—bitch winter was a contributing factor to the sharp rise in domestic disturbance calls to the New York City Police and Security Department.
Even reasonably happy couples got twitchy when they were bound together long enough by the cold ropes of winter.
For Lieutenant Eve Dallas, double d’s weren’t on her plate. Unless some stir-crazy couple killed each other out of sheer boredom.
She was Homicide.
On this miserable, bone-chilling morning, she stood over the dead. It wasn’t the cold or the ice that had killed Radcliff C. Hopkins III. She couldn’t say, as yet, if the blue-tipped fingers of winter had been a contributing factor. But it was clear someone had put numerous nasty holes in Radcliff C.’s chest. And another, neatly centered on his wide forehead.
Beside her, Eve’s partner Detective Delia Peabody crouched for a closer look. “I’ve never seen these kinds of wounds before, outside of training vids.”
“I have. Once.”
It had been winter then, too, Eve remembered, when she’d stood over the first victim in a series of rape/murders. The gun ban had all but eliminated death by firearm, so gunshot wounds were rare. Not that people didn’t continue to kill each other habitually. But the remote violence and simplicity of a bullet into flesh and bone wasn’t often the method of choice these days.
Radcliff C. might have been done in by an antiquated method, but it didn’t make him any less dead.
“Lab boys will rub their hands together over this one,” Eve murmured. “They don’t get much call to play with ballistics.”
She was a tall woman, with a lean build inside a long black leather coat. Her face was sharp with angles, her eyes long and brown and observant. As a rare concession to the cold, she’d yanked a black watch cap over her short, usually untidy brown hair. But she’d lost her gloves again.
She continued to stand, let her partner run the gauge for time of death.
“Six wounds visible,” Eve said. “Four in the body, one in the right leg, one to the head. From the blood spatter, blood trail, it looks like he was hit first there.” She gestured a few feet away. “Force knocks him back, down, so he tries to crawl. Big guy, fleshy, with a strong look to him. He maybe had enough in him to crawl some, maybe to try to get up again.”
“Time of death, oh-two-twenty.” Peabody, her dark hair in a short, sassy flip at the base of her neck, looked up. Her square, sturdy face was cop solemn, but there was a gleam in her eye, dark as her hair. “ID confirmed. You know who he is, right?”
“Hopkins, Radcliff C. With the fussy Roman numerals after.”
“Your lack of interest in culture trivia’s showing again. His grandfather was Hop Hopkins, and made a couple of fortunes in the swinging Sixties. Nineteen-sixties. Sex, drugs and rock ’n’ roll. Night clubs, music venues. L.A.-based, mostly, before the big one hit California, but he had a hot spot here in New York.”
Peabody shifted her weight. “Ran hot for a couple of decades, then hit a serious patch of bad luck. The even more legendary Bobbie Bray—she was—”
“I know who Bobbie Bray was.” Eve hooked her thumbs in her pockets, rocking back on her heels as she continued to study the body, the scene. “I’m not completely oblivious to popular culture. Rock star, junkie, and a cult figure now. Vanished without a trace.”
“Yeah, well, she was his wife—third or fourth—when she poofed. Rumor and gossip figured maybe he offed her or had her done, but the cops couldn’t find enough evidence to indict. He went spooky, did the hermit thing, lost big fat piles of dough, and ended up OD’ing on his drug of choice—can’t remember what it was—right here in New York.”
Peabody pushed to her feet. “From there it’s urban legend time. Place where he OD’d was upstairs from the club, that’s where he’d holed himself up. In the luxury apartment he’d put in on the top floor. Building passed from hand to hand, but nobody could ever make a go of it. Because . . .”
Peabody paused now, for effect. “It’s haunted. And cursed. Anyone who’s ever tried to live there, or put a business in, suffers personal and/or physical misfortunes.”
“Number Twelve. Yeah, I’ve heard of it. Interesting.” Hands still in her pockets, Eve scanned the large, dilapidated room. “Haunted and cursed. Seems redundant. Guess maybe Radcliff C. figured on bucking that.”
“What do you mean?” Then Peabody’s jaw dropped. “This is the place? This? Oh boy. Jeez.”
“Anonymous tip does the nine-one-one. Gonna want to review that transmission, because it’s likely it was the killer. What I’ve got is the vic owned the building, was having it rehabbed, redesigned. Maybe looking for some of his grandfather’s glory days. But what’s our boy doing hanging around in a cursed, haunted building at two in the morning?”
“This is the place,” Peabody repeated, reverently now. “Number Twelve.”
“Since the addy’s Twelve East Twelfth, I’m going to go out on a limb and say, yeah. Let’s turn him.”
“Oh, right.”
When they rolled the body, Eve pursed her lips. “Somebody really wanted this guy dead. Three more entry wounds on the back. Lab will confirm, but I’m thinking . . .”
She crossed the room toward a set of old circular iron stairs. “Standing about here, facing the attacker. Pow, pow. Takes it in the chest.” She slapped a hand on her own. “Stumbles back, goes down. The smeared blood trail tells me the vic tried crawling away, probably toward the doors.”
“Doors were locked from the inside. First on scene said,” Peabody added.
“Yeah. So he’s crawling, and the killer moves in. Pow, pow, into the back.” The sound of the shots must have blasted the air in here, Eve thought. Must have set the ears ringing. “But it’s not enough. No, we’re not finished yet. Body falls, has to be dead or dying, but it’s not enough. Turns the body over, puts the barrel of the gun to the forehead. See the burn marks around the forehead wound? Contact. I did a lot of studying up on firearms during the DeBlass case a couple years ago. Puts the barrel right against the head and pow. Coup de grace.”
Eve saw it in her head. Heard it, smelled it. “You put a gun like this.” She pressed her fingertip to her own brow. “You put it right against the skin and fire, it’s personal. You put that many steel missiles in somebody, you’re seriously pissed off.”
“Vic’s got his bright, shiny wristwatch—looks antique—his wallet—cash and credit inside—key codes, ppc, pocket ’link. Killer didn’t bother making it look like robbery.”
“We’ll run the electronics. Let’s have a look at the ’link.”
Eve took the ’link in her sealed hands, called up the last transmission. There was a whispering, windy sound which Eve had to admit tingled her spine just a bit. The husky female voice wove through it.
Number Twelve. Two a.m. Bring it. Bring it, and we’ll party.
“Maybe robbery plays in after all.”
“Did you hear that voice?” Peabody sent a cautious look over her shoulder. “It sounded, you know, unearthly.”
“Funny, sounded computer-generated to me. But maybe that’s because I know ghosts don’t make ’link transmissions, or shoot guns. Because—and this may be news to you, Peabody—ghosts don’t exist.”
Peabody only shook her head, sagely. “Oh yeah? Tell that to my great-aunt Josie who died eight years ago and came back half a dozen times to nag my great-uncle Phil about fixing the leaky toilet in the powder room. She left him alone after he called the plumber.”
“And how much does your great-uncle Phil drink?”
“Oh, come on. People see ghosts all the time.”
“That’s because people, by and large, are whacked. Let’s work the case, Peabody. It wasn’t a ghostly finger that pulled the trigger here. Or lured the vic to an empty building in the middle of the night. Let’s do a run. Spouse, family, beneficiaries, business partners, friends, enemies. And let’s keep it to the corporeal.”
Eve re-examined the body, wondering if he’d brought whatever it was. “They can bag and tag. Start checking doors and windows. Let’s find out how the killer got out of the building. I’ll have another talk with the first on scene.”
“You want me to stay in here? To wander around in here. Alone?”
“Are you kidding?” One look at Peabody’s face told Eve her partner was absolutely serious. “Well, for God’s sake. You take the first on scene. I’ll take the building.”
“Better plan. You want crime scene in now, and the body transported?”
“Get it done.”
Eve took a visual sweep on the main floor. Maybe it had been a hot spot in the last century, but now it was derelict. She could see where some of the work had begun. Portions of the grimy walls had been stripped away to their bones to reveal the old, and certainly out-of-code, electrical wiring. Portable lights and heating units were set up, as well as stacks of materials in what seemed to be tidy and organized piles.
But the drop clothes, the material, the lights all had a coat of dust. Maybe Hopkins had started his rehab, but it looked as if there’d been a long lag since the last nail gun popped.
The remains of an old bar hulked in the center of the room. As it was draped with more dusty protective cloth, she assumed Hopkins had intended to restore it to whatever its former glory might have been.
She checked the rear exit door, found it too secured from inside. Through another door she found what might have been a store room at one time, and was now a junk heap. The two windows were about big enough for a cat to squeeze through, and were riot barred.
The toilet facilities on the main level were currently pits, with no outside access.
“Okay, unless you’re still here, waiting for me to cuff you and read you your rights, you found a way up and out.”
She glanced at the ancient elevator; opted for the spindly iron stairs.
The sweepers were going to have a hell of a time finding usable prints or physical evidence, she thought. There were decades of dust, grime, considerable water damage, what seemed to be old scorching from a fire.
She recorded and marked some blurry footprints smudged on the dirty floor.
Cold, she thought. Freaking cold in here.
She moved along the second floor landing, imagined it packed with tables and people during its heyday. Music pumping out to shatter ear drums, the fashionable drugs of the time passed around like party favors. The chrome safety railings would have been polished to a gleam, flashing with the wild colors of the lights.
She stood as she was a moment, looking down as the ME drones bagged the body. Good view from there, she mused. See whatever you want to see. People ass to elbow below, sweating and grinding on the dance floor and hoping somebody was watching.
Did you come up here tonight, Hopkins? Did you have enough brains before they got blown out to come early, scope the place out? Or did you just walk in?
She found the exit at a second story window, unlocked and partially open, with the emergency stairs deployed.
“So much for that mystery. Suspect most likely exited the building,” she stated for the record, “from this point. Sweepers will process the window, stairs and surrounding areas for prints and other evidence. And lookie, lookie.” She crouched, shined her light on the edge of the windowsill. “Got a little blood, probably vic’s. Suspect may have had some spatter, or transferred some blood to his clothing when he moved in for the head shot.”
Frowning, she shined the light further down, onto the floor where something sparkled. “Looks like jewelry. Or . . . hmm. Some sort of hair decoration,” she amended when she lifted it with tweezers. “Damn if it doesn’t look like diamonds to me, on some kind of clip. About a half inch wide, maybe two inches long. No dust on it—stones are clean and bright in what I’d guess to be a platinum setting. Antique-looking.”
She bagged it.
She started to head back down, then thought she heard the floor creak overhead. Old buildings, she reminded herself, but drew her weapon. She moved to the back wall, which was partially caved in, and the old metal stairs behind it.
The sound came again, just a stealthy little creak. For a moment she thought she heard a woman’s voice, raw and throaty, singing about a bleeding heart.
At the top of the stairs the floors had been scrubbed clean. They were scarred and scorched, but no dust lay on them. There was old smoke and fire damage on some of the interior walls, but she could see the area had been set up into a large apartment, and what might have been an office.
She swept, light and weapon, but saw nothing but rubble. The only sound now was the steady inhale, exhale of her own breath, which came out in veritable plumes.
If heat was supposed to rise, why the hell was it so much colder up here? She moved through the doorless opening to the left to do a thorough search.
Floors are too clean, she thought. And there was no debris here as there was in the other smaller unit, no faded graffiti decorating the walls. Eve cocked her head at the large hole in the wall on the far right. It looked as though it had been measured and cut, neatly, as a doorway.
She crossed the room to shine her light into the dark.
The skeleton lay as if in repose. In the center of the skull’s forehead was a small, almost tidy hole.
Cupped in the yellowed fingers was the glittery mate to the diamond clip. And near the other was the chrome gleam of a semi-automatic.
“Well son of a bitch,” Eve murmured, and pulled out her communicator to hail Peabody.

Two
“It’s her. It’s got to be her.”
“Her being the current vic’s ancestor’s dead wife.” Eve drove through spitting ice from the crime scene to the victim’s home.
“Or lover. I’m not sure they were actually married now that I think about it. Gonna check on that,” Peabody added, making a note in her memo book. “But here’s what must’ve gone down: Hopkins, the first one, kills Bobbie, then bricks the body up in the wall of the apartment he used over the club.”
“And the cops at the time didn’t notice there was a spanking new brick wall in the apartment?”
“Maybe they didn’t look very hard. Hopkins had a lot of money, and a river of illegal substances. A lot of connections, and probably a lot of information certain high connections wouldn’t want made public.”
“He bought off the investigation.” Whether it happened eighty-five years ago or yesterday, the smell of bad cops offended Eve’s senses. But . . . “Not impossible,” she had to admit. “If it is the missing wife/girlfriend, it could be she wasn’t reported missing until he had everything fairly tidied up. Then you got your payoff, or classic blackmail regarding the investigators, and he walks clean.”
“He did sort of go crazy. Jeez, Dallas, he basically locked himself up there in that place for over ten years, with a body behind the wall.”
“Maybe. Let’s get the bones dated and identified before we jump there. The crime scene guys were all but weeping with joy over those bones. While they’re having their fun, we’ve got an active case, from this century.”
“But you’re curious, right? You gotta wonder if we just found Bobbie Bray. And the hair clips. Is that spooky or what?”
“Nothing spooky about a killer planting them. Wanted us to find the bones, that’s a given. So connecting the dots, the skeleton and our vic are linked, at least in the killer’s mind. What do we have on Hopkins so far?”
“Vic was sixty-two at TOD. Three marriages, three divorces. Only offspring—son from second marriage.” Peabody scanned her memo book. “Bounced back and forth between New York and New L.A., with a couple of stints in Europe. Entertainment field, mostly fringe. Didn’t seem to have his grandfather’s flair. Parents died in a private plane crash twenty-five years back. No sibs.”
Peabody glanced over. “The Hopkins line doesn’t go toward longevity and propagation. Part of the curse.”
“Part of birth control practices and lousy luck,” Eve corrected. “What else—salient—do we have?”
“You gotta wonder,” Peabody went on. “I mean Hopkins number two was married four times. Four. One surviving son—or surviving until now. He had a daughter from another marriage who drowned when she was a teenager, and another son—still another marriage—who hanged himself when he was twenty-three. That’s the kind of consistent bad luck that says curse to me.”
“It says pretty irrelevant background data to me. Give me something on our vic.”
“Okay, okay. Rad Hopkins went through a lot of the money his father managed to recoup, and most of what he’d inherited from his mother, who was a socialite with some traces of blue blood. He had a few minor smudges for illegals, solicitation, gray-area business practices. No time served. Oh, no collector’s license for firearms.”
“Where are the ex-wives?”
“Number one’s based in New L.A. B-movie actress. Well, B-minus, really. Number three’s in Europe, married to some minor English aristocrat. But Number two’s here in New York. Fanny Gill—dance instructor. The son’s Cliff Gill Hopkins—though he dropped the Hopkins legally at age twenty-one. They run a dance studio.”
“New York’s an easy place to get to and get out of. We’ll run them all. Business partners?”
“None currently. He’s had a mess of them, off and on. But he was the sole owner and proprietor of Number Twelve Productions, which has the same address as his residence. He bought the building he died in at auction about six months ago.”
“Not much work done in there in six months.”
“I tagged the construction company from the name on the building permit. Owner tells me they got called off after three weeks. Their scuttlebutt is Hopkins ran out of money, and scrambled around for some backers. But he said he had a call from the vic a few days ago, wanting to schedule work to start up again.”
“So maybe he got some money, or wheeled some sort of deal.”
She found the miracle of a street-level spot a half block from Hopkins’s building.
“Decent digs,” Eve noted. “Fancy antique wrist unit, designer wallet, pricey shoes. Doesn’t give the appearance of hurting financially.”
She flashed her badge at the doorman. “Hopkins,” she said. “Radcliff C.”
“I’ll ring up and let him know you’d like to speak with him.”
“Don’t bother. He’s in the morgue. When’s the last time you saw him?”
“Dead?” The doorman, a short, stocky mixed-race man of about forty, stared at Eve as his jaw dropped. “Mr. Hopkins is dead? An accident?”
“Yes, he’s dead. No, it wasn’t an accident. When did you last see him?”
“Yesterday. He went out about twelve-thirty in the afternoon, came back around two. I went off duty at four. My replacement would have gone off at midnight. No doorman from midnight to eight.”
“Anybody come to see him?”
“No one that checked in with me. The building’s secured. Passcodes are required for the elevators. Mr. Hopkins’s apartment is on the sixth floor.” The doorman shook his head, rubbed a gloved hand over the back of his neck. “Dead. I just can’t believe it.”
“He live alone?”
“He did, yes.”
“Entertain much?”
“Occasionally.”
“Overnight entertaining? Come on, Cleeve,” Eve prompted, scanning his brass name tag. “Guy’s dead.”
“Occasionally,” he repeated and puffed out his cheeks. “He, ah, liked variety, so I couldn’t say there was any particular lady. He also liked them young.”
“How young?”
“Mid-twenties, primarily, by my gauge. I haven’t noticed anyone visiting the last couple of weeks. He’s been in and out nearly every day. Meetings, I assume, for the club he’s opening. Was opening.”
“Okay, good enough. We’re going up.”
“I’ll clear the code for you.” Cleeve held the door for them, then walked to the first of two elevators. He skimmed his passcode through the slot, then keyed in his code. “I’m sorry to hear about Mr. Hopkins,” he said as the doors opened. “He never gave me any trouble.”
“Not a bad epitaph,” Eve decided as the elevator headed up to six.
The apartment was single-level, but spacious. Particularly since it was nearly empty of furnishings. There was a sleep chair in the living room, facing a wall screen. There were a multitude of high-end electronics and carton after carton of entertainment discs. It was all open space with a colored-glass wall separating the sleeping area.
“There was art on the walls,” Eve noted. “You can see the squares and rectangles of darker paint where they must’ve hung. Probably sold them to get some capital for his project.”
A second bedroom was set up as an office, and from the state of it, Eve didn’t judge Hopkins had been a tidy or organized businessman. The desk was heaped with scribbled notes, sketches, memo cubes, coffee cups and plates from working meals.
A playback of the desk ’link was loaded with oily conversation with the recently deceased pitching his project to potential backers or arranging meetings where she supposed he’d have been doing the same.
“Let’s have EDD go through all the data and communication.” The Electronic Detective Division could comb through the transmissions and data faster and more efficiently than she. “Doesn’t look like he’s entertained here recently, which jibes with our doorman’s statement. Nothing personal in the last little while on his home ’link. It’s all about money.”
She walked through the apartment. The guy wasn’t living there so much as surviving. Selling off his stuff, scrambling for capital. “The motive’s not all about money, though. He couldn’t have had enough for that. The motive’s emotional. It’s personal. Kill him where the yellowing bones of a previous victim are hidden. Purposeful. Building was auctioned off six months ago? Private or public?”
“I can check,” Peabody began.
“I got a quicker source.”
It seemed to her the guy she’d married was always in, on his way to or coming back from some meeting. Then again, he seemed to like them. It took all kinds.
And she had to admit when that face of his filled her screen, it put a little boost in her step to think: mine.
“Quick question,” she began. “Number Twelve. Any details on its auction?”
His dark brows raised over those intense blue eyes. “Bought for a song, which will likely turn out to be a dirge. Or has it already?” Roarke asked her.
“You’re quick, too. Yeah, current owner’s in the morgue. He got it on the cheap?”
“Previous owners had it on the market for several years, and put it up for public auction a few months ago after the last fire.”
“Fire?”
“There’ve been several. Unexplained,” he added with that Irish lilt cruising through his voice. “Hopkins, wasn’t it? Descendent of infamy. How was he killed?”
“Nine millimeter Smith and Wesson.”
Surprise moved over that extraordinary face. “Well now. Isn’t that interesting? You recovered the weapon, I take it.”
“Yeah, I got it. Fill you in on that later. The auction, you knew about it, right?”
“I did. It was well-publicized for several weeks. A building with that history generates considerable media attention as well.”
“Yeah, that’s what I figured. If it was a bargain, why didn’t you snap it up to add it to your mega-Monopoly board?”
“Haunted. Cursed.”
“Yeah, right.” She snorted out a laugh, but he only continued to look out from the screen. “Okay, thanks. See you later.”
“You certainly will.”
“Couldn’t you just listen to him?” Peabody let out a sigh. “I mean couldn’t you just close your eyes and listen?”
“Snap out of it, Peabody. Hopkins’s killer had to know the building was up for sale. Maybe he bid on it, maybe he didn’t. He doesn’t move on the previous owners, but waits for Hopkins. Goes back to personal. Lures him, kills him, leaves the weapon and the hair clips with the skeleton behind the brick. Making a statement.”
Peabody huffed out a breath. “This place doesn’t make much of a statement, personal or otherwise.”
“Let’s toss it anyway. Then we’re going dancing.”
The Gill School of Dance was on the third floor of a stubby post-Urban War building on the West Side. It boasted a large, echoing room with a mirrored wall, a barre, a huddle of chairs and a decorative screen that sectioned off a minute desk.
The space smelled of sweat heavily covered with floral air freshener.
Fanny Gill herself was skinny as an eel, with a hard, suspicious face and a lot of bright blond hair tied up with a red scarf. Her pinched face went even tighter as she set her tiny ass on the desk.
“So somebody killed the rat bastard. When’s the funeral? I got a red dress I’ve been saving for a special occasion.”
“No love lost, Ms. Gill?”
“Oh, all of it lost, honey. My boy out there?” She jerked a chin toward the screen. On the other side, a man in a sleeveless skinsuit was calling out time and steps to a group of grubby-looking ballerinas. “He’s the only decent thing I ever got from Rad the Bad. I was twenty-two years old, fresh and green as a head of iceberg.”
She didn’t sigh so much as snort, as if to signal those salad days were long over.
“I sure did fall for him. He had a line, that bastard, he had a way. Got married, got pregnant. Had a little money, about twenty thou? He took it, invested it.” Her lips flattened into one thin, red line. “Blew it, every dollar. Always going to wheel the deal, strike the big time. Like hell. Cheated on me, too. But I stuck, nearly ten years, because I wanted my boy to have a father. Finally figured out no father’s better than a lousy one. Divorced him—hired a fucking shark lawyer—excuse the language.”
“No problem. Cops hear words like lawyer all the time.”
Fanny barked out a laugh, then seemed to relax. “Wasn’t much to get, but I got my share. Enough to start this place up. And you know, that son of a bitch tried to hit me up for a loan? Called it a business investment, of course. Just a couple months ago. Never changes.”
“Was this business investment regarding Number Twelve?”
“Yeah, that’s it. Like I’d have anything to do with that place—or Rad.”
“Could you tell us where you were last night, Ms. Gill? From say midnight to three?”
“In bed, asleep. I teach my first class at seven in the morning.” She sniffed. looking more amused than offended to be considered a suspect in a homicide. “Hey, if I’d wanted to kill Rad, I’d’ve done it twenty years ago. You’re going to ask my boy, too, aren’t you?”
“It’s routine.”
Fanny nodded. “I sleep alone, but he doesn’t.”
“Dead? Murdered?” Cliff lowered the towel he’d used to dry his damp face. “How? When?”
“Early this morning. The how is classified for the moment. Can you give us your whereabouts between midnight and three?”
“We got home about one. We’d been out with friends. Um . . . give me a second.” He picked up a bottle of water, stared at it, then drank. He was a well-built thirty, with streaked blond hair curling in a tail worn halfway down his back. “Lars Gavin, my cohab. We met some friends at Achilles. A club uptown. We went to bed right after we got home, and I got up about seven, seven-thirty. Sorry, I think I want to sit down.”
“We’re going to need names and contact information on the people you were with, and a number where we can reach your cohab.”
“Yeah, sure. Okay. How? How did it happen?” He lifted dazed eyes to Eve’s. “Was he mugged?”
“No. I’m not able to give you many details at this time. When’s the last time you had contact with your father?”
“A couple months ago. He came by to try to hit my mother up for some money. Like that would work.” Cliff managed a half smile, but it wobbled. “Then he put the line on me. I gave him five hundred.”
He glanced over to where Fanny was running another group through barre exercises. “Mom’ll skin me if she finds out, but I gave him the five.”
“That’s not the first time you gave him money,” Eve deduced.
“No. I’d give him a few hundred now and then. It kept him off my mother’s back, and we do okay here. The school, I mean. We do okay. And Lars, he understands.”
“But this time he went to your mother first.”
“Got to her before I could steer him off. Upsets her, you know? He figured he could sweet talk her out of a good chunk for this investment. Get rich deal—always a deal.” Now Cliff scrubbed his hands over his face.
“They fight about it?” Eve asked him.
“No. My mother’s done fighting with him. Been done a long time ago. And my father, he doesn’t argue. He . . . he cajoles. Basically, she told him to come by again when Hell froze over. So he settled for me, on the sly, and the five hundred. He said he’d be in touch when the ball got rolling, but that was just another line. Didn’t matter. It was only five. I don’t know how to feel. I don’t know how I’m supposed to feel.”
“I can’t tell you, Mr. Gill. Why did you remove Hopkins from your legal name?”
“This place—Gill School of Dance. My mother.” He lifted his shoulder, looked a little abashed. “And well, it’s got a rep. Hopkins. It’s just bad luck.”

Three
Eve wasn’t surprised MD Morris had snagged Hopkins. Multiple gunshot wounds had to be a happy song and dance for a medical examiner. An interesting change of pace from the stabbings, the bludgeonings, strangulations and overdoses.
Morris, resplendent in a bronze-toned suit under his clear protective cape, his long dark hair in a shining tail, stood over the body with a sunny smile for Eve.
“You send me the most interesting things.”
“We do what we can,” Eve said. “What can you tell me I don’t already know?”
“Members of one family of the fruit fly are called peacocks because they strut on the fruit.”
“Huh. I’ll file that one. Let’s be more specific. What can you tell me about our dead guy?”
“The first four wounds—chest—and the leg wound—fifth—could have been repaired with timely medical intervention. The next severed the spine, the seventh damaged the kidney. Number eight was a slight wound, meaty part of the shoulder. But he was dead by then. The final, close contact, entered the brain, which had already closed down shop.”
He gestured to his wall screen, and called up a program. “The first bullets entered at a near level angle.” Morris continued as the graphics played out on-screen. “You see, the computer suggested, and I concur, that the assailant fired four times, rapidly, hitting body mass. The victim fell after the fourth shot.”
Eve studied the reenactment as Morris did, noting the graphic of the victim took the first two shots standing, the second two slightly hunched forward in the beginning of a fall.
“Big guy,” Peabody commented. “Stumbles back a little, but keeps his feet for the first couple shots. I’ve only seen training and entertainment vids with gun death,” she added. “I’d have thought the first shot would slap him down.”
“His size, the shock of the impact,” Morris said, “and the rapidity of fire would have contributed to the delay in his fall. Again, from the angles by which the bullets entered the body, it’s likely he stumbled back, then lurched forward slightly, then went down—knee, heels of the hand taking the brunt of the fall.”
He turned to Eve. “Your report indicated that the blood pattern showed the victim tried to crawl or pull himself away across the floor.”
“That’d be right.”
“As he did, the assailant followed, firing over and down, according to the angle of the wounds in the back, leg, shoulder.”
Eyes narrowed now, Eve studied the computer-generated replay. “Stalking him, firing while he’s down. Bleeding, crawling. You ever shoot a gun, Morris?”
“Actually, no.”
“I have,” she continued. “Feels interesting in your hand. Gives this little kick when it fires. Makes you part of it, that little jolt. Runs through you. I’m betting the killer was juiced on that. The jolt, the bang! Gotta be juiced to put more missiles into a guy who’s crawling away, leaving his blood smeared on the floor.”
“People always find creative and ugly ways to kill. I’d have said using a gun makes the kill less personal. But it doesn’t feel that way in this case.”
She nodded. “Yeah, this was personal, almost intimate. The ninth shot in particular.”
“For the head shot, the victim—who as you say had considerable girth—had to be shoved or rolled over. At that time, the gun was pressed to the forehead. There’s not only burning and residue, but a circular bruising pattern. When I’m able to compare it, I’m betting my share that it matches the dimensions of the gun barrel. The killer pressed the gun down into the forehead before he fired.”
“See how you like that, you bastard,” Eve murmured.
“Yes, indeed. Other than being riddled with bullets, your vic was in reasonably good health, despite being about twenty pounds overweight. He dyed his hair, had an eye and chin tuck within the last five years. He’d last eaten about two hours prior to death. Soy chips, sour pickles, processed cheese, washed down with domestic beer.”
“The bullets?”
“On their way to the lab. I ran them through my system first. Nine millimeter.” Morris switched programs so that images of the spent bullets he’d recovered came on screen.
“Man, it messes them up, doesn’t it?”
“It doesn’t do tidy work on flesh, bone and organ either. The vic had no gunpowder residue on his hands, no defensive wounds. Bruising on the left knee, which would have been inflicted when he fell. As well as some scraping on the heels of both hands, consistent with the fall on the floor surface.”
“So he didn’t fight back, or have the chance to. Didn’t turn away.” She angled her own body as if preparing for flight. “No indication he tried to run when and if he saw the gun.”
“That’s not what his body tells me.”
Nor was it what it had told her on scene.
“A guy doesn’t usually snack on chips and pickles if he’s nervous or worried,” Peabody put in. “Run of his entertainment unit showed he last viewed a soft porn vid about the time he’d have had the nibbles. This meet didn’t have him sweating.”
“Somebody he knew and figured he could handle,” Eve agreed. She looked at the body again. “Guess he was dead wrong about that one.”
“Number Twelve,” Morris said as Eve turned to go.
“That’s right.”
“So the legend of Bobbie Bray comes to a close.”
“That would be the missing woman, presumed dead.”
“It would. Gorgeous creature, Bobbie, with the voice of a tormented angel.”
“If you remember Bobbie Bray, you’re looking damn good for your age, Morris.”
He flashed that smile again. “There are thousands of Web sites devoted to her, and a substantial cult following. Beautiful woman with her star just starting to rise vanishes. Poof! Of course, sightings of her continued for decades after. And talk of her ghost haunting Number Twelve continues even today. Cold spots, apparitions, music coming from thin air. You get any of that?”
Eve thought of the snatch of song, the deep chill. “What I’ve got, potentially, are her bones. They’re real enough.”
“I’ll be working on them with the forensic anthropologist at the lab.” Morris’s smile stayed sunny. “Can’t wait to get my hands on her.”
Back at Central, Eve sat in her office to reconstruct Hopkins’s last day. She’d verified his lunch meeting with a couple of local movers and shakers who were both alibied tight for the time in question. A deeper check of his financials showed a sporadic income over the past year from a shop called Bygones, with the last deposit mid-December.
“Still skimming it close, Rad. How the hell were you going to pay for the rehab? Expecting a windfall, maybe? What were you supposed to bring to Number Twelve last night?”
Gets the call on his pocket ’link, she mused. Deliberately spooky. But he doesn’t panic. Sits around, has a snack, watches some light porn.
She sat back at her desk, closed her eyes. The security disc from Hopkins’s building showed him leaving at 1:35. Alone. Looked like he was whistling a tune, Eve recalled. Not a care in the world. Not carrying anything. No briefcase, no package, no bag.
“Yo.”
Eve opened her eyes and looked at Feeney. The EDD captain was comfortably rumpled, his wiry ginger hair exploding around his hangdog face. “Whatcha got?”
“More what you’ve got,” he said and stepped into the office. “Number Twelve.”
“Jeez, why does everybody keep saying that? Like it was its own country.”
“Practically is. Hop Hopkins, Bobbie Bray, Andy Warhol, Mick Jagger.” For a moment, Feeney looked like a devotee at a sacred altar. “Christ, Dallas, what a place it must’ve been when it was still rocking.”
“It’s a dump now.”
“Cursed,” he said, so casually she blinked.
“Get out. You serious?”
“As a steak dinner. Found bricked-up bones, didn’t you? And a body, antique gun, diamonds. Stuff legends are made of. And it gets better.”
“Oh yeah?”
He held up a disc. “Ran your vic’s last incoming transmission and the nine-one-one, and for the hell of it, did a voice-print on both. Same voice on both. Guess whose it is?”
“Bobbie Bray’s.”
“Hey.” He actually pouted.
“Has to figure. The killer did the computer-generated deal, used Bray’s voice, probably pieced together from old media interviews and such. Unless you’re going to sit there and tell me you think it was a voice from, you know, beyond the grave.”
He pokered up. “I’m keeping an open mind.”
“You do that. Were you able to dig up any old transmissions?”
He held up a second disc. “Dug them out, last two weeks. You’re going to find lots of grease. Guy was working it, trying to pump up some financing. Same on the home unit. Some calls out for food, a couple to a licensed companion service. Couple more back and forth to some place called Bygones.”
“Yeah, I’m going to check that out. Looks like he was selling off his stuff.”
“You know, he probably had some original art from his grandfather’s era. Music posters, photographs, memorabilia.”
Considering, Eve cocked her head. “Enough to buy Number Twelve, then finance the rehab?”
“You never know what people’ll pay. Got your finger pointed at anyone?”
“Talked to one of his exes, and a son. They don’t pop for me, but I’m keeping an open mind. Going through some business associates, potential backers, other exes. No current lady friend, or recently dumped, that I can find. Fact is, the guy comes off as a little sleazy, a little slippery, but mostly harmless. A fuck-up who talked big. Got no motive at this point, except a mysterious something he may or may not have taken with him to Number Twelve.”
She eased back. “Big guy. He was a big guy. Easy for a woman to take him down if she’s got access to a gun, reasonable knowledge of how it works. Second ex-wife is the kind who holds a grudge, hence my open mind. I’ve got Peabody trying to run the weapon.”
“The thing is,” Peabody told her, “it’s really old. A hundred years back, a handgun didn’t have to be registered on purchase, not in every state, and depending on how it was bought. This one’s definitely from the Hop Hopkins/Bobbie Bray era. They discontinued this model in the Nineteen-eighties. I’ve got the list of owners with collector’s licenses in the state of New York who own that make and model, but . . .”
“It’s not going to be there. Not when it was deliberately planted on the scene. The killer wanted it found, identified. Lab comes through, we should know tomorrow if the same gun was used to kill Hopkins and our surprise guest.”
She considered for a moment, then pushed away from her desk. “Okay, I’m going to go by the lab, give them a little kick in the ass.”
“Always entertaining.”
“Yeah, I make my own fun. After, I’m going by this collectibles place, scope it out. It’s uptown, so I’ll work from home after. I’ve got Feeney’s list of transmissions. You want to take that? Check out the calls, the callers?”
“I’m your girl.”
Dick Berenski, the chief lab tech, was known as Dickhead for good reason. But besides being one, he was also a genius in his field. Generally, Eve handled him with bribes, insults or outright threats. But with her current case, none were necessary.
“Dallas!” He all but sang her name.
“Don’t grin at me like that.” She gave a little shudder. “It’s scary.”
“You’ve brought me not one but two beauties. I’m going to be writing these up for the trade journals and be the fair-haired boy for the next ten freaking years.”
“Just tell me what you’ve got.”
He scooted on his stool, and tapped his long, skinny fingers over a comp screen. He continued to grin out of his strangely egg-shaped head.
“Got my bone guy working with Morris with me running the show. You got yourself a female, between the age of twenty and twenty-five. Bobbie Bray was twenty twenty-three when she poofed. Caucasian, five-foot-five, about a hundred and fifteen pounds, same height and weight on Bobbie’s ID at the time of her disappearance. Broken tibia, about the age of twelve. Healed well. Gonna wanna see if we can access any medical records on Bobbie to match the bone break. Got my forensic sculptor working on the face. Bobbie Bray, son of a bitch.”
“Another fan.”
“Shit yeah. That skirt was hot. Got your cause of death, single gunshot wound to the forehead. Spent bullet retrieved from inside the skull matches the caliber used on your other vic. Ballistics confirms both were fired from the weapon recovered from the scene. Same gun used, about eighty-five years apart. It’s beautiful.”
“I bet the killer thinks so, too.”
Sarcasm flew over Dickhead like a puffy white cloud in a sunny blue sky. “Weapon was cleaned and oiled. Really shined it up. But . . .”
He grinned again, tapped again. “What you’re looking at here is dust. Brick dust, drywall dust. Samples the sweepers took from the secondary crime scene. And here? Traces of dust found inside the weapon. Perfect match.”
“Indicating that the gun was bricked up with the body.”
“Guess Bobbie got tired of haunting the place and decided to take a more active role.”
And that, Eve determined, didn’t warrant even sarcasm as a response. “Shoot the reports to my home and office units, copy to Peabody’s. Your sculptor gets an image, I want to see it.”
She headed out again, pulling out her ‘link as it beeped. “Dallas.”
“Arrest any ghosts lately?”
“No. And I’m not planning on it. Why aren’t you in a meeting about world domination?”
“Just stepped out,” Roarke told her. “My curiosity’s been nipping at me all day. Any leads?”
“Leads might be a strong word. I have avenues. I’m heading to one now. The vic was selling off his stuff—antique popular culture stuff, I gather—to some place uptown. I’m going to check it out.”
“What’s the address?”
“Why?”
“I’ll meet you. I’ll be your expert consultant on antiques and popular culture. You can pay my fee with food and sex.”
“It’s going to be pizza, and I think I’ve got a long line to credit on the sex.”
But she gave him the address.
After ending the transmission, she called the collectibles shop to tell the proprietor to stay open and available. On a hunch, she asked if they carried any Bobbie Bray memorabilia.
And was assured they had the most extensive collection in the city.
Interesting.
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