

[image: ]





Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Epigraph

 


Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

 


Teaser chapter




About the Author

 


Nora Roberts is the New York Times bestselling author of more than than 190 novels, and there are more than 300 million copies of her books in print. Under the pen name J.D. Robb, she is author of the New York Times bestselling futuristic suspense series, which features Lieutenant Eve Dallas and Roarke.

 


Visit her website at www.noraroberts.co.uk




Praise for J.D. Robb’s ‘In Death’ series

‘Compelling characters, absorbing mysteries and a wonderful sense of both time and place’

Harlan Coben

 







‘Anchored by terrific characters, sudden twists that spin the whole narrative on a dime, and a thrills-to-chills ratio that will raise the neck hairs of even the most jaded reader, the J.D. Robb books are the epitome of great popular fiction’

Dennis Lehane

 







‘Eve Dallas—the NYPD’s tough, smart, and sexy lieutenant—leads the reader down mean streets and onto sacred ground to solve one of one of her most puzzling homicides in  Salvation in Death. J.D. Robb gives us another great thriller’

Linda Fairstein

 







‘Curious corpses, tangled twists and one sizzling sleuth.  Salvation in Death is a triple-whammy winner’

Kathy Reichs

 







‘Whether she writes as J.D. Robb or under he own name. I love Nora Roberts. She is a woman who just doesn’t know how to tell a bad story. Creation in Death is an authentic page turner, with Eve Dallas—tough as nails and still sexy as hell—pitted against one of the year’s creepiest super villains. If you haven’t read Robb, this is a great place to start’

Stephen King

 







‘This is sheer entertainment, a souped-up version of Agatha Christie’

Guardian




Also by Nora Roberts writing as J.D. Robb:

Naked in Death 
Glory in Death 
Immortal in Death 
Rapture in Death 
Ceremony in Death 
Vengeance in Death 
Holiday in Death 
Conspiracy in Death 
Loyalty in Death 
Witness in Death 
Judgement in Death 
Betrayal in Death 
Seduction in Death 
Reunion in Death 
Purity in Death 
Portrait in Death 
Imitation in Death 
Visions in Death 
Survivor in Death 
Origin in Death 
Memory in Death 
Born in Death 
Innocent in Death 
Creation in Death 
Strangers in Death 
Salvation in Death 
Promises in Death

 


By Nora Roberts and J.D. Robb:  
Remember When




 
 
 

 
Divided in Death

 

 
J. D. ROBB

 
 
Hachette Digital

www.littlebrown.co.uk




 
Published by Hachette Digital 2010

 


 
First published in the United States in 2004 by Berkley Publishing Group, a division of Penguin Putnam Inc., New York This edition published in Great Britain in 2004 by Piatkus Books Reprinted 2005, 2006 (twice), 2008 (twice), 2009

 
Copyright © 2004 by Nora Roberts

 
Material excerpted from Vision in Death by Nora Roberts writing as J.D. Robb copyright © 2004 by Nora Roberts The moral right of the author has been asserted.

 


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

 


 
All rights reserved.

 
No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

 


 
A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

 


eISBN : 978 0 7481 2191 5

 


 
This ebook produced by Jouve, France

 


 
Typeset by Phoenix Photosetting, Chatham, Kent Printed and bound in the UK by CPI Mackays, Chatham, ME5 8TD

 


 
Papers used by Piatkus are natural, renewable and recyclable products sourced from well-managed forests and certified in accordance with the rules of the Forest Stewardship Council.

 


 
Hachette Digital
An imprint of
 Little, Brown Book Group
 100 Victoria Embankment

 
London EC4Y ODY

 


 
An Hachette UK Company




Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more,
 Men were deceivers ever.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

 


 







Marriage is a desperate thing.

—JOHN SELDEN




Prologue

KILLING WAS TOO GOOD FOR HIM.

Death was an end, even a release. He’d go to hell, there was no question in her mind, and there he would suffer eternal torment. She wanted that for him—eventually. But for the time being, she wanted him to suffer where she could watch.

Lying, cheating son of a bitch! She wanted him to snivel and beg and plead and slither on his belly like the gutter rat he was. She wanted him to bleed from the ears, to scream like a girl. She wanted to twist his adulterous dick into knots while he shrieked for the mercy she’d never give.

She wanted to pound her fists into his beautiful liar’s face until it was a pulpy, pustulated mass of blood and bone.

Then and only then, the dickless, faceless bastard could die. A slow, withering, agonizing death.

Nobody, nobody cheated on Reva Ewing.

She had to pull over and stop the car in the breakdown lane of the Queensboro Bridge until she calmed down enough to trust herself to continue. Because someone had cheated on Reva Ewing. The man she’d loved, the man she’d married, the man she’d believed in utterly was, even now, making love to another woman.

Touching another woman, tasting her, using that skilled deceiver’s mouth, those clever cheating hands to drive another woman wild.

And not just any other woman. A friend. Someone else she’d loved and trusted, believed in, counted on.

It wasn’t just infuriating. It wasn’t just painful to know her husband and her friend were having an affair, and right under her oblivious nose. It was embarrassing to discover herself a cliché. The deceived wife the clueless dolt who accepted and believed the  adulterer every time he said he had to work late, or had a dinner meeting with a client, or was zipping out of town for a few days to nail down, or hand deliver, a commission.

Worse, Reva thought now as traffic whizzed by her car, that she of all people had been so easily duped. She was a goddamn security expert. She’d spent five years in the Secret Service and had guarded a president before going into the private sector. Where were her instincts, her eyes, her ears?

How could Blair have been coming home to her, night after night, fresh from another woman and she not know?

Because she’d loved him, Reva admitted. Because she’d been happy, deliriously happy to believe a man like Blair—with his sophistication and amazing looks—had loved and wanted her.

He was so handsome, so talented, so smart. The elegant bohemian with his dark silky hair and emerald green eyes. She’d been sunk, she thought now, the minute he’d turned those eyes on her, the instant he’d sent her that killer smile. And six months later, they’d been married and living in the big, secluded house in Queens.

Two years, she thought, two years she’d given him everything she had, shared every piece of herself with him, and had loved him with every cell of her body. And all the while he’d been playing her for a fool.

Well, now he’d pay. She dashed the tears from her cheeks, dug deep again for her anger. Now, Blair Bissel was going to find out just what she was made of.

She pulled back into traffic, and drove at a rapid clip to Manhattan’s Upper East Side.

 


The husband-stealing bitch, as Reva now thought of her former friend, Felicity Kade, lived in a lovely converted brownstone near the north corner of Central Park. Instead of reminding herself of all the time she’d spent inside, at parties, casual evenings, at Felicity’s famed Sunday brunches, Reva concentrated on the security.

It was good. Felicity collected art and guarded that collection like a dog guarded his meaty bone. The fact was, Reva had met her three years before when she’d helped design and install Felicity’s security system.

It would take an expert to gain entrance, and even then, there were backups and fail-safes that would foil all but the crème de la crème of burglars.

But when a woman made her living, her very good living, looking for chinks in security, she could always find one. She’d come armed, with two jammers, a beefed-up personal palm computer, an illegal police master code, and a stunner she intended to slap right against Blair’s cheating balls.

After that, well, she wasn’t quite sure what she’d do. She’d just play the rest by ear.

She hefted her bag of tools, shoved the stunner in her back pocket, and marched through the balmy September evening toward the front entrance.

She keyed in the first jammer as she walked, knowing she’d have thirty seconds only once she’d locked it on the exterior panel. Numbers began to flash on her handheld, and her heart began to race as she counted off the time.

Three seconds before the alarm was set to trip, the first code scanned onto her jammer. She let out the breath she’d held, glanced up at the dark windows.

‘Just keep doing what you’re doing up there, you pair of slime,’ she muttered as she set the second jammer. ‘I only need a few more minutes here. Then we’ll really party.’

She heard the whiz of a car on the street behind her, and cursed softly as it braked. A quick look back and she spotted a cab at the curb, and the laughing couple in evening clothes who climbed out. Reva edged closer to the door, deeper in the shadows. With a minidrill she removed the side of the palm plate, noting that Felicity’s house droid kept even the screws spotless.

Interfacing her PPC with a hair-thin wire, she keyed in a bypass code, waited the sweaty seconds for it to clear. Meticulously, she replaced the panel, then used the second jammer on the voice box.

It took longer to clone, a full two minutes, but she felt a frisson of excitement work through her fury when the last voice entry played back.

August Rembrandt.

Reva’s lips twisted in a sneer as her false friend’s voice murmured the password. Reva had only to key in the cloned security numbers, then use her tools to lift the last, manual lock.

She slipped inside, closed the doors, and out of habit reset the security.

Prepared for the house droid to appear, to request her business, she held her stunner at the ready. He’d recognize her, of course, and  that would give her just enough time to fry his circuits and clear her way.

But the house stayed silent, and no droid stepped into the foyer. So, they’d shut him down for the night, she thought grimly. So they could have a little more privacy.

She could smell the roses Felicity always kept on the table in the foyer—pink roses, replaced weekly. There was a low light burning beside the vase, but Reva didn’t need it. She knew her way, and walked directly to the stairs to climb to the second floor. To the bedroom.

When she reached the landing she saw all she needed to bring her rage back in full force. Tossed carelessly over the rail was Blair’s light leather jacket. It was the one she’d given him for his birthday the previous spring. The one he’d hooked carelessly with his fingers over his shoulder just that morning when he’d kissed his loving wife good-bye, and told her how much he’d miss her, told her as he’d nuzzled her neck how much he hated having to take even this quick out-of-town trip.

Reva lifted the jacket, brought it to her face. She could smell him on it, and the scent of him nearly tore her grief through her anger.

To stave it off, she took one of her tools out of her bag and quietly shred the leather to ribbons. Then, tossing it on the floor, she ground her heel into it before stepping away.

Face hot with temper, she set her bag down, took the stunner back out of her pocket. As she approached the bedroom she saw the flicker of light. Candles, she could even smell them now, some spicy female perfume. And she could hear the low notes of music—something classic, like the roses, like the scent of the candles.

It was all so Felicity, she thought furiously. All so female and fragile and perfect. She’d have preferred something modern, something today and gutsy for this altercation.

Give her Mavis Freestone kicking some serious musical ass, she thought.

But then it was easy to tune out the music with the buzzing of temper and the ring of betrayal in her head. She toed the door wider with her foot, eased in.

She could see the two figures huddled together under the silk and lace of the coverlet. They’d fallen asleep, she thought bitterly. All cozy and warm and loose from sex.

Their clothes were tossed over a chair, messily, as if they’d been in a hurry to start. Seeing them, the tangle of clothes, broke her heart in hundreds of pieces.

Bracing against it, she strode to the bed, gripped the stunner in her hand. ‘Wake-up call, you piss-buckets.’

And whipped the silk and lace cover away.

The blood. Oh my God, the blood. The sight of it all over flesh, all over the sheets made her head spin. The sudden smell of it, of death, mixed with the scents of flowers and candles, made her gag and stumble back.

‘Blair? Blair?’

She screamed once, shocking herself into action. Sucking in air to scream again, she lunged forward.

Something, someone, slipped out of the shadows. She caught the movement, and another smell—harsh, medicinal. It filled her throat, her lungs.

She turned, to flee or defend she wasn’t sure, and fought to swim through air that had gone to water around her. But the power had drained out of her limbs, numbing them seconds before her eyes rolled back in her head.

And she collapsed in a heap beside the dead who had betrayed her.




Chapter One

LIEUTENANT EVE DALLAS, ONE OF NEW YORK’S top cops, sprawled naked with the blood beating in her ears and her heart pounding like an airjack. She managed to wheeze in a breath, then gave it up.

Who needed air when the system was revving from the after-math of truly spectacular sex?

Beneath her, her husband lay warm and hard and still. The only movement was the knock of his heart against hers. Until he lifted one of those amazing hands and cruised it along her spine, from nape to butt.

‘You want me to move,’ she mumbled, ‘you’re out of luck.’

‘I’d say my luck’s in.’

She smiled in the dark. She loved hearing his voice, the way Ireland shimmered through it. ‘Pretty good welcome home, especially since you were gone less than forty-eight hours.’

‘It certainly put a nice cap on a short trip to Florence.’

‘I didn’t ask, did you stop off in Ireland to see your—’ She hesitated just a beat. It was still so odd to think of Roarke with family. ‘Your family?’

‘I did, yes. Had a nice few hours.’ He continued to stroke that hand, up and down, up and down her back so that her heartbeat slowed and her eyes began to droop. ‘It’s very strange, isn’t it?’

‘I guess it will be, for a while yet.’

‘And how’s the new detective?’

Eve snuggled in, thinking of her former aide and how she was handling her recent promotion. ‘Peabody’s good. Still finding her rhythm. We had a family dispute gone sour. Two brothers mixing it up over inherited property. Knocked the shit out of each other before one of them takes a header down the steps and breaks his  stupid neck. So the other brother tries to mock it up like a bungled burglary. Tosses all this stuff they were fighting over in a blanket, hauls it out to his car, shoves it in the trunk. Like we’re not going to look there.’

The derision in her tone had him chuckling. Eve rolled off and stretched.

‘Anyway, it was pretty much connect the big, pulsing red dots, so I put Peabody on as primary. After she started breathing again, she did fine. Sweepers were already sucking up evidence, but she takes this jerk in the kitchen, sits down with him all sympathetic—used all that family business she knows so well. Had him babbling out a confession in about ten minutes. Got him on Man Two.’

‘Good for her.’

‘It’ll help build her confidence.’ She stretched again. ‘We could use a few more walks in the meadow like that one after the summer we put in.’

‘You might take a few days off. We could walk in a real meadow.’

‘Give me a couple of weeks with her. I want to make sure she finds her feet before I let her solo.’

‘That’s a date, then. Oh, your . . . enthusiastic welcome, while much appreciated, drove this right out of my mind.’ He got out of bed, calling for the lights at ten percent.

In their subtle glow, she could watch him step off the wide platform where the bed stood, move toward the small bag he’d taken with him. Watching him move, graceful as some lean, elegant cat, gave her such pleasure.

Was that kind of grace innate, she wondered, or had he learned it dodging cops and picking pockets as a child on the streets of Dublin? However it had come to him, it had served him well, as that clever boy, and as the clever man who’d built an empire out of guts and guile and a wily kind of genius.

When he turned, and she saw his face in that shadowed light, it blew straight through her. The staggering love, the breathless wonder that he should be hers—that anything so beautiful should be hers.

He looked like a work of art, one carved by some brilliant sorcerer. The keen bones of his face, the generous mouth that was sensual magic. Those eyes, that wild Celtic blue, that could still make her throat ache when they looked at her. And that miraculous  canvas was framed by black silk that swept nearly to his shoulders, and continually made her fingers itch to touch it.

They’d been married more than a year, and there were times, unexpected times, when just looking at him could stop her heart.

He came back to sit beside her, cupped her chin in his hand, brushed his thumb over the little dent in its center. ‘Darling Eve, so still and quiet in the dark.’ He touched his lips to her brow. ‘I’ve brought you a present.’

She blinked, and immediately edged back. It made him smile, this habitual reaction of hers to gifts. Just as the uneasy look she gave the long, narrow box in his hand made him grin.

‘It won’t bite you,’ he promised.

‘You weren’t even gone two days. There has to be some sort of time requirement for bringing back presents.’

‘I missed you after two minutes.’

‘You’re saying that to soften me up.’

‘Doesn’t make it less true. Open the box, Eve, then say: “Thank you, Roarke.”’

She rolled her eyes, but she opened the box.

It was a bracelet, a kind of cuff with a pattern of minute diamond shapes etched into the gold to give it sparkle. In the center was a stone—and as it was bloodred, she assumed it was a ruby—big as her thumb and smooth to the touch.

It looked old, and important, in that priceless antique way that made her stomach jitter.

‘Roarke—’

‘You forgot the thank-you part.’

‘Roarke,’ she said again. ‘You’re going to tell me this once belonged to some Italian countess or—’

‘Princess,’ he supplied, and took the bracelet from her to slip it onto her wrist. ‘Sixteenth century. Now it belongs to a queen.’

‘Oh, please.’

‘Okay, that was laying it on a bit thick. Looks good on you, though.’

‘It’d look good on a tree stump.’ She wasn’t much on glitters, despite the fact that the man heaped them on her at every opportunity. But this one had . . . something, she thought as she lifted her arm and turned her wrist so the stone and etching caught and scattered light. ‘What if I lose it, or break it?’

‘That would be a shame. But until you do, I enjoy seeing it on you. If it makes you feel any better, my aunt Sinead seemed equally flustered by the necklace I bought her.’

‘She struck me as a sensible woman.’

He tugged a lock of Eve’s hair. ‘The women in my life are sensible, enough to indulge me as giving them gifts brings me such pleasure.’

‘That’s a slick way to box it in. It’s beautiful.’ And she had to admit, at least privately, that she liked the way it slid fluidly over her skin. ‘I can’t wear this to work.’

‘I don’t suppose so. Then again, I like the way it looks on you now. When you’re wearing nothing else.’

‘Don’t get any ideas, ace. I’m on shift in—six hours,’ she calculated after a glance at the time.

Because she recognized the gleam in his eye, she narrowed her own. But the token protest she intended to give was interrupted by the bedside ’link.

‘That’s your signal.’ She nodded toward the ‘link, then rolled off the bed. ‘At least when somebody calls you at two in the morning, nobody’s dead.’

She wandered off into the bathroom as she heard him block video, and answer.

She took her time, then as an afterthought snagged the robe off the back of the door in case he’d reinstated the video on the ’link.

She was belting it as she went back in, and saw he was up and at his closet. ‘Who was it?’

‘Caro.’

‘You’ve got to go now? At two in the morning?’ His tone, just the way he’d said his admin’s name, had the skin on her neck prickling. ‘What is it?’

‘Eve.’ He pulled out a shirt to go with the trousers he’d hastily put on. ‘I need a favor. A very large favor.’

Not from his wife, she thought. But from his cop. ‘What is it?’

‘One of my employees.’ He dragged on the shirt, but his eyes stayed on Eve. ‘She’s in trouble. Considerable trouble. Someone is dead, after all.’

‘One of your employees kill someone, Roarke?’

‘No.’ Since she continued to stand where she was, he moved to her closet, took out clothes. ‘She’s confused and panicked, and Caro says somewhat incoherent. These are not traits one associates with  Reva. She works in Security. Design and installation, primarily. She’s solid as stone. She was with the Secret Service for a number of years, and isn’t a woman who shakes easily.’

‘You’re not telling me what happened.’

‘She found her husband and her friend in bed at the friend’s apartment. Dead. Already dead, Eve.’

‘And finding two dead bodies, she contacted your administrative assistant instead of the police.’

‘No.’ He pushed the clothes he’d chosen into Eve’s hands. ‘She contacted her mother.’

Eve stared at him, cursed softly, then began to dress. ‘I have to call this in.’

‘I’m asking you to wait, until you see for yourself, until you talk to Reva.’ He laid his hands on hers, held them there until she looked back at him again. ‘Eve, I’m asking you, please, wait that long. You don’t have to call in what you haven’t seen with your own eyes. I know this woman. I’ve known her mother more than a dozen years, and trust her to the level I trust very few. They need your help. I need it.’

She picked up her weapon harness, strapped it on. ‘Then let’s get there. Fast.’

 


It was a clear night with the heaviness that had dogged the summer of 2059 lightening toward the crispness of the coming fall. Traffic was light, and the short drive required little skill or concentration on Roarke’s part. He judged by his wife’s silence that she’d closed in. She asked no questions as she wanted no more information, nothing that would influence her from her own impressions of what she would see and hear and feel.

Her narrow, angular face was set, the long golden brown eyes cop flat. Unreadable even to him. The wide mouth that had been hot and soft against his only a short time before was firm and tight-lipped.

He parked on the street, in an illegal spot, and flicked the ON DUTY light in her vehicle before she could do so herself.

She said nothing, but stepped onto the sidewalk and stood, tall and lanky, her shaggy brown hair still mussed from love-making.

He crossed to her, gently combed his own fingers through her hair to order it, as well as he could. ‘Thank you for this.’

‘You don’t want to thank me yet. Prime digs,’ she commented with a nod toward the brownstone. Before she could mount the steps, the door opened.

There was Caro, her shiny white hair like a silvery halo around her head. Without that, Eve might not have recognized Roarke’s dignified and efficient admin in the pale woman wearing a smart red jacket over blue cotton pajamas.

‘Thank God. Thank God. Thank you for coming so quickly.’ She reached out with a visibly trembling hand and gripped Roarke’s. ‘I didn’t know quite what to do.’

‘You did just right,’ Roarke told her, and drew her in.

Eve heard her stifle a sob, let go with a sigh. ‘Reva—she’s not well, not well at all. I have her in the living area. I didn’t go upstairs.’

Caro eased away from Roarke, straightened her shoulders. ‘I didn’t think I should. I haven’t touched anything, Lieutenant, except a glass out of the kitchen. I got Reva a glass of water, but I only touched the glass, and the bottle. Oh, and the handle of the friggie. I—’

‘It’s all right. Why don’t you go sit with your daughter? Roarke, stay with them.’

‘You’ll be all right with Reva for a few minutes, won’t you?’ he asked Caro. ‘I’ll go with the lieutenant.’ Ignoring the flash of irritation over Eve’s face, he gave Caro’s shoulder a comforting rub. ‘I won’t be long.’

‘She said—Reva said it was horrible. And now she just sits there, and doesn’t say anything at all.’

‘Keep her quiet,’ Eve advised. ‘Keep her down here.’ She started upstairs. She glanced at the leather jacket, ripped to shreds and tossed into a heap on the floor. ‘Did she tell you which room?’

‘No. Just that Reva found them in the bed.’

Eve glanced at the room on the right, another on the left. Then she scented the blood. She continued down the hall, stopped at the doorway.

The two bodies were turned on their sides, facing each other. As if they were telling secrets. Blood stained the sheets, the pillows, the lacy cover that was tangled on the floor.

It stained the hilt and blade of the knife jabbed viciously into the mattress.

She saw a black bag near the door, a high-end stunner on the floor near the left side of the bed, a disordered pile of clothes heaped on a chair. Candles, still lit and wafting fragrance. Music still playing in soft, sexy notes.

‘This is no walk in the meadow,’ she murmured. ‘Double homicide. I have to call it in.’

‘Will you stand as primary?’

‘I’ll stand,’ she agreed. ‘But if your friend did this, that’s not going to be a favor.’

‘She didn’t.’

He stepped back while Eve drew out her communicator.

‘I need you to take Caro in another room,’ she told him when she was finished. ‘Not the kitchen,’ she added with another glance at the knife. ‘There must be a den or a library or something like that down there. Try not to touch anything. I need to question—what was it? Reva?’

‘Reva Ewing, yes.’

‘I need to question her, and I don’t want you or her mother around when I do. You want to help her,’ she said before he could speak, ‘let’s keep this as much by the book as we can from this point. You said she’s security.’

‘Yes.’

‘Since she’s one of yours I don’t have to ask if she’s good.’

‘She is. Very good.’

‘And he was her husband?’

Roarke looked back at the bed. ‘He was. Blair Bissel, an artist of some debatable talent. Works—worked in metal. That’s one of his, I believe.’ He gestured toward a tall, seemingly jumbled series of metal tubes and blocks that stood in the corner of the room.

‘And people pay for that?’ She shook her head. ‘Takes all kinds. I’m going to ask you more about her later, but I want to get to her first, then take a closer look at the scene here. How long have they had marital problems?’ Eve asked as she started down the hall again.

‘I wasn’t aware they had any.’

‘Well, they’re over now. Keep Caro tucked away,’ she ordered, then walked to the living area to get her first look at Reva Ewing.

Caro sat with her arm around a woman in her early thirties. She had dark hair, cut short in a style nearly as careless as Eve’s. She looked to have a small, compact body, the athletic sort that showed off well in the black T-shirt and jeans she wore.

Her skin was icy white, her eyes a kind of sooty gray that was nearly black with shock. Her lips were colorless, a bit on the thin side. As Eve stepped closer, those eyes flicked up, stared blindly.  They were red-rimmed and puffy, and showed none of the sharp intelligence Eve assumed she owned.

‘Ms. Ewing, I’m Lieutenant Dallas.’

She continued to stare, but there was a faint movement of her head, as much shudder as nod.

‘I need to ask you some questions. Your mother’s going to go with Roarke while we talk.’

‘Oh, couldn’t I stay with her?’ Caro’s arm tightened on Reva’s shoulders. ‘I won’t interfere, I promise, but—’

‘Caro.’ Roarke moved to stand beside her, reached down and took her hand. ‘It’s better this way.’ Gently, he drew Caro to her feet. ‘Better for Reva. You can trust Eve.’

‘Yes, I know. It’s just . . .’ She looked back as Roarke led her from the room. ‘I’ll be right here. Reva, I’m right here.’

‘Ms. Ewing.’ Eve sat across from her, set her recorder on the table between them. And saw Reva’s gaze fix on it. ‘I’m going to record this. I’m going to read you your rights, then ask you some questions. Do you understand?’

‘Blair’s dead. I saw. They’re dead. Blair and Felicity.’

‘Ms. Ewing, you have the right to remain silent.’ Eve walked through the revised Miranda, and Reva closed her eyes.

‘Oh God, oh God. It’s real. It’s not some horrible dream. It’s real.’

‘Tell me what happened here tonight.’

‘I don’t know.’ A tear dribbled down her cheek. ‘I don’t know what happened.’

‘Was your husband sexually involved with Felicity?’

‘I don’t understand it. I don’t understand. I thought he loved me.’ Her eyes locked on Eve’s. ‘I didn’t believe it at first. How could I? Blair and Felicity. My husband and my friend. But then I could see it, could see all the signs I missed, all the clues, all the mistakes—those little mistakes they both made.’

‘How long have you known?’

‘Just tonight. Just tonight.’ Her breath shuddered in and out as she used a balled fist to wipe at the tears on her cheeks. ‘He was supposed to be out of town until tomorrow. A client, a new commission. But he was here, with her. I came, and I saw . . .’

‘You came here tonight to confront them?’

‘I was so angry. They’d made a fool out of me, and I was so angry. They broke my heart, and I was so sad. Then they were dead. All that blood. All the blood.’

‘Did you kill them, Reva?’

‘No!’ Her whole body jerked at the question. ‘No, no, no! I wanted to hurt them. I wanted them to pay. But I didn’t . . . I couldn’t have. I don’t know what happened.’

‘Tell me what you do know.’

‘I drove over. We have a house in Queens. Blair wanted a house, and he didn’t want to live in Manhattan where we both worked. Someplace private and away, that’s what he said. Someplace just ours.’

Her voice broke on the words so that she covered her face with her hands. ‘I’m sorry. It all seems impossible. It seems I’ll wake up any minute and none of this will have happened.’

There was some blood on her shirt. None on her hands, on her arms, her face. Eve noted it down among her observations and waited for Reva to compose herself and go on.

‘I was furious, and I knew just what I wanted to do. I’d designed the security here, so I knew how to get in. I broke in.’

She dashed a tear off her cheek. ‘I didn’t want to give them time to prepare, so I broke in, and I went upstairs, to her bedroom.’

‘Did you have a weapon?’

‘No . . . Well, I had a stunner. My SS issue, reconfigured. It won’t go over minimum power, so I can carry it with a civilian license. I was . . .’ She heaved a breath. ‘I was going to give him a jolt with it. On the balls.’

‘And did you?’

‘No.’ She covered her face with her hands. ‘I can’t remember clearly. It’s like this smear over my brain.’

‘You tear up the leather jacket?’

‘Yeah.’ She sighed now. ‘I saw it hanging over the rail. I gave him that goddamn jacket, and seeing it just made me crazy. I took out my minidrill and went to work on it. Petty, I know it was petty, but I was so angry.’

‘Doesn’t seem petty to me,’ Eve said, keeping her tone mild and just a little sympathetic. ‘Husband’s cheating on you with your pal, you’d want to get some of your own back.’

‘That’s the way I felt. Then I saw them in the bed, together. And I saw them—dead. The blood. I’ve never seen so much blood. She screamed—no, no, I screamed. I must’ve screamed.’

She rubbed a hand over her throat, as it she could still feel the sound ripping through it. ‘Then I passed out—I think. I smelled  something. The blood, but something. Something else, and I passed out. I don’t know how long.’

She reached for the glass of water, drank deeply. ‘I woke up, and I felt fuzzy and sick and strange. Then I saw them, on the bed. I saw them again and I crawled out. I couldn’t seem to stand up, so I crawled out, to the bathroom and got sick. I called my mother. I don’t know why exactly. I should’ve called the police, but I called Mom. I wasn’t thinking straight.’

‘Did you come here tonight with the intention of killing your husband and your friend?’

‘No. I came here with the intention of pitching a royal fit. Lieutenant, I’m going to be sick again. I need to—’

She clutched her stomach, then sprang up and ran. Eve was on her heels when Reva flung open a door and dived into a powder room. Dropping to her knees, she was hideously ill.

‘Burns,’ she managed, and gratefully took the damp cloth Eve offered. ‘Burns my throat.’

‘You take any illegals tonight, Reva?’

‘I don’t do illegals.’ She mopped the cloth over her face. ‘Believe me, you’re raised by Caro, screened by the Secret Service, then Roarke, you don’t screw around.’ Exhaustion in every line of her body, she leaned back against the wall. ‘Lieutenant, I’ve never killed anyone. I carried a weapon when I stood for the President, and once took a hit for her. I’ve got a temper, and when I’m riding on it, I can be rash. Whoever did that to Blair, to Felicity, wasn’t rash. They had to be crazy. Fucking out of their minds. I couldn’t have done it. I couldn’t have.’

Eve crouched down so they were eye-to-eye. ‘Why do you sound like you’re trying to convince yourself of that, Reva, as much as me?’

Her lips trembled, her eyes swam with fresh tears. ‘Because I can’t remember. I just can’t remember.’ She covered her face with her hands, and wept.

Eve left her long enough to get Caro. ‘I want you to sit with her,’ Eve instructed. ‘I’m going to put a guard with you momentarily. That’s procedure.’

‘Are you arresting her?’

‘I haven’t made that determination. She’s cooperating, and that’s going to help. It’d be best if you bring her in here, keep her in this room until I come back.’

‘All right. Thank you.’

‘I’ve got to get my field kit out of the car.’

‘I’ll get it.’ Roarke walked out with her. ‘What do you think?’

‘I’m not thinking anything until I secure and examine the scene.’

‘Lieutenant, you’re always thinking.’

‘Let me do my job. You want to help? Direct my partner and the CSU upstairs when they arrive. Until then, you need to back off or you’ll just muck up the works.’

‘Tell me one thing. Should I advise Reva to contact a lawyer?’

‘You put me in a hell of a fix.’ She snatched the field kit from him. ‘I’m a cop. Let me go be a cop. You figure out the rest. Goddamn it to hell and back again.’

She stomped upstairs. Breaking open the kit, she yanked out a can of Seal-It and coated her hands and boots. Then, fixing a recorder on her lapel, she re-entered the crime scene and got to work.

She’d progressed to the bodies themselves when she heard the creak of a floorboard. She whirled, ready to snap at the intruder, and bit back the oath when she spotted Peabody.

She was going to have to get used to her former aide’s lack of clomping. The new detective no longer wore the hard-soled cop shoes of uniform, but cushy airsneaks that were all but soundless. And just, in Eve’s opinion, a little spooky.

She had them, apparently, in every color of the rainbow, including the mustard yellow she wore now to match her jacket. Despite them, and the straight-legged black pants and scoop-necked top, she managed to look pressed and polished and coplike. Her square face was sober and concerned, and framed by her standard ’do, the straight bowl cut that seemed to suit her dark hair.

‘It’s insult on injury to buy it naked,’ Peabody said.

‘And embarrassing on top of it to buy it naked with another woman’s husband, or a woman not your wife.’

‘Is that what we’ve got? Dispatch wasn’t big on details.’

‘I didn’t give them details. Dead guy is Roarke’s admin’s son-in-law, and right at the moment, her daughter’s prime suspect.’

Peabody looked at the bed. ‘Looks like a messy situation just got messier.’

‘Take the scene first, then I’ll fill you in on the players. ‘Stunner.’ She lifted the sealed weapon. ‘Suspect claims—’

‘Holy wow!’

‘What? What?’ Eve’s free hand slammed onto the butt of her weapon.

‘That.’ Reaching out, Peabody danced her fingers delicately over the bracelet on Eve’s wrist. ‘It’s mag. I mean mondo mag, Dallas.’

Mortified, Eve shoved the cuff under the sleeve of her jacket. She’d forgotten she was wearing the bracelet. ‘Maybe we could concentrate on the scene of the crime rather than my accessories.’

‘Sure, but that is some ultimate accessory. Is that big fat red stone a ruby?’

‘Peabody.’

‘Okay, okay.’ But she was going to get a closer look, when Dallas wasn’t paying attention. ‘Where were you?’

‘Just playing around with evidence, amusing myself at a crime scene.’

Peabody rolled her eyes. ‘Jeez, beat me with a stick.’

‘First chance,’ Eve agreed. ‘To continue. The suspect claims that she brought a stunner with her, a reconfigured one that meets civilian licensee requirements. This is not a reconfigured stunner, but a military issue with full capabilities.’

‘Uh-huh.’

‘Succinct, as always.’

‘That’s inscrutable detective-speak.’

‘Said weapon, which I’ve already tested for prints, has suspect’s, and only suspect’s prints, all over it. As does the murder weapon.’ Eve gestured to another sealed bag, and the bloody knife within. ‘The carry bag over there holds electronic jammers and burglar tools, also loaded with Reva Ewing’s prints.’

‘Is she security savvy?’

‘Works in that capacity for Roarke Enterprises, and is a former member of the Secret Service.’

‘From the setup, it appears that the suspect broke in, found her husband noodling strange, and hacked away.’

But she moved closer to the bed, the bodies. ‘No defensive wounds on either vic, no signs of struggle. Somebody starts hacking away, most people tend to object, at least a little.’

‘Hard to when you’re stunned first.’

With a fingertip, Eve indicated the small red dots between Blair’s shoulder blades, the matching ones between Felicity’s breasts.

‘Him on the back, her on the front,’ Peabody noted.

‘Yeah. I’d say they were in the middle of noodling strange. Killer walks in behind, zaps him first, shoves him aside and zaps her before she can more than peep. They were unconscious, or at least incapacitated when the hacking began.’

‘Serious overkill,’ Peabody commented. ‘There must be a dozen wounds on each of them.’

‘Eighteen for him, fourteen for her.’

‘Ouch.’

‘I’ll say. No heart wounds, which is interesting. Makes more blood if you don’t hit the heart.’

She studied the way it spread over the sheets, the light spatter on the shade of the lamp beside the bed. Nasty work, she thought. Very nasty, very messy.

‘Also interesting that none of the holes in them struck the points where the stunner left the burn marks. Suspect has some blood on her clothes—not much, considering, but some. Hands and arms are clean.’

‘She’d have to wash up after something like this.’

‘You’d think. You’d think if she did, she’d have gotten rid of the shirt, too. But people dumb down a lot of times after they hack a couple people to death.’

‘Her mother’s here,’ Peabody pointed out.

‘Yeah. So maybe her mother washed her up some, but Caro strikes me as more careful than that. Time of death is one-twelve A.M. We’ll have EDD check the security, see if we can determine when she bypassed and entered. I need you to check the kitchen, see if the murder weapon came from the premises, or if it was brought on scene.’

She paused a moment. ‘You see what’s left of the leather bomber jacket on the floor down there?’

‘Yeah. Looked like nice material.’

‘I want it tagged, too. Ewing says she tore it up with her minidrill. Let’s see if that matches.’

‘Huh. Why’d she use a drill if she had a knife. Ripping away with a knife’s got to be more satisfying and efficient.’

‘Yeah, there’s a question. We’ll also run both vics, see if we can find anyone who’d want them dead besides the betrayed wife.’

Hissing a breath out between her teeth, Peabody looked back at the bodies. ‘If it’s what it looks like, she’ll make diminished capacity in a walk.’

‘Let’s find out what it is, not what it looks like.’
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