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Drake had learned to be patient, very patient. Over the years, he had discovered that anything worth having was indeed worth waiting for, and he really wanted this. He had wanted this for five very long years. He had come back to this small Wisconsin town for a purpose and soon, he would get back what he’d lost but he had to wait a little longer. He had to wait until he had all the players playing his game.

He sat back against the wall of the shop and waited. The ground he sat on was hard and dry, but he didn’t seem to notice. He had long ago trained his mind to overcome certain situations. Everyone had been fooled by his resolve. They claimed his debt to society had long been paid, and he was a free man but he’d fooled them all. Oh, his debt was paid as he’d spent the better part of his youth in a hospital for the criminally insane, but he learned to play the game they wanted him to, and he fooled everyone when he made his escape.

For the past eleven years, Drake had lived the life he wanted. Traveling from place to place, outwitting everyone. He was doing what he wanted to do. That what he did was against the laws of God and man was beside the point. He had long ago stopped caring to please anyone but himself.

He’d been sitting here since early morning, hidden by the bushes in front of him. He could see the daily life of the ordinary people all around him. It was late afternoon. Soon the same people he’d seen this morning rushing off to start their day would be hurrying home from work and school to have supper and go about their lives. He could see it all in front of him. Kids would be outside playing and laughing while their parents were taking care of business inside. Then one by one, each family would retreat inside for their tedious evening ritual.

Daylight would fade into darkness while the laughter and other everyday sounds would settle into quiet. The empty streets would fall into shadows and finally the quiet would be swallowed by the night. His mind’s ramblings could have been a scene from a bad movie, something so old it was shown in black and white. He chuckled silently and wondered why people really lived this way. Didn’t they have any fun anymore? Where was the excitement?

Drake sat unnoticed as daylight faded. He’d been in town for fourteen days, and no one knew he was here, and that fact suited him fine. The streetlights began casting shadows all around him and he welcomed them. The shadows comforted him like a blanket comforts a child. He felt safe. This was his time of night. He loved it. He could be either a saint or a sinner and while he preferred to be a sinner, he could become whoever and whatever he wanted. He could move anywhere and no one would see him among the shadows. He felt himself come alive. His primary senses sharpened and his lackadaisical attitude disappeared. He walked freely during the day but preferred to conserve his energy because at night, he came alive. At night, like the mighty lions of Africa, he hunted and his quarry didn’t escape death.

He lifted his nose and sniffed the air. Every city had its own scent. Here, in this small town of Whiskey Bend, the air was sharp and clean. There was no stench of urban decay, no stench of human sweat mixing with garbage in the streets. Some small towns along rivers and oceans smelled predominantly like fish, but this one had no such smell, in spite of its close proximity to the Mississippi River. This town smelled like fresh flowers, cut grass, and barbeque grills. Nicely manicured lawns, clean streets, and well-kept homes lined block after block. The only visible variable was the color of the houses he saw around him.

He was unimpressed. Small towns didn’t really tweak his interest. He preferred the bigger cities where he could see the diversity of the individual where people were not afraid to express their own personality. He glanced around and was disappointed in the sameness of everything.

The only part of this town he liked was the hint of natural untamed beauty. The founders of the town hadn’t stripped away the trees and had incorporated the ruggedness of the nearby bluffs. The town center seemed to radiate from the park. Built into the foothills of the bluff, the park spread out and eventually sprouted streets and sidewalks.

The park itself looked as if someone regularly spent several hours planting flowers, mowing grass, and picking up litter. On the southern tip of the park was a small lake. The lake was more of an inlet from the river, a place where boats would park out of the river traffic and the fishermen could fish. There was also a fishing bridge that covered one end of the inlet. From where he was sitting, he could see several red and white fishing bobs bobbing along the lake shore.

Across the lake was the downtown area. The business district consisted of a police station, city hall, library and an attorney’s office. Down the street and over a block were a diner and two taverns. Across the same street were the Randall P. Kirby Community Center on one corner and a Catholic church on the other. A little further away was a real estate office and a grocery store. The building where he was hiding in the bushes was an insurance office. From here, he could see the corner of Oak and Fremont streets.

From where he sat, he could see most of the town in any direction. The bank where Hope or Harper worked as they had renamed her when they hid her from him was out of his line of view... two blocks north of the police station but he knew exactly how long it took to walk the distance from where he was sitting.

The scent of fresh cut grass and someone burning leaves sharpened his senses. Checking his watch, he leaned forward and gazed through the bushes. He saw her coming up the sidewalk before her footsteps reached his ears. Her new name was Harper Mallory and she should have been his five years ago. In another city, in another time.

He’d been observing her for fourteen days and each day she left for work at eight and returned each night by five. She didn’t go out and no one came in. He noticed she had a dog now. It was a German Sheppard she called Chloe.

Her movements mesmerized him as she played with the dog. Her long red hair flowed as she ran and dodged Chloe. For being such a small woman, she had long legs. Her long legs were strong and tanned by the sun. Her smile would light up a room. She was as graceful as a dancer and he remembered how her body fit against his. He couldn’t wait to have her body close to his again. 

He remembered her scent. She smelled of musk. The scent was overpowering. Musk mingled with fear. It was his idea of a perfect aphrodisiac, but while her smell excited him, it was her eyes he remembered the most. They were the color of emeralds, a very unusual green and when she was afraid, they glowed like the stone they represented.

God, he remembered those eyes, those haunting eyes.

He saw her enter the house on the corner and waited while the lights began coming on all over. He settled back against the wall waiting and watching. He knew exactly what she would do next. He’d observed her before. He’d almost been discovered when the dog sensed him one night, but he’d slipped away and watched from afar.

Hope would fix herself and the dog a light supper, clean up the dishes then go into the living room and watch T.V. Before going to bed, she would do a light workout of Tai Chi; her body was pure fluid motion as she went through the paces. He’d been fascinated as he scrutinized her performance.

Hours later, he noticed as each of the lights began to go off when she settled in for the night. He glanced at his wristwatch. The illuminated numbers told him it was close to midnight. It was time for him to move; he had so much to do before the night was over.

He had to set up the other players and set the game in motion.

He stood and waited for the blood to reach his lower limbs. Ignoring his physical limits, he could feel the adrenaline surge through his body, and his mind raced with possibilities of what was going to happen during the night.

She was the reason he’d come back to this small Wisconsin town when everything within him preferred the bigger cities. In the bigger cities, he could hide in plain sight and no one paid him any mind. Here, everyone knew each other and anyone new was a stranger.

Strangers stood out and people tended to remember them. In his business that could mean trouble. So far, he’d escaped notice but he had been taking special care.

In this instance, being invisible only heightened the excitement of the game. While she was the main reason he’d come back, she wasn’t the only reason.

Police officers Charlie Boone and Chicago detective Caden Ridge needed to be dealt with as well. Five years ago, they had come very close to stopping him permanently. He barely managed to get away alive and now he was back for revenge. Charlie Boone was living here and still working as a cop, but he’d already left an invite for Caden to join them. He smiled and thought about the message he’d left for Caden. This was all his fault anyway.

He reached up to his left shoulder and rubbed the area. He felt the hole where the bullet from Caden Ridge’s gun pierced his skin. He remembered the red hot pain he felt as the bullet ripped through his muscle. He could still feel the blood as it pulsated from the wound.

It had taken a long time to recover, and he would make sure Caden felt his pain and that he would know the helplessness he had gone through. Oh yes... the man grinned. What he had planned for Caden and Charlie would assuage his need for revenge, and he would have a little fun too before he was done with them.

He cast one last glance at the only light, the one in her bedroom located in the upper east side of the front of the house. He couldn’t help but wonder if she ever thought about him. He had thought about her every single day of the last five years.

He turned and walked away from the house on the corner of Oak and Fremont streets. It wasn’t time to make his acquaintance with the lady of the house. The fear he wanted to see in her eyes wasn’t there yet, but it would be soon. He had to be patient. Besides, he had other things to do tonight.

The hunger inside him was growing and he needed to assuage it. As he walked away from Hope, he needed to find someone to take her place. He needed to feel someone else’s pain tonight. He wanted the rush of watching someone die, knowing it was at his hand.
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Chapter Two
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Chicago

Dawn was breaking the next morning when the phone shattered the absolute quiet. It was a bad way to start the day. Caden Ridge groaned at the intrusion and pulled the covers down to his waist. His dark hair was tousled from sleep, and he couldn’t quite open his eyes. Inhaling deeply, Caden sat straight up in bed, his heart pounding.

He looked around his bedroom for the object that so rudely woke him. When the phone rang again, he reached out and picked up the receiver. He knew it wasn’t good news. He heard his partner’s voice on the other end, and Jake’s voice held a hint of panic as he blurted out an address. When he hung up, Caden frowned at the receiver in his hand.

Caden knew Jake didn’t shake easily. He rubbed his hand over his eyes. Throwing aside the sheet, he swung his legs over the side of the bed and reached for his pants.

Ten minutes later, he was on his way out the front door. His car engine growled in protest as he accelerated out of the driveway. His mind was way ahead of his body, and he wondered what he would find when he arrived at the corner of Fifth and Elm.

As he turned the last corner, he saw several police cars with their red and blue bubble lights flashing. Jake’s blue Mustang blocked the street. Pulling up beside the Mustang, Caden shut down his engine and opened his car door.

Making his way to Jake, he tried to look over the Police Captain’s shoulder to see what he was bending over.

Caden he asked his friend and partner, “What is this?”

Jake didn’t say a word as he handed him a note in a plastic evidence bag. 

Caden stared at Jake with a frown.

“Do you remember what happened here five years ago?” Jake asked.

Caden nodded, cocked his head, and waited for Jake to continue.

“I guess he’s back.” Jake motioned toward the body on the ground. “You might want to read the note before you say anything,” he advised him.

Caden gazed at the note. His frown grew as the contents of the note began sinking in. He glanced up at Jake again. “Sweet Jesus, I thought he was dead.”

“Yeah, maybe you did but guess what? The bastard is alive and back in town. This time he’s almost daring you to take him down. You and some guy named Charlie.” Jake growled.

Caden paled and started to turn his head toward the body. “That would be Charlie Boone. He’s from a small town called Whiskey Bend, up in Wisconsin.” Pausing he asked, “Is it Harper?”

Jake shook his head. “No, not this time, but it is someone’s sister or daughter.”

Caden scanned the note again. 

To Detectives Caden Ridge and Charlie Boone

You almost prevented this young woman’s death. Notice I said almost, but not quite. Even though you gave her a new name, I know where she is and who she is.

Harper... Hope won’t get away this time and neither will you. I know where you hid her and I’ve been watching her for a while now. I have plans for her. When I send her to hell, she won’t be as beautiful as she is right now. I’m going to make you beg for death, both hers and your own. But first, I’m going to have some fun. How many more will die before you catch me? I wonder.

He snapped a picture of it on his phone and handed the letter back to Jake. He handed it back to the technician. 

Caden balled his fist and wanted to hit something, something very hard. He stepped forward to view what lay beyond the Captain’s shoulder.

He could see that she had been a beautiful young woman. Her features appeared peaceful, almost as if she was sleeping, but Caden knew different. He could have been looking at any one of seven young women from five years ago. The killer hadn’t touched her face, but the gaping slash across her throat and the amount of blood soaking her clothes told him she was dead. The front of her dress bore several stab marks and the ground was soaked dark red.

Caden knelt beside her and gently pushed aside her dress. The top of her right thigh told him what he was hoping he wouldn’t learn. There it was; the telltale slash of her femoral artery. It was the killer’s M.O.

Caden closed his eyes. It was like a nightmare coming back to haunt him. A nightmare he had hoped would never see the light of day again.

He hesitated then reached up to open her mouth. Inside he found the killer’s calling card. It was the Ace of Hearts. “Damn,” he spoke softly. He felt Captain Paul Hatcher’s gaze boring into his head.

“What do you know about this guy?” Paul asked.

Caden sighed deeply. “His last visit was five years ago and seven women ended up like her. I have a file about twelve inches thick back at the office... this bastard is not one I’ll forget anytime soon. He’s a particularly nasty piece of work. He likes to torture his victims, plain and simple, before he watches them bleed to death. We found out that the stab wounds aren’t lethal, they look like they would be but he’s careful not to hit anything vital. The real cause of death is the cut on the artery on her leg. We tracked him for months and I thought we killed him but I guess we were wrong.”

“You found him once,” Paul replied. “You can find him again, preferably before another body turns up.” 

“It’s not going to be as easy this time. He knows how to disappear when he wants to.”

Paul shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t care. If he’s out there, you have to find him. By the way, who is this Harper or Hope in the note?”

Caden hung his head. “Her name is Harper Mallory. She was to have been his eighth victim. We arrived in time to save her and I shot him but he still escaped. We found what we thought was his body three days later and closed the case. The body we found matched the evidence in three of the murders and had a bullet wound in the right shoulder. We were so sure we had him.”

“Then how did this happen? Is it a copycat?” Paul asked.

Caden shook his head. “No. This guy is for real. He knows details we didn’t release to the public.”

“What details?” Paul asked. “The note didn’t say much.”

Caden stared at him. “The details weren’t in the note. This bastard’s M.O. is torture. The stab wounds in the chest are meant to cause terror but not death. The wound on her throat isn’t meant to kill, but to stop her from screaming. The cut is deep but doesn’t touch the arteries on either side. The loss of blood covers the size of the wound. The cause of death will be the slash of her femoral artery. Only a few people knew about that. We kept it out of the reports and never told the press.”

“We need to stop him before he kills again. Jake can set up a task force here. Dig out whatever information you have on the guy and find him. Check with the Feds and see if you can find anything. This case gets top priority until we catch him.” He stepped back as the medical examiner came forward to take care of the body.

Caden watched silently until she was loaded into the van and taken away. Jake joined him and when the van had turned the corner, Caden turned to his partner. “Let’s go back to the precinct and see what we can find in the old file. I want this animal’s balls on my wall. This time he won’t get away.” He turned to his captain. “I have to go warn Charlie Boone. If he left a body here, he’s going after Charlie next. He wants us both out of the way. He also doesn’t want us together on this.”

Jake had to ask, “What about Harper...Hope?”

“What about her?”

Jake cocked his head to one side. “Are you going to tell her?”

Caden growled. “What do I tell her? Should I tell her the bastard that almost killed her is back? Should we tell her she should watch her back in case he’s following her? Who the hell do I tell her to watch for, her neighbor, the banker, the stranger asking for directions?” Caden ran his fingers through his hair. “Hell, I don’t even know what this bastard looks like, remember?”

“You can’t keep her in the dark. She has the right to know he’s back, he’d said he knew where she was.”

“I know. I know she has to know, but she’s not completely over the attack, even after all this time. If I tell her he’s back, she’ll never be over it.”

Jake snorted. “I didn’t know you kept in touch with her after the case closed.”

Caden ran his fingers through his hair. “I wanted to see how she was doing. I haven’t seen her since that time but Charlie is watching over her. and she made it very clear at the time I wasn’t welcome to check up on her. She was a mess. She was terrified beyond reason for a long time. She couldn’t even go out her own front door after all this went down.” Caden put his sunglasses on. “I don’t want to bring it all back to center stage for her. I think it would destroy her this time.”

“She has the right to know,” Jake insisted.

“Yes and I’ll tell her. I hope she doesn’t slam the door in my face.”

Jake walked over to his car. “I’ll be at the office. I’ll run a check and see if I can find out where our boy has been between then and now. Maybe I’ll get a hit on what he’s been up to.”

“I’ll catch up with you later.”

“Break it to her gently,” Jake cautioned.

Caden watched as Jake drove away. This was one job he didn’t relish. He didn’t want to be the one to have to shatter her life, but he didn’t want anyone else to be the bearer of bad news either. He got back into his car and drove slowly down the street. He made a left turn and got on the highway. Whiskey Bend was about four hours away but he didn’t care Charlie and Harper needed to hear this news in person. 

He pulled up to the police station around noon. The small office building seemed to fit in with the small-town look. The paint might be chipping on the outside of the building but the area surrounding the front door was pristine. Even the sidewalk was swept and appeared cared for and the windows were clean and shiny.

He got out of the car and walked up to the front door. He kicked the dirt off his shoes before he entered and he was glad he did when the older woman behind the desk looked over her glasses and stared at him. “Can I help you?”

“I need to see Charlie Boone.” 

“Regarding what, may I ask?’ she grumbled under her breath.

“An old case.” Caden narrowed his eyes at her.

Just then, an office door across from the front desk opened and Charlie Boone walked out. He took one look at Caden and paled. 

Caden straightened his stance and glared at the other man. “We need to talk.” 

“Fucking hell boy, I was hoping I’d never have to look at your ugly face again. Not in this lifetime.”

“I don’t want to be here either old man.” He growled. He looked around the office. It was nice enough but it wasn’t what he thought of as a work zone. He was used to seeing pea green walls and more desks than necessary. His office in Chicago was over cramped and there was no room for spreading out. The more he looked around the more his frown began to disappear. “Maybe this should be a private conversation,” he suggested.

Charlie nodded, then walked over to the desk and handed the older woman behind it a bunch of papers. “Maybelle, you can file these and hold my calls for now ok?”

“You got it Charlie.” The old woman nodded.

Charlie turned and walked back to his office. 

Caden followed and shut the door behind him. He watched with narrowed eyes as Charlie went behind his desk and sat down heavily.

He looked up at the younger man standing in front of him. “What the hell are you doing here?”

“He’s back. This time he’s looking to settle old scores and finally get to her. And he’s not particular about who he takes out to do that. He’s hunting you and me down too.”

“Fucking hell,” Charlie swore under his breath. Frowning, he glared at the other man. “Are you sure about this?”

“He left a body in Chicago early this morning,” Caden announced. Reaching into his pocket, he took his phone out, brought up the photo of the note and handed it over to the other man.

Charlie read the note then paled. He looked up at Caden and whispered, “He found her didn’t he? He’s right here in my town.”

“We need her to know her life is in danger. We owe her that much at least.”

Charlie shook his head. “She’s gonna be so pissed. She really didn’t want to give up her whole life to come here.”

“I know but until we found what we thought was his body we had no choice but to put her into hiding. This was the best we could do at the time,” he argued.

“I know that and I think she did too.” Charlie agreed. Turning to look out the window he said, “I think she’s done well here. She’s working part time but she’s also begun a new career.”

Caden frowned. “What is she doing?”

Charlie chuckled. “She’s writing books. She wrote the first one, sent it out, and got a small indie publisher. Her books are a little on the dark side but they’re very good.”

Caden shook his head. “Good for her. Does she seem happy here?”

Charlie shrugged. “She’s taking self-defense classes and got a trained dog she’s never far from but happy? I don’t know her all that well, so I really can’t say if she’s happy. She’s not one who mixes with people very well.”

“How do you know that?” Caden frowned.

“This is a small town, everybody thinks they know everybody’s else’s business. People talk.” Charlie shrugged. Pushing to his feet, he nodded, “But you’re right we do need to let her know about this. Trouble is she isn’t going to like it any more than I do.”
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He couldn’t stop staring at the house. It wasn’t any different from any other house on the block, yet he knew it was. The owner of this house had survived an attack that brought her so close to death her survival was a miracle. He didn’t want to do this, but he knew he had no choice.

He walked to the front door and rang the bell.

He heard a dog bark excitedly then he heard footsteps coming toward him. This was one visit he’d been hoping he would never have to make.

She opened the door and when she saw who was there, her smile faded and became strained. “You are the last person I thought I would see on my doorstep.”

“I know Harper. I guess we didn’t keep in touch for a reason.”

“I hate that name. It’s a name you gave to me, not my real name.” Her tilted her head to one side. “Why are you here now?”

Caden hesitated. “I need to tell you something and I don’t want you to panic.”

Harper paled. “I thought the case was closed? I thought you people killed that bastard?”

“We thought so too.”

Harper swayed. “Please don’t tell me something’s changed.”

Caden sighed. “I wish I didn’t have to.”

Harper inhaled sharply, deeply. “He’s back, isn’t he? He’s here in town, and he’s coming back for me, isn’t he?”

“He’s back for all of us.”

Harper frowned. “All of us?”

“He not only wants you, but Charlie and I are on his list of things to do as well.”

Harper leaned against the doorframe. “So now what happens?”

Caden shifted on his heels. “We get him before he can get to you.” He gently nudged her aside and let himself in. He glanced around the neighborhood before he closed the rest of the world out.

~*  *  *  *~
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Caden felt hollow as he parked his car at the police station later that evening. All the strength was gone from his body and his mind felt numb. He knew it wouldn’t be long before the rage set in. He wanted to feel something and he knew it would kick up his adrenalin.

As he entered the office area of the precinct, he saw Jake on the phone. Reaching his desk, he pulled out his chair and collapsed on the seat. He reached into his shirt pocket and grabbed his pack of cigarettes. Lighting one he blew the smoke toward the ceiling.

He knew it was a smoke-free office but he needed a fix. He inhaled another quick drag and rubbed the cigarette out on the bottom of his shoe.

Jake finished his call and hung up the phone. He turned to glare at Caden. “I thought you quit smoking?”

“I thought so too.” He smiled. “But I had a taste of something unpleasant and needed to wash it away. Did you find anything?”

“I found plenty. I went on the F.B.I. exchange and got a hit almost immediately. The creep has been busy in the last five years.” He reached for a printout and handed it to Caden.

Caden scanned the paper. “So he went to Texas, huh. He does get around doesn’t he?”

The printout from the F.B.I. offices in Dallas revealed that four young women in Dallas had died in the same manner as their Jane Doe. Before then he’d been in St Louis and Billings, Montana. The killer had taken the lives of nine young women since his last visit here.

“Who was on the phone?” Caden asked, as he pulled out his desk drawer. He kept a bowl of hard candy from his days of quitting smoking. He needed a piece of candy or another cigarette, and he knew Jake would give him grief if he lit up another one in the office.

Jake picked up a legal pad. Glancing at it, he told his partner. “When I accessed the F.B.I. database, the killer’s M.O. threw up a red flag. An agent named Cole Trainer called back to inquire about our investigation. He was very helpful and wanted to come up and assist.”

“And what did you tell the ever-helpful agent?” Caden wondered.

Jake knew exactly what Caden was getting at. The last time they had been assisted by the Feds, they botched the case so bad in an effort to get the criminal they busted the wrong person and almost sent an innocent man to death row. Caden tried to tell them they had the wrong person, but the Feds didn’t want to admit their mistake. “I asked him to fax any information they wanted to share but it wasn’t necessary to travel all the way up here,” Jake offered.

Caden popped the candy into his mouth. 

Jake looked at him and wanted to ask how things went at Harper’s but the phone rang before he could. As he picked up the receiver, Caden’s phone rang as well. “This is Detective Ridge speaking. Can I help you?” He identified himself and waited for the caller to say something.

“Oh good, I was hoping you would be the one to answer the phone.” 

Caden frowned. “Can I help you?”

He heard a chuckle on the other end. “No, actually I’m calling to help you.” The voice on the other end was smooth and very much in control. 

Caden glanced over at Jake and motioned for him to trace the call. 

Jake picked up his phone and called the phone company.

Caden knew the killer was on the other end of the line. “What the hell do you want?” he growled. The rage he was waiting for finally arrived and was threatening to boil over.

“Now is that any way to talk to a concerned citizen with information about a possible murder?” he asked snidely.

“You should know. You killed her,” Caden snarled.

“Well, that’s beside the point.”

Caden had to bite his tongue to stop himself from losing it. “Did you call to gloat?”

He chuckled. “Not at all.” Then his voice changed. “I called to tell you her name was Carol Weeks.”

“Who are you talking about?” Caden wasn’t thinking straight.

“The young woman you found this morning.” His voice was calm but his manner was condescending. “You remember her, don’t you?”

Caden’s hand gripped the receiver so tightly his knuckles were white. “Yeah, you bastard, I remember her.”

“Then listen up, because I’m only going to say this once. Carol was the first, but there will be more bodies. How many more depends on how quick you and Charlie Boone can find me.”

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Caden asked in a tight voice.

“If I’m any judge of character, I know you and Charlie have already told Harper I’m back in town and she’ll be looking for me. You probably have already checked with the Feds and know that they have knowledge of my past,” the killer spoke matter-of-factly.

“They have files on you in Texas, Missouri, and Montana.” 

“I’m not trying to hide what I do, you moron,” the killer scoffed. “I enjoy what I do.” His voice dropped to almost a whisper as he continued, “I love the hunt, moving in for the kill, but what I enjoy the most is watching her as the life drains out of her body.”

Caden could hear the pleasure in his voice and wanted to throw up. He swallowed the bile in his throat and had to ask. “Why?”

“You know, I’ve thought about that for a long time, and the only conclusion I can come up with is I love the power high I get from knowing I am superior to the life I watch spill out on the ground. Every drop of blood flowing from the wounds gives me power. I like to watch her skin as it pales and turns cool to the touch. But I love watching the life fade from her eyes. They glow toward the end and they grow cold, almost like polished stones.”

“You are one sick bastard,” Caden spit out.

He laughed. “Yeah, my shrink told me too, but he only said it once.”

“What did you do, convince him he was wrong?” 

“No, I sliced his throat. Now he can’t talk at all.” 

“What the hell do you want?”

“Maybe I’ll tell you later but not yet. I just called to tell you Carol’s name.”

“So tell me something, why did you kill her?” Caden had to ask.

“She had the prettiest green eyes I’ve seen in a long time. Last night the hunger I had inside me, needed to be taken care of. Carol Weeks was there,” he spoke with no remorse in his voice.

“So now what’s going to happen?” Caden asked.

“Now the game begins.”

“What game?” 

The killer chuckled. “The game of the cat coming after the mouse before the mouse gets to the cheese.”

“I’m going to stop you. You aren’t going to slip away from me this time.”

He chuckled again. “Oh, but can you find me before I get to Hope, or another Carol, or maybe even your own partner, Jake? No,” he paused, “Not Jake, not yet anyway. Maybe his son Ethan.”

Then before Caden could comment, the killer hung up.

Caden’s rage spilled over as flung the phone across the room. 

Jake jumped and stared at him.

“The killer actually had the balls to call and tell me her name,” Caden seethed.

Jake was stunned. “Whose name?”

“Our Jane Doe from this morning,” Caden ranted.

Jake listened as Caden repeated the details of the phone call.

“He thinks he’s playing a goddamn game with us.” Caden’s tirade was interrupted when Paul Hatcher opened the door.

He could feel the tension in the room and glanced from Caden to Jake. “What the hell is going on here?”

Jake sat up in his chair. “Caden had a phone call from our killer,” he stated flatly.

Paul frowned. “He actually called you?”

Caden glared at him. “He wanted us to know the name of our murder victim and to let us know he’s playing with us.”

“He called to tell you her name?” Paul repeated.

“Her name was Carol Weeks.”

Paul shook his head. “Do we have anything we can use to find this SOB?”

Jake handed him the fax from the F.B.I. and his notes. 

Paul scanned them and threw them back on the desk. Then he ran his fingers threw his short blonde hair. “What else did he say?”

“He said he likes what he’s doing.” Caden’s voice was mono-toned. Before he could say anything more, the phone on Jake’s desk rang. Jake picked up the receiver and paused for a moment then handed the receiver to Caden.

“Ridge,” he spoke, almost knowing who was on the other end.

“Caden, you’re going to have the phone company on your case if you keep throwing your phone around the room,” the killer spoke suavely. “They really don’t like their property damaged.”

Caden swore then he heard a chuckle, a slight click and the dial tone. He carefully replaced the receiver in the cradle and walked over to the window.

“Well, what did the bastard say now?” Paul questioned.

Caden hesitated and turned his back to the window. “He called to tell me I shouldn’t throw my phone across the room. He’s watching us. He knows every move we make.” He glanced over at his partner and together they both rushed outside. Caden motioned for Jake to look to the south and he turned north. He didn’t want to panic anyone so he walked along the street casually, but he was looking around for anything out of the ordinary. When he didn’t find anything out of place, he turned back. He met Jake and Paul at the police station steps. He looked at Jake, but he shook his head and they all went back to the office area.
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