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Praise for The Heat Seekers

 


“Katherine Ramsland is a marvelous novelist, who
approaches her subject with chilling, fascinating inner knowledge.
The Heat Seekers is a gem.”

--Whitley Strieber, New York Times bestselling
novelist

 


 


Praise for Confession of a Serial Killer:

 


“Based on her extensive, years-long communications
with Dennis Rader, Katherine Ramsland’s CONFESSION OF A SERIAL
KILLER not only presents a definitive portrait of one of our
country’s most infamous modern criminals--the self-named “BTK
Killer”--but provides a uniquely illuminating look into the
workings of the psychopathic mind. Among other revelations, we
learn that the subject’s code name for a serial killer is
“Minotaur”--a peculiarly apt term, given his dark and twisted
psychology. By combining Rader’s autobiographical writings with her
own expert commentary, Ramsland guides us through that terrifying
labyrinth, shedding brilliant light on every shadowy corner along
the way.”

---Harold Schechter, author of THE SERIAL KILLER
FILES

 


“Dr. Ramsland offers us insights into the mind of a
serial killer rarely seen in criminological literature. I could not
put it down. I am absolutely fascinated in her ability to forge a
relationship with BTK that allowed him to share the inner most
secrets of his Dark Side. This is a must read book for anyone
wanting to understand the fantasies, behaviors and mind-set of one
of the most notorious serial sexual predators of our time.”

--Eric W. Hickey, Ph.D., author of Serial Killers
and their Victims

 


“Katherine Ramsland has crafted a one-of-a-kind book,
one that allows the reader to journey directly into the mind of
BTK, aka Dennis Rader, a serial killer who eluded authorities for
over 30 years. I could ramble on effusively about what she has
accomplished through her dialogue with Rader and her review of tons
of prime source material, but I won't. Just know this: It's a hell
of a book. Buy it. Read it. It may keep you up at night, but you
won't regret it.”

--Gregg McCrary, former FBI Profiler

 


“I wish I knew then, what I know now. Katherine
Ramsland has peeled back the layers of this serial killer. Her work
not only benefits the families of the victims, but also will be
cathartic for our community

as a whole to understand how evil exists.”

--Nola Tedesco Foulston, Esq.

Former Sedgwick County District Attorney

 


 


 


Praise for Darkest Waters collection

 


New or classic cases, no one writes with the insight
of Katherine Ramsland. Period.”

--Gregg Olson, NYT bestselling author

 


 


Praise for The Ivy League Killer

 


“After reading Katherine Ramsland's short, The Ivy
League Killer, a suspenseful psychological study of the
pathological narcissist Michael Bruce Ross, you will never want
your daughter to walk alone.”

--Caitlin Rother, acclaimed author of Poisoned
Love, Dead Reckoning and Body Parts

 


 


Praise for The Unknown Darkness

 


“This is a must-read for true crime fans. A
beautifully written expert analysis of high profile killers.”

−Ann Rule, New York Times bestselling true crime
author

 


“One of the most immensely readable and gripping
accounts of serial murder I have ever read.”

--Colin Wilson, bestselling author of Serial
Killers

 


 


Praise for The Forensic Science of CSI

 


“With the mind of a true investigator, Ramsland
demystifies the world of forensics with authentic and vivid
detail.”

− John Douglas, Former FBI profiler and BSU
chief

 


“Fascinating... a must for anyone who wonders how the
real crime solvers do it.”

--Michael Palmer, New York Times bestselling medical
novelist

 


 


Praise for Piercing the Darkness: Undercover with
Vampires in America Today

 


“A riveting read, a model of engaged journalism.”

--Publisher’s Weekly

 


 


Praise for Inside the Minds of Serial
Killers

 


“In the area of psychological research on serial
killers, Dr. Katherine Ramsland has distinguished herself as a
unique thinker with a fascinating approach to case analysis. Anyone
who takes this subject seriously should read this book.”

− Robert K. Ressler, Former FBI profiler

 


 


Praise for The Mind of a Murderer

 


“Dr. Ramsland writes with a clarity of prose and
elegance of style that makes her the envy of forensic commentators
and establishes her as a genuine authority in her field.”

− Host of Most Evil, Dr. Michael Stone

 


Ramsland’s contribution to the law enforcement
profession should not be understated. Her ability to transform the
world's most heinous crimes into interesting, educational stories
should be cherished by every practitioner in the profession. Yet
again, Ramsland's unique ability to transform the world's most
heinous crimes into interesting, educational stories shines.

--Joe Pochron, detective and digital crimes
investigator, Center Valley, PA

 


“Katherine Ramsland has made many valuable
contributions to the fields of forensic psychology, crime analysis
and criminal justice as exemplified in her books The Human
Predator and The Mind of a Murderer among others. It is
rare to find someone with the breadth and depth of knowledge that
Dr. Ramsland commands, even more so for such an individual to also
be a gifted teacher and a wise and compassionate human being.”

--Former FBI profiler, Gregg McCrary

 


“Ramsland’s books are incisive and thorough, and
demonstrate a depth of knowledge not only about criminal behavior,
but about human behavior as well. She has the rare ability to
explain complex phenomena in simple terms.”

--Dr. Louis Schlesinger, professor of forensic
psychology, John Jay College of Criminal Justice

 


“Dr. Ramsland has the ability to comprehend complex
issues, analyze them meticulously, and express her opinions and
conclusions in a completely objective manner.”

--Cyril Wecht, Past President, American Academy of
Forensic Sciences

 


 


Praise for Inside the Minds of Healthcare Serial
Killers

 


“Timely and riveting…”

--Beatrice Yorker, Dean, College of Healthcare and
Human Services, Cal State, LA

 


 


Praise for Beating the Devil's Game

 


“Once again Katherine Ramsland has brilliantly
captured the insights and drama of some fascinating cases.”

− Dr. Henry C. Lee

 


 


Praise for The Real Life of a Forensic
Scientist

 


“…strongly recommended for every practitioner,
student, and devotee of this exciting profession.”

--Dr. Cyril Wecht, past president of American
Academy of Forensic Sciences

 


“A must read for the CSI crowd.”

--Dr. Michael Baden, former chief medical examiner,
NYC

 


 


Praise for Ghost: Investigating the Other
Side

 


“The best book of its kind I’ve ever read.”

--Dean Koontz, New York Times bestselling author

 


“Ramsland is a master of foreboding.”

--Publishers Weekly

 


 


Praise for Snap! Seizing our Aha! Moments

 


“Both motivational and informative, Snap is a
treat to read! Katherine Ramsland will singlehandedly increase the
number of bright ideas to be born in the coming decade!”

--Shelley Carson, author, Your Creative
Brain

 


“I've always said intuition is the highest form of
knowledge. SNAP shows me why I might be right. This is a
fascinating exploration of the mind when it's in hyperdrive, as
illuminating as it is fun to read. Ms. Ramsland reveals the science
and psychology of the aha! moment in vivid
detail, with intriguing examples, while being wise enough to leave
room for the consideration of a mystical element to human
consciousness. Highly recommended.”

--Dean Koontz, New York Times bestselling author

 


“Of course, someone who had so much insight into the
human mind—who had worked as a therapist, who had a graduate degree
in clinical psychology—would be able not only to explain the
troubled mind, but would also be able to explore what’s best and
smartest about the way we think.

--Pulitzer Prize-winning journalist Deborah Blum,
Author of The Poisoner's Handbook: Murder and the Birth of
Forensic Medicine in Jazz Age New York

 


“Katherine Ramsland’s Snap: Seizing Your Aha!
Moments is one of the most affirmative and encouraging books
I’ve ever read. It goes right to the heart of human frustrations,
of what gets us stuck when we’re in the midst of problems, and it
suggests ways to build momentum and move forward, enlisting the
full (and mostly unsuspected) powers of the human mind. Most
encouraging, it gives us a history of problem solving, narrating
spectacular aha! moments from Archimedes to Watson and Crick, which
led to breakthroughs and great turning points in human history.
It’s thrilling to watch and instructive, too, because out of these
many well-told instances, Ramsland draws cogent, effective
suggestions to help readers approach situations in which they can’t
seem to get over a block toward a solution. And who better to take
us on this journey than Ramsland, who has made a career out of
teaching us about creativity, about thinking differently? Except—as
her book reminds us—it’s not so much thinking differently as
allowing our minds to be open and alert to all the ways they
already think, to enlist both the background of the unconscious and
the desktop of the conscious, the quiet brain and the declarative
brain, to immerse and break free. Katherine Ramsland’s Snap
will help many readers relax into their most powerful selves. This
whole book is one big aha! moment.”

--John Timpane, assistant books editor,
Philadelphia Inquirer
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Chapter 1




I held my breath as I took a closer look. The ravaged
corpse on the hardwood floor of this stuffy Manhattan apartment
wasn’t just a body. It offered a sadistic cryptogram. And I’m a
pushover for a puzzle. You can’t pry me loose till I’ve solved it.
But thanks to an ancient book of fate, a sexy tech, and Jack the
Ripper’s secret code, each step I took toward an answer propelled
me straight into a trap.

I pressed a stiff white mask against my nose to block
the putrid smell of congealing blood and human waste. On top of the
stifling August-in-Manhattan humidity, someone had cranked up the
heat in this place. I felt my late lunch of chicken salad trying to
get out.

Or, I was nervous.

I glanced at Jack. My partner had barely spoken as
we’d raced to the scene, and that wasn’t like him. He preferred to
“think out loud.” In other words, he was a chatterbox. Today, he’d
been quiet. No jokes, no comments about my legs. Just his eyes on
the road. I’d signaled for his attention, but all I got was a
sideways glance and the grim set of his mouth beneath his dark
mustache. I’d tried to chip away at his stony silence, but we’d
arrived, and the naked corpse had grabbed Jack’s attention.

The dead man’s hemorrhaged eyes stared at the ceiling
as blood trailed from his mouth. He’d been a noted scholar. Now his
skin hung in undignified folds off a half-inflated ball of a face.
It seemed impossible that anyone could have been this angry
at a man who kept his nose in books. But ‘overkill’ described it.
Way over.

I stepped closer to the flabby figure. The killer had
repeatedly plunged a large-bladed knife into this man’s torso while
he was still alive, slicing through muscle and into bone. Ragged
wound patterns revealed the struggle. He’d felt this attack,
every bit of it. Stripes of blood on an oak floor that smelled of
recent polish, along with masses of spattered droplets, told of
angry, punitive torture. Evidence of bludgeoning stamped the
victim’s bluish misshapen face. And it hadn’t stopped with his
death. I saw postmortem punctures as well.

A sweaty crime unit guy brushed past me to place
markers and take photos. Another videotaped the walls.

“Don’t forget the bathroom,” Jack directed. “Looks
like it started there. And get someone out to rap some doors! This
guy had to be yellin’.”

Mandi Mercer, our workaholic ME, strode in. Her
nostrils clenched and her head twitched. We nodded to each other
before she bent over the mangled corpse.

“Wow,” she said. “Hope you get this guy quick. He
likes to hurt people.”

She pointed a pudgy, brown-skinned finger at a gaping
eight-inch crusted slit on the stomach. A grayish-pink intestine
bulged out. “He was alive for this. It wasn’t quick.”

Windows were open now, but the heat had barely
dropped from the 100-plus degrees that suffocated us. Our shirts,
dark with sweat rings, hugged our bodies and someone grumbled over
donning plastic gloves. I noticed a pony-tailed tech hurry out,
probably to barf. I hoped I wouldn’t soon follow.

The numerous wounds—Mandi estimated over 40—told us
the nutjob who’d done this had a vendetta. Jack glanced up at
me—finally! I knew what he was thinking. The chief had told
us about another middle-aged white man in North Carolina who’d been
viciously stabbed in his home last week. If there was a connection,
this killer was mobile. He could be long gone.

I stepped over to an open window to catch the faint
breeze, but it was hot outside, too. We’d had several days of
blistering weather. As I leaned against a table, I noticed papers
scattered on the floor. I wondered if our victim, Dr. Francis
Martin, had been working on something related to his demise. His
son had discovered the horrific scene earlier that day. Had he
touched anything? But no. He said he’d left at once, in shock.

I felt his pain. My own father had been missing for
two weeks. His disappearance scared me. He’d left no note, but he
was like that. Throughout my childhood, Alexandre Brentano had
often just up and left to chase down some historic factoid. But
he’d never been gone this long without contact.

Placing my hands in the pockets of my True Religion
jeans to start my ritual of scene scanning, I surveyed the body in
the context of the whole room. At this stage, anything was
significant, from a dirt smudge to a stray soda can. While Jack
excelled at close-ups, I panned out. I developed my hypotheses
methodically, with as much care as if I were polishing a delicate
necklace. That’s why Jack had partnered with me. Playing off my
name, he’d called it my “Dee-nius.”

That was fine. Anything was better than Dianysus. I
couldn’t even say that name to anyone. As soon as my mother
had abandoned me, I’d gone by ‘Dee.’

If I sought the right side of Jack’s attention today,
I had to put my skills to use. Maybe I could make him forget
whatever had pushed this unsettling space between us. I vowed to
overcome the heat and stench to concentrate.

Jack had first noticed me when we’d investigated the
deaths of a woman and her two children. The husband had faced
conviction for killing them all, but I’d asked Mandi to look again
at the woman’s hands. She’d thought the wounds were defensive, but
admitted she might be wrong. Then new evidence surfaced that proved
the woman had killed the children and herself. I’d kept an innocent
man out of prison. After that, Jack had brainstormed with me on
difficult cases. Soon, we were partners. We’d worked together at
Manhattan South for the past three years.

So, his mood right now gave me sour-tasting jitters.
I sensed him pulling away. If only he’d said before we'd arrived at
that it wasn’t about me. Anything!

Focus! I examined blood patterns on the walls
and ceiling. Ugly stuff. I scanned the room and noticed a masked
technician, tall and thin, looking at titles on a floor-to-ceiling
bookcase. I didn’t recall ever working with him. He looked at me.
Over the white mask, his dark eyes nailed me to the wall.
Whew! I lifted my chin and touched my throat. My heart
thumped.

“Dee,” Jack called out. “See if the knife came from
here.”

“Uh…” I let out my breath.

Jack glanced up, one eyebrow raised. “You okay?”

“Sure, yeah.”

I looked back at the tech, but he was entering
another room. I liked him from behind, too. His jeans hugged
slender hips and his ash-blond hair was thick—just long enough to
be roguish but still respectful. His posture expressed confidence.
If I’d walked in here and didn’t know that Jack was in charge, I’d
assume this guy was.

Who was he? I intended to introduce myself. I
met plenty of men in this male-dominated job, but none had swept me
off my feet. Not Game Boy or Stiletto Man or Biker Boy. Not even
close. But Blondie had potential.

I entered the kitchen, looked for a knife rack and
pulled open drawers. Then I started over. God, I was distracted! I
had to get it together. But curiosity had bitten me, so I stepped
to the doorway of the room into which that intriguing tech had
gone.

I sniffed. It was different in here. Fresh… fragrant.
But damn! He wasn’t there.

I couldn’t keep following him. That would be weird.
Still, this room was better than anywhere else, so I entered. I
spotted a pile of papers on a desk amid books. This area resembled
a home office. Someone had ripped the computer from the printer. I
moved closer.

A brief spark of light jumped from the desk. I
blinked, but it was gone. I looked for its source. Nothing was
apparent—no coin or piece of metal catching the sun’s fading light.
Since the photographer had finished in here, I used my pen to
carefully move the top papers.

There! A flash from a handwritten page. I pulled it
into view. Just ordinary ink. The paper wasn’t even glossy. What
the…

I stepped back and swallowed. No, no, no. This
wasn’t happening. Not again.

I pushed the thought away. That was deep in my past.
Very deep.

Breathing in, I looked again.

I noted half a dozen lines of half-inch symbols. None
formed a word I recognized. The one I thought had flared was a half
circle, opened on the left like a backward C and coupled with a
smaller full circle on its lower side. Like it had a pig’s tail.
Our victim had been a historian, so I figured this was a foreign
alphabet.

I glanced away and closed my eyes, then looked
again.

There it was. For a blink of a second, that symbol
had popped, as if written with a different type of ink. Of course!
I was relieved. It wasn’t me. I knew about inks that had
this effect.

I placed the page carefully on the table away from
the others and returned to Jack. A fellow detective, Nick
Capaldi—”St. Nick,” as Jack called him for his emerging beer
belly—stood with him.

“We got an empty wallet,” Nick said, “an open
personal safe—also empty but not broken—and a smudge of blood on
the door handle with a honeycomb pattern. Like from knit material.
Clothes are hung up in the bedroom, so the killer probably entered
while this guy was in bed or the bathroom, dragged him out and
killed him so he could take what he wanted.” He looked around and
added, “We got cast-off, high-impact spatter, and misting. This guy
took a beating, so it’s personal, but I say it’s a robbery.”

“It’s a helluva a lot more than that,” Jack growled.
“Witnesses?”

“I have two guys on it, door to door. So far, not
much. No one’s sayin’ they heard something. The victim was a
history professor, age 52, employed at NYU. Widowed, no obvious
enemies. Had an alcohol problem and liked to gamble. Three grown
kids, two living some distance away. None visited recently. No
family squabbles that anyone’s admitting. Yet.”

“What else?”

“FBI’s on the way.”

“I know that. Anything from this scene?”

Jack glanced at me, his eyes narrowed. In the office,
he’d ranted about “feds” and “poachers.” And it wasn’t just an
agent from the New York office but a hotshot from Quantico, J. R.
Pierce. This guy had made a name for himself with a
near-supernatural talent for spotting significant patterns. His
specialty in ritual murders had made him so legendary no
jurisdiction could resist his involvement—especially with extreme
crimes. Jack figured he’d get in the way.

Just then, I spotted a narrow flash nearly a foot in
length on the floor behind Nick. “What’s that?” I asked,
pointing.

Nick turned. I cautioned him. “Slowly, Nick. Don’t
move your feet.”

Beckoning for the ALS from a bald technician across
the room, I used the oblique light to illuminate the spot. It was
the rounded edge of a partial shoe print.

“Jesus in a rocker!” Nick said. “We went over this
place. How’d that get missed?” He called for a dust lifter. One of
the techs got busy on the near-invisible impression. Nick was
steamed.

Jack winked at me. I’d made a good find, I knew, if
it turned out to be from someone other than scene personnel, the
dead man or his son.

Jack gestured at the body. “What do you think of
this?”

I took a breath and pressed my stiff mask close
before I got down on one knee next to the gore-covered torso. It
would be a bad idea to vomit on the corpse. I noted a serious
stab-and-slice on the neck, bruises on the face and chest, and
beneath the stiffened upper lip, a broken tooth. Gazing at the mass
of wounds from throat to groin, I stopped. A cluster of punctures
stood out. I’d just seen this pattern: a set of large and small
circles on the paper in the other room. I pointed.

“Here.” I choked back a gag reflex. “These punctures
mean something.”

“A lot of anger,” Nick said. “A money deal gone bad.
I can see—¬—”

“Actually,” I interrupted, “I think it’s something
else.”

Jack crossed his arms and waited.

“The overkill,” I continued, “is punitive, I agree,
but not personal. This man was left exposed to shock us or show
disdain, or both. This victim’s just an object, a pawn.” I pointed
around the room. “It can’t be a robbery or more stuff would be
missing. That’s an expensive TV, and while the computer seems to be
gone, the peripherals are here, so it was taken to hack, not hock.
I also noticed a jar of petty cash on a counter, visible but
undisturbed. So taking money from the wallet and safe was just
staging. And two unused coffee cups in a clean kitchen suggests he
was expecting someone.”

I hesitated to mention what else I’d seen, but Jack
nodded. I gestured toward the body. “Now, the wound pattern.”

I pointed at the punctures and asked Mandi to confirm
that they were postmortem.

She nodded. “Looks like it.” She sniffed at the area,
which lacked the crusted blood seen on the other wounds, and
wrinkled her brow. She was thinking something, but I was on a roll.
I breathed through my mouth and squatted closer. The heat had made
this dead guy really stink. “I just saw this same shape in some
papers in the other room.”

I stood to go retrieve them. No one said a word until
I returned and handed the key page to Nick.

Flustered, he looked from the paper to the body. “I
don’t see it.”

Jack’s expression silently asked me, Are
you sure?

I was. Mandi nodded.

“I don’t know,” said Nick. He disliked being
one-upped by a detective with less experience—a female
detective. I’d heard about comments he’d made behind my back,
specifically that I’d gained my status with sexual favors. It
wasn’t easy for me to work with him.

“She’s right,” he finally conceded, his face red.
“They’re similar.”

He held the paper close to the wound for Jack to see.
Then Jack beckoned the photographer over and ordered good, clear
photos of the wounds on the victim’s stomach and all visible parts
of his body. He’d often told me, “You can’t have too many
pictures.”

Under Nick’s curt direction, a slender five-foot
redhead wearing a black T-shirt with “Pirate” over the chest placed
each piece of paper from the table into separate evidence bags.
Nick waited until she’d sealed the bag with the coded page before
he scribbled his own initials on the label. The tight set of his
jaw said he was pissed.

Mandi had her crew wrap a sterile white sheet around
the body, lift it, zip it into a black body bag, and take it out on
a rolling gurney. Once it was gone, the sticky blood-and-waste mix
on the floor made me gag. I longed for a cold shower. I noticed the
crew standing with their feet pointing toward the door. We all
wanted to leave.

Jack grabbed a penciled sketch of the room’s layout
from an officer, jotted some quick notes, and gestured for me to
join him. I gladly followed him out, although I took one last look
for Blondie. He wasn’t with the others.

From the hallway, I heard Nick organize the techs who
would remain.

When we were out of earshot, Jack commented, “Ya
know, I couldn’t see that footprint with my naked eye, not even
when you pointed it out. Not till after we had the light on it.
How’d you do that?”

I shrugged. “Younger eyes.”

“Younger?” He raised an eyebrow.

“More acute. You know—not worn out, like yours.”

“Nice to have you around.”

Jack generally liked to banter. He was in a different
mood. His probing about my observations scared me. I felt like
sitting in a corner with my arms wrapped around my legs. I’d never
had this experience before at a scene, but I’d often had it as a
kid. I didn’t want to think about that. I didn’t want him—or
anyone—to know about that.

“And the symbol?” Jack asked. “There were others on
that page—a lot of them. How’d you connect the right one to
the wound?”

“Dumb luck.”

“Ah huh. Or dumb Dee-nius. You wouldn’t happen to
know its significance?”

“If I knew, I’d tell you. It looks like a code or
part of an alphabet for some foreign language, but French is the
only one I know and it’s definitely not French.”

Jack nodded, but I could tell he wasn’t satisfied.
“You’re spending too much time in your pop’s morgue,” he commented.
He meant the “Alexandrian Library,” as I often called it. I’d been
rummaging in it a lot lately, looking for clues about my missing
dad.

“Maybe it’s a good thing that SSA Pierce is coming,”
I said as we got into the car. “He’s the ritual expert.”

From the driver’s seat, Jack angled toward me. His
dark eyes blazed. “This case is gonna get sticky. You follow
my lead at all times, understood?”

He’d never spoken so sharply to me. Something was
definitely up. “Of course,” I said.

Jack gave me a hard look, his eyes narrowed. “I have
a bad feeling about this, Dee. Really bad.”

 



Chapter 2




As we walked into our station, I slumped a little. If
I wore heels—which I usually did—I ended up looking down at Jack.
He worked better if he felt bigger.

A thick block of stale humidity embraced me as we
climbed to the second floor, but at least the place was quiet.
“AC’s broken again,” I grumbled. Jack said nothing; he believed in
firmly maintaining denial about discomfort.

“We could be looking at an MJI,” he said, “at least
three.”

“Multiple jurisdictions? What’s the third one?”

“Don’t know yet. A man’s missing in Connecticut, a
professor. Wife insists he wouldn’t just walk away. Married 30
years. ‘Course, that’s what all wives believe.”

I lost my breath. Yet another older man. Like my
father. “How’s he connected?”

“That’s coming from the Feds. Pierce, to be
precise.”

We continued upward. Offhandedly, Jack added, “He’s
asking about your pop.”

I stopped and nearly fell backwards. “What?”

Jack kept climbing. “Sorry, Dan-Dee-lion, but pop’s
under the spotlight.”

“The FBI? Why?”

“Couldn’t tell ya.”

I caught up and grabbed Jack’s arm. “Pierce didn’t
call the chief, he called you. My partner.” That’s why he’d
been acting strange. “What did he ask?”

“What I know about him. I think he’s greasin’ me to
get to you, so get ready.”

“And you didn’t think you should tell me?”

“I’m telling you now. He called day before
yesterday.”

“I thought he was coming to look at this case.”

“Two birds, one stone.” Jack was now three steps
ahead.

“Why would he even know about Dad? … Oh, God! He’s
made some connection, hasn’t he? Does he think my father’s a
target? Are the other missing men historians or academics?” Francis
Martin, our dead guy, had been.

Jack held up his hands. “He was askin’, not tellin’.
Just thought you should know. Maybe he’ll spit out some tidbits
when he gallops in.”

I wiped sweat from my forehead with the back of my
hand. I sniffed. It smelled like decomp and glove powder. If the
FBI knew my father was missing, there had to be some reason they’d
gotten that information. I’d reported it locally. Why would a
federal office flag it? I resisted the panic that blocked my
throat.

“Pierce will see you first,” I told Jack. “Hold him
off if you can. I want to know what Dad’s been doing before I
endure any grilling. I’ll collect his stuff tonight.”

“Ah, no you won’t, Dee-lilah. Tonight we’re on
this case.”

“In this heat?”

“What heat?”

I let out a breath. “Okay.”

Jack said he’d prepare the war room for the
information that would soon be coming from the other
investigations. That reminded me of the mysterious tech.

“Hey, who was that guy at the scene? A new tech,
blondish and very tall.”

Jack shrugged. “Didn’t see anyone new.”

That was odd. Jack knew his team. “Near the
bookcases. While you were looking at the body.”

“Don’t know, sorry. They come and go. Why?”

“Just wondered. I usually know who we’re working
with.”

I hid my disappointment as we parted ways to wash up.
If Jack didn’t know this guy, I might have a tough time finding him
again. I made a note to look at the sign-in log before grabbing a
patterned purple David Cline T-shirt for a quick change.

Back in our cramped office, I dumped my notebook on
my desk. I didn’t like this at all, and the heat just intensified
my nausea. Pierce was asking about Dad, Dad was missing, and men
like him were being murdered in very ugly ways. I was convinced
that Jack knew something he wasn’t saying, but there was no point
working him. This just wasn’t a good day. I felt disconnected from
the two men who meant most to me.

And there was something else: my odd experience at
the scene.

On the surface, it was perfectly explainable: seeing
the written symbol moments before looking at the clustered
punctures on the body had highlighted that symbol for me.
That was just basic psychology. Anyone’s recent experience will
influence what he sees. With the invisible shoe print, I’d just
been at the right angle. With the ink, well, it had to have an
ingredient that made it illuminate. It was all quite ordinary.

Except that it was too coincidental. I had
seen these items, all of them, when no one else had. Jack and Nick
were both good detectives, but they hadn’t noticed them. In fact,
if the body had been moved before I’d seen the symbol, it might
have been stretched out of shape. If I hadn’t seen the shoe print
before Nick stepped back, it would have smudged. If the symbol on
the paper hadn’t flashed at me, I’d never have seen it at all. Once
more, my lunch took a sour turn in my stomach. I didn’t like this
development.

I sat down and shoved the metal drawer that never
seemed to close, trying to convince myself I’d just lucked out. The
others had focused on the corpse; I’d been free to look at other
stuff.

And yet, I couldn’t discount how I’d felt. I’d been
supremely confident, like my sense of the crime was the puzzle
piece that fit perfectly in a hole uniquely cut for it. That wasn’t
like me. I generally made decisions with more second-guessing, but
each thing I’d said at the scene had come out quickly,
spontaneously, and had felt exactly right.

And that was right after… who was that
guy?

My cell phone buzzed. It was Jack. “What’s up?” I
asked.

“Just checkin’ that you’re workin’ this thing.”

“What else would I be doing?”

“Your other thing.”

The reference to Dad made my stomach clench. “I’m
working.”

“Come help me set up. We can talk.”

“Is it hot in there?”

“Not at all.”

“Liar. I can hear the moisture dripping from your
mustache.”

“Families that pray together, stay together.”

“In a minute. I need to think.”

“Philosopher!”

“Gumshoe!”

I hit “End Call” and picked up a folder just as my
office door opened. A smooth-skinned man with blond hair loomed in
the doorway. He was at least 6’5”, lithe and slender.

“Can I help you?” I asked. I could think of a
lot of ways I could help this guy.

“You can.” He flashed a silver and gold badge in a
thin leather wallet. “Gregory Brenner. I’m working an
investigation.” His eyelashes were lush, and I was pretty sure he
looked me over in a suggestive manner, with just a faint caress of
his eyes. I sat up straight.

Hey! I knew this guy. Those eyes. “You were at
the scene.”

“Briefly.”

So he wasn’t a tech. And I didn’t have to go find
him. He was standing right here in my office. Still…

“How’d you get past Jack?”

“Different jurisdiction.”

“Your hair’s too long for FBI.”

He flashed a smile and replaced his wallet in his
back pocket, letting me see how his jeans hugged him in front. Was
he teasing me? I liked it. But I thought it was weird that he
wasn’t sweating, despite wearing a navy blazer. His wide-set dark
eyes were deadly serious as he gazed at me. I felt self-conscious
about my kinked hair and the sheen of moisture on my face. At least
I’d changed my shirt.

Brenner took a step into the room. “We can help each
other.”

You show me yours, I’ll show you mine.

I liked the implication. I did want to see
his. But it put me in a bind. He had to know he was skirting
protocol. That he’d entered this case without alerting us bothered
me. I knew I should call Jack, but I wanted to keep this guy
talking. He had a smooth voice, deeply masculine yet not gravelly
like cops who smoked and drank too much. I noticed a pleasing
scent, the same one I’d smelled at the scene when I’d followed
him.

“I can’t really tell you much,” I said. “You should
probably talk to my partner… but he’s not in.”

Why had I said that?

A micro-shift in Brenner’s eyes told me he’d noted
the lie and knew what it implied. “I’d rather talk to you,” he
said. He glanced at my notebook. I sensed restless urgency behind
the tension in his eyes, as if he might just grab my notes and run.
Yet his confident tone felt reassuring.

I raised my chest. My slender waist was one of my
best features and I was gratified to see his eyes widen. “We’re not
prepared to talk yet,” I said. “If you come back tomorrow and make
an appointment, my partner—”

“I think you’d be interested in what I can show you.”
His expression hinted at familiarity, like a cousin who’d heard
about me for years. I figured it was his way of getting information
under the counter… or covers. I had no doubt he’d had plenty of
success.

I cleared my throat to sound calm. “I’m sure we can
find time tomorrow to sit down with you.”

Brenner’s eyes tightened. He held himself like an
aristocrat, as if used to being obeyed. “My business is urgent,” he
said. “I’d rather do it tonight.”

The edge of the desk blocked me from seeing his
shoes. This told me a lot about a man. Still, I liked the measure
of his long legs, especially where the jeans were snug. I looked
back at his face and realized he’d noted how I’d lingered below the
belt. “Why do you need this now?” I asked.

“I work the night shift.”

Of course you do.

I sensed he believed he could will me to do as he
asked. He took another step into the room, giving me a chance in
better light to appraise his notable cheekbones. I knew if I didn’t
stand my ground, I’d fall under his spell and do something stupid.
With Jack’s mood today, I couldn’t risk it.

“Actually,” I said, “I was about to leave. It’s been
a long day. Come back in the morning. I’ll get my partner and we
can all talk together.” I was surprised I’d actually managed to
squeeze out something wise.

I glanced at his hand. No ring. With cops, this meant
nothing, as most thought that wearing a ring was risky: You could
catch it on something, damage evidence, risk your life—or hinder a
budding affair. Still… he didn’t wear one. Plenty of cops hit on
me, but it had been a while since I’d been touched by a man, or
even kissed.

“I’ll buy you a beer,” he suggested, “or a cup of
coffee.” He seemed bright against the dim hall lights behind him. I
really wanted to take him up on that.

“Ya know,” I heard myself say, “as tempting as that
sounds, I really can’t. For all I know you’re just a reporter who
bought a badge online. If you’re really a detective, I’m sure you
understand. Come back tomorrow. If you check out, we’ll work with
you.”

I despised myself for resisting the hottest man I’d
ever seen. I feared he wouldn’t come back.

“Thank you, then.” He gave me a quick nod. “I don’t
wish to pressure you.” His eyes said otherwise. He stood still for
a moment, looking at me the way he had at the scene. That was a
look I wanted across a pillow. I froze and nearly changed my mind,
but then he left.

I counted to three before I got up to try to see him
from behind. To my surprise, he was already gone. I went out into
the open area of the station, expecting others would be watching
him—especially the females—but the few who were on the late shift
were busy. I noticed the fragrance. It floated softly on the air
the way the first bouquet of spring proves that winter has lost its
grip. Hmmm. I’d like to get close to that again.

I returned to my office and looked out the window.
There he was, striding away on the street below. He had a long back
that tapered down at his waist toward a tight little butt—the kind
of guy I’d bed just to see him walk around naked. Curious about
what he was driving, I pressed closer to the glass.

Just then, I saw movement in the shadows near him. A
dark figure emerged. I raised my hand to knock on the glass and
yell. But then I watched, astonished, as the figure joined him. He
didn’t even turn his head as they moved on together, side by
side.

“Whew!” I breathed out.

Now I knew how people targeted by spies felt after
they realized that someone too hot to want them had another
agenda. I was glad I hadn’t succumbed. He’d very nearly played me.
I was crushed, for two reasons. I felt a bit naïve. More important,
I’d already started a fantasy starring him. Damn!

Glancing at my desk, I saw no business card. Brenner
hadn’t given me a way to contact him. That was strange. If his
business were urgent, he’d have left a card or at least a number.
We all carried cards like that. It was automatic to hand them
out.

And now that I thought about it, why hadn’t he
approached Jack first? Why me? Because he figured I was the weak
link, obviously. Would he try again?

Turning back to the window, I peered into the
darkness. He was gone. I felt a wistful sense of loss. He’d brought
something into this room, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on
what it was.

“Hey, Dee-jour,” said Jack behind me. “Smells good in
here. Watcha doin’?”

I whirled around. “You scared me!”

“Yeah?”

“Did you see that guy who was just in here?”

Jack lifted an eyebrow. “Are you finally dating?”

“Shut up. He was a detective. Or said he was.
Brenner. Gregory Brenner. He was at the scene today! I thought he
was a tech, but he’s an investigator. Heard of him?”

“Nope. But our task force will include detectives
from other jurisdictions. What did he want? To suck your toes?”

I made a face. “I’m serious. He wanted information,
but he wouldn’t be specific. I’m not even sure he’s a detective.
He’s skirting protocol.”

Jack shrugged. “So would I, if I wanted something
fast. Why don’t you bait him? Reel him in and see what he wants.
Who knows? Maybe you’ll finally get laid.” His eyes narrowed. “This
guy really bothers you.”

“I think he’s lying and I want to know what he’s
trying to learn. So, find out. He’s coming in tomorrow.”

“You’re not?”

I looked at the stack of file folders on my desk.
“You know I’m taking a day or two. I’ve got to find my father.”

“I need you on this, Dee. Don’t desert me.”

“I gave you some leads. And we need to identify that
symbol, so I’ll look at some books in my father’s library. I’ll
work both jobs at the same time. I’ll keep in touch, I
promise.”

“I’ll make you a deal,” he said. “You help me, I’ll
help you.”

“You’re already on overtime—”

“We’re partners.” He held up four fingers, the
private code we’d devised from police procedure that signaled our
pact: no matter what, we look out for each other. “Besides, I got
nothing else to do.”

“What about Lisa?”

“Out of town. Good for both of us.”

Jack was telling me without spelling it out that he
and his girlfriend were having problems. He hated being alone, so I
relented. “All right. Fine. Let’s head to the Hole.”


Chapter 3




At the Watering Hole, Jack picked up our beers and
told Victor, the bartender, “Keep ’em coming.”

I found a table away from the chatter and looked
around to make sure no one was within earshot—especially
journalists. The booths nearby were empty and two tables buffered
the area between myself and the nearest couple.

As the digital jukebox played Bryan Adams’ “Heaven,”
I pulled out a chair and sat down. For once I was glad for the
pervasive smell of popcorn and hot peanuts in this place, because
it covered odors still clinging to my hair and skin. As I sat down,
I realized how tense I’d been. My fingertips were actually
numb.

Jack took a seat and reached to knead the back of my
neck.

We’d long since confronted the bane of male-female
teams that work on stimulating projects. We’d decided that, rather
than jumping into bed and eventually despising each other, we’d
channel the heat into our work. Besides, he wasn’t really my type.
Brenner, on the other hand…

“Let’s see what we got so far,” Jack said. “Then you
can go home with all the facts in your pretty little head and let
your brain munch on them while you sleep.”

“If I sleep.” I gestured for him to
continue.

“OK. Mandi told me some details about the DG. Whoever
doused his lights is unusually strong, because he cracked bone with
his fists.”

I was grateful for the way the beer settled my
stomach. “I wonder what Dr. Martin was involved with.”

“A tech says the papers you saw on the table were
dumped on top of a layer of dust, so that activity was recent.”

“Hmmm. So, Martin didn’t use the table as a
desk.”

“Or as anything. But he did that day.”

“Or someone else did.”

Jack acknowledged this with a tilt of his head.
“Let’s say it’s him. Was he forced to pull them out and put them
there? Or did something happen to make him look at them before the
killer arrived?”

“Forced,” I said, with that eerie conviction.

“Based on?”

“If he’d decided to look at them, he’d have put them
wherever he usually works, not on a table he rarely uses. So, he
was forced.”

“Ok, but why? If they were important, why didn’t the
perp take them?”

“Maybe he did take something. We don’t know what’s
missing. Or maybe he didn’t find what he was looking for.”

“He’s experienced with B&E, no forced entry,
‘though the son says Martin always locked up tight, so we can look
up prison records.”

“Or Martin knew him.”

Jack took a swig of beer. “Knew him and invited him
in. You said there were two coffee cups.”

“So we look for an appointment book. See if he has a
cloud account for email. What about the son? How did he know to go
over?”

“Says someone called him, but he couldn’t ID the
voice. We’ll get his records, make sure. And St. Nick just told me
we got an eyewitness description of a man in the hallway of that
building today, on that floor, around the time of the crime, so
I’ll have a sketch soon.”

I nodded. “Maybe this one will close quickly.”

Even as the words left my mouth, I knew it wouldn’t.
This was no situational murder—a drug deal or a fight between
friends or relatives. Something just felt complex about this
brutal attack. Jack was right; I, too, had a bad feeling.

Jack shook his head. “It’s too much overkill. It
shows more’n anger. It’s outright meanness. We see it with
organized crime or a gang snitch, but that ain’t what we got here.”
He leaned his head toward his hand, rubbing his bottom lip in a way
that signaled focus. “I’ve seen it with the occasional serial
killer, too, the whacky ones who wanna see a lot of blood.”

I shrugged. “Could be a gay homicide, like Andrew
Cunanan, that spree killer who ran around the country to punish men
who’d rejected him. He stabbed one guy with garden shears. Just
because Martin was once married is no reason to rule that out.”

“Yup. But what about that symbol, then? Ever hear of
a case like this?”

I shook my head. “We’ve probably got research ahead.
But we don’t know yet that this perp has ever killed before—”

“Oh, he’s killed before.” Jack nodded. “This is no
first-timer, I can tell you that. He knew what he was doing and he
did everything with pleasure.” He rubbed his lip again. “You know,
it does remind me of a case. Another guy took a hit like this, with
a lot of controlled stabbing in a specific area.”

“Yeah?” I prompted.

“It happened a long time ago.”

“Within my lifetime or yours?”

Jack Nolan was 43 and not keen about it. He still had
most of his dark hair but feared he was losing his legendary
stamina.

He smirked. “Neither, unless you think I’m more
decrepit than I am. It was actually around the time of Jack the
Ripper’s nice little spree, but the victim was male. He was cut up
like this, disemboweled and stabbed. His guts were all over the
place, and some were missing. Something was carved on him, like on
one of the Ripper victims. I remember it from the academy because
it was a good lesson in tunnel vision. Back then, Scotland Yard
dismissed it as having no connection to the prostitute murders. It
happened the year after, in a different part of London. The victim
was male. From time to time, you see some Ripperologist eyeing it,
but no one pays it much attention.”

“And…”

“And what?”

“Was there something that made you think of it?”

Jack nodded. “The victim was some kind of scientist,
and it was a lot of overkill. It just seems out of step. These men
with ordinary lives—why are they smacked around like this? I mean,
if you want something, just threaten ’em or shoot ’em. It’s like
they were into somethin’ they shouldn’t be.”

I wasn’t following. “Why are you raising it now? That
was a hundred years ago. It’s not our guy.”

“After you pointed out that symbol in the wounds and
in the victim’s papers, I got to thinking, with our DG being a
historian and all, maybe it’s a copycat. Some guy with a fact
fetish. He knows the past, but doesn’t think we do.”

I nearly laughed, but Jack was serious. He was always
working an angle, no matter how far-fetched, and he’d had time
alone in the war room to look at the photos from today. We’d had
lots of knife-mutilation murders, but he was eyeing this one
differently. I figured it was the academic angle. Like he said, one
didn’t usually see scholars take such a bloody hit. And then there
was the carving. I made a note to look up the Ripper victims. I
knew little about them.

“Any pictures of that murder?” I asked.

“My instructor had one, but he croaked years
ago.”

“Where was the carving?”

“Not sure. Chest, I think, but I don't recall what it
was. Just a shape, I think. Somethin’ simple.”

“So then?”

“So I was thinking, you said that ol’ Alex had the
hots for ideas about criminal types from the old days. Surely he’s
got some obscure tome that might have a photo. Even then, they were
taking photos of crime scenes and autopsies. They had the Ripper
victims.”

I nodded. “I’ll go see. And whatever time I spend
looking it up counts as work on your case, my friend.”

“Our case.”

“If I find something, where would it get us? Even if
it’s exactly the same wound configuration, so what?”

“So then we start looking at people in our victim’s
life who know a little history. An angry student, a lunatic in a
historian’s club, a whack job in a chat room for old farts who like
dusty books. Like that case in Prague where the art student picked
out victims from his art club.”

I nodded. “Okay.”

In the end, Jack’s reasoning usually made sense. He’d
also given me an idea about my father. I’d looked through his email
and the files that I could access in an attempt to track down
acquaintances who might know where he’d gone, but I hadn’t
considered chat rooms. Dad didn’t seem the type to waste time
online, but so far I’d come up against dead-ends. Looking into an
online chat was at least a new avenue—especially if he was trying
not to leave obvious traces, like emails. Few people did e-chats
these days, but I could see the holdover for academics who’d been
online for a couple of decades, especially for synchronous
discussions.

“You know,” I said, “since we’re talking about my
father and old cases, I’d like to pass something by you that he
mentioned to me recently. Have you ever heard of the Society of
Mutual Autopsy?”

Jack stared, his eyebrows nearly joining in an
attempt to puzzle out my meaning. “Those body snatchers? They
pretend to pick up a body from funeral homes for embalming, but
they deliver it to a secret surgery over in the Bronx where the doc
replaces the leg bones with PVC pipes, stuffs a sock in the heart
cavity, yanks the teeth for gold and sells off the parts. S’that
about right?”

I smiled. “Good try, but no. The Society of Mutual
Autopsy was established in France in the 19th century.”

“I was getting to that.”

“If you really want to help, J-man, you need to
listen. They were a group of narcissistic intellectuals.”

Jack sat back with a sigh, stretching his legs as if
he knew he was in for a long evening. Out of the corner of my eye,
I thought I saw a dark shape flit by. I glanced to my right, but
noticed nothing unusual. I looked around.

“Is there some big secret?” Jack asked.

I shrugged. “I just… I don’t want anyone overhearing
this.”

“So continue with your gooney story. I’m fu—Sorry. Go
on.”

When I first became Jack’s partner, he’d cleaned up
his language considerably. I’d assured him he didn’t need to, but
he insisted. “You make me want to be a better man,” he’d said,
imitating a Jack Nicholson character. I understood: he liked having
a reason to be professional. Foul language was his signal that he
was just one of the guys and he’d had enough.

“All right,” I began. “I’ve been going through my
father’s papers—the subjects that really obsessed him. Wherever
he’s gone, I think the clues will be in his most recent
research.”

Jack rolled his eyes. “No lectures, right?”

“Look, my father was a scholar, so if you want to
help, you’ll have to endure some data.”

“Anything hot or bloody?”

“Maybe. It could circle back to our
murder.”

He flipped his hand for me to continue.

“OK. It’s not just about what this society believed
that intrigued him but their ambitions. According to something he
jotted down, he thinks he’s discovered something important…
something dangerous.”

“Like someone taking over the world?”

“I thought you wanted to help, Jack.”

He crooked his head. “That big? Or not?”

“I don’t know. Maybe. At least in his mind.”

“Oh, are we getting into his mind now? Because
you know what I think of his brain farts.”

I was tempted to press again for why Pierce had
called. It wasn’t the right time. “I have my doubts, too. He’s
always been a little kooky, and when I was a kid it didn’t matter.
I mean, he was crazy but fun. Now I know better. I guess that’s why
my mother left him. Us.”

To my relief, Jack stayed quiet. My mother’s
departure when I was a child was a sore spot. From that day
forward, it was as if Kaitlyn Brentano had never existed. Dad had
destroyed all photos of her and refused to allow her name to be
mentioned. I could barely even remember what she’d looked like.

I took a drink, to refocus. “Anyway, Dad was
intrigued with this mutual autopsy organization, and actually, it’s
pretty interesting. This elite bunch of anthropologists stood
against the Catholic Church—the Big Cheese in those days—to try to
prove there was no such thing as a spirit. No gods, no angels, no
demons.”

“Makes sense to me,” said Jack. Victor brought over
two more beers, right on cue. I was feeling a buzz, so I sipped
this one.

“They influenced a lot of important people, like
Arthur Conan Doyle and Bram Stoker. Know who they are?”

Jack took a swig before he set down his mug. “I
read.”

“What I’m getting at is that behind Sherlock Holmes
and the vampire hunters in Dracula was this attempt to
persuade readers to reconsider the nature of being human.”

“Wasn’t Dracula about the boogey man?”

“It was, but it was also about science in those days.
Stoker told a monster tale, but he was seriously writing
about the other stuff. And then there were the criminologists who
were devising theories about offenders—especially sadistic sex
offenders. A lot of those experts were part of this organization.
But the odd thing was this pledge they all made.”

“Which was…?”

“Whenever a member died, he was to donate his brain
to the others. They would then weigh and dissect it to prove their
theories about superior and inferior people.”

“What did they do with the brains?”

“I don’t know.”

Jack looked disappointed. “Maybe they ate them, like
cannibals.”

I shook my head. “I didn’t see anything about
that.”

“Well, that would be the secret part. They’d have all
this fu… ancy talk about intelligence”—he winked when he caught
himself—”but they’d really be doing something wild and
disgusting.”

“The reason I brought this up is that there’s
something in this literature that disturbed my father, like he
thinks there’s danger right now, today, from all this. That’s what
I’m trying to find out.”

Jack licked beer froth from his mustache. He was
bored.

“Okay,” I said. “Here’s what I think, bottom line:
some members were doing illegal things, like snatching bodies from
cemeteries, but I think they might have been getting some that
were… fresher.”

Jack raised an eyebrow.

“Yeah, I thought you’d like that part.”

Jack held up his hands as if to say, hey it’s my
job.

“So imagine it,” I continued. “They want to get the
brains of certain people—the rich, the smart, the physically
beautiful”—an image of Brenner flashed through my mind—”and what if
those people resisted joining? For people as determined as the
members of this society seemed to be, I can see them just taking
what they wanted. But then, let’s say they want one that’s really
at its prime. Some genius whose brain would prove their
theory.”

“I’m with you. They see a dude, they like his style,
so they cork ’im.”

“Yes.”

Jack raised his hands in question. “So? It was a
hundred years ago.”

We both smiled at the irony. “Yes, I know,” I
acknowledged. “But I think my father has discovered something
linked to that group but has—”

I stopped. Someone was sitting in a booth close by. I
hadn’t seen anyone there when I sat down and hadn’t noticed anyone
walk in to take that seat. I could only see past the tall back of
the bench to a leg—a long leg, clad in jeans. I cursed myself for
not getting a better look at Detective Brenner’s shoes.

Jack began to turn, but I shook my head. His lips
formed the word, What?

My stomach had flipped when I’d spotted that guy. But
I wasn’t about to get up and walk by the booth just to satisfy
myself. It wasn’t as if there was a ladies’ room in that direction.
If he was Brenner and I blew his cover, it would be
difficult to play coy to get something out of him. Sipping my beer,
I lowered my voice and said, “I haven’t read enough yet. I’m not
sure what I’m saying.”

“Come on, now, it was just getting good.”

I glanced again at the booth. Whoever he was, he
hadn’t moved and he was drinking alone. I sensed he was listening,
then decided it was some reporter trying to catch a few items about
the investigation today. I hoped he hadn’t heard us discussing Jack
the Ripper. Or Dracula. We’d really have a PR mess on our
hands.

“I’m going home.” I suddenly rose to leave. “When
I’ve got it figured out, I’ll let you know.”

Jack got up, hitched his belt in that male
this-is-my-territory manner, and followed me out. He flipped Victor
$20 and said he’d be right back. Then he walked me to my copper red
MX-5 Miata roadster.

“Chicka-dee, I know you,” Jack said. “You’re
spooked.”

I shrugged. “I thought someone was listening, a
reporter. I just don’t want to talk about this stuff in public, and
I’m tired.”

“Listen, doll, just because your mother walked out is
no reason to think your father did, too. He just forgot to
call.”

An opportunity. I took it. “Don’t you think it’s
significant that Pierce is asking about him?”

Jack’s face showed a flicker of discomfort. “You
filed a report. Pierce has a similar case. The computer links them.
Nothin’ suspicious.”

I wanted to say, I know you, Jack. You know
something. Instead, I said, “You’re sure Pierce didn’t say
anything else? Even between the lines?”

Jack hesitated. “You call me when you get home
tonight and then you call me first thing in the morning. It’ll give
me a nice image of you taking a shower.”

Clearly, he wasn’t talking.

“Goodnight, Jack.” I pulled the door closed. Jack
backed away, held up four fingers, and returned to the bar. As I
pulled out, I passed a dark figure standing on the street. I caught
my breath. Then I saw another one on a motorcycle, parked to my
left. I unsnapped my holster, patted my Glock, and floored it.

 



Chapter 4




From the street, I looked at my father’s Brooklyn
Victorian. It felt spooky in the dark, with its sharp gables, tall
bushes, and dark cedar siding. I’d hoped to see a light in the
window, or some sign that he’d returned. Nothing. Two days earlier,
I’d mowed the tiny front lawn, collected the mail, and weeded the
gardens. I’d also placed three lights on timers, but the place
still looked deserted.

OEBPS/tmp_7cfbe587cfdf03c50a4ad715fdc989f3_ZG1j9U_html_m83d6026.jpg





OEBPS/tmp_7cfbe587cfdf03c50a4ad715fdc989f3_ZG1j9U_html_m57d24e48.jpg





OEBPS/cover.jpg
‘RIPPER LETTER'

BOOK ONE OF THE HEARTS OF DARKNESS SERIES
7 o> l

Zzié 5&&





