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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

PRESLEY STOPPED BY the same quaint café in Sleepy Hollow again the next day. With its wood floors, ice cream parlor style chairs, and artwork that looked like it came straight out of Washington Irving’s famous story, the place was warm and welcoming. Lila, the waitress she’d met yesterday, greeted her with a smile and a glass of iced tea, which she set on the table as soon as Presley sat down.

“Was last night’s ghost hunting any more exciting?” the tall redhead asked.

Presley gave her a rueful smile. When she’d stopped in for lunch yesterday, she mentioned to Lila she was tagging along with the town’s resident ghost hunters as research for her book. “More exciting than I was looking for, actually.”

Lila’s eyes went wide. “What happened?”

Presley gave the woman a synopsis of the encounter at the house in Delhi, adding that if she’d ever had doubts about the existence of ghosts before, she certainly didn’t now.

Lila shook her head. “I told you those guys went up against some pretty scary stuff. At least you got some good research for your book, even if it was more than you bargained for.”

“True,” Presley agreed. “Though I think I’ll stick to looking things up on the Internet next time.”

Lila laughed. “Where’s the fun in that?” She glanced at the door as an elderly couple came in. “I better get back to work. Do you want turkey on whole wheat again?”

Presley nodded. “That’d be great. Thanks.”

While she waited for Lila to bring her sandwich, Presley grabbed a newspaper from the shelf and leafed through it, careful to stay away from the front page and any stories that mentioned the string of recent murders. She was checking out the latest movie reviews when Lila came over with her lunch.

“Isn’t it terrible about those poor college girls in Stamford?” she asked, gesturing to the newspaper as she set the plate down on the table. “They’re saying it’s a copycat of that serial killer—the one who got knocked off that apartment balcony a couple of months back—but I heard on the news this morning the cops think maybe that guy was the copycat and this guy is the real one.” She shook her head. “People are such psychos, aren’t they?”

Presley murmured something in agreement, though she wasn’t sure what it was. It must have satisfied Lila because the waitress told her to enjoy the sandwich and moved to the next table.

Presley stared down at the paper unseeingly, Lila’s words playing over and over in her head. It wasn’t until two weeks after Del Vecchio’s attack that she’d learned he had been the serial killer known as the Stamford Stabber. The police had linked him to the murders of more than a dozen women in the area over the past two years. Darla had been his last victim. Or so everyone had thought.

Against her better judgment, Presley flipped to the front page of the newspaper. Underneath the headline Stamford Stabber Strikes Again? was a photo of the scene she’d seen on television last night outside the victim’s apartment building, complete with police cars, reporters, and curious bystanders. The story with it didn’t say much, other than to offer a lot of speculation. This latest victim was the third woman murdered in the past two weeks in the Stamford area. According the paper, the police weren’t releasing any details, except to say the murders had been very brutal and the killer had used a knife.

Presley closed her eyes, remembering how the lighting in her old apartment had reflected off the blade of Del Vecchio’s knife before he’d plunged it into her chest. Even though it was merely a memory now, she could still see it as clearly as if he were standing in front of her. The thought of those poor women getting stabbed to death was enough to make her feel sick.

She was about to put the paper back on the shelf when her gaze slid to the photo again. Her stomach clenched.

Hand trembling, she picked up the paper to get a better look. She hadn’t imagined it. There—in the very back of the crowd of onlookers—was a face she recognized.

A face she would never forget for the rest of her life.

A face she had never expected to see again.

Carson Del Vecchio.


 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

 

 

“DID PRESLEY GET home okay last night?” Mav asked.

Logan looked up from the email he was reading on his phone to give his buddy a frown. “What?”

Mav jerked his head at Robert, who was sitting on the far side of the table. “Robert said you asked for her number so you could check on her.” He pulled out the chair next to Brielle, then turned it around and straddled it. “You called her, right?”

Logan clenched his jaw and glowered at Robert. The other man nervously pushed his glasses up on his nose and went back to whatever it was he was doing on his laptop.

“Someone has a big mouth,” Logan muttered, turning his attention back to Mav. “Yeah, I called her.”

“And?”

“She got home fine. I think she was still a little freaked out by the whole ghost encounter up in Delhi, but she didn’t say anything. She’s a lot tougher than I gave her credit for.”

Mav grinned. “I told you she wasn’t the type who scared easily.”

Logan grunted in reply and went back to reading his email. Though he’d never admit it to Mav—or anyone else, for that matter—he was damn impressed by how Presley had handled herself in that basement. Getting zapped by a ghost would have freaked out a lot of hunters he knew, but she’d kept her head. In fact, she looked as if she’d been ready to charge right through the thing when he’d jumped over the railing. She hadn’t even lost it when he’d blasted the son of a bitch with his shotgun. He grudgingly had to admire her spunk.

But no matter how cool she’d been at the house, encountering a ghost wasn’t something she did every day, and he’d been concerned about her, so. That’s why he’d asked Robert for her number.

After two days, he had to admit she was starting to grow on him. How the hell could she not? It wasn’t very often a hunter like him ran into a beautiful woman who could hold her own in front of a ghost. Of course, he’d never admit that, either. Not unless he wanted Mav to suggest Logan give her a little personal one-on-one ghost hunter training again. His life was complicated enough already. The last thing he needed was a woman in it, even if she was as gorgeous as Presley.

Logan frowned again as he realized he’d spent the past few minutes staring at the email he’d gotten from a fellow hunter and hadn’t read a word of it. Giving himself a mental shake, he went back to the beginning and started reading again. He was halfway through the message when the front door burst open and Presley ran in. He was about to rib her for being late when he noticed how pale she was. He thought for a moment the ghost from the house in Delhi actually had followed her home last night, but before he could ask, she slapped a newspaper down on the table in front of him.
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