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      CHAPTER 
1

      
      It was in the spring, on a dark April evening, when Detective Thomas DelVecchio Jr. learned that nightmares could in fact
         make the jump out of the mind and into real life.
      

      
      Unfortunately for him, it wasn’t exactly a news flash.

      
      Blood was everywhere. Glossy and crimson in the moonlight, it was as if a gallon of paint had been cracked open and spastic-splashed
         all over not just the forest floor … but the man who lay shredded and unmoving on a bed of decaying leaves.
      

      
      At Veck’s feet.

      
      All that red shit was not a premium interior latex, however. Or an oil-based trim. Or a hearty exterior barn paint. You couldn’t
         buy it at Home Depot or Lowe’s, and you didn’t clean it up with turpentine or use it in some B movie.
      

      
      That was real life, right there. Leaking out all over the fuck.

      
      What had he done? Dear God …

      
      Ripping off his leather jacket, he wadded the thing up, knelt down, and pressed it against the man’s exposed thorax. Gurgling
         sounds mixed with the hard bursts of Veck’s own breath as he stared down into eyes that were going opaque. Fast.
      

      
      “Did I kill you? Did I?”
      

      
      No response. Then again, the bastard’s voice box was probably hanging from a branch somewhere.

      
      Shit … oh, shit … it was like the night his mother had been killed.
      

      
      Except in this case, he’d actually come to slice up someone.

      
      That much he knew for sure: He had gotten on his motorcycle, driven out here, and waited in the forest for this psychotic
         POS to show up—all the while telling himself the lie that he was just going to take the “suspect” into custody.
      

      
      His palm had told the truth. When his prey had finally arrived, his knife had been in his hand, and he’d made like a shadow
         in his deliberately black clothes, closing in….
      

      
      The Monroe Motel & Suites was only fifteen yards away, on the far side of this thick stand of brush and pines. Illuminated
         by piss yellow security lights, the seedy lineup of rent-by-the-night-or-the-hour was the reason both he and this sieve of
         a murderer had come out tonight.
      

      
      Serial killers often took trophies from their victims. Incapable of forming proper emotional attachments to people, and needing
         physical representations of the fleeting power they enjoyed over their prey, they vested emotion in the objects or remains
         of the people they butchered.
      

      
      David Kroner had lost his collection of souvenirs two nights ago. When his work here had been interrupted and the police had
         swarmed in.
      

      
      So of course he would return to where he’d last been in control. It was the closest he could come to everything he’d once
         had.
      

      
      “I’ve called an ambulance,” Veck heard himself say, unsure who he was talking to.

      
      Shifting his eyes, he focused on the motel’s last room, the one at the end that was closest to where they were and farthest from the office. An official Caldwell Police Department evidence seal was plastered on the door and the jamb, and
         crime scene tape whistled in the breeze all around it. Between one blink and the next, he saw what he and the other CPDers
         had found there the night before last: another young woman, freshly killed and in the process of being picked over for mementos
         of the flesh.
      

      
      More gurgling.

      
      He looked back down. The man bleeding out beneath him was wiry and thin, but then again, David Kroner’s victims had been young
         women aged sixteen to twenty-four so it wasn’t like he needed to be built like a bouncer to get the job done. Sandy blond
         hair was thinning at the crown. Skin that had been white-boy pale was now going gray—at least where it wasn’t covered with
         blood.
      

      
      Diving into his databanks, Veck tried to remember what the hell had just happened. After waiting for what had felt like days,
         a snapping of sticks had shifted his eyes around and he’d found Kroner tiptoeing through the pines.
      

      
      The instant he saw the man, his hand had gone for his knife, his body had crouched down and then he’d—

      
      “Motherfucker …”
      

      
      The headache came on sharp and fast, like someone had pounded a roofing nail into his frontal lobe. Putting a hand up, he
         listed to the left, and thought, well, great. When the ambulance came, the medics could treat him for an aneurysm.
      

      
      At least it would give them something to do—Kroner was going to be a stiff by the time they got here.

      
      When the screaming pain faded a little, Veck took another run at remembering … only to slam temple-first into the land of
         Excedrin and blackout drapes again. With the fresh round of agony blooming in his skull like a bright red bouquet, he closed
         his eyes, and considered throwing up—and while the to-boot or not-to-boot debate raged in his gut, he figured it was time
         to be honest with himself. As much as his short-term memory had a big-ass hole in it, the fact was, he had come out here to kill this perverted bastard who, as the tally stood now, had defiled at least eleven young women from Chicago
         to Caldwell in the last year.
      

      
      Horrific, of course. But amateur night compared to Veck’s own father—who’d done that in a three-month span once: Thomas DelVecchio
         Sr. wrote the book for guys like Kroner.
      

      
      And it was precisely that lineage that had gotten Veck on the horn to not just the ambulance, but his partner at Homicide.

      
      As much as he hated to admit it, he was his father’s son: He had come to kill. Period. And the fact that his victim had been
         such a violent asshole was nothing but a socially acceptable filter over the real picture.
      

      
      At its core, this had not been about avenging those dead girls.

      
      And for fuck’s sake, he’d known this night was inevitable. All his life, the shadow had been behind him, guiding him, seducing
         him, pulling him toward this very scene of destruction. So it made sense he didn’t remember anything. His other half had finally
         taken over, and hadn’t ceded control of the wheel until the violence was done. The proof? Somewhere in the back of his head,
         laughter was echoing, maniacal and satisfied.
      

      
      Yeah, well, get your jollies on now, he thought at the stuff. Because he wasn’t going to let himself follow too far in his
         father’s footsteps—

      
      The sounds of sirens bubbled up from the east, and got louder, fast.

      
      Apparently, he wasn’t the only person who heard the approach. A man burst out of one of the motel rooms, and raced around
         the hood of a ten-year-old beater that had open latticework for quarter panels. Kind of tough for him to get his keys out,
         considering he was yanking his pants on at the same time.
      

      
      Next up on the flee-parade was a rough-looking woman who scrambled into an old Honda Civic while pulling down her miniskirt.
      

      
      Their screeching departures meant the parking lot was good and empty when the ambulance bumped in off the road and halted
         in front of the office.
      

      
      As the passenger-side medic got out, and what had to be a manager opened the glass door, Veck whistled loud and clear. “Over
         here!”
      

      
      The manager apparently had no intentions of getting involved and ducked back inside. But the medic jogged over and the ambulance
         trundled across the parking lot. And as they zeroed in on him, Veck became utterly calm—dead calm. As untouchable as the
         cold, distant moon that watched over the inky black night.
      

      
      Fuck his dark side. He had done this. And he was going to make himself pay.

      
      Internal Affairs officer Sophia Reilly was going like a bat out of hell in her unmarked, shooting through the backwoods of
         Caldwell’s scruffy edges. As she rode the twists and turns of Route 149 at a dead run, the fact that she was on her way to
         a crime scene didn’t account for the high speed: She drove fast. Ate quick. Hated to wait in lines, wait for people, wait
         for information.
      

      
      If she could just avoid hitting a deer before she got to the Monroe Motel & Suites—

      
      When her cell phone went off, she had it to her ear before the second ring. “Reilly.”

      
      “Detective de la Cruz.”

      
      “Hey. Guess where I’m going right now?”

      
      “Who called you?”

      
      “Dispatch. Your partner’s on my list of things to do—so when he dials in for an ambulance and backup in the middle of the
         night, and says he doesn’t know what happened to the victim, I get a ring-a-ding-ding.”
      

      
      Unfortunately, it was something she was getting familiar with. Thomas DelVecchio Jr. had been working Homicide for only two weeks, and he’d already brushed up against a possible suspension for coldcocking a paparazzo who’d tried to sneak
         a pic of a victim.
      

      
      That was child’s play to this mess, though.

      
      “How’d you find out?” she asked.

      
      “He woke me up.”

      
      “How’d he sound?”

      
      “I’m going to be honest.”

      
      “You always are, Detective.”

      
      “He sounded just fine. Complained of a headache and loss of memory. He said there was a lot of blood and that he was one hundred
         percent sure that the victim was David Kroner.”
      

      
      A.k.a., the sick bastard who had been carving up young girls and saving the bits and pieces. The bastard’s latest “work” session
         had been conducted the night before last at the motel, and been interrupted by unknowns. Following the disturbance, Kroner
         had escaped out a window over the toilet, leaving behind a tragically messy corpse and a truck full of specimen jars and other
         objects—all of which were being cataloged at H.Q. and cross-referenced nationwide.
      

      
      “Did you ask him if he did it?” As a member of Internal Affairs, Reilly investigated her own colleagues’ misdeeds, and though
         she took pride in her work, she didn’t enjoy the fact that people with her job description had anything to do. Much better
         if everyone, including the cops, were law abiders and played by the rules.
      

      
      “He said he didn’t know.”

      
      Blackout while committing murder? Not uncommon. Especially if it was a crime of passion—like, oh, say, a homicide detective
         taking down a debased serial killer. And Veck had already proved himself to be a hothead in the protection or defense of victims.
         Well, a hothead period. The guy was a brilliant, very sexy hothead—

      
      Not that the sexy was in any way relevant.

      
      In the slightest.

      
      “What’s your ETA, Detective?” she asked.

      
      “ ’Bout fifteen minutes.”
      

      
      “I’m under a mile away. I’ll see you there.”

      
      “Roger that.”

      
      As they hung up, she put her phone in the inside pocket of her coat, and hitched herself up in her seat. For a member of the
         force to be a possible suspect in a murder investigation—and going by what Veck had said to Dispatch, the likelihood of Kroner
         surviving was small—created all kinds of conflicts of interest. Most of the time, Internal Affairs folks dealt with corruption,
         procedural in-fractions, and investigations into on-the-job competence. But in a situation like this, members of Veck’s own
         department were in the tight spot of assessing whether or not one of their own had committed a crime.
      

      
      Hell, depending on how this went, she might need to bring in some kind of an outside panel to make the call. But it was too
         early for that.
      

      
      It was not too soon to think about Veck’s dad, however.

      
      Everyone knew who the man was, and she had to admit that if that blood tie had not been in the picture, she wouldn’t be going
         into this on quite as high alert … with the worry that payback might well have been a DelVecchio, as it were.
      

      
      Thomas Sr. was one of the most notorious serial killers of the late twentieth century. Officially, he had been charged and
         convicted of “only” twenty-eight murders. But he’d been implicated in some thirty more—and that was just what authorities
         in four states knew about. Chances were good there were dozens of missing women who hadn’t been properly linked to him.
      

      
      So yeah, if Veck’s father had been a lawyer or an accountant or a teacher, she might not be quite so concerned. But the whole
         apple-doesn’t-fall-far-from-the-tree thing had evil implications when it came to serial killers and their sons.
      

      
      After she went over a squat bridge, the Monroe Motel & Suites was up on the right, and she pulled in, going past the office
         and the row of rooms to the far end of the parking lot by the forest. Getting out with her backpack full of necessaries, the sweet diesel from the ambulance made her sneeze hard,
         and in the aftermath, she caught the tang of the pine boughs … as well as the unmistakable copper sting of fresh blood.
      

      
      The medics had angled their vehicle so it faced into the woods, and in the headlights, both of the EMTs were working over
         the bloodied body of a Caucasian male. The victim’s clothes had been cut off—or torn off—and what was under them was a raw
         pastiche of too many wounds to count.
      

      
      No way he was going to live, she thought.

      
      And then she saw Veck. The homicide detective was standing off to the side, arms crossed, feet planted, face showing … absolutely
         nothing. Just as de la Cruz had said.
      

      
      Christ, the guy might as well have been in line for a deli sandwich.

      
      As she walked over the spongy bed of downed leaves and soft earth, she felt a sudden urge to tighten her own insides up. Although
         if she was honest, that wasn’t just about this crime scene. It was the man she’d come here for, too.
      

      
      On the approach, she noted the black motorcycle parked on the fringe of the forest. It was his; she’d seen it at HQ before.
         Matter of fact, she’d watched him from her window as he mounted the thing, kick-started it, and tore off. He wore his helmet—most of the time.
      

      
      She knew that a lot of women at the station house pulled the same stare thing, but then again, there was a lot to look at.
         Between his heavy shoulders and his tight hips, he was built like a boxer, but his face was more pretty-boy than pugilist—or would have been had it not been for his stare. Those cold, intelligent dark blues of his took that J.Crew–model bone structure
         into all-man territory. And then some.
      

      
      Stopping in front of him, the first thing she noticed was the blood on his black turtleneck. Spots of it here and there, not
         big smudges or soaked-in patches.
      

      
      No scratches on his face. Or his neck.
      

      
      Clothes and hat were in good condition—nothing out of kilter, torn, or abraded. Two mud circles were on the knees of his
         black pants. Gun was holstered. Unclear whether he had other weapons on him.
      

      
      He didn’t say anything. No “I didn’t do it” or “Let me explain …”

      
      His eyes just locked on her and … that was it.

      
      Ditching the pleasantries, she said, “The sergeant called me in.”

      
      “I figured.”

      
      “Are you injured?”

      
      “No.”

      
      “Mind if I ask you some questions?”

      
      “G’head.”

      
      God, he was in such control of himself. “What brought you out here tonight?”

      
      “I knew Kroner was going to come back. He had to. With his collection impounded, he had nothing left of his work, so this
         is a holy site to him.”
      

      
      “And what happened after you got here?”

      
      “I waited. He came … and then …” Veck hesitated, his brows going tight as a knot before one hand came up and rubbed his temple.
         “Shit …”
      

      
      “Detective?”

      
      “I can’t remember.” He looked her square in the eye again. “I can’t remember anything after he showed up, and that’s the God’s
         honest. One minute he was coming through the woods, and the next? There was blood everywhere.”
      

      
      “May I see your hands, Detective?” When he held them out, they were rock steady … and unmarked with cuts or abrasions. No
         blood on the palms, the fingertips, the nails. “Did you assess the victim or intervene with him in some way prior to or after
         calling nine-one-one?”
      

      
      “I took my leather jacket off and put it to his neck. It wasn’t going to help, but I did it anyway.”

      
      “Are you carrying any weapons other than your gun?”

      
      “My knife. It’s on my—”
      

      
      She put her hand on his arm to stop his reaching around. “Let me take a look.”

      
      Nodding, he pivoted on his boot heel. In the light from the ambulance, the nasty-looking blade holstered at the small of his
         back was a laceration waiting to happen.
      

      
      “May I remove this weapon, Detective?”

      
      “Have at it.”

      
      Taking a set of vinyl gloves out of her backpack, she snapped them on and went for the dagger. As she tugged to loosen the
         snap, his body didn’t shift at all. She might as well have been disarming a statue.
      

      
      The knife was clean and dry as a whistle.

      
      Lifting it up to her nose, she inhaled. No scent of astringent as if he’d scrubbed it in a hurry.

      
      As he looked over his shoulder, the torsion in his body made his shoulders seem huge, and for no good reason, she realized
         she was eye-to-eye with his pecs. At five-foot-six, she was of average height, but next to him she felt like she’d shrunk
         to miniature.
      

      
      “I’m going to confiscate this, if you don’t mind?” She was going to take his gun as well, but given the injuries … the blade
         was what she really wanted from him.
      

      
      “Not at all.”

      
      As she took a plastic bag out of her sack, she said, “What do you think happened here.”
      

      
      “Someone ripped him apart, and I think it was me.”

      
      That stopped her, but not because she thought it was an admission of any kind—she just didn’t expect anyone under these circumstances
         to be so honest.
      

      
      At that moment, an unmarked pulled into the parking lot along with two squad cars. “Your partner’s arrived,” she said. “But
         the sergeant wants me to lead the investigation to avoid any possible conflicts of interest.”
      

      
      “Not a problem.”

      
      “Will you consent to my taking samples from under your nails?”

      
      “Yes.”

      
      She shifted the pack in front again and took out a Swiss army knife, along with some smaller plastic bags.
      

      
      “You’re very organized, Officer,” Veck said.

      
      “I don’t like not being prepared. Please hold out your right hand.”

      
      She made fast work, starting with the pinkie. His nails were cut short, but not manicured, and there was very little under
         any of them.
      

      
      “Do you have a background in detective work?” Veck asked.

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “Shows.”

      
      When she was finished, she glanced up … and immediately had to downshift from his midnight blue eyes to somewhere in his chin
         vicinity. “Would you like another coat, Detective? It’s cold out here.”
      

      
      “I’m fine.”

      
      If you were bleeding from a chest wound, would you take a damn Band-Aid? she wondered. Or would you tough-guy it until there
         was no plasma left in your veins?
      

      
      He’d tough-guy it, she thought. Definitely.

      
      “I want the medics to look you over—”

      
      “I’m fine—”

      
      “That would be an order, Detective. You look like your head hurts.”

      
      At that moment, de la Cruz emerged from his car, and as he came over, he looked grim faced and weary. Word had it he’d already
         lost a partner a couple of years ago; he obviously wasn’t psyched at the retread, even if it was for a different reason.
      

      
      “Excuse me,” she said to them both. “I’m going to snag one of the medics.”

      
      Except when she got over to the two men, they were in the process of transferring Kroner onto the gurney, and it was clear
         they couldn’t spare even a minute. “What are his chances?”
      

      
      “Bad,” the one who was bagging him said. “But we’ll do our best, Officer.”

      
      “I know you will.”
      

      
      The gurney’s supports were extended so that the thing was at waist height, and just before they wheeled away, she took a mental
         snapshot. Kroner looked like he’d been pulled from the steaming wreck of a car, his face mangled as if he hadn’t been wearing
         a seat belt and had gone through the window.
      

      
      Reilly glanced back at Veck.

      
      Lot of holes in this scene, she thought. Especially given that he believed he’d been the attacker. But there was no way to
         do that much damage and get cleaned up this fast in the woods. Besides, he didn’t look like he’d been in any altercation at
         all—there was no way you could soap-and-water away bruises and scratches.
      

      
      The question was … who had done it?

      
      As if he could feel her eyes on him, Veck’s head cranked around, and when their stares met, everything disappeared: she might
         as well have been all alone with him … and standing not fifteen yards away, but fifteen inches.
      

      
      From out of nowhere, a welling heat boiled up in her body, the kind of thing that, if she’d been indoors, she’d have told
         herself was the result of standing under a heat duct. As it was, she justified the flush as being an adrenal response to stress.
      

      
      Stress, damn it. Not sexual attraction.
      

      
      Reilly broke the connection by calling out to the newly arrived uniforms, “Would you tape us up?”

      
      “Roger that, Officer.”

      
      Right, time to get back to work: That brief spike of wholly inappropriate attraction was not going to get in the way of her
         doing her job. She was far too levelheaded, for one thing, and for another, her professional integrity demanded nothing less.
         She also had no intention of being on the man’s very long list of adoring fans. She was going to take care of business, and
         leave the Moon Pie eyes to all the others.
      

      
      Besides, guys like Veck didn’t go for women like her, and that was just fine. She was far more interested in work than in showing her legs, puffing her hair, and competing in the date Olympics. Brittany—spelled Britnae, a.k.a. the office
         hottie—could have him and keep him if she wanted.
      

      
      In the meantime, Reilly was going to see whether or not the son had lived up to the father’s horrors.

   
      
      CHAPTER 
2

      
      Under normal circumstances, Jim Heron considered himself a sore loser.
      

      
      And that was with your average, everyday shit like World of Warcraft or frickin’ tennis or poker.

      
      Not that he wasted time playing any of those, but if he did, he would have been the type who didn’t leave the controller,
         court, or table until he was on top.
      

      
      And again, that was just about unimportant crap.

      
      When it came to the war with the demon Devina, he was on fire, he was so pissed off: He had lost the last round.

      
      Lost as in no win. As in out of the seven souls they were battling over, he and that bitch were now tied 1–1. Granted, there
         were still five more at-bats, but this was not the direction he or anyone else needed to go in.
      

      
      He got defeated? That demon had dominion over not only the earth but the heavens above … which meant his mother and all those
         good souls up there, as well as him and his fallen angel soldiers, were looking at an eternity of damnation.
      

      
      And that was not, he’d recently discovered, just a hypothetical used to motivate the religious. Hell was an actual place and
         the suffering there was very real. Matter of fact, so much of what he’d previously written off as silly rhetoric from the holier-than-thou crowd had turned out to be dead on.
      

      
      So yeah, the stakes were high and he hated losing. Especially when it didn’t need to go down like it had.
      

      
      He was flat-out rip-shit at the game. At his boss, Nigel. At the “rules.”

      
      It was common fucking sense: When you told a guy he was supposed to influence some jackass at a crossroads in his or her life,
         it kind of helped if you frickin’ told him who was on deck. After all, it wasn’t a big goddamn secret: Nigel knew. The enemy,
         Devina, knew. Jim? Not so much, people. And courtesy of that informational black hole, he’d focused on the wrong man in the
         last round and blown it.
      

      
      So here he was, tied with the bitch and pissed off in a hotel room in Caldwell, New York.

      
      And he wasn’t the only one with a case of the grumpies.

      
      Next door, on the far side of a connector, two deep male voices were doing the back-and-forth, in the key of frustrated-to-shit.

      
      Not a news flash. His wingmen, Adrian Vogel and Eddie Blackhawk, were not happy with him, and clearly the two of them were
         chewing him out in absentia.
      

      
      This goin’-back-to-Caldie-Caldie-Caldie wasn’t so much the issue. It was the reason Jim had dragged them all here.

      
      His eyes shifted across the duvet. Dog was curled up in a tight ball beside him, his scruffy fur giving the impression that
         he’d been heavily moussed and put into a stiff wind, even though he hadn’t. Next to the little guy, there was a computer printout
         of a three-week-old newspaper article from the Caldwell Courier Journal. The title was “Local Girl Missing,” and off to the side of the text, there was a picture of a group of smiling friends,
         heads close together, arms wrapped around one another’s shoulders. The caption beneath the pic identified the one in the middle
         as Cecilia Barten.
      

      
      His Sissy.

      
      Well, not really “his,” but he’d come to think of her as his responsibility.
      

      
      The thing was, unlike her parents and family and friends and community, he knew where she was and what had happened to her.
         She was not part of the countless roster of runaways; nor had she been murdered by a boyfriend or a stranger; and she hadn’t
         been cut up by that serial killer who, according to the CCJ’s Web site this morning, was at large.
      

      
      She had been defiled, however. By Devina.

      
      Sissy was a virgin sacrificed to protect the demon’s mirror, that most sacred possession. Jim had found her body hanging upside
         down in front of the thing in the demon’s temporary lair and been forced to leave her behind. It had been bad enough to know
         that she’d lost her life to his enemy, but then later, he’d seen her in Devina’s wall of souls … trapped, suffering, lost
         forever among the damned who deserved that fate.
      

      
      Cecilia didn’t belong in hell. She was an innocent taken and used by evil—and Jim was going to get her free, if it was the
         last thing he did.
      

      
      Which, yeah, was why they’d come back to Caldwell. And the reason Adrian and Eddie were pissed.

      
      But no offense … fuck them.

      
      With care, Jim picked up the article and brushed his calloused thumb over the grainy image of Sissy’s long, blond hair. When
         he blinked, he saw the stuff covered in her blood and hanging down close to the drain of a white porcelain tub. Then he blinked
         again and saw her as he had the other night, in Devina’s viscous prison, terrified, confused, worried about her parents.
      

      
      He was going to do right by all of the Bartens. But Adrian’s and Eddie’s yammering was just aerobics for their pie-holes:
         He wasn’t taking his eye off the war, because he couldn’t afford to lose to Devina before he got Sissy out of the well of
         souls. Duh.
      

      
      The connecting door broke wide and Adrian, a.k.a. the Tone-deaf Wonder, walked in without knocking. Which was exactly his style.
      

      
      The angel was dressed in black, as usual, and the various piercings on his face weren’t half of what he supposedly had all
         over his body.
      

      
      “You two finished bitching about me?” Jim turned the article facedown and crossed his arms over his chest. “Or are you just
         having a little break.”
      

      
      “How about you take this seriously.”

      
      Jim got up off the bed and went nose-to-nose with his soldier. “Am I giving any indication I’m fucking around?”

      
      “You didn’t drag us back here for the war.”

      
      “The hell I didn’t.”

      
      As they faced off, Adrian was undaunted, even though as a former black ops assassin, Jim knew how to drop a heavyweight like
         the other angel twelve different ways to Sunday. “That girl is not your target,” Ad said, “and in case you haven’t noticed,
         we’re down one. Distractions are not our friend.”
      

      
      Jim gave the Sissy reference a pass: he made a point never to talk about her. His boys had been witness to him finding her
         body, and they’d seen what that had done to him—so it wasn’t as if they didn’t know enough. And there was no reason to vocalize
         what seeing her in that wall had been like. Or mention the fact that while he’d been used and abused by Devina and her minions
         during the last round, he feared the young girl might have seen everything that had been done to him.
      

      
      Shit … the stuff on that “work” table was nothing you wanted even a battle-hardened man to witness. An innocent? Who was petrified
         already?
      

      
      Besides, in actuality, the violations hadn’t bothered him one way or the other. Torture, in whatever form it took, was nothing
         more than an overload of physical sensation—but again, no one needed to eyeball that, much less his girl.
      

      
      Not that she was his.

      
      “I’m on my way to go talk to Nigel,” Jim bit out. “So if you’re finished jerking me off? Or do you want to waste my time some more.”
      

      
      “Why aren’t you already over there, then?”

      
      Well, because he’d been sitting on that bed, staring into space, wondering where in the hell Devina had taken Sissy’s body.

      
      Except Jim was just that flavor of asshole not to concede the point in the slightest.

      
      “Jim, I know that this girl is a thing to you. But come on, man, we need to take care of business.”

      
      As Ad spoke, Jim looked over the guy’s shoulder. Eddie was standing in the connector between the two rooms, his huge body
         tense, his red eyes grave, that long black braid of his over his shoulder with the tail end nearly at the waist of his leathers.
      

      
      Fuck.

      
      Adrian’s loud noise was the kind of shit you could argue with. Or punch—which had happened before. But Eddie’s steady, nonconfrontational
         routine didn’t offer you a target. It was a mirror that simply reflected your own dumb-ass behavior.
      

      
      “I’ve got this under control,” Jim said. “And I’m going to see Nigel right now.”

      
      The archangel Nigel was in his private quarters in Heaven when the summoning came through.

      
      It was about time to get out of the bath anyway.

      
      “We are due for company,” he said to Colin as he rose from the scented water.

      
      “I shall stay herein—the bath is the perfect temperature.” With that, Colin stretched in a languorous arch. His dark hair
         was damp from humidity and curling at the ends, his regal, intelligent face as relaxed as it ever got. Which was not terribly
         so. “You do realize why he’s coming.”
      

      
      “But of course.”

      
      Crossing over the white marble and pulling aside the coral-and-sapphire drapery, Nigel stepped out and was careful to resettle
         the heavy velvet-and-damask weight. No one needed to know who joined him in his bathing suite—although he suspected Bertie and Byron had an idea. They were, however,
         far too discreet to say anything.
      

      
      Drawing on a silk robe, he did not bother to clothe himself in anything more formal. Jim Heron was going to care naught about
         his apparel, and given how this was likely to go, returning to the bath was going to be necessary.
      

      
      With the pass of a hand, Nigel called the angel forth from the earth below, gathering Heron’s corporeal body up and coalescing
         it here in his private quarters.
      

      
      On his silk-wrapped chaise longue, as a matter of fact.

      
      The savior looked utterly ridiculous on the raspberry expanse, heavy arms and legs flopping off the sides, his black T-shirt
         and beat-to-hell blue jeans an offense to such delicate fabric.
      

      
      Heron came into his head a split second later and jumped to his feet, ready, alert … and none too pleased.

      
      “Ice wine?” Nigel inquired as he went over to a French bombé chest, the marble top of which served as a bar. “Or perhaps a
         dram?”
      

      
      “I want to know who is next, Nigel.”

      
      “So is that a ‘no’ on the tipple?” He took his time choosing among the Baccarat decanters, and when he poured, it was slowly,
         steadily.
      

      
      He was not some dolt of whom to make demands, and Heron needed to learn some manners.

      
      Nigel pivoted and took a sip. “ ’Tis light and refreshing.”

      
      “Fuck the wine.”

      
      Nigel let that one stay where it lay, and just stared at the savior.

      
      When the Creator had appeared unto Nigel and Devina, and explained that there would be a final contest, both sides had had
         to agree to Heron’s being the one on the field with the seven chosen souls. Naturally, each opposite wanted its values represented,
         and the end result was that this massive, war-minded angel standing afore him had equal amounts of the good and evil in him.
      

      
      Nigel believed, however, that the fact that Jim’s slain mother was within the walls of the manse here would be the tipping factor, and he still thought that was true. Moments like
         this, however, made him question the very foundation of this terminal game they were all playing.
      

      
      The angel looked ready to kill.

      
      “You have to tell me who it is.”

      
      “And as I have said before, I cannot.”

      
      “I lost, asshole. And she cheated.”

      
      “I am well aware of the lines she has o’erstepped, and if you recall, my advice to you was to let her do what she will—reprisals
         shall come.”
      

      
      “When.”

      
      “When they do.”

      
      Heron did not like that answer, and he began to pace about the ornate tent with its drapes of satin and its Oriental rugs
         and the low bedding platform—around which, Nigel realized too late, two sets of very different clothes were scattered.
      

      
      Nigel cleared his throat. “I cannot risk having an overturn that goes against us. I have stooped to Devina’s level too much
         already by giving you Adrian and Edward. If I help you any further, I chance forfeiture of not just a round, but the entire
         contest. And that is unacceptable.”
      

      
      “You know who the soul is, though. And so does Devina.”

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “And that doesn’t strike you as seriously uneven? She’s going to go after them herself—probably already has.”

      
      “By the established and agreed-upon rules, she’s not allowed to interact with the souls. She, as with myself, is supposed
         to influence you to influence them. Direct contact is not allowed.”
      

      
      “So why haven’t you stopped it?”

      
      “ ’Tis not my purview.”

      
      “Oh, for fuck’s sake, Nigel, grow a set—”

      
      “I assure you, his balls are just fine.”

      
      At the dry interjection, both Nigel and the savior turned to the draped archway that led into the bath. Colin hadn’t bothered with a robe, but was standing there unapologetically nude.
      

      
      And now that he had everyone’s attention, the archangel tacked on, “I’ll also ask you to watch your language, mate.”

      
      Heron’s brows shot up, and there was a moment of tennis matching, whereupon his head went back and forth between the two of
         them.
      

      
      Nigel cursed under his breath. So much for decorum. And privacy. “Ice wine, Colin?” he said gruffly. “And mayhap some robing?”

      
      “I’m fine.”

      
      “True enough. But your lack of modesty offers you no better cover than the temperate air in this tent. And I have a guest.”

      
      A grunt was all that came in manner of reply. Which was Colin’s way of proclaiming that there was no reason to be a stuffy
         old tart.
      

      
      Lovely.

      
      Nigel turned back to the savior. “I am sorry that I cannot grant you what you seek. Believe that.”

      
      “You helped me with the first.”

      
      “I was permitted that license.”

      
      “And look at how number two turned out.”

      
      Nigel hid his agreeing concern behind a sip of his glass. “Your passion is laudable. And I will tell you that your return
         to Caldwell is well-served.”
      

      
      “Thanks for the tip. There are two million people in that goddamn town. Hardly narrows it down.”

      
      “Nothing is arbitrary, and there are no coincidences, Jim. In fact, there is another who shall seek what you do, and as the
         separate quests unite, you will find the next soul.”
      

      
      “No offense, but that doesn’t mean shit.” Heron glanced at Colin. “And I’m not going to apologize to the talk police for that.
         Sorry.”
      

      
      Colin crossed his arms over his bare chest. “Suit yourself, lad. And I’ll do the same.”

      
      Read: Maybe I’ll pop you now. Or maybe later.
      

      
      The last thing Nigel needed was a fistfight in his quarters as undoubtedly that would bring the other archangels, as well
         as Tarquin at a full gallop. Hardly the intermission one looked for.
      

      
      “Colin,” he said, “do go soak your head.”

      
      “I’m wet enough, thank you.”

      
      “That is a matter of opinion,” Nigel muttered before addressing Jim again. “Go forth and have faith that you will be where
         you should and do what you must.”
      

      
      “I don’t believe in fate, Nigel. That’s like picking up an unloaded gun and thinking it’ll shoot something. You’ve got to
         put the bullets in the chamber yourself.”
      

      
      “And I am telling you there are greater things at work than your efforts.”

      
      “Okay, wonderful, so put that on a Christmas card. But don’t try to feed that bullshit to me.”

      
      Staring into the hard face of the savior, Nigel knew a flash of fear. With this attitude, there was yet one more thing stacked
         against the angels prevailing. And yet what could he do? Heron had no patience or faith, but that did naught to change the
         rules of the game or the likelihood that the Creator would inevitably redress Devina’s liberties.
      

      
      At least the latter worked in their favor.

      
      “I believe we are through,” Nigel said. “Nothing favorable shall come from our continued conversing.”

      
      There was a dark, rather evil moment during which Heron regarded him with a kind of fury.

      
      “Fine,” the savior said. “But I don’t give up this easy.”

      
      “And I am the mountain that will not be moved.”

      
      “Roger that.”

      
      In between one blink and the next, that angel was gone. And it was not until silence rang out within the tent that Nigel realized
         he had not been the one to send Heron on his way. He had done that himself.
      

      
      He was becoming stronger, wasn’t he.

      
      “Do you want me to go down and watch over him,” Colin said.

      
      “When I agreed to him as the chosen one, I thought there were enough reins to hold him. I truly did.”
      

      
      “And so I say, shall I depart and watch o’er him?”

      
      Nigel turned to his dearest friend, who was so much more than a colleague and a confidant. “That is the purpose of Adrian
         and Edward.”
      

      
      “Stipulated. But I worry where his growing competence will take him. We are not on a good path with this.”

      
      Nigel took another sip of his wine and stared at the empty space that Heron had just inhabited. Though he kept silent, he
         had to agree. The question was, what to do, what to do …
      

   
      
      CHAPTER 
3

      
      Down below, in the cold woods next to the Monroe Motel & Suites, Veck stood in the direct glare of the ambulance’s headlights,
         his partner de la Cruz on his right, his buddy Bails on the left. Spotlit as he was, he felt like he was onstage as Kroner
         was rolled out from the trees on a gurney.
      

      
      Except there was only one person looking at him.

      
      Internal Affairs officer Sophia Reilly.

      
      She was standing off to the side, and as their eyes locked, he wished they were getting together under different circumstances—again. The first time he’d been introduced to her had been because he’d corked that paparazzo.
      

      
      This shit made one sucker punch look like a day at the beach.

      
      The thing was, he’d liked her the moment he’d shaken her hand, and that first impression had only been reinforced tonight:
         The detective in him had so approved of her questions just now, as well as the way she’d looked him over, like even if he’d
         been bullshitting her—and he hadn’t—she would have known.
      

      
      But they had to stop meeting like this. Literally.

      
      Over at the asphalt lip of the parking lot, there was a thunch as the medics shut the double doors of the ambulance and then the vehicle backed out, taking the illumination with it. As
         Reilly turned to watch the departure, she was in the shadows—until she clicked on a flashlight.
      

      
      Before she came back over, de la Cruz leaned into him and spoke softly: “Do you want a lawyer.”

      
      “Why would he need a lawyer,” Bails snapped.

      
      Veck shook his head at his buddy. He understood the guy’s loyalty, but it was a shitload more faith than he had in himself
         at the moment. “It’s a fair question.”
      

      
      “So do you?” de la Cruz whispered.

      
      Officer Reilly circled around the blood pool, wending in and out of the trunks and branches, small sticks snapping under her
         feet, the sounds loud in his ears.
      

      
      She stopped in front of him. “I’m going to have follow-up questions tomorrow, but you can go home now.”

      
      Veck narrowed his eyes. “You’re letting me go.”

      
      “You were never in my custody, Detective.”

      
      “And that’s it.”

      
      “No, not at all. But you’re through here tonight.”

      
      Veck shook his head. “Listen, Officer, that can’t be—”

      
      “The CSI people are on the way. I don’t want you here when they go through the scene because it represents a potential compromise
         to their work. That clear enough for you?”
      

      
      Ah. And he should have guessed. It was dark here in the woods. He could easily pick up or manipulate evidence from the ground
         without anyone knowing, and she’d been trying to give him a gracious way out.
      

      
      She was smart, he thought.

      
      She also happened to be beautiful: In the reflected glow of the flashlight, she was stunning in the way that only a natural,
         healthy woman could be—with no heavy makeup to gunk up her pores or weigh down her lids, and no greasy, slippery gloss on
         her mouth, she was utterly un-fake.
      

      
      And that heavy dark red hair and that deep green stare weren’t exactly hard on the eyes, either.

      
      Plus there was her take-no-shit attitude …

      
      “Fair enough, Officer,” he murmured.
      

      
      “Please report to the sarge’s office at eight thirty a.m. tomorrow.”

      
      “You got it.”

      
      As Bails muttered something under his breath, Veck prayed the bastard kept his opinions to himself. Reilly was just doing
         her job—and being damn professional about it. The least they could do was pay her the respect back.
      

      
      Before his buddy could spout anything else, Veck clapped palms with Bails and nodded at de la Cruz. As he went to walk off,
         Reilly’s low, serious voice broke out through the night.
      

      
      “Detective.”

      
      He looked over his shoulder. “Yeah, Officer.”

      
      “I’m going to have to take your gun. And your badge. And that knife holster.”

      
      Right. Of course. “Badge is in the leather coat over there on the ground. Do you want to do the honors on my nine and strap?”

      
      “Yes, please. And I’ll take your cell phone, too, if you don’t mind.”

      
      As she stepped in close, he smelled her perfume. Nothing fruity or flowery or, God forbid, that vanilla shit. Nothing he could
         place commercially, either. Shampoo, maybe? Had she gotten the call just when she’d been stepping out of the shower?
      

      
      Now, there was a picture….

      
      Wait a minute. Was he actually fantasizing about his coworker … five feet from a murder scene? While he was a suspect?
      

      
      Wow.

      
      Yup, that was all he had on that one.

      
      Reilly put her flashlight in her mouth, and then her bright blue gloved hands reached forward. As he lifted his arms to help
         her get to his waist, a subtle tugging registered in his hips, the kind of thing that he would have felt if she’d been taking
         off his pants—

      
      The electric bolt that shot down into his cock was a surprise—and Christ, he was glad that beam was flashing right at his chest and not in a southerly direction.
      

      
      Man, this was so damned wrong—and unlike him. He didn’t hit on colleagues, whether they were admin assistants, fellow detectives
         … or Internal Affairs officers. Too much hassle when the inevitable end to the one-night stand came—

      
      Dear God, where was his head at?

      
      Not on reality, apparently.

      
      It was almost like the magnitude of what had happened on that patch of red-stained leaves over there was so great, his brain
         was seeking shelter in any topic other than the giant, bloody elephant in the forest.
      

      
      Then again, maybe he’d just lost his mind. Period.

      
      “Thank you, Detective,” Reilly said as she stepped back with his weapon and leather holster. “Your phone?”

      
      He handed it over. “You want my wallet?”

      
      “Yes, but you can keep your driver’s license.”

      
      When the handoffs were finished, she tacked on, “Further, I’ll ask you to remove your clothing at home, bag it, and turn it
         in to me tomorrow.”
      

      
      “No problem. And you know where to find me,” he said, his voice gruff.

      
      “Yes, I do.”

      
      As they got ready to part, there was no coy duck of her chin and flash of the eyes. No hair flipping. No brush of the hip.
         Which, okay, would have been ridiculous under the circumstances—but he had the sense that the two of them could have been
         at a club by the bar and she wouldn’t have pulled any of that obvious crap anyway. Not her style.
      

      
      Shit, she really did just keep getting more attractive by the minute. This kept up and he was going to end up asking her to
         marry him next week.
      

      
      Har-har, hardy-har-har.

      
      On that note, Veck turned away from her for the second time. And was surprised to hear her say, “You sure you don’t want a
         coat, Detective? I’ve got an extra flak jacket in my trunk, and it’s going to be cold on that bike of yours.”
      

      
      “I’ll be fine.”
      

      
      For some reason, he didn’t want to look back. Probably because of the peanut-gallery combo of de la Cruz and Bails.

      
      Yeah. That was it.

      
      At his BMW, he threw his leg over the seat and grabbed his helmet. He hadn’t worn the damn thing on the way here, but he needed
         to conserve body heat—and as he pulled it on, he half expected de la Cruz to wander over to revisit the lawyer issue. Instead,
         the venerable detective stayed where he was and spoke with Officer Reilly.
      

      
      Bails was the one who came up. The guy was in gym clothes, his short hair spiky, his dark eyes a little aggressive—no doubt
         because he didn’t like Reilly taking over. “You sure you’re okay to get home?”
      

      
      “Yeah.”

      
      “You want me to follow you?”

      
      “Nah.” Likely the guy would anyway. He was just that way.

      
      “I know you didn’t do it.”

      
      As Veck stared at his buddy, he was tempted to unload everything—the two sides to him, the split that he had felt coming
         for years, the fear that what he’d worried about had finally happened. Hell, he knew he could trust the guy. He and Bails
         had been at the police academy together years ago, and though they’d gone their separate ways, they’d stayed tight and in
         touch—until Bails had recruited him to come up from Manhattan to join the Caldwell homicide team.
      

      
      Two weeks. He’d been on the force here for only two frickin’ weeks.

      
      Just as he opened his mouth, a van pulled behind to other CPD cars, announcing the arrival of Team Nitpick.

      
      Veck shook his head. “Thanks, man. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      
      With a swift punch of his boot, he kick-started the engine, and as he pumped the gas, he glanced back to the scene. Reilly
         was kneeling by his jacket, going through its pockets. Just like she was going to do with his wallet.
      

      
      Oh, shit. She was going to find—

      
      “Call me if you want me to come over, man.”

      
      “Yeah. I will.”

      
      Veck nodded at Bails and eased his bike off the shoulder, thinking he really didn’t need her to see the two Trojans he always
         kept in that inside slot behind his credit cards.
      

      
      Funny, being a slut had never really bothered him before. Now, he wished he’d tied it in a knot years ago.

      
      When he got out to the proper road, he gunned the bike hard, and went roaring off. As he rocketed through 149’s twists and
         turns, he leaned into the corners, ducking down tight over the handlebars, becoming just another aerodynamic part of the BMW.
         With his lick-split velocity, winding turns became nothing but quick jogs left and right as he and the bike wagered on the
         laws of physics.
      

      
      Given that he was betting everything he had at this speed? He’d be lucky if he left anything big enough to bury.

      
      Faster. Faster. Fast—

      
      Unfortunately, or fortunately, he wasn’t sure which, the end for him did not come in a screeching rip into the trees to avoid
         a Buick or a Bambi.
      

      
      It was a Polo Ralph Lauren outlet store.

      
      Or specifically, the light right before the place.

      
      Pulling out of the tunnel vision he’d enjoyed made him feel strangely disoriented, and the only reason he stopped at the red
         was that there were a couple of cars in front of him and he was forced to obey the traffic laws or ride over their roofs.
         The goddamn light took forever, and the lineup he was in moved at a snail’s pace when it finally got its green on.
      

      
      Then again, he could have been popping sixty-five on the highway and it would have felt like he was twiddling his thumbs.

      
      But it wasn’t like he was trying to run from something. Of course not.

      
      Passing by Nike, Van Heusen, and Brooks Brothers, he felt as empty as the huge parking lots, and there was a part of him that wanted to keep going … past this retail fringe, through Caldie’s suburban maze, out around the skyscrapers, and
         over the bridge to God only knew where.
      

      
      The trouble was, everywhere he went … there he was: Geographical relocation wasn’t going to change the face in the mirror.
         Or that part of him that he’d never understood, but never questioned. Or what the fuck had gone down tonight.
      

      
      He must have killed that sick bastard. There was no other explanation. And he didn’t know what Reilly was thinking in letting
         him go. Maybe he just needed to confess…. Yeah, but to what? That he went there with the intent to kill, and then he—

      
      The headache that plowed into his front lobe was the kind of thing you couldn’t think around. All you did was groan and close
         your eyes—not the best move when you were on a bike that was basically just an engine with a padded seat screwed to it.
      

      
      Forcing himself to focus on the road and nothing else, he was relieved when the cranial thumping eased off and he pulled into
         his development.
      

      
      The house he lived in was in a neighborhood full of teachers, nurses, and sales reps. There were a lot of young kids, and
         the yards were maintained by amateurs—which meant in the summer there was probably going to be a lot of crabgrass, but at
         least the shit would be mowed regularly.
      

      
      Veck was the outlier: He had no wife, no kids, and he was never going to bust out a Toro or a Lawn-Boy. Fortunately, he had
         the vibe that the neighbors on either side of his postage stamp of a yard were the type to cheerfully encroach with their
         blades.
      

      
      Good people. Who had told them they felt safer with a cop next door.

      
      Showed what they knew.

      
      His two-story house was about as fancy and unique as a penny from the seventies. Which, as it turned out, was the last time
         the place had been wallpapered.
      

      
      Pulling up to the garage, he dismounted and left his helmet hanging from the handlebars. There wasn’t a lot of crime in this area—so his mowing neighbors were getting a bum deal on
         a lot of levels.
      

      
      He went in the side door, passed through the mudroom and walked into his kitchen. Not a lot of Food Network going down in
         here: all he had were a couple of empty pizza boxes on the counter, and some Starbucks dead soldiers clustered around the
         sink. Half-opened mail and loosely stacked reports were on the table. Laptop was closed down for the day next to a Valpak
         coupon book he was never going to use and a cable bill that was not yet overdue but probably would be because he sucked at
         paying shit on time.
      

      
      Always too busy to write a check out or go online to pay.

      
      God, the only difference between this place and the office downtown was the fact that there was a king-size bed upstairs.

      
      On that note, Officer Reilly wanted him to get naked, didn’t she.

      
      Snagging a Glad trash bag from under the kitchen sink, he went upstairs, thinking he was going to have to hire a cleaner to
         come once a week so that he didn’t end up with cobwebs in every corner and dust bunnies going IVF clinic under the couch.
         But this was no home and was never going to be. Pine-Sol and 409 four times a month didn’t get you cozy.
      

      
      Although at least the occasional chick he brought in would have somewhere halfway decent to get re-dressed in.

      
      His bedroom was at the front of the house, and all it had in it was that big bed and a bureau. His boots, socks and pants
         came off quick. Turtleneck was the same. As he peeled off his black boxer briefs, he refused to think of Officer Reilly handling
         them. Just was not going to go there.
      

      
      Heading into the bath, he turned on the shower, and as he waited for it to get warm, he stood in front of the mirror over
         the sink. No reflection to bother with—he’d covered the glass with a beach towel the day he’d moved in.
      

      
      He was not a fan of mirrors.

      
      Lifting his hands, he held them out palms down. Then flipped them. Then looked under his nails.
      

      
      It appeared as though his body, as with his mind, was empty of clues. Although you could argue that no scratches, no blood,
         no gore on him was an indicator—and no doubt what the fine Officer Reilly had noticed and acted on.
      

      
      Man, this was the second time in his life he’d been in this situation. And the first …

      
      No reason to think about his mother’s murder. Not on a night like tonight.

      
      Stepping into the shower, he closed his eyes and let the spray fall down his head and shoulders and face. Soap. Rinse. Shampoo.
         Rinse.
      

      
      He was standing in the steamy, wet heat when he felt the draft: Sure as if someone had opened the window by the toilet, the
         blast of air shot over the top of the plastic curtain and brushed across his skin. Goose bumps came when called, popping out
         across his chest and shooting down his legs and back.
      

      
      The window hadn’t been opened, however.

      
      And this was why he’d removed the glass wall of the shower and covered that built-in mirror over the sink. Those two things
         had been the only changes he’d made to the house, and the unimprovement had been for his own sanity. He’d been shaving for
         years without his reflection.
      

      
      “Get the fuck away from me,” he said, closing his eyes and keeping them that way.

      
      The draft swirled around his legs, feeling like hands roaming over his flesh, going higher, fondling his sex before hitting
         his abdomen and his pecs, up to his neck … his face….
      

      
      Cold hands ran through his hair—

      
      “Leave me alone!” He threw out his arm and shoved the curtain aside. As warm air greeted him, he bore down at his core, trying
         to kick the intruder out, kill the connection.
      

      
      Stumbling over to the counter, he braced his arms and leaned down, breathing hard and hating himself, hating this night, hating
         his life.
      

      
      He knew damn well that it was possible, if you had multiple personality disorder, for a part of you to break free and act
         independently. Sufferers could be completely unaware of the actions their body had taken, even if it involved violence—

      
      As that headache started kicking his temples like tires again, he cursed and dried off; then pulled on the flannel shirt and
         NYPD academy sweatpants he’d slept in the night before and left on the back of the toilet. He was about to go downstairs when
         a quick glance out the window held him in place.
      

      
      There was a car parked across the street about two houses down.

      
      He knew every vehicle in the neighborhood, all the trucks, vans, SUVs, sedans, and hybrids, and that shadow-colored, late-model
         American nothing-much was not on the list.
      

      
      It was, however, exactly the kind of unmarked that the Caldwell Police Department used.

      
      Reilly was having him surveilled. Good move—exactly what he would have done in her position.

      
      Might even be her in the flesh.

      
      Hitting the stairs, he hesitated at the front door, drawn to go out in his bare feet, because maybe she, or whoever it was,
         had some answers from the scene….
      

      
      With a curse, he pulled himself out of that bright idea and headed for the kitchen. There had to be something to eat in the
         cupboards. Had to be.
      

      
      Pulling them open and finding a lot of shelf space and nothing more, he wondered exactly what grocery-fairy he thought had
         magically come and delivered food.
      

      
      Then again he could just throw some ketchup on a pizza box and chow down. Probably good for his fiber in-take.

      
      Yum.

      
      Two houses down from Detective DelVecchio’s, Reilly was behind the wheel and partially blinded.

      
      “By all that is holy …” She rubbed her eyes. “Do you not believe in curtains?”
      

      
      As she prayed for the image of a spectacularly naked colleague to fade from her retinas, she seriously rethought her decision
         to do the stakeout herself. She was exhausted, for one thing—or had been before she’d seen just about everything Veck had
         to offer.
      

      
      Take out the just.
      

      
      One bene was that she was really frickin’ awake now, thank you very much—she might as well have licked two fingers and shoved
         them into a socket: a full-frontal like that was enough to give her the perm she’d wanted back when she’d been thirteen.
      

      
      Muttering to herself, she dropped her hands into her lap again. And gee whiz, as she stared at the dash, all she saw … was
         everything she’d seen.
      

      
      Yeah, wow, on some men, no clothes was so much more than just naked.
      

      
      And to think she’d almost missed the show. She’d parked her unmarked and just called in her position when the upstairs lights
         had gone on and she gotten a gander at the vista of a bedroom. Easing back into her seat, it hadn’t dawned on her exactly
         where the unobstructed view was going to take them both—she’d just been interested that it appeared to be nothing but a bald
         lightbulb on the ceiling of what had to be the master suite.
      

      
      Then again, bachelor pad decorating tended to be either storage-unit crammed or Death Valley–barren.

      
      Veck was obviously the Death Valley variety.

      
      Except suddenly she hadn’t been thinking about interior decorating, because her suspect had stepped into the bathroom and
         flipped the switch.
      

      
      Hellllllllo, big boy.

      
      In too many ways to count.

      
      “Stop thinking about it … stop thinking about—”

      
      Closing her eyes again didn’t help: If she’d reluctantly noticed before how well he filled out his clothes, now she knew exactly
         why. He was heavily muscled, and given that he didn’t have any hair on his chest, there was nothing to obscure those hard pecs and that six-pack and the carved ridges
         that went over his hips.
      

      
      Matter of fact, when it came to manscaping, all he had was a dark stripe that ran between his belly button and his …

      
      You know, maybe size did matter, she thought.

      
      “Oh, for chrissakes.”

      
      In an attempt to get her brain focused on something, anything more appropriate, she leaned forward and looked out the opposite
         window. As far as she could tell, the house directly across from him had privacy shades across every available view. Good
         move, assuming he paraded around like that every night.
      

      
      Then again, maybe the husband had strung those puppies up so that his wife didn’t get a case of the swoons.

      
      Bracing herself, she glanced back at Veck’s place. The lights were off upstairs and she had to hope now that he was dressed
         and on the first floor, he stayed that way.
      

      
      God, what a night.

      
      She was still waiting for any evidence that came from the scene, but she’d made up her mind already about Kroner’s injuries.
         There were coyotes in those woods. Bears. Cats of the non–Meow Mix variety. Chances were good that the guy had come walking
         through there with the scent of dried blood on his clothes and something with four paws had viewed him as a Happy Meal. Veck
         could well have tried to step in and been shoved to the side. After all, he’d been rubbing his temples like he’d had pain
         there, and God knew head trauma had been known to cause short-term memory loss.
      

      
      The lack of physical evidence on him supported the theory; that was for sure.

      
      And yet …

      
      God, that father of his. It was impossible not to factor him in even a little.

      
      Like every criminal justice major, she’d studied Thomas DelVecchio Sr. as part of her courses—but she’d also spent considerable time on him in her deviant-psych classes. Veck’s dad was your classic serial killer: smart, cunning, committed
         to his “craft,” utterly remorseless. And yet, having watched videos of his interviews with police, he came across as handsome,
         compelling, and affable. Classy. Very non-monster.
      

      
      But then again, like a lot of psychopaths, he’d cultivated an image and sustained it with care. He’d been very successful
         as a dealer of antiquities, although his establishment in that haughty, lofty world of money and privilege had been a complete
         self-invention. He’d come from absolutely nothing, but had had a knack for charming rich people—as well as a talent for going
         overseas and coming back with ancient artifacts and statues that were extremely marketable. It wasn’t until the killings had
         started to surface that his business practices came under scrutiny, and to this day, no one had any idea where he’d found
         the stuff he had—it was almost as if he’d had a treasure trove somewhere in the Middle East. He certainly hadn’t helped authorities
         sort things out, but what were they going to do to him? He was already on death row.
      

      
      Not for much longer, though, evidently.

      
      What had Veck’s mother been like—

      
      The knock on the window next to her head was like a shot ringing out, and she had her weapon palmed and pointed to the sound
         less than a heartbeat afterward.
      

      
      Veck was standing in the street next to her car, his hands up, his wet hair glossy in the streetlights.

      
      Lowering her weapon, she put her window down with a curse.

      
      “Quick reflexes, Officer,” he murmured.

      
      “Do you want to get shot, Detective?”

      
      “I said your name. Twice. You were deep in thought.”

      
      Thanks to what she’d seen in that bathroom, the flannel shirt and academy sweats he had on seemed eminently removable, the
         kind of duds that wouldn’t resist a shove up or a pull down. But come on, like she hadn’t seen every aisle in his grocery
         store already?
      

      
      “You want my clothes now?” he said as he held up a trash bag.
      

      
      “Yes, thank you.” She accepted the load through her window and put the things down on the floor. “Boots, too?”

      
      As he nodded, he said, “Can I bring you some coffee? I don’t have much in my kitchen, but I think I can find a clean mug and
         I got instant.”
      

      
      “Thanks. I’m okay.”

      
      There was a pause. “There a reason you’re not looking me in the eye, Officer?”

      
      I just saw you buck naked, Detective. “Not at all.” She pegged him right in the peepers. “You should get inside. It’s chilly.”

      
      “The cold doesn’t bother me. You going to be here all night?”

      
      “Depends.”

      
      “On whether I am, right.”

      
      “Yup.”

      
      He nodded, and then glanced around casually like they were nothing but neighbors chatting about the weather. So calm. So confident.
         Just like his father.
      

      
      “Can I be honest with you?” he said abruptly. “You’d better be, Detective.”

      
      “I’m still surprised you let me go.”

      
      She ran her hands around the steering wheel. “May I be honest with you?”

      
      “Yeah.”

      
      “I let you go because I really don’t think you did it.”

      
      “I was at the scene and I had blood on me.”

      
      “You called nine-one-one, you didn’t leave, and that kind of death is very messy to perpetrate.”

      
      “Maybe I cleaned up.”

      
      “There wasn’t a shower in those woods as far as I saw.” Do. Not. Think. Of. Him. Naked.

      
      When he started to shake his head like he was going to argue, Reilly cut him off. “Why are you trying to convince me I’m wrong?”

      
      That shut him up. At least for a moment. Then he said in a low voice, “Are you going to feel safe tailing me.”
      

      
      “Why wouldn’t I?”

      
      For the first time, emotion bled through his cool expression, and her heart stopped: There was fear in his eyes, as if he
         didn’t trust himself.
      

      
      “Veck,” she said softly, “is there anything I don’t know.”

      
      He crossed his arms over that big chest of his and his weight went back and forth on his hips as if he were thinking. Then
         he hissed, and started rubbing his temple.
      

      
      “I’ve got nothing,” he muttered. “Listen, just do us both a favor, Officer. Keep that gun close by.”

      
      He didn’t look back as he turned and walked across the street.

      
      He wasn’t wearing any shoes, she realized.

      
      Putting up the window, she watched him go into the house and shut the door. Then the lights in the house went out, except
         for the hallway on the second floor.
      

      
      Settling in, she eased down in her seat and stared at all those windows. Shortly thereafter, a massive shadow walked into
         the living room—or rather, appeared to be dragging something? Like a couch?
      

      
      Then Veck sat down and his head disappeared as if he were stretching out on something.

      
      It was almost like they were sleeping side by side. Well, except for the walls of the house, the stretch of scruffy spring
         lawn, the sidewalk, the asphalt, and the steel cage of her Crown Victoria.
      

      
      Reilly’s lids drifted down, but that was a function of the angle of her head. She wasn’t tired and she wasn’t worried about
         falling asleep. She was wide-awake in the dark interior of the car.
      

      
      And yet she reached over and hit the door-lock button.

      
      Just in case.

   
      
      CHAPTER 
4

      
      As the demon Devina wandered up and back across cold concrete, her path was not straight, but full of curves. Winding in and
         out of rows of bureaus, the discordant tick-tocking of hundreds of clocks drowned out the clip-clip of her Louboutins.
      

      
      Everything had been given a place here, her collection safely moved into the basement of this two-story office building. The
         location was perfect, just outside of Caldwell’s downtown, and to appear legitimate and uncontroversial, she projected an
         illusion that a human resources firm took up the space above where she was pacing: As far as people were aware, a hustling,
         bustling business had rented the place to accommodate its expansion.
      

      
      Stupid humans. As if in this economy anyone was hiring or could afford hand-holding when it came to filling jobs.

      
      Pausing by a Hepplewhite bow front that had been made in Providence, Rhode Island, in 1801, she ran her hand over the mahogany
         top. The original finish was still on the piece, but then again, she’d kept the thing safe from sun and water damage since
         she’d bought it over two hundred years before. In its drawers were baskets full of buttons and rows of spectacles and jumbles
         of rings in boxes. The other bureaus had similar objects, all personal items fashioned out of various metals.
      

      
      Aside from her mirror, this collection of hers was the most precious thing she had. It was the tie to her souls down below,
         the tethering security she needed when she felt insecure or stressed-out here on earth.
      

      
      As she did now.

      
      The problem tonight, however, was that for the first time since she’d started hoarding aeons ago, she was not calmed, nor
         reassured, nor eased. Walking around this repository of objects, she was summarily unaided by the addiction that had long
         proved to be so useful.
      

      
      And what seemed even worse? This evening should have been “a seminal moment,” as her therapist called them, a time to center
         herself and savor her accomplishments: She had won the last round against Jim Heron, and even though he and Adrian and Eddie
         had infiltrated her previous lair, she had safely gotten her things installed in this new, secure facility.
      

      
      She should have been fucking ecstatic.

      
      But shit-on-a-shingle, even the scent of fresh death drifting over from the bathroom gave her no pleasure: To protect her
         mirror, she needed so much more than what ADT or Brinks monitoring had to offer, and the new sacrificial virgin she’d strung
         up over her tub was bleeding out nicely—getting ready to be useful, not just decorative.
      

      
      Everything was going her way, at least on the surface, and yet she felt so …

      
      Ennui, she believed it was called … and what a lovely name for such a crappy, unmotivated state.

      
      Maybe she was just exhausted from setting everything up after the move. She had about forty bureaus full of acquisitions from
         all eras of humanity, and whenever she was forced to reestablish herself in another place, she was compelled to touch every
         single object one by one, reconnecting with the essence of the victim that lingered in the metal. She had yet to start on
         the contact ritual, however, and was a little surprised at herself. Usually, she could focus on nothing else until she fractured time, stepped into the space between minutes, and completed the lengthy process.
      

      
      She supposed her therapist would have seen this as progress, considering the compulsion was typically prompt and undeniable:
         These precious items, from ancient Egypt to Gothic France to the Civil War and the present here in the States, were what tied
         her to home when she was so far away.
      

      
      Still, there was no panicky rush to snuggle up with what was hers for eternity. All she seemed to want to do was mope around
         and pace.
      

      
      It was all Jim Heron’s fault.

      
      He was just too defiant. Dominant. Extraordinary.

      
      He had been chosen by her and that supercilious son-ofabitch Nigel because Heron was equal parts good and evil—and as she
         had learned through the ages, when it came to mankind, evil always won. In fact, she’d assumed that drawing him over to her
         side would be nothing but a tedious bore, the kind of thing she had done to men and women since time had cast its first hour
         so very long ago.
      

      
      Instead … it was she who had been sucked in and seduced.

      
      Heron was just so … unownable. Even when he had turned himself over to her and she had been playing with him, her minions
         swarming him, her true nature revealed … he had been unbowed, unbending, unyielding.
      

      
      And that strength made him unattainable.

      
      She had never known that before. From anyone.

      
      The thing was, it was in her very nature to take over: She was a perfect parasite, niggling her way in and replicating her
         essence until what she had entered became hers forever.
      

      
      Heron’s challenge to her was intoxicating, a slap in the face, a breath of fresh air. But it also seemed to deflate the importance
         of everything else.
      

      
      Pulling open a drawer, she took out a thin gold bracelet that had a little dove charm dangling off of it. The inscription
         on the inside was in cursive and just precious. From parents to a daughter. With a date from the year before. Blah, blah, blah.
      

      
      She hated the name Cecilia. She really did.

      
      That irrelevant virgin … what a thorn in her side. The purpose of that Barten girl had been to protect the mirror. Now the
         little shit had some kind of connection with Jim—

      
      Just as she was going to crush the fragile memento, a waft of warmth went through her, as if a lover’s touch had passed not
         just over her flesh, but through to her very bones.
      

      
      Jim.

      
      It was Jim. Calling to her.
      

      
      Ditching the bracelet, she hip-checked the drawer closed and ran down the row to an ornate floor-length mirror that functioned
         only to check her appearance. As she went, she changed her form, assuming the body of a gorgeous brunette who had gravity-defying
         breasts and an ass with more ledge than a bookshelf.
      

      
      Fluffing her hair, she smoothed her black skirt, and decided the hem was too long. Willing it upward, she pivoted and flashed
         her smooth thighs and perfect calves.
      

      
      Suddenly, she was alive.
      

      
      Well, alive wasn’t technically correct. But that was what it felt like: In the space of a moment, her mood had gone from buried to flying.
      

      
      Except she was not going to be stupid about this.

      
      Confident of her hemline, her neckline, and her hairline, she went into the bathroom.

      
      “How do I look?”

      
      She did a little twirl in front of the young man who was hanging upside down over her tub. Except he didn’t have anything
         to say, even though his eyes were open.
      

      
      “Oh, what the hell do you know.”

      
      She bent down and dipped her fingertips into the blood that had been steadily draining out of his carotid artery. Impatient
         with the delay, she quickly traced around the doorjambs and the floor, going back and forth to the tub to get more. The purity
         of his essence formed a seal that was better than any security alarm any human could ever create—plus, the process rid the world of one more mortal creature.
      

      
      Made her job easier.

      
      Closing herself in with Mr. Chatty, she turned to face the ancient mirror that hung in a mangy frame that had rotted out centuries
         and centuries ago. The leaded-glass surface had a constantly shifting reflection, waves of dark gray and black swirling around
         a background the color of a rug stain. The thing was a hideous portal, and the only way for her to get to her well of souls.
      

      
      “Hang out,” she told the stiff. “I’ll be back.”

      
      Stepping through the surface of the mirror, she was pulled into a vicious suction, and she gave herself over freely, the body
         she assumed going taffy through the worm-hole. On the far side, she emerged at the base of her well, spit out of the tempest,
         but requiring no time to recover.
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