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  Prologue


  Rain cloaks the streets. He moves silently, ignoring the water running in a steady stream from the brim of his fedora. Cold moisture slaps his face, but he takes no notice.


  There has been another slaughter.


  His vision alters, as if a red filter has crept across the lens of his eyes. Coveted memory shimmers then takes on scarlet-tinged reality. He sees the nameless woman sprawled on the ground, her blood drained from her body, nothing but a pale, empty corpse.


  The wind beats at him, carrying the sudden, sweet scent of fear. His mouth waters. Hunger stirs. Harsh laughter breaks from his throat, a sound to make any sane man run for his life. It’s madness to tempt himself like this.


  But what is madness compared to the abject horror of reality? To a vampire, madness is a relative thing.


  Chapter One


  Wet misery fell from the sky. Detective Elizabeth Andrews grimaced. Hell of a way to spend a Sunday evening. She clicked the ON button of her department-issued, plastic-shrouded digital recorder and knelt next to the body.


  Hell of a way for this woman to die.


  Keeping her voice devoid of emotion, she spoke into the built-in microphone. “Sunday, seven forty-two p.m., Bricktown, behind the abandoned Kelsey warehouse. The victim is young, female, maybe twenty-three years of age and Caucasian, light build. She’s dressed conservatively, fully clothed. Her blouse is ripped open. There’s no sign of sexual assault, but she’s been mutilated. Her heart appears to be missing.”


  Falling rain mocked both victim and advocate. It gurgled with glee as it washed away vital clues along with the dirt on the street. A knot of compassion rose in Beth’s throat, choking her ability to swallow. She coughed, pushed back her feelings and continued the description—her job demanded it, and it was the least she could do for the victim. “Despite the severity of her wounds, there’s a surprising lack of blood. Her coloring is sheet-white. There’s no lividity—no port-wine colored stains to indicate the position of death. No sign of a struggle.”


  Tired of sadistic games, the rain stopped. Careful not to disturb what crucial evidence it left behind, Beth removed a pencil from her bag and lifted the damp blonde hair from the woman’s face. She forced herself not to look away from the victim’s throat. Or what was left of it.


  The sight threatened her, horribly familiar…a carbon copy of the earlier murders. “It appears a wild animal attacked the victim. Most of her throat is go—”


  “Let me see that.” The man’s voice came from behind her.


  Beth’s palm brushed the grip of her 9mm automatic as she stood to confront the intruder. He was familiar. Memory jogged and it was as if she had seen him in shades of gray flickering on a silver screen.


  Cue the credits, her mind said. Humphrey Bogart as Sam Spade.


  She thought it strange how he didn’t appear ludicrous…but mysterious…perhaps even dangerous. Clad in the obligatory tan trench coat, the man had pulled its collar up against the weather. The brown fedora he’d tugged low on his forehead. It shrouded his face in shadow, but she managed to catch a glimpse of his features. No, he looks more like Tyrone Power than Bogie. Gorgeous. The thought, so out of place, filled her with cold fury.


  He was trespassing.


  Beth approached the intruder. She placed her hand firmly against his chest to stop him from entering the cordoned area. A muscle tensed under her palm. He felt warm. His heart beat powerfully under her touch. And she was crass for noticing. “Stay behind the yellow ribbon. I’m not finished here. Until I am, this is my crime scene.”


  The man arched a dark brow and inclined his head toward the victim. “I’d say this is her crime scene.”


  She met his gaze without flinching. “I would say this is none of your business.”


  “Then we disagree.”


  She stepped closer, purposely invading his space. “Look, Mister, unless you’re with the police, you have no good reason to be at any crime scene. Northcutt! Get over here! Now!”


  The young cop rushed to obey.


  Keeping eye contact with the intruder, she said, “No one crosses the ribbon until I’ve finished checking the area and the Crime Scene Unit arrives. Understand?”


  Amusement flickered in the man’s eyes. He stepped around them. Ducked under the ribbon. Beth’s mouth fell open as she watched him cross the short distance to the body, bend down and examine it closely. Then, seemingly satisfied, he walked back to them with unusual grace, barely disturbing the puddles of rainwater at his feet.


  The words burst out, belated. “And why is he compromising a cordoned area?”


  Officer Northcutt sputtered as he tried to answer. Beth clenched her fist, her palm still burning from the feel of the stranger. Her attraction to him shamed her…now of all times, in these circumstances. She glared at the insolent intruder. “Detain this man. He’s not to leave. I have a few questions to ask him.”


  “You have no reason to detain me.”


  “Reason enough. You just screwed up my crime scene. You have an unusual interest in that woman’s body. Are you a ghoul who gets his jollies from the sight of dead women? Or is it more than that? You return to admire your handiwork?”


  “Nothing more than a case of idle curiosity. Don’t worry, I’ve seen enough.” He nodded and gave a brief tug on the brim of his fedora. “Always nice to chat with a lady.”


  He’s tipping his hat to me! Smart-ass…or was he serious? If so, his actions were as archaic as his clothing. She reached into her bag, exchanged the recorder for a digital camera.


  “Nice meeting you, sweetheart,” he said.


  She switched the camera’s setting to AUTOMATIC. Raised it. “Smile.” Snapped the picture. The flash cut through the darkness, exposing the murder scene with unsettling clarity, pushing his scowl into startling relief.


  “I don’t like having my photograph taken.”


  Obviously. “Why? Someone might recognize you?”


  A low growl rumbled from his chest as he stepped closer. “Stay out of my face with that camera. Understand?”


  It was difficult, but she stood her ground. “I believe I do.”


  He didn’t move away. He stood his ground, staring into her eyes with an intensity that made her feel strange, vulnerable. Anger abated and fear began to tickle her spine at the confrontation, a fear she knew how to hide. Face to face they stood, neither giving an inch as the tension built. Then he simply turned and walked away.


  And she let him. Against all her better instincts, she watched the man walk away without stopping him. She couldn’t move, couldn’t order Northcutt to detain him. A thought clutched at her as the man vanished into the darkness. Just what is he trying to hide?


  The man looked like a refugee from an old movie—a film noir or perhaps an old horror movie. Deathly handsome, yet somehow sinister, that tall, dark stranger. She made a mental note to have him checked out, then realized she didn’t know his name. “Tall, dark stranger” meant nothing to a computer database.


  As quickly as it came, her paralysis lifted. Her mind felt heavy, dull and blank.


  Anxious to examine the murder scene before the Crime Scene Unit arrived, Beth turned her back on one mystery and went to work on another. She snapped several pictures of the body, inspected the area closely. Something important lurked like a capering ghost just out of her mind’s reach. She was missing something, but what?


  Check the area again, she told herself. Damn, there had to be a clue to the murderer’s identity—a trace of fabric, fingerprints, something he’d left behind. Why couldn’t she find it? The squelch-crunch of tires on damp pavement announced the Crime Scene Unit’s arrival. Maybe the medical examiner would find something she’d missed. As for her, time to go back to the station and chip away at the mountain of paperwork that never seemed to diminish. And maybe find out what happened to her truant partner.


  “Northcutt,” she called. A vague memory…had she been rude to him in front of a civilian?


  He sauntered over, his lack of haste a witness to his injured feelings. Fair enough. Beth gave him a sunny smile. “Walk me to my car. I need to apologize for being so abrupt with you. It wasn’t your fault.” What wasn’t his fault?


  He grinned. “No problem. Just don’t let it happen again.”


  Northcutt was a cutie and he knew it…a real lady-killer, no pun intended. Her smile vanished as quickly as it came. He waved as she sped off. Her red Jeep fishtailed then straightened as the tires caught purchase on the wet asphalt. Beth ignored the danger. A song came to her from some Broadway musical. Despite everything—the body, the fuzzy feeling clogging her brain—she laughed. Its bitter sound filled the Liberty’s interior, spilling through the open window and into the night. I’m just a cockeyed optimist, she thought. Why else do I think I can make a difference in this scum-filled world?


  Shrouded in darkness, he watches her strange red motorcar pull to a stop. A smile spreads like pestilence across his face. His eyes narrow. Beneath hooded lids he glances up at the breaking clouds. The rain is moving away from the city. He is glad to see his old companion the moon, his confidant, a silent witness to the rituals of passing which strengthen him so. Bathed in its silvery glow, the woman gets out of her conveyance and walks across the parking lot to the apartment building’s entrance. Keeping to the shadows, he moves around the side of the building to stop at a window—visual access to the room where she sleeps. With a malevolent chuckle, he settles into a space between two thorny bushes. Now to watch. And wait.


  He has all the time in the world.


  Beth fought her key into the lock. Through the heavy door, she could hear the insistent ring of the phone. Hurrying to open the deadbolt, she scraped her knuckles and swore softly at the pain. This just wasn’t her night. The door crashed back against the wall. Beth ran to the phone, nearly tripping over her monster of a cat in the process.


  “Move it, Ollie. Hello?”


  A woman’s voice came across the receiver. “Is this the wife of Detective Andrews?”


  “This is Detective Andrews. How may I help you?”


  “I’m Shirley Fischer from the staff of Integris Hospital. We have a Lieutenant George Loman admitted here. He requested we call you.”


  Beth felt the first stirrings of fear. George hadn’t shown at the murder scene, when as the primary investigator it was his duty to be there. Now she knew the reason for his absence. Pard was in the hospital. He’d requested they call her…it couldn’t be too serious, could it?


  “How bad is he?” The very words shot panic into her stomach.


  “Well, Detective, he seems to have injured his back.” The woman went on to tell her George was in traction and would be laid up for at least three weeks.


  Beth frowned as she listened. Because of George’s hospital incarceration, the captain would be forced to assign a new primary. A slow smile replaced her frown. Perhaps she’d get the job. George would understand. As his partner, she’d been in on the investigation from the start.


  The woman gave her George’s room number. Beth gave him a quick call. “Pard, are you all right?”


  “Hurts like hell, or it did until the drugs kicked in.”


  “And what were you doing to throw out your back like that?”


  “Wouldn’t you like to know?”


  “I have my ideas. Listen, you have any problem with me taking primary on the case, at least until you’re out of the hospital?”


  “I expected as much. Be careful out there, Andy. This one’s a nutcase.”


  “I’ll take it under advisement. You need anything?”


  “The only thing I want from you I’m in no shape to handle right now. Ask me later.”


  She gave him a chuckle. “George Loman—ever the optimist.”


  Beth hung up the phone, grabbed a towel and returned to sink into the sofa’s soft cushions. Sighing, she kicked off her soggy shoes.


  Ollie let loose with a hoarse meow.


  She patted the spot beside her. “Join me, fur-face.”


  He jumped up on the cushion, a huge black and white beach ball on a blue and mauve Indian-blanket print. She held out her hand and he walked underneath it, rubbing his face against her palm. His formidable fangs scraped against her skin. His motor raced.


  “You’re such a pussy cat.”


  Ollie batted at her hands as she tried to towel-dry her hair. Obviously the old boy felt neglected. Beth laughed. Silly cat. With his white face, black half-moustache and considerable extra poundage, he was the mirror image of that old comedy actor Oliver Norvelle Hardy, reincarnated in feline form, of course. And, true to his past life, Ollie was often victim to physical pratfalls. Whoever said cats were graceful hadn’t met her fine, furry friend.


  Ollie meowed. Leaning her head against the back of the sofa, Beth closed her eyes and stroked his harlequin fur. The cool, silky feel of his coat helped clear her mind. Tension ebbed from her body and her mouth stretched in a yawn. Perhaps, finally, she might get some sleep.


  Icy dread chilled the warm peacefulness of beginning slumber. Her eyes popped open. Who in the hell was she kidding? Foolish to think she could sleep.


  With sleep came the dreams.


  Shuddering, she recalled the recurrent bouts of stone-cold terror that plagued her since her first contact with the case. Nightmares where victims begged for justice—where the Ripper chased her through shadow-choked streets—and where through it all she felt the terrible certainty that, somehow, it was personal.


  That she was more to him than just another victim.


  How quiet the night seemed. True, it was late, but where were the normal sounds of the city? The cheerful chirping of crickets? The comforting ocean wave swooshes of traffic as people went on with their lives, unaware of the true dangers surrounding them? Silence smothered her apartment and the lack of noise gave her the creeps.


  Beth rolled her eyes at her own silliness. This was nothing more than a simple case of nerves brought on by a ghastly crime scene and her overactive imagination. It was late, close to midnight, and she was starving.


  “Time for chow, cat.” Crossing the pastel tweed rug, then the polished wood floor, she walked into the kitchen. Never one to miss a meal, Ollie trailed close behind. She gave him some tuna. That handled, she approached the refrigerator, thinking a little magic would be nice.


  “Ladies and gentlemen.” Ollie looked up from his bowl as his strange human addressed an empty kitchen. “The management of Andrews Arms Apartment is proud to present: Beth Andrews, prestidigitator extraordinaire. Tonight, for your entertainment pleasure, she’ll make a home cooked meal appear out of thin air.” Covering her eyes with one hand, she opened the almond-enamel door with the other. “Ah-la-chicken-fried steak!”


  She flung her hand from her eyes. The refrigerator’s frugal confines stared back at her in defiance. Shrugging, she poured herself a glass of white wine, grabbed a plate of still edible fruit, some cheese and crackers then hesitated. Why not? She tucked the bottle under her arm. Scooping a folder from the entryway table, looking like the juggling act from the Greatest Show on Earth, Beth made her way to the bathroom.


  She set her meal on the vanity and moved to the claw-footed tub to turn on the faucet, making the water as hot as she could possibly bear. Maybe a hot bath would leech away her tension and ensure a good night’s rest. It was worth a try. Anything was worth a try. There was a decanter of foaming bath oil on a nearby shelf, expensive stuff, but she needed the luxury.


  The unbidden image of a horribly mutilated woman burst on her mind’s eye. Beth cringed. Not yet. She let half the perfumed oil pour into the water. It moved slowly, like maple syrup.


  Like blood.


  No. Pushing back the comparison, she removed a tray from the closet. Fitted it across the tub. Went to the bedroom to get a Waterford vase, given to her by her grandmother, and placed a silk rosebud in the fine crystal. She set it on the dresser and started to remove her clothing…first her pantyhose…then the skirt and blouse. Terrible sensations began to creep over her—wispy spider leg traces of cold air caressed her skin, eerily animate, as if the air were alive. Silent, Beth stood feeling vulnerable, uneasy, while dressed in nothing but her bra and panties. Fine hairs prickled the back of her neck. Chill bumps puckered her skin. What’s the deal?


  She knew.


  Someone outside was watching her undress!


  Cursing her foolishness for not checking the blinds in the first place—she was a cop for God’s sake—Beth grabbed a blanket from the bed and tried to cover her body, stumbling on yards of teal wool as she ran to the window.


  She peered through the glass.


  And saw nothing but the empty field behind her apartment building.


  Nerves. Nothing but a bad case of nerves. “Get a grip, Andrews,” she whispered. “Good homicide cops should keep their emotions in check.”


  The very mention of emotions dissolved them. A strange calm wrapped her in its embrace, replacing the blanket with the illusion of safety. Any desire to close the blinds disappeared. As if fear and good sense had been erased from her mind.


  Beth placed the teal spread back on the bed. Her movements casual and nonchalant, she removed her bra and panties. Icy air hit her body with the force of an attack. Shivering, she grabbed the vase and carried it into the bathroom.


  A mountain of foam had almost swallowed the tray. She hurried to turn off the water then arranged her meal. Not bad, if she did say so herself. She stepped into the water.


  Heaven, Beth thought, sinking deeper into the bubbles’ delicious warmth. She scooped some of their fragile opalescence into her palm and blew them away with a big huff. They stuck to the blue-veined tile. Adding more bubbles to the ceramic, she formed a crude face and, with a weak chuckle added the hair and neck. Instant dinner companion. Too bad he lacked broad shoulders and expressive brown eyes.


  Beth cut herself some sharp cheddar cheese and placed it on a cracker. Finished it and bit into a strawberry. Freshness burst on her tongue. She lifted her glass in salute to her dinner guest. “To us, sweetheart.”


  The neck of her fabricated companion slid slowly down the tile. An image flashed on the screen of her mind. She struggled to resist. Trying to put the glass back on the tray, she missed and didn’t notice when it plopped into the warm suds. Her throat—what could have savaged it like that?


  Beth’s instincts screamed at the injustice of it all. The woman had been so small and defenseless, so ordinary. Another innocent caught in the wrong place at the wrong time by the wrong person. Life just wasn’t fair.


  As if that were something new.


  Sad reality awakened her thirst. Beth wondered where she put her glass. She groped through the suds and found it, intact. Held it up. Grimaced at the soap that dulled its previous shine. Crystal wineglasses were meant for celebration, not drowning a person’s sorrows to a manageable numbness. Setting it aside, she drank directly from the bottle. Not ladylike, but who cared? A frown creased her forehead. A lady…someone had called her a lady.


  Fortified, she opened the file on the first two victims and settled back amidst the bubbles to study the case.


  An hour later, Beth had found nothing new lurking within the reports. The bath had cooled. Myriad goose bumps freckled her flesh at the water’s chill embrace. Standing, she placed the file on the back of the toilet. Her head began to throb. Dizzying nausea clutched at her stomach. Her vision blurred. Reaching out, she braced her hand against the tile to steady herself. What a cheap drunk, she thought, stepping out of the tub and wrapping herself in a warm terry cloth robe. Two glasses of wine, a few sips from the bottle and…snockered.


  Stumbling slightly, Beth made her way into the bedroom. Ollie hissed, but she didn’t notice. She didn’t see him arch his back, his fur spiked like a cheesy Halloween advertisement. Her eyes closed in sleep even before she fell across the bed.


  Excitement surges like fresh blood through his veins as he watches the woman fall. How he yearns to partake of her rich, life-giving fluid. To experience the power of the kill.


  Mistress Andrews keeps sticking her pert little nose where it does not belong. The murders are his affair, not hers. He chuckles. Perhaps he will slice off her nose to bring home the lesson.


  It would be so easy to take her now. All he needs is an invitation inside.


  But, not yet. He will wait, postponing the time when his blade will claim yet another lover. The climax will be so much sweeter.


  The wind tugs at his hat, threatens to spirit it away. He reaches up with taloned fingers and grabs the brim to hold it in place. He steps away from the window.


  The Ripper smiles. Soon, he promises himself. In the time of the winter moon.


  Chapter Two


  Beth slammed her coffee mug down on the desk, not caring when the bitter brew splashed on its marred oak surface. Forget good housekeeping. She was fighting for the case. “I can do this. You know I can.”


  “Calm down, Andrews. Have a doughnut.” Captain Bob Aikens slid the sticky paper towel in her direction.


  “I do not want a doughnut. I want you to have a little faith in me. I can replace George as the primary investigator, at least temporarily. Trust me.”


  She rubbed the fingertips of her free hand across her forehead as she waited for his answer. Cringed. God, how it hurt. Her head throbbed with each beat of her heart, reminding her of the drums in an old Tarzan movie. And Captain Weissmuller wasn’t making her head feel any better.


  “I do trust you, Andrews. You’re one of the best. But this time the best isn’t enough.” Aikens held up his hand, forestalling interruption. “Hear me out. That killer out there isn’t your ordinary psycho.”


  “Oh? Is there such a thing?”


  “You know what I mean. This guy gets his jollies draining the blood from his victims then mutilating them. He takes their hearts as souvenirs. This kind of craziness just doesn’t happen in Oklahoma City. You saw the body. I don’t have to tell you how serious this is.”


  “I don’t buy it. One murder is as serious as the next. Ask the victims. Whatever the cause of death, they still felt the pain. And they’re still just as dead.”


  “Don’t be smart. You think things are easy for me? Listen and I’ll let you in on a little secret—just to make my point.”


  “I’m listening.” She sighed, shielding her eyes against the late afternoon sun which spilled through the window, flooding the captain’s office with harsh light. She should try to relax. It might keep her head from exploding.


  Aikens struck a match and lit his fat cigar. Heavy smoke filled the air. “The district attorney ought to put a saddle on me, he’s riding my butt so hard on this. The press is having a field day. Sensation sells papers and brings in the almighty dollar, don’t you know? Damn headlines make me want to puke. ‘Ghoulish Killer Drains Victim’s Blood,’ ‘Okie Ripper Strikes Again.’”


  “Cute, aren’t they?”


  “Cute? Cute isn’t the word I had in mind. Trouble is the publicity’s eating the DA’s lunch. The state has an enormous investment to recoup from opening the Bricktown Canal. Wouldn’t do for people to stay away from the downtown area.”


  Beth’s voice couldn’t begin to mirror her disgust. “So it all boils down to economics. I guarantee you that young woman in the morgue doesn’t give a damn about tourism.”


  Aikens studied her closely. “Are you getting emotionally involved in this case? One thing I don’t need is a female screwing up the investigation just because it’s her time of the month.”


  “Now wait a minute.”


  “No, you wait, Detective. You’re young and a woman, two strikes against you in the DA’s eyes. There’s no way he’s gonna sit back and let me get by with making you primary investigator. I don’t have to agree with it—I sure as hell don’t have to like it—but facts are facts.”


  She sat forward in her chair. “What’d I do, take a ride in the way-back machine, Mr. Peabody? Did I fall into a cliché? Your anachronistic behavior reeks of sexual discrimination.”


  He leaned heavily on his desk, his face inches from hers. “This is Oklahoma, remember, not New York or Los Angeles. And it’s not discrimination, but practicality. If I make you primary—and it’s a big if—can you guarantee you won’t crumble when the going gets tough?”


  The familiar bitterness welled up inside her. “Of course I can handle it. Haven’t I proven myself before?”


  “Yes, Detective, you have, but is it enough? Let me stress something here. Every second wasted gives this guy the chance to kill again.” Aikens looked her square in the eyes. “I don’t want another death on my beat. Or my conscience. Do you?”


  Beth’s gaze hardened as she held her ground. “I don’t. It’s why I want this case. I want to see the bastard pay.”


  The captain’s gruff exterior vanished. “All right, Andrews, I’ll stick my neck out for you. It’s your case…on one condition.”


  “What, I should wear my hair in a crew cut and not shave my legs?”


  He smiled. “Now that would be cute. No, I want you to work closely with Lieutenant Loman. Go see him in the hospital. Keep him up on the case, ask his advice and use it.”


  Beth didn’t allow herself to smile back. “Okay, I can live with it. Just one question, though.”


  “Shoot.”


  I’d like to. “I don’t understand. Why’d you pop off about hormones and times of the month? Besides jeopardizing your position with the possibility of a lawsuit, those are fighting words. Were you trying to make me angry?” If she hadn’t known better, she would have sworn the captain was blushing.


  “I have faith in you,” Aikens said. “I just wanted to make sure you have faith in yourself.”


  Her anger flared. “Count on it.”


  “I am. By the way, as of this morning the Oklahoma State Bureau of Investigation’s on the case. They’ve called in a criminal psychologist to do a profile of the killer.”


  Indulging in a minor act of revenge, Beth rolled her eyes at him. “Just what I wanted to hear.”


  “No arguments. The man is expecting to meet with you. In fact, he should be here any minute. One thing you should be aware of, he’s an eccentric. Works only at night.”


  Her breath came easier. Control of the case was hers, with the captain’s trust as a bonus. She didn’t like the game he’d played just now. Too many people had played head-games with her in the past. But he’d given the criminal psychologist her name before their meeting. As if he’d known she’d pass his test.


  Truth be told, Beth didn’t mind working with the OSBI. They’d lived up to their reputation in the past. But one thing was certain, she didn’t relish the idea of talking to a psychologist, criminal or otherwise. It brought back horrific memories, flashes of fists and broken promises.


  Still, if the captain could put his neck on the block for her—and she did realize what a risk he was taking—she could give a little in return. “All right. Who’s this guy I’m supposed to meet with?”


  “His name’s Jordan. Doctor Samuel Jordan.” The captain sat back in his chair. Raising his coffee mug, he took a long swallow.


  Beth took a sip of her own coffee, grimaced then set it gently back on the desk. “Never heard of him.”


  A tinny voice squawked from the intercom. “Man here to see you, Captain. Says he has an appointment.”


  The man entered at Aikens’ request, and the captain made the introductions. “Doctor Jordan, this is Detective Andrews. She’s primary on the case.”


  “I’ve already had the pleasure.” His deep, faintly mocking voice seemed somehow familiar.


  The captain frowned in obvious confusion. “You’ve met?”


  Beth studied the tall, good-looking man, trying to recall when she’d had the pleasure. His hair was the color of a midnight sky and he wore it glossed back. Usually she thought men with such hairstyles looked like Mafia hit men. This one didn’t. His hair went well with his expensive, blue double-breasted suit. And his face. Surely she’d remember meeting a man this handsome.


  “Last night. Miss Andrews didn’t take it too kindly when I trespassed on her crime scene.”


  “Detective Andrews,” she said automatically. Then her eyes widened as it all came back to her. The Humphrey Bogart dress-alike—the man she’d wanted to detain for questioning—he was a criminal psychologist with the OSBI? Why hadn’t he said something? Maybe his Bogie impersonation was part of his own little delusion. Maybe he needed some help himself.


  “Good to see you again, sweetheart.” His dark eyes shone with amusement, as if it were all a joke.


  A joke she didn’t find funny. “I wish I could say the same for you. And don’t call me sweetheart.” Beth frowned. Pain spiked her head like rusty nails. No more wine.


  The captain cleared his throat. Beth turned to stare at him. Aikens took another bite of his chocolate-covered doughnut and her stomach lurched in response.


  “Show some respect, Detective. Doctor Jordan has cracked the minds of some of the most brutal serial killers,” he said as he chewed. “Real crazies. I don’t know how he does it. The man has even made a few of them repent like judgment-bound sinners.”


  “Please, Captain Aikens, I’ll get a swelled head.”


  Affecting disbelief, Beth shook her head. Bad mistake. “He interrogates and profiles. Head shrinks, too. What a medical marvel.”


  “Thank you.”


  “I was being sarcastic.”


  “You’re supposed to work with the man, not insult him.”


  “It’s all right. Detective Andrews isn’t feeling well. Maybe she should lay off the wine.”


  Aikens said nothing as Sam Jordan rose from his chair and walked toward her. Adrenaline flooded her veins. She couldn’t move. Swallowing a whimper, refusing to let him know how much he frightened her, she watched his approach. And was helpless to stop him when he placed his large hands on either side of her head. Gently, he began to massage her temples, using a slow, circular motion. Warmth spread from his touch, replacing her panic with a strange languor. She felt as if she was floating high above them, an impartial observer to the scene enacted below.


  “The pain will stop.” The room rang with his command.


  Her eyes widened in wonder. “What on earth did you do?”


  Samuel Jordan smiled and she thought it a lovely smile. He touched me without my consent. I should be angry, but he did make the pain
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