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Prologue





Amanda Rose Charles awoke Tuesday morning with a warm feeling of well-being that lasted about forty-five seconds. Then she remembered her conversation with Charlie just before the midnight show the previous night, and a leaden weight seemed to press down on her chest, making it difficult to draw a really deep, satisfying breath. Struggling up on one elbow, she yawned, raked her fingers through her hair, and then reached for the telephone on the nightstand. She placed it on the mattress next to her stomach, but hesitated for a moment, simply looking at it. Finally, she picked up the receiver and punched out the familiar numbers.


The phone rang ten times before she conceded defeat and hung up again. Damn.


Where was Maryanne? The idea of calling the police sure didnt appeal to herMaryanne would be furious if it turned out she had done so needlessly. But she and Rhonda had agreed on the way home last night that theyd call the authorities today if Maryanne didnt come home. It had been three days since theyd seen her. Not that this was the first time shed taken off without a word to anyone. She seemed to make a habit of it, despite the agreement the three of them had made always to let one of the others know where they could be reached and when they could be expected back if they were going to be gone for a while. It was so blasted inconsiderate, the way she let them worry about herbut typical, vintage Maryanne.


But not even to bother calling in sick was sheer professional suicide, and that wasnt typical of Maryanne at all. Amanda only hoped the guy she was with turned out to be worth it.


But she wouldnt hold her breath. They so rarely were.


She didnt understand this preoccupation with men that everyone except her seemed to harbor. Sometimes she felt like the only grown-up in a room full of adolescents when the conversation turned, as it invariably did, to the subject of men and sex. But that was the least of her problems this morning, and Amanda tossed back the blankets and climbed out of bed. Stifling a yawn, she crossed the carpet to rummage through her drawers for an old leotard. Shed do her morning workout, then try calling Maryanne one more time.


Despite her determination to shelve the subject, however, during her preliminary stretches her thoughts drifted back to it. As she stretched out her spine, she reflected on how much easier it had always been for her to make friends with women than with men. Perhaps that was because she had grown up with three sisters. And it wasnt as though she didnt like men or anything. As dance partners they couldnt be beat, and a couple of them even made pretty handy friends. But they were definitely a different species, and she supposed it was her failure to understand their basic nature that made her erect fences between herself and most of their persuasion. It was an automatic reflexshe simply threw up guards without even realizing what she was doing half the time.


Not that her motives, unconscious or not, made a lick of difference to the gossips in the dance community, she acknowledged wryly, lying on her stomach and arching until the bottom of her toes touched the top of her head. They couldnt care less what her reasons were. They simply knew what they saw, and they spread the word as they saw it. From the moment shed joined their ranks, shed somehow managed to garner herself a reputation.


Of course, acquiring a reputation for anything was almost impossible to avoid in this business. Shed always thought that being a member of the gypsy community must be a lot like growing up in a small town. Everyone knew everything there was to know about you, and what they didnt know for a fact, they invented. Labels were dispersed indiscriminately, and once one acquired a name for something, it practically took an act of God to lose it. Her label seemed to be ice maiden. Or maybe frigid bitch, depending on who you were talking to and how gently shed let him down.


She preferred to call it selective.


When shed arrived in New York as an eighteen-year-old, shed been on her own for the very first time, and sporting some painful emotional scars that were only superficially healed. Teddy was gone; her family life was a total disaster; and all around her, in her permissive new environment, friends, roommates, co-workers, and fellow inhabitants of the dance world were touting the glories of sexual freedom. Shed had every intention of joining their ranks, of being wild and wicked and doing things that would blow her parents out of the water, should they ever find out.



All the things her sister Teddy would have done.


So shed done her best to toss out her woefully outdated beliefs, but it simply hadnt gelled. Shed managed to shed her virginity, an experience that hadnt been any great shakes. Left wondering what all the fuss was about, she hadnt taken long to decide indiscriminate sex just wasnt for her.


Amanda gave a mental shrug as she slowly uncurled and rolled to a sitting position. Spreading her legs until they formed a line perpendicular to her torso, she leaned forward, resting her weight on her forearms as she pressed her upper body to the carpet. When shed returned to her retro ways, tales of her standoffishness with men had quickly made the rounds. And so her rep had been born.


Escalating the pace of her workout as she switched from stretches to more serious body strengthening exercises, she decided she could live with that. Sometimes she regretted her reputation, but at least she wasnt likely to be led astray and have her entire career jeopardized, like Maryanne.


She doubted there was a man alive worth sacrificing that for.


Finishing up a while later, she headed for the bathroom, where she eyed the bathtub covetously for a moment. She decided, however, to settle for a shower in the interests of time. Leaning into the mirror while the water heated, she curled her lip at the image reflected back at her. How charmingthere must be a dozen creases pressed into her cheek from the bed linens. Averting her eyes, she reached for her toothbrush. She wished someone would invent some sort of instant energizer for people like hersomething you could plug into a socket for a few minutes to make you come alive. She wasnt at her best first thing in the morning.


Propping herself beneath the flow of hot water in the shower, she stood with her head tilted back, sleepily blowing the streaming water out of her mouth. She wondered idly how her life might have differed if her personality had been a better fit for the flamboyant gypsy environment in which she moved. The thought made her smile. Because really, you had to admire the irony.


By coming to New York on her own to pursue a career in dance, she was considered by Mother and Father to be beyond the pale. But within the gypsy world, she was also seen as something of an oddity. She didnt have a bohemian bone in her body, and except when she danced, she was quite conservative by nature. Plus, she was quiet. She was friendly enough, but she wasnt a big partier, and never having been one to rush relationships, she failed to collect friends by the dozen. Even her personal style differed radically from that of most of her fellow dancers. Personally, she liked her fashion sense and felt she dressed with a flair that was individualistic. But she admitted it was probably a lot more Ann Taylor than Madonna.


Well, those were the breaks. She was a product of her upbringing, and if she hadnt been able to change that when she was eighteen and angry, hurting, and determined to forsake all the false values and pretensions of her former life, what were the chances of changing it at twenty-eight? Turning off the water and grabbing a towel, she stepped out of the tub.


She smoothed on body lotion, and a moment later, clad in her underwear and blotting the ends of her hair, which still trickled water down her back and over her collarbones, she strode into her bedroom. Draping the towel over her shoulders, she sat down at her dressing table, picked up a long-handled sable powder brush, and leaned into the mirror. She began applying makeup with a light hand, and by the time shed finished doing her eyes, her stomach had started to growl for breakfast. She hurriedly untangled her damp curls and dressed.


It was her one day off in a blue moonhers and Rhondas both, which was even rarer still. They had made plans to hit the nearest shopping center to stock up on staples and run all those errands they hadnt had time for in the past few weeks. It was nearly noon; she had arisen earlier than usual. Being in a casino show meant keeping a timetable that was different from the rest of the world. Chorus gypsies were generally just getting out of bed about the time everyone elses workday was half over.


In the kitchen, she put on the kettle to make a pot of coffee. Snapping on the small countertop television set with one hand to catch the noon broadcast of the news, she reached for the coffee grinder with the other. The volume was turned low, so she missed the beginning of the sound bite over the rattle of the coffee beans she poured into the electric grinder and the high-pitched whir as it turned the beans into a fine, fragrant powder. Without looking up from her task, she reached over to turn up the sound.


Woman the authorities believe to be the latest victim of the Showgirl Slayer. She is five feet eight inches tall, weighs one hundred twenty-three pounds, and has dark-blond hair, hazel eyes, and a small, fine scar running through her left eyebrow. Anyone having knowledge of her identity is urged to contact Detective Joe Cash at the Reno Police Department, Homicide Division. That number again is


Very slowly, Amanda raised her eyes to focus on the screen. She lowered the kettle, cutting off the stream of steaming water that she had been pouring through the coffee grounds into the pot below. Oh, God. It couldnt be.


Could it? Dear God, no. Please.



Amanda finished making the coffee, automatically setting the kettle back on the stove and turning off the burner beneath it. Pouring herself a cup, she placed the glass coffeepot atop a protective wire on the back burner and turned it to low. Then she picked up her coffee cup and carried it into the living room, noticing without surprise that it was rattling badly in its saucer. Very carefully she set it on the coffee table, then took a seat on the couch and simply stared at it for a moment.


Slowly she reached out and picked up the telephone receiver from its unit on the small marble-topped end table, reluctantly pressing the numbers etched in her brain. Clutching the receiver in sweaty palms, she sat rigidly upright as she listened to the telephone ring on the other end of the line. Then it was picked up, and her spine suddenly melted. Feeling boneless and lightheaded, she slumped on her tailbone on the chenille upholstered cushion, clamping the receiver to her ear.


Reno police department, said the polite, businesslike voice.













Chapter
 1




The flight was like no other Tristan MacLaughlin had ever taken. Not that he considered himself a huge world traveler, by any means, but when he did fly, it was usually on the commuter shuttle, packed with businessmen. And regular commuters generally slept or booted their computers to go over work. They were a different breed altogether from the boisterous revelers surrounding him now.


Certainly, on the average public transport, he wasnt accustomed to hearing the sound of cards being shuffled or the rattle of dice. And when the plane hit a wee bit of turbulence approaching the Reno airport and abruptly lost altitude for a stomach-dropping instant, Tristan was not amused to hear more than half the passengers whoop as though they were on an amusement park ride. He felt, in fact, downright grim. It hammered home the frivolous nature of the city to which he had been assigned.


The muscles along his jaw bunched and relaxed rhythmically as he stared out the tiny window at the dusty green and dun landscape below. Why him? There had been at least three detectives who had begged for this assignmentwho had actually considered it the opportunity of a lifetime to set up a task force for a case involving showgirls in a city designed for entertainment. Tristan hadnt been interested at all, and he had been stunned when Captain Weller had called him into his office to discuss the temporary transfer to Reno. He couldnt argue with Weller that his experience on the revived task force for the Green River serial murders in Seattle was exactly what Reno was looking for. But he certainly hadnt agreed when Weller had suggested that this would also be an opportune time for Tristan to be absent from Seattle, in case Palmer, a man he had been instrumental in putting behind bars, decided to make good on his threat to see him planted six feet under. Palmer had just escaped from prison in Denver, and Tristan was certain he had more important matters on his mind right now than trying to exact his promised retribution. He was going to have all he could handle just avoiding recapture. Tristan hadnt bought that particular theory when Weller had first suggested it as an additional reason to head up his Reno case, and he didnt buy it now.


But when it came to departmental politics, it wasnt necessary for him to buy a damn thing, Tristan acknowledged glumly as he waited for the majority of other passengers to finish shuffling past him before he stepped into the center aisle to leave the plane. A captain outranked a lieutenant every time, and it was clear that Weller had already made the decision to send Tristan to Reno. As far as his captain was concerned, Tristan MacLaughlin was the best man for the job. And that was the beginning and the end of it.


Once out on the concourse, Tristan intended to head straight to the baggage claim to retrieve his luggage. But he was sidetracked by his amazement at some of his fellow passengers. They hadnt even waited to leave the bloody airport before theyd begun gambling.


He shook his head as he watched his former seatmate, a talkative little white-haired lady in a red polyester pantsuit, as she plumped herself down on a padded stool in front of a bank of slot machines. She wasnt talking now. She was all business as she began feeding quarters into the machine and pulling the arm at an amazing rate, avidly watching the revolving cherries, oranges, bars, and sevens as they whirred past, finally to clunk one, two, three into a pattern between a set of red lines. Her eyes were in constant motion, darting left and right to keep tabs on the slot machines on either side of her, as well as her own. When she felt his gaze, she threw a suspicious glance at him over her shoulder.


It was as if their previous amiable conversation on the airplane had never happened. If her expression was anything to go by, she expected him to pounce on her slot machine any minute now. Personally, Tristan failed to see the attraction, and he shrugged and turned away. Removing his glasses, he pulled a snowy white handkerchief from his pocket to polish the lenses.


Lieutenant MacLaughlin?


Tristan replaced his glasses and peered down at the man in front of him. Aye, he acknowledged. How did you know, then, mate?


Im a detective, the man said, grinning. When his smile was not returned, he hastened to interject, Actually, your captain said to look for a very large man with sandy-brown hair and horn-rimmed glasses. My name is Cash, he added, thrusting his hand at Tristan. Joe Cash.



What Weller had actually said was, Hes a big, dour, sonofabitchin Scot with blondish-brownish hair and horn-rimmed glasses. You cant miss him. Look for shoulders like a linebackers and a face that doesnt exactly remind you of the life of the party.


Which was what the detective had done, and he had spotted MacLaughlin right away. But since he was going to have to work with the man, Cash didnt see any point in antagonizing him right off the bat by repeating the description verbatim. Besides, he had to admit he was curious about this guy. Hed wondered why Weller had called the man a Scot, since American citizenship was a prerequisite for every police officer in the United States. But when he had questioned the captain, Weller had merely laughed and said, Sure, MacLaughlins a citizen. But wait until you hear him speak. Then hed added with irritated amusement that MacLaughlin was a damned brilliant detectivea man whose lack of charm was well worth putting up with in exchange for his help in organizing the type of task force Reno so sorely needed. Cash had tried to analyze the captains tone of voice when hed spoken of MacLaughlin, but the closest he could decipher was a sort of puzzled, grudging affection and a definite lasting impression of professional respect.


Tristan, too, made a swift, comprehensive survey of the man in front of him as they shook hands. Cash was about six feet tall, rangy and lean, with a well-shaped head that was entirely bald. He had a luxuriant bushy brown mustache, watchful, intelligent brown eyes, and large white teeth, which he flashed in a friendly smile. Hell do, Tristan thought, and nodded abruptly, reaching that decision in his usual wayinstantaneously.


Sir, we have a number of choices, Joe Cash said moments later as they stored Tristans luggage, which consisted of two suitcases and a giant unwieldy box, in the trunk of a nondescript car. Tristan pulled his attention away from the group hed been watching pile onto a gold and brown Harrahs coach across the parking lot, and raised an eyebrow at Cash in question.


We can either go straight to the station, Joe said as they climbed into the car, or we can check you into your hotel and drop your luggage. Or, he hesitated briefly, glancing at Tristan from the corner of his eye as he turned the ignition, we can go to the morgue. There are a couple of dancers coming in from the Cabaret Lounge who think they might be able to ID the latest victim. Theyre due at five; some uniforms are bringing them in. I was going to call and have someone else meet them, but if youre willing He shrugged, leaving the decision up to MacLaughlin.


Tristan didnt hesitate. The morgue, he said with crisp decisiveness. You can fill me in on the way.





Theyre here. Rhonda turned away from the window, letting the curtain drop. She looked over at Amanda, watching as her friend rose gracefully to her feet and turned back to gather up her jacket and purse. Are you ready?


No. Yes. I dont know. Amanda drew a deep breath, shrugged, and smiled weakly at her friend. The smile wobbled and died a sudden death at the tap on the door. Oh, God, Rhonda. I wish we didnt have to do this.


Tell me about it. Rhonda checked her lipstick in a small pocket mirror, then dropped it back into her purse. She looked up to meet Amandas eyes. But maybe it wont be Maryanne. We gotta hope. Hell, shell probably come roaring home and threaten to skin us alive for creating all this fuss for nothing. She squared her shoulders and stood aside as Amanda reached for the doorknob.


Miss Charles? The uniformed officer who stood on her doorstep was young and fresh-faced, and he wore his cap at a cocky angle. Amanda glanced at him briefly, but her gaze was drawn past him to the heavyset older officer accompanying him. He had a weatherbeaten face, his uniform was rumpled, and he looked as though hed been around the track a few times in his life. His eyes had obviously seen the world, but still they held compassion for the ordeal that lay ahead for the two women.


Yes, Im Amanda Charles, she said. She turned slightly so they could see the woman behind her. This is Rhonda Smith.


We have been sent here by the city of Reno to the younger officer began officiously, but the older man cut him off, gently grasping Amandas arm and guiding her down the steps. He smelled strongly of tobacco.


They know why were here, son, he said in a smoke-roughened voice as he released her and reached for Rhonda. This way, miss, he directed politely, and somehow he managed to ease all of them along the path, up the stairs, and into the back of the police cruiser without creating a lot of unnecessary fuss.


They rode in tense silence. All too soon, it seemed to Amanda, they were pulling into the emergency entrance of St. Marys Hospital, and the older officer was helping her out of the car. She quietly thanked him and turned away.


Only seconds after they stepped away from the patrol car, the hospital door opened and two men walked out. Even from a distance, Amanda knew they were policemen. She assumed one of them must be the officer she had spoken to on the phone, and her heart began to beat with unnerving force.


Miss Charles? Miss Smith? A tall, bald man approached them. Thank you for coming. Im Detective Cash. He indicated Tristan. This is Lieutenant MacLaughlin.


Amanda examined the two men. They were big. The bald one, Detective Cash, was lean and almost adolescently loose-limbed. He had warm brown eyes, and she was instinctively drawn to him. He looked as though hed try to protect them from as much unpleasantness as was humanly possible.


She couldnt say the same of Lieutenant MacLaughlin. Warmth and humanity didnt strike Amanda as his primary characteristicsnot with that remote expression of his. Her immediate impression of him was one of cool, efficient control, and without uttering a word, he made her feel defensive. There was something about the aloof and assessing way he inspected her and Rhonda


He was an extremely large manimmense, really. She figured he must be six foot five, and he possessed the widest shoulders and chest she had ever seen. Standing next to the lieutenant in the elevator moments later, she felt uncomfortably crowded and short of breath, as though his massive frame were taking up every bit of space and absorbing all the available oxygen.


His size alone was enough to intimidate, without the added military sternness he projected. He had thick sandy-brown hair that would probably have been fairly curly if it hadnt been rigidly subdued by a short cut. It receded slightly above his temples, leaving an M-shaped hairline that attractively set off his high, wide forehead. His skin bonded leanly to the strong bones of his face and looked slightly rough in the hollows beneath his cheekbones. He had a large, sharp blade of a Roman nose and thick eyebrows, and his eyes, as they made contact with hers, were a steady, piercing silver-gray behind heavy-rimmed glasses.


Amanda was aware of Rhonda perking up next to her, drawing her shoulders back and thrusting her breasts forward, and without looking, Amanda knew she was flashing her patented, cocky, Hel-lo Sailor Boy welcoming smile. Rhonda adored men and was a shameless flirt. But Amanda had the feeling Rhonda could save her wiles in this instance, for there was an inherent austerity about the lieutenant that no amount of eyelash batting and pretty pouting was liable to affect. The clinical way in which he inspected the two of them chilled her. She much preferred Detective Cashs warm smile.


Tristan gazed pensively at the subtle sway of Amandas hips as the group moved down the corridor to the morgue. He hadnt missed her withdrawal from his inspection, and one corner of his mouth tilted up bitterly. She was the type of woman he had never been able to talk to without tripping all over his size-thirteen feet and making a total ass of himself. She was cool-eyed and unexpectedly elegant. Her hair was wheat-pale blond; her makeup was subdued. She wasnt at all what he had anticipated.


He knew he had come into this case with some prejudices that hed been prepared to set aside until the case was closed. Hell, half the hookers hed booked in his long career as a cop had said they were dancers. Hed figured the Reno showgirls were maybe one step above the whores he was accustomed to dealing with, but Amanda Charless air of refinement didnt fit in with his neat, preconceived image at all.


Well, vulgar or refined, he resented being dismissed by those large, round violet-blue eyes, which were framed by surprisingly dark eyebrows and eyelashes. Bet she bloody well dyes her hair to get that shade, he thought with uncharacteristic antagonism. She had an olive complexiona skin tone not generally associated with blondes. Her natural hair color was probably an ordinary mousy brown, instead of the pale Scandinavian blond it appeared to be. The idea gave Tristan a jolt of dark satisfaction.


But God, what a figure. Miss Charles was not a flashy dresser like her more flamboyant black-haired friend, but she had the same sort of fabulous body, recognizable even in the unbuttoned black jacket, lavender cashmere sweater, and black suede slacks. It was a shape to attract stares: fairly tall, wide shouldered, deep-chested, and wasp-waisted, with a tiny, tight butt and long, long, long legs. Of course, that wasnt exactly surprising. She was a showgirl, even if she didnt wear spandex pants during her off-duty hours like the other, friendlier lassie.


They all halted outside the morgue doors. Cash turned to the two women, rubbed a hand over his bald head, smoothed his mustache with his thumb and index finger, and said, Listentheres really no reason for both of you to go in; we only need one of you to make the identification.


There was an instant of dead silence while Amanda and Rhonda stared at each other. Then, before they had a chance to decide which of them it should be, Tristan decided for them.


You, Miss Charles, he said peremptorily and grasped Amandas arm just above the elbow, propelling her through the doors.


The abruptness with which the decision had been taken out of her hands, plus the knowledge of what was to come, turned Amandas knees to the consistency of warm wax. The atmosphere into which she was suddenly thrust was coldly sterile. Chemical odors permeated her senses, making her membranes sting, and she sagged slightly in Tristans grasp.


Her eyes, staring up into his, were huge and dilated, and Tristan experienced a momentary twinge of guilt. Then he shrugged it aside irritably. Bloody hellhe wasnt entirely insensitive. He knew this was not going to be a picnic for the lass. But he also knew that if hed let the women decide between themselves, theyd be here until midnight. He ignored the small voice that whispered inside his headthe one that said if she hadnt happened to be the type of woman most designed to make him feel like the shy and awkward, oversized, under-coordinated Glasgow street urchin hed once been, he might have allowed her more time to come to a decision on her own.


Beside him, Amanda resolutely drew a deep breath and silently straightened her shoulders. Her eyes, snagging his once again, were frigidly aloof as she pointedly withdrew her arm from his grasp. She made him feel a right proper sod without half trying, and when the door opened behind them and Joe Cash entered, flashing him a questioning glance before he turned his attention to the showgirl, Tristan cursed the heat he could feel creeping up from beneath his collar.


Amanda stared straight ahead as an attendant pulled open a stainless steel drawer. Not until the sheet covering the body on the slab was flipped back did she glance down.


Nausea rushed up her throat and she swallowed hard, staring. Then she jerked her head up, her glance bouncing off the silver surface of Lieutenant MacLaughlins eyes and locking with Detective Cashs. Oh, God. Its hershe, she whispered, and then immediately felt foolish for worrying about correct grammar at a time like this. Thats Maryanne Farrel.


Joe nodded to the attendant to close the drawer, and Tristan gently placed an arm around Amandas shoulders and turned her away. He wasnt unsympathetic to her horrified emotions, but he tended to forget just how traumatic death could be to the uninitiated.


Amanda Charless face was a testament to remind him. It had turned greenish-white under the harsh overhead lights. The delicate tracery of blood vessels just below the surface of her skin stood out like a dark purple spiderweb against her bloodless complexion. Within the loose grasp of his arm, he could feel her periodic shudders, as if she were chilled to the bone, and he experienced an uncharacteristic urge to tighten his hold on her and share some of his own abundant body heat. He resisted, naturally, and escorted her out of the morgue.


Amanda drew air deep into her lungs once they were back out in the hall. She nodded curtly to Rhondas questioning look and gratefully walked into her friends embrace when Rhonda opened her arms to her. They clung to each other. Tristan, watching them, wondered what it would be like to have someone to hold you in your worst momentsthose times of stress and grief. He had always dealt with his own problems alone.


Which hotel are you staying at, Lieutenant? Joe asked the big Scot, making conversation to provide time for Amanda to regain her composure. She looked ill.


Im not sure, Tristan replied. I havent made a reservation anywhere. He removed his glasses and rubbed the bridge of his nose. Replacing them, he eyed Joe seriously. I was hoping you could recommend somewhere fairly inexpensive. The SPDs paying a per diem until I draw my first paycheck here, and its no the most generous in the world.


Rhonda eyed the large policeman with fascination over Amandas shoulder as she listened to his softly spoken brogue. She eased her grip on her friend. If youre looking for someplace nice, clean, and reasonable, she suggested, an apartment in Amandas triplex will soon be available. Her face tightened with emotion. Maryannes.


Amanda pulled out of Rhondas arms. Please, she said, looking around so wildly that everyone watching feared she was going to be sick on the spot. Is there a rest room? Grasping Rhondas hand, she almost ran down the hall, following Joes hurriedly given directions.


Once through the public rest rooms door, she swung Rhonda around and none too gently shoved her up against the wall, pinning her there by planting her hands on Rhondas shoulders. Sticking her nose up next to her friends, she hissed, Are you crazy, Rhonda? What on earth possessed you to do that?


Rhonda blinked her brown eyes. What? Do what?


Amanda growled in frustration. Why did you offer Maryannes apartment to Lieutenant MacLaughlin?


Are you serious, Mandy? Didnt you take a look at the man? Talk about prime! His feet and hands are absolutely huge, and you know what that means, dont you? Hes probably hung like a stallion.


For crying out loud, Rhonda! Amanda interrupted. Havent you ever, just once in your life, had a thought that wasnt sexual in nature?


Well, sure. I must have, back in kindergarten or something. But that was a long time ago, and getting back to this guy, dont you think he looks kinda like a really built GQ model?


Amanda shook her head. GQ? You mean Gentlemens Quarterly? She was finding this conversation incomprehensible.


Yes! Well, okay, maybe he doesnt dress quite as hip, but with those steely eyes, and the short hair and glasses, and that body all buttoned down under his suit and tie


What do his clothes have to do withthe man can be second cousin to the Brooks Brothers, for all I care, Amanda said through clenched teeth. That doesnt mean I want him as a tenant. Id rather rent to Gunga Din.


Then I say youre the one whos crazy, Mandy Rose, not me. Rhonda stared at her friend with eyes that had become deadly serious. Forget viewing him as a sex object, if youre too damn pure for that, she snapped with the barely concealed disgust of the always-on-the-prowl for the hardly-ever-looking. Look on him as protection. Were here today because our whole damn world is suddenly getting very dangerous. Someone out there is killing off dancers the way Jack the Ripper once went through hookers!


It hasnt been that many. It hasnt been nearly as many as Jack the Ripper or any of those other serial murderers, Amanda whispered, but she knew that was a feeble, dangerous attitude to take. One violent death was too many. When one of the three recently murdered young women turned out to be someone you knew, that made the statistics a moot point. God, why would anyone want to kill Maryanne?


Not yet. Rhonda interrupted her thoughts. But for all we know, this guy is just warming up. She reached out and touched Amanda, her dark eyes sober. The fact that were down here at all, though, having to make an identification on Maryanne, is too damn close to home to suit me.


Yes, I know, Amanda conceded, and she had to hug herself against the trembling that shook her body. Oh, God, Rhonda, I can barely take it in. When I woke up this morning, I was mad at her. I kept thinking how typical it was for her to disappear without letting anyone know where she could be reached. And now, within a few short hours, Ive looked at her on that slab and shes dead. Suddenly, its no longer something that only happens to someone else. God, if it happened to her, it could happen to you or to me. Goosebumps cropped up all over her flesh.


She was quiet for a moment, then she looked up at her friend. But why MacLaughlin? I dont like him. He looks at me like Im a bug on a pin, and he didnt even give us a chance to decide which of us should identify her before he dragged me in there. She shuddered.


Rhonda hugged her. I know, kid. You dont like him because he grabbed you and hauled you off. I think maybehis Hunk-of-the-Month body aside for a momentthats the very reason I do like him. I didnt want to go in there any more than you did, she confessed with the ruthless honesty Amanda had always admired in her, and I was so damned relieved when he chose you instead of me, I could have sat down and bawled. But Amanda, whatever else MacLaughlin is, he is a cop. And he appears to be of the hard-ass, tough-guy variety, too.


Yes, Amanda concurred dryly. I dont think anyone could argue with that.


Well, then?


I suppose, if hes interestedbut hes going to have to bring it up himself, with no prompting from you, she stipulated firmly, hoping that would be the end of the matter, despite an unwelcome knowledge that everything her friend had said was true. They were going to have to take measures to protect themselves.


She stiffened with resolution. Fine. She would simply make it a point to rent Maryannes apartment to a man. There were any number of male dancers who could probably protect them just as effectively as that big detective with his remote, analyzing eyes, and one or another of them was always looking for a place to rent. She relaxed by perceptible degrees. MacLaughlin had set her teeth on edge, but after their part in this was over shed never have to see him again. And, in any event, it was doubtful that hed be interested in renting her apartment. The conversation prompting Rhondas impulsive offer had been about hotel accommodations, not permanent lodgings.


So there was no sense in letting herself get all worked up over something that would probably never even come to pass.





Theyre bloody well taking their own sweet time, Tristan growled as he paced the hall.


Miss Charles looked pretty shook, Joe said mildly. And you know women


No, I canna say that I do, precisely. Tristan stopped pacing and faced Joe. On the whole, lassies are one big mystery Ive never been able to unravel.


Joe grinned. You dont have any sisters, I take it.


No, nor brothers, either.


Ive got five sisters, myself.


Lord, mon. Tristan tugged at his tie, eyeing Cash with an envy hed never allow to show. It must be nice, having a family. Whats that like, then? Living with that many lasses?


Hair-raising, Joe said, then laughed ruefully, slicking a hand over his bald scalp. Back when I had hair it was, that is. Im a big boy now, and its been several years since Ive lived with any of them, but it wasnt so bad, having sisters. He grinned. Thats not what I would have told you when I was a kid, of course. But I get a kick out of them these days. Theyve taught me a lot about females. And rule number one is that damn few women can enter a bathroom and just do their business and walk out again. There are mirrors in there, MacLaughlin, and theyve got purses loaded with hairbrushes and makeup and the like. So you might as well relax. Theyll be out when theyre damn good and ready, and not a minute before.


Bloody hell. Tristan resumed his pacing, then, abruptly all business, he questioned Joe extensively and made a few suggestions for immediate action. Joe left to make a phone call.


Cash was still gone when the two women returned, but he came back almost before Tristan had a chance to concur with the other mans analysis of feminine grooming habits. The womens hair was impeccably styledit shone under the fluorescent lightingand their mouths glistened with lipstick.


Your colors better, he said to Amanda. Are you feeling a wee bit stronger, then?


Yesthank you, she replied, surprised and just slightly gratified by his show of consideration.



I apologize for the necessity of your ordeal, he continued smoothly, and Amanda felt her jaw go slack. That was certainly not the impression shed received earlier when he had hustled her into the morgue to make the identification. Shed been under the impression that he was gaining some covert satisfaction from her ordeal. Resolutely refusing to let her confusion show, she closed her mouth, only to have her stomach drop at his next words.


Do you possess a key to Miss Farrels apartment?


Yes, of course. I own the triplex. Her heart began to pound. Oh, God, please, she prayed. Dont let him say hes been considering Rhondas suggestion. Please, dont let him say that.


I would appreciate it if youd hand it over. It will save us from having to break down the door, he said with implacable briskness. Your identification has opened up a whole new can of warr-ums, Miss Charles, and Im afraid we have a great number of questions for you and Miss Smith.


Oh, but


I suggest we take you home and talk there. Youll be much more comfortable than at police headquarters. Tristan had been making a conscious effort to sound pleasant in an attempt to make amends for dragging her into the morgue earlier, but even he could hear the way his voice flattened, teetering on the edge of hardness. Well, hell, he truly did believe she and Miss Smith would be less intimidated in her home. That didnt mean that he would hesitate to drag the two of them downtown if they showed signs of becoming recalcitrant. He had a job to do, and the sooner began, the better.


Amanda stared into MacLaughlins hard gray eyes and commanded herself not to cry. This had been possibly the worst afternoon of her life, since Teddyit had been a hard day, entirely, and apparently, it wasnt going to be over anytime soon. Her head was pounding and her stomach felt as if it might never tolerate food again. She felt lousy all over, period: shaky, sick, and ice cold. Grudgingly, Amanda put aside the fantasy shed been harboring of soaking in a deep, hot bubble bath. She experienced something close to hatred when she looked at the lieutenant. He wasnt sorry at all. He was probably getting a real kick out of this.


Well, okay, that might not be entirely fair, and maybe, just maybe, she was skating on the thin edge of paranoia, but she doubted it. And even if she was, she still held this oversized, cold-eyed bully with his stupid, lovely brogue personally responsible.


Eyeing him with disdainful rebellion, she told him what he expected to hearshe preferred to be interrogated in her own home.














Chapter
 2





Tristan wouldnt have thought hed given a moments consideration to Amanda Charless triplex, yet its appearance managed to take him by surprise. Given her personal appearance, with its unanticipated air of refinement, he supposed he had expected something sleek and contemporary, or cool and elegantnot this rambling, cream-colored, shake-covered building planted squarely in the middle of an upper-middleclass residential neighborhood.


It was a big, sprawling, older house, built on three levels around a fern- and flower-bedecked rockery. Its slate-blue wooden shutters and windowboxes, plus the two-tone chocolate and blue wooden trim that neatly encased large expanses of multipaned windows, gave it a warm, homey appearance. Only upon closer inspection did Tristan discover that the two glossy, milk-chocolate-colored doors that faced out onto a small, enclosed yard each led to a separate complex. Next to the doors, mounted on the wall, was a highly polished brass mailbox, whose address was engraved in flowing lowercase script, followed by a letter to distinguish each individual residence. The third door wasnt readily visible, but Tristan assumed it was tucked into the recess at the top of a short flight of wide brick steps that led up to the middle level.


Each apartment had an individualizing feature. The one on the highest level had a small wooden deck jutting out over part of the rockery, and the lowest level residence had a ground-hugging porch, whose slender doweled pillars looked nearly too fragile to support the floor of the third, mid-level apartment above it. That residence, in its turn, was distinguished by double French doors that led out onto a tiny, narrow wooden balcony.


The yard was sunken and surrounded by a low picket fence atop the rockery banks, lending an overall illusion of privacy. Amanda led them down wide, shallow steps, bypassing the flight of stairs that branched off to the top-level apartment. A narrow brick path wound through the rockeries and culminated in another flight of stairs down to the yard and the ground-level residence, but she turned left where the path verged and climbed the shallow set of steps to the apartment with the recessed door. Tristan looked down into the yard as they climbed the stairs to her apartment, more curious than he cared to admit. He noted that it was well kept but not meticulously maintainedthe flowers and ferns had been allowed to grow wild.


Amanda took a deep breath as she unlocked her door and stood aside to let everyone enter. She didnt relish the prospect of having her private domain invaded, and she resented being powerless to prevent it.


She exhaled quietly, knowing that, realistically, the best she could hope for was to get it over with as quickly as possible. God, let them just ask their questions and go away. She still harbored a faint hope of taking a long, hot bath this evening to soothe away the chill that seemed to have taken up permanent residence in her bones.


It was dark inside. Rhonda, the first one through the door, wove through the dim interior with the ease of familiarity and switched on a Tiffany-shaded lamp in the living room. It sat on a marble-topped table between two gray chenille wing-backed chairs. She flopped down on one of them and waved her hand expansively for the two policemen to sit in the remaining chair or on the facing peach and gray chintz-covered couch. Presently, the two men were settled and Rhonda offered an array of refreshments. Amanda resolutely ignored them all and continued on to the bathroom, where she kept her aspirin.


There was a knock at the front door while she was still in the bathroom, and she returned to the living room to find it crowded with men. Tristan detached himself from the group and came over to her.


May we have the key to Miss Farrels apartment, Miss Charles? The lads from the lab are here, ready to go to work. Tristan felt pretty grim, observing her. She had lost a great deal of the color she had regained earlier, and he realized with uncharacteristic concern that she was probably both hungry and fatigued.


His sympathy for her state of mind both surprised and disturbed him. It was an ironclad rule of his never to become personally involved with individuals in a case. He had seen his fellow officers do it, and it was his observation that it invariably led to nothing but trouble. So it was against his better judgment that he followed her into the kitchen, and when she handed him a key from the hook on the wall, he reached out on impulse and grasped one of her wrists in his hand. The bones felt fragile beneath his fingers.


She stared up at him silently.



Make yourself a spot of tea or some coffee, lass, he said, absentmindedly running his thumb over the smooth-textured skin on the inside of her wrist. Well try to be as brief as possible this evening, so you can get some rest. We canna have you dropping from exhaustion. Releasing her wrist, he turned on his heel and left the room.


Amanda stared at his back until he disappeared from view. Then she shook her head and moved to put the kettle on. Would wonders never cease? Perhaps the man was human after all.


Quickly she assembled a tray, using the time it took the kettle to boil to resurrect some old relaxation techniques. The deep-breathing exercises made her feel marginally calmer, and she carried the tray out into the living room, where, she noticed with relief, the crowd had dispersed. Setting the tray on the small oak coffee table, Amanda sank onto the soft cushions of the couch. Her brow furrowed as she looked around.


Wheres Rhonda?


She ran upstairs to feed her cat, Joe replied, leaning forward to accept a cup of coffee. He consulted his notebook. She lives in apartment A?


Yes. Amanda cupped her fragile china teacup in both hands, appreciating the warmth that sank into her chilled flesh. Rhonda lives in A: I live in B; and Maryanne liveslivedin C.


Did Miss Farrel have family, Miss Charles? Tristan asked. Someone we should contact?


No. Amanda stared into her cup. At least, none that I know of. She once said that she was originally from Ohio, but that there was nobody left back home.


Miss Charles, what prompted you to call the station? Tristan regarded her with eyes as cool as winter rain.


Maryanne hadnt been home for three days. She took a sip of her coffee, set the cup down, and looked at him. Its not that we live in each others pockets. But when one of us planned to be away, we generally let one of the others know about it. It served a couple of purposes: it saved us from worrying unnecessarily, and we could keep an eye on her apartment while she was away. You know, bring in the paper and mail, make sure different lights were on, that sort of thing. Amanda leaned forward to take a sip of her coffee, gazing at the two policemen over the rim of her cup. But it didnt always work out the way it was intended. Once or twice before, Maryanne had simply taken off without letting anyone know. So when she didnt come home this time, I just assumed shed met a man and was spending some time with him.


Rhonda returned, slipping into the wing-backed chair and helping herself to a cup of coffee. Maryanne was always falling in love, she contributed, leaning back in her chair and crossing her long, spandex-covered legs. It was kind of a standing joke with us. Maryanne was always in love. Her fingers sketched quotation marks in the air. Im always in heat. She gave an unrepentant grin. Then she jerked her thumb at Amanda, and her voice registered disapproval. And Mandy Rose here is so damn selective, she rarely goes out with anyone.


Amanda smiled thinly. Right, she agreed. So at first, I didnt worry about her. I talked it over with Rhonda and we decided shed probably met someoneagainand shed be back when she was ready. But that was before Charlie asked me if she was sick.


Whos Charlie? Tristan swept his eyes up and down Amanda before focusing once again on her eyes. So she was selective, was she? He wouldnt have thought it.


Charlie, Amanda repeated emphatically, as though that one name said it all. When Tristan continued to eye her levelly, she elaborated. Charles Bagotta at the Cabaret. Hesoh, I dont know how youd describe Charlies position, exactly.


Try slave driver, Rhonda suggested with a cynical smile.


Charlie isin charge. He shows us our numbers and puts us through our paces, Amanda said slowly.


Charlie yells, screams, humiliates us, and drives us beyond human endurance, Rhonda said with flat finality. If we arent sweating buckets, Charlie is one unhappy man. The two women stumbled over each other as they took turns trying to explain.


If you need a day off, Amanda said, you see Charlie


If you have a problem with a stage door Johnny, you see Charlie


If you think you can improve a set in the routine, you see


If you screwed up in the high kick, you better hope Charlie didnt see you


Lord, yes, thats the truth. You definitely want not to be seen then by Charlie


So this Charlie, Joe interrupted. He asked you if Miss Farrel was ill?


Yes. Amanda stared soberly first at Joe and then at Tristan, but for a moment saw neither of them. Instead, she saw Maryannes lifeless body on a stainless steel slab at the morgue. Hugging her arms, she rubbed her hands up and down, attempting to smooth away the goosebumps that had cropped up beneath her warm sweater. And thats when I really started to worry. You see, you dont have unexplained absences at the Cabaret. Not if you want to continue working there. You can get away with playing sick occasionally, but never without calling in. And Maryanneno matter how deeply in love she suddenly thought herself to beknew that. She might be an incurable romantic when it came to men, but she was totally practical when it came to her career and livelihood. Amandas voice trailed away and she stared down at her flawless French-manicure as her fingers nervously twisted together in her lap.


Joe gave her a second, then prompted, So thats when you called us?


Not immediately. Amanda looked up, frowning.


It was right before the midnight show last night when Charlie asked Amanda about Maryanne, Rhonda contributed. And afterward, she came to me


We didnt know what to do, Amanda took up. If she was just off with some man and we called in the police, shed never forgive us. Yet if she were in serious trouble and we didnt call the police, wed never forgive ourselves. We talked about it in the dressing room and all the way home, and we finally decided to give her just one more day before we made any calls. But when I woke up this morning, I turned on the news, and there was a story about an unidentified woman the police believed to be the latest victim of the Showgirl Slayer. Her description fit Maryanne. And thats when I called.


Didnt it occur to you before then that she could be this guys latest victim?


No. Not once. One corner of Amandas mouth pulled up in a bitter little self-accusing smile. That must sound incredibly stupid to you. Wed all heard of him, of course. Theres been a regular media blitz ever since the second murder. But its the sort of thing you see on the news or read about in the papers, not something that happens to you or to anyone you know. It never occurred to me


Yeah, Rhonda said. Take the first onethe Morgan girl? Well, at the time of her murder, no one knew she was going to be the first of many, and the news originally made it sound as if a jealous lover had done her in. Somebody she knewyou know?not some loony-tunes freak off the street. And since she was the first, we didnt relate the murder to what she did for a living so much as to the type of woman she was reputed to be. One of the guys in our troupe mentioned having worked with her at Ballys for a brief period, and he told us shed had something of a reputation as a tease. He said that unless she had changed dramatically, most likely one of the guys shed dated had finally just flipped out from the frustration.


Whats this dancers name? Tristan asked, and Rhonda looked stricken.


Oh, it couldnt be Pete, she hastened to assure him. Hes gay.


Tristan regarded her with steady gray eyes that coolly demanded she quit editorializing and answer his question, and Rhonda looked to Amanda for guidance. Amanda shrugged. As far as she was concerned, Rhonda might as well tell him. She had a feeling if MacLaughlin wanted specific information, he wouldnt rest until he got it.


Schriber, Rhonda supplied reluctantly. Pete Schriber.


Tristan scribbled the name down; then he glanced up at Rhonda, noting her distress. Were not planning to arrest the guy, lass, he said and smiled. But he might be able to furnish information about the victim that we dont already have. You never know what might be important.


Both Rhonda and Amanda stared at Tristan, momentarily transfixed by his smile. His teeth were slightly crooked but very white, and his smile was quirky and totally, devastatingly masculine. It changed his entire appearance, transforming him from a stern, forbidding cop to a warm, accessible man. It made Amanda wonder if she hadnt been too hasty in her unflattering assessment of him. It made Rhonda itch to jump into his bed.


The two womens sudden regard, so unexpected and intense, made Tristans smile fade, and he began to feel flustered. He could feel scorching waves of blood wash up from beneath the sudden constriction of his collar and tie, and for an instant, he had to struggle against the temptation to reach up, jerk the knot in his tie loose, and undo the top button of his shirt.


What the bloody hell were they looking at? Their scrutiny dredged forth a latent shyness. In a professional situation, he never had these sort of problems. He could converse with anyone, anytime. He was in charge and he never had to worry about where a conversation was leading. He bloody well directed it. But there was something abruptly personal about the way the two showgirls were regarding him. And on a personal level, Tristan never had a word to say for himself. Now if a lass wanted a bit of action, on the other hand, he could think of one or two very personal things he wouldnt mind doing to the Charles lassie.


Jolted by the sheer unprofessionalism of that last thought, Tristans questions became even crisper and more coldly impersonal than before. Finally, he snapped his notebook shut and stuffed it into the inside breast pocket of his brown wool suit jacket. He nodded to Joe, and the two men surged to their feet.


Do you have a card you can give the lasses, Detective? he inquired, glad to be back on a footing he understood. Once Joe had produced two and passed them to the women, Tristan instructed crisply, Call if you have any questions or if you think of anything youd like to addanything at all. If something occurs to you, dont talk yourself into believing its not significant. As I said before, you never can tell what might be important. Call that number and ask for either Detective Cash or me. He hesitated briefly, then smiled at the women again. We appreciate your cooperation this evening, and we will be talking to you both again.


He turned to Amanda. Miss Charles, you were a brave lass entirely this afternoon. Im right sorry about the necessity of putting you through that ordeal. I realize it was traumatic, but you can be proud of the way you handled the situation. Then he included Rhonda in his look. It was somehow simpler to talk to her. She didnt summon forth an awareness he was uncomfortable feeling. And Miss Smith, youre not to worry about your friend Mr. Schriber. You had no choice but to give us his name, and he willna be learning from us where it came from. Actually, well be talking with the entire cast, or troupe, or whatever it is you call your co-workers. So hell have the chance to tell us that he worked with Miss Morgan. If he doesnt, then well simply mention its our understanding he worked with both women. Theres no need for your name to be brought into it at all.


Joe observed Tristan closely. The lieutenant employed a lot more diplomacy than Joe had been led to expect. MacLaughlin was a good copJoe had felt it in his bones from the moment Tristan had opted to accompany him to the morgue instead of checking in at the precinct or settling himself into a hotel. A damn good copJoe would put money on it. His gut reaction said MacLaughlin had the stuff to teach them what they needed to know about dealing with this type of killer.


But Captain Tweedt was sure going to be knocked on his butt. He was expecting a bureaucrat to direct the rest of themsomeone to stay behind a desk, setting up the logistics and instructing others for the street work. It was quite obvious to Joe, however, that MacLaughlin was a field cop, and damned if there wasnt bound to be some butting of heads down at the station house before MacLaughlin ultimately got his waywhich, in Joes mind, seemed a forgone conclusion. Somehow, he didnt doubt for an instant that MacLaughlin would emerge triumphant. He hid a grin: the fireworks that occurred before that happened ought to make for a damn fine show, and he, for one, didnt plan to miss it.



They left a few moments later. Tristan stepped out into the early spring chill and shivered. Lets go downstairs and see how the lab lads are doing, he suggested, but before he reached the landing, Joe grabbed him by the arm.


Dont you ever eat, MacLaughlin? he demanded. I dont know about you, but Im hungry, and I work a helluva lot more efficiently on a full stomach. Jesus, hed never seen a guy with so much focused energy. He gave the impression of being entirely single-minded.


Im sorry, Joe, Tristan replied contritely. Have you got a family, then, holding up a meal for you?


No, Im divorced. And Im more than willing to come back and check out Farrels apartment. But lets go over to the Peppermill and grab one of their four-ninety-five Comfort Meals first, okay? His voice turned persuasive. Moms beef stew, MacLaughlin. Or country-fried steak or chicken pot pie.


You get a home-style meal for five dollars?


Damn tootin. With potatoes and vegetables and maybe a big, fat country biscuit thrown in. For peanuts, MacLaughlin, you can eat like a king in Reno. He grinned at Tristan. Lieutenant, I dont deny we have a lot of problems in this town, what with the highest suicide rate in the nation and a disproportionately large violent-crimes ratio. But eating poorly is not one of them. For dining out, this is the best metro area in the country, bar none. Wont put much of a dent in your per diem at all. Most of the time I find its just as cheap, not to mention a whole lot easier, than doing for myself.


It was a short drive downtown from Amandas. The quiet neighborhood where the two dancers lived gradually gave way to an industrialized area, dimly lit at this hour. A few blocks beyond, the bright lights of downtown glowed against the inky clouds hanging low in the night sky. As Joe drove into the heart of Renos downtown entertainment district, Tristan tried to absorb the sudden onslaught of impressions.



It didnt matter that hed been downtown earlier when he had gone to the morgue, for the citys impact just wasnt as immediate during the day. Miles of light bulbs and neon tubing of every imaginable color lit up the darkness, gaudy and vulgar and vivid against the night sky. Some of the lights were stationary, while others incessantly blinked, flashed, or rolled in frenetic patterns designed to catch the eye and lure you off the street. Some of the casinos were wide open, their entire front walls rolled up to display the banks of slot machines and craps tables nearest the street. Other casinos teased, giving the merest glimpses of the activity within as their smoked-glass doors opened and closed, admitting and disgorging patrons. The sidewalks filled and emptied as people came and went. Hawkers stood in front of establishments, handing out coupons and bawling the advantages of their casino over all the others. And on every street corner, it seemed to Tristan, was an establishment offering loans, loans, loans. You could hock nearly anything, apparently, for one more chance to spin the wheel, roll the dice, turn the card.


Tristan shook his head. What a flamin crazy town.


But just as Joe had promised, the Peppermill served up a good, substantial meal at an absurdly reasonable price. It wasnt often Tristan found a full-service restaurant capable of satisfying his large appetite for less than ten dollars. But when he finally pushed his plate away and leaned back in his chair, he was pleasantly stuffed. By the time the two men headed back to the murdered womans apartment, he was feeling downright optimistic about his assignment in Reno. Maybe it wouldnt be so bloody awful after all.


The crowd of lab personnel and detectives had mostly dispersed by the time Joe and Tristan arrived back at the triplex. There was a thin film of black dust coating every surface, but the lab tech dusting for prints was in the process of packing his case, preparing to leave.



Hey, Cash, he called. You want me to get prints tonight from the other two broads who live here?


Tristan looked up from his study of the deceaseds address book, which he had flipped open with a pen hed pulled from his breast pocket. A slight frown puckered his heavy eyebrows. Youll refer to them as women, he instructed in a soft but clipped tone of voice. Or ladies. Not broads.


Hey, theyre just a couple of sweet-assed bimbos, not the Queen Mum and whatshernamePrincess Anne. And who the hell are you, anyway, Jack? the man demanded belligerently.


Joe had never seen a man of Tristans size move quite so swiftly. He was across the room in a flash, dwarfing Johnson with his sheer size as he leaned down to stand eyeball to eyeball with the forensics man. Im the mon who wont hesitate to hang your butt out to dry if you dinna learn to show some respect, he growled. These women are not suspects, Detective. The victim was their friend. Shes been murdered in a most brutal way, and theyve spent a grueling afternoon down at the morgue, identifying her body and assisting us in our investigation. I wouldnt be surprised to hear theyre spending the evening wondering if itll happen to them next. The last person they need to be seeing tonight is some snot-nosed arrogant cop who thinks his badge gives him license to be discourteous. So to answer your question: no, we do not want you to get prints tonight from the other two women in this complex. Leave it for

























































OEBPS/MSRCover.png
& HarperCollins e-books

Shadow Dance

Andersen





OEBPS/logo.jpg
& HarperCollins e-books





