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Chapter
1

 


Dr. Jenna Fields opened the last
letter in her stack of mail. She scanned the contents before eyes
wide she reread the note more thoroughly. Fear and confusion rose
in a choking hold as she frantically read the note one more
time.

Dear Dr.
Fields,

I congratulate you on your
healing skills. You performed excellently in your endeavor to save
my last victim. I do so admire those with a conscience. I find I
need to hurt people, while you seem compelled to heal them. A grand
show of team work, I say.

I find your services are
again required. I’m feeling the urge once more. I cannot seem to
weary myself of the desire to hurt others. Perhaps you would find a
cure for me?

Alas, the police have
dubbed me the Gentleman Caller; quaint, is it not? Because I have
discovered I enjoy such wonderful publicity I no longer wish so for
a remedy. Indeed, I am rather enjoying the attention. I am quite
brilliant, you know, and finally the world has learned of my
genius.

An Admirer

Jenna grasped the edge of
the counter in an effort to remain on her feet. Chaos reigned in
her shock-numbed brain. Why had this man contacted her? How had he
known she was responsible for saving his last victim, indeed his
last three victims? What did he plan because he now knew? Would he come
after her, the doctor who helped those he’d chosen to
hurt?

The sickening realization that he
apparently knew her home address caused her stomach to lurch. Jenna
swayed and with faltering steps, groped her way to the nearest
chair. She hit her hip on the table, but barely noticed the
pain.

She realized she now had a legitimate
reason to contact Detective O’Maley. She dropped her suddenly
aching head to her arms. While this provided a wonderful excuse for
continued contact with the too sexy cop, now she’d be considered a
potential victim, and she didn’t want that. Jenna needed to appear
strong and capable before Owen O’Maley, not weak and fearful. Not
someone in need of protection. She swallowed, but realized she held
a major piece of evidence the police would definitely want to
see.

Reaching for the phone, Jenna noticed
her hands were shaking. “Please don’t let my voice shake, too,” she
pleaded aloud. She couldn’t appear scared before this particular
cop. He might never see her in the same light again. After
consulting for him and his partner on her brother’s case, she had
hoped that type of arrangement would continue. Visions of her
dazzling him with her intellect and logic had danced through the
scenarios she spun. Now, thanks to this Gentleman Caller, she was
about to be cast in the role of victim. Police officers couldn’t
afford to get involved with a victim. They had to be.....cop-like.
And Jenna had begun weaving very uncoplike fantasies around this
particular man.

With a sigh of regret, Jenna located
Detective O’Maley’s contact info and sent the call through. Part of
her hoped he wouldn’t answer, while the other part longed to hear
his voice. Hearing his deep, gritty baritone would provide
reassurance for the newest role she had just unexpectedly been cast
into.

 


The phone rang on his desk, and with
an absent swipe, Owen retrieved the annoying device.

“O’Maley,” he greeted
curtly, his mind still on the file in front of him.

“Detective O’Maley, this is
Jenna Fields.” Something inside him clenched as the soft, feminine
voice penetrated his thoughts. He leaned back in his chair and
heard the office relic creak ominously but he ignored the warning.
A picture formed in his mind to match the voice on the line. Long
black hair, white skin, bright blue eyes and a tall, lean body with
curves he really wanted to explore.

“Dr. Fields, how can I help
you?” he returned, hoping his voice didn’t sound too hopeful. He’d
been trying for days to come up with some excuse to bring her on as
a consultant again, but had met with abysmal luck.

“I have a bit of a
problem.”

He didn’t like the note of panic in
her voice and sat up abruptly. His chair squeaked in protest
again.

“Describe this problem,” he
demanded, as he ejected the picture etched in his brain.

“I got a letter in the mail
today,” she said.

He went on red alert.
“And?”

“I believe it is meant to
be a...threat,” Jenna admitted, and he could hear her disquiet. Not
something he associated with the Jenna Fields he sort of
knew.

“Are you at
home?”

“Yes.” He pictured her
biting her lower lip.

“Stay there. I want you to
lock your doors, and sit tight until we get there, got it, Jenna?”
He was so upset by how daunted she seemed by this letter he’d even
used her first name instead of the more respectful Dr.
Fields-Detective O’Maley they were careful to cultivate.

“Okay,” she returned, and
he wondered if he detected some relief in her voice, or whether
that was just wishful thinking on his part. He hung up the phone
and located McCully, his partner, in the canteen,
lasciviously eyeing a Hershey
bar.

“Where’s the fire?” she
quipped, her auburn hair flaming around her face, green eyes
flashing in merriment at her own joke as he hauled her from the
room and down the hall. She trotted beside him, undaunted by him as
usual.

“Dr. Fields received a
threatening note.”

“What’d it say?” McCully
inquired, shooting him a speculative look, her chocolate fix
apparently on hold for the moment.

Rather than telling her he didn’t
know, he aimed for a less incriminating response. “That’s what
we’re going to find out.”

“You didn’t ask her,” she
chortled.

O’Maley opted for a scathing look in
her direction before tugging her through the precinct
door.

“You’ve got it bad,
O’Maley! I guess we’re off to the rescue.” She continued this
unfortunate glee the entire way to the car.

He figured he’d be safer to keep his
mouth shut as he fired up the engine and in moments, tore out of
the parking lot. McCully could sense any weakness, and she wasn’t
the least bit shy about letting him know when she figured his out.
Unfortunately, he had learned with her that she thought and acted
very much like himself. Sometimes it was downright
scary.

But not as scary as the thought of
Jenna Fields in danger. He never suspected he would see her again
because of a threat. He wanted them to be on the same footing,
where he detected and she consulted. Now he would have to behave as
a cop. O’Maley swerved around the next corner, and frustrated with
his thoughts, tried to cut them off. Yet he couldn’t quiet the
niggling fear that ate at him. “What are you going to do about this
attraction to Jenna Fields?” his conscience taunted him.

The unfortunate bit was, he didn’t
know. He had noticed her long ago. Had wanted and fantasized about
the good doctor since she first caught his eye three or four years
ago. Now she might be a victim and he couldn’t act on his
attraction.

The thought of placing her in the care
of another set of cops left him cold. Not that he didn’t trust or
respect the abilities of his fellow police officers. He simply
didn’t trust them with Jenna Fields.

The only cop who would
protect her was Owen O’Maley. Maybe, provided she behaved, he’d let
McCully in on the action too. Maybe.

 


Jenna heard a car pull up
in front of her house and tried to calm her suddenly racing heart.
She couldn’t quell the thought that she was about to come face to
face with Owen O’Maley in less than five seconds. She appreciated
the opportunity but wanted to be his consultant, not his latest
victim. Perhaps there wasn’t a true threat in the letter – maybe it
was innocuous. Please be
innocuous.

The knock that sounded on the door was
definitely the pounding of a man. “Dr. Fields, Derry Township
Police,” O’Maley announced, and Jenna hurtled herself at the
door.

As soon as the barrier opened, she
stared up into those pale green eyes, and wanted to throw herself
into his arms, burrow into his bulk, push her fingers through his
thick, not quite auburn hair. Instead, she managed a smile and
stepped back to allow him entrance into her home. McCully, his
petite, auburn haired partner sent her a pert smile as she followed
O’Maley’s tall frame through the entrance.

Jenna led them into the kitchen after
shutting and locking the front door. Resuming her seat, she
motioned to the extra chairs around the table and then shoved the
letter toward O’Maley. He leaned over the page, his red brows
forming a line above the masculine jut of his nose. Jenna had been
charmed by the smattering of freckles scattered there when she
first met him. Now she took some comfort from his solid, capable
form hunched over her kitchen table.

McCully propped an elbow on the table
and leaned over him precariously enough she looked in danger of
tumbling into his lap. Yet, Jenna hadn’t picked up anything between
the two officers that indicated romantic interest on either of
their parts. She always felt like they viewed the other as a
slightly annoying sibling. They certainly bickered and teased as a
brother and sister would. Yet she figured they would protect the
other with their very life.

“You still have the
envelope?” O’Maley asked, looking at her. She couldn’t pick up any
emotion from those beautiful green eyes.

She nodded and with a wave of her hand
indicated the counter.

“Can you bring the envelope
here?” O’Maley asked, the frown between his eyes now moving to his
lips.

Jenna stifled any fantasies she had
previously formed around those lips. With difficulty. She stood and
retrieved the envelope, then while she was vertical, paced to the
refrigerator where she located a bottle of soda. She set it on the
table and found three glasses. McCully poured and passed the
glasses around. Jenna’s eyes settled on a tin of cookies she baked
over the weekend and retrieved it before reseating
herself.

O’Maley perked up at the sight of the
cookies but he waited until he carefully placed the note and
envelope into evidence bags before selecting a treat. He nor
McCully had touched either piece of mail.

“Have you been
fingerprinted?” O’Maley inquired.

“Yes,” Jenna
answered.

He nodded before selecting a cookie.
“Have you received any other types of correspondence from this
man?”

“Not that I’m aware
of.”

“What about unusual phone
calls?” he persisted.

“Our receptionists send
calls through to me at the clinic. My answering machine wasn’t
blinking when I came home tonight. I get very few calls here,”
Jenna admitted.

“What about a cell phone?”
McCully asked around a mouthful of cookie.

“I’d better check. I don’t
normally turn it off, but sometimes I don’t hear it.”

Jenna rose to find her purse. She
opened the bag and fished around inside until she located the
phone. The notification area showed she had voice mail. Biting her
lip, Jenna told them.

“Save any messages you
think we might need,” O’Maley said.

She returned to the table with a pad
of paper and pen and hit the button to retrieve her messages. Three
were from her answering service. She scribbled notes, aware as she
did that O’Maley never took his eyes off her. Not that she minded
the scrutiny, but she would have enjoyed returning the favor. He
and McCully did talk amongst themselves, and Jenna was grateful for
the modicum of privacy their quiet conversation
provided.

The fourth message was from her
sister-in-law Emmy, and the fifth from her cousin’s wife, Annie
McNeal. The sixth call was unexpected. “I did it. I got someone
else, but even you, Dr. Fields, even you won’t be able to save this
one. I did very well. I’m brilliant.” The message ended as abruptly
as it started, yet Jenna could still hear the whispering,
triumphant voice in her ear. She shuddered, but managed to save the
message and hit the correct sequence of buttons to replay it before
thrusting the phone toward O’Maley.

He took the device from her, his eyes
sweeping over her face in such a way Jenna figured she must have
paled. She swallowed, trying to rid her mind of the whispering
voice. McCully, her ear to the phone, listened with O’Maley. Jenna
watched his jaw tighten, and both detectives’ eyes narrowed as they
listened.

O’Maley returned the phone. “We’d like
a copy of that voice mail.”

Jenna nodded and sent it. Panic
bubbled in her stomach, causing tiny pockets of air to explode in
her throat. Nausea roiled in response. She attempted to quell the
sickness and her fear by swallowing.

“Does this mean I’m in
danger, too, or does it mean he’s thinking of me as a colleague?
Someone he wants...accolades from?”

“He definitely wants your
approval,” O’Maley began, his brow furrowed as he gazed at her. “I
think we also need to assume you’re in danger.”

“Absolutely. What if Dr.
Fields doesn’t give what he deems enough approval? He may decide to
go after her,” McCully burst out, staring at her
partner.

“You think whoever this is
will get disgusted with me and maybe go after me?” Numbness stole
all of her chaotic emotions for a brief spell.

“Definite possibility,”
O’Maley said grimly. “We need to send patrols out looking for his
next victim.”

Jenna ran a distracted hand through
her hair. “I’m on call for the emergency room tonight, so chances
are good this will be a very long night.”

“You don’t work in the ER,”
McCully said as her eyebrows drew together.

“No, but they’re short on
ER doctors right now, so if the night gets busy, whoever is on call
is pulled in. I’m the lucky lady tonight. It’s also a full moon,”
Jenna explained in ominous tones.

O’Maley and McCully exchanged glances.
“Long night for us then,” he agreed soberly.

McCully nodded, her eyes roving
Jenna’s face.

“You should stay with Dr.
Fields tonight,” O’Maley began, but Jenna cut him off.

“If you think I need
protection, why don’t the two of you escort me to the hospital? I
can sleep there just as easily as here, and I’ll be safe. I’m
likely to be called in, anyway.”

“You can sleep in a
hospital?” McCully asked suspiciously.

“Of course. Hospital stays
are a bit different when you’re a doctor rather than a patient,”
Jenna explained with a quick smile.

“Nurses aren’t bothering
you every hour of the night?”

“Oh, no. They avoid us, if
at all possible.” Jenna laughed. “Doctors are a mere formality.
Nurses do most of the work, and catch our mistakes. They’re gems
beyond price.”

Both cops nodded, and McCully looked
at her partner. “So, we’ll escort Dr. Fields to the hospital and
then...”

“Then do what we do best,”
he replied shortly.

“Right.”

“I’ll go pack a bag,” Jenna
said, her voice quiet, and turned on her heel to head for the
stairs, but not before she saw O’Maley jerk his head at her and
heard McCully sigh. “I’ll go with you Dr. Fields. O’Maley here will
secure this floor while you pack.”

Jenna turned to him and her heart
fluttered. “There’s a basement.”

“Finished?” he
asked.

“Almost,” she answered with
a quicksilver grin before turning to the stairs.

 


Owen strolled through the lower part
of the house. He paced silently through the rooms checking for any
signs of danger.

He made certain each lock and the door
to the outside were secure. He made a mental note to purchase a
better deadbolt for the walkout basement door. The current one was
flimsy and this door was the most accessible. He realized as he
returned to the main level that he could be very happy living in
this house, finishing these rooms downstairs, protecting this
woman.

McCully met up with him at the base of
the stairs to the second level. “Top level is clear,” she informed
him.

“Attic?”

“There is one, but no way
can someone get through the windows except a child or a small
woman. What about your areas?”

“The basement door needs a
stronger lock,” he replied gruffly, catching sight of Jenna as she
descended the stairs. His heart tripped a beat before racing. He
attempted to control his unruly pulse, but his breath caught. He
gave up trying for control and instead decided to conceal what was
happening. McCully’d be on him like a flea to a dog if she figured
out his troubles.

What would Jenna Fields do, he
wondered?

He and McCully dropped Jenna off at
the hospital – he escorted her in and checked everything. He also
had a word with the security guards he came across. The purpose was
to make certain they remained extra alert tonight and also so he
had their images in his head so he could track them down if
something happened to this woman.

Owen shook his head at his own
delusions. Like he had any right to feel possessive about Dr. Jenna
Fields. Yet he couldn’t shake the fact that he did. Right now, he
needed to worry about her safety. Once they knew she was out of
danger, then he’d make his move. And heaven help him if she said
no.

With a hand thrust through his hair,
Owen stalked outside and scanned the area, watching for anything
that caught his eye. He wasn’t about to leave knowing he’d taken
Jenna to a place where she might be at risk.

The Gentleman Caller was a
freak.

He seemed to take his victims at
random. Then he brutally raped them, and left them neat and tidy,
usually in the woman’s own bed. Their clothes were neatly folded
and placed beside them, bodies scrubbed scrupulously clean. So far,
he’d left all his victims unconscious, with an odd, sweet odor
clinging to their breath. If the Gentleman Caller so much as
touched Jenna Fields, badge or no, Owen planned to take the creep
apart.

 


Jenna sighed as she watched Owen
O’Maley walk away from her. She couldn’t help but admire his walk
just as she couldn’t shake off the feeling she was being abandoned.
A ridiculous thought. She’d spent countless hours in this
particular room in this particular hospital. She knew the entire
building so well, she could probably conduct tours blindfolded. Yet
it was one of the hardest things she had ever done watching him
walk into the night, the door quietly sliding shut behind him. It
made his departure final.

“Dr. Fields, please report
to the ER, Dr. Fields, to the ER, stat.” Jenna glared at the
intercom in the ceiling and cut off the exasperated sigh she really
wanted to emit. Apparently, some rat had informed the Head of the
Emergency Room of her presence. She’d already put in a full day at
the office, but apparently, she would end up with a full night in
the ER, too. And to think she seriously believed that upon
completing her residency she would finally get some
sleep.

 


“So, sport, whadaya think
about this new case?” McCully asked as they climbed back into the
car.

“What do you mean what do I
think?” Owen growled at her, his mind furiously trying to reconcile
that they just left a beautiful, amazing woman to any freak who
entered the ER. How had he been able to turn around and walk
away?

“What are we going to do?”
McCully asked, shattering his thought process as she continued the
conversation she started. “I mean, besides stopping to get grub?
I’m hungry.”

O’Maley shot her a disgruntled,
exasperated look. “McCully, you’re always hungry. How you don’t
weigh 300 pounds, I don’t know.”

“There’s Marty’s,
pull in,” she exclaimed,
grabbing his arm and tugging as she used her other hand to point to
the rather obvious convenience store they frequented.

He obediently turned into
the parking lot, knowing they would need some calories if they
intended to stay out half the night. He figured that was a rather
hopeful approximation. The Gentleman Caller would more likely keep
them out all night. At least he usually had the courtesy to call the cops
and inform them of his deeds after he left the woman. The creep
always used a different phone, and so far they had no
witnesses.

When they crawled back into the car
after purchasing some snacks, his cell phone chirped. Owen threw
his bag on the seat and scooped up the device.
“O’Maley.”

“Where are you?” his
captain demanded.

“At Marty’s,” Owen
answered, watching McCully rip the tab off her coffee container
before taking a huge slurp.

“I hear your partner, come
back to the station,” Captain Sharpe said.

“That’s where we’re headed.
We’ve got more on the Gentleman Caller,” he replied.

“What have you got?”
Sharpe’s voice held a sudden quiet interest, and Owen figured he
and McCully were about to be transferred to the Gentleman Caller
case fulltime.

“How about we show you once
we get back to the station?” Owen asked politely. Even if the
transfer wasn’t in his captain’s brain at the moment, it would be
by the time they left his office tonight. No one else was going to
be assigned to protect Jenna Fields. He crushed the niggling, nasty
little voice that kept taunting him that this case had become
personal and he needed to back off. Jenna Fields’s life could be at
stake. And he wasn’t taking chances.

 


He was so hungry, so terribly hungry.
He needed to work again. Someone would feel his hunger, would
understand his power, his complete control. He had so much to
offer, and so little time to assuage his need. The affect would
soon wear off, and he had informed Jenna Fields of his
intentions.

As a gentleman he certainly
needed to keep his word. Otherwise, he would lose face. So often
that was his experience as a child, when he was helpless, but now,
in adulthood, he would prove his brilliance. No one had credited
him with intelligence and stature before, but now, yes
now people were taking
him seriously.

The fear in each woman’s eyes as he
took them sent such ecstasy through him. How he longed for the
release now that only a woman could provide. A frightened, helpless
woman. What would she look like today? Who deserved his
attentions?

Ah, but of course. The
snooty red-haired bank teller. She’d been so uncooperative, so
snide, she treated him as though he was unworthy of her help. He
didn’t like women who treated him that way. They reminded him of
his childhood. Of a time when he hadn’t been brilliant and
deserving of praise. But now, alas, he was deserving of everything
a woman could give. He no longer even had to ask permission. He
could take anything he wanted.

He laughed a high, happy sound that
made him feel better immediately. Since proving his brilliance, he
was worthy of anything he wanted. His boss told him this
frequently. His boss appreciated his efforts, his desire to excel,
his need for perfection. That red-headed bank teller would
understand this before the day was out. Her name had been Robin.
Fitting.

Glancing at his watch, he saw that the
bank would be closing now. He would follow Robin home and then
prove to her how deserving he was of her praise. She would learn
soon enough not to look down on him. Oh no, she’d learn that
despite the circumstances of his birth, he was a
gentleman.

Jenna Fields would fix anything he did
to the teller, and tonight he planned see if Robin’s blood matched
her hair.


 


 


 



Chapter
2

 


The dispatcher who took the call
didn’t panic when she answered the summons.

“Derry Township Police
Department Dispatch. I’m number twenty,” she said
calmly.

“I did it, I got another
one,” the man chortled. His voice was just a little too high, a
little too excited, a little too gleeful for her to assume he
didn’t speak the truth. She had dealt with him before.

“Where?” she asked
quietly.

“Route 743,” he said and
rattled off the address negligently, as though he didn’t care in
the least whether they discovered this woman or not.

“What will we
find?”

“You’ll have to figure that
out on your own,” he cackled and hung up the phone.

The dispatcher relayed the information
to the necessary people before she took the next call. A good
dispatcher learned early on not to take any call to heart. She was
more effective if she remained professional and calm. Instead she
handled the situation and moved on to the next caller.

 


O’Maley and she had just finished up
with the chief and crawled back into the car when they got the
call. Melson, the officer on patrol had the information they
sought. She took a sip from her coffee cup, relieved she and
O’Maley were officially assigned to the case.

“Gentleman Caller victim –
on Route 743.” The patrol officer’s voice burst into the interior
of the car.

“Where are you?”

“I’m three miles from the
site.”

“What’d dispatch say?”
O’Maley asked as he spun the wheel and headed for the
address.

“Just that he called and
gloated.”

“How bad?”

“He hung up before she
could get all that information,” the cop said in
disgust.

O’Maley grunted as he turned right and
accelerated out of the turn. “At least he gave us an
address.”

“Right. Let’s hope he’s
stayed true to form, and she’s in decent shape,” the patrol officer
said.

“Let’s hope,” O’Maley
echoed before disconnecting.

Something ugly clenched in the
vicinity of TJ’s stomach as they pulled in behind the patrol car.
The flashing red, white, and blue lights somehow made the scene
seem far more official. As a cop, she’d seen some pretty bad
things, but that still didn’t make crime scenes any easier to
witness.

She followed O’Maley into the
apartment where the smell of fresh blood wafted in the
air.

Her stomach muscles tightening in
response, TJ shot a glance at O’Maley.

His face had gone cold and
emotionless, and she realized she needed to do the same. She
wouldn’t be able to help this victim if she allowed her emotions to
overwhelm her. Right now this woman needed assistance, and TJ was
determined to offer this poor woman all of the skills at her
disposal.

When the calm finally settled over
her, TJ breathed in relief. The breaths didn’t lessen the scent of
blood hanging like a veil in the air, but it did allow her to think
professionally. Her job was to find the people who committed
crimes. More importantly, the person who had commited this
particular crime.

When they reached the bedroom, TJ
didn’t miss the red hair of the woman laid out precisely and
perfectly on the bed. Nor did she miss the blood in the matted
hair. The woman’s bare body had been scrubbed scrupulously clean,
but the attacker had left the blood in her hair. Why?

The victim, as per the Gentleman
Caller’s M.O., was unconscious. Her eyelashes cast spiky shadows
across her pale cheeks. She lay completely naked and vulnerable on
the bed. The rapist had left her hands folded across her abdomen,
as though she slept peacefully. There was little evidence she had
been raped, except that she was stripped of her clothing. To be
safe the emergency room doctor would use a hospital rape kit. And
as per the previous rapes, TJ figured they would discover some
internal damage.

She and O’Maley scoured the room,
looking for hair, footprints, clothing, anything that would give
them an idea of who had done this. As technicians lifted the woman
onto a stretcher, whom they learned was named Robin McKane, O’Maley
moved in with a UV light, intent on finding semen. The Gentleman
Caller was renowned for not leaving traces of himself. But they
still searched. If only he’d grow overconfident and
sloppy.

“I’ve got something,”
O’Maley announced in grim triumph.

“What?” TJ hurried across
the room to his side.

He pointed to a blood smear on the bed
post. The smear was slightly under and away from the bed. There was
enough of the fluid to detect at least a partial fingerprint. Glee
raced through her as she stared at the print.

O’Maley wasted no time in calling
crime scene technicians into the room to record the evidence.
They’d most likely already gone through much of the house taking
random prints, but now they would finish in the woman’s bedroom.
That one little print could mean so much, providing the print
didn’t match the victim’s own finger.

They would also sample the blood to
determine the blood type. The Gentleman Caller in the past had
merely left a defiled victim in his wake. He had never left a
bloodied victim before, so this was a new aspect to his M.O.
Perhaps he’d become careless in his lust to overcome the women he
selected. Then another thought occurred to her.

“Do you think this could be
a copycat crime?” she asked O’Maley.

His curt nod did not reassure her.
“Always a possibility.”

TJ thought of the possibilities and
complications to an already difficult case that a copycatter would
provide. The Gentleman Caller didn’t normally bloody his victims.
He typically left them without a trace of himself.

“What does this
mean?”

O’Maley stared at her for a moment
before replying. She could practically feel the brain waves
emitting from him. “Either we’ve got a copycat, or the Gentleman
Caller has changed his M.O., or the slimeball is finally getting
sloppy.”

“Which do you believe is
the case?”

“Not enough facts to
determine,” he replied with a negative shake of his
head.

TJ accepted his statement. They didn’t
have much to go on. Quietly, they finished their investigation of
the woman’s home and the area surrounding it before getting back
into the car to head for the hospital. They had some questions for
Miss McKane, and hoped she could provide some answers.

 


When the stretcher came in that night,
Jenna didn’t want to deal with the woman lying so still on it.
Especially after she saw the blood in the matted red hair. The
woman was pale and still unconscious. Jenna cast a concerned glance
over her, gauging her condition as best she could.

“She awoke long enough to
consent to the rape kit,” a nurse said in passing.

The same nurse passed her a rape kit,
which Jenna used, checking off what she had done as she went. She
didn’t harbor any hopes that the test would provide them with much
information, but she performed the task anyway. If the Gentleman
Caller had gotten sloppy, this kit would provide some answers. If
he had been his usual careful self however, they’d be out of luck.
Again.

After placing the last swab in a paper
bag, Jenna probed the woman’s skull until she found the slash
marks. The area around the cuts appeared angry and evil. So red,
too red. Jenna frowned as she scrutinized the area. She swabbed
away the blood with a moistened medical swab and popped the tip
into a tube with a sterile solution. It was necessary to run some
tests on the contents of those swabbings. Something didn’t fit well
with the marks.

Stepping back, she stared at the slash
marks a little longer. Something about them bothered her and she
couldn’t pinpoint why. Her assisting nurse stared at the marks with
her. He figured out the problem.

“Those marks are exactly
the same length across, exactly the same distance apart.
Why?”

Jenna stared at the marks with wide
eyes. “Of course Jerome, that’s it.”

“What?” Bemusement laced
his question.

“They are exactly an inch
and a half in length, and they’re exactly a half inch apart. Let’s
take a look at the other side of her head.”

With gentle, gloved hands, they turned
the woman’s head and looked for more marks like those on the left
side. Jenna didn’t know whether to be relieved or disappointed when
they didn’t locate more of the cuts.

“I believe we can conclude
our Gentleman Caller is right handed,” she stated.

Jerome nodded. “Because the marks are
on the left side of her head. What do you think he used to make the
incisions?”

Jenna started at his usage of the term
‘incision.’ “They are incisions, aren’t they?”

Jerome’s face wreathed in lines of
concentration. “I didn’t finish up my surgery rotation so long ago
and these look a lot like those Dr. Brunner makes.”

“You’re right, you’re
exactly right. They do look like incisions made by a surgeon,”
Jenna commented distractedly as she perused the precise cuts
longer.

“But why?”

“Why do we make incisions?”
Jenna returned.

“Because we want to take
something out that’s causing problems,” he began.

“Right. And sometimes to
check on things. Or?” she continued.

“Or to add something,” he
finished.

“Exactly. I’m betting
something got added here.”

“What do you think it
was?”

“Remember some of the other
victims?”

Jerome nodded solemnly. “Hard to
forget them,” he spoke like a true member of his
profession.

“They were all unconscious
when they arrived, right?”

“Yes,” Jerome said tightly,
and blew out a breath.

“Well, I’m thinking he used
these incisions to add whatever he used to knock her
out.”

“He doesn’t seem to use the
same method, or the same drug, does he?” Jerome mused.

Jenna bit the inside of her cheek.
“No, it appears he’s trying something different each
time.”

“But why?”

“If you were a rapist, what
are you after?”

Jerome’s dark skin didn’t flush, but
his brow pleated. “Sex?” he replied hesitantly.

“No, it’s not generally
about sex.”

“What then?”

“Power,” Jenna
replied.

Jerome’s black brows snapped together.
“Power?”

“Absolutely. The rapist
wants power. He wants to taunt the police, prove he’s wiser,
smarter, more capable than they. It’s also about the power over the
victim. Some people get off on overpowering others.”

Jerome shook his curly dark
head. “That seems...wrong
to me.”

“Of course it does. You’re
a nurse.” Jenna grinned at him. “You need a certain attitude to do
your job well.”

“Good,” Jerome answered,
but he still looked troubled. Jenna watched as his concerned eyes
roamed with genuine sympathy over the motionless woman lying in the
bed. “I just don’t understand how a man can do this to a
woman.”

“That’s because you’re a
real man, Jerome,” Jenna answered. “I think this particular man
likes to have control over his victim. He probably knows there are
others like him. So maybe he’s working on a drug to enable him to
do so. Then he can sell it.”

“That’s evil!”

“Yes. Unfortunately, we see
a lot of the evil in this world, don’t we?” Jenna responded
quietly.

His lips firmed.
“Unfortunately.”

“But you know, we’re making
a difference. We fight the Grim Reaper, Jerome, and so far we’re
winning. So we’re making a difference. Don’t forget that,” Jenna
coached.

“Got it, Dr. Fields,”
Jerome replied with a semblance of his normally dazzling white
grin.

“Take your pretty face off
somewhere else,” Jenna mock growled, and appreciated his deep,
rumbling laughter as she turned back to their patient.

“Hey, Detectives O’Maley
and McCully.” She heard Jerome greet.

Turning, she really hoped
her heart would stop beating so rapidly. Somewhere in her suddenly
chaotic thoughts, she knew hearts beating as fast as hers wasn’t
good. She also knew her breathing had quickened enough to set any
competent doctor into alarm. So what was wrong with her?
Six foot four inches of incredible masculinity is
what’s wrong, her conscience
sneered.

 


Owen braced himself for the impact of
Jenna Fields. After her nurse announced their arrival, she turned
and flashed them a quick, distracted smile. Her bright eyes seemed
so blue. Her dark hair glistened in the fluorescent lighting and no
woman had a right to look so good. He wanted to snatch her away
from here, to some place where they could be alone, but
unfortunately, he had a freak to catch and she had a patient to
help.

“How is Miss McKane?” he
asked brusquely, trying to keep his admiration for the good doctor
out of his voice.

“She still hasn’t awakened.
There is something we want you to see,” Jenna said, and moved
around the bed to the woman’s head.

“We have a theory on why
these marks are here,” Jerome added as he stepped to her
side.

Owen padded to the other side, but
Jenna motioned him to come to the head of the bed. She pointed to
something on the left side of the victim’s head.

“What are those?” McCully
asked, leaning over him.

“We suspect they’re
incisions,” Jenna answered.

“Incisions? Why?” McCully
asked, a frown between her eyes.

He watched Jenna. The brightness of
her eyes dimmed as they turned somber. “Remember how the Gentleman
Caller’s victims normally come in unconscious?”

“Yes,” he
answered.

“Each victim appears to
have been administered a different substance to produce that state
of unconsciousness, and so far, each has come up with a slightly
different chemical composition.”

“Right,” McCully
agreed.

“We believe he administered
the agent to produce her unconscious state via those
incisions.”

“So those cuts on her head
are due to him drugging her?” His eyes narrowed as he sorted
through the facets of their hypothesis.

“It’s the only theory that
makes sense so far. These are three very precise
incisions.”

“Doesn’t look like this was
a spur of the moment decision,” McCully agreed.

“No, I don’t believe so.
Also, look at the skin around the cut. See how red, nearly angry it
looks?”

Both he and McCully leaned closer,
peered at the skin in question, and then nodded, in
sync.

“The actual making of the
cut could have produced an inflammatory response like this, but I’m
doubtful. I believe her skin is reacting to whatever she was
given.”

“Reacting?” The first
tremors of understanding coalesced in his brain. “Reacting, like an
allergic reaction?” He squinted hard at Jenna.

“Yes. An allergic reaction.
I wonder if he’s using different types of chemicals in an attempt
to find one that keeps the victim alert enough to understand what’s
happening, but...”

“But not enough to fight
him or remember exactly what happened,” he finished
grimly.

They exchanged mutual looks of alarm
at the thought of more drug testing, more allergic reactions, more
freaks out to make money at the cost of innocent people. The last
case they worked on together, Jenna’s own sister-in-law and
brother’s best friend along with a powerful senator’s son had been
used as unwilling experimental drug test subjects. [Trust Me – Book
3 of the Me Series] This appeared to be the start of round
two.

“Drugs again,” he muttered,
disgusted that he hadn’t thought of the possibility
already.

“I’m beginning to see a
definite trend here,” Jenna agreed.

Eyes narrowed, he thought about her
statement. “Care to explain that?”

“This is the third possible
case of illegal drug experimentation I’ve seen.”

“Fields, Matthews, and
Brewster, and now Robin McKane, but who’s the other?”

“You wouldn’t know of the
first one, it happened in Sandovia,” Jenna returned
quietly.

“Oh, right,” he muttered as
he remembered hearing from Fred about Hugo Saltaire being kidnapped
from his plane two years ago and then used as an experimental drug
subject. [Save Me – Book 2 of the Me Series]

“Three times doesn’t seem
coincidental, does it?” Jenna mused.

“No,” he
answered.

“That’s what I
figured.”

“Has Miss McKane been
cognizant at all?” he finally asked her, as they both looked at the
newest victim.

“She stirred before I used
the rape kit, but other than that, no.”

“How long do you think
she’ll be out?” Owen asked, brooding.

“I honestly don’t know.”
She stood gazing at her patient and he wondered what went through
her head.

“You’ll let us know when
she does awaken?”

“Of course,” Jenna
returned, but as she assured him, the woman on the stretcher opened
her eyes. He saw the immediate confusion in them as she looked out
upon the crowd of people watching her.

“Wha....” she said in a
strangled moan. She began coughing and sputtering. Jenna and the
big male nurse, whom she called Jerome, raced to her
side.

He and McCully stepped back and tried
to remain unobtrusive while the medical folk did their thing.
Before too long, they had her calmed and breathing normally, and
while the confusion remained in her eyes, she responded to their
questions.

Jenna asked most of them, as she was
also a women’s advocate. Not only could she examine the patient,
but also ask the necessary questions for the police. Cops relied
heavily on the advocates.

“Do you remember what
happened to you?” Jenna began.

“No,” the woman wailed
softly.

“What is the last thing you
remember?” she prompted.

“I got off work at six, and
went to the grocery store for some things. Then went
home.”

“And?”

“I guess I put everything
away and started making supper,” she said, her brow knit with
concentration and worry.

“Did you eat?”

“I don’t remember,” she
uttered, still confused. Her eyes went wide. “Someone grabbed
me!”

She tried to sit up, but Jenna
restrained her with a tender hand to her shoulder. “You’re fine,
Miss McKane, no one will harm you here, please just continue to
answer my questions,” Jenna instructed in a kind but firm voice.
“What happened after you were grabbed?”

“What?” the patient
asked.

“Did he say anything to
you? Did you smell anything? Hear anything? Notice anything that
might help us find him?” Jenna asked patiently.

“I don’t remember how he
smelled, but he said something to me. I remember thinking I
wouldn’t have acted like he said I did.”

“So this was definitely a
man who grabbed you?” Jerome asked.

The woman turned her head to look at
him, fear creeping over her face. The obvious compassion in the
man’s eyes must have caused her to repress her natural inclination
to recoil from the large masculine frame.

“Yes, it was definitely a
man. He wasn’t soft like a woman would be. Not as hard as some men,
but definitely not a woman.”

“What did he say? Do you
remember?” Jenna prompted again.

“He said something like,
‘Now you’ll notice me, or I won’t be beneath your contempt now’,”
the woman shuddered and tears squeezed from her now tightly closed
eyes.

Jenna exchanged another look with Owen
and again he wished he could read her thoughts. She cocked a brow,
but then turned back to the now clearly traumatized
woman.

“What happened after
that?”

“He dragged me into my
bedroom, my bedroom,” she repeated on a sob and Jenna took her hand.

“Miss McKane, this is not
going to be easy, I understand. However, the more you can tell us,
the more we’ll have to determine exactly who did this to
you.”

“I know, but it’s
hard,” she
sobbed.

Jenna’s eyes softened another notch
and when he glanced at his partner, he noticed McCully wore a
similar expression. The nurse also took the weeping woman’s hand
and Owen was struck by the contrast between his dark skin and her
fair as well as the difference between the man’s much larger hand
to her smaller. The nurse’s hand was curled around the patient’s in
a protective manner and he was impressed with the picture it
created. Not all men were monsters who preyed on helpless females.
This man was a clear example of a good guy.

The woman drew in another sob, but
seemed to draw strength from the people clasping her hands. “He
dragged me into my bedroom and did something odd to my head,” her
voice trailed off as she stared at the ceiling tiles, obviously
reliving a nightmare only she could see.

“What did he
do?”

“I don’t know. He just took
something over my skin and then pressed something else into it. I
felt a sticky substance with my hand, but I can’t remember much
after that.”

“Did it hurt?” Jenna asked.
He was impressed by her caring, warm voice.

“I don’t think so. Maybe. I
just remember feeling really odd.”

“Define odd,” Jenna
encouraged.

“I thought I might be sick,
and there were all these little spots that came in front of my
eyes.”

“Did you feel as though you
had lost all control over your body?”

“I think so. By that time
things were a little vague,” she answered.

“Do you remember what the
man looked like?”

“No, he kept my back to
him, but...” she trailed off again, her eyes staring at the tiles
above her again.

“But?” Jenna
prompted.

“He must have turned me
over because I remember him...raping me...and I think he kept
saying something about him being good enough for me now, but after
a while, I must have passed out, because I don’t remember anything
else.”

“What did he look
like?”

“Blurry. I think I tried to
see his face, but I can’t remember anything.”

“Not even his hair color?
Skin color? Eyes? Nothing?”

“Nothing,” she shook her
head, despair entering her eyes again.

“Can you think of anything
else that might help? Anything at all, even minute?”

“No,” she repeated, and her
eyes began to close.

“Would you recognize his
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