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Prologue

 


Emmy Fields shoved open the
bathroom door, too tired to care the light bulb had blown,
again. The minimal amount
of light seeping through the high window in the small room allowed
her to see enough in the darkened room.

She sighed and headed for a stall,
making a mental note to inform management, once more, that the
lights needed fixed. Emmy concentrated on maneuvering to the
nearest toilet and tried not to lose her sense of direction in the
gloomy, confined space.

An eerie quiet hung in the dreary
room. Shivering, she brushed off the bubbling sense of disquiet.
Before she accomplished the task, a strong hand clamped over her
mouth. She tried to scream but the sound died against the fleshy
barrier. Her weak struggles were useless against the strength of
the man holding her. True fear didn’t ignite until she felt a jab
in her arm.

When she fell to the floor moments
later, Emmy had no memory of the needle that slid into her. She
wouldn’t even remember her mental note to have the light fixed
because as the intruder left the room he snapped the lights back
on, leaving her on the cold tile floor to be found by the next
person who entered the restroom.


 


 


 


 


 Chapter
1

 


“What is this?” Damon
Fields pointed to the mark on the document in his hand.

“A tear.”

“A what?”

“She cried as she signed
the papers.” Jon, the divorce lawyer down the hall, wouldn’t look
him in the eye.

“What is this document?”
Even though he knew, because his heart clenched along with his jaw,
he still had to ask.

“It’s your
divorce.”

“She signed it? Why
now?” Damon’s eyes scurried across the
smudged paper, and then alighted on the answer before Jon could
reply.

“This isn’t the agreement I
requested,” he exclaimed. “Where did this settlement come from?” He
was close to working himself into a frenzy. Damon had only gone
along with Emmy’s insistence they divorce because he’d been angry
and hurt. Now he felt they were making a big mistake. He didn’t
want this divorce. Sure, there were some problems in their
marriage, but he didn’t want to give up.

He accepted Emmy’s reasoning, but to a
much lesser extent than before. She didn’t know what had happened
that night, and thinking she might have been unfaithful had to be
ripping her apart. That’s why she insisted on this divorce. His
heart still couldn’t be persuaded, even though his brain
acknowledged her logic. His hand crumpled the document while Jon
quietly left the room. He hadn’t seemed inclined to answer Damon’s
questions.

He couldn’t have anyway.

Damon’s eyes searched the
mandate again, reading aloud. “The undersigned will accept no
payment, no alimony, no monies of any kind...why, Emmy?” he muttered.

This document was
ludicrous. Granted, she couldn’t remember her Social Security
number, couldn’t find her car most of the time, and because of the
uncertainty of that night, she wouldn’t accept his help.
Stubborn.

He wanted to assist her in any way he
could. He just didn’t believe a divorce, especially one where she
wouldn’t accept any of his assistance, was the answer. Regret
washed over him as he thought of not waking up beside her for the
rest of their lives, of never hearing her laughter again. Cold
emptiness howled through his soul in response to his miserable
thoughts.

Jon must have finally grown tired of
preparing divorce papers she wouldn’t sign. So he made up the one
document he knew she would. Damon frowned at the smudges on the
paper in his hand.

Emmy cried sometimes over sad movies
and at weddings, but not like this indicated. She wasn’t the type
to wet a page, just as he wasn’t the type to work himself into a
rage like this. Perhaps divorce brought out those uncommon emotions
in them both.

He saw in his mind her red-gold hair
reflecting the sunlight and her huge violet eyes scanning the lines
on the documents Jon offered her. Her freckles would be more
dominant now that spring approached. He thought of the times he’d
threatened to connect naughty shapes with those freckles when she
had been unmerciful and wouldn’t stop tickling him.

Damon pictured her wide mouth
stretched into a sleepy smile. Her solid body pressed against his.
Emmy had always seemed so comfortable in her own skin. A hybrid of
the girl-next-door woman. She was not the perpetually sobbing type.
So why were there so many tear marks on this document? He could see
the exact spot where she hadn’t been able to keep the tears from
falling. There were definite smudges by the middle of the second
page. He flipped through the document to where she had signed her
name and noticed her signature lacked the confidence and flare she
usually employed. So unlike his beautiful, sweet, absentminded
wife.

She had misspelled Fields, which was
very much like her. He couldn’t control the sad, reminiscent smile
that twisted his lips. Brilliant at inventing recipes, yet Emmy
could never remember what she’d done with her keys. She had earned
a 3.9 grade point average in chemistry but couldn’t remember if she
had cheated on him.

By the time that thought
hit, he realized he didn’t care. She obviously hadn’t done it on
purpose. Not if she couldn’t remember. And she wasn’t a liar. If
Emmy couldn’t recount that time, then she must honestly not have
any memory of the occasion. But how could
that be? Maybe she didn’t want to
remember...

Too bad he didn’t know how to even
begin to approach her to talk about what happened. When they did
meet, they acted like strangers. Hesitance and awkwardness could
best describe their encounters now. It was like those sweet years
of marriage had never happened. How he wanted those precious years
back.

He scowled. What was he thinking? She
had signed the papers. All he needed to do was add his signature
and give them to Jon. Then he and Emmy would be
divorced.

Divorce was such an ugly word. One
that left a bad taste in his mouth. Or was the awful feeling
because his wife was about to divorce him for a crime they weren’t
certain she had even committed?

A knock at the front door interrupted
his thoughts. The police officer assigned to his burglary case had
arrived. Detective Owen O’Maley barely greeted him before he yanked
out his notepad and pen.

Damon noticed the man was dressed in a
rumpled button down navy blue shirt, only tucked in on one side.
His jacket obviously long discarded, while his pants had probably
been crisp when he donned them, but were in sore need of a washing
now. O’Maley looked like he could use a washing too, a shave, and
some sleep, and maybe a long vacation. Damon wisely refrained from
commenting. O’Maley started questioning him the minute he
sat.

“Someone broke into your
office and stole the John Prichard file, right?” Damon winced as he
nodded. John Prichard was a small time drug runner, but a runner
nonetheless, and with him in prison, at least they had broken one
small tentacle of destruction. However, if they couldn’t
keep him in prison
because they no longer had his file... That tentacle could sprout
into a monster none of them wanted to contemplate.

“That’s right.” Damon
sighed.

“Does the DA have another
file?” O’Maley questioned. He didn’t sound hopeful.

“No, but I do.”

He didn’t miss the relief that flared
briefly in the detective’s eyes. None of them wanted Prichard to
walk free. The man wasn’t above using his grandmother or daughter
to achieve his goal and Damon seriously wanted to put him away. As
an Assistant District Attorney, he could do so. Until someone had
stolen his file.

“Explain.”

“The file from my office
got stolen. But I kept a copy in the safe here at home, and it’s
still there.” Damon indicated the wall beside him.

“What aren’t you telling
me?”

“The copy that was taken
has my most recent notes.”

The detective’s mouth drew into an
even grimmer line as he boiled that information down. “So Prichard
could walk.”

“Not necessarily. I
remember most of what I put in that file.” Damon ran a hand over
his hair. “Just not everything.” He had been able to recreate most
of his notes on the copy in the safe. Still, he did lack a few
pieces of vital information. Damon hoped his assistant found that
missing info again.

O’Maley frowned. “On top of the file
being taken, you’ve also had calls about your cheating
wife?”

His heart jolted. Damon nodded again.
“And on the last call, he threatened my cat as well.”

“But everyone’s okay?
Including the cat?” O’Maley asked, not looking up from scratching
something in his notepad.

“That’s correct. Winston
appears to be fine.” He glanced at the picture of the noble, but
very fat cat on his desk. Winston had a longhaired, sleek gray coat
with a tuft of white on his belly, and weighed in at about
twenty-two pounds. He was very regal, despite his chubbiness, and
somehow managed to walk without difficulty. Emmy had chosen their
pet well, or rather, Winston had chosen them well. He showed up at
their door soon after they were married. Emmy had fed him and
Winston had deemed them acceptable subjects since there was food
involved.

Damon had been happy with her,
Winston, and their life together.

So what happened?

O’Maley cleared his
throat again and
Damon returned his attention to their discussion. He waited for the
detective to continue. “Most likely some of Prichard’s people took
that file but I doubt they have anything to do with the threatening
phone calls you’re getting.”

“That’s what I’m
guessing.”

“So far, everything the DA
had on Prichard is missing from the office,” O’Maley commented,
watching him closely.

“What do you mean by
everything?” Damon asked for clarification, noticing again how
weary the man looked.

“Anyone who had information
on Prichard is now missing it.”

Damon sat up abruptly and
leaned forward. “Everything?”

The detective nodded before he glanced
at his notes. “Please tell me you’ve got all you need to try
him.”

“Yes, except for my
personal notes.”

O’Maley’s eyes narrowed as his brain
apparently raced ahead. “Will they be able to figure out your angle
from that file?”

“No,” Damon said
vehemently. “Usually I’m fairly efficient with my thoughts in a
file, but not this time. Prichard’s slipped through our fingers too
often.”

An emotion that could have been relief
crossed O’Maley’s face. “You made additional copies of that
file?”

Damon nodded. “Of course. I’ll give
you a copy for safekeeping, and I’ve also sent one to my boss, at
home, priority mail,” he added, as he handed over a sealed
envelope, which O’Maley accepted.

“We’ll keep quiet about
this file. No one should
have been able to get into your secure government
building,” O’Maley said.

“But someone
did.”

“We’d better assume this
was an inside job,” O’Maley concluded.

Damon sighed.

“You could be in danger,
Fields. We’ll send more patrols by the house, but be careful,” the
detective warned.

“I’d appreciate if you also
sent cars around my wife’s neighborhood,” Damon said.

“Done,” O’Maley agreed too
easily, and increased Damon’s anxiety over Emmy’s safety
tenfold.

 


After the detective left, Damon tried
to work, but concentration eluded him. He worried about Emmy, about
his cases, about Winston. When Max appeared in the doorway, Damon
breathed a sigh of relief.

Max had been with them from the
beginning of their marriage. He’d been a middle-aged drunk who had
lost his wife, his job, and almost his life when he entered Damon’s
world via the court system. Upon his return from Vietnam to the
states, booze had taken over his life as a surcease for the pain
he’d not been able to diminish, for the visions he wanted to erase
from his memory. With no available resources he hadn’t had been
offered many options. Max wasn’t dubbed a hero when he returned
from the war, even though he had no choice but to fight. Those were
his orders.

Damon helped him dry out and join AA
meetings and then gave him a job. Max was a man who had made some
wrong choices, but who proved to be a loyal and steadfast employee.
Over time he had become a member of their little family. Now,
between his former military skills, loyalty, and adeptness with his
hands, he proved to be an excellent man to have around.

There were few who Damon would rather
have protecting his back. Max was a rangy, lean man, a little below
average height, with dark hair and a well-earned strength of
character few possessed. He also loved Emmy like a daughter. Damon
had set the man to keeping an eye on her. Watching her had to be a
labor of love. It had to be killing him too.

“I have a video,” Max
announced and waved the camera.

Damon nodded and downloaded the media
file to his computer. He set the video to play.

His heart clenched when Emmy appeared
on screen. She wove between cars, her head bent, her shoulders
hunched against the light drizzle. Emmy obviously scanned cars,
probably hoping to find hers when something caught her attention.
The camera followed her gaze. Damon’s SUV came into
view.

She altered her path and headed for
his vehicle. He saw immediately what had distracted her. Winston
had caught sight of her and bellowed. She ran up to the car and he
could hear her talking to their pet through the slightly open
window. Damon often took the cat with him for quick runs to the
office because he liked riding in the car. Any other cat would
spaz, but not Winston. Damon assumed Winston enjoyed playing lord
of all he surveyed, so car rides amused him.

“Winston!
My sweet baby. Are you giving lots of love to your
daddy? You’re so beautiful. What
is the number?” While her first statements were
crooned, she finished on a wail. His mouth curved slightly because
she could never remember the number to open the door of his SUV, or
their bank accounts, or their security system for that
matter.

He watched as she tried several
combinations to no avail. It took a few combinations before she hit
on the correct code. As soon as Emmy opened the door, Winston
leaped into her arms. His satisfied purrs could be heard clearly on
the video. Watching her nuzzle Winston and stroke him, Damon didn’t
care for how her sweater covered a too small body. She had lost a
lot of weight and now appeared gaunt.

“Oh Winston, you smell like
him.” She inhaled several times, like a drug addict getting a much
needed fix. His heart twisted. Why the
divorce if she missed him so much?

He was jolted from the tender moment
between Emmy and Winston when her head twisted and she suddenly
focused on something off the screen. Damon leaned forward with a
frown as pure terror crossed her face. She hurriedly kissed
Winston, then told him, “Give your daddy my love.”

She hastily popped the protesting cat
into the SUV as she looked over her shoulder to what had frightened
her. The only other person in the parking lot was Bob Johnson, the
city council chairman. Why would he terrify her?

The screen momentarily filled with her
face and Damon’s attention riveted on her. Her cheeks contained new
hollows he didn’t remember and there was a sadness in her eyes he
had never seen before. Emmy’s face was streaked with old and fresh
tears. Her eyes, bright from tears that had yet to fall onto those
sunken cheeks, looked bloodshot and irritated.

The blood red streaks through the
whites of her eyes alarmed him, then he noticed her pupils also
looked odd. Her smattering of freckles appeared stark against skin
stretched too tightly over fragile looking cheekbones. The once
solid, compact body he loved was now emaciated to the point of
concern. She appeared tired, too thin, and very unhappy. Plus her
whole body shook. Why was that?

Max reported that she was so organized
now it was painful to watch. She bought groceries on the same day
every week and took out her trash regularly. She paid her bills and
remembered appointments, because Max said she had downloaded an app
on her phone to remind her. The old Emmy would have promptly lost
her phone.

Damon didn’t like the danger bell
shrilling loudly in his brain. Something wasn’t quite right, but he
couldn’t figure out what or why. He couldn’t determine if Emmy was
just sad over their impending divorce, or if she was sick, or both.
Either way, knowing would be difficult for him to ascertain, as she
didn’t live under his roof any longer. The pencil in Damon’s hand
snapped as he thought of her new home.

It comprised a studio apartment in an
old converted warehouse. The room had character and a sense of
space, but they figured she rented it because the apartment
building was close to her place of employment.

She had a cot and a couple of crates,
Max reported. She never went out at night. If she wasn’t home, she
could always be found at work. Emmy worked as a research chef for a
five star restaurant in the city. While married, she had invented
new recipes for the chain at home. Her concoctions were inevitably
the most popular items on the menu.

Now she worked as a chef at the
restaurant and then returned to her apartment after her shift. Max
reported light spilling onto the street long into the night but he
didn’t know what she did during the lonely hours. Damon wondered
what was so important it kept her from much needed
sleep.

Did she think of him?


 


 


 


 


 Chapter
2

 


Emmy bent over the sketchpad, her hand
working furiously. She had been sent home early, after being found
unconscious on the bathroom floor. She couldn’t remember passing
out, but the doctor who examined her determined she would be fine
with some rest and plenty of fluids. So her boss insisted she go
home and take care of herself for the evening. She had felt so
awful she readily agreed.

Now she had even more time to sketch
Damon. She couldn’t fill in his blue eyes properly with the dark
pencil, but she could still see them clearly. When she was
satisfied, she moved on to his black hair – it was easy to shade
with her pencil.

Next, his square jaw and bold
cheekbones came to life beneath her frantic hand. The only thing
that kept him from being model perfect was the crooked nose she
sketched in last. A little nose, but crooked, nonetheless.
Sometimes she had focused on his nose when they argued because it
was her only reminder that he wasn’t flawless.

He had his faults, but never before
had she met a man so ideal for her. A tear fell and hit his left
eye on her sketch, smudging the page. Emmy was so intent in drawing
his nose she ignored the mark.

She nearly choked when she began his
body. She knew Damon’s form so well. It was nearly as perfect as
his face. Hard and masculine. Lean and muscular. Not really the
body she envisioned a successful lawyer possessing, but the perfect
body for a wife to discover and love. An unwelcome thought
intruded, reminding her that as soon as Damon signed the papers,
she wouldn’t be his wife any longer.

The tears fell faster as she sketched.
She didn’t want the divorce, but until she remembered what happened
the night Damon found her and Mark in bed together, she couldn’t
remain married. She might have cheated, and that went against
everything she believed and held dear. Confusion swirled, trying to
overwhelm her as she sketched. Emmy couldn’t think of any other
solution. She couldn’t tie Damon to a woman who wasn’t trustworthy
and above reproach.

The ache in her heart matched the
throb in her head now. The twinges in her belly had yet to catch up
though. Her breathing became labored and harsh as she
worked.

The hated tears she seemed to have no
control over welled in her eyes. Her limbs shook frequently now,
almost as if she suffered from Parkinson’s disease. Her eyes were
always red and streaming. She hadn’t been able to keep food down
for a long while. Perhaps that explained why her stomach seemed so
upset. She had made an appointment to see the doctor, but then she
passed out on the bathroom floor and missed her time slot. They
rescheduled her for next week.

A cramp clenched her hand as the hated
rash spread itchily over her body. She worked until her world
became black and the blessed, numbing fog claimed her. Until her
head landed on the table and the pencil fell from slackened fingers
to roll across the card table and bounce off the lamp, before
settling gently against a hand covered in red, itchy
spots.

 


Damon looked up as Max loomed over his
desk the next day.

“I’ve been to Emmy’s
apartment,” Max stated, running a hand over his face. He looked a
little dispirited. Damon could relate.

“What did you find?” he
prompted.

“She has several pads of
paper and pencils, a card table with one lamp, and pictures of
you,” Max answered succinctly.

“Pictures of me?” Damon
repeated, dumbfounded. Perhaps she did miss him.
Please.

“Yeah. I think she must
draw them. I saw a sketchbook on the table. And some
pencils.”

Damon’s eyes widened. “She draws
pictures of me all night?”

“Looks that way. She seems
to have chronicled her life with you from the time you met until
now,” Max explained.

“Chronicled our lives?
How?” Damon struggled to grasp what Max was saying.

“There are pictures of your
favorite Winston expressions. Lots of pictures of you. Some of them
in the happy times, some are funny, some serious, some that
are...uummm...erotic,” Max ventured.

“Erotic?” Damon parroted,
blinking in surprise. “They were of the two of us?”

Max shook his head. “Actually, very
few contain her. There are more pictures containing me than
her.”

“Do you think you can
borrow them? So I can see some of these sketches?”

“I’ll see what I can do,”
Max promised but his gloomy expression didn’t alter.

Max took all of her sketches one
evening when Emmy worked late. They spread the sketchpads out on
his desk and Damon noticed a trend among the meticulous drawings.
He and Winston had faces with a repertoire of
expressions.

He tapped a sketch where Emmy had
actually drawn herself. “This has to be Emmy, but you can’t
tell.”

“You’re right. Because she
has no face. Her back is always to us, the viewer,” Max
answered.

“It’s almost as though she,
too, is merely observing,” Damon agreed as they perused the
drawings together. His heart ached for what they had
lost.

“Something else is
bothering me about these pictures but I can’t figure it out,” Max
commented, a frown between his brows as he stared at Emmy’s
artwork.

“Her. It’s her. Emmy
portrays herself as dark and heavy. While Winston and I are light
and airy.”

Max nodded. “That’s right. Like she
sees herself as the villain.”

Damon’s heart flipped even as it sank.
He saw exactly what Max had noticed. “And she’s life-sized in the
beginning, but by the latest work, she’s a tiny, almost nonexistent
figure. You can barely find her presence in the sketches from the
past few weeks.”

“I don’t see her at all in
these very last drawings. And I don’t like how they’re all smudged
and tear-stained,” Max said brusquely.

As he flipped through each drawing
Damon could feel Emmy’s despair, her loneliness, her hopelessness,
but there was love interwoven through the pages too. He also
noticed how most of the drawings containing her also portrayed
keys, bills, cat food, anything she’d forgotten or lost in the past
while they were married. Things he teased her about because they
were an indication of her absentmindedness and, therefore, a part
of her.

One of the last pictures in the set
disturbed him to the point of fear. The last sketch that actually
contained her sent alarm pinging through him. The drawing depicted
him running, his whole body alive and happy, he seemed to sparkle
with good health and life. Damon almost missed Emmy’s place in the
picture, though.

Max, fear reeking in his voice, tapped
the spot he had passed over while examining the picture. Emmy had
drawn herself as the freckled bug on the sidewalk right where his
left sneaker would next step.

 


Before he could request Max have
someone watch Emmy constantly, the peal of the doorbell
interrupted. Detective O’Maley, accompanied by the young detective
who had recently become his partner. Damon noted the detective had
showered, shaved, and changed clothes since they last met. The
man’s forest green shirt was tucked in, and his pants looked
clean.

O’Maley, as usual, cut to the point.
“Fields, we still don’t know who’s got that file, just suspect
Prichard’s people. But a security guard at your office got tossed
down the steps last night.”

“Is the guard
okay?”

“No. The fall broke his
neck,” O’Maley said succinctly with a subdued tone.

“Who was it?”

“Jackson.”

Damon gulped as he thought of the
burly middle-aged man who had been so excited about the birth of
his next grandchild. Now he would never meet the new baby. He
closed his eyes in grief.

“We don’t know if the
attack is related to the Prichard case, but you need to be very
careful. Anyone else you think might be in danger?” O’Maley had his
pad out, pen poised over a fresh sheet of paper.

“My wife.”

O’Maley’s eyebrows shot up. “Your
wife?”

“My wife.” With a dawning
expression.

“Yeah, we got that, Fields.
Why?” O’Maley looked impatient.

“She’s been acting odd
lately. And seems sick.” Damon said over his shoulder, “Check on
Emmy, get her and bring her back home.”

As Max disappeared through the door,
the cops stared at him. He knew they wanted an explanation. Even
the new detective looked at him like his brain was the consistency
of scrambled eggs. But now Damon also worried about Mark. He
decided it didn’t matter if O’Maley’s partner thought him an
intelligent being, or not.

Swallowing, he couldn’t decide if he
liked her. She was a rookie detective with a bad attitude, a mop of
curly auburn hair, and huge green eyes that gleamed with too much
intelligence. But the tilted nose, perfect complexion, petite frame
and sassy mouth just didn’t combine together to create a cop in his
mind.

With a sigh, Damon pushed away his
irreverent thoughts on her and began his story. As he talked things
fell into place in his mind. He feared for Emmy. He not only hoped
Max would get to her in time, but that she wasn’t so wary of him,
her estranged husband, that she wouldn’t want to see him, much less
stay with him. He hadn’t trusted her. Maybe that’s why she chose
divorce over trying to work through the situation. Could he regain
her trust?

“Mark Matthews is a friend,
the best man in our wedding, and our first guest after we married.
We met in school, went to the same college, then on to law school
together, and somehow ended up with the same District Attorney.”
Damon sighed before continuing his story.

“Of course our relationship
changed once Emmy and I got married, but Mark was dating a great
woman, and we all got together frequently. Right before Mark and
Sheila were to be married, she was involved in a fatal car
accident. Supposedly, she’d been drinking heavily that night, which
we later heard wasn’t unusual for her.” The lawyer in Damon
wouldn’t allow him to claim any definitives because something still
didn’t quite ring true to the story they’d been fed.

“Sheila not only killed
herself, but a couple and their two grandchildren in the car she
collided head-on with. There’s been talk the man driving the other
vehicle had been planning to run for the city council chairman
seat,” Damon said, running a distracted hand through his hair,
trying to remember everything.

“Mark’s fiancée’s bad
decision caused a woman to lose her children and her parents in the
same accident. It was devastating for her of course, but also for
Mark. He trusted and loved Sheila and his memories of her didn’t
include her drinking heavily, but her boss, the current city
council chairman, Bob Johnson, claimed she came to work drunk
several times and would often get belligerent when offered help. He
told Mark they finally decided to fire her because they suspected
she was also using drugs.” Damon shook his head at the unhappy
thoughts. If Sheila had been involved in drugs, even remotely, the
idea alone would have ruined Mark. Damon kept going, trying to tamp
down the frustration of unanswered questions.

“Mark lost himself in
sorrow until Emmy and I pulled him out. We did all we could think
of to help him through the grief. He seemed fine the past six to
eight months. He acted as though he’d gotten on with his
life.”

“And this pertains to the
case how?” O’Maley inquired.

“We’re getting to
Prichard’s trial now, but this all happened right at the time the
runner and his wares were brought in,” Damon explained, trying to
fit all the pieces together. Somehow, none of this made sense, but
there was a pattern here somewhere. It formed just out of his
reach.

What he didn’t mention to the
detectives was the day Mark had met them for supper just before all
this weird stuff started. His eyes had gleamed with a familiar
glint and they’d not had to prompt him to speak of the pretty cop
who had just pulled him over for speeding. Apparently, the
silver-tongued Mark hadn’t been able to talk himself out of the
ticket.

Emmy had teased him that the cop had
probably been trying to subtly obtain his name and phone number.
They had a good laugh over the incident, and Emmy and Damon were
relieved to see that sparkle in Mark again.

Then, getting home late one night from
a wild goose chase, looking for a witness who wasn’t, Damon had
surprised Mark and Emmy. They had been together in his and Emmy’s
bed. Now he realized Emmy had blinked sleep out of her beautiful
violet eyes, not guilt. She was as stunned as he to see Mark in
their bed with her. They hadn’t been touching, so what did that
mean? Damon tried to remember Mark’s reaction, but he’d been so
focused on Emmy he hadn’t thought to look at his friend.

He did tell the police about the
encounter because he thought the event was somehow related. Why
would someone go to such lengths though? If they were indeed
lengths. It was then he noticed the female detective, TJ McCully,
appeared mighty uncomfortable.

“What?” When neither cop
would answer him, Damon persisted. “What aren’t you telling me?”
O’Maley glanced at his companion before he shrugged.

“Just that we’ve gotten a
missing persons on Mark Matthews. His housekeeper called it in. If
what you’re saying is true, then he might not really be
missing.”

McCully added a few comments.
“Matthews assisted on the Prichard case, right?” She cocked a
questioning brow at Damon, who nodded.

“Matthews might know more
than he should, and someone doesn’t want you all to put things
together,” O’Maley continued with her line of reasoning.

Damon overheard McCully mutter,
“Better check the morgues.”

At the woman’s comment however, a cold
sweat broke out along his spine. With Mark now missing, what if Max
didn’t reach Emmy in time?
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Max raced over to Emmy’s apartment. He
hoped he got there and found her sketching. Today was supposed to
be her day off, so she should be home. Even her boss wouldn’t let
her work seven days a week. The thought comforted him. He sprinted
up the stairs, unconcerned with the racket he made.

When he reached her door, he didn’t
pound on it, he simply used the same lock pick from his previous
visits. He offered a quick word of thanks when he saw Emmy bent
over the card table, sketching with such concentration she never
heard him open the door.

It took Max a disconcerting moment to
realize she wasn’t alone in the room. While Emmy hadn’t heard his
arrival, someone else had. A someone making a fast escape through
the window of the apartment. Her fourth floor window opened onto
the roof of a parking garage.

Max didn’t take time to shout out a
warning as he hurtled across the room. The man jerked the window up
and flung one leg over the edge before Max could reach him. By the
time the impetus of his motion pitched him close enough, the
intruder threw his other leg over the sill and jumped. An oblong
object fell out of his pocket.

The running figure disappeared around
a corner and Max realized he’d never catch the fleeing man.
Obviously the guy knew where he was going, while Max did not. He
wanted to give vent to his frustration, but decided hurrying Emmy
to safety was a wiser course of action.

He turned to go to her, but his foot
kicked the object the man had dropped. Max’s insides turned icy
when he identified the item.

A hypodermic syringe.

The type used by medical
professionals. Or drug addicts. Questions soared through his mind
as Max stared at the syringe for a moment, trying hard to explain
why someone toting this particular type of medical supply lurked in
Emmy’s apartment. When none arrived that suited him, he realized
again the utter need to get Emmy out of this unprotected
space.

He snapped the window shut, bent for
the syringe which he wrapped in a handkerchief, and strode to her
closet. Every box he had placed there months before remained,
intact. She had only opened the top one and must have simply been
wearing those clothes over and over. He yanked the four other boxes
out of the closet and heaved them to the door. Then he hurried back
to the card table where Emmy was only just beginning to realize she
had company. His stomach spun sickeningly when he saw the red welts
and her equally red, tearing eyes up close.

Max pulled her into his arms and held
her close for a moment. “I’m taking you home, Emmy, okay? Go to the
door.” He gathered her pencils and all of the sketchpads he had
returned and tucked them into the top box. Even then, he still
arrived at the door first.

She tottered and appeared to
concentrate at placing one unsteady foot in front of the other. He
didn’t like how her limbs shook. Max had to ask her several times
to take his arm. Emmy held on a bit too tightly when his request
finally registered. He moved them down the stairs as quickly as her
reeling body would allow. She was so weak he had to lift her into
the truck.

After settling Emmy, Max locked the
doors. He hurried upstairs for the boxes, and tossed them into the
back. He was back in his truck in under two minutes.

Max called Damon on his phone, hoping
the detectives were still at the Fields’ residence. They weren’t,
but he told the distraught man about Emmy’s skin, her pain glazed,
dilated eyes, shaking limbs, and incoherence anyway. He also
explained about the intruder who dropped the hypodermic
syringe.

“Is she
coherent?”

“Barely,” Max answered,
shooting a quick glance at Emmy. She hadn’t said a word. “Should we
take her the hospital or a clinic?”

“If she’s that bad she
should be seen. Take her to Jenna’s clinic. I’ll call her and meet
you there as soon as I call O’Maley. I think they need to see her
too.”

 


“You want us to do what?”
O’Maley questioned when Damon called.

“We just think you should
see this.”

“See what?”

“My wife’s condition. Max
says she’s incoherent. This should be documented, as you said
anything unusual, and this is definitely unusual.”

O’Maley grunted. “Where’d you find
her?”

Damon gave him Emmy’s apartment
address.

“Where are you taking
her?”

“To my sister’s clinic. Dr.
Jenna Fields, do you know where her facility is?”

“We do,” O’Maley said
tersely. “We’ll send someone over to the apartment and McCully and
I will meet you at the clinic.”

Damon rang off from O’Maley, wishing
they had answers to the questions that kept stacking up.

He screeched into the parking lot
right behind Max’s truck. Damon looked at his wife and had to
swallow several times. Even after what Max reported, he hadn’t
anticipated how sick she looked.

“She passed out halfway
here,” Max said, panic evident in his voice.

Damon scooped her out of the vehicle,
swallowing down something that tasted like panic. He and Max wasted
no time crossing the parking lot.

“Damon, place her on the
table,” Jenna instructed when he burst through the door. She didn’t
so much as blink while she ascertained Emmy’s condition.

“She’s pooled in sweat,” he
said hearing the fear in his voice.

“Yes. Help me remove her
clothes,” Jenna answered. He did as she asked and they both
stared.

“Her ribs are jutting
out. Look how thin she
is. And why are her arms and legs shaking?”
he exclaimed. He swallowed again, and more cold sweat lined his
spine.

“I don’t know,” Jenna
replied. “And I’d like to know where this rash came from.” The rash
only served to concentrate Emmy’s deplorable state.

Jenna examined Emmy thoroughly,
speaking from time to time into a small recorder she removed from
her pocket. After checking all of Emmy’s vital signs, and frowning
over some of the notations she made in a patient chart, Jenna
glanced at him.

“I need to take blood,” she
said.

“Why?”

“We need to find out what’s
causing her reaction,” she replied as she opened a drawer in the
supply cabinet and removed a syringe from a box there.

“What reaction?”

“Emmy’s having an allergic
reaction to something,” Jenna explained patiently. Damon watched
quietly as she opened another drawer and removed a needle in
sterile packaging. She opened a cabinet door and he saw racks of
blood tubes. She selected several and after extracting a few other
items, returned to Emmy. Jenna inserted the needle into Emmy’s arm
and filled the first tube.

“I found something,” she
said softly, as though Emmy could hear them.

“Found what?”

“Point of entry. A
hypodermic needle hole.” Jenna pointed to a small raised bump on
the inside of Emmy’s arm at the elbow with a puncture in the
center. A perfect sized hole for a needle.

“My guess is that this is
where the cause of her allergic reaction was inserted,” she told
him, her voice tight.

“Do you know what was given
to her?”

She shook her head. “I don’t.” She
sighed. “For all we know, Emmy took this willingly.”

“What?” Damon exclaimed. The ice-cold sweat increased down his
back.

His sister scanned his expression, a
pragmatic expression on her face. “Grief and pain will cause even
the strongest person to cross lines they wouldn’t normally cross.
Don’t delude yourself that Emmy’s been in a rational state of
mind,” she warned.

“You don’t truly believe
Emmy willingly took whatever caused this reaction.” Damon eyed his
sister as denial coursed through him.

“I doubt she was willing,
but we have to remember she could have made a bad choice. I don’t
know. I’ve never seen her so ...down.”

Damon contemplated Jenna’s statement.
He never considered Emmy might willingly take drugs. Even given her
emotional state, he never imagined her doing so. Was their
impending divorce enough to drive her to take drugs?

Did Jenna know something about Emmy he
didn’t?

He knew they had visited a few times
since the separation, but when he asked about his wife, Jenna’s
lips formed a tight, straight line. The only response he elicited
from her was a shake of her head. It was her way of telling him she
intended to remain neutral.

While his thoughts swirled in a
chaotic mess, Jenna took some photos then produced a tube of
ointment. She squeezed a glob onto Damon’s fingers
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