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CHAPTER 1

A bead of sw eat for med betw een the shou lder 
blades of a naked killer. As he remained hunched and panting 

over his prey, the greasy droplet stayed suspended by the ripples 
of his trapezius muscles. It slid an inch along the thoracic spine 
until it remained nestled between the T2 and T3 vertebrae. With 
another deep breath, the killer straightened ever so slightly. The 
new angle allowed the slithering drop to ramp up and over the T3 
hump. Meandering along the rest of the spine, it continued south. 
Any moisture lost along the glistening, slimy trail was more than 
recovered as other pores continued to spew their oily excrement 
onto his skin. The droplet continued picking up size and speed 
as it dribbled over his tailbone. For just a moment, it remained 
dangling with a death grip on a hair in the crack of a killer’s ass, 
before falling into the navel of the recently deceased with a plop.

“Sorry, Doctor Coleman.” The killer sighed. “As I said, this is 
nothing personal. I hope you understand now. I wish it didn’t have 
to be like this, but it just had to be.”
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The vacant blue eyes did not answer or acknowledge him. The 
only movement was the blood that continued to trickle to the floor. 
Without a beating heart to hasten its flow through the open slices, 
only gravity could pull the warm fluid to the cold tile.

The naked man separated his sweaty thighs from where Cole-
man’s arms had been pinned to the dead doctor’s ribcage. The killer 
lifted his knees and squatted over the dead man’s stomach. After 
losing his balance, he landed back on the doctor’s stomach and 
was surprised at the burst of blood that sprang from the slashed 
throat. With a look of amusement, he bounced one more time 
and watched as the blood spurted from the doctor. He stood and 
twisted his neck back and forth as he rolled his shoulders to get 
the kinks out. He hadn’t planned on being this sore and tired. 
Killing someone like this was more physically demanding than 
he thought it would be.

There has to be a better way to do this, without all the fighting 
and struggling.

This was just the second time he had ever killed someone. His 
first had only been an hour earlier. The first one had been tiring, 
too. But doing this twice in a row was more exhausting than he 
imagined.

Careful not to step in the blood, he tiptoed over to an exam 
table and opened a black backpack. After pulling out a canister of 
bleach wipes, he began to wash the doctor’s arms and stomach. 
He twisted the end of a fresh wipe and inserted it into the dead 
man’s belly button.

“Again, my apologies, Doc. No disrespect.” He gave a hollow 
laugh as he swished his hand around. “Just gotta make sure I get 
all of me off all of you.”
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He grabbed a towel next to the large wash basin and turned on 
the hot water to begin washing himself. He placed one muscular 
calf into the sink and washed his leg, then switched to clean the 
other. Continued scrubbing his upper body until he was satisfied 
he had cleaned off any remnants the doctor may have left on 
him. After drying the floor in front of the sink, he stepped over 
to the back-pack, slipped into a dark sweatsuit, laced up his 
shoes, checked a piece of paper sitting on the exam table, pulled 
the hoodie further down over his head, and slid out the door.
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CHAPTER 2

“It’s  bu ll shit!”
Detective Rhody Richardson slid to the side and rose 

from the diner booth as he shook his head and rolled his eyes. The 
holster from his 9mm Glock knocked a dangling fork to the floor. 
He bent over to retrieve the wayward piece of silverware.

“How the hell am I supposed to notice every little thing. I 
swear…”

“Wouldn’t be morning breakfast without you swearing, Rhody,” 
said fellow detective Jon Wayne. “You know I’ve always had your 
back—through college, through the academy, through all these years 
on the force. But sorry, partner, I gotta go with her on this one.”

Richardson took his empty dishes over to the counter and 
nodded at the waitress. He gave Jon a helpless look as he sat back 
down in the booth. He slid over another few inches so the rip in 
the rust-colored vinyl wouldn’t irritate him any more than he 
already was.
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“Really, Duke? She thinks I should notice even the tiniest things 
all the time. And when I don’t, she takes it personal—like it’s some 
big failure on my part. What the hell?”

“C’mon, Rhod. Look at it from her side. You are Detective First 
Class Rhody Richardson. Best closing rate in the history of the 
Buffalo Police Department. You close cases because you notice 
everything. Wasn’t it you who busted open the Delaware Park 
Stalker case? We all saw the same video of the perp tripping over 
the curbing by the zoo and limping away. But a week later, when we 
interviewed Conley, it was you that noticed one sock was slightly 
puffier than the other one. You figured out he had wrapped his 
ankle. That’s what turned our focus to the right guy, and we were 
able to put it all together from there.”

“Well, that was fairly obvious.”
“Then how come in a room full of DAs, cops, and other detec-

tives, you were the only one who picked up on it?”
“I don’t know. Just lucky, I guess.”
“Lucky, my ass. Tell you what. Don’t turn around. When we 

came in, Julie was serving that customer two booths behind you. 
What’s he wearing?”

Richardson shook his head with a look of annoyance. “Unreal. A 
pair of dirty cargo shorts, with work boots covered in black. Prob-
ably lays down blacktop for a living. He has on a red tank top and 
is wearing a Bills hat, also smudged with tar. And before you ask, it 
looked like Julie was handing him the number three special—two 
fried eggs, sausage, bacon, and home fries. Who friggin’ cares?”

“You’re the type of guy who can see a bolt from across the room 
and tell if it’s a nine-sixteenth or a half-inch.”

“I know, but this is different. So her hair is a quarter-inch shorter 
and a thousandth of a shade lighter. How or why am I supposed 
to notice that?”
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Wayne smirked. “Because, buddy, she’s your wife, and she tries 
to look beautiful for you. The least you can do is use those ultra-
high powers of perception to let her know you notice!”

“I know. She’s worth it. But I’m telling you, there are some days 
this job just drains my brain. I can hardly remember my own name 
by the time I get home.” Richardson sighed. “About the only thing 
I want to recognize is an ice-cold PBR sitting on the fridge door.”

The beeps from their cell phones cut through the diner. Both 
detectives grabbed their phones and grimaced at the text message 
from their lieutenant.

Get to the med campus NOW! Nia Buff Plastic Surgery. CSI and 
coroner are already there.

As Wayne texted back to let him know they were on the way, 
Richardson stood and threw a twenty-dollar bill on the table.

“Keep the change, Julie.” He waved. “We gotta run.”
“So much for a nice, easy morning.” Wayne sighed as he pushed 

open the door and slipped his sunglasses on. “You ready, Butch?”
“You bet, Sundance. Leave your car. I’ll drive.”
“As usual.”
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