
Chapter 1 

 

Damn rain. Detective Lily Blanchette stepped out of the Charger, slamming the door 

behind her. Normally, she loved a rainy evening, but not when her first crime scene as lead 

investigator was in danger of flooding. 

Lily ducked under the yellow marker tape and spotted her first responder, six foot one, 

conspicuously handsome Nick Levins. “Halloween’s not for another week,” she said. “What do 

we have here?” 

“Two teenagers who walk this stretch of road to and from school found the bodies of two 

Caucasian females. Xavier and I arrived first on the scene. Officer Martinez joined us soon after 

and helped secure the scene. I called the medical examiner and emergency personnel. They’re 

here and waiting for you.” 

“Has anyone talked to the kids?” 

“Alec’s interviewing them now.” Nick handed her a pair of disposable booties. “I think 

there’s something you should know.” 

Lily waited, listening. 

“There’s a similarity to the case from six months ago.” 

Lily concentrated on placing the booties over her penny loafers. “Who has the logbook?” 

“Xavier.” 

“Let’s get this over with.” 

Lily’s guts clenched as she approached the red 10 x10 tent encapsulated by trees in the 

abandoned field. It had been a quiet night until now. And if what Nick said was true, then 



everything about her family’s past would be stirred up again and back in the papers. Or worse 

yet, the nagging doubts about her mother would be brought into question. 

A small cluster of reporters formed a line behind the perimeter located off County Road 

K. If she made one mistake involving this investigation, the press would be sure to make it one 

of their headlines. 

She scanned the crowd, hoping he hadn’t shown up. No luck. There, off to the left, was 

her husband, Mason Whitstanley. He stood six foot four, dwarfing his female colleague, a dark 

haired reporter in a pinstriped shirt and skirt. 

Lily watched for a few seconds as the two stood close underneath an umbrella. At one 

point the female reporter squeezed the bottom of her husband’s bearded chin and threw her head 

back in laughter. 

A chill bolted through Lily’s body. How could he? This wasn’t the first time that tart had 

openly flirted with him. 

Lily sighed and turned slowly back toward the tent. She took a deep breath and went 

inside, stepping carefully, avoiding the markers. 

Technicians snapped pictures while others placed stepping plates around the scene. 

Lily continued examining the grassy section near the bodies. As she moved in for a closer 

look, the scene forced her to pause. Emotion flooded her when one of the techs pulled back the 

tarp to reveal two tortured and lifeless bodies posed in a grotesque fashion with their hands 

above their heads, pressed together as if in prayer. Lily remembered a similar image of her dead 

sister, Celine. 



The girls’ hair was matted with mud and rain, while some strands rested at the corners of 

their mouths. Small rivulets of blood had wept from underneath the pink and white cloths that 

barely covered their breasts and genitals. 

She viewed the victims’ well-manicured hands encased in plastic bags, sealed with tape 

at the wrists. A plain gold wedding band had been placed on their left ring fingers, just like the 

last victim. 

“Oh, my God. He’s back,” Lily whispered. “Who’s the M.E. on site?” 

“Hauser,” Nick replied. “Sarge is also here.” 

“Of all the cases in Fort Atkinson, they give you this one,” Frank Hauser said walking up 

to her. Tiny drops of water dripped from the tips of his reddish-brown hair. 

“Well with Dad gone and his partner on leave, Owen didn’t have a choice. I can handle 

it.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“What do you think the killer was going for posing them in this manner?” 

“Shock value maybe.” 

“It’s bizarre. Do you have a time of death?” 

“I’m going to say TOD was, approximately, eight hours ago. The chilling effects of the 

rain may have contributed to their condition. The bodies are cool to the touch. Rigor and lividity 

have set in also. I won’t know exactly until I get them back to the morgue.” Hauser kneeled 

down next to the victims. 

“Cause of death?” 



“Both victims have contusions on their necks. There are stab wounds above, on, and 

underneath the breasts.” He turned over their hands. “They also have cuts on their hands and 

arms.” 

“They look like defensive wounds and there’s not much blood. I’m betting that they were 

moved.” 

“Not only that, the perp wiped down the bodies.” 

“Or the rain rinsed them clean.” 

“Nope. There’s a heavy vanilla smell emanating off their skin. He didn’t do a very good 

job of cleaning, though. A bloody print was found on the face of a watch that one of the girls was 

wearing. As for the exact cause of death, I don’t want to guess at this point. 

“We also found boot prints located above their heads. We’ve made casts of them.” 

Lily noticed an evidence marker between their legs. “Were the victims raped?” 

Hauser nodded. “I’m going to say a possible sexual assault. My guess is that he stabbed 

them at the scene of the crime, brought them here, and raped them postmortem.” 

“Where are their clothes?” Lily took notes. 

“They didn’t have any. The killer covered them with some sort of fabric.” 

“Which means no identification.” 

The medical examiner reached for the arm of one of the victims. “This is the watch that 

has the fingerprint on it. No clothes, no personal effects of any kind. Only the watch and the 

cloths were left behind.” 

“I want to know why after killing his victims, he felt the need to do what he did. I want to 

know the reason for him covering up his victims with dainty cloths. What is he feeling? Is he 

developing a conscience after the fact?” 



“Most likely.” Hauser covered the bodies with the tarp again. “Hopefully, I’ll have all of 

your questions answered after my autopsy.” 

“Is it safe to assume that this case is similar to the one from before?” Lily pressed. 

He shook his head. 

“Come on, Hauser. Don’t clam up on me now. I need an answer.” 

“Between you and me, yes. But don’t quote me. With the election coming up, I don’t 

want to be caught in the middle.” 

“Thanks.” Lily removed a flashlight from her breast pocket, motioned for the crime scene 

tech, and began a grid search of the area. 

These murders had to be calculated. But what was the killer’s purpose? What set him off 

to resume killing? 

“Welcome back, partner,” Chelsey said. 

Lily glanced up at her best friend, Chelsey Dial, and shook her head. Chelsey did it again. 

It was the third time in two weeks her partner had slid her tall frame into a pair of loud colored 

dress pants and matching boots with a thick heel. “When are you going to learn to dress down for 

this job?” 

“Never. So no more lectures about my wardrobe.” Even with the booties on, Chelsey’s 

heels sank in the wet earth. 

“Is Evan here?” Lily asked. 

“He’s over talking to Sarge. Evan got here before I did.” 

“Good. I could use the help.” 



Sergeant Kevin Owen, sporting a military-style haircut laced with silver streaks, broad 

shoulders and a little paunch that protruded slightly over his belt, marched in their direction. “No 

one talks to the press,” he ordered, looking at Lily. “I mean, no one.” 

“Yes, Sir,” Lily replied. 

“The last thing we need is for this to be twisted so they can have a juicy story. Detective, 

I have complete faith in your ability to lead this case.” 

“Thank you, Sir.” 

Owen waved and walked away. 

“Fantastic. He’s going to be cranky during the entire investigation,” Chelsey mumbled. 

“What made you say that?” 

“Anytime there is a case of this magnitude, he goes into ‘marine mode.’ It’s like he’s 

having a flash from the war or something.” 

“As usual, you’re exaggerating.” 

Hauser signaled his crew to prepare for departure. Team members gathered their 

equipment and loaded it into the vehicles. As Lily and the others completed their search, the 

bodies of the two women were placed in separate plastic-coated body bags and sealed with a 

tamperproof seal. 

The uncomfortable feeling in Lily’s stomach slowly dissipated, though the reality of this 

case lingered. This is chaos. She closed her brown eyes and adjusted the black butterfly clip – 

her favorite – on her head, making sure her bun was still intact. 

“Are you all right?” a deep voice asked, walking into her view. 

Lily opened her eyes, falling under the magnetic hazel-eyed spell of her ex-boyfriend and 

colleague, Evan York. While they were together she found it hard to resist his hypnotic voice and 



brawny physique. With an effort, she ignored him and directed her attention back on her crime 

scene. “I’ll be fine.” 

“Your dad was like a father to me. Hell, a lot of us guys looked up to him. I’m here if you 

need me.” 

“I better talk to the M.E. before he leaves.” 

Evan nodded. “See you back at the station.” 

“Can I ask a favor,” Lily asked Hauser. 

“Depends on what it is.” 

“Is there any way this can get your immediate attention?” 

“Lily, that’s an extra four to six hours that I don’t have the staff for. Besides, I’m two 

behind.” 

“That’s why it’s called a favor.” 

“One a year, Lily. You’ve used up your favor for the year,” he said, walking away. 

“See you at eight,” she called after him. 

Nick walked up to Lily and handed her a clipboard sealed in plastic. “Here you go.” 

“Is this my entry log?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

Nick tipped his hat and retreated. 

At that moment, Lily wanted to do the same thing. Run away. Run to the darkest corner 

of her two-story home and scream until the laws of nature doubled back two weeks and returned 

her father to her. 

Lily had hoped her dad would be the one to mentor her on her first lead case. Now she’d 

have to plunge into this and solve it alone. 


