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Аннотация
A COP�S DEVOTION
Detective Bobby Vaughan still loves Diana. But can he forgive her for leaving him? When his job demands he protect the woman who crushed his heart, he'll have to put love and forgiveness to the test.
A PREDATOR�S OBSESSION
All artists have muses. If your art is murder, you are inspired by the master who came before you, and the apprentice who follows...
A serial killer�s daughter.
A cop trying to protect his own.
A dark evil pulling the strings.
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Eight months after Captive�

The Copycat Killer
Laundromats made good hunting grounds.
Alone, for now, he sat back to wait, listening to the empty rumble of the dryer and the tinny radio tuned to the blues. He liked a little blues on a hunting trip. The music was gritty and real and full of pain. Like the sweetness of a dying scream.
He�d never guessed how invincible killing could make him feel. The godlike power of holding life and death in his hands. It had taken a mentor to teach him. To guide him. Until he�d become brave. Until he�d become strong. Stronger than he�d ever imagined he could be.
But it had been too long since he�d tasted that strength. Eight months of fantasizing. Eight months of lying low, waiting for warm weather, waiting for the police and press to grow bored, waiting for word.
Now he was hungry to feel his power.
The glass door swung open and for a moment the rush of traffic outside eclipsed the low thunk of the bass guitar. The door closed and a dishwater blonde shouldering a duffel trudged past the vending machines and between rows of whirring washers.
He took a deep breath. The air smelled sweet with detergent and fabric softener. Not as sweet as her hair would smell. Not as sweet as the scent of her blood.
He�d never understand why women who would never walk down a dark street alone would brave a night like this to wash their laundry. Clean clothes were damn important to some people.
He smiled as she came closer.
She glanced at him with narrowed eyes.
He could see she was older than the ones he�d done last fall. Crow�s feet touched the outer corners of her eyes. Her mouth held the pinched look of a woman who had to work hard to make ends meet. She was probably in her mid-thirties, maybe close to forty. He didn�t like older women. They were warier, not as easily misled.
For a moment he considered walking out, checking a laundromat on the other side of town. The last thing he wanted was for her to figure him out and give his description to the police.
She opened one of the small top-loaders and sorted whites into it. Bras. Lacy panties.
He looked at her again, more closely this time. If her hair were a little lighter in color, if her lips were set in a cruel smile, she would look like his mother. Maybe he could even dress her in the slutty miniskirts his mother used to wear. And one of those oversize shirts with big shoulder pads that had gone out in the eighties.
He shifted in his chair. After eight long months, he�d fantasized enough. He wanted action.
Humming along with the radio, she plucked a small bottle of detergent from her duffel, measured it into the cap and poured it into the machine.
He stood up and crossed to one of the machines whose wash cycle had finished. Pulling out a few pairs of wet jeans, he mustered his most pitiful expression before throwing the clothes into a dryer near the woman. �Excuse me.�
She glanced up at him, offering a stranger�s smile, brief and insincere.
�My girlfriend says she doesn�t like the smell of my clothes. She told me to get some of those dryer sheets. If you don�t mind my asking, what kind do you use?�
She dipped a hand into her duffel and pulled out a pink box. �These smell the best and do a great job controlling static.�
Got to be fast. Can�t let her catch on. Not until I have her where I want her.
Reaching into his pocket, he tilted his head at the pink box, as if he really gave a damn about fabric softener. �Oh, I�ve seen commercials for that kind.�
�Want to try one?�
�Sure. Thanks.� He reached out as if he intended to take a sheet. Instead, he grabbed her arm.
Her eyes flew wide. She pulled back, trying to free herself, trying to fight.
He whipped his hand out of his pocket and stabbed the syringe into her arm. He held her as she fought.
Sleep. Fucking sleep, lady.
Finally she swayed and stumbled into him.
�Feels good, doesn�t it? Feels real good.� He�d never shot heroin himself, but that�s what people said.
Moving quickly, before anyone else wandered into the laundromat, he pulled his laundry bag over her head. When he�d tugged it down past her waist, he positioned her swaying body next to a laundry cart and flopped her over. Lifting her by the hips, he heaved her into the cart.
A tinge of pain shot through his back. They were always heavier when they were deadweight. Once he let her loose in the forest, once she was fighting for her life, he wouldn�t have to worry about back strain. Then the pain would all be hers.
He stuffed her feet into the oversized bag, pulled the drawstring closed, and tied it. Smiling to himself, he wheeled the cart to the exit and his waiting van.
Yes, laundromats were great for hunting. And he�d just bagged himself some prey.

Diana
Diana Gale had done everything she could think of to make her twin sister�s post-wedding gift-opening a memory to cherish. She�d decorated her apartment with purple irises and white streamers. She�d poured mimosas and coffee for Sylvie�s handful of out-of-town friends. And not much of a cook herself, she�d made brunch reservations at one of Madison�s best restaurants. But as Sylvie sat on the couch next to her groom and tore open the card attached to the last silver-and-white package, Diana could tell something was wrong.
Clutching at the gift, Sylvie looked to her new groom. �Bryce.�
�What is it?�
Sylvie spread the wedding card before Bryce Walker then looked up at Diana.
She didn�t have to say who the gift was from. Diana knew by the alarm shining in her sister�s blue eyes�eyes identical to hers.
Eyes identical to his.
A tremor crept up Diana�s spine, raising the hair on the back of her neck. She hadn�t spoken to their birth father in months, neither had Sylvie, but a day hadn�t passed that they didn�t both think about him. And Diana knew the door of communication she�d thrown open would never fully close.
�Who is it from?� One of Sylvie�s friends who�d traveled up from Chicago for the wedding last night eyed Sylvie with a curious smile.
Diana plastered a smile to her own lips. Lisa might have been one of Sylvie�s workmates from her previous life, but there was something about the woman that Diana didn�t trust. It was as if she were constantly on the prowl for a wisp of gossip to provide herself with excitement, even at someone else�s expense. The last thing either Sylvie or Diana needed was for any of these women to learn who had given this particular gift. �Just someone we know.�
Sylvie leaned the gift against an end table and pushed to her feet. �You�ll have to excuse me. I�m not feeling so well.�
She darted from the room and down the hall toward Diana�s bathroom. Bryce handed the card to Diana and started after his bride.
Serial killer Ed Dryden.
A father should have the privilege of walking his daughter down the aisle. I miss my girls. I look forward to your visit.
A newspaper clipping lay between the folds inside the card. Several months old, the newspaper article was dated October of the previous year.

COPYCAT KILLER CLAIMS TWO

Diana hadn�t expected Ed Dryden�s silence to last forever. But this�
�Is Sylvie okay?� Lisa looked down the hall, eyes glowing with predatory interest.
�Maybe we should see if she needs anything,� another friend offered.
�What�s in that card?� asked a third.
Waving off their questions, Diana glanced at the gift, still shrouded in its silver-and-white wedding-bell paper, and then made a show of looking at her watch. �Why don�t you guys head down to the restaurant?�
�The restaurant? Now?� Lisa shook her head. �I think we should help Sylvie.�
�Bryce is helping her.�
�There�s only so much a man can do.� Lisa stood up from her chair and plopped her hands on her hips. �I�ve been friends with Sylvie longer than any of you. I�ll take care of it.�
Diana tried to tamp down her annoyance. �Making sure the restaurant doesn�t give away our table will be the most help, Lisa. Really.�
Lisa frowned. Apparently she wanted more excitement than securing a spot for brunch would provide.
�Lisa, please.� Diana offered her best pleading smile, praying the woman had the sense to stop pushing. �We�ll be there before you know it.�
�All right. But if the three of you don�t join us soon, I�ll be back to check on you.� She gathered her posse and headed out of Diana�s apartment.
As soon as the door shut behind them, Diana set the card on the counter and rushed to the bathroom door. �Sylvie?�
Bryce stepped out into the hall and closed the door behind him.
�How is she?�
�Sick. I�m sure all of us feel that way to some extent.�
Diana couldn�t agree more. But Diana�s nausea was mixed with a heavy dose of guilt. �Is she going to be okay?�
Bryce paused, studying Diana�s face. �We were going to wait to tell people, but you might as well know now.�
�Know what?�
�Sylvie�s pregnant.�
�Oh, Bryce! That�s wonderful. I know how much you both want a family. Congratulations.�
�Thanks.� Bryce smiled despite the concern still cloaking his brow. �But I�m worried about her. Especially with all this.�
�You�re leaving on your honeymoon tomorrow. She won�t have to worry about it. At least not for a few weeks.�
�If I can convince her to go.�
�She has to go.�
Bryce shrugged. �You know Sylvie. She�s worried about you.�
Her sister�s concern would be touching if Diana weren�t guilty of bringing this evil into Sylvie�s life in the first place. �I�ll be fine.�
He gave a shallow nod, as if he wasn�t so sure.
�Trust me. I can take care of myself this time. I will. You and Sylvie have a baby to think about.�
He nodded, but again, his agreement wasn�t convincing.
Diana knew he was remembering last October, when he and Sylvie had saved her after she�d been kidnapped from her own wedding. But that probably wasn�t all. �You�re thinking of your brother.�
�I promised him� I promised myself that I�d find his killer. Dryden waving this Copycat Killer in our faces is a little hard to take.�
Bryce believed the man who�d killed two women last fall was also responsible for his brother�s death, a theory the police were still looking into, as far as she knew.
�You have to go through with the honeymoon, Bryce. Sylvie needs you. And she doesn�t need to be thinking about��
Bryce held up a hand. �Believe me, my priorities are in order.�
�What did the doctor say? You know, about her heart condition?� As a child, Sylvie had suffered from heart problems, the reason she had been left behind in the foster care system while Diana had been adopted. In the year since they�d been reunited, Sylvie hadn�t had any health problems, but that didn�t mean the extra stress of dealing with Ed Dryden piled on top of her pregnancy wasn�t a recipe for disaster.
�He said she should avoid extra stress. And I aim to make sure she takes that advice.�
The bathroom door opened and Sylvie stepped out into the hall. Her cheeks looked flushed, her eyes a bit glassy. �If the two of you are done deciding my future, why don�t we see what's in that package?�
Bryce cupped her elbow gently in one hand and searched her face. �Are you sure you�re up to it?�
�I�m pretty sure I�m not up to it. But that doesn�t mean I�m not going to see what he sent. I�m sure my heart can take that much.�
�I didn�t mean anything by that,� Diana said. God knew that of the two of them, Sylvie was the strong one. Diana had only to think back to that cabin in the woods for proof.
�I know. You�re just watching out for me. What families do, right?� Sylvie offered a smile. �I�m still getting used to that.�
�Yeah. What families do.� Diana took a deep breath, trying to quell the flutter in her chest and stomach. After all she�d been through in that cabin last fall, Diana had sworn she would become more like her sister. Strong. Independent. And eight months later, she finally felt as if she was making some progress.
If Sylvie was willing to face Dryden�s gift, so was Diana. �Okay. Let�s open the thing.�
The three of them returned to the living room. Bryce and Sylvie took their places on the couch.
Diana propped a hip on the couch�s arm.
Grabbing the gift from where she�d left it, Sylvie took a deep breath, and then tore a corner of the paper free and slid out a simple black frame holding a family portrait.
A father, a mother, and two little girls around three years old smiled for the camera. Soft blond hair curled around the children�s identical features. One of them cradled a clown puppet. The other tangled her fingers together in her lap, her face chalky and frail looking. The mother held her blond head high, her lips pressed into a commanding smile. The father stood behind the three, staring directly into the camera with ice-blue eyes.
�It�s us,� whispered Sylvie. �My God, it�s us.�
Diana stared at the portrait, a mixture of heat and nerves descending into her chest. �I�m so sorry, Sylvie.�
�For what?�
�For bringing him into your life.� She rubbed her forehead. �What was I thinking? When I found out he was my biological father, why couldn�t I have just left well enough alone? Why did I have to see him?�
�Because you needed to know where you came from. You needed to understand who you were.�
�Which is what?� The daughter of a serial killer? Her mind shuddered at the thought.
�Which is my sister.� Sylvie touched her hand to Diana�s arm, her trembling fingers belying the steadiness in her voice. �Sometimes we just need to know. No matter what the consequences. I would have done the same thing, Diana. You know that.�
She did. But that didn�t make her feel any less responsible. �I have to stop him.�
Bryce looked from one sister to the other. �What are you going to do?�
�I don�t know yet. But I know who might.� Although eight months had passed since Diana had given back his ring, sometimes it felt like yesterday. �I�m going to take the portrait and card to Bobby.�
Sylvie thrust to her feet. �I�ll go with you.�
Diana held out a palm as if that would hold Sylvie in place. �You have a baby to worry about.�
�I�m pregnant, not crippled.�
�No, but you�re sick.�
She gave a shrug, as if morning sickness was nothing. But the pale sheen to her skin told the real story.
�Besides, you still have guests to deal with. The last thing we need is to have Lisa storming back demanding answers.�
Sylvie opened her mouth to protest, but Bryce cut her off. �We�ll take care of Lisa. Tell Bobby to call me.�
�Of course.�
Sylvie pressed her lips together. �We�re in this together, Diana. Remember that.�
Diana nodded. They were in this together. Whether Sylvie deserved to be or not. And now it was Diana�s turn to contribute, to be strong for once� to bring what she�d started to an end.

Bobby
�I think you have a visitor,� Val Ryker said over the rim of her coffee cup.
Bobby Vaughan glanced up from the reports scattering the table he and the cop-turned-investigative-consultant had commandeered at the Easy Street Caf�.
A young woman pushed through the caf� door and scanned the worn Formica tables and coffee-sipping crowd. From her cascading blond hair and light blue eyes to the soft line of her cheeks that made him ache to protect her, she hadn�t changed. And although she and her sister were identical, there was no doubt in his mind which twin he was looking at. He could feel her presence in the churning of his blood.
�Want me to leave?� Val asked.
Bobby�s day had started with being kicked out of his office in the sheriff�s department after a sewage back up. But as badly as his day had begun, it seemed to be getting worse.
He dropped his gaze to the reports. �No, stay. In fact, if she comes over, why don�t you handle it?�
�Aren�t you even curious about what she wants?�
�No.�
Val let out a pained sigh. �What if she needs to talk to a sheriff�s detective?�
�You have more police experience than I do.�
�You were on the Emergency Response Team. Surely you can handle this.�
�But you were a police chief.�
�I no longer have a badge.�
�You can borrow mine.�
�Coward.�
�See? Your cop instincts are on point.�
Another sigh.
Of course, Val wouldn�t understand. She had been living with her boyfriend, Baraboo District Fire Chief David Lund, for quite a while now. She probably didn�t know what it felt like to fall in love only to get her guts kicked out.
And come to think of it, he didn�t really want her to be watching as he relived the sensation. �On second thought, go up to the counter and ask for some refills, will you?�
�Too late. Now I�m curious. Not going to miss this show.� Val leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs. Picking up her coffee cup, she took a long, leisurely sip.
So much for keeping his pain to himself.
�Bobby?�
No matter how braced for impact Bobby thought he was, the sound of Diana�s voice hit him in the gut like a full-fledged ulcer. He kept his eyes riveted to the report in front of him. He didn�t need a close-up view. He still saw her face nearly every night in his dreams.
And in his nightmares. �I�m busy here, Diana.�
�Ed Dryden contacted us.�
An extra shot of acid added to his misery. Bobby had never had any direct contact with the serial killer, but he�d spent the past eight months working on two murders committed by someone who was copying the way Ed Dryden had liked to kill and display his victims, back before he�d been finally shut away in prison.
And, of course, eight months ago, Bobby had also learned that Ed Dryden was Diana and her twin sister�s biological father.
Bobby searched Diana�s face. �When did he contact you?�
�He sent Sylvie a wedding gift. A family portrait of us as children.�
�Nice.�
�She�s kind of upset.�
�I can imagine.� He knew Sylvie wouldn�t want his pity, but he couldn�t help giving it all the same. �How did it arrive? Mail? Delivery service?�
Diana shook her head. �It was in with the other gifts. The only thing I can figure is that he must have had someone drop it off at the reception last night.�
Val pulled the cup away from her lips and shot Bobby a look.
�Do you have the portrait with you?� he asked Diana.
�It�s in my car.�
�Good.�
�That�s not all.� She pulled out a large plastic bag with a greeting card inside from her purse and gave it to him.
�A card. I guess he must have read the etiquette books.� He opened the card a crack through the plastic bag cover. Bold handwriting scrawled at the bottom of a wedding verse. A father should have the privilege of walking his daughter down the aisle. I miss my girls. I look forward to your visit.
�I�ll bet he does,� Bobby muttered under his breath. The opportunity to emotionally torture his adult daughters must be a dream come true for someone like Dryden.
�There was a newspaper clipping about the Copycat Killer inside too. It�s tucked in the envelope.�
Manipulating the bag, Bobby opened the envelope. The slightly yellowed shadow of newsprint peeked from inside. He shook it out into the bag. The headline was close to eight months old, originating from shortly after the second murder, when the press had given the Copycat Killer his name.
The article itself was written by a reporter named Aidan Powell, also known as one of the biggest pains in the ass Bobby had ever known. Somehow Powell had discovered that the two women, whose bodies were discovered in two different counties, had been killed in eerily similar ways� ways that echoed the murders of infamous Wisconsin serial killer Ed Dryden.
The article had led to the identity of one of the victims, a woman named Katrya Galey, who had been working at a waterpark resort in the Wisconsin Dells when she�d disappeared. But the name of the second victim, whose identity the killer took great pains to hide, still remained a mystery.
Since then, things had been quiet. Diana and Sylvie�s parentage remained a secret. No more bodies had been found. The taskforce had been reduced to only him and Val and a few people in Madison working the case.
A killer like this copycat never stopped. Not until he was caught. Or he died. And as the months rolled on, Bobby spent his sleepless nights hoping for the latter.
�Dryden might just be toying with you. But just in case, you and Sylvie need to play it safe. Get out of town for a few days.� Bobby braced himself for an argument.
Diana merely nodded. �I�m worried about Sylvie. She�s pregnant.�
Pregnant. No surprise. Sylvie and Bryce had wanted a family so badly, he�d been amazed they�d put it off as long as they had.
The familiar ache bore into his stomach wall. Last October he would have bet the couple married and expecting would be him and Diana. How things had changed. �Aren�t they planning to get away for a honeymoon?�
�She won�t go. Says she doesn�t want to leave me alone with this.�
�And Bryce?�
�He says he�ll do what�s best for Sylvie and the baby.�
�I�ll see what I can do to convince her.�
�I�ll take the portrait and card to the lab.� Val set her coffee cup on the table, stood, and held out her hand.
Bobby gave her the plastic bag and a grateful look, and she started for the door.
Diana didn�t move. She trapped Bobby with a pointed stare. �I need to talk to you.�
�Val can handle it.� He couldn�t stand looking at Diana one more second and pretending she didn�t mean anything to him.
Diana paused a moment longer before heading for the exit. When she finally disappeared through the glass door, Bobby lowered his head into his hands.
Even as a teenager with more pimples than confidence, he�d never found being near a woman this difficult.
Minutes passed as he delved into his stack of reports. He�d just reached the bottom of the first pile when the bell on the caf� door jingled, and the ache in his stomach returned in full force. As much as he wanted to blame it on the caf�s coffee, he knew without looking up Diana was once again heading for his table.
�We need to talk.�
�Didn�t Val take care of things?�
�I didn�t come here just to hand over the portrait and card.�
�Why did you come, Diana?�
She pulled out a chair and slid into it, plunking her elbows on the table. �I want to go to the prison and talk to Ed Dryden.�
For several seconds, Bobby just stared at her. �And who is that going to help?�
She tilted her head and looked at him as if he were an idiot. �In the card, he wrote that he wants to see us, talk to us, then he put in a news clipping about the killer.�
�So, you think he wants to talk to you about the Copycat Killer?�
�Don�t you?�
�No.�
�Then why send the clipping?�
�To manipulate you. To get you to visit him. Or maybe��
�Maybe what?�
�Maybe it�s a threat.�
He expected a reaction. She didn�t give him one.
And he knew why. �Of course, you�ve already thought of that, haven�t you? That�s why you didn�t object when I suggested you leave town.�
She averted her gaze, studying a crack in the Formica. �He sent the card to Sylvie. He wrote that bit about her wedding. I�m afraid for her.�
�You should be afraid for yourself too.�
�I brought him into Sylvie�s life and my own. He�s my problem. I have to deal with him.�
�How do you think giving him exactly what he wants is dealing with him?�
�If I can get him to talk to me, to tell me something about the copycat, maybe you can use it to find him before he kills more women.�
�And Dryden?�
�If you can get evidence tying him to the copycat, maybe you could justify sending him back into solitary confinement, no matter what kind of lawsuit he won against the Department of Corrections.�
�I�m sorry, Diana. It�s out of the question.�
She leaned forward, her breasts brushing the tabletop. �I know he refuses to talk to anyone. But he�ll talk to me.�
�I�m sure he will.�
�What�s the problem then?�
If she really didn�t think asking him to agree to put her in danger was a problem, he sure as hell wasn�t going to point it out. �My lieutenant will never go for the idea.�
�I�ll talk to him.�
�He�s up to his ankles in sewage today. I don�t think he�ll have time for a meeting.�
She narrowed her eyes. �I came to you because you�re the lead detective on the copycat case. This isn�t personal, Bobby.�
�Then don�t take it personally when I tell you there�s no way in hell you�re getting near that prison.�
�You can�t stop me. I�ll find a way to talk to Dryden on my own. I did it before.�
Her words pierced his chest like a well-aimed ice pick. She�d kept a lot of things from him in the months before their wedding�the fact that Dryden was her biological father, her visits to the prison, her doubts concerning their marriage. She hadn�t trusted him with any of it. �And if I�d known, I would have stopped you then.�
Diana pushed back her chair, metal legs screeching against linoleum. �Obviously talking to you was a waste of time. I�ll just go straight to your lieutenant and see what he really has to say.�
She stood and marched for the door.
Watching the sharp kick of her hips, Bobby gritted his teeth. He knew what the lieutenant would say. Months of no new leads squeezing down on his head, he�d probably consider her offer. And in light of Bobby�s past relationship with Diana, it was doubtful the lieutenant would assign him to accompany her to the prison. He�d have no control over any of it. �Wait.�
Diana stopped and spun to face him, hair flung over her shoulder, passion flushing her cheeks.
For a second, Bobby couldn�t breathe normally.
He must be crazy for considering this. Certifiable. She�d told him she didn�t want his protection, hadn�t she? Hell, even back when she�d allowed him to take care of her, he�d failed. But somehow none of that made a difference. He might not want to accompany Diana into that prison, but he couldn�t live with the idea of her walking in there without him. Whether he could protect her this time or not, he didn�t know. But he couldn�t stand by and not try.
�Give me a second, and I�ll drive you to Banesbridge.�

Diana
Diana didn�t have to wonder how worried Bobby was about her visit with Ed Dryden. He spent the drive to Banesbridge lecturing her about the psyche of the serial killer. The security screening and trek down the halls of the main building he filled with warnings about prison security. By the time they�d reached the tiny observation room next to the room where she would meet Ed Dryden and he started jotting down a list of approved questions, she�d had enough.
�Listen, I�m the one asking the questions. I�m the one who will decide what they are.�
Bobby paced across the closet-sized space. He stopped and peered at the television monitor showing four chairs arranged around a small table in the adjacent room. The table and one of the chairs were riveted to the floor. �You may be his daughter, but that doesn�t mean he�s not going to try to manipulate you just like he does everyone else. In fact, it�s probably even more important to him to control you.�
�You�re the one who�s trying to control me.� Diana was sorry as soon as the words left her lips. Comparing Bobby to Dryden wasn�t even on the remote edges of fair. �I�m sorry. I didn�t mean that. But I can take care of myself, Bobby. I have to take care of myself.�
�So you�ve said.�
He didn�t get it. Maybe he never would. But it didn�t matter. She knew how much being dependent on other people had cost her. She had only to close her eyes and she was tied up in that cabin in the woods, waiting for her own death, reaching deep for the strength to see her nightmare through�
And coming up empty.
The door on the far end of the interview room swung wide and two guards led Ed Dryden inside.
She hadn�t seen him for nine months, but he hadn�t changed. He still looked much younger than his fifty-five years. Young and nice looking and just a regular guy.
The guards led him to the chair that was riveted to the floor and handcuffed him to its arms. Once Dryden was secured, a guard with broad shoulders peered up at the camera. �He�s ready for you.�
Diana took a shaky step toward the door.
Bobby touched her arm. �Don�t agree to anything he asks. Don�t promise anything. And don�t tell him anything personal. At least no more than he already knows.�
�I won�t.�
�And be careful.�
Her throat pinched. So much of her wanted to huddle in Bobby�s arms and never venture out again. �This was a mistake.�
�You don�t have to go in there. We can turn around, leave right now.�
�I mean coming here with you.�
Bobby�s lips pressed into a bloodless line. He let his hand fall from her arm.
She knew she should explain the weakness she felt around him, the dependence, the need. But she also knew he wouldn�t understand. She�d meant it when she�d told him their involvement wasn�t personal. It couldn�t be. And it scared her that the urge to make it so seemed to be coming from her even more than from him.
She forced herself to turn away from Bobby and focus on Ed Dryden. She couldn�t afford to sabotage herself. Not when she needed every bit of strength to take on the man who was her father. Taking a deep breath, she pushed the door open and strode into the interview room.
A smile curved Dryden�s thin lips. �My little girl. I�m glad you�re here. It�s been too long.�
She concentrated on stepping to the chair and lowering herself safely into it before she met his eyes.
�I need some answers.� Her voice sounded remarkably steady, much steadier than she felt.
�Are these answers for you or the cops?� He nodded toward the small camera positioned high in the corner of the boxlike room. �They�re watching, aren�t they?�
No point in lying. �Of course they are.�
�So what answers are the boys and girls in blue after?�
�They want the identity of the Copycat Killer.�
�Why they think I have anything to tell them, I�ll never understand.� He shook his head, the fluorescent lights overhead glinting off silver strands running through his brown hair. �They�ve had a snitch in the cell next to me for nearly a year. Hoping I�ll talk in my sleep.�
�And did you?�
�It�s hard to give them information I don�t have. But I don�t care about them. What do you want, Diana? Why are you here?�
�I want to know why you sent that news clipping with Sylvie�s gift.�
�Isn�t that obvious?�
�Was it a threat?�
�Why would I threaten my own daughter?�
�Then why did you send it?�
�It convinced you to come visit me, didn�t it?�
So Bobby was right. Not that it mattered. She�d be here just the same. �Now that you�ve gotten my attention, what do you want?�
�I want you to tell me about Sylvie�s wedding.�
�Sylvie�s wedding?�
�A daughter�s wedding is special to a father. I should have been there. I should have walked her down the aisle.� He lifted his hands, jangling his shackles against the chair arms as if to illustrate why he�d failed to make it.
�You can�t be serious.�
�You�re the most important thing to me, Diana. You and your sister. Of course I want to be there for the special moments.�
Diana tried not to roll her eyes.
�I know you don�t want to believe it, but it�s true. The worst part about being in here is missing these milestones in my daughters� lives.� He heaved a sigh. �Though I can�t say I�m sorry you rethought your plans to marry that cop.�
She resisted the urge to glance at the camera. Dryden had made his displeasure about her intended marriage clear the last time she�d seen him�about a month before her wedding. The wedding that had never taken place.
�He wasn�t good enough for you. Cops think they�re so smart. They aren�t. They�re nothing.�
The deficiencies of cops. One of his favorite topics in their previous interviews. And the perfect segue to a less personal thread of conversation. �The cops don�t just think you know who this copycat is, they suspect you�re controlling him.�
His thin lips stretched into a smile, exposing his straight, white teeth.
�Are you?� Diana pressed.
�You know I wouldn�t admit to something like that, even if it was true. My lawyer wouldn�t be happy with me.�
The last lawyer who represented him was Sylvie�s husband Bryce. That is, until Dryden became unsatisfied with him. Days later, Bryce�s brother was murdered. �You have a new lawyer?�
�Of course. If a man is worth anything, he needs a lawyer.�
�I can�t figure out why someone would be willing to represent you.�
�Your father�s an important man, Diana. I can make a lawyer�s career. They have to offer a little something extra in order to make the cut.�
�Something extra? What did this one offer you?�
�Nothing you have to concern yourself with.�
Maybe not, but she was sure Bobby would want to look into just what extras his new lawyer might be offering. �What do you know about this copycat?�
�Why would I know anything?�
�False modesty? I never would have pegged you for it.�
His smile widened.
�So, what do you know?�
�Know is a strong word.�
�Okay, how about suspect?�
�I suspect he aspires to be me. But that�s in his nickname, isn�t it?� He lowered one lid in a wink.
Even after learning Dryden was her biological father, even after several visits with him, she still felt a powerful shiver of revulsion whenever he gave her that knowing wink. Coming from him it seemed profane.
Diana sat a little straighter. She couldn�t let him know he had the power to throw her. Not unless she wanted to lose control of the exchange entirely. �Why would someone want to be you?�
�The question is, why wouldn�t they?�
�Fine. But why is he trying to do it by copying murders you committed years ago?�
�Those were justified.�
Another path they had been down several times before. �You�ve told me about your circumstances. Why is he doing it?�
�He wants the power.�
�What power?�
�My power. The power to decide.�
�Decide what?�
�Between life and death. It transformed me. It is transforming him.� He spoke evenly, matter-of-factly, the way one of her English literature professors would discuss the intricacies of Beowulf.
But despite his tone, his words clamped down her lungs, making it difficult to breathe. �Why copy anyone? Why not do his own thing?�
�He must not want to be himself.�
�He wants to be you?�
He tipped his head in a single nod. �He wants to be someone greater. Can you blame him? He wants to be transformed.�
�And you are helping transform him?�
�I�ve never talked to him. Never seen him face to face. But I must admit, I can�t help thinking of him as something of a son.� He smiled and glanced at the camera. �Is that enough to satisfy you, Detective?�
Diana could picture Bobby�s scowl. Clearly there was no way to know if what Dryden said had any significance or if he was just toying with law enforcement.
�Enough of that now. I don�t want to waste any more of our time together.� Dryden looked around the stark room. �This place� it weighs on a man�s soul. I need to see my daughters. To know you�re all right. I need you to visit more. You and Sylvie.�
She folded her arms across her chest. Bobby�s warning buzzed in the back of her mind. Don�t agree to anything. Don�t promise anything. �I�m afraid that�s impossible.�
�Impossible? For a man to see his daughters? Why?� His eyebrows dipped low. He actually seemed confused by the suggestion. Hurt.
He had to be playing her.
�Bryce Walker doesn�t want me seeing Sylvie, is that it?�
�Bryce has nothing to do with this.�
�He really was a lousy attorney.� He glanced around the room. �I mean, look at this place. The main building is under construction. The cell blocks are old as dirt. A decent attorney could have gotten me transferred to a decent facility, don�t you think? A good attorney could have gotten me out.�
Diana didn�t answer.
�I�d just hate to think he would try to come between a man and his daughter. Especially now that I finally found her again. Sylvie didn�t send me an invitation to her wedding. She didn�t come with you to see me today.� He shook his head. �A girl shouldn�t turn her back on her family just because she�s married.�
�Sylvie isn�t turning her back.�
�I�ve only seen her once since she was three.�
�She isn�t doing anything against you at all. She�s just trying to move on with her life.�
He studied her, his emotionless eyes boring into her, through her. �On the day you get married, I want to see you in your wedding dress. Sylvie denied me that privilege, but you won�t.�
�I�m not getting married.�
�You might change your mind once you find someone worthy.�
�I�ve worked too hard to control my own life. I�m not giving it up for a white satin dress.� She wasn�t giving it up for the opportunity to visit a serial killer in prison either. She pushed up from her chair. �It�s time for me to go.�
�Are you going to cut me out of your life as well?�
She had to remain firm. She couldn�t let him push her around. �I have to get on with my life too.�
�I need you, Diana. And you need your father. Any problems you�re having now is because they took me away from you. It isn�t right.�
�Goodbye.�
�If someone ever threatens you again, I want to know about it.�
�Why? What would you do?�
�What any good father would do. I would protect you.�
�From prison?�
He lifted one shoulder in a shrug. �I�d find a way. If something is important to me, I always find a way.�
�I can protect myself.� She turned away from Dryden and took a step toward the door.
�He has another one, you know.�
The tremble in her legs spread through her body, centering just under her rib cage. She turned back. �What did you say?�
�He took her last night. After stopping in at your sister�s wedding reception to pay his respects.�
�The Copycat Killer?�
�Of course.�
�How do you know this?�
�I know a lot of things, Diana. Like the desperation a parent feels when kept away from a child. Especially when she needs you most. I could tell you all about it if you would visit me.�
�Where did he take her?�
�I�m not asking you to do anything a good daughter wouldn�t do anyway.�
�You can�t let him kill another woman.�
�What am I going to do about it? I�m in prison.�
Her stomach swirled, with anger, with nausea. As much as she wanted to walk away, she couldn�t let an innocent woman suffer. She couldn�t let an innocent woman die. Not if she had a chance to save her. �What do you want me to do?�
�I already told you. Visit. Like a good daughter.� Thin lips pulled back in an icy smile. �I�ll see you again tomorrow. We�ll have a nice chat.�


Bobby
�I told you not to promise him anything.� Bobby paused behind their prison escort�s broad shoulders to let the barred door slide open in front of them.
Allowing Diana to talk to Dryden was a bad idea. Bobby had been right and then some. Now it was all he could do to keep himself from throwing her over his shoulder and hauling her off somewhere the killer would never find her.
Door fully open, the three of them stepped up to the next barred door.
Diana shot Bobby a frown. �The copycat kidnapped another woman. What would you have me do? Turn my back and let her die?�
The door slid closed behind them, trapping them in a sally port between two sets of iron bars.
Exactly how Bobby was feeling right now. �You�re assuming Dryden�s telling the truth.�
�You think he lied?�
�That never occurred to you?�
Her face flushed. �You must be able to find out, right? I mean, can�t you check missing-person reports or something?�
�Val is already on it. But that doesn�t guarantee we�ll get definitive answers.� The door slid open in front of them, allowing them to continue down the long hall to the prison entrance.
�I want to help.�
She couldn�t be serious. �Like you helped with Dryden?�
�I did help with Dryden. Weren�t you paying attention?�
�Enough to hear you promise to visit him every day.�
�I didn�t have a choice.�
�You had a choice and you made it.�
She pushed a stream of air through tight lips. �Didn�t you hear anything else he said?�
�I heard it all. And have a copy.� He was already cataloging the people he wanted to take a look. Val Ryker, for sure. Maybe the FBI. And the detective still working the case in Madison, Stan Perreth�
Perreth. Ugh. If Dryden was telling the truth, and the copycat was active again, Bobby would be seeing a lot more of Perreth.
They�d once worked together at the sheriff�s department, a match not made in heaven. But since the first copycat victim was found in Bobby�s county and the second in the nearby city of Madison where Perreth was now a detective, they�d had little choice but to team up again.
�Did you notice what he said about his lawyer?�
Bobby snapped his attention back to Diana. �His lawyer, Unger, yeah.�
�And the copycat? Did you hear him say he thought of him as a son?�
�I heard.�
�What are you going to do?�
�I�m looking into it.�
�I can help.�
�What do you want? To spend the day hanging out in a building that smells like sewage, fetching coffee? Because that�s all I can offer.�
�I can�t think of a safer place for me to be than the sheriff�s department, can you?�
They reached another set of bars blocking their way. The broad-shouldered guard, Corrections Officer Wilson Seides, punched a button on the wall and all three of them faced the camera, waiting to be buzzed through.
�Actually, I can think of a safer place.� Bobby glanced at Diana out of the corner of his eye. �Sylvie and Bryce checked into a hotel. They booked you an adjoining room.�
�I�m not going to hide. If I hadn�t visited him in the first place, none of this would be happening.�
�You�re more powerful than I ever guessed.� He let the sarcasm slide thickly off his tongue.
�I meant Sylvie wouldn�t be getting upsetting gifts and vague threats.�
�So how does visiting Dryden help? I�m sure she�s worried about you too.� Bobby narrowed his eyes on Diana. �Unless she doesn�t know.�
Diana shook her head. �You�re making this personal. Your job isn�t to protect only me.�
Her words stung. Being a cop was more than what he did. Being a cop was who he was. And no one knew that better than Diana.
But in a way, she was right. Between the two of them, it would always be personal. However, if someone else told Diana to stay away from Dryden�someone she would have to listen to�maybe she would see reason.
And he had just the someone in mind.
The door buzzed and slid open, bringing them back to the security area. Bobby retrieved his service weapon, they signed out, and got into his sedan.
Bobby drove the winding roads circling Lake Loyal and the small town that was named for it in silence and climbed the bluffs. When he spotted a farmhouse-turned-tavern called The Doghouse, he turned into its gravel parking lot.
�A bar?�
�You look thirsty.� Bobby parked next to the handful of vehicles in the lot, got out, and entered the building.
Diana followed.
The place was pretty typical for a small, rural Wisconsin tavern. Pool table, dartboard, and a back room where a group of mostly retired men were playing cards. Sheepshead, from the sound of it. One older man sat at the end of the bar staring at the bartender, a good-looking woman in her later thirties with shockingly pink hair.
�What can I get you?� she called to them as they approached the bar.
�A few moments of your time,� Bobby answered.
She shot him a look that screamed pure annoyance. �I serve booze here, officer. Not time.�
Although Bobby had never set foot in the Doghouse before nor met Nikki Sinclair, he�d been told often enough that he looked like a cop to not be surprised she�d pegged him. �Detective with the sheriff�s department, actually. And lieutenant commander with the emergency response unit. Bobby Vaughan.�
�What do you want, Bobby? To drink, that is.�
�I�d like to talk to you about your ex-husband.�
Nikki narrowed her eyes. �Val Ryker put you up to this, didn�t she? Well, you can tell her I�m not talking to you or anybody. Now if you�re not going to order something, get out.�
Bobby ordered a pair of club sodas.
Nikki plunked their drinks in front of them and started collecting used glassware and running hot water into a sink below the bar. The scent of sanitizer rode on the steam, mixing with the general ambiance of stale beer and staler cigarette smoke. Leaning forward, Nikki plunged glasses onto spinning brushes in one of the sinks. Her blouse gaped open, displaying ample cleavage that bounced with each plunge. One of the main attractions of this place, if the guy sitting and staring at the end of the bar was any indication.
Bobby threw some cash next to their drinks and took a sip. �Have you ever visited your ex-husband?�
�In prison?� Nikki�s lips tensed. �Why the fuck would I want to do that?�
�You were once married.�
�And he made it clear he didn�t give a shit about me. That it was all about my sister, Risa.�
Diana planted herself on a stool. �You�re Nikki Dryden.�
�Nikki Dryden�s dead.�
�Nikki Sinclair,� Bobby supplied.
�Nikki Sin,� the guy muttered from the end of the bar. �Best tits in the state, back when she�d show �em.�
Nikki rolled her eyes. �You bet, Fritzie. Now take your beer to the back room. I�m talking with the grown-ups here.�
�Why? I ain�t doing��
�You want that I should cut you off? Not let you back in here for a month?�
Grumbling, the guy took his beer and shuffled away.
Nikki focused on Bobby. �Why�re you asking about Eddie anyway? That Copycat Killer again?�
�You talked to Val last fall.�
�I didn�t talk to Val. I don�t want to talk to you either. I don�t want to fucking talk to anybody about Eddie ever again.�
�Please,� Diana said. �A woman has been kidnapped.�
�So, who's she, Bobby?� Nikki gestured in Diana�s direction. �Some kind of trainee?�
�This is Diana Gale.�
�Is that name supposed to mean something to me?�
�I was born Diana Dryden.�
Nikki�s eyes widened. She looked Diana up and down. �You the sick one? Or daddy�s little girl?�
Diana cringed. �Is that how he described us?�
�A few times. Which one?�
�I�� Diana squirmed on her barstool. �I suppose I�d be daddy�s little girl.�
�Have you seen him?�
�We just came from the prison.�
�Then what do you want with me?�
Bobby watched Diana out of the corner of his eye. �He implied he�s pulling the Copycat Killer�s strings. Claims he�ll help us find this next victim if Diana visits him every day.�
Nikki let out a bark of a laugh. �And what did you say?�
�What choice did I have?�
�For fuck�s sake, it never ends, does it?� Nikki gave Diana another up-and-down. �And I suppose you want some pointers? On convincing him to actually come through with his promise and help you?�
�I�d be grateful.�
�Ditch the bra and wear something low cut.�
Diana�s hand came up, covering her chest.
�We�re serious,� Bobby said. He was hoping Nikki would warn Diana away from visiting Dryden but so far it seemed she was more intent on trolling. �We need your help.�
�I�m helping.� Nikki went back to cleaning glassware. �This isn�t some nice guy you�re dealing with. He�s going to twist an innocent thing like you around his finger. Make you feel like you need to prove your love for Daddy. If you want to fight back, even a little, you got to use the weapons God gave you.�
Diana folded her arms across her chest and silently watched the spinning brushes and the rhythmic way Nikki scrubbed the glassware two at a time.
Douse, douse, douse, dip in the rinse water, set on the drain board.
Repeat.
Bobby tried to read Diana�s expression. She couldn�t actually be considering Nikki�s advice, could she?
�I have a recording of the visit,� Bobby blurted. �Would you watch it? Give us your insights?�
Nikki laughed. �My insights would be to tell you to change your name and never go back.�
There it was. What Bobby was waiting for. He watched Diana for a reaction.
She kept her focus on Nikki. �Listen, I know I�m way over my head. But I can�t just sit around while an innocent woman dies. Will you take a look at the video? Please?�
Nikki didn�t answer. Not for a long time. Bobby had nearly given up when she finished the last glass and flipped the bar towel over her shoulder. �I have a computer back in the kitchen. Will that work?�
Bobby nodded. �Thank you.�
�Don�t thank me yet. I�m not watching this thing without a drink in my hand, and I�m in the mood for scotch. Decent scotch. Hell, make it a bottle. And you�re buying.� She pointed to the other side of the pool table. �There�s an ATM over there.�
A few minutes later, Nikki sat in front of her computer, a glass in her hand and an exorbitantly expensive bottle of whisky beside her. Diana stood behind her, chewing on her lower lip.
About a quarter of the way through the recording, Nikki�s hands started to shake. She downed her drink in a few gulps and poured another.
At the halfway mark, she started tugging on her right ear.
It wasn�t until she poured her third drink that Bobby noticed the lobe was missing, and all that was left was a ragged scar in the crescent shape of a human bite.
When the video ended, no one spoke for a long time.
Bobby finally broke the silence. �What do you think?�
�That daddy�s little girl better start shopping for that low-cut tee. And make it tight enough to show her nipples.�
�Wait a second,� Bobby said. He grabbed the back of Nikki�s chair and spun her around to face them. �Didn�t you just say she shouldn�t go back?�
�If she�s smart. But I don�t think Eddie was kidding when he said there�s another woman out there. Piss Eddie off, bad things happen. And I can tell you for a fact that daddy�s girl refusing to play his game will piss him off big time.�

Diana
Diana stared out the window of Bobby�s car at the ridges and valleys, forests and fields whizzing by. She couldn�t get Nikki�s suggestion out of her mind. The idea of dressing that way to manipulate her own father was abhorrent. The fact that he was also a sexual sadist made it downright terrifying. �Nikki couldn�t be serious about that T-shirt business, right?�
�The woman married a convicted serial killer, Diana. In a prison wedding, no less. She might have some issues.�
�You wanted me to listen to her every word when she was saying I shouldn�t go back.�
�That�s because you shouldn�t go back.�
Diana crossed her arms over her chest and concentrated on the scenery. She was so intent on ignoring Bobby that she was surprised to realize he�d taken an unexpected turn. �Where are we going?�
�We�re making a stop at the sheriff�s department.� He gave her a dull look. �I guess you get to enjoy the stench after all. At least for a little while. Lucky you.�
They drove the rest of the way in silence, Diana careful not to say anything that would give Bobby an excuse to change his mind. If she was in the sheriff�s department offices, there was always a chance she could find a way to help, no matter how miniscule her contribution. It was better than huddling alone and helpless in a hotel room.
When they arrived, the first floor of the building was strangely vacant, and the hum of fans echoed down the halls. Coffee pot dry, Diana set her sights on making a fresh pot while Bobby located Val and filled her in. After her visit with Dryden, followed by Nikki�s warped view of the world, Diana felt so jangled she actually needed the caffeine to calm her nerves.
When the coffee finished brewing, she poured two cups and ventured farther into the office area. Bobby hadn�t been kidding about the smell. Breathing shallowly through her mouth, Diana wound through misplaced desks and ripped-out carpet, finally locating Bobby and Val huddled around a computer.
Diana set one of the cups in front of Val. Diana didn�t know the woman well on a personal level, but everyone was familiar with her history as police chief in nearby Lake Loyal. She�d had to retire due to health issues, as evidenced by the cane leaning against her desk. But when the first copycat victim had been found, the sheriff had convinced Val to work as a consultant for the county, a position that had been created specifically for her.
�Thanks,� Val said, grabbing the cup and downing half. �Take a seat.�
Diana tried to sneak a peek at Val�s computer screen, but the late afternoon sun slanting through the windows made it impossible. �Can I do something to help?�
�Making coffee will suffice.� Bobby held out his hand for the second cup.
Diana raised it to her lips and took a sip. Let him get his own damn coffee.
Val gave Diana a little smile, then got back to work. �So far I haven�t been able to get a hold of Dryden�s new lawyer. Doctors golf on Sundays, right? What do lawyers do?�
�Who is she? This lawyer?� Diana asked.
Bobby shot her an annoyed look.
�Name�s Meredith Unger,� Val said. �Did some criminal work just out of college but has stuck to the corporate arena since.�
Diana frowned. �So she doesn�t have much experience in criminal law?�
�Apparently not.�
�Then what is the �extra� that Dryden referred to?�
Val shrugged. �She�s attractive, in a she-wolf sort of way. Could be that.�
Possible, Diana supposed. But that wasn�t what she�d thought of when Dryden had mentioned his lawyer in the prison interview room. �She could be the one conveying messages between him and the copycat.�
�Could be. I�m sure Dryden is manipulating her somehow,� Val said. �The rest, we don�t know. Not yet anyway.�
�Why would she take Ed Dryden on as a client in the first place?�
Bobby grunted. �The reason all of them take someone like Dryden on. They like to see their names in the paper.�
�And some women think danger is sexy,� Val added.
Diana knew that was true, yet she would never understand it. All she�d ever wanted in a man was someone she could depend on. Of course, becoming too dependent turned out to be dangerous, too.
She yanked her thoughts from that painful path and again tried to get a look at Val�s computer screen. �What are you searching for?�
�Women who went missing this weekend. But of those reported, none are early twenties and blond.�
When Diana had discovered Ed Dryden was her biological father, she�d read everything she could find on serial killers. She�d learned far more than she�d wanted. �You�re thinking the victim�s hair color and age are part of his signature. That this new victim��
�If there�s a new victim,� Bobby interjected.
Diana shot him a pointed look then returned her focus to Val. ��will look like the women he killed last fall.�
Usually when a serial killer killed women who looked alike, like the copycat had so far, it indicated the woman�s look was a part of his reason for committing the crime, his signature.
Val nodded. �With only the two victims last fall, it�s hard to be sure. But it seems possible. At least it�s a place to start.�
�I guess my question is, whose signature are we talking about? Is the copycat mimicking Dryden�s taste in victims, or does he have his own preferences?�
Val tilted her head. �That�s a good question.�
Diana glanced at Bobby to gauge his reaction.
�I need coffee.� He turned and headed for the door.
Diana�s cheeks heated. As much as his dismissal stung, it was nothing compared to the realization that, even after all these months, looking to Bobby for approval was as automatic as breathing.
He stopped in the doorway. �What do you want, Perreth? Come to enjoy the smell or add to it?�
Diana tensed. She�d seen Perreth only a few times since he�d found her naked in the forest after Sylvie had helped her escape from her kidnapper. Each time Perreth had behaved professionally, except for a knowing grin that made her feel as if she needed to take a shower.
�Hi, Val. And it�s always nice to see you, Miz Gale.� Peering past Bobby, Perreth gave her one of those grins, his jowly face taking on the look of a panting bulldog.
Diana kept her eyes on Val�s monitor.
�I hear we might have another victim,� Perreth continued. �I�m not working in this stink, though. I�ll secure some extra office space in my neck of the woods.�
�It�s only fair to warn you,� Val said. �I�ve been steeping in sewer smell like a tea bag for the past few hours. Chances are it�ll take a day or two for me to air out.�
�It might also be good if we coordinate what we�re going to tell the press.� Perreth shot Diana a look she wasn�t sure how to read. �We need to frame this right.�
�We�re not going to tell the press anything,� Bobby said.
�And you don�t think word about this little trip to hobnob with Ed Dryden will get out?�
�I think if it does, I�ll know who leaked it.�
�What are you trying to say, Vaughan?�
Val rolled her eyes. �Weren�t you going to get coffee, Bobby?�
�I could do for some coffee,� Perreth said.
Bobby gave Val a pained look then continued down the hall, Perreth on his heels.
Diana let out a breath of relief. She hardly even knew Perreth. The way he kept looking at her shouldn�t bother her. But of course, it did anyway.
�You okay?�
Diana hadn�t realized Val was watching her. �Of course. Why?�
�While Bobby is busy, why don�t we put you to work?� Val picked up a small stack of paper off the printer and plunked it in front of Diana. �These women went missing this weekend.�
Diana paged through three missing person reports. �Three women? In one weekend?�
�Three�s not bad. Chances are they forgot to tell their roommate or husband where they were going. Most show up.�
�But some don�t.�
�Some don�t.�
Just last fall, Diana had been missing. If Sylvie and Bryce hadn�t kept pushing to find her, she would have been one of the ones who never showed up.
�None of them match the copycat�s previous victims, so I�m hoping there�s something else. Take a look and tell me if anything stands out.�
�You mean in relation to something Dryden said?�
�Anything at all.�
Diana slumped in her chair and focused on the reports. Skimming hair-color and eye-color check boxes for each of the women, she could see what Val meant. They didn�t match. Two of the women fell into the same college-age group as the copycat�s victims, yet one had black hair and the other was a brunette. The third woman was blond, but she was forty-three.
Diana moved her gaze down the page. Skimming blood type, vehicle information and descriptions of clothes and jewelry, she landed on the section entitled Other Information. Sure enough, a roommate had reported one of the college girls missing, a husband the other. She paged to the last report detailing the older blond woman. The complainant in that case was the woman�s mother.
Diana heard Bobby and Perreth return to the office. She kept her focus on the blonde�s report. Reaching the officer�s notes, her focus landed on the few sentences detailing the circumstances of the woman�s disappearance. �Beck�s Laundromat?�
Val greeted her comment with raised brows. �That means something to you?�
�Dryden said the copycat abducted a woman right after he dropped off Sylvie�s wedding gift. Beck�s Laundromat is only a couple blocks from the reception.�
�Well, how about that? I guess moving this show to my jurisdiction is the right move.� Perreth returned to Val�s desk and pulled out his phone. �I�ll secure that office space and set up a canvas for security cameras in the area around Beck�s Laundromat.�
�That was a big help, Diana. Thank you,� Val said.
Bobby grunted.
�Exactly. You�re a great help.� Perreth gave Diana one of his odd smiles. �And maybe you�d like to come with me to��
�She�s coming with me,� Bobby said. �We have a lot to talk about.�
***
Diana peered out the bug-spattered windshield at the buildings a block off the Wisconsin capitol building�s square whizzing by. After Bobby�s statement about how much they had to talk about, she�d been hopeful that he�d rethought letting her help with the case. But once in the car, he�d refused to discuss the case or Perreth or the women the copycat might have kidnapped, and they�d barely talked the rest of the drive.
When he missed the turn to her apartment, Diana broke her silence. �Where are we going?�
�The hotel.�
�So the whole we-need-to-talk thing was just a ruse to get me in the car so you could deposit me at the hotel?�
�You can hang out with your sister, talk her into taking her honeymoon. Is that so bad?�
Diana didn�t answer.
�Listen, you helped today. You did.�
�Is that a compliment?�
�It�s a thank you. Now you have to let us do our jobs.�
�Okay, okay. But I need clothing, maybe a toothbrush, and some other stuff. Don�t you think?�
�I suppose. Sure.�
Diana leaned back against the headrest. Clothes and a toothbrush would be nice, but it was the other stuff she was most anxious to pick up.
Bobby made the next turn and circled back in the direction of her apartment.
�And I�d like my car,� she added.
�There�s no place to park downtown.�
True enough. But driving always gave Diana a sense of control that she felt nowhere else in her life. �I want to drive.�
�You and driving.� Bobby chuckled. �Okay, I�ll make you a deal.�
Diana shot him a skeptical look.
�Let us determine if Dryden is telling the truth about the copycat taking another victim. And if he is, and if we don�t catch the bastard before tomorrow, I�ll let you drive to the prison.�
�In my own car.�
�We�ll see.�
�That doesn�t sound like much of a deal.�
�Take it or leave it.�
Bobby stopped at the curb outside Diana�s building, and they climbed out into the humid June air, scents of moist earth and plant life thick from last night�s heavy rain.
�I might need your help carrying some stuff.�
�What kind of stuff?�
�If you don�t want to help, you can wait in the car.�
He shot her a dry look. �Follow me.�
Stifling a sigh, she fell in behind him, walking up the sidewalk and into the lobby. Once inside, he made her wait at the door while he scrutinized every inch, as if he expected a man with a gun to crawl from under the vinyl bench or pop out of one of the tiny mailboxes that lined the wall.
�You really think this is necessary?�
Not bothering to answer, Bobby started up the stairs.
�Wait,� she said. �I need to get my suitcase and some other stuff from my storage locker.�
�The mysterious other stuff again. It had better not be too heavy.� Changing course, Bobby led her down the steps into the dank coolness of the basement. He stopped at the secured door leading to the lockers for her section of the building. �Keys?�
At one time, he�d had his own. Blocking those days from her mind, Diana dug in her purse.
Down the hall, a door opened. Diana�s next-door neighbor, Louis Ingersoll, stepped out of the laundry room with a basket of clothes. As soon as he spotted Bobby, his eyes narrowed.
Diana stifled a groan. Running into Louis was the last thing she needed. He�d been her neighbor and friend for about six months before her wedding. He�d watched her apartment when she was away, helped her set up her new cell phone, and even clipped stories about Ed Dryden from the newspaper after he�d learned of her involvement in the research project. But since she�d broken up with Bobby, their friendship had taken on an uncomfortable edge.
Or maybe that�s when his crush on her had turned to romantic expectation. �How�s it going, Louis?�
Louis didn�t take his glare from Bobby. A flush spread up his freckled neck, turning his face as red as his hair. �Is there anything I can help with?�
�Detective Vaughan is here in an official capacity.� She shouldn�t feel compelled to explain�whether Bobby was here or not wasn�t Louis�s business�but she couldn�t stand that look in his eyes. As if Bobby was his enemy. As if Diana had betrayed him. She�d never meant to lead him on, but obviously that was what she�d done.
�What do you mean by official capacity? Did something happen?�
�Nothing you have to worry about,� Bobby said, words clipped.
Diana shot him a quelling look. Bobby had never been fond of Louis. No doubt she�d been the only one blind to Louis�s infatuation. Blind until he�d given her a necklace of emeralds and diamond chips for Christmas�a necklace he refused to take back.
Even now he glanced down at her throat as if noticing her lack of jewelry, even though she�d never once worn his gift. �If there�s anything I can do, Diana, you let me know.�
�Thanks.� She fished her keys out of her purse and unlocked the storage room door. �We�ll talk later, okay, Louis?�
�I�ll be here.�
Diana and Bobby slipped inside the storage room, clearing the hall for Louis to pass with his laundry basket.
�He still hasn�t given up, huh?� Bobby said under his breath.
Diana rolled her eyes. Of course Bobby wouldn�t let the moment go without commenting. �Louis is my friend.�
�He might be your friend, but you are his obsession.�
�I don�t want to talk about it.�
�Right.�
Diana walked down the row of wood and chicken wire that formed individual storage lockers and stopped in front of hers. What a mess. She�d been meaning to sort through the jumble of boxes jamming her space, but with Sylvie�s wedding and move to Madison, Diana�s last semester of grad school, and the fact that she hadn�t been ready to face much of anything the past few months, she hadn�t been down here since Christmas.
She unlocked the door and edged inside, a strand of spiderweb tickling her face. Wiping it clear, she moved several boxes before she came to the suitcase� and the pair of file boxes underneath.
She felt a little nauseated.
After her experience last fall, she hadn�t been able to look at the files she�d compiled. She�d merely shoveled the material into the boxes and stacked them down here. The thought of sharing the same living space with them, many of which had notes written in Professor Bertram�s hand, repulsed her. Even now the thought of them brought back memories of that cabin, the darkness, the burn of the ropes on her wrists�
Bobby plucked the suitcase off the pile and eyed the file boxes. �Let me guess. Files on Dryden?�
�To prepare for tomorrow. Is that a problem?�
�No. It�s smart.� He hoisted the closest box to his hip and carried it and the suitcase out of the storage room.
For a moment, Diana just stood there, listening to the scuff of his footsteps climbing the stairs. She�d been ready for him to try to protect her from the horrors in those files the way he�d tried to shield her from Dryden. Instead, he�d called her smart. Go figure. Maybe there was hope after all.
Diana reached for the second file box. Just as her fingers touched cardboard, the room plunged into darkness.
She froze, then blinked, straining to see something besides colored spots swimming in endless black. But there was nothing. Her chest grew tight.
�Bobby?� she called.
No answer.
�Bobby? Are you there?� Her voice trembled.
She was being stupid. Childish. The power had gone out. It happened occasionally. Nothing out of the ordinar�
A shuffling sound came from behind her.
Diana spun around. �Bobby? Is that you?�
No answer.
Diana�s legs quivered. Was someone there? Watching her? Waiting until�
No, no, no.
She was thinking about the cabin in the woods. About the shadow in the corner. Watching her. Waiting.
No one�s there.
No one�s there.
No one�s there.
She was in her own apartment building and the electricity had gone out.
That�s all it was.
That�s all.
Legs shaking so badly she could barely stand, Diana lowered herself into an uneasy squat, her back pressed against the remaining file box. Darkness closed around her, heavy and thick as a blanket.
She remembered every excruciating moment she�d lain tied up in that cabin last fall. The burn of the ropes against her wrists. The terrible thirst that parched her mouth and throat. The emptiness opening like a chasm inside her.
Expanding until there was nothing left.
No tears.
No strength.
No hope.
Another sound reached her. Faint at first, then growing louder.
Footsteps.
Diana covered her mouth with both hands. The trembling in her legs spread through her whole body. Her breath roared in her ears, yet oxygen never seemed to make it to her lungs.
Don�t let this happen again.
Please.
�Where�s the electrical box?�
Diana jumped at the sound of Bobby�s voice. A whimper stuck in her throat.
�Diana? Are you okay?�
�I�m good. I�m fine.� Her face felt hot and for a second, she was glad it was dark and Bobby couldn�t see her. She made herself breathe. In and out. In and out. Her pulse pounded loudly in her ears.
�Diana? The electrical box?� he repeated.
�I� I don�t know. Maybe in the laundry room?�
Bobby�s shoes scraped lightly in the darkness, moving away from her now. Toward the door. Out into the hall.
He couldn�t leave her. Not in here. Not in the darkness.
Where the killer could be watching.
No, no, no.
The lights flickered on, then held.
She blinked, the sudden illumination blinding. Tears surged in her eyes and spilled down her cheeks.
Bobby stepped around the corner. �Diana. What�s��
She gasped in a sob.
He rushed to her side and took her in his arms. �It�s okay. It�s okay.�
Her body dissolved as if the muscle holding her upright had turned to quivering goo and she couldn�t stand without Bobby�s support.

Bobby
�I�m here. Everything�s going to be all right now.� Bobby hugged Diana and stroked her hair.
Her panic when the lights went out had caught him by surprise, but it probably shouldn�t have. People who�d survived less than Diana had suffered from flashbacks. He just wished he hadn�t left her alone in the basement.
�It was� it was like� I know it�s stupid, but I was back in that cabin again, Bobby. And he was watching me. Planning what he was going to do.�
�It�s okay now. You�re safe.�
�He kept saying he didn�t want to do it� He didn�t want to� But he did. He wanted to do all of it. I could feel it.�
�He�s dead, Diana. He�ll never hurt you again.�
Bobby had wanted to hold her like this six months ago, after he�d gotten out of the hospital, but he hadn�t gotten the chance. He�d known just what it would feel like. Her trembling. Him strong enough to take on the world.
Just the way it felt right now.
�You don�t have to be afraid. Never again. I�m here now. I�ll take care of you. You never have to worry about anything ever again.�
Diana�s body went rigid. She pushed back from him, jolting out of his arms.
�What�s wrong?�
�This�� She motioned to the two of them. �Us� Me.�
�It�s okay. Everything��
�Will be okay. Yeah, I know. But it won�t.�
�Why not?�
�I don�t know. I mean, I do know. I�m not sure how to explain. It just� it won�t.� Eyes filling with tears, she picked up the remaining file box and walked out of the storeroom and up the stairs.
Bobby followed, feeling as if he�d had his guts kicked out all over again.
Mercifully, it didn�t take long for Diana to throw some clothing in her suitcase, and they were on their way.
Bobby drove the dozen blocks to the hotel in silence. He hadn�t wanted to accept that what he and Diana had was over, but obviously it was time he did. The sooner he got her checked in and away from him, the better. It wouldn�t remove her from his thoughts, but at least she wouldn�t be by his side, his old feelings chafing like a pair of ill-fitting shoes too expensive to throw away.
Bobby parked outside the downtown hotel Sylvie and Bryce had chosen, and helped Diana lug her suitcase and file boxes inside. He placed them on a bellboy�s cart while Diana checked in, then they wheeled their way into an elevator and through a hall to her room, unloaded the boxes, and Bobby prepared to make his exit.
A knock sounded on the door leading to the adjoining room.
Diana raced to the door and pulled it open.
Sylvie opened her arms and engulfed her sister in a hug. �I�m so glad you�re here. I can�t believe you saw Dryden. Why didn�t you tell me that�s what you were going to do?�
�Because you would have stopped me.�
�You bet I would have.�
Bryce Walker appeared behind his bride, watching the sisters, concern threading across his brow.
With Bryce here, Diana would be safe. Bobby could work off some tension on his weight bench, catch some sleep, and get back to concentrating on the case. Now was as good a time as any for him to make his exit.
He started for the door.
�Bobby, wait,� Bryce called. �Someone left a gift for Sylvie at the hotel�s registration desk.�
Bobby turned around in time to see Sylvie hand Diana a gift bag.
�At first I thought it might be from you,� Sylvie said to her sister. �But then��
Diana held the bag open so Bobby could see the small box inside. Covered in white satin and fluffy tulle, it looked like a wedding favor. Or a little girly girl�s dream.
�Can we take it out?� Diana asked.
Bobby pulled a pair of gloves from his pocket and handed them to Diana.
Sylvie gasped. �I didn�t wear��
Bobby held up a hand. �Just being extra careful.�
Diana pulled on the gloves, and Bobby spread the bag open so she could pull out the box. Then she lifted the tiny clasp with the tip of her finger and opened it.
Pink satin lined the inside. A mirror filled the lid. And in front of the mirror, a tiny bride twirled, her dress and veil frothing around her like frosting on a wedding cake. The music box�s metallic tines plucked out a tune.
Diana gave Bobby a sideways look. �It�s from him. It�s from our father.�
�How are you so sure?�
�The song.�
Bobby must have missed something. �It�s the Wedding March, right? Here comes the bride, all dressed in white, etcetera? How is that unusual?�
�The actual title is 'Bridal Chorus.' It�s part of an opera written by Wagner. Lohengrin. The marriage that�s being celebrated in the story� it ends in murder and death.�
Bobby stared at her for a moment. �And people use that in their weddings?�
�We didn�t,� Sylvie said. �Neither did you two��
�In the wedding that never happened,� Diana finished.
�Dryden mentioned a music box when Sylvie talked to him last fall,� Bobby had gone over the recording of the interview many times since he�d gotten out of the hospital last fall. So many that he could almost recite it word-for-word, but that didn�t stop him from making a note to go over it again.
�What did he say?� Diana asked.
Sylvie rubbed a palm over her still-flat belly. �That you loved a puppet when you were a kid. And I loved a music box.�
Bobby watched the sisters, a thought growing. A horrible thought. �Sylvie? He can�t know you�re pregnant.�
Sylvie jerked her head up. �What do you think he�d do?�
�I don�t know. But we don�t want to find out.�
�You need to go away,� Diana told her sister.
�And leave you here to deal with this alone?�
�At least until the police can catch this copycat.� Diana sat next to her and covered Sylvie�s hands with hers. �It�s the only way to be sure he won�t find out. Go on your honeymoon. Concentrate on that baby you�re going to have. Concentrate on Bryce. They�re your family, Sylvie. Don�t think about Dryden.�
�She�s right, Sylvie.� Bryce said. �We need to go.�
Sylvie zeroed in on Bobby. �How close are you to finding the copycat?�
�Not close enough.�
�I can�t leave Diana with this. I won�t.�
�Sylvie��
Bobby looked from Sylvie to Bryce, an idea forming. �What if you could be a bigger help out of town than you are here?�
�How?� Bryce asked.
�Dryden seems to have some sort of connection to this copycat, right? Could be a recent connection, could be someone he knew in the past. We�re expending a lot of resources looking into everyone he�s come into contact with recently. But tracking down people from the past is proving more difficult.�
Bryce lowered himself onto the bed on the other side of Sylvie. �And you think we might be able to help?�
�How would you two feel about starting your honeymoon in Oshishobee, Wisconsin?�
�Oshishobee?� Sylvie asked. �Where�s that?�
�It�s northeast, on the way to the Upper Peninsula.� Diana knew the town, though she�d never been there. �It�s where Dryden grew up.�
�I took a trip up there last fall,� Bobby said. �But it�s a very tight-lipped small town. I�m willing to bet people who refused to cooperate with the police might be more open to talking to one of Dryden�s daughters.�
Sylvie glanced at Bryce, then brought her focus back to Bobby. �What would we be looking for specifically?�
�Today Dryden mentioned something about the Copycat Killer being like a son to him.�
Bryce raised his brows. �Dryden has a son?�
�Hard to say," Bobby said. "It could be an out-and-out lie. Or it could be metaphorical. Someone younger, someone who looked up to him, someone he bullied. With all that was written about him, we know little of his life before his marriage. And of course, it could be a waste of time.�
Sylvie pressed her lips into a determined line. �Okay. We�ll do it.�
Diana let out a long breath.
�On one condition,� Sylvie continued. �If Bryce and I agree to go, the two of you have to make me a deal.�
An uneasy feeling clamped down on Bobby�s shoulders.
�What?� Diana asked.
�You need to stick together.�
Bobby could feel a muscle twitch along his jaw.
�You�re the only one I trust to keep my sister safe, Bobby. You can�t let her out of your sight. Promise me.�
Bobby could feel himself nod.
Diana looked about as excited about the pledge as he was. �You know Bobby, Syl. He�ll watch over my every move.�

Diana
Bobby accompanied Diana back to her room, giving Sylvie and Bryce a chance to talk and make plans for their trip. But although Diana was grateful Bobby had convinced Sylvie to leave town, being alone with him was the last thing she wanted. The promise Sylvie had elicited from them hung heavy in the air like humidity gathering before a thunderstorm.
The last thing Diana needed was for Bobby to feel even more responsible for her than he already did. If that was even possible. �Don�t worry about what Sylvie said.�
He looked up, as if she�d disturbed him from an engrossing thought. �That I should keep you safe?�
Diana shook her head. He�d try to do that regardless. �That we need to stick together.�
�Oh, that. Don�t worry. I know it isn�t personal.� He was clearly making fun of her. But there was no humor in his voice.
She couldn�t blame him. There was nothing funny about this situation. Nothing at all. Being around Bobby today had made her feel empty and vulnerable and raw. And he didn�t seem to be faring much better.
He walked toward the door and laid a hand on the knob. But instead of pulling it open, he turned back to face her. �You know, everything both you and I said to Sylvie also applies to you.�
�Except the pregnancy.� Diana hoped the last bit would add some levity.
It fell short.
She folded her arms around her middle. She hadn�t eaten all day, yet she didn�t feel hungry. If anything, the nervous vibration in her stomach made her feel as sick as Sylvie had looked. �I�m in a position to talk to Dryden, to understand the way he thinks, maybe even to find out who the copycat is and where he is holding Nadine Washburn. I can�t leave. You of all people know that.�
�Nadine Washburn?�
�The woman who disappeared from the laundromat.�
�You�ve already decided that she�s the one, huh? Last I heard, Perreth was still reviewing security cam footage from the area.�
�She�s the one, and my father is going to help us find where she is.�
�You have a very optimistic view of what Dryden is going to let you learn.�
�Optimistic?� She threw up her hands and let them land against her thighs with a stinging smack. �We have to use what we can get, don�t we?�
�Within reason.�
�What�s reasonable? Or maybe you should ask Nadine Washburn�s mother that question.�
Bobby rolled his eyes. �If Nadine has been abducted by the copycat, I want to save her every bit as much as you do.�
�I don�t doubt that.�
�Then what�s your point?�
�I know what it�s like to be tied to a bed in the darkness waiting to die. I know what she�s thinking. I know what she�s feeling. I�m the only one in this room who truly understands what�s within reason and what isn�t.�
Bobby�s face went rigid. �I understand perfectly. I was there when you were kidnapped, remember? I might not know what Nadine feels, but I more than understand the pain her mother is living through. The worry. The helplessness. The guilt.�
Obviously somewhere in his last monologue, Bobby had stopped talking about Nadine�s mother and started describing himself. �Why on earth would you feel guilty about last fall? Vincent Bertram nearly killed you.�
He shook his head slowly, his black eyes boring into her. �Losing you nearly killed me.�
�Bobby, don�t.�
�I�m sick of pretending that you breaking off our marriage was good for both of us. Ever since you walked into that damn diner this morning, all I can think about is how I shouldn�t be seeing the way you brush your hair from your cheek or hearing that tremble in your voice when you�re frightened. Or your scent� God, I certainly shouldn�t be leaning toward you every chance I get just to breathe you in.�
She turned away from him. She wanted him to stop. He had to stop. She couldn�t hear this.
�Damn it, Diana. When you�re around, I can�t see anything but you.�
�Then why did you insist on going with me? Why didn�t you let Val handle my meeting with Dryden? Or even Perreth?�
�You haven�t heard anything I�ve said, have you?�
On the contrary, she�d heard every word, every hitch in his voice, every loaded pause. She could feel the intensity of them vibrating in her bones. �I�ve heard enough to know we shouldn�t be together.�
His footsteps sounded behind her. He gripped her arm and turned her to face him. �Losing you once almost killed me. Losing you, to Dryden, to the damn copycat��
His face was so close, she could reach out her hand and trace the line of dark stubble on his cheek. She could lean forward, just a little, and find herself in his arms.
�It�s not going to happen. And the only way I can make sure it doesn�t is to be next to you when he tries.�
She looked down, unable to peer into his eyes one second longer. She�d been an idiot to think anything between her and Bobby wouldn�t be personal. Looking at him across a crowded room would be personal.
�I can�t go back, Bobby. You say you almost lost me; well I lost myself long before our wedding day.� That is, if she�d ever found herself in the first place.
Diana could feel his gaze on her, his eyes searching, struggling to understand.
She didn�t know if she could help him. Not any more than she�d been able to when she�d given back his ring. Even after months of therapy, she wasn�t sure she understood any of this herself.
But she had to try. It was only fair to him that she try. Taking a deep breath, she met his eyes. �I�ve always been what other people wanted. My adopted mother. My adopted father.�
Bobby�s face grew hard, as if he sensed what was coming.
�You.�
�I never asked you to be anything but who you are.�
She longed to run her hand along his cheek, to smooth away the hurt, to take back the words. But she couldn�t let herself. She had to tell him the truth. At least the small part of it she had figured out.
Diana took a step to the side, putting a little more distance between them, hoping it would help her think. �I know you never asked me to be what you wanted. You never even told me what you wanted. Not in words. You didn�t have to. I sensed it. I gave you what you were looking for before you even knew you wanted it.�
�We were happy together. We loved each other.�
�I loved you.�
�But you don�t believe I loved you?� His expression didn�t change, but anger sharpened the edges of his voice.
�I never gave you the chance. I never even let you know who I really was. I was afraid to.�
�Afraid? Why?� He took a step toward her, the lamplight behind him casting his face in shadow. �I didn�t do anything to make you afraid.�
�I didn�t say you did, Bobby. It�s me. It�s who I am. It�s what I do. I make myself what others want me to be.�
He watched her under lowered brows.
She couldn�t tell if he was following her or not, but she had to push on.
�I suppose it�s how I survived as a kid. My father� my adopted father wouldn�t hurt me if I could just do what he wanted. Be what he wanted. And it became my way of dealing with the world. At least that�s what my therapist helped me uncover. I didn�t even know I was doing it until I was tied up in that dark cabin waiting to die. I had to draw on myself to survive. On the strength inside me.�
Diana closed her eyes. The room spun out of control. Just like the days and nights in the cabin. The raw vulnerability. The fear. �Bobby, there was nothing there.�
�You were frightened out of your mind, Diana. Anyone would feel that way.�
She opened her eyes and focused on Bobby. �You would never feel that way. You know who you are. You know where your strength lies.�
�I�m a detective. I have training to fall back on. It�s not the same thing.�
�Sylvie didn�t feel that way. Or Bryce. If they had, we�d all be dead.�
He closed the short distance between them. Reaching out, he touched her arm. �You�re being too hard on yourself.�
�I�m being realistic.� She forced her mind closed, shutting out the sensation of his fingers on her skin. �I never made decisions for myself. My adoptive father dictated how I should feel, how I should think, what I should do. My mother went along with it.�
�I never dictated anything.�
�No. You fixed things for me. You took care of me.�
�And how is that bad? That�s how a man should treat the woman he loves.�
Loves. Not loved. As if Diana had to wonder how he still felt about her. Or at least, how he felt about his idea of her. �I have to learn to take care of myself.�
That wasn�t quite right. She tried again, groping through her mind for an emotion just out of her grasp. �No, I have to feel like there�s a me inside worth caring for. A me that isn�t dictated by my need to please others. A core me.�
�I think you�ve been spending too much time in therapy.�
�I know this makes no sense to you. You�ve always known who you are. It doesn�t even make sense to me, really. But if I ever face a tough situation again, I need something to draw on. I need to know I can pull myself through.�
He let his hand slip from her arm.
Her throat ached. She was doing a horrible job of explaining, but she didn�t know a way to make her feelings clearer. He was the only man she�d ever wanted, the only man she�d ever loved. But for her, he was the wrong man.
�You�ll always take care of me, Bobby. It�s who you are. And as long as I�m with you, I�ll never really know who I am.�
She turned away, toward the window. The drapes� multiple colors blurred through burgeoning tears. Tilting her head back, she opened her eyes wide and tried to force them back. She wouldn�t let herself cry. She couldn�t. She�d already poured out too much.
�Okay,� he said.
She must not have heard him right. �Okay?�
�What can I do to help?�
Swallowing into an aching throat, she turned back, trying to read his face through shadows.
�I meant what I said about not losing you to Dryden,� he continued. �I�m not going to stay away from you. But if I can do anything short of that��
Diana wasn�t sure what she�d expected him to say or do. But she hadn�t expected this. �Thank you.�
�I� I don�t know how to do this.� Bobby looked around the room, as if he didn�t recognize where he was. �You�re going to have to tell me what you need.�
She willed her voice to function. �Well, for one, you can let me do more than make bad police station coffee.�
�You think the coffee is bad?�
She gave him a warning frown.
He held up his hands, palms out. �You�re right. You�re right. It�s not great.�
�I�m not kidding, Bobby.�
�I know you�re not. It�s� it�s just a lot. I�m trying.�
�Let me help with the investigation. At least as much as I�m able.�
He let out a defeated sigh and nodded.
�You can stop shielding me from unpleasant things. I need to know what we�re up against.�
�Okay.�
�And you can stop worrying about me.�
�I can�t promise you that.�
She gave him a half smile. �Then at least have some faith in me, okay?�
He stepped toward her. The light from the lamp illuminated his face. �That�s something I can promise.�
Diana�s vision blurred once again. Those words shouldn�t mean so much to her. They couldn�t.
But somehow, despite everything, they meant the world.

The Copycat Killer
The moonlight glowed blue on her naked white skin as she ran across the clearing. It was a good light for her. Hid the cellulite and the stretch marks. Smoothed over her hips. It even made her tits look, if not perky, at least not so saggy.
He raised the rifle to his shoulder and lined her up in the sights. He�d played with the first two. Toyed with them. Stalked them. He didn�t feel like playing this time.
Maybe it was because he�d waited so long. The fantasies had burned inside him like a hunger until all that mattered was filling his belly.
Maybe it was because she was older and the dreams of killing his mother, exciting at first, left him limp in the end.
Maybe it was because she�d laughed at him.
Bitch.
But whatever the reason, this one had been a disappointment.
She raced for the brush. Her breathing was audible, even at this distance, her panting punctuated by tiny gasps and sobs.
He had to admit, her fear gave him a charge. And standing here, resting his finger on the trigger, he was as hard as a tree branch.
Look who was laughing now.
He squeezed the trigger. The air cracked. The rifle kicked sweetly against his shoulder. He watched her lurch and fall as the perfume of gunpowder spiced the air.
He strode across the clearing toward her. He�d gotten a clean shot. He�d taken out one of her legs, just as he�d been instructed. As he approached, he could hear her thrashing and crying, trying to crawl the rest of the way to the forest�s edge, to safety.
There was no safety for her.
He pulled his knife from the sheath on his belt. He wrapped his fingers around the handle, the charge of excitement pulsing through him.
He�d follow instructions for the kill, too. Field dressing her with the knife. Letting her screams wash over him like a refreshing rain. Watching the life drain from her eyes as he cut. Next, he would clean her out, warm and sticky on his hands.
Then he�d wait to find out what he was supposed to do with the body.
He caught up to her and looked down at the fear shining in her eyes. Listened to the whimper dying on her lips.
As thrilling as he knew killing her would be, he couldn�t help wishing for more, wanting more. With each one he�d killed, he�d learned so much. About death and life. About the strength and power in himself. About hunger. But it wasn�t enough.
Not nearly enough.
He�d been acting a part, following Ed Dryden�s instructions, playing out Ed Dryden�s fantasies. But now he could feel his own desires building. They pressed against the inside of his skull, until he felt he�d explode.
There was something he wanted. Something blond and beautiful with light blue eyes and nice, full tits. And soon, very soon, he would reach out and pluck her like ripe fruit off a tree. He would bite into her, devour her, and let the juice run sticky down his chin.
She would be his forever then, and no one could stop him. Not Bobby Vaughan.
Not even Ed Dryden.

Bobby
After seeing off Sylvie and Bryce, Bobby had taken Diana to a new hotel and booked the adjoining room for himself. Then he�d spent the next several hours on the phone, getting updates and making arrangements.
Perreth had been good to his word. He�d secured office space in Madison for the taskforce, as well as the help of more officers to canvas the area around the laundromat. Val had been busy delving into other aspects of the case.
Bobby had gotten little sleep, but with Val�s help, by the time he and Diana were on their way to Chicagoland the next morning, he had worked out a plan he hoped would convince Diana he was on her side.
The first step was getting her behind the wheel.
Talking her into driving his car had been easy enough, and with each mile that hummed under the tires, Diana seemed to relax. The frightened woman he�d seen last night seemed to fade before his eyes and a calm, more confident Diana took her place.
�Head south on the interstate,� he directed.
�Toward Chicago? Where are we going?�
�You�ll like it.�
�I�m not really in the mood for surprises, Bobby.�
�Last night you said you wanted to take care of yourself� or at least something along those lines, right?�
She rolled her eyes a little. �More or less.�
�I�m trying here.�
�Sorry. Thanks.�
�Have you taken self-defense classes or anything?�
�Twice a week since last November.�
�Good. Good.�
�Is that why we�re heading to Chicago? Self-defense training?�
�Not exactly. How about defensive driving? Remember EVOC?�
A few years ago, Bobby had been in charge of the sheriff�s department�s annual Emergency Vehicle Operation and Control training at the Dells Raceway. Diana had been his guinea pig, helping him figure out the best way to present the material and test the course. Although he�d fallen in love with her long before those hours spent maneuvering around orange traffic cones, after she�d broken every unofficial speed record in the backing challenge, he�d known he had to make her his wife.
She tilted her head to peer at him. �Are you making fun of me?�
�No. Do you remember?�
�Of course.�
�What do you remember?�
�Hands at nine and three, not ten and two? Sit back? Keep your grip solid, even when turning?� Diana assumed the position. �I�m not going to try to talk on the radio while driving though. That was a disaster.�
Bobby glanced over, watching her for a moment before finding his voice. �I wasn�t always suffocating, was I? I mean, we had fun sometimes.�
Diana let out a long breath. �We had fun a lot of times.�
The next several miles hummed under the wheels unaccompanied by words. Bobby switched on the radio, flipped through the stations, then switched it off. Finally, he made himself move on to the second part of his plan.
�You were right about Nadine Washburn. She�s the one.�
�How do you know?�
�A security cam across the street caught her going into the laundromat.�
�And the copycat?�
�A man left with much more laundry than he went in with. So much, he had to use a cart.�
�Did the camera get a shot of his face?�
�No. But if we can find security video of him getting into a vehicle, we might be able to trace him that way.�
Diana let out a heavy breath. �So that�s it then. Dryden� my father� he was telling the truth.�
�About the Copycat Killer being active again? Appears so. And the fact that he knew that��
�Means he could be calling the shots.�
�Yeah.�
As they grew closer to O�Hare International Airport, Diana narrowed her eyes at the aircraft landing and soaring into the sky. �You�re not planning to put me on a plane and send me off somewhere safe, are you?�
�Funny,� Bobby said, although he had to admit the idea sounded like a good one. Time for the third part of his plan. �I figured that along the lines of practicing self-defense and emergency driving, you might want to be prepared in other ways.�
She turned her squint on him.
�He�s giving a lecture in Chicago, but he agreed to meet with us over breakfast.�
�Who?�
�Trent Burnell.�
�The FBI agent who first profiled Dryden?�
He figured she�d know who Burnell was. Judging from the weight of those file boxes he�d hauled to her hotel room last night, she must have compiled everything there was to know about Ed Dryden. And the man who had captured Dryden, not once but twice, loomed large in the serial killer�s history.
�I thought he might have some suggestions about how to deal with Dryden.�
Her eyes widened with surprise. �You set this up?�
�I know it�s hard to believe, but I meant what I said last night. I really am trying.�
A smile toyed with the corners of her lips. The most beautiful smile he�d ever seen.
They found Burnell in a private conference room at the Hilton. Although silver had mostly overtaken his hair, he looked younger than his years. His body held the definition that came only with focused exercise. And he exuded the calm authority of a man who�d earned his knowledge through hard work and surviving tough times.
Burnell glanced up from the laptop in front of him when they entered the room. After trading introductions, he gestured to a sidebar. �Coffee, eggs, and whatnot are over there. Help yourselves. I�m just finishing up the interviews you sent.�
Diana made a beeline for the coffee, probably eager to get some good stuff before heading back to the police station.
Bobby took a peek at the laptop. A recording of Sylvie�s visit with Dryden from the previous fall played out on the screen. As Burnell finished watching, Bobby and Diana took breakfast and seats at the conference table.
Once the video ended, Burnell looked at each of them in turn. �I can�t pretend this is an easy case for me, or that I�m objective where Dryden is concerned. Just so you know.�
Tension crept up Bobby�s spine and settled in his shoulders. Burnell had faced countless monsters over the years. If he thought Dryden wasn�t an easy case, what hope did Diana have of facing him down? �Diana is set to visit Dryden again late this afternoon.�
�I�m sure the chance to dominate and control his adult daughter is a thrill for him.�
Bobby leaned forward. Maybe there was a way out of this after all. �Do you think it�s a mistake?�
He felt Diana�s pointed stare from across the table. �A woman�s life is at stake.�
Burnell leaned back in his chair and tented his fingers in front of him. �I take it you two aren�t on the same page about this visit.�
�It�s Diana�s decision. I�m just concerned. That�s all.�
Diana gave him a damn straight nod before turning back to Burnell. �So how do you suggest I do this?�
�The first thing I usually tell an interviewer to do is establish a rapport with the subject. You�re way ahead there. He wants to talk. The downside is that he knows a lot about you. Personal things he can use to gain your trust, to manipulate your feelings, to hurt you.�
Warnings were all well and good, but Bobby was hoping for more specifics. �How can she prevent him from doing that?�
�First, don�t believe a word he says.� Burnell focused on Diana, speaking directly to her. �He�ll lie. He�ll exaggerate. He�ll twist the truth and attack the things dearest to you. Don�t take any of it to heart.�
�Can I use his emotions against him?�
�Not an easy task. Not with Dryden.�
�Why not?�
�Men like him don�t have feelings for others. Not exactly. Compassion, love, guilt, those things simply don�t exist for him.�
�So, what can I use?�
�With Dryden, you have to remember everything is about him. His emotions are about how others make him feel and him alone. That�s what you have to use to get him to open up to you.�
�I use how I make him feel?�
�Yes.�
�How do I know that?�
�When I first arrived this morning, I watched the tapes of your interview with Dryden yesterday and the visit from your sister from some months ago.�
�That�s the one you were watching when we came in.�
He nodded. �In the conversation with your sister, Dryden talked about how he felt after you and Sylvie were born. The way you looked at him made him feel important for the first time in his life. You made him feel like a god, is how he put it. And he implied that made him start feeling dominance in the rest of his life. Dominance over adult women.�
Diana leaned forward and splayed her hands on the table. �We were children. He was our father.�
�Exactly. It was a natural response on your part.� Burnell held up a finger. �But did you hear the defensiveness in your voice just now? Did you feel it in your body language? You took my statement as a judgment about you, an accusation that you were to blame for him becoming a serial killer. You might recognize rationally that any baby is going to stare adoringly at her caregiver. But emotionally you responded to my inference that you were the cause of Dryden�s crimes.�
Diana slumped against the back of her chair.
�You can�t let yourself simply react emotionally to anything Dryden says. You�ve got to recognize the strings he�s pulling.�
This time Diana looked anything but confident. And Bobby had to admit, any confidence he might have conjured up before this meeting was eroding as well.
�Back to his comment about you making him feel like a god.�
Diana nodded. �Please.�
�Serial killers often struggle with conflicting feelings of inadequacy and superiority. Dryden is a perfect example of that. He�s a narcissist. He craves superiority. He strikes out at people who make him feel inadequate. From Dryden�s point of view, the way you and your sister reacted to him verified what he is desperate to believe about himself. That he is superior. His mother didn�t tell him this. She abused him and scorned him. His wife didn�t tell him this. She controlled him and had affairs with other men behind his back. Dryden had poor grades in school. He was bullied as a teen. He had trouble holding a steady job.�
Burnell glanced down at the papers in front of him, yet Bobby had the impression he knew most of the facts of Dryden�s life by heart.
�Then along came his twin girls. Little girls who adored their daddy and looked up to him. Little girls who gave him what he saw as his due.�
Unease trekked up Bobby�s spine. �Where are you leading with this?�
Burnell didn�t take his eyes off Diana. �Dryden wants you to look at him the same way you did as a toddler. More to the point, he is going to insist you make him feel the same way.�
Diana nodded.
Bobby had a little more trouble. �And if she doesn�t?�
�Best case scenario? He�ll get bored and no longer want to talk.�
�Worst case?�
�He�ll want to destroy you.�
The conference room fell silent.
Diana finally broke the stillness. �That�s what happened with your wife Risa, wasn�t it? She didn�t give him enough reverence.�
Burnell paused a moment before answering. �She interviewed him for a university study. It made him feel important. But when she published her findings in an academic journal, even though she never used his name, Dryden didn�t appreciate it.�
Bobby didn�t have to know all the details to be sure that was an understatement.
�Listen,� Burnell continued. �I�ve spent my career profiling killers, interviewing them, studying their behavior in order to understand what�s important to them, how their minds work, what they might do next. But without a lick of training, Dryden figured me inside and out within days. He profiled me.�
�So what kind of a chance does Diana have of learning anything?� Bobby knew she wouldn�t be happy with him for weighing in again, but he couldn�t help it.
�Don�t react emotionally, stick to the truth, and you should be fine,� Burnell said. �The fact that you need him to find the missing woman should make him feel powerful.�
Bobby didn�t like the idea of Dryden feeling powerful. Not one bit. He turned to Diana, praying to see hesitation in her eyes, second thoughts poised on her tongue.
Instead, her lips pressed into a determined line. �If he�ll help find Nadine Washburn, it�ll be worth it.�

Diana
Diana looked up at the camera in the corner of the prison interview room. It stared back at her and Dryden with its dark eye.
She knew Bobby was watching them, listening to every word. He�d done better than she expected during the meeting with Trent Burnell. And when she�d walked into this interview room alone to face Dryden, he�d merely wished her good luck. But in his eyes, she could see how much those two little words had cost.
�Your boyfriend is watching.� The low murmur of Dryden�s voice ripped through her body like an electric charge.
She met his emotionless eyes. �I don�t have a boyfriend.�
�Then you shouldn�t look at the camera that way, or you will.�
Diana sucked in a breath, trying not to react. She was supposed to be controlling her emotions, and already she was off to a bad start. She focused on where the conversation had left off before she�d gotten herself off track with thoughts of Bobby. �You didn�t answer my question.�
�I�m sorry. I was too busy watching you.� His smile reached across the distance between their chairs and burrowed under her skin.
�I asked about this copycat. Have you known him a long time?�
Dryden let out a sigh. �I�m here to talk about father-daughter things. Not sit through endless queries from the police.�
�When I was here yesterday, you said you would tell me more. About the copycat. About the woman he kidnapped.�
�But you�re not doing the asking. Your mouth might be moving, but Bobby Vaughan�s questions are coming out.�
She didn�t like hearing him say Bobby�s name. She didn�t like him thinking about Bobby at all. �They�re my questions too.�
�You really want to know about this� Oh, what did the media call him? The Copycat Killer?�
�Yes.�
Dryden arched his graying brows. �After what you went through with that professor, I would think hearing the details would be traumatic for you.�
And he was right. But she sure as hell wasn�t going to admit that to him. �I want to know.�
He offered another cold, knowing smile and nothing else.
�You said he was like a son to you,� she prompted. �Is he your son?�
�You mean, do you have a brother?�
She leaned forward before she could stop herself. �Do I?�
�Would you like that? To have a brother?�
A brother who was like Ed Dryden? The thought pressed down on her chest like a physical weight. She managed a weak nod.
�Not sure?�
She couldn�t lie. �I wouldn�t like to have a brother who kills people, no. But I�d like to know if I have a brother. Do I?�
�Maybe.�
�That�s not an answer.�
�That�s all the answer I�m going to give. At least today.�
�I�m here now. I don�t know if I can make it tomorrow.�
�You can. And you will. Now tell me about Sylvie�s wedding. What kind of music played when she marched down the aisle? Wagner?�
He wanted her to react to the reference to Wagner�s �Bridal Chorus.� Wanted to see how she felt about the music boxes she and Sylvie had received.
Diana caught herself before she raised her fingers to the heart-shaped pendant Sylvie had given her for being part of her wedding. She folded her hands tightly in her lap. �Let�s say I do have a brother. Does he have the same mother as Sylvie and me?�
�Back to that again.�
�Humor me.�
�Are you worried that I was��he hesitated, as if searching for the word��screwing around on your mother?�
�Were you?�
He tilted his head to the side, looking at her as if he suspected she was an idiot. �You realize your mother was a whore, don�t you?�
She forced herself not to react. �Did you?�
His eyes drove into her, piercing like icepicks. �Not once. Not a single time.�
�Then how might I have a brother?�
�Your mother wasn�t my first.�
So it was someone in his past. Or at least it might be. She had to remember Dryden couldn�t be trusted. Any word from his lips could be a lie. But at least Sylvie and Bryce wouldn�t be wasting their time in Oshishobee.
�Now you answer a question for me.�
The muscles in Diana�s back and legs tensed despite her efforts to relax. �What do you want to know?�
�What do you remember from your childhood?�
�My childhood?�
�The good part. Before you were three years old.�
�I don�t know. Not much, really.�
�Think.�
A tremor started deep in her chest. �Just some images, really. Feelings.�
�What images? What feelings?� He leaned forward, his handcuffs rattling on the chair arms.
She knew he was looking for something. But what? If she gave the wrong answer, would he get angry? Would he decide he was disappointed in her? That she didn�t make him feel as good as she had as a child?
�What do you remember, Diana?�
The tremor moved into her legs, her arms, her hands. She gripped her thighs to stop from shaking. She would have to tell the truth. It was all she had. �I remember playing in a sandbox made from an old tractor tire.�
He nodded, urging her to go on.
�I remember a dog. A big brown dog. It barked a lot. It frightened me.�
�It bit you. Do you remember that?�
She searched her mind, but the memory of being bitten wasn�t there. �No.�
�It was found dead the next day. Slit down the middle and hanging in a tree.� His lips pulled back in a smile that left no doubt who had killed the poor animal. �What else?�
�I remember a story. Something about a rabbit that ran away. I remember listening to it and feeling very warm. And safe.�
His face softened with an eerie look of pleasure. �I read you that story. Every night before I tucked you in bed.�
Diana clutched her legs hard and swallowed into a dry throat. She�d always associated that story with her mother. The mother she could barely remember. Could Dryden have been the one reading to her? Could he be responsible for those warm, safe feelings? The most normal feelings she�d experienced as a child?
�What�s wrong, Diana?�
Trent Burnell�s warnings rang in her ears. Dryden could be lying. He could be using her childhood emotions to manipulate her. She had to regain control of herself. �Nothing.�
�You don�t believe I could have been a good father? You don�t believe that you could have loved a serial killer?�
She didn�t. She couldn�t. The thought was abhorrent. He had to be lying. She had to hold on to that.
She thought of what Dryden had told Sylvie�of how she and her sister had made him feel. If he was using the only good feelings about her childhood to manipulate her, maybe she could return the favor. �I do remember feelings I had as a child. Good feelings.�
�I bought you presents. Little dresses. Music boxes. I did all the things a good father does.�
She forced herself to nod.
�You and Sylvie adored me. When you saw me, you would smile so hard your faces would glow. You would ask for me to give you your bath. You would sit on my lap when we watched TV.�
�I remember.�
He arched a brow. �Do you?�
�To us, you were the most important man in the world. We worshipped you.�
His smile faded. His expression grew as cold as his eyes. �You don�t remember, do you?�
�Yes, I do. I remember feelings. The impressions.�
�Who told you to say that?�
Her stomach seized. She wiped her palms on her jeans and gripped her thighs harder. �What do you mean?�
�Someone told you to play up to me. Who was it?�
Oh, God, she shouldn�t have pushed it. She should have stuck to the truth and kept her mouth shut otherwise. Hadn�t Trent Burnell warned her about how sharp Dryden was? How well he could read people? Hadn�t she already witnessed that herself?
�Were you talking to the FBI, Diana?�
Her blood froze in her veins.
�Who did they send? A profiler? Did he tell you what I dream about at night? Did he tell you what makes me tick?� He fired the words at her.
Diana forced herself to remain in her chair. �I remembered the story about the rabbit. I remembered the feelings.�
�But you don�t remember the profiler�s name?�
She dropped her gaze to the floor.
�Was it Trent Burnell?� Dryden�s voice was quiet.
Diana tried to focus. She tried not to react.
�I see how it is. It isn�t just Vaughan�s words you�re reciting, is it? Burnell has made you into his puppet. Just like the puppet you played with as a child. The puppet I bought for you.� He jerked up on his arms. The cuffs clanged against the chair.
Diana flinched. She half expected him to break free, to reach out and grab her by the throat.
�No daughter of mine is going to be Burnell�s puppet. You wanted to know who the copycat is? You wanted to know where he took that woman? You�ll have to ask Burnell.�
�It�s not like that. I only talked to him for a few minutes. He�s not even here anymore.�
�Then you�re out of luck.�
And so was Nadine Washburn. �No, please. Listen to me.�
�I did. I didn�t like what I heard.� His lips pulled back in a cross between a smile and a snarl. �There was one part of being a father I didn�t like. Playing the disciplinarian. But sometimes it has to be done.�
�What are you saying?�
�That sometimes children need to be taught a lesson.�
Diana could only imagine what kind of cruel lesson he would teach. The tremble enveloped her, closing over her head like water.
�Learn it well, Diana. And the next time you come to see me, you�d better be on your knees.�

Bobby
It wasn�t until after Bobby had signed out of the prison, retrieved his pistol, and settled into the driver�s seat of his sedan that he was able to convince his voice to function. �I�m so sorry, Diana. I never should have asked Burnell to meet us. I should have known Dryden would sense you�d talked to someone.�
Diana fastened her seat belt with shaking hands. Folding her arms across her chest, she stared through the bug-spattered windshield. �I was the one who blew it.�
�You did fine.�
�I knew I had to be honest with him...� She shook her head. �I remember only a few things from when I was really little. One was that rabbit story. I just couldn�t stand the thought that he was responsible for that. Do you think he really was?�
Bobby wanted to tell her what she wanted to hear, but he�d promised last night he would give things to her straight. �I don�t know.�
�I really screwed up. I�m afraid for Nadine.�
�Our chances of finding Nadine alive were almost nonexistent from the beginning.�
�You don�t think he ever intended to help me?�
�I don�t think he ever intended to help the police. And as long as he thinks that�s what you�re doing��
�What are you saying? That I should stay in my hotel room and knit?�
He had to admit, he liked the idea, but he wasn�t dumb enough to say it out loud. Instead he went with, �Maybe I was wrong.�
�About knitting?
�About looking for advice on how to speak to him. About letting you speak to him at all.�
They drove through the bluffs in silence. Each twisty mile put between them and Dryden made Bobby feel better. It wasn�t easy, sitting back, doing nothing. Maybe Diana was right, and his instinct would always be to try to take care of her, despite his failures. Maybe he would never change.
Maybe if he was honest with himself, he didn�t even want to.
When they reached the taskforce�s new offices in Madison, he spotted two news vans parked at the main entrance.
�Damn it, Perreth,� Bobby said under his breath. Of course, it might have nothing to do with Perreth or the copycat case. The news that they suspected he was active again shouldn�t be out yet. But he had a bad feeling about it regardless. Bobby circled the block and turned into a back lot.
A single man was standing near the door.
Bobby bit back a curse. �I should have known.�
�Who is he?�
�Reporter for the Lake Loyal Leader. Name is Aidan Powell. And I can only think of one reason for a Lake Loyal reporter to be down here.� Bobby pulled into an empty space and lowered his window.
Powell scurried over. �Got a chance to talk, Detective? I hear rumors the Copycat Killer might be active again.�
�We don�t know anything solid yet, Aidan. But when I do, I�ll be sure to call you.� Bobby and Diana climbed out of the car and started for the door.
�You know I�ll hold you to that,� Powell called after them.
�You�ll be hearing from us. I haven�t forgotten.�
Once they were inside, Diana frowned. �Haven�t forgotten what?�
�The woman from the Dells. The first victim found. They were friends. Lake Loyal�s a small town, you know. This is personal for him.�
�So you�re going to talk to him?�
�Not me. This is above my pay grade. Probably the sheriff himself. Or someone from Madison. Hopefully not Perreth.�
�I thought you didn�t want anyone talking to the media.�
�Perreth�s right. They can be useful. But only if we can control what they report.�
�So you just wanted control�� Diana rolled her eyes then gave him a little smile.
�What can I say? Guilty.�
Once inside, an officer showed them to the space set aside for the taskforce. Stan Perreth was already there, sitting at a computer in one of the cubicles. The detective flipped an unlit cigarette in stained fingers. When he spotted Diana, he stood and smiled awkwardly then turned a glare on Bobby. �Why didn�t you tell me you were going to meet with Trent Burnell?�
�Slipped my mind.� Bobby eyed Perreth�s computer screen. �I haven�t approved a press release.�
�No one needs your approval.�
True enough.
Bobby skimmed the form. Just as he�d feared. Perreth or whoever had written this had sprinkled Diana�s name throughout, even going so far as to identify her as Ed Dryden�s daughter. �You can�t mention Diana�s role in this. And you�re not admitting she�s here.�
�Better to come out with it than look like we�re hiding something.�
�You need to see the video of her meeting with Dryden today. Then you�ll understand why we need to keep her presence here quiet.� He gave the flash drive with the video to Perreth. �Make some copies while you�re at it.�
For a moment, Perreth looked as if he might protest. Then he took a seat at one of the desks.
Val walked into the office suite. �You�re back.�
Bobby gestured to the video Perreth was loading. �You�re going to want to see this.�
�Good news?�
�Not exactly.�
Val made a face. �I really would prefer good news.�
Voices erupted from outside the offices. Bobby had just turned around when a tall brunette lawyer-type woman burst through the door.
�Who the hell gave you permission to talk to my client without me present?�
Bobby stared at her for a long moment. �Who�s your client?�
�Don�t play dumb.�
Bobby threw up his hands. �Who�s playing?�
The woman glared at Diana. �This is her, isn�t it? The daughter?�
For someone who was trying to protect Diana, Bobby was doing a damned awful job. �Let me guess. You�re Meredith Unger. Ed Dryden�s attorney.�
Meredith raised a plucked brow. �I�ve seen all I need to see. Don�t bother denying it.�
�Denying what?�
�This woman isn�t visiting my client because she�s his long-lost family. She�s working as an agent of the police. She�s manipulating him.�

Diana
Dryden�s attorney thought she was manipulating him?
Diana folded her arms around her middle and stared out the windshield of Bobby�s car. She hadn�t stopped shaking since Meredith Unger had burst into the offices.
Actually, if she was being honest, she�d been rattled since she left the prison visiting room.
�Don�t let her bother you,� Bobby said.
�She doesn�t.�
�Could have fooled me.�
After the rabid attorney had made her appearance, Bobby had quickly swept Diana out of there, leaving Val and Perreth to deal with the fallout. The move had been protective and overbearing and all the things Diana had told him she didn�t want, and yet she�d let him do it anyway.
She�d even let him drive.
�Can she do anything to us?�
�Beyond making our lives hell?� He rubbed a hand over his face. �I suppose she�s going to say we�re trying to set Dryden up or some kind of garbage.�
�And she can get away with that?�
�I didn�t say that. Just that she�ll try. The worst thing is that she�ll tell Dryden you were here.�
Diana stifled a shudder. Every time she saw Dryden, she became more terrified of the man. And not just because he was somehow in contact with a very free serial killer. Around him, she felt so muddled. As if she couldn�t think for herself anymore. As if she could only react.
Once at the hotel, Bobby insisted on walking her to her room, and she�d let him. They crossed the lobby and caught an elevator. Once inside, Diana leaned against the mirrored wall, fatigue descending into her body and hissing through her mind.
It would feel good to be alone for a few hours. Quiet. Safe. After suffering through the jangle of activity at the taskforce�s new offices, Diana could hardly think. She had no idea how Bobby could force himself to go back there and work through the night, but she had little doubt that was his plan.
Nadine was still out there and time was ticking away.
The elevator opened and she followed Bobby into the vacant hall.
Bobby checked his watch. �Perreth said he�d arrange for an officer to keep an eye on you. I�ll stay until someone arrives.�
�You don�t need to waste your time babysitting me. I�ll just lock myself in.�
�You�re not staying alone.� He flipped open his phone and punched in a number.
Diana felt so passive, so needy, but again, she just nodded.
She sure couldn�t blame Bobby for coddling her this time. He�d lived up to their bargain today. He hadn�t hovered. He�d let her help with the case. He�d even been straight with her. She hadn�t believed he�d be able to keep up his end, but he had.
She had been the one who�d crumbled.
She fished her key card from her purse and swiped it through the lock. Light flashing green, she turned the door�s handle. �We might as well wait inside.� She pushed the door open.
A sickly-sweet smell smothered her like a blanket. Choking her. Gagging her. Bringing her to her knees.

Bobby
Bobby grasped Diana�s arm, keeping her from going down. �Diana, it�s okay. It�s okay.�
She teetered for a moment, then regained her balance. �Is she��
�Dead? Yeah.�
There was no point checking for a pulse. Like the copycat�s other victims, Nadine Washburn was nude and had a slice from throat to pubic bone. Even from this distance, Bobby could see there were no organs left inside. Her head was thrown back, as if frozen in agony. Blond hair streaked with blood tangled around her face. Dull eyes stared up at the ceiling.
Bobby scanned the flowered spread, the carpet, the furniture, looking for anything that might be out of place. Nadine had been killed elsewhere. Probably somewhere remote, where no one could hear her screams. And then the copycat had managed to not only identify the hotel and room where Diana was staying, but haul in a body unseen.
There might be security video.
�My punishment,� Diana said, her voice barely a whisper. �Just like Dryden said. Just what Nikki warned me about.�
�Let�s go outside, get some air.�
�No, no, I��
�This is a crime scene, Di. I need to get you out of here.�
�Oh, of course. Sorry.� She followed him back down to the lobby. After filling in the desk clerk and reporting the body, Bobby ushered Diana into the cool, humid night. They took a seat on a bench to wait for the police�s arrival.
Eyes glazed and sunken, Diana stared into the darkness as if in a trance.
Bobby had seen that vacant look in victims� eyes before. Emotional trauma. Shock. Of course, in the past two days, Diana had suffered an avalanche of it. �You said you were seeing a therapist, right?�
She nodded, but Bobby got the feeling she wasn�t really listening.
�You might want to call that person now.�
�I�ll be okay.�
�You sure about that? I�m not sure I�m okay yet.�
If Bobby could, he�d make all of this go away. The whole nightmare. As it was, his best bet was to get Diana out of here as soon as they�d talked with police and then find a way to convince her to leave town.
�He said the next time he saw me, he wanted me on my knees. I knew this was coming. I should have done something to stop��
�There was nothing you could have done.�
Diana looked at him. �She died because of me.�
�No, she didn�t.� At least he could relieve that burden from her shoulders.
�He had the copycat kill her to punish me.�
�I don�t think so.�
Diana frowned.
�A body�s muscles start to become rigid three or four hours after death.�
�Rigor mortis.�
�Right. The medical examiner will be able to tell us more, but to me, Nadine�s body looked like it was in a pretty advanced stage of rigor. If she wasn�t killed until after you talked to Dryden, she shouldn�t be anywhere near this far along.�
Diana didn�t respond.
�I�m guessing your punishment was finding her in your bed. Unless he planned that all along too.�
She still looked pale, her eyebrows pinched. But there was a strength in the way she held her spine he�d never noticed before. As if she was preparing herself to fight back. �Thanks.�
�For what?�
�Just being honest with me. Explaining things instead of trying to fix everything.�
Bobby felt like a fraud accepting credit he didn�t deserve, but he nodded anyway.
The bleat of a cell phone cut the air.
Bobby pushed his suit coat to the side and glanced at the phone on his belt. �Not mine.�
Diana fished her phone from her purse and held it to her ear, her hand visibly shaking. �Hello?�
Her eyes grew wide and shot to Bobby�s face.
�What is it?� he said.
�Oh, okay. Yeah. See you tomorrow.� She pulled the phone from her ear and held it out to him. �Sylvie and Bryce found our brother. And he lives in the Madison area.�
Bobby took the phone. So the killer who had struck tonight, the man revisiting Dryden�s sick fantasies, might be Diana�s own blood.
The son of Ed Dryden.

The Copycat Killer
She couldn�t see him from here, but he could see her.
CK, as he�d taken to calling himself, watched from the park across the street, shielded by darkness and several tall bushes. Diana Gale�s blond hair gleamed in the lights of the hotel�s portico as if caught in an onstage spotlight.
So beautiful.
So fresh.
Whenever he was around her, it was all he could do to keep himself from smelling her hair. Or touching her skin. Or tasting her.
He tugged the lacy pink panties from his pocket, held them to his nose, and pulled in a long drag.
It didn�t take much to make him hard when she was around. And this� this� watching her and smelling her at the same time� it was perfection.
He lowered his fly.
He�d been barely able to keep from whipping it out as soon as he�d gotten inside her hotel room, but then he hadn�t had time. He�d had work to do. Damn hard work; lying his way into a spare passkey and then hauling a body around in a laundry cart without being noticed. Old bitch had been so heavy. But he�d done it, and when he saw the panties discarded in a bag marked dirty clothes, he hadn�t been able to keep from taking them.
They were his reward.
He deserved a reward.
He�d done everything his mentor said. Everything to the last detail. And now he�d earned something for himself.
Not just something. This.
He pulled himself out and let the fantasy wash over him. She wasn�t like the others. He wouldn�t hunt her. Wouldn�t follow the steps Dryden laid out. He wanted everything with her to be perfect. With her, it would be a love story. A real romance.
She might play hard-to-get at first, but she�d come around. He knew she would. In time, she�d grow to love him. She�d let him do whatever he pleased.
Diana Gale was the love he deserved.
And as soon as he finished this last to do list from her father, he was done. With all of it. And then their future together could begin.

Diana
The next morning found Diana and Bobby back at the taskforce�s new headquarters. Neither one of them had gotten much sleep. As Diana had assumed, Bobby had worked through the night. She�d gotten a new hotel room, for what good it did. Every time she�d closed her eyes, she�d seen Nadine Washburn�s mutilated body. Every time she�d slipped into a dream, her mind had bombarded her with questions about Ed Dryden�s son. Finally she�d given up the idea of sleep altogether.
Bobby steered Diana to a cubicle just inside the office suite and pulled up a file on the computer. �Since you�re here, you might as well get some work done.�
Diana squinted at the monitor. �Missing persons reports?�
�These are from last September and October from all over the Midwest�or at least from those jurisdictions that have computerized their reports. I narrowed these down to the women who match the characteristics of our unidentified victim. The second woman we found. Approximate age, weight, hair color.�
�The woman who was burned.�
�Yes. And mutilated. Teeth and hands removed.�
Diana had read some of the gruesome details in the paper after Sylvie and Bryce had rescued her. Sylvie had even said that for a time, Detective Perreth had thought the body was Diana. �So she doesn�t fit the profile. Not exactly.�
�We think he was trying to hide her identity. That�s why it�s so important to find out who she is. But either she�s not among these reports or there�s something I�m not seeing. That�s where you come in. You saw things we missed before. Maybe you can do it again.�
Diana settled into the chair. Bobby might be simply providing her with busywork, but she supposed it didn�t matter. At least it gave her something to do while they waited for Sylvie and Bryce to arrive from up north.
�On it.� She stifled a yawn.
�No sleep last night, huh?�
Diana gave him a sorry smile. �I�m betting I got more than you did.�
�How does the saying go? We can sleep when we�re dead?�
�Don�t say that.�
�We�ll get through it. I�ll check back later.� Bobby leaned over her and brushed his lips to her forehead and then walked away.
Diana raised her hand to her forehead, touching her fingertips to the spot he�d kissed. As sweet as the gesture had been, she couldn�t help thinking how she wished he hadn�t done it.
How she wished he�d kissed her lips instead.
She shook the unhelpful thought from her mind and focused on the monitor. One missing person form after the next. So many women. How many were victims of violent death? At the hands of loved ones they trusted? At the hands of predators?
Diana understood the feeling of being prey. Even before she was kidnapped and hunted in the woods, she�d understood. From the time she was small, she�d been aware of men looking at her like a cat eyed a bird. At night she�d avoided going places alone. Even in daylight, if she heard footsteps behind her, her heart raced.
No doubt these women had felt that, too.
She scanned the missing persons description then scrolled down the page. Moving her eyes over license plate and vehicle information, she studied the section marked Other Information, a classification including the complainant, the reporting officer, and the clothing and jewelry the woman had worn when she�d disappeared
�Diana?�
She didn�t recognize the voice at first. It was so out of context. She turned around.
Louis Ingersoll peered into the office. �Hey.�
�Louis? What are you doing here?�
He didn�t meet her gaze; instead, he focused on her neck.
Diana�s hand flew to her throat. She clutched the delicate heart necklace in her fingers. �It�s from Sylvie. A gift for being in her wedding.�
His focus shifted to her eyes. He smiled.
She glanced at the conference room, hoping Bobby wouldn�t pick this moment to emerge, then repeated her question. �Why are you here?�
�I�m helping the police. Same as you.�
�Helping? How?�
�I saw a guy at our building the other day. You know, when you were there.�
�Oh my gosh, that�s fabulous, Louis.�
�I�m an important witness. Right now, some girl is fetching the guy in charge. Detective Perth?�
�Perreth.�
�Right. After I�m done here, want to get lunch?�
�Ah, I can�t��
�Mr. Ingersoll?� a female officer called from the hall.
�That�s me.�
The officer peered into the aisle between cubicles. She gave Diana a smile then focused on Louis. �If you�ll follow me, Detective Vaughan will be right with you.�
His face flushed red, blending skin and freckles and hair. �I thought you were getting Perreth.�
�Detective Perreth left. But Detective Vaughan can��
�Forget it.� Louis spun toward the exit.
�Wait.� Diana stood, calling after him. �It�s important, Louis. What you saw.�
�I want the man in charge, not your boyfriend.�
�He�s not my boyfriend, Louis. We broke up.� Diana flinched. There she was, explaining things again.
�You used to talk to me, Diana. We talked all the time. What happened?�
What happened? How was she supposed to answer that? Louis�s feelings happened. He started looking at her as if he had a claim. He started acting as if he deserved an explanation for every decision she made. He started giving her gifts.
Diana felt bad for Louis, but what could she do to satisfy him, short of falling madly in love with him? Something that just plain was not going to happen.
�I heard you wanted to see me, Louis,� Bobby said, walking into the room with two cups of delicious-smelling coffee from the Starbucks across the street. �What�s going on?�
�Nothing. Nothing at all.� Louis pushed past Bobby and out the door.
�What was that about?� Bobby asked. He set one of the cups in front of Diana.
�Oh, good coffee. Thank you.� Diana took a sip then explained Louis�s story and his explosion over Perreth�s sudden absence.
�I know he�s your friend, Diana,� Bobby finally said. �What I don�t understand is why.�
Things might have changed between her and Louis in the past months, but it hadn�t changed so much that she didn�t remember exactly why she�d valued his friendship. �He never judged me.�
Bobby�s brows snapped upward. �And I did?�
�No. Not really. But I felt like I was letting you down just the same.�
�Letting me down? How? You never let me down.�
�I can see that now.� Bobby had thrived on helping her, taking care of her. The only person she had let down was herself. �I suppose my failings were mostly in my own head. But at the time, Louis seemed safe. It really never occurred to me that he wanted more than friendship. Not until after you and I broke up.�
�And then?�
�He started coming over to my apartment more. He�d stop to see me at the university every time the food service company he works for had a delivery downtown. And he started giving me gifts.�
�Don�t tell me he gave you a music box.�
�Very funny.� Diana waved away the joke. �A necklace. Emeralds.�
His gaze flicked to her throat, as if checking to see what jewelry she was wearing.
�I�ve never worn it. I didn�t want him to get the wrong idea.�
�You gave it back?�
She shifted in her seat. �I tried to.�
�But?�
Diana knew she should have insisted Louis take back the gift. But somehow, she couldn�t push it. �He just felt so fragile. So needy. I� I was afraid I�d break his heart.�
�Where is it now?�
�Home. I put it in my drawer and forgot about it.� At least she�d tried to forget. With Louis checking her throat nearly every time she saw him, she hadn�t much chance.
�He clearly sees you as his property.�
�And you sound like you think she�s yours.�
Both Diana and Bobby turned to the voice. Stan Perreth stood at the back of the office, as if he�d been there all along. And although his words were addressed to Bobby, he was looking straight at her.
***
By the time Sylvie and Bryce made it to Madison, it was past noon, so Diana and Bobby met them at a nearby restaurant for lunch. Diana was grateful to get out of the taskforce office. Perreth hadn�t said anything more and neither had Bobby. Both men had just gone back to work. But Diana had found the exchange disconcerting all the same.
Even though Sylvie had barely been gone, a lot had happened. Diana was anxious to hear what Sylvie and Bryce had learned about their brother, but it was Bobby who dropped the first bombshell.
�I did a little research this morning on your half-brother, Curt Tillman,� Bobby said, once the waitress had left them to their meals. �He has a criminal record.�
�Oh no,� Sylvie said out loud.
�He did eight years for manslaughter.�
Diana had never nurtured any idealistic illusions about family, not like Sylvie had. After all, she�d grown up under Norman Gale�s controlling thumb. But this? A birth father who was a serial killer? A half brother who, at the very least, had murdered a man? She could only imagine how hard this new revelation was on her sister. Especially now, when Sylvie needed all her strength to cope with the changes her body was going through.
Bobby went on. �He made parole two years ago and as far as we know, has been clean since. Lives in an apartment on the southwest side of town. Washes windows. Store fronts, homes, that kind of thing. His own business.�
Sylvie looked stricken. �He convinces people to let him into their homes?�
�Sounds like an opportunity to find potential victims,� Bryce said.
�I don�t know�� Diana said, voicing one of the doubts that had plagued her all night. �I keep rethinking Dryden�s �like a son� comment. If Tillman is the copycat, why would Dryden want to point us in his direction?�
�You don�t think it was a mistake,� Sylvie said.
�I don�t think Dryden makes mistakes. Not like that anyway.�
Bobby nodded for her to continue.
�He told me about Sylvie when I visited him last year because he guessed I would try to find her. He was frustrated when I didn�t tell her about him.�
�So you think he might be using you to reach his son.�
�It seems like something he might do, doesn�t it?�
�There�s only one way to find out,� Bobby said. �We have a word with Curt Tillman.�
�We?�
�Well, me.� He paused. �But if you want, you can ride along. You�ll have to stay in the car, but maybe you�ll recognize him.�
The fact that he offered, even after the trauma of finding the body in her bed last night, wasn�t lost on her. �Sylvie?�
Sylvie gripped the table harder, her knuckles blanching. �You�d better count me out.�
�Are you okay?�
�I will be. I just need to lie low for a bit. Like nine months, apparently.�
Bryce swiveled in his chair and laid a gentle hand on his wife�s shoulder. �I�m taking you to the doctor.�
�I have an appointment in three weeks.�
�Which isn�t soon enough for me.�
�Maybe you need to see the doctor more than I do.�
Bryce chuckled. �Oh, I�m sure of it.�
Diana couldn�t help but smile. She was so glad Sylvie had Bryce. Seeing how they looked at each other, the tender way they touched, made Diana want to believe that maybe such happiness was possible someday, even for her.
At least with the right man.
�I want to hear all about him. Our brother. Good or bad. Okay?� Sylvie asked her.
�Every detail.�
�And don�t visit Dryden anymore, okay? Please?�
Diana glanced at Bobby. �I won�t.�
Sylvie let out a sigh of relief.
Too bad Diana couldn�t feel the same. Whether she visited or not, whatever she said or didn�t say, there would be consequences. She knew that now.
She just prayed they were consequences she could live with.

Bobby
As soon as Bobby stopped the car in front of the construction site where Curt Tillman was washing windows, he knew bringing Diana along was a mistake. Just the thought of her being anywhere near a man who might be the Copycat Killer made him want to encase her in bubble wrap and plant her in a jail cell where he could be sure of her safety.
At least Bobby had thought to ask Val to come along to babysit. Not that he planned to use that term within Diana�s earshot.
In the passenger seat beside him, Diana shielded her eyes with her hand, blocking the sun, and studied the three-story brick mansion jutting up from the shore of Lake Loyal. �How do you know he�s here?�
�He told Val this morning.�
�I called about getting an estimate,� Val said from the back seat. �Seems my windows are in need of a good cleaning.�
�So that�s all there was to it?� Diana twisted to look over her shoulder. �You just called and made an appointment and he told you where he was working?�
�Not quite. He said he was working in the Lake Loyal area, but he couldn�t stop by until after he�d finished construction cleanup on a house that�s scheduled to close tomorrow. A few calls to title companies, and I found two houses that fit that description. This builder was the only one who hired a professional window cleaner. Voil�, the miracle of police work.�
Diana grinned. �I�m impressed.�
Bobby turned away from Diana and Val and devoted his attention to giving the house a once-over. The place looked as if it had a long way to go before it would be finished. Dump trucks were hauling in topsoil for the yard. Cement for the driveway and sidewalk had yet to be poured. Two men carried a long roll of carpet in through the open garage. Of course, the more workers involved, the faster things would get done.
�So Perreth is on his way, right?� Val asked Bobby.
Bobby checked his watch. �He should be here by now.�
�Give him ten more minutes.�
Bobby didn�t have ten minutes to waste on the likes of Stan Perreth. �You two wait in the car.�
Val looked up from her phone. �If you really think that might be Dryden�s copycat in there, you shouldn�t go in alone.�
�And Diana can�t stay by herself in the car.�
�What, am I a toddler now? I�ll be fine.�
Bobby shook his head. This was a mistake. He should have left Diana at the taskforce offices. At least there he knew she�d be safe. �I�ll give Perreth a few more minutes.�
Diana rolled her eyes. �And if he doesn�t show?�
�We�ll take you back to Madison.�
�Give me a break. There are construction workers all over the place. I�ll be plenty safe. I�ll lock myself in.�
He scanned the area. She had a point. Trucks and vans lined the street. Just across from the car, three workers clustered around a van with carpet rolls sticking out the back. Add them to the dump truck driver, the bulldozer operator, and another guy eating lunch in a van just down the street. With that many people around, someone would have to be crazy to pull something.
Bobby massaged his aching neck. �Lean on the horn if you notice anything out of the ordinary. And I mean anything.�
�Yes, sir.�
�I�ll leave the keys. Don�t be afraid to just drive away.�
�I�ll be out of here like a shot. You�ve seen me drive.� She gave him a teasing smile.
His gut hitched one more time. But this time, fear wasn�t the only cause. It had been a long time since he�d seen a smile that sparkled in her eyes and crinkled her nose. �I�ll get him outside. Nod if you�ve seen him before.�
�That�s it?�
�That�s it. And be careful.�
�I promise.�
Bobby and Val got out of the car, picked their way around construction mess and entered through the front door. Workers clamored inside, their nail guns popping over the blaring radio. Bobby and Val followed a protective paper runner across the foyer and up the carpeted staircase. They ventured into three different bedrooms before they finally located Tillman working on a giant bay window overlooking the lake.
Of average height like his father, Tillman had obviously spent more hours in the prison weight room than Ed Dryden did. Tattooed arms like steel pipes stretched the short sleeves of his blue polo shirt. Hard muscle defined his back, tapering to a tool belt hugging a trim waist.
�Curt Tillman?�
The brute tensed and spun around. Light from the window struck the hard planes of his face and glinted off the sharp edge of a razor scraper he held in one fist. He narrowed his eyes on Bobby and Val. �Who are you? Cops?�
�You expecting police?�
�I�m never expecting police. But with the way you look, you�re either a cop or a high school principal. And I have no idea what a principal would be doing here.�
Bobby didn�t return his smile. �I�m Detective Bobby Vaughan. This is Val Ryker. We�re both from the county sheriff�s office. We need a word with you.�
He gestured to the window with the razor. �Listen, I�m in a hurry. Got to finish this today. Closing tomorrow.�
�It can�t wait.�
Tillman flipped the guard closed on his razor scraper and shoved it into the pouch on his belt. Grabbing a striped towel from a back pocket, he dried his hands. �Okay. What is it?�
�I need to ask you some questions about your father.�
Ice-blue eyes�identical to Dryden�s�squinted at the reference. �Father? You have the wrong man.�
Before they�d left the taskforce offices, Bobby had looked up Tillman�s mug shot. He�d been young when it was taken and as thin as a rail. But the face was unmistakable�particularly those eyes. �You�re the man.�
�I don�t have a father.� He gave a half frown as if realizing how inane the comment sounded. �I mean, I�ve never met him. My mother never even told me his name.�
�Well, I�ve met him. And I have some questions. If you�ll cooperate, we can make this quick and you can get back to work.�
�And if I don�t?�
�I believe cooperating with police is part of the terms of your parole. It would be a shame to go back into the system after only being out two years.�
�You think you know all about me, huh?�
�I want to know more.�
Tillman�s jaw hardened. He stared at Bobby the way he�d probably stared down fellow convicts.
Bobby didn�t flinch. Tillman might have twenty pounds of muscle on him but, in this situation, Bobby and Val were the ones with the power. If Tillman was smart, he�d recognize that.
Finally Tillman let out a long breath. �What do you want to know?�
�Maybe we should step outside.� Bobby gestured to two men who were working in the master bath. �Unless you want everyone to know your business.�
�Fine. But make it short.� Tillman headed for the door.
Bobby fell into step behind him and Val brought up the rear. So far, so good. But as easy as this encounter had gone so far, he wasn�t about to trust the ex-con.
Not for a second.
Tillman stopped just outside the front door. From here, a dump truck blocked Bobby�s view of the car. He directed the ex-con down the steps and past the truck until Bobby could see Diana and she them.
She shook her head.
So she didn�t remember seeing Tillman. Bobby wasn�t sure if that was a good thing or a bad.
Tillman scowled. �What is she? Some kind of witness? You trying to pin something on me?�
�She�s not a witness.�
�What is she then?�
Bobby hesitated. He didn�t want to tell this brute who Diana was. He wanted to slap the cuffs on him and throw him back in the slam where he belonged. Of course, if Tillman wasn�t the copycat, he shouldn�t pose any danger to Diana. And if he was, he already knew about her. �She�s your sister.�
�I don�t have a sister.�
�No, you have two.�
Tillman glanced from Bobby to Val and back, his eyes as wary as a trapped animal. �What the hell are you talking about?�
�Where were you last night?�
�Why? What do you think I did?�
�I�m asking the questions, Tillman.�
�Should I be calling a lawyer?�
After a lawyer entered the fray, it was doubtful Bobby could convince the ex-con to admit his name. Of course, he couldn�t let Tillman know the suggestion bothered him. �You have a lawyer handy?�
�I had a lawyer.�
�Ten years ago?� Bobby threw his hands out to the side as if Tillman was making a stupid mistake. �You can track down your lawyer, waste the rest of the day and a lot of goddamn money, or you can answer a few simple questions and say hello to your sister. Your choice.�
Tillman narrowed his eyes to icy slits. �Give me your questions and I�ll decide if I want to answer.�
�I gave you the first already. Where were you last night?�
He looked out at the street without really seeming to see it. �I was home.�
�Is there anyone who can verify that?�
�I live alone.�
�Did you go out at all? Talk to anyone on the phone?�
�No. I ate a frozen pizza and fooled around on eBay.�
�Bid on anything?�
�No.�
Standing next to him, Val scribbled in her notebook.
Bobby stroked his chin. �Not much of an alibi.�
�Didn�t know I�d need one. You still haven�t told me what the hell this is about.�
�How about Saturday night?�
Tillman shook his head. �I don�t know. Nothing. Watched TV.�
No alibi for either the night Nadine Washburn had been abducted nor for the night her body had been displayed in Diana�s hotel room. So far, Curt Tillman wasn�t off to a good start. �You said you don�t know who your father is.�
�That�s right.�
�Have you ever visited the Banesbridge Correctional Facility?�
�No.�
�Have you ever visited the Wisconsin Secure Detention Facility?�
�You know I can�t associate with cons. Condition of parole.�
�How about before you were in prison?�
�When I was a kid?�
�Yes.�
�What are you saying? My father is in prison?� He glanced back at the car as if looking to Diana for help.
�Answer my question.�
�I don�t remember ever setting foot in a prison. Not until the day I was sentenced.�
�Tell me about that.�
�Nothing to tell.�
�You were convicted for manslaughter.�
�I got in a fight. I killed a man.� He shrugged a shoulder. �I served my time.�
�And that happened in Milwaukee?�
�Was that a question? You must know it did.�
�What brought you to the Madison area?�
�There�s nothing in my parole that says I can�t live in Madison. I informed the court of my move. I dotted the i�s and crossed the t�s.�
�But you grew up in Milwaukee. Everyone you knew was in Milwaukee. Why the move?�
�I wanted to branch out, find some new friends.�
Bobby stared the con down. He needed his smart-ass sarcasm like he needed a hole in the head. �You�re not doing yourself any favors with that attitude.�
Tillman expelled a breath. �What does my move from Milwaukee have to do with anything?�
�Do you expect me to believe you moved for no reason whatsoever?�
�No. I had a good reason. But it had nothing to do with some father I don�t even know if that�s what you�re getting at.� He tossed Diana a glare. �Or any sisters.�
�What does it have to do with?�
He balled his hands into fists, as if preparing to slug his way out. �I�ve cooperated enough. Now it�s time for you to give me some answers. Who the hell do you think is my father?�
Bobby focused on the hard lines of Tillman�s face. He might as well tell him, watch for his reaction. �Ed Dryden.�
Tillman�s eyes flared wide. Red crept up his neck. �You�re full of it.�
�It�s true.� Val�s voice rang steady. �Ed Dryden is your biological father. He was involved with your mother when they were both teenagers back in a little town up north called Oshishobee.�
Tillman swung to face her. �Bull.�
�You look just like him,� she said.
�Fuck off.� Tillman spun around and strode for the house.
Bobby watched him bound past the dump truck, up the shallow steps, and push open the front door. �We�ll be in touch, Tillman.�
The ex-con shouted over his shoulder. �Next time call my lawyer. She�s in the book. Meredith Unger.�
Bobby�s heart jolted.
�What are the odds?� Val said under her breath. �You want to find out where he got the lawyer recommendation?�
�I want to find out more than that.�
He and Val headed for the house. The dump truck roared in his ears. As he climbed the steps, he glanced back for Diana.
She stood next to the car, door open.
He motioned her to stay put, then took the steps two at a time to catch up to Val. Behind him the dump truck roared, seemingly growing louder� closer� as if�
Bobby spun around.
The truck�s massive grill rushed toward him. It surged through dirt and up the steps.
Holy shit!
Bobby plunged forward. He threw out his hands, shoving Val in the back, pushing her through the door.
Wood splintered behind them. Metal crumpled. Brick crashed and debris spewed. He hurtled forward, vaulting over Val, trying to break his fall with his outstretched hands.

Diana
�Bobby!�
Diana raced for the house, her feet stumbling over rocks and dirt before she�d consciously made the decision to move. The last she�d seen him, he�d been climbing the steps�steps now under the truck�s wide tires.
Please, let him be okay.
Ahead, the truck�s wheels quit spinning. The driver�s door opened and a man dressed in a navy mechanic�s jumpsuit leaped out. A ski mask covered his head, leaving only small openings for his eyes and mouth. He circled the truck.
And headed straight for her.

Bobby
Bobby�s head clanged, the sensation more a feeling than a sound. He had to pull himself together. He had to think.
How long had he been lying here?
He lifted his head, then let it fall throbbing back to the floor. He recognized the house. The marble floor cool and gritty under his cheek. He remembered talking to Tillman. He remembered the ex-con�s comment about his attorney. Meredith Unger. And then�
�the truck.
Bobby jolted upright. His head spun. His stomach lurched. Dust hung in the air, making it hard to see.
He couldn�t have been out long. The dust would have cleared. Help would have come.
A groan stirred from somewhere near his knees.
He clawed through debris. His hand touched tangled hair. �Val?�
Another groan. Then Val�s voice. �I think I broke my arm.�
Footsteps clattered down steps.
Three construction workers thundered down the stairs, gaping at the truck�s nose protruding through the crumbling doorway.
�What the hell?� someone said.
�Are you okay?� another asked.
Bobby pulled himself into a sitting position.
Val did the same, arm cradled in front of her. Her hair was stiff with sheetrock dusk, her face pasty white. �Did you get him?�
Him. The truckdriver.
Bobby forced himself to his feet. His legs and neck ached to high heaven. He shook his head, only increasing the pounding in his brain. He had to make his mind work. He had to clear the confusion. The truck driver was still out there.
And so was Diana.
A construction worker reached out a steadying hand. �You don�t look so good. You better sit down.�
Bobby shrugged the guy off. He didn�t have time to sit. He didn�t have time to think. He had to find Diana. He couldn�t leave her to face the driver of the truck alone.
The driver who must be the Copycat Killer.

Diana
For a moment, Diana couldn�t breathe.
Couldn�t think.
Couldn�t move.
She watched the man bear down on her. Knew he was coming for her. And yet, her mind groped, trying to make sense of it, trying to believe this was really happening, trying to�
She spun around, focused on the car.
The car.
Right.
Dodging construction equipment, Diana raced back to the street. Shouting erupted behind her, but she didn�t dare turn around. She groped in her pocket, pulled out the keys, reached the car. Fingers shaking, she pressed the unlock button, opened the door, and scrambled behind the wheel.
She�d expected the masked man to be on her heels, but he wasn�t. Then she spotted him. Halfway down the block, he ducked into a white service van. It pulled onto the road and started toward her.
Ohmygod. Ohmygod. Ohmygod.
Diana jammed the key in the ignition, started the car�
Shifted into gear, hit the gas�
The engine revved.
Neutral.
Shit.
She shifted again and the car lurched backwards. Diana punched it. Tires spun on gravel. Caught. She bulleted in reverse, craning to see over her shoulder.
At sixteen, her adopted father had drilled her on backing and parallel parking before he�d allowed her to take her behind-the-wheel test. He�d insisted on slow and careful and perfect. He�d be rolling over in his grave if he saw this.
Bobby, on the other hand, would be impressed.
Please don�t let me crash.
The van kept coming, gaining.
Diana couldn�t keep this up. She had to turn the car around and fast, before the van caught up or she smashed into something.
She spotted an intersection behind her coming up fast. That was her chance.
Wait for it. Wait for it.
She yanked her foot off the gas. As the backward momentum died, she spun the wheel hard to the left. The car spun, tires sliding, gravel flying. Halfway through the spin, she shifted into neutral. And when the nose of the car faced the turn she wanted, she plunged it into drive, hit the gas, and shot ahead.
The van followed her around the turn, back end fishtailing, not even slowing down.
Now what?
Diana couldn�t go back. She wasn�t sure if Bobby and Val had even survived the dump truck. And if they had, there wasn�t a chance she was going to lead the copycat killer back to finish the job.
She had to lead him away.
She had to get help.
Diana took another turn, way too fast, the van on her bumper. Then fingers shaking, she reached for the button on the radio. �Dispatch? Dispatch? Hello?�
A backhoe jutted out into the street in front of her.
She swerved, gravel skidding under her, then muscled the car back onto the road before she landed in the ditch.
Ohmygod. Ohmygod. Ohmygod.
Diana stole a glance into the rearview mirror. The van had made it around the backhoe and was back on her tail.
�Is anyone out there? Come in!� The street came to a T, and Diana took a right.
Here, only skeletons of houses dotted one side of the street. Less equipment to dodge. Fewer people. And yet, she was also more alone. �Hello? Hello? Please!�
�Who is this?� A woman�s voice finally answered, the sound turned low.
�Diana Gale.�
�Who? This is a police channel.�
Diana gasped for breath. Of course the woman wouldn�t know who she was. �I�m Bobby Vaughan�s fianc� well, ex-fianc�, really.�
�Vaughan?�
�Yes, yes, he�s a detective with the sheriff�s department.�
�I know who Vaughan is. Why�d you break up?�
�What?� Diana couldn�t have heard her right. She had no idea where the volume might be, but reflexively she reached for the radio anyway. Her fingers hit the handheld speaker and knocked it off its cradle. It hit the floor. �Damn it.�
�There�s no need for profanity.�
�You can still hear me?�
�I hear everything.�
Diana focused on negotiating a sharp bend in the road. When the pavement straightened out, there were no more houses, just forest on either side.
Now she was really isolated, racing into a wilderness she didn�t know. And back at the house�
�Bobby and Val� Val Ryker� they need help.�
�Val Ryker? My aunt used to work with her. She�s a legend around here. Why didn�t you say Val was in trouble?�
�I just did.�
�Where is she?�
Sunlight blared through the windshield, blinding Diana. She flipped the visor down. Ahead the straight road turned curvy, and Diana slalomed through trees and juts of purple rock. The van fell out of sight, lagging behind on the turns.
�Hello? Diana?�
�Sorry. Can�t talk and drive.�
�You�re not chewing gum too, are you?�
�Uh, no.�
�Thank the Lord.�
Diana frowned. She couldn�t be hearing this right. Was this woman making fun of her? �I�m serious.�
�What happened to Val and Bobby?�
�They were hit by a dump truck.�
�You said you were serious.�
�I am.�
�A dump truck?�
�They need help.�
�No kidding. Where?�
�In a new housing development off of�� She drew a blank.
�Where?�
�Uh� Forest Road. Forest Road.�
�Forest? You sure about that? I have you on Sunrise Ridge.�
�You can see me?�
�I can see the car.�
�How?�
�You�ve heard of GPS?�
�Okay� Yeah� Right� Could you send help?�
�Already did. It was called in a moment ago. Police and ambulance on the way to Forest Road.�
�I mean out this way, too. The Copycat Killer is chasing me.�
�You�re kidding this time, right?�
�Not at all.�
�Why didn�t you lead with that? How close is he?�
�I� uh�� Diana navigated a switchback turn without a glimpse of van behind her. �I think I might be pulling away.�
�Good. You need to head back toward town.�
�I� I don�t know where I am.�
�Okay, okay, I�ll guide you back. Listen. You�re going to need to take the next left and go about��
Out of the corner of her eye, Diana spotted a road sign and an opening in the trees. She stomped the brake and muscled the wheel to the left. The car skidded, righted itself, and she gunned it down the country road.
�What did you do?�
�You said take a left.�
�I said the next left. You just turned onto a dead-end.�
�You�ve got to be kidd��
The trees opened up on one side and Diana caught a glimpse of sky and fields. A lake sparkled in the distance. A road ribboned the slope below.
The road she was supposed to have taken.
�Turn around!� The dispatcher yelled. �Get out of there!�
Diana slowed and did a U-turn.
A white spot appeared at the end of the road. Too late.
Think. Think.
For a moment, she just stared at the van hurtling toward her. She had an idea, but it was risky. Dangerous. Oh, who was she kidding? It was entirely insane. But it was better than waiting. Letting him catch up to her, take her to some cabin in the woods�
She shifted into drive, let out a long breath, and stomped on the gas. The car surged forward, pushing her back against the head rest. She barreled toward the van.
Please swerve.
Please swerve.
Please swerve.
It didn�t waver, just raced straight for her.
Closer.
Closer.
Diana gripped the wheel so hard her knuckles ached. The engine roared in her ears, blotting out the pounding of her pulse.
This was crazy. Stupid.
She couldn�t play chicken with a serial killer.
She couldn�t�
Diana screamed�
�twisted the wheel hard to the left�
And flew off the embankment.

Bobby
Even in his shaken-up state, it didn�t take much for Bobby to see leaving through the front wasn�t an option. The truck�s grill protruded through the opening. The home�s red door was bent and twisted and hanging on one hinge.
�Go,� Val scrambled to her feet, her arm cradled against her side. �Hurry.�
Bobby started for the hall that led into the kitchen. Too fast. His vision spun. His feet stumbled. He braced himself against the closest wall.
�You okay?�
He waved Val off and, focusing on the floor one step in front of him, he followed the paper runner through kitchen, mudroom, and out into the garage. He could hear Val behind him, but he didn�t dare turn around. He was so dizzy that one wrong step and he�d be on his knees.
The garage�s overhead door was open. Bobby picked his way through rolls of carpet and various tools. Once outside, he raced around the corner of the house. Pulling his Glock from his shoulder holster, he approached the dump truck.
The driver�s door hung open, the cab empty.
He circled the truck�s bed and took in the street beyond. Service trucks still loitered at the curb. Workers stood in small groups, staring at the house, the dump truck, the mess. A few peered down the street. And beyond them, the spot where he�d parked his cruiser was vacant.
Both it and Diana were gone.

Diana
The front tires hit the ground with a teeth-clanging jolt.
The wheel jerked to the right, threatening to rip out of Diana�s grip.
Brush rushed up fast, then disappeared under the wheels in a tangle of thuds.
Diana hadn�t paused to think before she�d plunged over the bank. She�d just done it. As if she�d be able to make it down the steep slope and land on the road below like they did in the movies. But that was fiction. A combination of stunt driving and quick cuts. And this?
This was crazy.
She cranked the wheel to the right to dodge an outcropping of rock, then to the left to narrowly miss a sapling. The lower road raced to meet her. She only had one chance at this. She had to make it work.
Slow down.
Slow down.
Slow�
The car hit the pavement hard, then slid to the side.
Diana did her best to counter steer. Her palms slipped. The outer tires caught the edge of the road and slid to the shoulder. Gravel skidded under the treads. The car slowed�
�slowed�
�and tipped onto its side.
Diana gasped in a breath and held it. Hanging in her seatbelt, she waited for the vehicle to turn over.
Afraid to move.
Afraid to breathe.
Seconds ticked by and still the car didn�t roll.
Thank God.
Bracing herself, she opened the driver�s window and released her seatbelt. Then, climbing up the seats like a ladder, she peeked her head out the window. From here, she could see that the ditch formed a lip before plunging to the valley below. She should be able to climb out without fear of upsetting the car�s balance and sending it tumbling. She was about to try when she caught a flash of white on the ridge above.
The van sat parked on the spot where she�d flown off the road.
Watching.
And then it turned around and started back to the intersection� that led to the road� that led to her.
Diana heaved herself out the window and onto the side of the car. She spun around, draped her legs over the edge, and then dropped down to the shoulder of the road, before she let herself take another look around.
This area was open. A steep slope up to the left. A plunge downward into an open hayfield to the right. Nowhere to go except to follow the road. Nowhere to hide. And no�
A siren screamed in the distance, the shriek bouncing off the bluffs. Diana picked up her pace.
Please let that be the help the dispatcher promised.
Please let them reach her before the Copycat Killer did.

Bobby
The red and blue lights of two squads, an ambulance, and a hook-and-ladder pulsed off brick and construction dirt. Police radios squawked over the din of voices. The afternoon sun shone too bright in Bobby�s eyes.
It would be enough to give him a headache, if he didn�t already have a doozy.
The crash had happened almost an hour ago and he still hadn�t located Diana, and not only did no one seem to know what happened to her, an overly aggressive EMT was trying to corral Bobby into an ambulance alongside Val and take him to the hospital.
Something about his second concussion in less than a year.
Perreth�s car pulled to the curb out front.
Eager to take out his frustration on someone, Bobby met him as he climbed from the driver�s seat. �Where the hell were you?�
�What do you mean where was I? Doing my job.�
�I needed you here.�
�What you need isn�t my job.�
�Is protecting Diana?�
Perreth narrowed his eyes. �I could do a hell of a lot better job than you are.�
�No, you couldn�t. Because you weren�t here. And no one seems to know�� The world started spinning around him, the flashing lights of the ambulance throbbing behind his eyes.
�She�s in Lake Loyal at the PD.�
�How do you know that?�
�I listen. She crashed your car though.�
�Is she okay?�
�She�s fine. No thanks to you.�
Bobby wanted to race to the PD to make sure. He wanted to punch Perreth in the face. He wanted to do a lot of things.
But instead, he passed out and took a header into the dirt.

Diana
Diana followed a nurse between the white curtains dividing a cluster of the emergency room�s examination cubicles. The nurse paused at the last cubicle and pulled the curtain aside. �You got a visitor. Doctor should be back soon.�
Bobby smiled at Diana from the hospital bed, a bandage wrapping his head. �Hi.�
Diana let out a long breath and offered a shaky smile. �Hi.�
�You�ve been busy.�
She flinched a little. �You heard about the car?�
�I heard they�re looking to cast you in the next Fast and Furious movie.�
�Very funny.�
�The construction workers were impressed with how fast you backed out of there.� Bobby sat up and swung his legs over the edge.
�You lie down until the doctor gets here or she�s likely to check you into a room,� the nurse scolded, then she turned and bustled back down the hall.
�Not if she can�t catch me. And now that my getaway driver is here��
Diana couldn�t help but laugh. �You�d better do what she says.�
Bobby scowled, but he leaned back against the pillow. He held up a hand and gingerly touched his wrapped forehead. Red and purple bruising eked out around the bandage�s edge.
She stepped closer to the bed. �How are you feeling?�
�Like I�ve been hit by a truck.�
Diana hated how pale he looked. How weak. She couldn�t stand the idea of him being injured.
He could be dead.
The thought lodged in her chest. From the time she was eighteen, Bobby had always been there. And as adamant as she was about taking care of herself, living her own life, the thought of him not in the world, somewhere, was worse than dying herself.
�So you actually do listen to me sometimes, huh?�
�What?�
�Taking the car. Getting the hell out of there.�
�Yeah, I guess.�
�How did you manage to lose him?�
She told him about her escape.
He told her about passing out.
�At least Perreth was there.�
Bobby grunted. �Yeah. What a hero.�
�Come on��
�He should have been there earlier. If he�d been where he was supposed to be, Val would have been in the car with you. None of this would have happened.�
�You�d still be hurt.�
�Yeah, but so would Perreth.� Bobby grinned.
�Why do you hate him so much?�
�I don�t hate him.�
�Could have fooled me. You�ve never told me what happened between you two.�
�We just didn�t get along.�
�It�s more than that.�
�Back then it was exactly that. But I guess lately� I guess I don�t� I don�t like the way he looks at you, okay? Like he�s undressing you with his eyes.�
Diana fought the urge to squirm. She wouldn�t be surprised if Bobby had read the police report of what had happened last fall when Bryce, Val, and Perreth had found her naked and terrified in the woods. But seeing that Perreth was the only officer there, it would have been written by him. And Diana doubted he�d included any details that might not reflect well on his professionalism.
Like when he�d stared at her naked body.
Like when he�d touched her.
That had been as far as he�d gone, and Diana had been so grateful to be alive and safe that she hadn�t said anything. But Perreth had changed toward her after that and Bobby had picked it up as sharply as Diana had. He just didn�t know the source.
�I know what you�re thinking,� he said.
�Uh� what?�
�First Louis and now Perreth? I�m turning into a jealous ex.�
Diana managed a laugh, but she didn�t feel it. Bobby wasn�t wrong. Not about Louis�s crush, Perreth�s smug smiles, or even his own possessiveness. Sometimes she felt as if most of the men she knew believed she was a blank wall on which they could project anything they wanted.
And the worst of all of them was her biological father.
�I�m sorry,� Bobby said. �I can�t help falling into bad habits sometimes. Working on it.�
She gave him a smile, genuine this time.
�Have you seen Val?�
Diana managed to nod. �Fractured arm. I think she might have left already.�
�Then why the hell am I still here?� He made a forward motion, as if about to get up and walk out.
Diana pressed her palm against his chest, pushing him back to the bed. �You have a concussion. That�s why.�
�I�ll survive. It isn�t like I�ve never had a concussion before.�
�Exactly. That�s why they aren�t going to let you out of here until they know you�re okay.�
�I�m okay.� Bobby looked at his watch.
�Patience.�
�I know. It�s never been my strong suit.� He shrugged, as if tossing off his frustration. Meeting her eyes, he touched the back of her hand. �I can�t tell you how glad I am that you�re okay.�
Shivers traveled up her arm. She knew she should pull her arm back, step away from the bed. But God help her, she didn�t want to.
�I never should have left you. I should have��
�Stop it.� She couldn�t stand to hear one more word. �It was my idea to stay in the car. My idea.�
�I shouldn�t have let you.�
�You couldn�t have stopped me. And I�m okay besides. You�re the one who�s hurt.�
Bobby ran a hand over his face. �Listen to us. After all this, we�re still arguing about the same thing.�
He glanced at the bed beside him, an invitation to sit down.
She lowered herself to the mattress. He was so close, she could feel the heat of him. If she leaned just a few inches to the side, she would be in his arms. The tremor that had shaken her legs and stomach since this whole thing started moved upward, lodging under her ribs.
�When I realized you were out there with that maniac�� His voice grew gruff and trailed off.
�Don�t.�
�I don�t know what I would have done.�
She turned to him, covering his lips with her hand. �Please, don�t.�
He clasped her hand in his. Holding it in front of him, he pressed his lips to her palm.
Shivers shimmered up her arm and through her body. She opened her mouth to tell him to stop, but no sound came.
He kissed her again, his lips caressing the inside of her wrist. Then the inside of her forearm.
She couldn�t speak, couldn�t move. All she could do was stare into his dark eyes as his kisses flayed open her heart.
�I convinced them to let you out of here.� Val�s voice cut the quiet. She threw the curtain back.
Diana pulled her arm from Bobby�s grasp.
�Oh, sorry. I�ll come back later.�
The heat of blood rushed into Diana�s cheeks. She didn�t care what Val had seen. Simple embarrassment, she could live with. But the knowledge that one look from Bobby, one touch, one kiss, and she was willing to give up the independence she�d worked so hard for shook her to her toes.
She jolted up from the bed. �No need. Did you say the doctor is releasing Bobby?�
�She said she�d be in to talk with you in a minute, so you�ll have to take it up with her.� Val gave them both a wary look. �But I told her that you have a hard head.�
Bobby nodded. �True enough.�
�And that you�ll take full responsibility if you keel over and die.�
�Not a problem.�
Val focused on Diana. �I heard you met Dakota.�
�Who?�
�The new Lake Loyal dispatcher.�
It took Diana a second to pull up the memory. �Ah, the woman on the radio. She said her aunt knew you?�
�Oneida Perkins. She was a force of nature. Used to run the police station up there, never mind that I was the chief. Dakota is� let me say, almost as colorful but not quite so efficient.� A gentle smile curved Val�s lips as if she found the new dispatcher�s shortcomings somewhat charming.
�She saved my life.�
Val�s smile grew. �Listen, Lund is going to be here any minute to pick me up. Diana, you�re more than welcome to stay with us for the night. You too, Bobby.�
�Not necessary.� Bobby waved off the idea, then leaned down to grab his shoes, gripping the bed for balance.
Diana reached out to steady him, trying to brace herself against the feel of his solid arm under her hand.
Val�s expression turned to worry.
�I�m not sure you should be going home,� Diana said. �You look a little dizzy.�
Bobby straightened, holding the shoes. �I�m fine.�
Diana kept her hold on his arm. �Sure you�re not just trying to be macho?�
�Me? Macho?�
�You can�t stay alone.�
�I won�t be� if you stay with me.�
Diana couldn�t. It was a terrible idea. Just these last few minutes in the ER were enough for her to know that.
And yet she found herself nodding anyway.
***
Diana sat on the ottoman she�d slid beside Bobby�s living room couch. It had taken ten minutes to convince him to lie back on the pillows she�d mounded beneath his back and head, and ten more to convince him to let her check him out. If he insisted on being any more difficult, she was going to bop him one. �Look straight ahead.�
�Yes, doctor.�
Turning on the flashlight, she aimed the beam just past his left ear.
His pupil scoped to a small dot amid the rich brown iris.
�How am I doing?� He squinted against the light.
�I have to check the other eye.� She pointed the flashlight away from his face.
�I�m fine, Diana.�
�I�ll let you know if you�re fine or not. Now let me see your right eye.� She went through the same routine with the light on the right side.
�I told you.�
�Do you still have the headache?�
�The doctor said that might take a while to go away.�
�I�ll take that as a yes.�
He groaned.
�Watch it. Irritability is also a symptom of concussion.�
�Only if it�s something new. You don�t have to hover over me, you know. I really am okay.�
�The bruises and headache say different.�
�Don�t listen to them. They lie.� He grinned. �An evening of rest, and I�ll be back to work tomorrow. And that�s only because I need the rest. And you�re here with me.�
�The doctor said you should take a few days off.�
�The doctor isn�t chasing a serial killer.�
�Well, how about sleeping in? Even Val said she��
�Diana��
Ignoring his warning tone, she touched the back of her hand to his forehead. �How does your head feel? Do you need more Tylenol?�
He reached up, capturing her hand. �I mean it, Diana. I brought you here because I don�t trust Perreth to find someone competent to protect you. You don�t have to take care of me.�
�You�re allowed to take care of me, but not the other way around?�
A sheepish grin spread over his face, but he didn�t let go of her hand. �All right. Point taken. I would love more pain pills.�
She extricated her hand from his. Tingles stole up her arm and turned to warm flutters in her chest as she walked into Bobby�s immaculate and hardly used kitchen. She grabbed the bottle of Tylenol and ran a glass of water from the tap, trying her best not to remember the last time she�d been in Bobby�s apartment. The day before their wedding�a wedding that had never taken place.
She�d come so far since that time. She hoped she�d put those kinds of doubts and fears behind her for good. The memory of how afraid she�d been that Bobby would find out who her father was, that it would change the way he felt about her, made her cringe inside.
She stepped into the doorway to the living room. Pausing, she let her gaze fall on Bobby. Her heartbeat quickened, the pounding irregular and jumbled in her chest. Seeing him had always done that to her, made her feel weak, needy.
Leaning against the pillows, he stared out the picture window, the streetlights� glow falling on his face.
She carried the water and tablets to the couch. After handing them to him, she stood back and watched him pop them into his mouth and drink down the water.
�Now was that so hard?� She reached out for the glass.
Instead of handing it to her, Bobby trapped her hand in his. �Sit down.�
She hesitated. She must have been crazy agreeing to stay at his apartment. Sure, his building was security locked. Sure, she could watch him, make sure he was recovering properly from his blow to the head. But she didn�t have to think back to his kisses in the hospital to know it was a bad idea. She only had to look at him from across the room to experience the confusion he created in her.
�Haven�t you ever heard of bedside manner? Yours needs some work.�
She shook her head. God knew with his fingers wrapped around hers, her knees felt too weak to stand much longer anyway. She lowered herself to the ottoman.
�Don�t tell me. When you were growing up, you always wanted to be a doctor.�
She forced out the breath she didn�t know she was holding. She had to admit that being safe in his apartment, talking about silly things felt good. Normal. Something she hadn�t had a taste of in what seemed like a very long while. �Nope. Never wanted to be a doctor.�
�A nurse?�
�No.�
�What then?�
She allowed a smile to lift the corners of her lips. �Wonder Woman. Her name is Diana, you know.�
�I guess I should have figured that one out.�
�She�s strong. She can fly. She was in control.�
Bobby nodded. �Wonder Woman is definitely in control.�
�Got that straight.� Diana laughed a little and shook her head. Dwelling on fantasies would get her nowhere. She glanced at Bobby. �I suppose you always wanted to be a police officer.�
�Not until junior high. Before that I just wanted to be a big brother.�
�As in part of the group Big Brothers Big Sisters?�
�No. As in having a lot of younger siblings.�
Diana had to raise her brows at that. Bobby�s parents were both doctors. And as dedicated as they were to their chosen professions, they�d done well to raise one child, let alone more. �How many is a lot?�
�A dozen or so.�
A short laugh escaped her lips. She pressed a hand over her mouth.
�I dream big.�
�Why so many?�
�My parents were always trying to help other people. Through their work. Through charities.� He stroked his thumb along her index finger. �I guess I just wanted someone to need me too.�
Her throat pinched, making it hard to swallow.
�As it turned out, I never got those brothers and sisters. And I never knew what it was like to be really needed. Not until the job. Not until you.�
His words cut into her defenses. Into her self-control. She�d never understood before. Never even considered why he always took care of her. Only that it was a part of him. A part she couldn�t change.
She pulled her hand from his grasp and pushed up from the ottoman. Stepping to the window, she stared out into the blackness. �I can�t need you that way, Bobby. Not anymore.�
�I know.�
She closed the blinds.
Behind her, the couch rustled. His footsteps padded across the carpet.
�It�s weird, isn�t it?� she said.
�What?�
�We were going to get married. We were about to actually walk down the aisle. And yet we never talked about this stuff before.�
�This stuff?� he asked.
�The secret, silly stuff.�
�You mean our dreams?�
�Yeah. Our dreams.�
�Since we met each other, my dream has been you.�
�Taking care of me.�
�That�s part of it.�
�And the other part?�
�Just being with you. Sharing things. I don�t think you realize what an extraordinary woman you are.�
Chills rose along Diana�s arms and over her back. It felt as if she�d waited forever to hear him say those words, even longer to believe them herself. But though she�d always envisioned this moment would make things clear in her mind, she couldn�t have been more wrong. Feeling Bobby�s heat behind her, hearing his voice, aching to be in his arms made her feel weaker and more confused than ever.
�I know you�re here tonight because I need you. But do you think maybe, in the future� do you think there�s a chance��
Diana felt as if she were walking the edge of a cliff and one wrong step would send her falling into oblivion. �I don�t know.�
�Because I�m pretty sure I�ll need you tomorrow too. And the next day. And the next.� He raised a hand to her face. Touching her chin with a finger, he turned her head toward him.
She turned her whole body to face him, afraid to think, afraid to breathe.
�I�ve learned a lot in these past few days. About how strong you are. How much more confident than you seemed last fall. I never meant to undermine that.�
�I know you didn�t.�
�But there�s one thing that hasn�t changed. You�ve always been amazing. Most amazing woman I�ve ever known.�
She closed her eyes. His words washed over her. Words she never thought she�d hear. Words that gathered in her chest and filled her with warmth.
Filled her with power.
She took a step. Into his arms. Into his heat.
He brought his lips down on hers. Hungry. Demanding. Showing his need. His kiss at once familiar and totally new.
Diana pressed her body against the hard length of him. Devoured his kiss as he devoured hers. She�d stepped over the edge and was falling, but she didn�t care. Not about anything but the warmth of his body and the taste of his mouth.
Bobby skimmed his hands up her sides, taking her shirt with him. He slipped it over her head, then circled his hands around her back to unhook her bra.
Cool air caressed her breasts and puckered her nipples.
He moved his hands up over her ribs and cupped her in his palms.
Diana arched her back, pushing her breasts into the caress of his hands. She brought her hands to his shirt. Forcing her fingers to work, she slipped his buttons free and spread the fabric away from his chest.
His touch felt so good, so right. So much about the feel of him was the same. Warm. Safe. Yet so much had changed.
So much about her had changed.
She ran her hands under his shirt, soaking in the texture of his skin, the rasp of the hair sprinkled in the center of his chest. She wanted to recapture what they�d had. The passion. The heat. Yet she wanted something different. Something elusive. She could taste it on her tongue.
Heat shimmered in her chest, building and strengthening like kindling fire. She moved down his body, sliding kisses over his chest, his belly, tracing the trail of hair down to where it disappeared into his waistband. She settled on her knees. Raising trembling hands, she unfastened his belt and lowered his fly.
He buried his hands in her hair, his fingers massaging her sore scalp in a gentle caress.
She pulled his pants down his legs, taking his briefs with them. She�d been so young when they�d met, so young the first time she�d touched him, the first time they�d made love. She�d taken his body for granted. The strength of it, the power of it, the responsiveness to her touch.
She didn�t take it for granted anymore.
She brushed her fingers up the underside of his shaft, lifting him, bringing him closer to her mouth. She let her breath wash over him.
He pulsed with movement at her touch. A moan rumbled through his chest.
She wanted to spend all night touching him, tasting him, reveling in the way he moved under her caress. She wanted to savor the clear evidence of how much he wanted her. How much he needed her.
Warmth surged through her, pooling between her thighs. She�d never felt so desperate for him, yet so sure of her own strength, her own power. She wanted more. She wanted to show him how she felt. She wanted to see how he felt about her.
Slipping her tongue between her lips, she flicked up the same path her hand had taken. Reaching his tip, she slid her lips over him, taking him fully into her mouth.
He filled her, pressing against her tongue, moving down her throat. She took him as far into her mouth as she could, then slid her lips back to his tip.
A shudder shook his body. He cupped her head in his hands as if he needed to hold on.
She circled his thighs, each with one arm. She could feel his muscles tremble, feel him thrust forward each time she took him into her mouth. She arched her back, thrusting her breasts forward against his thighs. As she sank her lips over him, her nipples rubbed the rough hair on his legs. Tingles spread over her skin in waves.
He gripped her shoulders, as if desperate to hang on, desperate to keep control.
But he wasn�t in control.
Heat surged through her. She let him slide from her lips, cupping him between her breasts, moving against him. The friction of his skin and hair against her nipples made her want to cry out. It made her want more.
�Diana.� Bobby�s voice sounded low, gruff. �We need to slow down.�
She smiled, wanting to send him over the edge, wanting to feel him totally lose control. But he was right. Not yet.
She rose from her knees, skimming kisses up his body until she reached his lips.
�Come to bed with me. I want to show you some things too.�
Diana nodded, not sure if her voice would work, not wanting to talk.
He took her hand. Together they walked into his bedroom. Light streamed across the white span of comforter covering the bed.
Bobby hesitated in the doorway. He stepped back toward the dark living room, away from her.
Cool air rushed around her, chilling her skin where his heat used to be. �Where are you going?�
He gestured to the living room. �The light�s kind of bright in the bedroom, don�t you think?�
She shook her head. She didn�t want him to step away from her, even for a second. She didn�t want to be in the dark again. �I think it�s perfect. I want to see your eyes.�
He grinned and swept her back into his arms. Moving his hands down her sides, he quickly removed her jeans. Cupping her buttocks, he lifted her up against him, kissing her long and hard before lowering her to the bed and sitting beside her. �Lie back. Let me show you how I feel.�
She wanted to let him show her. She wanted to let him have his way, take her places she�d only visited in dreams. But not now. Not yet.
Putting her palm on his chest, she pushed him back onto the mattress. �Later. I�m not finished.� She straddled his hips, moving against his hard length before sinking onto him.
He filled her, stretched her so exquisitely she had to catch her breath. Then she started moving, her breasts swaying over him.
He caught her nipples in his mouth, kissing her, suckling her. All the while he watched her, his eyes soaking her in. Then she arched her back and rode him. And as the pressure inside her crested and broke, she felt like the most powerful woman on earth.

The Copycat Killer
He watched the single light in the window of the gargantuan stone mansion on the edge of Lake Mendota. The husband was gone, at least overnight. He was sure of it. He�d watched him carry a suitcase to his car and drive away this afternoon. The wife would be alone.
But not for long.
When she stepped outside on her terrace for her nightly glass of chardonnay, he�d be there.
He checked his syringe, his bag, the gardener�s cart in the back of his van. With the thick trees hugging the lot�s perimeter, this would be a piece of cake. Even easier than the laundromat. Less chance of being seen.
At the mansion, the porch light switched on and a slender, dark-haired woman stepped onto the patio, her wineglass shining clear and light yellow in her hand. A breeze kicked up from the west, lifting her hair and the hem of her skirt.
Beautiful.
Vulnerable.
But he didn�t feel the surge of pleasure warm his blood. Not for this one. She was Dryden�s. Part of whatever it was he was planning.
He turned off the dome light in his van and opened the door. Grabbing his bag and syringe, he slipped out and circled to the back to fetch the other tools of his trade.
He�d do his job tonight. Take this one to the place he�d taken the others. Tie her tight and secure. Wait for Dryden�s further instructions.
And after he bagged this last one, he�d figure out how to get his hands on what he really wanted.
His groin tightened at the thought of her.
It wouldn�t be long now.
Ed Dryden might not like it, but there came a time when a man stopped asking permission. Dryden had led him to her. He might as well have given her to him as the father gives the bride.
And the Copycat Killer was really looking forward to his and Diana�s honeymoon.


Bobby
Bobby climbed out of bed, careful not to wake Diana. His legs wobbled the first few steps. His head still throbbed.
He probably should have taken things a little slower last night. The doctor had advised avoiding "too much activity," and he was pretty sure what he and Diana had done had far surpassed that threshold.
Even now, he should take it slower, and not just physically. He should find out for certain things had changed before he charged headlong into his feelings for Diana. But the energy bubbling in his blood like champagne was too delicious not to enjoy. He had believed their relationship was over. To discover it didn�t have to be�
He resisted the urge to crawl back into bed, wake Diana, and make up for lost time. Instead he headed for the kitchen and his laptop. He could stay home for a few hours, take it easy, and still get some work done. His personal life might have taken a one-eighty, but his professional life was the same.
The Copycat Killer was still out there.
He wasn�t sure how much time had passed when Diana padded into the room, her hair wet from the shower. She stepped up behind him and rubbed her hand over his back. �I thought you were under orders to rest today.�
Bobby turned to her. Smiling, he pushed himself up from his chair. �I think I already blew those orders last night.�
�How�s your head?�
�Much better.�
�Really?�
�You were the medicine I needed.� He looped an arm around her waist and pulled her close. �You smell so good.�
�I took a shower.�
�Mmm�� He nuzzled her neck. �You smelled even better last night.�
�I missed you, Bobby.�
�I missed you too.�
�I wish we could just go back to bed� and stay there all day.�
He tilted his wrist to check his watch. �I might be able to carve out a couple of��
A knock sounded on the door.
Diana frowned. �Who is that?�
�Only one way to find out.� Reluctantly, Bobby stepped away from Diana�s warmth and answered the door.
Val stood on the front step. She looked worse than he remembered, her face purpled with bruises, her arm pinned to her chest in a sling.
�Hey, Val, you look awful.�
�You don�t look so good yourself. But I�m glad I caught you. I was wondering if I could get a lift down to Madison. It turns out that in addition to not being an effective beauty regimen, being hit by a dump truck is not conducive to driving. Not with a bum arm anyway.�
�I thought you were taking the day off.�
Val narrowed her eyes. �You haven�t heard.�
�Heard what?�
�All hell has broken loose.�

Diana
When Diana had awakened that morning and climbed out of bed, the fatigue in her legs had felt delicious. The redness coloring her skin from cheeks to inner thighs caused by the stubble on Bobby�s face made her flush with heat. The spark in his eyes when he turned to look at her in the kitchen was contagious.
She�d never felt so powerful as she had last night. She wanted to hold on to it. She wanted it to never end.
And yet, she could feel it slipping away with every word from Val�s lips.
�Another woman has disappeared.�
Images of Nadine Washburn�s body flashed through Diana�s mind. She felt helpless. Sick.
�When?� Bobby asked, slipping on a shoe.
�Sometime last night. The husband was out of town. When he returned this morning, he found their two-month-old baby in the house alone.�
�The baby?� A baby without a mother. A baby lying alone in her crib for hours. Diana couldn�t breathe.
Bobby motioned Val inside. Once she was inside the door, he closed it behind her. Beyond that, none of them moved.
�How do we know it�s the copycat?� Bobby finally asked.
�Perreth. He went to see Dryden this morning. Early.�
Bobby gave a skeptical growl. �And Dryden talked to him?�
�Only to tell him the copycat took another victim.� Val paused. �And that�s not the kicker.�
There was more? Diana�s legs felt weak. She leaned against the wall.
Bobby pulled on his second shoe. �What else?�
�The husband. He�s the governor�s son. The whole damn world is going crazy.�
�Shit.�
Diana looked from Bobby to Val and back again. She understood their concern. Media attention and pressure from people with power made everything harder. She had only to remember the mess surrounding Dixon Hess a few years back. But while Val and Bobby concentrated on the big picture, Diana could only think about the terror of being kidnapped� and a child who�d lost her mother.
Diana and Bobby got ready and soon the three of them were on the highway to Madison. Bobby automatically climbed behind the wheel, and although Diana would prefer driving, she deferred, offering Val the front passenger seat and climbing into the back.
�I keep going back to Perreth,� Bobby said when they turned onto the highway.
�What about him?� Val asked.
�Since when is he meeting with Ed Dryden?� Bobby glanced at Diana in the rearview mirror. �I�m not saying this just because I hate the piece of shit.�
Diana gave him a nod.
�I just� Dryden has never talked to police before.�
�I didn�t visit,� Diana said. �He had to find some other way to reach me.�
�I suppose that makes sense. But why would Perreth just happen to drive up to the prison this morning? I feel like there�s something I�m missing.�
For a moment, Diana considered telling Bobby what had happened last fall and the way Perreth had been behaving since, then decided against it. Bobby would be furious. There was simply no way he wouldn�t confront Perreth. And what would the detective say? That all he�d done was cover her with his coat. That she was exaggerating to stroke her own ego. That he asked if it was okay, and she said yes.
And what proof could she offer to defend her story?
Nothing.
�Why all this focus on Perreth?� Val asked.
�He didn�t show up when we talked to Tillman yesterday, for one. Not until the whole mess was over. And when Diana�s friend Louis stopped in to tell us about a man he�d seen at Diana�s apartment building at the same time the copycat left that damned music box. Where did Parreth have to duck out to then?�
�You think Perreth might be the copycat?� Diana barely recognized the strangled-sounding voice as her own. She didn�t like Perreth. Every time he gave her one of his creepy smiles, she knew he was imagining her naked and terrified all over again. He was an awful human being. But could he be a serial killer?
�It would explain how the copycat knew where we were going to be yesterday,� Bobby said. �And how he knew where you were staying.�
�Or he could have simply been following you,� Val said. �And don�t forget Curt Tillman.�
Diana didn�t like the idea of her half brother being the copycat either, but she supposed they couldn�t ignore the possibility.
Val continued. �He could be communicating with Dryden through the lawyer they share. He�s Dryden�s son and an ex-con. That still seems more likely than��
�A cop?� Bobby said.
Val tilted her head in agreement. �That�s my bias showing, I suppose. But it still seems a stretch that Tillman had time to circle through the house, grab a ski mask and overalls, and jump into the cab of that dump truck and run us down. I just don�t see it.�
�Which brings us back to where we started,� Bobby said. �Perreth.�
�Okay, okay. I�ll see if he�s made other visits to the prison and find out what he was up to yesterday. How about that?�
�Thanks, Val.�
�What can I do?� Diana asked. She sure didn�t want to have anything to do with Perreth, but she wasn�t about to sit around twiddling her thumbs either.
�How about those missing persons reports? If we can finally figure out who the second victim was and why he tried to hide her identity��
�On it.�
The taskforce offices were three times as busy as they�d been the day before, and Bobby and Val were swept into a briefing meeting as soon as they arrived.
Diana hunkered down in her cubicle, watching the flurry around her and scrolling through reports of missing women. She knew the hoopla was only partly because the copycat had abducted a fourth woman. Most of it was centered around the fact that Cerise Copeland was married to the governor�s son.
The family she�d married into shouldn�t make her more important than Nadine Washburn or the two women killed last autumn, but in the real world, Diana knew it did. Just as she knew that missing women who looked like her�blond and Caucasian�were more likely to garner attention from the media than women of other races and ethnicities. The world was not a fair place.
Diana read one report after another.
A wife and mother of three who was traveling four miles to meet her cousin for dinner and never showed. Wearing a tank top, green sweater, and flip flop sandals.
A teenager who skipped school one day and was never seen again. A tattoo of angel wings on one shoulder.
A diabetic woman named Suzanne who never made it to work and left her insulin at home.
Diana read through each listing and noted each detail. She had no idea what she was looking for, but with each tragic story, she imagined the anguish of the family left behind. Wisconsin, Michigan, Minnesota, Iowa, Illinois, every state, seemingly every circumstance. And with each story, Diana felt more hopeless. With each, she had to wonder if the woman in question would ever be found.
She clicked on the next report. A resident of a Milwaukee suburb, this woman was really just a girl. Only eighteen, she went to homecoming with a group of friends. But while the friends all returned home from the dance, Krista Hansen never did.
Diana glanced at the boxes detailing the special dress Krista had worn, along with Christian Louboutin shoes borrowed from her mother. Her blond hair had been worn loose. Her makeup had been done just so, and her jewelry� emerald teardrop earrings and a necklace with emeralds and diamond chips.
Diana�s breath lodged in her throat.
It couldn�t be�
Could it?
She had read about the phenomenon in the research she�d done. How serial killers often kept victims� jewelry as souvenirs of their kills. How some monsters gave this jewelry to women in their lives, their wives, daughters, girlfriends. How every time they looked at the jewelry, they could relive the murder, and assert their dominance over the woman they supposedly loved.
How could she be so incredibly blind?
It wasn�t Perreth.
And it wasn�t her half-brother Cord.
�Hey, Diana. I am going to be tied up for a while. Do you need any��
Diana looked up at Bobby.
�What is it?�
She pointed to the monitor and forced the words from her lips. �Her necklace. Emeralds and diamonds. It sounds just like the one Louis gave me.�

Bobby
�He was always real polite. Quiet like. Never gave me no trouble. I can�t believe he got himself in some kind of mess with police.�
Peering over Stan Perreth�s shoulder, Bobby watched the manager of Diana�s apartment building flip through his entire ring of keys to find the one that fit Ingersoll�s door. Although Bobby had once acted as emergency response team commander in Sand County, this wasn�t Bobby�s jurisdiction. In fact, he should probably be grateful Perreth let him tag along, but he couldn�t quite manage the sentiment.
�Can�t believe it,� the manager continued, shaking his head as he plucked the appropriate key. �Just can�t believe it.�
Bobby couldn�t believe it either. Couldn�t believe he�d been so stupid. Couldn�t believe he�d ignored his gut about Ingersoll. Here protecting Diana was everything to him, and he�d missed the small fact that her neighbor was a serial killer.
The manager held up the key like a prize then led the procession up the stairs to Ingersoll�s apartment door. They had already established the red-haired weasel had left early this morning, making deliveries for the food company he worked for. Another team was trying to track him down. But unsure what they�d find in the apartment, Perreth�s team was taking precautions just to be safe.
The manager slipped his key in the lock. The knob turned under his hand. �Here you go.�
�Thank you, sir. Now I need you to go back downstairs.� Bobby nodded to one of the officers and the cop escorted the manager to safety.
Giving a nod, Bobby pushed open the door and the team of officers and deputies swarmed into the one-bedroom apartment.
It only took seconds to confirm that Ingersoll wasn�t home. In fact, nothing much was in the apartment. A folding card table and single chair stood in the vacant living room. Empty pizza boxes were stacked on the kitchen counter. Ingersoll had lived here for two years, and yet looking at his living room and kitchen, one would guess he had moved in this morning.
An officer Bobby didn�t know emerged from the single bedroom. �Detective Perreth? You got to see this.�
Perreth stepped into the bedroom. Bobby followed.
Photos covered nearly every inch of the far wall like wallpaper. Photos of Diana sleeping. Diana undressing. Diana making love. Bobby�s head was cropped from those, selfies of Ingersoll pasted in their place.
Bobby�s head throbbed. �How in the hell did he take these?�
�There.� Perreth pointed to a spot high in the corner of the room. A stool perched underneath. �Step up and take a look.�
Bobby stepped onto the stool. Just under eyelevel for him, a smooth hole had been drilled through the drywall. He lowered his eye to the hole and peered through.
Diana�s bedroom spread out before him. The white flowered comforter across her bed. The chest of drawers where she kept her lingerie. The mirrored closet door that would reflect her image from wherever she stood in the room.
�A room with a sweet view.�
Still on the ladder, Bobby twisted to stare at Perreth. �What did you say?�
The detective glanced up from the photos. �Oh, shut the fuck up, Vaughan. She dumped your ass. She�s fair game now. Although these pics don�t do her justice. Believe me.�
�You know nothing about her.�
�Guess again, asshole. Who do you think found her in the woods last year? Believe me, she was grateful. She even let me cop a feel.�
Bobby didn�t think. He didn�t hesitate. He just launched himself off the step ladder and hit Perreth square in the shoulder, bending him forward just as he delivered a right uppercut into his gut.
The breath rushed out of Perreth with a gawh. He doubled over for a second but recovered quickly, bringing his hands up ready to deflect in case Bobby punched again.
�Stop! Knock it off!� Val yelled.
Bobby forced himself to stop, to step back.
�He punched me,� Perreth whined.
Val pointed at the bulldog detective. �You, outside. Someone�s looking for you.�
Perreth spun around and started for the door.
Bobby�s feet started after him.
�You,� Val held up her good hand. �Stay here.�
Mind finally clicking into place, Bobby turned his back to her and stared out the window. There was no way what the bastard was saying was true. No way. But Bobby had wanted to beat on him for saying it anyway.
�What the hell happened, Bobby?�
Bobby didn�t respond. There was no defense for what he�d done. And yet, he knew he�d do it again in a heartbeat.
Val stepped in front of the window and studied him through shrewd eyes, the slanting rays of the afternoon sun glinting off her blond hair. �You okay?�
Bobby nodded, but he could tell she wasn�t buying it.
�Attacking Perreth? What were you thinking?�
�That he�s an asshole.�
She rolled her eyes. �Now everyone knows you�re an asshole too.�
�You don�t know what he said.�
�I don�t have to know to realize that you just got yourself in a world of trouble.� Val stepped past him and started studying the photos.
Bobby knew she was giving him a few seconds to compose himself. To suck it up and do his job. The problem was, it would probably take him months to cool down. Ingersoll, Perreth� right then, Bobby didn�t see a difference. He wanted to kill them both.
He closed his eyes. At least Diana wasn�t here. He never wanted her to see this. He never wanted her to know just what Ingersoll had in mind for her.
Nor what Perreth said.
Unfortunately, he knew damn well it would all come out. And it would be up to him to break it to her, prepare her for Ingersoll�s trial, the media storm, and the complaint Perreth would no doubt lodge against him.
A footfall sounded behind him. Bobby turned around to see Perreth, of all people, standing in the doorway. �What the hell do you��
�No one has seen Ingersoll since he made his first delivery this morning.� Perreth looked past Bobby and focused on Val. �And do you know where he made that first delivery? I�ll give you one guess.�
Bobby�s gut tensed. �Banesbridge prison.�
Perreth nodded. �It�s part of his regular route.�
A connection that would have been easy to make� if anyone had thought to investigate Louis Ingersoll before Diana had recognized the necklace description an hour ago. �Is Diana still at the district office?�
�She was when I left.� Val said.
He let out a breath he didn�t know he was holding. �Good.�
Val glanced at Perreth and then back to Bobby. �Find Ingersoll. Bring him down, and this will be over. Diana will be safe, and the two of you don�t have to work with each other again. Can you handle that?�
Perreth grunted out a yes.
Bobby did his best to nod. Louis Ingersoll didn�t stand a chance, not with Bobby on his heels, and not with all the law enforcement agencies in southern Wisconsin scouring the area for him. But somehow that didn�t make him feel better.
It didn�t make him feel better at all.

The Copycat Killer
Louis Ingersoll had always known he was taking a risk. That�s what exceptional people did. Took risks. Confronted the world on their own terms. And sometimes that didn�t work out as well as they�d hoped.
That�s why he had a fallback plan.
As he approached his apartment and saw unmarked police cars parked at the curb about a block away, he took the next right. After putting a few blocks between him and the cops, he pulled up the find-my-phone app on his cell phone and logged in.
Louis had a place up north. He had money socked away. Food. Some good wine. Dryden�s newest, the one Louis had taken last night, was there. But he could take care of her ahead of schedule. Dump her somewhere she wouldn�t be found. Then they�d have the lighthouse all to themselves.
A regular honeymoon.
Louis logged into the tracker website. The map came up. A moment later, the pin showing him where to go.
It was time.
Louis had grown into who he wanted to be. He didn�t need Dryden anymore. He didn�t need instructions from prison. He didn�t need to follow a hunting ritual he no longer found satisfying. He had his own plan. His own fantasy. There was only one more thing he needed.
His Diana.

Diana
�I�ll have a large black coffee, please.�
The barista crooked a brow. �Venti?�
�Oh, yes. Sorry.� Diana paid for the drink and moved down the counter to wait for it to be made.
Sitting around the taskforce offices doing nothing had driven her nuts, but she had nowhere else to go. Finally she�d settled on a trip to the Starbucks across the street. A chance to stretch her legs, get some decent coffee, and be back in less than ten minutes.
She checked her phone for the fifth time since she�d stepped through the coffee shop door. No texts from Bobby. No missed calls.
Could the police have found Louis, and Bobby was just too busy to let her know quite yet? It was a nicer thought than that he simply had no news to tell. That Cerise Copeland was still caught in her nightmare. That Louis was still out there. That he was still�
�There you are.�
At first, Diana thought she must have imagined his voice. Then she turned.
Although a storm was rolling in outside, light from the floor-to-ceiling windows cast him in shadow, but she didn�t have to see his face clearly to know who he was. �Louis. Hi.�
�What�s wrong? You look upset.� He slipped his hand into his pocket.
Diana couldn�t breathe. She couldn�t think. She glanced around the coffee shop, but everyone seemed to be going about their business. A mother scolding her daughter for kicking the counter. An older man reading a good old-fashioned print newspaper. A teenage girl who should be in high school rather than skipping to get her caffeine fix. Innocent people going about their normal lives with no idea there was a serial killer standing amongst them.
Remain calm.
Remain calm.
�How did you know I was here?� Diana�s voice trembled. She hoped he didn�t notice.
�I always know where you are.�
�How?�
�You and I� we have a connection.�
�Louis� I��
�You know it�s true. It�s always been true. What can I say? I�m a romantic. The moment I saw the apartment next to you was for rent, I knew it was meant to be.�
Diana shook her head. That was over a year ago now. Before she was kidnapped. Before Bobby and she split up. Before police found the first victim of the Copycat Killer.
He�d been stalking her all this time?
�How did you know who I was� I mean back before you moved in. How did you��
�It�s okay.�
Diana shook her head again. If this was anything, it was not okay.
�I�ve been a fan for a while.�
�A fan? A fan of whom?�
�Your father.�
At first Diana�s thoughts went to Norman Gale. A petty, controlling, cruel man in his own right, but then�
Of course.
�Ed Dryden told you about me?�
Louis smiled. �Right after you visited for the first time.�
She supposed some people would say she brought this on herself too. She�d done one thing, a normal thing people who were adopted did every day�look for her birth parents�and it had pulled not just Dryden into her life, but Louis, Professor Bertram, and even Perreth.
�Your father wanted me to keep an eye on you. Take care of you.�
�Manipulate me, you mean.�
�It wasn�t like that. Not for me.�
Sirens screamed from somewhere outside the coffee shop.
�We should go now.� Louis put his hand on her arm.
Reflexively, Diana pulled away. �I� I�m still waiting for my coffee.�
�Fuck, Diana. Do what I say.� Louis grabbed her arm and started pulling her toward the door.
Diana yanked back, slamming her arm into the woman and little girl.
The woman glared at her. �Watch where you�re going.�
Louis caught her wrist, his grip strong as a vise.
Diana was about to start screaming when Louis dipped his free hand into a pocket. When he withdrew it, he was holding a knife. He flipped open the short but very sharp-looking blade. �I won�t hurt you. But these others��
�Hey, honey. Is he bothering you?� the older man said.
Great. Now someone noticed. Diana faked a smile. �No, sorry. We were just leaving.�
Louis nodded. �We have so much to catch up on.�
�Deena?� The barista called.
Diana held up a hand. �Just let me grab my coffee, okay? You know how I love my coffee.�
Louis kept his hold on her wrist.
�Please?�
He gave her a little smile. �I guess� if it�s ready��
Diana threaded through the handful of people huddled around the counter, Louis in her wake. Everything inside her was screaming for her to run. Just take off into the crowd. Race out the back door. Leave these other people to take care of themselves.
But she couldn�t.
Of course, she also couldn�t go with him. That was the first thing they taught in self-defense classes. Don�t get in a car with someone you don�t trust. Never let him take you to a secondary location. Make a stand in a public place.
And risk letting him hurt all these people?
Diana picked up her coffee cup. She needed to think of something. Anything.
She had an idea.
�I need a little cream. Do you mind?� She managed to give Louis what felt close to a genuine smile.
�Go ahead. But hurry.�
Diana stepped over to the creamer and pulled off the cup�s lid. She never took cream with her coffee. On the other hand, the couple of times she�d offered Louis coffee at her apartment, he�d always asked for milk. She suspected it never occurred to him that she would have her own preferences.
Come on, sirens. Head this way. Come on.
She splashed a little half-and-half into the cup and set the lid loosely back on top. Then she started for the door. Her heart seemed to pound harder with each step, until she was sure the whole coffee shop could hear its thunk.
Louis walked close behind her. Too close. One slash with the knife...
They reached the door. Diana pushed it open.
Three more steps.
Two.
The door closed behind Louis.
Now.
Diana twisted around. At the same time, she brought the coffee cup up, and threw the hot brew in Louis�s face.
�Fuck!� Louis brought his hands up.
At that second, Diana drilled her knee straight into his unprotected groin.

Bobby
Bobby�s focus was on the police offices across the street when a fight caught his attention on the sidewalk in front of a coffee shop down the block. It took a second for him to realize one of the combatants was Diana. And the other was�
Louis Ingersoll.
�That�s him!� Val yelled. She grabbed the radio and started calling in the address.
In front of them, Perreth switched on lights and sirens.
Traffic slowed. Stopped. Bobby was about to bail out of the car and take the rest on foot when Diana broke away. She dashed inside the coffee shop.
Hunched forward as if hurting, Ingersoll glanced toward them. He stared a second, maybe two, then made a beeline for a white delivery van at the curb.
�He�s making a run for it,� Val said in a surprisingly calm voice. �Southbound.�
The van squealed out into traffic.
Perreth hit the gas and Bobby did the same, weaving between stopped cars.
Hurry, hurry, hurry.
A car jutted into the street ahead of them.
Perreth slammed on the brakes. Bobby swerved to avoid his bumper.
The white van kept going.
It careened around the bend, traveling fast.
Too fast.
Rubber screeched against pavement.
The air shuddered with a screech and the smack of steel on steel.
�That didn�t sound good,� Val said.
�This is ridiculous.� Bobby released his seat belt and threw open the door. He climbed out, but instead of following the street around its curve, he vaulted a row of bushes and set off kitty-corner across a yard, cutting the distance.
He could see the wreck ahead of him. The van sat at an angle, its front fender buried into the side of a parked car. Red and blue flashed over a scurry of officers. The light throbbed like a strobe in the storm-darkened sky, making their movements look jerky and unreal.
Officers surrounded the van, drawing down on the driver�s door. Perreth�s solid form marched toward the vehicle.
Drawing his weapon, Bobby reached the inner perimeter of cars just as the bulldog detective approached the van.
�I got him. I got him.� Perreth yanked open the door.
Movement flashed from inside. A shock of red hair, the dull glint of a rifle barrel.
Stop the threat.
Bobby didn�t think. He didn�t feel. He just closed his finger over the trigger and squeezed.
BANG!
He gave with the Glock�s kick, letting the movement bring his gun back into position for the next tap.
BANG!
Louis Ingersoll�s eyes flared wide. Red bloomed at his throat. He fell to the floor of the van, the rifle clattering out of the van and onto the pavement.
Perreth staggered back and sank to the ground, as if realizing how close to dead he�d just come.
Bobby kept his gun trained on the still form, waiting for some kind of relief to wash over him, waiting for satisfaction to fill his chest.
Neither came.
The Copycat Killer was dead, but this wasn�t over. A woman was still out there. Bound. Frightened. Alone.
A woman only Louis Ingersoll and Ed Dryden knew how to find.

Diana
Diana had never been so happy to see anyone as she was when Bobby walked through the door. After Louis had bolted, she�d scurried back into the coffee shop. From there, she�d seen police cars race by. She�d heard the crunch of steel on steel. The sirens. Police. Ambulances. Gunshots. And then�
Nothing.
If any of the ambulances had made a trip to the hospital, they�d had no need for sirens.
She�d tried to walk down the block to see for herself what had happened, but police had set up barriers to prevent anyone getting through. So she�d returned to the taskforce offices.
To wait.
To hope.
She sprang out of her cubicle and met Bobby in the doorway.
A smile lit his eyes but didn�t lift the lines etching his face. If possible, he looked more tired and pale than he had in the hospital. As if at this moment, life was too heavy to bear.
�What happened?�
He reached out and grasped her hand, holding her fingers tight, as if afraid she�d slip away. �Not here.�
He pulled her across the bustling space and into one of the offices. Shutting the door behind him, he split the blinds with his fingers and peered out between the slats. �I have to make this fast.�
Now he was scaring her. She wanted to touch him. She wanted to fold herself in his arms and know they were both safe. She leaned a hip on the edge of the desk and hugged her arms around her middle. �He wanted me to go with him.�
�I saw you outside the coffee shop.� The corners of his lips lifted for a second. �Guess those self-defense classes paid off.�
�I keep thinking about the way he looked at me. The time we spent alone in my apartment going through news clippings about serial killers. Clippings about Dryden. He said Dryden told him about me. That�s why he moved next door.�
�Ingersoll has been making regular deliveries to the prison for four years. Dryden works in the kitchen on a regular basis, so I�m guessing they passed notes to one another by tucking them into the produce or hiding them somewhere in the walk-in cooler.�
�I heard the crash� and gunshots.�
�He�s dead, Diana.�
�Dead?� She�d cared about Louis once. He�d been her friend, or at least she�d thought so. But she felt only numb now.
�I shot him. My union rep should be here any minute.�
�Oh God, Bobby. Are you okay?�
�I�m fine. Or I will be. That isn�t what�s bothering me.�
Diana reached out for his hand. He wasn�t a cavalier man. Taking a life, even that of a serial killer, was a traumatic thing, something Bobby would take seriously. So what could possibly be bothering him more than�
�Did you find the woman� the baby�s mother?�
He shook his head.
The obstruction in her throat expanded, making it hard to breathe. She could see the poor woman in her mind�s eye. Tied in an isolated place. Alone. Terrified. And a baby growing up without a mother.
Diana knew what she had to do. �Dryden. I need to see him.�
Bobby shook his head. �Val called the prison. He refuses to talk if police are monitoring.�
�He�ll talk to me.�
�Diana, did you hear what I said? He won�t allow us to monitor. If you walk into that interview room, you�ll have to go in totally alone.�
She willed her knees to hold her upright. �Then that�s what I�ll do. I�ll get down on my knees if need be.�
�Dryden isn�t going to tell you where that woman is and you know it.�
Bobby might be right. Diana didn�t have to try very hard to remember the amusement on Dryden�s face when she�d nearly begged him to tell her Nadine�s location. She doubted a baby would make any difference. Not to a man incapable of sympathy. �It doesn�t matter. I can�t not try.�
Bobby blew a breath through tight lips. �I�m not going to let you go in there alone. Not after what I saw.�
�What you saw?�
The planes of his face hardened. He turned away.
�Bobby, tell me.� She gripped the edge of the desk. �It�s about me, isn�t it? Something Louis planned to do to me?�
She couldn�t suppress the shudder that seized her. Had Louis planned to do to her what he�d done to those other women? What Professor Bertram had tried to do to her? Or was it something else? Something she couldn�t even imagine?
Something she didn�t want to.
�Louis� Perreth�� Bobby trailed off.
�Perreth?�
�He told me, Diana. Well, he sort of bragged about it. He saw you� in the woods, didn�t he? Touched you.�
Diana's face felt hot. She shook her head, wanting to forget about all that, wishing it had never happened.
�You need to report him.�
�Maybe. I don�t know. None of that matters. Not now.� The important thing was finding the woman Louis had kidnapped. They had no way of knowing if she was still alive. But if they didn�t find her, she would surely die. �Perreth won�t get an opportunity to take advantage of me ever again. And Louis� obviously he can�t hurt me now.�
�Dryden can.�
She tried to swallow. Her mouth tasted like sand. �He�s still in prison. And his copycat is dead. I�m willing to take the risk.�
Bobby�s dark gaze drilled into her. �I�m not.�
Diana stepped around the edge of the desk, close enough to touch him. Every cell in her body screamed for her to reach out for him, to get lost in his arms, to let his warmth and kisses and love take all of this away. But she couldn�t.
�Let law enforcement handle this, Diana. All the agencies are working on it. We�ll find her.�
A pit opened up in Diana�s stomach, dark and empty and aching. Nothing had changed. Bobby was still taking care of her. Still sheltering her. Still trying to fix her life.
And worst of all, deep down, she wanted to let him.
She thought back to last night, to how close she felt to Bobby after he confessed to needing her, how powerful she felt when they were making love. She longed to crawl into those memories, to feel those things again, to live them.
If only they were real.
There was only one reality now. For that poor mother. For her baby. And only Diana could do anything to change it.
Reaching out a hand, Bobby ran his fingers up and down her arm, as if trying to warm her. �Stay in here. I�ll make this as short as I can, and then we can figure this out. All right?�
Heat fanned over her skin, followed by cold. She drew herself up. He had to go. To meet with his rep. To be debriefed. To do his job.
And she had something to do also. She just prayed she had the courage to see it through. �Go ahead.�
�And you�ll be here when I�m done?�
Diana hated lying to him. Hated the old feelings yawning inside. Hated the despair carving out her hopes and dreams and leaving nothing but an empty carcass. She drew in a deep breath and pushed the words through her lips. �Yes. I�ll be here.�
***
By the time Diana reached the prison, it was late, long past visitation hours, and there was probably only a skeleton staff working. Standing just inside the security screening area of the prison, she checked her watch then glanced through the metal detector and toward the door. She half expected Bobby to burst through at any moment, hellbent on saving her. But he didn�t come. His obligations surrounding Louis�s death and the scramble to find the governor�s daughter-in-law must be keeping him busy. Too busy to notice yet that she was gone.
A clang reached her from down the hall, a sally port sliding closed.
Standing straight, Diana pushed away a shiver of nervousness and faced the door that led into the prison.
The door buzzed and swung open. Corrections Officer Seides�s broad shoulders filled the doorway. �Ms. Gale? Sorry it took me so long. We had a few problems tonight.�
�Problems?� She braced herself, waiting for him to say that Bobby had called, that he�d told them she wasn�t allowed inside.
�Nothing big. A few inmates feeling their oats is all.�
She let out a breath, trying not to show her relief. �As long as everything turned out okay.�
�Yeah, we got �em secured. You said this was urgent?�
Diana nodded. She�d called on the drive to the prison to try to get emergency clearance for her visit. Usually her visits had to be set up well in advance, but she hoped prison officials would let her go through based on her previous involvement with the police investigation. And she hoped they wouldn�t have to clear it with Bobby. �I explained the situation when I called.�
�Something about the woman who went missing in Madison?�
�The governor�s daughter-in-law, yes.�
�Horrible thing.�
�Yes.�
�Well, let�s get you back there.� He held the door open and ushered her inside with a wave of a beefy arm.
They marched down the halls and negotiated the sally ports until they reached the tiny room just outside the interview room. Officer Seides switched on the camera and left to fetch Dryden.
Diana stared at the screen showing the empty chairs and small table where she would once again face her father. On the drive up, she�d tried to come up with a plan. She�d thought about all the things Trent Burnell had told her. She�d even considered taking Nikki Dryden�s twisted advice. In the end, she wasn�t sure how she would handle this or even if she could handle it at all. But she would do everything she could. Of that she was sure.
Time ticked by.
Five minutes.
Ten.
Fifteen.
Finally, the door from the cell blocks into the interview room opened, and Seides led Dryden inside. He secured Dryden to the chair that was riveted to the floor and let Diana into the room.
As she lowered herself into a facing chair, a smile snaked over Dryden�s thin lips. �I�m so glad we could have this time alone. Just father and daughter. No police to come between us. Our private visit. As it should have been all along.�
A shiver trickled down her spine. She averted her gaze, taking in the baggy prison jumpsuit, his clean, trimmed nails and the red nylon binders securing his hands to the chair.
�You�re wondering about these?� He lifted his hands against the restraints. �They seem a little cut-rate, don�t they? Makes you wonder where your tax money is going.�
�Where are your handcuffs?�
�It seems there was a disturbance. I suspect my deluxe steel handcuffs are being used to fasten a couple of particularly nasty individuals while the guards get everyone under control.� He pulled up against the binders a second time. �Some of these inmates are true animals.�
He watched her, as if eager to see the irony of his words sink in.
She kept her expression carefully neutral. �The Copycat Killer kidnapped another woman. A woman with a two-month-old baby this time.�
His smile faded. �I�m not here to talk police business, Diana. I want to talk about family. How did you like meeting your brother?�
Curt Tillman.
A mix of emotion whirled through her. The memory of how much he resembled Dryden. The anger that seemed to coil inside him ready to spring. The overwhelming desire to connect with her brother and the resulting disappointment.
�You liked meeting him that much, huh?�
She took a deep breath, wiping the frown from her face. It was no use trying to hide her feelings from Dryden. He could read her as easily as a traffic sign. �Why didn�t you tell me about him right away? Why the hints and games?�
�Games can be fun. Recreational.�
Games with people�s emotions. Games with people�s lives. �I know Curt isn�t the Copycat Killer.�
He crooked a brow. �How can you be so sure?�
�Because Louis Ingersoll is.�
He didn�t react. Not with the twitch of a brow. Not with the quirk of his lips. �Who is Louis Ingersoll?�
She thought of Bobby�s theory that the two killers had communicated by passing notes hidden in the fresh produce Louis delivered to the prison kitchen. Did Dryden really not know Louis�s name? It was possible. Or was he merely playing more of his games? �Louis was my next-door neighbor. I thought he was my friend.�
�Was?�
�He�s dead.�
Dryden licked his lower lip. �How did he die?�
Diana didn�t know the details. She hadn�t thought to ask. All she knew was who had shot him. �He was shot. That�s all I know.�
�You�re not in the loop? I find that hard to believe.�
�The police don�t know I�m here. They didn�t want me to come.�
�You mean Vaughan didn�t want you to come.� Dryden�s thin lips pulled back in a grin. �You�re too good for him, you know.�
�I�m not going to talk about Bobby with you.�
�No, you came to talk about this woman. The one with a baby. The one, I�m guessing, the police can�t find because they shot this Louis Ingersoll.�
�Where would he have taken her?�
�Why do you insist on doing the police�s job?�
�I�m not doing their job.�
�Then why are you bothering me with these questions? We have more important things to talk about.�
�More important than a woman dying?�
�A lot of women die.�
They certainly had at his hands. �This one has a baby. A baby who�s going to grow up without a mother.�
He looked at her with dead eyes. �And that�s supposed to make my heart bleed?�
Of course Dryden didn�t care. He wasn�t capable. �Please. For me. Will you do it for me?�
�For you?�
�Please.�
�I told you the next time we met, I wanted you on your knees.�
Diana figured their talk would lead to this. Now that the moment had come, she was ready to submit. Get on her knees. Humiliate herself. Do whatever stupid deferential things he asked of her. A small price to pay for getting a woman home safely to her child.
Here goes nothing.
Diana pushed up from her chair, circled the table, and knelt down on the floor in front of him. The hard concrete seemed to suck the warmth from her body. �Tell me where she is. Please.�
�Why? Why should I do this for you? You�ve been more loyal to the police than you have been to me.�
�I�m not with the police now.�
�A start. But it proves nothing.�
�What do you want from me?�
�That�s easy. I want my little girl.�
�I am your little girl.�
�No, you�re not. You�ve changed.�
�I can change back. I can be whatever you want.�
�Can you?� His eyes glinted. �Prove it.�
�What do you want?�
�I want you to call me Daddy.�
The word stuck in her throat. She forced it out. �Daddy.�
�That sounded more like a curse.� He yanked his arm upward, straining against the nylon. �Say it the right way.�
Fear crept up her throat, tasting metallic, like rusty tin. She thought of Trent Burnell�s warnings, of Bobby�s concerns. They were right. She couldn�t win.
She�d never be that little girl again. Dryden could manipulate and humiliate and bring her to her knees, but it would never make him feel the way he wanted because she�d never again look to her daddy with the tender, dependent, unblemished trust of a child.
And that wasn�t something she could fake.
She closed her eyes, blocking Dryden�s face from her mind. There was only one thing left to try. It probably wouldn�t work, but at least it didn�t require her to fake anything. �I can�t give you what you want. I won�t. But if you really want to win back a little of the respect I had for you once, you can tell me where that woman is.�
He stared at her for what felt like forever. When he finally spoke, his voice hissed barely above a whisper.
�Respect? Oh, I�ll have your respect.�
A chill seized her, colder than anything she�d ever known. She opened her eyes.
Dryden�s cruel face loomed inches from her own. He stood, free of his bindings, the light reflecting off a blade in one fist. �You will call me Daddy. And you�ll say it with love.�

Bobby
The moment Bobby opened the door and stepped into that empty office, he knew where Diana had gone. But the sting of her lying to him again was nothing compared to his uneasiness about her facing Dryden again� alone.
His debriefing and string of meetings after the shooting had taken a long time, plenty of time for Diana to have already made the drive up to the prison. So Bobby had jumped in the car and called the prison once he was on the road. He�d spent nearly the whole trip on hold, but just after he passed the turn off to Lake Loyal, Corrections Officer Seides finally picked up the line.
�Vaughan, right? Sure. She�s here. Are you saying you didn�t know about this?�
�That�s exactly what I�m saying. And she doesn�t have police clearance to talk to Dryden.�
�Are you sure about that?�
�I�m sure.�
�Huh.�
Bobby wasn�t sure what kind of answer huh was. �So we�re on the same page, right? Don�t let her in.�
�I wish you�d called a little earlier.�
A hollow feeling opened up in Bobby�s gut. �Get her out of there.�
�She�s fine. They�re just talking.�
�Get her out of there.�
�I�m afraid I don�t know what the harm is. He�s in prison, for cripe�s sake. It�s not like he can hurt her. And she said he could help find the governor�s daughter or whatever. Now if there�s nothing else, I have a job to do.�
Bobby turned into the drive leading to the prison and cut off the call. If Seides wouldn�t get Diana out of there, he�d do it himself. She would be angry. She�d probably accuse him of controlling her. But she�d just have to get over it or leave him all over again.
At least she�d be safe.

Diana
This couldn�t be happening.
Diana stared at Dryden. The nylon binders that had secured his hands lay on the floor. Cut. She couldn�t make sense of it. Any of it.
He reached a hand toward her and grabbed a fistful of hair. Pulling her face toward his, he smiled. The strong scent of mint carried on his breath. �I have some things to do, then we�ll talk like a father and daughter should.�
Diana looked to the camera. Where was Officer Seides? Wasn�t he watching? Didn�t he see?
�No one�s coming for you. That guard who brought you in here? He�s on a paid vacation.�
Seides? Paid to turn his back?
Her mind stuttered. She was on her own with Dryden. She really was on her own.
Dryden released her hair. He brought the knife toward her throat.
She focused on the ice-blue gleam of his eyes, waiting for the blade�s sting. Waiting for death.
He grabbed the front of her T-shirt and brought the knife down, slicing the length of the shirt in one swipe. He spun her around and wrenched her arms behind her, then tied the fabric tight.
Diana thrashed and kicked, but it made little difference. Once her arms were immobilized, he flung her to the ground and sat on her legs. Then a few more swipes with the knife, and he turned Diana�s jeans into bindings as well, securing her ankles. Then he stood above her, looking down.
�Help me! Please! Somebody!�
�None of that.� Dryden drilled his foot into Diana�s side.
Breath exploded from her lungs. She gasped, trying to breathe, desperate to breathe.
Turning away from her, he grabbed the movable chairs. He jammed one under the handle of each door then moved to the camera with the third, raising it over his head. He brought one of the chair legs hard against the device. The lens shattered. The camera ripped from the bracket holding it and swung from its electrical cord.
Dryden set the chair on the table. Using the immovable chair that he�d been shackled to as a stepping stool, he climbed to the tabletop and reached up to an air grate in the old ceiling.
Diana watched him, lungs aching, convulsing. Even if she could breathe, she was tied. Even if she could breathe, she couldn�t get away.
Dryden pried the grate free of the air vent. Climbing down from the table, he twined his fingers in Diana�s hair. He lifted her to her feet.
She twisted and thrashed against him. Her scalp felt like fire.
�I told them I wanted to be transferred to a nicer facility. They should have listened. They should have done what I asked. But this place definitely has its advantages. At least the part that hasn�t been renovated yet. Let me show you.� He stepped up on the table, then lifted her by an arm.
�No. You don�t have to do this. We can talk here. I�ll do what you say.�
�I know you will. But I like my privacy. This is family business.� He positioned the chair on the tabletop directly under the open vent. He climbed onto the seat.
She wasn�t going to let him take her out of here. She wasn�t going to let him haul her who-knew-where. She twisted in his arms, lowered a shoulder and plowed into him, trying to knock him off the chair.
His arms encircled her. �You can�t fight me. I�m your father. I�m your god.�
She pushed a scream from her throat and thrashed against him.
A snarl twisted his thin lips. He drew back and plowed his fist into her face.
Her head snapped back. Her ears rang. Blood filled her mouth. He hit her again, and then she could feel him lifting her like she was nothing, stuffing her into the vent.
The crack and pop of the metal duct echoed around her. Her head throbbed. She fought to clear her mind, tugging herself to the surface of darkness only to slip back under. Then he was pushing her. Dropping her.
She slammed against a hard floor. Dust filled her mouth. She sputtered and coughed.
�Not very nice, but we�re alone.� His voice taunted in her ear. �Just daddy and little girl. Quality time. That�s the important thing.�
She wanted to spit in his face, to tell him to go to hell. All she could manage was a groan.
His hand smacked against her cheek. �Time to wake up, sweetheart.�
She opened her eyes, lids at half-mast.
His face hovered inches from hers. His ice-blue gaze drilled into her, through her.
Her body shook uncontrollably, trembling from the inside out. This was worse than the dark cabin, worse than running through the woods at night. But damn it�
She ground her teeth together. She couldn�t give in. Not to Dryden. Not to panic.
Not this time.
She forced her eyes wider and tried to see where he�d taken her.
Artificial light slanted in from a transom window high overhead. Dust stirred thick in the air, making the light look dense, solid. Through the swirl, murky shapes hulked in the darkness. Unused furniture? Construction equipment? She couldn�t tell. Wherever Dryden had taken her, the space hadn�t been used in a long time.
�After all the stories I read to you, I think you should tell me a story this time. Wouldn�t that be nice?�
�A story?�
�You keep asking me questions about this copycat, but you knew him better than anyone did, didn�t you, Diana?�
Louis. Nausea swirled in her stomach and pushed at the back of her throat. She had known him best. Or she thought she had. Now just the idea of him made her want to vomit.
Or maybe she had a concussion.
�The papers wrote about him, but they left out a lot. I�ll bet you can tell me more.�
�I can�t tell you anything.�
�I don�t believe that. Didn�t Vaughan let you see the crime scene photos? Didn�t he give you a peek of the autopsy reports?�
Diana started to shake her head, but the pain stopped her short. �No.�
�I know you saw the last one. You found her spread across your bed.�
She didn�t have to dig very deeply into her memories to recall the shock of discovering Nadine�s mutilated body. �You told him to do that.�
�Of course. It was for your own good. Sometimes a father has to discipline his daughter. No matter how much it hurts.�
Just as she had thought. But that wasn�t all. �And you wanted me to tell you about it.�
His teeth glinted white through the dust. �I hoped.�
She shuddered.
�How did he kill her, Diana? Tell me. Was she naked? Did he cut off her clothes with a knife?� He looked down at her bra. A smile snaked over his lips.
The gleam in his eyes made her want to retch. But she held on, forcing herself to meet those eyes, no matter how much she wanted to look away.
If not for her lacy slip of a bra, she would be half naked in front of him. Those dead eyes looking at her.
Her own father.
Humiliation clogged her throat, mixing with the dust and blood.
Nikki had been right about her Eddie. Not surprising, exactly. But if she was right about his twistedness, even where his daughter was concerned, maybe she was right about the rest.
That Diana could use it against him.
She swallowed a mouthful of dust. Despite what Dryden thought, Diana hadn�t been privy to the police investigation. She didn�t know the specifics of Nadine�s murder. But she had spent hours going over accounts of the crimes Dryden had committed himself. And a narcissist like him might find those intricacies more titillating than the work of another killer.
And maybe she could convince him to share facts she wanted to know. Like the whereabouts of Cerise Copeland.
Diana probably wouldn�t get out of the prison alive. But if she did, and she could help return the woman to her baby�
She had to try. �Louis, he� her clothes were there.�
�And?�
�And he cut them off?�
�Yes. He cut them off with a knife.�

Bobby
He dashed into the prison and checked through security. This time he didn�t even have a gun to lock into one of the gun safes provided for police officers. He�d had to surrender it to ballistics until the i�s could be dotted and t�s crossed in the investigation of Ingersoll�s death.
Not that he could have taken it into the prison anyway. The risk of an inmate taking it away from him was too great.
Either way, he�d have to face whatever situation he found unarmed.
When he and two guards reached the interview room, Seides stood in the doorway. He looked to Bobby, desperation in his eyes. �Detective, I didn�t know. I��
Bobby breezed past him. The room was empty.
Acid slammed into his gut with the force of a hard fist. He scanned the smashed camera, the chair on the tabletop. The open air duct. His throat constricted. �Where does that duct lead?�
Seides stared at Bobby as if he suddenly didn�t speak English.
Another guard pushed past Seides. �It runs through the whole wing. But half of this wing is being remodeled. It�s sealed off from the rest of the building. We�ll have to go through the construction entrance to access it.�
Bobby crossed the floor to the table. �Then go. I�ll go this way. And remember, he has a hostage.�
Bobby bounded onto the table, trying not to think what Dryden might be doing to her or how frightened she must be. Using the chair as a step stool, he hoisted himself into the vent. The space was cramped and dark. The metal creaked under his weight. He slid along on his belly, his pulse thumping so hard in his ears, he was sure Dryden could hear it echoing through the ductwork.
Bobby crawled until the air duct split into a T. Holding his breath, he listened for something, anything that would tell him which direction Dryden had gone.
A low, male voice rumbled through the vent.
Bobby turned in the direction of the sound.
The voice grew louder, one moment threatening, the next hushed.
A faint light glowed ahead. A spot where the vent opened into another room.
Bobby slowed down his movement. Reaching the vent, he peered down through the open hole and into a murky room.
Diana lay on the floor below in her bra and jeans, her exposed skin white against dark gray concrete. Her arms were pinned behind her back, probably tied. Her own jeans seemed to be binding her ankles.
Bobby gripped the sharp edge of the vent. The metal bit into his fingers, but he didn�t care. He didn�t care about anything but getting his hands on Dryden and pounding the bastard�s head into the ground until he was dead.
Diana looked up. Her gaze met Bobby�s.
He nodded to her, trying to reassure her, trying to let her know everything would be okay.
That he would make it okay.
Her eyebrows lowered. Her lips curled inward. She stared at him, not with relief, but with anger. As if she was warning him away. As if she wanted Dryden with her, wanted what he was doing to her. As if Bobby was the problem.
What in the hell?
Dryden crouched over her, shoving his face close to hers. �Tell me more, sweetheart.�
Bobby�s head pounded. What was going on? Why had Diana looked at him like that? She couldn�t hate him for trying to save her. That would be stupid. More than stupid. If he didn�t save her from Dryden, she�d die.
�Daddy wants to know more.�
�Um....�
�Yes?�
�She was naked.�
�Of course, she was. You just said he cut off her clothing.�
�Yes, yes, of course. You could see� She had this cut down her middle.�
�Like here?� Dryden used the flat side of the knife to trace a line from Diana�s throat, down between her breasts, to the waistband of her jeans.
Bobby tensed. Dryden wasn�t yet under him. If he jumped, he�d land to the side of the killer. Dryden could still use that knife on Diana. He could kill her before Bobby had time to take him out.
He had to wait until Dryden moved under the vent.
�Yes.�
�But we�re getting ahead of ourselves, aren�t we?�
�Uh, I don�t know.�
�Then take it from Daddy. Yes, we are.�
�I�m sorry.�
�What did he do before he cut her?�
�Uh, he cut off her clothes.�
�Yes, we went through that.� Dryden slipped the knife blade under one of the shoulder straps of Diana�s bra. With a sharp pull upward, he sliced it clean. �Did he do it like this?�
�Um, I don�t know. I guess.� Diana�s voice trembled, as if she was barely holding it together.
�And maybe he did this?� Dryden sliced the other strap.
Bobby�s ears pounded. He had to jump. He couldn�t take the chance that Dryden�s frustration with Diana would grow. He couldn�t risk the son of a bitch cutting her.
�He let her loose. He hunted her.�
�Well that�s interesting. I�m glad you remembered. Was it somewhere she could scream and scream and never be heard by anyone but him?� His voice sounded almost giddy, as if he was reliving his own sick hunts, hearing the panicked screams, soaking in his victim�s fear.
�I� I don�t know.�
Dryden�s gaze snapped back to Diana�s face. He traced the knife blade along the line of her collarbone. �Was it in a forest? Did he hunt her naked in a forest?�
�I don�t know. How can I tell you where he hunted her if I don�t know?�
Dryden trailed the knife down over the curve of each breast, the side of the blade rasping over lace. �I know where.�
�Then you tell me.�
Bobby�s gut seized. He knew what she was doing. He knew why she�d looked at him the way she had, why she�d warned him off.
Damn.
She wanted to save the governor�s daughter-in-law.
He gripped the vent�s edge harder, letting the steel cut him, feeling the blood hot and sticky on his skin. All he�d ever wanted was to keep Diana safe. All he�d ever wanted was for her to be happy, for both of them to be happy.
He stared down at her, running his gaze over her golden hair, her high cheekbones, her soft, beautiful face. He loved her with all his heart, all his soul, all himself.
The question was, did he have the guts to trust her?

Diana
Diana held her breath, waiting for Dryden�s knife to slice into her flesh, waiting for Bobby to jump down from above, waiting for... something.
Nothing happened.
She scooped in a breath, dust tickling deep in her throat. �You tell me. Unless you didn�t decide that part. Unless you really don�t know.�
�In time.� He moved the blade up to the hollow between her collarbones. �You remind me of old times. All the things I wrote to the copycat. All the things I told him to do. I need you to tell me if he did them the way he was supposed to. If he did everything right.�
�I�ll try.�
�Good.� He licked his lips. �So he hunted her in the woods?�
�I think so.�
�Not good enough.�
�Did he wound her with the rifle?�
Diana had no idea, but at this point, it really didn�t matter. �Yes.�
�After he hunted her, after he wounded her with the rifle, did he drag her by the hair? Did he tie her down?�
Just the things Dryden had done to her tonight.
She shuddered involuntarily. �Yes.�
�Did he run a blade between her breasts?� He traced the path down Diana�s body with the flat side of his blade. �Did he cut down the middle of her belly? Did he slice her all the way down?�
White noise rang in her ears, drowning out the sound of Dryden�s blade rasping against the denim of her jeans. �Stop. Please.�
�Did he, sweetheart?�
She tried to answer. She tried to breathe. �Yes.�
�Are you afraid I�ll do that to you?�
Her mind roared. She had to push away the panic. She had to hold on. She had to get him to tell her where Louis had hunted.
Before Bobby jumped him.
Before Dryden decided to make the cutting real.
Even if it meant opening her own private horrors to him.
�Yes. I�m afraid��
�Afraid of what?�
�That you�ll� That you�ll hunt me like the professor did.�
�The professor. What a loser. Sad. He could never be like me.�
�He brought me to the place you hunted those girls.�
�He was weak. No imagination.�
�But Louis, he hunted somewhere else.�
�So he did.� Dryden smiled, lips pulling back from straight, white teeth. �Your father is an amazing man, Diana. The greatest. Even from prison, I did whatever I wanted. Even from prison, I called the shots.�
�Where Louis hunted� I never knew. The police never knew.�
�Of course, they didn�t. They think small. They are small.�
�Louis must have come up with the perfect place. I think he might have been brilliant.�
�Smart enough to come to me for direction. Not brilliant.�
�I don�t know, he��
Dryden tangled a fist in her hair and pulled her head back. �I told him who to take, where to hunt, how to kill. Your father is brilliant.�
Diana let out the whimper pressing in her throat.
Dryden�s smile grew wider. �There are islands in Lake Superior where no one lives.�
The mint of his breath wafted against her face, turning her stomach. She swallowed hard. She had to hold on. She had to know.
He released her hair, then, standing up, he circled her, the knife�s blade glinting in one fist. �I�d like to take you there, Diana.�
�Where?�
�Just Daddy and his favorite little girl. A lighthouse all our own. That�s where I�d hunt you. But first��
He crouched on the other side of her and slipped the knife between the cups of her bra. Then he pulled the sharp edge upward, steel slicing through lace. He set the blade to the side and was about to spread the cups of her bra open when�
Dryden lurched forward. The knife skittered across the floor. And then Bobby was straddling his back. Gripping Dryden�s head in both hands, Bobby slammed the killer�s face against the concrete.
Once.
Twice.
Until Ed Dryden�s face was bloody and his body limp.
Bobby fastened Dryden�s hands behind his back, and then he was untying her, holding her, wrapping his suit coat around her shoulders.
�He could have killed you, Diana. My God, he could have killed you.� His tone was hard, balancing on the sharp edge of anger and fear.
She pressed her face into his shoulder. Tears misted her vision. �The Apostle Islands. Did you hear?�
�The islands with vacant lighthouses will be swarming with local sheriff�s deputies within the hour. We�ll find her. Thanks to you, we�ll find her.�
***
After being taken to the Lake Loyal police station, Diana fielded questions from police and prison officials far into the night. As the adrenaline faded, she became unbearably tired, and finally after what was hopefully the last interview, she leaned forward on the conference table and fell asleep.
She jolted awake at the sound of the door closing. And when she looked up, Bobby stood just inside the conference room. Diana scrambled out of her chair, raced around the table, and threw herself into his arms.
For a long time, they just held each other. The solid feel of him, the sound of his breath in her ear, the smell of his skin was all Diana needed.
�They found her, Diana.�
Diana pulled back and looked into his eyes. �She�s��
�Okay. Scared but okay. She�s on her way home now.�
�Thank God.�
�And thank you. You did it, Diana. You saved that woman. She never would have been found in time without you. She would have died in that lighthouse. But��
Diana frowned. �But?�
�If you ever do anything that crazy again��
She let out a laugh. It had been crazy. She still couldn�t quite wrap her mind around it. But she�d done what she had to, made the choices she�d had to make.
What she couldn�t figure out was why he�d made the choices he had. �How about you?�
�Me?�
�You didn�t jump Dryden. You waited. Why?�
The hard line of his jaw softened. He raised a hand to her face, tracing her cheekbone with one finger. �You seemed to have things under control.�
Tears stung her eyes, turning Bobby into a blur of color. �How did you know? Even I didn�t know that for sure.�
�I didn�t know either. Not for sure.� He brushed a strand of hair back from her cheek. �But that�s what having faith in someone is about, isn�t it?�
Her throat ached. Warmth radiated from the center of her chest. She�d waited a long time for him to have faith in her. But she�d waited even longer to have faith in herself. And it was something she wanted to hold onto. A confidence she never wanted to slip away.
�How about Dryden?� she asked.
�Unfortunately, he�s going to be okay too.�
�I have to admit, I'd hoped you killed him.�
Bobby let out a heavy sigh. �Killing one serial killer today is probably enough.�
�Yesterday.�
He checked his watch. �The sun is going to be up soon. At least we don�t have to go back to those taskforce offices in Madison.�
�I do.�
Bobby�s eyebrows pinched together, as if he didn�t follow.
Diana took a deep breath. �Are you done� you know, working with Perreth?�
�Should be. I�m on administrative leave until the shooting investigation is over.� Bobby studied her.
�Good. Because I�m going to file a complaint.�
�You sure?� Bobby ran his hands down her arms. �It�s your decision.�
For the second time since he�d walked in the room, Diana�s eyes misted over. �Yeah. It is. And if he did the same thing to other women and I didn�t say anything, I just couldn�t live with that.�
Bobby raised a hand to her face and gently wiped away an escaped tear. �You don�t have to worry about needing me, Diana. You don�t. You can deal with life just fine on your own.�
Yes, she could. For the first time in her life, she knew it. �I might not need you anymore, Bobby, not like I used to. But I want you. I want to be with you. I want to share my life with you. You make me happy. And I want to be happy.�
A smile touched his lips. A smile that bubbled through her blood and made her want to dance.
�I love you, Diana. I always have.� He brought his mouth to hers, his kiss full of need and want and love. And when the kiss ended, she looked into his eyes and found a reflection of the strength she�d dreamed of. And she knew deep in her heart it was coming from her and no one could take it away.
�I love you, too, Bobby. And I always will.�

Curt Tillman
A month later�
Curt stood in the shadow of the park shelter and watched the wedding party assembled on the north shore of Lake Mendota.
A month had passed since he�d met his sister, since he�d read in the newspaper about how she and that cop had brought down the Copycat Killer and saved the governor�s daughter-in-law. A month since he�d learned about his father.
Dryden was scheduled to be transferred back to the Supermax or whatever the hell they called the place now. Fine with Curt. He didn�t want to think about the bastard. He sure as hell didn�t want to know him.
On the beach, the couple exchanged rings. Wind caught the bride�s veil, the white cloud streaming out behind her, making her look more ethereal than an angel. Her groom held her hand, the smile on his face inspiring an empty ache in Curt�s chest.
It had been years since he�d held a woman�s soft hand. Years since he�d felt the kind of joy that produced that kind of idiotic grin. He wasn�t interested in women. Not even when he�d first been paroled. What was the point? None of them were Melanie. And any other woman just made the ache inside him burrow in deeper.
He turned away from his sisters, the bride with her groom, the other twin clutching hands with a man obviously crazy for her, too. He�d never know them. He could only watch them from afar. Just as he watched Melanie in the mornings when she walked from the parking ramp to her office building.
Watch and remember all he�d thrown away.
Some people said violence ran in the blood. That it was passed through genes from one generation to the next. Maybe that was true. He wasn�t smart enough to know. His sisters hadn�t inherited it. Maybe it was only passed on from father to son. And if that was the case, the violence in his family would have to come to an end with him.
The son of Ed Dryden.

***
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