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PROLOGUE 

 

 

Los Angeles, November 2016 

My name is Reece Daniels and I used to be a detective 

with the LAPD. You know, even though I’d been a cop 

for a lot of years, the things people could do to each 

other still astounded me. And I didn’t like how it made 

me feel. I’d become jaded working homicide and had 

been looking for something to make what I did seem 

worthwhile. The bad guys were getting badder and there 

didn’t seem to be any hope of that changing any time 

soon. And, more times than not, they got away with it, 

either because there wasn’t enough evidence to convict 

or on a legal technicality that allowed them to get off 

scot-free. Criminals had rights. What the hell! I hated 

apprehending the bad guy just to watch him walk. 

It was around that time I met Andre. Andre 

Delacroix. He was a doctor working in the children’s 

wing at Cedars Sinai Medical Center and I was on a 

difficult case with nothing to go on: the murder of one of 
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their nurses. I needed answers. And as she’d worked 

with the doctor I was eager to talk to him. 

We became fast friends, and over time best friends. 

More like brothers, really. I’d grown up an only child, so 

it was good to have someone to connect with in that 

way. We had a lot in common on a personal level. He 

became my sounding board, my confidante, and I 

thought I was his too. But there was something he was 

keeping from me, a huge secret, and I would never have 

believed it if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes. I was 

the kind of man who trusted my gut and believed that if I 

could see it, touch it, taste it, smell it and hear it then it 

was real. Did I have a lot to learn? 

Ten years went by before Andre opened my eyes to 

the things out there that I had no idea about. Sometimes I 

wonder what took him so long and then I remember his 

secret and why he couldn’t tell me. But before then I was 

flying blind. I was chasing perpetrators I would never 

catch. Today I’m taking down the bad guys one at a 

time. But they’re not your ordinary, everyday criminals, 

there’s far more to it than that. So let’s go back to where 

it all began… 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

 

 

Los Angeles, July 2004 

I was on my way to another crime scene, the flashing 

blue light suctioned to the hood of my 1966 midnight 

blue Mustang convertible screaming shrilly as I hurtled 

along the one ten freeway heading south. I’d been 

investigating another case when the call came through. 

Dave Colson, my partner, was already at the location and 

had contacted me to tell me where to meet him. The 

body had been discovered in an alley downtown by a 

homeless guy rummaging through the dumpster for food 

scraps. 

I screeched the car to a halt outside the entrance to 

the alleyway, flung the door open and climbed out of the 

vehicle, slapping a police parking permit on the 

windshield before threading my way through journalists, 

uniforms, and curious onlookers, and heading down to 

the scene. “What have we got, Dave?” 

Dave spun on his heel. “Hey, Reece, didn’t expect 
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you to get here so fast. What’d you do? Fly?” He gave 

me one of his cheesy grins. 

“Pretty much. So what’s the situation?” I folded my 

arms, my body tense, my gut tight. 

“Female. Early to mid-twenties. Caucasian.” 

My eyes moved to the coroner’s guys disinterring the 

body from the large, blue metal receptacle standing 

beside the backdoor of a burger place reeking of burnt 

cooking oil and fried onions. “What else?” My gaze 

returned to my partner. 

Dave’s Adam’s apple bobbed above the neckline of 

his T-shirt. “Her throat’s been ripped out.” 

“What?!” I pushed past him and stalked across the 

alley to the dumpster. “Hey, Jim, what can you tell me 

about the victim and the injuries sustained?” 

He turned around. “Hi, Reece. I’d say she’s been 

dead around twelve hours, give or take. I’ll be able to 

calculate a more precise time once I examine her. 

And…” 

“What about her throat being torn out?” I stood with 

my hands on my hips. 

Jim walked over to the gurney and lifted the flap on 

the black body bag.  

I followed. “Jesus!” My stomach rolled and bile 
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rushed up my throat. I raised my hand to my mouth and 

coughed. 

“Yeah, and to answer your question, I can’t explain 

that yet. Like I said, I’ll let you know as soon as I do a 

thorough exam back at the lab.” Jim frowned as the guys 

loaded the body into the van. “Off the record.” He turned 

his gaze back to me. “It looks like something an animal, 

like a bear or wolf or something big would do. If a 

person did that…” he said, shaking his head, “hell, then I 

don’t know.” 

I rested my hand on his shoulder. “Are you okay?” 

He gave a heavy sigh. “Not really, no. I think I need a 

new line of work. Seeing young people killed, especially 

like that, is getting too much.” 

“Hang in there. You’re the only one I trust to do a 

thorough job. We need to catch this sonofabitch soon.” 

Jim nodded. “Yeah, you do.” He removed the cream 

colored latex gloves from his hand, balled them up and 

dropped them into his kit then lifted it off the ground. 

“I’ll be in touch as soon as I have something.” 

“Thanks, Jim. Appreciate it.” 

Dave gave the coroner a nod as he passed then joined 

me in front of the dumpster. “What do you think? 

Gruesome, huh?” 
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“Yeah, you could definitely say that. I have no idea at 

this point. Let’s find out who she was, who she knew 

and where she’d been prior to her death.” 

“Got it.” Dave headed back along the alley toward 

the street. 

“And, Dave…” 

He stopped and glanced over his shoulder at me. 

“Yeah?” 

“ASAP. We need to get some kind of lead on 

whoever did this and find them before they do it again.” 

“You bet.” 

The white coroner’s van eased past me and my gaze 

locked onto it. Who would rip out a young woman’s 

throat? What had she done to justify someone doing 

something like that to her? Nothing! 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO 

 

 

My boss was in his office on the phone when I knocked 

and he waved me in. This new investigation had him on 

edge. His ulcer had flared up and he was chewing 

antacid tablets like candy. Too many young people were 

dying in LA and he wanted to put a stop to it. He 

finished the heated call, slammed the receiver down and 

heaved a huge sigh. “That was the DA. He’s already on 

my back about this new murder. Have you got anything 

yet?” 

I slumped into the chair in front of his desk, crossed 

one leg over the other and clasped my hands across my 

stomach. “Nothing yet. I’m waiting on Jim’s findings. 

Hopefully we’ll have a name by then too.” 

“There are too many young people being picked off 

in one way or another, either by drugs, accidents or 

murder. What’s wrong with this city?” 

“People are not as compassionate as they used to be, 

Chief.” 

His eyes locked onto me. “Well it’s a hell of a way to 

live, isn’t it?” 
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I shrugged. “Unfortunately, yes, but that’s how it is.” 

Dave appeared at the open doorway. “Hey, Chief. We 

just got a name on the victim.  Chelsea Murdoch, twenty 

two years of age, lives… lived here in LA and worked at 

Cedars Sinai Medical Center.” 

“Have you got an address for the parents?” I was on 

my feet. 

Dave sifted through the papers in his hand. “Uh, 

yeah, why?” 

“We’ll go together.” 

“Keep me up to speed, Reece,” the chief said. “And 

be gentle with the family.” 

I frowned over my shoulder at him. “I know how to 

handle it.” 

He gave me a skeptical smile and waved us out of his 

office. 

“I handle this kind of thing ok, right?” I gave Dave a 

disgruntled frown. 

Dave didn’t answer. 

I stopped and grabbed his arm. “Wait. What are you 

saying?” 

“I didn’t say anything.” 

“That’s what I mean. Do you think I have no 

empathy for people at a time like this?” 

Dave sighed. “It’s not that. It’s just… well, you want 
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answers. And rightly so. It’s the only way we’re gonna 

solve any case. But when a parent’s just found out their 

child is… you know, maybe it isn’t such a good idea to 

berate them with questions.” 

“Berate them?” 

“Maybe not berate so much, inundate them.” 

I sighed and continued toward the workroom door. 

Good to know what your colleagues think of you. “I’ll 

wait in the car and you can go tell them their daughter’s 

dead.” 

“Reece?” 

I kept walking. I wasn’t in the mood. 

 

 
By the time we reached Glendale it was late afternoon. 

Dave pulled the car into the curb opposite the Murdoch 

house and turned off the engine. The twenty five minute 

drive had been relatively quiet because I was still 

brooding over what he’d said. He wasn’t just a work 

colleague he was also a friend and I couldn’t get my 

mind around the fact that he thought I had no tact. Why 

hadn’t he said something before now? 

Dave gave me an uncertain sideward glance and I 

caught it out of the corner of my eye. “Are you coming 

in?” he asked. 
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I ran my eyes over the white, single story home with 

terracotta tile roof, bay front window and well-kept yard. 

“I think I’ll sit this one out.” 

“Look, you asked for my opinion and now you’re not 

happy because I gave it.” He shrugged. 

“I thought you’d say I handled these kinds of 

situations well. I didn’t expect you to tell me I was 

unfeeling.” 

Dave huffed out a sigh. “That’s not what I said.” 

“Well you may as well have.” 

“Ok. Fine.” He swung open the door and stepped out 

of the car. “Sulk if you want. I have a job to do.” Dave 

stalked across the street. He hated having to do this kind 

of thing on his own. 

I watched him knock, show his badge to the mother 

and step inside. It would be the first time he’d have to be 

the bearer of bad news alone. 

When Dave emerged from the Murdoch home an 

hour later he looked disturbed. It was always a difficult 

task telling a mother her child was lying dead in the 

morgue. When he crossed the street, opened the driver’s 

door and climbed in his face was pale.  

“How’d it go?” 

“How do you think? The mother almost passed out 

on me. I had to quiet her down, make her a cup of tea 
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and sit with her. She wouldn’t let me call her husband. 

She said she’d be ok, that he’d be home any minute.” 

Right at that moment, a pale green Nissan sedan 

pulled into the drive. Before the driver had a chance to 

exit the vehicle, the front door of the house flew open 

and the woman ran to the car sobbing uncontrollably.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE 

 

 

Evan’s eyes snapped open and his chest heaved as he 

tried to suck a large mouthful of air into his lungs, but 

they wouldn’t expand. He opened his mouth wider and 

dragged a thin wisp down the back of his dry throat and 

coughed. He lay sprawled on his bed naked, the warm 

tendrils of early morning breeze wafting in through the 

open window caressed his heated skin, causing a trail of 

goosebumps to spread all over his body. His temperature 

was up. Maybe he was coming down with something. He 

stared up at the peeling white paint on the ceiling and 

frowned. This had been the second or third time he’d 

blacked out. It seemed that whenever there was a full 

moon he had no recollection of his movements or 

whereabouts and woke up totally drained of energy. 

He’d thought about seeing a doctor but decided 

against it in case they thought he was crazy and wanted 

to lock him up. He couldn’t stand being confined. That 

would send him around the bend. Evan eased his tall, 

muscular frame off the single mattress and stood up. He 
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felt like he’d run a marathon. Every muscle ached. He 

inhaled again and this time he was able to fill his lungs 

to maximum capacity, holding it for as long as he could 

to calm his nervous system, then letting it out in a noisy 

rush. It helped. He felt the tension drain from his body. 

Evan gazed around the room. What time is it? His 

eyes moved to the clock on his bedside table. The red 

digital display glowed 4:04 AM at him. He had to be at 

work by six so there wasn’t any point in trying to go 

back to sleep. He walked across to the small bathroom, 

flicked on the light and stepped inside. Gazing at his 

pallid reflection in the mirror, he ran his hand over his 

unshaven face and sighed. He didn’t look well. Maybe 

he was coming down with something. He could call in 

sick. Evan ran the idea around his brain for a moment 

before shrugging it off. What would be the point? He’d 

be cooped up in his tiny apartment with nothing to do if 

he stayed home. He hated having nothing to do. 

Turning on the shower, he took another look at his 

grim reflection then stepped under the spray of hot 

water. As the blood swirled down the drain he wondered 

who he had killed this time. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FOUR 

 

 

I got a call from Jim Peters around ten o’clock the next 

morning. The coroner had done a thorough examination 

of the young woman’s body and had sent several 

samples to forensics. The results had just come in and he 

wanted to share them with me. We had a great working 

relationship, but apart from that I liked him. He was a 

good guy. 

Clearing his throat, Jim said, “There were traces of 

saliva in the wound…” he hesitated before continuing, 

“but it doesn’t appear to be human or animal.”  

“What do you mean? It has to be one or the other.” I 

swiveled around in my office chair, jerked out of the seat 

and walked over to the window. 

“I hear what you’re saying, but it’s something else.” 

“How is that possible? Someone must’ve fucked up. 

The sample had to have been contaminated.” 

“I had the pathologist run a couple of different 

samples three times and each time they came back with 
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the exact same result. Not human, not animal.” 

I sighed into the mouthpiece. “Ok, what then?” 

“How the hell should I know? I’ve never seen 

anything like it before.” Jim’s voice was strained and 

thin. 

“Not human, not animal. Then what the hell is it?” 

“I don’t have an answer for you, Reece. But the 

substance is saliva it has the same properties just not...” 

“Human.” I inhaled a deep breath and ran my hand 

over my stubbled chin. “You need to run a new sample, 

Jim. We have to find this sonofabitch before he kills 

someone else.” 

Jim gave a heavy sigh. “Ok. But I’m telling you, you 

won’t get any human DNA from it.” I heard the click on 

the other end of the line. 

I walked over to my desk, dropped the handset onto 

the base, then turned around and paced. How can the 

saliva not be human or animal? It doesn’t make sense. 

The sample had to be compromised somehow. That’s the 

only logical explanation. 

Dave wandered through the workroom and came 

over. “What’s up?” 

“That was Jim on the phone. He said there was saliva 

in the wound…” 
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“Well that’s good news. Now we can run the DNA 

sample through the database and see if it matches any 

offenders.” 

My left eyebrow shot up and I gave him a serious 

glare. “Yeah, we could, if it was human.” 

Dave’s expression went blank and he blinked at me. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Jim said the saliva’s not human or animal.” 

“What? But that’s not possible.” Dave wheeled the 

chair out from under the empty desk behind him and sat 

down. 

“That’s what I told him. I asked him to run a new 

sample. He said they already ran different samples three 

times and came up with the same result. 

“It has to be one or the other.” 

“I told him that too. He said they didn’t know what it 

was but it had all the properties of saliva.” 

Dave folded his arms. “Then how are we supposed to 

find who did this if we don’t have anything to go on?” 

I mirrored his movements. “Your guess is as good as 

mine.” 

“Someone had to have screwed up. There’s no other 

explanation.” 

“I agree with you.” 
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None of it made any sense.  How could the sample 

not be human? Something unnerving slithered in my gut 

and I didn’t like the feeling. Who were we chasing? 
 

 

Later in the afternoon, I decided to take a drive over to 

the coroner’s office to talk to Jim in person. Maybe by 

the time I got there he’d have some good news for me. 

Was that wishful thinking? I turned into the parking lot 

and pulled into a space a couple of cars away from the 

front entrance. Jim was out front waiting for me. 

 “Any word?” I said, extending my hand as I came 

toward him. 

He shook it. “Not yet. Maybe you’re right. Maybe the 

samples were compromised due to the environment 

inside the dumpster.” He shrugged. “That’s all I can 

think of.” 

“Can I take a look at her?” I pointed to the double 

glass doors behind him. 

Jim’s eyebrows shot up. “You want to take a look at 

her?” 

I nodded. “Yeah. I want to get a closer look at the 

wound.” 

“Ok.” He opened the door and we entered the 
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building. The lab always reminded me of a hospital 

operating room: Sterile, stark, the astringent smell of 

disinfectant and death prodding at my nostrils. It wasn’t 

a place I wanted to be but I didn’t have a choice. I 

needed to know what we were up against. 

Jim disappeared into another room and wheeled the 

covered body out to where I was standing. “You’re sure 

you want to do this?” he asked, giving me a concerned 

frown. 

I nodded. “I’m sure.” I swallowed hard as he pulled 

back the cover. In the brutal attack, Chelsea’s head had 

almost been severed from her body. It had to have been 

some kind of animal. But, then, who dumped the body 

and why? I leaned in for a closer look. 

Jim snapped on a pair of cream colored latex gloves 

and stood on the other side of the trolley. “You see 

here.” He pointed to the mangled edges of skin hanging 

by a thread to the young woman’s jaw. 

I leaned closer still. “Yeah, what about it?” 

“The jugular was the target. Whoever did this chewed 

their way across her throat to get to the main artery. 

They wanted blood and lots of it. She would have bled 

out in minutes.” 

I grimaced. “Jesus!” 
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“Yeah.” 

“What are those?” I pointed to a couple of large holes 

just below the wound. 

“I think they’re teeth… well, canine incisor marks. It 

appears that whoever did this tortured her. Those holes 

are deep and it looks as though the teeth went in and 

came out several times.” He pointed to the jagged edges. 

“See here? The wounds have been stretched. That was 

done before her death.” 

I stared into his eyes trying to comprehend what this 

young woman must have gone through before she died. 

“Horrifying.” 

Jim nodded. “Yeah. She was completely 

exsanguinated once they got to the vein.” 

I watch him cover the body with a pained expression 

on his face. “What do you think did this?” I asked. 

“It looks like an animal attack to me. A human 

couldn’t do that much damage with their teeth. But the 

findings say otherwise. Not human, not animal.” He 

shook his head. “I don’t know, Reece. I just don’t 

know.” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FIVE 

 

 

The following morning, Dave and I drove to the medical 

center to question everyone who had worked with 

Chelsea Murdoch and knew her socially. We needed to 

get an idea about the kind of person she was and who 

she knew. As it turned out, she had worked in several 

different departments: Outpatients, emergency, 

maternity, the general wards and pediatrics. After 

splitting up to cover more ground, Dave headed to the 

ER while I took the elevator to the pediatric wing. 

I’d been told to speak to a Dr. Andre Delacroix so 

that’s who I asked for when I arrived at the reception 

desk. I had to sit in the waiting area while they located 

him and it was twenty minutes later when he appeared in 

the doorway. 

“Detective Daniels?” he asked, crossing the room and 

extending his hand. 

“Yes.” He had a firm but friendly handshake. “I’m 

here in relation to the murder of Chelsea Murdoch. You 
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knew her, right?” 

“Only professionally.” He took a seat beside me. “I 

can’t believe someone killed her. How terrible.”  

I pulled the notebook from the top pocket of my 

jacket, flipped open the black cover and skimmed 

through several pages of previous notes. “What can you 

tell me about her?” 

“Not much, really. We worked together here in the 

ward a couple of times. She seemed nice. Always ready 

and willing to help and she was great with the kids.” 

“When was the last time you worked together?” 

“Two weeks ago. She was rostered to the ER after 

that.” 

“Is that standard procedure? Moving people around 

so much?” 

“Yes, nursing staff are rostered to where they’re most 

needed.” 

“Did you notice anyone talking to her that she 

seemed uncomfortable with or possibly afraid of?” 

He thought for a moment. “Why? Do you think 

someone here might have done it?” 

“I’m sorry, but I can’t discuss the case with you.” 

“I understand.” 

“Do you know if she had a boyfriend?” 
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“The topic never came up. Perhaps you should ask 

her nursing friends. They might know.” 

“My partner is doing that as we speak. How long 

have you worked at the hospital?” 

“I’ve been here for a few years now. I did my 

internship here.” 

“And you like it?” 

“Yes, I do. I love being able to help people. It’s a 

good feeling.” He gave me a curious frown and studied 

me for a moment before speaking again. “Am I a 

suspect, Detective?” 

Everyone was a suspect until we ruled them out but I 

wasn’t about to tell him that. “I’m trying to gain a better 

understanding of the people who worked with Chelsea, 

that’s all.” 

His left eyebrow arched. “Ok.” 

“Can I ask where you were between 9:00 PM and 

midnight Wednesday evening?” 

The doctor shifted in his seat and frowned into my 

eyes. “So I am a suspect.” 

“Like I said, we’re just covering all our bases and 

ruling people out.” I gave him a thin smile. “Minimizes 

the suspect list which means less work for me and my 

team.” I don’t think he believed me. I had a gut instinct 
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Dr. Andre Delacroix had nothing to do with the young 

woman’s death but there was something about him I 

couldn’t put my finger on. I still couldn’t rule him out 

until I checked his alibi though. 

“I was home in bed. Alone. I’d pulled a double shift.” 

“Can anyone verify that?” 

He gave me a concerned frown. “Chief of staff. The 

staff working with me. You can also check the roster, if 

you like.” 

“Look, I’m not singling you out. We ask everyone 

the same questions so don’t be concerned by it.” 

“I get the feeling you think I know more than I’m 

telling.” 

I shot him a questioning stare. “Do you?” 

“Chelsea and I worked together a couple of times, as 

I’ve said, but that’s all. She didn’t confide in me about 

anything and our brief conversations were usually basic 

stuff.” 

“Do you drive a car, Dr. Delacroix?” 

He shook his head. “Motorcycle. Easy on the gas.” 

He gave me a thin smile. “Is there anything I can do to 

help you find who did this?” 

I handed him my card. “Keep an eye out for anyone 

who doesn’t seem upset by what’s happened, especially 
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any men Chelsea may have talked to regularly. It’s often 

someone who knew the victim that perpetrated the 

crime.” 

“I will definitely do that. I’d like to be able to do 

more.” 

“Keeping an eye out will help.” I stood up, so did he. 

“Thanks for speaking to me. I appreciate it.” 

“Did I have a choice?” He smiled. 

“Not really, no.” I smiled. “Thanks again for your 

time. If you think of anything or see anything give me a 

call.” 

He nodded. “I will.” 

As I headed to the elevator I glanced over my 

shoulder. The doctor was standing in the corridor 

watching me. I had a feeling we’d be seeing each other 

again. Something was on his mind and I think he’ll want 

to tell me sooner rather than later. 

Dave and I met in the main lobby after questioning 

everyone we could, then headed to the hospital’s Plaza 

café to grab a coffee and discuss what we’d discovered. 

He said a couple of the nurses told him that one of the 

janitors had been interested in Chelsea but she wasn’t 

interested in him. They told Dave that she’d spotted 

someone standing across the street from her apartment 
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one night and it freaked her out. Had the janitor been 

stalking her? 

The center’s chief of staff, Peter Collins, told me that 

Jon Crane had worked at Cedars Sinai for just over a 

year and had an exemplary employee record. He was 

punctual, performed his job adequately, and maintained 

a good working relationship with members of staff. As 

far as he was aware, Jon didn’t have any friends at the 

hospital. He tended to keep to himself. 

I figured he was the perfect candidate for the crime: a 

loner with no friends, who was quiet and subservient. I 

needed to talk to this guy… and fast. After the glowing 

recommendation, it turned out Jon hadn’t shown up for 

work today. My gut was screaming he was our killer. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SIX 

 

 

Evan saw the cops heading toward the front entrance and 

took a step backwards into the alcove behind him. Why 

are they at the hospital? Do they know what I’ve done? 

He didn’t even know. He’d seen the news about Chelsea. 

Had she been his latest victim? Why couldn’t he 

remember? Tears stung the backs of his eyes. How many 

others had there been? Two, three? He’d blacked out 

more than once over the past couple of months and 

woken up covered in someone else’s blood. What was 

wrong with him? 

He remained out of sight for a few more minutes then 

headed to his locker. He’d tell his supervisor he was sick 

and get the hell out of here before the police put two and 

two together and came back to arrest him. Lucky for him 

they didn’t know he’d talked to Chelsea. Evan slipped 

out of a side entrance and headed to the parking garage. 

He’d be home in ten minutes. Then what? Maybe he did 

need to see a shrink. But what if he killed them too? 
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Sooner or later the police would piece it all together and 

come looking for him. 

And what about Jon? 

 

 

We headed to Jon Crane’s apartment from the 

hospital. Dave called the courthouse to request a 

warrant on route but was told the judge wouldn’t issue 

one without solid evidence to back it up. Him being 

absent from work wasn’t probable cause to gain 

access to his residence. Shit! If this guy even smelled 

us coming he’d be gone and we wouldn’t find him. 

The traffic light turned amber as I approached it so 

I switched on the siren, whipped through the 

intersection and stepped on the gas. I couldn’t let this 

monster get away. The fact that he hadn’t shown for 

work was enough incentive to get to his apartment 

ASAP. He could already be gone. Then what? We 

wait for another death? A wave of nausea rolled 

around my gut. 

I swung the Mustang around the corner and pulled 

into the curb about twenty feet from the front of his 

building. Dave and I were out of the car and at the 
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front steps in seconds. “Head around back and come 

up the fire escape,” I told him. “I’ll take the internal 

stairs. And be careful.” 

As I entered the lobby a woman carrying a 

youngster stepped out of the apartment a few feet 

from the entrance. She ran her eyes over me and kept 

moving. Good. I didn’t want to have to explain why I 

was here. I took the wooden stairs two at a time and 

hurried along the hallway to the second last door on 

the right. When I reached it I knocked without 

announcing myself. The element of surprise could be 

the advantage here. No answer. I leaned in to listen. 

Someone was inside. 

I raised my hand to knock again when the door 

swung open and Dave appeared in the doorway. 

“What are you doing inside his apartment?” I frowned 

at him as I stepped over the threshold. 

“The window’s open and no one’s here.” 

“That doesn’t give us unlimited access. Whatever 

we find would be inadmissible in court.” I marched 

along the short hallway and into the living room. Dave 

followed. 

“Ok, so we heard someone inside who needed 
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assistance so we gained access to make sure.” 

I gazed over my shoulder. “Like that hasn’t been 

used a million times before.” I stood with my hands 

on my hips, did a complete 360 degree turn and 

spotted something. “What’s that?” 

Dave and I walked across the room. 

Blood. 

Could it be Chelsea’s blood? We’d need to get a 

sample. 

“Dave.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Go down to my car and grab a couple of evidence 

bags from the trunk.” 

“You keep evidence bags in your trunk?” 

“Don’t be smartass, just go get them.” 

While he was gone I took a quick look around. 

When Dave came back I asked him to check the 

bathroom cabinet for some Q-tips so I could collect a 

sample. There was a fair amount of blood on the 

linoleum in the kitchen. Was this where Chelsea had 

been killed? 

After looking around without disturbing anything 

we were about to leave when someone came up the 
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fire escape. Both Dave and I swung around and drew 

our weapons. 

“Stop!” I yelled. 

Whoever was out there took off down the steps, the 

grated metal clanging beneath their fast-paced 

footsteps. 

Dave flew out the front door and headed to the 

emergency exit at the rear of the building in an 

attempt to cut the person off before they got away. I 

followed the intruder down the fire escape stairs. 

“Stop!” I yelled again. He kept running. 

By the time I jumped off the bottom rung of the 

ladder the guy was nowhere to be seen. I raced along 

the alley and almost collided with Dave rounding the 

corner of the apartment block. 

“Where’d he go?” he asked, panting. 

“I don’t know. He was gone before I hit the 

pavement.” 

“Dammit!” Dave rested his hands on his knees and 

leaned forward trying to catch his breath. “Do you… 

think it… was him?” 

“Could’ve been. Now he knows we’re on to him 

he’ll lay low.” I gazed up at the open window. “Let’s 
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get back up there and have thorough look around. If 

he killed Chelsea her purse and phone have to be in 

that apartment.” 

We headed to the front of the building, checking 

the street and the people in it as we went. No sign of 

the hooded perp. 

Once inside Jon Crane’s apartment, we checked 

cupboards, drawers, under the sofa cushions, in the 

trash. Nothing. We moved to his bedroom. If Chelsea 

had been in his apartment he made sure to get rid of 

any evidence. We were about to leave when Dave 

reminded me that we hadn’t checked the closet. 

Should have been the first place we looked. 

As he pulled the door back a body tumbled out.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SEVEN  

 

 

It turned out Jon Crane had been dead longer than 

Chelsea so my gut was way off with him being her 

killer. The way she’d died was still a mystery to all of 

us. Who tears out someone’s throat? From the 

information gleaned from staff who knew her, she was a 

nice young woman who had a lot of friends and no 

enemies. What about the stalker? If it wasn’t Jon Crane 

then who was it? 

That evening, I sat on my sofa with the file 

information spread out across the coffee table going over 

what we had so far, which was pretty much nothing. The 

blood in Jon’s apartment was his so we were back to 

square one. Where had Chelsea been killed? Her car was 

missing from the hospital parking garage and wasn’t at 

her residence, so she didn’t go home after her last shift. 

Where’d she go? Could someone have been waiting at 

the car and took her from there? 

Too many questions and not enough answers ran 
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around my brain. We had to find whoever killed her 

before they did it again. 

My cell phone buzzed and I snatched it off the table 

and flipped it open. “Detective Daniels speaking.” 

“Hey, it’s me,” Dave said, “We’ve found Chelsea’s 

car. You’ll wanna come take a look.” I wrote down the 

location and was on my feet and out the front door in 

seconds. This could be the break we needed. 

 

 

Andre knocked on the carved wooden door and 

waited. He knew Adrian was home because he’d been 

holed up in his writer’s cave over the past few weeks 

completing his latest novel. The external overhead 

light showered him in a warm amber glow and the 

door opened. “Good to see, Andre. Come in.” 

“Thanks.” He stepped into the downstairs entry 

hall then followed Adrian upstairs to the living room. 

The author had purchased Rudolf Valentino’s Falcon 

Lair a couple of years before for its old world charm, 

land mass and wonderful views. It was the perfect 

author’s retreat. 

“What’s on your mind?” Adrian motioned for 
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Andre to step into the living room ahead of him then 

followed him in. 

“You heard about the young woman who was 

found in the dumpster?” Andre took a seat in one of 

the armchairs opposite the buttoned, burgundy leather 

sofa. 

“Yes, why?” 

“I knew her. We worked together a couple of 

times.” 

Adrian sat in the armchair next to Andre. “I’m 

sorry to hear that. Are you all right?” 

“Not really. I’ve been questioned and I think the 

detective believed me, but…” 

“What if he finds out about you?” The older man 

leaned on the chair arm between them. 

“Yes.” 

“Your identity is well hidden, Andre, I don’t think 

it will be a problem. Because you can walk in the 

daylight it would be difficult for anyone to prove 

otherwise.” 

Andre gave him a serious stare. “I hope you’re 

right.” 

“There’s another reason you came by, isn’t there?” 
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“I think I have an idea of what killed her.” 

“Werewolf?” 

Andre’s eyebrows rose. “How’d you know?” 

“Her throat being torn out was an indication.” 

“But it could have been a ravenous vampire.” 

“That’s true, but I don’t believe so. Wasn’t there a 

full moon on the night she died? You have someone in 

mind, don’t you?” 

It always amazed Andre how Adrian could pick up 

on what he was thinking. Well, he was a vampire after 

all. 

“There’s a guy at the hospital who I’ve seen 

watching Chelsea. He has a dark soul and I sensed that 

he’s a relatively new werewolf. He’s confused and 

angry. He loses large chunks of time and doesn’t 

remember what he did during those hours.” 

“Why didn’t you tell the police?” 

“Oh, right. Excuse me, Detective Daniels, I have a 

theory that a guy working here at the hospital is a 

werewolf and that he’s the one who killed Chelsea 

Murdoch.” Andre gave Adrian an incredulous stare. 

“How well do you think that would go down? He 

might begin to think I did it.” 
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Adrian gave him a thin smile. “I meant why didn’t 

you tell the detective you’d seen the fellow watching 

her?” 

“Oh. I probably should have.” Andre got up off the 

sofa and paced. “What if he does it again?” 

“He’s bound to. After all, it’s in his nature. He’ll 

have no control over his actions when the next full 

moon appears.” 

Andre stopped and spun around. “Then we have to 

do something to stop him.” 

“What do you suggest?” 

“I don’t know.” Andre threw his hands up. “But we 

can’t let it happen again.” 

“Perhaps you should talk to the detective. At least 

give him the fellow’s name so he can be investigated.” 

Andre pulled the card Reece Daniels had given him 

out of his wallet and stared at the cell phone number. 

“I think you’re right.” 

 

 

As I turned onto Griffith Park Drive and headed to the 

old LA Zoo my gut tightened. Was this where Chelsea 

had been taken and murdered? Such a desolate location 
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to find yourself in during your final moments of life. She 

must have been terrified. I pulled off to the side and 

climbed out of my Mustang. Three police cruisers, a 

forensics van and a flatbed tow truck sat out front. Dave 

had been waiting for my arrival and came across to meet 

me. 

“Her yellow Volkswagen was hidden in the grounds. 

Some kids exploring the site found it and called it in.” 

“Was she killed here?” I needed to know. 

Dave glanced over his shoulder at the rundown zoo 

then looked at me. “I’d say so. There’s a lot of blood in 

and around her car.” 

“Jesus.” I inhaled a deep breath and blew it out. So 

my suspicions were correct. “Ok, let’s go in. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

 

 

My cell phone rang just as Dave and I reached the 

crime scene and I stopped to answer it. “Detective 

Daniels speaking.” It was Andre Delacroix. He said he 

needed to talk to me about something and could we 

meet. “I’m at a crime scene right now.” I glanced at 

my watch. It was already eight o’clock and I wasn’t 

sure how long the investigation would take. “How 

about I meet you around nine thirty at the Library Bar 

on West 6th Street? Does that suit you?” The doctor 

said he’d be there and I ended the call. 

The pale yellow paintwork on the Volkswagen Bug 

was smeared with bloody hand prints. I hoped one of 

those prints would yield a name to whoever did this. 

Dave and I snapped on a pair of surgical gloves, 

pulled a small flashlight from the pockets of our 

jackets and circled the vehicle. No footprints other 

than Chelsea’s. So how did the killer do the deed 
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without leaving any physical evidence behind? 

Dave moved around to the driver’s door and I 

leaned into the passenger side. Blood everywhere. The 

spray pattern on the ceiling of the car indicated that 

Chelsea had been attacked in her vehicle. 

One of the forensic guys came over to us. “Hey, 

Reece, Dave. Pretty bad, huh?” 

I stepped back out of the open door and 

straightened up. “Yeah. What did you find?” 

“Animal hair in the car.” 

Dave and I frowned at him. “Animal hair?” I gave 

him a questioning stare. 

“Yeah. Do you know if the victim had a pet with 

her?” 

“You think she had a dog in the car?” Dave circled 

the vehicle and stopped beside me. 

“Possibly.” He held up a plastic evidence bag. 

“Otherwise I don’t know how to explain this.” 

I snatched it from his hand and shone my flashlight 

on it, studying the long strands of gray fur inside. 

“We’ll check with the parents. But I wouldn’t have 

thought so seeing as she went missing after leaving 

the hospital. Anything else?” I handed the bag back. 
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“We managed to get a set of prints other than the 

victim’s but they’re not human.” 

There’s that phrase again. 

“How can they not be human?” 

“It looks like…” he thought for a moment, “a dog’s 

or wolf’s paw print. That’s why I asked if the victim 

had a pet. Although it would’ve had to have been a 

pretty big dog.” 

Dave and I gave each other a concerned look. 

“Where’d you find the print?” I asked. 

“On the dashboard.” 

“That makes no sense.” 

“I know it. But that’s where it was.” 

“And there were no others?” 

“Nope.” 

“Maybe the fur belongs to the paw print.” Dave’s 

eyes moved to the interior of the car. 

If that were true, what were we dealing with? 

 

 

I pulled into a parking spot opposite the bar, turned off 

the engine and sat for a moment. I’d driven here 

straight from the crime scene and I was beat. I glanced 
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out of the window and spotted Andre Delacroix waiting 

on the sidewalk outside the double glass and metal 

doors. I liked the Library Bar for its bookish décor, good 

food, and the beer. I sighed, pulled the keys from the 

ignition and climbed out of the Mustang. I was hoping 

this wouldn’t take long. 

As I crossed the street the doctor stepped up to me, 

hand extended. “Thanks for meeting me on such short 

notice. I know how busy you are.” 

“No problem. Let’s order a drink, find a seat and then 

we can discuss whatever it is you want to tell me. Ok? 

It’s been a long day.” 

“Sure.” He nodded and followed me inside. 

It was late, but funnily enough the doctor didn’t look 

tired at all. That something I couldn’t quite put my finger 

on prodded the back of mind. There was more to the 

good doctor than what was on the surface. That much I 

knew. 

We headed inside and pushed through the crowd to 

the gray marbled counter. I ordered a couple of beers and 

some of their garlic parmesan fries, then we headed to a 

buttoned faux, yellow leather sofa and took a seat in the 

corner next to the over stacked bookshelves. I could tell 

Andre was uncomfortable in the noisy surroundings so I 
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offered him some fries to help him focus on something 

else for a moment. He said thanks but he’d already 

eaten. That was ok. More for me. I hadn’t had anything 

since lunch. 

He settled back on the sofa. “Busy place.” 

“Yeah, the food’s good here though. So are the 

drinks.” 

“Mm.” His eyes roamed the room and the patrons. 

“What did you want to tell me, Andre. You don’t 

mind if I call you by your first name, do you? You can 

call me by mine if you like.” 

“Not at all… and thanks.” He folded his arms. “I… 

there’s a ward attendant that I wanted to tell you about. 

Evan.” 

I eyed him curiously. “Does he have a last name?” 

Andre cleared his throat. “Uh, yes, Evan Reed.” 

“What about Evan Reed?” I bit into a fry, the garlic 

parmesan tang accosting my taste buds. Yum, I loved 

these fries. 

“I noticed him watching Chelsea on more than one 

occasion.” 

“Can you elaborate?” I finished another fry. They 

were so good! Or I was extra hungry. 

“It was the way he was watching her. Like an animal 
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watching its prey.” He shook his head. “I know how that 

sounds, but that’s how it looked to me.” 

A shiver ran the length of my spine. After the 

forensic findings at Chelsea’s car location I was starting 

to think nightmares were real. “How so?” 

He sighed. “I can’t explain it exactly. I just had the 

feeling he was up to no good.” 

“Some of the nurses said Chelsea had seen someone 

outside her apartment. Do you think it could’ve been 

him?” 

“I wouldn’t doubt it. He always seemed to be where 

she was. It was like he was obsessed with her.” 

“Why didn’t you mention this to me when I spoke to 

you?” 

He shrugged. “To be honest, I don’t know. I should 

have.” 

“Was he at work today?” 

Andre shrugged. “It was my day off.” 

“I’m glad you told me. It sounds like he’s a definite 

suspect. I’ll get my partner to follow it up and see if he 

has a criminal record. And we’ll get him in for 

questioning.” 

“That’s good. If it’s not him I hope you find whoever 

did it soon.” 
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“Yeah, me too.” I took a swig of beer. I noticed the 

doctor hadn’t touched his. A change of topic might 

loosen him up a bit. “So what does a doctor do for 

recreation?” 

He gave me a sideward glance and huffed out a 

humorless laugh. “I don’t have a lot of time for 

recreation.” 

“Ok. But what do you do on your days off, like today 

for instance? 

“I catch up on sleep.”  

“Fair enough.” He wasn’t making the conversation 

easy. I gave it some thought for a moment. “Do you like 

sports?” 

“Yeah, baseball. I don’t mind watching it on TV 

when I can.” 

“Fan of the Dodgers?” 

“Isn’t everyone who lives here?” 

“Yeah, I guess so. We should go some time. Dodger 

Stadium is awesome. And I know someone who can get 

us good seats.” 

“You do?” He gave me a curious frown. “You want 

to go to a baseball game with me?” 

“Why not? Have you ever been to a game?” 

“No, I haven’t.”  
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I could see him turning it over in his mind. Maybe he 

thought I wanted to keep tabs on him, which I didn’t. I 

knew he had nothing to do with Chelsea Murdoch’s 

death. “Well, what do you say?” I finished off the last 

few fries and my beer. 

“Sure. Why not?” 

“Great. Call and let me know when you’re free and 

I’ll organize the tickets.” 

Andre smiled. “Ok, I will. Thanks. I’m looking 

forward to seeing a live game.” 

“Yeah, beats watching it on a screen.” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER NINE 

 

 

The next morning, around ten o’clock, Dave and I 

headed back to Cedars Sinai to interview Evan Reed. 

No criminal record. It appeared he was clean. Not 

even a parking ticket, which seemed unusual. Even 

the most honest person got a parking ticket every once 

in a while. As we entered the center, chief of staff, 

Peter Collins met us in the lobby and accompanied us 

upstairs. He said he’d requested Evan come up to his 

office at 10.15 and the orderly said he’d be there. 

Dave sat down on the two seat, black leather sofa by 

the door and I remained on my feet. 

When 10.15 came and went I started pacing, my 

gut as tight as a piano string. Had the guy done a 

runner or had he been held up? After a further ten 

minutes elapsed, Dave and I headed to the staff room, 

Peter Collins in tow. Evan Reed was nowhere to be 

found. No one knew where he was and they hadn’t 



M. A. Anderson                         49 

 

 

 

seen him leave. We headed for the parking garage, our 

next stop Evan’s apartment. 

The rundown building reminded me of a seventies 

motel, which it may have been at some stage. The 

mustard stucco, olive green paint and compass point 

design with the street number on it on the front façade 

was a dead giveaway. We climbed the two flights of 

stairs to the second floor, walked along the landing to 

the last apartment and knocked. No answer. Why was 

I not surprised? I pounded on the door. “Evan Reed 

this is the LAPD. Open up.” I pressed my ear to the 

door’s peeling olive paintwork. No movement inside. 

Either he was in there and staying low or he’d already 

taken off. 

Dave and I frowned at each other. “Now what?” he 

asked. 

I sighed. “We have to find him.” I reached for the 

door handle and twisted it. The door popped open.  

Dave’s eyes widened. “Well what do you know?” 

I eased the door back and stood at the threshold 

contemplating whether to enter the apartment or not. 

Anything we found here would be inadmissible in 

court and if this was our guy I couldn’t take that 
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chance and let him get off on that kind of technicality. 

“We can’t go inside.” 

“Why the hell not?” Dave motioned to the open 

doorway. “The door’s open. What if he’s lying 

unconscious in there?” 

“You know cops use that excuse all the time. 

Didn’t we have this conversation at Jon Crane’s 

apartment? Someday a judge is going to throw that 

lame excuse right out of court.” 

“Maybe, but until that day arrives we can use it to 

our best advantage.” Dave stepped into Evan Reed’s 

apartment. I waited a beat then followed. “Oh, man, 

the place has been trashed.” 

I stood with my hands on my hips and ran my eyes 

over the mess. Where was Evan Reed? Had the killer 

gotten to him too? 

 

 

The forensic report on Chelsea’s car came back later 

the same day. The findings? A wolf had attacked 

Chelsea and ripped out her throat. The fur sample and 

footprint was positive proof. Why hadn’t Jim’s team 

picked up on that? And why was a wolf on the prowl 
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in LA? I tossed the report on my desk in disgust and let 

out a heavy sigh. Nothing made sense and my gut was 

telling me something was way off. Who moved the 

body, and why? My back went rigid and I straightened in 

my chair as the thought jumped into my head. What if 

the evidence was planted? 

Could Evan Reed be that smart? Would he even 

know how to plant evidence? He worked as an orderly in 

a hospital for chrissake. He wasn’t a forensic expert. 

And where was he right now? Who had trashed his 

apartment?  

I hated unanswered questions. 

Dave came over to my desk. “Read the report, huh? 

Doesn’t make a whole lot of sense, does it?” 

“No, it doesn’t.” My eyes moved from the closed 

manila folder to Dave’s face. “But I have a theory. What 

if someone planted the evidence in the car to make it 

look like an animal attack?” 

Dave ran the idea around his brain before answering. 

“You think so? The irony of the car being at the old LA 

Zoo hasn’t eluded me, either.” 

I stared at him. “You’re right. Someone’s playing 

with us. Someone shrewd enough to send us on a wild 

goose chase looking for the orderly.” 
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“So you don’t think Evan Reed is the killer?” 

“I didn’t say that. But there has to be someone else 

behind this whole thing. Think about it. A guy who 

works as a ward attendant and didn’t finish high school 

couldn’t come up with planting evidence and hiding a 

body. If he’s our killer he had help.” 

“Then that makes our lives much more difficult. How 

are we supposed to find him and whoever helped him if 

we have no leads?” 

“I don’t know yet, but we will. That’s a promise to 

Chelsea. We can’t let them get away with killing an 

innocent young woman and possibly doing it again.” 

“You’re right about that.” 

“Forensics went over the apartment. Let’s hope they 

found something.” 

Dave folded his arms. “What good will it do? It 

won’t match either crime scene so we’re still at square 

one.” 

I gave him a serious stare. “For now.” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TEN 

 

 

“We have to find Evan before he turns and attacks 

another innocent.” Andre paced Adrian’s living room. 

Having an uncontrolled, neophyte werewolf on the loose 

was dangerous. Adrian’s assumption that he could only 

turn on the full moon could be wrong. Some wolves 

were known to turn at will, depending on how they were 

created. Andre couldn’t risk it. 

“There haven’t been any more attacks which leads 

me to believe he can only change on the full moon.” 

Adrian crossed one leg over the other and folded his 

arms. 

Andre turned around. “Maybe he hasn’t mastered the 

change yet. Maybe the moon causes him to turn because 

he’s new but what if he realizes he can do it any time he 

wants? The streets won’t be safe for anyone.” 

“What do you propose we do, Andre?” 

“Find him.” Andre walked over to the sofa and sat 

down opposite Adrian. 

“And how do you plan to do that?” 
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“I haven’t worked it out yet. The problem we have is 

what if Reece finds him before we do and Evan attacks 

him? He thinks he’s chasing a human. He has no idea 

what’s out there.” 

“Yes, I’m aware of that.” Adrian stood up. “The car 

was at the old LA Zoo. Correct? Now that the police 

have finished investigating it might be worthwhile taking 

a look out there.” 

Andre’s eyes widened. “You’re right. It would be the 

perfect hiding place. The police don’t need to go back 

there.” 

 

 

I stood at the window near my desk and gazed out at 

the evening traffic and pedestrians below. Where 

would Evan hide? That’s assuming he hasn’t left LA. I 

ran the question around my mind for a while. Where 

would be the perfect location for him to hide without 

being found? I willed my brain to come up with a 

logical answer. Nothing. I gave a heavy sigh, walked 

back to my desk and dropped into my seat. Staring at 

Evan’s face on the computer screen I said, “Where are 

you?” 

Dave came back from the break room with coffee, 

set one down in front of me then sat down on the spare 
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office chair at the next desk. “Come up with 

anything?” 

I shook my head and took a cautious sip of coffee. 

“Nope. You?” 

“Maybe.” He frowned. “I was thinking… what if 

he went back to the scene of the crime. Now that 

we’ve finished out there it would be the perfect place 

to hide. No one would know he was there.” 

That was the logical answer to the question I’d 

been asking myself. I jumped to my feet, grabbed my 

jacket from the back of the chair and said, “Come on.” 

“Where’re we going?” 

“To check out the old zoo, of course.” 

Dave’s face paled. “You really want to go out there 

in the dark? Wouldn’t it be better to wait until 

morning? He knows his way around the place, we 

don’t. He could ambush us out there and who’d 

know.” 

“If we leave it until tomorrow he could vanish. He 

might be waiting for whoever is helping him to get 

him out of the city.” 

I could see Dave’s mental cogs ticking over. “Ok, 

but we need to organize some back up.” 

“We should take a look around first. If we’re 
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wrong there’s no point in pulling uniforms to go out 

there with us. The boss wouldn’t be happy about it, 

either.” 

“Yeah. But…” 

“No buts, Dave. This is something we have to do 

alone.” 

He sighed and his shoulders sagged. “Ok. But 

don’t say I didn’t warn you.” 

 

 

Andre pulled the rental van in between a cluster of trees, 

turned off the headlights and the engine. “Ok. We need 

to get in there, find him, deal with him and get out.” 

“The tranquilizer injection should knock him out long 

enough to move him back to the cage in my basement. 

It’s werewolf and vampire proof. I had it built just in 

case and now I’m glad I did.” 

“Me too, otherwise I had no idea what I was going to 

do with him, apart from kill him, which may still be our 

only option.” 

Adrian’s right eyebrow arched. “You don’t think we 

can persuade him to let us help him?” 

“I don’t think he’ll want our help. He has someone 

helping him.” 

“Another werewolf?” 
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“Possibly. If not, then it’s someone who knows about 

them.” 

The pair stepped out of the vehicle and headed to the 

entrance. 

“This place has a definite creep factor to it. I wish I’d 

known about it sooner, I would’ve used it in my latest 

novel.” 

“Maybe in the next one?” 

“Perhaps. I’ll see what I can come up with.” 

Andre and Adrian’s darkly clad forms dissolved into 

the shadows of the old zoo. 

 

 

I pulled into the parking lot, turned off the engine and 

gave Dave a sideward glance. Maybe he was right. 

Maybe we should’ve waited until daylight or brought 

back up. The place sent a chill up my spine and I 

could see by the look on Dave’s face it did him too. 

Oh well, we’re here now so we may as well go inside 

and see if Evan is hiding out here. I hope he is for all 

our sakes otherwise we’ve hit a dead end. His face has 

been plastered all over the news without any sightings 

so here seemed the likely place. I pulled the keys from 

the ignition. “Let’s get this over with.” I pushed open 

the door and climbed out. Dave remained in the car. I 
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walked around the trunk, opened the passenger door 

and said, “Get out.” 

“I have a bad feeling about this. Maybe we should 

wait until it’s daylight.” He stayed in his seat. 

“Look, I don’t want to be here anymore than you 

do right now but we have to find this guy before he 

kills someone else. Agreed?” 

Dave nodded and sighed. “Yeah, agreed.” He 

unclipped his seatbelt and stepped out of the Mustang. 

“Something doesn’t feel right, Reece. I don’t like this 

one bit.” 

That made two of us. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 

 

 

Andre and Adrian continued along the path past the 

empty large cat enclosures, heading for the next section 

of the zoo. Andre now had a sense that Evan was indeed 

in the park and he followed his instincts, Adrian close 

beside him. Two vampires and a tranquilizer needle 

against one werewolf was risky in itself, but they had to 

capture him before he turned and killed again. There was 

no other option. 

The pair walked through an open, broken set of 

double wire gates and found themselves in the expansive 

picnic area. Some of the fencing on the enclosures had 

been removed and that’s where Andre believed Evan 

was hiding. As they got closer, they could hear a heated 

argument taking place. Andre and Adrian stepped back 

against a nearby wall into the shadows and remained out 

of sight. 

“You didn’t tell me you were going to kill her. I 

loved her!” Evan roared at whomever he was raging at. 

“I did what was necessary for your survival. She saw 
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you, Evan. She would’ve figured out it was you and told 

someone.” The male voice explained without emotion. 

“Why did you make me into a monster? I never 

wanted this!” Evan stepped closer to the figure standing 

before him. He was at least several inches taller and 

loomed over the other man. 

“You told me you wished you were something 

special. Now you are.” 

“I thought I killed Chelsea. Do you know how that 

made me feel?” He stepped closer still. 

The other man took a calculated step backwards. “I 

understand, Evan, but what’s done is done.” 

At that moment, a voice boomed out of the shadows. 

“LAPD. Raise your hands where I can see them and stay 

where you are.” 

Andre recognized the voice immediately. Reece. He 

was going to get himself and his partner killed. 

The pair remained where they were and didn’t raise 

their hands. 

Evan laughed. “You’ve got to be kidding me. Do you 

think a bullet’s going to do anything to either of us?” 

The detective and his partner moved closer, their 

flashlights shining on both men, weapons drawn. “I 

think it could some damage, especially if you try to 

make a run for it.” 
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The other man turned around to face them, his eyes 

glowing yellow in the glare of the flashlight. “I’m afraid 

you’ll be the ones suffering the damage, Detective.” 

In a split second, both Evan and he transformed into 

massive, snarling werewolves. 

Reece and Dave’s eyes widened in shock and they 

each took two slow steps backwards, their eyes never 

leaving the creatures for a second. 

The two monsters leapt into the air towards the pair, 

the detectives firing directly at them non-stop without 

any effect. They kept coming. 

The creatures knocked the detectives to the ground 

pinning them beneath their huge clawed hands, fetid 

saliva dripping from their mouths, canines bared, mouths 

inching closer and closer to the men’s throats. 

Andre and Adrian turned into their vampire state, 

whipped across the lawn, launched themselves into the 

air and knocked both beasts off the pair pinned to the 

ground. Andre stuck Evan Reed with the hypodermic 

tranquilizer and his huge body sagged beneath him. He 

was unconscious. Adrian sank fangs into the other wolf 

and snapped its neck. 

The two detectives hunkered on the ground their 

expressions blank. 

Andre raced across to the pair and helped them both 
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to their feet. “Are you all right?” 

 

Andre was speaking to me but I couldn’t comprehend 

what he was saying. My mind had turned to mush. I 

didn’t understand what had just occurred. How could two 

human beings change into monsters before my eyes? 

How for chrissake? My gaze moved from the huge 

beasts to the doctor. “What just happened? And who’s 

that?” I pointed to the older man standing with the dead 

creatures. At least I hoped they were dead. 

“That’s Adrian De Vries. He’s a… a friend.” 

Dave was very still beside me. I think he was in 

shock. I know I was. My mind couldn’t grasp what we 

had both witnessed. 

“Let’s go over there and sit down for a minute,” 

Andre said, motioning to the picnic table standing 

twenty feet away under a cluster of trees. 

“Ok.” I nodded and gave Dave a sideward glance. 

His face was a pale shade of white. “You ok?” 

He turned his head toward me but I don’t think he 

saw me. 

“Dave?” I touched his arm and he recoiled. 

“Jesus, Reece, what just happened?” His eyes moved 

to the creatures lying motionless on the lawn. “What the 

hell are those things?” 
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“If you want to take a seat I’ll explain it to you.” 

Dave and I gave Andre an incredulous frown. “You 

know?” we both said in shocked surprise. 

“Yes, I do.” 

We followed him over to the table, climbed over the 

bench seat and sat down. Dave was panting and I knew 

shock was setting in. 

“Take deep breaths, Dave. It’ll help.” I was worried 

about him. I turned my gaze to Andre. “What are those 

things? And how are they even possible?” 

Andre remained on his feet. “They’re… 

werewolves.” 

I almost laughed, except I’d seen them change right 

in front of me. How could I dispute what he was saying? 

“Werewolves?” 

Dave jumped to his feet. “Are you fucking crazy? 

Werewolves? What the hell are you talking about?” He 

scrambled over the seat and strutted away from the table. 

I turned around and called after him. “Dave? Dave, 

come back.” 

He kept moving. 

I looked at Andre. “I’d better go after him.” 

“He’ll be all right. Adrian will catch up to him.” 

“How did you and your friend subdue those huge 

creatures?” 
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“There are a lot of things you don’t know, Reece. 

Things you think could only appear in nightmares, but 

they’re real. And they’ve been on the earth for thousands 

of years.” 

“I don’t understand. How can things like that be 

real?” 

Andre sat down opposite me. “There’s a human 

world and a supernatural one. Most people never get to 

see the darker side… but you did tonight.” 

I let the information circle the processing center of 

my brain. After a few seconds I said, “Are there more 

monsters like that out there?” 

“Far worse.” He rested his arms on the table top. 

I shook my head. Logic, that’s what I believed in, but 

how could I after what I’d seen? 

“Unfortunately, it’s the truth and that’s why I can’t 

allow you to remember this conversation or what 

happened here tonight.” 

My eyes darted to him. “And how are you going to 

prevent that now that we’ve seen and heard what we 

have?” 

He stared into my eyes and the dark color of his irises 

transformed into a pale blue. I was transfixed. 

“Nothing happened here tonight. You came here with 

your partner but the zoo was deserted,” Andre said, 
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standing up. “Remain here for fifteen minutes and then 

drive home.” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWELVE 

 

 

Driving back from the old LA Zoo, I couldn’t believe 

we’d gone out there for nothing. There had been no 

sign of Evan Reed, or anyone else for that matter. 

Where had he disappeared to? It was lucky for us that 

we hadn’t utilized a team of uniforms to accompany 

us or the boss would’ve been pissed. I gave a heavy 

sigh and glanced at Dave. “Any theories?” 

“Nope. None. I really thought he’d be out there.” 

He folded his arms. “You?” 

“Not at the moment. Evan Reed must’ve done a 

runner. I don’t know how considering his face has 

been all over the television and newspapers. I was 

sure your hunch of him hiding out there was on the 

ball.” 

“Yeah, me too.” Dave gazed out of the window 

and spotted an open café. “Hey, I’m starved. Can we 

pull in over there and grab a bite to eat?” 
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“Sure.” I swung the Mustang around and pulled 

into the curb outside a Chinese takeaway. 

Dave opened the door, stepped onto the sidewalk 

then leaned in. “You want something?” 

“Egg roll?” 

“Coming right up.” 

My cell phone went off and I snatched it from the 

dash. “Detective Daniels speaking.” 

“It’s Andre Delacroix.” 

“Hey, how’s it going?” It was good to hear from 

him. 

“Good. The reason I’m calling is to arrange that 

baseball game with you.” 

“Great. When would you like to go?” 

“Is this Saturday too soon?” 

“Not at all. I’ll organize the tickets and pick you 

up.” 

“Ok. Thanks. I’m looking forward to it.” 

“Yeah, me too. I’ll text you the details once I get 

the tickets. See you Saturday.” 

“Great. See you then.” 
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“Well?” Adrian asked as he stood by the living room 

window, his hands tucked into the deep pockets of his 

gray cardigan. 

“He doesn’t remember anything about tonight. If 

he did he would’ve said something or I would’ve 

heard the suspicion in his voice.” 

“Good. Neither will the other detective.” Adrian 

crossed the room. “Now that that’s taken care of, what 

are we going to do about the wolf in my basement?” 

“The only thing we can do. Get rid of it.” 

“Your new friend was lucky tonight. If we hadn’t 

been there he and his partner would be dead or 

worse.” 

“I know. He seems to be the kind of detective who 

takes unnecessary risks.” 

“Yes, he does. Fortunately for him you’ll become a 

great asset by keeping him alive.” 

Andre gave him a perceptive stare. “And he won’t 

even know I’m doing it.” 

 

 

The egg roll hit the spot. And by the time I dropped 

Dave off and headed to my apartment I was ready for 
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bed. The trip out to the old LA Zoo hadn’t panned out 

the way either of us would’ve liked, but what could 

we do about it? Evan Reed had obviously moved on to 

somewhere else and the only way we’d find him 

would be if he killed again. So for now the case was 

cold. But that wouldn’t stop me from keeping my ear 

to the ground. If another murder happened in another 

city that resembled Chelsea’s I’d be on it. 

I parked the Mustang behind the building, headed 

into the lobby and climbed the stairs. I needed some 

sleep. When I opened the door and stepped inside I 

headed straight to the kitchen. I scribbled a note and 

stuck it by the phone to remind me to call about the 

tickets for the game Saturday. I was really looking 

forward to it. Andre seemed like a decent guy who 

didn’t get out much and it would be good for the both 

of us. I could use a friend like him, for personal and 

professional reasons. 

I flicked off the kitchen light and as I headed to my 

room, something pricked the back of my memory. 

What had I forgotten? 



 

 

 

 

 


