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Rushbrook College Library

Midnight

The mime was back! Drake rubbed her eyes tiredly as she watched him pass through the security gates of the library. At least, he left the monkey at home. Probably couldn’t find a raincoat small enough. Service animal, my ass! Marcel was a street busker who’d been working the area around the college for years. Lately, he’d taken to hanging out in the library several nights a week. He never approached anyone, and he never said a word. Still, it was bit odd.

Actually, odd was the new normal since the library started staying open 24 hours. Some nights there was a regular parade of eccentricity. But it’s not too bad tonight, Drake thought, looking around the room. Not many people had braved the growing storm. A few students were scattered around, but, basically, the place was dead. Drake rubbed her eyes again. Marcel was still there.

Scott Helsing, Drake’s friend and colleague, approached her desk slowly.

“I’m going down the street for coffee,” he said.

“I could make a fresh pot,” Drake offered, half-heartedly.

“We need serious caffeine,” Scott declared, “Not that swill the daytime staff drinks.”

“Is Eduardo working tonight?” Drake asked, knowing her friend’s fondness for the hot barista who worked at the coffee shop half a block away. Nothing but lust would drive Scott out into the rain on a night like this.

He smiled noncommittally and asked, “So, your usual?”

Drake nodded, pulled out her wallet, and handed Scott a ten-dollar bill.

Emma Wrenfield, the third overnight staff member, approached Drake’s desk. She gave Scott some cash and said, “I’ll have my usual latte and a double chocolate brownie if they have any left.”

Scott raised his left eyebrow eloquently but, wisely, did not say a word.

“Don’t start with me, Scott,” Emma warned. “I need chocolate. Or sex,” she added under her breath. Emma looked longingly at Drake standing only a few feet away.

Scott clucked sympathetically and took Emma’s cash. “Okay, sweetie, one sublimation special coming right up,” he said, with a wink. He waved jauntily at his colleagues as he headed for the door.

“Are you okay, Emma? You seem a little tense tonight.” Drake was genuinely concerned. Usually cheerful to the point of being annoying, Emma was quiet tonight and obviously on edge. There had been several assaults on campus recently. The perpetrator was still at large, and everyone’s nerves were a little frayed.

Emma managed a weak smile.

“Yeah, I’m okay. I’m just a little depressed. Maybe it’s the weather.”

Drake, oblivious as always, said, “Yeah, it’s been an unseasonably cold, wet spring. Luckily, I’ve always loved the rain.”

“Drake, your phone is ringing,” Emma said, bringing Drake’s attention abruptly back to the work arena.

Drake laughed sheepishly. “Thanks, Emma,” she said, reaching down for the telephone.

“Rushbrook College reference desk. How may I help you?” Drake recognized the ragged breathing on the other end of the phone line and immediately knew she was in trouble.
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Chapter 2
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1060 Morning Glory Court

Two hours earlier

What else can go wrong today?

The porch light was out. Again. And the rain was coming down in sheets, not drops. Dr. Wilhelmina Harker cursed under her breath as she wrestled with her house key in the dark. She was trying not to drop her briefcase, her take-out dinner, or the mail she had clenched in her teeth. She sighed with relief when the key finally moved smoothly into the lock. Her relief was short-lived. The thing wouldn’t budge more than a quarter turn.

Perfect! Just perfect! I never should have answered my phone.

It was supposed to be her day off, but she got called into the hospital at 7 a.m. She spent the next three hours helping track down a homeless man infected with a new avian flu strain that had taken everyone by surprise. Her team had finally located the man self-medicating outside a liquor store in the seediest part of town. Six hours later, after a barrage of tests, her patient was finally resting quietly in quarantine at Eastbrook Medical Center. Another two hours had been devoured by the ubiquitous politics and paperwork of the various hospital departments involved in the current health crisis.

Situation, she reminded herself. It wasn’t a crisis until her old bosses at the Centers for Disease Control decided it was, even though a ward full of seriously ill people would indicate otherwise.

Wil was frustrated. She was tired. She was dirty. She was starving. And now she was locked out of her own damn house. She wanted to scream. How many times had Drake promised to fix the lock? It always acted up when the weather was bad. I could try the doorbell, but that isn’t working either! Wil couldn’t even call anyone because she’d left her phone on the nightstand in her rush to get dressed that morning.

A sudden flash of lightning was an unnecessary reminder of how nasty the weather had turned. Still, she was finally home and looking forward to some time alone with Drake. They had planned to go out to dinner, but Wil’s exhaustion and the unexpected storm made staying in a much more appealing prospect. Well, the weather and a certain leggy blonde. If I can just get the front door unlocked! She gave the key a final brutal twist and felt the tumblers give way. She forced the door open with her shoulder and stumbled inside the darkened foyer.

Wil spit the mail out in the direction of the table in the entryway and threw her keys on top of the haphazard pile. She kicked off her shoes. They were sodden from a run-in with a huge and no doubt toxin-riddled puddle on her way to the hospital’s parking garage. She looked dolefully at the mud-spattered leather. She loved those shoes, and now they were ruined. She dropped her briefcase and the bag of aromatic Chinese food. As she pulled out of her raincoat, she felt something brush against her bare feet in the dark. She screamed and looked down at the fat ball of fur sitting at her feet. The cat swished his tail in nonchalant greeting.

“Mr. B! You almost gave me a heart attack.”

Mr. B, aka Beelzebub, aka Fuzzyballs, was a huge Maine coon cat, and he appeared completely indifferent to Wil’s impending cardiac event. He looked up at her and yawned, then started cleaning his right front paw in complete dismissal. After she hung up her raincoat to drip dry, Wil stooped down until she was almost nose-to-nose with the standoffish feline. She reached out and stroked his head. He played hard to get for a moment, before giving in and allowing her to pet him.

“Where’s your mommy, big guy? I brought dinner so we can all stay in.”

The cat looked at Wil with something approaching interest.

“Yes, I got you your favorite–shrimp in lobster sauce. I got your mom’s favorite, too. Although how anyone can eat that tofu crap is beyond me.”

She reached over and scooped Mr. B up into her arms. She nestled her face in his soft belly fur. He allowed this impertinence for longer than usual, as if anyone who brought him shrimp could be indulged for a bit.

Wil draped the cat around her neck like a fur stole and picked up the bag of food. The smell was making her mouth water. As she walked toward the kitchen, she could feel vibrations from the cat’s purr. At least someone is glad to see me.

“Drake? I’m home,” she called down the hallway.

There was no response. She was not surprised. When Drake was in research mode, a bomb could go off, and she wouldn’t notice. She was currently studying Babylonian funerary practices or something like that. Wil had paid only cursory attention when Drake was explaining it to her at breakfast last week. Wil found that a ‘umhmmm’ and a nod were usually enough to indicate appropriate spousal interest. In the four years they’d been together, Wil had found only one surefire way to pull Drake away from her computer and her musty old books.

And, if I recall correctly, last time it involved nudity, a blindfold, and a bowl of melted chocolate.

“Maybe my day is about to get better, Mr. B.”

Wil was smiling as she walked into the kitchen to deposit the food on the table. She gently unwound the cat from his perch around her neck and set him down by his food bowl. He protested its empty state quite loudly, but Wil had already started down the hall toward Drake’s study. She unbuttoned her shirt and added a sway to her hips as she neared the door. Her earlier stress was replaced by a much more pleasant tension, and she paused long enough to kick off her skirt. Clad only in her unbuttoned shirt and panties, she turned the knob on the door to Drake’s study.

“Honey, I’m home,” she said as she posed seductively in the open doorway.

The mocking silence of an empty room greeted her.

“Shit!” Wil cursed and hit the doorframe. She noticed a note taped to Drake’s computer.

“Wil, I called and texted but didn’t get a response. I hope it was bad reception and not anything to do with the case. I have to go in to work early. Some of the daytime staff have the flu. I’m sorry about dinner. I’ll make it up to you. Call me when you can. Love, Drake.”

Wil thought of herself as a forgiving person. It was a useful trait for a doctor to have, after all. She put up with Drake’s insane work schedule. The woman went in to work at ten in the evening and didn’t get home until well after six in the morning. If they were lucky, they got to see each other for a few minutes before Wil left for the hospital. What kind of a library was open all night, anyway? And then there were all the hours Drake spent volunteering with local social justice groups. She maintained the web pages for several local LGBTQ organizations, two animal rescue groups, and one environmental organization.

We’re on every frigging mailing list in the liberal universe, Wil thought darkly. What few hours were left, Drake spent teaching martial arts to at-risk middle school students. Students? Hah! More like little hooligans. At least the karate will serve them well in prison. Wil spent her entire working day actually saving lives, and Drake was still a bigger humanitarian.

She could appreciate Drake’s sense of social responsibility. It was one of her more attractive traits. But enough was enough. This was the third time in a month that Drake had cancelled their plans. Wil was tired of it. I will not be taken for granted. I will not turn into one of those bitter, resentful women that people talk about, or worse, feel sorry for.

Wil stood there, half dressed. She scowled at Drake’s computer, willing it to spontaneously combust. When that didn’t happen, Wil turned and walked stiffly out of the room. She slammed the door behind her.

Mr. B was waiting in the end of the hallway. He gazed at Wil reproachfully as if to say, See what happens when you neglect me? And for what? A woman who would rather spend the night at work than having torrid sex with you. Humans! The cat twitched his tail disdainfully and sauntered toward the kitchen, not even bothering to see if Wil was following him. Wil detoured into the bedroom. She was going to have a long, hot shower, and, afterward, she and Mr. B were going to eat every bite of the carry out. Even that damned tofu.
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Scott returned to the library 20 minutes later. He approached the circulation desk with his caffeinated bounty. Balancing the cardboard tray of coffee on the counter, he shrugged out of his wet jacket. He knew that Emma was seriously distracted, because she didn’t complain when a little coffee dripped on the counter’s normally pristine surface. He passed Emma her latte and brownie.

“Where’s Drake?” he asked.

Emma pointed to the office across the aisle from their counter. Through the large glass window, they could see Drake pacing and talking on the phone, waving her hands expressively. Drake took off her glasses and wiped her eyes.

“That’s what you are so interested in,” Scott said with a knowing smirk. “Who’s she talking to?”

“I’m not sure, but she’s been in there more than 15 minutes. She took the call at the desk, but then transferred it to her office phone.” Emma took a sip of her latte. “She looks upset.”

Scott groaned dramatically and jumped up on the counter to watch the show. “A dollar says it’s her wife.”

About once a month, Drake would get a call from home that would put her out of sorts for the whole shift. It was the only time they ever saw her acting less than hyper-competent.

“Probably,” Emma replied. She hopped up on the counter to sit beside Scott.

“What does Drake see in her anyway? The few times I’ve talked to her on the phone, she seemed pretty ditsy.”

“Have you ever seen her wife?”

Emma shook her head.

Aware of the depth of Emma’s crush, Scott tried to be gentle. He was not successful.

“She’s like some sort of bimbo savant. She’s a doctor in the body of a stripper. Believe me, Drake’s not thinking with her brain.” He snorted in disgust. “And they say men are bad.”

Scott took a sip of coffee and watched Drake pace for a minute. “And from the looks of things, our little Drake is whipped with a capital P,” he mused.

Drake hung up the phone. She appeared dejected as she exited her office. Scott walked over to the reference desk, and he held out Drake’s coffee like a sacrificial offering. “Hey, Sugar, what’s up?”

“That’s it, Scotty. Wil is leaving me,” Drake said tearfully. She wiped her eyes.

“Drake, how many times has Wil threatened to leave you? Not including the misunderstanding over Maxine, I figure this makes 304,” he said soothingly. “Face it, your wife lacks follow-through.” He could tell Drake needed reassurance.

“No, I think she means it this time. She said she’s taking Mr. B. She said I did not deserve a cat as nice as he is.” There was a hitch in Drake’s breath.

“See, honey, every cloud has a silver lining.” Scott sported several scars from encounters with the demon cat, and he refused to pet sit anymore.

Drake had rescued Mr. B from a dumpster when he was a kitten. Having experienced the cat’s personality, Scott could understand why the feline had been thrown there. Mr. B hated all humans with one notable exception. On his good days, he tolerated Drake, but, for some inexplicable reason, he loved Wilhelmina Harker. Scott found that yet another reason to be suspicious of Wil.

“What is she mad about this time?” Scott asked.

“The usual. She doesn’t understand why I won’t work a day shift so we can have more time together.”

“Lord, honey, how long has she been flogging that horse?”

“Since two weeks after we met.”

“And how long ago was that?”

“Four years ago.”

“See, she is not leaving you,” Scott said. “It’s her ace in the hole. She has to drag it out once in a while to keep you line.”

Scott was only half kidding. He was decidedly underwhelmed the first time he had met Drake’s wife. Wil had all the drama of a drag queen and none of the charm. Drake deserved better, but Scott was not about to voice that opinion. He knew that Drake was well and truly bewitched.

Drake started to perk up. “Well, she did agree to come by later and talk about it.”

Scott nodded. “See? She knows a good thing when she has it.” Scott patted Drake’s arm and sipped his coffee.

A student walked up with a confused look on his face. “I have to write a paper. Can you help me?”

Drake gazed at him. “Sure, what’s your topic?”

“Topic?” He looked at her like she was speaking a foreign language.

“Yes, your topic. Your subject. What is your paper going to be about?” she asked patiently.

There was no response.

“Let’s start with what you are interested in,” Drake said encouragingly.

“Trucks. I like trucks. Eighteen wheelers,” the student said, grasping at straws.

“What class is the paper for?”

“American history.”

Scott rolled his eyes and walked back to the safety of the circulation desk.

***
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Around midnight, a small group of students came wandering in. Judging by their unsteady gaits and general air of euphoria, Drake suspected they were looking for a place to sober up before heading back to the dorm. She turned back to her research.

Intent on her task, Drake didn’t notice the group of students, minus one, come rushing back toward the exit. She didn’t notice anything until Marcel popped his head up directly in front of her computer monitor.

“Ma’am, you should go check the bathroom upstairs. I think I heard a girl scream in there.”

Drake was shocked, as much by Marcel speaking as by what he was saying. Luckily, Scott had plenty of experience with rowdy students and started dialing the number for security from memory.

“Have security meet me upstairs,” Drake said, as she ran toward the stairs. She took the steps two at a time, then skidded to a stop outside the bathroom. She took a calming breath, then burst open the door.

Drake’s noisy entrance did not faze the two women in the restroom. A dark-haired woman dressed all in black leather had another woman pinned against the back wall. They appeared to be sharing an enthusiastic embrace.

“Hey! You two! Break it up. You can’t do that in here!” Drake said, using her outraged librarian voice, the one Scott called her ‘I can’t believe you’re looking at porn in the library’ voice. It was usually quite effective.

It seemed to do the trick. The woman whimpered as she feebly tried to push the leather-clad woman away. That’s when Drake realized that the embrace wasn’t entirely consensual.

“Hey! Let her go!” Drake yelled.

To everyone’s surprise, the dark figure dropped her hands to her sides. She turned swiftly to look at Drake. “What are you doing here?” she asked, seemingly stunned by Drake’s arrival.

“I work here,” Drake explained, as she inched further into the room, cautiously nearing the two women. The dark-haired woman watched Drake closely, but made no move to interfere with her progress. Drake carefully edged around her and slowly reached out to the other woman, grabbing her by the elbow and gently pulling her away from the wall.

“You should probably go back downstairs,” she suggested to the obviously unnerved young woman. “And tell the guy at the front desk to come here, please.”

The woman scurried from the room. Drake turned to face the now silent brunette.

“Look, security will be here in a few minutes. Do you want to explain what’s going on?” With the recent attacks on campus, Drake wasn’t going to take any chances.

The woman leaned against the wall. Her eyes raked Drake from head to toe, and Drake suddenly felt like a mouse in a falcon’s sight. The woman was beautiful, and she had the sharpest, whitest teeth Drake had ever seen. Her eyes seemed to shine like a cat’s eyes in the dark. For no reason she could explain, Drake felt drawn to the strange woman.

In the next instant, the woman disappeared. Drake wheeled around and found herself face-to-face with her. There was something feral and frightening in her expression. A shiver ran up Drake’s spine.

“How did you do that? No one can move that fast.” Drake stepped back a few paces, uncharacteristically intimidated.

The woman advanced on her step for step. Drake felt the wall at her back, but the woman kept encroaching.

“I can move that fast,” she said. “Or have you lived among humans so long you’ve forgotten?”

“Lived among humans? Okay, this is getting a little freaky,” Drake replied.

Standing only inches away, the woman looked Drake over again carefully. She tilted her head, examining Drake from all angles, dark brows knit in confused concentration.

“You’ve changed, but you’re still a beauty.”

Drake had no idea what that meant. She had never seen this woman before in her life. Drake was sure she would have remembered those eyes. “Wait. Did you just sniff me?”

Before she could wonder any more, the woman leaned in and ran her tongue up Drake’s neck. Drake stiffened and tried to back up, but the wall was in the way. She had nowhere to retreat.

“Hey, no licking! That is totally inappropriate behavior in the library!” Not to mention that Wil will kick my ass if she finds out. Drake gathered her courage and tried to break free, but the woman did not budge. Drake tried again. It was like pushing against a brick wall.

“I like that. Don’t you remember?” the woman asked with a low growl. She moved even closer, using her upper body to pin Drake firmly against the wall. Staring into Drake’s eyes, she kissed her. The kiss was unexpectedly gentle and entirely arousing.

Drake gasped, and the stranger took the opportunity to deepen the kiss. She deftly slipped her tongue into Drake’s mouth as she moved her hands down and cupped Drake’s ass. Drake’s last coherent thought was Hurry up, Scott! Then her brain gave up the fight, and she angled into the kiss. She couldn’t stop herself.

When Drake pulled away to breathe, the woman kissed her way slowly across Drake’s cheek to her ear. She pulled the lobe into her mouth and bit down almost, but not quite, gently. Drake threw her head back, offering more of her skin, and buried all thoughts of resistance, all thoughts of Wil, and all thoughts of the ill-advised nature of making out with strangers in your very own workplace. Right now, all she wanted was more, and the stranger seemed eager to oblige.

She worked her way down Drake’s neck, kissing and gently biting every inch of skin she could reach.

“Damn you, Eve,” the woman said. Her voice was husky and urgent. “Why did you stay away so long?”

Eve?
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The lights flickered as a bolt of lightning struck a power line near the Eastbrook police headquarters. The weather barely registered with Detective Kate Delby as she poured herself another cup of coffee. A slight tremor in her hand signaled that more sleep rather than more caffeine might be a wiser choice. She kept pouring. She figured the sludge that passed for coffee in this precinct could wake the dead, so it should keep her alert at least until the end of her shift.

She and her partner, Bill Pike, were investigating the latest in a series of assaults that had recently occurred on the campus of the local college. Unlike the three previous victims, this victim didn’t survive. The case was bumped from sex crimes to homicide and dumped right in Kate’s unenthusiastic lap. She hated taking over a case from another department. It led to bad blood all around, and she was fresh off suspension for insubordination as it was. She figured it was the new captain’s way of saying “fuck you and your career.”

She wondered, not for the first time, if she should just shoot the pencil pusher and get it over with. She looked over at her partner slumped over his desk surrounded by piles of photos. She decided to let the captain live another day. Pike didn’t deserve to get caught up in an internal investigation just because she was about to crash and burn. He had only six more weeks until retirement, and he’d already bought the requisite fishing boat.

Kate filled a second cup with the thick and possibly lethal black liquid and went back to her desk. She passed the extra cup to Pike as she sat down.

“Lab reports back?”

Pike sat back in his chair. He tossed a few sheets of paper in her direction.

“Yep, such as they are. The first three attacks look like fairly straightforward rapes. Same M.O. Nothing apparent, aside from the campus location, that connects the victims. The murder is something else entirely.”

He passed Kate the folder with the preliminary autopsy results. “Tox screen isn’t back yet, but so far there’s no DNA on this one. No semen, no hair, no skin...no rape, actually.”

Kate thumbed through the papers.

“So this might not even be the same guy,” Kate said.

“Or he got interrupted, or he got pissed off, or he’s escalating. The medical examiner said there were defensive wounds on the victim’s hands and arms from where she tried to block the knife. Maybe she fought back, and he lost it.”

Kate sat down at her desk and pulled out the latest crime scene photos. This was a particularly brutal killing. Cassandra Wilson, a junior at Rushbrook College, had been on her way back to her dorm when she’d been killed. She’d been stabbed nearly 20 times, but there was no single mortal wound. Basically, she’d bled to death. Kate flipped through the photos. The ground underneath the body was covered with blood.

Worse, it took the college authorities more than two hours to contact the police.

Probably preparing their press release, Kate thought cynically.

By the time the crime lab techs got to the scene, it was raining, and the college security squad and at least one rumpled member of the Eastbrook press had tramped through the scene. If the killer had left any evidence, it was now inadmissible.

Kate took a swig of coffee and continued reading the reports. She was starting to get a bad feeling about all of this.

A few minutes later, Pike slammed a folder down on the desk. “This doesn’t make sense, Kate. None of the first victims mentioned a knife. They all said he had a gun.”

“I don’t think it’s the same guy, Pike. Nobody changes their M.O. that drastically, that quickly. So, we work it as a single case and kick the rapes back to sex crimes,” Kate suggested.

Pike chuckled. “The captain’s not gonna like that.”

“Yeah, well, he can add it to the list,” Kate muttered as she pushed back in her chair. She ran her hands through her hair. “I’m sick of all the politics interfering with the job. I’m tired, and I’m going home. The rest of the labs won’t be back until morning at the earliest, and I need some sleep.” And a stiff drink, she thought, standing up. Kate was putting on her jacket when Pike’s phone rang.

“Say hello to Delores for me,” she said as she started for the squad room door. She didn’t make it that far.

“Kate! Wait up. There’s been another assault.”
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Wil raced her Porsche through the library’s virtually empty parking lot and found a parking space near the entrance. She threw on her parking brake and slammed the door as she got out of the car. I can’t believe I’m giving her another chance. How big of a sap am I?

She squared her shoulders and marched into the library. She glanced around. She saw Scott trying to calm a young woman who looked like she was about to hyperventilate.

And there’s that little pest. What’s her name–Erma, Ella, something like that, Wil thought. But there was no sign of her soon-to-be ex-wife. She approached the trio at the desk.

“Then this blonde came in and interrupted her. I think the woman has a knife. You’d better call the police,” gasped the student.

“Where’s Drake?” Wil asked, unease evident in her voice. She was aware of the assaults on campus because the victims had all been treated at her hospital. And she knew one ridiculously noble blonde.

“Bathroom upstairs,” Scott said tersely. “I’ve already called security. They said they’re on their way.”

“Is she in there alone?”

Wil took off running trying to remember exactly where the stairs were located. It had been a while since she’d visited the library.

After a few wrong turns, she finally found the women’s restroom. She threw open the bathroom door and stopped short at the sight of Drake in a heated embrace with a leather-clad stranger. The embrace appeared disturbingly mutual. In fact, it appeared Drake was about to climax in the arms of the woman in black.

Not if I have anything to say about it.

“Damn it, Drake!”

Wil rushed to the entangled couple. “Get your hands off her!”

Wil grabbed the collar of the woman’s jacket and wrenched her away from Drake. Wil spun her around and shoved her toward the opposite wall. Wil had just enough time to notice how beautiful the woman was before the stranger darted out the doorway. Wil turned back to Drake. Furious!

“How dare you call me down there to humiliate me! How dare you kiss another woman!” Wil closed her hands tightly to keep from lashing out. “What the hell is going on here, Drake?”

Drake slumped against the wall in blissed-out silence, her eyes closed. Wil grabbed her by the shoulders, making little effort to be gentle.

“Drake!”

Drake didn’t respond. Wil shook her, but she didn’t move.

“Drake?”

Wil lifted Drake’s right eyelid. Drake didn’t even flinch. Wil noticed that Drake’s pupil was dilated. What the fuck is going on?

Wil saw a small spot of blood blooming on Drake’s shirt seconds before Drake started a slow, boneless slide down the wall. “Oh, shit!”

Wil grabbed Drake’s sagging frame and slowed her descent to the floor. “I need some help in here,” she shouted as she frantically felt for a pulse. She exhaled with relief when she felt a reassuring beat. It was slow, but it was there. She turned Drake’s head, trying to determine where the blood was coming from.

The door flew open, and Scott and Emma rushed in.

“Call 911! That bitch knifed Drake.”

Scott and Emma were frozen in place.

“Move it! Scott, make the call. Erma, get me your first aid kit. Now!” Wil bellowed.

“Civilians,” she uttered disdainfully as they scurried away. She ripped open Drake’s shirt looking for the wound. The blood was coming from a single spot low on Drake’s neck. She couldn’t get a good look at it because too much blood was streaming out. She looked around for something somewhat sterile to stop the flow.

“Where’s that first aid kit?” she shouted. She spotted a dispenser on the wall a few feet away. She jumped up, scrambling in her pocket for change. Luckily, she found some quarters. She bought a menstrual pad and flew back to Drake, who was now unconscious.

“Drake! Come on, baby. Don’t do this to me. I’m not done fighting with you yet.”

Wil stripped the packaging off the pad with her teeth and pressed it firmly against Drake’s wound. With her free hand, she gently stroked Drake’s face. No response. Wil scraped her knuckles roughly across Drake’s sternum.

“Come on, honey. Open your eyes. Please!” Again, no response. Wil leaned over and listened to Drake’s breathing. It was shallow, but steady. Slightly reassured, Wil felt for Drake’s pulse again.

Emma came through the door with the first aid supplies. She knelt down by Wil and gave her the small box. Wil rifled through the box with her free hand. She was disgusted with the contents. “All you have is Band-Aids? That’s it?”

“All we ever get are paper cuts,” Emma offered meekly.

“Jesus! Where are the paramedics?” Wil yelled.

Emma picked up Drake’s hand and stroked it softly. “Scott phoned 911. He’s waiting for the ambulance at the door. I don’t think he can handle the sight of blood.”

Wil grunted in disgust and checked Drake’s breathing again. Still steady. If they could get her to the hospital, she’d be okay. She has to be okay.

“How is she? What happened? Where did that woman go? Do you think she’s behind the attacks on campus?” Emma babbled anxiously.

Before Wil could tell her to shut the hell up and stop with the erotic handholding, a low moan captured Wil’s attention and interrupted Emma’s litany of questions.

“Drake! Lie still, honey. You’ve been attacked, but you’ll be okay. Are you hurt anywhere other than your neck?” Wil bent down so she could hear Drake’s response.

Drake opened her eyes. “Wil, you came. It’s not what you think,” she whispered. “I didn’t mean to kiss her. Don’t leave me. Please.”

Wil gently brushed a strand of hair out of Drake’s eyes. Jesus, she is pale. “Never. I’m never going away. Look at the trouble you get into without me.”

Wil never took her eyes off Drake. “Hang on, honey. An ambulance is coming. We’re going to get you to the hospital, okay?” She gently cupped Drake’s cheek.

“Wil, I’m cold,” Drake said plaintively.

“You’re going into shock. Hang on for me. Can you do that?” Wil tried to control the apprehension she felt creeping into her voice. “You hang on,” she ordered sternly.

Drake nodded slightly and tried to smile.

Without releasing the pressure on the wound, Wil shrugged out of her jacket. She spread it over Drake’s body tucking it around her carefully. She turned and looked at Emma appraisingly.

“Take off your sweater,” she demanded. “Wrap it around her legs. Do you have something to write on?”

“Yes.” Emma pulled off her sweater and sorted through her pockets for her ever-present pen and notepad.

“Okay, write this down. Female, Caucasian, brunette, shoulder-length straight hair, slight build, 5 foot 3 or 4, 130 pounds. Black leather pants, black shirt, black leather jacket, black boots, small mole on right jaw line, and a small crescent-shaped scar under her right eyebrow. She has a small tattoo on the right side of her neck. And if you have any security cameras around campus, tell the police to get the tapes and check from around midnight until now.”

Emma gaped at her, eyes wide with newfound respect. “That’s amazing.”

They heard sirens nearing the library.

“Write that all down,” Wil ordered. “It’s going to get really busy in here in a few minutes. I want you to make sure that the police get that description. I’m counting on you.” Wil’s tone was firm, but not harsh.

“I won’t let you down,” Emma said seriously.

They could hear people running toward the bathroom.

“Now step back out of the way,” Wil suggested.

Emma did, only seconds before the ambulance crew flew through the door.

“Dr. Harker?” Startled, the two paramedics paused in the doorway.

Wil sighed with relief. It was a team she knew. She wouldn’t have to waste time convincing them she really was doctor and knew what she was doing.

“I need an IV and blood pressure stat! And hand me your kit, I need a real bandage.” She grabbed the offered medical kit and began extracting supplies. She set to work as the paramedics bent to their tasks. Wil explained the situation as she tended to Drake’s wound. It was no longer bleeding, but that didn’t mean Drake was out of danger. Once Wil stabilized the wound, they moved Drake onto the gurney.

They were wheeling Drake out of the bathroom when the campus security team finally arrived. Wil shoved the gurney past them and told them to talk to Emma for all the details.

They were just through the library exit when a police car skidded to a stop near the ambulance. A tall woman in a wrinkled raincoat jumped out of the passenger side and raced up to them. She held up her badge.

“I’m Detective Delby. That’s Detective Pike,” she said, motioning toward her partner. Kate grabbed Wil’s arm firmly. “What happened here?”

Wil stopped. She motioned the paramedics onward, and they loaded the gurney into the ambulance.

“I’m Dr. Wilhelmina Harker. Lucille Drake, a librarian here, was attacked by a woman with a knife. The redhead, Emma, inside has all the details.” Wil gave the detective her phone number and suggested she follow up with her at the hospital. Wil shrugged out of Kate’s hold and jumped in the ambulance. She slammed the door shut, and they sped off in a blur of flashing lights and screaming sirens.
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