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in Missoula. She’d been there until this past Thanksgiving when she’d moved 
back to Chicago briefly before moving to Missouri in December.

When a person gains dark secrets like Belinda had, their lives changed, 
sometimes gradually, sometimes abruptly like Belinda’s had. Rachel Wolfe 
had gone through troubles in her life, but she appeared to be one of the most 
open people Belinda had ever met. She’d always been the same person. 

Rachel was bold and energetic, often wearing her heart on her sleeve. 
The investigators discovered that throughout her youth, Rachel had openly 
disdained her mother, despised her father and adored her brother. After her 
mother died and her brother left for the Marine Corps, Rachel had become 
even more hostile to her father – no secret there. He had failed her all her life 
and the last failure, the failure to keep her brother with her, pushed her even 
farther in her life-long hatred of the man who’d fathered her.

The sudden change in Rachel’s life that should have indicated secrets 
came in Thanksgiving week when almost overnight she’d quit her job, packed 
her car and driven sixteen hundred miles back east. But there were no secrets 
there. She had come to restore her relationship with her father, to take her place 
in his new family and to become Belinda’s archrival.

Though Belinda knew she wanted to fight Rachel Wolfe for Abe Lawrence, 
she didn’t know how. Not only had her investigation failed to give her 
ammunition, but it had also shown her a woman she could actually like. It 
showed her a woman who was probably better for Abe than Belinda ever could 
be. No man needed an Ice Queen.

Yes, she knew they called her the Ice Queen. Rachel had been right, there 
was no fire in Belinda’s life. Her clothes, her home, her office all showed her 
passionless life – cool blues with black and gray and white, calm, controlled. 
However, in the past two years, quite a few men in the St. Louis legal community 
had discovered that the Ice Queen was Venus in bed.

The first time she’d given her body willingly, she’d done it in the hope 
of driving out the memory of what had happened two months before. Even 
though the man was nothing to write home about, it had seemed to help. So 
she’d looked for someone else who might help more. 

Belinda hadn’t found anyone who could completely drive the memory of 
her shame away. Her frantic desire to find that place where the past was buried 
for a moment made her a fervent bed partner. Whenever it became clear that 
her current man wasn’t going to bury the past forever, she would start looking 
for another.

Now Abe Lawrence and Rachel Wolfe were making her question her 
methods. Which was why, this third Sunday in January, she found herself on 
the way to the church she hadn’t attended since Christmas a year ago. 

As Belinda had reviewed her life and her options for changing it, the one 
thing she kept coming back to was the God question. Why had she rejected 
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God? Had she misjudged him just as she had misjudged Abe? There was only 
one way to find out.

Belinda was grateful that she was late. Since the service had already started, 
the usher handed her a bulletin without greeting her other than a handshake 
before pointing out a seat close to the back.

The pastor was in the midst of a series for January about new beginnings. 
This week he was preaching about how a new year brings new chances. He 
was getting to the good part about how our view of God affects the choices 
we make when we face those new chances. Belinda was getting restless. She 
shifted in her seat, not sure if she was ready to listen to this yet. She felt her 
phone buzz in her purse. She quickly dug it out and looked at the display. Work. 
She wasn’t on call this weekend, so it must be about one of her current cases. 
She slipped out of the pew, picking up the call as she entered the narthex.

“Looks like they just found the fifth rape victim,” Zimmer told her.
“The fifth?” Belinda frowned as she struggled to put her coat back on and 

still hold the phone to her ear. “This can’t be our perp because he attacks early 
in the morning. It’s almost eleven.”

“Yeah, but this one’s dead. About eight hours ago the ME’s preliminary 
report says.”

“He’s escalating!” Belinda cursed softly as she climbed into her car. 
“Where?” Zimmer gave her the location. “I’ll be there in fifteen. I hope he was 
also a little more careless and we’ve got some real evidence this time.”

“I’ll second that,” Zimmer affirmed before he disconnected.
Belinda felt her stomach clench and she knew it was for herself as much 

as for the victim. It was very shallow and self-centered on her part, but she 
couldn’t help thinking about the fact that she was about to come face-to-face 
with Detective Lawrence and she wasn’t ready for it.

Abe stood in the once deserted parking lot and scowled at the medical 
examiner crouched over the body. Times like this he hated his job. It didn’t 
help that he felt like his prayers were sinking into the abyss rather than soaring 
to heaven. Why was God allowing this to happen? Why didn’t he give Abe and 
Vince the clues that would allow them to catch this demon spawn?

According to her ID, the victim was Alice Morgen and she’d just turned 
twenty-five last month. She’d been five foot six, one hundred thirty-five pounds 
with blue eyes and brown hair. The hair he actually saw was blond. Did their 
perp have a problem with blond dye jobs? Or was it just a coincidence that the 
victims so far hadn’t been natural blonds? If he did have a problem with bottle 
blonds, how did he get close enough to know the blond hair wasn’t natural?

Abe wondered what Alice had done for a living. So far they’d had a college 
student, a waitress, a store clerk and a stay-at-home mom. The women had all 
been between five four and five seven and weighed between one thirty and one 


