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Excerpt 

The car pulled up at a set of lights and Maggie glanced at 

the surrounding Seattle traffic. It was close to ten o'clock 

in the morning and people were going about their normal 

business. Only she appeared to have stepped into her own 

little twilight zone. Squealing tires interrupted her 

reverie, and she glanced past the detectives in the front 

seat. A white van hit their car with a deafening crunch of 

metal. The white explosion of deploying airbags obscured 

her view as her body catapulted forward. Her head hit 

the back of the seat in front of her just as her seatbelt 

jerked her back. She cried out in pain. Her vision 

splintered as she peered through broken spectacles. Her 

chest burned, and a booming ache exploded in her 

forehead.  

Another hit, the car lurched sideways, and she was thrown along the backseat 

before the seatbelt dug into her collarbone. Her temple smacked against the side window. 

The frames of her glasses broke and fell into her lap. White specks danced across her 

eyes, and she blinked furiously as they dulled into an encroaching black cloud. She 

breathed deeply to prevent being sucked into unconsciousness. The detectives yelled, 

then she felt the car jolt as engines revved and smoke billowed. The smell of burning tires 

assaulted her. Oh, my God! What's happening? 

The car backed up and Maggie planted her feet against the front passenger seat in 

an effort to brace herself. With her wrists cuffed behind her, it was difficult. The car 

jumped the curb, and the clasp of her seatbelt gave way. Terror coursed through her as 

she stared through the now-shattered windshield at the van's masked driver. 

His teeth were bared as he roared at the occupants of the car. The side door slid 

open, and two figures wearing balaclavas jumped out, hoisting semi-automatic guns. 

Maggie gaped, then ducked as one of the men lifted the butt of his gun and aimed it at the 

closest window. Her heart pounded as though trying to escape her chest. Shards of glass 

flew over her. Strong hands grabbed her shoulders and hauled her through the window. 



No, please, no! Maggie struggled, feeling glass catch on her clothes and stockings, raking 

her skin as she was pulled through the window. She screamed, terror and pain amplifying 

her volume. 

"Don't forget the laptop," the man holding her bellowed as his stocky accomplice 

ran to the front passenger door. 

Detective Mallory tried to keep the door closed. The balaclava-clad man took a 

step back, aimed his weapon and fired. 

Maggie went numb in horror as the detective's body jerked at the impact of the 

bullets. The gunman's arm swung as he aimed at Detective Bane who was trapped by the 

steering wheel. The detective's stunned gaze met Maggie's before two more shots were 

fired. Blood splattered the window, and Maggie sagged in shock.  

Oh, my God. They're dead.  

The killer reached in and grabbed her laptop bag as she was hauled backwards into 

the van. 

The sound of pounding footsteps and a man's yell caught her attention. Running 

down the middle of the street past the queued cars was the man from outside the library.  

"Help me!" she yelled. He was the only person at the busy intersection to run 

toward the scene. Everybody else was scrambling away and ducking for cover. 

Without loosening his grasp on Maggie's laptop bag, the stocky guy opened fire. Her 

would-be rescuer dived behind a parked car. The thug ran to the passenger door and 

jumped in. 

"Please help me!" she cried out to anyone who would listen. A head popped up over 

the hood, and she found herself staring once again at those piercing blue eyes as the door 

to the van slid shut. The man from the library. Thank God he wasn't hurt. Then the van 

reversed and she was thrown forward as it peeled around and took off. 

Her assailant planted a knee on her bruised torso, holding her down while he 

braced himself against the side of the van. They drove at a reckless speed. Maggie tried to 

draw a breath, but his weight was crushing her chest. 

"So, Viper, did you really think you could steal from us?"  

He smashed his fist into the side of her head. Searing pain exploded in her left eye, 

and a racing mantle of darkness swallowed her. 
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