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Prsentation de I'diteurThe New Y ork Times bestselling author of Firestorm, Iris Johansen, returns with a
psychological thriller so terrifying, so relentlessly paced, it wont leave you time to catch your breath before
the next shock comes. A forensic sculptor islocked in adeadly duel with aserial killer determined to destroy
herone life at atime.Eve Duncans job is to put aface on the faceless victims of violent crimes. Her work not
only comforts their survivorsbut helps catch their killers. But there is another, more personal reason that Eve
Duncan isdriven to do the kind of work she doesa dark nightmare from a past she can never bury. And as
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she works on the skull of a newly discovered victim, that past is about to return al over again.Thevictimisa
Jane Doe found murdered, her face erased beyond recognition. But whoever killed her wasnt just trying to
hide her identity. The plan was far more horrifying. For as the face forms under Eves skilled hands, sheis
about to get the shock of her life. The victim is someone she knows all too well. Someone who isnt dead.
Y et.Instantly Eves peaceful life is shattered. The sanctuary of the |akeside cottage she shares with Atlanta
detective Joe Quinn and their adopted daughter Jane has been invaded by akiller whos sent the grimmest of
threats: the face of his next victim. To stop him, Eve must put her own life in the balance and question
everything and everyone she trusts. Not even Quinn can go where Eve must go thistime. Asthetrail of
faceless bodies leads to a chilling revelation, Eve finds herself trying to catch a master murderer whose
grisly work is atestament to a mind warped by perversion and revenge. Now she must pit her skills against
hisin a showdown where the stakes are life itselfand where the unbearable cost of failure will make Eves
own murder seem like a mercy killing.ExtraitONECa houn, Georgialoe watched the body wrapped in a dark
green tarp being carefully lifted from the grave by the forensic team." Thanks for coming, Quinn." Detective
Christy Lollack was walking toward him. "I know it's not your case but | needed you. Thisisaweird
one.""What's weird about it?'"Look at her." She moved toward the stretcher where the corpse had been
placed. "The kids who found her nearly threw up."He followed her and watched as she drew back the
tarp.There was no face. Only a skull remained. Y et from the neck down the cadaver was only dlightly
decayed and intact."It appears someone didn't want her identified." He looked down at her hands. "He
bungled it. He should have taken the hands. We'll be able to get a fingerprint match right away. DNA will
take longer, but that will--""Look closer. Her fingertips are burned," Christy interrupted. "No prints. Trevor
warned me there might not be any.""Who?""Some Scotland Y ard inspector. Mark Trevor. He sent an e-mail
to the department after he read about the Dorothy Millbruk case in Birmingham and the captain dumped it in
my lap. He stated he sent the same e-mail to most of the cities in the Southeast warning them that the
perpetrator might be heading into their jurisdictions."Millbruk . . . It had been a sensational homicide of a
prostitute that had taken place four months ago. Joe mentally went over the details he remembered. "The
Millbruk case was no connection. It didn't have the same MO. The woman was burned to death and left in a
trash disposal.""But she didn't have aface by the time the fire got through with her.""No attempt was made
to keep the Birmingham police from finding out who she was. They were still able to check prints.” He
shook his head. "Not the same killer, Christy.""I'm glad you're so sure" she said sarcastically. "Because I'm
not. | don't like this. What if he didn't want us to make a connection? What if he peeled her face off to slow
us down so that we wouldn't know he'd moved into the area?'"Possible." His gaze narrowed on her face.
"What do you want from me, Christy? It's not like you to ask for help.""As soon as forensics gets through
with her, | want you to take the skull to Eve to find out what that woman looked like. | don't want to wait
until I find out who sheis."It was the answer he'd expected. It wasn't the first time he'd been asked to be a go-
between the department and Eve. She was probably the best forensic scul ptor in the world and the captain
wasn't about to ignore a valuable asset. He shook his head. "No way. She's backlogged and working her ass
off right now. I'm not loading anything else on her.""We need to know, Joe.""And | don't want her wearing
herself out.""For God's sake, do you think I'd ask you to do thisif | didn't think it was urgent? | like Eve. I've
known her and Jane for amost as long as I've known you. I'm scared. It's necessary, dammit."" Because of
some nebulous tip from Scotland Y ard? What the hell do they have to do with this?'"Two cases in London.
Onein Liverpool. Onein Brighton. They never caught the killer and they believe he moved from the U.K. to
the U.S. three years ago."" Then they can wait for ID or Eve to get out from under." Christy shook her head.
"Come back to my car and I'll pull up Trevor's e-mail.""It's not going to change my mind.""It might." She
headed for her car.He hesitated and then followed her. She opened her laptop and accessed the e-mail." There
itis. Read it and do what you like." She turned away. "I've got work to finish up here."He scanned the letter
and report and then flipped to the victim's page.He stiffened with shock. "Holy shit!"L ake CottageAtlanta,
GeorgiaShe couldn't breathe.No! She would not die, she thought fiercely. She hadn't comethisfar to lie
forever in darkness. She was too young. She had too many things to do and see and be.Another turn and still
no light at the end of the tunnel.Maybe there was no end.Maybe this was the end.It was so hot and there was
no air.She could feel ascream of panic rising in her throat.Don't give in. Panic was for cowards and she'd
never been a coward.But dear God, it was hot. She couldn't bear--"Jane." She was being shaken. "For God's
sake, wake up, baby. It's only a dream."Not a dream.”Dammit, wake up. Y ou're scaring me."Eve. Mustn't
scare Eve. Maybe it was adream if she said so. She forced her lids open and looked up into Eve's worried
face.The worried frown was replaced by relief. "Whew, that must have been a doozy of anightmare." Eve's



hand stroked Jane's hair back from her face. "Y our bedroom door was closed and | still heard you groaning.
Okay, now?""Fine." She moistened her lips. "Sorry | bothered you." Her heartbeat was steadying and the
darkness was gone. Maybe it wouldn't come back. Even if it did, she had to make sureit didn't disturb Eve.
"Go back to bed.""I wasn't in bed. | was working." She turned on the bedside lamp and then grimaced as she
looked down at her hands. "And | didn't wipe the clay from my hands before | came in here. Y ou probably
have bits of it in your hair.""That's okay. | have to wash it in the morning anyway. | want to look good for
my driver's license photo."" That's tomorrow?' She sighed resignedly. "I told you yesterday that I'd need you
or Joe to take me.""| forgot." She smiled. "Maybe I'm in denial. Getting your first driver'slicenseis sort of a
rite of passage. It could be | don't want you to be that independent.”"Y es, you do.” She met her gaze. "Ever
since we've been together you've made sure that | could take care of myself in every way. You've done
everything from giving me karate lessons to having Sarah train Toby as a guard dog. So don't tell me that
you don't want me to be independent.""Well, not independent enough to walk away from Joe and me.""I'll
never do that." She sat up in bed and gave her a quick, awkward kiss. Even after all these years, loving
gestures were difficult for her. "You'll have to kick me out. | know when I've got it good. So which one of
you is going to take me to the Driver's License Bureau?'"Probably Joe. | have to finish this skull right
away.""What's the urgency?' She shrugged. " Search me. Joe brought the skull home from the precinct and
asked me to make it top priority. He said it had to do with linking a group of homicides."Jane was silent a
moment. "A kid?'Eve shook her head. "A woman." Her eyes narrowed on Jane's face. "Y ou thought it might
be Bonnie?' Jane always thought it might be Bonnie, Eve's daughter who had been murdered when she was
seven and whose body had never been found. The tragedy had been the impetus that had made Eve study to
become aforensic sculptor to identify murder victims and bring closure to other grieving parents. The search
for Bonnie and her passion for her career still dominated her life. She shook her head. "If you suspected it
was Bonnie's skull you were working on, you wouldn't have even heard my stupid caterwauling.” She held
up her hand as Eve opened her lips. "l know. | know. Y ou don't love me less than you did Bonnie. It's just
different. I've known that all along. From the beginning. She was your child and we're more.. . . friends. And
that's okay with me." She settled back in bed. "Now, you go back to work and I'll go back to sleep. Thanks
for coming in and waking me. Good night, Eve."Eve didn't answer for amoment. "What was your nightmare
about?'Heat. Panic. Darkness. A night without air or hope. No, there had been hope. . . . "I don't remember.
Has Toby come back yet?'"Not yet. I'm not sureit'sagood ideato let him out at night. He's half
wolf.""That'swhy | let him roam. Now that he's grown, he has to have more freedom. He has too much
golden retriever to be really dangerous to anything but squirrels. Probably not even them. He caught one
once and all he wanted to do was play with it." She yawned. "Sarah said it was okay, but I'll stop him if you
say theword.""No, | guess not. Sarah should know." Sarah Logan was Eve's good friend as well asthe
canine search-and-rescue specialist who had given Toby to Jane. "Just keep an eye on him.""l will. I'm
responsible for him. You know | won't let you down.""Y ou never have." She stood up. "And we'll have a
little celebration when you come home from getting your license." Jane smiled slyly. "Y ou going to bake a
cake?""Don't be ugly. I'm not that bad a cook. It would serve you right if | did." She grinned as she headed
for the door. "I'll have Joe stop at Dairy Queen and pick up an ice cream cake on the way home.""Much
more sensible."Eve glanced at her over her shoulder and her expression became troubled. "Maybe too
sensible. | wonder if we've made you alittle too responsible, Jane.""Don't be silly." She closed her eyes.
"Some people are born responsible. Some people are born to be butterflies. Y ou had nothing to do
wi...Revue de presseJohansen knows exactly what her devoted readers want and gives it to them.Publishers
Weekly



