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At this prison the doors are inches thick, steel; once factory smooth, they now carry multiple dents. Imprints of human faces, knees, elbows, teeth, residue of blood are harvested large on their gray surface. Prison hieroglyphics: pain, fear, death, all permanently recorded here, at least until a new slab of metal arrives. The doors have a square opening at eye level. The guards stare through it, use the small space to throw bright lights at the human cattle on their watch. Without warning, batons smack against the metal with the pop of gun reports. The oldies bear it well, looking down at the floor, studying nothing—meaning their lives—in a subtle act of defiance, not that anyone notices or cares. The rookies still tense when the pop or light comes; some dribble pee down their cotton pants, watch it flow over their black low-quarter shoes. They soon get over it, smack the damn door back, fight down the push of schoolboy tears and belly bile. If they want to survive.

At night, the prison cells hold the darkness of a cave but for odd shapes here and there. On this night a thunderstorm grips the area. When a lightning bolt dips from the sky, it splashes illumination into the cells through the small Plexiglas windows. The honeycomb pattern of the chicken wire stretched tight across the glass is reproduced on the opposite wall with each burst.

During the passage of such light, the man’s face emerges from the dark, as though having suddenly parted the surface of water. Unlike those in the other cells, he sits alone, thinks alone, sees no one in here. The other prisoners fear him; the guards too, even armed as they are, for he is a man of intimidating proportions. When he passes by the other cons, hardened, violent men in their own right, they quickly look away.

His name is Rufus Harms and his reputation at Fort Jackson Military Prison is that of a destroyer: He will crush you if you come at him. He never takes the first step, but he will the last. Twenty-five years of incarceration have taken a considerable toll on the man. Like the age rings of a tree, the ruts of scars on Harms’s skin, the poorly healed fractures of bone on his skeleton are a chronicle of his time here. However, far worse damage lies within the soft tissue of his brain, within the centers of his humanity: memory, thought, love, hate, fear, all tainted, all turned against him. But mostly memory, a humbling tumor of iron against the tip of his spine.

There is substantial strength left in the massive frame, though; it is evident in the long, knotty arms, the density of Harms’s shoulders. Even the wide girth of his middle carries the promise of exceptional power. But Harms is still a listing oak, topped out on growth, some limbs dead or dying, beyond the cure of pruning, the roots ripped out on one side. He is a living oxymoron: a gentle man, respectful of others, faithful to his God, irreversibly cast in the image of a heartless killer. Because of this the guards and the other prisoners leave him be. And he is content with that. Until this day. What his brother has brought him. A package of gold, a surge of hope. A way out of this place.

Another burst of light shows his eyes brimming with deep red, as though bloodied, until one sees the tears that stain his dark, heavy face. As the light recedes, he smooths out the piece of paper, taking care not to make any sound, an invitation to the guards to come sniffing. Lights have been extinguished for several hours now, and he is unable to reverse that. As it has been for a quarter century, his darkness will end only with the dawn. The absence of light matters little, though. Harms has already read the letter, absorbed every word. Each syllable cuts him like the quick bite of a shiv. The insignia of the United States Army appears bold at the top of the paper. He knows the symbol well. The Army has been his employer, his warden for almost thirty years.

The Army was requesting information from Rufus Harms, a failed and forgotten private from the era of Vietnam. Detailed information. Information Harms had no way of giving. His finger navigating true even without light, Harms touched the place in the letter that had first aroused fragments of memory drifting within him all these years. These particles had generated the incapacitation of endless nightmare, but the nucleus had seemed forever beyond him. Upon first reading the letter, Harms had dipped his head low to the paper, as though trying to reveal to himself the hidden meanings in the typewritten squiggles, to solve the greatest mystery of his mortal life. Tonight, those twisted fragments had suddenly coalesced into firm recollection, into the truth. Finally.

Until he read the letter from the Army, Harms had only two distinct memories of that night twenty-five years ago: the little girl; and the rain. It had been a punishing storm, much like tonight. The girl’s features were delicate; the nose only a bud of cartilage; the face as yet unlined by sun, age or worry; her staring eyes blue and innocent, the ambitions of a long life ahead still forming within their simple depths. Her skin was the white of sugar, and unblemished except for the red marks crushed upon a neck as fragile as a flower stem. The marks had been caused by the hands of Private Rufus Harms, the same hands that now clutched the letter as his mind careened dangerously close to that image once more.

Whenever he thought of the dead girl he wept, had to, couldn’t help it, but he did so silently, with good reason. The guards and cons were buzzards, sharks, they sniffed blood, weakness, an opening, from a million miles away; they saw it in the twitch of your eyes, the widened pores of your skin, even in the stink of your sweat. Here, every sense was heightened. Here, strong, fast, tough, nimble equaled life. Or not.

He was kneeling beside her when the MPs found them. Her thin dress clung to her diminutive frame, which had receded into the saturated earth, as though she had been dropped from a great height to form the shallowest of graves. Harms had looked up at the MPs once, but his mind had registered nothing more than a confusion of darkened silhouettes. He had never felt such fury in his life, even as the nausea seized him, his eyes losing their focus, his pulse rate, respiration, blood pressure all bottoming out. He had gripped his head as if to prevent his bursting brain from cleaving through the bone of his skull, through tissue and hair, and exploding into the soaked air.

When he had looked down once more at the dead girl, and then at the pair of twitching hands that had ended her life, the anger had drained from him, as though someone had jerked free a plug embedded within. The functions of his body oddly abandoning him, Harms could only remain kneeling, wet and shivering, his knees sunk deeply into the mud. A black high chieftain in green fatigues presiding over a small pale-skinned sacrifice, was how one stunned witness would later describe it.

The next day he would come to learn the little girl’s name: Ruth Ann Mosley, ten years old, from Columbia, South Carolina. She and her family had been visiting her brother, who was stationed at the base. On that night Harms had only known Ruth Ann Mosley as a corpse, small—tiny, in fact—compared to the stunning breadth of his six-foot-five-inch, three-hundred-pound body. The blurred image of the rifle butt that one of the MPs smashed against his skull represented the last mental sliver Harms carried from that night. The blow had dropped him to the ground right next to her. The girl’s lifeless face pointed upward, collecting droplets of rain in every still crevice. His face sunken into the mud, Rufus Harms saw nothing more. Remembered nothing more.

Until tonight. He swelled his lungs with rain-drenched air and stared out the half-open window. He was suddenly that still rare beast: an innocent man in prison.

He had convinced himself over the years that such evil had been lurking, cancerlike, within him. He had even thought of suicide, to make penance for stealing the life of another, more pitiably a child’s. But he was deeply religious, and not a fleeting jailhouse convert to the Lord. He thus could not commit the sin of prematurely forcing his last breath. He also knew the girl’s killing had condemned him to an afterlife a thousand times worse than the one he was now enduring. He was unwilling to rush to its embrace. Better this place, this man-made prison, for now.

Now he understood that his decision to live had been right. God had known, had kept him alive for this moment. With stunning clarity he recalled the men who had come for him that night at the stockade. His mind once more clearly held every contorted face, the stripes on the uniforms some of them wore—his comrades in arms. He recalled the way they circled him, wolves to prey, emboldened only by their numbers; the telling hatred of their words. What they had done that night had caused Ruth Ann Mosley to die. And in a very real sense, Harms had died as well.

To these men Harms was an able-bodied soldier who had never fought in defense of his country. Whatever he got, he deserved, they no doubt believed. Now he was a middle-aged man slowly dying in a cage as punishment for a crime of long-ago origin. He had no power to see that any semblance of justice was done on his behalf. And yet with all that, Rufus Harms stared into the familiar darkness of his crypt, a single passion empowering him: After twenty-five years of terrible, wrenching guilt that had relentlessly taunted him until he was just barely in possession of a ruined life, he knew that it was now their turn to suffer. He gripped the worn Bible his mother had given him, and he promised this to the God who had chosen never to abandon him.




Introducing FBI Special Agent Atlee Pine.
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Eeny, meeny, miny, moe.

FBI Special Agent Atlee Pine stared up at the grim facade of the prison complex that housed some of the most dangerous human predators on earth.

She had come to see one of them tonight.

ADX Florence, about a hundred miles south of Denver, was the only supermax prison in the federal system. It was one of four separate encampments that made up the Federal Correctional Complex, Florence, each with a different security rating. In total, over nine hundred inmates were incarcerated on this parcel of land.

From the sky, with the prison lights on, Florence might resemble a set of diamonds on black felt. The men here, guards and inmates, were as hardened as precious stone. They had to be. It was not a place for the faint-hearted, or the easily intimidated, though the deeply demented were clearly welcome.

The Florence supermax held, among others, the Unabomber, the Boston Marathon bomber, 9/11 terrorists, serial killers, an Oklahoma City bombing conspirator, spies, and assorted cartel and mafia bosses. Their ages ranged from mid-twenties to nearly eighty. Most of the men currently living here would die in federal prison under the official weight of multiple life sentences.

ADX Florence had opened in 1994. Its creation was largely due to the murders of two prison guards at Marion Prison in Illinois. The main function of Florence was to take violent prisoners from other penitentiaries and tame them, so that they could be eventually transferred back to peacefully serve out their sentences. The average length of time spent here was about three years, though some of the more infamous inmates would be at the supermax until they died.

The prison was in the middle of nowhere. No one had ever escaped, but if they did, there would be no place to hide. The topography around the prison was flat and open. Not a blade of grass grew around the complex. There were no trees or bushes to provide cover.

This was all intentional.

The windows were four inches wide and four feet long, cut in thick concrete, through which only the sky and roof of the facility could be seen. Florence had been designed so that no prisoner could even tell where in the structure they were located, making an inside escape highly improbable. Outside the prison rose twelve-foot-high perimeter walls topped with razor wire and interlaced with pressure pads. These spaces were patrolled 24/7 by armed guards and attack dogs. Any prisoner reaching this spot would almost assuredly be killed either by fangs or bullets. With the worst of the worst, the Bureau of Prisons was not into taking chances. And there would be no one who cared about a serial murderer, terrorist, or spy face-planting in the Colorado dirt for the final time.

The cells were seven-by-twelve and virtually everything in them, other than each inmate, was made from poured concrete. The showers automatically cut off, the toilets could not be stopped up, the walls were insulated so no inmate could communicate with another, the double steel doors slid open and closed on powered hydraulics and meals came through a slot in the metal. Outside communication was forbidden except in the visitors’ room. For unruly prisoners, or in the case of a crisis, there was the Z-Unit, also known as the Black Hole. Its cells were in complete darkness and restraints were built into each concrete bed.

Solitary confinement was the rule rather than the exception here. Twenty-three hours in-cell, and one out that did not involve time spent with another human being. If you wanted rec time, you spent it all by yourself. Some marched along in what looked like an empty pool, one foot in front of the other, counting off steps, counting off the seconds left in their lives.

Atlee Pine’s truck had been scoped and searched and her name and ID checked against the visitors’ list. After that she was escorted to the front entrance and showed the guards stationed there her FBI special agent credentials. She was thirty-five and the last twelve years of her life had been spent with this shiny badge riding on her hip. The gold shield was topped by an open-winged eagle, and below that was Justitia, holding her scales and sword. It was fitting, Pine thought, that it was a female on the badge of the pre-eminent law enforcement agency in the world.

She had relinquished her standard-issue 9 millimeter Glock 23 chambered in .40-caliber. Pine had left behind, in her truck, the throwaway Beretta Nano that normally rode in a holster on her left ankle. This was the only time she could remember voluntarily handing over her weapon. At the FBI, the only time you gave up your gun was when you were dead. But America’s only supermax had its own set of rules by which she had to abide if she wanted to get inside, and she very much did.

After giving up her gun, she walked through a metal detector, which did not ding because she had been careful not to bring anything that would make it do so. She had stripped off her belt, watch, pinky ring, and St. Christopher’s necklace and left them in the truck along with her Beretta.

She was tall: over five-eleven in her bare feet. Her height had come from her mother who was an even six feet. Despite her stature, Pine was hardly lithe or willowy. She would never grace a runway as a stickthin model. She was solid and muscular, which had come from pumping iron religiously. Her thighs, calves, and glutes were rocks, her shoulders and delts sculpted, her arms ropy, her core iron.

She also had competed in MMA, kickboxing, and had earned a red/black 7 belt in Brazilian jiu-jitsu, the foundation of which was enabling a smaller person to take on and subdue a larger one.

All of these skills had been learned with one aim in mind: survival.

She knew she toiled in largely a man’s world. And physical strength and the toughness and confidence that came with it was a necessity. If she had played on a football team she would have been a middle linebacker – good wheels and she could deliver pain when she got to her destination. She had dark hair that fell to shoulder length and mismatched eyes, right one a pale green, left one a murky blue. It was the only asymmetrical thing about her, she felt. Otherwise, she was ramrod straight.

At least on the outside. She was working on the internal part. Well, maybe not so much.

She had never been to Florence before, and as she was escorted down the hall by two burly guards who hadn’t uttered a word to her, the first thing that struck her was the ethereal calm and quiet. As a federal agent, Pine had visited many prisons before. They were normally a cacophony of noise, screams, catcalls, curses, trash talk, insults, threats, with fingers curled around bars, menacing looks coming out of the cells’ darkness. If you weren’t an animal before you went to prison, you would be one by the time you got out. Or else, you’d be dead.

It was Lord of the Flies.

With bars and flush toilets.

But here, it was as if she was in a library. She was impressed. It was no small feat for a facility housing men who, collectively, had slaughtered thousands of their fellow humans using bombs, guns, knives, poisons, or simply their fists. Or in the case of the spies, with their treasonous acts.

Catch a tiger by its toe.

Pine had driven over from St. George, Utah, where she’d previously worked. In doing so she’d motored across the entire state of Utah, and half of Colorado. Her navigation device had told her it would take a little over eleven hours to traverse the six hundred and fifty miles. She had done it in under ten, having the benefit of a lead foot, a big-ass engine in her SUV, and a radar detector to get through the inevitable speed traps.

She’d stopped once to use a restroom and to grab something to eat for the road. Other than that, it had been pedal to the floor mat.

She could have flown into Denver and driven down from there, but she had some time off and she wanted to think about what she would do when she got to her destination. And a long drive through vast and empty stretches of the Land of the Free allowed her to do just that.

Growing up in the east, she’d spent most of her professional life in the open plains of the west. She hoped to spend the rest of it there. There were good reasons for this.

She didn’t necessarily enjoy company.

And she definitely did not enjoy tight spaces.

After five years at the Bureau Pine had had her pick of assignments. This had been the case for only one reason: she was willing to go where no other agent wanted to. Most recruits were desperate to be assigned to one of the big shops, one of the FBI’s fifty-six field offices. Some liked it hot so they aimed for Miami, Houston, or Phoenix. Some aimed for higher office in the FBI bureaucracy, so they fought to get to New York or D.C. Los Angeles was popular for myriad reasons, Boston the same. Yet Pine had no interest in any of those places. She liked the relative isolation of the RAs in the middle of nothing. And so long as she got results and was willing to pull the duty, people left her alone.

And in the wide open spaces, she was often the only federal law enforcement for hundreds of miles. She liked that too. Some would call her aloof and a control freak. She would call herself a cop with a job to do.

After working at the fairly large Flagstaff RA, Pine had taken a position at the St. George, Utah, RA. It was a two-person outfit and Pine had stayed there for three years. When the opportunity arose, she had transferred to a one-agent office in a tiny town called Shattered Rock. It was a recently established RA due west of Tuba City, about as close to Grand Canyon National Park as it was possible to be, without actually being in the park. She enjoyed the support of one secretary, Carol Blum, who was in her late sixties and had been at the Bureau for nearly four decades. Blum claimed former FBI Director J. Edgar Hoover as her hero, though he’d died long before she joined up.

Pine didn’t know whether to believe the woman or not.

Visiting hours were long since over at Florence, but the Bureau of Prisons had accommodated a request from a fellow fed. It was actually midnight on the dot, a fitting time, Pine felt. Because didn’t monsters only come out then?

And at Florence, whether it was day or night really made no difference to anyone there. It was not the sort of place that was impacted by the normal contours of life, because there was nothing ordinary about the men who were imprisoned there.

She was escorted into the visitors’ room and sat on a metal stool on one side of a sheet of thick polycarbonate glass. In lieu of a phone, a round metal conduit built into the glass provided the only means to orally communicate. On the other side of the glass was where the inmate would sit on a similar metal stool bolted into the floor. The seat was uncomfortable; it was meant to be.

If he hollers let him go.

She sat awaiting him, her hands clasped and resting on the flat laminated surface in front of her. She had pinned her FBI shield to her lapel because she wanted him to see it. She kept her gaze on the door through which he would be led. He knew she was coming. He had approved her visit, one of the few rights he possessed in here.

Pine tensed slightly when she heard multiple footsteps approaching. The door was buzzed open and the first person she saw was a beefy BOP guard with no neck, and shoulders that nearly spanned the width of the door. Behind him came another guard, and then a third, all equally large and imposing.

She briefly wondered if there was a minimum heft requirement for a guard here. There probably should be. Along with a tetanus shot.

She dropped this thought as quickly as she had acquired it, because behind them appeared Daniel James Tor, all six-foot-four-inch shackled feet of him. He was followed in by a trio of other guards. They effectively filled the small enclosure. The rule of thumb here, Pine had learned, was that no prisoner was moved from one place to another with fewer than three guards.

Apparently, Tor warranted double that number. She could understand why.

Tor had not a hair on his head. His eyes stared blankly forward as they seated him on his stool and locked his chains into a steel ring set into the floor. This was also not typical of the visitors’ policy here, Pine knew.

But it was obviously typical for fifty-seven-year-old Tor. He had on a white jumpsuit with black rubber-soled shoes with no laces. Black-framed glasses covered his eyes. They were one piece and made of soft rubber with no metal pins at juncture points. The lenses were flimsy plastic that could not be molded into a jagged edge. It would be difficult to turn either into a weapon.

In prisons, one had to sweat the small details, because inmates had all day to think of ways to do harm to themselves and others.

Under the jumpsuit she knew his entire body was virtually covered in largely self-inked tats. The ones that he hadn’t done himself had been inked on by some of his victims, forced into becoming tattoo artists before Tor had dispatched them into the hereafter. It was said that each tat told a story about a victim. Pine didn’t know if that was true or not. And, at this precise moment, she didn’t really care.

She was only here to talk about one of the man’s victims.

Tor weighed about two hundred and eighty pounds and Pine calculated that only about ten percent of that would qualify as fat. The veins rippled in his forearms and neck. There wasn’t much to do in here except work out and sleep, she assumed. But he had been an athlete in high school, a sports star, really, born with a genetically gifted physique. It was unfortunate that the superb body had been paired with a deeply deranged mind.

The guards, satisfied that Tor was securely restrained, left the way they had come. But Pine could hear them right outside the door. She was sure Tor could as well.

She imagined him somehow breaking through the glass. Could she hold her own against him? It was an intriguing hypothetical. And part of her wanted him to try.

His gaze finally fell upon her and held.

Atlee Pine had stared through the narrow width of glass or in between cell bars at many monsters, a number of whom she had brought to justice.

Yet this one was different. Daniel James Tor was different. He was perhaps the most dangerously sadistic and prolific serial murderer of his, or any, generation.

He rested his shackled hands on the laminated surface on his side, tilted his thick neck to the right until a kink popped. Then he resettled his gaze on her after flicking a glance at the badge.

His lips curled momentarily at the symbol for law and order.

“Well?” he asked, his voice low and monotone.

The moment, an eternity in the making, had finally come.

Atlee Pine leaned forward, her lips an inch from the thick glass.

“Where’s my sister?”

Eeny, meeny, miny, moe.
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The dead-eye stare from Tor didn’t change in the face of Pine’s question. On the other side of the door where the guards lurked, Pine could hear murmurings, the shuffling of feet, perhaps the smack of palm against a metal baton. Just for practice, just in case it needed to be wrapped around Tor’s head at a moment’s notice.

From Tor’s expression, she knew he could hear it too. He apparently missed nothing, though he had eventually been brought down by missing something.

Pine leaned slightly back on her stool, folded her arms across her chest, and waited for his answer. He could go nowhere, and she had nowhere to go that was more important than this.

Tor looked her up and down in a way that perhaps he had used in sizing up all his victims. There were thirty-four of them confirmed. Confirmed, not total. She was here about an unconfirmed one. She was here about one victim not even in the running to be added to the tally of this man’s infinite depravity.

Tor had escaped a death sentence solely due to his cooperating with authorities, revealing the locations of three victims’ remains. This revelation had provided a trio of families some closure. And it had allowed Tor to live. In her mind, she could see him easily, perhaps smugly, striking that bargain, knowing that he had gotten the better end of the deal.

He’d been arrested, convicted, and sentenced in the mid-nineties. He’d killed two guards and another inmate at a prison in 1998 where they did not have the death penalty. That had led to him being transferred to ADX Florence. He was currently serving forty-one consecutive life terms. There was no plan to rehabilitate Tor with the goal of sending him off to another facility to serve his time in peace. Tor and peace were mutually exclusive.

Unless he pulled a Methuselah, he would die in here.

None of this seemed to faze the man.

“Name?” he asked, as though he were a clerk at a counter checking on an order.

“Mercy Pine.”

“Place and time?”

He was screwing with her now, but she needed to play along.

“Andersonville, Georgia, June 7, 1989.”

He popped his neck once more, this time to the other side. He stretched out his long fingers, cracking the joints. The huge man seemed one enormous jumble of pressure points.

“Andersonville, Georgia,” he mused. “Lots of deaths there. Confederate prison during the Civil War. The commandant, Henry Wirz, was executed for war crimes. Did you know that? Executed for doing his job.” He smiled. “He was Swiss. Totally neutral. And they hanged him. Some justice.”

The smile disappeared as quickly as it had emerged, like a spent match.

She said, “Mercy Pine. Six years old. She disappeared on June 7, 1989. Andersonville, southwestern Macon County, Georgia. Do you need me to describe the house? I heard your memory for your victims was photographic, but maybe you need some help. It’s been a while.”

“What color was her hair?” asked Tor, his lips parted, revealing wide, straight teeth.

In answer, Pine pointed to her own. “Same as mine. We were twins.”

This statement seemed to spark an interest in Tor that had not been present before. She had expected this. She knew everything about this man except for one thing.

That one thing was why she was here tonight.

He sat forward, his shackles clinking in his excitement.

He glanced at her badge once more.

He said eagerly, “Twins. FBI. It’s starting to make sense. Go on.”

“You were known to be operating in the area in 1989. Atlanta, Columbus, Albany, downtown Macon.” Using a tube of ruby red lipstick taken from her pocket, she drew a dot on the glass representing each of the aforementioned localities. Then, she connected these dots roughly, forming a familiar figure.

“You were a math prodigy, even taught briefly. You like geometric shapes.” She pointed to what she had drawn. “Here, a diamond shape. Gets you off apparently. That’s how they tracked you. And eventually caught you.”

This was the something Tor had missed. A pattern of his own creation.

His lips pressed together. She knew that no serial murderer would admit a mistake, or having been out-smarted. She did not intend to let him dwell on this. She had said it only to give her a measure of equality with him, to exercise a nuance of control.

The man was clearly a sociopath and a narcissist. While virtually everyone understood the dangers of a sociopathic personality, people often discounted narcissism as relatively harmless. The term sometimes conjured the image of a beautiful and seemingly innocuous man staring longingly at his reflection in a pool of water or a mirror. How could such a person hurt anyone?

However, Pine knew that narcissism was probably the most dangerous trait someone could possess for one critical reason: the narcissist could not feel empathy towards others. Which meant that the lives of others held no value to them. They could kill without remorse, without feeling, without the inhibition and off switches that kept the vast majority of humans from committing such heinous acts. Killing could be like a drug to a narcissist, like a hit of fentanyl: instant euphoria from the domination and destruction of another.

And that was why virtually every serial murderer was a narcissist. And that was why all narcissists were potentially deadly.

She said, “But Andersonville was not part of that pattern. Was it a one-off? Were you freelancing? What made you come to my house?”

“It was a rhombus, not a diamond,” replied Tor.

Pine didn’t respond to this.

He continued, as though lecturing to a class. “My pattern was a rhombus, a lozenge, if you prefer, a quadrilateral; a four-sided figure with four equal-length sides, and unequal length diagonals. An equilateral parallelogram. For example, a kite is a parallelogram only when it’s a rhombus.” He gave a patronizing glance at what she had drawn. “A diamond is not a true or precise mathematical term. So, don’t make that mistake again. It’s embarrassing. And unprofessional. Did you even prepare for this meeting?” With his manacled hands, he gave a dismissive wave and disgusted look to the crude figure she’d drawn on the glass, as though she had written something foul there.

“Thank you, that makes it perfectly clear,” said Pine, who could give a shit about parallelograms specifically or math in general. “So why the one-off? You’d never broken a pattern before.”

“You presume my pattern was broken. You presume I was in Andersonville on the night of June 7, 1989.”

“I never said it was at night.”

The smile flickered back. “Doesn’t the boogeyman only come out at night?”

Pine reflected for a moment on her earlier thought about monsters only striking at night. To catch these killers, she had to think like them. It was and always had been a disturbing thought to her.

Before she could respond he said, “Six years old? A twin? Where did it take place?”

“In our bedroom. We shared a bed. You came in through the window. You taped our mouths shut so we couldn’t call out. You held us down with your hands.”

She took out a piece of paper from her pocket and held it up to the glass so he could see the writing on that side.

His gaze drifted down the page, his features unreadable, even to Pine, who had read them all. At least until now.

“A four-line nursery rhyme?” he said, tacking on a yawn. “What next? Will you break into a homily?”

“You thumped our foreheads as you recited it,” noted Pine, who leaned forward a notch. “Each word, a different forehead. You started with mine and ended on Mercy’s. Then you took her and you did this to me.”

She swept back her hair to reveal a scar behind her left temple. “Not sure what you used. It was a blur. Maybe just your fist. You cracked my skull.” She added, “But you’re a big man and I was just a little kid.” She paused. “I’m not a little kid anymore.”

“No, you’re not. What, about five-ten?”

“Add over an inch. My sister was tall too at age six, but skinny. Big guy like you, you could have carried her easily. Where did you take her?”

“Presumption again. As you said, I’d never broken a pattern before. Why would you think that I had then?”

Pine leaned closer to the glass. “Thing is, I remember seeing you.” She looked him over. “You’re pretty unforgettable.”

The lip curled again, like the string on a bow being pulled back. About to let loose an arrow. “You remember seeing me? And you only show up now? Twenty-nine years later?”

“I knew you weren’t going anywhere.”

“A weak quip, and hardly an answer.” He glanced at her badge again. “FBI. Where are you assigned? Somewhere near here perhaps?” he added a bit eagerly.

“Where did you take her? How did my sister die? Where are her remains?”

These practiced queries were fired off rapidly.

Tor, though, was unmoved by this. He simply continued his line of thought. “I assume not a field office. You don’t strike me as a main-office type. Your dress is casual and you’re here outside visitors’ hours, hardly by the Bureau book. And there’s only one of you. Your kind likes to travel in pairs if it’s official business. Add to that the personal equation.”

“What do you mean?” she asked, meeting his gaze.

“You lose a twin, you become a loner, like you lost half of yourself. You can’t rely on or trust anyone else once that emotional cord is broken. You’re not married,” he added, glancing at her ring finger. “So you have no one to interrupt your lifelong sense of loss until one day you kick off, alone, frustrated, unhappy.” He paused, looking mildly interested. “Yet something happened to lead you to come here after nearly three decades. Did it take you that long to work up the courage? For an FBI agent? It does give one pause.”

“You have no reason not to tell me. They can take off another life sentence, it won’t matter. Florence is it for you.”

His next response was surprising, but perhaps it shouldn’t have been.

“You’ve tracked down and arrested at least a half-dozen people like me. The least talented among them had killed four, the most talented had disposed of ten.”

“Talented? Not the way I would describe it.”

“But talent does come into play. It’s not an easy business, regardless of what society thinks about it. They weren’t in my league, of course, but you have to start somewhere. Now, you seem to have made a specialty of it. Of going toe-to-toe with the likes of me. It’s nice to aim high, but one can grow too ambitious, or become overconfident. Flying too close to the sun with the wax betwixt the wings, that sort of thing. Death so often results. It can be a divine look, but not, I think, on you. However, I’d love to try.”

Pine shrugged off these lines of free association ending with the threat against her. If he was thinking of killing her, that meant he was interested; she had his attention.

She said, “They were all operating in the West. Here, you have wide open spaces without a policeman on every block. People coming and going, lots of run-aways, folks who have lost their way, looking for something new, long strips of isolated highways. A billion places to toss the remains. It encourages . . . talent like yours.”

He spread his hands as wide as he could with the restraints. “Now see, that’s better.”

“It would be far better if you answered my question.”

“I also understand that you came within one pound of making the U.S. Olympic team as a weightlifter when you were in college.” When she didn’t respond right away he said, “Google has even reached Florence, Special Agent Atlee Pine from Andersonville, Georgia. You’ve even earned your own Wikipedia page. It’s not nearly as long as mine, but then again, it’s early days for you. But long careers are not guaranteed.”

“It was one kilo, not one pound. The snatch did me in, never my best pull. I’m more of a clean-and-jerk girl.”

“Kilos, yes. My mistake. So actually, you’re a bit weaker than I thought. And, of course, a failure.”

“You have no reason not to tell me,” she repeated. “None.”

“You want closure, like the rest of them?” he said in a bored tone.

Pine nodded, but only because she was afraid of the words that might come out of her mouth at that moment. Contrary to Tor’s assertions, she had prepared for this meeting. But one could never fully prepare for a confrontation with this man.

“You know what I really, really like?” said Tor.

Pine kept staring at him, but didn’t react.

“I really, really like that I have defined your entire life.”

Tor suddenly leaned forward. His wide shoulders and massive bald head seemed to fill the glass, like a man coming in through a little girl’s bedroom window. For one terrifying moment, Pine was six again and this demon was thumping her forehead with each word of the rhyme, with death to the one last touched.

Mercy. Not her.

MERCY.

Not her.

Then she let out a barely audible breath and involuntarily touched the badge on her jacket.

Her touchstone. Her lodestone. No, her rosary.

The movement did not go unnoticed by Tor. He didn’t smile in triumph; his look was not one of anger, but of disappointment. And then, a moment later, disinterest. His eyes hollowed out and his features relaxed as he sat back. He slumped down, his energy and animation gone.

Pine felt every cell in her body start to shut down. She’d totally just screwed this up. He’d tested her and she had not risen to the challenge. The boogeyman had come at midnight and found her lacking. Like he had called her: a failure.

“Guards,” he bellowed. “I’m ready. We’re done here.” As soon as he finished speaking, his lips spread into a malicious grin and Pine knew why.

This was the only time he could order them around.

As they came in, unhooked him from the ring, and began to lead him away, Pine rose.

“You have no reason not to tell me.”

He didn’t deign to look at her.

“The meek shall never inherit the earth, Atlee Pine of Andersonville, twin of Mercy. Get used to it. But if you want to vent again, you know where to find me. Just bring your A-game. And don’t bring the diamond. But now that I’m aware of your existence—” he suddenly looked back at her, a surge of ferocious desire flashing across his features, probably the last thing his victims ever saw— “I will never forget about you.”

The metal portal shut and locked behind him. She listened to the march of feet taking Tor back to his seven-by-twelve poured-concrete cage.

Pine stared at the door a moment longer, then wiped the lipstick off the glass, the color of blood transferred to her palm, retraced her footsteps, retrieved her gun, and left ADX Florence, breathing in crisp air at exactly one mile above sea level.

She would not cry. She hadn’t since Mercy. She wanted to feel something. But it just wasn’t there. She was weightless, like being on the moon, nothing, empty. He had drained whatever she had left right out of her. No, not drained.

Sucked.

And, worst of all, what had happened to her sister was still unknown.

She drove a hundred miles west to Salida and found the cheapest motel she could since this trip was all on her dime.

Right before she fell asleep, she thought back to the question Tor had asked.

And you only show up now? Twenty-nine years later?

There was a good reason for this, at least in Pine’s mind. But maybe it was also a flawed one.

She didn’t dream about Tor that night. She didn’t dream of her sister, gone nearly three decades now. The only visual her subconscious held up was herself at six years old trudging to school for the first time without Mercy’s hand inside hers. A bereaved little girl in pigtails who had lost the other half of her, as Tor himself had intimated.

The better half of her, thought Pine, because she had been the one constantly in trouble, while her ten-minute-older “big” sister had habitually stood up for her, or covered for her, in equal measure. Unfailing loyalty and love.

Pine had never felt that again, in her entire life.

Maybe Tor was right about her future.

Maybe.

And then his other jab, the one that had gotten through her defenses, and nailed her right in the gut.

You define me?

When she felt her lips begin to tremble, she rose, walked to the bathroom, and stuck her head under the shower. She left it there until the cold was so unbearable she nearly screamed out in pain. Yet not a single tear mingled with the freezing tap water.

She rose at the crack of dawn, showered, dressed, and headed home. Halfway there she stopped to get something to eat. As she got back into her SUV the text landed in her phone.

She closed the SUV door, fired up the engine, and floored it.
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The Grand Canyon was one of the seven natural wonders of the world, visited by five million people from around the globe every year. However, only one percent of those folks would ever reach the spot where Atlee Pine was currently: the banks of the Colorado River right on the floor of the canyon.

Those who did make it down here could do so in only one of three ways: in a river raft, by mule ride, or courtesy of their own two feet.

Phantom Ranch, located at the bottom of the canyon, was the most popular under-roof accommodation in the valley itself, because it was the only one. There was a heliport there, but not for commercial aircraft. Tour choppers could fly a thousand feet below the canyon’s rims, but no lower. That meant none could land in the canyon, unless there was a catastrophic event, as there had been in the past, with wreckage and bodies hurtling into the mile-deep abyss.

Pine had driven to the Grand Canyon National Park Airport, the second busiest in Arizona behind Phoenix’s Sky Harbor. There, she had climbed inside a waiting National Park Service chopper and made a vertical descent of about a mile. After landing, Pine and her companion had immediately set off on foot.

The Grand Canyon could be a nightmare when it came to figuring out who had legal oversight over criminal events happening there. The National Park Service, the Bureau of Indian Affairs, at least three Native American tribes, the Hopi, Hualapai and Navajo and their respective tribal police forces, the Arizona state and local police, and Pine’s FBI could all claim some jurisdiction to bad deeds committed within the park.

Yet now, it was just Pine and a National Park Service Ranger named Colson Lambert.

As they walked along, the sun was beginning to set as it usually did here – swiftly, because of the canyon’s towering walls.

Lambert, who was in his forties, hiker-fit and medium height with a weighty Adam’s apple riding up and down his throat, said, “Thought you would have been here hours ago. Where were you when I texted?”

“Out of town, personal,” Pine tersely replied.

She strode along, eating up ground with her long legs, her gaze looking for rattlers and scorpions, the most dangerous of which was the smallest, the bark scorpion. A rattler bite, untreated, could easily kill you, and the bark scorpion was no insignificant matter either.

She had already passed about a half-dozen of the snakes, and had waited on the path twice to let the serpents cross. As hard as it was to believe, they were more afraid of people than people were of them. That was one reason nature had given them a rattle, to make people leave them alone.

Where’s my rattle? thought Pine.

“When was it found?” she said over her shoulder.

Lambert scurried after her.

“This morning.”

They passed a slight curve in the rock and there it was. A tarp had been erected around it. Pine counted two men there. One dressed as a cowboy that he undoubtedly was. The other, like Lambert, was in the uniform of the National Park Service, gray shirt, light-colored flat-brimmed hat with a black band on which were the letters USNPS. Pine knew him, his name was Harry Rice. In physique, he was a carbon copy of Lambert, though a few years younger.

Pine approached, flashed her badge, and asked the cowboy what he was doing there.

He was long and lean and his face had been viciously carved by the outdoor life he led in an unforgiving environment. He was closer to fifty than forty, with thick graying hair that had been shaped by the wide-brimmed hat he held in one hand. “I work at Phantom Ranch,” he replied.

“What’s your name?”

“Dave Brennan. I’m one of the mule wranglers. Pack and riders. I bring ’em down and then back up and then do it all over again.”

“Did you discover it?”

Brennan nodded. “Before breakfast. Saw the buzzards circling.”

“Be more precise.”

“Um, seven-thirty.”

Pine passed by the strung tarp wall as Lambert and Rice joined her. There was no one nearby to see anything; the floor of the Grand Canyon was hardly Grand Central. But pretty much everyone who came down here brought binoculars. And it was a crime scene after all, even if it didn’t involve a human being.

Yet.

Pine squatted down and looked over the carcass.

The mule weighed about a half-ton, she figured, and would stand about sixteen hands high. A mare bred with a donkey produced a mule. They pulled more slowly than horses, but were surer-footed, lived longer, and pound for pound were about as strong as anything on four legs, and possessed enormous endurance.

Pine slapped on a pair of latex gloves she had pulled from her fanny pack. She touched the stiffened foreleg of the beast. The air was rank with the smell of the dead carcass, but Pine was certainly used to that.

“It’s in rigor,” she said. “Blowflies all over it. Eggs hatched. It’s definitely been here a while.”

When it came to death, humans and animals weren’t all that different. And the insect world treated them exactly the same. Good for the cops, bad for the bad guys.

Lambert nodded, as did Rice.

Pine said, “You found it at seven-thirty. Was it stiff like it is now?”

Brennan shook his head. “Not so I could tell, no. Definitely not the legs all stiff like that. Had to chase some critters away. They were already starting to get into it. You can see that there and there,” he added, pointing to various places where flesh had been ripped away by interested carnivores. “There was a rattler right next to it eating a squirrel. They don’t usually come out that early, but it never really gets that cool down here at night or in the morning. I just let it be until it was done and moved on.”

Pine checked her watch. It was just now six-thirty p.m. So, eleven hours had passed since it had been found. Now she needed to establish a parameter at the other end.

She shifted her position and looked at the belly of the beast.

And the wound that had presumably taken its life.

“Gutted,” she noted. “Sharp knife with a short blade. Upward stroke and then a slit along the belly, severing major blood vessels along the way. Bleed out was max.”

She looked up at Brennan.

“I take it this is one of yours?”

Brennan nodded and squatted on his haunches. He looked sadly at the dead animal. “Sally Belle. Riding mule. Been with us for six years. Good, strong, dependable. She was a pack mule for three years. Steady as a rock. No problems. Damn shame. I don’t know why anybody would’ve done this.”

Pine looked at the dried blood. “It would have taken some time for her to bleed out. And it wouldn’t have been painless. No one heard anything? Mules can make a lot of noise.”

“It’s far enough away from the ranch that maybe no one would have,” suggested Rice. “And there’s no one else around. And the blood loss would have weakened her pretty quickly,” he added.

“There’s a park ranger station here,” noted Pine.

Rice nodded. “I checked on that this morning. The ranger I talked to didn’t hear or see anything. He’s a good guy. Reliable.”

“Okay, but there had to be people at the Bright Angel Campground?”

Lambert said, “There were. Hikers. And some rafters too. But it’s about a half mile from Phantom and over a mile and a half from here. They might not have heard anything.”

“Phantom Ranch is that far away from here, but the mule corral is closer than that,” noted Pine.

“Well, it is, but it’s still a good ways away, and on the other side of Bright Angel Creek. And you know how dark it gets down here because of the steep walls. Even with a sky full of stars.”

Pine did not look convinced. The canyon was one big subwoofer, really. Sound bounced off the walls and reverberated everywhere. “More to the point, who has the balls to lean under a thousand-pound mule and start slicing into its belly?” said Pine. She looked up at Brennan. “And maybe in the dark. How plausible do you think that is?”

“Not very. Particularly if the mule didn’t know the person. Our mules are well-trained and disciplined, but they can get spooked, just like any animal. And if a mule kicks you in the head, that’s it for you. And for what it’s worth, in my opinion, you gut a mule and you’re going to hear it in the next county.”

“Let’s file that one away for now.” Pine eyed the saddle. “Okay, it’s really shitty that someone murdered a mule. But where’s the rider?”

She looked up at the three men, all huddled around the dead beast. “When you called you said there was someone missing. You don’t call in the FBI for a dead mule.”

Lambert shook his head. “You know this area. You’ve worked with us before. And more importantly, the superintendent knows you and trusts you.”

Pine said, “Well, the chief reason the Bureau established the RA in Shattered Rock was because of its proximity to the Grand Canyon. This hole in the ground is an important national asset.”

Lambert continued, “Our Visitor and Resource Protection Division will have the lead on this, at least initially, that’s why Harry and I are here. But at some point, depending on how this plays out, the Bureau may need to be involved. That’s why we thought it smart to bring you in at the beginning. But depending on how this plays out, ISB might get involved.”

ISB, Pine knew, stood for the National Park Service Investigative Services Branch, and the special agents who worked there.

“Right. So, the rider?” she said.

“Benjamin Priest,” said Rice promptly.

“No sign of him?” asked Pine.

“Not that we can find, no,” said Lambert.

Brennan took up the thread. “He came down yesterday. Part of a crew of ten.”

“That’s your limit, right?” said Pine.

“Yeah. We’re pretty much always maxed on that. You have to reserve about a year in advance. Same for a bunk and meals at Phantom. Next year they’re going to a lottery. Pretty popular destination.”

“So, he rode down here and then what?”

“We stopped overnight at Phantom like we always do. We were going to head out this morning after breakfast. Across the suspension bridge and up the South Kaibab to the Rim. Just like normal.”

“Five and a half hours down and an hour less back up?” said Pine.

“Just about, yeah,” agreed Brennan.

Pine surveyed the area. It was over eighty degrees on the canyon floor and twenty degrees cooler on the South Rim and even cooler on the taller north side. She could feel the sweat collecting on her face, armpits, and the small of her back.

“When was it noticed that Priest was missing?”

Rice said, “This morning when folks came to the dining hall for breakfast.”

Brennan added, “And one of my guys saw that Sally Belle was gone from the mule corral. That’s why I was out looking for her.”

“Where was Priest staying?”

Brennan said, “One of the cabins.”

“Had to be others with him,” noted Pine. “Bunk beds.”

Lambert said, “There were. We talked to them. They slept soundly. Pretty much all people coming down here do. Mule riding to the bottom takes it out of you.”

“Yeah, I’ve done it. Last night?”

Brennan said, “They all had dinner in the dining hall. Some folks played cards, wrote postcards. Some sat on boulders and cooled their feet in the water. Typical stuff. Then everyone went off to their sleeping quarters.”

“And it was confirmed that Priest went to his cabin?”

“Yes.”

“When was the last time anyone saw him?”

Rice answered. “Best as we can tell, around nine last night. One of his bunkmates remembered seeing him then. Out on the porch.”

“But no one actually saw him go into the cabin, get into his bunk, or later leave the cabin?”

“No.”

“The mules would have been in the corral by then,” said Pine. “So how did Sally Belle get here?You said she was missing when someone checked and you went looking for her?”

“Right,” said Brennan. “At first, I just thought she had gotten out, but I couldn’t see how. The corral was all intact. Then I noticed her saddle and bridle were missing. Well, you can see she’s got both on. Someone had to do that. We take off their gear when we put them in the corral. The mules work hard coming down here. They don’t need anything else on their back after carrying a person all that way on rocky terrain.”

“So, it could have been Priest who saddled her and took her out here. The probability lies there unless anyone else is missing.”

“No one else, just Priest,” replied Lambert.

She eyed Brennan. “You saw the mule was missing, and the tack too. What were you thinking at that point?”

Brennan didn’t answer right away; he fidgeted with his hat. “Well, I thought maybe somebody had decided to go off on a joy ride before breakfast. Wouldn’t have been the first time. I’ve seen some crazy shit by people. They act like they’re in a resort down here.”

“What’s Priest’s background?” asked Pine.

Brennan shrugged. “I don’t have that info. He just seemed like a regular guy.”

“Description?”

“Oh, in his forties. About five-feet-seven. Maybe one-eighty. We have weight limits for mule riders.”

“White? Black?”

“White. Dark hair. He was pretty chubby. Probably had a desk job.”

“Yeah, I guessed that with his height and weight. Did you ever talk to him?”

“Some, coming down. I wasn’t at his table for dinner. He talked to some other people.”

“Seem out of sorts? Nervous?”

“No, nothing like that.”

She looked at Rice. “What do you have on him?”

Rice took out a notebook and unclipped the cover. “He’s from D.C. Works at one of those government contractors around the Beltway.”

“Which one?”

“Capricorn Consultants. Never heard of them. But I’ve never been to D.C. either.”

“Family?”

“Not married, no children. Has a brother who lives in Maryland. Parents are deceased.”

“So, you’ve notified him?”

“We let him know that his brother is missing. That’s where we got this information. Asked him to let us know if he gets in contact.”

“I’ll need that info.”

“I’ll email it to you.”

“How did his brother sound?”

“Worried. He knew his brother was doing the Grand Canyon trip. He wanted to know if he should fly out. I told him to sit tight until we knew more. Most people who go missing do turn up okay.”

“But some don’t,” replied Pine. “He couldn’t have decided to hike back up on his own?”

“Nobody rides a mule down and hikes back up,” said Brennan. “You pay for both ways regardless.”

“Besides,” added Lambert. “His backpack’s still in the cabin.”

“ID, phone?”

“None of that was there,” replied Lambert. “He must have taken them with him.”

“But we had his contact information on file,” said Brennan. “They called his cell phone, but there was no answer. He had his brother’s contact information on his application for emergency purposes. That’s how we were able to phone him.”

Rice added, “His brother phoned him too after I talked to him. Also tried his email. He called me back and told me there was nothing. No response.”

“Facebook or Twitter activity?”

“I didn’t think to ask about that,” said Lambert. “I don’t use either one. I can follow up.”

“How’d he get here? Car? Bus?”

“I heard him say he came via the train,” volunteered Brennan.

“Did he come up yesterday?”

“The day before actually,” said Lambert. “He did come by train. We checked with them. At least, he had purchased a ticket.”

“Where was he staying?”

Rice said, “We checked at El Tovar, Bright Angel, Thunderbird and the rest of the possible places. He wasn’t booked at any of them.”

“If he came up the day before he took the mule ride down here, he had to stay somewhere.”

“It could have been at one of the campgrounds. Some you have to reserve; others are first come, first served,” noted Lambert.

Rice added, “Or realistically, he could have slept under a tree nearby. We can’t patrol every inch of the space. And at night, it would have been pretty easy to stay under the radar.”

“We’ll need to check on all that,” said Pine. “It seems weird that we can’t find out pretty easily where he stayed. If he came from D.C. presumably he flew. That can be checked. If he took the train up, odds are he flew into Sky Harbor from the East Coast. He might have stayed somewhere there until he went to Williams, Arizona. That’s where the train leaves from, right?”

Lambert nodded. “And there’s a hotel at the train depot there. He might have stayed there before coming here?”

“Okay, we’ll need to confirm all that. Have you made a search down here?”

“I had a team of rangers come in. We covered as much ground as we could. We didn’t find any tracks or footprints leading from here. Without that, it’s hard to know where he might have gone. Now we’re losing the light. No good searching at night down here.”

Pine took all this in. In the distance came the sharp bark of a coyote followed by a closer rattle of a snake. There might be a standoff going on out there between predators as the lights of nature grew dim, thought Pine. The muscular walls of the canyon held a complex series of fragile ecosystems. It was the human factor that had intruded here. Nature always seemed to get on all right until people showed up.

“We’ll need to bring in an organized search team tomorrow, with thermal finders, and go grid by grid,” said Pine. “Both ways as far as we can. And we’ll need a chopper to do an aerial sweep. What about the other mule riders with Priest? And the campers?”

Lambert said, “They all headed out a long time ago. We had no reason to detain them. And we had more riders and hikers coming down. There wasn’t space for them.”

“I’ll need all their names and contact info,” said Pine. “And let’s hope if something did happen to Priest that we didn’t let whomever did it walk or ride a mule or raft it out of here.”

Lambert looked uncomfortable with this and quickly glanced at his fellow ranger.

“There were over a hundred people,” said Rice defensively.

“Still need them.”

“Okay.”

“Anybody keep watch over the mules during the night?” Pine asked.

Brennan shook his head. “Never saw a need to post somebody out by the corral all night. The Ranger Station isn’t that far from it. I walked over and checked on them around eleven last night. Everything was fine. We got some coyotes and mountain lions down here, but they’re not going after a pack of mules. They’d get the shit stomped out of them.”

“Right, like someone would when they gutted her,” said Pine pointedly, looking at the dead Sally Belle. “So at least at eleven, Sally Belle was here and alive. The ranger on duty didn’t hear anything with the mules either last night or early this morning?”

Lambert said, “He would have told me if he had.”

“What’s his name?”

“Sam Kettler.”

“How long has he been with NPS?”

“Five years. Two here at the Canyon. He’s a good guy, like I said. Reliable. And he’s got a lot of experience in the Canyon. He’s hiked all over it.”

“I’ll need to talk to him,” said Pine, as she mentally catalogued all she had to do on this case.

She rose and took some photos of the dead mule with her camera phone.

Then Pine noted something. “Sally Belle’s on her right side. Belly cut obviously pointing to the left. So why is the bleed out I’m seeing on the ground on the opposite side? Above her withers? It should be on the right. It couldn’t have flowed underneath her and pooled on the other side, or at least not that much.”

All the men looked at each other, puzzled.

She said decisively, “The mule was moved after it was killed. We need to turn Sally Belle on her other side.”

Each one gripped a stiff leg and they slowly maneuvered the dead animal onto its left side.

“Shit,” exclaimed Brennan.

Down Sally Belle’s long neck and leaching onto her torso was a series of strange symbols, like hieroglyphics.

“What the hell is that?” asked Lambert.

What the hell is that? thought Pine.




What was supposed to be a relaxing vacation for special agent Amos Decker and his FBI partner, Alex Jamison, turns into a murder investigation in Baronville.
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