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Lisa Gardner is the New York Times bestselling author of seventeen novels. Her FBI Profiler novels include SAY GOODBYE, GONE and THE KILLING HOUR. Her Detective D.D. Warren series includes HIDE, ALONE, LIVE TO TELL, THE NEIGHBOUR, which won the International Thriller Writers’ Award in 2010, LOVE YOU MORE, CATCH ME, FEAR NOTHING and FIND HER. She lives with her family in New England.





About the Book



Heart-racing suspense and irresistible characters from the bestselling author of TOUCH & GO, CATCH ME, LOVE YOU MORE and many others.


Lisa Gardner's FBI Profiler series feature some of her most fascinating and unpredictable characters and cases. This is an introduction to the series featuring opening chapters from all six novels... do you dare delve into a world that tries to make sense of serial killers?
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Praise for Say Goodbye:


‘Suspense of the highest order’ Daily Mirror


‘Some of this novel gave me shivers up my spine. It is definitely not one for arachnophobes, but everyone else should love it’ Independent on Sunday


‘A ripped-from-the-headlines authenticity’ Entertainment Weekly


Praise for Gone:


‘Good news: There are no damsels in distress here – the wife, their daughter and a female sheriff all kick butt. It’s a whodunit until the very end’ Glamour


‘With each new novel, Lisa Gardner performs the seemingly impossible task of surpassing her prior efforts. This is an unforgettable tale’ Bookreporter.com


Praise for The Killing Hour:


‘With tight plotting, an ear for forensic detail and a dash of romance, this is a truly satisfying sizzler in the tradition of Tess Gerritsen and Tami Hoag’ Publishers Weekly


‘Gardner keeps us guessing . . . She also keeps us on edge’ LA Times


‘Genuinely creepy’ Booklist


Praise for The Next Accident:


‘A fiendishly well choreographed dance of death’ Booklist


‘Accomplished’ Kirkus Reviews


Praise for The Third Victim:


‘Riveting, hold-your-breath suspense’ Iris Johansen


‘A suspenseful, curl-up winter read, this thriller teems with crisp, realistic dialogue and engaging characters’ Publishers Weekly


Praise for The Perfect Husband:


‘A dark, powerful tale of nerve-shattering suspense’ Tami Hoag


‘A chilling story of revenge and betrayal, with one of the creepiest villains I’ve ever read’ Iris Johansen


‘An unforgettably evil villain and a throat-gripping climax make The Perfect Husband a real page-turner!’ Tess Gerritsen




Dear Reader,


Welcome to the FBI Profiler Case Files. Characters come about in many ways. Some appear magically in an author’s mind, ready to work. Others must be discovered. Such was the case with FBI profiler Pierce Quincy. He didn’t even appear in the first draft of my thriller, The Perfect Husband. Instead, I focused on Jim Beckett, a handsome, charismatic serial killer, because let’s face it, villains are fun. And Beckett is particularly good fun, breaking out of prison and vowing revenge against all who put him there, including the local police, and of course, his fragile but determined ex-wife.


My editor loved the concept, but she raised an excellent point: shouldn’t a villain as smart as Jim Beckett have a law enforcement adversary worthy of his evil genius? And in that moment, Pierce Quincy was born.


I had to back up and do some research. Basically, I scoured biographies on profilers, the FBI’s Behavioral Analysis Unit, and of course many, many true crime novels featuring the profilers’ work.  Some of it read almost like voodoo: when you catch the killer, he’ll have a stutter. But most comes from the relentless study of super predators. Because no matter how clever a killer thinks he is, how well versed in forensics, how knowledgeable of police procedure, he still behaves the way he behaves. And interpreting the unique style of the crimes can indeed lead the police to a murderer’s front door.


Pierce Quincy will tell you it’s not a job for the faint of heart. It’s cost him a marriage, and most special occasions with his two daughters. He doesn’t smile as often as he could. He’s quiet, certainly more than his friends would like. But he’s also driven, relentless and analytical. His job is a matter of life and death.


Quincy is the kind of guy who knows true evil exists. He has looked it in the eye. And he’s made it his life’s work to put such killers away. As for living happily ever after . . . Quincy wouldn’t know. He’s too busy working the next case.


Happy reading!


 


Lisa Gardner
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Prologue



The first time he saw her, he simply knew. He watched her red and white pompoms bounce in the air. He saw the long, golden ribbons of her hair wave across the blue summer sky. He memorized her gleaming white smile as she cried her cheerleader chants and pranced with the other girls around the freshly mowed football field. Once he’d been hungry, now he looked at her and was full. Once he’d been barren, now he studied her and felt his insides burst.


He knew everything about her. He knew her parents were well respected in Williamstown, a unique position for nonacademics in this liberal arts college enclave. He knew her family came from good German stock, four generations of fair-skinned blonds running the local store, Matthews’, and living out their years without ever traveling more than four blocks from their place of birth. They had a tendency to die peacefully in their sleep, except for Theresa’s great-grandfather, who’d died of smoke inhalation at the age of seventy-five as he’d helped free horses from his neighbor’s burning barn.


He knew Theresa rushed home from cheerleading practice every afternoon to help her parents at their store. She tidied small shelves packed with imported olive oils, spinach nutmeg pasta, and local-made maple candies molded to look like oak leaves. During late September and early October, when Williamstown was overrun by people oohing and aahing over the golden hills and scarlet underbrush, Theresa was allowed to slice Vermont cheese and fresh creamery fudge for the tourists. Then the season would pass and she would be relegated to housekeeping once more, dusting the blue-checkered shelves, sweeping the one-hundred-year-old hardwood floor, and wiping down unfinished pine tables. These were the same duties she’d had since she was twelve and he’d listened to her father tell her half a dozen times in a single afternoon that she would never be smart enough to do anything more.


Theresa never argued. She simply tightened her red-checkered apron, ducked her blond head, and kept sweeping.


She was a popular girl in her high school class of nearly one hundred, friendly but not outgoing, attractive but demure. While other seventeen-year-old girls at Mt. Greylock High School were succumbing to the star fullback’s urgent groping or the forbidden lure of cheap beer, Theresa came home every Friday and Saturday night by ten.


She was very, very punctual, Theresa’s mother told him. Did her homework the way she was supposed to, went to church, attended to her chores. No hanging out with dopers or druggies, not their Theresa. She never stepped out of line.


Mrs. Matthews might have been as beautiful as her daughter once, but those years had come and gone quickly. Now she was a high-strung woman with faded blue eyes, dirty-blond hair, and a doughy body. She wore her hair pulled back tight enough to stretch the corners of her eyes and crossed herself at least once every two minutes while clicking together her rosary beads. He knew her kind. Prayed to the Lord to deliver her from all sorts of evil. Was glad at her age she was no longer required to have sex. And on Friday night, when Mr. Matthews drank a whole bottle of Wild Turkey and smacked her and Theresa around, she figured they both deserved it because Eve had given Adam the apple and women had been serving time ever since.


At fifty years of age, Mr. Matthews was pretty much what he’d expected as well. Steel-gray hair, buzz cut. Stern face. Trim waist. Huge arms that bulged as he hefted hundred-pound bags of flour and seventy-pound tanks of pop syrup. He sauntered through the tiny store like an emperor in his domain. While his family worked busily, he liked to lean across the counter and shoot the breeze with the customers, talking about the falling price of milk or the hazards of running a small business. He kept a loaded gun beneath his bed and a rifle in the back of his truck. Once a year he shot one deer legally and – according to local rumors – bagged a second illegally just to prove that he could.


No one told him how to live his life, mind his store, or run his family. He was a true bull-headed, narrow-eyed, dumber-than-a-post son of a bitch.


Jim had spent just two afternoons in the store inspecting father, mother, and daughter, and he’d learned all he needed to know. The parents would never cut it in high society, but they had no genetic defects or facial tics. And their daughter, their beautiful, quiet, obedient daughter, was absolutely perfect.


Jim opened the door of his car and stepped out. He was ready.


Above him the spring sky was pure blue. Before him the Berkshire hills framed Mt. Greylock High School with pure green. Below him the unbroken valley spread out like a verdant buffet, endless fields spotted by faint dots of red barns and black-and-white Holsteins. He inhaled the scents of spicy pine, fresh mowed grass, and distant dairy farms. He listened to cheerleader songs. ‘Go fight win, go fight win.’ He watched Theresa’s long, limber legs kick at the sky.


‘We’re from Greylock, no one can be prouder. If you can’t hear us, we’ll shout a little louder.’


He smiled and stepped into the full brilliance of the spring sunshine. He caught Theresa’s eye as her lithe body dropped into the splits, her pompoms victoriously thrust into the air. She smiled back at him, the gesture reflexive.


He took off his sunglasses. Her eyes widened. He unfurled his charming grin until she blushed becomingly and finally had to look away. The other cheerleaders were now glancing from her to him with open envy. A few pouted prettily and one overdeveloped redhead pushed out her perky breasts in a belated attempt to redirect his attention.


He never took his eyes off Theresa. She was the one.


He turned slightly and the sunlight glinted off the police shield pinned to his young, well-toned chest. One hundred feet from him, behind the chain-link fence, Theresa’s gaze fell to his badge. He saw her instant nervousness, her innate uncertainty. Then her beautiful brown eyes swept up his face, searching his eyes.


He knew the moment he had her. He registered the precise instant the wariness left her gaze and was replaced by vulnerable, tremulous hope.


And the power that filled him was unimaginable.


In his mind he heard his father’s voice, low and soothing as it had been in the beginning, before everything had gone to hell. His father was reciting a parable: There was once a tortoise and a scorpion faced by an incoming flood. Fearful, but wanting to do the right thing, the tortoise had told the scorpion he would carry the deadly creature across the raging waters to the opposite shore if the scorpion would agree not to sting him. The scorpion gave the tortoise his word and climbed onto the tortoise’s back. They set out, the tortoise’s short, strong legs churning powerfully, fighting to bring them to shore. The waves crashed over them, sending them reeling back. The tortoise swam and swam, struggling to bring them forward even as the water swept them back. The waves grew fiercer. The tortoise became tired. Soon, even the light weight of the scorpion began to seem like a heavy chain, threatening to drag him under. The tortoise, however, refused to ask the scorpion to jump off. He swam harder, and finally the shoreline appeared in view. It looked as if they would make it.


And then the scorpion stung him. Just dug in and jabbed the poison deep into his flesh. The tortoise looked back in shocked bewilderment, the poison burning his blood, his legs turning instantly to lead. He could no longer move. They both began to drown. At the last minute, with the salty brine filling his mouth and nostrils, the poor tortoise cried, ‘Why did you do such a thing? You have killed us both!’


The scorpion replied simply, ‘Because it is my nature.’


Jim liked that story. He understood. It was his nature too. He could not think of a time when he hadn’t known that he was better than everyone, smarter than everyone, faster than everyone, colder than everyone.


What he wanted, he got.


Now he smiled at beautiful seventeen-year-old Theresa Matthews. He let her see the Berkshire County badge he’d worked so hard to earn. And his hand lovingly stroked the billy club hanging at his waist.


Look at me, Theresa. Look at your future husband.


In the beginning it had been that simple.


In the beginning . . .
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Five years later


J. T. Dillon was drunk.


Outside, the white-hot desert sun was straight up in the sky, bleaching bones and parching mountains. Saguaro cacti seemed to surf waves of heat while sagebrush died of sunstroke at their feet. And all over Nogales, people hid in darkened rooms, running ice cubes down their naked chests and cursing God for having saved August’s apocalypse for September.


But he didn’t notice.


In the middle of the cool green oasis of his ranch-style home, J. T. Dillon lay sprawled on his back, his right hand cradling the silver-framed picture of a smiling woman and gorgeous little boy. His left hand held an empty tequila bottle.


Above him a fan stirred the air-conditioned breeze through the living room. Below him a Navajo print rug absorbed his sweat. The room was well maintained and tastefully decorated with wicker furniture and sturdy yucca soap trees.


He stopped noticing such details after his first day of straight tequila. As any marine knew, true binge drinking was art, and J.T. considered himself to be Tequila Willie’s first Michelangelo. Shot number one seared away throat lining. Shot number two burned away the taste of the first. Half a bottle later, no man worth his salt even winced at the sensation of cheap, raw tequila ripping down his esophagus, into his stomach, and sooner or later, out his bowels.


By the end of day one J.T. had been beyond conscious thought. The ceiling fan had become a prehistoric bird, his wicker sofa a tiger lying in wait. The toughest, meanest marine in the world had developed a bad case of the giggles. When he closed his eyes, the world had spun sickeningly, so he’d spent his first night with his eyelids propped open by his fingers, staring at the ceiling hour after hour after hour.


Now, on his fourth day of straight tequila, he’d gone beyond thought and surrendered most of his body. His face had gone first. He’d been sitting by his pool, swigging some great Cuervo Gold, and abruptly he’d realized he could no longer feel his nose. He tried to find it with his fingers – no dice. His nose was gone. An hour later his cheeks disappeared as well. No rasp of whiskers, no sting of sweat. He had no cheeks. Finally, not that long ago, he’d lost his lips. He’d tried to open them and they hadn’t been there anymore. No lips.


It made it damn hard to drink, and he had twenty-four hours of serious boozing left.


He rolled slowly onto his side, discovering he still had arms and a remnant of a pickled brain. He squeezed his eyes shut and hazy images clustered behind his eyelids. He’d been a champion swimmer and percussion rifle shooter once. He remembered the welcoming smell of chlorine and the heavy weight of his black walnut rifle. He’d been a marine with ‘raw talent, lots of potential’ before he’d been asked to leave.


After the marines had come the stint as a mercenary, doing work he never told anyone about because then he’d have to kill them. The next image was more hesitant, still raw around the edges, as if it understood that even after four days of straight tequila, it had the power to bruise. He was back in the States. Rachel stood beside him. He was a husband. His gaze dropped to the little boy squeezing his hand. He was a father.


Now he was a drunk.


His manservant Freddie arrived, taking the silver-framed portrait from J.T.’s hands and replacing it in the safe where it would remain until next September.


‘How are you doing, sir?’


‘Uh.’


His iguana crawled into the room, its four-foot tail slithering across the red-tiled floor. The tequila screamed, ‘Red alert! Godzilla attacks!’ The sane part of him whispered through parched, rubbery lips, ‘Glug, go away. I mean it.’


Glug pointedly ignored him, settling his plump body in a sunbeam that had sneaked through the venetian blinds and making himself comfortable. J.T. liked Glug.


‘Water, sir?’ Freddie inquired patiently.


‘What day is it?’


‘The thirteenth, sir.’


‘Then gimme another margarita.’


In the distance a phone rang. The sound made J.T. groan, and when the noise had the audacity to repeat itself, he crawled painfully toward his patio to escape.


The sun promptly nailed him like a ball peen hammer. He swayed onto his feet, squinted his eyes from long practice, and oozed straight tequila from his pores.


Dry heat, they’d told him when he first moved to Arizona. Sure it’s hot, but it’s dry heat. Bullshit. One hundred and twenty was one hundred and twenty. No sane man lived in these kinds of temperatures.


He’d spent enough time in jungles, pretending he didn’t notice the water steaming off his skin or his own pungent odor. He’d learned to block out some of it. He’d simply inhaled the rest. The jungle lived inside him now. Sometimes, if he remembered Virginia plantations and the way his father had sat at the head of the table, clad in his full Green Beret uniform, his trousers bloused into glossy black Corcoran jump boots, his shirt pressed into razor-sharp creases and ribbons pinned ostentatiously to his chest, the jungle took up its beat in his veins.


Then J.T. would laugh. It was the one valuable lesson he’d learned from his father. Women cry. Men laugh. Whiners moan. Men laugh. Wimps complain. Men laugh.


When Marion had called to tell him the colonel was dying of prostate cancer, J.T. had laughed so damn hard, he’d dropped the phone.


Freddie emerged on the porch, austere in his neatly pressed linen suit. ‘Telephone, sir.’


‘Is it still the thirteenth?’


‘Yes, sir.’


‘Tell ’em to go away.’


Freddie didn’t move. ‘It’s Vincent, sir. He’s called four times already. He claims it’s important.’


J.T. plopped down on the deck and dangled his fingertips into the pool. He’d dreamed of owning a pool like this most of his life. He half-hated it.


‘Sir?’


‘Vincent always thinks it’s important.’


‘He refuses to hang up, sir.’ Freddie placed the phone on the patio. His indignant sniff indicated what he thought of Vincent. J.T. rolled over on his back. Neither Freddie nor the phone appeared to be willing to go away.


Grudgingly he lifted the receiver. ‘I’m retired, Vincent.’


‘No kidding, old man.’ Vincent’s booming voice made J.T. clutch his forehead. ‘I got a live one for you, Dillon. Right up your alley.’


‘It’s the thirteenth.’


‘All over half the globe.’


‘I don’t take calls until the fourteenth, and I don’t take your calls any day. I’m retired.’


‘Dillon, wait till you hear about the money—’


‘I don’t need money.’


‘Everyone needs money.’


‘I don’t need money. I don’t need business. I’m out. Good-bye.’


‘Hey, hey, hey! Hold on! Come on, J.T. Hear me out, for old time’s sake. Listen, I met this woman. She’s really terrific—’


‘Good fuck?’


‘That’s not what I meant—’


‘Blond probably. You always were a sucker for blondes.’


‘J.T., buddy, don’t be such an ass. I wouldn’t have called you about just anyone – I know you’re retired. But this woman needs help. I mean, she needs help.’


‘Yeah? Grab a phone book, look up St. Jude, dial the number. If anyone answers, let me know. I might try dialing it myself someday. Bye.’


‘J.T.—’


‘I don’t care.’ J.T. hung up the phone. Freddie was still standing there. A bead of sweat traced his upper lip. J.T. shook his head.


‘What were you so worried about?’ he chided his manservant. ‘That I’d say yes? That I’d give up all this for a thirty-second adrenaline rush? Freddie, I thought we knew each other better than that.’


‘I’ll bring you another margarita, sir.’


‘Yeah, Freddie. We understand each other just fine.’


J.T. let his head fall back against the heat-proofed patio. The sun pierced his eyelids until he could see the red veins zigzagging his flesh.


Freddie reappeared with a salt-rimmed glass and set it by J.T.’s head.


‘Freddie?’ J.T. said.


‘Yes, sir?’


‘Let another call come through, and I will fire you.’


‘Yes, sir.’


‘Even if it’s the colonel, Freddie. Do you understand?’


‘Of course, sir.’


‘Good.’


Freddie pivoted sharply and left; J.T. didn’t bother to watch.


He tipped into the pool fully clothed. He sank all the way down. He didn’t fight it, he’d never had to fight water. From the beginning, Marion had been able to do anything on a horse and J.T. had been able to do anything underwater.


His feet touched bottom. He opened his eyes and surveyed his kingdom, the sides of the pool formed by jutting red stone, the bottom that looked like strewn sapphires.


The tickling started in the base of his throat, the instinctive need to breathe. He didn’t fight that either. He accepted it. The need, the panic, the fear. Underwater, he could accept anything. Underwater, the world finally made sense to him.


He ticked off the seconds in his mind, and the tickling in his throat grew to full-fledged choking. Don’t fight it, don’t fight. Ease into the burn. He passed the two-minute mark. Once he’d been capable of four, but that wouldn’t happen today.


Two minutes forty-five seconds. That was it. He rocketed to the top. He broke water with a furious gasp, swallowing four gulps of air at once. His jeans and T-shirt were plastered to his skin, the tom-toms pounded against his head.


The memories were still in his mind. Rachel and Teddy. Laughing. Smiling. Screaming. Dying.


Every year he had his bender. Five days of remembering what he couldn’t stand to forget.


Five days of blackness rolling over him like a fog and choking out the light.


After a minute he began to swim. Then he swam some more. Above him the air was dry, and the crickets began to sing as the sky turned bloodred.


‘Are you alive?’


‘Whuh?’ J.T. groggily lifted his head. He’d passed out facedown on the patio. Something clammy was sticking to his skin. Wet clothes.


‘Mr Dillon? Mr J. T. Dillon?’


He squinted his eyes, his pupils refusing to cooperate. Somehow everything seemed red, red and shadowed and ugly. He tried focusing harder. A human being appeared before him. She had black hair, which reminded him of an Elvis wig. He let his forehead sink back down.


‘Are you all right?’


‘That’s always been subject to some debate.’ He didn’t bother to look up again. ‘Lady, I don’t buy Avon products or Girl Scout cookies. On the other hand, if you have any Cuervo Gold, I’ll take two cases.’


‘I am not the Avon lady.’


‘Tough break.’ He had to be dying. Not since his first day at West Point had he felt this ill.


‘Mr Dillon—’


‘Go away.’


‘I can’t.’


‘Stand up, pivot one hundred and eighty degrees, and don’t let the gate hit your ass on the way out.’


‘Mr Dillon . . . please, just hear me out.’


He finally pinned her with a bleary gaze. She sat on the edge of a deck chair, perched like a scrawny dove and framed by the mesquite tree. Young. Really bad haircut. Even worse dye job. She tried to appear nonchalant, but her white knees were shaking. He groaned.


‘Lady, you’re out of your league.’


‘I . . . The . . . I . . .’ She stood up stiffly and squared her shoulders. Her face was resolute, but the rest of her ruined the impression. Her too-white suit was wrinkled and ill fitting. She’d lost a lot of weight recently, and the shadows beneath her eyes were too dark to speak of sweet dreams.


‘Mr Dillon—’


‘Freddie!’ he called out at the top his lungs. ‘Freddie!’


The woman’s lips snapped shut.


‘He went out,’ she said after a moment. She began to methodically shred her right thumbnail.


‘Went out?’ He moaned again, then shook his wet hair. Water sprayed out, a few drops hitting her silk suit, but she didn’t flinch. He sluiced a hand through his hair, wiping long strands back out of his face, and looked at his unwanted guest one more time.


She kept a careful distance. Close enough not to show fear, but far enough to be prudent. Her stance was solidly balanced and prepared for action, legs wide apart with one foot back, chest out, arms free. It gave him a sense of déjà vu, as if he should know something about her. But the intuition came and went too fast, and he didn’t feel like pursuing it.


‘Your friend left,’ she said. ‘I watched him climb into a sedan and drive away.’


‘Huh.’ He sat up reluctantly. The world spun, then righted. Considering that his blood had to be ninety percent tequila by now, his vision was much too clear. How long had he been out? How much alcohol had he sweated from his pores? He was sobering up too fast.


He ripped off his T-shirt and dropped it on the deck. Then his fingers went to work on his jeans.


‘I want to hire you.’ The woman’s voice had gained a slight tremor.


He stripped the clinging denim from his legs and tossed the jeans onto the deck. ‘Better.’


‘I . . . I’m not sure this is appropriate,’ she said.


J.T. turned on her with a scowl, hands on his hips. Buck naked, he looked her straight in the eye and wondered why the hell she hadn’t smartened up enough to disappear by now. ‘Lady, does this villa look like a convent to you? This is a private residence and I’m the beast in charge. Now, get the hell out of my sight or do something useful with your mouth.’
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