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            CHAPTER ONE

            Wednesday

         

         Better wake up, Ray Ray. You know what day it is.”

         Some days, like people, were assholes. For Agent Rachel Ward, the eighteenth of May was the biggest asshole of them all. She didn’t need that familiar phantom voice in her head to remind her.

         She stretched in bed, wishing she’d had just a little more to drink the night before so she didn’t remember it so clearly, but glad, from a hangover perspective, that she’d stopped when she had. Spending the day worshiping the porcelain god would be an even bigger mistake than the one lying next to her.

         Rachel turned her head. Dason Patrick—Trick to his friends—certainly qualified as a big mistake, but he was currently her favorite. Having sex with coworkers was not a good idea, but the FBI kept her busy enough that there was little time for socializing, so it was either the devil she knew or trolling for strangers. Strangers often required flirting, and she didn’t have the patience for that.

         She didn’t have patience for much of anything.

         Trick opened his eyes and smiled. His mother was Korean, his father Irish. It made for incredible offspring. “You’re feeding me before you kick me out,” he informed her as he scrubbed a hand over his face.

         “Pizza?” she offered. He’d shown up at her door the night before with a large pie heaped with her favorite toppings. Maika, another coworker of theirs, had arrived shortly thereafter with what seemed to be a water tower of rum. She ought to resent the two of them for rallying around her, but she couldn’t. They had cheered Rachel’s younger sister, Naomi, as well, but today there’d be no consoling either of them. Today there’d be only regret and sadness, the same as there had been for almost two decades.

         Trick watched her, his smile fading. He knew what day it was. He wisely—kindly—didn’t acknowledge it by asking how she was. “I’ll cook. You grab a shower.”

         She didn’t want him to be there when she checked the mailbox, because she wouldn’t be able to hide her reaction when she saw that familiar envelope. It was her private pain, but she couldn’t make herself tell him to go. She lay there, silent as he swung back the blankets and slipped out of her bed. She was able to ogle his lean, naked body for all of fifteen seconds before he partially covered it with the jeans he’d tossed on the floor the night before. They hung low on his hips, the cut of his obliques on brazen display. He didn’t even seem to notice, just fastened his belt and padded barefoot to the kitchen.

         Rachel lay back against the pillows, her hand sliding over the warmth his body had left behind on the sheets. This thing with Trick was becoming more frequent. More comfortable. It couldn’t go on. It was too convenient.

         But they knew each other, had the same job. He understood that her life was busy and sometimes dangerous. She didn’t have to pretend with him, or watch what she said. They could talk about the tough cases, be honest about their shitty days. It was nice.

         And last night she had needed him. Not just anyone, but him. She’d needed his dependable strength, his silence. She could trust him enough to be vulnerable with him.

         Which was why she was going to have to end it. Just not that morning. Not when she might be able to persuade him into one more go-around before she really did kick him out. They had yet to invent a better way of avoiding reality than sex.

         She got out of bed, grabbed her robe, and headed for the bathroom. Her left hand tingled as though it had been partially asleep. She must have slept on it again. She gave it a shake and wrapped her hair in an elastic on top of her head as she went. Five minutes under the cool spray woke her up, cleared the fog from her brain, and rinsed the cotton from her mouth. She shaved her legs and under her arms and then turned off the water. She toweled off, moisturized, and slipped into her robe. After breakfast, she’d spritz her hair with some dry shampoo and put on a little makeup to make herself presentable for work. Normally, she took the day off, but they were still looking for Sydney Cole, who’d gone missing three days ago, and she couldn’t bring herself to take the time—not when she believed Gemini had taken the teenager.

         Normally she didn’t use nicknames for unsubs—it was frowned upon by most at the Bureau, but sometimes one caught on. She used the moniker because it gave focus to her rage and her hate. Her frustration and pain. She needed to call him something.

         She was getting close to catching the son of a bitch, she could feel it.

         Her bedroom was on the main floor, giving both her and Naomi privacy. They shared the brownstone that had been their grandparents’ house in New Haven. It was convenient for Rachel for work, and for Naomi because of its proximity to Yale, where she both studied and worked.

         The smell of bacon and coffee wafted toward her as she entered the kitchen. Naomi drifted down a few seconds later. She didn’t seem surprised to find Trick in their kitchen—another reason to end things, Rachel supposed. Or a reason to keep going.

         Naomi and Rachel shared their mother’s red hair, but Rachel had their father’s gray eyes, while Naomi’s were bluer. Rachel was also several inches taller, at about five-eleven in her bare feet. Trick was still a few inches taller than that, which made her appreciate him that much more.

         “Morning, you two,” Naomi said with a smug smile. The brat didn’t look the least bit hungover either.

         Trick flashed her that killer smile. “Good morning, Sunshine. Breakfast?”

         “Please.” Then she turned to Rachel.

         Rachel smiled a little sadly as her sister came in for a hug, and gave her a hard squeeze. And then, close to her ear so Trick wouldn’t hear, “Check the mail, will you?”

         Naomi’s eyes widened. “Really?” Like she couldn’t believe she’d ask. Not because it was such a secret, but because Rachel was always the one to check.

         She nodded. “Please.”

         They didn’t get mail delivery that early in the morning, but every year since that fateful day there’d been an envelope left for her sometime during the night before. They’d been more frequent in the early years, sometimes coming every month. Now it was only on the anniversary, and sometimes special occasions. Her parents had installed security cameras after the first delivery, but somehow the photos still got there. Once, they’d actually found one of the homeless people hired to deliver it, but he couldn’t remember who had paid him to drop off the “gift.” That’s what the bastard called it on the notes he left.

         Rachel went back into the kitchen, admiring Trick’s naked back as she entered the room. He was all tanned skin with muscles rippling just below the surface. “Need help?”

         “You can start on toast,” he suggested. He never used to trust her to do even that, despite the fact that she was a decent cook, and proficient with a toaster. She glanced over her shoulder as Naomi walked in. Her younger sister shook her head. Rachel frowned. Nothing? That couldn’t be right.

         “Just a sec. I need to check something.”

         Both of them looked at her as she practically bolted from the room, but neither said a word. She opened the front door and stuck her head out—the neighbors didn’t need to see her in her robe. It was a beautiful spring morning and she barely noticed, or cared. The mailbox was bolted to the side of the house. She lifted the lid and stuck her hand inside, groping around for what she was sure her sister had missed.

         Nothing.

         Her heart gave a bewildered and hard thump. What did it mean? She’d gotten an envelope on this date for the past seventeen years, without fail. She craned her neck, checking the porch, the steps, even the front lawn. Nothing.

         Her fingers shook as she closed and locked the door. She turned, pressed her back against the heavy wood.

         Eighteen years ago, Rachel’s sister Hannah had gone into New York on a school trip and never returned. Police in both New York and Connecticut looked for her. Then the FBI showed up, because when they learned that Hannah was one half of a set of identical twins, they realized what had happened: Hannah had been taken by the serial killer they referred to as “Gemini” because he had a thing for twins.

         The “good news,” they said, was that Hannah was probably still alive, because Gemini liked to keep his victims for a while—as if that was a comfort. What they didn’t tell them—not until they had to—was that Gemini also liked to send “presents” to his victim’s twin. Rachel had already begun to think her sister was lost forever when that first envelope arrived just a few days later. She’d been horrified to open it and see a photo of Hannah, sitting on a bed in a tank top and panties.

         She’d had bruises on her thighs. That’s what Rachel remembered most clearly. Those, and the breakdown her mother had when she saw the photo. She tried to hide them after that—sometimes she succeeded. The only person with whom she shared them was Agent Crouse at the FBI. Lauren Crouse, who was now her boss.

         “Rach?”

         She opened her eyes. Naomi stood there, at the far end of the foyer, her pale face stricken.

         Rachel shook her head. They couldn’t talk about it now.

         Trick was at the toaster when she reentered the kitchen. He glanced over his shoulder at her. “What’s wrong?”

         She shook her head. “Nothing.”

         He regarded her a little while longer with his shrewd dark gaze. “Okay.” He wasn’t stupid. He knew what day it was. He knew the case, but he didn’t push.

         Rachel didn’t release her breath until he turned back to the toaster, which was supposed to have been her job. She swallowed. What was that feeling in the pit of her stomach? Despair? Relief? Whatever it was, it didn’t stop the damn thing from growling. And it wasn’t going to help, so she ignored it and pushed Trick out of the way. “I’ll take care of this. You concentrate on the eggs.”

         He glanced at her—she could feel it—but she hid behind her hair. When the toast popped, she grabbed it and started scraping butter across it like her life hung in the balance.

         What did it mean that she hadn’t gotten an envelope? Was he done with her? God, she’d just left Naomi standing there, wondering what it meant. Maybe there would be something in the box later. All these years that annual delivery had been a knife to her heart, but she’d also begun to look forward to it, in a macabre kind of way. The fact that it was not there made the ground feel unsteady beneath her feet.

         “Do you want me to go?” Trick asked, his voice low, for her ears only. He was so respectful and considerate, she used to wonder if it was an act. It wasn’t.

         She forced a smile—that wasn’t too hard to do with him. “Who will feed me if you leave?”

         His lips curved. God, he really was gorgeous. “I’m sure you’d find someone.”

         It was meant as a joke, she knew that, but there was an edge to his words. She really was going to have to end this thing between them. Or at least put a little distance there. Using each other to scratch an itch wasn’t doing it for him anymore. He wanted more, and she was inexplicably terrified to give it to him. Still, she couldn’t bring herself to be a decent person and cut him loose.

         “I’ve been without her for as long as I was with her,” she blurted. “It’s been so long that sometimes I actually forget, and then May eighteenth comes around.”

         “There are some wounds time can’t heal,” he said. “It just makes them deeper.”

         His words struck her, resonating behind her ribs. She couldn’t even make her mouth open to agree.

         Trick’s phone rang. He turned the burner off before grabbing it out of his jeans pocket. “Patrick.” Rachel watched as his lean face registered surprise. His gaze locked with hers. “I’ll get her. We’ll be right there.” He disconnected. “Get dressed.”

         Rachel’s heart rate kicked it up a notch. “What is it?”

         “They found Sydney Cole. She’s alive.”

         Rachel ran to the bedroom.

         
              

         

         They pulled into one of the parking lots at the Westport train station a half hour later, after a very fast trip on I-95 with lights flashing. Emergency vehicles had come and gone, the victim having been taken to the hospital, but police were still on the scene, as were evidence-gathering teams.

         When Hannah disappeared, similar teams practically gutted their house. Never mind that Hannah hadn’t been taken from there, they still tore the place apart looking for evidence. Her mother had lost her shit. Rachel had just watched them, silently, guiltily, hoping they’d find something. Anything.

         They found nothing.

         It was just past eight, and commuter traffic was dying down a bit, but the lot was busy and fairly full. Police had cordoned off a large section to keep travelers from corrupting the immediate scene—and to minimize the chances of nosy onlookers, or reporters getting a good look.

         Rachel remembered what it was like to be a cop and in the thick of a crime scene—that sense of determination, wanting to put the puzzle together and catch the bad guys. Since joining the Bureau she sometimes felt more like an observer than an active crime solver. The Connecticut police were the ones working this crime; they were just…backup. That’s how it felt. Obviously, the FBI had been instrumental in the apprehension of many of the country’s serial killers, but at that moment it felt like they were late to the party.

         They showed their credentials to the cop who approached. “Are you alright, man?” Trick asked.

         The uni nodded. He looked young and pale in the bright sunlight as he gestured for them to follow him. “Young white female found stabbed in a car parked toward the back of the lot. A commuter who parked nearby noticed her in the vehicle, went to check on her, and called nine-one-one. She thought the kid was sleeping it off.”

         “Does that happen a lot around here?” Rachel asked. “Drunken teenagers passing out in cars?”

         The cop caught her sarcasm. “Occasionally. I think it was more wishful thinking on her part.”

         Trick ducked under the police tape. Just ahead, in a row of cars, a group of cops looked on as CSU did their job. “The ID on Sydney Cole, is it good?”

         “It is,” came another voice. A woman in a dark suit approached them with a no-nonsense gait. A little shorter than Rachel, she had shoulder-length brown hair, a sharp jaw, and dark eyes. It was Jordan Mancusi, a Connecticut State Police detective Rachel had partnered with before joining the Bureau. Rachel knew for a fact that under that well-cut blazer there was the body of an MMA fighter. She’d made the mistake of sparring with her in the past and had been bruised and sore for days.

         “Her purse was with her.” Mancusi nodded at the uniform, who then walked away.

         “I don’t have to tell you guys how surprised I was to find the girl alive,” the detective said as she led them toward a black Audi surrounded by cops. The doors were open, and the cream leather interior was covered in blood. “I thought for sure Gemini took her, but nothing about this points to him.”

         No. Only one girl—that they knew of—had ever escaped becoming a Gemini victim. He didn’t let people go. And he didn’t make a mess like what was smeared all over the interior of the Audi.

         Rachel jerked her chin toward the vehicle, which unsurprisingly cost more than her annual salary. “Who owns the car?”

         Mancusi hesitated, then straightened her shoulders. Bracing herself? “Alex Carnegie.”

         Sensation—like an ice pick under her ribs—jolted Rachel’s body. “You’re fucking kidding me,” she growled.

         Alexander motherfucking Carnegie? The man who for the last three years had been at the top of Rachel’s Gemini suspect list? That Alex Carnegie?

         Her former partner held up a hand. “Rachel, he reported it stolen.”

         “When?” she demanded. “This morning?”

         “Well, yes. He says the car was missing from the garage when he arrived at his house here this morning.”

         “Quite a coincidence, don’t you think?” Rachel challenged. “A Gemini suspect’s car turning up with a Gemini victim in it?”

         “There’s no conclusive evidence against Carnegie.”

         She opened her mouth to fight, but quickly snapped her jaw shut. Both Mancusi and Trick thought she was irrationally obsessed with Carnegie—and they weren’t all that wrong. Going on about him wouldn’t convince them of his guilt, only of her own inability to look past him. The only way to show them the truth was to prove it.

         Rachel cleared her throat. “CSU get anything off the car yet?”

         “A bloody fingerprint on the passenger door, obviously a lot of blood in the car itself. They’re checking for hairs, fibers—the usual. If our guy left anything behind, they’ll find it.”

         And if that guy was Carnegie, he could dismiss all the evidence because the car was his to begin with.

         “Someone should talk to Mr. Carnegie,” she said.

         Trick laughed. “Yeah, that won’t be you.”

         The photographer had threatened her with a restraining order about a year ago, when she’d discovered that he’d done a photo shoot in Central Park around the time her sister went missing from the Met. That couldn’t be a coincidence. She didn’t care how many other people could have been in the park or museum that day. He fit the description witnesses gave of the man Grace O’Brien was seen with before her abduction.

         She didn’t care that he had an alibi for the night Heather Montgomery disappeared. Alibis could be manufactured. He was a photographer; he had property in all three states where the killings took place. And he was creepy as hell, though she seemed to be the only one who saw it. Every time she looked at one of his photographs, it reminded her of the ones Gemini sent her. It was him, she knew it.

         Hannah would have been naive enough to trust someone like him. She would have jumped at the opportunity to tell her absent twin that she missed out on hanging out with a fashion icon. She wouldn’t do it to be mean. She’d do it so she could share it with Rachel, and someone—Carnegie—had taken advantage of that.

         “I’ll be paying a visit to Mr. Carnegie,” Mancusi informed them. Her expression softened when she looked at Rachel. “I’m not dismissing him, Rach. Not at all.”

         Rachel hated when she used her first name. It made everything more personal. She nodded. “I know you’re not.”

         “Should you even be working today?”

         “Oh, shit,” Trick muttered. “I’m going to talk to the techs.”

         Rachel’s nostrils flared as she watched him walking away, trying to find the right words. “Should I be home in bed? Or maybe on my shrink’s couch? Neither of those things is going to bring Hannah back.”

         “Neither is crucifying Alex Carnegie—guilty or not.”

         “Yeah, well, we can talk about all that shit when your sister gets taken by a serial killer.” She closed her eyes and sucked in a breath. “Does Carnegie have a connection with Sydney Cole?” Rachel asked.

         “Not sure yet, but her mother was a model—she might know him. You’d think they wouldn’t have reported her missing if she was with a family friend.”

         Rachel adjusted her sunglasses against the glare. “Unless there was something going on between them.”

         Mancusi stared at her. “Seriously?”

         She shrugged. “Teenage girl, older man, it’s an old story. Maybe she threatened to tell.” After Hannah’s disappearance she had gone through a bit of a wild period and had an affair with the father of a friend. Not one of her proudest moments, but the sex had been amazing. He hadn’t been pleased when she ended things.

         Mancusi didn’t agree, but she didn’t argue either. “She was definitely attacked in the car, given the amount of blood splatter. So whatever the circumstances, the attacker was in there with her at some point.”

         “Any sign of the knife?”

         “Nope. We’re searching for it, but as you can see, there’s a lot of area to cover.”

         Rachel nodded absently. Nothing about this felt like Gemini, yet she’d been certain Sydney had been taken by him. By Carnegie. She glanced around, looking for cameras. “Did you get security footage?”

         “Working on it,” Mancusi informed her. “EMTs said that from the amount of blood, they guessed the girl had been here for about an hour, which means she would have been attacked between six and six thirty.”

         “Is that a heavy travel time here?” Rachel asked. She normally took the train into the city from New Haven, and rarely during rush hour.

         “Sure,” the detective replied. “It’s an hour commute to the city, and taxes aren’t too bad. Lots of people travel this route into New York every day—more than one hundred thousand, I’m told.”

         They could kiss evidence good-bye, Rachel thought. With that kind of traffic the entire scene was already completely contaminated.

         “So, our stabber could have come here to catch a train, but why bring her along?” Rachel wondered out loud.

         “Yeah,” Mancusi agreed. “Maybe they figured Carnegie would report the car stolen. We’re checking with MTA regarding trains going to and from Grand Central in that block.”

         Rachel doubted they’d come up with much. Like the detective had already stated, a lot of people made the trek from Connecticut to New York every morning. Though not normally splattered with blood.

         But no one had reported seeing anything? A girl gets stabbed in a car and no one heard her scream?

         “I don’t think she was stabbed here,” Rachel said, giving voice to her thoughts. “Unless Westport commuters see something but don’t say anything.”

         Mancusi’s lips twisted at her misuse of the slogan posted all over MTA trains and most public places in the state.

         “So he drove to the train station with a bleeding girl in the back seat, but not to his final destination.” Mancusi shrugged. “Less chance of getting pulled over, I suppose. Hard to explain that to highway patrol.”

         “How is the girl?” Trick asked as he rejoined them. Rachel kicked herself for not having asked the question earlier. She was just so used to not finding the people she was looking for alive. Today of all days, she ought to have been focused on the miracle of Sydney Cole. Instead, she was numb. No, not numb. She was cold with rage.

         “Not sure. She was in pretty rough shape. They’ve taken her to the hospital.”

         “Parents been notified?” Rachel asked.

         Mancusi shot her a wry gaze. “Not my first rodeo, Agent Ward.”

         Duly chastised, Rachel offered a sheepish grin. “Habit. Gotta ask. Okay, we’ll leave the crime scene in your capable hands and head to the hospital. Let us know what you find out from Carnegie.” The Connecticut police and the FBI had been working together for years to find the Gemini Killer, and both agencies would be painfully thorough in their investigation. They’d also be forthcoming with information—contrary to popular belief, cops and feds generally worked well together.

         Just as they turned to go, a CSU, who had obviously been processing the car, jogged toward them. “Excuse me, but I think you might want to see this.”

         He held a digital camera, the screen turned toward them.

         “Shit,” Mancusi said as she took a look.

         Rachel wanted to feel vindicated, but all she felt was that spreading cold—it was everywhere now. “It’s him,” she said, her jaw tight. “He’s Gemini.”

         She didn’t care what Trick or Mancusi said. It could not be a coincidence that Sydney Cole had left a one-word message on the back of one of the pale leather seats. She’d written it in her own blood.

         RACHEL.

      

   


   
      
         
            CHAPTER TWO

         

         She ought to have become a photographer, Jordan thought as she pulled through the gates of Alex Carnegie’s Westport home. Immaculate white stucco, gleaming windows, Corinthian columns, and beautifully sculpted landscaping lay displayed in front of her like some kind of offering. Here, mere mortal, enjoy this splendor for a little bit before you crawl back to your hovel.

         She’d cranked the AC on the drive there, lifting her elbows out straight to cool the heated dampness under her arms. By the time she turned off the engine, she was chilled, and slipping on her jacket was a welcome reprieve. She stepped out into the afternoon sunshine, the May heat slamming into her like a brick. Typical Connecticut weather—a brief, wet spring followed by full-on summer. It had to be ninety-five. It was like someone held an iron against her back as she climbed the front steps and rang the bell.

         A small Hispanic woman opened the door with a serene smile. “Hello,” she said in richly accented English.

         Jordan smiled. How very white of Carnegie to employee brown help. She showed her badge. “Good morning. Detective Mancusi. Is Mr. Carnegie at home?”

         “Yes, of course. Please come in.” The woman stepped back to allow her entry, then closed the door. “Follow me.”

         The inside of the house was exactly what Jordan had expected—large and spacious, cool and somewhat like walking through a museum. The clicks of her boot heels echoed slightly as she followed the housekeeper through the hall.

         “Mr. Alex is in his studio,” the woman said over her shoulder. “Would you prefer to talk in his study?”

         “His studio is fine,” Jordan replied. It occurred to her, and not for the first time, that it would be exceedingly easy to make Carnegie Gemini. Too easy. That was part of the reason she didn’t believe it was him. He’d have to be incredibly talented to keep his professional life and his “hobby” separate. There would be rumors about him, wouldn’t there? Something about him that made his peers uncomfortable? Serial killers could fake being normal, but not all the time. Someone with a high-profile job like his was bound to show his true colors once or twice, wouldn’t they? Even his exes had nothing but nice things to say about him.

         Though…did someone he dated for three months really count as an ex? None of his personal relationships had lasted longer than that. Maybe it was the hectic lifestyle. Maybe he was just a dog.

         Or maybe he could really only give his heart to a girl who was chained up in his basement.

         Carnegie’s studio was at the far end of the house. Large double doors opened up into a two-story space with a spiral staircase at the far end. Three of the four walls were mostly windows, letting in the full light of day, yet it was comfortably cool. The walls were stark white. The ceiling was white. The furniture was white and black, and the floor was gleaming marble.

         Just how rich was this guy?

         “Mr. Alex, Detective Mancusi is here to see you.”

         Jordan saw him then—standing at a table on the left side of the room. He held a digital SLR camera in his hands and was looking intently at the screen. When he lifted his head, his expression was confused—the look of someone being yanked out of his head into the real world.

         “What?” he asked. “Oh, of course. Come in, Detective.”

         Alex Carnegie was in his early to midfifties, Jordan guessed. He was tall—six feet at least—with a build that was somewhere between swimmer and cowboy—good shoulders, lean hips. He had thick, wavy blondish hair and bright blue eyes made even bluer by his tan. He looked like he should be in front of the camera, not behind it, selling cigarettes or cologne. That image was aided by the fact that he was wearing a white button-down with faded jeans.

         He set the camera down and came toward her with an outstretched hand. Jordan accepted the handshake—his grip was firm but not dominating. “I won’t keep you long, Mr. Carnegie,” she said, glancing at the door as the housekeeper closed it behind her.

         “I’m at your disposal,” he told her. “I just got a call from Vic. She said you found Sydney? I can’t tell you how happy I am that she’s alive.”

         Right. Victoria Cole used to be a fashion model. Looked like Carnegie did indeed know the family. “We did find her, and that’s why I’m here, Mr. Carnegie. She was found in your car.”

         He blinked. “My car? I’m afraid I don’t understand how that’s possible.”

         “The car you reported stolen. The Audi.” She paused for a moment—for gravitas. “Can you think of any way that could have happened? We’re at a loss.”

         He leaned against a nearby tripod. “Jesus.” And then, “Does Rachel Ward know about that?”

         That’s the question he chose to ask? “She does.”

         He closed his eyes. Faint lines fanned out toward his temples. “She’s going to come after me again because of this.”

         “It does look suspicious.” Mancusi shifted her stance. “But that’s why I’m here talking to you. Can you think of any way Sydney might have ended up in your car?”

         He shrugged. “I suppose she could have been the one to steal it. They’ve been here on several occasions, and I’ve always treated them like family. They know where I keep my keys. I wouldn’t be surprised if she knew my security codes as well.”

         “You don’t seem particularly upset that someone you know might have robbed you.”

         “I’m not,” he replied honestly. “Cars are replaceable. Human beings, as you know, are not. I would have lent her the car if she’d only asked. I can only suppose she had some romantic plan to run away.”

         Jordan’s gaze narrowed. “Why would you say that?”

         He smiled. “Sydney and Morgan are identical twins, but they’re as different as you can get. Syd’s always been the wilder of the two—fancies herself something of a rebel. I can see her wanting to impress some guy by doing something badass.” His smile melted into a frown. “Though I don’t understand why she’d take the Audi and not the Porsche.”

         First World problems. “Do you have security cameras on the property?”

         He nodded. “I do, but the footage from last night is missing a chunk of time. My security company tells me the system got reset.” He arched a brow. “Quite the coincidence, wouldn’t you agree?”

         Yes, it was. “So you think someone tampered with your system on purpose?”

         “Detective Mancusi, what else am I to think? There’s no way any of this just ‘happened.’ I wish to God I had that footage so I could prove that the car was indeed stolen, just to keep that lunatic away from me.”

         The lunatic was Rachel, of course. Jordan didn’t know exactly what had happened between Rachel and Carnegie. Her former partner’s obsession with finding the man who took her sister made her fixate on the photographer. She was convinced he was Gemini, and she’d set out to prove it—even going so far as to confront Carnegie. Jordan had heard that Rachel was lucky she hadn’t lost her job over it. Carnegie didn’t press charges, which only seemed to make Rachel all the more convinced he was the one.

         “Agent Ward is well aware of the trouble she can get into if she harasses you, sir. Did any of your staff hear anything last night?”

         He shook his head. “I don’t have overnight staff. That’s just too…pretentious.” He smiled. She appreciated the self-deprecation, but it also made her aware that a man like Carnegie wouldn’t have to try too hard to seduce a young woman away from her friends or family. “I divide my time between here and Manhattan, so the house is never empty for long, but Sydney would also know my schedule—I often speak to her and Morgan.”

         “Oh?” Jordan thought that was interesting. “About what?”

         Carnegie shrugged. “School, life. Boys.” He chuckled. “Both girls have expressed interest in the industry. Sydney wants to be a makeup artist, and Morgan is more interested in the editorial world. They’re exceptionally intelligent girls. I have no doubt they’ll succeed in whatever they choose.”

         “So, you’re something of a mentor to them?”

         He seemed surprised by the suggestion, as though it hadn’t occurred to him. “Yes. I suppose I am. God, that makes me feel unbearably old.” He chuckled again, a little rougher this time. “Is there anything else you need from me, Detective? I’d like to go to the hospital and check in on Sydney. Vic asked me to come by.”

         A not-so-subtle reminder that the mother didn’t think he was a threat to her girls. Yeah, there was a lot of “coincidence” linking him to this case, but she had yet to find anything concrete.

         “Who else has access to your security codes, Mr. Carnegie? Your staff?” The people who would know when he was going to be gone. Maybe even someone who knew how to meddle with the security system. Someone who could have seen the Cole twins at the house…

         “Well…” He thought for a moment. “Yolanda, whom you met, of course. And Pete, who takes care of the grounds.”

         “Does Pete have a last name?”

         “Gallagher.”

         “Is he working today?”

         Carnegie gave her a confused look. “Pete has worked with me for years. He’d never steal from me. He’s the one who called me to tell me the car was gone.”

         “I didn’t mean to insinuate that he would.” Jordan offered a friendly smile. “I just want to ask him a few questions. Maybe he noticed something and didn’t realize it.”

         That seemed to mollify him. “He was here very early this morning to deal with the police, so I sent him home. I can give you his information if you’d like.”

         “I would, yes. Thank you. What time did Yolanda come to work this morning?”

         “Seven thirty. Her usual. The car was already gone at that point, I’m afraid.”

         Yeah, she knew that. “Thank you for your time, Mr. Carnegie. If there’s anything else, I’ll be in touch. Meanwhile, here’s my card.” She took one from her jacket pocket and offered it to him. “If you think of anything that might be helpful, please don’t hesitate to give me a call.”

         “Of course,” he replied, putting the card in the back pocket of his jeans. “I’ll walk you out.”

         At the main entrance to the house he pulled out his cell and sent her both Pete and Yolanda’s information. Jordan would do background checks on both, just to be thorough. She was biased against Pete, of course, him being the male of the two. She was also going to dig a little deeper into Carnegie’s own alibi. She didn’t think he was Gemini, but that didn’t mean someone close to him wasn’t.

         “One more thing, Mr. Carnegie. Do you have an assistant, or anyone else who would have access to your house and properties?”

         “Why, yes. Blake Kelly has worked with me for the last…oh, twenty years, I suppose. I didn’t mention him earlier because he’s been away on business.”

         “Have you spoken to him recently?”

         “I saw him two days ago in New York.” Carnegie frowned. “Why?”

         “Does he know your schedule?”

         “Of course he does. Detective Mancusi, I trust Blake Kelly with my life.”

         “Just covering all our bases, Mr. Carnegie. Please call me if you think of anything else.”

         She shrugged off her jacket before getting into her car. She sat in the driver’s seat and sent the information Carnegie had given her to Carl at the troop office to begin checking it. God, she hoped CSU got something useful out of that bloody print from the scene. Maybe they’d find the knife. There was security footage to comb through as well.

         She’d just hit Send when a black Porsche drove out from behind the house and sped down the drive. Nice car. Again, she reconsidered her career choices. Then, she remembered that Carnegie was headed to the hospital.

         Rachel was at the hospital.

         “Fuck,” she lamented, and reached again for her phone.

         
              

         

         On the evening of their twelfth birthday, Rachel had wandered into Hannah’s room to see if she was ready to go out. Their parents were taking them to get their ears pierced and then to dinner at the girls’ favorite restaurant. Rachel had been counting down the days until she could get her ears pierced—she even had a pair of earrings on her dresser that she couldn’t wait to wear.

         Hannah was in bed. She looked sick. Rachel’s stomach sank. “What’s wrong?” she asked.

         “I got my period,” her twin replied.

         “Your period?” Rachel stared at her. Why did Hannah always get things first? She lost a tooth before Rachel had, walked before Rachel had. She’d even been born first. Just once, Rachel would like to experience something before her twin did. “When?”

         Hannah looked at her like she was stupid. “Today. After we got home from school.”

         Mom hadn’t said anything to Rachel about it. “Well, get out of bed. We’ve got to go soon.”

         “I can’t. It hurts.”

         “But we’re getting our ears pierced,” Rachel told her.

         “Not tonight, I’m afraid,” came their mother’s voice from the doorway. Rachel turned to face her, stricken.

         “But you promised! You said we could get our ears pierced!”

         “And you will,” her mother replied sharply. “But right now, your sister is unwell. You could at least have a little sympathy for her.”

         Sympathy! Why would she feel sorry for Hannah for becoming a woman before she did? “She ruins everything,” Rachel said. “And I’m the one who pays for it.”

         “That is not true,” her mother scolded. “You’re being unfair. I’ll take you tomorrow to get your ears pierced.”

         That wasn’t the point. “You’re unfair. She’s unfair. My life is unfair!” With that, Rachel stomped back to her own room and slammed the door. She stood at her dresser and stared at the earrings she’d bought months ago. She’d probably never get her ears done now. Every day she waited to get them done was another day longer she had to wait to wear the pair that taunted her from her jewelry box. All of her friends already had their ears done. And now she was going to have to go to school tomorrow with naked lobes after telling everyone she was going to get them pierced. It was Hannah’s fault. There was no reason why Mom couldn’t still take her to get them done, and then take Hannah another day. Why did they always have to do everything together?

         Together, or Hannah first. It was always Rachel last.

         Though their rooms were separated by a bathroom they shared, Rachel heard her sister sob. Hannah was a loud crier. The sound of it echoed in her head. Her mother was right—she hadn’t been fair. It wasn’t just her birthday ruined by the arrival of Hannah’s period.

         She opened the door and crept back to Hannah’s room. Her sister was curled into a ball, crying.

         “You okay?” she asked.

         “Cramps,” her sister tearfully replied. “And you’re mad at me.”

         “I’m not mad,” Rachel replied. And she wasn’t. Not anymore. It was gone as quickly as it had come. Silently, she crawled into her sister’s bed, curving herself against her back as she wrapped her arm around her. She put her hand on top of the one Hannah pressed against her stomach. “Better?”

         Hannah nodded. “I’m sorry I ruined everything.”

         “You didn’t. We’ll go tomorrow.” She was silent for a moment. And then, “Do you feel like a woman?”

         “I feel like shit,” Hannah replied. Then the two of them started laughing. Rachel hugged her sister and closed her eyes. So what if she had to wait to get her ears pierced? What did it matter if they went out to dinner tomorrow night? She was exactly where she wanted to be. She didn’t mind having to wait, or being second, so long as she and Hannah were together.

         
              

         

         “She’s alive. That’s about all I can tell you at this point,” the doctor said.

         Rachel, standing with Trick and the doctor in the corridor, glanced at the couple sitting together in the waiting room. They leaned toward each other, knees touching, hands clasped. Their daughter—their other daughter—sat two chairs down from her mother and stared at the screen of her phone.

         She knew the feeling of that isolation, that distance. She and Hannah had been closer to each other than to any one, or even both, of their parents. Morgan Cole couldn’t console her parents, and she couldn’t be consoled by them.

         Rachel’s parents hadn’t wanted to console her. They blamed her.

         “She’s lost a lot of blood,” Dr. Kullar continued. She was a little woman with a dark bob and a direct gaze. “Fortunately, we just had a blood drive. You’re lucky your guy didn’t have a better understanding of human anatomy, or you’d be talking to someone in the morgue right now.”

         Rachel hoped the woman’s bedside manner was better than this. “When can we talk to her?”

         “When— If she wakes up, we’ll have to assess how strong she is and go from there. Excuse me. I have to get to the OR. I’m sorry. Here’s my card. I’ll answer any questions I can.”

         Trick thanked the doctor, then moved to Rachel’s side once it was just the two of them in the hall.

         “Let’s hope she’s better in surgery than she is in conversation,” Trick quipped.

         “We need to see the security footage from the lot,” Rachel said, for his ears alone. Whoever had done this was on that feed, and she wanted to see his face. At that point she wouldn’t even mind being wrong about Carnegie.

         “Mancusi’s going to send it over once she has it,” Trick said, keeping his voice low. “You okay?”

         She didn’t look at him, but scowled her annoyance. “Of course.” Just because her own sister hadn’t been returned to them didn’t mean she couldn’t be happy someone else’s daughter had. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

         He just looked at her.

         Rachel scowled at him some more, straightening as Morgan Cole left the waiting room. “Go talk to the parents,” she murmured, already moving toward the girl.

         She was tall—just a couple inches shorter than Rachel. Her shoulder-length copper hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail, and her green eyes had a vaguely hollow look about them that Rachel recognized. She leaned her shoulder blades against the wall and looked down at her phone again.

         “Waiting for a call?” she asked.

         The girl’s head snapped up. “Just checking the time.”

         “It’s going pretty slow, huh?”

         Morgan nodded. “Are you the FBI?”

         Rachel smiled in what she hoped was a reassuring manner. “Yeah. My partner’s in with your parents. Is it okay if I hang out with you for a bit?”

         Slim shoulders shrugged. She had nothing better to do. The gesture made Rachel’s smile more relaxed. “Sure. You lose a bet or something?”

         Adopting a similar stance, Rachel frowned questioningly. “What makes you ask that?”

         “Because you’re stuck with me.”

         “I chose you. You know, I have a twin,” she remarked casually. She refused to use past tense.

         “You do?” There was real interest in those wide eyes. “Identical?”

         Rachel nodded. “Mirror. You know what that is?”

         The girl shook her head.

         “It happens when the split takes place later in development. My sister and I are identical, but we’re mirror images of each other. I’m right-handed and she’s a lefty.”

         “That’s weird.”

         “You want to know what’s even weirder?” Rachel showed her the Medic Alert bracelet she wore on her left wrist. “I got this when I was seventeen. I got hurt kickboxing and when they did an MRI at the hospital, they discovered that I had a broken rib and a condition called situs inversus. All of my organs are on the wrong side of my body.”

         The look on Morgan’s face was either awe or horror. “For real?”

         Rachel nodded. “Yep. My heart’s on the right side. My appendix is on the left. It doesn’t just happen in mirror twins, and it only affects about one in ten thousand. But everything works the way it should, so ninety-five percent of those who have it don’t even realize it. Bizarre, huh?”

         “Uh, yeah.”

         Rachel waited a second before dropping the bomb. “My sister was taken by the Gemini Killer the year we turned sixteen.”

         Morgan stared at her, pale and horrified. “You’re shitting me.”

         “I wish I was. You can look it up. Her name is Hannah Ward, and she disappeared during a class trip to the Met.” Not her own class, though. Rachel pushed the thought away.

         “Is she…dead?”

         “I don’t know. She’s never been found.”

         A heartbeat of silence.

         “Is that why you’re an FBI agent?”

         A small smile curved Rachel’s lips. Sometimes she loved teenagers—they were just self-absorbed enough that they didn’t offer unwanted sympathy. “Kind of transparent, huh?” At the girl’s nod, she continued, “Yeah. I like trying to find other people who are lost. It helps.” Except that sometimes it didn’t help at all.

         “We were at a concert,” Morgan shared. Rachel knew this, but she didn’t interrupt. “We were with friends. I don’t know how someone managed to just walk out with her.”

         Training made her want to start asking questions, but she resisted. “I know. I don’t know how my sister vanished either, but Sydney’s back now.” And someday this girl was going to realize just how much of a miracle that was.

         “Is she?” The girl blinked back tears. “Even if she lives, we have no idea what he did to her. She’ll never be the same again.”

         “Maybe not.” She wasn’t going to lie to the kid. “But with your help she might get pretty close. That’s better than my sister will ever get.”

         Morgan had a gaze that threatened to see too much. “Do you ever wish it had been you instead?”

         “All the time.”

         They stood there for a moment, gazes locked, understanding one another as only two people with such similar circumstances could. For those few seconds, the hospital and all the chaos of it ceased to exist.

         “Did you know that scientists can now tell the DNA of identical twins apart?” Morgan asked suddenly.

         Rachel shook her head. “I didn’t.”

         “It takes a while, and it’s hard to do with twins that share habits and environment, but still, it’s pretty interesting. They have to melt the DNA.”

         “I’m not sure how I feel about that. When I was young, I hated people treating my sister and me like we were the same person, but after she was gone, I felt like part of me was missing.” Half, to be exact.

         “Do you ever feel her?”

         Not did, but do. “Sometimes. I know it’s not real, though.”

         The girl tilted her head. “I didn’t feel anything the day she disappeared, but I woke up this morning with a pain in my chest. Do you think it was her?”

         “Could have been. I don’t know how it works, I just know that sometimes we know, and sometimes we don’t. There’s nothing you could have done either way.”

         Morgan turned her head to look at her. “Thanks.”

         Rachel nodded. Now if only she could believe that herself. But it was impossible, because she knew she could have done something that day. She could have changed everything.

         But she hadn’t.

         “Do you know anyone named Rachel?” she asked, thinking of that bloody scrawl the CSU had shown her.

         A shake of copper hair. “I don’t think so.”

         “Can you think of any reason your sister would have had Alex Carnegie’s car?”

         “Alex?” The girl looked confused. “She was with him?”

         “She was found in a car he reported stolen early this morning. Does that make any sense to you?”

         Frowning, the girl glanced away. “No. It doesn’t.”

         She was hiding something. “Have you and Sydney spent a lot of time with Mr. Carnegie?”

         Morgan slowly looked at her, her green eyes narrowing. “Are you the agent that accused him of being a serial killer?”

         Rachel opened her mouth, unsure of how to reply…

         “Morgan.” The voice was familiar—so familiar, Rachel stiffened at the sound of it. She heard it sometimes in her dreams, when she searched for Hannah and couldn’t find her. Or worse, when she did.

         Morgan’s face brightened as she turned her face toward him. Rachel turned her head as well, interested to see his reaction.

         Alex Carnegie stopped dead in his tracks, about five feet away. For a second, he looked as though he’d seen a ghost—maybe he had. He went pale beneath his tan. Then his expression hardened. “You,” he said.

         Rachel forced a smile. It wasn’t much of one, she could tell. “Mr. Carnegie.”

         “You’re not supposed to come anywhere near me.”

         “I’m here on FBI business, sir. And you are the one approaching me.” She turned back to the bewildered Morgan, who watched their exchange with wide eyes. “If you ever want to talk, or if you remember anything, please give me a call.” She handed the girl her card, then straightened away from the wall and began walking toward Carnegie.

         He inched closer to the far wall, as though he thought she might bite. It was all for show, she was sure of it. He wasn’t any more afraid of her than she was of him. She didn’t even look at him as she slipped into the waiting room and sat down in a chair with the best view of the hall. She watched as Carnegie approached Morgan and the girl fell into his open arms. He rested his cheek on the top of her head.

         Would he hurt someone he obviously cared so much about?

         She shook her head. Now was not the time for doubts. She knew what he was—felt it every time he was near. Just the sight of him was enough to make her skin crawl. It was like something clawing at her stomach whenever he looked into her eyes. Something trying to climb out of her, like a scream.

         He would tell Morgan to stay away from her, that she was certain of. Because he thought she was crazy, or because he was really guilty. It didn’t matter. Whatever connection she’d made with the girl was probably now lost.

         Carnegie and Morgan walked into the room. Trick and the Coles looked up. Instantly, Victoria was on her feet, her beautiful, Botoxed face barely crumpling as tears ran down her smooth cheeks. “Darling,” she said, enveloping him in a hug.

         Rachel met Trick’s gaze and gave him a slight nod. Time to go. He said something to Mr. Cole as they both stood and then moved past the group to join her at the door.

         “Did you speak to him?” Trick asked in the hall.

         “He spoke first,” she countered. “I didn’t say anything nasty. I didn’t even look at him if I could avoid it.”

         “He irons his jeans.” This was said with such disdain that Rachel couldn’t help but smile.

         “Someone irons his jeans, but I doubt it’s him.” She began walking, and he easily fell into step beside her. “The parents give you anything?”

         “Nothing useful. They don’t believe Carnegie was involved.”

         “Of course not.”

         Trick sighed. “You have to at least allow for the possibility that it was someone else, Ward. It’s how we’re supposed to work.”

         She made a face. “Mm.”

         “Wanting it to be him isn’t the same as it actually being him.”

         Rachel shot him the stink eye. “Tell me you don’t look into his eyes and see how dead they are.”

         “I think he’s a conceited asshole. Possibly a sociopath, but Gemini has been meticulously careful, and that mess we saw this morning? That was just sloppy.”

         He was right and they both knew it. Nothing about this suggested they could be dealing with the serial killer, except for the fact that Sydney Cole was an identical twin. And Rachel’s name had been left at the scene. It wasn’t enough to prove it was Gemini.

         But that didn’t mean Carnegie was innocent.

         “Let’s go back to the office,” he suggested. “It will be hours before we hear anything about the girl’s condition. “We can look over the crime scene photos and see if we missed anything. Maybe Mancusi’s gotten the security footage by now.”

         “Not like I can stay here, what with Mr. Restraining Order in the building.” Officially, there wasn’t really a restraining order—Carnegie had been talked out of it, but he’d been assured that Rachel would stay away from him, and she risked her job if she didn’t comply.

         “Yeah, Mancusi texted me but I didn’t see it right away.”

         “That was nice of her.” Maybe her old partner didn’t resent her as much as she thought.

         “Is it true you threatened to kill him?” Trick asked.

         “Of course not,” she replied in disgust. “I’d never find my sister that way. I threatened to keep cutting off pieces until we got to one he decided he couldn’t live without.”

         “Jesus.” Trick’s laugh sounded strangled. “Remind me never to piss you off.”

         “Don’t worry. I like all your pieces.” Her smile melted as the hair on the back of her neck stood on end. Rachel glanced over her shoulder just in time to see Carnegie duck back into the waiting room.

         The son of a bitch had been watching them.
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GEMINI KILLER STILL AT LARGE

A madman whose signature includes rape, psychological torture and
drugs. He’s kidnapped and killed one twin while tormenting the
other with images of her sister’s abuse for more than two decades.
With a body count of at least nine, he has managed to continually
elude capture. Several of his victims remain unfound.

In April 1996, eighteen-year-old
Grace O’Brien went to a
Backstreet Boys concert in
Hartford, Connecticut. She
was supposed to meet up with
friends afterward, but never
arrived. Two days later, her twin
sister, Marley, received a photo-
graph of her sister. The photos
continued to arrive on a semireg-
ular basis for the next four years,
when they stopped. O’Brien’s
remains have never been found.
During the period while O’Brien’s
twin received photos, three more
girls went missing—Asia Newton

Suki Carlton was seventeen years old and new to | from New Jersey, and Megan White
New York City in the fall of 1994 when she moved | and Hannah Ward, both from
to Manhattan to pursue a career in magazine
writing. Christmas that year was the last time her
family heard from her. Her identical-twin sister, | month after she had been taken,
Zoe, woke up early New Year’s Day convinced | also dead of an apparent overdose.
something horrible had happened to her sister. : .
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A new photo was delivered every month for six | &raphs. Megan’s body was found
months, until Suki’s body was found in an alley | four months after she was taken,
near the Chelsea Hotel. Her death was made to | illed in the same manner. Her
look like a heroin overdose. Police believed it
had been accidental until Carlton got yet another
photo of her sister—this time depicting
Suki dying.

Connecticut. Asia was found one

sister received five photographs.
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“AN INTENSELY HAUNTING THRILLER THAT I SIMPLY
COULD NOT PUT DOWN.... POWERFUL, PROVOCATIVE, AND REAL.”






