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  YOU




  Anything can be counted. The hairs on her head. The words she’s spoken to you. The number of breaths she has left.




  It’s beautiful, really. The numbers. The girl. The things you have planned.




  The thing you’re destined to become.
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  New Year’s Eve fell on a Sunday. This would have been less problematic if my grandmother hadn’t considered “Thou

  shalt gather thy family for Sunday dinner” an inviolable commandment, or if Uncle Rio had not appointed himself the pourer of wine.




  There was a lot of wine.




  By the time we were clearing away the plates, it was pretty clear that none of the adults would be driving themselves home anytime soon. Given that my father had seven siblings, all of them

  married, several with kids a decade or more my senior, there were a lot of “adults.” As I carried a stack of plates into the kitchen, the dozen or so arguments brewing behind me were

  almost, but not quite, drowned out by the sound of boisterous laughter.




  Viewed from the outside, it was chaos. But viewed with a profiler’s eye, it was simple. Easy to understand. Easy to make sense of. This was a family. The kind of family, the

  individual personalities—those were there in the details: shirts tucked and un-tucked, dishes chipped but handled with love.




  “Cassie.” My great-uncle bestowed upon me a beatific, bleary-eyed smile as I came into the kitchen. “You miss your family, eh? You come back to visit your old Uncle

  Rio!”




  As far as anyone in this house knew, I’d spent the past six months at a government-sponsored gifted program. Boarding school, more or less. Parts of that were true.




  More or less.




  “Bah.” My grandmother made a dismissive noise in Uncle Rio’s general direction as she took a stack of plates from my hands and transferred them to the sink. “Cassie did

  not come back for old fools who drink too much and talk too loud.” Nonna rolled up her sleeves and turned on the faucet. “She came back to see her nonna. To make up for not calling like

  she should.”




  Two guilt trips, one stone. Uncle Rio remained largely unfazed. I, on the other hand, felt the intended twinge of guilt and joined Nonna at the sink. “Here,” I said. “Let

  me.”




  Nonna harrumphed, but slid over. There was something comforting about the fact that she was exactly the same as she’d always been: part mother hen, part dictator, ruling her family with

  baked ziti and an iron fist.




  But I’m not the same. I couldn’t dodge that thought. I’ve changed. The new Cassandra Hobbes had more scars—figuratively and literally.




  “This one gets cranky when she does not hear from you for too many weeks,” Uncle Rio told me, nodding at Nonna. “But perhaps you are busy?” His face lit up at the

  prospect, and he studied me for several seconds. “Heartbreaker!” he declared. “How many boyfriends you hide from us now?”




  “I don’t have a boyfriend.”




  Uncle Rio had been accusing me of hiding boyfriends from him for years. This was the first and only time he’d ever been right.




  “You.” Nonna pointed a spatula—which had appeared in her hand out of nowhere—at Uncle Rio. “Out.”




  He eyed the spatula warily, but held his ground.




  “Out!”




  Three seconds later, Nonna and I were alone in the kitchen. She stood there, watching me, her eyes shrewd, her expression softening slightly. “The boy who picked you up here last

  summer,” she said, “the one with the fancy car…He is a good kisser?”




  “Nonna!” I sputtered.




  “I have eight children,” Nonna told me. “I know about the kissing.”




  “No,” I said quickly, scrubbing at the plates and trying not to read too much into that statement. “Michael and I aren’t…We don’t…”




  “Ahh,” Nonna said knowingly. “His kisses, not so good.” She patted me consolingly on the shoulder. “He is young. Room for improvement!”




  This conversation was mortifying on so many levels, not the least of which was the fact that Michael wasn’t the one I’d been kissing. But if Nonna wanted to think that the

  reason my phone calls home had been so few and far between was because I was caught in the throes of young romance, let her.




  That was an easier pill to swallow than the truth: I’d been subsumed into a world of motives and victims, killers and corpses. I’d been held captive. Twice. I still woke up at night

  with memories of zip ties digging into my wrists and the sound of gunfire ringing in my ears. Sometimes, when I closed my eyes, I saw light reflected off of a bloody blade.




  “You are happy at this school of yours?” Nonna made her best attempt at sounding casual. I wasn’t fooled. I’d lived with my paternal grandmother for five years before

  I’d joined the Naturals program. She wanted me safe, and she wanted me happy. She wanted me here.




  “I am,” I told my grandmother. “Happy.” That wasn’t a lie. For the first time in my life, I felt like I belonged somewhere. With my fellow Naturals, I never had to

  pretend to be someone I wasn’t. I couldn’t have, even if I’d wanted to.




  In a house full of people who saw things the rest of the world missed, it was impossible to hide.




  “You look good,” Nonna admitted grudgingly. “Better now that I have fed you for a week.” She harrumphed again, then gently shoved me to the side and took over washing the

  dishes. “I will send food back with you,” she declared. “That boy who picked you up, he is too skinny. Maybe he will kiss better with a little meat on his bones.”




  I sputtered.




  “What’s this about kissing?” a voice asked from the doorway. I turned, expecting to see one of my father’s brothers. Instead, I saw my father. I froze. He was stationed

  overseas, and we weren’t expecting him for another couple of days.




  It had been over a year since the last time I’d seen him.




  “Cassie.” My father greeted me with a stiff smile, a shade or two off from the real deal.




  My thoughts went to Michael. He would have known exactly how to read the tension in my father’s face. In contrast, I was a profiler. I could take a collection of tiny details—the

  contents of a person’s suitcase, the words they chose to say hello—and build the big picture: who they were, what they wanted, how they would behave in any given situation.




  But the exact meaning of that not-quite-a-smile? The emotions my father was hiding? Whether he felt a spark of recognition or pride or anything fatherly at all when he looked at me?




  That, I didn’t know.




  “Cassandra,” Nonna chided, “say hello to your father.” Before I had a chance to say anything, Nonna had latched her arms around him, squeezing tightly. She kissed him,

  then smacked him several times, then kissed him again.




  “You are back early.” Nonna finally pried herself away from the prodigal son. She gave him a look—probably the same look she’d given him when he’d tracked dirt in

  on her carpet as a little boy. “Why?”




  My father’s gaze flitted back to me. “I need to talk to Cassie.”




  Nonna’s eyes narrowed. “And what is it you need to talk to our Cassie about?” Nonna poked him in the chest. Repeatedly. “She is happy at her new school, with her skinny

  boyfriend.”




  I barely registered that assertion. My attention was fully focused on my father. He was slightly disheveled. He looked like he hadn’t slept at all the night before. He couldn’t quite

  look me in the eye.




  “What’s wrong?” I asked.




  “Nothing,” Nonna said, with the force of a sheriff declaring martial law. “Nothing is wrong.” She turned back to my father. “You tell her nothing is wrong,”

  she ordered.




  My father crossed the room and took my shoulders gently in his hands.




  You’re not normally this gentle.




  My brain ran through everything I knew about him—our relationship, the type of person he was, the fact that he was here at all. My stomach felt like it had been lined with lead. I knew

  with sudden prescience what he was going to say. The knowledge paralyzed me. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t blink.




  “Cassie,” my father said softly. “It’s about your mother.”
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  There was a difference between presumed dead and dead, a difference between coming back to a dressing room that

  was drenched in my mother’s blood and being told that after five long years, there was a body.




  When I was twelve, thirteen, fourteen years old, I had prayed every night that someone would find my mother, that the police would be proven wrong, that somehow, despite the evidence, despite

  the amount of blood she’d lost, she’d turn up. Alive.




  Eventually, I had stopped hoping and started praying that the authorities would find my mother’s body. I had imagined being called in to identify the remains. I’d imagined saying

  good-bye. I had imagined burying her.




  I hadn’t imagined this.




  “They’re sure it’s her?” I asked, my voice small, but steady.




  My father and I were sitting on opposite sides of a porch swing, just the two of us, the closest thing to privacy Nonna’s house could afford.




  “The location’s right.” He didn’t look at me as he replied, staring out into the night. “So is the timing. They’re trying to match dental records, but you two

  moved around so much….” He seemed to realize, then, that he was telling me something I already knew.




  My mother’s dental records would be hard to come by.




  “They found this.” My father held out a thin silver chain. A small red stone hung on the end.




  My throat closed up.




  Hers.




  I swallowed, pushing the thought down, like I could unthink it by sheer force of will. My father tried to hand me the necklace. I shook my head.




  Hers.




  I’d known my mother was almost certainly dead. I’d known that. I’d believed it. But now, looking at the necklace she’d worn that night, I couldn’t

  breathe.




  “That’s evidence.” I forced the words out. “The police shouldn’t have given it to you. It’s evidence.”




  What were they thinking? I’d only been working with the FBI for six months. Almost all of that time had been spent behind the scenes, and even I knew you didn’t break chain

  of evidence just so a halfway-orphaned girl could have something that had belonged to her mother.




  “There weren’t any prints on it,” my father assured me. “Or trace evidence.”




  “Tell them to keep it,” I ground out, standing up and walking to the edge of the porch. “They may need it. For identification.”




  It had been five years. If they were looking for dental records, there probably wasn’t anything left for me to identify. Nothing but bones.




  “Cassie—”




  I tuned out. I didn’t want to listen to a man who’d barely known my mother telling me that the police had no leads, that they thought it was all right to compromise evidence, because

  none of them expected this case to be solved.




  After five years, we had a body. That was a lead. Notches in the bones. The way she was buried. The place her killer had laid her to rest. There had to be something. Some hint

  of what had happened.




  He came after you with a knife. I slipped into my mother’s perspective, trying to work out what had happened that day, as I had so many times before. He surprised you. You

  fought.




  “I want to see the scene.” I turned back to my father. “The place where they found the body, I want to see it.”




  My father was the one who’d signed off on my enrolling in Agent Briggs’s gifted program, but he had no idea what kind of “education” I was receiving. He didn’t know

  what the program really was. He didn’t know what I could do. Killers and victims, UNSUBs and bodies—this was my language. Mine. And what had happened to my mother?




  That was mine, too.




  “I don’t think that’s a good idea, Cassie.”




  It’s not your decision. I thought the words, but didn’t say them out loud. There was no point in arguing with him. If I wanted access—to the site, to pictures, to

  whatever scraps of evidence there might be—Vincent Battaglia wasn’t the person to ask.




  “Cassie?” My father stood and took a hesitant step toward me. “If you want to talk about this—”




  I turned around and shook my head. “I’m fine,” I said, cutting off his offer. I pushed down the lump rising in my throat. “I just want to go back to school.”




  “School” was overstating things. The Naturals program consisted of a grand total of five students, and our lessons had what you would call practical

  applications. We weren’t just pupils. We were resources to be used.




  An elite team.




  Each of the five of us had a skill, an aptitude honed to perfection by the lives we’d lived growing up.




  None of us had normal childhoods. Those were the words I kept thinking, over and over again, four days later as I stood at the end of my grandmother’s drive, waiting for my ride

  to arrive. If we had, we wouldn’t be Naturals.




  Instead of thinking of the way I’d grown up, going from town to town with a mother who conned people into thinking she was psychic, I thought about the others—about Dean’s

  psychopath of a father and the way Michael had learned to read emotions as a means of survival. About Sloane and Lia and the things I suspected about their childhoods.




  Thinking about my fellow Naturals came with a particular brand of homesickness. I wanted them here—all of them, any of them—so badly that I almost couldn’t breathe.




  “Dance it off.” I could hear my mother’s voice in my memory. I could see her, wrapped in a royal blue scarf, her red hair damp from cold and snow as she flipped the

  car radio on and turned it up.




  That had been our ritual. Every time we moved—from one town to the next, from one mark to the next, from one show to the next—she turned on the music, and we danced in our seats

  until we forgot about everything and everyone we’d left behind.




  My mother wasn’t a person who’d believed in missing anything for long.




  “You’re looking deep in thought.” A low, no-nonsense voice brought me back to the present.




  I pushed back against the memories—and the deluge of emotions that wanted to come with them. “Hey, Judd.”




  The man the FBI had hired to look after us studied me for a moment, then picked up my bag and swung it into the trunk. “You going to say good-bye?” he asked, nodding toward the

  porch.




  I turned back to see Nonna standing there. She loved me. Fiercely. Determinedly. From the moment you met me. The least I owed her was a good-bye.




  “Cassandra?” Nonna’s tone was brisk as I approached. “You forget something?”




  For years, I’d believed that I was broken, that my ability to love—fiercely, determinedly, freely—had died with my mother.




  The past few months had taught me I was wrong.




  I wrapped my arms around my grandmother, and she latched hers around me and held on for dear life.




  “I should go,” I said after a moment.




  She tapped my cheek with a little more oomph than necessary. “You call if you need anything,” she ordered. “Anything.”




  I nodded.




  She paused. “I am sorry,” she said carefully. “About your mother.”




  Nonna had never met my mother. She didn’t know the first thing about her. I’d never told my father’s family about my mom’s laugh, or the games she’d used to teach

  me to read people, or the way we’d said no matter what instead of I love you, because she didn’t just love me—she loved me forever and ever, no matter what.




  “Thanks,” I told my grandmother. My voice came out slightly hoarse. I tamped down on the grief rising up inside me. Sooner or later, it would catch up to me.




  I had always been better at compartmentalizing than ridding myself of unwanted emotions altogether.




  As I turned away from Nonna’s prying eyes and walked back to Judd and the car, I couldn’t banish the memory of my mom’s voice.




  Dance it off.
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  Judd drove in silence. He left it to me to break it, if and when I was ready to do so.




  “The police found a body.” It took me ten minutes to push those words past the edge of my lips. “They think it’s my mother’s.”




  “I heard,” Judd said simply. “Briggs got a call.”




  Special Agent Tanner Briggs was one of the Naturals program’s two FBI supervisors. He’d been the one to recruit me, and he’d used my mother’s case to do it.




  Of course he’d gotten a call.




  “I want to see the body,” I told Judd, staring out at the road in front of us. Later, I could process. Later, I could grieve. Answers, facts, that was what I needed now.

  “Pictures of the crime scene,” I continued, “anything Briggs can get from the locals, I want to see it.”




  Judd waited a beat. “That all?”




  No. That wasn’t all. I wanted, desperately, for the body the police had found not to be my mother. And I wanted it to be her. And it didn’t matter that those things were

  contradictory. It didn’t matter that I was setting myself up to lose, no matter what.




  I bit down, my teeth digging into the inside of my cheek. After a moment, I answered Judd’s question out loud. “No, that’s not all. I also want to take down the person who did

  this to her.”




  That, at least, was simple. That was clear. I’d joined the Naturals program to put killers behind bars. My mother deserved justice. I deserved justice, for everything I’d lost.




  “I ought to tell you that hunting down the person who killed her won’t bring her back.” Judd switched lanes, seemingly paying more attention to the road than to me. I

  wasn’t fooled. Judd was a former marine sniper, always aware of his surroundings. “I ought to tell you,” he continued, “that obsessing over this case won’t make it

  hurt any less.”




  “But you won’t,” I said.




  You know what it’s like to have your world torn apart. You know what it’s like to wake up each day to the awareness that the monster who tore it apart is still out there, free to

  do it again.




  Judd wouldn’t tell me I needed to let this go. He couldn’t.




  “What would you do,” I said softly, “if it were Scarlett? If there were a lead, no matter how small, on her case?”




  I’d never spoken Judd’s daughter’s name in his presence before. Until recently, I hadn’t even been aware she existed. I didn’t know much about her, other than the

  fact that she’d been the victim of a serial killer known as Nightshade.




  The one thing I did know was how Judd would have felt if there were a development in that case.




  “It was different for me,” Judd said finally, his eyes fixed out on the road. “There was a body. Don’t know if that makes it better or worse. Better, probably, because I

  didn’t have to wonder.” His teeth clamped together for a moment. “Worse,” he continued, “because that’s something no father should ever see.”




  I tried to imagine what Judd must have gone through when he saw his daughter’s body and immediately wished that I could stop. Judd was a man with a high tolerance for pain and a face that

  hid nine-tenths of what he felt. But when he saw his daughter’s lifeless body, there would have been no hiding, no gritting his teeth through the pain—nothing but the roar in his ears

  and a devastation I knew all too well.




  If it were Scarlett whose body had just been found, Scarlett whose necklace had just turned up, you wouldn’t sit idly by. You couldn’t—no matter the cost.




  “You’ll tell Briggs and Sterling to get me the files?” I said. Judd wasn’t an FBI agent. His first and only priority was the well-being of the Bureau’s teenage

  assets. He was the final word on our involvement in any case.




  Including my mother’s.




  You understand, I thought, staring at him. Whether you want to or not—you do.




  “You can look at the files,” Judd told me. He pulled the car into a private airstrip, then fixed me with a look. “But you’re not doing it alone.”
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  The private jet seated twelve, but when I stepped onto the plane, only five of those seats were filled. Agents Sterling and Briggs

  sat at the front of the plane, on opposite sides of the aisle. She was looking at a file. He was looking at his watch.




  All business, I thought. Then again, if it had really been all business between them, they wouldn’t have needed the space provided by the aisle.




  Behind them, Dean sat with his back to the front of the plane. There was a table in front of him and a deck of cards on the table. Lia was sprawled across two seats, catty-corner from Dean.

  Sloane was perched, cross-legged, on the edge of the table, her white-blond hair pulled into a lopsided ponytail on top of her head. If she’d been anyone else, I would have been seriously

  concerned that she was about to topple over, but knowing Sloane, she’d probably already done the math on her current position and taken whatever steps necessary to ensure the laws of physics

  fell in her favor.




  “Well,” Lia said, shooting me a lazy grin, “look who finally decided to grace us with her presence.”




  They don’t know. The realization that Briggs hadn’t told the rest of the team about my mother—about the body—washed over me. If he had, Lia wouldn’t have

  been lazily poking at me; she would have been jabbing. Some people comforted. Lia prided herself on providing distractions—and not the kind you wanted to thank her for.




  My assumption was confirmed when Dean turned to look at me. “Don’t mind Lia,” he said. “She’s in a mood because I beat her at Chutes and Ladders.” A small

  smile played around the edges of his lips.




  Dean wasn’t crossing the plane. He wasn’t putting a calming hand on my shoulder or neck. And that meant that he definitely didn’t know.




  In that moment, I didn’t want him to.




  The smile on his face, the way he’s teasing Lia—Dean was healing. Each day we were together, the barriers came down a little. Each day, he inched out of the shadows and

  became a little more himself.




  I wanted that for him.




  I didn’t want him thinking about the fact that my mother was a victim. I didn’t want him thinking about the fact that his father was a killer.




  I wanted to hold on to that smile.




  “Chutes and Ladders?” I repeated.




  Lia’s eyes glittered. “My version is much more interesting.”




  “That is concerning on so many levels,” I said.




  “Welcome back,” Agent Briggs told me. Across from him, Agent Sterling looked up from the file she was reading and met my eyes. Briggs’s ex-wife was a profiler. She was my

  mentor.




  If Briggs knows, Sterling knows. Within a heartbeat, my eyes went to the file in her hand.




  “Grab a seat,” she told me.




  I took that to mean, We’ll talk later. Sterling was leaving it up to me to decide what I wanted to tell the others—and when. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to keep

  this a secret indefinitely. Lia’s specialty was deception detection. Lying was out of the question, and no matter how firmly I locked this away, it wouldn’t take Dean long to realize

  that something had happened.




  I had to tell them. But I might be able to put it off for a couple of hours—especially since the one person who would have known immediately that something was wrong wasn’t on this

  plane.




  “Where’s Michael?” I asked, sliding into the seat next to Dean.




  “Fifteen miles southeast of Westchester, due north of Long Island Sound.” Sloane tilted her head to one side, like her slightly off-center ponytail was weighing it down.




  “He went home for Christmas,” Dean translated. Underneath the table, his hand found its way to mine. Initiating physical contact wasn’t easy for Dean, but slowly, he’d

  begun to reach out more.




  “Michael went home for Christmas?” I repeated. My eyes darted to Lia’s. She and Michael had been on-again, off-again long before I’d arrived on the scene. We both

  knew—everyone on this plane knew—that “home” wasn’t a place Michael should be.




  “Michael wanted to go home for a visit.” Agent Briggs inserted himself into the middle of the conversation, coming to stand in the aisle just behind Sloane. “It was his request

  and his choice.”




  Of course it was. My stomach twisted. Michael had told me once that if you couldn’t keep someone from hitting you, the best thing to do was make them hit you. When

  Michael was hurting, when there was even a chance he might be hurt, he sought out conflict.




  He’d taken my choosing Dean like a backhanded slap.




  “He wanted to see his mom,” Sloane chirped up innocently. “He said he hadn’t seen her in a really long time.”




  The rest of us understood people. Sloane understood facts. Whatever Michael had told her, she would have believed.




  “I gave him a list of conversation starters before he left,” Sloane told me seriously. “In case he and his mom need something to talk about.”




  Knowing Sloane, that probably meant she’d encouraged Michael to break the ice by informing his family that the last word in the dictionary was zyzzyva, a form of tropical

  weevil.




  “Michael,” Briggs cut in, “will be fine.” Something about the way the agent’s jaw clenched told me that Briggs had made sure that Michael’s father knew his

  continued freedom depended on Michael’s continued well-being.




  We’d all come to the Naturals program in different ways. Michael’s father—the one who’d taught him all about being hit—had traded Michael to the FBI for immunity on

  white-collar crimes.




  “There, there,” Lia cut in flatly, “everyone’s fine, Kumbaya. If the comforting-Cassie portion of our daily ritual is over, can we get on with something a bit less

  tedious?”




  One good thing about Lia: she didn’t let you indulge in worry or angst for long.




  “Wheels up in five,” Briggs replied. “And Sloane?”




  Our resident numbers expert bent her head back so she was staring up at Briggs. “There’s a high probability you’re going to tell me to get off the table,” she said.




  Briggs almost smiled. “Get off the table.”
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  We’d been airborne for about twenty minutes when Briggs and Sterling started briefing us on where we were going—and

  why.




  “We have a case.” Sterling’s voice was calm and cool. Not too long ago, she would have insisted that there was no we, that minors—no matter how skilled—had

  no place in an FBI investigation.




  Not too long ago, the Naturals program had been restricted to cold cases.




  A lot had changed.




  “Three bodies in three days.” Briggs picked up where Sterling had left off. “Local police didn’t realize they were dealing with a single UNSUB until an initial autopsy

  was done on the third victim this morning. They immediately requested FBI assistance.”




  Why? I let the question take hold. Why didn’t the police connect the first two victims? Why request FBI intervention so quickly after victim number three? The busier my

  brain was, the easier it would be to keep it from going back to the body the police had found.




  Back to a thousand and one memories of my mother.




  “Our victims seem to have very little in common,” Briggs continued, “aside from physical proximity and what appears to be our UNSUB’s calling card.”




  Profilers used the term modus operandi—or MO—to refer to the aspects of a crime that were necessary and functional. But leaving a calling card? That wasn’t functional.

  It wasn’t necessary. And that made it a part of our Unknown Subject’s signature.




  “What kind of calling card?” Dean asked. His voice was soft and had just enough of a hum in it to tell me that he was already shifting into profiling mode. It was the tiny

  details—what the calling card was, where the police had found it in each case, what, if anything, it said—that would let us understand the UNSUB. Was our killer signing his work, or

  delivering a message? Tagging his victims as a sign of ownership, or opening a line of communication with the police?




  Agent Sterling held up a hand to stave off questions. “Let’s back up.” She glanced over at Briggs. “Start from the beginning.”




  Briggs gave a curt nod, then flipped a switch. A flat screen near the front of the plane turned on. Briggs hit a button, and a crime scene photo appeared. In it, a woman with long, dark hair lay

  on the pavement. Her lips had a bluish tint. Her eyes were glassy. A sopping wet dress clung to her body.




  “Alexandra Ruiz,” Agent Sterling narrated. “Twenty-two years old, college student majoring in pre-occupational therapy at the University of Arizona. She was found about twenty

  minutes after midnight on New Year’s Eve, floating facedown in the rooftop pool at the Apex Casino.”




  “The Apex Casino.” Sloane blinked several times. “Las Vegas, Nevada.”




  I waited for Sloane to tell us the square footage of the Apex, or the year it was founded. Nothing.




  “Pricey.” Lia filled the void. “Assuming our victim was staying at the Apex.”




  “She wasn’t.” Briggs brought up another photo, inset to one side of Alexandra’s, this one of a man in his early forties. He had dark hair with just a dusting of silver.

  The photo was a candid one. The man wasn’t looking at the camera, but I got the distinct feeling that he knew it was there.




  “Thomas Wesley,” Briggs told us. “Former internet mogul, current world poker champion. He’s in town for an upcoming poker tournament and rented the penthouse suite at the

  Apex, with exclusive access to the rooftop pool.”




  “I’m guessing our boy Wesley likes to party?” Lia asked. “Especially on New Year’s Eve?”




  I stopped examining Thomas Wesley’s picture as my eyes were drawn upward toward Alexandra’s. You and some friends thought it would be a blast to spend New Year’s Eve in

  Vegas. You got invited to a party. Maybe even the party. Her dress was turquoise. Her shoes were black, high-heeled. One heel had been snapped off. How did you break your

  heel?




  Were you running? Did you struggle?




  “Did she have any bruises?” I asked. “Any sign that she’d been held under the water?”




  Any sign that she fought back?




  Agent Sterling shook her head. “There were no signs of a struggle. Her blood alcohol level was high enough that police assumed it was an accident. Tragic, but not criminal.”




  That would explain why the police hadn’t connected their first two victims. They hadn’t even realized Alexandra was a victim.




  “How do we know it wasn’t an accident?” Lia swung her legs over the side of her seat, letting them dangle off.




  “The calling card.” Dean and I answered at the exact same time.




  I turned my mind from Alexandra to the UNSUB. You made it look like an accident, but left something to tell the police that it wasn’t. If they were smart enough, if they connected the

  pieces of the puzzle, they’d see. See what you were doing. See the elegance in it.




  See how clever you are.




  “What was it?” I voiced the question Dean had asked earlier. “What did the UNSUB leave?”




  Another click from Briggs, another picture on the screen, this one a close-up of a wrist. Alexandra’s. Her arm lay palm-up on the pavement. I could see the veins beneath her skin,

  and just above them, on the outside edge of her wrist, were four numbers, inked into her skin in fancy script: 3213. The ink was dark brown, with a slight orange tint to it.




  “Henna,” Sloane offered, playing with the edge of her sleeve, judiciously avoiding eye contact with the rest of us. “A dye derived from the flowering plant Lawsonia

  inermis. Henna tattoos are temporary and, at any given time, less common than permanent tattoos by a factor of about twenty to one.”




  I could feel Dean beside me, processing this information. His gaze was locked onto the picture, as if he could will it to tell him the full story. “The tattoo on her wrist,” he said.

  “That’s the calling card?”




  You’re not just leaving messages. You’re leaving them inked onto the bodies of your victims.




  “Is there any way to get a time stamp on the tattoo?” I asked. “Did he mark her, then drown her, or drown her, then mark her?”




  Briggs and Sterling exchanged a look. “Neither.” Sterling was the one who answered the question. “According to her friends, she got the tattoo herself.”




  As we processed that information, Briggs cleared the screen and brought up a new photo. I tried to look away, but couldn’t. The corpse on the screen was covered in blisters and burns. I

  couldn’t tell if the victim was male or female. There was only one patch of unmarred skin.




  The right wrist.




  Briggs gave us a close-up.




  “4-5-5-8.” Sloane read out loud. “3-2-1-3. 4-5-5-8.” She stopped talking, but her lips kept moving as she went over and over the numbers.




  Meanwhile, Dean and I were staring at the photograph.




  “Not henna this time,” he said. “This time I had the numbers burned into my target’s skin.”




  My preferred pronoun for profiling was you. I talked to the killer, to the victims. But when Dean slipped into an UNSUB’s head, he imagined being the

  killer. Doing the killing.




  Given who and what his father was—and the way Dean couldn’t shake the fear that he’d inherited some trace of monstrousness—that didn’t surprise me. Every time he

  profiled, he faced that fear head-on.




  “I suppose you’re going to tell us victim number two burned the numbers into his own arm?” Lia asked Briggs. She did a good job of sounding unaffected by the gruesomeness of

  what we were seeing, but I knew better. Lia was an expert at masking her true reactions, showing only what she wanted the world to see.




  “In a manner of speaking.” Briggs brought up another picture, side by side with the wrist. It looked like some kind of wristband. Set back into the thick material it was made of were

  four metal numbers: 4558, but flipped—a mirror image of the numbers on the victim’s skin.




  Agent Sterling enlightened us. “Fire-retardant fabric. When our victim caught fire, it heated the metal, but not the fabric, leaving a legible brand underneath.”




  “According to our sources, the victim received the bracelet with a parcel of fan mail,” Briggs continued. “The envelope it was mailed in is long gone.”




  “Fan mail?” I said. “And that makes the victim…who?”




  Another picture flashed onto the screen in response to my question, this one of a twentysomething male. His face was striking and gaunt, sharp angles offset by violet eyes—probably

  contacts.




  “Sylvester Wilde.” Lia let one of her feet fall to the floor. “Modern-day Houdini, illusionist, hypnotist, and jack-of-all-trades.” She paused, then translated for the

  rest of us. “He’s a stage magician—and like most of his kind, an excellent liar.”




  From Lia, that was a compliment.




  “He had a nightly show,” Briggs said, “at the Wonderland.”




  “Another casino.” Dean mulled that over.




  “Another casino,” Agent Sterling confirmed. “Mr. Wilde was in the midst of his evening performance on January second when he—to all appearances—accidentally set

  himself on fire.”




  “Another accident.” Dean bowed his head slightly, his hair falling into his face. Already, his concentration was so intense, I could see it in the lines of his shoulders,

  his back.




  “Or so the authorities believed,” Agent Briggs said. “Until…”




  One last picture, one last victim.




  “Eugene Lockhart. Seventy-eight. He was a regular at the Desert Rose Casino. He came once a week with a small group from a local retirement home.” Briggs didn’t say anything

  about how Eugene had died.




  He didn’t need to.




  There was an arrow protruding from the old man’s chest.




  
[image: ]




  How did a killer go from staging accidents to shooting someone with an arrow in broad daylight?




  As the jet descended into Las Vegas, that was the question I kept coming back to. Our briefing hadn’t stopped with the picture of Eugene Lockhart, skewered through the heart, but that was

  the moment when every assumption I’d made about this killer had started to change.




  Beside me, I could feel Dean mulling over what we’d been told, too. Part of being a Natural was not being able to turn off the parts of our brains that worked differently than other

  people’s. Lia couldn’t choose to stop recognizing lies. Sloane would always see numbers everywhere she looked. Michael couldn’t help picking up on every last micro-expression that

  crossed a person’s face.




  And Dean and I compulsively pieced people together like puzzles.




  I couldn’t have stopped if I’d tried—and knowing what my brain would cycle back to the second I stopped thinking about this case, I didn’t fight it.




  Behavior. Personality. Environment. There was a rhyme and reason to the way even the most monstrous killers behaved. Decoding their motivations meant trying to step into the

  UNSUB’s shoes, trying to see the world the way he or she saw it.




  You wanted the police to know that Eugene Lockhart was murdered, I thought, starting with the obvious. People didn’t get “accidentally” shot with hunting arrows in the

  middle of busy casinos. Compared to the earlier murders, that was definitely an attention-getter. You wanted the authorities to take notice. You wanted them to see. See what you were doing.

  See you.




  Are you used to going unnoticed?




  Are you sick of it?




  I went back over what we’d been told. In addition to the four-digit number written in permanent marker on the old man’s wrist, the medical examiner had also found a message inscribed

  on the arrow that had killed him.




  Tertium.




  Latin, meaning “for the third time.”




  Hence the police looking back over all recent accidental deaths and homicides and the discovery of the numbers tattooed on Alexandra Ruiz’s wrist and burned into Sylvester

  Wilde’s.




  Why Latin? I turned that over in my head. Do you consider yourself an intellectual? Or is the use of Latin ritualistic? A slight shiver ran down my spine at that possibility.

  Ritualistic how?




  Without meaning to, I leaned into Dean’s body. Brown eyes met mine, and I wondered what he was thinking. I wondered if climbing into this killer’s mind was giving him chills,

  too.




  Dean laid a hand on my arm, his thumb tracing along the back of my wrist.




  Across from us, Lia eyed our hands and then brought her own to her forehead in a melodramatic motion. “I’m a dark and angsty profiler,” she intoned. “No,” she

  countered in a falsetto, bringing her other hand up, “I’m a dark and angsty profiler. Ours is a star-crossed love.”




  Toward the front of the plane I heard Judd cough. I deeply suspected he was covering a laugh.




  “You never did tell us why the locals called in the FBI so quickly,” I told Agent Briggs, easing my body away from Dean’s and trying to redirect Lia’s attention before

  she did a reenactment of our entire relationship.




  The plane landed. Lia stood and stretched, arching her back before taking the bait. “Well?” she prompted the agents. “Care to share with the class?”




  Briggs kept his answer brief and to the point. “Three murders at three different casinos in three days. The casino owners are obviously concerned.”




  Lia grabbed her bag and slung it neatly over one shoulder. “What I’m hearing,” she said, “is that the powers that be at the casinos, worried that murder might be bad for

  business, used their substantial political capital to get local law enforcement to call in the experts.” A slow, dangerous smile spread over Lia’s lips. “Dare I hope this means

  those same casino owners will also see to it that we get the Vegas VIP treatment?”




  I could practically see visions of nightclubs and VIP rooms dancing in Lia’s head.




  Briggs must have been thinking the same thing, because he grimaced. “This isn’t a game, Lia. We’re not here to play.”




  “And,” Agent Sterling added sternly, “you’re underage.”




  “Too young to party, just old enough to participate in federal investigations of serial murder.” Lia let out an elaborate sigh. “Story of my life.”




  “Lia.” Dean leveled his own version of Briggs’s look at her.




  “I know, I know, don’t agitate the nice FBI agents.” Lia waved away Dean’s objection, but dialed it back a notch anyway. “Are we at least getting our rooms

  comped?” she asked.




  Briggs and Sterling glanced briefly at each other.




  “The FBI has been given a complimentary suite at the Desert Rose,” Judd said, stepping in and answering on their behalf. “I, on the other hand, have secured two rooms at a

  modest hotel just off of the Strip.”




  In other words: Judd wanted to keep some distance between us and the FBI’s base of operations. Considering that I’d been taken captive by not one, but two UNSUBs in the past

  six months, I certainly wasn’t going to complain about the idea of keeping our visibility low.




  “Sloane,” Dean said suddenly, drawing my attention in her direction. “Are you okay?”




  Sloane’s teeth were bared in what was, quite possibly, the largest, fakest smile I’d ever seen. She froze like a deer in headlights. “I’m not practicing smiling,”

  she said quickly. “Sometimes people’s faces just do this.”




  That statement was met with silence from every single person on the plane.




  Sloane hastily changed the subject. “Did you know that New Hampshire has more hamsters per capita than any other state?”




  I was used to Sloane spitting out statistics at random, but given that we were getting ready to disembark in Vegas, I would have expected something a little more thematically applicable. That

  was when I realized—Vegas.




  Sloane had been born and raised in Las Vegas.




  If we’d had normal childhoods, we wouldn’t be Naturals. I didn’t know much about Sloane’s background, but I’d caught pieces here and there. Sloane

  hadn’t gone home for Christmas. Like Lia and Dean, that meant she had nowhere to go.




  “Are you okay?” I asked her quietly.




  “Affirmative,” Sloane chirped. “I’m fine.”




  “You’re not fine,” Lia said bluntly. Then she reached over and pulled Sloane to her feet. “But put me in charge of your life decisions for the next few days, and you will

  be.” Lia punctuated those words with a glittering smile.




  “Your statistical track record for decision-making is somewhat concerning,” Sloane told her seriously. “But I’m willing to take this under advisement.”




  Briggs brought one hand to his temple. Sterling opened her mouth—probably to decree that Lia not be allowed to make anyone’s Vegas-related decisions, including her

  own—but Judd caught the female agent’s eyes and shook his head slightly. He had a soft spot for Sloane, and it was clear to everyone on this plane that she wasn’t happy to be

  home.
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