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  To survivors of kidnapping and captivity everywhere.


  Your real-life courage inspires this fiction.




  





  Dear Reader,




  You may wonder where I find the inspiration for my fiction. The short answer is that the character of Reeve and the ideas for both Hunted and The Edge of Normal are rooted in an

  actual criminal case.




  Years ago, I covered the trial of a sadistic kidnapper named Cameron Hooker who held a young woman captive in horrific conditions for over seven years. His crimes haunted me long after I

  finished writing Perfect Victim, which I co-authored with the prosecutor. The case gave me nightmares, and I could never fully put it all behind me. In fact, the victim of those terrible

  crimes, Colleen Stan, remains a friend who is never far from my mind.




  It’s easy to see how Colleen (along with Elizabeth Smart and others) inspired the character of Reeve LeClaire. And it’s clear that actual crimes have triggered my preoccupation

  with criminal psychology in general and captivity syndromes in particular. But the idea for Hunted comes from something more urgent.




  Colleen’s kidnapper might soon be released from prison. When she first voiced this fear, it seemed unlikely. After all, Hooker’s extraordinary crimes earned him a sentence of 104

  years. I thought he’d never be set free. But California has now passed a law mandating that any inmate over the age of 60 who has served at least 25 years should be considered for early

  release. Hooker’s hearing date is set for April 16th — much sooner than expected—and I’m busy writing to the parole board, urging them to keep this dangerous criminal behind

  bars.




  These are the facts that churn inside me. But while part of my writing process is to immerse myself in research, talk with the FBI, and interview forensic experts, my fiction is concerned

  less with legalities than with emotional issues. My psyche takes over.




  I suppose it’s not surprising that Daryl Wayne Flint, Reeve’s kidnapper, is essentially an embodiment of Cameron Hooker. He’s a psychopath and a sadist, a villain of the

  most venomous type.




  I don’t want to give away too much, but Flint’s escape from prison sets this story in motion. So, what do you do when your tormentor is suddenly free to roam the streets?

  That’s the central question behind Hunted.




  I think we’ve all had the feeling—perhaps at a reunion, or when bumping into an old flame—that time has telescoped. Despite the passing of years, the person’s voice

  and gestures seem unchanged, and we’re instantly transported to an earlier time. There’s something unnerving about that experience, even in the best of circumstances, so imagine having

  to face your worst enemy.




  That’s the nightmare confronting Reeve LeClaire. The last thing she wants is to be sucked back into those dark and terrible years. But from the moment she learns of Flint’s

  escape, her past becomes her present. Awful things she has struggled to suppress begin to resurface, and it’s as if she’s again held captive in that basement with her torturer breathing

  on her neck.
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  ELEVEN YEARS AGO




  





  Seattle, Washington




  The last time she would ever go swimming, all of Seattle was baking beneath a sky of blameless blue. For two whole days, temperatures had soared

  while she begged her family for a quick trip to the lake. An hour? Thirty minutes?




  But no one else cared about swimming. They seemed oblivious to the oppressive heat. Her parents were busy working, and her older sister had commandeered the coolest room in the house as her

  private rehearsal studio. Rachel was now glued to the piano bench, practicing that same concerto over and over, while Reggie was stranded with nothing to do. Her best friend had gone on a family

  vacation, and a long, lonely, humdrum summer loomed ahead.




  So, if she wanted to go to the lake, she would have to take matters into her own hands. Any kid with a bike would have done the same thing.




  She’d ridden down to the local scrap of beach a dozen times last summer. She knew the way. And she made the quite responsible calculation that she had plenty of time to ride downhill,

  plunge into the lake, swim for twenty-five minutes, ride back uphill, get cleaned up, and be ready for her sister’s recital before her parents got home.




  All doable. No one even needed to know. Maybe during dinner she would tell them. Or maybe not. Now that she was almost a teenager she felt entitled to some secret independence.




  Reggie put on her new peach-colored swimsuit and covered it with a favorite T-shirt that fell to her knees. There was no need to bring a towel because, cleverly, she would wear her wet swimsuit

  home, and that would keep her cool for the long, hot return trip uphill.




  She shut the back door on her sister’s endlessly repeating concerto—which she’d liked the first ten or twenty times but had grown to hate—and wheeled her bike to the

  curb.




  There was a thrill in setting out alone and unsupervised. She stood up on the pedals and the speed lifted her hair off the back of her neck. The air seemed to cool with each smooth turn

  downhill, and she coasted all of the last block, feeling strong and happy and alive.




  She found the secret path between the hedges and dumped her bike in a patch beside a discarded beer bottle and an empty cigarette pack speared with broken toothpicks. Then she headed down toward

  the lake . . . left . . . right . . . The path wound through the overgrown shrubs to a small stretch of beach known only to locals.




  She emerged from the foliage onto a slope as big as her front yard. Two boys with a dog glanced her way and then ignored her, as if she were intruding on their private shore. She watched the dog

  swim out to fetch a ball. Then, with the boys turned away, she self-consciously stripped off her T-shirt and dropped it on the grass.




  She quickly made her way down to the water’s edge, as far from the boys as she could get, where she kicked off her sneakers and plunged into the water. She gasped to the surface, checked

  the indifference of the kids with the dog, and started stroking through the cold water.




  At a good distance from shore, she flipped over and floated on her back, catching her breath. When she turned back to the beach, the boys with the dog had gone. She looked up and down the

  shoreline.




  Big houses had private docks with boats of all sizes, and the blue water slapped against hulls as she swam past. There was a woman in a hat cutting flowers. There was a man starting a fire in a

  grill. Reggie spied on their private worlds, feeling mischievous and invisible as she moved through the deliciously cool water.




  Sounds carried across the lake. She heard motoring boats in the distance and children’s laughter somewhere out of sight.




  With a start, she realized that she had strayed far out into the lake. What time was it?




  Kicking strongly, she swam in closer and then started following the shoreline back to the beach. It seemed to take a long while before she could swim close enough to touch bottom and wade

  ashore. Dripping wet, she slipped back into her sneakers and hurried up to her T-shirt. She shook it once, thinking there might be bugs, and then slipped it on over her head. She had no pockets and

  had neglected to bring a watch but knew she must hurry.




  The T-shirt clung to her wet swimsuit as she ran up the path to where she had stashed her bicycle. She kicked a beer bottle aside, righted the bike, and climbed astride.




  It was like trying to pedal through tar. She grunted with effort and managed only a few feet before noticing the flat.




  She got off the bike and moaned at the deflated tire, now certain she’d be late. How could this happen? Despair pulsed in her throat.




  The glassy whisper of crickets slid back and forth on the air as she muscled her bike out from the shrubbery, off the dirt path, and onto the asphalt. A neighbor getting into his van turned to

  watch her.




  “Got a flat tire?” he called.




  “Yeah.” She trudged toward him, pushing the bike along. “Unfortunately.”




  “You live nearby? You need a ride?”




  She stopped and looked at him: a chubby guy with an unkempt beard, younger than her father, but older than a teenager. She could never guess the ages of adults.




  “You need some help?” the man asked again. “I can’t fix your bike, but I can give you a lift. It’s no trouble.”




  “Uh, no thanks. I better not.”




  He looked nice enough, and in all her twelve years she’d never met anyone dangerous or crazy, but she’d been warned many times about strangers. She trudged on, pushing the bike

  around the corner and up the hill. It weighed a ton.




  All the coolness of the lake drained out of her. She felt hot and sweaty and exhausted as she pictured her parents and her sister dressed and waiting beside the car. Anxious, pacing . . .




  The certainty that she would be late coiled in her stomach. She reviewed her defenses—I am nearly thirteen, after all—but instantly heard the rebuke: “Old enough to know

  better.”




  She heard a car approach and slow alongside her. She glanced over and saw that it was the guy in the van. He rolled down his window and put out an elbow.




  “I’m just heading out. You sure I can’t give you a lift?”




  Reggie felt embarrassed to have to explain it to him. “I’d get in trouble,” she said, as

  though she were a child of nine rather than a mature individual with an age in double digits.




  “Even for a flat tire?”




  She shrugged and kept pushing the bike up the hill.




  “Okay. I get it. But you live uphill from here, I gather. So here’s an idea. We can put your bike in my van, and you can go on ahead and run home, and I’ll deliver the bike to

  your door. No harm, no foul, right?”




  She stopped to consider this. “What time is it?” she asked.




  “Uh, a little before five.”




  She felt encouraged. She might still get home in time. She could take a two-minute shower, get dressed, and be ready on time if she hurried. No one even needed to know.




  “It’d be a lot easier for you to walk home without having to push that heavy bike, wouldn’t it?”




  She smiled at him, grateful for this solution. “Yeah, I guess that would be okay.”




  He pulled over to the curb and stopped while she wheeled her bike over behind the van. When he got out and came around to the back, she saw that his right hand was bandaged in gauze. He opened

  the back doors with his left hand.




  “If you could just help me lift it,” he said, smiling with uneven yellow teeth.




  “Sure.”




  She gripped the bicycle with both hands, ready to hoist it up and into the van. As he got close and moved around behind her, she noticed his smell.




  He helped boost the bike off the ground while she maneuvered the front tire into the van. It wasn’t that difficult, but as she was shifting her grip, he hit her with a jolt like a

  snakebite that spun the sky red.




  





  TODAY




  





  ONE




  Olshaker Psychiatric Hospital


  South Turvey, Washington




  Most of the men incarcerated in the forensic unit of Washington State’s largest psychiatric hospital play basketball or cards during rec

  time. The more delusional converse with imaginary friends. A few spend time exploring their private parts.




  As Daryl Wayne Flint steps into the rec yard, he hears an older guard say to a rookie, “See that longhaired guy with the wild beard? The one that looks like Charles Manson? Watch what he

  does.”




  Flint ignores the comment and struts across the damp grass toward the asphalt basketball court. Exactly at center court, he stops, opens his arms wide, and starts a slow spin.




  The familiar scenes flash past: the parking lot, the cafeteria windows, the blank wall, the iron-girded windows of the warden’s corner office, the lawn extending to the fence, the woods

  beyond, and—what’s this?—a wink of light from between the trees.




  He wishes he could stop and study but must continue his rotations.




  A huge patient named Galt dribbles the basketball toward him. “Hurry up, man.”




  Flint sticks to his routine. Again: the cafeteria windows, the bare wall, the warden’s office, the hospital grounds . . . and then, yes, he sees it distinctly: A car is coming down the

  road, sunlight splashing off its windshield.




  “Move your ass, man!” Galt circles Flint, bouncing the ball hard and grunting obscenities. A group of men toeing the asphalt call for the game to begin.




  Galt dribbles in a tight pattern, crowding so close that Flint’s fingertips brush his T-shirt. The other men yap and holler. But Flint continues spinning and does not hurry.




  He glimpses the car again. White, it comes winding out of the trees. Then, with his third rotation complete, he drops his arms.




  The ball smacks the asphalt and the basketball game starts behind him as Flint strolls off the court. He steps onto the grass, where he always turns left. Always counterclockwise.




  Now he sees the car approach the gate, but then it moves beyond his peripheral vision. He cannot stop and gawk, but continues walking around the court, looking straight ahead. When at last he

  makes a turn and has a clear view of the white car, his pulse quickens. He need barely move his eyes to watch it turn into the parking lot.




  He calculates: an unfamiliar car, arriving at this particular hour, on this particular day . . . It can only be the new barber.




  This might be the perfect day for a haircut.




  Keeping the smile off his face, he watches the car cruise past. The driver is a white male wearing some type of hat.




  A beret? The guy must think he’s some kind of artist.




  Flint aches to turn his head and study the driver as the car continues in search of a place to park, but now his feet have arrived at the next corner. He must turn south. He keeps a steady pace

  as he walks past the cafeteria, past the long blank wall, past the warden’s ironclad windows. All the while, he’s straining to hear any sound from the new arrival. The car door slamming

  shut? A cell phone conversation as the driver crosses the parking lot?




  But he hears only the trash talk of the basketball game, the ball slapping asphalt, thwacking the backboard, rattling around the rim.




  He swallows his disappointment.




  At the next corner, he turns east, heading toward the guard tower that overlooks the nine-foot fence and the deep woods beyond. He has no interest today in the colors of the leaves or the

  gathering clouds. Instead, he’s weighing risk versus opportunity.




  And he’s wondering just how much he can trust his mother.




  Has she done everything needed? It’s hard to know.




  Visiting hours aren’t so lax in the medium-security wing that inmates can speak freely, no matter what their status. No matter how addled they might be. No matter what meds might be

  flooding their brains. People are always listening. So, of necessity, most of his conversations with his mother have been in code.




  During their most recent visit, his mother had said, “I’ve been thinking about your dear, departed father.”




  He’d nearly choked.




  “Thinking about our wedding day,” she said, widening her eyes at him. “You remember the date, don’t you?”




  He shifted uncomfortably, wondering where this was headed.




  “Don’t you remember? It was April.”




  “Uh, no—”




  “Shush. April fifth, 1968. Repeat it back to me.”




  Perplexed, he recited, “April fifth, 1968.”




  “That’s exactly right. The fourth month, the fifth day. The fourth month, the fifth day.”




  That’s when he realized she was speaking in code.




  “It’s hot in here,” she said abruptly. “I wish they’d open a window or something. Let in some air.”




  He nodded to let her know he was following.




  “Oh, it was such a lovely day. In the early fall, like this.” His mother gestured toward the girded window.




  He scowled. Hadn’t she just said it was April?




  But she went on describing “the perfect little church—the ideal location for an April wedding. And it was so close to our first house. We got a few things out of storage,” she

  said with emphasis, “and moved right in.”




  Her meaning dawned. “So, the church and the house weren’t that far distant.”




  “You could say that.” She looked to the north. “Less than three miles apart.”




  His lips curled into a smile.




  “Anyway, we were just starting out, your father and I. But we had enough cash for essentials. Food and water, a little gas for our motorbike.” She lifted a penciled-on eyebrow,

  waiting for a response.




  He sat forward. “Not much, but enough to get started.”




  “Oh, yes. Enough.” She gave a sideways glance at the guard.


  

  Flint stroked his long beard. “Tell me again, how were you dressed?” Noticing the guard, he added loudly, “I mean, for your wedding day, Momma. You know I love this story.”




  “I wore white, of course,” she replied, with a wave of her hand. “But your father, he wore black.”




  “All black?”




  “Completely,” she said, squinting at him. “From his cap to his toes.” She seemed to wait for the guard to turn away before adding, “You know, he was about your size

  when he died.”




  Flint replays this conversation as he reaches the corner and turns again toward the parking lot. He scans for the white car, quickly locates where it is parked, and studies it as he marches

  forward. A Honda. Compact and nondescript. Washington plates.




  The sun disappears behind the clouds, and a cold wind whips Flint’s hair across his face as he continues his walk. No one pays any attention. He’s the repetitive inmate with

  post-concussive syndrome who never causes problems.




  “Mentally disordered, with frontal lobe dysfunction, obsessive tendencies . . . antisocial behavioral problems that render him unsuitable for incarceration in the state

  penitentiary,” his psychiatrist had said.




  Sure, let them think that.




  Let them think that.




  Let them think that.




  Because every crazy thing he does is useful. And each day brings him closer to Plan B, closer to recapturing his favorite girl.




  The daily rec yard routine? Three spins at center court allow him to take in the entire 360-degree scene within minutes of exiting the building. Three turns around the basketball court?

  It’s a leisurely way to observe all the inmates and the staff. And three tours of the fence line? Well, one needs a daily search for weakness along the perimeter. All very innocuous, all due

  to his mental impairments. And none of the doctors—not even the brilliant Dr. Terrance Moody—has found a way to cure him.




  During rec time he gathers information about the comings and goings of visitors and staff. He knows, for instance, that the regular barber’s car is the color of Dijon mustard, not the

  bland mayonnaise-white of this new vehicle. Wanda-the-Warden drives a BMW, which she parks in the slot marked “Chief of Psychiatry,” just beside the head cook’s Cadillac. The

  cook’s car is as black as his hair. The warden’s car is the same red as the scarf she wears like a slash across her throat.




  His exercise regimen has melted away the pounds he packed on after dropping out of college. He’s never been so fit. And sometimes he finds useful objects. Just yesterday, he spied a

  plastic bag wrestling with the fence. He snatched it up and tucked it inside his underwear. Last night, he pulled it out to inspect it and found it beautiful. He secretly carries it with him

  now.




  Flint turns west, heading directly toward the cafeteria. Sunny days can cause a glare on the glass, but most days are cloudy, like today. The individuals inside are lit up like actors on a

  stage.




  People stream past with their trays of food, and he wonders about those who occupy the other, less secure sections of the institution. What are their afflictions? What are their routines? What

  happens in those realms that clink and moan just beyond the forensic unit’s locked doors?




  He imagines focusing a camera lens on the men in the cafeteria and spots a new face: A pudgy man in a beret. He smiles. The new barber is getting coffee.




  Three times, Daryl Wayne Flint strokes his wooly beard, recalling that the last time he let a barber touch him was the day before his trial.




  





  TWO




  San Francisco, California




  Six cyclists come pumping up the hill, turn, and then glide in single file onto the wide expanse of the Golden Gate Bridge. It stretches before

  them with picture-postcard splendor, its famous tangerine towers rising into a sapphire sky, and the cyclists whoop and shout as they wheel onto the wide promenade that runs the length of the

  span.




  One by one they maneuver past clusters of tourists, coast over to the railing, and dismount to marvel at the view. Yachts and sailboats, tankers and tugboats cut across the jade-green bay, while

  to the right, San Francisco’s distinctive skyline crowns the scene.




  The cyclist in the lead removes her helmet and the brisk autumn breeze ruffles her flame-colored hair. She gazes around, then peers over the railing, where the dark water is pushing seaward so

  fast and so far below that it brings a flash of vertigo.




  Just then, a sturdy blonde with an animated smile angles up beside her, grips her arm, and says, “Oh my lord, Reeve, thank you for making this happen. This is the most gorgeous trip

  yet.”




  “It is amazing, isn’t it?” Reeve grins, pleased that her first attempt at organizing the group’s monthly bike ride is going so well. They cluster around as she points out

  the Berkeley hills, Angel Island, and then Alcatraz, which glows like a pearl, belying its dark past.




  “How crazy is it that I’ve been in California for over three years,” the blonde says, waving at the view, “and this is the first time I’ve actually stood on the

  Golden Gate Bridge.”




  Reeve gives her friend a nudge. “Lana, you’re not in Kansas anymore.”




  Lana’s boyfriend joins them. Toned as a whippet, David is the most serious cyclist of the bunch. “Just look at this,” he says. “It’s spectacular!”




  “We need pictures,” someone shouts, and the group jostles together, holding up their phones, snapping selfies. Then a passerby offers to serve as photographer and the six of them

  grin while striking poses. After a few moments, the group unknots and continues walking their bicycles along the span, gawking.




  Reeve notices that a baby in a stroller has lost his shoe. She hurriedly scoops it up and hands it to the distracted mother, who says something in a foreign language while beaming gratitude.

  Reeve smiles in answer and continues weaving past joggers, couples, and families.




  As she walks her bike along, enjoying the sunshine and breathing in the fresh, crisp air, she fully appreciates that a day like this brings the kind of healing that even years of psychotherapy

  can’t.




  At the far end of the bridge, the cyclists mount their bikes and follow Reeve through the last knots of foot traffic. She leads them away from the bridge, the tour buses, and the busy highway,

  onto a two-lane road that winds downhill. The glittering views of the bay diminish, turn after turn, as they sweep through green hillsides and quickly descend into Sausalito, a scenic bayside

  community with expensive homes climbing the hills to their left, the waterfront stretching to their right, and plenty of upscale shops, restaurants, and galleries in between.




  As the road begins to flatten, Reeve stands on her bike pedals, exhilarated by how mysterious and strange and wonderful life is. How marvelous that she has fit in with this tribe. How completely

  her life has changed.




  It had all started last spring. Just as Reeve was re-enrolling in college, her apartment building was sold, and the new management announced a nosebleed increase in rent prices. The next day,

  she met Lana on the beach during a coastal cleanup event. They started talking while picking up trash, and it turned out that Lana’s house was in need of one more roommate. Serendipity, pure

  and simple. Reeve was soon unpacking boxes in a noisy household not far from the UC Berkeley campus.




  Shortly thereafter, she was invited to join this cycling club, and now she owns her first bike since that ill-fated summer when she was just an average twelve-year-old kid. She doesn’t

  need her psychiatrist to tell her that this marks another milestone in her recovery.




  Now, at twenty-three, Reeve feels that her life as an adult has finally bloomed and ripened. Each day seems to drop into her palm like sweet, plump fruit.




  The group wheels through town to the ferry terminal, where they lock up their bikes and buy tickets for the ferry ride back across the bay. Then they stroll around the picturesque waterfront,

  their cycling shoes clacking loudly while they eat snacks and drink smoothies.




  Right on time, the ferry appears in the distance. It grows steadily larger, pulling a white wake as the cyclists retrieve their bicycles and prepare for boarding.




  Megan, the tallest woman of the group, maneuvers up beside Reeve and asks about their route home. “The Ferry Building is near the BART station, right?”




  “That’s right, we’ll take the train back to Berkeley,” Reeve replies, watching as the ferry slows, reverses engines, and nudges into place. “Sorry this is kind of a

  short bike for you hard-core riders.”




  “Don’t be sorry. There’s no way I’d be able to keep up,” Lana says. “Good lord, David is doing sixty miles tomorrow, can you imagine?”




  “The ferry will be going right by Alcatraz, won’t it?” Megan asks.




  Reeve nods but says nothing. She watches deckhands scramble out to secure the ferry to the dock with rope as thick as her arm.




  “Alcatraz must be cool,” Megan continues. “There are guided tours of the old prison, right? I’d love to see the old cells, hear all the stories.”




  “Reeve, you’re the San Franciscan,” David says. “What do you think of Alcatraz? Is it worth doing a tour?”




  “For you, maybe.” She gives a tight smile. “But I have zero interest in prisons.”




  Lana—who is Reeve’s sole confidante and the only one aware of her old name and her tragic, headline-grabbing past—quickly changes the subject. “This trip was a great

  idea,” she says, looping her arm through Reeve’s. “And I love the Ferry Building. Let’s run in and get some sourdough bread before heading home.”




  Reeve feels a rush of gratitude for Lana, for her new life in Berkeley, and for every single minute that adds distance between ever-loving now and those wretched years spent locked in her

  kidnapper’s basement.




  





  THREE




  Olshaker Psychiatric Hospital




  Daryl Wayne Flint wanders down the corridor to the lavatory, checking out the line of inmates waiting for a chance to sit in the barber’s

  chair. It has diminished to two guys now, but they look like they don’t even need haircuts. Like this is some sort of entertainment, a diversion.




  Okay, after all these years, he can certainly understand that.




  A short time later, Flint returns to stand behind the one guy remaining in line, a guy with a cap of blond curls. Then the door opens and a huge guy with a shaved head shuffles out.




  “How was it?” the blond guy asks.




  “Quick,” the bald guy replies.




  They both lock eyes on Flint for half a second, smirk, and turn away.




  The blond guy disappears inside, the bald one ambles away, and Flint leans against the wall, unhappy about this moment of scrutiny. He would have preferred to remain unobserved at this

  particular juncture, but his thick mane and wild whiskers make him conspicuous.




  He waits. He fidgets. He starts to pace. When a guard walks by and looks toward him, Flint pretends he’s simply walking past the door, as though returning from the lavatory. This would

  draw less notice, he reasons, so he begins pacing the entire length of the corridor, purposefully heading in one direction and then the other. Out of habit, he does this three times.




  Still, no one opens the door.




  Flint considers another set of three but, disconcerted by the prospect of an interrupted sequence, stops to wait beside the door. He taps his toes in sets of three. At last the door creaks open

  and the blond comes out with his curls shortened to a row of waves.




  “You’re up,” the blond says, jerking a thumb at the door.




  Flint slips inside, where the barber, still wearing his beret, is tipping a dustpan full of hair into the trash.




  “Are you my last—” The barber glances back, sees Flint, and straightens. His eyebrows shoot up as he breathes out, “Oh.”




  Flint’s hands go up to his long locks. “Guess I’m a little overdue.”




  The barber places the dustpan on the floor with an audible sigh. “Okay, well, have a seat and let’s take a look.”




  Sitting in an orange plastic chair, Flint looks around. He’s never been in this room, this makeshift barber shop, which seems to be nothing more than a small office with an attached bath.

  The chair faces a mirror mounted on the wall. The day’s used towels are heaped in a corner. The barber’s tools are arranged on a small table beside a stack of fresh towels the color of

  undercooked pancakes.




  The barber tents his last customer in a drape and begins circling—tugging at his hair and humming thoughtfully— while Flint studies the barber in the mirror: midthirties, with short

  brown hair and a neatly groomed goatee. A bit too young, a bit on the pudgy side, but the right height and roughly Flint’s size.




  “So,” the barber says, “what did you have in mind?”




  “I’m not sure.” Flint meets the man’s eye in the mirror. “Short, I guess.”




  “How short?”




  “Short.” Flint cocks his head and grins. “Like yours.”




  Later, when the floor is covered with hair, Flint gazes at his reflection with something close to awe. “Damn, don’t I look

  handsome?”




  “You sure look a lot better, but . . .” The barber puts a hand on his hip. “With that nasty beard? Seriously?”




  Flint lifts a hand from beneath the drape and strokes his beard once, then gathers it in a fist. “I’ve had this for a long time, you know.”




  The barber rolls his eyes. “Clearly.




  “You think it’s time to get rid of it?”




  “Past time, dude. Way past time.”




  “Okay, uh, what did you say your name is?”




  “Ricky.”




  “Okay, Ricky, let’s just say, for the sake of argument, that I decided to let you trim it a little. What would you suggest?”




  The barber scoffs. “Trim it? Are you kidding? Chop off six inches, just for starters.”




  “Oh, man . . .” Flint groans, pretending reluctance, enjoying this little game. “I guess . . . yeah, it needs to go. But are you going to use those scissors?”




  The barber makes a face. “How about I use a chainsaw?”




  Flint considers the scissors and then rejects the idea. Too much blood. He sighs dramatically. “Just be careful, okay?”




  “Good.” The barber beams at him. “You won’t regret it. How short do you want it?”




  “I don’t know, what do you think?”




  “The shorter the better.” The barber stands behind Flint, grasping the beard with both hands, feeling its thickness. “I mean, this is out of control.”




  “Okay, okay, okay,” Flint says, grinning into the mirror. “How about a goatee? Like yours.”




  The barber hums a note and sets to work. “When I’m done, your own mother won’t recognize you.” He smiles at Flint’s reflection. “And I mean that in a good

  way.”




  “Understood. And my little cricket will be impressed, too,” Flint says, rubbing his palm across his groin beneath the drape.




  “Is that your girlfriend?”




  “My dearest one.” Flint considers explaining, but why bother? People who remembered his trial always said stupid shit about pedophiles. So instead he closes his eyes, pictures the

  designs on her back, and inhales deeply, as though savoring her aroma.




  “Well, your girlfriend is definitely going to be impressed,” says the barber. “Why on earth didn’t you get this beard taken care of before? You didn’t like my

  predecessor?”




  “Never met him.”




  “But he had this gig for awhile, right? Came every month, didn’t he?”




  “Timing is important with these things,” Flint says, studying the pile of dirty towels heaped in a corner.




  The barber frowns at this non sequitur but says nothing, as though suddenly recalling that this is, after all, a mental institution. He falls silent, hands busy while whiskers drift to the

  floor.




  Flint watches the electric shears buzzing away the whiskers from his neck, his cheeks, beside his ears. The planes of his face emerge, familiar yet strange, like the long-forgotten neighborhoods

  of his youth. As the heavy beard goes, his lips seem naked and pink as areolas.




  “Today’s your first day, right? So, how do you like this new job?” Flint asks.




  “It’s not a bad gig. Kind of a long drive, but it pays pretty well. No complaints so far.” Facing him, the barber takes a wet towel and wipes Flint’s forehead, cheeks,

  neck, then cups Flint’s chin, tilting his face back and forth, inspecting his work. Then the barber steps away and asks, “What do you think?”




  Flint grins. His trimmed whiskers appear to bracket his mouth in clever parentheses. “Better than ever.”




  “Absolutely,” the barber says with satisfaction.




  Flint notes the barber’s jacket hanging on the knob of the bathroom door. Car keys in the right pocket, he figures. Beneath the drape, he slides his hand down his stomach and pinches the

  plastic bag hidden in his underwear. He extracts it and clutches it in his fist just as the barber unties the strings of the drape, lifts it off.




  “Man, I’m hungry,” the barber says, shaking the trimmings to the floor. “I’m glad you’re my last customer.”




  Flint rises to his feet and moves in close. He nods toward the floor. “I’m afraid you have quite a lot of sweeping up to do.”




  The barber looks down, and in the split second before he can take in a breath to speak whatever comment he has in mind, Flint punches him hard and square in the stomach.




  The barber doubles over with a cry as Flint slips the plastic bag over the man’s head, then wrenches back in confusion, but Flint is already behind him, locking an arm tight around his

  neck, shoving him off his feet. The man struggles, making horrible sounds as he fights for air. The plastic clings to his face as he bucks and thrashes, knocking things to the floor. He wrenches

  right to left, but Flint crushes him beneath his weight, and as the barber weakens, Flint presses harder, feeling the man shudder and finally go still.




  He waits, counting to one hundred to make sure the barber is dead before releasing his iron grip and rising to his feet. Breathing hard, he surveys his work. Not an ounce of blood spilled.




  He begins stripping off the man’s clothes. The shirt comes off easily, but when he removes the barber’s trousers, he winces at the freshly soiled underwear. He lifts the khakis,

  sniffs, and shrugs.




  The barber’s clothes fit a bit too loosely, so Flint folds two towels across his belly, then cinches the belt. The leather shoes pinch his toes, but Flint manages to get them on. Then,

  with no time to waste, he drags the body across the floor into the bathroom and hides it beneath the dirty towels.




  He snags the jacket from where it hangs on the doorknob. Lastly, he puts on the beret. A nice touch. “Hey now! Don’t we look jaunty?” he says to himself in the mirror,

  mimicking the dead man’s high-pitched tone.




  Noticing that his neck looks white as gooseflesh, he buttons the shirt all the way up and pulls in his chin. Better. Next, he pulls the man’s wallet from his back pocket, flips it open,

  and studies the ID. Richard Baker. Baker the barber. He smirks.




  Quickly, he gathers up the barber’s gear and stashes it in the large case—a two-tiered piece of luggage resembling a tackle box on wheels—takes a deep breath and shakes the

  tension out of his shoulders. As he rolls the case into the hallway, a gray-haired guard whom everyone calls Snake is coming toward him. Flint knows him too well. He puffs air into his cheeks to

  make himself look plumper.




  “It’s after five, kid. I’m supposed to take you through the gate,” Snake says. “You ready to get out of here?”




  Flint shuts the door behind him. “Am I ever,” he replies in a mild falsetto. “What a day!”




  The guard stops a few feet away, eyeing him. “Yeah, you’re looking kinda beat, kid.”




  Flint adjusts the beret, partly blocking his face, and tightens his grip on the rolling case.




  “Let’s go,” the guard says, turning on his heel and starting down the corridor.




  Flint puffs out his cheeks and follows in the tight leather shoes, careful not to wince at every step.




  





  FOUR




  Flint pauses at each intersection, craning his neck to look up and down the street, hoping for something that makes sense. He might have only

  seconds before the barber’s body is found. Then what? An alarm? Dogs? An APB will go out on this white Honda, for sure, but he can’t afford to stash it. Not yet.




  “About three miles away,” he grumbles. “April fifth, 1968. What the hell is that supposed to mean?”




  He peers into the rain-smeared dusk, hoping for numbered streets. Instead, he’s in an area named after women: Dana Lane . . . Cassidy Lane . . . Barbara Lane . . . April! He brakes

  hard in the middle of the intersection, wrenches the wheel to the left, and speeds down the block, searching madly.




  He sees nothing but ramshackle houses and defunct businesses before reaching a dead end. He makes a sharp U-turn, races back to the intersection where he started, then speeds in the opposite

  direction, nearly zooming past the storage facility at the corner of Church and April streets.




  Church Street Storage. That’s gotta be it!




  He slams on the brakes, slaps the car into reverse, cranks the wheel to the left, and wheels up to the gate. Above a keypad is a posted sign: Please enter your security code.




  He studies the instructions, then looks around cautiously. Seeing no one, he turns back to the keypad, considers the numbers in April 5, 1968, and decides that a standard code would be a

  sequence of four. He tries entering one, nine, six, eight. Nothing happens.




  An alarm sounds in the distance—a strange, deep-throated drone.




  He spits out a curse and punches in zero, four, zero, five. Again, nothing. He groans in frustration, trying to recall what his mother had said.




  He hears her laugh. “The fourth month, the fifth day. The fourth month, the fifth day.”




  He punches in four, five, four, five.




  The gate slowly rolls open as the siren scream of a police car starts nearby, then turns away, heading in the direction of the hospital.




  Flint drives through the gate and realizes there are dozens of storage units here, and he hasn’t got a clue which way to turn. The gate slides shut behind him, and he has a sudden

  uneasiness at being locked inside, but shakes this off and drives forward.




  The facility is laid out with one long building on the left and perpendicular buildings jutting out to the right. Which one? He cruises along slowly and tries to sift through all his

  mother’s nonsense for some clue. She’d been prattling about that wedding for months, becoming increasingly elaborate in her details. What else had she said?




  He notices that the buildings are numbered in sequence: One, two, three . . . yes three! And now he recalls that she’d said, “I insisted on an afternoon wedding. Not morning,

  not evening, it had to be 3:15. The perfect time, don’t you think?”




  He’d thought she was humoring him, but he turns and follows along building three, studying the numbered doors, starting at ten, eleven . . . He stops in front of unit fifteen and gets out

  of the car.




  Another siren sounds in the distance while he steps close enough to notice two initials scratched in the paint: “D.W.” This has to be it.




  A black combination lock hangs from the door. Thinking April 5, 1968, he tries various combinations before spinning the dial right to nineteen, left around twice to six, and right to eight. The

  lock pops open in his palm.




  He barks a laugh, but then hears an engine rumbling toward him. He glances over his shoulder at a pickup truck, waits until it passes, then lifts the rolling door and hustles inside.




  Smack in the middle is parked a motorbike with a helmet resting atop the seat. His fingers stroke the bike’s shiny fender. At his feet, a backpack sits atop a cardboard box. He moves these

  tight against the wall, then eases the motorbike off its kickstand and rolls it out of the storage unit, parking it beside the building.




  There’s now enough room for the Honda. He noses it forward until the front bumper kisses the wall. The car door opens just wide enough for him to slide out.




  Finding clothes inside the backpack, he quickly strips off the barber’s clothes and tosses them into a corner. He pulls on a black T-shirt, a black sweater, and black jeans, which are a

  tad too big.




  Next, he opens the box and lifts out a black leather jacket and a pair of boots, which fit perfectly. Inside one jacket pocket is a Swiss Army knife; the other holds a wallet containing cash,

  which he doesn’t stop to count. Quickly, he plucks cash and credit cards from the barber’s wallet and adds these to the new one. He’s cramming the wallet into a pocket

  when—what’s this?—he feels something there and pulls out an envelope.




  It smells faintly of perfume. Not his mother’s, surely, so it must be that blonde’s. He smiles at a memory of the short skirts she used to wear to the courthouse.




  The envelope holds a map and a key. Excellent.




  He turns his attention back to the box. Packaged food and water. And, at the bottom, an assortment of license plates from three states, all with current registrations. This is Walter

  Wertz’s doing, no doubt.




  A chorus of sirens commences just as he shoulders the backpack. The sirens grow louder as he slams down the rolling door and secures the lock.




  He finds a pair of gloves tucked inside the helmet. He slips these on, mounts the bike, turns the key, and kicks it to life.




  It coughs and dies.




  He tries again, and the bike sputters and then roars.




  A patrol car races past with its light bar flashing as Flint exits the storage facility. He turns the opposite direction, heading toward the freeway, closely watching his speed.




  





  FIVE




  Berkeley, California




  The aging house has only one bathroom, which the four roommates manage on weekdays, thanks to their varying class schedules. But on weekends, a hot

  shower is less likely than a cold water dance, which is exactly what Reeve is doing now. She sucks air through her teeth and rinses off quickly.




  Twenty minutes later, she’s dressed and wearing her good shoes, which sound loud as she comes down the stairs, causing David and Lana to look up from where they’re snuggled on the

  couch.




  “Well, look at you,” Lana coos. “Makeup and everything. Who’s the hot date?”




  “No hot date. My sister is having a dinner party is all.”




  Reeve feels a telltale heat creeping up her neck and into her cheeks. She has met Brad only twice—first at her sister’s wedding, and then about a year ago—so there’s no

  reason to expect any spark between the two of them tonight. Still, she can’t help thinking about how he flirted with her and made her laugh.




  Megan and Maria, the self-professed foodies of the student household, enter from the kitchen. The two couldn’t be more different—Megan is tall, freckled, and athletic, Maria is

  short, tawny, and plump—but they mirror one another as they check Reeve’s attire, raising their eyebrows in silent comment.




  Megan pops the last bite of something into her mouth and dusts off her fingers, saying, “I can give you a lift if you need a ride. We’re just heading out.”




  Reeve glances down at her shoes. “If you could drop me at the BART station, that would be great.”




  Arriving at her sister’s neighborhood ahead of schedule, Reeve strolls past the neat, candy-colored houses, figuring she’ll have plenty of time to chat with her sister and calm

  herself before Brad arrives. There’s no reason to be stressing out, she thinks, unconsciously fingering the scar on the back of her neck. It’s true that she has problems with intimacy,

  but she is not unattractive. And what’s the worst that can happen? If she makes a fool of herself, the fact that Brad lives in Dallas makes it a nonissue, doesn’t it?




  She climbs the front steps and presses the doorbell.




  In a moment, Rachel flings open the door, wearing jeans and looking frantic. Her hair is mussed and she’s clutching a teddy bear.




  “I’m so glad you’re here,” she says, grasping Reeve’s arm and pulling her inside. “Greg is taking the baby to his mother’s, and just look at me. And

  look at this mess!” She waves an arm at an obstacle course of scattered toys.




  Reeve takes the teddy bear from her sister, saying, “Go get dressed. I’ll clean up.”




  She carries armloads of toys into the baby’s room, stuffing as many as she can into the toy box and cramming the rest into some semblance of order. Next, she straightens the living room,

  plumps the pillows on the couch, and has just finished setting the dining room table when the first guests arrive.




  Reeve offers them wine, casting anxious glances at her sister’s closed door. But before their glasses are filled, Rachel floats into the room in gossamer blue, looking pretty and poised as

  a movie star.




  Enticing aromas waft from the kitchen as Rachel takes over the role of hostess. Meanwhile, Reeve carries a glass of sparkling water over to the baby grand piano in the corner. She studies the

  framed photographs arranged on its glossy surface. Wedding photos, family portraits, baby pictures . . .




  Here’s one she remembers: a photo of Rachel holding a bouquet of long-stemmed roses after a high school play. There’s one she does not: Rachel in a graduation cap, bracketed by their

  parents on a sunny day, when their mother was well and her honey-colored hair was still as thick and beautiful as Rachel’s.




  Her mother’s image evokes a sigh of longing. Next month, she recalls, would have been her fifty-first birthday.




  Reeve turns her back on the photos and perches on the piano bench to watch the room. Music and laughter fill the air. Now Greg has joined Rachel in greeting guests. And there is Brad, a little

  plumper than she remembered, but still good-looking, with a youthful face and puppy-dog eyes.




  He grins and comes toward her.




  She stands, smiling, as he takes her hand. His palm is warm and dry.




  He steps aside and introduces her to an elegant young woman with black bangs and an Audrey Hepburn smile, saying, “. . . and this is my wife.”




  Reeve doesn’t even hear the woman’s name. She just keeps smiling and nodding while the two talk. She feels ridiculous. Why on earth had she nursed such a stupid, one-sided crush? She

  excuses herself and heads toward the appetizers, where she loads a plate with food that she can hardly taste through her chagrin.




  A minute later, Rachel startles her by clasping her arm and saying, “Come and sit down. There’s someone I want you to meet.”




  The young man’s face seems bland and pleasant and forgettable. Reeve makes an effort to smile as she’s seated next to him.




  Soon, the guests are toasting the chef. The arugula salad is delicious. The entrée is extraordinary. Everyone agrees that Rachel ought to write a cookbook. But while her sister beams,

  Reeve discreetly pushes her mushrooms aside and scrapes the dill sauce off her perfectly cooked salmon.




  When she notices the young man beside her doing the same, they share a look.




  He leans over and whispers in her ear, “Here we are in the fussy-eaters’ section.”




  She grants him a dimpled smile as her cell phone rings. “Sorry,” she mumbles, fishing it out of her purse to shut it off.




  She checks the display—Otis Poe—and tenses.




  “Is something wrong?” he asks.




  Reeve mutes her phone, saying, “No, nothing, sorry,” but thinking, Why would Otis Poe be calling me?




  Probably nothing.




  Poe is a reporter she met last year. He’d seemed intimidating at first—with his domed head and football-player physique—but he eventually gained her trust. The last time

  they’d spoken—was it in February?—he was writing a book about a series of abductions in Jefferson County. In order to shield a young survivor named Tilly from public scrutiny,

  Reeve and Poe had cut a deal: She agreed to provide exclusive information about her role in what had transpired in exchange for Poe’s promise never to disclose their new names or

  locations.




  Maybe Otis Poe’s book is being published. Or maybe he wants to clarify one final detail.




  Still, for the rest of the meal, Reeve itches to snatch up her phone and call him back. She scarcely responds to small talk and seizes the first opportunity to leave her sister’s

  table.




  “Let me help you clear the dishes,” she says, slipping her phone into her pocket and scooting back her chair.




  While her sister prepares dessert, Reeve steps onto the back deck, shuts the door, and checks her phone. She finds two messages: One from Otis Poe, simply asking her to call back; the other from

  the King County district attorney’s office.




  She frowns at the phone and decides to call Poe first.




  “Hey, Reeve,” he answers. “Have you heard the news about Daryl Wayne Flint?”




  Something knots in her chest. This is what she’s feared all along. “They found the remains of another victim, didn’t they?”




  “Uh—”




  “I told them they would. I told them I wasn’t his first. I told them they’d find more girls if they just kept looking.”




  “Reeve—”




  “Who was she? Where’d they find her?”




  “Would you please stop talking for two seconds and just listen?”




  “Okay.” She forces herself to be still. “I’m listening.”




  “Flint has escaped. He broke out of the psychiatric hospital just a couple of hours ago.”




  She grips the phone. “No, that’s not possible.”




  “I know it sounds crazy, but he killed someone.”




  It’s as though Poe is speaking a foreign language. Struggling to understand, she parrots back, “He killed someone.”




  “A barber. He took his clothes. The security camera shows him walking out the door wearing the guy’s beret.”




  “He’s in disguise?” Her voice sounds thin.




  “Yeah, and he sure looks different. He lost that wild hair of his. And the bushy beard is gone, too. He’s got a goatee now.”




  “But . . . how . . .” The ground seems to shift underfoot and she leans heavily against the house.




  “Anyway, I’m sorry to be calling with such awful news. I just thought you should know.”




  A thousand noxious thoughts crowd into her head. She listens mutely, feeling ill while Poe recounts what he has learned so far. Each detail makes her feel worse.




  When he falls silent, she moans, “How could this happen? How could they let him get away?”




  “I know. You’d think forensic lockup would be secure, right? But I’m sure they’ll catch him pretty soon. I mean, it’s not like you have to worry about him coming

  after you.”




  She stares out at the night and says nothing.




  “I’ll let you know as soon as I hear anything new, but there’s no trace of him yet, according to these latest reports.” He pauses a moment and his tone changes. “Do

  you want to know what I think? I think someone on the outside is helping him.”




  “Like an accomplice?”




  “Exactly.”




  She tries to picture this. Who would want to help a psychopath like Flint?




  “His mother,” she says, jolting upright.




  “Really? You think so?”




  “It’s got to be her. She’s as bad as he is.” An image of Flint’s mother hardens in her mind. “She even petitioned the judge to lower his security status last

  year.”




  “Is that right? Well now, this is getting interesting.”




  Hearing the appetite in his voice, she says, “Oh crap, you’re going to write about this, aren’t you? I hate seeing my name in the paper.”




  “Reeve, give me some credit. A promise is a promise. I won’t mention your new name or anything about what you’re doing. But Edgy Reggie is already part of the story. Your

  kidnapping, your rescue, the trial. Sorry, but that’s unavoidable.”




  Reeve is shaking with emotion. She says good-bye to Poe and takes several deep breaths, trying to process this news. With effort, she regains her composure and returns the call from the district

  attorney’s office.




  A man with a reedy voice tries to gently break it to her that Flint has escaped. She listens intently, hoping for something encouraging, but hears little more than what Poe has just told

  her.




  She hangs up, grappling with this seismic shift, and realizes that she must get home, quickly, before she falls apart.




  She steels herself and swings open the door to find herself face-to-face with her sister.




  Rachel gasps at the sight of her. “Reeve, what’s the matter?”




  “Don’t worry, I’m—”




  “What is it?” Rachel grips her shoulders and peers into her eyes. “Look at me. Are you okay? God, you’re so pale. Tell me what’s wrong.”
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