
[image: cover]


[image: title]


Copyright © 2005 James Patterson

The right of James Patterson to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.

First published as an Ebook by Headline Publishing Group in 2011

Cover image © Olly

All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Cataloging in Publication Data is available from the British Library

eISBN : 9780755387151

HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP
An Hachette UK Company
338 Euston Road
 London NW1 3BH

www.headline.co.uk
www.hachette.co.uk


Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

About the Author

Also by James Patterson

Praise for James Patterson

About the Book

Dedication

Prologue: Whodunwhat?

Part One: Perfect Couples

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Part Two: The Insurance Man

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Chapter Thirty-Four

Chapter Thirty-Five

Chapter Thirty-Six

Chapter Thirty-Seven

Chapter Thirty-Eight

Chapter Thirty-Nine

Chapter Forty

Chapter Forty-One

Chapter Forty-Two

Chapter Forty-Three

Chapter Forty-Four

Chapter Forty-Five

Chapter Forty-Six

Chapter Forty-Seven

Chapter Forty-Eight

Chapter Forty-Nine

Chapter Fifty

Chapter Fifty-One

Part Three: Very Dangerous Games

Chapter Fifty-Two

Chapter Fifty-Three

Chapter Fifty-Four

Chapter Fifty-Five

Chapter Fifty-Six

Chapter Fifty-Seven

Chapter Fifty-Eight

Chapter Fifty-Nine

Chapter Sixty

Chapter Sixty-One

Chapter Sixty-Two

Chapter Sixty-Three

Chapter Sixty-Four

Chapter Sixty-Five

Chapter Sixty-Six

Chapter Sixty-Seven

Chapter Sixty-Eight

Chapter Sixty-Nine

Chapter Seventy

Chapter Seventy-One

Chapter Seventy-Two

Chapter Seventy-Three

Chapter Seventy-Four

Chapter Seventy-Five

Chapter Seventy-Six

Chapter Seventy-Seven

Chapter Seventy-Eight

Chapter Seventy-Nine

Chapter Eighty

Chapter Eighty-One

Chapter Eighty-Two

Chapter Eighty-Three

Chapter Eighty-Four

Chapter Eighty-Five

Part Four: Till Death Do Us Part

Chapter Eighty-Six

Chapter Eighty-Seven

Chapter Eighty-Eight

Chapter Eighty-Nine

Chapter Ninety

Chapter Ninety-One

Chapter Ninety-Two

Chapter Ninety-Three

Chapter Ninety-Four

Chapter Ninety-Five

Chapter Ninety-Six

Chapter Ninety-Seven

Chapter Ninety-Eight

Chapter Ninety-Nine

Chapter One Hundred

Chapter One Hundred and One

Chapter One Hundred and Two

Part Five: Escape

Chapter One Hundred and Three

Chapter One Hundred and Four

Chapter One Hundred and Five

Chapter One Hundred and Six

Chapter One Hundred and Seven

Chapter One Hundred and Eight

Chapter One Hundred and Nine

Chapter One Hundred and Ten

Chapter One Hundred and Eleven

Chapter One Hundred and Twelve

Chapter One Hundred and Thirteen

Chapter One Hundred and Fourteen

Chapter One Hundred and Fifteen

Chapter One Hundred and Sixteen

Chapter One Hundred and Seventeen


James Patterson is one of the best-known and biggest-selling writers of all time. He is the author of some of the most popular series of the past decade: the Women’s Murder Club, the Alex Cross novels and Maximum Ride, and he has written many other number one bestsellers including romance novels and stand-alone thrillers. He has won an Edgar Award, the mystery world’s highest honour. He lives in Florida with his wife and son.


By James Patterson and available from Headline

When the Wind Blows
Cradle and All
Miracle on the 17th Green (with Peter de Jonge)
Suzanne’s Diary for Nicholas
The Beach House (with Peter de Jonge)
The Jester (with Andrew Gross)
The Lake House
Sam’s Letters to Jennifer
SantaKid
Honeymoon (and Howard Rougham)
Lifeguard (with Andrew Gross)
Beach Road (and Peter de Jonge)
Step on a Crack (with Michael Ledwidge)
The Quickie (and Michael Ledwidge)
You’ve Been Warned (and Howard Rougham)

Alex Cross novels
Cat and Mouse
Pop Goes the Weasel
Roses are Red
Violets are Blue
Four Blind Mice
The Big Bad Wolf
London Bridges
Mary, Mary
Cross 
Double Cross

The Women’s Murder Club series
1st to Die
2nd Chance (and Andrew Gross)
3rd Degree (and Andrew Gross)
4th of July (and Maxine Paetro)
The 5th Horseman (and Maxine Paetro)
The 6th Target (and Maxine Paetro)

Maximum Ride series
Maximum Ride: The Angel Experiment
Maximum Ride: School’s Out Forever
Maximum Ride: Saving the World and Other Extreme Sports


Praise for James Patterson:

‘I can’t believe how good Patterson is. I have never begun a Patterson book and been able to put it down’ Larry King, USA Today

‘O’Hara and particularly Nora stand as two of Patterson’s most complex characters yet . . . This is one canny thriller and Patterson’s millions of fans will be most pleased’ Publishers Weekly
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‘Patterson’s action-packed story keeps the pages flicking by’ The Sunday Times
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When FBI agent John O’Hara first meets Nora Sinclair, she seems perfect. She has the career. The looks. The sex appeal. Nora doesn’t just attract men, she enthrals them. She’s worked hard for this life and she will never give it up.

So why is the FBI so interested in Miss Sinclair? Mysterious things keep happening to the men in her life. And when Agent O’Hara looks more closely, he sees something dangerous about Nora – something that lures him at the same times as it fills him with fear.

And the more time Agent O’Hara spends with her, the less he knows whether he’s pursuing justice or his own fatal attraction.


For Suzie and Jack. Love, Jim.

For my beautiful bride, Christine. Love, Howard.


PROLOGUE
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WHODUNWHAT?


Things aren’t always as they appear.

One minute, I’m totally fine.

The next, I’m hunched over and clutching my stomach in sheer agony. What the hell is happening to me?

I have no idea. All I know is what I feel, and what I feel I can’t believe. It’s as if the interior lining of my stomach is suddenly peeling away with a corrosive burn. I’m screaming and I’m moaning, but most of all, I’m praying – praying for this to stop.

It doesn’t.

The burning continues, a blistering hole forms, and the bile trickles out of my stomach with a sizzling . . . drip . . . drip . . . drip . . . over my entrails. The smell of my own melting flesh fills the air.

I’m dying, I tell myself.

But no, it’s worse than that. Much worse. I’m being skinned alive – from the inside out.

And it’s only just beginning.

Like a firework, the pain shoots up and explodes into my throat. It cuts off all air and I struggle to breathe.

Then I collapse. My arms prove useless, unable to break the fall. Headfirst I hit the hardwood floor and bust open my skull. Blood, plum red and thick, oozes from above my right eyebrow. I blink a few times, but that’s all. The gash doesn’t even factor in. Needing a dozen stitches is the least of my current problems.

The pain gets worse, continues to spread.

Through my nose. Out to my ears. Right smack into my eyes where I can feel the vessels popping like bubble wrap.

I try to stand. I can’t. When I finally manage to, I try to run. All I can do is stumble forward. My legs are leaden. The bathroom is ten feet away. It might as well be ten miles.

Somehow I make it. I get there, lock the door behind me. My knees buckle and, again, I collapse to the floor. The cold tile greets my cheek with a horrific crack! as my back molar splits in two.

I can see the toilet but like everything else in the bathroom it’s moving. Everything is spinning and I reach for the sink, arms flailing, to try and hold on. No chance. My body begins to thrash as if a thousand volts are coursing through my veins.

I try to crawl.

The pain is officially everywhere, including my fingernails, which dig into the tile grout and inch me forward. I desperately grab the base of the toilet and drag my head up over the lip.

For a second, my throat opens and I gasp for air. I begin to heave and the muscles in my chest stretch and twist. One by one they tear, as if razor blades are slashing through them.

There’s a knocking on the door. Quickly, I turn my head. It’s getting louder and louder. More a pounding now.

Were it only the grim reaper to put me out of this excruciating misery.

But it’s not – not yet at least – and that’s the moment I realize that I may not know what killed me tonight, but I know for damn sure who did it.


PART ONE
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PERFECT COUPLES


Chapter One

[image: image]

Nora could feel Connor watching her.

He always did the same thing when she packed to leave on one of her trips. He’d lean his six-foot-three frame against the doorway to his bedroom, his hands buried in the pockets of his Dockers, a frown tugging on his face. He hated the thought of their being apart.

Usually, he wouldn’t say anything, though. He’d just stand there in silence as Nora filled her suitcase, occasionally taking a sip of Evian water, her favorite. But that afternoon he couldn’t help himself.

‘Don’t go,’ he said in his deep voice.

Nora turned with a loving smile. ‘You know I have to. You know I hate this, too.’

‘But I already miss you. Just say no, Nora – don’t go. To hell with them.’

From day one, Nora was captivated by how vulnerable Connor allowed himself to be with her. It was in such sharp contrast to his public persona – a very rich and hard-driving investment banker with his own successful company in Greenwich, and another office in London. His puppy-dog eyes belied the fact that he was built like a lion. Powerful and proud.

Indeed, at the relatively young age of forty, Connor was pretty much king of all he surveyed. And in Nora, thirty-three, he’d found his queen, his perfect soul mate in life.

‘You know I could tie you up and keep you from leaving,’ he said, jokingly.

‘That sounds like fun,’ said Nora, playing along. She lifted up the top of her suitcase, which was lying open on the bed. She was searching for something.

‘First, though, could you maybe help me find my green cardigan?’

Connor finally chuckled. He got such a kick out of her. Good jokes, bad jokes, it didn’t seem to matter. ‘Do you mean the one with the pearl buttons? It’s in the master closet.’

Nora laughed. ‘You were dressing up in my clothes again, weren’t you?’

She headed for the cavernous walk-in closet. When she returned, green sweater in hand, Connor had moved to the foot of the bed. He stared at her with a grin and a twinkle in his eyes.

‘Uh-oh,’ she said. ‘I know that look.’

‘What look?’ he asked.

‘The one that says you want a going-away present.’

Nora thought for a moment before flashing a grin of her own. She dropped the sweater on a chair and slowly walked up to Connor, purposefully stopping just inches from his body. She was wearing only her bra and panties.

‘From me, to you,’ she whispered.

There wasn’t that much to unwrap, but Connor took his time anyway. He gently kissed Nora’s neck, then her shoulders, his lips tracing an imaginary line downward to the jutting curves of her small, pert breasts. There, he lingered. One hand stroking her arm, the other reaching around to remove her bra.

Nora shivered, her body tingling. Cute, funny, and very good in bed. What more could a girl ask for?

Connor knelt and kissed Nora’s stomach, his tongue lightly drawing circles around her little wink of a belly button. Then, with a thumb resting on either side of her hips, he began to roll down her panties. He charted the progress with kiss after kiss after kiss.

‘That’s . . . very . . . nice,’ whispered Nora.

Now it was her turn. As Connor’s tall, muscular frame straightened out before her, she began to undress him. Quickly, deftly, but sensually.

For a few seconds, they stood still. Perfectly naked. Gazing at each other, taking in each and every detail. God, what could be better than this?

Suddenly, Nora laughed. She gave Connor a quick, playful shove and he fell back on the bed. He was fully aroused. A prodigious human sundial lying there on the duvet.

Nora reached into her open suitcase and removed a black Ferragamo belt, pulling it taut in her hands.

Snap!

‘Now what was that about tying somebody up?’ she asked.
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