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CHAPTER ONE 
THE GHOSTWRITER 

 
 

“Is the blindfold too tight?”  

 I hear this question as I feel hands on the back of my head securing the knot even 

tighter. The hands belong to a woman, as does the voice. I’ve only caught glimpses of her 

here and there. She is middle-aged with blondish hair and tan skin. Her gentle, aged face 

matches her gentle, aged voice. It is a comforting voice, and I sense that she is intentional 

with it every time she talks to me. She doesn’t come right out and say everything will be 

okay, this will all be over soon, just do as he asks and you will walk out of here alive, but her 

constantly reassuring tone implies it.  

 “It’s fine,” I tell her, even though it obviously isn’t. Because she is trying so hard, I 

feel an odd compulsion not to make her feel bad. I follow up with “Thank you.”  

 “You’re welcome, Jacob. When you’re finished, I’ll see about getting you something 

to eat. You must be starving.”  

 I say nothing this time. I haven’t had anything approaching an appetite since I was 

brought here. Though my ability to measure time is pretty much gone, I estimate that it’s 

been almost a month. Aside from the glimpses of the woman whose name I still don’t know, 

I haven’t seen much of where I am being held captive aside from the room I’ve been locked 

in. It is a non-descript ten by twelve-foot space with a cot in one corner, a rusted toilet in 

the other, and a card table and folding chair in the middle. The floor is carpeted and the 

walls are painted lime green, so I know it is not a prison cell. But it may as well be one.  

 Before each of these blindfolded sessions (of which this is the fifth), I am instructed 

through the door to get on my knees and face the wall. Then the door is opened and two 

men walk in, one on either side of me. I am instructed not to look at either of them or I will 

be shot. I believe them and I comply. As one man handcuffs me, the other puts the blindfold 

over my eyes. They then hoist me to my feet and out of the room.  

 After walking approximately sixty-four steps (I count them as a way of confirming 

that I am going to the same place each time), I am placed in a chair and pushed up to a 

table. A digital voice recorder is placed in front of me. Then the men walk out and the 

woman walks in. She once referred to one of the men as Robbie, but that’s all I know about 

them. I feel like even that is too much.  

 Each time, the woman pats me on the shoulder as she walks out and closes what 

sounds like a heavy door. She does the same thing now. Before she leaves, she says: “It’s 

getting a little cold out. I think I’ll make soup. Chicken noodle sound good?”  

 She could be anyone’s perfect mother. She could be my perfect mother. This makes 

the nightmare of my situation one-hundred times worse.  

 After what feels like an eternity of silence, the door opens again and he walks in. I’ve 

come to recognize the sound of his footsteps by now. Not heavy like the two men who are 
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my watchdogs. These footsteps are light and easy. Footsteps that are used to moving 

through spaces quietly and efficiently. I swallow hard as he pulls back his chair to sit across 

from me.  

 “Good morning, Jacob.” His voice isn’t light and airy like the woman’s, but it’s aged 

like hers. Stern and unyielding. “Have you finally found your appetite?”  

 I clear my dry throat. “Not really.”  

 “We would really like for you to eat. The accommodations may not be much, but the 

food is fantastic. Besides, how are you supposed to write if you don’t fuel your brain?”  

 I say nothing.  

I have come to learn two things about this man so far. The first is that he is not 

particularly interested in two-way conversation. He asks questions as a means of making 

statements, not because he is cares about what I am thinking or feeling.  

“Speaking of writing, what do you say we get this session started,” he continues. “We 

are getting to a very interesting part of the story and I need to get the details out while they 

are fresh in my mind.” With that, I hear the click of the voice recorder and I know that it is 

rolling. “Do you have any questions before we get started?”  

I clear my throat again. This is the first time he has asked me this. My question is the 

obvious one that I’ve had since I was brought here, but I am afraid to give it voice. 

Apparently he senses this.  

“It’s okay Jacob. Ask anything you’d like.”  

“I actually have two questions,” I say in a thin, raspy voice.  

“Drink this first,” he says, and I feel something cold and wet touching my lips.  

He tips the bottle and water fills my mouth. I pull at it with frantic chugs until it is 

gone.   

“Better?” he asks when I’m finished. 

I nod.  

“Good. Now you were saying?”  

“I have two questions,” I repeat.  

“Okay.”  

“The other man who is here with me. Is he alright?”  

“The other man’s name is Paul.”  

“Is Paul alright?”  

“You’re asking me this because you’re worried if you will be alright.”  

He is mostly correct about that. I stay silent rather than lie.  

“Paul Grisham is as fine as someone can be in a circumstance like this. I need him 

just as much as I need you. Your roles here may be different, but they’re equally important.”   

And that brings me to my second, and most important question, the one that I am 

desperately afraid to ask. He again senses my hesitation.  

“What is it that you really want to know, Jacob?”  

I take in a deep, painful breath and slowly blow it out. The air is stale and heavy and 

it is difficult to breathe. It doesn’t help that I am hyper-aware of every breath I take. When 
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you are not sure which one will be your last, you don’t take a single one of them for 

granted.  

“When you’re finished with us, when I help you write your book and Paul helps you 

with whatever it is he is supposed to help you with, will you let us go?”  

The question hangs in the air for more than a few seconds before I hear the click of 

the voice recorder cutting off.  

“The short answer is that it will be nearly impossible to let both of you go. But there 

is a lot that needs to happen between now and then, so for right now, let’s stay focused on 

the task at hand. ”  

I can’t see his face, but I can sense his flat, emotionless expression. It is clear to me 

that he has already formulated the outcome in his mind, and nothing that I say is going to 

alter that. The only thing I can do now is what I have done from the beginning: comply with 

everything he asks me to do.  

When I hear the recorder click again, I know his story is about to begin. And when 

the story begins, my sole job is to listen. As has happened each of the previous times, when 

he is finished, I will be escorted back to my cell (as I said, it may as well be a prison).  With 

one of my watchdogs pointing a gun at my head, the other will remove my blindfold and 

handcuffs. Then I will sit down at the card table that functions as my workstation, and I will 

write; all day, all night, until I have transcribe every word he has spoken into the recorder.  

So far his life story has spanned three hundred and twenty typed pages. The end 

goal of that story, he tells me, is to reveal the truth about the woman whom he feels is 

responsible for his daughter’s murder; the woman whose father is somewhere in this place 

along with me, experiencing God-knows-what.  For all I know, the plan is to kill us both, but 

what differentiates my presence here from Paul’s is that his is personal.  

The second thing I know about the man who is keeping me captive, more than 

anything I’ve ever known in my entire life, is that he wants Camille Grisham to suffer, and is 

prepared to go to any lengths to make sure that happens. I fear for myself, but I fear for her 

and her father even more.  

“Now we’ve come to that part in the story where I tell you about my daughter, 

sweet, innocent girl that she was. She was murdered by Daniel Sykes, the man you so 

desperately wanted to write a book about. The man you so desperately wanted to turn into 

a human-interest story. He’s not a human, he’s a goddamned animal. And he killed Madison, 

my daughter, like a goddamned animal.” 

I keep every fiber in my body still, too afraid to move or speak.  

“But he never should have been allowed to kill her. And he was allowed to kill her.” 

He paused for a long time before continuing. “I need you to listen to this next part very 

carefully because it involves you. It is the entire reason I brought you here. Are you 

listening, Jacob?” 

“Yes.” 

I could sense him leaning in until he was merely inches from my face.  

“Camille Grisham has to pay in the worst way imaginable. But first, I need you to 

draw her out.” 
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“Draw her out?” I ask with genuine confusion. “How am I supposed to do that?”  

“With your words.” 

He spends the next several minutes speaking my instructions into the voice 

recorder, down to the size and style of the font I am to use in composing the message. The 

first of the three messages, he explains, are to contain the reasons for his actions. The 

second will contain details of the four murders he has already committed in the name of his 

objective. The third message is to be a specific set of instructions for Camille to follow. 

Failure to comply with these instructions, he explains, will result in the death of one person 

every day until she complies. After I compose these messages, I am to make three 

duplicates of each and put them in envelopes to be sent to the four addresses that he will 

supply. My fingerprints, he claims, are a critical piece of the puzzle. From there, we are to 

await Camille’s next move.  

“Is all of this clear?” he asks as he finally sits back in his chair.  

“Yes,” I answer quietly.  

“Good. Now before you get to it, there is one more thing that I need you to do.” 

I hold my breath as he stands up and walks behind me.  

I keep my eyes shut tightly as he rips the blindfold away from them.  

“I think we’ve officially moved past the stage of pretense. There is no reason why 

you shouldn’t know who I am. Open your eyes.”  

I respond by clinching them even tighter, my mind holding firm to the adage that 

I’ve heard expressed in every hostage movie ever made: Never let them show you their face. 

Once you see their face, you’re dead.    

Pain as he grabs my hair and yanks my scalp. “Open them!”  

I comply. I am briefly blinded by the LED light from the lamp that is being pointed at 

my face. The only image I can make out is his silhouette as I blink away the piercing strobes 

of light.  

When my eyes finally adjust, I am able to see the course details of his face.  

He smiles at the sound of my shrieking. 

After allowing ample time for my shock to sink in, he leans into my ear and 

whispers. “Time to get to work, Jacob.”  
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CHAPTER TWO 
BRIEFING 

 
FBI Special Agent Peter Crawley was all-too-aware of his reputation. Cold. Aloof. Distant. 

Robotic. He had even been given a nickname by certain members of the B.A.U. team: Doctor 

Ice. It bothered him more than he cared to admit, but he did his best to take it in stride. 

Deep down, he understood that the moniker was justified. The twenty-three-year Bureau 

veteran had many strong suits, but emotional engagement was not one of them.    

 So when tough questions arose about a former special agent’s decision to join the 

task force charged with discovering the whereabouts of her missing father, Crawley 

addressed them with a forced composure that belied his mounting irritation. In addition to 

being one of the finest profilers he had ever encountered, Camille Grisham was also a 

friend, which made the criticism of her inclusion – an inclusion that he had insisted on – 

feel very personal.   

 But because Doctor Ice’s well-earned reputation did not allow him to take things 

personally, he had to ensure that his poker face held up, despite persistent badgering from 

the two local agents assigned to the task force; agents he did not know, and based on early 

results, did not like.  

 “Look Agent Crawley, I understand that she has a long history in Behavioral 

Analysis, and that the two of you are close. But she quit, remember?  And based on 

everything I’ve heard, she has absolutely no desire to come back.”  

 The most vocal of the pair was a hothead named Alex Reyes. As FBI profilers went, 

Reyes was made of all the right stuff. Crawley could see that the moment he laid eyes on 

him. Subsequent reviews of his personnel file confirmed it. The problem for Agent Reyes 

was his ego. His was the classic ‘big fish in a small pond’ syndrome that afflicted many a 

D.C. hotshot forced to relocate to a Midwest field office too small to handle the weight of 

their considerable talent. It made him nearly impossible to be around.             

“I know what’s at stake here, so I don’t want to sound insensitive to her personal 

situation,” Reyes continued, “But I don’t understand what she could possibly bring to this 

investigation beyond her witness statement.” 

“He’s got a point, sir. How do we know that she won’t let her emotions get the better 

of her? It’s certainly happened before.” 

Kate Spence was Reyes’ less-talkative yet equally presumptuous partner.  Like 

Reyes, Spence came highly recommended. Like Reyes, she assumed that her opinion was 

much more relevant to Crawley than it actually was.    

“With all due respect to both of you, it isn’t your place to know or understand 

anything about Camille Grisham. You are here as my CBI liaisons. And while I can 

appreciate your experience and ability, your involvement here is procedural. In other 

words, I didn’t have a choice. So before you waste another breath questioning Camille’s 
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credentials or my judgment, please put your misguided ego aside long enough to 

understand the true flow of things here. You are on this task force because the crime 

occurred in your city. Camille Grisham is on this task force because Director Spaulding 

wants her to be. The sooner you accept that, the sooner we can all move forward. I want 

Agent Grisham to feel nothing but welcomed here. Is that understood?” 

“Agent Grisham,” Reyes chided. 

“Is that understood?”  

Reyes and Spence looked at one another, their eyes silently communicating a mutual 

disdain of Crawley and his reprimand, and their inability to do anything about it. 

“Understood,” Spence answered, her stare still fixed on Reyes.  

“Loud and clear,” Reyes concurred, wisely taking his partner’s cue.  

Doctor Ice breathed an undetectable sigh of relief. “Great. Now can we move ahead 

with the briefing that brought us here in the first place? Camille is on her way and I want to 

make sure that we are fully up to speed before she arrives.” 

He opened his briefcase and pulled out three manila envelopes, two of which he 

gave to Reyes and Spence. He opened his and immediately began reading.  

“From page two of the report. There are four dead that we know of so far. All 

women. Two in Pennsylvania, one in Tennessee, one in Missouri. All were single. In each 

case, the women were abducted from their homes, taken to a remote location, mutilated, 

and strangled. The mutilation patterns are consistent with those used by Daniel Sykes. As 

we know, Sykes is in a federal prison awaiting execution. That leaves us with the likely 

probability of a serial copycat. We are in Denver because the two latest incidents, the 

abductions of Paul Grisham and Jacob Deaver, occurred here.” 

Crawley flipped to another page of the report and continued reading. “The man 

currently in custody in connection to Deaver’s abduction is named Daniel MacPherson. 

Daniel is the brother of Candace MacPherson, Sykes’ last victim. MacPherson met Deaver in 

the midst of Deaver’s research for a book he was writing about Sykes. The extent of their 

relationship during that time is unclear, but we do know that at the time of his arrest, 

MacPherson was posing as Deaver in an effort to get close to Camille Grisham. This 

obviously makes him our prime suspect. Unfortunately, we have been unable to establish a 

firm connection between MacPherson and the disappearance of Paul Grisham or the 

previous murders. DPD has interviewed him several times to no avail. I’m counting on us to 

do better.” 

He flipped to another page. “There is scant physical evidence aside from the two 

notes that were sent to the Grisham residence and the B.A.U. offices respectively. The notes 

were identical. DNA from the blood found on the notes is a match for Kerrie Wallace and 

Harley Middleton, two of our victims. There are no prints, and the writing does not match 

samples taken from Daniel MacPherson, Jacob Deaver, or Paul Grisham. That pretty much 

leaves us at square one. ”  

Crawley closed the report and looked up at Reyes and Spence. They were attentive 

despite already knowing every detail of the case report backward and forward. It would 
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have been easy to tune out Crawley’s unnecessary summary, but they did not. He took this 

as a hopeful sign that they were team players.     

“Questions? Concerns?” 

“Only about Camille Grisham,” Reyes said.  

Crawley rolled his eyes, the first visible crack in Doctor Ice’s armor.  

“In relation to our suspect,” Reyes clarified.  

“Go on.”  

“She believes that MacPherson is responsible for her father’s disappearance.”  

“An assumption we are all making at this point.”  

“But not all of us have the personal skin in this game that she does. The 

confrontations they had prior to his arrest were contentious, and Camille has already 

assaulted him once. How do we know she won’t go after him again?”  

“Jesus, Alex. Can you really blame her?” Spence said. “I’d want to beat the life out of 

him too.”  

“I understand that, Kate. Believe me, I’d do the same. But I would like to think that if 

either of us were in that position, we would have enough foresight to remove ourselves 

from the investigation.” 

“You’re telling me that you would sit on the sidelines if it was your mother or sister 

out there?”  

“I’m telling you that for the integrity of the investigation, I would have to.”  

Spence laughed. “That’s bullshit and you know it.”  

“Of course it’s bullshit.”  

Reyes and Spence spun around at the sound of the brand new voice in the room. 

Neither of them said a word when they saw who it was.  

For his part, Doctor Ice stood up from his desk and smiled, refusing to suppress the 

overwhelming emotion that this moment inspired in him.  

“Hello Camille.”      
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CHAPTER THREE 
THE LURE 

 
 

When the guy at the front desk clipped the visitor’s badge to Camille’s jacket, he smiled and 

asked how long she would be staying. It was not an official question, just polite, everyday 

conversation. He undoubtedly knew about her and her reason for being here. He had been 

briefed the same as everyone else in the building. Yet he barely blinked as she nervously 

approached him, choosing to greet her not with reservation, pity, or scorn, but with the 

warm banality that he would a regular tourist. Camille could not have been more 

appreciative of the gesture. She promptly returned his smile and replied, “Hopefully not too 

long.”  

 Then she met Special Agent Stephen Wells from Crawley’s B.A.U. task force, and her 

smile immediately went away.  

 “I’m glad you’ll be joining us, Ms. Grisham,” he said with a long, solemn gaze. “I just 

wish that it were under better personal circumstances.”  

 Camille bit her lip and nodded as she shook his hand, sparing herself the indignity of 

saying something that would make this awkward situation even worse. 

 “You are still thought of very highly in the B.A.U.,” Wells continued. “They say the 

place just isn’t the same without you.”  

 Agent Wells was not around during Camille’s tenure, and she wondered if she was 

staring at her replacement. “Lots of great people there.”  

 “Indeed, and they’re all rooting for you.”  

 The hush that followed only exacerbated the awkwardness.  

 “But enough about that,” Wells finally said. “Peter and the rest of the team are 

waiting for us.”  

 He promptly led Camille down a long corridor of dark cubicles to an open 

conference room where she came upon a conversation that seemed to feature her as the 

main talking point.  

 She had wanted to enter the room like a normal person and wait for the proper 

introductions. Instead, she was put in the uncomfortable position of defending herself to 

people she did not know. 

 “Of course it’s bullshit,” she said in response to one of the agents and his thinly 

veiled insinuation that her presence could compromise the integrity of his investigation.  

 The look of abject horror on the agent’s face as he turned around to see Camille 

standing behind him almost made up for the sting of his insult, but not quite.  

 Peter Crawley’s smile was as big as Camille had ever seen it. He clearly relished the 

timing of her entrance. 

 “Hello, Camille. Please come in and join us.”  
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 Camille did so, glaring at the agent as she took the seat next to Crawley.  

 “You’ve already met Agent Wells, who is with me from D.C.,” he continued. “This is 

Agent Kate Spence and Agent Alex Reyes from the Denver field office. They will be helping 

us with the local angle.”  

 “Nice to meet you, Camille,” Agent Spence promptly offered with what looked like a 

genuine smile.” 

 “Likewise.”  

 Agent Reyes’s smile was less genuine. “I apologize if I offended you, Ms. Grisham. 

That was certainly not my intention.” 

 “You absolutely offend me. But in the interest of not tainting this working 

relationship before it begins, I accept your apology.” 

 Reyes’s jaw tightened as he turned to Crawley. “Anything else we should know, sir?”  

 “My briefing is finished. I’ll turn it over to Camille now to see if she would like to add 

anything that the official report did not cover.”    

 “The official report is thorough enough,” Camille replied curtly, refusing to feed 

Agent Reyes’s angst about her emotional vulnerability. In truth, the official report was not 

thorough at all. It did not mention her anxiety about being here, or the fact that she spent 

every minute of every day thinking about her father, or the reality that she would end the 

life of the person holding him without hesitation if he was not returned to her unharmed. 

But no one in this room needed to hear that, not even Peter Crawley, the man who would 

vouch for her until the day he died, no matter how much she screwed up. Only her father 

had more unconditional faith in her ability.   

 “Okay, since Camille doesn’t have anything, let’s discuss where we go from here,” 

Crawley said. 

 “I just got off the horn with a rep from DPD admin. We’re good to go on the 

MacPherson interview,” Wells reported. “He’s been slow to cooperate so far, and he’s still 

refusing counsel, even though he was assigned a public defender days ago. I honestly don’t 

know how much we’re going to get out of him.”  

 “Time isn’t exactly on our side here,” Crawley replied as he turned a worried eye to 

Camille. “We’d better get something out of him.” 

 Crawley’s expression troubled her and she looked away. In that moment, without 

saying a single word, he had managed to tell her everything about the current state of their 

investigation.  

It was nowhere.     

 Nearly three weeks had passed since a true-crime author named Jacob Deaver 

confronted Camille in a quiet coffee shop, where she was quietly minding her business, to 

pitch an idea for a biography that would detail her work as an FBI profiler; specifically, her 

controversial role in the apprehension of serial killer Daniel Sykes. Sykes, Deaver went on 

to say, was planning his own tell-all, which promised to paint Camille and her deceased 

partner Agent Andrew Sheridan in the most negative light possible. By telling her own 

story in her own words, Deaver said, she could mitigate the damage from Sykes’ book 

before it could ever see the light of day.  
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 The pitch sounded reasonable, and Camille might have even considered it, were it 

not for the small matter of the actual Jacob Deaver being reported missing one week earlier 

by his New York-based agent.  

 The truth, she would come to discover, was that the Sykes autobiography never 

existed, just as her biography would never exist. Daniel MacPherson, posing as Deaver, had 

used the cover as a means of getting close to her. For what purpose, she wasn’t sure.  

 Then her father went missing, and the purpose became crystal-clear.  

 Camille sat quietly as the agents discussed the various tactics they would use to 

elicit MacPherson’s thus far elusive cooperation. Agent Reyes seemed especially confident 

in his abilities.  

 “The problem is that the local hacks have come at this guy the wrong way. They’re 

using GITMO-style tactics on him when he’s nothing more than a pawn. The trick is to 

approach him with some understanding, make him feel as much like a victim as anyone 

else.”  

 Camille was about to roll her eyes at his ridiculous suggestion, but Crawley beat her 

to it. 

 “A victim?” 

 “I know how strange it sounds sir, but hear me out. Daniel MacPherson is just a kid, 

angry over his sister’s murder, and he wanted revenge. Sykes had already been put away, 

but that wasn’t enough for him. He needed to make someone pay in a tangible way. I think 

we can all agree that he isn’t acting alone, and it is that person, not Daniel, who killed those 

girls and abducted Deaver and Camille’s father. Daniel himself admitted that he was 

nothing more than a cog in the wheel. He was sad, he was pissed-off, he was desperate, and 

someone, our killer, exploited that. No one is saying that Daniel MacPherson is innocent. He 

is far from it. But if we can get him to believe that he is being used by someone who 

ultimately doesn’t care about him, perhaps he will reconsider the lengths he is willing to go 

to protect that person’s identity.”  

 “You don’t think that’s been tried already?” Camille chided. “If you think for one 

second that you can reverse psychology your way to a confession, especially from someone 

as calculated as Daniel MacPherson, then you don’t have the first clue about what you’re 

actually dealing with.”  

 Reyes’ eyes narrowed as they found Camille. “Well please enlighten me. What are we 

actually dealing with?”  

 Camille turned to Crawley, who gave her permission to proceed with a nearly 

imperceptible nod of his head.  

 “The person we are dealing with isn’t some grieving, gullible, exploited pawn. He is 

deliberate, highly motivated, and very unstable. You’re right that he’s looking for someone 

to take his anger out on, and since he cannot get to Sykes, I am the next sensible target. But 

to think that because he didn’t kill those girls he is any less dangerous than the person who 

did is foolish. I’ve been face to face with this man. I saw the way his eyes turned black with 

hatred when he looked at me. If he’d had the opportunity, he would have killed me the 

moment he saw me.”  
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 “From what it sounds like, he absolutely had the opportunity. Why didn’t he try?” 

Agent Spence asked.  

 “Because killing me was not part of the plan. Not at that moment anyway. If he had 

the restraint not to kill me then, when he could have gotten away with it Scott-free, what 

makes you think that you can persuade him to deviate from his plan now?”  

 “So how do we approach him?” Crawley asked.  

 Camille took a deep breath. She needed steady nerves for what she was about to say 

next. “You have to give him exactly what he wants.”  

 “Which is?”  

 “Me.”    

 The room instantly fell silent. All eyes were on Camille, waiting for clarification, but 

she suddenly felt hesitant to give it.  

 From the moment she agreed to join Crawley’s task force – hours after her father’s 

abduction – Camille knew exactly what her role would be, even if no one else did.  

 Her visitor’s badge would not afford her any of the powers that an acting field agent 

would be granted. She would not have an official firearm or an official shield. She could not 

arrest anyone or give orders to local law enforcement. From the Bureau’s standpoint, she 

was here strictly as a consultant, someone with intimate knowledge of Daniel Sykes’ M.O. 

And because the killer they were dealing with now was believed to be a Sykes copycat, she 

would presumably have intimate knowledge of his M.O. as well. 

 But there was only so much consulting that could occur in a case like this. 

Consultants talk, they ponder, they hypothesize. Camille was not here to hypothesize. She 

was here to find the person who kidnapped her father. And as far as she could see, there 

was only one way she could do that.  

 “He wanted me here for a specific reason. Otherwise I would be the one you all were 

searching for right now. I don’t know what that specific reason is yet, but something tells 

me I won’t have to wait long to find out.”  

 “So you’re suggesting that we don’t do anything but sit back and wait for him to 

attack you before we act?” Spence asked incredulously. “That just doesn’t seem reasonable 

to me.” 

 “Especially because we have no idea who he is or what his plan is,” Reyes added.   

 “We figure out the plan by asking,” Camille said matter-of-factly.  

“So I’m just supposed to go in there and ask MacPherson what his plan is and expect 

him to tell me?” Reyes said. 

Camille shook her head at his arrogance. “You can ask him questions until you’re 

completely blue in the face, but I can virtually guarantee that you won’t get anywhere.”  

Reyes laughed. “And what makes you so sure about that?”  

“Because you’re not me.”  

The smile on Reyes face was suddenly replaced with something darker. “So you’re 

saying it should be you who conducts the MacPherson interview?” 

“That’s absolutely what I’m saying,” Camille answered, her stare matching Reyes’s in 

intensity. “And I need to be in there alone.” 
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“You have got to be kid—”  

Crawley cut him off mid-protest. “Done. The four of us will monitor Camille and 

reconvene afterward to discuss. I trust that will work for everyone.”  

“Works for me,” Agent Wells said.  

Spence tentatively nodded her approval while Reyes quietly seethed.  

“Great. Then let’s get to it.” Crawley stood up and the others in the room followed 

suit. “Camille, you can ride with me.” 

“Sure thing,” she replied, keeping a wary eye on Agent Reyes as he huffed out of the 

conference room.  

She worried that he would be a problem. Not that she didn’t have solutions for 

blowhards like him. She had encountered more than her fair share at Quantico. She just 

didn’t have the mental stamina to deal with it right now. Most of her stores had already 

been used up, and what was left in reserve would have to be saved for Daniel MacPherson. 

She wondered if it would be enough.  

“You sure you’re up for this kiddo?” Crawley asked with a pat on Camille’s shoulder 

as they left the conference room.  

“If I said no, would you hold it against me?”  

Crawley smiled a second time. In Camille’s experience, that was a record.  

“Not at all. As long as you don’t hold it against me that I finally sweet-talked you into 

coming back.”  

Bullied would be a more apt description, but that was water under the bridge now. 

“Just help me find my father, Peter.”  

“I will.” Crawley stopped, his hand still gripping Camille’s shoulder. “If it’s the last 

thing I do.”    

 


