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Must be thrilling from the air.
—Leopold Bloom in Ulysses



Author's Note

BEFORE I BEGAN THIS BOOK, I had no idea how
close to reality the story would be. Over thirty medical
doctors and research scientists helped at the conceptual
stage, and then again when the manuscript was nearing
completion. As one medical doctor and Ph.D. at the Na-
tional Institutes of Health said, “Most people are not go-
ing to believe the breakthroughs that are coming in the
very near future.” These doctors and researchers went into
considerable detail, but I don’t want to spoil the surprises
and suspense in the story you are about to read.

I would especially like to thank Maxine Paetro, who was
deeply involved with the book almost from the beginning,
and who was important through the arduous research,
writing, and editing process.
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THE #1 MASTERPIECE FROM # 1 BESTSELLING
AUTHOR JAMES PATTERSON!

“Romance, suspense, action . . . swiftly told. .
There’s magic here, too, leaving readers more than

once struck deep in wonder.”
—Publishers Weekly

“Brilliantly drawn characters . . . skilled dialogue
. big, warm feelings . . . reads like a dream.”

—Kirkus Reviews (starred review)
“Fine writing . . . a great story . . . wonderful
characterizations.”
—Naples Daily News
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Praise for Other Thrillers of James Patterson

CAT & MOUSE

“I'VE JUST STARTED JAMES PATTERSON’S CAT
& MOUSE AND 1 CAN’'T STOP TURNING PAGES.”

—Larry King, USA Today

“FAST-PACED . . . THE PROTOTYPE THRILLER
FOR TODAY.”
—San Diego Umon-Tnbune

“A RIDE ON A ROLLER-COASTER WHOSE
BRAKES HAVE GONE OUT.”
—Chicago Tribune



“CAT & MOUSE 1S A PULSATING GAME. . . . THE
ACTION IS FAST AND FURIOUS. . . . The pages
turn in a blur. . . . You might just finish this in one
sitting. It’s that kind of book.”

—Rocky Mountain News

“A QUICK-PACED ADVENTURE . . . WITH A PRO-
TAGONIST WORTHY OF ADMIRATION. Alex
Cross is a hero. Patterson moves readers along with
short chapters, snappy dialogue, and creepy chills

. . . . Read it at your own risk.”
—Pittsburgh Post-Gasette

“FANTASTIC READING ENTERTAINMENT.”
—Daily Sun

“PATTERSON IS A MASTER at creating scary

murderers, but his hero has what it takes to pursue

them. . . . Don’t start this book on a night you have to

turn in early, because you won’t be able to put it down.”
—Newark Star Ledger

“Patterson gives his fans two thrillers for the price of

one . . . delivers THE SWIFTLY PACED FARE THAT

HAS MADE HIM A CHAMP OF THE CHARTS.”
—Publishers Weekly

“A MUST-READ AUTHOR.”
—Providence Journal

“A BREAKNECK CHASE.”
—Lexington Herald-Leader



“FANS OF ALEX CROSS WILL BE DELIGHTED
with this latest installment . . . whose driving plot
will keep you turning pages to the last, when you’ll
find yourself impatiently awaiting the arrival of the
next Alex Cross novel.”

—Library Journal

“THOSE WHO LIKE PATTERSON’S FAST STYLE
AND COMPLEX STORY LINES WILL PUT THIS ON
THEIR ‘MUST HAVE IMMEDIATELY’ LIST.”

—Star (IL)

“CAT & MOUSE WILL HAVE READERS EAGERLY
TURNING PAGES to follow the wily twists and
turns of Patterson’s fast-paced and menacing new
novel. . . . An enrapturing thriller.”

—Bookpage

“A fine writer with a good ear for dialogue and pac-

ing. HIS BOOKS ARE ALWAYS PAGE-TURNERS.”
—Washington Times

“WILL SEND SHIVERS DOWN THE READER’S
SPINE.”
—Northwest Arkansas Times

“Cat & Mouse is already topping bestseller charts
and it’s easy to see why. The book keeps readers
turning pages. . . . A RIVETING THRILLER READ-
ERS WILL GOBBLE UP.”

—Manchester Journal Inquirer (CT)

more ...



JACK & JILL

“CROSS, A BRILLIANT HOMICIDE COP, IS ONE
OF THE GREAT CREATIONS OF THRILLER
FICTION.”

—Dallas Morning News

“Flawless. . . . Patterson, among the best novelists
of crime stories ever, has reached his pinnacle with

this one.”
—Larry King, USA Today

“FORTUNATELY PATTERSON HAS BROUGHT
BACK HOMICIDE DETECTIVE ALEX CROSS. . ..
He’s the kind of multilayered character that makes
any plot twist seem believable.”

—People

“Captivating. . . . a fast-paced thriller full of sur-

prising but realistic plot twists. . . . CROSS IS ONE

OF THE BEST AND MOST LIKABLE CHARAC-

TERS IN THE MODERN THRILLER GENRE.”
—San Francisco Examiner

“He’s unbeatable. . . . In Jack & Jill [Patterson]
again proves himself master of the hair-raising
thriller with a climactic, double-twist ending, the
trick that made his Along Came a Spider and Kiss
the Girls memorable nail-biters.”

—Buffalo News



“Quick and scary.”
—New York Daily News

“Chilling. . . . This book is hard to put down.”
—Associated Press

KISS THE GIRLS

“TOUGH TO PUT DOWN. . . . TICKS LIKE A TIME
BOMB, ALWAYS FULL OF THREAT AND TENSION.”
—Los Angeles Times

“As good as a thriller can get. . . . With Kiss the
Girls, Patterson joins the elite company of Thomas
Harris and John Sanford.”

—San Francisco Examiner

“This one’s hot!”
—Liz Smith, New York Newsday

“WRITING IN SHORT, SNAPPY, 2 1/2 PAGE CHAP-

TERS THAT TICK LIKE A TIME BOMB, always full

of threat and terror, he hastens us through this

parade of horribles to the big bang of an ending.”
—Los Angeles Times

“HORRIFIC . . . SKILLFULLY PUT TOGETHER!”
—Cosmopolitan
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Prologue

FIRST FLIGHT
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please! Can anybody hear me?”
Max’s screams pierced the clear mountain air.
Her throat and lungs were beginning to hurt, to burn.

The eleven-year-old girl was running as fast as she
could from the hateful, despicable School. She was
strong, but she was beginning to tire. As she ran, her long
blond hair flared behind her like a beautiful silk scarf. She
was pretty, even though there were dark, plum-colored
circles under her eyes.

She knew the men were coming to kill her. She could
hear them hurrying through the woods behind her.

She glanced over her right shoulder, painfully twisting
her neck. She flashed a mental picture of her little brother,
Matthew. Where was he? The two of them had separated
just outside the School, both running and screaming.

She was afraid Matthew was already dead. Uncle
Thomas probably got him. Thomas had betrayed them
and that hurt so much she couldn’t stand to think about it.

Tears rolled down her cheeks. The hunters were clos-

SOMEBODY PLEASE help me! Somebody
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ing in. She could feel their heavy footsteps thumping hard
and fast against the crust of the earth.

A throbbing, orange and red ball of sun was sinking be-
low the horizon. Soon it would be pitch-black and cold
out here in the Front Range of the Rockies. All she wore
was a simple tube of white cotton, sleeveless, loosely
drawn together at the neckline and waist. Her feet were
wrapped in thin-soled ballet slippers.

Move. She urged her aching, tired body on. She could
go faster than this. She knew she could.

The twisting path narrowed, then wound around a
great, mossy-green shoulder of rock. She clawed and
struggled forward through more thick tangles of branches
and brush.

The girl suddenly stopped. She could go no further.

A huge, high fence loomed above the bushes. It was
easily ten feet. Rows of razor-sharp concertina wire were
tangled and coiled across the top.

A metal sign warned: EXTREME DANGER! ELECTRIFIED
FENCE. EXTREME DANGER!

Max bent over and cupped her hands over her bare
knees. She was blowing out air, wheezing hard, trying to
keep from weeping.

The hunters were almost there. She could hear, smell,
sense their awful presence.

With a sudden flourish, she unfurled her wings. They
were white and silver-tipped and appeared to have been
unhinged. The wings sailed to a point above her head,
seemingly of their own accord. Their span was nine feet.
The sun glinted off the full array of her plumage.

Max started to run again, flapping her wings hard and
fast. Her slippered feet lifted off the hardscrabble.

She flew over the high barbed wire like a bird.



IVE ARMED MEN ran quietly and easily

through the ageless boulders and towering aspens

and ponderosa pines. They didn’t see her yet, but
they knew it wouldn’t be long before they caught up with
the girl.

They were jogging rapidly, but every so often the man
in front picked up the pace a significant notch or two. All
of them were competent trackers, good at this, but he was
the best, a natural leader. He was more focused, more con-
trolled, the best hunter.

The men appeared calm on the outside, but inside it
was a different story. This was a critical time. The girl had
to be captured, and brought back. She shouldn’t have got-
ten out here in the first place. Discretion was critical; it
always had been, but never more than right now.

The girl was only eleven, but she had “gifts,” and that
could present a formidable problem outdoors. Her senses
were acute; she was incredibly strong for her size, her age,
her gender; and of course, there was the possibility that
she might try to fly.
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Suddenly, they could see her up ahead: she was clearly
visible against the deep blue background of the sky.

“Tinkerbell. Northwest, fifty degrees,” the group leader
called out.

She was called Tinkerbell, but he knew she hated
the name. The only name she answered to was Max,
which wasn’t short for Maxine, or Maximillian, but
for Maximum. Maybe because she always gave her all.
She always went for it. Just as she was doing right
now.

There she was, in all her glory! She was running at full
speed, and she was very close to the perimeter fence. She
had no way of knowing that. She’d never been this far
from home before.

Every eye was on her. None of them could look away,
not for an instant. Her long hair streamed behind her, and
she seemed to flow up the steep, rocky hillside. She
was in great shape; she could really move for such a
young girl. She was a force to reckon with out here in the
open.

The man running in front suddenly pulled up. Harding
Thomas stopped short. He threw up his arm to halt the
others. They didn’t understand at first, because they
thought they had her now.

Then, almost as if he’d known she would—she took
off. She flew. She was going over the concertina wire of
the ten-foot-high perimeter fence.

The men watched in complete silence and awe. Their
eyes widened. Blood rushed to their brains and made a
pounding sound in their ears.

She opened to a full wingspan and the movement
seemed effortless. She was a beautiful, natural flyer. She
flapped her white and silver wings up and down, up and
down. The air actually seemed to carry her along, like a
leaf on the wind.



