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The storm came over the Sierra a little after four, a long bruise-colored wall of cloud rolling down off the California peaks and across the lake, and by the time the last of the light was going out of the sky above Lake Tahoe it had reached the east shore and started throwing itself at Ridgeline House as if it had a personal grudge against the place.

Dominic Ferraro had built Ridgeline House, so he took it a little personally himself.

He stood in the great room with his hands in the pockets of his canvas jacket and listened to it. Fourteen months of his life were in this house. It sat on a granite shelf two hundred feet above the water north of Glenbrook, three levels of glass and western red cedar and blackened steel stepping down the cliff, and the whole west face of it, the side that looked at the lake, was glass from the walnut floor to the cedar ceiling twenty feet overhead. In good weather that wall made people stop talking when they walked in. Tonight the rain was coming at it sideways in great gray sheets, running down the panes in streaks and rivers, and beyond it the lake had gone black and enormous, with only the far, small lights of the California shore strung along the bottom of the dark like beads on a wire.

The glass did not so much as tick. He had specified it himself, triple-glazed, rated for hundred-mile-an-hour wind, and he had stood out on the cliff in his boots while the crane set every pane. He was not worried about the glass. He was worried about the deck.

“You’re doing it again,” said a woman’s voice behind him.

“Doing what?”

“Standing there like a coach watching his quarterback in a blizzard.” Simone Achebe came down the three wide walnut steps into the sunken living room with a tablet in one hand and a glass of sparkling water in the other, and stopped beside him to look at the rain. “It’s a house, Dom. It’s going to be fine. You built it like a bank vault.”

“I built it like a house.”

“You built it like a bank vault with a nice view.” She tapped the tablet against her palm. “Four people. Four. I had forty-one confirmed brokers for tonight, and four drove up that hill, and two of them only came for the shrimp.”

She was the listing agent, and she was very good at it, and she was also, Dom had decided somewhere around the third month of the build, the most dangerous woman in the state of Nevada. Simone was thirty-six, tall in her heels, with very dark brown skin that the firelight turned to warm bronze and long thin black braids that fell well past her shoulder blades, swept over one shoulder tonight and spilling down her back. Her lips were painted a deep, glossy red. She wore a long-sleeved wine-red jersey wrap dress that clung to every curve she had, and she had a great many, the wrap crossing in a plunging V that framed the full, heavy swell of her breasts and the deep shadow of her cleavage and gathering in a soft tied knot at her waist, the skirt hugging the wide flare of her hips down past her knees. She had worn it, she’d said at five o’clock, because a nine-point-four-million-dollar listing deserved a nine-point-four-million-dollar dress. Dom had said nothing at all, because he had been trying, for fourteen months, to say nothing at all about Simone Achebe in any dress.

“Two of them came for the shrimp,” he said, “and the other two?”

“The other two were Barb Lindell from Incline with a client who wants to tear out the fireplace and put in a, quote, media wall.” Simone shuddered. “I told her the fireplace was structural.”

“The fireplace isn’t structural.”

“She doesn’t know that.”

The fireplace ran twenty feet along the south wall of the sunken living room, all the way out to the great window, a long low slot of flame set into dark stacked stone, and it was the warmest thing in the house. Its light moved across the walnut floors and the cream wool sofas, over the low black coffee table and the bronze bowl of pears and the three huge books on Japanese architecture that nobody would ever open, and reflected back off the dark glass in a long burning line, so that it looked as if a second fire were floating out there in the storm above the lake.

“And Juliet,” Simone said, “says if anybody sits on the sofa she’ll kill them.”

“I heard that,” said Juliet.

She came out of the kitchen with a tray of untouched champagne flutes balanced on one hand, and Dom had to make himself look at the champagne. Juliet Navarro was thirty-three and had staged every room in the house, which meant she had chosen every pillow, every throw, every bowl of pears, every towel, and had spent three days that week personally moving the sofa four inches to the left and then four inches back while he watched from a ladder. She was not as tall as Simone, but she was every bit as curvy, with fair olive skin and long, thick dark auburn hair that fell over her shoulders in heavy loose curls and waves. Tonight she was in black satin, a slip dress on thin straps, cut in a deep plunging neckline that showed off a truly spectacular amount of cleavage and then slid down over her breasts and the curve of her stomach and her round hips like water, ending a few inches below her knees. Every time she moved the satin caught the firelight and moved with her.

“Nobody sits on the sofa,” Juliet said. “The sofa is for looking at. The sofa is a feeling.”

“The sofa is a sofa,” Dom said.

“Says the man who wanted to put a leather recliner in front of the fireplace.”

“It was a very good recliner.”

“It was a crime.” She set the tray down on the kitchen island at the top of the steps and leaned on it with both elbows, which did things to the neckline of the slip that Dom felt in the back of his teeth. “You make the bones, Ferraro. I make people want to live in them. That’s the deal.”

Simone and Juliet had been best friends since a real estate licensing class in Reno nine years ago, and business partners for five; Achebe Navarro had their names on a little gold sign in an office in Zephyr Cove and, Dom had come to understand, most of the high end of the east shore in their pockets. Simone sold the houses. Juliet made them irresistible. Between the two of them they had a way of finishing each other’s sentences and looking at each other across rooms that Dom had noticed in the first week and had never quite worked out, except that whenever Juliet laughed at something Simone said, Simone looked, for a second, like a woman who had just won something.

Out on the deck, something banged.

All three of them turned toward the glass. Beyond the streaming panes, at the far end of the long cedar deck where the infinity-edge pool ran out to nothing over the cliff, one of the motorized storm shutters that should have been rolled down over the pool house doors had come loose from its track. It was swinging in the wind, a big panel of slatted cedar slamming against the steel frame every few seconds, and beyond it the heavy vinyl pool cover had peeled back from one corner and was snapping and bellying like a sail.

“That,” Dom said, “is what I was worried about.”

“Leave it,” Simone said. “It’s a storm. Call your guy in the morning.”

“My guy is me.” He was already unbuttoning the canvas jacket, because it would only weigh him down. “If that cover goes over the edge it takes the rail with it, and if the shutter rips out of the frame it puts a hole in the pool house glass. Then you’re selling a nine-million-dollar house with plywood on it.”

“Dom. It’s pouring.”

“I’ve noticed.” He handed her the jacket. “Back in ten minutes.”

It took him twenty. The rain was cold and hard and smelled of granite and snow coming somewhere higher up, and the wind off the lake came straight up the cliff and tried to take him with it. He hauled the shutter back into its track by hand, swearing, his boots braced on the slick cedar, and he had to put his whole weight on it to seat the rollers. Then he went down on his knees at the edge of the pool and fought the cover back over the corner, dragging the heavy wet vinyl against the wind inch by inch, and clipped it down, and clipped down the next one too because it was thinking about it. Water ran down his face and into his collar. By the time he straightened up, his gray henley was plastered to him like a second skin, his jeans were soaked black, and the thin dark stubble on his jaw was dripping.

He looked back at the house.

From out here, in the dark, it was like looking into a lit stage. Every light inside was on, and the glass wall turned the whole house into a picture: the long fire burning low in its stone, the cream sofas and walnut floor, the kitchen gleaming at the top of the steps. And in the middle of it, standing together at the glass, the two women were watching him. Simone had his jacket folded over her arm. Juliet had one hand flat against the pane. They were standing close enough that their shoulders touched, the wine-red dress and the black satin side by side, and as he watched Juliet said something and Simone laughed and bumped her with her hip.

Anybody out on the lake could have seen everything in that room. There was nobody out on the lake tonight. It was still a hell of a thing to see.

He came in through the sliding panel by the pool house, shook himself like a dog on the doormat, toed off his soaked boots, and left
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