
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]

      
   
      
      
      

      
      New York Times bestselling author Christine Feehan has over 30 novels published and has thrilled legions of fans with her seductive and sensual ‘Dark’ Carpathian tales. She
         has received numerous honours throughout her career including being a nominee for the Romance Writers of America RITA, and
         receiving a Career Achievement Award from Romantic Times, and has been published in multiple languages and in many formats, including audio book, e-book, and large print.
      

      
      For more information about Christine Feehan visit her website: www.christinefeehan.com

   
      
      
      Praise for Christine Feehan:

      
      ‘After Bram Stoker, Anne Rice and Joss Whedon
(who created the venerated Buffy the Vampire series),
 Feehan is the person most credited with popularizing 
the neck gripper’ 
Time magazine

      
      ‘The queen of paranormal romance’ 
USA Today

      
      ‘Feehan has a knack for bringing vampiric Carpathians to 
vivid, virile life in her Dark Carpathian novels’ 
Publishers Weekly

      
   
      
       Sisters of the Heart Series:


       Water Bound

     
      Also by Christine Feehan

      
      ‘Dark’ Carpathian Series:

      
      Dark Prince

      
      Dark Desire

      
      Dark Gold

      
      Dark Magic

      
      Dark Challenge

      
      Dark Fire

      
      Dark Legend

      
      Dark Guardian

      
      Dark Symphony

      
      Dark Melody

      
      Dark Destiny

      
      Dark Secret

      
      Dark Demon

      
      Dark Celebration

      
      Dark Possession

      
      Dark Curse

      
      Dark Peril

      
      Dark Predator

      
      Drake Sisters Series:

      
      Oceans of Fire

      
      Dangerous Tides

      
      Safe Harbour

      
      Turbulent Sea

      
      Hidden Currents

      
      GhostWalker Series:

      
      Shadow Game

      
      Mind Game

      
      Night Game

      
      Conspiracy Game

      
      Deadly Game

      
      Predatory Game

      
      Murder Game

      
      Street Game

      
      Ruthless Game

      
      Leopard People Series:

      
      Fever

      
      Burning Wild

      
      Wild Fire Savage Nature

      
      The Scarletti Curse

   
Copyright

Published by Hachette Digital

ISBN: 9780748124992

All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Copyright © 2012 by Christine Feehan

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.

Hachette Digital

Little, Brown Book Group

100 Victoria Embankment

London, EC4Y 0DY

www.hachette.co.uk


      
      Contents

            About The Author

      Praise for Christine Feehan

      Also by Christine Feehan

      Copyright

      For My Readers

      Acknowledgments

      Chapter 1

      Chapter 2

      Chapter 3

      Chapter 4

      Chapter 5

      Chapter 6

      Chapter 7

      Chapter 8

      Chapter 9

      Chapter 10

      Chapter 11

      Chapter 12

      Chapter 13

      Chapter 14

      Chapter 15

      Chapter 16

      Chapter 17

      Chapter 18

      Chapter 19

      Chapter 20

      Chapter 21

      
   
      
      
      

      
      For Judith Paul 
and Thomas Durden, with love

      
   
      
      
      FOR MY READERS

      
      Be sure to go to www.christinefeehan.com/members/ to sign up for my PRIVATE book announcement list and download the FREE eBook of Dark Desserts, a collection of yummy recipes sent by readers from all over the world. Join my community and get firsthand news, enter the
         book discussions, ask your questions and chat with me. Please feel free to e-mail me at Christine@christinefeehan.com. I would love to hear from you. Join me for a fun-filled time at my FAN convention. Visit www.fanconvention.net for more
         information. I hope to see you there!
      

   
      
      
      ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

      
      Of course this book couldn’t have been written without the amazing help of the very talented award-winning artist Judith Paul
         of Images Kaleidoscopes, with whom I consulted over the making of kaleidoscopes, art conservatory and just about everything
         else having to do with being an artist who sees the world in colors. Special thanks to Brian Feehan, who spent hours doing
         the virtual run over rooftops, hand-to-hand combat and making traps for authenticity. Last but not least, Clint Wyant, a member
         of the sheriff’s department, graciously spent time with me hammering out the details of law enforcement on the Northern California
         coast where the Sea Haven novels take place. I greatly appreciate his time when he’s coming off those long shifts at four
         A.M.
      

      
   
      
      1

      [image: image]

      

      
      STEFAN Prakenskii paced up and down the small cell. He knew exactly how many steps he could take before he leapt to catch the bars
         and do pull-ups—a dozen more before pacing to the end of the cell and dropping down for push-ups. There was no getting used
         to the smell of the prison, or the slime on the walls or the way the showers didn’t work and the need for constant vigilance
         to stay alive, but he didn’t mind any of that. He could tolerate anything; he had endured much worse.
      

      
      He was a patient man, but once he had determined it was useless for him to remain in the cell, that his mission was a complete
         bust, he wanted out. It was a waste of time for him to stay, yet his handler hadn’t agreed a month earlier to pull him out.
         Every day was increasingly dangerous and irritating, his mind becoming consumed with the only thing decent in the prison.
      

      
      Swearing under his breath, Stefan took from the wall the latest photograph of the woman his cell mate obsessed over. She stood
         on a beach, the ocean waves rising behind her, a little turbulent and obviously windy, but there were no landmarks Stefan
         had a chance of identifying. She was undoubtedly beautiful with her long black hair blowing in the wind. Dressed in jeans and a tee she still managed to look elegant
         and sexy at the same time. If he were a man who was interested in relationships, no doubt he would understand his cell mate’s
         fixation with her. And the idiot was totally obsessed with her. There were hundreds of photographs taken over a period of
         years of just this one woman pinned all over the walls.
      

      
      It didn’t seem to matter how intelligent a man was, or what he did for a living, in the end it seemed a woman often brought
         even the greatest of criminals tumbling down. And this particular woman was no exception. Stefan planned to use her to take
         down Jean-Claude La Roux’s international empire if that was what it took.
      

      
      He glanced down at the picture in his hand. She looked pensive—no, sad. What had put that look on her face? Surely a woman
         like her was not pining away for a man like Jean-Claude. A small band of inviting skin peeked out between her tee and her
         jeans temptingly. His thumb slid over that little strip as if he might feel just how warm and soft she truly was.
      

      
      No doubt Jean-Claude was a man of untold wealth. Stefan supposed a woman might find his good looks attractive, if you liked
         oozing charm. His charm covered a multitude of sins, but then women might find that edge of danger exciting as well. Women
         could be just as easily swayed by the wrong things as men could be by beauty.
      

      
      “What the hell are you doing with that?” Glaring at Stefan, trying to intimidate someone impossible to intimidate, Jean-Claude
         La Roux snatched the small photograph from the hands of his cell mate. “You have no idea who I am.”
      

      
      Deliberately Stefan showed his teeth and then spit on the floor of the cell. “That refrain is getting old, Rolex.” He infused
         total contempt into his tone, calling the man the hated name he’d given him.
      

      
      A man like Jean-Claude, the head of a vast crime empire, would detest a common criminal taunting him. It was an affront the man couldn’t accept. In the two months Stefan had been undercover, trying to collect information, he’d had
         to defend his life on several occasions—a tribute to La Roux’s authority even there in the prison. Jean-Claude hated Stefan,
         and one word from him had sent several prisoners trying to curry favor by attempting to get rid of Stefan, the thorn in his
         side.
      

      
      There was no doubt that La Roux was every bit as powerful in prison as he was out of it. On the surface, sentencing him for
         his international crimes in France seemed good. The French prison system wasn’t considered a place to coddle prisoners, but
         even with mold on the walls and water-stained slime trailing from the ceiling, Jean-Claude managed to appear wealthy and powerful.
         Every other prisoner gave him a wide berth until Stefan had come along. He goaded La Roux at every opportunity, and not one
         of the men paid to teach Stefan a lesson, or kill him, had succeeded.
      

      
      There was no doubt in Stefan’s mind that given an hour alone with Jean-Claude, if he was free to interrogate him in his own
         way, he would have all the information the government needed, but here, in this French prison, with guards watching day and
         night and the government all too aware of their prisoner, he didn’t have a chance to extract what he needed from the man.
         That left only one possibility. Jean-Claude La Roux had to escape. He sighed. He’d told his handler that same thing many times
         over the last two months.
      

      
      Stefan gestured toward the photograph-covered walls. “You have a lot of pictures, Rolex, but you sure don’t have any letters.
         I think your woman is on that beach with another man laughing her ass off.”
      

      
      Jean-Claude replaced the photograph, his hand smoothing over the glossy paper. Stefan noticed, with some satisfaction, that
         the crime lord’s fingers trembled when he touched the woman’s face.
      

      
      “You do not see a man in any of these photographs, do you?” Jean-Claude looked him over with obvious contempt.

      
      Stefan knew he wasn’t much to look at. He was tall, with wide, ax-handle shoulders, a thick muscular chest and large arms
         with bulging muscles. He didn’t look suave or wealthy, or charming. He looked a brute, not very smart, with longish hair and
         lots of scruff. Scars webbed his skin and his knuckles were callused and shiny. He had a square jaw and dark blue-green eyes
         that looked straight into other men’s souls and found them guilty. Stefan exuded raw power through sheer physical strength,
         and men like Jean-Claude automatically dismissed them as muscle and brawn—never looking beneath that surface to see if there
         was any intelligence behind the mask of a brute.
      

      
      In his mind he used his real name, Stefan Prakenskii, as often as possible because, truthfully, he used aliases so often,
         he was afraid of forgetting who he was. And maybe he had already, long ago, lost his identity. What was he? Who was he? And
         who really gave a damn anyway? There wasn’t a beautiful woman standing on a beach looking sad, pining away for him—and there
         never would be. He was successful at his job because he refused to let women, like the one Jean-Claude obsessed over, into
         his realm of consciousness.
      

      
      He glanced again at the pictures covering the stained wall. There were hundreds of them. Jean-Claude had the woman under surveillance
         for a long time. She had changed little over the years the man had spent in prison, but he was right, there was no man ever
         photographed with her. Stefan cursed under his breath and turned away from the pictures.
      

      
      The woman would get under anyone’s skin if you stared at her long enough. Really, what else was there to do in a tiny prison
         cell but notice her lips and eyes and all that long glossy hair? Jean-Claude was feeding his own addiction, growing it into
         a monster, and Stefan had uncovered that weakness immediately and used it against the man, making him ripe for an escape.
         He didn’t see other men with her in the photographs, but who could stand thinking about another man touching all that soft
         skin?
      

      
      “I will say this for you, Rolex, she’s beautiful. Where the hell did you ever meet a woman like that?” It was time to change
         tactics.
      

      
      For the first time, Stefan allowed a little admiration to creep into his voice. Just as he suspected Jean-Claude couldn’t
         resist the need to talk about his woman or respond to the first sign that a man such as Stefan who only seemed to admire obvious
         strength, might respect the crime lord at least for his ability to attract a beautiful woman.
      

      
      “She was an art student, studying in Paris,” Jean-Claude said. “She stood outside the Louvre—all that long hair flying around
         her face—and she paused to scrape it back away from her face and for just a moment …” He trailed off.
      

      
      Stefan didn’t need him to say it. The crime lord had probably lost his breath just as Stefan had the first time he’d looked
         at her photograph. She could easily have been a model on the cover of a magazine—yet more. There was something undefined,
         a quality he couldn’t put his finger on, something innocent and sensual at the same time— mysterious, remote, just out of
         reach. Something terribly elusive and yet made a man want to reach out and grab her, to hold her for himself alone.
      

      
      Oh, yeah, the woman definitely had an impact on a man, especially one locked in a cell without a companion. Stefan had endless
         patience when he was on the job, but seriously, this was a bust. Jean-Claude would make a beeline for the woman and for the
         microchip he’d stolen from the Russian government—a microchip worth a fortune on the black market. That chip contained information
         that would set their defense system back fifty years if it got out.
      

      
      “She any good at painting?” Stefan asked.

      
      Jean-Claude nodded. “She’s good at everything she does.”

      
      Stefan remained silent, waiting for more. He knew it would come. Jean-Claude wouldn’t have said anything at all if he didn’t
         want to talk.
      

      
      “She’s already made a name for herself in the art world. Her kaleidoscopes have won international awards. Her paintings are sold for a fortune, and she’s a conservator of old artwork
         for private collectors. They fly the paintings to her under heavy guard.”
      

      
      Jean-Claude sounded proud of her. Conservators were rare, responsible for restoring the health of paintings hundreds of years
         old. It was difficult work and a somewhat small community. He doubted if there were many award-winning kaleidoscope artists.
         The information would be very helpful in uncovering her identity. Stefan had already sent several pictures back to his people
         in order to start the investigation into just who the mystery woman actually was.
      

      
      “I have to hand it to you, having a woman like that willing to wait for you.”

      
      Jean-Claude didn’t say anything, but stared down at the quiet, pensive face. Stefan knew the words would eat at him, the idea
         that maybe she wasn’t waiting for him. La Roux had a better cell than most inmates. He wasn’t like the majority, suicidal
         and depressed with the conditions, which told Stefan guards were smuggling him items and doing their best to curry his favor
         right along with the prisoners. It hadn’t taken long for word to get around that if a guard displeased Jean-Claude, one of
         his men retaliated against the guard’s family.
      

      
      Stefan had been in this disgusting place long enough. There was nothing more to be gotten from the crime lord. He had told
         his government to break the man out of prison and either snatch him as he came out or let him lead them to the microchip.
         Either way, it was better than rotting in the small confines of the cell staring at a woman whose name he didn’t even know.
         Obsessing over her right along with Jean-Claude. He was leaving tonight before he lost his mind staring at a woman who would
         never look at him twice.
      

      
      “I hate saying anything nice to you, Rolex, but she’s got the face of an angel. I can’t imagine that any woman lives up to
         that.” He needed to find a way to keep the man talking. After two months, he still didn’t even know her name; Jean-Claude was that tight-lipped.
      

      
      Jean-Claude glanced at him, and then at the picture. He smiled for the first time since Stefan had been shoved into his cell.
         “I’m sure you can’t. She speaks seven languages. Seven.” A snide lip curl told Stefan Jean-Claude was certain he could never
         learn more than one language.
      

      
      Stefan spoke French fluently, with a perfect accent, and his undercover persona—John Bastille—certainly didn’t appear as if
         he were an educated man, other than in criminal pursuits. If truth was told, Stefan could match dream woman language for language,
         which meant she was educated and all the more alluring. He was a bit surprised that Jean-Claude liked intelligent women.
      

      
      “She’s the type that would argue,” Stefan pointed out, staying in character. His type of muscle man wouldn’t want a lowly
         woman arguing with him. It said something that Jean-Claude wanted a smart woman.
      

      
      “She definitely speaks her mind,” Jean-Claude agreed, a small half smile creeping into his eyes as if remembering a moment
         he found particularly amusing. “You wouldn’t understand.”
      

      
      Stefan pushed down the 101 crude things his undercover persona would have said, knowing it would end the conversation immediately.
         Jean-Claude hadn’t said more than three or four sentences in the two months they’d shared a cell. Instead he looked down at
         the floor as if in sad reflection.
      

      
      “I had a woman once. One worthwhile—not a prostitute. I should have been a little nicer to her, then maybe she would have
         stuck around.” He flashed a quick, envious grin at Jean-Claude. “She didn’t look like that one. What’s her name?”
      

      
      Never once in all the months had Jean-Claude referred to the woman by her name, or said where she was. He was very closemouthed
         when it came to the angel on the wall. It bothered Stefan that he secretly thought of her like that. Angel. Mysterious. Elusive. So out of reach of the ordinary man. Out of reach of a man who lived completely in the shadows. A man without a real identity.
      

      
      “Judith.” Jean-Claude’s voice was clipped and warned Stefan not to push any further on the woman’s identity.

      
      Triumph surged through Stefan. Jean-Claude was bored in the cell. And he wanted to talk about his woman. He needed to talk about her. Stefan wanted him to crave her, to take the opportunity to escape when it was presented to him—not by
         Stefan, of course, but by one of the guards. It wouldn’t be that difficult to arrange. Having Jean-Claude La Roux owe a favor
         would be like hitting the lottery. At the same time, Jean-Claude didn’t give anything away for free. What was he after?
      

      
      “Pretty name. She looks exotic, but that name is American, isn’t it?” Actually the name was of Hebrew origin, but Stefan doubted
         very much if the crime lord was aware of that fact or even cared. It was a stab in the dark, a calculated feeler.
      

      
      Jean-Claude eyed him warily. “What the hell difference does it make?”

      
      Stefan allowed a surge of anger to show, more triumphant than ever. He’d struck a nerve. The mystery woman could very well
         be from the United States, not Japan as he’d first thought. “Not a bit. Just makin’ conversation. The hell with it.” He turned
         his back on the crime lord—a calculated risk. Showing indifference was the only way Jean-Claude might keep talking. If he
         thought Stefan was too interested, the man wouldn’t say a word.
      

      
      Turning away from La Roux only had him staring at another wall of photos. He was surrounded by the mysterious woman. She definitely
         looked of Japanese descent, but not entirely—she appeared tall and her skin tone lighter. It was possible she had an American
         parent. The coastline in the picture could be in the United States rather than Europe. He hadn’t considered that possibility
         before.
      

      
      One of the pictures he loved the most was of Judith— he had her name now—walking barefoot in the sand. The wind was blowing hard and her long silky-looking hair streamed behind her. He could see small footprints in the wet sand.
         For some strange reason, that photograph got to him. She seemed so alone. So sad. Waiting for someone. Jean-Claude? His stomach
         knotted at the thought.
      

      
      “You married to her?” He didn’t look at Jean-Claude when he asked, preferring to listen to the tone of the voice, rather than
         the answer.
      

      
      “Engaged,” Jean-Claude replied after a long pause.

      
      “She know it?” he asked slyly. Stefan hadn’t seen a ring on her finger in any of the photographs, and he’d looked for one.

      
      Jean-Claude shrugged. “It doesn’t much matter what she thinks. She’s my fiancée and when the time comes, she’ll be with me
         one way or another.” He picked up one of his many books and held it out to Stefan. “You ever hear of this crap?”
      

      
      Stefan pushed down the little twinge of pleasure in knowing the woman wasn’t quite as taken with Jean-Claude as the man was
         with her. He took the book, one he’d looked at a couple of times, shocked at the subject matter. He feigned ignorance. “Aura? What is that supposed to be? I never heard of it.”
      

      
      “Can you believe this crap? Do you see colors around people’s bodies? New Age bullshit, is what it is.” There was such anger,
         such bitterness in Jean-Claude, a suppressed rage that made Stefan worry a little for the first time about Judith.
      

      
      “Your woman believes this stuff?” Stefan asked, keeping vague puzzlement in his voice.

      
      “Damn right she does. Takes it very seriously. I’ve read all about it, but I’ve never met a single person who believes in
         it or can see colors surrounding people other than her.”
      

      
      “So she’s a little bit crazy.” Stefan flashed a lecherous grin. “Don’t you think her body sort of makes up for all that? Keep
         her mouth busy and you don’t have a problem.” His stomach knotted tighter. His gut actually hurt.
      

      
      Jean-Claude shot him a furious look. He snatched the book out of Stefan’s hand and threw it against the wall of the cell.
         “I don’t know why I would expect someone like you to understand.”
      

      
      Stefan didn’t want to understand. He wanted out of this stinking cell, away from the man whose soul was rotten. There was
         no mercy in his world. No soft skin. No dark eyes a man could get lost in. He wasn’t even real, no more than a dark shadow
         sliding in and out of places others called home and leaving behind death and chaos. He didn’t know what a home was and he
         no longer cared. He had lost his humanity long ago in places like this, surrounded by corrupt men who traded in human flesh
         and wreaked havoc on the world for money.
      

      
      He’d been in the business too long when he started to fixate on a woman just because she was the only thing that remotely
         resembled innocence in a stinking prison cell.
      

      
      “You know, Bastille,” Jean-Claude began.

      
      Stefan went on alert. For the first time Jean-Claude sounded different. They were getting to the business of why the crime
         lord had deigned to speak to him about his woman. Jean-Claude had been steadfastly silent and it just wasn’t in him to have
         a friendly conversation, no matter how much he might want to talk to someone about Judith and the photographs. He’d given
         to get something.
      

      
      Stefan turned around, leaned one hip lazily against the cot and raised an eyebrow.

      
      “Why didn’t you kill me? You knew I ordered the beatings and the hits.”

      
      Stefan kept his expression carefully blank. He shrugged. “No money in it. I want out of here. I came to do a job, and once
         it’s done I’ll get out.”
      

      
      Jean-Claude’s eyebrow shot up. “A job?” he echoed.

      
      “Relax, Rolex, you aren’t the mark.” Stefan allowed a small smile to creep into his eyes. “I won’t say it didn’t cross my
         mind a time or two, but there’s no percentage in it.”
      

      
      “But you would kill me if someone paid you to do it.”
      

      
      “We’re not exactly friends.” This time amusement reached his voice.

      
      “I underestimated you,” Jean-Claude admitted.

      
      Stefan noted with satisfaction that the crime lord realized just how close he had been to death. All those nights with Stefan
         lurking like a lethal viper just feet from him. “Everyone does.” Again, Stefan showed no malice.
      

      
      Jean-Claude studied the scarred face. “I could use a man like you.”

      
      “I’m not sticking around. I’ll be out of here by tomorrow.” Stefan spoke with supreme confidence.

      
      “How?”

      
      Stefan shrugged again and stayed mysteriously silent.

      
      “You have a way to escape?”

      
      Oh yeah, there was interest in La Roux’s voice. He wanted out. Once out, he’d have the money to buy a new identity and face.
         Stefan did it all the time.
      

      
      Stefan turned away from the man and sank down onto his cot, silently declaring the conversation was over. When they went to
         dinner, a man would be found dead in his cell. As the prison locked down, John Bastille would be absent and Jean-Claude La
         Roux would know there was a way out. When he was approached by a guard to help him escape in a couple of weeks, he would jump
         at the chance.
      

      
      The prisoner, already dead in his cell, was a Russian traitor, one in for arms’ dealing, but he was guilty of so much more
         than that. He worked for Jean-Claude and was responsible for giving the crime lord the location of one of their top engineers,
         Theodotus Solovyov, who had designed their current defense system. The attack on Solovyov had left Stefan’s brother, Gavriil,
         with a permanent injury, placing his life in danger.
      

      
      Gavriil, undoubtedly one of the government’s top agents, had been appointed bodyguard to Solovyov. He had managed, in spite
         of superior forces and being outgunned, in spite of being stabbed seven times, to keep Solovyov from being kidnapped and to drive off the kidnappers, but the microchip Solovyov
         had sewn into his coat had been taken. Only Solovyov and his wife had known the microchip had been placed there. Solovyov
         had been sold out by his own wife, and Gavriil’s mission had been considered a failure.
      

      
      A man like Gavriil Prakenskii was not forgiven failures, nor was he retired gracefully. He was simply retired. Gavriil managed
         to escape from the hospital and had disappeared. He would never be safe again, not bearing the Prakenskii name. The only Prakenskii
         truly safe was their youngest brother Ilya, who had been groomed to be an Interpol agent. He had worked for the secret assassination
         squad for a short time, and his services had been required on and off, but he hadn’t been given the life of living in the
         shadows the way his older brothers had.
      

      
      Stefan had helped Gavriil escape, carrying him through the darkened streets to a waiting car where he smuggled him out of
         Russia. It had been a very narrow escape, and without a doctor, Gavriil would have died, but he was gone now, using another
         identity, and Stefan doubted if he’d be lucky enough to ever see his brother again. Once he’d learned from Gavriil that only
         Theodotus Solovyov and his wife, Elena, had known about the microchip sewn into the coat, they both had known Elena had to
         have been the one to sell out their country.
      

      
      As soon as Gavriil was out of danger, Stefan followed the money trail, found not only Elena’s guilt, but the tie back to Jean-Claude
         La Roux. Elena died after providing the name of her lover. Her lover had given up the rest of the hit squad before he had
         died. One by one Stefan had hunted every participant who had destroyed his brother’s career and put his life in jeopardy,
         killing them all except for the one in the French prison. That last detail had been attended to earlier in the evening.
      

      
      Stefan lay down on his cot, ignoring Jean-Claude’s puzzled look. The man wanted more information and was probably regretting that he’d set the tone for their rocky relationship. There
         was immense satisfaction in knowing Jean-Claude was going to regret a lot of things—ending Gavriil’s career not the least
         of those regrets.
      

      
      FOUR days later, Stefan took his time in the hot shower, grateful for a decent room, clean bathroom and comfortable bed. He wrapped
         a towel around his hips and stepped out onto the cool tiles. Setting his gun down on the sink, he dried his hair, staring
         at the fogged image in the mirror. John Bastille was no more, and Stefan Prakenskii was back. He wasn’t any better looking
         than Bastille had been, even cleaned up. His body was in shape, every muscle loose and ready, his waist tapered, hips narrow
         and his core strength absolutely solid. He was like a machine, trained for any possibility. He knew a thousand ways to kill
         someone. He could seduce any woman out of her clothes, her sensibilities and her secrets—and had done so more times than he
         could count. He could hit a target a mile away in a high wind without a problem. He could deliver a needle as he brushed past
         his target without them feeling anything more than an annoying insect bite. He had no idea how to be anything else.
      

      
      Picking up his gun, he went into the small room, his home for the night. He had the door primed—he wasn’t a trusting man and
         never would be. The windows looked out over the river, his last resort should he be attacked and there was no other way out.
         He had set an escape route over the roof and one through the hotel as well. He had four exit strategies and his room was an
         arsenal. Still, he never felt safe.
      

      
      There was a restless feeling in him that hadn’t been there before. Maybe it was time to get out. He’d lost too much humanity.
         His senses were going numb, or maybe they had been gone all along and he hadn’t noticed—or cared.
      

      
      In spite of his determination not to look, he found himself standing in front of the dresser where the photograph he’d lifted from the wall, his favorite of Judith on the beach, lay
         right where he’d put it. He’d tossed it there, trying to tell himself he would turn it over to his handler in order to better
         help with finding her identity. A little mistake like that could blow everything. Blow the entire two months of living in
         a dirty cell with a monster. What was he thinking? He didn’t make mistakes.
      

      
      He picked up the photograph and stared down at that pensive face. His thumb slid over the band of soft skin revealed between
         her jeans and tee, as he had done in the cell. What was it about her that got to him? She was a mistake, and yet, knowing
         it, he’d taken the photograph anyway. It wasn’t her striking looks—and he did think she was beautiful; he was inexplicably
         drawn to something inside her that had shone through in this picture.
      

      
      He forced himself to toss the photograph back onto the dresser. He would never see her, never know what happened to her, but
         if he was making mistakes, regretting who he was, then it was time to employ his exit strategy. Every man in his business
         had one because in the end, they all knew too much about the secret project that had developed them in the first place.
      

      
      He dressed carefully, slipping into his weapons as easily as the suit that had a casual elegance when his wide shoulders filled
         it out. His face was subtly different, his eye color a striking blue, a few of the scars gone. He’d trimmed his dark blond
         hair into a much neater style and shaved all facial hair. His watch was in place, an equally elegant piece without being too
         showy. He looked like a wealthy businessman, but the kind who had fought his way to the top. He stood there for a long moment,
         his fingers running over the woman’s face. Cursing his own stupidity, he tapped the photograph once in a kind of frustration.
      

      
      “You’re going to get yourself killed over a woman,” he said aloud.

      
      As if on cue, his pager buzzed. Puzzled, he opened his computer and signed in. At once text spread across the screen. The
         woman had been identified with the clues he’d given them. Judith Henderson—an artist on the rise. She’d made quite a name
         for herself as an expert conservator restoring damaged paintings. Private collectors sought her out and entrusted paintings
         worth millions to her care. In addition to her restoration work, she was an acclaimed artist in her own right, both as the
         creator of international award-winning kaleidoscopes and as a painter whose original works commanded hefty sums. She lived
         in a small village on the Northern California coast called Sea Haven.
      

      
      Everything in him stilled. Sea Haven. How often would that little village touch his family? His youngest brother, Ilya, had
         settled there. Another younger brother, Lev, had disappeared there, declared dead, going down with a yacht in the ocean. He
         didn’t believe Lev could be killed so easily. Was this a trap of some kind—a trap for him? Or maybe for Lev? Was it possible
         he was being used to try to find his brother? A man like Lev, with all his abilities, didn’t die easily. He didn’t panic,
         not in the worst of circumstances.
      

      
      Petr Ivanov, a man with no human feelings whatsoever, had been sent to find and eliminate Lev, should he still be alive. He
         had reported back that Lev had indeed died in the yacht accident. The body had never been found, but the investigation had
         been thorough. If Ivanov hadn’t really been convinced of Lev’s death, he wouldn’t have risked his reputation on his report.
         Everyone had supposedly stopped looking for his brother. Did that mean they really believed Lev was dead? Or were they setting
         up Stefan to lead them to his brother?
      

      
      He didn’t react to the news scrolling across his screen. Like Lev, he was not a man to give in to panic. He waited in silence.
         In stillness. A new message appeared on the computer screen, and his heart jumped before it settled.
      

      
      He was to go to Sea Haven and establish a relationship with Judith Henderson. Files would follow detailing the mission. He felt himself go very still. Originally, he was to interrogate
         Jean-Claude when they broke him out of prison. He would easily acquire the needed information from La Roux and his handlers
         knew he would. Traveling to Sea Haven, as much as he wanted to go find out about his brother, would be stepping into a mine
         field.
      

      
      He waited another heartbeat and sent back his reply. I do not understand. I am to interrogate Jean-Claude.

      
      The anonymous orders continued to scroll across the screen. The plan had been changed. If anything went wrong when La Roux
         escaped from prison, they wanted to make certain they could acquire him should he go to Sea Haven. Stefan needed to get there
         well ahead of him and establish his cover with Judith Henderson. If necessary, should the crime lord show up, he would interrogate
         both Jean-Claude and the woman once he had both of them in his custody.
      

      
      Stefan’s gut reacted, lurching sickeningly. He actually tasted bile in his mouth. Extracting information from La Roux was
         one thing, but the woman too? He opened his eyes to look at the text a second time, willing the orders to magically change.
         He must be damn tired to have such a physical reaction to the order.
      

      
      He closed his eyes briefly, shaking his head. This mission was definitely something other than what he was being told. It
         made no sense to think agents would break Jean-Claude from prison and then lose him. He was being sent to Sea Haven, not because
         they thought they’d lose the crime lord, but because he was bait to lure his brother, Lev, out into the open. They hadn’t
         accepted Petr Ivanov’s report on his brother’s death after all. The orders served a twofold purpose. Revealing Lev’s whereabouts,
         and if by some miracle La Roux slipped away from the other agents, he would be in place to extract the information they needed
         and then kill him.
      

      
      Swallowing his absolute repugnance of the orders, he typed in his agreement. Moments later, he received a downloaded file containing everything they had on Judith Henderson. He
         signed off and poured himself a cup of coffee, sank down into a chair, rubbing his temples. He’d been getting blinding headaches
         lately, another sign he was crashing. This assignment had gone south fast. He couldn’t afford to be crashing, not if they
         were sending him to Sea Haven.
      

      
      A part of him wanted to go, and that sent a frisson of concern through him. He didn’t want to lead Petr Ivanov to Lev, and
         if Lev was in Sea Haven, he would find Stefan, no matter how solid the cover was. He swore in three languages and took a sip
         of his coffee. Judith. Damn the woman. She’d gotten under his skin in that prison cell. He hadn’t known it was possible for
         anyone to do that, let alone a woman he’d never met.
      

      
      He opened the file, reading about her life. Japanese mother. American father. Both deceased in a car accident. She got her
         height from her father. Those long, beautiful legs. He forced his mind back to data, committing her life to memory. She had
         one brother, older, who had raised her after the death of her parents.
      

      
      Paul Henderson, now deceased, executed, with a single gunshot to the forehead, but not before he’d been tortured. He had gone
         to Paris and left with his sister. They both disappeared and Paul resurfaced in Greece. He was killed there. Judith turned
         up after Jean-Claude was imprisoned and took her brother’s body home to the States. What did that mean?
      

      
      Had Jean-Claude been looking for Judith? He turned the thought over and over in his mind. It fit. It was possible she’d run
         from the man with her brother’s help. She was intelligent, and men like La Roux couldn’t afford intelligent women. They figured
         things out. Once she realized La Roux was dirty, Judith may not have been able to live with it. On the other hand, she may
         have taken something valuable from him.
      

      
      The thought didn’t sit well with Stefan, but either scenario could explain both the death of her brother and Jean-Claude’s continued interest in her. As did the fact that she’d
         dropped out of sight until Jean-Claude had been imprisoned. Judith’s resurfacing suggested she truly didn’t know just how
         dangerous La Roux really was, or just how far and expertly he could wield his considerable power from his prison cell.
      

      
      Stefan continued to scroll through the downloaded dossier. The file included several images of Judith’s paintings, both the
         ones she’d painted before she left Paris, and the ones she’d painted after. The moment his gaze touched the first painting
         he felt a hard one-two punch to his gut. Her drive and passion literally robbed his lungs of air. He couldn’t take his eyes
         from the series, studying each painting carefully. They were intriguing and beautiful, deep, three-dimensional colors, amazing
         lines, all passion and fire. Her drive and passion.
      

      
      “There you are,” he whispered. “I see you.”

      
      She poured herself into the painting, holding nothing back, breathing life into her work so that every seascape, every tree,
         cloud or bush had movement and sang or sobbed. Color was a musical instrument in her hand, wielded by an expert, her courage
         astounding. She understood colors and their meaning. She drew her strokes like caresses, both bold and shy, sensual and innocent.
         She was a seductress with her colors, a dream within reach, yet unattainable.
      

      
      Stefan ran both hands through his hair. She was out there for the entire world to see. She had bared her soul in these paintings.
         God, she was breathtaking. He felt his body stir, a shock beyond imagining. He was always in command of himself, physically
         and mentally. He’d been trained since he was a child. His body came to life at his command and performed when and where he
         needed it to. What the hell was this woman doing to him with her paintings and her photographs?
      

      
      There was more of the real woman in the paintings than in the mysterious photograph he’d stolen from the crime lord. She’d hidden herself, drawn inward, held herself aloof from
         the world, but here, in every bold stroke he could see her fire and passion.
      

      
      Stefan forced himself to move on. Her time with Jean-Claude was well documented. The rumors about La Roux had begun to surface
         and there were a few pictures of a younger Judith smiling up at Jean-Claude, wearing happiness like a second skin in all the
         surveillance photos. His reaction to seeing the crime lord with her was primeval, visceral, even animalistic. He wanted to
         kill the man with his bare hands. He flexed his fingers and slowed his breathing, pushing all emotion from his mind.
      

      
      Stefan studied Jean-Claude’s expression. The arm around Judith’s narrow waist was possessive, as was his expression, but there
         was something more. If a man like La Roux was capable of love, it was there. Whatever it was, maybe obsession—and Stefan was
         beginning to understand the word—the look on Jean-Claude’s face as he stared down at the laughing Judith, said it all. He
         would pay any price to keep her. For certain, if the man eluded the other agents, he would be going to Sea Haven to collect
         whatever he thought of as his—and that included Judith.
      

      
      Stefan read the file carefully, committing it to memory before examining the few photographs of Judith’s work after her escape
         from La Roux. Each painting was good, no doubt about it, but her later work was far different from her originals. She was
         very restrained, showing the absolute beauty of the piece she worked on. Flawless color schemes, bold, courageous strokes,
         but for him, the painting themselves were flat. They were still beautiful, but she—Judith, the essence of the woman—wasn’t
         there anymore. All her passion and fire was restrained, gone, replaced by a mask that was good, brilliant even, but not real.
      

      
      “Too late to cover up now. I see you,” he whispered again. “I’m coming for you.”

      
      He pressed his fingers hard just over his eyes where a headache was beginning. Damn it all. He didn’t want another life. He
         didn’t dream about another life. He played the cards dealt to him like the automaton he’d taught himself to become. He didn’t
         feel. He didn’t even want to feel. He no longer thought about his parents and how, in the darkness of his homeland, guns had
         been put to his mother’s and father’s heads and the triggers pulled. There was no safety inside four walls. There would be
         no safety for him anywhere— ever. And anyone with him would be at risk. Anyone he loved would be taken from him. Better not
         to ever take the chance, so never feel.
      

      
      He repeated the mantra softly aloud. His steps whispered on the carpet before he even knew his own intention. He crossed to
         the dresser and picked up the photograph of Judith Henderson again, drawn by some force greater than he could resist. A woman
         who spoke seven languages. Intelligent. Beautiful. An artist. He didn’t even know what that would be like, to have the freedom
         to paint, to pour your heart and soul onto a canvas.
      

      
      He knew languages. He was intelligent. And he knew paintings. Everything about them. It was all necessary to his business
         of shedding one skin and acquiring another. His temples throbbed and he sank back into his chair, the photograph in his hand.
         What was it about her? That lost, lonely look? The wind in her hair? The sun shining on the water? His imagination, so long
         repressed, leapt forward in spite of his desire to suppress it. She was waiting for someone to come and unlock that passion
         and fire. She was waiting for the right man to give it to.
      

      
      What the hell was he thinking?
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      DARK purples swirling with black lines moved across the high cobalt ceiling, weeping crystalline tears. With so much sorrow filling
         the room, floor to ceiling, simple stone and wood could barely contain the intensity of emotion. Sorrow lived and breathed.
      

      
      Rage moved in the walls, breathing in and out, so that the slashes of red and orange undulated, bulging outward and then pressing
         back, great gulps of air to control the force of anger, the need for retribution, for vengeance. Rage lived and breathed alongside
         sorrow there in the spacious confines of the large, dark studio.
      

      
      A breeze drifted in from the open French doors leading to the patio and backyard where great grasses obscured all view of
         the studio from outside, teasing at the flames flickering at the tip of each of the dark candles illuminating the paintings.
         The dancing light caught glints of jagged glass embedded in the dark, angry paintings. Bold, red Japanese characters wept
         out a single name—Paul Henderson.
      

      
      Judith Henderson leaned forward in the high-backed chair and swept a great bold stroke of black to draw in all light and consume it. There could be no forgiveness. Never. She could not forgive the torture of her brother, his senseless
         death. Tears ran down her face and she brushed them away with her forearm, added another weeping stroke to intersect with
         a fierce, bold promise of vengeance.
      

      
      “Someday, my brother,” she promised aloud to the seething room. “I’ll find the right instrument to strike back and I won’t
         hesitate—not this time. I’ll wield it with deadly force and I will avenge your torture and murder.” Her soul was already black with her own guilt. What was one more deadly sin among so many?
      

      
      She touched the edge of the canvas almost reverently. Paul had stretched this one, as he had so many of her earliest paintings
         and she reworked it, over and over in oil, trying desperately to rid herself of the dark rage permeating her soul. Sometimes
         she could leave this studio as it should be, dark and locked away from the world, but other times, like now, she was driven
         to come here, obsessed with her need to let out the dark, obscene rage, the guilt and tremendous sorrow that was stamped into
         her very bones.
      

      
      This studio, and the art hidden away inside it, held all her darker emotions—feelings she didn’t dare allow out into the universe.
         Anger. Fury. Defiance and guilt. She poured those things into her paintings and the individual cells for the kaleidoscope.
         Sometimes she shook when she painted, strokes bold and angry, sweeping across the canvas as she allowed herself the freedom
         of true expression. In this room she used only big, broad brushes, nothing like the finer brushes used in her restoration
         and painting for the public.
      

      
      Every dark thought, every dark need, strong enough to wake her in the middle of the night and leave her sweating on the sheets,
         was carefully left in this room, just as carefully and deliberately as she cared for her paints and brushes. This was a room
         of depression and madness. Dark. Ugly. One of heavy sorrow, guilt, shame and absolute, utter despair.
      

      
      Judith sent another bold stroke sideways from corner to corner, the brush sweeping along its side, giving the edgy quality she needed for the rage in her to express itself. She gave
         the same attention, if not more, to these paintings. This studio was the only place she dared allow life to the darker emotions
         seething like a volcano deep inside her.
      

      
      In the center of the room was her worst and best masterpiece, a large kaleidoscope she kept covered, just as she did the paintings.
         She didn’t want anyone accidentally stumbling into this place of dark power. The kaleidoscope was particularly dangerous,
         each cell compiling a year’s worth of murderous fury, five of them, for each of the years that had passed following her brother’s
         murder. She had a separate studio for working on kaleidoscopes, but it was far different from this one. She sent another stroke
         screaming across the canvas, this one a deep, almost midnight purple.
      

      
      The breeze slid again into the room, sending the flames flickering again and the overpowering scent of the dense oils creeping
         into the very walls, giving the black anger held prisoner there a distinct odor. She took the edge of her brush and splashed
         a thin line across that promise of vengeance as an exclamation point. A jagged piece of glass ripped a cut through the skin
         on the outside of her hand, not for the first time, dripping her blood into the painting. Her sweat and tears often ended
         up inside these paintings, mixing deep into the sections of glass so that when she painted over the shards, pieces of herself
         were just as deeply embedded.
      

      
      Judith cursed her “gift” for the thousandth time. She could bind any element to her, she shared emotion, and she could amplify
         and use that emotion for destructive purposes. Here, in this room, it was safe enough to allow herself the luxury of tears,
         of anger, of hatred, of the very real need for revenge, but she could never risk taking those things outside these four walls.
      

      
      The breeze blew insistently, carrying with it a melodic note. Soft, incessant—one that penetrated the layers of her concentration.

      
      “Judith.”
      

      
      Her name sounded like the whisper of wind shifting the scent of darkness.

      
      “The telephone is ringing. Where are you? You home?”

      
      Judith blinked several times, looked down at the great fat drops of blood dripping onto the floor now. It took a moment to
         focus, to remember where she was and what she was doing. She’d lost herself completely this time, pouring her hatred and guilt
         onto the canvas. She recognized the voice of Airiana Rydell, one of her beloved sisters. It wasn’t that hard to imagine her
         padding barefoot through the house, bare feet sinking into the thick, creamy carpet, platinum hair swinging as she searched
         for Judith.
      

      
      A hint of urgency crept into the melodic voice. “Judith? Are you all right? Answer me.”

      
      Judith made her way to the edge of the French doors and inhaled sharply to try to clear her head. She was consumed by her
         painting, still in a deep fog, struggling to get out and make sense of where she was and what she needed to do. It took a
         few moments to push back the dark, swirling waters of rage and sorrow threatening to eat her from the inside out and find
         the way back to sanity.
      

      
      “Be out in a minute, Airiana.” She struggled to keep her voice even as she wrapped a clean cloth around her hand to soak up
         the drops of blood. “Take a message for me, will you?”
      

      
      Very carefully she cleaned her brushes, taking her time, knowing Airiana would cover for her on the phone. Airiana would know
         she was fighting her way back. She came into this room only when the darkness threatened to completely consume her and she
         had to find a way to dissipate some of it. She feared if she didn’t, sooner or later, her emotions would escape and she would
         harm someone accidentally.
      

      
      “Breathe in. Breathe out. Find beauty in the world around you.” She allowed the familiar mantra to take her back to the world
         she lived in.
      

      
      She had sisters. Five of them. Each one of them had shared an equally traumatic experience. They had met in Monterey, California,
         a beautiful coastal town where an amazing woman had brought together a group of victims of violence—of murder—for counseling.
         Each of the women felt responsible and each was at the very end of their ability to cope with shame and guilt. Until Monterey.
         Until they met one another and formed their lasting sisterhood.
      

      
      They trusted few people. Believed in even fewer. But together they were strong. Together they could live their lives in peace.
         Find happiness again. Maybe not in the way others would have thought was right, but it was their way and Judith embraced her
         life in the small village of Sea Haven where she worked.
      

      
      They called each other family and that’s what they were—sisters. Many people in the world had family of the heart, kin by
         choice rather than by blood, and hers had come along in her darkest hour and saved her life. Five years ago they’d made the
         decision to buy a farm together just outside of the village of Sea Haven, on the Northern California coast. The community
         was small and close, the villagers interdependent on one another for success, which made them all very friendly and tolerant
         of one another.
      

      
      “You okay, Judith?” Airiana called again, this time insistent.

      
      It was a common question they all asked one another.

      
      “Be right out,” she said again, dodging the question. It was never good to outright lie. Bad karma, and in any case, Airiana
         was fairly good at seeing through lies.
      

      
      Airiana was the most difficult of all her sisters to mislead. Like Judith, she could read auras, the electromagnetic field
         of pure energy surrounding human beings. She saw the energy in colors surrounding people, allowing glimpses into their emotions
         as well as character. Judith rarely trusted her gift, while Airiana relied on hers. All of her sisters knew that if Judith
         was in this particular studio, it wasn’t a good day.
      

      
      Judith carefully put all her brushes and paints away and draped the canvas she was working on. No one could ever see this
         painting. No one could ever peer into the swirling dark kaleidoscope. These pieces were far too powerful on the senses, created
         from a forbidding, despairing place she rarely allowed herself to go, but sometimes had no choice.
      

      
      With great deliberation, she locked the French doors and drew the thick, heavy drapes, preventing light, preventing any view
         whatsoever of this studio.
      

      
      She blew out the many candles, plunging the room into darkness, and took a deep breath of the soothing lavender as she struggled
         to find peace again. After hours of allowing her darker emotions free reign, it took time to bury them again, to cover them
         up and find tranquility. She needed to maintain complete and absolute serenity at all times when she was in the company of
         others.
      

      
      Judith took another deep breath of the lavender, the scent now slightly faded, and stepped into the hallway of her home. The
         soothing color of ivory washed over her. She looked at everything as a canvas, including—or especially— her home. Because
         each of the sisters had their own designated five acres on the farm and were able to design their own home, she had started
         with an amazing blank canvas.
      

      
      The lower story was all about her work, the three studios, a playroom, a bathroom and a bedroom just in case she’d worked
         too long into the night and just crashed without bothering to go upstairs. Her living space was all about glass and views
         of the gardens surrounding the house. Open space and welcoming. She loved her home and the hard-earned peace she found there.
      

      
      She met Airiana in the hallway and gave her a quick hug.

      
      “I was worried,” Airiana admitted, her deep blue eyes searching Judith’s face for hidden shadows. “You only go into that studio
         when you’re really upset, Judith. You haven’t been there for a few weeks.”
      

      
      That wasn’t strictly true. In the last few days leading up to the anniversary of Paul’s murder Judith hadn’t been able to
         sleep and she’d spent several nights in the studio surrounded by her anger and sorrow.
      

      
      “I know it’s distressing to you,” Judith said gently. Just the sight of Airiana restored her inner balance. She wasn’t alone,
         dealing with the mass of emotions she was forced to suppress. She had her sisters. They loved her in spite of her reckless
         past and they would stand by her.
      

      
      “What happened to your hand?” Airiana demanded. “Should I call Lexi?”

      
      Their youngest sister worked with healing herbs, among other things. Judith forced a smile, holding up her hand. “A scratch.
         Nothing more. I’m dying for a cup of tea. Did you put the kettle on?”
      

      
      “Before I came downstairs,” Airiana said, her gaze flicking once more to Judith’s hand before she sighed and let it go.

      
      “Good. Should be near boiling by now.”

      
      Together they went up the stairs leading to the main living quarters. Judith loved looking at Airiana, always calm in the
         face of any crisis. She was quite a bit shorter than Judith, slim, with an almost boyish figure, small breasts, a narrow waist
         and slim legs. Her hair was natural platinum, streaked with silver and gold, amazing in the sun. Her eyes were enormous, a
         deep blue, fringed with golden lashes. Small specks of gold dusted her nose.
      

      
      Airiana was one of the smartest people Judith knew, and that included Damon Wilder, Sarah Drake’s husband, who worked on defense
         systems for the United States. No one would ever guess looking at the little pixie who was Airiana. She looked more like a
         dancer than a think tank. Airiana simply made people feel good with her presence and on days like this one, Judith welcomed
         her company.
      

      
      “You always pick the perfect day to come and see me,” Judith said, meaning it. “I suppose you already chose the tea and put it in the teapot as well.” Airiana always seemed to know when Judith—or anyone—needed cheering up.
      

      
      Airiana laughed. “Of course. You know I’m not shy about making myself at home. When you have a husband and a dozen kids running
         around, I’ll still just let myself in and be the favorite, wonderful auntie. And we’re having black tea. I needed a boost.”
      

      
      Judith shook her head, smiling wider and keeping her eyes bright and sunny when deep inside, she wept continuously. She was
         trapped by her own gifts, terrified to ever take such a chance again, to feel for a man, to trust. She wouldn’t be the one
         having children, when she’d always so desperately wanted a family.
      

      
      The hardest aspect to control wasn’t her facial expression; it was holding a happy aura in place. Thankfully, she was truly
         overjoyed to see Airiana, so the blossoming color was there, spreading across the deep sorrow, shame and guilt she hid from
         the world. She tended to guard her energy around Airiana, which resulted in a muddy gray surrounding her and always raised
         Airiana’s eyebrow, but other than asking her if she was okay or needed anything, Airiana held to their code of not prying.
      

      
      The upper story was spacious, the living room large, opening into the dining room and kitchen area, so anyone visiting would
         feel welcome in any room. Banks of windows provided amazing sunlight and gorgeous views of the surrounding gardens below.
      

      
      “There is nothing in the world like a good cup of tea at the right moment,” Judith pointed out. “Thanks for putting on the
         kettle.” She stretched. “I spend far too much time sitting on my butt. I think it’s growing significantly.”
      

      
      Airiana turned her finger in a little circle. Judith obligingly spun around. Airiana widened her eyes. “You are so right.
         Middle-aged spread is setting in.” She burst out laughing again and ran for her life with Judith hot on her heels.
      

      
      “The thing about long legs, you short little shrimp, is that I can outrun you.”
      

      
      “Not with a large ass, you can’t,” Airiana called over her shoulder as she sprinted through the spacious rooms. The accusation
         that anything on willowy Judith could be large was so absurd, she laughed so hard she couldn’t see where she was going and
         crashed into an armchair. Tumbling over the side of it, she landed on the floor and blinked up at Judith. “Yikes. I guess
         your butt isn’t quite as big as either of us thought.”
      

      
      “I am not even close to being middle-aged, smart-ass.”
      

      
      “True, but you’re still always going to be older than me,” Airiana pointed out smugly.

      
      The front screen pulled open and a woman stuck her head in the door. Tall and blond, she was the picture of athleticism, her
         hair pulled back into a ponytail and her body in a tight, stretchy shirt and running shorts. As she stood on the porch above
         the stairs, she tapped her foot and wiped at the sheen of sweat on her face.
      

      
      “Blythe.” Judith waved as she greeted the oldest of her sisters and the acknowledged leader of their sisterhood. “You went
         running again this afternoon? You ran this morning.”
      

      
      “What in the world are you two doing?” Blythe Daniels ignored the inquiry and stepped inside to sink down onto an ottoman
         and remove her running shoes.
      

      
      “Well,” Airiana said from the floor, “basically we’re discussing Judith’s butt and how big it’s grown while she sat and painted
         today.”
      

      
      “Really?” Blythe frowned at them both, looking very concerned. “I don’t have my glasses to examine you up close and personal,
         Judith, but there isn’t much there. In fact, your butt might be considered flat.”
      

      
      “I have a very cute ass,” Judith protested.

      
      “You were the one just saying it was ballooning,” Airiana reminded her. “I was trying to be supportive and helpful.”

      
      Judith flung a decorative pillow at her head. Airiana sent a push of air to counter it, stopping the pillow abruptly so that
         it fell to the floor.
      

      
      “Show-off,” Judith accused. “I’ll make the tea. Blythe, do you need a glass of water?”

      
      “Thanks, love one.”

      
      “You shouldn’t run twice in one day, Blythe, especially not today. Doesn’t Levi teach our self-defense class tonight, or do
         I have my days mixed up?” Airiana asked. Once again her blue eyes inspected her oldest sister with some concern.
      

      
      Judith paused in the open sweeping wide arch leading to the kitchen to hear Blythe’s answer. All of them had personal demons
         they fought, and Blythe was no exception. She was just so good—the only word Judith could think of—it was distressing to all of them when she went through these periods of insomnia. She
         got up early and ran and often ran late in the evenings. It was rare for her to include an afternoon.
      

      
      “No, Levi’s definitely going to throw us all over the gym tonight,” Blythe said, wiping at her face with the hem of her shirt.
         “I think last week every bone in my body ached. He’s worse than Lissa and her martial arts training.”
      

      
      “Don’t forget her Pilates. And her weight training. And her Zumba classes,” Airiana added and threw herself onto her back
         on the floor, groaning. “I’m exhausted just thinking about it. Lissa can think of a million ways to do us all in.”
      

      
      Judith forced a laugh. It was becoming easier to feel the emotion she was trying to portray to her sisters. “Not like Levi.”

      
      Levi Hammond was married to Rikki, another sister, and Levi believed in preparing them all for any situation. They practiced
         self-defense moves over and over, and he was a very exacting teacher. Lately he’d been adding weapons training. Lissa, of
         course, already a third-degree black belt, was particularly fast at catching on, while Judith felt very out of her element.
         She could do martial arts katas, all those beautiful graceful forms, flowing across the room, every movement exact and elegant, but she just couldn’t seem to get some
         of the more practical self-defense moves down.
      

      
      Lissa was always unfailingly patient with her. Levi, less so. He was determined to ensure Judith could handle herself in any
         situation. She knew he was right, but that didn’t make her any better at self-defense. She busied herself pouring the boiling
         water into the teapot and slipped a cozy over it to allow it to steep.
      

      
      Blythe drank a full glass of water by the time the tea was ready, ignoring the other two laughing at her. The three women
         curled up close on thick, comfortable chairs, tucking legs up.
      

      
      “I have to say,” Judith confessed, “I was totally wrong about Levi. He’s crazy about Rikki and has been good for her. I’ve
         actually grown very fond of him.”
      

      
      “I didn’t expect to like him so much either,” Airiana admitted.

      
      Blythe shrugged her shoulders and looked at them over her teacup.

      
      “Oh no, you don’t,” Judith shook her head. “You don’t get to be silent on the subject of Levi. He’s with our beloved Rikki
         and I thought you said they were good for each
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