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            A note from Maggie Shayne

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear readers,

      Your bonus read is a little different this time around. I had a deadline on a new book and I did not have time to create a Young Rhiannon short for this volume. However, there is still a bonus read to be found.

      Back in the day (I think it was a Wednesday) Harelquin asked me to write a short bit of backstory that would fit right in between this book, BLUE TWILIGHT and the next one, PRINCE OF TWILIGHT. They purchased it outright, which means they never have to revert rights to me. The only place it can be found is at the Harlequin Website, where it can be read for free.

      The story is called “Before Blue Twilight,” Because while the reading order puts it after BLUE TWILIGHT, it takes place before. It’ a meaty little prologue, really, to whet your appetite for the Prince’s story.

      Bonus: Rhiannon is in it!

      I hope you’ll enjoy it. So you have to read it AFTER this book, or there will be spoilers.

      Before Blue Twilight
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      “Readers will love this novel, which twists Shayne’s usual combination of sharp wit and awesome characters with a killer who could have leapt right off of a television screen.” ~RT Book Reviews on Sleep With the Lights On

      

      
        
        WINNER: Paranormal Romantic Suspense of the Year

        FINALIST: Book of the Year

      

      

      

      “Maggie Shayne’s books have a permanent spot on my keeper shelf. She writes wonderful stories combining romance with page-turning thrills, and I highly recommend her to any fan of romantic suspense.” ~New York Times bestselling author Karen Robards

      

      “In this thrilling follow-up to Sleep With the Lights On, Shayne amps up both the creep factor and the suspense.” ~RT Book Reviews on Wake to Darkness

      

      “Shayne has hit the jackpot with the pairing of self-help author Rachel de Luca and Detective Mason Brown. With chilling suspense and laugh-out-loud one-liners from Rachel, this book will have readers engrossed until the very end.” ~RT Book Reviews on Deadly Obsession

      

      “This is page-turning, non-stop suspense at its finest. Shayne brings the characters to life for her readers, who will not be disappointed with this fabulously entertaining story.” ~RT Book Reviews on Innocent Prey

      

      “One of the strongest, most original voices in romance fiction today.” ~New York Times bestselling author Anne Stuart

      

      “Maggie Shayne is a wonderful storyteller. Creepy, chilling, and compelling, her entries into the world of the occult are simply spellbinding!” ~Heather Graham, New York Times bestselling author

      

      “A moving mix of high suspense and romance, this haunting Halloween thriller will propel readers to bolt their doors at night.” ~Publishers Weekly on Gingerbread Man.
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        White Plains, NY

      

      

      “He’ll be here,” Maxine Stuart said as she smoothed packing tape over the flaps of a cardboard box. “There’s no way he’ll let me leave without coming to say goodbye. He’s nuts about me.”

      Stormy leaned over the box with her black marker and scrawled “Kitchen Stuff” across the top. Then she capped the pen and put it back into her pocket. “That’s it,” she said. “That’s the last of it.” She picked up the box and started for the door.

      Max snatched it from her hands. “I told you, no heavy lifting.”

      “Knock it off, Max. The doctors say I’m fine.” Subconsciously, perhaps. Stormy ran a hand over her hair. It had grown back by now, short, spiky, platinum blond and overly moussed, just as it had always been. Her hair covered the scar where the bullet had rocketed through her skull only a few months ago, plunging Stormy into a coma and nearly killing her. But though Max couldn’t see it, she was acutely aware that the scar remained. She would never forget how close she had come to losing her best friend. It shook her still, to remember.

      “Stop looking at me like that,” Stormy said.

      “Like what?”

      “Like those coppery curls of yours are going to catch fire from the intensity. I really am fine.”

      “You’d better be.” Max shook off the melodrama, knowing Stormy hated it. “Get the door, would you? My arms are breaking here.”

      Stormy opened the door, and the two walked out of the cozy white Cape Cod, down the concrete front steps and around to the back of the bright yellow rental van that waited in the driveway. Its back doors were open. Max climbed aboard and crammed the final box into the one remaining spot, near the top of the pile. Her whole life, she thought, was in that van. Sighing, she jumped down and closed the doors.

      “Excited?” Stormy asked.

      “To be starting a whole new life? Yeah, I am. Are you?”

      “If I wasn’t, I wouldn’t have agreed to come with you. Besides, what’s not to be excited about? We’re moving into a restored mansion, for crying out loud. Hanging up our shingle. Starting a new business.”

      “Think it will succeed?”

      “I think it will kick ass,” Stormy said. “What with those flyers we sent out with both our pics on them, full color, no less? They made us sound like the best detective agency since Sam Spade’s. And besides, we’re hot.”

      “We are hot,” Max said.

      Stormy pursed her lips. “You don’t look very excited, Maxie. You look as if your heart’s breaking.”

      Max leaned back against the van and eyed the house where she’d grown up, its neatly trimmed hedges and freshly mown lawn. “I’m a little bummed we’re going to have to make two trips. I mean, if I trusted myself to drive this van with the car behind it. I’d use the tow bar that came with the thing. But I’m not that confident.”

      “Uh-huh.” Stormy crossed her arms and tapped her foot, giving Max a look that said she knew perfectly well that was not what was bothering her.

      Max nodded and gave in. “I really thought Lou would agree to go into business with us. I mean, you and I have two P.I. licenses and some pretty powerful contacts⁠—”

      “Even if they are mostly dead,” Stormy put in with a wink.

      “But none of that adds up to a retired cop with twenty years under his belt.”

      “I think there’s other stuff under his belt that interests you more.”

      “Yeah, well, short of bashing him over the head and attacking him, I don’t think I’m going to get within a mile of his belt. Much less what’s under it.”

      Stormy tipped her head to one side. The sun caught the rhinestone in her nostril and winked. She’d given up the eyebrow ring. During her coma they removed it and the hole had closed up. But to celebrate her recovery she’d added the nose stud. Personally, Max liked it better. It was petite and daring, just like Stormy.

      “Are you telling me,” she asked Max in a tone of disbelief, “that during the whole time I was in the coma, and you two were up in Maine saving your sister from notorious vampire hunters and tracking down the bastard who shot me, that you never once⁠—”

      “Like you don’t think I’d have told you if we had?’’

      “You’d have rented a billboard,” Stormy said with a sigh. “So now you’re giving up?”

      Max pursed her lips. “If I’m living in Maine and Lou insists on staying here in White Plains, I don’t see what choice I have.”

      Stormy looked at her, a mix of pity and skepticism in her vivid sapphire eyes.

      Slowly, Maxine straightened off the van, looked down toward the road and smiled. “I’m not beaten yet, though. Here he comes.” She nodded toward the oversize rustmobile that was pulling up to the curb, since there was no room in the driveway. The small square of blacktop held the rental van on one side and Stormy’s little red Miata on the other. Max’s green VW Bug was in the garage.

      The noise level dropped to zero when Lou shut off his engine; then the heavy driver’s door swung open. Lou got out, and Max drank in the sight of him. God, he was something. Oh, he tried real hard, especially for her, she thought, to pull off the saggy, burned-out ex-cop routine. With his loose-fitting suits and always crooked ties, and slow-talking, slow-walking ways, he tried to be the living proof that forty-four was over the hill. And way too old for a twenty-six- year-old. But she saw through the act. He wasn’t too old; he was just too damn wary. The only thing burned out about Lou Malone was his heart, though she didn’t know why. She’d always intended to fix it, whether he liked it or not. Now, she thought she was about to run out of time.

      He came across the driveway to where she stood, glancing at the van, then at her. His eyes met hers, held them, and she thought she saw something sad in them before he covered it with a smile. Could he be sorry to see her go?

      He broke eye contact and nodded hello to Stormy.

      “Hey, Lou,” Stormy called. “We’d just about decided you weren’t coming to see us off.”

      “Wouldn’t miss it. How are you feeling. Stormy?”

      “Fine, except for being sick of everyone asking how I’m feeling.” She softened the words with a smile. “You?”

      “Can’t complain.” He eyed the van, his glance tripping over Max’s tummy on the way. Good, she thought. It would have been a waste of good low-rise jeans and a cropped tee, if he hadn’t even noticed the bare of skin in between. He cleared his throat, nodded at the van. “Are you going to have to make a few trips with that thing, Max?”

      “Nope. Everything that’s going is packed up and ready. Except my car, anyway. I’ll have to come back for that.”

      “Everything?” He lifted his brows. “You couldn’t have fit furniture in there.”

      “You’ve been to my sister’s house, Lou. Morgan’s will left me everything, furniture included.”

      “Still, seems like you’d want some of your own.”

      “Most of the stuff in this house isn’t my own, anyway. It’s nearly all hand-me-downs from my parents.” She never qualified the word parents with the word adoptive, even though it was true. “Besides, what do I have here that would fit there? That place is… opulent.”

      “Yeah, but it’s not you.”

      She planted her hands on her hips and frowned at him. “What’s that supposed to mean? I’m not opulent?”

      He lifted his brows. “It wasn’t an insult, Maxie, just an observation. Morgan’s house is—hell, it’s Morgan. Dramatic, dark, rich. You should be in a place that’s…. I don’t know. Cute, quirky, fun.”

      “Sexy?”

      He sent her a quelling look.

      Maxie sent him back a wink. “That’s what you meant, and you know it. But don’t worry, Lou. Once I get settled in. I’m going to redecorate a suite of rooms just for me. I can’t exactly do the whole place, though. It’s not like Morgan’s really dead, after all.”

      “No, I suppose not.” He lowered his head, shaking it slowly.

      “What?” she asked.

      “We talk so matter-of-factly about it. Like it’s nothing. And then every once in a while it hits me. Everything that happened. Everything we saw. Stuff I thought was nothing but superstition, turning out to be real. The fact that one of Mad Maxie Stuart’s conspiracy theories turned out to be dead on target.”

      He said it with a teasing smile that made her want to lean up and kiss it right off his face. Instead, she only shrugged. “I wish you were coming with me.”

      “Yeah, well, I told you, I didn’t retire from the force with the goal of going back to work full time.”

      “Right. Instead you’re going to buy a fishing boat and spend your time lying around, smelling like bait and growing a beer belly.”

      “Sounds like paradise, doesn’t it?”

      “Yeah, for a seventy-year-old in failing health, maybe. Not for you.”

      He eyed her, maybe seeing a little beyond the words she said out loud, so she averted her eyes. She hadn’t meant to sound petulant or pouty. Childish was the last way she wanted him to think of her.

      “I’ll visit, I promise.”

      She shot her eyes back to his. “When?”

      “When? Well, I don’t know.”

      “How about now?”

      “Now?”

      “Today.”

      “Maxie, sometimes I don’t even know how to follow your conversations.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Hell, you’re going to make me admit it, aren’t you?”

      He held up both hands, shaking his head, as if she’d lost him.

      “I’m not sure I can drive that thing.” She nodded toward the van. “It’s huge, and I can hardly see over the wheel. It steers like a truck, shifts like a tank, catches every breeze like a sailboat. It wobbles and rocks, and I can’t see behind me with those stupid mirrors.”

      He looked again at the van, then at her.

      Stormy said, “I’m going back inside to make sure everything’s locked up, shut down, turned off, you know.”

      “You drove it here from the rental place,” Lou said, as if he hadn’t even heard Stormy’s announcement. Stormy shook her head, sent Max a surreptitious thumbs-up and hurried back into the house.

      “Of course I did,” Max admitted. “How do you think I know how hard it is to drive?”

      “I think you’re trying to twist my arm to get me up there.”

      “I can think of a lot of men whose arms wouldn’t require any twisting at all,” she said.

      “Then have one of them drive you.”

      “I don’t want one of them. I want you.” She let the double entendre hang there.

      He pretended not to notice. It was damned infuriating. He responded to all her flirting that way, either pretending it sailed over his head—when she knew damn well it hadn’t by the flash of fire it sometimes evoked in his eyes—or by changing the subject. She was beginning to think he didn’t take her efforts at all seriously.

      “I’m going fishing for the weekend,” he said. “Leaving from here, in fact. Got my bag all packed in the car, and a friend with a big boat waiting for me at the pier.”

      “God forbid I interfere with that,” she said.

      “You’ll do fine on your own, Maxie. You’re the most capable woman I know.”

      She took a breath, sighed. “Fine. Just fine. Will you at least hang around until I get the beast backed out of the driveway? You can pretend you’re a traffic cop again.”

      “Aah, the good old days.” He looked toward the house. “You gonna wait for Stormy?”

      “She’s driving her car up. And she knows the way.” She dug in her jeans pocket for the key, then climbed up into the van and cranked the engine. Through the windshield, she saw Stormy step out of the house and close the door. She sent her friend a secret smile. Stormy frowned, looking worried.

      Max shifted the van into Reverse and looked in the side mirrors. She saw Lou standing in the road, making hand motions at her, probably to tell her to back out. She popped the clutch. The van bucked and then stalled.

      She started it again, and this time backed up a little before she let the bucking and heaving begin. She kept that up—start, stop, start, stop, jerk, cough, sputter, start—until a car came along the road and Lou changed his hands to a “stop” position. Then and only then did she back up smoothly and quickly, right over the mailbox, heaing dead into the path of the oncoming car.

      A horn blasted. Tires squealed. Stormy shrieked, and Lou shouted.

      Max stalled the van again and got out, leaving it sitting there, with its ass-end poking out into the road. The car had skidded to a stop five feet short of the van, and the driver, a neighbor she recognized, got out, looking scared half to death.

      “Sorry about that, Mr. Robbins,” Max called, sending the man a sheepish wave and walking behind the van. Lou and Stormy joined her there. She looked sadly at the crushed mailbox and shook her head. “Okay, this isn’t so bad,” she said. “I’ll just pull in and start over.” She looked ahead at the driveway, where Stormy’s car was parked. “Um, you might want to move that.”

      Mr. Robbins was muttering, shaking his head and stomping back to his car. He got in, pulled a K-turn and drove away. Stormy went to move her car.

      Lou said, “Didn’t you hear me tell you to stop?"

      “I did. I just hit the wrong pedal. I’ll do better this time, promise.” She went to the driver’s door, reached up and put her foot on the step.

      Lou’s hands closed around her waist, picked her up off the step and set her back down on the driveway.

      She had to forcibly resist the urge to moan in pleasure, because she loved his hands on her. Anywhere, anytime. She really hadn’t tried hard enough with him, she thought. Flirting was flirting. But men could be awfully bad at picking up hints. Maybe she should have set him down and told him flat out. She visualized it in her mind. Her looking him in the eyes and saying, “Lou, I want you. I want you in my life and in my bed and in every other way that matters. What do you say?”

      He probably wouldn’t say anything, she thought. He would probably go speechless with shock. No, she really hadn’t tried hard enough. And now it was pretty much too late—unless her hastily devised plan worked the way she intended.

      She just blinked up at Lou, her eyes wide with innocence and questions.

      He sighed, lowered his head. “You win, Maxie. I’ll drive.”

      Yes!

      “Don't be silly, Lou. You don’t have to do that.”

      “Yeah. I do.”

      “But your fishing trip⁠—”

      “Will wait for another time.”

      She flung her arms around his neck and hugged him. Lou put his hands on her waist after a moment, though instead of pulling her closer he seemed more interested in keeping her hips a safe distance from his. She didn’t resist, because she needed to take things slowly and carefully this time. This was a second chance—she couldn’t blow it.

      Demurely, she said, “Thank you, Lou.”

      “I’m not staying. Max.”

      God, how did he manage to see right through her like that?

      He took her arms from around his neck, held her wrists in his hands as if to keep some distance between them and looked her squarely in the eye. “I’ll drive the van up there, help you unload, and then I’m coming right back. Understood?”

      “Well of course it is.” She nodded toward his car. “You can leave your car in the garage. I’ll drive you back whenever you’re ready. Better bring that weekend bag you have packed, though.”

      He blinked at her as if she were speaking a foreign language. “Honey, I just told you, I’m not staying.”

      “I know that. But hell, Lou, it’s an eight-hour drive. At the very least you’re gonna want a shower and a change of clothes before you head back.”

      He watched her through narrow eyes. “I won’t need the bag,” he said. “I’m not staying.”

      “All right, all right. Whatever you say.”

      She walked up the driveway, hauling open the garage door. “Hey, if you’re driving, then we can use the tow bar and bring my car along, can’t we?” she called, as if she’d just had a brilliant idea.

      He looked at her car. “There’s a tow bar?”

      “Yeah, came with the van.”

      He nodded, went back to the van, got in and moved it out of its precarious position, parking it safely along the shoulder of the road, on the opposite side of her driveway from where he’d parked his car. He left room behind the van for Maxie’s Bug. When he got out, he moved behind it to mess around with the tow bar.

      Stormy came walking over to join Max in the garage. “He’s coming with us, isn’t he?” she asked.

      Max smiled. “Well, he couldn’t very well let me drive, once he saw how likely I was to get killed on the way. Could he?”

      “That was pretty risky, Max. Suppose Mr. Robbins had smashed into you?”

      “He had plenty of room to stop. I’m not stupid.”

      “No, no, you’re far from stupid,” Stormy said, shaking her head.

      Max tossed her a set of keys. “Do me a favor and pull my car out of the garage and around behind the van, so Lou can hook it to the tow bar?”

      “Sure.” Stormy got into Maxine’s car and pulled it carefully out of the garage, past her own and into the road. Then she pulled it along the shoulder, behind the van.

      Max went out to where Lou’s car was parked and saw that the keys were still in the switch. She started it up and drove it into the now-empty spot in the garage. When she got out, she glanced into the back seat. There was a big satchel there, stuffed to bursting, along with a cooler of beer and plenty of fishing gear. She glanced outside.

      Stormy and Lou were busy behind the van, hitching up Max’s car.

      Maxine reached into the back seat and grabbed the satchel. She took it into the driveway and tucked it into Stormy’s car. “Quick and sly as a fox on a caffeine high,” she muttered. Then she went back to the garage to close it up. By the time she finished, Lou had her car ready to go. She waltzed out to the van and handed him his keys.

      “Your Buick is in my garage, Lou. It’ll be safe and sound there until you get back.”

      He looked at her suspiciously.

      Stormy tapped him on the shoulder. “Don’t lose me. I’ll be right behind you guys, okay?”

      “Okay.”

      “Keep the cell phones turned on.”

      “Will do,” Maxie said, wondering why Stormy seemed nervous about the trip. “Honey, are you worried about something?”

      Stormy denied it a little too quickly. “I have the directions and everything. I’m just worried I’ll get lost. So don’t drive too fast.” She hurried to her car and started the engine. As far as Max could tell, she didn’t even notice the extra bag behind the passenger seat. Not that she would say anything if she did. Storm was on her side in this.

      In everything. She was Max’s best friend—which was why Max knew her well enough to be worried about the drive. Storm was not herself, and hadn’t been, not since the coma.

      Max reached for Lou, deciding to take advantage of another opportunity for physical contact. “Help me into this thing?” she asked, standing next to the passenger door.

      He scowled, but she didn’t care, because he put his hands on her again to do as she asked.

      “I’m not staying, Maxie,” he said, one hand on the small of her back, the other bracing her forearm as she climbed into the truck.

      “Quit saying that, Lou. I got it already."

      He walked around to the driver’s side and climbed in. Maxie fastened her seat belt, settled in for the long ride, and told herself she had the next eight hours to figure out how she was going to convince Lou to stay with her in Maine.

      Failure was not an option she even bothered to consider
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      Stormy drove along behind the yellow van and told herself everything was going to be fine. She visualized a bright future, she and Max with their own private investigations agency: SIS. Supernatural Investigations Services—because that would be their specialty. Max had assured her, though, that they wouldn’t turn down ordinary types of cases. The acronym “SIS” was, Max said, as much in honor of her own newfound twin sister, Morgan, as it was in honor of her relationship with Stormy. The two were far more than best friends—always had been.

      God, it would be just like the old days, just like when they’d been in their teens and snooping into things that didn’t concern them. They’d been kids then, amateurs, usually digging for proof of one or another of Max’s far-fetched conspiracy theories and most often finding none.

      Until that day when the “research lab” in White Plains had burned to the ground. Max had always insisted there was something more going on in that place than met the eye. And that time, for once, she’d been right.

      The building had housed the headquarters of the DPI—the Division of Paranormal Investigations—a super-secret government agency dedicated to the study and elimination of vampires. The repercussions of what Max had learned while snooping through the debris that night almost six years ago were still reverberating through their lives. She had found proof of the existence of vampires. It still rattled Storm’s brain when she tried to process everything that had happened since. But it had all been leading up to this. Max and Stormy, professional snoops now. Licensed professional snoops, specializing in things beyond what most considered “normal.”

      But it wasn’t quite the same, was it? Back in the old days, there had been three of them. Stormy, Max and Jason. Gorgeous, brown-skinned, studious, conservative Jason Beck. He’d provided a counter balance to Storm’s fearlessness and Maxie’s impulsiveness. But he’d moved away, never knowing what Max had found in the rubble that night. Hell, she hadn’t even told Stormy until a few months ago.

      Stormy often wondered what might have happened if she hadn’t turned Jason down when he’d asked her out back in college. Or if he’d stayed, instead of moving away, going to law school. She missed Jason.

      Jason.

      Pain. A red-hot blade plunged deep into her head. White light blinded her, and noise—radio static like a thousand stations fighting for a frequency—exploded inside her mind.

      She pressed a hand to her head and jammed both feet on the brake pedal, since she could no longer see the road.

      Jason.

      The light in her mind took form, and she saw his familiar profile in her inner vision. Harder, more angular than she remembered him. Older. Brown eyes, shaved head, drop-dead handsome as he’d always been.

      Facing him, also in profile, was another man’s face. A chiseled face with full dark lips and deep brown luminescent eyes with paintbrush lashes and brows so full they nearly met. His hair was long and raven-wing black. And he was as familiar to her as her own reflection in the mirror. And yet a total stranger.

      Dragostea cea veche îti sopteste la ureche, a woman’s voice, strange and exotic, whispered. And though the words were in some language she didn’t know, Stormy realized that the voice she had heard was her own. Only... not.

      It frightened her that she understood those words she had uttered. “Old love whispers in your ear,” she said aloud. It was an expression. It meant that old love is never forgotten.

      The pain faded. The light dimmed. The static noise went silent. She opened her eyes. Her car was sitting cockeyed on the shoulder of the road in a cloud of dust. A glimpse behind showed black skid marks on the pavement. A look ahead told her the van had pulled over, as well. Max and Lou were getting out, running toward her.

      Stormy closed her eyes. Yes, things were different now. She was different now. Had been, ever since she’d come out of the coma.

      She hadn’t stayed in that hospital bed the whole time. She’d left the hospital. She’d left her body. She’d gone somewhere else.

      And she couldn’t shake the feeling that when she’d come back, she hadn’t come alone. Something had hitched a ride. The owner of that voice that didn’t even speak her own language, maybe. She didn’t feel as if she lived alone in her body anymore.

      Max was tapping on the glass of the driver’s side window, and Stormy rolled it down. “I’m okay,” she said.

      “What happened? Stormy, you just went out of control for no reason! What is it?”

      “Nothing. Really, I... I fell asleep. That’s all.”

      Max wasn’t buying it. She searched Stormy’s face, then paused, and her eyes widened. “Stormy, your eyes!”

      “What? What about them?” Stormy reached for the rearview mirror and stared into it. An ebony-eyed stranger stared back at her. But even as she looked, the color changed from ebony back to their normal vivid blue. She quelled the full body shiver that moved through her and turned back to Max again, schooling her expression to a picture of calm. “There’s nothing wrong with my eyes, Max. Must have been the way the sun was hitting me,” she said.

      Max squinted at her. “But⁠—”

      Lou put a hand on Maxine’s shoulder. “There’s a diner up ahead. Maybe we need to stop for a rest.”

      “Good idea,” Max said. She nodded to Stormy. “Shove over. I’m driving.”

      Stormy knew better than to argue. Max was worried. And she’d seen something. Hell, Stormy was surprised she’d been able to keep her strange symptoms to herself for as long as she had—keeping secrets from Mad Maxie was not easily done. She’d had a few episodes similar to this one: blacking out, seeing strange flashes, hearing incoherent murmurs. But never before had an image come clear, the way this one had, nor had any of the murmurs taken on the form of words, foreign or otherwise.

      “Whatever it was, it was getting worse. But dammit, she couldn’t tell anyone about this, not even Maxie. Not until she knew what it was—what it meant.

      She flipped down the visor, looked in the makeup mirror there, and was relieved to see her own eyes looking back at her.

      Maxine was pulling her car into motion. “So you gonna tell me what’s up?”

      “Honestly, Max, I don’t know. I was tired, and I guess I nodded off.”

      “That’s all?”

      ‘That’s all.”

      Max thinned her lips. Time to change the subject. “Hey, Max, you remember those flyers we had made up, announcing the new business?”

      “Sure do”

      “Did you send one to Jason Beck?”

      Max frowned at her. “Yeah, I did. A business card, too. I sent them to everyone I could think of. Why?”

      “I don’t know. I’ve just been thinking about him lately.”

      “Yeah?”

      Storm nodded, then pointed ahead. “There’s the diner. Lou’s pulling around back.”

      “Probably more room to park that tank back there. We’ll pull around, too.” She drove Stormy’s car into the parking lot.

      Subject successfully changed, Stormy thought. She wanted to rub her head—it didn’t hurt, exactly, just felt tender. Sensitive, or something. But she didn’t dare. If she gave Max any sign she was in less-than-perfect health. Max would hover like a first-time mother.

      “I really am starved,” she said. Max always saw an appetite as a sign of good health.

      “Me, too.” Max pulled Stormy’s car to a stop next to the van.

      “How’s the ride going?” Stormy asked. “Any progress with Lou?”

      “Hell, no. He put the radio on some country music channel to limit opportunities for conversation.”

      “You sure you don’t want to ride the rest of the way with me?” She tapped her CD collection. “I have Disturbed.”

      “You are disturbed,” Max told her with a wink. Then she frowned as she looked at Stormy again. “Despite that, I think I will ride with you for a while. Give you a break from driving for the next couple of hours.”

      “I was kidding. You need to ride with Lou. Maybe he’ll hit a bump and you’ll wind up in his lap. You can’t miss an opportunity like that.”

      “Hell, I’ll have plenty of opportunities once we get him installed in the mansion.”

      “But I thought he wasn’t staying,” Stormy said.

      “So does he,” Max replied. “But I stashed his bag in your car, just in case.”

      Stormy looked behind her seat and saw the black satchel that she hadn’t put there or even noticed up until now. “How observant am I?” she asked. “Could have been a serial killer squatting back there for all I noticed.”

      “No room for a whole serial killer,” Max observed.

      “Hey!” Lou tapped on the roof of the little car. “You two getting out or what?”

      Grinning, Max opened her door and got out of the car.

      Stormy did, too, but her legs felt oddly weak and her muscles, shaky, as if she’d worked out to the point of muscle fatigue. Only she hadn’t.

      When it had happened before, the weakness had soon passed. But it had never been this clear or this powerful before, nor had it ever left her this shaken. She’d asked her doctor about it after the first attack, but though he had run a battery of tests, nothing abnormal had shown up.

      Whatever it was, Stormy was convinced it wasn’t physical. It didn’t feel physical. She couldn’t describe why, exactly, or what it did feel like.

      They walked into the diner, Max watching her every move.
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      “Here they are, my lord.”

      The vampire stepped through the open doors into his parlor. It had been weeks since he’d fed. He’d learned to do without for long periods, and his servant, Fieldner, had been whining that no suitable women had passed through Endover in all that time.

      But tonight, tonight, he would feed his body with the blood of a willing victim, and his soul with the memory of his beloved.

      He looked at the female Fieldner had brought to him. Mocha skin, brown eyes, hair like mink that curled to her shoulders. Beautiful. She stood trembling and wide-eyed at his approach.

      “You needn’t be afraid,” he said, staring deeply into her eyes, working to ease her mind with the power of his own.

      He frowned and moved closer, and when she backed away, he said two words. “Be still.” And he waved his hand to direct his power more fully.

      She didn’t move again. Just stood there, still afraid. He could hear her heart fluttering as madly as the wings of a trapped dove.

      No matter. He would calm her soon enough. He moved nearer, and when he was right in front of her, he touched her chin with one hand and studied her face.

      Anger flooded him, though he was careful to keep his voice gentle. “How old are you, child?”

      “S-s-seventeen.”

      He lowered his hand and turned away from her, disappointment washing through him as his hunger stabbed more deeply. Free from the hold of his mind, the girl stumbled backward as if suddenly released from a powerful grip.

      “A child?” His eyes sought out those of his servant, who stood in the shadows, cowering now. “You’ve brought me a child, Fieldner?”

      The man cringed into himself but didn’t back away. “Seventeen is hardly a child. And I brought two of them, master.”

      “Two?” He turned again, noticing the second girl. Caucasian, blond and apparently unconscious on the chaise. He moved to her side, bending over her, touching her, his long fingers sending messages to his keen mind. Then he shot another look at Fieldner. “You’ve drugged her?”

      “B-both of us,” the other girl said.

      He shot her a look, turned to face the girl again. “What is your name, child?”

      “D-Delia. Delia Beck. She’s Janie.” Her lip trembled. “Is she going to be all right?”

      “Yes, I promise you she’s fine. Don’t be afraid, Delia Beck. You have nothing to fear from me. This was all a mistake.” He took a moment to ease her mind, reaching out to it with his own until she relaxed visibly. “Sit there with your friend,” he told her, “while I deal with this.”

      She went to the chaise and sat upon it, taking her friend’s hand in her own, speaking softly to her.

      He walked across the room to Fieldner, who started babbling at his approach. “I—I had to drug them. I did! There are two of them, and they would have fought me. I didn’t want to have to hurt one of them. You got angry the last time I hurt one of them.”

      “And what good did you think it would do to bring me tainted blood, you idiot?” He looked back at the girls.

      The one called Delia was staring at him as if she couldn’t look away, her heart still racing, though she wasn’t as afraid as she had been. She was mesmerized and terrified all at once. The other one, Janie, moaned, shifting restlessly on the chaise.

      “I cannot feed on tainted blood,” he said to Fieldner. “And I will not feed on children.”

      “I’m sorry, master.”

      “The damage is done. There’s nothing for it but to keep it from getting worse. They will be missed, surely.”

      “No! They were traveling alone.”

      That, at least, was a point in his favor. “Good. I’ll command them to forget and send them on their way. But I need sustenance, Fieldner. And I won’t take it from them.”

      “The emergency stores, sir?”

      “I don’t think so.”

      Bowing his head, the drone—who was also the police chief of Endover—moved across the room to the hardwood bar, a modern contrivance but one he liked. Fieldner removed a velvet case and set it on top. Opening the lid, he extracted a beautiful cut-crystal wine glass and then a jeweled, razor-sharp dagger.

      “I apologize for the girls, sir. But there is something else. Something you should know before I proceed.”

      “You wouldn’t be trying to stall, would you, Fieldner?”

      “No, master.” He held his wrist over the wineglass and, clasping the dagger in his other hand, laid the blade against his own skin. He would do as commanded. But his blood would be gamey. Male blood always was. And the blood of a man as weak-minded as Fieldner would lack spark and power.

      The vampire sighed. “Go on, then. Tell me what it is I should know.”

      “That one,” the chief said with a nod of his head toward Delia. “She managed to make a call on her cell phone.”

      He lifted his brows. “And how did she manage that?” he asked.

      “Cowering in the back of my car. I didn’t realize what she was doing.” He swallowed, his Adam’s apple swelling and receding like a wave. “Her brother is in town.”

      The girl gasped. “Jason?”

      Fieldner sent her a quelling look. “You shouldn’t ought to have made that phone call,” he said. “What happens to him now will be on your shoulders.”

      The vampire felt her panic returning, and glanced again at the child. “No harm will befall your brother, Delia. Trust me.”

      “But what about him?" she cried, pointing a finger at Fieldner. “He kept us locked up in the bottom of some lighthouse for hours! It was dark and we⁠—”

      “Calm,” the vampire said. He drew the word out, aiming more power at the girl. Teenagers—God, but their minds were so much more difficult to control than those of adults. “Relax, child. Everything is fine.”

      She gulped back a sob and sat on the chaise once more.

      Turning to Fieldner again, he said, “Perhaps you’d better begin at the beginning.”

      The other man nodded. “The two girls were passing through town. Stopped at the old visitor center. While they were looking for rest rooms, I pulled a couple of the plug wires, so their car wouldn’t start. Then I offered them a ride to the nearest diner, where they could wait for a tow truck to arrive. They trusted me.”

      Of course they had, he thought. Fieldner was a policeman. He wore a uniform and drove a marked cruiser. Anyone would trust him.

      “That was this morning. I couldn’t very well bring them out here then, so I locked them up in the lighthouse. But on the way there, that one caught on that something wasn’t right and called her brother. I don’t know how she even got through, with the reception being as bad as it is. There must be a hot spot on the highway somewhere.”

      “And why didn’t you hear the phone call?”

      “By then they were making a fuss, demanding I stop the car, let them out. I... I put on the radio to drown out the noise.”

      Disgusted, the vampire rolled his eyes.

      “So she told her brother where she was.”

      Fieldner nodded. “He was in my office not an hour ago, asking if I had seen her.”

      “Her car?”

      “I’d already hidden it.”

      The vampire nodded slowly. “That makes one smart move you’ve made this week,” he told Fieldner. “Where is he now?”

      “He’s staying at the North Star. I think he suspects something.”

      “Of course he suspects something, if he’s less than a complete moron.” The vampire heaved a deep sigh. Complications. God, how he hated them. He’d created an idyllic life for himself here, one where he was in complete control of this town. Unexpected complications put his entire lifestyle at risk.

      He would have to deal with this as quickly and cleanly as possible. “I’ll speak with these children, and then you may return them and their car. Leave them far from the shores of Endover. They will remember nothing, of course. This brother of hers will not find them here, and he’ll go on his way to discover them safe and sound.” He nodded at the man’s wrist. “Proceed.”

      “There’s more.”

      Closing his eyes slowly, the vampire sighed. “What more?”

      “This,” Fieldner said. He took a paper from his pocket, unfolded it and handed it over.

      He took it, skimming the glossy flyer, which advertised some sort of detective agency. But then he went as still as if he’d suddenly turned to stone. His eyes were riveted to the photographs of the women on the front. One of the women, to be more precise. It was impossible. Impossible.

      “What is the meaning of this?” he asked, and his voice was no more than a whisper.

      “The resemblance is amazing, isn’t it, master? I thought the same.”

      As he said it, the police chief looked up. So did the vampire. He looked up at the portrait of the woman with the delicate facial features of a porcelain doll and beautiful blond hair flowing over her shoulders. She wore a gown from an era long, long ago, and her wide, expressive eyes were as black as the night.

      He kept looking from the face on the flyer to the face on the wall. “Tell me what you know of these two women,” he whispered.

      “The girl’s brother—Jason Beck—he had this flyer in his wallet. It fell out when he took out his sister’s photo to show it to me. As to the women, I know only what’s on the flyer, sir. Their names are Maxine Stuart and Tempest Jones. They’re some kind of investigators for hire. When I asked who they were, Mr. Beck said they were old friends of his.”

      Another good move on the chief’s part. One that might keep him alive a little bit longer, the vampire thought. He paced closer, removed the blade from the police chief’s hand and returned it to the case. “I’ll need you at full strength, Fieldner.”

      “I await your command, my lord.”

      He took a deep breath, moving back to the girls. The second girl, Janie, was sitting up now, watching the men with unfocused eyes. She was confused and frightened.

      “I’m afraid you two will have to be my guests for a short while.”

      The blonde found both her voice and her courage. “Don’t put us back in that cell! Please! We haven’t done anything to you.”

      He shook his head. “No, no cells for you. My servant has treated you grievously, but I will make up for that. You are my guests, my cherished and honored guests. No harm will come to you in my care. You have my promise.”

      They seemed to absorb the mental commands he was sending. Delia had already relaxed to a great degree, and Janie’s fear began to ease, as well. He leaned closer to Fieldner, spoke softly. “Take them up to the guest rooms. Lock them in.” Then he turned to the girls again. “My man here knows now that he was mistaken in his treatment of you. You have no more to fear from him, I promise. And if all goes well, you’ll be home with your families in a day. Two, at most.”

      He nodded to Fieldner, again lowering his voice. “Photograph them, and then hurry back here, Fieldner. There is work to be done.”
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      Maxie couldn’t hide her excitement from Lou—he thought there wasn’t a hell of a lot she could hide from him—when she jumped out of Stormy’s car in the curving, white gravel driveway and stared at the beautiful house. He didn’t blame her. The place was a freaking dream house, a pristine white mansion resting on the rugged coast of Easton, Maine. She was racing up the white flagstone walk to the front door with its tall, oval stained-glass inset even as he parked the van. He smiled as she used her new key to let herself in.

      Then he shut the van off and sent a look back at Stormy. She was fiddling with some things in the trunk of her car, obviously not as eager as Max was to rush inside. Preoccupied. Maybe Max’s worry about her wasn’t as overblown as Lou had thought.

      He climbed out of the van and joined Max in the house. She stood in the great room, taking it in. The chandelier in the domed ceiling above. The gleaming hardwood floors and the rugged, Norse-looking furniture. The way the stairs widened at the bottom so that they seemed to spill down from above, like a waterfall flowing into the room. She loved this place—it practically glowed from her eyes.

      Mostly, Lou thought, she loved it because it was her sister’s. It seemed filled with Morgan’s presence, her touches, even when she wasn’t here.

      “Aren’t Morgan and Dante here to greet you?” Lou asked.

      “No. They’re traveling. A delayed honeymoon, I guess.” She smiled up at him. That smile hit him in the solar plexus every time she flashed it, and this time was no different. “Besides, I think Morgan wanted to make sure I understood the place was really mine now. Give me time to settle in, get comfortable here. You know?”

      He nodded, looking around. “So where’s the office going to be?”

      “Oh, we already started setting up—took a drive up here last weekend. It’s the room Morgan used for her writing when she was here. I think it was originally a den.” She walked as she spoke, glancing over her shoulder once. “Stormy?”

      “She’s going through some stuff in her car,” he said. He saw the way Max’s eyes clouded with worry. “Was she okay the rest of the way here?”

      “Seemed to be.”

      “But you’re still worried.”

      She sighed. “You think I’m being dumb.”

      “I think it’s great the way you worry about her, Max. You’re the most loyal person I know.”

      “Yeah?” She smiled again. “That’s sweet, coming from a guy who’s as miserly with compliments as you are.”

      “Am I?”

      “You’d think they were an endangered species.” She looked toward the door again. “Lou, something’s wrong with Stormy.”

      He frowned, a little shiver tingling up the back of his neck. “She said she fell asleep.”

      “She lied.” Max paced back to the entryway to stare out at Stormy, who was still picking through the luggage in her trunk. “I think she’s been keeping something from me for a while now. Since the coma.”

      “Any idea what it’s about?”

      Max shook her head. “Back there, when she went off the road, I could have sworn for just a second that her eyes were jet-black.”

      Lou frowned at her. “What color are they usually?”

      “Blue,” she said. “You telling me you never noticed the color of Stormy’s eyes?”

      “It’s not the kind of thing I notice. So shoot me.”

      “You’re a cop. You notice everything.”

      “Ex-cop,” he corrected.

      Max flattened a palm over her eyes. “What color are mine?”

      They were green, he thought. Huge, sparkling green eyes like a pair of emeralds in the sunlight. Aloud, he said, “I haven’t got a clue.”

      She lowered her hand, looking partly hurt and partly skeptical.

      “So you’re saying Storm’s eyes changed color?”

      “It was more than just the color. It was like—like they weren’t even her eyes.” She rubbed her outer arms as if she were suddenly cold.

      “You wanna know what I think?”

      “Of course I do.”

      “Good, because I was going to tell you, anyway. I think you’re overly worried about her. And you’re overwhelmed with this move, the new business, the new house.”

      “In a good way, though.”

      “Doesn’t matter. Max, it was only a few months ago you found out your birth mother was a reformed prostitute and that you had a twin sister. You located Morgan, only to learn she was terminally ill and apparently being stalked—by a freakin’ vampire, of all things. Then you found out the vamp was the good guy, after damn near getting him killed.”

      Max shrugged and averted her eyes. “So shoot me for thinking undead meant evil. It seemed like a logical assumption at the time. Besides, it all worked out okay. He changed her. She won’t die now. Ever.”

      “Still and all,” Lou said. “You’ve barely had time to digest all that. You’re suddenly unsure about everything you ever believed. What’s real and what’s not. The lines that used to be clear are all blurry in your mind.”

      Max looked at him intently. “That’s pretty good.”

      “I know it is. I’ve been going through a lot of the same stuff. But here’s the thing. With all that fueling it, your imagination is bound to be stuck in high gear. Even more so than usual.” She sent him a smirk but he kept on talking. “So Stormy—after damn near dying on you a few months ago—goes off the road, scares the hell out of you, and you rush back there, your emotions heightened to the breaking point, and the sun hits her eyes in a certain way, and bam! There you have it.”

      She tilted her head. Her copper-red curls brushed past her shoulder on one side, fell behind her neck on the other. He tried not to notice and noticed, anyway. “You really think that’s all it is?” she asked.

      “I really do.”

      Max sighed, nodding slowly. “I suppose you could be right.” He gaped in surprise, until she added, “But I doubt it.”

      Yep, that was the reaction he’d expected. The two of them were so opposite it was predictable. “I suppose you have a theory of your own?”

      “I’m working on one.”

      “And I suppose it’s something flaky.”

      “By flaky you mean...?”

      “Paranormal. Supernatural. Otherworldly. Extra⁠—”

      “Yeah, something flaky.”

      He sighed, disliking the way this conversation was going. Now that one of her far-fetched theories had been proven correct, there would be no talking her down from the next one. “I’m afraid to ask.”

      “Then don’t. It’s still in development.” She shrugged, dropping the subject. “I’m really sorry I made you miss your fishing trip.”

      “No you’re not.” Hell, he wasn’t, either. He would rather spend time with Max, far-fetched theories, outrageous flirting and all, than in a boat with a fishing pole. But he would be damned if he’d admit it. It would only encourage her.

      “You’re right. I’m not.”

      At least she was honest. For the most part, though he had no doubt she was even now plotting ways to get him to stay longer than he intended.

      Stormy came in then, a suitcase in each hand. “Isn’t this the best place in the universe?” She dropped the cases inside the door. “Are the phones turned on yet? We’re supposed to call my parents when we arrive.”

      “I haven’t checked,” Max said. Then the two of them headed across the great room and through the double doors off the right of it, into the office.

      Lou watched them go. Watched Max, mostly. The girl was hell on wheels. If he thought for one minute her constant flirting was a sign of serious interest he would...

      He would what? he asked himself. He wouldn’t do anything but brush her off as gently as possible and head for home. He liked Max too much to subject her to a relationship with him. He was hell on women, and he knew it. A miserable failure at that sort of thing. Every woman he’d dated in the past decade had dumped him in short order, most of them accusing him of being about as emotional and romantic as a dying trout. Then again, he hadn’t really tried with any of them. Hadn’t ever tried since his divorce.

      He hadn’t wanted to. He still didn’t. And Max deserved better.

      Sighing, Lou followed them into the office. It was pretty much as Morgan had left it, furnished in her elegant style. A computer was already set up on the antique mahogany desk. Stormy was replacing the telephone receiver on its hook when he came in. “Got a dial tone. Phones are up and running.” Then she frowned at the telephone’s base. “Hey, the message light is blinking. Think we got a customer already?”

      “Already?” Max said. “We haven’t even unpacked.”

      “Maybe all those flyers announcing our grand opening are already paying off.” Stormy hit the button and sank into a chair to listen. The voice that came from the answering machine was male, and her eyes widened a little when she heard it.

      “Max, Storm, it’s Jason. Jason Beck. I know it’s been a long time, and now I’m only calling because I need your help. I feel like a jerk, but—look, something’s going on. My sister’s missing.”

      Stormy shot Max a horrified look.

      “Jason’s voice went on. “She was on a trip with her best friend. Spring break, her senior year. I got this odd phone call. Really broken up—bad connection. But I know she’s in trouble. There’s just—there’s something off about this whole thing. I need you guys. So call me back. Uh, the cell phone won’t work out here, but I have a motel room. Call me, okay?” He gave the number. There was a distinct clicking sound as Jason hung up, and then another. The machine beeped to signal the end of the message.

      “Jason Beck—hell, I remember him,” Lou said. “Third part of the gang of three.”

      Max nodded. “He moved away, went to law school. What time did he leave that message?” she asked Stormy.

      Stormy looked at the machine. “At 7:10 p.m. Less than an hour ago.”

      “Play it again,” Lou said.

      “Lou?” Max must have seen something in his eyes, because she leaned closer to look into them. “What is it? What are you⁠—”

      “Just play it once more.”

      Stormy hit the button and they listened to their old friend’s worried voice. When the message ended, Lou said, “Did you hear that? That extra clicking sound?”

      Max nodded. “What is it, Lou?”

      “I can’t be sure, but it sure as hell sounded fishy to me.”

      “Fishy how?”

      “Fishy like someone was listening in.”

      Stormy jumped out of her chair. “You think his phone is bugged?”

      “I don’t know. Maybe.” Lou shrugged. “Or maybe it was just a glitch in the line.”
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        * * *

      

      The vampire sat comfortably in the overstuffed chair in the cheap motel room’s darkest corner. Jason Beck, standing near the bed, hung up the telephone; then Fieldner hung up the extension on the other side of the room.

      Jason turned to face him. His lip was split, but it had stopped bleeding. The eye, on the other hand, was already beginning to darken. It would be purple by morning. He was still angry with Fieldner for that. The man had become carried away when young Jason Beck decided to fight rather than comply. A foolish decision. Fieldner might look as if a stiff wind would blow him over, but occasional sips of vampiric blood made him strong. And utterly obedient.

      It was a shame the man was also an imbecile.

      “I did what you asked. I called them,” Beck said. “I want to see my sister now.”

      “You left a message on an answering machine,” the vampire said slowly. “That’s not precisely what I told you to do, now is it?”

      “They’ll call back. When they do. I’ll get them down here. I swear.”

      “How can you be so certain they will come?”

      “They will,” Beck said, lowering his head to stare at the photograph that lay on the bedside stand beside the telephone. “They’re my friends. They’ll come.”

      “They’d better. And when they do, you would do well to follow my instructions to the letter. Do you understand, Mr. Beck?”

      Jason met his eyes. “No. I don’t understand any of this. Who the hell are you? What do you want with Storm and Maxie? If you’re going to hurt them⁠—”

      “I’m not. Not that you could stop me if I were. You have one mission here, Beck, and that is to do as you’re told. So long as you obey, there will be no harm done—to the women, to your sister, or to you.”

      Jason’s eyes lowered beneath the vampire’s steady, penetrating gaze. He had a brilliant mind, this young man. His intelligence was great, his love for his sister even greater. But he had a deep affection for the two female detectives, as well. It could prove to be a problem if not properly controlled.

      “Since you’ve acted in good faith,” the vampire said slowly, “I will take you to see your sister now.”
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        * * *

      

      Stormy dialed the number, was connected to Jason’s room and waited. Then she slowly shook her head. “No answer.”

      As she put the phone down, Max frowned at her, recalling their earlier conversation, right after she’d gone off the road. “You were thinking about Jason on the way here,” she said.

      Stormy nodded. “Yeah. Odd, isn’t it?” She didn’t meet Max’s eyes.

      “What was it, some kind of premonition?”

      “Please,” Stormy said, loading the word with sarcasm. Then she turned the subject right back to thetelephone call. “No answer, and no voice mail. Must be one nice hotel.”

      “Motel,” Lou corrected. “He said motel, not hotel. It’s probably nothing fancy.”

      “We should go there,” Stormy said, and now she did meet Max’s eyes, her own imploring.

      Stormy did have a feeling about all this; Max was convinced of it. “Go where?” she asked. “We don’t even know where Jason is.”

      “We can find out online.” Maxie moved behind the computer while Lou took the chair in front of it.

      His cop juices were flowing; Max could tell by the light in his eyes. He had a real passion for his work. And when he immersed himself in it, he forgot to play the worn-out, burned-out role he seemed determined to play for her benefit. The mask fell away, revealing him as he truly was. A man in his prime, with a sharp, determined mind and a keen sense of justice. This was the Lou Malone who turned her on like no one else ever had. She watched his long, powerful fingers move over the keyboard and the way his strong hand cupped the mouse.

      Several keystrokes later, he looked up. “The call came from a town called Endover, in New Hampshire.”

      Max held his eyes. “You’re gonna have to show me how you did that.”

      “What, you weren’t paying attention?”

      “Sure I was. Just not to the right things.” She winked at him and saw him squirm. It was his usual reaction to her flirting, and far from the one she wanted.

      “We should go,” Stormy said softly.

      Lou seemed to have trouble breaking the hold Max’s eyes had on his, but he finally did, and focused instead on Stormy. “Look, he said we should call him back. Let’s wait it out. He can tell us what he wants us to do when we get him on the phone.”

      Max hid a secret smile at his use of the words “we” and “us.” He might think he was still planning to hightail it back to White Plains, but deep down, Max thought, he already knew better.

      “Lou’s right,” she said. “Besides, it’ll give us time to unload the van.”

      “How old would Delia be now?” Stormy asked. “What was she last time we saw her. Ten? Twelve?”

      Max nodded. “She must be all grown up. Seventeen or eighteen by now. He did say she was in her senior year.”

      “Hard to imagine,” Stormy said. “God, where did all the time go? He didn’t mention his older brother, did he? Mike?”

      “Last I knew, Mike had a wife and kids and was living somewhere in California,” Max said. She put a hand on Stormy’s shoulder. “We’ll keep calling until we get him. Then we’ll take it from there, okay?”

      Stormy closed her eyes, sighing deeply. “Okay, we’ll wait.”
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