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CHAPTER 1


Maggie Neely woke up to the sound of her mother screaming.


She’d gone to bed as usual, with Jake the Great Dane sprawled heavily across her feet and the three cats jockeying for position around her head. Her cheek was resting on her open geometry book; there were homework papers scattered among the blankets, along with fragments of potato chips and an empty bag. She was wearing her jeans and a flowered pajama top plus the only two socks she’d been able to find last night: one red velveteen anklet and one blue cotton slouch sock.


Those particular socks would eventually mean the difference between life and death for her, but at the moment Maggie had no idea of that.


She was simply startled and disoriented from being wakened suddenly. She’d never heard this kind of screaming before, and she wondered how she could be so certain it was her mother doing it.


Something . . . really bad is happening, Maggie realized slowly. The worst.


The clock on her nightstand said 2:11 a.m.


And then before she even realized she was moving, she was lurching across her bedroom floor, with piles of dirty clothes and sports equipment trying to trip her up. She banged her shin on a wastebasket in the middle of the room and plowed right on through. The hallway was dim, but the living room at the end was blazing with light and the screams were coming from there.


Jake trotted along beside her. When they got to the foyer by the living room he gave a half growl, half bark.


Maggie took in the whole scene in a glance. It was one of those moments when everything changes forever.


The front door was open, letting in the cold air of a November night in Washington. Maggie’s father was wearing a short bathrobe and holding her mother, who was pulling and tearing at him as if she were trying to get away, screaming breathlessly all the while. And in the doorway four people were standing: two sheriffs, a National Park ranger, and Sylvia Weald.


Sylvia. Her brother Miles’s girlfriend.


And knowledge hit her quick and hard as a hammer blow.


My brother is dead, Maggie thought.





CHAPTER 2


Beside her, Jake growled again, but Maggie only heard it distantly. No one else even looked toward them.


I can’t believe how well I’m taking this, Maggie thought. Something’s wrong with me. I’m not hysterical at all.


Her mind had gotten hold of the idea quite clearly, but there was no reaction in her body, no terrible feeling in her stomach. An instant later it swept over her, exactly what she’d been afraid of. A wash of adrenaline that made her skin tingle painfully and a horrible sensation of falling in her stomach. A numbness that started in her cheeks and spread to her lips and jaw.


Oh, please, she thought stupidly. Please let it not be true. Maybe he’s just hurt. That would be all right. He had an accident and he’s hurt—but not dead.


But if he were hurt her mother wouldn’t be standing there screaming. She would be on her way to the hospital, and nobody could stop her. So that didn’t work, and Maggie’s mind, darting and wheeling like a frightened little animal, had to go back to Please don’t let this be true.


Strangely, at that moment, it seemed as if there might be some way to make it not true. If she turned around and sneaked back to her bedroom before anyone saw her; if she got into bed and pulled the blankets over her head and shut her eyes . . .


But she couldn’t leave her mother screaming like this.


Just then the screams died down a little. Her father was speaking in a voice that didn’t sound at all like his voice. It was a sort of choked whisper. “But why didn’t you tell us you were going climbing? If you left on Halloween then it’s been six days. We didn’t even know our son was missing. . . .”


“I’m sorry.” Sylvia was whispering, too. “We didn’t expect to be gone long. Miles’s roommates knew we were going, but nobody else. It was just a spur-of-the-moment thing—we didn’t have classes on Halloween and the weather was so nice and Miles said, hey, let’s go out to Chimney Rock. And we just went. . . .”


Hey, let’s go. He used to say that kind of thing to me, Maggie thought with a strange, dazed twinge. But not since he met Sylvia.


The male sheriff was looking at Maggie’s father. “You weren’t surprised that you hadn’t heard from your son since last Friday?”


“No. He’s gotten so independent since he moved out to go to college. One of his roommates called this afternoon to ask if Miles was here—but he didn’t say that Miles had been gone for almost a week. I just thought he’d missed a class or something. . . .” Maggie’s father’s voice trailed off.


The sheriff nodded. “Apparently his roommates thought he’d taken a little unauthorized vacation,” he said. “They got worried enough to call us tonight—but by then a ranger had already picked up Sylvia.”


Sylvia was crying. She was tall but willowy, fragile-looking. Delicate. She had shimmering hair so pale it was almost silvery and clear eyes the exact color of wood violets. Maggie, who was short and round-faced, with fox-colored hair and brown eyes, had always envied her.


But not now. Nobody could look at Sylvia now without feeling pity.


“It happened that first evening. We started up, but then the weather started turning bad and we turned around. We were moving pretty fast.” Sylvia stopped and pressed a fist against her mouth.


“It’s kind of a risky time of year for climbing,” the female sheriff began gently, but Sylvia shook her head.


And she was right, Maggie thought. It wasn’t that bad. Sure, it rained here most of the fall, but sometimes what the weather people called a high pressure cell settled in and the skies stayed blue for a month. All hikers knew that.


Besides, Miles wasn’t scared of weather. He was only eighteen but he’d done lots of hard climbs in Washington’s Olympic and Cascade ranges. He’d keep climbing all winter, getting alpine experience in snow and storms.


Sylvia was going on, her voice getting more jerky and breathless. “Miles was . . . he’d had the flu a week before and he wasn’t completely over it. But he seemed okay, strong. It happened when we were rappelling down. He was laughing and joking and everything. . . . I never thought he might be tired enough to make a mistake. . . .” Her voice wavered and turned into a ragged sob and the ranger put his arm around her.


Something inside Maggie froze. A mistake? Miles?


She was prepared to hear about a sudden avalanche or a piece of equipment failing. Even Sylvia falling and knocking Miles off. But Miles making a mistake?


Maggie stared at Sylvia, and suddenly something in the pitiful figure bothered her.


There was something odd about that delicately flushed face and those tear-drenched violet eyes. It was all too perfect, too tragic, as if Sylvia were an Academy Award–winning actress doing a famous scene—and enjoying it.


“I don’t know how it happened,” Sylvia was whispering. “The anchor was good. We should have had a backup anchor, but we were in a hurry. And he must have . . . oh, God, there must have been something wrong with his harness. Maybe the buckle wasn’t fastened right, or the carabiners might have been upside down. . . .”


No.


Suddenly Maggie’s feelings crystalized. It was as if everything came into focus at once.


That’s impossible. That’s wrong.


Miles was too good. Smart and strong and an amazing technical climber. Confident but careful. Maggie only hoped she’d be that good someday.


No way he’d buckle his harness wrong, or clip his ’biners upside down. No matter how sick he was. In fact, no way he’d go without a backup anchor. I’m the one who tries to do things like that, and then he yells at me that if I’m not careful I’m going to have an adventure.


Miles doesn’t.


So it meant Sylvia was lying.


The thought came to Maggie on a little wave of shock. It made her feel as if she were suddenly speeding backward, or as if the room were receding from her very fast.


But why? Why would Sylvia make up such a terrible story? It didn’t make any sense.


Sylvia had a hand half covering her eyes now.


“I looked for him, but . . . there was icefall . . . a crevasse . . .”


No body. She’s saying there’s no body.


With that, a new wave of heat swept over Maggie. And, strangely, what made her certain of it was Sylvia’s eyes.


Those violet eyes had been turned down for most of the time Sylvia had been talking, fixed on the Spanish tiles in the entry hall. But now, as Sylvia got to the last revelation, they had shifted toward Maggie. Toward Maggie’s feet. They fixed there, slid away, and then came back and stayed.


It made Maggie glance down at her own feet.


My socks. She’s staring at my socks.


One red and one blue—and she’s noticing that. Like an actress who’s said the same lines often enough that she doesn’t even need to pay attention to them anymore.


All at once, hot anger was burning through Maggie’s shock, filling her so there was no room for anything else. She stared hard at Sylvia, who seemed to be very far away but very bright. And in that same instant she knew for certain.


This girl is lying.


She must have done something—something terrible. And she can’t show us Miles’s body—or maybe there isn’t a body because he’s still alive.


Yes! Maggie felt suddenly lifted by hope. It is all a mistake. There’s no reason for Miles to be dead. All we have to do is make Sylvia tell the truth.


But nobody else in the room knew. They were all listening as Sylvia went on with her story. They all believed.


“I didn’t get out before the weather hit. . . . I had to stay in the tent for three days. When I got out I was so weak, but I managed to signal to some climbers. They saved me, took care of me. . . . By then it was too late to look for him. I knew there was no chance he’d made it through that storm. . . .”


She broke down completely.


The ranger began talking about weather conditions and recovery efforts, and suddenly Maggie’s mother was making strange gasping noises and sinking toward the floor.


“Mom!” Frightened, Maggie started toward her. Her father looked up and seemed to realize for the first time that she was there.


“Oh, Maggie. We’ve had some bad news.”


He’s trying to take care of me. But he doesn’t realize . . . I’ve got to tell him. . . .


“Dad,” she said urgently. “Listen. There’s something—”


“Maggie,” her mother interrupted, stretching out a hand. She sounded rational, but there was something wild in her eyes. “I’m so sorry, baby. Something awful has happened—”


And then she fainted. Suddenly Maggie’s father was staggering under dead weight. And then the ranger and one of the sheriffs were brushing past Maggie. They were holding her mother up, and her mother’s head was lolling, moving around on a boneless neck, and her mother’s mouth and eyes were part open and part closed. A new kind of awful feeling came to Maggie, making her weak and giddy. She was afraid she would faint herself.


“Where can we—” the male officer began.


“There’s the couch,” Maggie’s father said hoarsely at the same time. There was no room for Maggie. She could only stand out of the way and dizzily watch them carry her mother.


As they did, Sylvia began murmuring. It took Maggie a moment to focus on the words. “I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry. I wish there was something . . . I should go home now.”


“You stay right here,” the female officer said, looking toward Maggie’s mother. “You’re in no condition to be walking anywhere. You’d be in the hospital now if you hadn’t insisted on coming here first.”


“I don’t need a hospital. I’m just so tired. . . .”


The officer turned. “Why don’t you go sit in the car?” she said gently.


Sylvia nodded. She looked fragile and sad as she walked down the path toward the squad car. It was a beautiful exit, Maggie thought. You could practically hear the theme music swelling.


But Maggie was the only one with the chance to appreciate it. She was the only one watching as Sylvia reached the car . . . and paused.


And then turned away from it and continued on down the street.


And the end credits run, Maggie thought.


Then she thought, She’s going to her apartment.


Maggie stood frozen, pulled in two directions.


She wanted to stay and help her mother. But something inside her was utterly furious and focused and it was screaming at her to follow Sylvia.


Instinct had always been Maggie’s strong point.


She hung there for a moment, with her heart pounding so hard that it seemed to be coming out of her mouth. Then she ducked her head and clenched her fists.


It was a gesture the girls on her soccer team would have recognized. It meant that Steely Neely had made up her mind and was going to rush in where smarter people feared to tread. Look out, world; it’s stomping time.


Maggie whirled and dashed back down the hall into her bedroom.


She slapped the light switch on and looked around as if she’d never seen the place before. What did she need—and why did she always keep it so messy? How could she find things?


She kicked and pulled at a pile of bath towels until a pair of high-top tennis shoes emerged, then she jammed her feet in them. There was no time to change her pajama top. She snatched a dark blue jacket off the floor and found herself, just for a moment, nose to nose with a photograph stuck into the frame of her mirror.


A picture of Miles, on the summit of Mount Rainier. He was grinning and giving the thumbs-up sign. His hat was off and his auburn hair was shining in the sun like red gold. He looked handsome and a little wicked.


Scrawled in black marker across white snow was “For the bossiest, nosiest, stubbornest, BEST little sister in the world. Love, Miles.”


With no idea why she was doing it, Maggie pulled the picture out of the mirror. She shoved it in her jacket pocket and ran back down the hall.


Everyone was gathered around the couch now. Even Jake was nosing his way in. Maggie couldn’t see her mother, but the lack of frantic activity told her that there wasn’t any crisis going on. Everyone seemed quiet and restrained.


It’ll just take a few minutes. It’s better for me not to tell them anything until I’m sure. I’ll probably be back before they even realize I’m gone.


With that jumble of excuses in her mind, she slipped out the front door to follow Sylvia.





CHAPTER 3


It was raining, of course. Not a terrible storm, just a steady spitting patter that Maggie hardly noticed. It plastered her hair down but it also concealed the noise of her steps.


And the low-lying clouds blocked out Mount Rainier. In clear weather the mountain loomed over the city like an avenging white angel.


I’m actually following somebody, Maggie thought. She could hardly believe it, but she was really moving down her own home street like a spy, skirting cars and ducking behind rhododendron bushes.


While all the time keeping her eyes on the slender figure in front of her.


That was what kept her going. She might have felt silly and almost embarrassed to be doing this—but not tonight. What had happened put her far beyond embarrassment, and if she started to relax inside and feel the faint pricklings of uncertainty, memory surged up again and swept everything else away.


The memory of Sylvia’s voice. The buckle might not have been fastened right. And the memory of her mother’s hand going limp as her body sagged.


I’ll follow you no matter where you go, Maggie thought. And then . . .


She didn’t know what then. She was trusting to instinct, letting it guide her. It was stronger and smarter than she was at the moment.


Sylvia’s apartment was in the U district, the college area around the University of Washington. It was a long walk, and by the time they reached it, the rain was coming down harder. Maggie was glad to get out of it and follow Sylvia into the underground garage.


This is a dangerous place, she thought as she walked into the echoing darkness. But it was simply a note made by her mind, with no emotion attached. At the moment she felt as if she could punch a mugger hard enough to splatter him against the wall.


She kept a safe distance as Sylvia waited for the elevator, then headed for the stairs. Third floor. Maggie trotted up faster than the elevator could make it and arrived not even breathing hard. The door of the stairwell was half open and she watched from behind it as Sylvia walked to an apartment door and raised a hand to knock.


Before she could, the door opened. A boy who looked a little older than Maggie was holding it, letting a couple of laughing girls out. Music drifted to Maggie, and the smell of incense.


They’re having a party in there.


That shouldn’t be so shocking—it was Saturday night. Sylvia lived with three roommates; they were undoubtedly the ones having the party. But as the girls walked past Sylvia they smiled and nodded and Sylvia smiled and nodded back before walking calmly through the door.


Hardly the sort of thing you do when your boyfriend’s just been killed, Maggie thought fiercely. And it doesn’t exactly fit the “tragic heroine” act, either.


Then she noticed something. When the boy holding the door let go, it had swung almost shut—but not quite.


Can I do it? Maybe. If I look confident. I’d have to walk right in as if I belonged, not hesitate.


And hope she doesn’t notice. Then get behind her. See if she talks to anybody, what she says . . .


The laughing girls had caught the elevator. Maggie walked straight up to the door and, without pausing, she pushed it open and went inside.


Look confident, she thought, and she kept on going, instinctively moving toward a side wall. Her entry didn’t seem to have caused a stir, and it was easier than she’d thought to walk in among these strangers. The apartment was very dark, for one thing. And the music was medium loud, and everybody seemed to be talking.


The only problem was that she couldn’t see Sylvia. She put her back to the wall and waited for her eyes to adjust.


Not over there—not by the stereo. Probably in one of the bedrooms in back, changing.


It was as she moved toward the little hallway that led to the bedrooms that Maggie really noticed the strangeness. Something about this apartment, about this party . . . was off. Weird. It gave her the same feeling that Sylvia did.


Danger.


This place is dangerous.


Everybody there was so good-looking—or else ugly in a really fashionable way, as if they’d just stepped off MTV. But there was an air about them that reminded Maggie of the sharks at the Seattle Aquarium. A coldness that couldn’t be seen, only sensed.


There is something so wrong here. Are they all drug dealers or something? Satanists? Some kind of junior mafia? They just feel so evil. . . .


Maggie herself felt like a cat with all its fur standing on end.


When she heard a girl’s voice coming from the first bedroom, she froze, hoping it was Sylvia.


“Really, the most secret place you’ve ever imagined.” It wasn’t Sylvia. Maggie could just see the speaker through the crack in the door. She was pale and beautiful, with one long black braid, and she was leaning forward and lightly touching the back of a boy’s hand.


“So exotic, so mysterious—it’s a place from the past, you see. It’s ancient, and everybody’s forgotten about it, but it’s still there. Of course, it’s terribly dangerous—but not for us. . . .”


Not relevant, Maggie’s mind decided, and she stopped listening. Somebody’s weird vacation plans; nothing to do with Sylvia or Miles.


She kept on edging down the hall. The door at the end was shut.


Sylvia’s bedroom.


Well, she has to be in there; she isn’t anywhere else.


With a surreptitious glance behind her, Maggie crept closer to the door. She leaned toward it until her cheek touched the cool white paint on the wood, all the while straining her eyes toward the living room in case somebody should turn her way. She held her breath and tried to look casual, but her heart was beating so loudly that she could only hear it and the music.


Certainly there was nobody talking behind the door. Maggie’s hopes of eavesdropping faded.


All right, then, I’ll go in. And there’s no point in trying to be stealthy; she’s going to notice.


So I’ll just do it.


It helped that she was so keyed up. She didn’t even need to brace herself; her body was at maximum tension already. Despite her sense that there was something menacing about this whole place, she wasn’t frightened, or at least not in a way that felt like fear. It felt like rage instead, like being desperately ready for battle. She wanted to grab something and shake it to pieces.


She took hold of the knob and pushed the door open.


A new smell of incense hit her as the air rushed out. It was stronger than the living room smell, more earthy and musky, with an overlying sweetness that Maggie didn’t like. The bedroom was even darker than the hall, but Maggie stepped inside. There was tension on the door somehow; as soon as she let go of it, it whispered shut behind her.


Sylvia was standing beside the desk.


She was alone, and she was still wearing the Gore-Tex climbing outfit she’d had on at Maggie’s house. Her shimmering fine hair was starting to dry and lifting up like little angel feathers away from her forehead.


She was doing something with a brass incense burner, adding pinches of powder and what looked like herbs to it. That was where the sickeningly sweet smell was coming from.


Maggie had planned—as far as she’d planned anything at all—to rush right up and get in Sylvia’s face. To startle her into some kind of confession. She was going to say, “I need to talk to you.” But before she could get the first word out, Sylvia spoke without looking up.


“What a shame. You really should have stayed home with your parents, you know.” Her voice was cool and languorous, not hasty and certainly not regretful.


Maggie stopped in her tracks.


Now, what’s that supposed to mean? Is it a threat? Fine. Whatever. I can threaten, too.


But she was taken by surprise, and she had to swallow hard before speaking roughly. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, but at least you’ve dropped the weepy-weepy act. You were really bad at it.”


“I thought I was very good,” Sylvia said and added a pinch of something to the incense burner. “I’m sure the officers thought so, too.”


Once again, Maggie was startled. This wasn’t going at all as she expected. Sylvia was so calm, so much at ease. So much in control of the situation.


Not anymore, Maggie thought.


She just admitted it was an act. All that chokey stuff while she was talking about Miles . . .


Fury uncoiled in Maggie’s stomach like a snake.


She took three fast steps forward. “You know why I’m here. I want to know what really happened to my brother.”


“I told you—”


“You told a bunch of lies! I don’t know what the truth is. The only thing I do know is that Miles would never make a stupid mistake like not buckling his harness. Look, if you did something dumb—if he’s lying out there hurt or something, and you were too scared to admit it—you’d better tell me right now.” It was the first time she’d put into words a reason for Sylvia to be lying.


Sylvia looked up.


Maggie was startled. In the light of the single candle by the incense burner, Sylvia’s eyes were not violet but a more reddish color, like amethyst. They were large and clear and the light seemed to play in them, quivering.


“Is that what you think happened?” Sylvia asked softly.


“I said, I don’t know what happened!” Maggie felt dizzy suddenly, and fought it, glaring into Sylvia’s strange eyes. “Maybe you had a fight or something. Maybe you’ve got some other boyfriend. Maybe you weren’t even out climbing on Halloween in the first place. All I know is that you lied and that there’s no body to find. And I want to know the truth!”


Sylvia looked back steadily, the candlelight dancing in her purple eyes. “You know what your brother told me about you?” she asked musingly. “Two things. The first was that you never gave up. He said, ‘Maggie’s no rocket scientist, but once she gets hold of something she’s just like a little bull terrier.’ And the second was that you were a complete sucker for anybody in trouble. A real bleeding heart.”


She added a few fingernail-sized chips of smooth bark to the mixture that was smoking in the incense burner.


“Which is too bad,” she went on thoughtfully. “Strong-willed and compassionate: that’s a real recipe for disaster.”


Maggie had had it.


“What happened to Miles? What did you do to him?”


Sylvia laughed, a little secret laugh. “I’m afraid you couldn’t guess if you spent the rest of your short life trying.” She shook her head. “It was too bad, actually. I liked him. We could have been good together.”


Maggie wanted to know one thing. “Is he dead?”


“I told you, you’ll never find out. Not even when you go where you’re going.”


Maggie stared at her, trying to make sense of this. She couldn’t. When she spoke it was in a level voice, staring into Sylvia’s eyes.


“I don’t know what your problem is—maybe you’re crazy or something. But I’m telling you right now, if you’ve done anything to my brother, I am going to kill you.”


She’d never said anything like this before, but now it came out quite naturally, with force and conviction. She was so angry that all she could see was Sylvia’s face. Her stomach was knotted and she actually felt a burning in her middle, as if there were a glowing fire there.


“Now,” she said, “are you going to tell me what happened to him? ”


Sylvia sighed, spoke quietly. “No.”


Before Maggie quite knew she was doing it, she had reached out and grabbed the front of Sylvia’s green Gore-Tex jacket with both hands.


Something sparked in Sylvia’s eyes. For a moment, she looked startled and interested and grudgingly respectful. Then she sighed again, smiling faintly.


“And now you’re going to kill me?”


“Listen, you . . .” Maggie leaned in. She stopped.


“Listen to what?”


Maggie blinked. Her eyes were stinging suddenly. The smoke from the incense burner was rising directly into her face.


“You . . .”


I feel strange, Maggie thought.


Very strange. Dizzy. It seemed to come over her all at once. There was a pattern of flashing gray spreading across her vision. Her stomach heaved and she felt a wave of queasiness.


“Having a problem?” Sylvia’s voice seemed to come from far away.


The incense.


It was rising right in her face. And now . . .


“What did you do to me?” Maggie gasped. She reeled backward, away from the smoke, but it was too late. Her knees were horribly rubbery. Her body seemed to be far away somehow, and the sparkling pattern blinded her completely.


She felt the back of her legs come up against a bed. Then they simply weren’t supporting her anymore; she was slithering down, unable to catch herself with her useless arms. Her lips were numb.


“You know, for a moment there, I thought I might be in trouble,” Sylvia’s voice was saying calmly. “But I was wrong. The truth is that you’re just an ordinary girl, after all. Weak and powerless—and ordinary. How could you even think about going up against me? Against my people?”


Am I dying? Maggie wondered. I’m losing myself. I can’t see and I can’t move. . . .


“How could you come here and attack me? How could you think you had a chance at winning?” Even Sylvia’s voice seemed to be getting more and more distant. “You’re pathetic. But now you’ll find out what happens when you mess with real power. You’ll learn. . . .”


The voice was gone. There was only a rushing noise in an endless blackness.


Miles, Maggie thought. I’m sorry. . . .


Then she stopped thinking at all.





CHAPTER 4


Maggie was dreaming. She knew she was dreaming, and that was strange enough, but what was even stranger was the fact that she knew it wasn’t an ordinary dream.


This was something . . . that came from outside her, that was being . . . sent. Some deep part of her mind fumbled for the proper words, seething with frustration, even while the normal part of her was busy staring around her and being afraid.


Mist. Mist everywhere, white tendrils that snaked gracefully across her vision and coiled around her like genii that had just been let out of lamps. She had the feeling that there were dark shapes out in the mist; she seemed to see them looming out of the corner of her eye, but as soon as she turned they were obscured again.


Gooseflesh rose on Maggie’s arms. It wasn’t just the touch of the mist. There was a noise that made the hairs on the back of her neck tingle. It was just at the threshold of hearing, distorted by distance or something else, and it seemed to be calling over and over again, “Who are you?”


Give me a break, Maggie thought. She shook her head hard to get rid of the prickly feeling on her neck. This is just way too . . . too Gothic. Do I always have corny dreams like this?


But the next moment something happened that sent a new chill washing over her, this time one of simple, everyday alarm. Something was coming through the mist, fast.


She turned, stiffening. And then, strangely, everything seemed to change at once.


The mist began to recede. She saw a figure, dark against it, nothing more than a silhouette at first. For just an instant she thought of Miles—but the thought was gone almost as quickly as it came. It was a boy, but a stranger, she could tell by the shape of him and the way he moved. He was breathing hard and calling in a desperate voice, “Where are you? Where are you?”


So that was it. Not “Who are you,” Maggie thought.


“Where are you? Maggie! Where are you?”


The sound of her own name startled her. But even as she drew in a sharp breath, he turned and saw her.


And stopped short. The mist was almost gone now and she could see his face. His expression was one of wonder and relief and joy.


“Maggie,” he whispered.


Maggie stood rooted to the spot. She didn’t know him. She was positive she had never seen him before. But he was staring at her as if . . . as if she were the most important thing in the universe to him, and he’d been searching for her for years until he’d almost given up hope. She was too astonished to move as he suddenly erupted from stillness. In three long steps he was in front of her, his hands closing on her shoulders.


Gently. Not possessively. But as if he had the absolute right to do this, and as if he needed to convince himself she was real.


“It worked. I got through,” he said.


He was the most striking person she’d ever seen. Dark hair, a little rough and tousled, with a tendency to wave. Smooth fair skin, elegant bones. A mouth that looked as if it normally might be proud and willful, but right now was simply vulnerable.


And fearless, brilliant yellow eyes.


It was those eyes that held her, arresting and startling in an already distinctive face. No, she had never seen him before. She would have remembered.


He was a whole head taller than she was, and lithe and nicely muscled. But Maggie didn’t have a feeling of being overpowered. There was so much tender anxiety in his face, and something near pleading in those fierce, black-lashed golden eyes.


“Listen, I know you don’t understand, and I’m sorry. But it was so hard getting through—and there isn’t much time.”


Dazed and bewildered, Maggie latched onto the last sentence almost mechanically. “What do you mean—getting through?”


“Never mind. Maggie, you have to leave; do you understand that? As soon as you wake up, you get out of here.”


“Leave where?” Maggie was more confused than ever, not for lack of information, but because she was suddenly threatened by too much of it. She needed to remember—where had she gone to sleep? Something had happened, something involving Miles. She’d been worried about him. . . .


“My brother,” she said with sudden urgency. “I was looking for my brother. I need to find him.” Even though she couldn’t remember exactly why.
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