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“Suspense, conspiracy, intrigue, and Michaels’ unique brand of humor will keep her many fans
happy,” as the New York Times bestselling series continues (Booklist). The Sisterhood will not be
broken . . . It’s been a year and a half since the women of the Sisterhood received their
presidential pardons, but the freedom they craved has come at a high price. The impossibly
lucrative positions handed out to them by the mysterious Global Securities company have turned
out to be golden handcuffs—scattering them around the world, cutting off communication, and
leaving them in miserable isolation. But a happy homecoming at the old Virginia farmhouse is
marred by the hijacking of Nikki and Kathryn’s private jet. It seems their few fellow passengers
are not ordinary travelers—they’re an elite group of Interpol agents who urgently need the
Sisterhood’s help. Now the ladies face a stark choice: resume their vigilante status for one of
their most hazardous assignments yet or try to outwit a group of powerful adversaries willing to
use truly desperate measures. This time, everything is in the balance—their lives, their
friendship, and the freedom they fought so hard to gain . . . Series praise “Spunky women who
fight for truth, justice, and the American way.”—Fresh Fiction on Final Justice“Readers will enjoy
seeing what happens when well-funded, very angry women take the law into their own hands.”—
Booklist on Weekend Warriors“Delectable . . . deliver[s] revenge that’s creatively swift and sweet,
Michaels-style.”—Publishers Weekly on Hokus Pokus"Revenge is a dish best served with cloth
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light in the old farmhouse was on, it did nothing to dispel the gloom that seemed to shroud the
house and its two occupants. Fragrant peach candles flickered on the dinner table, the crystal
sparkled, and the delectable meal on fragile bone china sat basically untouched. Outside, a
summer rain pounded on the roof and battered the ancient smoky windows.“Myra, we need to
talk,” Charles said quietly.“Hmmm, yes, I suppose we do. What would you like to talk about,
Charles? It’s raining outside. I always hated thunder, but I hate lightning even more. But then, you
already know that, so there’s no point in discussing it. Dinner is wonderful.”“How would you
know? You haven’t touched a thing on your plate. Close your eyes, Myra, and tell me what’s on
your plate.”“Roast beef,” Myra snapped irritably.“Wrong! It’s pork tenderloin. You’ve always loved
pork tenderloin.”“I used to love a lot of things, Charles. I’m sorry. We should just have had
sandwiches and soup, or even just the soup.”“You wouldn’t have eaten that, either,” Charles
snapped in return.“What do you want me to say, Charles? I’m not trying to be difficult, it’s just
that…I miss my family. You know what else, Charles? I’m sorry we got those pardons. I was
happy on the mountain with the girls. I cry every time I think of them. I would give anything to
have yesterday back.”“That’s rather cavalier of you, Myra. The girls wanted their old lives back.
They didn’t want that outlaw life anymore. They wanted to get married and have families. Surely
you can’t fault them for that.”“Of course I don’t fault them for wanting their old lives back. I was
speaking for myself. It’s been a year and a half, Charles! Do not, I repeat, do not tell me to get a
hobby. I do not want a hobby.”“I never thought of knitting as a hobby, old girl. I’d love a hand-



knitted sweater.”“Then go to town and buy one! I am too old to learn to knit, and I have arthritis in
my fingers. Why are you deviling me like this? Why can’t you just let me be miserable?”“Because
I love you, that’s why. You’re starting to act the same way you did when Barbara died, and you’re
scaring me. I can’t go through that again, Myra, I just can’t.”“Oh, Charles, no, that isn’t going to
happen. I’ll get a handle on it, just give me some time. Just a little more time.”“Myra, a year and a
half is a lot of time. We need to make some decisions here. We need to join the living, to get on
with our lives. We can’t keep marking time like this.”“No one needs me these days, Charles. Not
even you. Somehow, you manage to keep busy helping the boys with Global Securities. There
are just too many hours in the day to fill. I now know how Annie felt. There’s nothing worse than
not being needed.“Those old, supposedly dear friends of mine from my other life have cut us
dead. Nellie spends almost all day in therapy for her two hip replacements, and even when she’s
home, she’s too tired to do anything but sleep. Pearl is out there somewhere doing her thing with
the underground railroad. I volunteered my services, and she said that if she needed me, she’d
call. Well, guess what, Charles, she hasn’t called once. I don’t want to be a pest where Lizzie
and her new baby are concerned. She and Cosmo are so happy, they don’t need me fussing
around them even though they said their door is always open to us.“I love it that Lizzie is just
doing consulting work these days, and Cosmo is just on call in case some emergency crops up.
They’re such wonderful parents to Little Jack.”“Speaking of Little Jack, tell me again why we
didn’t go to Lizzie’s baby shower at the White House?”“Because it would have stirred things up,
and I didn’t want to ruin Lizzie’s day. And it’s the same reason we didn’t go to Little Jack’s
christening. Isn’t it wonderful how Lizzie and Cosmo donated all the gifts to Babies Hospital and
to families who need all that baby gear? They’ve set up so many foundations for baby care, I
can’t count them anymore. I can’t wait for them to come back to town. Just a few weeks, and
we’ll get to see Little Jack again.”“You’re done with dinner, right?” Myra nodded. “Get your slicker.
I have something I want you to see. If you don’t come with me, I’m going to pick you up and carry
you. Move it, old girl!”Grumbling, Myra followed Charles out to the mudroom and donned her
slicker and Wellingtons. She held his hand as they made their way to the barn. Inside, light
blazed. The horses whickered softly at the intrusion. Somewhere deep in the barn, a dog
growled. “Be quiet, don’t make any fast moves or loud noises. Just stay with me.“It’s just me,
Charles, Little Lady. I’m coming in. Remember what I said, Myra. Look!”Myra looked down into a
mountain of straw where a warm blanket had been spread. “I don’t know what her name is or
even how she got here, but here she is with her newborn pups. I found them this morning. I call
her Little Lady—not that she’s little, because she isn’t.”“Ooooh, Charles!” Myra dropped to her
knees in front of a magnificent golden retriever, who eyed her warily. She made no move to touch
the mother or her pups. “Did you feed her, Charles?”“I did, and she gobbled it all down. I’d like to
bring her and the pups into the house if you don’t mind. You know, just to keep an eye on her. I
already called a vet, and he came out earlier this afternoon. Aside from being undernourished,
Little Lady is fine. He gave me some nutrients and vitamins to give her. Like I said, it will be a lot
easier to take care of them in the house.”“Of course it will, but you said we can’t touch them. How



will we get them into the house? Will Little Lady allow us to pick them up?”“I don’t know. I think
that’s up to you, Myra. She trusts me, but she doesn’t know you yet. You have to make friends.
Talk to her, see if she’ll let you pet her. Touch is very important, so be gentle.”“It’s so damp in
here, Charles. That can’t be good for the puppies. Find the wagon, the one we use to wheel in
firewood. If you lift Lady and put her and the pups in it, we can cover them with a tarp and scoot
right back to the house. We can build a fire in the living room even if it is July and make a bed for
all of them. That’s a good idea, isn’t it, Charles?”Charles beamed. “Splendid idea, old girl. Now
why didn’t I think of that?”“Because I’m a mother, and you aren’t,” Myra said as she stroked the
golden’s head. “I don’t think there’s anything more beautiful in the whole world than a new baby
or a new puppy or kitten. What are you waiting for, Charles, Little Lady is shivering.”Forty minutes
later, the air-conditioning in the house was turned off and a fire was blazing in the humongous
fireplace. Old, worn, soft blankets were spread close to the hearth but not too close, in case a
spark eluded the fire screen. Mother and pups were settled within minutes. A bowl of real food
was set out for Little Lady, who gobbled it down within seconds. When she was finished, she
used her snout to move the bowl away from the blanket, then she offered up her paw to Myra,
who dutifully shook it.“I think you have your family, old girl,” Charles said.Myra looked up at her
husband, her eyes misty with tears. “Whatever would I do without you, Charles? You always
make it come out right somehow. But what happens when these little creatures don’t need
me?”“An animal always needs a human, Myra. That’s a given. And for your help, you get undying
love and devotion. They’ll never leave you until it’s their time. Can you handle that?”Something
sparked in Myra’s eyes. “I’m a mother, Charles, and mothers can handle anything that comes
their way.”Charles turned away to hide his smile. “Well then, there you go. If you have the
situation under control, I think I’ll head back to the kitchen to clean up. And then I have some
work I need to finish. If you need me, just give a shout.”“Before you head down to the dungeons, I
could use some coffee. It’s going to be a long night, and I have a lot of stories to tell Little Lady,
so she’ll feel she belongs. She is ours, isn’t she?” Myra asked anxiously.“Damn straight she’s
ours, and so are those pups,” Charles said. He didn’t see any need to tell Myra the vet had
brought Little Lady and her pups out to the barn yesterday. He’d called ahead when Little Lady’s
elderly owner passed away two days ago and asked Charles to take the dog and her pups.
Sensing this was the solution to Myra’s problem, he’d jumped at the chance, hoping his few little
white lies to Myra would never come back to haunt him. He whistled now as he started to tidy up
the kitchen.It was so nice to have a family again.Three thousand miles away, Annie de Silva was
walking around the floor of the Babylon Casino. The customers ignored her as they feverishly
dropped money into the slot machines or plunked down chips at the tables. Not so the casino
staff. They imperceptibly straightened their shoulders, stood a little taller, their sharp-eyed gazes
wheeling around the floor like random ricochets. Everyone learned from day one that Annie de
Silva was hell on wheels, that she kicked ass and took names later. They learned it because
Annie de Silva herself told them so and warned each and every one of them not to bring it to a
test.From time to time she would stop at a table or slot machine and, if the customer seemed



amenable, strike up a conversation. She liked to know the people who frequented Babylon and
loved hearing the nice things they said about the establishment she and Fish owned. She
especially loved the seniors who came on bus trips for the free luncheons and the twenty-five
dollars in chips her people handed out. The business never made any money on the little
groups, but the casino counted on the goodwill the program generated.As she ambled about the
floor, Annie’s mind wandered. How much longer was she going to keep doing this? It was so old
hat that she could do it in her sleep, and the thrill had been gone for a long time now. She felt her
eyes start to burn as she thought about Myra and the girls, and wondered if they felt at loose
ends the way she did.She was sick and tired of lying to Myra and the girls about how happy she
was, that she loved working in the casino and being with Fish. Well, she did sort of love being
with Fish, more or less, but she was just as happy when he took off for days, sometimes weeks,
at a time to work for Global Securities. Plus, she was starting to think there was something a little
screwy where that organization was concerned. Well, one of these days she’d figure it out, but
not right this moment. Homecomings with Fish were rather nice but a real letdown at times, too.
The bloom, if there had ever been one, was definitely off the rose these days. There just wasn’t
one damn thing about this new life of hers that was exciting or spontaneous. Not a single damn
thing.Sad to say, owner or not, the staff here at Babylon merely tolerated her, and that was the
bottom line. It was time to take a crack at sticking her nose into the Post. Maggie probably
wouldn’t like it, but then, Maggie was expendable, just like everyone else. Annie owned the
damn paper. She’d stay just long enough to stir up some trouble, screw things up, then take off
for other parts. That was her life these days.Annie stopped now where a gaggle of seniors were
arguing over the slot machines. She sat down on one of the chairs and listened to the heated
exchange. Half of the group wanted to cash in the chips for money so they could put it toward
something or other at the group home they lived in, and the other half wanted to play with
it.Annie looked enough like some of the members that she felt she could stick her nose into their
business and offer some advice. Without stopping to think, she started to chat up one of the
women with a tart tongue who wanted to cash in the chips.“Before you make a decision,” Annie
said to the sharp-tongued woman, “you should all play the only slot machine on the floor that
actually takes a chip.” She craned her neck to see that machine, standing apart from all the
others. The bells and whistles emanating from it were earsplitting. She pointed to it and watched
all the little old ladies and stoop-shouldered men staring at it. One of the men, who claimed to
have exceptional eyesight, bellowed that it cost ten dollars a turn. His partner with two hearing
aids shouted that the jackpot was $1.8 million.These startling declarations started a whole new
round of arguing. “We have to pay tax on it if we win!”“What would we do with all that
money?”“We could prepay our own funerals so our kids don’t get stuck with the bills.”“How will
we get all that money back to Culpepper, Virginia, without getting mugged?”“Then everyone will
want to be our new best friends and borrow money from us.”“Who’s going to manage the
money?”Annie wanted to swat all of them. “Come along, ladies and gentlemen, you can watch
me play. I’ll warm up the machine for you.”“Who did you say you were again?” someone



asked.“I’m a gambling addict,” Annie said cheerfully, leading the way to the machine that
promised untold riches. Cell phone to her ear, Annie whispered instructions, then quickly turned
off her phone. She looked upward and nodded in slow motion to the unseen eyes that saw
everything that went on down below.“Hit it!” the man with two hearing aids bellowed. Annie hit it
with a chip from her pocket. Nothing happened. “Bummer,” the man said.Annie dropped another
forty dollars before she turned the machine over to the members of the group home. Another
hassle ensued as each of them kicked in a dollar. With two dollars to spare, it was decided that
the group had to sign off on a scrap of paper that if they won, the money would be divided
equally. Everyone signed their name, but it didn’t solve the problem of the extra two dollars.
Annie settled it by snatching the twelve dollar bills and shoving them in her pocket. She handed
out two ten-dollar chips.By this time, to Annie’s dismay, a small group started to form around the
famous slot machine as the seniors started to argue again about who was going to press the
button that might or might not make them rich. “You all need to just shut up for one minute here!”
Annie screeched to be heard over the bells and whistles. “You!” she said, pointing to a mousy
little lady wearing a shawl and carrying a string bag. The lady stepped forward and flexed her
fingers.“Shouldn’t we say a prayer or bless ourselves or something?” the man with two hearing
aids queried.“Absolutely!” Annie said through clenched teeth. She wished she was sitting in an
office at the Post writing a grisly story about something or other, one that would win her a
Pulitzer Prize.The mousy lady dropped the chip into the slot and pressed the button.“Well, so
much for that!” someone groaned.“You still have one more chip!” Annie shouted.The mousy lady
flexed her fingers, sucked in her breath, and pressed the red button.Pandemonium broke loose
as Annie backed off and headed away from the fast-approaching crowd descending on the
famous slot machine.Annie’s private cell phone rang. She clicked it open and drawled, “Yes?”“I
heard what you just did, Countess de Silva!”“I bet you did. What are you going to do about it,
Fish? Not that I give a tinker’s damn what you think.”“Nothing. I just wanted you to know I know.
And to tell you I won’t be home until next week.”“I’m fed up with this place. But I have to tell you,
that was the best and worst ten minutes of my time since I’ve been here. I’m going to
Washington tomorrow.”“You gonna screw up the paper now?”“I am. I’m going to write op-ed
pieces, cover the crap no one else wants, then I’ll move on to exposés and win a Pulitzer, and by
the time they kick me out, it will be time to come back here and start all over again. I-am-bored,
Fish!”Fish laughed. “You could start planning our wedding.”Annie started to sputter, but Fish
clicked off in midsputter.Maggie Spritzer sat behind her desk and thought about going home, but
she really didn’t want to do that. The house in Georgetown was empty, with only Ted’s cats,
Mickey and Minnie, in residence. She’d moved them into her house while Ted was away working
for Global Securities. God, how she missed him.She looked down at the ring on her left hand,
then at the new acrylic nails she’d had put on once she kicked the very bad habit of chewing her
nails. She hated the nails because they interfered with the keyboard when she was typing. She
even had a French manicure that she had to keep up with, which also irritated her. The only
alternative was to stop wearing the ring, remove the acrylic nails, and go back to the hateful



habit of chewing her nails.Maggie’s door opened, and her secretary stuck her head in. “If you
don’t need me for anything, Maggie, I’d like to leave a little early.”Maggie roused herself enough
to reply. “No, go ahead—things are quiet, it’s summer, no news, politicians are going on recess,
and we’re good. Sometimes I like it when nothing is going on in this damn crazy city. I’m thinking
of leaving myself. See you in the morning.” She waved listlessly before the secretary closed the
door.Maggie looked down again at the sparkling ring on her finger and her beautifully polished
nails. They weren’t the only thing that was new in her life these days. She was no longer
obsessed with food; her metabolism had somehow magically fallen back into the normal range.
She wasn’t sure how she felt about that, because there were days when she barely ate at all.
“Crap!” she said succinctly.Maggie heaved herself to her feet, looked around for her lightweight
suit jacket, kicked off her heels, and slipped her feet into Velcro-strapped sneakers that she
didn’t bother to fasten. Maybe when she got home she’d putter in the weed-filled garden or go
for a run. She knew in her gut she probably wouldn’t do either of those things. She’d pour herself
a glass of wine and park her butt in front of the television set and watch one of the twenty-four-
hour news channels until she dozed off for a few hours. Result, she’d be sleepless the rest of the
night. “Crap!” she said again.Maggie turned off the lights and closed the door just as she heard
the ping of the elevator. She looked up in time to see Annie de Silva step out and look around.
She dropped her bag and ran squealing to greet Annie. “Oh, my God! It really is you, Annie! I
can’t tell you how happy I am to see you! Oh, Annie, I missed you so,” she said, crushing the
older woman to her chest in an agonizing bear hug. She held her so tight, Annie had to gasp to
draw in any oxygen.“I don’t think I’ve ever had a greeting like that in my whole life. I’m happy to
see you, too,” Annie said, struggling to find the breath to get the words out.Maggie released her
grip and stood back, alarm bells sounding in her brain. “What’s wrong? Did something happen?
Why are you here? Tell me everything. Do you want to go in the office or go somewhere and get
something to eat? A drink? Everyone is okay, aren’t they? Oh, God, Annie, I missed you so
much. I miss everyone. Nothing is the same anymore. I…I just hate the way it is now.”Her
breathing back to normal, Annie wrapped her arm around the younger woman’s shoulder, and
said, “Tell me about it. Everything is fine, no problems. Let’s walk over to the Squires’ Pub and tie
one on. By the way, I decided to try my hand at running the paper. That’s one of the reasons I’m
here.”“Do you know anything about running a newspaper, Annie?”“No, but I can learn. I didn’t
know anything about running a casino, either, but I learned as I went along. The best thing you
can say about that is, they can’t fire the owner. I’ll stay here just long enough to screw things up,
then I’ll find something else to do. I promise not to get in your way.”They were outside by then,
the heat like a furnace after the air-conditioning inside the building.“I forgot how hot it is here. It’s
hot in Vegas, but it’s a dry heat. You can keep this humidity,” Annie grumbled. “I like your
nails.”Maggie wiggled her fingers. “I hate the maintenance. You have to go every two weeks to
get them filled in. They show off the ring.” A second later, Maggie burst into tears.“That bad,
huh?”“Yeah, it’s that bad. I can’t get a handle on anything anymore. Every day is like the day
before, and nothing is going on. I feel as if I’m just marking time. Before…well, before I just



thrived. Life was a constant challenge. I never knew from one minute to the next what was going
to happen. Now I can tell you what’s going to happen seventy-two hours in advance. Nothing.”
She sniffled. “Absolutely nothing.”“I know exactly how you feel. Yesterday I gave away one point
eight million dollars to some seniors from a group home. I let them win it. That’s why I’m here—
figured it was time to get the hell out of Dodge. Fish was on the horn the minute the slot paid off. I
really don’t like him much anymore.”“You didn’t! Wow! Do you have someone else on the
string?”“I did. I’m not sorry, either. No, on someone else on the string. That’s what I meant about
screwing up. It should give you some idea of what I can do to the paper.”“I’ll keep my eye on you,”
Maggie said, dabbing at her eyes. “Okay, we’re here. Are we drinking or eating? We can drink all
night, and my driver will pick us up and carry us to the car and take us home. It’s like win-win. I
have never been really, really drunk. Have you, Annie?” Maggie asked fretfully.“A time or two,”
Annie drawled. “Let’s play it by ear, dear.”They gave their order to a snappy little waitress
dressed in shorts and a bolero top.“The food isn’t even here and I can hear my arteries snapping
shut,” Annie said peevishly, referring to the everything-loaded hot dogs, french fries, and onion
rings. And the margaritas.“We’ll eat pomegranates tomorrow, and the seeds from them will flush
out our arteries,” Maggie said.“Is that true?” Annie asked.“I read it in the Post. We printed it in our
health section, so it has to be true.” Maggie laughed.Four margaritas later, Maggie started to cry.
“I miss Ted and Espinosa, Annie. I miss the girls. Myra doesn’t leave the farm; she said all her old
friends thumb their noses at her. That made me so mad, I did a piece on climbing socialites and
friendships that brought in so much mail I had to hire people to read it. Then I did another piece
on all the boards and foundations Myra used to sit on, all the monies she pledged, and how,
after she was treated like a pariah by these same climbing socialites, she withdrew all the
pledges. The amount of money was staggering, and it brought another avalanche of mail. It was
all I could do, Annie.”“I know, dear. If I’m not too hungover, I’m going out to the farm tomorrow to
surprise Myra and Charles,” Annie said, holding up her glass for a refill.“Life is not fun anymore,”
Maggie boo-hooed. “I don’t mean life should be fun, but fun has its place. I am bored out of my
mind.”Her eyes crossing, Annie had a hard time bringing her glass to her lips. She leaned
forward and whispered, “It was the danger, dear. We all thrived on the danger, and we liked
pitting our wits against all those crazy alphabet-soup groups that run this damn town. I heard the
FBI has had so many screwups since Bert left that they had to ask Elias to come in and help
them out. He, of course, pleaded ill health and told them they were on their own. I had a good
laugh over that when I heard about it. Supposedly, they are revamping the entire Bureau.”“Do
you care, Annie?”“No-I-do-not!” Annie said emphatically.“I think we should go home, Annie. I
have to feed the cats. Good thing my driver is number three on my speed dial because I can’t
see the numbers to dial.”“Well, don’t look at me, dear. Just do your best. This has been a very
interesting evening, don’t you think?”“I hope we remember it tomorrow, Annie.”“You have a point,
dear.”Chapter 2Myra blinked, then blinked again when she saw the fur on the back of Little
Lady’s neck stand on end. She shivered at the low growl deep in the golden’s throat. Someone
was approaching the house! She ran to the security monitor in the kitchen, Little Lady on her



heels. A car was approaching the electronic gates, an arm outstretched to press in the security
code. Friend? Foe? So few people had the code, it almost had to mean a friend. “Shhh, let’s wait
and see who it is. I’m sure Charles can see the monitor in the war room.” Little Lady made a
sound deep in her throat again, but she remained still at Myra’s side.Myra marveled that, in less
than twenty-four hours, Little Lady had appointed herself Myra’s protector. She smiled. It was the
mother in the golden, ready to protect and do battle. She leaned down and hugged the beautiful
dog.Myra heard the high-pitched whine of a powerful foreign car as it raced through the gates
and skidded to a stop. The door swung open to reveal a pair of legs whose feet were encased in
rhinestone cowgirl boots. Annie did love those boots. Myra burst out laughing as she thrust open
the door and raced out to the compound to greet her lifelong friend, Little Lady right behind her.
“My God, Annie, what took you so long?” she said, crushing her friend to her so tightly that Annie
gasped for air.“That bad, eh?” Annie finally managed to say.“Worse,” Myra said, refusing to let
Annie out of her embrace. She finally let go when Little Lady barked, a signal she wanted to be
introduced. Myra obliged. “This is Little Lady. She is the new mother of four adorable pups, who
are sleeping at the moment. It’s a long story, Annie. I am so glad to see you. There are no words
to tell you how glad. A telephone call once a month isn’t what we agreed to, Annie. I know you
couldn’t wait to get out into the world, so you could set it on fire, but I thought…I wanted…
expected…Oh, hell, Annie, I just plain old missed you. Come on, let’s go inside and get out of
this heat.”Little Lady stepped back and barked, then stepped forward and held out a paw, which
Annie dutifully shook. She ruffled the fur on the back of the big dog’s neck. “She’s gorgeous,
Myra. I can’t wait to see the puppies.”Linking her arm with Annie’s, Myra led the way to the
kitchen door. The new mother barreled through the door and headed straight to the pen Charles
had fashioned in the living room for the newborns. “Come along, Annie. Little Lady is just like all
new mothers. She wants to show off her offspring. Two boys and two girls. I’m relying on what
Charles said, and you know how he knows everything. So, two boys and two girls. Be effusive,
Annie.”Annie dropped to her knees and peered at the four little balls of fur all nestled together.
Her eyes misted with tears as she looked at the big dog and said in a choked voice, “They’re too
beautiful for words, Little Lady. You take good care of them, you hear?” She held out her arm for
Myra to pull her to her feet.Both women watched as Little Lady stepped into the pen and lay
down. “Her world is right side up, so we can go into the kitchen now. Do you want coffee, tea, a
soft drink?”“Hell, no, Myra. I want a drink.”“Name your pleasure, my friend. By the way, that’s a
pretty fancy set of wheels you arrived in.”“Bourbon on the rocks, and I’m test-driving the car. I
don’t know yet if I want to buy it or not. It’s built for speed, and I’m all about speed these
days.”“You don’t say,” Myra drawled as she poured bourbon into two squat glasses and added
ice cubes. “Is this a social drink, or are we going to get schnockered?“Let’s just take it one drink
at a time, Myra. Talk to me, tell me things,” Annie said, clinking her glass against Myra’s. She
took a great gulp of the fiery liquid, her eyes watering.“Annie! See that dog in there? That’s my
life. I am in such a funk I can’t function. Charles rags on me constantly. I have never been at such
loose ends. I can’t sleep. I argue with Charles over nothing. My friends…well, the less we say



about them the better. Your turn. Tell me about the trail you blazed when you left the mountain. I
want to hear everything. Don’t leave a thing out.”“Everything?” Annie said as she finished off her
drink.Myra poured again. “Everything.”Annie sucked in her breath and let it out with a loud
swoosh of sound. “Well, when Fish picked me up at the airport in Raleigh, and we don’t need to
discuss the fact that I was headed back to the mountain in Spain, we went to Vegas to get ready
for a surprise trip. That didn’t happen for a week because Jellicoe needed him for something or
other, so I hung out in the penthouse till he got back. I have a hate on for that man—Jellicoe, that
is. The surprise was a trip to Tahiti. It was wonderful.“In my quest to set the world on fire, I had
this vision of myself as a smoking-hot babe, so I took it to the casino floor, picked up one of the
employees, and went on a three-day sex binge. You know, to get myself ready for Fish’s
return.”Myra gaped at her friend and somehow managed to say, “Continue.”Annie sampled her
second drink. “I think it’s safe to say I got out of Vegas by the skin of my teeth. I did manage to
create a bit of havoc during the year and a half I was there. No one but me seemed to think my
ideas were any good,” she sniffed. “That didn’t stop me, made me more determined to leave my
mark.” Defensiveness rang in Annie’s voice when she said, “I own half the joint, Myra. By the
way, before I forget or get too drunk to mention it, I read in the paper on the plane that there’s a
bike rally going on in Florida next week for the benefit of the Juvenile Diabetes Foundation. I
thought you and I could go, make a nice donation, and get out of this rut we’re in. What do you
say? Do you want to go with me?”“Absolutely I want to go. What…what ideas did you have,
Annie?”“I wanted to tone down the outfits the cocktail waitresses wore. They fought me. Skin
sells, did you know that, Myra? Their outfits coincide with their tips. To prove my point, I duded
up and went out on the floor. I made sixteen dollars for a six-hour shift. The girls average four to
five hundred per shift. I had to back down.”“It’s okay to retreat now and then, Annie. You were
new to the game. How could you possibly know how a place works and the rules they have right
off the bat?”“That’s very kind of you to say, Myra. I fired a lot of people.”“I’m sure they deserved to
be terminated,” Myra said soothingly.“The staff lived in fear of me, Myra. I mean that. The minute
they saw me they cringed. It was like, ‘Oh, shit, here she comes.’ I did not like that one little bit. I
initiated work-related fireside chats that the staff slept through. Everyone more or less loves
Fish, but he hasn’t been there too much with all the work the boys have been piling on him. He
thrives in a crisis, and there’s always a crisis somewhere. I was left to my own devices, so I
started trouble. What would you have done, Myra?” Annie asked, peering across the table at her
friend.“I would have done the same thing,” Myra said spiritedly. “Is there more?”Annie looked
down into her empty glass, then at Myra’s glass. Taking the hint, Myra upended hers. “A
little.”“Well, spit it out, Annie.”“They said I was too generous with the seniors who come to the
casino by the busload. Too many freebies. I thought there weren’t enough. We locked horns. I
fired the lot of the dissenters.”“Good for you! Seniors need all the help they can get, and they
also deserve to have fun. I would have fired them, too.”“Well, we did have a slight employment
problem after that. It was…eventually solved.”“How?”“I just went to the other casinos and pirated
their people by offering to pay them double. It wasn’t one of my smartest moves. I will admit to



that.”“Lesson learned,” Myra said, pouring from the bottle. “Do you have more to share?”“Well,
there was this…incident. I was told, mind you, the key word here is told. I have absolutely no
recollection of the…incident, but they said I showed my tattoo on the casino floor. At twelve thirty-
six on New Year’s Eve. New Year’s Day, to be precise.“Oh, Annie! Do you think you did
that?”“Hell, yes, Myra. I was nuts back then. I decided to mend my ways, so I went out to the
desert to see Rena Gold and visit the Institute. I wanted to be a volunteer. You remember the
place down the road from Fish’s place? The one we hid out in that had all the rattlesnakes. Well,
I lasted a week. They said I was too aggressive. So, with my tail between my legs, I went back to
the casino. Where just the day before yesterday I had the guys rig a slot so this group of seniors
could win a big jackpot. Fish was on the phone minutes after the group hit it. I knew all hell was
going to break loose, so I split, and here I am. Myra, I have never been so miserable in my
life.”“Join the club, my friend.” Myra reached across the table to take Annie’s hands in her own.
“I’m in the same place you are. I am bored out of my mind. When Charles isn’t around, I cry. I
miss the girls, I miss the mountain. I miss all of our missions. My God, Annie, what happened to
us?”“We got old. We can’t accept change. No one needs us. At least you had the good sense to
get a dog. You have to take care of a dog. The dog depends on you. I don’t even have a
dog.”“But…we have Charles and Fish, so in a way that doesn’t compute,” Myra said.“Myra, they
don’t need us. They can function on their own. We’re talking about causes and missions where
we used to make a difference. No matter what you say, we got off on taking matters into our own
hands and making things right. I wish to hell those damn pardons had never come through.
There, I said it!” Annie cried.“Oh, Annie, I just said the same thing yesterday to Charles. He said
he understood, but he doesn’t. He’s a man. So now what?”“I checked in at the Post. I’m going to
take a stab at screwing that up. You want to help me? You can bring the dogs along. We’ll each
have an office, and we can text back and forth. We can take turns walking the dogs and writing
editorials that will set Washington on its ear! The best part is, no one can fire us.”Myra started to
laugh and couldn’t stop. Finally, gasping for breath, she said, “Let’s go for a walk and work off
this liquor.”Annie grabbed the bottle of bourbon and headed for the door. The two old friends
walked aimlessly around the farm, stopping from time to time to sip from the bottle.Charles, a
frown building between his brows, watched the women as they walked toward the barn. He felt
an itch settle itself between his shoulder blades. Then he shivered.With the sun beating down on
their heads and necks, Myra and Annie headed straight for the barn, where they walked the
entire length of it, stroking the horses and speaking softly to them as they walked along. The
barn cats clustered around their legs, purring loudly. Myra led the way to where Charles had left
two bales of hay near the door. The women settled themselves.“So, Annie dear, what part of
your dissertation was true and which part was false?”Annie laughed, but to Myra’s ears it
sounded forced. “Sad to say, Myra, it’s all true.”“Fish?”“Fish is…I don’t know, something is off-key
there. I care for him a great deal. No, let’s just say I more or less like him. He would like to get
married, but I am not ready for marriage. I doubt I’ll ever be ready. I don’t know…I think…the
second time around someone always gets cheated. I loved my husband heart and soul. I meant



it when I said to death do us part. I know he meant it, too. I think he would be okay with Fish. I say
think. I’m not sure if I know he would be okay. That…ah…one episode, I’m not sure if I regret it or
it was just not for me, no one else. I was trying to prove something to myself. Whatever it was, it
didn’t work. I’m still not sure about that tattoo episode, either. It’s all negative, Myra. That’s my
life, a sackful of negatives. Except for Fish; he’s a negative with a little plus sign. I have to be
honest, I think he’s getting fed up with me, and I know I’m getting fed up with him. I wasn’t like
this on the mountain. On the mountain, my adrenaline pumped daily. I looked forward to getting
up in the morning and never wanted to go to bed at night. I counted for something up there. We
all did. It’s gone now, and, goddamn it, Myra, I want it back. Do you hear me, I want it back. And
another thing. If you think that dog back at the house, and her pups, is your answer, then you are
crazier than I am. We aren’t crazy, are we, Myra?” she asked fretfully.Myra burst into tears. Annie
followed suit.“You never called, Annie. Maybe once a month.”“Because I would have started to
blubber the minute I heard your voice. You didn’t call, either. Why?”“For the same reason. We
have to get a life, Annie. It’s been a whole year and a half. Look at us. We haven’t moved forward
one step. We’ve regressed. Even I know that is totally unacceptable. Do you see Lizzie much
when she’s in Vegas?”“No. She invited me to dinner one night, and I went. The baby was about
two months old. She let me hold him. All I did was cry, so I left and never went back. He is a
gorgeous little boy, Myra. How many times did you see him when she was here?”“Twice. But he
was asleep the second time. Lizzie and Cosmo have their own lives now. That’s the way it should
be. I didn’t want to intrude. I didn’t go to the christening or the shower at the White House. I
thought…well, it doesn’t matter what I thought. I hope Lizzie understands.”“Do the girls call you,
Myra?”“About like you did, Annie. Do you think they’re happy?”Annie upended the bottle of
bourbon, took a slug, and passed it on to Myra, who drank deeply. “I would think so. They have
their lives, and they scattered to the four winds. I can’t believe they forgot about us so quickly. It
hurts so damn bad, Annie, I want to cry.”“You are crying, Myra. Are we saying our girls are
ungrateful little shits?”Myra pondered the question. “Yes, Annie, I think so. I tried to be fair in my
heart. They have husbands and lovers who travel the globe with the girls at their sides. At this
point, I am not even sure who is married and who isn’t other than Nikki and Yoko. Then there is
the time difference in different parts of the globe. The worst part was when none of them came
for Christmas. You didn’t come either, Annie. You all broke my heart that day. Charles and I
worked so hard to make it all festive. We decorated and shopped and cooked till we were worn
out, and the only guest on Christmas day was Elias. Nellie was recovering, so she couldn’t
come. It was one of the worst days of my life.”Annie sniffed and blew her nose. Then she sniffed
again. “Did you know Yoko has had two miscarriages? I think it’s a rotten shame no one saw fit to
tell us.”“No, I didn’t know. How did you find out? That’s awful. Harry and Yoko would make
wonderful parents. Where are they? Do you know?”“Maggie told me last night when I stopped at
the paper. They were in Israel. It’s that Jellicoe thing. Harry goes to train the troops or whatever.
Maggie said she thinks they’re back at the dojo, but she isn’t sure. Said no one answers the
phone. She thinks they came back because Yoko was so depressed about the miscarriages,



and if she got pregnant again, she wanted it to be here in the States. Because Yoko said she
wanted to have her baby in Washington. That’s all I know.”“That has to mean they’re all in touch
with Maggie but not us. What does that tell you, Annie? I don’t believe this!” Myra burst into tears
again. This time she reached for the bottle and took a healthy gulp. Her throat burning, tears
flowing down her cheeks, she said, “Yoko needs a mother figure in her life right now if all that is
true. I think we both qualify for that role, Annie. This is unforgivable.”“You’re right, it is
unforgivable.”The bottle changed hands again. “Where do you think Maggie stands, Annie?”“I
don’t have a clue. She seemed really happy to see me last night. And she didn’t get upset when I
told her I was going to work at the paper. What could she say? I own the damn place. She’s been
calling regularly to check in. She said she did her best to help you when all your friends shut you
out. But something was off-key. I had the feeling something is wrong somewhere, and she’s
trying to deal with it.”“She did try to help. She really went out on a limb when she published what
she called her personal scoop on all those charities. I adore Maggie.”“Maggie feels as lost as
you and I, and she doesn’t know what to do about it. We both cried a bit. Myra, do you think it’s
even remotely possible that the girls were waiting for us to get in touch with them? Like they
were taking their cues from us? We did moan and groan about those pardons and what we were
going to do with our lives. Is it possible, Myra?”Myra upended the bottle and gulped. “Anything is
possible, I suppose. What do you think, Annie?”“I would like to believe it. If it’s true that Harry and
Yoko are back at the dojo, all we have to do is pop in and see what’s going on.”“I’m seeing two of
you, Annie.”Annie laughed. “Ha! I can’t even see one of you!”The cats circling the bales of hay
purred as they did their best to rub up against the women’s legs.“The bottle’s empty,” Annie
said.“So it is. When was the last time you slept in a barn, Annie?”“When I was ten years old. I
loved it. It made me feel so grown up at the time.”“We’re all grown up now, Annie. And we’re old
in the bargain.”“Stop raining on our parade, Myra.”“How long are you staying, Annie?”“Until I get
tired of causing trouble.”“That long, huh?”“Maybe longer.”Myra laughed as she teetered toward
an empty stall, Annie and a string of cats behind her.Chapter 3The sun was just creeping over
the horizon when Myra opened her eyes to see her farm foreman staring down at her. Her mouth
felt as if she had just swallowed a pint of glue. She struggled to sit up. “Good morning, Mr.
Jackson.”“Miss Myra, is everything all right?”“I don’t know yet, Mr. Jackson, I just woke up.” Out
of the corner of her eye she saw the empty bourbon bottle and Annie sleeping peacefully. The
barn cats appeared and eyed the three of them warily. A second later, with the help of her
foreman, Myra was on her feet.“Wake up, Annie. It’s a whole new day, and I do think we have
things to do. Annieee!!!!”“What? What? Is the barn on fire! Stop screaming, Myra! What things
do we have to do?”Myra was busy picking straw out of her hair and off her clothes as the
weathered, cranky foreman reached down to pull Annie to her feet. “Take this with you,” he
grumbled. “And don’t be littering up my barn,” he added, holding out the bourbon bottle.The
warm summer morning greeted them with open arms as the two women made their way to the
farmhouse. “I slept like a baby,” Annie said as she brushed at the straw covering her clothes.“A
quart of bourbon will do that to you,” Myra snapped.“You drank half of it,” Annie snapped back.



“Let’s not do that again for a long time.”“That’s what you said when we got those damn tattoos on
our asses,” Myra said.“Myra, that was forever ago. Are you always cranky this early in the
morning?”“When I sleep in a barn I am. How are we going to explain this to Charles?”Annie
stopped in her tracks and almost stepped on one of the cats. “Do you have to explain your
actions to Charles? Well! Who knew you were such a wuss, Myra Rutledge Martin Sutcliffe, or
whatever the hell your married name is.”“And you think I’m cranky? Ha!”The screen door banged
shut behind the two women. Little Lady was the first to greet them. She nuzzled Myra’s leg, then
Annie’s, before she held up a paw in greeting.“She’s been out and fed, ladies. Good morning!
Did you sleep well?” Charles asked cheerfully.“We did, dear, thank you for asking.” Myra plopped
the empty bourbon bottle down on the counter, her eyes defying Charles to comment. He
didn’t.“I’ll wait breakfast for you ladies while you shower. I thought we would have banana
macadamia nut pancakes with melted butter and banana syrup, with a side order of Canadian
bacon.”“That certainly sounds better than a bran muffin with decaf coffee,” Annie said. “I hate
bran; it makes your stomach expand and growl, and you get gas.”“Thank you for sharing that,
Annie.”“It’s a standard breakfast in Las Vegas. All I said was, I don’t care for it. I can’t wait,
Charles.” And off she went to the staircase at the far end of the kitchen that led to the second
floor.“Is there anything you’d like to share this morning, my love?”“No, Charles, there isn’t. I’ll be
down in half an hour. It looks like it is going to be a nice day, doesn’t it? Annie and I are going to
go into town to see Maggie. Do you mind?”Charles’s eyes twinkled. “And if I did?”“Too bad,” Myra
called over her shoulder as she made her way to the staircase.The moment Myra was out of
sight, Charles’s fist shot in the air. “Yessss.” This was the Myra he knew and loved. Thank God for
Annie’s visit. It was just what Myra needed to jolt her out of her funk.Upstairs, the two women
talked back and forth as they prepared for the new day.“Annie, I told Charles we were going to
town to meet up with Maggie. Did I dream that, or did we really make plans to do that?”“I can’t
remember, Myra. It does sound like a plan, though. This might be a good time to tell you I
suspect Maggie has a secret. Well, maybe it isn’t a secret, but I had the feeling she was holding
back on something. It might have to do with her and Ted, but then again, she might be onto
something and just isn’t ready to share. By the way, she doesn’t chew her nails anymore, and
she has those acrylic things. Her ring is beautiful, and the nails really show it off. She gets
French manicures these days.”“That’s interesting,” Myra yelled as she stepped into the shower.
When she got out ten minutes later, she said, “Let’s not mention your suspicions to Charles,
okay?”“Okay.”Dressed in summer linen and sandals and smelling like a flower garden, Annie and
Myra descended the steps. Little Lady appeared out of nowhere, circled them, sniffed them,
then woofed her approval before she trotted back to her babies.Charles whistled appreciatively
as the two women seated themselves at the kitchen table, shook out their napkins, and waited to
be served.Conversation consisted of the weather, with a possible pop-up storm later in the day;
the condition of Charles’s vegetable garden, which was nowhere near as wonderful as the one
Yoko had on the mountain; falling gas prices; and his decision to write his memoir that would
never get published but was something to do during his off-hours.Breakfast over, Charles said,



“Since you ladies are dressed so elegantly, I will do the cleanup today. If you’d like to sit out on
the patio, I can bring your coffee to you.”“Then we’ll have full bladders on the ride to Washington.
One must be cognizant of such things at our age, Charles. Thanks, but no thanks,” Annie said.
Myra rolled her eyes, and Charles just grinned. Annie was so entertaining, even this early in the
morning.Outside, Annie pointed to the flashy car she had arrived in. “What do you think, Myra,
should I buy it?”“It certainly is sleek-looking. What is it?”“A Lamborghini. I only took it to piss off
the salesman. I could see by the expression on his face that he thought a set of wheels like that
would be wasted on an old woman like me. And to add insult to injury, I don’t think he thought I
could pay for it. I even had to have my bank call the dealership and tell them I could afford it.
Myra, when that weasel came back, he had such respect for me, or should I say for my money,
that I wanted to punch him in the nose. I think I’ll take it back and tell him it doesn’t measure up to
my demanding standards. I do love it, though.”The gates opened, and Annie floored the gas
pedal. Myra was jolted backward. “This baby goes from zero to sixty in a second. Whatcha think,
Myra?”Holding on for dear life, Myra said, “I think you should get a Volvo station wagon. Slow
down, Annie.”Annie obliged. “You are so negative, Myra. I’m thinking I was built for speed. This is
speed!”“Yes, well, you thought you were a smoking-hot babe, too, and where did that get
you?”“Now, that is one thing you are never going to know. Some things are just way too personal
to share, and that’s one of them. I can tell you about it but not give details. Besides, you couldn’t
handle the details.”Somehow, Myra managed to look offended. She sniffed. “Details, Annie, do
not interest me.” Hoping to change the subject, she asked, “Do we have a game plan for
today?”Easily diverted, Annie replied, “Not really. I thought we’d play it by ear. Maggie did say
that in the summer, the paper pretty much runs itself. All the politicians head off for summer
recess, the socialites head for spas around the country, and there is no news to speak of. I think
we’re wide open. We could drive to Georgetown, check on Nikki’s house, drive out to where
Cosmo and Lizzie live part-time and check that out. Go to lunch and try to pick Maggie’s brain.
We could probably go to her house and just hang out. There is absolutely nothing to do in the
District in the summer; you know that as well as I do.”“I’m almost embarrassed to admit this,
Annie, but I have never been to the Post. I have no clue how a large newspaper works. If you plan
on working at the paper, doing whatever it is you were thinking about, it might be a good idea to
have some working knowledge of how the paper makes its way to the street.” At Annie’s grim
look, she added, “I’m just saying. You’re the one who said you screwed up at Babylon. With that
kind of track record, you should give this some thought.”Annie muttered something under her
breath that Myra was glad she couldn’t hear.“How fast are you going, Annie? People are looking
at us. Are you sure you didn’t steal this car?”“I am going seventy miles an hour when I should be
doing ninety-five in this vehicle. Not that I would ever drive that fast, mind you. The reason
people are staring at us is they are green with envy, because this set of wheels costs over two
hundred grand.” She ignored Myra’s gasp of shock and said, “No, I did not steal this car. I’ve
decided I don’t want it, and the price tag is outrageous. You’re right, I’m going to get a Volvo
station wagon, which means people will still look at us and think we’re stupid for driving such a



mundane vehicle.”Myra laughed. “I love you, Annie. Please, don’t ever change.”
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madrelobo, “just finished the 18th book in this series. and wonder why no one has seen what an
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supposed kidnapping. Am I missing subliminal messages? Otherwise, this story was one of the
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Ebook Tops Reader, “Not vigilantes anymore. They are the sisterhood. Another great book by
Me Michael's. I am so glad I have the opportunity to read them in succession, in stead of
waiting for them to come out.”

Marcia E. Mieritz, “Fun reading will put excitement in your life!. Love all Fern Michael's sisterhood
books! You just don't want to put them down. How this author comes up with so much to write
about, I'll never figure out. She is so prolific! And I feel that I've shared her adventures along the
way. Was introduced to this venue last November on vacation. Already I've read 24 of the
sisterhood books and can't put them down!”
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Just wish I had read them in order. If another one was written I would read it to. Just got to keep
up with the characters. You still to feel like you are friends with them.”

madamcyn1, “Sisterhood Series. part of the sisterhood series, about women taking control of
their lives.  well worth reading the whole series suspense in every one”



S. A. Cox, “Who's trying to kill the POTUS?. The Sisters and their men have been cut off from
each other as they work at their new jobs. Interpol, Scotland Yard, MI6, the FBI and Surete need
their help to find out what's going on with Hank Jellicoe, the former owner of Global Securities.
After much discussion and maneuvering, the Sisterhood is once again together. The team gets
down to business and tries to find out who the mole is. Someone is trying to kill POTUS but who
and why?”

Reba, “Must read. Fun to read”

Cathy M. Montgomery, “Loved it. Great series”

The book by Fern Michaels has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 1,406 people have provided feedback.



Language: English
File size: 2341 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 385 pages
Lending: Enabled
Simultaneous device usage: Up to 5 simultaneous devices, per publisher limits

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

