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These women play to win—even if they have to break some rules. From the #1 New York

Times bestselling author of Free Fall. The Sisterhood: a group of women from all walks of life

bound by friendship and a quest for justice. Armed with vast resources, top-notch expertise,

and a loyal network of allies around the globe, the Sisterhood will not rest until every wrong is

made right. Payback has its price, and the Sisterhood’s last assignment almost landed them in

jail. Now the women are fugitives with a bounty on their heads, but they’re not planning on

hiding out for long—not when good friends need the kind of help only they can give. Mitch

Riley, the ruthless assistant director of the FBI, intends to frame Cornelia “Nellie” Easter, the

judge who helped the Sisterhood evade prison, and their lawyer, Lizzie Fox, in order to save

his own career. He’s created a special task force to hunt the Sisters down. Mitch has the entire

FBI behind him, but he’s about to discover that he’s no match for seven formidable women with

an unbreakable bond and a wickedly cunning plan to bring the fight right to his door . . . 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

About the AuthorFERN MICHAELS is the USA Today and New York Times bestselling author

of the Sisterhood series, Mr. and Miss Anonymous, Up Close and Personal, and dozens of

other novels and novellas. There are over seventy million copies of her books in print. Fern

Michaels has built and funded several large day-care centers in her hometown, and is

apassionate animal lover who has outfitted police dogs across the country with special

bulletproof vests. She shares her home in South Carolina with her four dogs and a resident

ghost named Mary Margaret. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this

title.
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31EpilogueChapter 1If you had known the seven American women of the Sisterhood of

Revenge in their other life, the women sunning themselves might appear completely familiar.

But upon a second look, you might turn to your companions and say, “No, it’s not the American

Vigilantes; it’s not the Sisterhood. These women have a serenity, a certain jocularity about

them. Would vigilantes on the run be painting their toenails and lathering each other with

suntan lotion? No, no, these gals must be rich Americans on holiday. The American Vigilantes

are somewhere else, playing hide and seek with the authorities, waiting to strike again…. Who

knows where?”It was a glorious day with golden sunshine and balmy breezes. At first glance it

looked like a luncheon party of chattering young women sitting poolside, sipping fruity drinks

with little umbrellas. From time to time the women stopped talking just long enough to rub more

suntan lotion on as they waited for a lunch none of them would eat.From their perch high on

the mountain, their eyes were on the sparkling Mediterranean where District Attorney Jack

Emery and martial arts guru Harry Wong, mere dots on the water, were tussling with a

catamaran.Kathryn Lucas, former long-distance truck driver, sat up and wrapped her arms

around her knees. “I still can’t believe there’s a price on our heads. We’re wanted fugitives back

home. Every bounty hunter in the world will be coming after us one of these days, and here we

sit relaxing at the pool.”“Aha! But first they have to find us. What do you think the odds of that

are?” Alexis Thorn adjusted the wide-brimmed straw hat over her dark hair. “Even if one of

them gets lucky, we have sanctuary here on this mountaintop.”Nikki Quinn squirted coconut-

scented lotion into her hand. “We’re only granted sanctuary as long as we stay on top of this

mountain. The moment we go down the mountain, we’re fair game for anyone who thinks

they’re smart enough to take us down. Padre Messina will do his best to make sure that never

happens, but mistakes happen from time to time. As we all know.”“It’s such a small village, not

even a thousand people,” Isabelle Flanders said. “Any stranger will stand out like the proverbial

sore thumb. According to Charles, most of the villagers are related to the padre. Annie, and her

husband before her, have always taken care of them. She sends the older children off to

university, she keeps the church going, buys new fishing boats for the residents. She makes

sure all the houses are maintained, she sees to their health, pays the schoolteachers to teach

the little ones. She even hired a constable, a third cousin of the padre. The people love her.

They won’t let anyone up this mountain. That fact you can take to the bank. Plus, the padre will

ring the bell if a stranger appears in the village. There’s no way a stranger or anyone can get

up this mountain without help. I think we’re as safe as we can be.” Her voice turned ominous

sounding when she said, “At least for now.”Former flower shop owner Yoko Akia looked around

at her sisters. She was brown as a berry and almost as tiny. The others referred to her as a 90-

pound stick of dynamite because of her martial arts expertise. “There are hundreds of

electronic monitoring devices scattered around the mountain. I feel very safe here, safer than I

felt back in the States. I have enjoyed being here so much, and so has Harry, my love. I think

paradise must be like this,” she said, waving her arms at the profusion of sweet-smelling

flowers, the meadows of green grass, the umbrella-like trees and the pungent scent of pine

from the forest that carried on the breeze from time to time. “We have everything here…a

tennis court, this pool, gardens, excellent food from those gardens and from the villagers. We

will be learning new survival methods starting tomorrow. And”—she wagged one of her tiny

fingers—“we will be expanding our minds, although I know I will never be able to speak

German. It is too guttural sounding and my tongue will not work for the words.”The others

laughed.“Guess you aren’t going to sleep, then,” Kathryn said. “Charles is going to crack the



whip.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Do any of you think there’s a change in

Charles?”Isabelle whispered in return. “Of course there’s a change in him. He’s blaming himself

because we got caught. Thank God he had the presence of mind to prepare this place for us

ahead of time or we’d all be sitting in the slammer. Let’s just say Yoko’s mission was a bit out of

the ordinary and let it go at that. We’re here and we have to make the best of it. By the way,

Annie has me designing a new schoolhouse for the village. When I’m finished, I’m going to

design a small library.”Annie de Silva—who owned the monastery as well as the actual

mountain—and her longtime friend Myra Rutledge climbed out of the pool. Both donned terry

robes as they made their way across the terra-cotta patio that surrounded the Olympicsized

pool.“Did I hear my name mentioned?” Annie asked as she towel-dried her hair.“You did. We

were talking about the villagers and all you do for them,” Alexis said.“I love helping them.

They’re like my family. I want you to believe me when I tell you those villagers will protect us

with their lives. Are you girls homesick?”As one, the young women said, “No!”Myra sat down

next to Nikki and reached for her lotion. “I’m so glad. Charles, Annie and I have been worried

that you might want to go back and…and face the music.”Always the most verbal of the group,

Kathryn said, “Not in this lifetime. I do miss my truck at times. On the other hand, think about it,

what’s to miss? You’re all here. I have Murphy,” she said, patting the German Shepherd that

was always at her side. “Plus, the eats are great!” Kathryn was a lover of all food; fine food, bad

food, any kind of food.“Where are the boys?” Myra asked.“Playing with the catamaran,” Nikki

answered. “They wanted to check out the speedboats and the Jet Skis. Jack volunteered to

keep everything in shape. He likes Fernando, the young guy in charge of the upkeep of all the

watercraft. He’ll be going off to university in Madrid in the fall, so Jack asked him to teach him

about boats. He’s loving the experience. Harry is…what he’s doing is outfitting the boats with a

few special devices. They can hardly wait for those cigarette boats to be delivered.” Nikki

beamed as she peered over the top of her sunglasses.Annie leaned back in her patio chair.

“That was Charles’s idea. He said a cigarette boat can outrun any boat except another

cigarette boat. Drug runners use them all the time and the authorities never seem to catch

them. Fernando is going to teach all of you how to operate the boats. He’s a wonderful young

man and he grew up on the water.”“So, girls, what’s on your agenda for the rest of the day?”

Myra asked.Myra Rutledge, heiress to a Fortune 500 candy company, had formed the

Sisterhood a few years ago, back in the States, with the help of her adopted daughter, Nikki

Quinn, after her own daughter, Barbara, was killed by a drunken driver with diplomatic

immunity.Myra had thrown caution to the wind and enlisted Charles Martin’s help in finding

ways to help women who had fallen through the cracks of the justice system. Charles, an ex-

MI6 operative in service to Her Majesty, the Queen of England, had gone to the United States

to head up security for Myra’s company many years ago.In their youth, Myra, on a trip to

England with her family, met and fell in love with Charles. But duty called and Charles went on

assignment, and so Myra returned to the States…carrying a baby in her womb. What with the

world as uncertain as it was at the time, the lovers lost contact. Decades later Charles showed

up at Myra’s corporate offices in Virginia and they fell in love all over again.Given his vast

covert knowledge, his many contacts in the spy arena throughout the world and his political

savvy, Charles was able to make the underground organization of the Sisterhood run like

clockwork. Long ago, the sisters had ceased to question his methods, knowing only that if they

followed his orders to the letter, things would work out the way he planned. Among themselves

they continually said, “Charles can do anything.” And they believed it.Myra had once told them,

in secrecy, that Charles often called a friend—in the middle of the night, stateside time, early-

morning time in England—and referred to the person on the other end of the line as Lizzie. As



in Queen Lizzie. That alone had been enough to convince the sisters that Charles was

invincible.They knew they were breaking the law but they didn’t look at it that way. If justice

wasn’t served the first time around, then the second time around they served up the justice,

Sisterhood-style. They’d done that seven times—seven missions, one for each of them, before

the authorities closed in on them. Now they were fugitives from justice with a bounty on their

heads. But, in the proverbial nick of time and with exquisite planning, Charles had whisked

them away to this mountain hideaway in Spain where they were afforded sanctuary.Now,

Charles had a plan.Tomorrow that plan would go into effect.With two new additions to the

Sisterhood: Jack Emery and Harry Wong.Each man would bring his field of expertise to the

table.At least that’s what everyone thought.Chapter 2Washington, DCTwo days laterWhile the

American Vigilantes of Pinewood, Virginia, began their new life in Spain, the assistant director

of the FBI, who headed up an elite task force, called a special meeting to order.The meeting

was held in a room only a little bigger than a broom closet. It held an ugly metal table, one

chair and the task force along with the AD, a tall man who dwarfed the room from the git-go.

The five-member task force stood at attention, shoulder to shoulder. They all looked wary and

jittery, even AD Mitch Riley. Riley was the personification of Hollywood’s version of an FBI

agent who had climbed the ranks to assistant director. He was muscular, extremely good-

looking with summer blue eyes, and he was his dentist’s poster boy. When he smiled, which

was rare, deep dimples showed in his cheeks. It was a well-known fact that most of the

employees at the Hoover Building referred to him behind his back as Dimples. No one was

sure if he knew about the nickname or not. The consensus was that he did not. He was not

loved, nor was he even liked by the people who worked with him. No one in his personal life

liked him much, either. AD Mitch Riley was all about Mitch Riley and his desire to become the

director of the Federal Bureau of Investigation.Riley perched on the end of the ugly metal table

and said, “Let’s look alive here, people. You all know why you’re here so let’s get right to it. The

Bureau has become a laughingstock this past month. That means I’m a laughingstock. I will not

tolerate that. Each of you,” he said deliberately, looking at each member, “was handpicked by

the director for this special task force. For some reason he seems to think you have the

chutzpah to bring those female vigilantes to justice. Me, now, I don’t think you can do that, so

your job is to prove me wrong. If you can’t do it, your collective ass is out of here.“For starters, I

don’t want to see any more demonstrations in front of this building. Get rid of those vigilante

supporters. Get rid of those international camera crews. Arrest them if you have to. I want to

see this crap relegated to page 42, not page 1 of every goddamn paper within a fifty-mile

radius. Call in the heads of all those shitty women’s groups and sweat them. I want the

television coverage to stop. The media is glorifying those goddamn women. Let them see what

a Come to Jesus meeting is all about. In short, do whatever the hell you have to do to put a

cork in this mess. If I hear one more late-night talk show host bashing the Bureau for letting

them get away, I’ll personally fry all your asses. Last night they called us the Jackass Brigade,

saying we couldn’t find our own asses even if we had a searchlight and the best proctologist in

the business was holding the flashlight. Do I have to tell any of you what the director thought of

that little tidbit?“Seven goddamn women took the law into their own hands and wreaked havoc

on this fine institution. It has to stop. The only way it can stop is if you find all seven of them and

bring them to justice. No one drops off the face of the Earth without leaving a clue. Are you

listening to me? They’re women, for Christ’s sake. You’re men! And one woman,” he said as an

afterthought. “Whatever you need, whatever you want, it’s yours as long as you bring those

women to justice. Warrants are yours for the asking. If you have any questions, ask them

now.”“It would help if we had a file, a dossier on the women,” one of the agents said. “Do you



expect us to go out there blind and hope for the best? You indicated this is not a Mickey Mouse

operation. We need to know who we’re hunting, not the crap that’s been published in the

newspapers and what we’ve been seeing 24/7 on the tube.”Riley looked at his people again.

He didn’t like what he was seeing. They might be good agents, but they didn’t have fire in their

bellies. He truly believed that all of them, especially the female one, were secretly rooting for

the vigilantes. Hell, even Alice, his own wife, was rooting for them, and so was his daughter. He

couldn’t believe it when his defiant wife told him she’d contributed a thousand dollars to the

defense fund set up by the women’s lawyers. Christ, his wife and daughter even had T-shirts

that said GO, SISTERS, GO! Two days ago he’d waited until they were asleep, confiscated the

shirts and burned them in the fireplace. The next day both Alice and Sally sported new ones.

There was a war going on in the Riley household, but there was no need for anyone but him to

know that. One way or another he’d make sure Alice toed the line. A shiver of something akin

to fear skittered up his spine. She hated his guts. Maybe it was finally time to do something

about that wife of his.“In due time,” he answered. “Right now I want you all to meet two people

who know more than we do. Did you hear what I just said? There are two people out there in

the hall who know more about those goddamn women than we do. We’re the fucking FBI.

We’re supposed to know everything and we don’t. I’m going to call them in here and I want you

to listen to them. Then I want you to pick their brains.”Feet shuffled. Someone coughed. They

all squirmed. Riley let them squirm. He managed to weave his way through his people and

opened the door. He jerked his thumb in the direction of the small room.Maggie Spritzer and

Ted Robinson entered the room. Both reporters looked like they had just backpacked in the

Appalachians for a month. Actually, what they’d been forced to do was hitchhike from Boise,

Idaho, stopping at times to earn enough money washing dishes to pay for food. The Gold

Shields—whose only loyalties were to the President of the United States and Charles Martin—

had closed down the reporters’ bank accounts, canceled their credit cards, confiscated their

cell phones, their money and their identification, then drugged and dumped them after they had

interfered in the Sisterhood’s last caper in California where the infamous group of women had

been captured.Maggie and Ted smelled really bad and they knew it.Mitch Riley introduced the

two reporters. “Talk,” he said.They did, ending with the trek from Idaho to the present moment.

It was Maggie who looked around and laughed in the agents’ faces. “It’s a joke, right? You can’t

possibly think you’re going to catch those women. I don’t care if you bring in the CIA and the

rest of this crazy Alphabet City. They are untouchable, so get used to it. They have the most

prestigious address in the world on their side: 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue, to be precise. You

guys…oops, you guys and one woman, are no match for those special Gold Shields. You know

it, and we sure know it. You might think you’re the best of the best but those women are the

best of the best. They proved it. They got away right under your noses. The media is on their

side. Hey, you might even have to shut down and turn everything over to the CIA.”Riley

eyeballed the reporter. Her voice was so bitter, so hateful sounding, Riley could hardly believe

his ears. No woman, except maybe his wife, had ever stood in front of him and talked the way

this reporter was talking to him. His eyes narrowed to mean slits as he let them bore into

hers.“That will never happen, Miss Spritzer. We’re the FBI and we always get our man. In this

case, women.” Riley was proud of how cool and professional his voice sounded. Inside, his

guts were churning. J. Edgar’s famous words ricocheted inside his head: Never let them see

you sweat. Never! “That’s a goddamn fucking order, gentlemen.” The AD’s slight to the female

agent was deliberate.“How come you let Jack Emery get away? And that crazy lunatic who kills

people with his bare hands? Huh? Huh? Answer me that, Mister FBI,” Maggie said, not caring

that she was screeching.“We have no reason to arrest or talk to Jack Emery. Or the lunatic you



just mentioned. Both of them have impeccable credentials and, yes, the Bureau is aware of

Emery’s past engagement to one of the vigilantes. As to the martial arts expert, we have no

just cause to haul him in here. They’re probably on vacation. Emery is probably livid that the

women got away. He’s undoubtedly off somewhere licking his wounds. For all we know, Wong

could be in Japan or some Third World country.”Ted Robinson started to laugh and couldn’t

stop. “You must be some kind of Neanderthal, Riley. You don’t fucking get it, do you? Emery is

one of them. So is that martial arts guy. Those two guys have been helping those women all

along. We had the hard proof until that guy Martin took it away from us. Are we the only two

people in this town who know what’s been going on? You are never going to catch those

women or Emery or Wong. They’ve got it going on. They have money blowing out their asses,

they have 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue on their side and they have that guy Charles Martin,

whose best friend is the Queen of England, calling the shots. You don’t have clue one, you’re

flying blind. Go for it. There’s nothing we can do to help you. Can we leave now?”Mitch Riley

couldn’t wait to get rid of the two reporters. So much for picking their brains. With attitudes like

theirs he didn’t want to do a Q&A. In the space of fifteen minutes, they had managed to make

the FBI look like a rinky-dink operation with agents no better than shotgun-toting bubba rejects

trying to maintain law and order. His strong jaw clenched as he noted the smug looks and

smirks on his agents’ faces. “Stay in touch, and don’t even think about leaving town,” he said,

determined to have the last word.Ted Robinson was a nanosecond behind Maggie when she

offered up the universal single-digit salute on the way out the door. Riley knew he was being

petulant when he returned the salute but he didn’t care. He didn’t take kindly to people who

thought he and his beloved Bureau were incompetent.A light mist was falling when Maggie and

Ted exited the Hoover Building. Spring had arrived in Washington. Maggie wondered if the

cherry blossoms were blooming along the Tidal Basin. She said so. Ted shrugged and

mumbled something Maggie didn’t hear. Like blooming cherry blossoms were important. Right

now they had to walk a good thirty blocks to their apartment to get cleaned up. Then they had

to go to the Post to get an advance on their pay just so they could eat, thanks again to the

Sisterhood and the Gold Shields who had taken matters into their own hands, kidnapped them

and dumped them in Idaho.Midway down the block, Ted stopped dead in his tracks. “We know

something those agents don’t know. They don’t know about Mark Lane. I suggest we keep it

that way, too. Of course we have to take into consideration that those cruds back there will

have a tail on us. When we get to the paper, let’s give Mark a call and arrange a meeting.”“You

arrange a meeting. I’m going home and I’m taking a five-hour bubble bath. When you get some

money, buy some food and bring it home. I’m not meeting anyone until I get about five days’

sleep. If we’re fired, don’t tell me until I wake up. I mean it, Ted.”“Okay,” Ted said, his step

lighter, his eyes sparking. “We aren’t out of the running yet.”“Ted, you are an asshole. We are

out of the running. The FBI is in charge now.”“Those guys can’t find their dicks unless they

have a diagram showing where they’re positioned. That guy Riley is on a short string.

Scuttlebutt in town is and has been for years that if he flops one more time, he’s out. Not

demoted. OUT!”Maggie thought about Ted’s assessment for a few seconds before she burst

out laughing. “For once, I think you’re right, Teddy boy.”The two reporters high-fived each other

as Maggie went one way and Ted went the other.Chapter 3At any other time Jack Emery might

have enjoyed the Montana sunrise. Not today, though. At this early hour he was trying to come

to terms with a drug-induced hangover and the fact that he was now back in the United States

in some godforsaken cabin in what looked like the wilds of nowhere. He cracked an eyelid to

see Harry Wong sitting next to him, looking as befuddled as he felt.“How the fuck did we get

here, Jack? Where the hell is this place? The last thing I remember is drinking that beer



Charles gave me. It seems to me we both put up a hell of a fight. Do you remember it that

way?”Jack decided to open both eyes. The early-morning glare of the sun seemed to burn his

eyelids. He groaned. “Yeah, that’s pretty much the way I remember it. The Brit drugged our

beer. I don’t remember going down the mountain in the cable car or getting on a plane and yet,

here we are in Montana. I know this is Montana because Charles said that was our final

destination. Somewhere, someplace, there is a deed saying this dandy little piece of real estate

belongs to me. How weird is it that I can remember that shit? That son of a bitch doesn’t miss a

trick. I’d kill for a cup of coffee.”Harry stood up. “So, somebody brought us here and dumped us

on these steps and took off. Is that what happened?”“How the hell should I know, Harry?

What’s in the backpacks?”Harry shrugged. “Probably a shaving kit and toothbrush. Who cares?

I’m going to see if there’s any food inside. Come on, Jack, this is your abode. Help me out

here.”Jack struggled to his feet and swayed sickeningly until he got his bearings. He followed

Harry into the tidy cabin and was surprised at how comfortable and clean it looked. He headed

straight for the compact kitchen. He wasn’t surprised to see the stocked refrigerator or the

coffeepot with a can of Maxwell House standing next to it along with a can opener. By the time

he had the coffeepot going, Harry was pouring orange juice and had a half dozen eggs

boiling.The stringy, hundred-pound martial arts expert put his hands on his hips and spat out,

“I’m going back to get Yoko.”Jack shook his head and was instantly sorry. “Back where? You

don’t even know the name of the damn mountain. They’ll kill you, Harry. Don’t you get it, we’re

on their radar screen! The only place we’re going is back to Washington. They agreed to

Charles doing all this,” he said, waving his hands about. “I don’t like it and you don’t like it but

there’s nothing we can do about it. Nik and Yoko didn’t put up a fight to let us stay. Digest that

and let’s figure out how the hell we’re going to get back to DC. Where are those backpacks?”“I

left them on the steps. If you’re lucky there won’t be a bomb inside. I can just see that crazy

nutjob blowing us up here in Big Sky Country. Think about it, Jack, who the hell would ever

know, since this place is in the middle of nowhere? Toddle along there, Big Guy, and if I hear

an explosion, I’ll eat these eggs all by myself.”Jack’s middle finger shot in the air as he stomped

his way through the living room to the rustic front porch.He looked around uneasily as he

picked up the two backpacks. They were heavy. Way too heavy for just a change of underwear,

shaving gear and a toothbrush. A gust of wind blew across the steps carrying the pungent

scent of pine. He inhaled deeply. The clearing in front of the cabin drew him toward it. Still

carrying the backpacks, he squatted down to look at the tire tracks. Big tires. Heavy tread. They

had been brought here in an SUV or maybe a Hummer. A mess of footprints. Two or three

people. No clues there.He was disgusted with himself. As a detective he was sorely lacking. He

had allowed himself to be drugged and transported to this place, and he didn’t have a clue as

to how far he was from civilization. For all he knew he could be days away from a town, which

meant he and Harry would have to hoof it to wherever they were going. “Shit!” he said

succinctly.“Coffee’s ready, Jack!” Harry called from the open door. “Do us both a favor and open

one of those bags while you’re down there.”“Wuss!” Jack squatted down again to unzip one of

the bags. His teeth clenched, he started pulling stuff out of the bag as though there was a

priceless prize at the bottom. He looked up to see Harry standing next to him. Harry reached

for the other bag and did the same thing Jack had done.“There are two letters in mine and a

cell phone. What’s in yours, Harry?”“One letter. It’s Yoko’s handwriting. Pretty fancy-looking cell

phone. Never saw one like this. Five bucks says if we click it on, it will blow us up. Wanna

bet?”Jack shook his head as he licked at his dry lips. He fingered the letter from Nikki. He

thought he could smell her perfume on the paper. He ripped at the envelope with Nikki’s scent

on it. He wanted to cry at the short paragraph.My darling Jack,It is so hard for me to write this



because I know you won’t understand, but I love you too much to keep you here on the

mountain. You love the law, it’s your life. I don’t want you to be a fugitive. I thought I could live

with it but I can’t. I want you to be safe. That’s what will make me happy and in the end it will

make you happy, too. I want you to get on with your life. I will always love you.—NikkiHis vision

blurry, Jack looked over at Harry, who was looking at him blankly. “Yoko said she loves me and

this is for my own good. What kind of love is that? Jack, what kind of fucking love is that?”Jack

struggled to find the words. His voice was rough and raw when he responded. “The kind of love

where the person who wrote the letter puts you first and thinks only of your well-being as

opposed to her own.” He cleared his throat and asked, “Are those eggs ready?”In a daze,

Harry responded, “Yeah, they’re ready. I even peeled them but couldn’t find any salt. I don’t

understand. We gave it all up, we walked away knowing what it meant. I thought we were part

of them. What the fuck went wrong? I need to know, Jack.”“I don’t know any more than you do. I

have to assume Charles knows something and sending us out here is for our own protection.

Maybe they want us to help them from here. Christ, I don’t know.”The birds overhead started to

chitter as two capricious squirrels raced up and down one of the pine trees nearest the

clearing.“Open the other letter, Jack.”Jack was already opening it. It was neatly typed, unlike

the handwritten note from Nikki. He read it through twice and then stuffed it in his jacket

pocket.“Well?” Harry demanded.“The cell phones are encrypted. We can call the girls or him

anytime we want. The phones have been programmed. Charles said even the CIA doesn’t have

phones like these so we are to guard them with our lives. We’re to go back to Washington and

someone will eventually—that’s what he said, eventually—get in touch with us. He said all of

them are depending on us. Us, Harry. That means we aren’t out of the loop.“Now, as to how we

get out of here and back to DC. We’re to follow the path to the bottom of this place and there

will be a black Chevy Suburban complete with all the paperwork, insurance, title, etcetera, in

my name. Guess it’s my vehicle now. We’re to drive back to DC and leave a trail—stay at

motels using credit cards, buy gas using credit cards, which, by the way, are right here in the

envelope.”Jack snapped his fingers under Harry’s nose. “Hey, Harry, look alive here. Let’s eat

and hit the road. Go on, call Yoko. I’ll call Nikki in the house.”“I’m not sure I want to call her

now,” Harry grumbled as he started to stuff his gear back into the backpack. “That little lady

broke my heart. You don’t get over a broken heart in two minutes.” As he spoke he was

punching in the numbers that he hoped would mend his broken heart.Inside the cabin, in the

cozy, knotty pine kitchen, Jack stuffed two of the hardboiled eggs into his mouth, one after the

other. Then he gulped down a glass of orange juice. With trembling hands he called Nikki, who

picked up on the first ring.“It’s Jack, Nik.”“I know,” came the whispered reply.“I thought we had a

deal. I gave it up, didn’t look back. Just tell me it wasn’t your idea. If you can tell me that, I can

live with this.”“It wasn’t my idea, Jack, but I understand the reasoning. I love you too much to

put you at risk. In the beginning…It…I was just so happy you were with us. I didn’t look beyond

that. I cannot be a part of taking away your life as you knew it.”“Without you, Nik, I don’t have a

life. I thought we were clear on that.”“I’m going to hang up now, Jack. This is ripping my heart to

shreds. Call me anytime. Just remember, I love you more than life itself.”“Nik, wait…”“I want to

kill someone,” Harry barked from the doorway.“Join the club,” Jack snarled. “Eat those damn

eggs and let’s get out of here.”An hour later, Jack fixed his gaze on a shiny black Chevy

Suburban. “I was hoping this was all a bad dream. Guess not. Get in, Harry, and let’s go

home.”Chapter 4Charles Martin sat at the round table in the newly constructed war room in the

old monastery—a room that was reserved for the members of the Sisterhood. His head was in

his hands and for the first time in his life, he was second-guessing his latest decision. He

wondered if he was losing his edge.Maybe he’d had too much caffeine this morning. Just the



way he’d had too much yesterday and well into the night. He’d consumed pots and pots of

coffee, and could feel his nerve endings twanging. Right now if someone came up behind him

and said, “BOO!” he’d probably jump out of his skin.His problem, and he knew it was a

problem, was that he was dealing with women’s emotions, and it was an alien feeling, well

outside his field of expertise. These women of the Sisterhood were like daughters to him and

who was he to tamper with their feelings? What gave him the right to make the kind of decision

he’d made in regard to the women he’d taken responsibility for?They did. They had literally

entrusted their lives to his care and agreed to abide by any and all of his decisions, no matter

how opposed they were to those decisions. They said they understood that there could be only

one person in total, absolute charge.Charles raised his head and shook it to try and clear away

his morbid thoughts. It was time to enter the lioness’ den and beard them all. He risked a

glance out of the window. All of his chicks, minus his two roosters, were sitting poolside fully

clothed in athletic gear. They’d just returned from a five-mile hike. They all looked surly, and

they appeared to be in intense conversation. He rather thought a revolt was imminent. One look

at his beloved, Myra, who was in the pool with Annie, told him he was probably on the money,

and Annie looked like she was chewing on lemon rinds. No help there.The vibration of the cell

phone in his shirt pocket brought him up short. He clicked it on, identified himself and listened.

As he continued to listen, a frown built itself between his brows. He found himself clenching his

jaw as he paced the confines of the state-of-the-art kitchen.His face was grim when he clicked

off the special phone and returned it to his pocket. Time to get on with it. Whatever it turned out

to be.The women looked whipped. He’d put all of them through the wringer. Then he’d done

what they referred to as the unthinkable: he’d banished Jack and Harry from the mountain to

protect them and the women. And this was just the beginning. At this moment in time with what

he was seeing, he wouldn’t want to meet up with any of these women in the dark, and that

included Myra. He wasn’t sure but he rather thought he would be sleeping alone tonight and for

many more nights to come.Few things in life frightened Charles Martin, but the thought of

carrying out the huge silver tray with drinks and munchies to the women sent chills up his

spine. He sighed as he did his best to paste a smile on his face before he picked up the silver

tray.Poolside, the women groaned when they saw Charles approaching with his laden tray.“Go

away, we’re too tired to eat and drink,” they said as one.Charles’s voice was cool and firm. “The

word tired is no longer in your vocabulary,” he said. “Take your pick, food and drink or a three-

mile run.” He set down the tray.Kathryn got up, her expression totally blank, and pushed

Charles into the pool. “I know, I know, now it’s a five-mile run. It was worth it! Okay, okay, we’re

going. It was worth it, Charles,” she said again, starting off at a full trot.Myra and Annie peered

over the side of the pool. “I’m not running five miles even for you, dear,” Myra told him. “If you

say one word, I will push you back under the water. Right now I do not like you, not one little

bit.”“And I’ll hold you down. I don’t like you, either,” Annie said. She got out of the pool, reached

for a handful of chips, and then washed them down with a glass of tart lemonade. “Even my

hair hurts. We’re too old for this.”“Nonsense, you’re in fine shape,” Charles said, climbing out of

the pool. “All you have to do is pace yourself. Your body will tell you when it’s time to quit. It’s

not time.”Myra stood over Charles and said, “My body told me to quit nine days ago.” She

pushed him back into the pool, then joined Annie and reached for the chips. She held up her

hand and whispered, “He’s not drowning, is he?”Annie grimaced. “I wish. He’s swimming to the

other side. With his shoes on. I can’t believe you love that man! He’s cruel! He’s a sadist! He

hates us! And don’t forget for one minute what he did to Nikki and Yoko by sending Jack and

Harry away.”The two women watched as Charles dripped his way back into the house.“Trust

me, I am not forgetting about that. Right now I’m too tired to go there, Annie. He’s right about



one thing, though, and we both know it. If we can’t keep up with the others, what good will we

be to them? We have to do our share. You said you wanted to belong to this little group. Well,

this is what it’s like. I love him no matter what. Let’s double up on our vitamins.”Annie looked

around to see if anyone was in sight who could hear her. “Are you sure we’re up to this, Myra? I

don’t know what I thought but whatever it was, it wasn’t this. I thought we’d be using our minds.

Supervising, if you will. Contributing money, that sort of thing. I have to tell you, dear heart, I

am not fond of rolling around in the mud and belly-crawling under barbed wire. We’re old, Myra.

That man you love is going to kill us.”Myra’s eyes snapped open. “Age is a number. Sixty is not

old. Ninety is old. That means we have thirty more good years. Don’t you get it, Annie? Charles

wants us to quit. He wants us here so he can hover and protect us. He thinks we can’t keep up

with the others. Well, I’m here to tell you he’s wrong. We can…uh…cut it.”Annie grappled for a

Kathryn line and said, “That’s pure bullshit and you know it. I am so damn tired I can’t keep my

eyes open.”“Get untired right now. Charles is watching us from the door. I can see his shadow.

Do you want one of those ugly checkmarks next to your name? He can’t wait for us to fail, so

get your tush up off that chair and let’s do our run. Trot? Fast walk? Okay, a slow walk, but we

have to do the five miles. Let’s go.”Annie heaved herself off the chair and joined Myra. “I hate

you!”Charles stood at the door and watched the two women. He laughed silently as his beloved

and her best friend started off at a slow trot. He felt like cheering and beating his chest. His girl

was all woman. Still smiling, he cleaned up the puddle by the door where he was standing.In a

million years he never would have believed Myra would push him into the pool. Then again, he

never would have believed Kathryn would push him into the pool, either. He made a mental

note not to cut either woman any slack.The following weeks and months passed slowly. While

the sisters labored over French and German verbs, firearms lessons, karate classes and

endurance trials, Charles worked at the computer trying to stay as up-to-date as he could with

what was going on back in the States.He started off each day knowing he’d misled the group

he’d taken responsibility for. Each day he tried to justify it to himself. Some days he succeeded.

Other days, his gut churned with fear.The days of sanctuary were long gone. He, Annie and the

padre were pushing the envelope and they all knew it. If the authorities descended on the

village, intent on reaching the top of the mountain, the only things the padre and villagers could

do were delay the proceedings and ring the bell at the foot of the mountain in warning. The

padre had issued Annie a scroll, on ancient parchment that looked authentic, saying he’d

granted the inhabitants of the mountain total and complete sanctuary. The padre said the

Spanish courts would take over if he and the villagers took a stand and refused to allow any

and all strangers access to the mountain. The padre had gone on to say the Spanish courts

always favored the priests in these types of matters. Charles, Myra and Annie had talked it over

and agreed to trust their safety to the padre and the villagers and to take their chances…and to

leave the others out of the loop.Charles stared at the screen in front of him as he called up his

e-mails. Each morning since he’d come here he’d gotten an e-mail like the one he was now

looking at. It was from a fellow covert operator named Pappy Kolar, who ran an operation much

like his own. Pappy, his cover blown, had been relocated to a mountaintop in North Carolina.

Those in the know said the people at NORAD had set it up. While all the e-mails were

important, there was only one that Charles printed out—the one that was encrypted and from

Pappy.Charles studied the e-mail. So far, so good. In four months’ time, the assistant director of

the FBI still had no clues as to the disappearance of the seven vigilantes. The sender went on

to say there was speculation that the CIA would be taking over the special task force within

days. Charles frowned. There was only one explanation for that decision. The authorities now

thought he and the so-called vigilantes had left the country, hence the CIA. A black mark for



the FBI, since they were domestic. More bad press. The word ineffectual came to mind when

he thought of the Fibbies.The second e-mail, one he wasn’t expecting, caused him to suck in

his breath. He printed it out and read it. He felt the first stirring of alarm. Think, Charles. Tell the

women or not tell them? Sooner rather than later, Jack and Harry would be on the encrypted

phone. Unless…unless he rendered Nikki’s and Yoko’s phones inoperable. But, did he want to

do that? Prior to coming here to Spain he would have made a snap decision and walked

away.“You aren’t God, Charles. It has to be their decision.”Charles whirled around. He would

know that soft, gentle voice anywhere. His voice was hushed, a bare whisper. “Barbara?”“Yes,

Charles, it’s me.”Charles grappled for something to say. This was the first time his dead

daughter had spoken to him since they were in Pinewood. Myra said she conversed with

Barbara on a regular basis. “Why now, dear child?”“You haven’t needed me lately. I want to

help if I can.”“From the other side?”“Yes.”“What do you want me to do, dear girl?”“The right

thing, Charles. Whatever you do, don’t turn Mom into your enemy.”“I would never do that.”“Too

bad you didn’t hear the conversation I just heard on that five-mile walk.”Charles combed his

hair with nervous fingers. “Should I go after them and bring them back in the golf cart?”“I don’t

think I would do that. It’s time for you to make nice. Bye, Charles.” His daughter’s tinkling laugh

seemed to ricochet around the empty room.Charles was a deer caught in the headlights. He

whirled around as his whole body started to tremble. He tried to steady himself as he looked

down at the printed e-mail in his hand.His darling daughter was right. This wasn’t his decision

to make. He squared his shoulders as he made his way to the terrace to wait for the women he

loved with all his heart.Chapter 5Jack Emery leaned back in his swivel chair, propped his feet

on the desk and rubbed at his tired, aching eyes. He made a mental note to make an

appointment to get his eyes checked to see if he needed reading glasses. A real no-brainer

there.Since his return to DC from Spain via Montana four months ago, he’d settled into a

routine of sorts. The end of the day was the worst for him emotionally. This was when he had to

pack up his briefcase, leave the building, go to his car and head out to Georgetown, where he

was living in Nikki’s house, thanks to a quitclaim deed she’d had the foresight to draft up. He

now owned the pricey, high-end piece of real estate.His mind drifted to what he was going to

eat for dinner. Leftover pizza or leftover Chinese? Or maybe some toast with the dried-up

orange and wrinkled apple he’d seen in the fridge this morning when he’d used up the last of

the cream for his coffee.He hated shopping in supermarkets. Hated it with a passion. Nikki had

always done the shopping and the cooking. Christ, how he missed her.His eyes were burning,

so he closed them, felt the tears on his lashes. He rubbed at them mercilessly. When he finally

opened them he saw Harry Wong standing in front of his desk.“Jesus, Harry, you have to stop

doing that. You move like a damn cat and never make a sound. How the hell did you get into

the building, anyway?”“Hey, I work for the police department. See this badge! It says I can

come up here to see you anytime I want. I wanted. I’m here to take you out to dinner. One of

those big, juicy porterhouse steaks, a twice-baked potato and a big salad with everything but

lettuce in it. A couple of beers and then I’ll even drive your sorry ass home. What say you, oh

mighty District Attorney?”“Best offer I had all day. You paying?”“Unless you want to open up

that wallet of yours and let the mothballs out. Yoko isn’t answering her phone, Jack.” Harry

waited expectantly to hear what Jack had to say.“The last time I talked to Nikki was three days

ago and then it was hello and good-bye.”
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Warren A. Lewis, “Best Sisterhood Book I Have Read. Quite a bit of fantasy here, but this is the

best Sisterhood book I have read. Deputy FBI Director Mitch Riley is an abusive husband and

he takes that abuse to his job. He is one who will step on anyone to advance his career and

his goal as FBI Director. He abuses his employees and he is setting up a false record to trap

members of the Sisterhood to achieve that goal. When the current Director dies from a car

crash, he sets events in motion, but the Sisterhood knows what he is doing and the plans are

set in motion to bring Riley down.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Hide and Seek. I love Fern Michaels and the Sisterhood series is so

entertaining. This book is number eight in the series and I am ordering number nine.The

stories are about a group of mostly women vigilantes. The first group was formed when one of

the women's pregnant daughter and New born baby were killed and the killer had immunity

and so began the group which grows a little bigger with each book and now they have men

joining as well.”

holly p, “Loved the fiberglass. When I was a child my mom washed a fiberglass shower curtain

in with the family's delicates. We itched for ever it seemed. So horribly miserable. The ladies'

revenge was brilliant. I did want to know what happened to Mrs. Riley and their daughter. I'm a

little confused as to why the "act" of knocking out the new FBI guy and the agents.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Tantalizing. Another exciting read about the Sisterhood and their latest

caper to right all the wrongs of people who put themselves ahead of others to gain power and

prestige.”

Judy King, “Book 8. As always I enjoy reading fern Michaels. I am going for number 9 now. I've

read most of the series but missed a few. How about dome more of the mens series.”

Contessa Clara, “Another winner!. I just love this series. It's amazing how many different ways

to accomplish a sneaky task the author comes up with. I thoroughly enjoyed the suspense and

the outcome.”

citizen, “Yippee. Thank you for writing such a addictive series full of characters I now consider

my friends. I am so grateful that you didn't put the sisterhood series on the shelf after 4 books

but continued their saga! I first read the one about the evil rich man on the island. When I

realized it was a series I started with book one so I could get on at the beginning and watch as

people were taken away and added to this wonderful group of characters. I look forward to

reading this series until I have read them all! Thank you Ms. Michaels . . . BTW, do you supply

scholarships because my reading habit is getting quite expensive thanks to you! lol”



JESSICA, “Close call. That was close. It was almost the end...but they pulled it together in the

end. Fern Michaels writes very enjoyable books.”

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”

crimsonlass, “Excellent reading. Outstanding author. When I see Fern Michaels books in

stores they are in the romance section. To me it is the wrong place for them to be. These

books are action packed and at times, make me laugh out loud the way she makes the reader

understand the characters.  The book arrived on time and in good condition.  Thank you.”

Cindy Benn, “Excellent series. I’m really enjoying this series. Great characters and

stories.Can’t wait to start the next one.  I would recommend them”

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