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Their enemies may play dirty, but the Sisterhood plays smart in this explosive thriller by the #1
New York Times bestselling author of Point Blank. 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.The women of the Sisterhood are united by their mission to help those
unable to help themselves. But now they’ve encountered opponents who share a unique bond of
their own. The law firm of Queen, King, Bishop & Rook—the Chessmen—has been a formidable
force in Washington, D.C., for decades. And Sisterhood member Nikki Quinn’s new case has
made her their prime target.Nikki has agreed to represent Livinia Lambert as she files for divorce
from her domineering, greedy husband, Wilson “Buzz” Lambert. Buzz, currently Speaker of the
House, fears the scandal will scupper his presidential plans, and intends to make life extremely
difficult for Livinia—with the Chessmen’s help. For too long, the Chessmen have believed
themselves above the law they pretend to serve, but there’s no statute of limitations on the
Sisterhood’s particular brand of justice—or their loyalty . . . 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, Men of the Sisterhood, and Godmothers series, as well as dozens of other
novels and novellas. There are over one-hundred ten million copies of her books in print. Fern
Michaels has built and funded several large day-care centers in her hometown, and is a
passionate 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. Visit her website at www.fernmichaels.com. --This text refers to an out of print or
unavailable edition of this title.
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woman walked down the familiar path that she alone had created. It was bordered on both sides
by wild, fragrant ferns. She loved the scent of them, of the wet earth, the brush, and even the
smell that the trees gave off. This was her place, her secret place. She came here in the spring,
summer, autumn, and winter. Sometimes just to be here, other times to sit and think; and
sometimes, like now, to take a dip in the little crystal pool, which was all her own, before going to
bed.This secret place, which she considered all her own, was usually quiet and peaceful, but in
the summer months, especially now that it was late in August, she could hear the going-away
parties a mile or so down the road. The summer educational camps were closing for the season.
All the students had left this morning. She’d seen and heard the buses as they trundled up the
hills to take the students back to their families.That night was the going-away party for all the
counselors. She’d lived through the sounds of them for twenty years, not that she knew what the
noise was all about until she was twelve or so. From that day on, her mother and the others in the
little community made sure that all the young girls were inside, safely hidden away from the
revelers, who too often tried to make their way to gawk at the strange hippies who lived here in
the little community. But she was twenty now and not exactly a young girl who needed her
mother’s protection to keep her safe.As she walked along the path, a nymph in a free-flowing
white-muslin gown, her feet bare, flowers in her hair, she knew she shouldn’t be out here tonight
—the night of the counselors’ going-away party. But she had spent the entire day with her dying
mother—combing her hair, crying, singing to her, crying, reading to her, crying some more.
Feeding her or trying to feed her, but her mother said it hurt too much to swallow. She’d asked for
more pills, and the girl had given them to her, knowing it couldn’t hurt. Not now. It wouldn’t be
long now, another day or so, the doctor from the small town had said. She didn’t want to think
about that. Not now, not tonight. Tomorrow, she would think about it. Tonight, all she wanted to
do was dip into her little pond and let her thoughts be washed away.She took off her gown,
folded it neatly, and slid into the cool, bubbling springwater. It felt delicious. She closed her eyes,
but the blessed peace that she always felt here in her secret place eluded her. She could hear
the partying counselors laughing and bellowing to one another. College boys. Mostly rich college
boys having a good time before they went back to their studies. She opened her eyes and
looked up at the sky. It had turned orange from the bonfire that always signaled the closing of the
camps. She hated the intrusion in the quiet life of the small community she and her mother were
a part of.The stars seemed to be incredibly bright tonight, she thought—so many sparkling
diamonds winking down on her. There was a full moon, too. Her mother said bad things
happened when the moon was full. She wasn’t really sure if she believed that or not. Her mother
said a lot of things she wasn’t sure about. When she was younger, she had believed everything.
But as she got older, she had started to ask questions. Her mother always answered, but the
answers weren’t always to her liking. Her thoughts turned sad. In a few days, her mother would
be gone, and she would never hear her opinions again. She would miss her mother. The woman
had always been in her life, her rock. She’d had a father for only five days. At least he had lived to
see her born before he passed away from some sickness whose name she couldn’t even



pronounce. Her mother said that he was a good man, a wonderful man, because he had
provided for them and all hundred friends who still lived in the little community in the hills.It would
be her responsibility to take over the community once her mother was gone. She dreaded the
day she had to put on her mother’s robes. Life was not going to give her any alternatives, so she
had to step up and run the community. There was enough money in the bank, her mother had
told her, because her father had been very, very rich. The property alone, she said, was worth
many millions of dollars.The girl blinked. She’d been so lost in her thoughts she hadn’t noticed
that the bonfire was already dying down; the sky was now black, but it was still filled with blinking
diamonds. The full moon was the only light in the dark night. It was also quiet. Too quiet. She
could hear the trees rustling, but not the crickets. And yet there was very little wind—actually,
none at all, so how could the trees rustle? She felt her body go tense in the cool water. There
must be someone nearby; otherwise, the crickets would still be singing their evening song. She
paddled to the edge of her private pond and got out. She stood still for a moment, a silhouette
frozen in the moonlight as she listened for the sounds she’d heard earlier. Hearing nothing, she
bent over to pick up her white-muslin gown, which was as soft as a baby’s cheeks from so many
launderings.That’s when she heard the voices. She wasn’t sure exactly what a drunken voice
sounded like, since there was no drinking alcohol in the community, but she assumed that was
what she was hearing. The remarks were crude and ugly. She wanted to run home, but her
private path back to the house she shared with her mother was blocked by five men, who looked
very young. They were obviously departing camp counselors.Four of them came at her then, all
at once. Even in her panic, she could clearly see one young man back away. He was shouting
something to his friends, but she couldn’t hear what he was saying because the others were
grabbing at her, touching her in places she wasn’t supposed to be touched. She cried out,
asking them to stop. They just laughed at her feeble efforts to avoid them. She turned to the one
young man standing alone, and cried out for him to help her. He disappeared into the darkness,
and she was left alone with the drunk men, who kept shouting gibberish as they threw her to the
ground and attacked her, one after the other. Her last conscious thought before she slipped into
a black void was that she had to remember the gibberish. She had to remember—“qg4 +qg6”
and “bf7 bxf3.”The girl woke slowly, remembering very clearly every single detail of what had
happened to her. The moon was low in the sky, which had to mean that several hours had
passed since the attack. Her body hurt. She felt like she was bruised from head to toe. She
wasn’t sure if she could even stand, so she rolled her way down to her little private pool and into
the cool water. She almost fainted at the shock to her body. She closed her eyes.She wanted to
die. Just die. But she couldn’t die. It was her mother who was dying. She had to take care of her
mother in her last hours. How, she wondered, was she going to do that in her condition? By
sheer willpower, she answered herself.The girl stayed in the pool for a long time, time to gather
her strength and to repeat over and over the gibberish she’d heard as the men pummeled her.
Gibberish she would never forget as long as she lived.It was an hour before dawn when the girl
finally felt she was strong enough to climb out of the water and make her way down the fern-



bordered path to her mother’s cabin. The soft white-muslin gown felt like sandpaper against her
bruised body.The girl crept quietly up the different paths that led to the wide array of cabins in
which her mother’s friends lived. She quietly let herself into the house and down the hall to her
mother’s room, which smelled of sickness and overripe fruit. She tried to be quiet, but her
mother heard her.“Where have you been, honey? I’ve been calling you. Please, can I have a
pill?”“Of course, Mama. It was hot. I went down by the little pond. I lost . . . track of time.”She
shook two pills into the palm of her hand and helped her mother sit up so she could swallow
them.“What’s wrong?” her mother said. “Did something happen? I can feel your tenseness.
You’ve been crying, I can hear it in your voice, and it has nothing to do with me. Tell me what
happened.”Because never in the whole of her life had she lied to her mother—she, in fact, did
not even know how to lie—she told her what had happened down at her little pond. She told her
about the gibberish she’d stored in her memory. Her mother stopped her and told her to
immediately write down what she remembered. “In the morning, our friends will help you. You will
have to file a police report. Can you describe them?” The girl nodded. Like she would ever forget
their ugly, leering faces? “The day will come, my darling girl, when those words will be important.
Do not ever forget them. I don’t know when that will happen, but it most definitely will happen.
Can I please have a pill, honey?”Even though she’d just given her mother two of the pain pills,
she gave her another one. No one should have to suffer the way her mother was suffering.
Unless it was the four men who attacked her.As the sun began its climb to the horizon, the
woman in the bed slipped into eternal sleep, the weeping girl’s hand in her own.Chapter 1It was
early. Just barely past seven in the morning, when Alexis Thorne carried her cup of steaming
coffee, the first of the many she would consume on this blustery early-October day, over to the
huge, plate-glass window and stared down at the nearly empty parking lot. Her BMW was the
only car in the lot so far that day. She sipped at the hot coffee just as another vehicle, Nikki’s
bright red Jeep Cherokee, swerved off the street and into the parking lot and came to rest next to
hers. She smiled to herself. As was always the case, she and Nikki were the first ones into the
office, beating each other out by a bare minute or two. She laughed out loud when she saw Nikki
look up at the window and snap off a salute. Alexis did the same, unsure if Nikki could actually
see her past the glare of the bright, early-morning sun on the window.Alexis continued to watch
her boss as Nikki sprinted across the lot like a gazelle. Alexis was holding out a matching mug of
coffee when Nikki blew into the firm’s kitchen. “Beat you by seven minutes, boss.”“Traffic was a
bear this morning. Bumper to bumper two lights back, and I even left ten minutes early this
morning. Hmmm, this is good.”“New coffeepot,” Alexis said, giggling. “What’s on the agenda
today? Anything earth-shattering?”“Not on my part. I have a ten o’clock appointment this
morning. I don’t even know what it’s about. Mitzi said the woman refused, yes, absolutely refused
to discuss with her why she wanted the appointment. Very mysterious. My new girl is due at eight
thirty to finalize her divorce. I plan to leave at noon if nothing else comes up.“Listen, Alexis, we
need to talk here. I really want to make you a partner in the firm. Why do you keep fighting
me?”“Because you have already done enough for me. You pay me way more than I’m worth, and



we both know it. I’m happy with the health benefits. This is your firm, Nik. Yours and yours alone. I
know what you had to do to get to this point, and I’m not going to take any of that away from you.
If the day ever comes when I think I deserve a partnership, I’ll let you know. Another thing—I
really, really do not want to be perceived as the firm’s token black partner. I know full well that
you and the other associates don’t look at it that way, but there are lots of other people who
will.”“If anyone ever deserved to be a partner, Alexis, it’s certainly you. Without you at my side,
we never could have handled those two class-action suits. You did more than I did, and you
know it. You need to be rewarded for all your hard work. Because of those two big wins, we
suddenly became the go-to firm for class-action suits. That’s the reason I’m hiring this new girl.
And I have two more I’m considering.”“One more time, Nik. You did reward me with that super-
duper end-of-the-year bonus that made my eyeballs pop out of my head and let me buy that
monster sitting in the parking lot. I don’t need or want anything more. Can we stop talking about
this now?”“Sure. For now. Doesn’t mean I won’t keep trying, though. By the way, you are coming
out to the farm tonight, right? With all the guys in New York on some secret gig, you can leave
your car here, hitch a ride with me, and come in with me in the morning. Does that work for
you?”“Absolutely. A hen party and not a rooster in sight. My kind of party. Did you call
everyone?”“Everyone other than Maggie, since this meeting is about her. Don’t look at me like
that, Alexis. You know as well as I do that we all need to talk this through. The others agree.”“It’s
not that I disagree, Nik. It’s more like . . . oh, I don’t know . . . maybe I’m feeling disloyal or
something. Uh-oh, you’d better check this out. There’s some drama going on down there in the
parking lot. I think it’s your new associate. And is that her husband? The one she’s divorcing?
She’s got a lip-lock on him like you wouldn’t believe. Or . . . is that guy someone she had waiting
in the wings?”Nikki ran over to the window to look down at the parking lot. “That’s the soon-to-be
ex-husband. I have to say, this is, without a doubt, the strangest case of divorce I’ve ever
handled. You know who he is, right?”“No, actually, I have no idea. Should I?”“He’s Jeffrey
Lambert, son of the current Speaker of the House, Wilson ‘Buzz’ Lambert. Jeffrey Lambert
started up that software company called Lobo, the one that just went on the stock exchange at
the beginning of the year. If you believe the hype and the media, the guy has money blowing out
his ears.“He wants to give Amy half, and she won’t take it. She settled for a set of assorted
bedding, some dishes, a Crock-Pot, and a few other odds and ends. It got a little contentious at
our last meeting. She doesn’t want anything. It’s weird. They actually love each other, but they
are not in love. They’re both agreeable to the divorce and want to remain friends. Will that work?
Who knows? If I had to guess, I’d say probably, but only because he will be on the West Coast
and she’ll be in the D.C. area.“Actually, Myra said she could stay in our safe house. You
remember, the one that belonged to Marie Llewellyn, the woman who got the Sisterhood off the
ground in the first place when we defended her. We keep it up and use it when needed. Amy is
all set. She’s going to be a great addition to the firm. I can feel it in my gut.”Alexis nodded. “Looks
to me like they’re both crying. I’m not getting this.”“Me neither. This is how Amy explained it to
me. She said they were like an old comfortable shoe and a warm sock. They found each other in



college, at a time when they each needed someone. She said there was never any passion, just
contentment. She wanted more, and so did he, but for five years, neither one wanted to rock the
boat. Once Amy passed the bar exam, and Jeffrey got his company off the ground, they became
a little more vocal about their needs, wants, and expectations, and, for better or worse, this is the
outcome.”Alexis nodded. “I think they’re coming in now, and they’re holding hands. Why is he
even here?”“Because he has to sign off on the divorce. He absolutely insisted on setting up a
trust fund for Amy. Margie is handling all of that. He needs to sign off on that, too. Amy balked,
but he shut her down and said he wouldn’t agree to the divorce unless she agreed to the trust.
He finally wore her down.”“Is there a lot of money involved?” Alexis asked.“Oh, yeah,” Nikki
drawled. “The number of zeros is enough to make you dizzy. Amy no more needs to work than
Annie does. Not that she is likely to touch any of the money in that trust. That guy is right up
there, nipping at Mark Zuckerberg’s heels. You know, the Facebook guy.”“Just when I thought
nothing else could surprise me, I hear something like this. You’d better get moving. By the way, I
just realized that since you’re leaving at noon, I’ll have to drive myself out to the farm. I have two
late-afternoon appointments back-to-back. And the more I think about it, I might even be late,
depending on traffic. Don’t start without me.”“No problem. You want to meet the new
associate?”“It can wait. I need another cup of coffee before I’m ready to face strangers. Good
luck with the Bobbsey Twins.”Nikki found herself giggling all the way back to her office. Before
she did anything else, she turned on the gas fireplace in the casual seating area, which she
preferred to use rather than dealing with clients, at least the ones she cared about, over her
massive, shiny, cold desk. She knew that Mitzi Doyle, her office manager and notary public,
would have a pot of coffee on the coffee table before her clients made their way to the office.
Before that thought could leave her mind, Mitzi, a motherly gray-haired woman, appeared, tray in
hand. “Anything else, Nikki?”“Nope, I’m good, Mitzi. Thanks. By the way, hold my calls, and I’m
planning on leaving at noon. You can reach me at home, if you need me. You can show the
Lamberts in now.”They were such a nice-looking couple, Nikki thought, as they all shook hands
and seated themselves. Amy was petite, a ball of fire with blond hair and eyes that were laser
blue. Jeffrey was tall, ripped, with dark, untamed, curly hair, and puppy-dog-brown eyes. Both of
them had killer smiles, which they didn’t show often enough, at least to her knowledge.
“Coffee?”“I think I have already had my quota for the day,” Jeffrey Lambert said. Amy nodded as
she kept trying to shred her fingers, which refused to remain still in her lap.Nikki poured herself a
cup of coffee and leaned back. “You both look so nervous. Why is that? You ironed everything
out weeks ago. We spoke on the phone, and you both assured me that things were on track. It’s
okay if you have changed your minds. It happens more often than you know.”“It’s just that . . .
neither one of us has ever been divorced. I guess it finally hit us that this is the end of . . . of . . .
our being together. We won’t be cooking any more meals together or meeting up to eat
something on the run at the end of the day. No more movie nights. No more sharing our day’s
experiences. Togetherness will be just a memory, and I find it sad, but, no, I haven’t changed my
mind, and neither has Jeff. We are going to go through with the divorce. Just tell us where to



sign, so Jeff can catch his flight back to California.” Nikki cringed at the jitteriness she was
hearing in Amy’s voice.Nikki made a big production out of leafing through the folder on the
coffee table in the hopes that she was covering up what she was suddenly feeling. She didn’t
know why, but she didn’t have a good feeling about this divorce. Finally, when she realized she
couldn’t stall any longer, she placed the papers in front of the young couple. “My notary is on the
way in, so it will be just another minute.”Amy Lambert went back to shredding her fingers, while
her husband, for the moment, stared at the Jackson Pollock paintings on the wall. Nikki thought
he looked more nervous than his wife. She felt her sudden uneasiness ramp up a notch. She let
loose with a soft sigh the moment Mitzi and her notary stamp appeared. Seven minutes later,
everything was in order, and the Lamberts were on their feet, waiting to shake Nikki’s hand.“Amy,
I’ll see you on the first of November, when you report for work. I was going to have you meet up
with Alexis Thorne this morning, but her calendar is full. So when you get here for your first day
of work, ask for Mitzi Doyle, the woman who just notarized your divorce papers. She’s also our
office manager, and she’ll take you down to HR so you can get all of that out of the way. That’s
when you’ll meet with Alexis.“Everything at the house is ready for you. You’ll have to do some
grocery shopping, but that’s about it. Is there anything else I can do for you before you
leave?”The Lamberts shook their heads and tried for smiles, which never quite made it to their
faces, much less their eyes.“Well, then, I guess this is good-bye, Mr. Lambert. Don’t worry about
Amy. We’ll take good care of her.”Out in the hall, Nikki leaned up against the wall as she
struggled to take a long, deep breath. Something’s out of kilter was all she could think of to
explain her sudden attack of nervousness. Long ago, she’d learned to pay attention to such
feelings. She pushed away from the wall and headed straight for the door whose plaque said the
office belonged to Alexis Thorne. She rapped softly, turned the knob, and peeked into the room.
“Good, you’re alone. I have to say that was one stressful meeting. And yet nothing happened. We
were up to speed on everything. Smooth as silk, as they say. I had this crazy set of feelings,
almost a panic attack. I don’t know why. Some days, and this is one of them, I hate being a
lawyer.”“What’s happening?” Alexis asked.* * *What was happening was that Amy Lambert was
licking at her lips. There was so much she wanted to say to this fine young man who was still her
husband until a judge stamped her divorce papers. But the words wouldn’t come, and even if
she had known what to say, she seriously doubted that she would have been able to give voice
to them. And to her eye, it looked like Jeffrey was having the same problem.“Amy, if you . . . if you
ever need anything, anything at all, promise you’ll call. You know I’m not just saying the words. I
mean it. I think you know me better than anyone on earth, even better than my mother knows
me.”Amy’s head bobbed up and down. When Jeffrey walked out of Nikki’s office to go to Margie
Baylor’s to sign the trust agreement, he was also walking out of Amy’s life. At that moment, she
had at least a two-minute window of time to change her mind. If she wanted. The door opened.
Scratch the two minutes. This was it. She clenched her teeth so hard, she thought she might
have cracked a tooth. Don’t cry. Crying is a sign of weakness. You can do this. You’re a big girl
now. Right now, Amy Jones, you are on your own. I should have told Jeff I was taking back my



maiden name. Why didn’t I do that? Why? Probably because I thought it would be like pouring
salt on an open wound. How could I tell him that I don’t want to be associated any longer with the
name Lambert—not because of Jeff, but because of his father and those around him?Damn,
she should have left when Nikki left. There was no reason for her still to be standing there, and
yet, there she was. She whirled around to search for her purse, found it, and slung it over her
shoulder. From somewhere deep inside, she managed to drag out the words. “Let’s not say
good-bye, Jeff. Let’s just go with ‘I’ll see ya.’ If I find the law isn’t for me, I might hit you up for a job
at some point. Don’t forget to send me a Christmas card.” She was stunned at how blasé her
tone was. Mind over matter. She almost faltered at the strange look she was seeing on Jeff’s
face. Move! Just get the hell out of here. Move. Don’t think. Go, for God’s sake. Earlier, on their
way into the building, Jeffrey had warned her that the office might be bugged and to be careful
with what she said.How she got to the lobby, she didn’t know. And then she was outside, with the
fierce October wind bent on attacking her as her hair blew in every direction. She walked around
the building to the employee parking lot and her sad little gray Honda Accord, which had
140,000 miles on it. She’d insisted on driving it cross-country because she knew she would
need a car to get around once she reached her final destination. Jeff had insisted on driving with
her and refused to take no for an answer, saying he would fly back. Jeff had wanted to buy her a
new car, a fancy high-end Mercedes, but she had declined his generous offer. How noble she
was, how proud. She’d gone into the marriage with nothing, and that’s how she was leaving it.
She had no intention of touching the money in the trust fund. She had her pride.Amy wrestled
with her wild mane of hair as she tried to pull it back into a ponytail. Finally satisfied that she
could see, she started the engine. It purred to life like a contented cat. As she was typing in the
address to her new, albeit temporary, home on the portable dashboard GPS, a gift from Jeff, she
saw a shiny black Lincoln Town Car drive past her and park next to a bright red Jeep Cherokee.
As she waited for traffic to slow, she watched the car in her side mirror, saw a man in a dark suit
wearing a chauffeur’s cap get out and open the passenger door in the back. She gasped as a
tall, handsome man with snow-white hair, despite his relatively young age, got out and strode
forward. “Damn!” Amy fumbled with her cell phone and pressed the number one on her speed
dial.“Pick up, Jeff! C’mon, pick up.” And then she heard his voice, and she calmed down.“What?
You’re missing me already?” The words were lame-sounding, but still music to her ears.“Listen to
me. I was leaving the parking lot, and your father was just arriving. He’s entering the building
now, Jeff. Now.”“Are you sure?”“Of course I’m sure. I even recognized his driver. Your father, the
Speaker of the House, is now in the building. Okay, I’m outta here. Have a good flight, Jeff. Send
me a text when you land, so I know you arrived safe and sound.”“Okay, Mother.” It was meant to
sound funny, and it might have come across that way if the tone hadn’t been so brittle and
brusque. Amy didn’t bother to respond. Wilson “Buzz” Lambert, the Speaker of the House of
Representatives, was not her problem. Not any longer. He was Jeffrey’s problem. She would
never forget the day Buzz, of all people, called her a gold digger, among even other less-than-
flattering names. Never.Amy cracked her window, then slid a CD into the portable player that



Jeffrey had installed for her. She smiled. She loved Bon Jovi. So did Jeff. Scratch Jeff. She had
to stop including Jeff in her thoughts. It was just her now. Amy Jones. She felt a momentary thrill
of excitement at her maiden name. Amy Jones. Look out, world, here I come—a little late to the
game I intend to be playing, but I’m here now. And when the game is over, the whole world will
know about who I am and how I won.* * *Jeffrey Lambert, CEO and principal shareholder of
Lobo, son of the Speaker of the House, Wilson “Buzz” Lambert, was thinking almost the same
thing as his now ex-wife. I’m here now, inside the building, and what do I do? Such a stupid
question he thought as he ended his call with Amy and scrawled his signature to finalize the trust
fund he’d set up for her. Sweat beaded on his forehead. He suddenly felt stupid to have thought
he could get in and out of Washington without meeting up with good old Buzz.“Is there any way I
can leave here beside through the door I just came through, Ms. Baylor?”Margie Baylor banged
down on the stapler, looked up, and pointed to a door to the left of her office. “That door will take
you to the outside corridor that leads straight out to the parking lot.”Jeff’s mind raced. He wished
he could take the time to explain to this nice lawyer, with the panicky look, why he was acting like
he was, but he simply did not have the time. “I don’t want to go to the parking lot. Is there another
way?”“I’m sorry, but that’s it. You could take the steps or the elevator to the basement, walk up
one flight, which will bring you inches from the revolving door at the entrance. There’s usually a
line of cabs waiting. Well, maybe not a line of cabs, but at least one or two. Is everything all right,
Mr. Lambert?”“No, everything is not all right. I understand my father is in the building, and I want
to avoid him. He’s a pretty forceful kind of individual and is probably right now trying to intimidate
your receptionist and your office manager with his bluster. Look, I just need to get out of
here!”Margie laughed. “Our people do not know or recognize the word intimidate. We’re women!
I assure you that if anyone is going to be intimidated, it will be your father. Nikki trained us well.
Like I said, we’re women!” She pointed to the side door, and said, “Go!” Jeffrey didn’t need to be
told twice. He literally flew through the doorway.“Never a dull moment at the Quinn Law Firm,”
Margie mumbled under her breath. She pressed a button on the console and spoke quietly. “I
need you to take these papers over to the courthouse and have them filed. I’d like you to do it
now, Judy.”“Yes, ma’am, I can do that. There is someone here to see you. He doesn’t have an
appointment.”Margie’s mind raced. She knew who it was. “And what is our rule here at the Quinn
Law Firm, Judy?”“The attorneys only see clients with appointments. Mr. Lambert is insistent, Ms.
Baylor. He asked me to tell you he is the Speaker of the House.”“All our clients are treated
equally. One more time, what is our rule here at the Quinn Law Firm, Judy? Tell the Speaker to
make an appointment.” That said, Margie hightailed it out the same doorway Jeffrey Lambert
had just gone through. She did exactly what she told Jeffrey to do. She rode the elevator to the
basement and walked up a flight of steps to the lobby and was through the revolving door in
minutes. Outside, a cab was at the curb. She climbed in, and said, “Take me to the courthouse.”
She leaned back against the cracked-leather seat. Sometimes, you just had to do things
yourself. It was important to Jeffrey Lambert to have the trust documents filed today. As his
attorney, it was her job to make sure it happened.This whole thing—the ever-so-friendly divorce,



the unwanted trust, and the Speaker of the House showing up at the eleventh hour—was
enough to boggle her mind, and yet people said the law was boring. She sniffed. Those people
didn’t know anything about the all-female Quinn Law Firm. Not a damn thing. Nikki’s mantra, to
which they all subscribed, was “Take no prisoners.”* * *While Margie’s cab crawled through
traffic, Buzz Lambert was railing at her secretary, demanding to see the head of the firm.“I’m
sorry, Mister Speaker, but rules are rules. I have a job here that I love, and I want and intend to
keep this job. I will, however, call Ms. Quinn to see if she has time to meet with you. Take a seat,
please,” said Judy.“Don’t you dare to tell me what to do, young lady. It works the other way around
—I tell you what to do. Is it necessary for me to remind you who I am? I need to get back to the
Hill.”“No, sir, you have already told me four times who you are. But it just doesn’t matter. You are
not my employer, and you do not set policy for the Quinn Law Firm. Now, either you sit down or
you leave, or I will be forced to call security. How do you think that is going to look on the evening
news? I can just hear the news anchor: ‘And now a story about the Speaker of the House, Buzz
Lambert, being escorted by security out of the building housing the Quinn Law Firm. Calls to the
Speaker’s office asking for comment on the incident have not been returned. ’ I am calling Ms.
Quinn now.”Buzz couldn’t believe that this slip of a girl was telling him, the man two heartbeats
away from becoming the president of the United States, what to do. And yet, here he was, sitting
down. He seethed like a fire-breathing dragon as he waited.“Ms. Quinn instructed me to escort
you to her office. She said she can give you five minutes, not one minute longer, as she has a
client who is due to arrive momentarily. Here at the Quinn Law Firm, we do our best not to keep
our clients waiting. Follow me, sir.”Nikki was standing in the open doorway to her office. She
nodded to Judy that she should return to her own office, that she could and would handle things
from here on in. “Mr. Speaker, I’m Nikki Quinn. This is my firm. I don’t care who you are or why
you’re here, but do not ever try to bluster your way in here and try to intimidate my employees.
We do not tolerate that kind of behavior. You have five minutes, so talk fast. I have a client who is
due to arrive any minute.”“Where’s my son? Where’s that gold digger he married? Jeffrey’s
mother told me they were getting divorced and that you were handling the divorce.”“I have not
the slightest clue as to the current whereabouts of your son. I assume that he has finished what
he came here to do and has departed. Likewise for his wife.“And as a lawyer yourself, you
should know that I cannot discuss my clients’ business with you. This might sound trite, but I
would bet dollars to donuts that you have your son’s phone number and access to a telephone.
Perhaps you should try calling him to find out where he is, instead of coming here and disrupting
my law firm. I think we’re done here, Mr. Speaker.”“This isn’t the end of it, lady,” Buzz blustered.
He couldn’t remember the last time anyone had talked to him like this blond floozy. Even men
didn’t dare talk to him like she had.His face red and mottled like the old bricks on the building,
Wilson “Buzz” Lambert turned on his heel and marched down the hall, his back ramrod stiff.The
fine hairs on the back of Nikki’s neck moved. So her gut was right, and right now her gut was
telling her that the Speaker’s words were true. This wasn’t the end of the Lambert divorce, not by
a long shot.Chapter 2The dowdy-looking woman in the stretched-out sweater, ankle-length skirt,



and shoes with run-down heels spotted the Speaker of the House a second too late. She’d
stepped into the revolving door just as the Speaker gave it a hard slam that forced the woman to
do a full circle before she stumbled out into the lobby of the Quinn Law Firm, where a buxom
blonde reached out just in time to catch her before she fell to the floor.“Are you all right,
ma’am?”Of course she wasn’t all right. Why would anyone think that she was? But, being polite,
she nodded, and said, “Thank you, young lady.”“Are you sure? You look a little shaky. Can I get
someone to help you?”Of course she was shaky, the dowdy woman thought, but not for all the
tea in China would she admit to it. “Really, I’m fine, thank you very much for your help.” On less-
than-shaky legs, the dowdy woman made her way over to the receptionist’s desk, and said, “I
have an appointment with Ms. Quinn. My name is Selma Roland.”The receptionist, a fashion
plate in her own right, tried not to stare at the woman and couldn’t help but wonder how she
could afford the hourly rate the firm charged. “Yes, you do, Ms. Roland. It will be just a moment
until someone gets here to take you up to Ms. Quinn’s office. Please have a seat.”The dowdy
woman shuffled her way across the small lobby and took a seat. Thank God her breathing was
back to normal. Of all the people in the world, Wilson Lambert was the last person she had
expected to run into. Here at this office. At this hour of the day. Her mind started to race. She
asked herself why she was surprised, since Wilson Lambert seemed to know whatever was
going on before anyone else did. Thanks to the network of flunkies who kept him apprised of
everything that went on in the District and genuflected in front of him for the privilege of doing his
bidding. It was sick. Sick, sick, sick.A door behind the receptionist’s desk opened. “Ms. Roland.
I’m Mitzi Doyle. Ms. Quinn asked me to fetch you up to her office. She’s waiting for you. Just
follow me.” If the woman’s shabby attire puzzled Ms. Doyle, she gave off no outward sign.Nor did
Nikki give off any signs that the woman’s shabbiness bothered her when she held out her hand
for a handshake. “Please”—Nikki motioned to the casual seating area—“take a seat. Would you
like some coffee or tea?”“No thanks. I . . . appreciate your seeing me on such short notice. I have
this really bad habit of waiting till the last minute to . . . to make appointments. I’m working on
trying to do better. Should we discuss your retainer fee first?”“I like to wait on that until I hear
what it is you want my firm to do for you. That way, I can gauge how much time I’ll need to work
on your case. Tell me why you’re here and how I can help.”I know I’ve seen this woman before,
but she didn’t look anything like she looks now, Nikki thought. Did she fall on hard times, or is
this a disguise of some sort?“I’ve heard really good things about your firm. So I feel like I’m in
good hands.”“That’s nice of you to say that. We try very hard here at the firm to do what is best
for all our clients. Now, how can I help you?”“First things first. I have a confession to make. I
came here under a false name. I had . . . have my reasons for that. I just want to apologize right
up front for deceiving you. I never . . . I never do things like that. This . . . this time, I am afraid, I
had no other choice. My real name is Livinia Roland Lambert. My friends call me Liv. Selma is
my middle name, and Roland is my maiden name. So I didn’t exactly lie. I detest liars. Yes, I am
the wife of the Speaker of the House, Wilson, or Buzz, as he likes to be called, Lambert. And I
am also the mother of Jeffrey Lambert, who was here to see you earlier. I look . . . like this . . .



because I didn’t want anyone to recognize me. Case in point . . .” She went on to describe the
revolving-door incident and could not keep herself from laughing about it. Nikki found it
impossible not to smile as she visualized the outraged, and thoroughly objectionable, Speaker
of the House slamming through the door, having no idea that he was spinning his very own wife
in a full circle.“I want to file for divorce. I talked to my son, and he helped me reach my decision.
By helping me, I mean we talked for hours, and he helped me wade through all the years of my
marriage and how I arrived at this point in time. Jeffrey found the courage, as did Amy, to come
to terms with the end of their marriage, and may I say I adore that young woman, but even so,
they were not right for each other. They owned up to what each of them wants, and it wasn’t
marriage. So they took steps to rectify that. Jeffrey said I had to look it all in the face and ask
myself if I wanted to spend the rest of my years like all the years that have gone by, or did I want
to live. As in live. When put that way, it was not a hard choice at all.“Actually, to me, it was a no-
brainer. What really startled me, however, was that my son is smarter than I am. If Jeffrey and
Amy hadn’t filed for divorce, I do believe I would have just stayed in the unhappy rut my marriage
had become a long time ago.“There will be problems. I can guarantee that. I am very wealthy.
Please don’t think I’m bragging, because I am not. The money in our marriage came from me,
and it is all mine. I have some very good old family lawyers who have been with me since I
became of age. Of course, I will give you their names and permission to talk to them.“Wilson
earns something around $223,500 a year as Speaker of the House. He will earn that amount
every year until the day he dies. He spends that much during the first quarter of the year. He
loves to live high.“My . . . ah . . . game plan is to get up one morning and walk out of the house
and not actually disappear but depart the East Coast and head to California, to be closer to my
son. On that day, I want my husband served with divorce papers, preferably at his office. But I
want to be airborne when that happens.“I also want to ask you if the firm can handle the sale of
my family home. Again, only after I am gone. To facilitate that, I am going to give you power of
attorney so that you can sign anything that needs to be signed.“Moreover, I want Wilson evicted
as soon as possible. I fervently hope that he ends up living in a tent and peeing in a bucket. I
think I know how that must sound to you, but I have finally reached the end of my rope. The only
thing other than my son that man ever gave me was the flu, and even then, he didn’t take care of
me. I’m sorry if I sound bitter, because I am bitter. No point in lying about it at this stage of my
life.“You need to know that we will have a fight on our hands, I can absolutely guarantee that.
Wilson will go immediately to the Chessmen, as he calls them. The law firm of Queen, King,
Bishop, and Rook. I’m sure you know of them. I think Wilson is responsible for that firm’s
success.”Nikki childishly crossed her fingers that Livinia Lambert wasn’t picking up on what she
was feeling. As Jack was fond of saying, I certainly didn’t see this coming. Of course she knew of
the firm—everyone in Washington, D.C., knew who the Chessmen, the firm’s founders and only
partners, as they liked to be called, were. Nikki opted for silence and simply nodded, pretending
that she was not letting on about how that reference to the Chessmen rattled her.“Wilson has no
idea I know this, but I tapped into his personal e-mail account, and there are those out there who



want him to make a bid for the presidency. I think the Chessmen are the driving force behind the
plan. That buffoon, meaning my husband, actually thinks he can win. And perhaps he can.
Stranger things have happened in Washington, D.C.“I’ve heard him whispering on the phone
from time to time. Wilson would make a terrible president. Even the thought that he is now
second in the line of succession scares the wits out of me.“That’s another reason I’m doing this. I
do not want to be attached to him in any way, should he make a run for the presidency. Assuming
he can even get out of the gate. If I can successfully remove myself, my money, and my friends,
then I think they will very quickly lose interest in him as a presidential candidate. As it stands
now, he needs me. He might, I say might, try to hit up Jeffrey, what with his newfound software
wealth, but I can assure you that Jeffrey wants no part of his father. Wilson was an absentee
father during Jeffrey’s most crucial years.”Livinia threw her hands in the air, and said, “That’s
pretty much the condensed version of things, Ms. Quinn. Will you represent me? Should we talk
about the retainer now?”Every nerve in Nikki’s body was screaming, No, no, no, a thousand
times no! What she said was, “Of course the firm will represent you. I don’t want you to worry
about the Chessmen if you think that’s who your husband will have representing him. We’re all
big girls here at the firm. We can handle them.”Livinia let loose with a mighty sigh. “I was so
hoping that you would say yes. Thank you. What’s my next step? Aside from paying you the
retainer. What kind of paperwork do you need from me other than that power of attorney? Oh,
one other thing. Jeffrey and I have what Jeffrey calls burner phones. And that means Wilson
doesn’t know about them. And we also have our own private e-mail accounts. Jeff, as I am sure
you know, is very high-tech, and he took care of all that. I even have separate sets of identity
papers so when the day comes, and I walk out of the house, no one will know where I am. Not
the Selma Roland name, that’s too obvious. I know that part is illegal, but I really don’t care at
this point.”Nikki struggled to process all she was hearing. “Ah . . . it sounds like you and your son
pretty much thought of everything. You do realize, don’t you, Livinia, that this is not going to be a
walk in the park, especially if the Chessmen are involved.”“My dear, I didn’t just fall off the turnip
truck. I know more than you think I know about those scoundrels at that firm. They’re all about
dirty tricks and intimidation. I lost count of the number of times the four of them came out to the
house, ostensibly to play cards, but all they did was talk about how they shafted, that’s the word
they actually used, their clients’ spouses in divorce settlements. When I finally realized what
those meetings were all about, I hired someone to come in and bug Wilson’s office. It was
someone I trusted, so don’t you worry about that end of it. I have a shoe box full of tapes I can
hand over to you.”Good Lord, this woman is chock-full of surprises! “Really! That’s good to know.
Yes, of course we’ll want to listen to those tapes. Is there anything else you want to tell me?”
God, I hope not, Nikki prayed.“No. That’s pretty much it. I imagine you want to know if Wilson
ever cheated on me or not. I don’t know. I never cared enough to look into it. We haven’t been
man and wife in that sense for more years than I can remember. Now about that retainer. Will fifty
thousand dollars work for now? I know all about billable hours, and I also know that, as you say,
this is not going to be a ‘walk in the park.’ Just tell me what to sign, so I can get back home and



out of this . . . this bag-lady outfit.“My son said something I thought was very profound yesterday.
He said the choices we make in life define who we are. He also said that fate is what happens to
you. Free will is how you respond. I raised a very smart young man, and, yes, I take one hundred
percent credit for that.” Livinia shrugged. “I don’t know why I felt the need to tell you that. I guess
because I am going to do my best to make the right choices from here on in and let my free will
rise to the surface. We’re done, right, Ms. Quinn?”“For now, yes. How do we get in touch with
you?”Livinia squinted, then completely closed one eye as she homed in on a picture on the wall.
“I think it might be best if I get in touch with you. Don’t send me any mail at my home. Wilson has
the help on his side. What that means is they report to him on my comings and goings, although
why he wants to know what I’m doing is beyond me. Jeffrey says he worries that either he or I will
damage his reputation somehow, someway. Can we just leave it at that for now?”“Yes, for
now.”“How long before you are in a position to serve the papers on him? I don’t mean to rush
you, but now that I’ve made my decision, I want to walk out of that house and get on with my life
as soon as possible. But you’re the lawyer, take as much time as you need so we get it done
right. I’ll find a way to get all those tapes to you.”“A week from today should do it. Call me two
days before, and I’ll let you know if we are ready to act as soon as you are on that airplane to
California.”And then they were at the door. “Is this where you say something to me like, ‘If you
change your mind, it won’t be a problem’? A week will give me time to make my plane
reservation. I thought I would book a flight to Kansas City. No one I know goes to Kansas. Then I
will book another flight from there, a few days later, for San Diego, where I will stay another few
days. The next step will be to buy an old car of some sort to finish off the trip. This way, I won’t be
leaving any footprints for Wilson to follow. Once I leave, I will only use cash to pay for everything,
so he cannot trace any credit-card use.”Nikki laughed out loud. “You really did think this through,
didn’t you? Actually, I usually do say something like that, but in your case, I don’t think it’s at all
necessary. Perhaps I should hire you to work on my investigative team.“Good luck, Livinia. You
know how to reach me, if you need me. Oh, wait, I do have one other question. What about your
household help?”This time, it was Livinia’s turn to laugh out loud. “The way I see it, those people
are Wilson’s problem. He hired them all. Let him deal with whatever crops up. Have a nice day,
Ms. Quinn.”
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