[image: Deception Cove]

    
      
        
          

        

      

      Jayne Ann Krentz is the critically-acclaimed creator of the Arcane Society world. She also writes as Amanda Quick and Jayne Castle. Jayne has written more than fifty New York Times bestsellers under various pseudonyms and more than thirty-five million copies of her books are currently in print. She lives in the Pacific Northwest.

       

      The futuristic novels she writes as Jayne Castle all feature her customary irresistible mix of passion and mystery, and also have a strong psychic/paranormal twist.

       

      Visit her online at:

       

      www.jayneannkrentz.com 

      www.facebook.com/JayneAnnKrentz 

      www.twitter.com/JayneAnnKrentz 

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              
              Rainshadow Island series: 
By Jayne Ann Krentz writing as Jayne Castle
            

          

        

      

      Canyons of Night

      The Lost Night

      Deception Cove

       

      Dark Legacy series: 
By Jayne Ann Krentz

      Copper Beach

      Dream Eyes

       

      Ladies of the Lantern series: 
By Jayne Ann Krentz writing as Amanda Quick

      Crystal Gardens

      The Mystery Woman

       

      Arcane Society Novels: 
By Jayne Ann Krentz writing as Jayne Castle

      Dark Light

      Obsidian Prey

      Midnight Crystal

       

      By Jayne Ann Krentz writing as Amanda Quick

      Second Sight

      The Third Circle

      The Perfect Poison

      Burning Lamp

      Quicksilver

       

      By Jayne Ann Krentz

      White Lies

      Sizzle and Burn

      Running Hot

      Fired Up

      In Too Deep

       

      Other titles by Jayne Ann Krentz writing as Amanda Quick

      With This Ring

      I Thee Wed

      Wicked Widow

      Lie By Moonlight

      The Paid Companion

      Wait Until Midnight

      The River Knows

      Affair

      Mischief

       

      Other titles by Jayne Ann Krentz

      Light in Shadow

      Truth or Dare

      Falling Awake

      All Night Long

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              
              COPYRIGHT

            

          

           

          Published by Piatkus

           

          
            978-1-4055-1866-6

          

          
            
              
               

              All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              Copyright © 2013 by Jayne Ann Krentz

            

          

          
            
              
               

              The moral right of the author has been asserted.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.

            

          

           

          
            PIATKUS
          

          Little, Brown Book Group 

          100 Victoria Embankment 

          London, EC4Y 0DY

           

          
            
              www.littlebrown.co.uk
            
          

          
            
              www.hachette.co.uk
            
          

        

      

    

  
    Deception Cove

    
      
        Table of Contents
      

      
        	
          
            
            About the Author
          
        

        	
          
            
            Rainshadow Island series: By Jayne Ann Krentz writing as Jayne Castle
          
        

        	
          
            COPYRIGHT
          
        

        	
          
            
            Dedication
          
        

        	
          
            
            A Note from Jayne
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 1
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 2
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 3
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 4
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 5
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 6
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 7
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 8
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 9
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 10
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 11
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 12
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 13
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 14
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 15
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 16
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 17
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 18
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 19
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 20
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 21
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 22
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 23
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 24
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 25
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 26
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 27
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 28
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 29
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 30
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 31
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 32
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 33
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 34
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 35
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 36
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 37
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 38
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 39
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 40
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 41
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 42
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 43
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 44
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 45
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 46
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 47
          
        

        	
          
            
            Chapter 48
          
        

      

    

  
    
      
        
          

        

      

      This one is for Houdini. When it comes to a vanishing act, no other magician does it with more style.
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      Welcome back to Rainshadow Island on the world of Harmony.

      In the Rainshadow novels you will meet the passionate men and women who are drawn to this remote island in the Amber Sea. You will get to know their friends and neighbors in the small town of Shadow Bay.

      Everyone on Rainshadow has a past; everyone has secrets. But none of those secrets is as dangerous as the ancient mystery concealed inside the paranormal fence that guards the forbidden territory of the island known as the Preserve.

      The secrets of the Preserve have been locked away for centuries. But now something dangerous is stirring…

      I hope you will enjoy the Rainshadow novels.
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      The two low-rent thugs were waiting for Alice when she left the darkened theater through the stage door. She sensed their presence as soon as she started walking toward the street. They were hiding behind the large garbage bin in the middle of the alley. They were not the subtle type.

      “I do not have time for this,” she said to the dust bunny perched on her shoulder.

      Houdini chortled enthusiastically and bounced a little. At first glance he looked like a large wad of dryer lint that had been decorated with six paws and two baby blue eyes. He had a second set of eyes – they were a very feral shade of amber – but he only opened them for hunting or when he sensed danger. He was still wearing the elegant red satin bow tie that Alice had put on him for the night’s performance of the Alien Illusions Magic Show.

      A born ham, Houdini adored the limelight. He was always up for a performance. Somehow he sensed that they were about to give one here in the alley. True, it would be for an audience of two, and neither of the lowlifes had purchased a ticket, but he wasn’t particular about the size of the crowd and the concept of money was lost on him. He took a more pragmatic approach to finances. Pizza worked for him.

      “I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself,” Alice said. “We’ve got an empty refrigerator waiting back at the apartment and a mean landlord who will be expecting the rent tomorrow, remember?”

      She did not have the money for the rent. The Alien Illusions Magic Show had folded without notice tonight. That kind of thing happened in show business, but in this case she was pretty sure she knew why the owner of the theater had cancelled all future productions. He had been bribed to dump the act.

      She was now towing a wheeled suitcase crammed with costumes, wigs, stage makeup, and everything else she had been able to salvage from her tiny dressing room. A large blue tote filled with props was slung over her shoulder.

      It had not been a good day, and the night was turning out to be worse. Not only was she once again unemployed, she’d been experiencing the all-too-familiar edgy sensation for the past several hours. During the past year she had learned the hard way that the icy little jolts of warning were coming from her intuition. Someone was watching her. Again.

      And now a couple of street creeps were about to try to mug her.

      “Really, how much can any woman be expected to take?” she said to Houdini.

      Houdini chortled again, eager to go on stage.

      One of the thugs emerged from behind the far end of the garbage bin. His head, which had been shaved to better display the tattoos on his skull, gleamed in the light cast by the fixture over the stage door. He had a knife in one hand.

      The second man popped out of hiding and moved toward her along a parallel trajectory. He wore a stocking cap over his long, straggly hair. The blade of his knife glittered in the light.

      “Now what’s a nice girl like you doing out here all alone at night?” Tattoo Head asked. “Didn’t anyone tell you this is a dangerous neighborhood?”

      His voice was high-pitched and over-rezzed with the sort of unnatural excitement that indicated he had been doing some serious stimulants earlier in the evening.

      “Get out of my way,” Alice said. She adjusted the weight of the tote on her shoulder, tightened her grip on the suitcase, and kept walking. “I’m not in a good mood.”

      “Now why you wanna go and talk like that to a couple of guys who just want to party?” the man with the stocking cap crooned. “We’re gonna show you a real good time.”

      “A real good time.” Tattoo Head leered. “What’s that thing on your shoulder? Some kinda fluffy rat?”

      Alice ignored him, closing the distance between the three of them as she trudged toward the alley entrance. No doubt about it, a really bad day was turning into a really bad night.

      “Listen up, bitch,” Stocking Cap snarled. “Stop right there. First, put that big purse down on the ground. You hear me? You’re gonna take out all the money you got inside, and if my friend and I like what we see, we’ll all have some fun. If we don’t like what we see, why then, you’re gonna have to give us a reason not to cut you up a bit.”

      Alice ignored the threat.

      “Hey, my buddy told you to stop,” Tattoo Head hissed.

      Alice continued walking. She felt Houdini’s little claws grip her shoulder. He was no longer chortling. He growled a warning and sleeked out, his scruffy gray fur flattened against his small frame. He opened his second set of eyes and watched the knife-wielding pair closely. He was ready to rumble.

      “There’s an old saying about dust bunnies,” Alice said to the thugs. “By the time you see the teeth, it’s too late. Turns out Houdini and I have our own little twist on that bit of wisdom. If you can’t see the teeth or anything else, you’re in trouble.”

      “What do you think you’re doing, you stupid woman?” Stocking Cap said. He skipped and danced across the pavement, closing in on her. “You asked for it. I’m gonna have to cut up that face of yours to teach you a lesson.”

      “Oh, for pity’s sake,” Alice said. “I’ve got some real issues at the moment. You shouldn’t mess with a woman who has issues. Never say you weren’t warned.”

      She jacked up her senses and pulled hard on her talent. She had never met anyone else with the same kind of psychic ability that she possessed – light-talents of any kind were rare. Those strong enough to do what she could do were considered the stuff of fairy tales.

      She cranked up her aura and used the energy to bend the wavelengths of normal-spectrum light around herself and Houdini. The process was similar to the way a rock diverts water in a stream. To all intents and purposes, she had just gone invisible to the human eye.

      She pushed a little harder and extended the shield to her tote and suitcase. It took a lot of power to bend light around not only herself and Houdini but the objects she was touching as well. She figured she wouldn’t have to do it for long. She had learned over the years that people tended to freak out when they realized that, in her case, going invisible was not merely a magic trick.

      As paranormal talents went, the ability to vanish for a short period of time was not nearly as useful as one might think. Career options were limited. Having concluded that she was not cut out for a life of crime, she had tried various other professional endeavors ranging from the food-and-beverage business to a job as a clerk in a museum gift shop. The last one had nearly gotten her killed.

      This past year she had tried her hand at the magic business. It seemed like the perfect career for a woman with her skill set. As it happened, however, any halfway-experienced magician could routinely make objects disappear on stage. The fact that she used psychic energy to achieve the effect did not impress anyone in show business. She was a one-trick wonder.

      Still, the ability to disappear at will, along with whatever she happened to have physical contact with at the time, did have its benefits.

      “Shit,” Tattoo Head yelped. He halted abruptly and stared at the place where Alice had been seconds earlier. “Where’d she go?”

      “I don’t know,” Stocking Cap said. He was clearly jittery. “This is too weird. Maybe that last dose of green dust was bad, man. Gotta find a new dealer.”

      “It’s not the dust,” Tattoo Head said, edging back toward the entrance of the alley. Fear shivered in the atmosphere around him. “Maybe that magic act of hers is for real. Maybe she’s a witch or something.”

      “No way. Are you crazy? No such thing as a witch.”

      Alice hurried toward the alley entrance. She could not remain invisible for long, not now. She had used a lot of energy on stage. Psychic energy was subject to the laws of physics, just like any other kind of energy. Use a lot of it and you needed time to recover. But she was sure she would only have to bend light for another minute or two. Stocking Cap and Tattoo Head were starting to panic.

      On her shoulder Houdini chortled gleefully. The sound echoed eerily in the night. So did her footsteps and the rattle of the suitcase wheels on the pavement.

      “Shit, I can hear her,” Tattoo Head said. “It’s like she’s a ghost.”

      That proved too much for Stocking Cap.

      “I’m getting out of here,” he said.

      He whirled and fled toward the alley entrance. Tattoo Head was hard on his heels. They nearly trampled Alice in their haste. She got out of the way, hauling the suitcase to one side, and she stood with her back to the brick wall as the pair thudded past.

      They did not get far. A man materialized in the shadows at the front of the narrow passage. Moving with the swift, efficient speed and agility of a specter-cat, he did something fast and ruthless to Tattoo Head and Stocking Cap. Alice could have sworn that she saw a spark of dark paranormal lightning flash in the night, but it winked out before she could be certain.

      She blinked and saw Tattoo Head and Stocking Cap were on the ground. Neither moved.

      The newcomer walked to where his victims lay and collected their knives. Then he crouched and went swiftly through the pockets of the unconscious men.

      Just when you were convinced that a day could not get any worse, Alice thought. She stood frozen, her back to the alley wall, suddenly afraid to make any noise. She held her breath and struggled to keep the invisibility shield wrapped around herself, Houdini, and her burdens.

      For his part, Houdini no longer appeared concerned. He was alert and watchful but he was back in dryer-lint mode. She was not sure what to make of that. On the one hand, it was reassuring to know that he did not sense another threat. Then again, maybe he was simply relishing the extended performance.

      Evidently satisfied with his search, the man who had taken down Tattoo Head and Stocking Cap rose easily to his feet and started walking toward her.

      As he came into the full glare of the alley door light, she saw that he was wearing wraparound, mirrored sunglasses.

      Mirrored sunglasses. At midnight.

      She just had time to realize that the stranger looked somewhat familiar before it dawned on her that he was looking directly at her.

      “You must be Alice North,” he said. “Your great-grandfather and mine were partners in a seafaring business a long time ago. My name is Drake Sebastian.”

      That explained a lot, she thought, including the sunglasses-at-midnight thing. The Sebastians kept a low profile, but given her personal interest in the family, she paid attention when a member of the clan occasionally appeared in a rez-screen video or in the newspapers. Drake was the heir to the corporate throne – the man slated to take over the helm of the family empire – so lately he had been showing up more than any of the other Sebastians.

      Drake was never seen in public without his mirrored glasses. They were his trademark. According to the media, he did not wear them for effect. The unique mirrored lenses had been developed specially for him in a Sebastian company research lab. It was no secret that following a lab accident three years earlier he had developed a severe sensitivity to light from the normal end of the spectrum. Now, without his special sunglasses, Drake was even blinded by a low-watt lightbulb.

      For the past year there was only one thing Alice had feared more than her obsessive ex-mother-in-law’s unrelenting harassment. Her worst nightmare for months was that the powerful Sebastian family might figure out that something very bad had happened on Rainshadow Island a year ago and that she was responsible.

      Now it appeared the clan had, indeed, sent someone to track her down – and not just some low-ranking security agent. It was the next president and CEO of the family empire standing here in the alley. And he was looking straight at her even though she was bending light with all of her talent.

      No doubt about it. This is officially a really, really bad night, she thought.

      “You can see me,” she said.

      The overhead light glinted on Drake’s mirrored glasses. His mouth curved in a mysterious smile, an edgy combination of masculine satisfaction and anticipation that sent shivers of awareness across her senses.

      “Oh, yeah,” he said. “I can see you, Alice North.”

      “Crap.”

      “Nice to meet you, too.”
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