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Do you want to download or read a book? - It was not in any candle composition 

preparations which could cause fatal poisoning . The material from which it was made , 

was the most usual : wax, paraffin and anything poisonous . An ordinary candle, the most 

that neither is an ordinary . On this and wanted to tell Nick yesterday Egor - repent of 

their overconfidence and a little cry of frustration .,Memories of this fiasco almost 

spoiled the mood . Nick still was hard to believe that her version, so logical, suddenly 

proved to be false . Yesterday she twice asked his friend , whether the analysis has not 

revealed any danger to health and life of substances in the wax ? And twice a familiar 

confirmed this .,Before the arrival of Yegor was still an hour and Nick decided to conduct 

an independent experiment . She decided that if you suddenly feel strange , immediately 

extinguish the flames and out onto the balcony for some fresh air . The experiment 

seemed to her dangerous - after she was told that in the no dangerous substances.,Nick 

brought a candle into the kitchen , placed it in a jar and set fire .,She sat meditating over 

the flames , probably about ten minutes, listening attentively to your feelings , and 

nothing, except frustration experienced. No choking , no dizziness, no fear, like the time 

when he first lit a candle in the apartment , no hallucinations , no feeling of another 

presence in the house - nothing.,Sighing , she extinguished the flame of the candle and 

slipped into her purse . It's hard to admit , but she was wrong.,Yegor picked her up , as 

promised, at seven. Nick opened the door with a smile, for which tried to hide her 

excitement gripped .,- Hello - she greeted and quickly pulled down the dress , 

embarrassed look man he looked her up and down . And she could have sworn , he 

looked at her with ill-concealed delight.,- Hi, - he said belatedly . And coughed into his 



fist , he choked : - You're very beautiful .,He first saw her in "women's" clothing, but not 

in a stretched sweater and baggy jeans , do not hide , and emphasizes its thinness and 

angular shape makes it as a teenager . Style knit dress was cut so that it regained earlier 

figure of a girl hides properly selected clothing femininity. Leaf emphasized small but 

rounded breasts and slender waist . Free cut hem masked boy's hip and its length - to the 

knees - let admire the slender calves and delicate ankles girl. Olive color dress 

emphasized the rich green of her eyes and profitable set off ginger gold hair.,- Today is a 

holiday ... - apologetically , said Nick and looked down . It was not a trace of coquetry , 

only genuine embarrassment, splashed in a gentle blush . Of course, it was far from 

classic beauties and the beauties of Barbie, which Igor introduces sister . And it is not like 

Alina close to his ideal . Yet she was beautiful - that gentle like a bud , beauty , which is 

not open to everyone. Genuine beauty, which is lacking artificial Barbie .,- Come ? - 

Yegor said , holding the girl 's hand .,- Come, - she said , putting her hand in his .,In the 

car Nick was waiting for a surprise: the front passenger seat was a huge bouquet of some 

unfamiliar colors.,- This is for you , - said Yegor . And I thought to myself that with a 

bunch he miscalculated : Nick would go much more gentle and innocent lily than lurid , 

as if the parrot feathers , exotic flowers .,- But ... - Her eyes became helpless. - As if we 

have a date. And we are only going to talk about ...,- We , Nick, a business meeting - 

Yegor replied firmly , emphasizing the word " business ." - But as the Women's Day 

today , I could not come without flowers .,She gasped as if in relief , and Yegor noticed it 

myself angry, but did not show it.,- You canceled a dinner with a friend ? - He asked , 

starting the engine .,- Yes, I called Olga and said that this time I can not. She was upset ... 

but I believe that it is worth spending the day with her daughter and husband. Volodya - a 

plastic surgeon , to the same - head of the department . You understand that the schedule 

had irregular , he spends more time with patients in the hospital than at home with his 

family . So let this be a day just for them.,- You're right - Yegor nodded . - I hope in my 

company you will not get bored .,- You promised to tell you about Lerochka - she 

reminded him .,- I'll tell you . But first, a delicious dinner . You dont mind?,She did not 

mind .,- This is your? - Nick asked when the doorman respectfully opened before them 

the heavy door of the restaurant .,- My , - said Yegor .,They were met by the manager and 

sickly smile, he held a separate table , separated from the common room painted a false 

wall in gold . Nick looked around furtively . In his attitude , like it here or not , it is still 

undecided . She appealed to a much more modest places , the situation is this just 

screaming about the high cost and exclusivity , not mere mortals .,Nick handed leather 

folder menu , and while she flipped through her confusion , Yegor something with half an 

ear was talking with the manager , who came in person to take their order .,- At your 

choice , Serge - heard a girl. - You know my tastes and preferences .,Managing restrained 

smile.,- Nick, what are you going ?,- Mm - m ... - she mumbled vaguely and dropped 

slightly startled look on a frozen like a wax figure , the manager. - Read a book or 
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"I miss you so much.",Liz Oliver's apartment was located near the heart of the Latin 

Quarter, within walking distance of the Sorbonne. It was in one of the thousands of stone 

apartment buildings that lined Parisian streets. Solid, tasteful, and very European. It had 

been two years since Quinn had last been in the building.,The apartment had come as a 

free perk of Liz's scholarship. It was a far better place than what most students lived in. 

The letter from the foundation had explained the only requirement that came with the use 

of the apartment was that she could take on no roommates, the thinking being this would 

help her concentrate on her studies. Quinn had written the requirement himself, because, 

unknown to Liz, he was the foundation.,The ground level of the building housed a variety 

of shops: a shoe store, a used-book store, a small greengrocer, the prerequisite patisserie, 

and a café at the corner that even in the cool of fall had customers sitting at tables on the 

sidewalk. Above the businesses were five floors of apartments.,It being midmorning on a 

weekday, Quinn was all but certain his sister would not be home. He could not recall her 

exact schedule, but he knew that she was usually out of the building by 9 am and, more 

often than not, did not return until well after dark.,The residential entrance was a set of 

double wooden doors located between the shoe store and the greengrocer. Windows in 

the upper halves of each door looked in on an empty lobby. Mounted next to the door 

were a list of residents and an intercom. Liz's name was in the middle of the second 

column.,Quinn thought about pushing the one for her place, but decided against it. If she 

was home, it would be better if he knocked on her door than if he rang her on the 

intercom. Harder to turn me away if we're face-to-face. At least that's what he told 

himself.,"Someone's coming," Nate whispered.,Quinn heard it, too. Footsteps, 

somewhere on the other side of the door. He peeked through the window, but saw no one, 

then motioned Nate to take a few steps back. Once they were far enough away, they 

began talking like two friends passing the time.,A few seconds later, the door swung open 

and an older woman stepped out. The moment she passed, Nate eased over and caught 

the door before it closed, then he and Quinn casually walked inside.,The lobby was 

fifteen feet wide by another twenty-five deep. It was clean, bright, and recently painted. 

There was a carpeted staircase to the right, an elevator just beyond it, and an opening near 

the back of the lobby that led to a rear hallway.,"Stairs or elevator?" Nate said.,"Stairs," 



Quinn said. They started to climb.,"How far up?","One shy of the top.","How do you 

want to play this?","She should be in class, so she's probably not home. We'll keep it to a 

drive-by right now, "Quinn said. "Besides, I think you need a shower and a change of 

clothes before you meet her.","Thanks, boss. That's sweet, "Nate said. "You're not 

smelling so pleasant yourself.","Yeah, but she already hates me.",The landing on Liz's 

floor opened into a carpeted hallway that led through the center of the building. On either 

side were the entrances to the apartments. Three doors per side, six apartments per floor. 

The apartments on the right looked out on the street, and those on the left faced whatever 

was behind the building. At the far end of the hallway, another door led to the emergency 

staircase.,"What's her number?" Nate asked.,"Twenty-one. Middle one on the right. 

",Quinn glanced at Liz's door as they started to pass it, then stopped abruptly and knelt 

down. He moved in close, his attention on the doorknob and lock.,"What is it?" Nate 

asked.,Instead of answering, he pointed at the metal plate surrounding the lock. There 

was a scratch on it. To the trained eye it was like a neon sign.,Nate nodded. He wet his 

finger, then touched the carpet on the floor below the lock. When he brought it back up, 

Quinn could see two tiny metal shavings.,"Fresh," Nate mouthed.,Perhaps Liz had caused 

the damage with her key, but Quinn did not think so. The groove was too narrow, like it 

was made by a wire.,Or a pick.,The base of Quinn's neck began to tingle in 

apprehension.,He started to reach for the handle, but Nate touched him on the shoulder 

and shook his head. His apprentice then eased his backpack onto the floor and unzipped 

one of the sections just wide enough so he could reach in.,From inside, he pulled out two 

pairs of thin rubber gloves and handed one to Quinn.,Quinn donned the gloves, then tried 

to turn the knob. The door was unlocked.,"I'm going in," he whispered. "You stay 

here.",Nate did not look happy, but said nothing.,Painfully aware that neither of them was 

armed, Quinn pushed the door open a few inches, then paused to listen.,There was a 

sound from deep in the apartment. Quinn pointed at his ear, then at the opening, telling 

Nate someone was inside. Standing up, he pushed the door open several more inches and 

slipped through the gap.,A small entryway led into a living room. He eased to the end of 

the foyer and peered around the corner. The living room contained a mishmash of 

furniture. A cloth-covered couch, a matching chair, an ornate coffee table, and two 

bookcases filled but not overstuffed.,Quinn glanced at the metal-framed windows, half 

covered by white sheer curtains. Through them he could see the building across the 

street.,Everything within his view looked normal. So normal, in fact, that he began to 

doubt himself. Perhaps Liz had made the sound. Perhaps there was another explanation 

for the scratch. Perhaps she had left her door unlocked by accident, or maybe she was 

expecting someone. Perhaps she was only seconds away from walking into the living 

room and seeing him standing there.,Then what?,Before he could retrace his steps, he 

heard a drawer being yanked out, then slammed back into place. It had come from the 

left, toward the bedroom.,Quinn slipped his backpack off his shoulders and placed it on 

the floor in the entryway. He motioned for Nate to come inside and wait by the door. 

Once his apprentice was in position, Quinn crossed the living room, stepping carefully so 

as not to cause any of the floorboards beneath the carpet to creak. If it was Liz in the 

bedroom, he could sneak back out. If it was not, he'd let his instincts take over.,At the 

hallway, he paused again. Like elsewhere in the apartment, the lights were off. Would his 

sister be moving around in the semidarkness?,The hallway was only five feet long. At the 

other end, an open door led into the bathroom. To the right, another door, also open, led 



to the bedroom.,From his position he could only see a narrow swath of the room, from 

the middle of the bed to the wall on the other side. It was dim, but not dark.,Another 

drawer yanked open.,Unconsciously, Quinn's hand moved toward where his gun would 

have been if he'd had one. He stopped himself halfway there, annoyed.,He scanned the 

surrounding area for anything he could use as a weapon. A paperweight, a letter opener, 

or even an ashtray - though he would have given Liz hell about that later if he'd found 

one. But he saw nothing he could use.,In the bedroom, the drawer moved back into place, 

this time with less force. Then the floor creaked. Once, twice, a third time, each wooden 

groan moving closer to the doorway.,Quinn pressed himself against the wall just inside 

the living room.,Another creak. This time in the hallway, not the bedroom.,He tensed, 

ready to move, but instead of heading toward the living room, the unseen person entered 

the bathroom.,A sudden splash of illumination spilled into the hall as the bathroom light 

came on. Quinn could hear the person going through the cabinet and drawers. Then there 

was the thunk of porcelain, and a second later the sound of water hitting water. From a 

distance.,Definitely not Liz.,The intruder was male.,Quinn moved into the hallway, anger 

bubbling just below the surface of his skin at this intrusion on his sister's life.,When he 

reached the bathroom, he peeked between the door and the jamb. Two feet on the other 

side was the back right shoulder of a large man in a dark coat. Quinn estimated the guy 

was at least six foot three. His hair was covered by the kind of stocking cap favored by 

the reggae set from the seventies and eighties - loose and baggy, falling against the nape 

of his neck. The man was staring at the wall above the toilet in the time-honored tradition 

of males around the world.,The torrent of water began to slow, then finally stop. After a 

last push to clean out the pipes, the man bent down to zip himself up.,Without another 

thought, Quinn slammed the door into the man's back.,A pained grunt was followed by 

the sound of the porcelain lid to the toilet's water tank being jarred loose.,Quinn slammed 

again, harder.,Another grunt.,As he was about to go for a third time, the door smashed 

back into him, sending him flying against the door frame. His left arm flailed out, looking 

for something solid to hold on to, but found only the light switch and inadvertently 

flipped it off, plunging the room into darkness.,The intruder roared as he tried to get 

around the door. But the cramped space and his massive size slowed his efforts. When he 

finally shoved past it, Quinn unleashed a right hook to his jaw. -Download quickly, 

without registration


