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To my husband, Bob, now and everafter





Prologue


EVEN GREGORY WAS STUNNED BY THE DEADLY explosion of his hate. If only he had struck Ivy—that was Gregory’s first thought.


Emerging from an exhausted darkness, he recalled with pleasure the scene at the beach: a cocky lifeguard scanning the sea for someone to save, suddenly struck down by lightning—his lightning. Forced to leave Beth suddenly, Gregory had seethed with anger, and his demonic fury had been glorious, an electric show of deadly might.


Still, the lightning event had ended too quickly. Hovering over the lifeguard, staring down at the pattern of a metal chain and cross burned into his victim’s chest, Gregory had realized that death itself was rather dull. The dying was the interesting part. The scent of fear in the victim and the horror in those who looked on, these were the kinds of things that could ease his hellish pain.


Despite his power, Gregory longed to have back his human abilities. He needed a reliable servant, someone whose mind wouldn’t fight him the way Beth’s had. Happily, Ivy mixed with all kinds of people, even a guy the police were chasing for murder.


A tantalizing thought took hold of Gregory’s spirit: What if, using Ivy’s new friend, he could deceive her, drive her to despair, and drag her down to hell?


Now. Ever. Ours. The voices were speaking to him again.


What if he could destroy her hope of ever joining Tristan in heaven?


The power is within you.


The voices were wise, Gregory thought; they knew him better than he knew himself.


Vengeance is mine!





One


WAS HE STILL ALIVE? IVY WONDERED AS SHE STARED down at the wilting bouquets of funeral flowers. If Tristan had died, would her heart know it?


“Ivy, are you okay?” Dhanya called to her, then opened the gate between the old Harwich church and its cemetery.


Earlier, they had attended the funeral for Michael Steadman and served at the reception that followed. It had been hard for Ivy to look at the faces of the lifeguard’s family and friends, most of them still in shock. The minister had preached on a biblical quote about seeing through a glass darkly, telling them to trust in God’s inscrutable will. But Ivy feared that the deadly lightning bolt had been an act of Gregory, not God.


Six weeks ago, not long after Ivy, Dhanya, Beth, and Beth’s cousin Kelsey had arrived at the Seabright Inn, the girls had held a séance. They were just fooling around, but looking back now, Ivy knew that was when Gregory’s spirit had reentered the world. Beth, who was psychic and the gentlest, most open person Ivy had ever known, had been the most vulnerable; Gregory had possessed her, forcing her to attack Ivy. It had taken the combined strength of Ivy, Beth, and Will to expel Gregory.


Beth had gone home to Connecticut to recover. In the last four days, Will and Ivy had seen no sign of Gregory on the Cape, but the demon knew how to hide himself. Ivy’s great fear in searching for Tristan was that she would not only reveal to Gregory that Tristan had returned, she would lead the police—and worse, the treacherous Bryan—to “Luke McKenna,” the body which Tristan now occupied.


Yesterday, the Cape Cod police had contacted Ivy, hot on the trail of their suspected murderer. From that, Ivy drew hope that Tristan was still alive. The authorities hadn’t found his—“Luke’s”—body.


Dhanya joined Ivy at the grave of Gregory’s latest victim. “Aunt Cindy said the Steadmans are leaving the Cape.” The Seabright’s owner, Beth and Kelsey’s aunt, was close friends with Mrs. Steadman. “How will they ever go to the beach again?” Dhanya said sadly. “How will they ever enjoy summer again?”


She and Ivy began to walk. The mid-July sun warmed the silent churchyard, reflecting off the newest and shiniest gravestones. Here and there, a tall tree allowed dappled light to fall on the older memorials, stones splattered with lichen and leaning at odd angles. Ivy paused to run her finger across the top of one of these, marveling that such gentle, slow-growing things as tree roots had the strength to topple granite.


“Cemeteries are lovely places,” Dhanya remarked, watching two butterflies alight on purple phlox, “as long as you don’t know anyone buried there.”


That made Ivy laugh out loud.


“Dhanya! Ivy! Over here,” Kelsey called to them.


They turned, surprised. Their roommate, who was supposed to be working at the inn with Will, was stretched out on a sunny spot near the center of the cemetery. “I’ve got big news. You’re not going to believe it!”


“What I can’t believe is that you’re taking a sunbath on somebody’s grave,” Dhanya replied.


Kelsey laughed and rested her back against the stone, her athletic legs extended straight out in front of her and glistened with tanning oil. She combed her fingers through a mass of wavy auburn hair, then gestured to the markers on either side. “Have a seat. Rest in peace. You guys have earned it.”


Instead, Dhanya chose a stone bench and sat down gracefully. She had a dancer’s body and a long dark curtain of hair. If she had rested her chin on her hand, Ivy thought, she would have resembled a classic monument to grief.


Ivy sat on a marble curb that marked the border of a family plot.


“Did you hear from Bryan?” Ivy asked.


“He came over before heading to the ice rink.”


Dhanya looked disgusted. “Kelsey, you swore you wouldn’t even glance at Bryan after he stood you up and ignored your texts all weekend.”


“But it turned out he had a good reason,” Kelsey answered, her voice rising with excitement. “Saturday night, he jumped off the train bridge—the one over the Cape Cod Canal.”


“What?!” Ivy exclaimed, sounding shocked, though she had witnessed the incident.


“That’s his excuse?” Dhanya said, unimpressed.


“Dhanya, the bridge was going up,” Kelsey explained. “He leaped fifty feet down to the canal. Think about it—he could have broken his back and drowned if he’d landed the wrong way in the water.”


It was what Ivy feared for Tristan. Standing on the canal bank, she had lost sight of him.


“You’ll never guess why Bryan was up there,” Kelsey went on. “He was chasing Luke.”


“Luke!” Dhanya moved over to sit on the marble curb with Ivy. “Did you know he was still on the Cape?”


“I haven’t seen or heard from Luke since June,” Ivy lied.


“So Luke’s now in jail?” Dhanya asked Kelsey.


“No. Missing in action. Bryan’s been looking for him.”


And if he finds him, he’ll kill him, Ivy thought. What kind of story had Bryan concocted for the police and Kelsey?


“Why did Bryan chase Luke?” Ivy asked aloud. “I thought they were good friends.”


“Not anymore,” Kelsey replied. “Bryan believes that Luke murdered that girl, the one police said jumped from the bridge a week ago—Alice something or other.”


Alicia Crowley, Ivy thought. Bryan had already framed Luke for Corinne’s death. Now he was adding Alicia to the list.


“She was close to Luke,” Kelsey added. “Luke sure likes to knock off his girlfriends.”


Dhanya shivered. “That could have been you, Ivy.”


Ivy simply shook her head. Her roommates condemned and feared the wrong person. But Bryan had already proven his willingness to kill anyone who learned the dark truth about him. To warn Kelsey and Dhanya—and Beth and Will—would only put them in greater danger.


The way to keep everyone safe from Bryan was for her to find the evidence that would place him behind bars, the evidence that would clear Luke’s name. Then she and Tristan could be together, and Tristan could find a way to redeem himself. If he was still alive.


Tristan, where are you? Ivy cried silently, though she knew, alive or not, her fallen angel could no longer hear her heart calling to him.


TRISTAN AWOKE IN DARKNESS. FOR A MOMENT HE had no idea where he was. His clothes were wet; the tarp he was lying on was damp and gritty. The place reeked.


Unable to see a thing, he sat up and stretched out his hands. To his right and left, his fingers brushed against something moist and hard, surfaces that felt like rough plastic, walls that slanted away from him. He realized then that he was rocking slightly, and heard a quiet lap-lap. He was entombed in the hull of a boat, at anchor on calm water. He suddenly remembered the old lobster boat he had swum to, recognizing at least three ingredients of the stench: rotted fish, machine oil, and mildew.


He had walked more than forty miles the last two nights, working his way from the Cape Cod Canal to Nauset Harbor, close to where Ivy was staying. There were no private docks or marinas here; the boats were moored in a bay protected from the Atlantic’s fury by a long finger of dunes and small islands at the northern end of Nauset Beach. Before sunrise Tuesday morning, Tristan had spotted this dilapidated boat among the commercial fishing craft and pleasure boats anchored here. Hidden among the trees, he had watched it all day, as the other boats departed then returned through Nauset Inlet, but no one had claimed it.


After nightfall, overwhelmed by a need to sleep undisturbed, he had swum out to the boat. Its curved, low-slung sides made it easy to board. The lobster traps piled in the stern were tagged with plastic rings that bore expiration dates from the previous December. Checking the vessel from stern to bow, Tristan had figured it was more likely that the boat would sink than its owner suddenly show up.


He’d retreated to the wheelhouse, a three-sided shelter with large square windows. When a party had begun on a boat a hundred yards off, he descended to the snug but smelly quarters below. He figured he had slept for several hours and was glad to emerge now into the fresh air of the open deck.


Looking south, he could barely discern the rise of dark land against the starlit sky, the bluffs on which the Seabright perched. He longed to be with Ivy, but he couldn’t chance it, not yet. It had been three weeks since his picture had made page one of the Cape Cod Times, but the stare of a Walmart security guard had been enough to deter him from buying a new cell phone. His old one and the watch Ivy had given him lay at the bottom of the canal. All he had in his pockets now was a soggy bankroll—from Bryan when he was pretending to be Luke’s friend—and a gold coin with an angel stamped on each side, a gift from Philip.


“Catch anything?”


Tristan swung around, startled. Lacey sat on an upside-down work bucket, fully materialized.


“A lobster? A murderer?” she asked.


“An angel,” he replied, though her angelic purple shimmer was apparent only in the tint of her long dark hair. Dressed in a tank top and ripped leggings, she didn’t look like a local, but at least she wasn’t wearing one of her theatrical getups. Both as an angel and a B-movie teen star, Lacey had always enjoyed grabbing the attention of an audience.


“You weren’t fishing for me,” she said. “I haven’t heard a syllable from you, and you know that I can’t locate people unless they call to me.”


“You found me anyway,” he pointed out.


“I narrowed it down to two places, hell or here. You landed here, flying like a moth to Ivy’s flame.”


“Have you seen her?” he asked quickly, hoping Lacey had been sticking close to Ivy despite the scorn she usually heaped on their relationship. “How is she?”


“For you, as dangerous as ever.”


“No,” Tristan said firmly. This was why he hadn’t called out to Lacey.


“Tristan, I was there on the bridge with you and Bryan. I heard the voices. They were as loud as the night Gregory fell to his death. Time may be running out. You need to redeem yourself.”


Tristan gazed at the stars, as if he could read the time off the bright face of heaven’s clock. “Could you tell what the voices were saying?” he asked. For him, they always began the same way, a low murmuring, overlapping waves of menacing voices, their emotions clearer than their words.


“Their words were meant for you.”


“Meaning you couldn’t decipher them,” he guessed.


“And you can?”


He nodded. The words were becoming increasingly clear to him.


“That’s not a good sign! First you’re stripped of your angelic powers; now you’re hearing the words of demons!” But Lacey’s curiosity got the better of her. “What did they say?”


“Now. Ever. Ours. And when I was up on the bridge, Which way? They kept asking me, Which way?”


“Their way,” Lacey said. “Gregory’s way.”


“I have to stop him. He’ll kill Ivy.”


Lacey grabbed Tristan by the shoulders. As solid as the angel looked and felt, her grip lacked strength, and he easily pulled away from her.


“Listen to me, Tristan. It’s you who needs protecting. Go to the police. Turn yourself in as Luke. Let them arrest you and keep you locked up safe. If Bryan kills you before you’ve redeemed yourself, you’re damned. You’ll be in hell forever.”


“The way to redeem myself is to expel Gregory from this world. I can’t do that from prison.”


“How are you going to get rid of a demon,” she replied sarcastically, “ask him nicely to go home?”


“If Gregory possesses a person’s mind and that person dies, Gregory is banished forever. You told me that yourself.”


“So you’re going to knock somebody off?” She moved her face close to his. “Tristan, you can’t kill! You can’t take away life, and you can’t give it back—that’s how you got yourself into this mess. Life, its entrances and exits, is scripted by Number One Director, and he doesn’t take kindly to us lowly actors messing with his stage directions.”


“There’s a way to send Gregory back to hell and keep Ivy safe. There must be. That’s how I’m supposed to redeem myself.”


“No, that’s how you want to.”


“I need you to carry a message to Ivy,” he said.


“I won’t.”


Tristan hurried on. “Warn her about Bryan. He boasted of murdering both Alicia and Corinne, as well as leaving that woman to die in the hit-and-run.”


Lacey folded her arms. “The chick’s not dumb. I’m sure she’s figured that out.”


“Okay then, just tell her where I am.”


“No! Your love for Ivy is too great a temptation for you. You’ve proven you can’t handle it. If I’m going to help you—”


“Lacey, I don’t need or want you to save me.”


The angel turned away.


Tristan sighed and reached for her arm. “I’m sorry. It’s just that—”


“You’ve been warned,” she said, then faded to a purple haze, blending with the sea mist, and disappeared.


Tristan was on his own. He had to figure out how to reach Ivy. Harder yet, he had to destroy Gregory. That was the only way to keep her safe.


His eyes moved along the shore. In another hour, it would be washed in morning light. “Which way, which way?” he murmured to himself.





Two


WEDNESDAY EVENING, IVY SAT IN HER CAR IN THE inn’s parking lot and prayed. “Lacey,” she said softly, “where are you? Why haven’t you answered my call?”


A thump against the passenger side of her VW made her turn hopefully.


“Too bad about your car,” Bryan said.


Ivy climbed out slowly and deliberately, determined not to show fear.


He strolled around to the driver’s side. “You’ve got some damage on the side and rear.”


Ignoring him, she shifted the car seat forward, attempting to retrieve her bag of music from the back. He blocked her, using his powerful physique to intimidate.


“Excuse me,” she said firmly.


Lounging against the car, Bryan ran his finger over one of the deep scratches he had made in its paint when chasing Ivy and Tristan to the train bridge. “Your rental company isn’t going to like this.”


“It’ll be fixed before they see it.”


He smiled. “Good girl! You operate the way I do.”


“Not often,” Ivy replied, slinging her bag over her shoulder and moving toward the path that led to the inn and cottage.


He caught up with her. “If you need someone who’d die before he’d tell a client’s secret”—Bryan paused, letting his choice of words sink in—“I can recommend a body shop in River Gardens.”


Tony’s, Ivy thought, where Bryan said he had gotten his car repaired after the hit-and-run.


“It’s no big deal,” she said, pushing ahead on the path.


He caught her by the arm and pulled her back. “I knew I could count on you.”


“For what?”


“For seeing that some things aren’t worth getting excited about.”


She lowered her voice in an effort to keep it steady. “I believe our lists of things that are worth it are very different.”


He laughed and let her go. “I bet your list includes people—like friends and roommates.”


Anyone watching them, anyone who didn’t know what she knew about Bryan, would see only the smiling green eyes and playful manners of a guy who liked nothing better than to have a good time.


“You know what I’m capable of, Ivy.” His genial face made his words all the more chilling. “Don’t make me hurt you.”


She wanted to run down the path to the cottage, but she forced herself to walk at an easy pace. “I haven’t said a word to anyone,” she assured him. “But I’m surprised by what you divulged to the police and Kelsey, telling them you were chasing Luke. I can’t believe you called into question Alicia’s death, which they were ready to dismiss as suicide. You’re inviting attention that we could all do without.”


“I had to offer them some excuse after they fished me out of the canal. Those damn helicopters. Too bad they didn’t reel in Luke. He jumped before I did.”


“Did he?” Ivy replied quickly. “Did he swim away?”


“Don’t play dumb, Ivy!”


So maybe Tristan was safe!


“Where is he?” Bryan demanded.


“Several days west of here, I hope.”


They stopped at the end of the path near the large garden that separated the inn from the girls’ cottage.


“No way,” Bryan replied. “Luke’s a stupid homing pigeon, always returning to his nest. He’ll come back to you.”


“But it’s too dangerous for him. Just like it is for you and me,” Ivy added, wanting to make a point. “The police are watching us both very carefully, Bryan.” Right now, it was the only argument she knew that might keep Bryan from killing “Luke” the moment he found him.


“For a while maybe,” he said. “But the police have a short attention span, and you and Luke have no evidence against me. The cufflink’s at the bottom of the canal, the deepest part of it.”


Ivy’s heart fell. Their one piece of evidence, gone.


Bryan leaned close to her, reaching for a lock of her hair, twining it around his finger. “If you want to survive this, if you want Luke to, don’t tell the cops anything. You may think they can protect you. They may tell you they can, but they’re slow and clumsy—and I’m not.”


The cottage door opened. Ivy was glad it was Kelsey who’d spotted them; her roommate’s jealousy would quickly put an end to this conversation.


Bryan let go of Ivy’s hair, then glanced down at her bare arm. “Goose bumps, on a hot day like this!”


Kelsey strode toward them, and Ivy headed for the inn.


Inside the large, square kitchen where the girls and Will began each workday, Beth and Kelsey’s aunt was brewing tea.


“Want some? Apple-cranberry,” she said, brushing back strands of thick red hair that had fallen out of her French braid. “Though I think I could use something stronger than tea.” Her usual crisp button-down shirt was wrinkled. Despite her smile, sun-pinked cheeks, and sprinkle of freckles, she looked exhausted. Food in plastic containers and a key with a large S attached to the ring lay on the kitchen table.


“How are the Steadmans?” Ivy asked, guessing it was their key.


“Struggling,” Aunt Cindy replied. “They closed up their beach house today and are returning to Boston.”


Ivy accepted a cup of tea. “I felt so bad for them. When I saw his little brother and sister at the funeral . . .”


Aunt Cindy nodded. “I appreciate the way you girls and Will have pitched in around here the last several days, especially without Beth.”


“No problem.”


“As soon as Beth gets back,” Aunt Cindy continued, “I want to give Will, Dhanya, and Kelsey some extra days off. How are you holding up?”


“Great,” Ivy replied, despite her own sleepless nights. “I had my extra days off. And we’ve got the routine down now, which makes it much easier.”


Aunt Cindy nodded, then carried the Steadmans’ key over to the pegboard of room duplicates. “Almost forgot to tell you,” she said, glancing at the staff mailboxes, “I took a phone message for you.”


“My mother?” Only their parents were allowed to call on the inn’s landline.


Aunt Cindy smiled and returned to the table. “No, a gentleman caller.”


“Oh, sorry,” Ivy said quickly.


“That’s okay. He had such a nice voice, I wished he were calling me. Billy . . . Billy Bigelow.”


Ivy caught her breath. When she and Tristan were getting to know each other, he had told her that he, too, enjoyed “classical music”—only his idea of classical music wasn’t Mozart or Mahler, but Broadway shows from his parents’ collection of musicals. Carousel was a favorite, and Billy Bigelow was the romantic lead in the story. Tristan had given himself an alias he knew she’d recognize!


Ivy quickly crossed the kitchen to the wooden cubbyholes and picked up the message slip.


Time: 6:10 p.m.


To: Ivy


From: Billy Bigelow


(203) 555-0138


Vacationing here a few days, borrowing a boat on Nauset Harbor.


Come by when you’re free.


“I take it from the glow on your face that this is an invitation you’ve been hoping for,” Aunt Cindy said. “A sweetheart from home?”


Ivy tucked the note in her pocket, smiling. “You might say that!”


TRISTAN SAT ON THE FLOOR OF THE WHEELHOUSE, watching the eastern sky darken, listening and waiting. With his leap into the canal, he had lost Ivy’s number, but the Orleans information booth had listed the Seabright Inn, and he’d talked a kid into lending his phone. The last four digits of the number he’d left for Ivy matched the last four of the boat’s registration, painted on the bow.


Lying back, hands behind his head, lulled by the water’s rhythmic lapping, Tristan fell asleep. He awoke to the whistled melody of a song from Carousel. Scrambling to his feet, he whistled back and heard a light bump against the side of the fishing boat. He climbed over a jumble of crusted wire traps. Ivy smiled up at him from the kayak, her hair a gold tangle sparkling with sea mist. Half mermaid, half angel, he thought. For a moment they just gazed at each other.


“Billy Bigelow?” she asked.


He laughed, and felt the laughter in every part of his body, the way he always did with her. “I knew you’d find me.”


“Permission to board, sir?”


He tossed her a rope and she handed him an oar, then a backpack. When he reached for her, she sprang easily onto the deck. Pulling her close, he buried his face in her damp hair, then kissed the high line of her cheekbone. His mouth found hers in a sweet kiss. “I missed you,” he said, losing the last of those words in another, deeper kiss.


He felt her shiver and wrapped his arms around her tightly, as if he could keep all that was evil away from her, as if he could hold them together forever.


“I love you, Ivy.”


“I love you, Tristan.” They kissed again. “I was so afraid,” she said. “You could have drowned!”


“Drowned—with you as my swim coach?” he teased.


She laughed and rested her head against his chest.


“I was closer to shore than Bryan,” Tristan said, “and I had swum farther downstream from the bridge. Once the police were busy with pulling him out, it was easy for me to slip ashore.”


“He said the cufflink is gone. He knew we had it.”


“I think he’d trailed us to Gran’s. On the bridge, he demanded it.” Tristan took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “When he caught up with me, I threw it over his head, so he’d chase it. . . . I’m sorry.”


“Sorry? No! It was smart,” Ivy insisted. “He would have killed you on the spot. We’ll find some other piece of evidence.”


Tristan shook his head; the truth was the truth. “We’ve already searched Corinne’s room at home from top to bottom. And her apartment was ransacked.”


“So the evidence is somewhere else now.”


“At the bottom of the ocean,” he replied. “Maybe you’ve noticed: Bryan likes to leave people and other disposable things in deep water.”


“We can’t give up, Tristan. If we want to be together, we have to clear Luke’s name.”


He held her close again and rested his chin on her head. “We have to do a lot more than that.”


“When you were on the bridge, did you learn anything new from Bryan?”


Tristan told her what Bryan had admitted—boasted of, actually. A year and a half earlier, when he struck the woman on the side of the road, he left her there to die, prizing his hockey career above her life. He knew he could rely on his old friend Tony to fix his car and not report the drunken hit-and-run, but he hadn’t counted on Corinne being at the body shop that morning, working on a photo essay. She’d always been a snoop and a blackmailer, and she found in Bryan’s damaged car the custom-made cufflink he had worn to the sports banquet. Unfortunately for Bryan, the police found the other cufflink at the site of the accident.


As Ivy and Tristan had suspected, Bryan grew tired of paying off Corinne; so he strangled her, framing her old boyfriend, Luke. But Bryan soon realized he couldn’t rely on Luke to stay out of police view. He killed him, too, dumping him in the ocean off Chatham. After Ivy and Tristan discovered that Alicia could provide Luke with an alibi, Bryan added her to his list of victims.


“There’s evidence somewhere,” Ivy said. “The more you kill, the more witnesses and evidence you leave behind. Somebody saw something each time Bryan murdered. Somebody has or knows something very useful to us, but just doesn’t realize it.”


“Ivy, most of the murders happened months ago, and the more time passes, the harder it is—”


“Stop and think about it,” she interrupted. “A lot of people were at Max’s party the night Bryan slipped off to kill Luke. A lot of people went to the sports banquet the night of the hit-and-run. . . . Of course! They would have taken photos at the banquet. I bet they hired a photographer to sell pictures to all the proud parents.” She laughed and picked up a plastic buoy, shook Tristan’s hand, and awarded him the float as if it was a trophy. “Smile,” she said. “Your cufflink is showing!”


He laughed with her but quickly grew serious again. Bryan was a threat, Tristan thought, but Gregory was an enemy that no gun or human authority could stop. And Gregory had one goal: to kill Ivy. Who would he possess next? Both Dhanya and Kelsey would give him easy access to Ivy.


“We need to find you a safe place, Tristan, somewhere far from here.”


“As long as you’re with me,” he said.


“No, we need to stay separate—just for a while.”


“No way!”


“Bryan’s lying low right now, pretending we have a deal,” she went on. “But he killed everyone else who knew something that would incriminate him. Why would he spare us?”


“Because,” Tristan said, “from the police’s point of view, Bryan is friends with too many corpses.”


“Tristan, don’t you see? That’s exactly how he’ll use us—to cover himself and neatly tie together the murders of Corinne and Alicia. He can finally get his frame-up of Luke to work if he kills us together, so neither of us can talk. He’ll make it look like a murder-suicide, the end of Luke’s killing spree against the women he loved. The way to stop Bryan is to put distance between you and me—”


“I’ll never leave you!”


“Tristan,” she pleaded. “We want the same thing, to be together. But for a while we need to be apart.”


“I’ve been apart from you. I won’t leave you again.”


Ivy closed her eyes and leaned against him, silent for several minutes. At last she said, “Does this boat sail? If I brought fuel for it, could it go?”


Tristan shook his head. “I don’t know anything about boat engines, but the electronics are stripped.”


“Then you’ll be safer on land. Here your only escape is to swim.”


“I could go back to Nickerson.”


“No, too many park rangers have seen your photo.” She hesitated, then said, “I know a place close by that you could use. The family has just left there and Aunt Cindy has the key. It’s hanging on the pegboard—I can make a copy.”


“How long will they be gone?”


“I don’t know. Their son was killed on the beach the afternoon Gregory left Beth. He was struck by a bolt of lightning.”


Tristan took a step back from Ivy and stared at her, horrified. “Gregory will kill anyone!” But he knew there was one person in particular he wanted to kill.


Fear and anger ground a fist in Tristan’s gut. Unlike Bryan, Gregory wouldn’t be cowed by the threat of getting caught. Ivy’s safety depended on him. He would destroy Gregory if it was the last thing he did.





Three


“BETH’S BACK!”


Late Thursday morning, Ivy looked up from the bed she was making and grinned. Will, who had the day off, stood outside the window of the barn suite, his tan body glistening with seawater, his hair spiky. “When you’re done, meet us on the beach steps,” he said.
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