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Olivia Brooks juggled dry cleaning, a smoothie, and a salad as she hurried along the crowded sidewalk, wondering which of the items would be knocked to the ground the next time her arms were jostled, and hoping if anything, it would be the salad. Since everything she carried was for Ava, it all needed to be in pristine condition or Olivia would be sent out again for a replacement. But not until Olivia had been sufficiently berated by the one and only Ava Waitley. The tirades seemed to be coming more frequently and Olivia hoped once Ava had taken her upcoming vacation to Scandia Island, off the nearby coast of Massachusetts, the woman would be more relaxed. Laughing to herself, she rephrased that to less tightly wound since relaxing was not in the woman’s DNA. Olivia thought fondly of her previous position as admin to Harvey Waitley, Ava’s father, wishing she could turn back time and have her old job back. It wasn’t even as if she’d applied for the PA position with Ava. Ava had announced to Harvey one day as she was now a Vice President, she needed an assistant, and she’d set her sights on Olivia. Since Harvey never refused any requests his daughter made, Olivia found herself in a new office with a new boss, and her former pleasant working conditions became only fond memories. The increase in her salary had appeared at first thought to be some consolation, but it wasn’t many hours into the new job she realized no amount of money could make working for Ava Waitley a pleasant experience.

Pushing through the front door of Waitley Creations, Olivia was thankful for two things; she and her burdens had made it safely inside, and her vacation, once again coinciding with Ava’s because that was the only time she was allowed to take off, was only seven days away. She could get through the week, then she and Asher would take that road trip around the Northeast. She was itching to put her Pentax to use again, capturing the beauty spots and pretending to herself someday she’d find a job as a freelance photographer. She’d naively thought working for an ad agency would provide opportunities to put her skills to use, but that had yet to happen. The vacation would help her mellow out, as long as Asher was able to mellow out along with her. Lately he’d been a little distant, more critical of Ava’s demands on her, and even though Olivia agreed with him, there was nothing she could do but accede if she expected to keep her job and be able to pay her bills.

Taking the elevator to the eighth floor, she stepped out and greeted Josie as she passed her office in HR, wishing she had time for a chat. Reaching her own desk, she debated dropping her purse before continuing to the door labeled Ava Waitley, then decided to get the delivery over with. She gently wrapped her knuckles against the closed door and awaited the summons.

“Come in.”

Forcing a smile, she turned the handle and stepped inside, headed across the corner office toward the mahogany desk, her boss frowning at her in the usual way.

“It’s about time. I thought you’d decided to take the rest of the day off,” Ava Waitley said, looking pointedly at her Cartier watch.

Don’t say anything. Don’t even think it. Olivia maintained her smile and hung the plastic wrapped dresses in the closet, then turned to hand Ava’s lunch and beverage of choice to her.

Ava took the plastic cup and dropped it into the trash barrel beside her desk. “I don’t want strawberry. Get me an avocado and papaya instead. And you’d better be quicker next time, Brooks.”

“Of course.” Which sounded so much more professional than everything else that was trying to come out of Olivia’s mouth. Gritting her teeth, she left the office, gently closing the door and praising herself for the superhuman self-control she continued to display hour after hour, day after day, week after week, ad nauseum. Why hadn’t she been born wealthy so she could open her own photography business and be her own boss and actually get to use some of the skills she’d acquired over years of courses and practice? Walking by Josie again, she caught the sympathetic look, only able to return it with raised eyebrows, but she knew Josie knew exactly what she meant. Ava’s voice tended to travel, especially when she was in a mood. Which, unfortunately, seemed destined to be a permanent one. Pushing the elevator call button, Olivia shoved avocado and papaya smoothies to the back of her mind and focused on vacation.
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MICK’S EYES ROVED FROM the photos on his laptop to the man pacing the room. “Are you in a hurry, Greer? The ferry won’t leave for another hour.”

“I don’t want to be stuck here on this rock.”

Mick thought rock was a harsh description of Scandia, but was aware not everyone appreciated the beautiful island. Still others never left it, ever, proving again it took all kinds to make a universe. “Did you get that shot of the lambs I wanted?”

Greer stopped and faced him. “I took over a thousand shots. How the hell am I supposed to remember one particular shot?”

Which meant he had not. Mick had only worked with Greer for the New Zealand trip, but spending a week in close quarters was more than enough time to become familiar with another’s idiosyncrasies, and this particular photographer was loaded with them. Pulling his checkbook from his suitcase, he took care of business the old fashioned way and stood to hand the check to Greer. “Thanks for your help.” He suspected what Greer’s response was going to be but would ask anyway. “Would you be interested in any other jobs?” The look in the other man’s eyes was only the prelude.

“Absolutely not. I can’t work with someone who micromanages the way you do. I need to let my art be in control, not someone who doesn’t understand the first thing about photography.” Greer picked up his camera bag and Mick watched him leave the room, slamming the door in case Mick hadn’t caught on that their brief collaboration was over. 

When there was a gentle knock on the door minutes later, he found Stella with a plate of cookies, fresh from the oven if the aroma that had just reached him was any indicator. “Hey, Stella. Sorry about the door.” Her B&B was over a hundred years old and deserved more respect than Greer had shown it.

“Not to worry. Since he’s gone, why don’t you come to the kitchen and I’ll get you a nice cup of tea and you can tell me about your trip and why this one left in such a huff.” She pointed a thumb toward the front door.

Glancing at the laptop on the bed, he decided the photos could wait. Following Stella down the hallway to the kitchen, he said, “Same old, same old. I’m a micromanager.”

“You have every right to call the shots. You’re the one writing the travel guides, aren’t you? The photos are just – just extra. When I travel, I don’t need photos to convince me. I need to know what to see and do and where to eat.”

He smiled. “You’re telling me I should stop bringing a photographer with me?”

“No. You need photos. But you need to find a nice photographer for a change. Not these prima donnas you’ve been hiring.”

“Maybe I’ll have you screen them for me from now on.”

“I’m happy to do that. Now sit and I’ll make your tea and I’ll tell you about the latest people renting your house. They’ve come for breakfast a few times and they’re lovely.”

“Smart, too, if they know your cooking is the best in town.”

“McAlister Holton, you stop with that flattery. Have you heard from Denise and Greg? When are they coming for a visit?”

“They said September. I kept the house open the first two weeks for them.”

“How are they liking the Mediterranean trip?”

“From the little I’ve heard, it’s one of their favorites.”

“Your parents really know how to live it up. But they always did, didn’t they? They’ve always enjoyed life.”

“You could be doing the same thing, Stella. Just take a couple weeks off every year and go somewhere. I can recommend places all over the world.”

“Oh, I know. I own every one of your books and I’ve read them cover to cover.” She sighed. “Maybe next summer, before I get too old to travel.”

Mick knew Stella was a few years younger than his parents and she still had plenty of traveling years left in her. “I can watch the place while you’re gone. You know that.”

“I do, and I appreciate it, Mick.” Setting down two mugs of tea, she pushed him toward a chair and sat opposite him. “Now tell me about New Zealand. Did you meet any nice girls?”
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OLIVIA WAS WATCHING Asher pack for their trip and his disorganized style was making her wish he’d just let her do it for him, but he didn’t appreciate that kind of assistance, as he’d mentioned to her several times. Her own packing had been completed days ago, her clothing neatly rolled in tissue paper to minimize wrinkling, and her camera bag was ready to go. She anticipated taking thousands of shots during their two-week trip and possibly ordering a beautiful hard-cover book with her favorites. 

“Are you sure you don’t want to spend the two weeks at Outer Banks with my family?” Asher paused in the act of folding a green shirt that Olivia particularly disliked.

Olivia was more than sure. She’d never been more sure of anything in her life, but this was another time to utilize her well-developed diplomacy skills. “As much fun as that would be, I think I’m really ready for a nice long drive and getting my fill of flowers and gardens and estates. And aren’t there twelve of them sharing the house? It sounds like it will really be crowded.”

“There’s always room for more. We could sleep on the porch.”

Sleep on the porch... Didn’t that sound enchanting. “Maybe another time.” She almost asked how he was doing on the packing but managed to keep her thoughts to herself. They both had to work in the morning, but it would finally be Friday, and they’d be leaving the following day.

“At least you’re getting away from Bosszilla. Even a road trip is better than being around Ava for the next two weeks.”

Even a road trip? Oh, boy. If he was already less than enthusiastic about their vacation, as the days wore on it was going to get mighty uncomfortable in her Subaru. But if Asher had been so against the trip, maybe he should have said something sooner than two days before they were due to leave. “Why don’t I leave you to it, then? I have a few things still to pack...” And now she was lying. Except it wasn’t really a lie, since she hadn’t packed all her toiletries.

“Fine. Go.” He waved a hand. “I can’t concentrate with you breathing down my neck.”

“I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” She wondered if Asher would give her a kiss goodbye but when he didn’t even look at her she left his room and headed down the hall toward his front door. And freedom. Freedom? Her step faltered as it occurred to her that was not the right pre-vacation attitude. Outside, the night air was warm and welcoming and she looked up at the stars, or the few she could see over Bridgeport because of the numerous buildings and residences. 

As she drove home to her condo, taking the route by the beaches, she glanced out to sea toward where Scandia Island lay, thinking of Ava spending her vacation there, and wondering if the residents knew what they were in for once Ava realized there wasn’t a whole heck of a lot to do. Olivia would enjoy a stay at the island with its cobblestone sidewalks, cute shops, and one of a kind restaurants, but the pace was much slower than Ava Waitley was used to and Olivia didn’t know how her boss was going to amuse herself. Maybe Olivia needed to shut off her phone once she climbed into the Subie on Saturday morning and truly be away from everyone and everything. Suspecting that could be grounds for termination if Ava had some last-minute demand, she knew she couldn’t do it. But it was certainly fun to think about it.
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MICK SPENT THURSDAY night transcribing his notes, both verbal and handwritten, enjoying the tranquility of the B&B’s sunroom as he worked. The beach and the almost constant salty breeze from the ocean only a couple hundred feet away were two of the reasons he loved returning to Scandia. That and the people and the way the locals seemed to love life, no matter what it threw at them. 

He’d once considered writing a travel guide about the island but knew it would be a huge mistake to invite hordes of people over to what he still considered a hidden gem. He knew it was partly for selfish reasons, knowing he might not be able to get his usual room at the B&B whenever he wanted, but he was also considering the traffic and subsequent pollution from the added vehicles and, to be honest, off-islanders. Getting a ferry reservation was difficult as it was, but with more and more tourists arriving, he’d need to park his Jeep on the mainland for those times he wasn’t able to bring it over. In any case, it was too soon to think about planning another guide because it would take him a good while to finish New Zealand. He’d told Leah when he expected to have the book written and he knew she wouldn’t pressure him to have the draft ready sooner. Fortunately, his agent was better able to deal with his micromanaging than any of his photographers had been. Anyway, what was wrong with micromanaging? It was the only way to have things done right.
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OLIVIA MADE IT TO THE office before Ava on Friday, as she had every day ever since she’d made the mistake of arriving three minutes after Ava and had become enlightened for ten solid minutes as to why that was never going to happen again. As the offices on the floor slowly became populated, Olivia wondered when her boss was going to arrive. When 8:30 arrived without an Ava-sighting, Olivia wondered if everything was all right, but hesitated about texting the woman. That was another mistake she did not want to repeat. Instead she focused on her emails. 

When her phone, lying beside her laptop, vibrated, Olivia saw her boss’ number and tapped the screen to read the text. “Call me now.”

Olivia took the phone into Ava’s empty office and closed the door, tapping the screen again, hoping she was ready for whatever was about to befall her. Which would be her fault, she knew that, but maybe it was something easily rectified.

“Brooks, I forgot my makeup. Bring it over here to Scandia in the morning on the first ferry.”

Makeup. Ferry. She was on the island a day early? But why should that surprise Olivia? Bringing it to Ava on Saturday? “Can I bring it today?” She grimaced, closing her eyes. Why had she asked that? Offering suggestions and even asking questions were also big no-nos. 

“I said tomorrow, didn’t I? I don’t pay you a small fortune so you can go riding around on boats instead of working. My case is on my bed. Get it after work. I need you to do everything I emailed you about first. Understand, Brooks?”

“Yes.” Oh, yes, I understand perfectly. She thought of Asher and how he was going to take the news. Well, so what if their departure was delayed by a few hours? It wasn’t going to ruin their road trip. “You’re at 27 Ocean Drive?”

“You should know where I am. You booked it for me.”

Which didn’t always mean Ava would actually be there. “Thank you. I will see you in the morning. Enjoy your-” The sudden silence on the other end was more a relief than another example of Ava’s rudeness. “Vacation...”

Stepping to the window to watch the traffic for a moment while she prepared her speech for Asher, she decided to wing it. Tapping the phone again, she waited for the next excitement in her day-before-vacation.

“Olivia, I’m a little busy here.”

Then she would make it quick. “I have to bring Ava’s bag to Scandia Saturday morning before we can leave for vacation.” She heard a sigh that may have lasted a full twenty seconds. Possibly a record for Asher.

“Which means we can’t get an early start so we can get this over with. You know there’s going to be traffic, don’t you?”

Get this over with? There was always traffic, every day, no matter where they went. Traffic was a fact of life. “I do, but I don’t have a choice.”

“You know what, Olivia? You do have a choice. Ava doesn’t pay you enough for what she makes you do and the way she cuts into my time.”

His time? “I have to do this, Asher. I’m sorry we’re going to be delayed, but-”

“It’s time to make a decision. It’s either Ava or me. Who is it going to be, Olivia?”

“Asher, don’t do this. You know I need this job.”

“You can get another job. Go sell cosmetics or clothes or something at the mall like my sister does. She gets a decent paycheck. But you don’t want to hear that, do you? Make your choice. Her or me?”

“Asher...”

“Her or me, Olivia?”

“I need this job.”

“Then you can live with your choice.”

“But-”

For the second time in minutes, she’d been cut off. She considered taking a walk to see Josie but suspected Ava would hear about it, and returned to her desk instead. Picking up the receiver, she called the reservation line for the ferry, hoping she’d be able to get a space for the Subie. The island wasn’t gigantic, but she didn’t want to roam it on foot, and as soon as she returned to Bridgeport after completing her makeup mission, she’d set her GPS and be on her road trip. Alone. And she would have a wonderful time. 
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OLIVIA ARRIVED AT AVA’S apartment just after six on Saturday morning, wanting to “get this over with” as Asher had described it. Looking around at the empty food containers on the kitchen table and counters, various articles of discarded clothing on the floor in the living room and in the bedroom, she wondered if Ava’s cleaning service was due today, the poor things. She hoped so, or the smell of unrefrigerated food was going to become even more pungent. The bed was unmade and the Valentino Garavani bag, her target, rested at the foot in all its splendor. Unzipping the bag, telling herself not to feel like a snoop because she was checking to see if the bag was, indeed, filled with makeup, she stepped into the en suite to be sure Ava hadn’t left anything vital on the vanity. Pulling a tissue from its box so her fingers wouldn’t touch them, she carefully lifted the Chanel foundation and blusher to add to the collection in the bag, then zipped it closed. After another glance around, shuddering at the discarded pantyhose on the carpet, she strode to the front door, happy to escape.

Checking the dash clock, she saw she had an hour until the ferry left Bridgeport, and she accelerated out of the complex parking lot. The sky wasn’t looking very friendly this morning, and there was probably some rain on the way, but what was a little rain? She wasn’t due to reach the first stop on the road trip until after noon, and the rain could have cleared by then. Although it would be much later than noon, since her timeline, carefully planned out months ago, hadn’t included a makeup mission to Scandia Island. 

Waiting in line at the ferry dock, she watched the vehicles drive onboard, one by one, then grimaced as rain spattered her window. The waves, even in the harbor, were looking choppier than normal, and she hoped the hour-long ride wouldn’t be rough. When the Toyota in front of her was waved ahead, she sighed with relief, until the dock hand held up the Stop sign, making sure Olivia saw it. She was afraid of what that might mean, and rolled down her window when he approached.

“Sorry, miss, but we have to make sure there’s enough room.”

Enough room? There had to be room. She didn’t have time to go off to find a parking spot for the Subie, then run back here in time to board, not to mention she didn’t want to pay the $40 parking fee. “But I have a reservation.” She reached into her purse for her phone to find the confirming email.

“There may have been an emergency. We’ll get you on the next run. Probably.”

Next run? Probably? She looked from the man’s hopeful face to the ferry, where another man was waving. “Look. Does that mean I can go?” She pointed, and the man turned his head.

“Yup. You’ll make this one. Just drive ahead toward Neal. Have a nice trip.” He patted her roof, stepping back, and she eased forward, her eyes on the yawning opening of the mammoth ferry, large enough to carry tractor trailers, trucks, and who knew how many normal sized vehicles. Driving up the rattling ramp and entering the dark interior of the ferry felt like entering the mouth of a giant monster. But at least she was on board and one step closer to completing this ridiculous mission. Shutting off the car and climbing out, she hoped they left the dock soon.
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MICK’S FIRST LOOK OUT the window confirmed the forecasted Nor’easter was about to arrive with a bang in the form of gray skies, wind whipping the tree tops, and rain bashing the windows. He enjoyed a good storm when he was able to witness it without being in the middle of it, and the B&B was a great vantage point. He might be able to watch some of it from the sun deck, depending on which direction the rain was coming from. He’d missed breakfast this morning because he’d been up half the night writing, but he could grab something down the street and the walk would do him good. The long flights home, a full day of traveling, had tired him, and every time he’d shifted positions, wishing planes had more leg room, he’d decided to choose a destination much closer to home for his next guide. Or guides. 

“You’re up early, considering,” Stella said when he appeared in the kitchen.

“Morning.” The radio announcer was talking about the weather, and Stella was staring at the radio as if it were a TV.

“I’m glad you made it back before the storms. Now they’re saying we’re getting two in a row.”

The house had been quiet last night and this morning he hadn’t heard anything other than the usual sounds of Stella moving around her kitchen. “Any other guests staying here?”

“A couple checked out yesterday, and I’ve got three rooms booked for next week, but right now it’s quiet. Better for your writing. Can I get you some breakfast?”

“I was going to grab something at Dacey’s.”

“Because I can make you something.”

“Appreciate that. You take it easy for a change. Need anything while I’m out?”

“No. You run along and I’ll sit and watch the weather. I am so glad I’m not riding that ferry today. They’re saying thirty-foot waves and I believe it. They’re already building.”

“Sounds like a good time.” Pulling on his rain jacket, he headed out.
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[image: ]


OLIVIA STOOD AT THE window of the small café, her feet spread apart for balance as the ferry rocked from side to side, or front to back, depending on its mood. She tried to watch the horizon but it kept disappearing behind the waves crashing against the windows, and she cursed Ava Waitley for forgetting her makeup bag and for every other unreasonable demand the woman had made on her. It was better than focusing on her fears of the ferry being tipped or flipped over by the increasingly angry ocean and sinking to the bottom of the Atlantic before any rescuers could arrive. She pictured a helicopter lowering a ladder to survivors barely staying afloat and shook herself, forcing her thoughts anywhere else. Asher. She could think about Asher instead, and wonder if he was right now in his car, driving to North Carolina to join his family. Or had he secretly bought a ticket to fly down with the rest of them, planning all along to go, waiting for his moment to pick a fight with her because he never intended to go on the road trip? 

When she heard men beside her talking about Nor’easters, two of them in a row, she decided their conversation was more interesting than her thoughts. Thirty-foot waves...power outages...ferries cancelled... Ferries cancelled? Living in Bridgeport, news of ferry cancellations wasn’t unheard of, Olivia knew that, but it wasn’t anything she wanted to hear now, of all days. Maybe the men were just speculating. Shooting a glance at them, she saw they were gray haired, and didn’t know if that meant they knew for a certainty the boats would be cancelled or it was something they’d seen in the past. What she did know was she wasn’t going to ask for verification. Better to remain ignorant until they docked at Scandia. Being trapped on the island with Ava would be nightmarish, since there would be nowhere to hide from the woman. Everything that went wrong would be blamed on Olivia. Beginning with the weather.
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OLIVIA TYPICALLY DIDN’T suffer from seasickness, which was probably due to the fact she rarely found herself on a boat, but the ferry ride was doing its best to make her ill. She thought about cocooning herself in the Subie but decided the darkness would make it even worse. More people had joined her at the windows, all eyes focused on the waves until someone announced the appearance of Scandia Island, then all heads turned forward. Olivia was thankful to see land again, even if it would be land shared with Ava Waitley. It occurred to her Ava hadn’t texted her yet, and that was surprising. Unless she had and Olivia hadn’t heard the chirp. Pulling out the phone she confirmed there had thankfully been no new commands. Yet. Keeping her eyes on the island, then the dock as they grew closer, she told herself to appreciate the fact she hadn’t ended up on the bottom of the ocean. Therefore, things were going well.

Climbing into her car, she poked 27 Ocean Drive into the GPS, ready for the next leg of her journey through hell. She’d been to Scandia a few times, a very few times, and wasn’t all that familiar with the layout. Driving around the island in the pouring rain should be a good time. At least the weather would keep most of the tourists inside, reducing the numbers of pedestrians on the main streets.

After rumbling down the ferry’s ramp, she accepted the fact she may have to spend the night here and kept her eyes peeled for lodging. Passing one gorgeous oceanfront home after another, wishing the day were sunny, wishing she were on her road trip instead, she saw a pretty lilac sign on her right, Stella’s B&B, and wondered if she should stop in as a precautionary measure. If she were forced to spend the night, she’d bet her Subaru Ava wasn’t going to allow her to stay at 27 Ocean Drive no matter how many Nor’easters were hitting, and she needed to think of herself first. 

Pulling onto the crushed shell parking lot, she eyed the house. Two storied, wooden framed with a generous front porch, it was lovely and homey, with its window boxes filled with geraniums. She caught a glimpse of a back porch and a beach, which would be perfect places to sit on a sunny day. Which this wasn’t, so she needed to get moving and hope and pray Stella’s had a room for her. After directing a curse at the Valentino Garavani bag, she climbed out of the Subie into the rain and headed for the front porch.  The door was opened before she had a chance to knock, and she felt immediately welcomed by the gray-haired woman smiling at her.

“Come in out of that storm.”

“Thank you.” Olivia stepped in and wiped her sandals on the welcome mat, then met the woman’s eyes again. “I wonder if you might have a room for tonight?”

“I do. Welcome. I’m Stella, and we’re happy to have you.”

“Thank you, Stella. I’m Olivia, and I’m sorry I didn’t make a reservation, but this was an unexpected trip.”

Stella nodded. “You came on the ferry just now?”

“I did. I thought I was making a quick delivery, but...”

“But the storms have changed your plans. No matter. I hope you enjoy your stay. Let’s get you checked in so you can do what you came to do.”

Olivia looked around as she followed Stella through a living room that had light gray walls and prints of ocean scenes, so inviting she wanted to curl up on the charcoal couch and – and what? There was no TV in the room, but the windows were oversized and had a wonderful view of the ocean. If she were stuck here for the night, she was going to enjoy that view of Mother Nature in a fierce and foul mood, and maybe get some great shots. It wasn’t what she’d expected to be doing today, but there were still photo ops aplenty. “Your home is beautiful.”

Stella smiled over her shoulder. “Thank you, Olivia. I hope you make yourself comfortable. There’s a study, which has the TV and a good collection of paperbacks, and the porches, of course. The first floor back porch is glassed in, but the second floor is open. Make sure you check them out. But I’ll show you everything once you return.”

Olivia followed Stella up the wide staircase to a wooden door labeled Wheeler, turning the glass knob and gesturing for Olivia to precede her. “This room is named after a family who lived here in the 1950s.”

There was a bed with a gray and white striped comforter, a pair of oak night stands, and a dresser. An upholstered matching chair by the double windows looked as inviting as the couch downstairs had. “It’s perfect. Thank you, Stella.”

“The bathroom is through there, and it’s all yours. All the rooms have their own. Now I’ll leave you to it. If you need directions, restaurants, shops, whatever, just ask. I’ll be in the kitchen.” Stella paused for only a moment. “And dinner is served at six, if you’re interested.”

“Thank you. I’ll just get settled in and go make my delivery.” 

“Are you a photographer? That looks like a camera bag.”

Olivia smiled. “Strictly amateur. It’s just a hobby, really.”

“You enjoy it?”

“I love it.”

Stella smiled, nodded, and pulled the door closed behind her, and Olivia located a luggage rack in the closet, setting down her suitcase. After a look in the bathroom mirror, she did what she could to repair the damage the rain had done to her face and hair, and set off on her mission.

Ocean Drive ran along the shore, and number 27 was another beautiful, old wooden house, this one with a wraparound porch. She’d chosen well for her boss’ vacation lodgings. There were two cars in the paved driveway, and she pulled behind them, grabbing the almighty makeup bag, then she hurried through the rain to the front porch. Forcing a smile and not thinking about what she’d had to go through to make this delivery, she knocked on the green wooden door, the bag cradled against her. The door was opened half a minute later by a smiling man.

“Hi, hon. Can I help you?”

“Hello. I’m here to see Ava Waitley.” She was proud of the enthusiasm she’d been able to summon up.

“You missed her. She left on the first ferry today because of the storm.”

“She left?” Left? Left?

“Yeah. Crazy, huh? And she just got here yesterday. Said she didn’t want to be stuck over here in the storm, but I don’t know why not. Scandia is the perfect place to be stuck. That’s Ava all over. Want to come in for a drink?”

“Ah, no. But thank you.” Never mind that she wasn’t into adult beverages this early in the day but the man was a couple of decades older than she was, plus she needed to be alone to explode without an audience. “Thank you.” Returning to the Subie, she wondered if A, she should return to the B&B before trying to reach Ava, and B, should she call or text, and C, would she be able to keep her rising anger at her thoughtless, selfish, inconsiderate boss from coming through once she reached said boss.

Her phone rang as she was pulling onto the B&B lot, and she gritted her teeth when she saw the caller ID. Taking a quick breath, she tapped the screen and closed her eyes, hoping for calmness to settle over her. “Hello.”

“Where is my Garavani?”

“I have it-”

“Well, I need it. Bring it to me. Where are you?”

“Scandia Island. I just went to 27 Ocean Drive but-”

“Get on the next ferry and bring it to me. I need it for Turks and Caicos.”

Turks and Caicos? Olivia hadn’t booked any trip for Turks and Caicos, and amazement that Ava might actually have done it herself almost made her forget about being angry. “I will bring it on the next ferry I can catch.”

“Then what time will you be back in Bridgeport?”

“As soon as the ferries start running again.” She hadn’t gotten the official word the ferries were shut down, but from the size of the waves pounding the shore, she didn’t see how they could send a boat out in this.

“What are you talking about?”

“Because of the storms they’ve cancelled the ferries.” Which Ava should have realized since the weather was the reason she’d bailed. Olivia grimaced, hoping she was telling the truth about the ferry
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