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When someone asks you if you’re a thriller reader or a romance reader, and you answer both.

This one’s for you.








  
  Note to my Readers


This book includes stalking, murder, violence & sex scenes.








  
  Chapter 1
Ivy

Then


The room goes dark just as I step out of the shower. Fumbling around in the pitch black bathroom, I wrap my towel around me and find the light switch. I flick it up and down multiple times—nothing. Using muscle memory, I reach for the handle and open the door that leads to the hallway. It’s also dark. 
“Mom,” I call out, tightening my towel around me and shivering as the cool air hits my still wet body and dripping hair. 
“I know,” she yells back. “I’m working on it.” The front door slams and I assume she’s gone out to the fuse box to solve the problem. Moments later, the lights flicker back on, and I’m momentarily blinded as my eyes adjust. 
Back in the bathroom, I get dressed and run a brush through my dirty blonde hair. I wasn’t blessed with the beautiful dark hair my younger sister, Naomi, was born with. Hers is always thick and smooth. My hair can never decide if it’s straight or curly, opting for an in-between wave that is difficult to style. 
I don’t bother drying it properly tonight; I’m not going out, anyway. I throw on my comfiest pajamas, perfect attire for movie night with Mom and Naomi, and head for the living room. 
Texting as I walk, I bump right into the back of Naomi in the hallway. 
“Why’d you stop there?” I complain and then lift my eyes. 
In front of Naomi is my mom, with a look of pure terror on her face and a large knife at her throat. A thick muscular arm is wrapped around her, his face partly obscured by Mom’s. But it’s a face I’d recognize anywhere. A face that haunts me, even awake.
His smirk sends a shiver down my spine.
“Girls,” Mom squeaks. “Run!”






  
  Chapter 2
Ivy

Now


Iwake in a cold sweat, as I do most mornings. Not just because the Louisiana sun is stifling compared to what I’m used to in New Jersey, but because I’d had another nightmare. It is always the same and it is every night. Some nights the dreams wake me well before dawn. I count it as a win if I don’t get terrified awake before sunrise. At least that means I won’t spend the day tired and miserable… just miserable. 
The smell of coffee entices me down the stairs of our small townhouse. Dad stands in front of the coffee machine and looks up when I enter. 
“Morning Vee,” he says. “How’d you sleep?” 
I shrug and pull up a stool at the counter. 
“That bad?”
“Isn’t summer supposed to be over? Why’s it still so hot?”
He rolls his eyes. “Most people would be thrilled about a long summer.”
“We’re not most people,” I reply, not meaning for my tone to be quite so harsh.
He ignores me and changes the subject, a specialty of my dad’s. “You ready for the big day tomorrow?” He places a mug of steaming black coffee in front of me. 
“Dad,” I say, adding some cream to my coffee. “I really don’t think it’s a good idea.”
“We’ve been over this, Ivy. You need to finish your education.”
“I don’t care anymore. I’ll just get a quiet, dull job and live in a quiet, dull corner of the world. It’s all I’ll ever be able to do anyway.”
Dad sighs and leans his elbows on the countertop in front of me. I lift my head so my eyes meet his. “Vee, they’ll find him.”
I shake my head, the familiar tightening of my chest begins, and I squeeze my fists open and closed. “You don’t know that.”
“They will,” he says. I can’t tell if he’s trying to convince me or himself. “And in the meantime, you need to go to college, start building the life we always wanted for you and–” He clears his throat and looks down. “Your sister.”
“Me going to college won’t bring back Naomi,” I snap, regretting it immediately. 
His expression softens. “No, but it would make her proud, I’m sure.”
I frown. I’m not sure he’s wrong, but I still don’t appreciate the guilt trip. I grab my mug and head back upstairs to my room. 
I’m never going to win the argument anyway. I know I have to start college tomorrow. Plans have been in place for months. 
Apparently, you don’t get a say in your life even when one of the country’s worst serial killers wants you dead.

In New Jersey, I’d been studying visual arts with the dream of being an artist, and I volunteered at my old high school in the Art Hub. I really wanted to illustrate children’s books. Being a school teacher, Mom had read Naomi and I so many books when we were younger and while Nae had been all about the words and writing her own stories, I was obsessed with the pictures, copying the ones from the books or creating my own. Nae and I even talked about being an author-illustrator duo, though her love for writing faded when she discovered boys, clothes and parties. 
I never stopped drawing. 
When we moved to New Orleans, the U.S. Marshal appointed to us, Owen Jarvis, suggested it wouldn’t be wise to take up the same subjects. So as well as all the other changes to my identity, I now had to figure out what future I would pretend to want. Dad suggested I might be interested in following in Mom’s footsteps and going into education, but I don’t want to be in a classroom full of kids when he inevitably finds me. 
In the end, I settled for English with a hope to major in creative writing. I didn’t love the idea of putting my thoughts on paper, but I thought it might somehow bring me back to my original dream.
Dad drops me off outside the main building of Bayourne University, a small college not far from New Orleans. 
The main building is a long, red brick structure with a lush green lawn out the front. The American flag flies proudly in the center of the lawn that is currently sprinkled with people standing around with coffee or lounged on benches. In front of the grass is a waist high-brick wall in the same red color.
“Want me to walk you in?” he asks. 
I know I have to start this on my own, so bringing Dad inside won’t help.
“All good, Dad.”
“I’ll be right here when you’re done. Call if you need anything.”
I shake my head. “I know, Dad. Don’t worry. I’ll be fine. The most dangerous things here are catty sorority girls and horny frat guys.”
At that last comment he glares at me. I laugh and turn my back to him, offering a wave as I walk away. 
I walk through the main gate. It has the school logo next to three words–Innovation, Character, Excellence. I smile to myself. My old school had the words ‘Wisdom, Virtue and Excellence’. I wonder how they come up with these mottos. Some sort of inspirational noun generator. 
The thought takes me back to a memory of Naomi. She was updating her Instagram profile as we both sat on her bed. 
“I need some words to describe me,” she’d said to me as she clicked away on her phone. 
“Use a thesaurus,” I replied in the irritating voice my old English teacher would use.
She threw a pillow at me, knocking her bedside lamp and causing the bulb to blow. She’d never replaced the bulb. 
Standard Naomi, if it wasn’t beneficial to her social media profiles or appearance, she didn’t care. 
“Are you okay?” 
A hand touches my arm, and I’m pulled from the memory of my sister back to the present. My chest tightens and I yank my arm away. Stepping back, I lower myself to the ground, close my eyes and hug myself tightly. 
“Sorry,” the voice says, but it sounds like it’s miles away. 
Images race through my head. My arm being grabbed, the silver blade reflecting the fear on my face, the screams, the blood. So much blood. 
My fingernails are digging so hard into my arms that I’m sure they must be piercing the skin. I slowly release the grip on myself and then open my eyes. There’s a guy standing over me, a phone to his ear, his face creased with concern. 
“I don’t know. She won’t speak,” he says into the phone. 
My gaze narrows in on him. He has caramel eyes and a shaggy mop of golden hair. “Who are you talking to?” I get to my feet, using the nearby brick wall to steady my swaying.
“It’s campus security,” he says, covering the mouthpiece. “I wasn’t sure what was going on or if you were having some sort of…” He looks at me contritely. “Medical episode.” 
Live a quiet, dull life. The words I always repeat to Dad. Don’t draw any attention. He would roll his eyes every time, but I know that’s exactly what he wants me to do. 
I snatch the phone from the attractive stranger and hang up. 
“Hey!” he says, frowning. 
“Sorry,” I say, handing back his phone. “I’m fine. I don’t need help.”
“You were standing there staring into space for ages and when I touched you, you freaked out.”
My cheeks redden. “I’m fine.”
He continues looking me up and down. Then he leans a hand against the bricks, the movement causing his white t-shirt to pull tight across his chest, revealing a muscular physique I am in no position to be checking out. “I don’t know who you are, Angel, but you don’t seem fine.”
Was that a pickup line? He doesn’t look like he’s trying to pick me up. He looks genuinely worried. And genuinely gorgeous with the way his hair falls over his eyes when he looks down at me.
I shake my head. “I’m fine,” I repeat and the more I say it, the less sincere it sounds. 
This is not the ideal start to my first day. I’m supposed to be boring and blend in and get to class without any memories or daydreams or freak outs. And definitely without being distracted by a good-looking guy. 
He half smiles, clearly not believing me. “Okay. Well be careful. People around here are so buried in their phones, they don’t look where they’re going. You’ll get knocked over if you do that again.”
I nod and force a smile. “Noted.”
Steadying my breath, I unlock my phone and look at my class schedule. My first class is American literature. I groan inwardly and begin searching the campus website for coffee shops.
I need caffeine.






  
  Chapter 3
Ivy

Then


“Ivy, take this to table twelve,” Hank says. He places a perfectly plated dish under the warmer that separates the kitchen and the dining area. 
“Just one plate?”
“Yep.” 
It isn’t unusual for us to have people dine alone during the week, especially business men and women who are travelling this way for work. But it’s Saturday night, and that’s when we usually draw people on dates or groups of people celebrating. Weekend solo diners often mean one thing: they’ve been stood up. That always makes for some schadenfreude.
I walk towards table twelve and see an attractive man sitting there alone. Okay so he must be a total asshole because no one is standing up that face. He has dark hair, bright blue eyes and fills a white business shirt with broad shoulders and large biceps. As I approach, I ensure my face no longer reads Holy shit, you’re hot and instead says something between I’m sorry you were stood up and Enjoy your meal. He smiles when he sees me carrying his plate toward him and I struggle to hide my blatantly obvious ogling. That smile has me almost dropping his plate. 
“Filet mignon, medium rare with salad,” I say, placing the plate down in front of him. Our close proximity gives me a waft of his after shave—a woody scent with a hint of fruit that smells divine.
“Thank you,” he says, still smiling. His voice is buttery and smooth, and I’m tempted to pull out the chair opposite him and order my own meal. 
Deep breath. “You’re welcome,” I say and return to the kitchen to grab my other tables’ orders. 
Half an hour later, I come back to clear his table. When he looks up at me, those blue eyes boring into me with intensity, my cheeks burn. 
“Thank you,” he says, and then his eyes move to my nametag. “Ivy.”
I smile, praying my face isn’t as bright red as it feels. “Of course,” I say, and it comes out as a nervous croak. I rush away with his plate and cutlery, feeling his eyes on me as I absolutely die of embarrassment. 
A little while later when I see him leave, I can’t help but feel disappointed. A cute guy at the restaurant always makes the shifts more exciting, and this guy was seriously hot. The cheque rests on a small tray at his table, along with a generous tip. I remove the bills from the tray and find a handwritten message on the cheque. My cheeks heat and I glance around to make sure no one’s watching before I read it: 
Ivy, you’re beautiful. 
I pocket the note and add the cash to the tip jar. The rest of my shift passes as though I’m floating.
When I get home after my shift, Naomi is getting ready to go out. My sister is almost two years younger than me, but her social life is a thousand times more exciting than mine. 
As I take off my makeup in the bathroom, Nae puts the finishing touches on her own, and I cannot stop thinking about the hot diner at the restaurant tonight. 
“You look gorgeous,” I say to her, and she scrunches up her face and turns to me. 
We get along well most of the time, but maybe the compliment is a little more than I usually offer in the way of sisterly kindness. 
“What happened? What’s going on with you?” she asks.
“What? Can’t I tell my sister she looks good?”
Naomi’s eyes narrow. “Not without suspicion.”
I tsk at her and wipe the mascara from my lashes. 
“Why are you so happy?” she asks, and I realize I’m smiling to myself in the mirror. 
“I’m not,” I respond, and my reddening cheeks instantly betray me. 
“Who is he?” Naomi’s eyes widen with excitement. 
“There’s no one. Just a hot guy came in tonight, that’s all.”
“Well, did you give him your number?”
As if I would ever make the first move like that. It’s absolutely something my stunning, confident little sister would do. But not me. I shake my head. I wish I had her confidence. 
“Come on, Vee. You haven’t been on a date in months. Your last boyfriend was over a year ago. Put yourself out there.”
Ouch. I don’t need reminding that my love life is as slow as it gets. My last boyfriend was also my first boyfriend, and it didn’t last long. I am quite possibly the only virgin at college and definitely the only one under this roof. 
“Thanks for the reminder, sis. Now off you go.” I shoo her out of the bathroom and on her way to whatever party she’s going to tonight. “Be safe.”
As I curl up in bed, I think about my sister’s words. Put yourself out there. Could I really be the person who makes the first move? Could I ask for a guy’s number? I picture the handsome, blue-eyed customer from tonight. Maybe I could. 


      ***
While Naomi nurses a hangover the next day—a migraine if my parents ask—I get ready for another dinner shift. 
The restaurant is already busy when I arrive, and Dad hands me a tray of drinks to deliver before I even put my coat away. 
“It’s been non-stop since lunch. Some sort of conference up the road,” Dad says. 
I nod, dumping my things behind the bar, before balancing the tray of drinks in one hand and a jug of beer in the other. 
A crowd of diners have pushed together several tables in one part of the restaurant and based on their volume, they’ve had quite a few drinks. These people need to eat before things get messy, and they end up with a few “migraines” of their own.
I take their orders, a task far more difficult than it needed to be, before tending to other tables. Two hours later, the big crowd has eaten and is steadily stumbling out into the cool New Jersey air. That’ll sober them up.  
For the first time tonight, I stop and grab a glass of water from behind the bar. I allow myself a moment of peace before the door opens, and a new diner enters. 
I sigh before I look up and get ready to go again. Then I see him. The tall, broad figure with piercing blue eyes. He’s back. 
Oh God, how do I look right now? I feel like I’ve run a marathon. It can’t be good. I take a steadying breath and greet him at the door. 
“Hey,” he says, smiling wide. 
The close proximity gives me a waft of that aftershave again, and I almost forget to speak. 
“Hi,” I say. “You’re back.”
Argh. How embarrassing. Now he knows I remember him. 
“I’m in town for business and last night’s meal was good. I’m here for another.”
“So, table for one?” I ask. Or is your wife or girlfriend joining you, I think to myself. 
He nods. “Unless you’re free?”
I swallow hard. Naomi would be screaming at me right now. He just showed an interest! Make a damn move! 
“Vee,” Dad calls from the bar. “Can I grab a hand?”
I smile. “Follow me.” I seat him at table six before rushing over to my dad. Sorry Nae, I think to myself. 
The evening is so busy that I don’t get to check in much and I’m disappointed when I discover he’d left without saying goodbye.
At the end of the shift, Dad hands me half of the tips I earned. He owns the restaurant and ever since I started working here, he only gives me half my tips. He says I’ll thank him one day when he gives me the other half when I’m trying to buy a house. I’m sure he’s right but I’m a poor college student, I need money.
“Another night of generous tips, Vee. Someone’s impressed with you.” 
I feel the color rise in my cheeks and hope the dark lighting of the bar hides my blushing from Dad. 
“Oh, and he left a note for you.” He doesn’t look thrilled as he hands me the folded-up napkin, which suggests to me he’s already read it. Not cool. I unfold the napkin to reveal a phone number and a message.
You really are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. Travis. Table 6.






  
  Chapter 4
Ivy

Now


“How was your first day?” Dad asks as I climb into the car. 
I feel like a child being picked up like this. This isn’t elementary school with a line of cars out the front waiting for the bell to go. I’m twenty and in college. This is humiliating. 
“Dad, you really don’t need to drop me off and pick me up,” I say, ignoring his question. I swing my school bag onto the back seat. My laptop is in there, already filled with notes about what assignments I have and when they’re due. “There’s a bus that comes here from right outside our place.”
“I’m happy to drive.”
“But Dad, you’ll start work soon and my classes are at all different times.”
He pulls out onto the main road that leads away from our neighborhood. It really is only a short bus ride, I’m not sure why he’s so worried. He says nothing for a while. 
“Dad?” 
“Vee, I’m not going back to work.”
“What?!” I turn my whole body to face him. 
He grips the steering wheel, his knuckles turning white. His jaw clenches and I notice the gray sprinkling in his long dark hair that wasn’t there a few months ago. 
“What?” I say again, softer this time. 
“I’m not ready. I need to look after you. And my job cost us almost everything last time.”
My eyes sting and the pain overwhelms me. His job didn’t kill Mom and Naomi. It was my fault. That’s my guilt to carry, not his. He’s making me move on and study for a degree I’ll never use. Well, he needs to move on too.
“That’s not true, Dad.” I say. “Owen said we both have to move on and act like normal citizens. This–” I wave my arms around the car. “Is not normal. No one else’s parents are picking them up after class. You need to get a job.”
Dad rubs at the stubble on his chin, another new feature since our move. He’s aged so much in the past year. I can’t blame him. Owen suggested we change our appearance a little bit. Dad grew his hair and stopped shaving, but I’m not sure if his new look is a product of his lack of motivation to do anything or his idea of a disguise. On the other hand, I jumped at the chance to dye my boring dirty blonde locks to a rich, dark brown. Mom and Dad had never let Naomi and I dye our hair when we were younger. 
“What would I do, Vee?” 
The question bothers me because I asked him the same thing when my ambitions were stolen from me. But if I’m honest with myself, Dad has a harder path to walk. He’s never needed to look for a job or start from scratch. Dad started working at George’s when he was just a kid. The restaurant had belonged to my grandfather and when he died, Dad took over. He knows nothing else. The place was hugely popular, and everyone knew my dad by name. There were even photos framed on the walls of celebrities who visited George’s and had their picture taken with Dad or Grandpa George. 
“I don’t know. Ask Owen. He’ll help you.”
Dad sighs. “I’ll think about it.”
“Thank you,” I say, and I genuinely mean it. I need my dad to find a purpose again. His whole job can’t be keeping me safe. He needs to do something he enjoys, where he can keep to himself but still have human interaction. All people need that or they lose themselves and I can’t lose my dad. I’ve already lost too much. 


      ***
The next morning, my first class is creative writing, which is probably the only subject that doesn’t seem like it’ll bore me to death. It allows me some freedom and creativity, and I don’t have to read classic literature or poetry. Argh. I’d had to literally slap at my own cheeks to keep myself awake reading the assigned pages for some of my other classes. 
Yesterday, creative writing was held in a large lecture theater with hundreds of other students. I’d kept to myself near the front and rushed out as soon as class finished. Today’s class is more intimate. We’re in smaller groups with a teaching assistant who will work with us all year. I arrive at the Rochefort building on the far side of campus near the library. It’s nowhere near where Dad had dropped me off—yes, he still drove me—and by the time I find the classroom I’m sweaty and late. I enter and the entire room looks at me. A flush creeps across my cheek and I turn to my professor, a middle-aged woman with bright purple, round glasses and vibrant red hair. 
“Sorry, I’m late,” I say, barely audible. 
“And you are?” she says, the movement revealing red lipstick smudged over her tooth.
“Ivy um. Anderson.” Shit. It still wasn’t rolling off the tongue the way it should. Owen had role played with me hundreds of times with my new last name. I’d been allowed to keep Ivy, but Rowell had to change. 
“Ivy Um Anderson, take a seat,” she says and there are sniggers from others in the class. 
I find an empty desk in the second row and take out my notes from yesterday’s class. Someone clears their throat behind me, and my body tenses. Please don’t be some jerk giving me hell for being late, and weird. 
The person clears their throat again, louder this time and I can’t help it. I have to turn around to glare at them. When I see who it is, my cheeks redden. 
“Hey, Angel,” the guy from yesterday whispers, before looking back at his notes, his golden hair falling over his face. I turn back to face the front of the room, grateful that no one heard him, and that Purple Glasses didn’t see me turn around. 
I spend the rest of the class trying to listen and take notes, all the while feeling his eyes on me. He did not strike me as a creative writing guy during our brief encounter. More like a male model, body of a Greek God dreamboat. Clearly, I really need these creative writing classes because there’s no way we’re still describing people as dreamboats, right? 
When class is dismissed, I’m officially flustered and still sweaty. I slide everything into my bag and head for the door. 
“Hey,” a voice calls. “Ivy, right?”
I know it’s him, so I pick up my pace for the door. What he saw yesterday, when I freaked out at his touch, was embarrassing. I don’t need to relive it, and I really don’t need him asking any more questions. 
He catches me in the hall, almost at a jog as he pulls into stride next to me. “Hey,” he says again.
I stop and turn to him. “What are you doing?”
“I wanted to talk to you.”  His lips lift to one side and the boyish grin makes my heart race.
Is this why Naomi had been so boy crazy? Was she chasing this feeling every time a cute guy smiled at her a certain way?
“But why? What are you doing?” 
His smile fades, and I can’t help but feel guilty. I’m being rude and I know it. But if there’s one thing I am sure of right now, it’s that I’m not allowed to be interested in attention from a guy.
“I just wanted to make sure you’re okay after yesterday. I seriously thought you were in trouble and–”
“Like I said,” I cut him off. “I’m fine. Just a bit of first day nerves.”
His eyes light up. “You’re new to Bayourne U?”
Shit. Was that a secret? I can’t remember what Owen said. Transferred from the West Coast. Is that the story? This guy is making me forget information I’ve been rehearsing for months. 
“Uh yeah. Just transferred here.”
“Nice. Well, I’m Zac,” he says, holding out a hand. I look at it for a second without moving and then realization dawns in his eyes and he drops his hand. We stand there in silence for a moment in the middle of the hallway as other students shuffle past us on the way to classes. 
“Look, I better get to my next class,” I say.
“What have you got?”
I look down at my schedule. “Linguistics.”
“Me too. Who’s your professor?”
“Hansen.”
Zac smiles. “Linguistics just got slightly more interesting.”
I raise my eyebrows. 
“This time I’ll sit next to you, so I don’t have to study the back of your head. Come on. The building’s this way.”
The conversation just moved faster than I could comprehend and the thought of enduring more small talk or speaking to anyone besides Dad or Owen has me panicked. 
“I’ll meet you there,” I say. “I need to use the bathroom.” I’m surprised by how easily the lie comes to me, but then again, my entire life is a lie so perhaps it’s not that much of a shock.
Instead of going to linguistics, I go to the library. I need some space and silence to process what just happened. It may have just been a standard interaction between two students, but my brain doesn’t work that way anymore. I am suspicious of Zac immediately, even if that’s unfair. Based on two minor interactions, my mind is reeling. Is he going to stalk me too? If something happens between us, will he take no for an answer? Or worse, does Zac know him? Has he been secretly recruited to hunt me down and hand me over?
I exhale loudly and press at my temples. This is crazy. I know what I need.
I text Owen. 


Are you free for a sparring session? Can you pick me up from Bayourne?


His reply is instant. 


I’ll be at the front gate in ten minutes. Please update your dad. 


Owen drives us to a gym not far from campus. He seems to have reach everywhere in his role–access to so many services and establishments–and this gym is perfect. It’s quiet and has small studios that you can book to use privately. 
When Owen was first assigned to Dad and me, we were both barely holding it together. Owen couldn’t do much to help our grief, but he did find me an outlet through martial arts and self-defense training, and he’d seen it help other victims over the course of his career. I went from barely eating and being nothing more than skin and bones, to gaining muscle, building fitness and spending hours sparring with him in the gym. 
“So, why the early pick up?” Owen says as he leads me into one of the empty studios. 
We slide our boxing gloves on and dump our bags on a bench near the wall. Then we take our places, facing each other in the middle of the room.  
“Bad day,” I say, bouncing lightly on my toes, sizing him up like I have many times before.
He rolls his shoulders and raises his fists, grinning at me. “I’m going to need more than that.”
“Trust me, not even worth discussing.”
“Okay,” he says, throwing a quick jab to test me. 
I dodge easily, sidestepping like I’ve done a thousand times before. His eyes narrow, clearly a little impressed.
“Good reflexes,” he says, starting to circle me. “But don’t get cocky.”
We start trading blows, light and careful, just enough to keep me on my toes. I know he could hit harder if he wanted, but these sessions are about me and building my strength and confidence. It’s also the only time I ever allow physical contact with another person, besides Dad, and even Dad I keep at an arm’s length most of the time.
When it comes to the issue of touching, I have to stop myself from falling into a thought spiral of what ifs. What if my life hadn’t played out this way? Would I dream of holding hands with a guy as we walked down the street together? Or stealing kisses in the front seat of his car after a date? Or inviting someone up to my apartment after a night out?
There are all of these moments that people take for granted, just joyfully embracing each other. Meanwhile I physically recoil if anyone tries to touch me.
I roll my shoulders, shaking off that emotion. I go in low, aiming to catch him off-guard. He swings, and I duck under his arm, slipping around behind him before he can react. I give him a quick tap on the shoulder and smirk as he spins around.
“Point for me?” I ask, feigning innocence.
Owen laughs, shaking his head. “Let’s call it luck. I’d like to see you pull that off again.”
We keep going, back and forth. My muscles relax just a little more with each blow I land.
Finally, Owen steps back, a little out of breath but smiling.
“Not bad, Ivy.” 
“Thank you,” I say, wiping sweat from my forehead. “I needed that.”
I take a big swig of water before working up the courage to ask the question that’s always at the forefront of my mind.
“Any updates on finding him?”
Owen’s shoulders drop and right away I know. 
It’s been weeks since I got a proper update about the man who ruined our world forever.
“His face is plastered everywhere, Ivy. The authorities are doing everything they can to track him down, but there have been no sightings.”
No sightings. But that doesn’t mean he isn’t out there. That doesn’t mean he’s given up his obsession with me, or his need to find me. Owen and his team are paid to keep me safe. But there’s a chance he might be smarter than them. 
And he’s determined to get to me.






  
  Chapter 5
Him

Then


She truly is the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, and she’s coming into my life right when I need her most. It’s fate. It’s perfect. 
With all the doors closing in my life—my long-term girlfriend cheating on me, losing my job—she is going to be the one to drag me out of the depths. I know she will be. 
I saw the flicker of hope in her eye when she asked, “Table for one?” I didn’t miss the way her skin turned pink under my gaze. She feels it too. 
I hit the call button and bring my phone to my ear. 
“George’s restaurant, this is Michelle,” a young voice sounds down the line. 
“Oh hey, is Ivy there?”
“Nah she doesn’t start until five. Can I help with something?”
I hang up the phone. That was too easy. Young people are so stupid when it comes to oversharing. There are so many things I’d already found out about Ivy this morning, simply by searching her name. Of course, Ivy is much smarter than the others—she is perfect after all—and her social media accounts are private. Her sister, on the other hand, treats social media as a ‘Dear diary’ of her every thought and location.
Tonight, it would seem that I’m still in town on business–maybe I’ll stay here permanently on business—and I’m eating at George’s. 
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