
	Townie girl Wren Thurman, back home after finishing her degree in New York, is working at her father’s restaurant, the Lobster Shack, one night when her former lover, Tristan Worthington, arrives with a group of diners. Tristan Worthington has returned to Point Grace, Maine, in order to lay the ghost of his sister’s death to rest and win back the woman he has never been able to get over. Neither can deny the chemistry burning between them. Despite her qualms over getting involved with Tristan again, Wren decides a fling can’t do any harm.

	Chief Gil Williams has lived in Point Grace for his entire life and, despite losing his daughter, has managed to keep the uneasy peace between the locals and the rich who stay in their estates during the summer. The discovery of a body off the coast forces the chief to deal with the lingering trauma of his daughter’s death. Worse, the circumstances are similar to Vanessa Worthington’s death a few years before, and Williams is not convinced that this new Jane Doe died in an accident.

	As Wren and Tristan’s relationship heats up and they realize they might not be able to part at the end of the summer, Chief Williams discovers that Point Grace holds some very dark secrets. Working together, Wren, Tristan, and the chief uncover an underage pornography ring involving people they have trusted all their lives. Wren and Tristan must fight to save not only their relationship but their lives, as members of the pornography ring fight back. For his part, the chief has to decide between revenge and justice...
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	“Well, look who it is,” Kyle said from beside Wren at the waiter station. She looked over to the doors of the Lobster Shack and groaned at the newcomers. Her night turned from crap to shitastic in the space of ten seconds. “What do you think he’s doing here?”

	“It’s the Lobster Shack. I have to assume he’s here to enjoy Maine’s best crustaceans.” Wren shuddered as she gazed at the hostess leading the man in question along with his friends to a booth in her section. “Great, this is all I need.” She turned back to the soda machine and pushed the cup she was holding under the diet stream.

	“The senator’s son has returned.” Kyle was still observing the newcomers. “It’s been a while. Have you talked to him since?” He let the sentence drop.

	“Since I let him swipe my V card?” Wren always hid her vulnerability behind aggressive sarcasm. She thumped the plastic cup down on her tray and commenced filling the next one. “Nope.” She tried to block out images of Tristan Worthington’s naked body from four summers ago. He had pursued her all summer, and she’d thought they had something special until everything turned to shit.

	“You didn’t drive up to see him? Isn’t your university near his?” Kyle asked idly. He knew damn well it was.

	“Actually, the thought of showing up at Yale looking like a desperate townie never occurred to me.” Wren smashed the second cup down on her tray.

	“Whoa, girl, calm down.” Kyle finally peered at her. “I’m sorry.”

	“No, you’re not.” Wren picked up her tray. “You’re a nosy dick.” She breathed deeply and turned to face the main room of her father’s restaurant.

	It was a busy Friday night at the Lobster Shack. Point Grace had only so many places to eat at night, and this was one of them. She squared her shoulders, walking over to the table across from where Tristan and his friends sat poring over menus and laughing. She set the drinks down in front of the couple who stared deeply into each other’s eyes.

	“You ready to order?” she asked, not bothering to get her notepad out from the front of her apron.

	The young man peered up at her and flushed. “No, sorry. Can we have a minute?”

	Wren did her best to hide her impatience as she peeked over to the door. It was early, and if these diners didn’t get eating, there would be a lineup soon. “Yeah, take your time.” She sensed Tristan was staring at her back. Heat crept up her cheeks, and she cursed herself for letting him still have this effect on her. She summoned every ounce of hurt she had suffered during the last four years at his abandonment, and her armour slipped into place. She jerked her body around to face him and the rest of his group.

	Tristan’s preoccupied hazel eyes stared up at her, and she felt him see right through her to where they haunted her dreams.

	“Can I get your drink order?” she blurted out quickly and ducked her gaze immediately away from where Tristan’s expression had gone from concerned to hungry.

	“Hello, there.” The guy beside Tristan smiled at her like a predator. “Do you take anything else?”

	The girls sitting opposite them giggled, and Wren glanced at them. She recognized them both from gossip magazines at the grocery store. She was sure Tristan was linked to the blonde for a couple of months.

	“Lay off, Rand.” Tristan scrutinized his friend.

	“You didn’t tell me about the local wildlife.” Rand continued to stare at her cleavage.

	“Listen, I can come back.” Wren was already slanting her gaze away from the table, happy to have the opportunity to escape. Maybe she could get Kyle to cover her booth. She understood it made her a coward, but at this point, she didn’t care. She sensed a warm hand on her bare arm and stared down at it stupidly.

	“We can order now.” Tristan stared up at her with a tight smile.

	“Yeah, can we get a bottle of champagne?” the blonde with the perfect face and fuck-me body asked.

	Wren stared at her as if she had two heads before waving her hand to encompass the entire restaurant. “Does this look like the kind of restaurant that serves champagne?” Not hiding her sarcasm. “We have a house white and a house red.”

	“What’s the white?” the brunette beside the blonde asked quietly.

	“White,” Wren responded, even though she knew it was a Pinot Grigio. Maybe if she behaved rudely enough they’d leave and never come back.

	“Bring the bottle of white,” Tristan intervened.

	“Whatever,” Wren replied, happy to get away from the table.

	She tucked the tray under her arm and moved to the waitress station. Wren stood in front of the stacked glasses, blinking several times until she was able to focus on the task at hand. She was not going to let the likes of Tristan Worthington get the better of her. Wren was a person. Just because he found her wanting didn’t mean she wasn’t a fuckload better off without him.

	“Can we talk for a minute?” Tristan spoke beside Wren.

	“No.” Wren inhaled deeply and ignored the warm feeling spreading over her skin. Her body’s awareness of Tristan prickling over her senses, making her breath come a little faster and her heart thud in her chest painfully. She stood in front of the sturdy wine glasses before placing them on her tray and ducked down to the wine fridge.

	“Come on, Wren,” Tristan pleaded, and she stole a glance at him. Mistake. Huge idiotic blunder. His gaze held hers, and Wren felt like drowning in his mesmerising stare.

	“I can’t right now.” Or ever, Wren added in her head. “It’s Friday night, and my section is full.”

	“You going to run away from me all summer?” Tristan asked with a hint of aggression.

	“I don’t know,” Wren answered. “Are you going to avoid me for four years and pretend I don’t exist?”

	Tristan’s brow furrowed, and a look of pain crossed his face. “I deserved that.”

	“No, you didn’t.” Wren stood up with the bottle of Pinot Grigio in her hand. Placing it on the tray with the wine glasses, she twisted her body to face Tristan. She had waited four years to say this to him and wanted to get it right. “I’m sorry about your sister. I wanted to tell you in person, but when I showed up at the house...”

	“The staff sent you away,” Tristan finished for her. “Yeah, I know, and I’m sorry I ignored your calls and texts.” He shrugged, appearing lost. “At first, I needed time to process everything that happened, and by the time I was ready to face the world,” he swallowed, “it felt like it was too late to make things right.”

	Wren wanted to dive back into his arms, even though her father was probably scrutinizing the whole episode from the kitchen and half of Point Grace was at the restaurant. She turned her head to examine the stacked glasses again.

	“Why are you here now?” Wren gripped the edge of the counter to channel her emotions. She pasted on the friendly smile she had practiced for years and glanced back at Tristan. This man would be her downfall if she allowed him back in her life. “Shouldn’t you be in Europe somewhere?” She nodded her chin in the direction of the table where his companions waited for him and continued. “I don’t think Point Grace is really the party town those girls had in mind for the summer.”

	Tristan glanced away from Wren’s face for a moment before returning to steal every secret rampaging through her brain. “I wanted to see you.” Tristan stepped closer. “I need to talk to you. Nothing has felt right since that night. At first, I thought it was because of Vanessa’s accident, but I think there’s more to it.”

	Wren needed to guard her heart. Tristan had barely stepped back in her life for ten minutes, and already he was turning her world upside down.

	“Tristan, look, I can’t.” She picked up the tray and steeled herself to glance up at him again. “You hurt me,” she blurted out, not even knowing where the words had come from. Wren never let anyone know what she was feeling. She kept everything inside, and now she felt like an idiot in front of the guy who had torn her heart out.

	“I’m sorry, Wren.” His expression appeared sincere, but she was done playing games with him. “Please meet with me tonight so we can talk. That’s all. You owe it to what we had.”

	A dozen reasons passed through her brain about why this was a bad idea, and they obviously had nothing together since he had forgotten her easily. “Fine, but you can’t come back here. The Lobster Shack will be officially off limits to you and your friends.”

	“I’m not sleeping with either one of those girls.” Tristan shook his head. “I swear I would never do that to you. We’ve known each other virtually our whole lives, Wren.”

	“Where do you want to meet?” Wren asked with pointed aloofness, not wanting to comment on his love life or their shared history.

	“The folly.” His reply was quick and succinct.

	“Really?” she questioned. That was where he had taken her virginity. Where they had spent the most glorious night of her existence before the most horrendous of her life. Probably his, too.

	“Is there a problem here?” Kyle stood behind Tristan with an annoyed expression. “Customers are not supposed to be back here.”

	“No problem, Kyle.” Wren glanced at Tristan. “I’ll go there after my shift.”

	His lips kicked up in acknowledgement before he went back to his table. Wren saw the two girls and Rand had surveyed the exchange.

	“What did he want?” Kyle started to fill up one of the plastic cups with ice.

	“He wants to meet after my shift.” Wren peered down at the tray she was still holding.

	“Tell me you’re not going.” Kyle shook his head as if already knowing the answer.

	“Shut up. If I go this one time, he’s promised to never come back to the Lobster Shack.” Wren blew air out of her cheeks and turned on her heel. All she had to do was get through this shift, and tonight she could say goodbye to Tristan for good.

	She walked back to his table with the drink order, thinking about the past four summers she had spent at Point Grace without him. They had been lonely, but more than that, she had felt a deep sense of unease. Wren convinced herself it was because they hadn’t had any closure after his sister Vanessa’s death.

	Placing the wine glasses on the table, she took a corkscrew from her apron and twisted it in the top of the bottle. The girls talked about fashions in Paris, and Rand was making noises as if he paid attention, but a quick glance revealed he was checking out the girl at the table across from them.

	Wren started to fill up each of their glasses. One night and she would only see Tristan in the gossip columns of magazines that she never read anyway. She placed the bottle down, took her notepad out of the front of her apron, and tried to ignore the way his hazel stare seemed to dissect her every thought and feeling. She was no longer a high school grad from a tiny Maine town. She was a university graduate who had spent four years living in New York and was going to law school in September.

	“Can I take your order now?” she asked the table and tried not to feel like the townie girl she was at heart.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Tristan unlocked the door to the folly at the back end of his parents’ estate and stood for a moment to stare at the painted wood of the door. Reaching out, he traced a hand over it and twisted the doorknob to let himself inside. He stepped through the threshold and entered into a world of opulence.

	Despite what Wren believed, Tristan had come back here every year during breaks from school to sit in the folly and think. He felt safe and whole here, maybe because of Wren’s lingering presence from the night they’d spent together or probably because it had been the last night of his youth.

	The door closed behind him, and Tristan walked farther in the room and flicked on the light switch. The folly appeared precisely as he had left it during spring break. The tall bookshelves on one side lined with volumes modern and old, the windows overlooking one of the many seaside coves, overstuffed furniture, pillows, and throws cast artfully over the room. It remained the most romantic place he could think of to take his childhood friend and finally make her his own.

	Wren might believe he’d planned for that encounter to be a one-night stand, but he had wanted to keep her forever. Before the whole world shattered and his sister was found dead. Before his already cold and distant parents shattered in front of his eyes and became even more remote.

	Wren looked amazing tonight.

	Tristan walked over to the cold fireplace laid out with everything needed to start a cheery fire. She had lost the teenage spark in her gaze, her face becoming more angular, setting off the deep colour of her eyes. The blue irises with the golden ring were exactly as he remembered, her eyes squinting as she tried to read him. Just as they had when they were kids running around the woods of Point Grace, or when he’d taken her sailing on his little boat. He could always coax a smile out of the skinny girl with long legs and bound-up, wheat-coloured hair.

	The door of the folly pushed open, and Tristan turned quickly. He’d had to make a bunch of excuses to get away from the house. Rand couldn’t care less, hoping to dive into Eleanor’s expensive underpants tonight, but Siggy had remained another issue. No matter how many times he’d said he wasn’t interested, she kept on trying. Hopefully, she would make good on her threat and head to Europe soon.

	Wren poked her head in the door, and he released some of the tension he had felt all night. She looked like his personal wet dream with her hair up in a messy bun, an overlarge sweatshirt for warmth, and wrinkled jeans.

	“I almost decided not to come,” Wren huffed out as she closed the door behind her.

	Tristan watched, trying to avoid the cream chaise longue in the corner where he had undressed her all those summers ago. He could still feel her skin, taste her on his lips. Cock growing hard, Tristan did his best to concentrate on the present.

	“Why?” He understood why, though. He recognized he was hurting her by punishing himself after Vanessa’s death, but he couldn’t stop.

	She leaned against the door and studied him. “When I was a kid, I thought nothing of sneaking out and meeting you in the dark.” She smiled for a second, and Tristan’s heart clenched. She was the girl he knew before she changed back to her serious demeanour. “Now, riding my bike down the back roads feels creepy as hell.”

	“You’ve spent too much time living in New York,” Tristan offered, walking away from the stone fireplace over to one of the overstuffed chairs in front of the wide floor-to-ceiling windows. The light inside the folly made it impossible to see any of the view. He ignored the tense set to Wren’s shoulders sitting on the chair. “You’re no longer a townie.”

	“I’m as much a townie as I ever was.” Wren looked as if the admission cost her something.

	“Come and sit down.” Tristan didn’t like her standing next to the door, ready to escape.

	“I like it here.” She stared at him—a new defiant streak she hadn’t possessed before. New York or her experience with him had made her harder.

	The thought crushed him in a way he couldn’t explain. He never wanted to change her, loved her for the person he had known all those years ago.

	He sat back and tried to relax in the cushions of the chair. “I doubt that. Don’t tell me you’re afraid of me?” Calling Wren a coward always had one effect, and Tristan wasn’t disappointed when she pushed the door closed with a mulish look.

	“Don’t play me,” Wren sulked, plopping down in the chair opposite him.

	Lust built inside him, and he wanted nothing more than to lean across the space between them, caress her face, and kiss her lips until she made the breathy moans he loved. He certainly hadn’t lived like a monk while at university, but no girl had ever lived up to Wren Thurman.

	“I’m sorry.” He wanted to say much more, but even though this conversation had played out in his head a thousand times over the past several years, he still didn’t know where to begin. “I was a complete asshole.”

	“Yeah, you were.” Wren blinked a few times, turning her head to the windows, their reflections staring back at her. “But I understand.”

	“No, you don’t understand.” Tristan let his frustration and anger over what happened to his sister tinge his next words. “How could you understand, when I don’t understand?” He clenched his jaw shut on the emotions he never let bubble to the surface. His eyes squeezed closed, Tristan cursed himself and placed a hand over his face. He wasn’t ready to be here in Point Grace with Wren, with the ghost of his sister. Now, he looked like a total idiot.

	Arms wrapped around him, and Wren’s body squeezed awkwardly into his own as she sat on one arm of the chair. Sweet Wren, who had always comforted him as a child after being hurt in his numerous adventures. Tristan leaned into her warmth. He shuddered but didn’t let the tears come. He hadn’t cried when he’d learned his older sister had accidentally drowned at the end of summer party, not at her funeral, and certainly not every time he walked by her empty room in the brownstone in New York the rare times he travelled home. This was the closest he had ever come.

	“It was a stupid accident.” Wren ran her hands through Tristan’s hair, her tone low.

	He luxuriated in her touch after their long separation. All his best childhood and teenage memories of summer involved Wren. They made an unlikely pair, the senator’s son and the daughter of the guy who owned the local fry shack. But they had met one afternoon riding their bikes on the trails of Point Grace and never looked back.

	“I missed you.” He buried his head in her shoulder. His breath picked up, and he tried to hide his growing arousal. She was the only girl in his life who could do this to him. Bring him to the brink of insanity with a hug or a soft touch.

	She pulled back, and Tristan realized he’d said the wrong thing. “I was one phone call away. A text or an email.”

	Her eyes glittered with unshed tears, and Tristan thought how privileged he was to see the girl under the armour she wore all the time.

	“I told you that night we should never have slept together. We were best friends.” Wren moved her gaze sharply away and made to get up off the armchair.

	“Don’t go.” Tristan wrapped an arm around her waist to hold her back.

	She peered down at his face with a frown. The eye contact made the air sizzle around them, and her face flushed. His simple touch was affecting her in the same way her body pressed against Tristan’s was making him a little crazy, reckless.

	“We’re not kids anymore, Tristan. While you went away doing whatever it is guys do at Yale, I grew up. I have a whole other life now. I’m not the same girl who let you seduce her that summer.” Wren shook her head and tried to move again. “Let me go. It’s best for both of us.”

	Anger simmered to the surface. He was always angry now. At his father, his mother, and especially himself. He didn’t want to be angry with Wren. “Don’t tell me you don’t feel the connection between us,” Tristan demanded and yanked her closer to his body. Shifting marginally, he dragged her on his lap so she could feel his erection pressing up the front of his jeans.

	Her eyes widened at the contact, her face flushed harder, but she didn’t get up.

	“Chemistry was never our problem, Tristan.” Wren swallowed hard. “Four years have passed. You can’t come back here and expect to pick up where we left off. I loved you.” The words were spoken in a whisper, forcing Tristan to strain to hear them. “Not like a best friend, either. You walked away, not me.” She shifted. “I’m not some townie girl who was waiting for you to come back every summer.”

	“I never thought you would wait for me, Wren.” Tristan leaned in closer to her. “So many things happened at once. I needed time, and after it felt like it was too late to make anything up to you.” He spoke from the heart, hoping to melt hers a little. “I came back to see you, to make things right. As friends, nothing more.” His cock jumping in the front of his jeans made him a liar, but he didn’t care. Now he had Wren back in his arms, he couldn’t walk away.

	Wren deflated a little and leaned over to press her forehead against his. “We can’t go back to the way things were.” She sounded sad, and it made Tristan tighten his arms around her. “But we can be friends.”

	Her announcement forced a grin to spread across his face, and something inside his chest unlocked. A weight he had hefted around for years dissipated at her words. He had to swallow a few times in order to remove the lump in his throat. “Does that mean I can come back to the Lobster Shack?”

	Wren pulled away from him and stared down, smiling. “I should have known this was all a ruse to get me here to reverse my decision to not let you come back to the Lobster Shack.” She shook her head ruefully.

	“Your dad makes the best lobster rolls for miles,” Tristan agreed, staring into her eyes.

	The magnetic force of their attraction tried to yank them together. Wren’s eyelids fluttered, but Tristan recognized their passion ensnared her. Tristan felt his heartbeat in his throat as their breaths mingled, their bodies unable to drag away from the lure of shared response.

	Glass shattering broke the moment. Tristan held on to Wren and tried to protect her with his body. Wren instinctively wrapped her arms tighter around his neck, and for a brief minute, Tristan felt like a man who could protect the woman he loved. Their breathing started to calm, and Wren studied the broken window.

	“Stupid, idiot kids,” she remarked, sliding off Tristan’s lap.

	“Maybe,” he said, spotting a rock lying on the carpet. He stood to examine the damage.

	“I was talking about us,” Wren replied, and Tristan surveyed her progress to the door. “Do you need any help cleaning up?” she asked, but her hand was already on the doorknob.

	“No, I’ll have one of the cleaners come down here tomorrow morning.” Tristan examined her with wary eyes. The moment before was broken but not lost. “Wren.” He held out his hand.

	“Friends, remember?” she said, wrenching open the door. “See you around, Tristan.” She walked out and shut the door.

	The crushing sense of loss he’d felt before her arrival settled onto his shoulders again. He stared at the broken window and hoped whoever had broken their kiss had a serious date with karma in their future.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	“Chief Williams here.” Gil looked over at the glowing red numbers on his nightstand and saw it was almost dawn. The person on the other end sounded breathless, and he did his best to be patient. Harriet Marks had worked on the force for more than four years now, but she still behaved like a greenhorn.

	“You need to come down here, Chief.” Her speech sounded tight and frantic. “Boss’s crew came in, and there’s a dead girl on their boat.”

	Gil became fully alert immediately, staring at the ceiling. “Have you viewed the body?”

	A few times the locals had played on Harriet’s naïve nature.

	“Yes, Boss is down here at the marina. They dragged her up with the rest of the catch.” Harriet rambled now. “Boss wants to know if he can keep the catch that came up with her? Are the lobsters evidence?”

	“Harriet.” Gil used the tone he saved for trying to control angry crowds of drunk and high teenagers on the beach during summer break. “Call the paramedics on duty and Doc Miles down at the hospital to let her know a body will be coming in. I’ll be down in twenty minutes.”

	“Twenty minutes? Boss says he needs to get back out there to check his pots. A lot of poaching has occurred this season already.” It sounded like Boss was trying to talk into Harriet’s other ear.

	“You tell Boss to stay at the marina and he can wait there all damn day.”

	Gil’s wife shifted beside him. “Language, Gil,” she reminded him, and he sat up and ignored her.

	“He has a situation he needs to take care of, and if he thinks I don’t know he’s one of the main culprits of poaching other folks’ pots, he must think I’m an idiot,” Gil finished on a huff. “Twenty minutes.”

	“Yes, Chief.” Harriet sounded as if she had gained some control over herself as Gil hung up and stared at the darkened screen for a minute.

	“What is it, Gil?” His wife turned over, and he sensed her gaze on him in the darkness.

	“Got us a homicide this morning.”

	“The summer’s just begun.” Lynda’s words held an edge.

	“Accidents can happen at any time.” Gil swung his legs over the side of the bed and searched around the floor for his slippers. The mornings were cool still, since the July heat had barely penetrated the normally foggy seaside town of Point Grace.

	Lynda rolled over and closed her eyes, and Gil sat on the edge of the bed. He could feel the questions bubbling up inside her as she lay opposite in the semi darkness. Questions she wouldn’t bother to ask even though he would answer them. He thought of another call he had received first thing in the morning, about another homicide, and how their lives had changed in an instant.

	Fifteen minutes later, Gil was driving through the predawn morning on his way to the Point Grace Marina in his dated four-door police cruiser, the worn-out shocks making the body sway over the uneven road as he drove the last few miles to the crime scene. Happily, the paramedics had arrived before him and had the sense not to announce their presence with full lights. Harriet, on the other hand, had the lights going on her cruiser as well as enough crime scene tape to throw the whole department’s budget out the window.

	“Officer Marks,” Gil called out as he closed the door of his vehicle. “Turn your damn lights off,” he said, striding to where she was standing along with Boss and one of his crew.

	She nodded at him and ran to her cruiser to comply.

	“Now, Chief, I need to get back out there to my pots,” Boss began as soon as Gil was within earshot. “There are two new boats on the water and they’re eating up my profit.”

	“Boss, you’ll get back out there once we finish our investigation and release your boat.” Gil squared his shoulders and looked at the younger man he had watched grow up and take over his father’s lobster boat. “A young girl is dead. You wouldn’t want people to believe you didn’t care about finding out what happened to her.”

	Taking his worn cap off, Boss speared a hand through his greasy hair. “Maggie’s pregnant again, and I already have two little mouths to feed, Chief. You know I’m not a psycho, but when rich folks around here fuck up, it’s guys like me who end up paying the price.”

	“How do you know she’s rich?” Gil watched Harriet make her way over to him and headed down the steep dock to the commercial wharf below. It was generally empty at this time of day. The rest of the fleet was out retrieving or dropping their pots.

	“She ain’t local,” Boss announced as if this were an indication of one’s bank account. “And she’s wearing some fancy outfit only people from New York or the like would wear.”

	“You watch too many of those fashion reality TV shows, Boss?” Gil asked. He approached Boss’s rig where the two paramedics were waiting on the wharf.

	“I know that nobody dresses like that in Point Grace.” Boss let out a huff.

	Gil nodded to the man and the woman who stood with their hands stuffed in their coat pockets. “Good morning, Sims, Ruebeck.” Grabbing on to the railing of the lobster boat, Gil hauled his frame onboard, almost tipping himself into the cold waters of the Atlantic.

	A hand shot out to steady his arm, and he glanced over his shoulder with a grateful smile.

	“Thanks, Sims.”

	The other man nodded, and Gil walked slowly to the rear of the boat, the deck shifting when more people clambered aboard. Gil stopped a few feet away from the body, which was on the deck. Brown hair trailed limply and matted around the girl’s waxen features. Eyes of a vivid dark brown, covered with the opaque film of death, stared sightlessly towards the sky while her mouth sagged open in silent shock.

	Gil wanted to press his thumbs into his eye sockets, turn around, and leave the grim scene. He walked the rest of the way to where the girl was lying and crouched on his haunches.

	“She have a purse or anything on her?” He spoke loud enough for Boss to hear.

	“No.” Boss’s reply was quick.

	Gil studied the silver miniskirt and tube top the girl was wearing. At least Boss had been right about one thing. Even the tourists and folks who owned the big estates around Point Grace wouldn’t be out wearing a getup like this.

	“Where did you haul her up?” The boat shifted, and Gil did his best to keep his balance.

	Doctor Miles, the county medical examiner, had arrived. She wore a dark knee-length coat over her jeans, and her black-framed glasses perched on the bridge of her nose. She held a black medical bag in one hand.

	“Chief, Boss,” she greeted, coming to stand beside the two men. Miles stared down at the girl for a full minute before setting her bag aside and opening it up.

	“Found her over at Robertson’s Inlet,” Boss finally spoke up, the snap of Doc Miles’s rubber gloves punctuating his words.

	“How deep do you reckon she was?” Gil watched the doctor start her initial examination of the body and listened for Boss’s answer.

	“She couldn’t have drifted very deep,” Doctor Miles answered for Boss.

	Gil turned his full attention to the medical examiner.

	“Why?” he asked.

	Doctor Miles carefully rolled the girl over. “She hasn’t rested in the water for a full twenty-four hours. I would guess probably overnight.” She pulled the girl’s hair away from the back of her head. “I’ll need to do a full examination of her lungs, but my initial conclusions do not point to drowning, either. Probably dead before she hit the water.” She pointed to bruising on the back of the girl’s head and laid her back down on the wooden decking. “You have ID?”

	“No, you’re going to have to give us an age and such,” Gil informed Doctor Miles.

	She checked the girl’s fingernails and the rest of her body for bruises and abrasions. “Midnight swim gone wrong?” Doctor Miles surmised. She stood and took her gloves off. She waved to the two paramedics waiting with a body bag.

	“Couldn’t have started out from the beach and ended up where I found her,” Boss announced, and Gil glanced over at the lobsterman. Boss appeared embarrassed he had spoken at all. “Tide and current in the area would have washed her up onto the beach this time of year. She had to come off a boat.”

	“Thanks, Boss.” Gil clapped him on a shoulder. “You’re free to head back out once Sims and Ruebeck are finished here.”

	Boss watched the paramedics arrange the bag on the deck. Gil turned and caught Doctor Miles’s attention as they strode back to the side of the boat.

	“No other defensive wounds on her body. Whatever happened to her before she fell in the water, she didn’t put up a prolonged fight.” Doctor Miles clambered onto the dock ahead of Gil and stood waiting with Officer Harriet. “She might have hit her head and fallen in the water. Like I said before, I’ll have to do a full autopsy to find the cause of death.”

	“Fine. Let me know what you come up with. At this point, she’s probably a tourist who came for the weekend. I’ll get my deputy and a few of the boys onto the hotels and the bed and breakfasts to find out if any of their guests are missing.” Gil started to walk down the wharf.

	“I can go over to the hotel and check in with the night manager.” Harriet was eager, her body propelling her down the wooden slats in her excitement to be a part of the case.

	“You can go home and get some sleep,” Gil admonished. “Your shift is over.”

	“But I nearly live right next to the hotel,” Harriet argued.

	The trio hiked up the steep ramp to shore.

	“Go home and get some sleep. If you’re lucky, we’ll solve the case by the time you get up for your next night shift.” Gil stood at the top of the ramp and caught his breath.

	Harriet wore a mulish expression but shrugged. “See you tonight.” She shoved her hands into her coat pockets and stomped off to her cruiser.

	“You would think, after all this time, she’d finally settle in to the role.” Doctor Miles smiled.

	They both watched Harriet get into her car and drive away.

	“Too much spirit for one body to contain.” Gil felt a stab of pain near his heart, remembering another girl with too much spirit gone before her time. “What are your thoughts?” he asked.

	They started to walk towards Doctor Miles’s old green Jeep Wrangler.

	“She reminds me of the one before.”

	Doctor Miles stood in front of the driver’s side door of her vehicle and stared at Gil through her spectacles. The effect made her eyes appear larger, the blinking of her eyelids languid. Gil thought for a minute and readjusted his brain to the present.

	“The Worthington girl,” she supplied. “I still maintain she died before she hit the water.”

	Gil thought of the scene he’d been called to almost four years before, Vanessa Worthington’s lifeless body floating in the water near her family’s private pier all evening. “You can’t know that without performing an autopsy, and the senator and his wife refused to allow it.”

	Doctor Miles tugged the door of her Jeep open and placed her black bag behind the seat. “I’m not new to the job, Gil. I know what my instincts were telling me.” She sniffed and grabbed on to a handle near the windshield and drew herself up.

	“There was nothing we could do,” Gil reminded her, and started to say something else when he saw the owner of the marina drive into the lot. “Let me know what you find.”

	“Will do.” Doctor Miles slammed her door shut and started the engine.

	Gil had already turned his attention to one of his oldest friends who was climbing out of his car.

	“Bit of excitement this morning, Chief,” Roger Corbyn called out.

	Gil walked over to greet his old friend. “Going to be an interesting summer,” he replied and wondered how much truth lay behind his assessment.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	“Where did you go last night?” Rand was sitting in one of the deck chairs on the house’s front veranda. He had a perfect view of the expansive lawn, pool, and farther down, the roof of the boathouse on the water.

	“Miss me?” Tristan joked. He came to a stop in front of Rand. He was faintly out of breath from the trail run he’d forced his body to endure this morning. He tugged his ear buds out, draping the strands around his sweaty neck. “I thought you and Eleanor...” He let his thought drift away.

	“Still, saw you sneaking out of the house.” Rand looked behind him, and sure enough, one of the staff came out with a tray. “Sit with me.”

	Not able to think of an excuse to decline, Tristan pulled the opposite chair out from the table and flopped into the cushions. The server left a French press and a bottle of water on the table along with an extra mug. She proceeded back into the house in silence.

	Tristan studied the view he’d once loved. After year upon year of boarding school and his parents’ expectations of achievements both in and out of the classroom, Point Grace was the one place where he could breathe. Tristan was still required to keep up with his studies and frequently had tutors over the summer, but most of his time he’d spent sailing or exploring the woods with Wren.

	“You didn’t have to come here.” He opened the bottle of water and drank most of it down, aware of his best friend watching him. Tristan was tired of the scrutiny, and Rand had other obligations and a life he could be living.

	“Don’t be an asshole.” Rand leaned over, picked up the French press and poured out some coffee into his empty cup. “You’re my best friend.” The unspoken bond they had formed in prep school and the memories binding them together infused his statement.

	“I’m saying you didn’t need to come out here. I can handle this myself.” Tristan set the water bottle on the table and stared out at the ocean in the distance.

	“What you actually mean to say is that you wish Eleanor and Siggy hadn’t come along.” Rand breathed out, and Tristan looked at him briefly. “Honestly, if I’d known Wren was such a piece of ass, I would have made sure Siggy, at least, left on her Euro vacation she keeps whining about.”

	“Don’t talk about Wren that way.” Tristan became increasingly tight, and he thought about how Wren had looked last night, how she’d made him feel. “She’s a good person. Where were you last night?” He thought of the window that needed repairing down at the folly. “Did Siggy see me leave?”

	“I don’t know about Siggy, but Eleanor and I were busy all night.” Rand stretched and gave Tristan a lewd smile. “She won’t be up for ages.” He paused and grew serious. “How did it go?” he asked. “With Wren,” he clarified. When Tristan remained silent, he continued. “Come on, man, I know you saw her last night. Did you guys do the deed?”

	The French press called to him, and Tristan poured himself a cup of coffee. “I always forget what a classy guy you are.”

	“It’s a gift.” Rand saluted him with his mug. “So, was it all roses and silk sheets?”

	Tristan thought of his almost kiss. “We always had chemistry.” It was all he was willing to say, even to his best friend.

	“How long are we going to stay here?” Rand’s question held a note of conversation, but Tristan felt the drag of his friend’s life trying to pull him in another direction.

	“You don’t have to stay.” Tristan took a sip of his coffee. He was going to stay as long as it took to win Wren back. Legs creaking, Tristan stood and gestured to the coffee. “This is cold. I’m going in to have a shower.”

	“I’m not leaving you here by yourself to deal with Vanessa’s death in the house you both loved, Tristan.” He held up a hand to stop Tristan from speaking. “Your mother is here, but she’s hardly the voice of reason. You do whatever it is you came here to do, but you have to move on. She’s been gone for almost four years. I watched you waste your time at university not living. Is this the life you want? Because I want my friend back and I’m willing to stay here all summer until he gets here.”

	Obviously pointing out that Rand didn’t have to stay here again wasn’t going to work. “Thanks.” He tried to be grateful for having Rand in his life. As much as he could be an asshole at times, Rand had stuck by him while most of his other friends had drifted away over the years.

	At the French doors of the house, he glanced up to the master suite and saw his mother staring down at him. She moved away from the window as soon as he spotted her, and Tristan tried to ignore the expression of accusation on her face.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	“Wake up, sleepy head.” Wren heard her father’s demand, and she consciously buried her head in her pillow. “For a minute.”

	“Go away.” Wren turned her head to stare at the door where her father was standing. “Nobody wakes up for a minute and goes back to sleep. What is wrong with you?”

	“I have to go down to the restaurant. There’s a problem with the lobster order for the day, and I have to sort it out. Otherwise, we’ll be a Lobster Shack with no lobster.” Wren’s dad leaned against the doorframe of her room appearing oddly rejuvenated for an older man. It had been the two of them since Wren could remember—her mom had walked out and never made contact.

	“You could have left a note.” Wren flopped around on her single bed and tried to get comfortable again. This would probably be her last summer back in Point Grace. If she earned one of the law firm internships next summer, she could be working for one of the big firms in Manhattan.

	“Then I wouldn’t have an opportunity to see you until tonight.” Her dad’s face turned serious, and she groaned.

	“I’m not a little kid anymore, Dad.” It didn’t matter she had spent most of the past four years living in one of the country’s largest cities. He still treated her as if she were eight years old.

	“You came in late last night,” he observed.

	“Do I have to be home before the street lights come on?” she needled him. A very prestigious law school had accepted her on a partial scholarship. Wren was an adult, and she wasn’t going to let her father dictate anything to her this summer.

	“Amusing.” For a second, his face aged enough to be the father of a woman entering law school. “I saw Tristan at the restaurant last night.”

	“I think everyone saw him at the Lobster Shack last night. It was heaving.” Wren realized there was no way she was going to get out of this conversation with her dad, no matter how uncomfortable it felt. “He hasn’t come back since his sister’s death.”

	“That’s not strictly true.” Her dad took a deep breath and continued talking at the confused expression she must be sporting. “He comes down for spring break every year and hangs out at the estate. I know because Audrey works there part-time in the off-season,” he said about one of the servers. “I know he was your best friend and he hurt you. I don’t want him to ruin your summer. After this year, you’re not going to come back for the summer and work at the Lobster Shack any longer.”

	“Dad, I’m a grown woman and I can handle my own life.” Wren heard the stubbornness in her answer, but she was hardly going to let her father dictate anything about her life.

	“I guess what I’m saying is that you don’t need to stay here because of me if you feel like you can’t stay.”

	The words were awkward, and Wren understood how much it would hurt him if she left early.

	“There’s nothing to worry about when it comes to Tristan Worthington.” As she said the words, she recognized them for a lie. Wren had everything to worry about when it came to Tristan. Last night had proven without any doubt that even though her mind rebelled against any intimacy with the man who had hurt her deeply, and she might never love any other person as deeply, her body still craved him. “I don’t know why he’s here, but he won’t be here long if he intends to remain with the company he keeps.” A shot of jealousy burned through her as she remembered the socialites’ faces last night. Beauty, money, and ambition. Every summer, Wren and the rest of the townsfolk of Point Grace had been subjected to the same crowd all looking to use their connections to make a better place for themselves in their social circles.

	“I’m off to the marina to find out what’s happened to my lobster order.” Her dad pushed away from the door and turned on his heel. “There’s coffee in the pot downstairs.”

	Wren stared up at the ceiling of her room. There were still tacks and staples with little pieces of paper stuck in them from where she had ripped the posters of her childhood down the first summer she’d returned from New York. A flame of hope had lived inside her that Tristan would come back to Point Grace and apologize for ignoring her after the night they’d spent together. He hadn’t returned, and it had taken all summer for her to stop riding her bike past the gates of his estate over on the north side of town.

	It had taken four years for him to step back into her life, but it was too little, too late. Wren had changed. She was no longer the townie girl who felt as if Tristan hung the stars and the moon. Wren was a hard-assed graduate of living in the city, and she still had places to go. Places where Tristan couldn’t follow, and she didn’t want him to.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Showered and thinking of a way to get into Wren’s good graces again now that they were friends, Tristan walked out of his room on the second story of his parents’ estate and stared into his sister Vanessa’s room. His heart clenched for a moment as he took in the once-familiar scene at the end of the bed, the windows looking out onto the rear lawn. He hadn’t stepped inside her room since before her death, the door always closed. Anger rose in his gut at the thought of one of his house guests invading his sister’s privacy, and he stalked across the hallway, making no noise on the rug, and pushed the door open farther.

	His mother sat on the side of the bed facing the windows, her head bent in contemplation of the scene. Not a speck of dust lay anywhere. Vanessa’s jackets still hung from hooks near the door, her dresser held her makeup and perfumes, while the desk in the corner held her laptop and papers. It appeared eerily as if the owner of this space were merely away for a second, a day, maybe a week, and would return at any moment to pick up her life.

	Not knowing what to say to his mother at finding her here, Tristan made to step back and out the door. The silence between them had grown over the past four years until it was a solid mass, pressing against the edges of his mind. He was guilty of pushing his mother away, as he had pushed Wren away.

	“I’m glad you’ve come down,” Marion Worthington spoke, and to Tristan her speech sounded rusty. Gone was the laughing woman who had waited for him on school holidays in the drive of his boarding school to bring him home. For years, he’d wondered whether she loved her children, and if she had, how she could send them away. In the years since Vanessa’s accident, Tristan had come to realize it wasn’t his mother who was the force of power in their lives but his father.

	“Sorry about the house guests.” Tristan spoke the first thing that came into his head. “Rand didn’t want me to come alone, Eleanor is attached to his hip, and wherever Eleanor goes, apparently, Siggy has to follow.” He felt stupid explaining such trivial relationships with his mother, who had effectively separated herself from the world.

	“It’s nice to have company.” Marion craned her neck around to stare at Tristan. He had inherited her dark-brown hair but not her vivid blue eyes. Right now, they reflected such sadness he had to fight not to break eye contact. “Your father would prefer to
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