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            Chapter One

         
         
            Tessa

            “Where the hell are you?” I mutter, searching the dark garden for my cell phone. I’m naked beneath my robe, with a hot man
               waiting for me in bed; the last thing I want is to be on my hands and knees, hunting around the patio furniture.
            

            
            Not when I could be on my hands and knees for him . . .

            
            I smile, unable to keep the delighted beam off my face. Moving in with Saint is a major step, but already it feels like home
               here, with him. And after everything we’ve been through in the past few months—all the suspicion and doubt—it’s a relief to
               finally be able to breathe easy and know everything is finally settled and—
            

            
            There’s a sudden rattling noise from the far end of the garden, then the skitter of footsteps. I freeze.

            
            Somebody’s there.

            
            “Hello?” I call out, trying to stay calm.

            
            There’s no reply as I edge closer, peering into the dark. Maybe an animal’s trapped there, or has built some kind of nest—

            
            “Shhh, don’t scream.”

            
            A voice emerges from the dark, so familiar that I swear I’m hearing things.

            
            It can’t be . . .

            
            Then the intruder steps out of the shadows, and my heart stops beating in my chest.

            
            “No . . .” I whisper, standing there in total disbelief.

            
            “Yes. Tessa, it’s me,” the ghost replies.

            
            But somehow, it’s not a ghost. It’s not a dream. Because the woman I’m staring at I’ve known since the first day I drew breath.
               I would recognize her anywhere, even skulking in the shadows with dyed hair and anxious eyes, a year after I wept at her funeral
               and said goodbye for the last time.
            

            
            Not dead. Not gone. Here.

            
            My sister.

            
            “Wren?” I gasp, frozen in place. Blood pounds in my ears, and I feel like I’m going to pass out. “How? How is this possible—”

            
            “Shh!” She grabs my hand and yanks me into the shadows, sending a fearful look towards the house. “Keep your voice down. We
               don’t have long.”
            

            
            “But . . . I don’t understand . . .”

            
            I stare at her, still not sure this is real. How can this be real? “You’re dead,” I blurt, gripping her arm. I clutch her, my legs weak. “You died, Wren. You walked into the water and left
               a note and never came back. What are you doing here? How could you—”
            

            
            “I said quiet!” Wren hushes me again. “We can’t talk here,” she says, already pulling away from me. “I’m sorry, I know this
               is a lot, but there isn’t time to explain. Meet me tomorrow.”
            

            
            “What? Wren, no—” I try to hold on to her, like this is a dream that I’ll wake from, but Wren wrenches back.

            
            “I’m sorry, Tessa, but you have to trust me,” she says, glancing around again. Skittish. Afraid. “Tomorrow, two o’clock. There’s a pub in Hackney called The Two Hearts. I’ll be there. I’ll explain everything, I swear.”
            

            
            I stare at her, open-mouthed, still numb with shock.

            
            “But, Tessa, you can’t tell anyone,” Wren whispers urgently. “Not even Saint. Especially not Saint. Promise me.”
            

            
            I shake my head dumbly. “Wren, no. This is crazy. Just come inside. We can talk—”

            
            “No!” Her eyes flare with panic. She grips me by my shoulders and stares into my eyes, desperate. “You can’t tell. Promise me! Please.”
            

            
            I stutter. I’ve never seen her like this before, even in the worst of her downward spiral, when she was self-destructing and
               barely keeping it together. There’s something raw and wild in her eyes, like a caged animal willing to do whatever it takes
               to save itself.
            

            
            “Trust me, Tessie.” Her gaze turns pleading. “For old time’s sake. I swear, I’ll explain everything. You just have to trust
               me on this. Pinky swear?”
            

            
            She holds up her little finger, the way we always did when we were kids. It was a sister thing, rare and precious, and only
               meant for the most important kind of promises. Like when I wanted to sneak out with my friends to a rock show in the next
               town, or Wren accidentally scraped the paint on our parents’ old Honda.
            

            
            It seems absurd to be doing it here, in the dark shadows of Saint’s garden, when my sister has just come back from the dead.
               But the old gesture pierces through my shock and confusion, and I can’t help holding my own pinky up to link with hers.
            

            
            “Promise,” I echo, still stunned.

            
            “Good.” Relief flashes across her face, and then she’s backing away, into the shadows. “Tomorrow,” she whispers. “It’ll all
               make sense.”
            

            
            And then she’s melting into the dark as if she’d never been there at all, leaving me standing there in the middle of the yard,
               my head spinning with a thousand questions as I struggle to process the impossible.
            

            
            She’s back. Wren’s alive. As if my prayers have all been answered. All year I’ve been racked with guilt, tormented by grief;
               I would have done anything to have my sister back again . . .
            

            
            And now I do.

            
            So why is she so scared? What—or who—has she been hiding from?
            

            
            What the hell is going on?

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         
            Tessa

            I lie in bed awake all night, unable to sleep for even a second. My mind is still reeling, and my emotions ricochet from joy
               to anger and back again a thousand times over.
            

            
            What happened to you, Wren? What the hell have you put us through?

            
            The minute dawn breaks outside the windows, I slip out of bed and into the bathroom, but even the sharp shock of an ice-cold
               shower can’t snap me out of my confusion. Wren hid from me. She lied. We grieved her, all of us, Mom and Dad and—God, do they
               know? How could she do this to them? Why would she torment us all like this when, all the while, she’s been alive?
            

            
            When, all this time, I’ve been trying to avenge her death.

            
            “Morning, sunshine,” Saint greets me as I reenter the bedroom. He’s sprawled in bed, looking sleepy and handsome with his
               dark hair rumpled and his plush mouth curled in a grin. As he sees me, wet from the shower and wrapped only in a towel, his
               smile grows. “Damn, if I knew what moving in with you would be like, I’d have done it eons ago.”
            

            
            I muster a faint smile. “You didn’t know me eons ago,” I correct him lightly. “And asking me to live with you the first day
               we met wouldn’t exactly have played too great. We’re moving fast enough as it is,” I add.
            

            
            Saint searches my face, as if intuiting my mood. “No morning-after regrets, I hope?”

            
            “No,” I say immediately, crossing to the bed. I lean over and drop a kiss on his lips. “No, I’m happy to be here.”

            
            At least I had been, up until the moment last night when Wren turned my whole world upside down.

            
            “Good.” Saint gives me a lazy grin and reaches up to stroke my damp skin. “Because I’m not hauling any more boxes for you,
               baby. So it looks like you’re stuck with me.”
            

            
            “What boxes?” I tease. “I had all of two suitcases, thank you very much. I travel light.”

            
            “Not anymore.” Saint suddenly pulls me into his lap and wraps his arms around me. “You travel with me now,” he promises, his
               mouth humming against the sensitive point right above my collarbone. “First class all the way.”
            

            
            He pulls my towel open, already skimming his hands over my curves as his mouth moves to claim mine in a slow, heated kiss.
               My body reacts to him in an instant, the way it always does, but my mind is a million miles away, still fixed on Wren’s cryptic
               comments.
            

            
            You can’t tell anyone . . . especially not Saint.

            
            What did she mean? Why can’t anyone know she’s really alive?

            
            How can I keep this from him?

            
            Luckily, his phone buzzes loudly on the nightstand, interrupting us. “You should get that!” I blurt, slipping out of his embrace.

            
            Saint gives a rueful laugh, checking the screen. “It’s work. Hold that thought,” he adds as he answers. I quickly move to
               the massive walk-in closet and dress for the day in good jeans and a button-down. By the time I emerge, he’s just finishing
               up.
            

            
            “Be there soon.”

            
            “Ashford emergency?” I ask lightly, as he gets out of bed and stretches. Even in my anxious state, I can’t help but admire the sight of his body, lean and powerful, carved like one of Rodin’s finest masterpieces—and capable of bringing me to the height of pleasure over and over again. 

            
            “It’s all an emergency these days,” Saint replies, playfully rolling his eyes. He catches me for another quick kiss before
               grabbing some clothing for himself. “All hands on deck,” he reports, dressing. “Apparently, the peer-review results for the
               Alzheimer’s drug trials are publishing in a matter of days. And our sources on the review board say it’s good news.”
            

            
            “That’s huge.” I blink. Wren worked on an early phase of the drug trials, and I know that Saint’s family company, Ashford
               Pharmaceuticals, has everything riding on their success.
            

            
            “Huge? It’s going to change the face of modern medicine,” Saint enthuses. “I mean, not just for the millions of families who
               won’t have to watch their loved ones slip away from them, but beyond that, the roads it opens up for treating other neurological
               diseases . . .” He looks thrilled. “You know, all this time I’ve been pushing back so hard against my family legacy, resisting
               being the dutiful son and heir, but now . . . now I feel proud that Ashford could be making a difference like this. Actually
               doing good. And, of course, making a stinking great profit, as I’m sure my father would remind me,” he adds with a wry smile.
            

            
            “Can’t forget about that part,” I agree. It’s amazing news, and I wish I could be more present to celebrate with him, but
               a part of me is already anxiously eyeing the clock, counting down to my meeting with Wren.
            

            
            “You want to get lunch?” he asks. “I’m sure I could sneak away long enough to toast with you.”

            
            “I, umm . . .” I rack my brain for an excuse, still distracted.

            
            Saint notices. He steps closer and tenderly cups my cheek, searching my face. “Are you OK?” he asks, concerned. “You’ve been
               quiet since the party last night. Not too overwhelming, I hope? Everyone was just teasing, talking about boring domesticity,”
               he adds. “I promise there’ll be nothing boring about our living together.”
            

            
            I quickly force a laugh. “I know. I’m fine,” I lie, glancing away. “There have just been a lot of big changes for me recently. I’m still catching up. Dropping out of my studies at Oxford, moving in here with you, starting full-time at the Ambrose Foundation . . .” 

            
            “And giving up on your quest to avenge Wren,” Saint finishes softly.

            
            I jerk a nod, feeling guiltier than ever for keeping this from him. The whole reason Wren spiraled—the whole reason I thought
               she’d killed herself—was because of a brutal, twisted attack that happened last year in Oxford. I swore I would find who was
               responsible, and Saint has been by my side every step of the way in my search for Wren’s attacker. He’s risked it all to investigate
               his friends and help me bring about justice for her death.
            

            
            And now she’s not dead. Everything in me wants to tell him.

            
            But I promised her. Pinky swore.

            
            And until I know what’s going on—how this impossible situation has come to be—I owe her my loyalty, even if it’s eating me
               up inside.
            

            
            “I’ll settle in soon,” I tell Saint brightly, and he must be reassured by my act because he smiles and releases me.

            
            “How about we go shopping this weekend?” he suggests, buttoning his shirt. “We can pick out some furniture and things for
               this place together.”
            

            
            I frown. “But it’s already furnished,” I say, looking around. Saint’s mews house in Kensington is the height of understated
               luxury, full of artistic vintage pieces and gorgeous textiles.
            

            
            “I want you to feel at home.” He smiles over at me. “Like it’s our home, not just mine.”
            

            
            “Even if I want to paint the living room bubblegum pink and replace your beloved record player with a pinball machine?” I
               manage to tease, touched by his determination to open his life to me. Saint was a wild and reckless playboy for long enough;
               I’m guessing he’s never thought about a woman’s design preferences in his life.
            

            
            He laughs. “Whatever you want, darling. Chicken coop in the back garden. Sex swing in the library. Now, on second thought, that last one sounds like a must-have for us . . .” he adds with a smolder, and I can’t help but smile. 

            
            “I love you,” I say softly, even as guilt curls in my gut.

            
            “Good,” Saint says with a playful smirk.

            
            I laugh. “Arrogant, much?” I smack him lightly on the arm as he sweeps me into a hug.

            
            “Grateful. Very, very grateful . . .” Saint kisses me slowly, until my legs are jelly and my heart is beating fast. “And I
               plan on showing you just how much tonight,” he adds with a low rasp. “Hint—it involves those silk ties I absolutely refuse
               to wear to the office. Because I think they’d suit you far better, tied down and spread wide on that bed like a good girl,
               while I make that tight pussy clench until you see God.”
            

            
            *  *  *

            I see Saint off to the office with a final breathless kiss and then look around the house, feeling restless. I still have
               hours to kill before the meeting with Wren, and I know I’ll go crazy if I stay cooped up here with all my questions, so I
               grab my jacket and laptop, and take the Tube over to Shoreditch, where the Ambrose Foundation headquarters is based.
            

            
            “Tessa, good to see you.” My boss in the fundraising department, Priya, greets me with a smile as I step into the converted
               warehouse, which buzzes with energy and chatter. “I hear we’ll be seeing a lot more of you, too.”
            

            
            I nod. I’ve been working part-time, mostly remote, while I juggled my studies in Oxford. But now that I’m living full-time
               in London with Saint, the plan is to become a full-time employee, too. “I hope that’s OK.”
            

            
            “Of course!” Priya smiles warmly. “Your influencer campaign is shaping up so well. We’re all so excited to launch it in the new year. And I have a number of other projects where I’d love your input. I’m just about to jump on a call, but how about I swing by your office later to discuss?” 

            
            “Maybe yours would work better,” I reply. “Mine’s a little hectic.” I nod to the desk in the middle of the open-plan floor
               where I’ve been working. Except, today, someone else is sitting there. I pause.
            

            
            “Oh, didn’t Hugh tell you?” Priya laughs. “You have your own office now.”

            
            “I do?” I gasp in excitement.

            
            “Right this way.” Priya shows me to a cool, funky room on the second floor, filled with a desk, potted plants, and a window
               overlooking the bustling street below. “Vik is spending the next few months in Islamabad, overseeing our education programs
               there,” she explains. “So this is all yours. On one condition—you keep the plants alive,” she adds with a grin.
            

            
            “Of course!” I beam, looking around. “Thank you. This is great.”

            
            Priya checks her watch. “I’ll find you later,” she says, and bustles off, leaving me to take in the cool, private space. There’s
               a comfy couch in the corner, colorful artwork on the walls, plus photos of various Ambrose Foundation staff around the world,
               working on their projects. I smile, pleased to be a part of the team and hopefully contributing to our impact, too.
            

            
            I settle in with my laptop, determined to focus and get some work done.

            
            But that focus lasts all of five minutes. No matter what I do, my thoughts keep going back to Wren.

            
            How is this even possible?

            
            In the first days after her disappearance, my—our—parents and I clung to the desperate hope that she might still be alive. She left a suicide note, which they found with her
               purse and shoes on the beach, along with an empty bottle of prescription pills. But even after the coast guard searched the
               waters nearby, they didn’t find a body.
            

            
            So maybe, somehow, she survived.

            
            But as the days turned into weeks, our hopes faded. Nobody had seen or heard from her. Not one single clue to suggest she’d made it off that beach alive. She’d been erratic and suicidal before, and it was clear the police thought she’d done it again—and was successful this time. They called off the search, closed the case file, and soon, we all accepted the heartbreaking truth. 

            
            She was gone.

            
            Now I sit here, trying to make sense of this new reality, the one where Wren has been alive all this time. Was she in hiding?
               How did she disappear so thoroughly? Why would she stay away so long?
            

            
            What could have driven her to such a drastic act in the first place?

            
            No matter how many times I turn it over in my mind, I can’t make sense of it—or why she would suddenly appear in Saint’s garden
               last night, revealing herself to me after all this time. She was scared. In trouble, somehow? But why the secrecy, the dyed
               hair and disguise? And on top of it, demanding that I keep her return a secret—from Saint, in particular?
            

            
            I shiver, chilled. The Wren I knew would never have put her family through this traumatic ordeal, so clearly I don’t know
               Wren half as well as I thought I did.
            

            
            What does she want from me?

            
            “Knock, knock.” There’s a tap at my door, then Hugh enters. “How are you settling into your new digs?”

            
            “Great!” I exclaim loudly, trying to shove the thoughts of Wren aside. “I love it in here. But are you sure someone else shouldn’t
               be getting this office? Someone more important.”
            

            
            Hugh chuckles. “Believe me, with the way this influencer campaign of yours is shaping up, you’re the VIP around here.”

            
            “Don’t.” I roll my eyes, blushing, but he insists.

            
            “No, really. Priya showed me the plan for the rollout and some of the names you have signed up to participate. It’s impressive stuff,” he adds. “Of course, I don’t know who on earth LadyJaneLocks or BeastMode are, but I’m told they’re quite the celebs with the younger crowd.” 

            
            I smile, relaxing. It’s so much easier to chat with Hugh now that I’ve crossed him off the list of suspects who might have
               been behind Wren’s attack. He’d been safely in Stockholm, giving a TED Talk that weekend, so I don’t have to keep my defenses
               up or view him with suspicion anymore.
            

            
            “LadyJane is a hair influencer,” I explain. “She has two million followers on Instagram and TikTok. And BeastMode is a gamer,
               he’s huge on Twitch. I saw he posted a bunch about his dog, so I figured he would be a good fit for one of the animal protection
               campaigns.”
            

            
            “Twitch, Beasts . . . You ever feel old before your time?” Hugh asks with a grin.

            
            I laugh. “Constantly. These influencers are still teenagers, and they have more of a platform than most big sports stars,
               or Beyoncé.” I pause. “OK, well, not Beyoncé.”
            

            
            “And since we can’t sign her up to promote the foundation’s projects, I’d say you’re doing just fine with this list,” Hugh
               agrees. “Coffee?”
            

            
            “I’d love some.”

            
            We stroll downstairs to the kitchenette area, chatting about some of the Foundation’s upcoming projects. “I’ve been itching
               for us to expand,” Hugh confides as he sets the expensive espresso machine humming. “And not just in scale, but also the kind
               of projects we support. It may be unseemly to say, but it’s easier to get people to donate money for starving orphans in some
               far-flung nation than it is to get them to pay attention to problems right here at home. I’m hoping in the years ahead, we
               can focus on issues right here in England—drug rehabilitation, food banks, the less sexy charity goals.”
            

            
            “And how does your father feel about that?” I ask before I can stop myself. Hugh’s father, Lionel Ambrose, is in the running to become the next British prime minister—and seems to have the votes sewn up, if the polls are anything to go by. “I just mean, he likes to paint a rosier picture of the country, that’s all. At least, judging by his campaign speeches.” 

            
            I remember meeting him at the Ashford Pharma event, seeing how he charmed and worked the room, every inch the trustworthy
               politician.
            

            
            Hugh gives a wry smile. “My father and I have very different priorities,” he replies, thankfully not seeming offended by my
               comment. “But we are alike in one way—we have a vision for the future. For this country. That mission is all that matters.”
            

            
            I blink, surprised by his grim tone. Then he flashes a grin. “And if BeastMode and LadyJane will make it happen, then I say,
               I’m all in,” he adds. “Even if they make me feel about a hundred years old.”
            

            
            I laugh, relaxing again. “I’ll get one of the interns to make you a cheat card,” I suggest. “So you don’t mix up your GroJo
               with your GoPro. He’s a gardening influencer,” I add. “Big on LawnTok.”
            

            
            “Good to know.” Hugh sets the espresso to drip, then expertly adds steamed milk in a swirl. “And voilà. If all this fails, I can always run off to Rome and become a barista,” he adds with a grin.
            

            
            “I’m impressed.” I take a sip. “Wow, this really is good.”

            
            “Annabelle begged me to train the staff for her wedding breakfast,” Hugh says, looking amused. “Apparently, she wants her
               and Max’s initials swirled into all the foam on every cup.”
            

            
            I laugh. “That sounds like Annabelle.”

            
            “Did you get the itinerary?” he asks.

            
            “Itinerary?”

            
            “For the wedding events. They kick off next week, you know, and it’s scheduled down to the minute.” Hugh looks mock serious.
               “I think she even put the bathroom breaks in.”
            

            
            “I’ll have to check with Saint,” I say, amused. Then I pause. “You don’t really think Annabelle meant it when she said I would
               be a bridesmaid, do you?”
            

            
            Hugh smirks. “Not only did she mean it, but I would wager you a hundred pounds she’s already having the bridesmaid dress altered and is making a personalized flower crown for you. Or rather, one of her poor minions is.” 

            
            “Oh dear.” I laugh. “Isn’t that kind of weird, me being a part of the wedding? I just met you all!”

            
            “But you’re part of the family now, aren’t you?” he asks. “I mean, Saint’s like a brother to us, and if he’s happy, then we
               are, too.”
            

            
            I smile back, touched. “He should be happy,” I crack, and then realize that came out sounding dirtier than I meant. “I just
               mean, with everything going smoothly at Ashford,” I add quickly, and Hugh laughs.
            

            
            “Yeah, I heard some whispers about that. I’m glad. A lot of people have a lot riding on the Ashford Pharma fortunes, including
               the Foundation here.”
            

            
            “How do you mean?” I ask, puzzled.

            
            “Our endowment is invested in the markets,” Hugh explains. “I don’t follow the details, but since it was all set up before
               I took the reins, I’m guessing a tidy sum is tied up in Ashford shares. My father likes to keep his friends close and their
               profits closer.”
            

            
            “Oh.” I blink, not sure how to process that. Just another example of how tightly all these powerful families’ fates are intertwined.
               But before I can respond properly, my phone buzzes with an alarm. It’s 1:30 already. I need to go meet Wren!
            

            
            “Hot date?” Hugh asks as I quickly rinse my coffee cup in the sink.

            
            “I’m meeting with another influencer,” I lie quickly. “Not sure if they’re a good fit, so I thought I’d sit down face-to-face
               and check the vibe before I mentioned anything.”
            

            
            “Great work.” Hugh grins. “Let me know if it all pans out. We’re rooting for you.”

            
            *  *  *

            I escape back to my office to grab my things, then head out. Shoreditch is on the east side of London, about a twenty-minute
               walk from the address Wren gave me, and I walk fast, my nerves twisting tighter with every step.
            

            
            Why the cloak-and-dagger routine? Couldn’t she just have sat down and talked last night? She was on edge. Scared. Acting like she could have been discovered at any moment. I wonder now if she thought she was being followed.
            

            
            I walk a little faster, glancing around me, but the streets are busy and nobody is paying me any attention. My surroundings
               turn from the newer hipster coffee shops and boutiques to a slightly seedier side of London, the East End of disheveled diners,
               mini-marts, and boarded-up shops. It’s definitely far from the glamorous hot spots Saint and his friends frequent. Nobody
               I know would expect to find me way out here.
            

            
            But clearly, that’s the point.

            
            The Two Hearts pub is on the corner, a dingy local spot with faded carpet and a weary-looking barmaid on duty behind the bar.
               Early in the afternoon, the place is quiet, with just a few drinkers alone at the bar or heads bent over the horse-racing
               scores.
            

            
            And Wren. Already cloistered in a booth in the back, half-hidden from the room but with a clear view of the door.

            
            I make my way over, relieved she turned up at all. If she slipped away from me again, I would have no way of finding her.
               No way to even prove she’d shown her face at all.
            

            
            “Wren,” I greet her, smiling despite everything. Just seeing her face fills me with emotion, even if it is drawn and tired.
               Her eyes jump nervously around the room.
            

            
            “Don’t call me that, not so loud,” she says hurriedly, pulling me down in the seat across from her. She’s nursing a soda and
               has one waiting for me, too. “Did you tell anyone you were meeting me?”
            

            
            “No.”

            
            “No one?” Wren demands, grabbing my hand. “Not even Saint?”

            
            “I told you that I wouldn’t.” I pull my hand away. She’s scaring me now, so sharp and intense, but this meeting isn’t making
               any sense so far. “I hated lying, but I made you a promise, and I’ve kept to it. Now it’s your turn to keep your side of the
               bargain,” I continue, leveling her with a stare. “Tell me what’s going on. Wren . . . I want answers. I deserve to know the
               truth!”
            

            
            Wren exhales. She glances around the room again, but nobody’s paying us any attention. Finally, her posture relaxes. She gives
               me a nod. “You’re right. I’m sorry for all the sneaking around, but you’ll see, I’m only trying to protect you. All of it
               was to protect you.”
            

            
            I shiver. “What are you talking about? Start at the beginning,” I say, needing to make sense of this. “Faking your death,
               the suicide note . . . You planned it? It was all an act? You never meant to kill yourself?”
            

            
            Wren slowly nods. “I didn’t see any other way. You see, a few weeks after I got back from Oxford, I started getting threatening
               letters.”
            

            
            “What kind of threats?” I ask, confused.

            
            “They said I needed to keep quiet, that bad things would happen. Not just to me, but to Mom and Dad, and to you.” Wren swallows,
               fear flicking across her face. “They had photos, Tessa. Surveillance of you, at that nonprofit job you were working. Out running
               in the mornings. They drew a bull’s-eye on the photo.”
            

            
            “Oh my God,” I breathe. “Who was doing it? What did they want?”

            
            “I didn’t see any other way out,” Wren continues desperately, not answering my question. “Everything was falling apart, you
               were already so worried about me, and I . . . I was losing my grip. I didn’t know what to do. I thought if I could just disappear,
               then they wouldn’t care about you guys anymore. You could be safe.”
            

            
            “Who?” I demand again. “Who were these people? What did they want with you?”

            
            Wren swallows hard. “There’s something I didn’t tell you, something that happened when I was in Oxford . . .”

            
            “Connected to the attack?” I ask.

            
            She shakes her head. “Something else. Something big . . .” She trails off, clearly still terrified by whatever it is she knows
               that made these people come after her.
            

            
            I lean forward. “You can trust me, Wren,” I promise her. “I won’t let anyone hurt you again.”

            
            She gives me a faint smile, and for a moment, I see a spark of the old Wren in her eyes again. My beloved sister. My closest
               friend. “What are you going to do, beat them with your tennis racquet, the way you did with Marcy Littleton when she called
               me a stuck-up nerd at camp?” she jokes softly.
            

            
            “If that’s what it takes,” I vow. I take her hand and squeeze it. “We’re in this together now. Please, Wren, whatever’s going
               on, you don’t have to deal with it alone anymore.”
            

            
            She squeezes back. “I know. I hate to bring you into this, but I can’t stay silent, not when you’re with him now.”

            
            Him? Does she mean Saint?
            

            
            “I tried to warn you to stop digging,” she adds. “I sent you that note . . .”

            
            “That was you? But why?”

            
            I’m frowning at Wren in confusion when she takes a deep breath and continues, “It was my research, at Ashford Pharma. I stumbled
               across something I should never have seen. It’s the Alzheimer’s drug, Tessa,” she says, looking stricken. “The results from
               the trials were all faked. The drugs don’t work.”
            

            
            “No . . .” I gasp, stunned.

            
            She nods. “That’s what they were threatening me about, to keep me quiet. They said . . .” Wren’s voice breaks, but she soldiers
               on, urgent. “They said that if I ever revealed the truth, then they’d get to you. They would show you the inside of that cell,
               the way they did to me. And they wouldn’t use the drugs, either. They’d make sure you remembered every single moment.”
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Three

         
         
            Tessa

            I can’t believe it.

            
            I sit in the dingy back booth, staring at Wren in disbelief. “But . . . I don’t understand,” I stammer, reeling from her revelations.

            
            Ashford Pharma is faking their miracle Alzheimer’s drug? All that work for nothing, all of Saint’s excitement and hopes—

            
            Then the other part of what she told me sinks in. That they would do the same thing to me that they did to her . . .

            
            “Why would they threaten that?” I ask. “How could they even know the details about your attack, unless . . .”

            
            I trail off in horror.

            
            “Unless, somehow, it was connected to what I found at the Ashford labs,” Wren finishes for me. “That’s what I think. I discovered
               the faulty data a week before it happened. I didn’t realize right away what I’d found,” she adds. “I thought maybe the file
               was corrupted, or it had been a data-entry error. The numbers just didn’t make any sense. I reported it up the chain at the
               lab and didn’t hear anything else about it. Then the attack happened, and it was the last thing on my mind. But once the threatening
               letters started arriving, it made me think the two things were linked. Like maybe the attack was a warning,” she says, “or
               revenge, or to scare me into packing up and leaving my fellowship, going back to the States. It worked,” she adds grimly.
               “I didn’t want anything else to do with that place.”
            

            
            I sit there, trying to process it all. As my head spins, a group of people enter the pub. Younger guys, dressed in soccer shirts, already sounding rowdy. 

            
            Wren tenses. “Let’s take a walk,” she says, already rising to her feet.

            
            I want to argue, but what can I say—that she’s being paranoid? She was already a victim of a brutal attack and threats against
               her safety.
            

            
            I would be flinching at shadows too, if I were in her shoes.

            
            I nod and grab my things, following her back outside to the busy street. Wren looks around. “This way,” she says and takes
               off, walking fast, ducking through the pedestrians and darting out suddenly to cross the street.
            

            
            “Whoa, hold up!” I hurry after her, rushing to catch up. “You look like you’re running from someone,” I tell her. “Slow down.
               It’s OK.”
            

            
            Wren eases up her pace, just a little, but I can tell that she isn’t happy.

            
            We turn into a small park area with muddy grass and a few kids kicking a ball around. We loop around the edge as Wren keeps
               a watchful eye on our surroundings, and I try to think up a plan.
            

            
            This is way above my pay grade. Falsified pharmaceutical trials, violent threats . . . and if this really is the reason behind
               Wren’s attack, I feel sick just thinking about it.
            

            
            “We need to tell Saint,” I tell her. “He can help us.”

            
            “Are you out of your mind?” Wren whirls to face me. “He’s one of them. Hell, it’s his family business, his name up there above
               the door. Ashford Pharma. For all we know, he could be behind what happened to me.”
            

            
            “He’s not,” I vow immediately. “We can trust him!”

            
            Wren shakes her head. “He could be dangerous, Tessa, don’t you see? That’s why I risked everything to come back—to warn you.”

            
            “About Saint?”

            
            “I told myself I could never tell you the truth, that I had to stay dead forever, but then I saw photos of the two of you,
               on Max Lancaster’s social media,” Wren says. “I didn’t realize you were together. That you were serious, or that you were
               still digging into my attack. It’s not safe, Tessie,” she pleads. “He’s not safe.”
            

            
            “You’re wrong,” I tell her calmly. Even in all this chaos and confusion, Saint is the one thing I can be certain of. “I can
               rely on him. He’s proven that to me, repeatedly. He’s been helping me,” I add. “He was willing to do whatever it took to find
               the man who attacked you.”
            

            
            “And you believe him?” she demands.

            
            “Yes.” I hold her gaze. “I trust him . . . with my life. Whatever’s happening at Ashford Pharma, it’s got nothing to do with
               him. He wasn’t even involved with the company until a few weeks ago.”
            

            
            Still, she shakes her head. “You can’t trust them!” she says again, getting more hysterical. “I thought I knew my friends
               in Oxford, my colleagues, that they would never be capable of hurting me . . . and look what happened. I was wrong, and I’ve
               spent every minute of every day since living with the consequences!”
            

            
            “Shh, it’s OK.” I try to soothe her, but Wren is sobbing now, in great hiccuping gulps.

            
            “You can’t tell him. Please, Tessa, don’t do it!”

            
            “Alright!” I finally agree, desperate to calm her down again. “I won’t tell Saint. At least, not for now. But we need to figure
               out what to do, and soon.”
            

            
            She nods. “I’m working on it.” Wren backs away, like she’s about to disappear again.

            
            “Wait!” I blurt, panicking. “Where are you staying? How can I reach you?”

            
            She pauses, looking reluctant. “Trust goes both ways,” I remind her. “Pinky promise, remember?”

            
            She relaxes a little. “Do you have your phone?”

            
            I pull it out. She takes it and programs in a number. “You can reach me with this,” she says, handing it back. I see that she’s put the name as “Birdy,” a childhood nickname Dad used. 

            
            “Will you be safe?” I ask, feeling a pang. “If you would just come back with me, you could stay with us. We could figure this
               out—”
            

            
            “I’ll be fine,” Wren interrupts. “I’ll talk to you soon. But please . . . be careful with Saint. What I just told you, about
               the drug results . . . that’s information someone would kill to protect.”
            

            
            She turns on her heel and strides away before I can say another word. I watch her go, my heart aching with fear and confusion.

            
            Will I ever see her again?

            
            Part of me wants to follow her and make sure she’s safe, but I know I can’t risk breaking the fragile trust we have now. She’s
               made it this far; I have to believe that she knows how to take care of herself.
            

            
            So I slowly turn and begin my journey home. I walk back to the Tube station in a daze and almost miss my stop back in Kensington.
               By the time I’ve made it down the luxurious, leafy streets to Saint’s house, a million miles from the noise and bustle of
               East London, the whole afternoon with Wren feels like a dream.
            

            
            “Hello?”

            
            I hear Saint’s voice calling when I let myself in. “It’s me,” I call back, and follow the sound of his yell up the stairs
               to one of the guest bedrooms. It’s up on the third floor, perched under the slanted eaves of what used to be an attic. I look
               around, curious. I haven’t spent much time up here, aside from Saint’s insistence that we fuck in every room in the house
               to celebrate my arrival.
            

            
            “What’s going on?” I ask. The bed that used to occupy most of the space is now dismantled into pieces in the corner, and there’s
               now a desk against the wall and a comfortable armchair in front of the window. Saint is assembling bookcases against one wall,
               with parts and power tools spread out on the floor around him.
            

            
            He straightens up with a smile, his head nearly skimming the lowest part of the ceiling. “You’re early,” he says, greeting
               me with a kiss. “Ignore the mess. I wanted to surprise you.”
            

            
            “With what?”

            
            “Your new office,” he says proudly. “Slash library, slash kinky sex den. Whatever you want.”

            
            My heart melts. “This is for me?” I ask, looking around again. The room is cozy and sunlit, and I can just picture curling
               up here with my laptop or a good book.
            

            
            “All yours,” Saint confirms. “There’s already more than enough room for guests downstairs, and I have my office, so why shouldn’t
               you have your own space, too? We can decorate any way you like. Bubblegum pink and all. Although, we might have a hard time
               getting a pinball machine up two flights of stairs,” he adds with a grin, calling back to my earlier jokes about a big redesign.
            

            
            I shake my head. “It’s perfect as it is,” I tell him, and it is. The guest room was already done up with a classic William
               Morris wallpaper, and now with the plush velvet chaise and a vintage standing lamp, it’s the ideal reading nook. “Thank you.”
            

            
            “It’s my pleasure,” Saint says, pulling me into a kiss. I melt against him for a moment, reveling in the warmth of his embrace,
               but too soon, my guilt over Wren drowns out the moment.
            

            
            I hate keeping secrets from him, especially something this big, that affects his life and family, too.

            
            I pull away and bury my face in his chest, hugging him tightly. Saint seems surprised, but he holds me, gently stroking my
               hair as I try to pull myself together.
            

            
            “Sorry,” I blurt, stepping back.

            
            “It’s OK.” Saint looks at me with tenderness in his eyes. “I think I know what’s going on.”

            
            “You do?” I pause, certain my guilt is written all over my face.

            
            “It’s Wren, isn’t it?”

            
            I look at him in panic. How does he know?

            
            “What do you mean?” I gulp, wishing so much that I could just come clean. That this secret wasn’t looming between us, when
               all I want to do is hold him tightly.
            

            
            Saint brushes a lock of hair from my face, still so supportive and understanding. “I know it must be hard, to move on,” he explains. “You’ve spent months focused on finding out who attacked her. Of course you’re going to feel a little lost and disoriented without that purpose driving you anymore.” 

            
            I exhale in a whoosh. “Right,” I say quietly, my guilt twisting sharper than ever. “You’re right.”

            
            “It’ll be
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