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            Since Yesterday Part One

          

        

      

    

    
      If she hadn’t been thinking about the letter, Sarah Bailey wouldn’t have started so violently when Molly shouted her name across the busy coffee house. Sarah felt her balance slip away from her. She landed hard on her backside and laughed, embarrassed. She felt hands slide under her arms and lift her to her feet. She turned to face her savior and her stomach flipped. Her rescuer was tall, and broad, his dark hair cropped close to his head. He was dressed casually in jeans and a t-shirt but she could tell that they were artfully distressed to look vintage. Expensive, and exclusive. Sarah couldn’t help but stare into his dark green eyes, which were crinkled at the corners in a crooked smile which softened his perfectly sculpted face. His smile widened as he took her in, and as she wobbled, his big hands moved to her shoulders to steady her. He was so tall, she had to tilt her head right back to gaze at him and suddenly she felt vulnerable in his presence.

      

      “You okay, sweetheart?”

      Oh god, his voice. Chocolate and sex. Damn. His hands on her felt so good. Get a grip, Sarah shook herself and smiled at him.

      “Thank you.”

      His smile widened. “It was absolutely my pleasure, beautiful.”

      Sarah flushed at the compliment and stammered through another thanks before scooping her bag up from the floor. Molly met her at the counter.

      

      “Sorry, honey.” Molly grinned, her green eyes amused.

      Sarah hugged her friend. “Not your fault. Just me being clumsy.”

      “How are you?”

      Sarah held up her left hand and Molly’s eyes widened.

      “You’ve taken your wedding ring off.”

      “I decided that today is the day I move on. Dan is either dead or he left me. Either way, I know he’s not coming back.” Sarah took a deep breath and smiled. “New day, new life. He’s been gone two years on Saturday. It’s time, is all.”

      Molly hugged her. “I’m glad.” She went to serve a customer and Sarah went into the backroom. She pulled the envelope out of her bag. Sarah Bailey. It was the same handwriting as the others and she guessed that it would contain the same repulsive, spite-filled messages as the last few. Her stomach clenched with fear, her skin breaking out in a sweat under her clothes. She wanted to share the letter with Molly, to ask her best friend’s advice. She closed her eyes and swallowed down thinking of the vile threats and words of the last letters. This one would be no different. Her entire body started to tremble. No. Not now, please. She shoved the letter into the pocket of her jeans and went to work.

      

      At twenty-eight, Sarah Bailey had known most people on the island since she was a child and living in the now-closed children’s home down on Dogwood Street. When the Jewell family had moved next door the two kids, Molly and Finn, had claimed Sarah as their own. They were drawn to the shy young part-Asian girl; her dark hair tumbling to the middle of her back, the almond eyes so dark and big, fringed with thick lashes. Her beauty was offset by her tomboyish nature – never out of her flared blue jeans and beloved sneakers, her knees and elbows forever grazed from running and climbing. It was a childhood spent climbing trees, swimming, camping out in the county park.

      

      Unable to stay away from the island, after college and newly married to Daniel Bailey, Sarah had rebuilt the derelict movie house into the Varsity coffee house, mostly with just an instruction manual and the help of Dan, Molly and Finn. The locals watched in admiration – their local girl done good - and when the coffee house finally opened, it became the heart of Main Street. Grizzled fishermen would sit at the counter and order throat-strippingly strong coffee, next to the tourists who enjoyed their tea from the most delicate of china cups. When Dan had disappeared, so shocking, so unexpected, they had rallied around her, not letting her fall apart, not letting her feel the desperate guilt that consumed her when she was alone. She thought about moving away but this place, this little haven of an island an hour away from Seattle, was the only place she’d ever felt like she belonged.

      The day was sultry with humidity. From the coffee shop window, ferries could be seen pulling into the small dock. The Varsity was full, humming with the music of conversation, crockery and Sarah didn’t have a chance to tell Molly about the letter.

      Late afternoon and the rush eased. Sarah opened the till to change some notes. Molly was at the counter flirting with one of their customers. Sarah pulled out the cash tin. She heard a low soft voice across the restaurant and her stomach flipped. She glanced up. Her savior from earlier was chatting with some of the regulars, leaning back in his chair, relaxed, his long denim-clad legs stretched out in front of him.

      

      “George makes an incredible chocolate mud pie that I practically drool over.”

      “Huh?” Sarah looked at Molly in confusion and her friend grinned.

      “I’m just saying.” She nodded at the guy who was now walking towards them. “That’s how you were looking at that demi-God just then.”

      The demi-God came to the counter. Sarah flushed and scowled at Molly.

      “I was not and shut up. Go wash a cup or something,” she hissed at Molly then turned her burning face to greet him. “Hey.”

      “Hey yourself, beautiful.”

      

      She flushed again. God, she was divine…

      

      Isaac Quinn studied the scarlet blush that colored her cheeks, the dark, lovely eyes. He’d seen her name tag earlier… Sarah. It suited her, soft, feminine.

      “What can I get you?” Her voice was gruff and the sound of it made his groin tighten.

      “Now let me see.” He picked up a menu and studied it. Slowly, deliberately he moved his hand so it was next to hers, almost touching. He could feel the heat of her skin, smell her perfume, fresh air, and clean laundry.

      “Okay, you ready?”

      “I’m ready.” She waved her notepad and smiled.

      “You sure?”

      “Sure.”

      Isaac grinned “Fine purveyor of all things drinkable… “I would very much like to partake of a fine cocktail called “A Tea Garden”.”

      Sarah laughed and he saw her eyes start to dance, enjoying the joke.

      “Ok, your wish is my command, what is it?”

      “Okay. It’s one-third vodka, one-third apricot brandy, one-sixth…”

      Sarah started giggling. Isaac mock-scowled at her.

      “I’m not done. One-sixth vermouth and wait for it…one-sixth Tiffin.”

      “Tiffin?”

      “Tiffin.”

      Sarah wrote this down.

      

      “Just one question… what the hell is a Tiffin?”

      “How should I know? I was kinda hoping you’d tell me.”

      Sarah raised her eyebrows at him, eyes wide and amused. “Well, you’ve got me there. I hate to disappoint.”

      He grinned at her. “Well, you’ll just have to make it up to me… somehow.”

      The blush was back – the air between them electric. She cleared her throat and swept a shaking hand through her hair.

      “Okay, so this cocktail… coffee black, yes?”

      He sighed and shrugged good-naturedly. “You already know me so well. I’m Isaac.”

      She shook his outstretched hand. “Sarah. Sarah Bailey.”

      He held onto her hand. “Well, Sarah Bailey – “ he grinned at her, “I’m delighted to meet you.”

      

      Sarah looked up from her paperwork just after seven o’clock. The coffee shop was almost emptied - a couple of teenagers hanging out, laughing, glued to their phones. The man who had helped her up earlier was standing near the bookshelves at the back of the room, looking through the racks of battered paperbacks. He glanced up and smiled at her and it was so infectious that Sarah couldn’t help but return the grin.

      “Can you recommend anything?” He called out and she went over. His voice was deep and mellifluous. He was so tall. He dwarfed her five foot five.

      

      “What kind of thing are you looking for?” Her question was innocent but when she looked up at him, he merely smiled and his eyes locked onto hers in a way that made the blood in her veins become scorching hot. He reached out a finger and lightly brushed her cheek, just briefly before turning back to the shelf. Sarah’s skin burned where he’d touched her.

      

      “Something new…” he murmured then smiled. “I’m new to the island, actually, thinking of buying a house on the northern point.”

      “Really? I live there too…. just the other side of the boy’s school.”

      Almost imperceptibly he moved closer. Her breath caught in her throat as she gazed up at him. Touch me… Her senses were hyperactive, every nerve ending on fire in the presence of this man. He smiled down at her. Sarah was suddenly aware that the coffee house had emptied out and they were alone.

      

      “Then we’ll be neighbors, Sarah Bailey,” he said softly. His hand moved to cup her cheek, his big thumb stroking across her skin.

      “Are you free for dinner tonight, Sarah Bailey?”

      The way he said her name made her weak and she nodded. “Come to my place. I’ll cook.” She didn’t know why she had said that - all she knew was that she wanted to be alone with this man. Alone, naked, helpless with desire… all she was feeling she could see reflected in his eyes. He grinned, confident.

      “Write down your address for me… or I could give you a ride home…”

      She had driven into work this morning but to hell with it. “I finish in an hour.”

      Had she lost her mind? She felt almost delirious with desire, knowing without a doubt that if they went home together, they would be naked and writhing and fucking.

      She had to bite back a moan as he slid a finger under her t-shirt and stroked her belly. She closed her eyes and felt his lips against her temple.

      The spell was broken when they heard Molly shouting from the kitchen. She glanced over to the door, almost guiltily, and stepped away from Isaac, still burning from his touch. “An hour, then…”

      Their gazes locked and he nodded. “An hour,” he said, lowering his voice, “an hour, beautiful Sarah and then I’m going to strip you slowly and kiss every part of your glorious body. Then I’m going to fuck you all night long.”

      She did moan then, softly and she tilted her head up to his. His lips brushed against hers.

      “I want to kiss you so deep, Sarah, but I’m afraid that if I do, I’ll lose what little control I have left.”

      She nodded and stepped away.

      “An hour.”

      He touched her cheek. “One hour…I’ll be back to pick you up.”

      

      Molly stuck her head out of the kitchen and saw her boss standing alone, seemingly frozen in place. “Hey… you okay?”

      Sarah turned to her, her face red and excited, her eyes wide and filled with wonder. “Yeah, I’m good… more than good.”

      Molly glanced out of the window and saw the back of the guy that had been in the coffeehouse. The one who flirted with Sarah. Molly started to grin.

      “Oh, I see. Someone got a hot date?”

      Sarah laughed and drew in a shaky breath. “You have no idea…”

      

      Isaac came back for her forty minutes later. “I’m sorry I’m early…I couldn’t wait.”

      “Molly?” Sarah immediately hollered for her friend. “I’m taking off early, you okay?”

      She and Isaac grinned at each other, then the way his eyes swept over her body made her feel naked, desirable and wanted.

      Molly stuck her head out of the kitchen door. “Of course.” She saw Isaac and her smile widened. “Definitely. Go… go…”

      They were still laughing as they walked to his car, Isaac holding the door open for her. She directed him towards the road to her house and as he drove, he reached over and took her hand. She laughed softly.

      “I kinda feel like I’m dreaming,” she confessed and Isaac smiled at her.

      “I know what you mean but this is happening, Sarah.” His hand slid under her dress and brushed against her inner thigh, making her gasp. Then he began to caress her, feeling her warm dampness against his fingers as she became aroused.

      “I don’t do this…. god… I mean, this is not something that happens to me. Jesus, Isaac, that feels so good….”

      Isaac gave a low chuckle. “You have no idea the things I’m going to do to you tonight, beautiful.”

      She rolled her hips, grinding against his hand. “Get home quicker,” she laughed breathlessly.

      

      She barely had time to open the door before they were tearing each other’s clothes off. She reached into his pants and felt the hot, huge length of him against her palm, rock-hard and trembling.

      “I want to be inside you.” He tumbled her to the floor, tearing her panties off and hitching her legs around his hips. Sarah moaned as he teased her with the wide crest of his cock, sliding it along her slick sex then crying out as he drove the diamond hard length into her. Hard, thrusting, pinning her hands above her head.

      “Look at me…”

      She met his gaze, saw how intense his green eyes were; completely focused on her as they fucked. Isaac thrust harder, pressing her legs further apart as he rammed into her.

      “Christ, Sarah… I want you, I want you…”

      She felt her limbs liquefy under the assault on her senses, her clit pulsing, her cunt gripping his cock, urging him deeper.

      She came; her entire body vibrating, crying out his name, losing herself in the utter bliss of her orgasm, feeling his cock shooting hot semen deep inside her as he climaxed.

      “God, Sarah, Sarah, Sarah…”

      They shuddered and shivered their way to calmness, catching their breath, him still inside her as they calmed down. They looked at each other and started to laugh in disbelief. He brushed a damp lock of hair away from her face and pressed his lips to hers.

      

      “That’s one way of being welcomed to the neighborhood.”

      Sarah chuckled, still breathless. “That was incredible.”

      Isaac smiled down at her. “And you know what? We’re going to do that all night long. Show me to your bedroom, my Sarah.”

      Her stomach dropped with pleasure. My Sarah. They disconnected and, leaving their clothes where they’d fallen, Sarah led him upstairs.

      

      He had watched the car pull up to her house, saw the tall stranger take Sarah’s hand and walked with her into the house. Before they’d kicked the door shut, he’d seen them kissing, clawing at each other.

      Fucking whore. Who the hell was this guy? Did she just meet him? She was his, and his alone. These last two years he’d watched over her, kept her safe and now… the fury at her betrayal ripped through him and he wanted to kick his way into the house, drag the guy off of her and beat the shit out of him. To show her. To show her how much he loved her.

      Then, when she understood, he would take his knife and show her over and over how much he loved her…

      

      Sarah woke up early, feeling a happiness she hadn’t felt in a long time. Beside her, Isaac slept on his stomach, his face soft with sleep, his arm flung across her stomach. They had made love long into the night, finally falling asleep as the sun began to climb into the Washington sky. She turned onto her side, propped her head up on her arm and studied him. There was something familiar about him, something she couldn’t define. His arm, so massive, felt good curved around her. She bent her head and kissed him softly, the stubble rough against her lips. Isaac murmured and smiled in his sleep.

      

      Sarah slipped carefully from the bed and tugged her jeans and t-shirt on. Going down to the kitchen, she put the coffee pot on and opened the back door. The day was already warm and she sat down on the porch steps to think. Her head was spinning from the last twenty-four hours – and the man asleep in her bed.

      

      He was undeniably gorgeous but as well as that, she’d discovered that he was also funny, kind and an incredible lover. The way he’d fucked her in the hallway last night, so masterfully, so expertly… god, she’d never felt like that before. Not with Dan, not with anyone. She’d never known sex could be like that: animal, feral, almost violent. The way his huge cock plowed her into delirium, his mouth on her clit – she drew in a shaky breath. Damn, she was getting wet again just thinking about it, despite the fact her thighs still ached from last night. She didn’t even know this man, just went with her instincts. I guess I moved on then, she grinned to herself. It was strange – for two years she had been trying to find out what happened to Dan but lately, a resentment had been building. Her relationship with her husband had always been up and down but before he’d gone, it had started to feel alien. Like she didn’t know who that person was anymore. He was different. She’d started to suspect he was having an affair but the day she had planned to confront him, she’d gotten home to find him gone. She’d wandered around near their home, looking to see if she could find him, if he’d taken their dog Wilson for a walk. She’d called out for her husband, and for her beloved Labrador but had found nothing. When she climbed up to the abandoned lighthouse on the edge of their property, she found Dan’s keys, phone, wallet, shoes laid out in a neat line at the edge of the cliff. Wilson had been tied up and whined when he saw her.

      

      That’s when she’d panicked.

      

      Sarah pushed the memory away. No. No way. Nothing was going to spoil her mood today. Whatever happened now between her and Isaac, last night had been the most erotic in her life. Nothing would change that, even if it turned out to be a one night stand. Sarah pushed away the quick rush of pain that idea brought her.

      She shifted and felt a rustle in the pocket of her jeans and pulled out the letter she’d received the day before. The latest letter, she thought. Isaac’s presence had made her feel weirdly safer and she steeled herself and ripped it open.

      I’m always watching, I see you, Sarah, don”t let me down…

      She screwed it up and threw it aside. It was the third strange note she’d received but she figured it was some jerk trying to freak her out. She thought she might have an idea who it was too – the ever charming Caroline. Hateful woman.

      

      Eager to expunge the bad taste the letter had left, she scrambled to her feet, went inside to make the coffee. Taking them upstairs, she saw Isaac sitting up in bed, stretching. He grinned when he saw her.

      “Good morning, beautiful.”

      She put the cups down on the nightstand, leaned over to kiss him.

      “Good morning yourself, handsome.”

      He slid his hands into her hair as he kissed her. “God, you taste so good.”

      She chuckled her lips against his mouth. “Even with morning breath?”

      “Especially that. I do have one complaint. You have too many clothes on.”

      Sarah grinned and stood up, peeling her t-shirt off slowly, then her jeans. Isaac’s eyes moved over her body appreciatively. She sat down next to him, bending to kiss his hard chest.

      Isaac trailed a finger down her spine and she shivered with pleasure. She stood and moved toward the bathroom, beckoning him.

      “Wanna join me in the shower?”

      Isaac grinned. “You know I do.”

      As they stood under the cool spray, Sarah took him into her mouth, hollowing out her cheeks as her warm, wet mouth enveloped his cock, sucking at him, teasing the tip with her tongue. Isaac sucked in a deep breath of pleasure, his fingers tangling in her dark hair. She brought him to the edge of climax before he lifted her easily and plunged into her, pressing her back against the cool tile, his mouth hungry on hers.

      “God, Sarah. I could fuck you all day.”

      

      She laughed, gasping as he thrust hard into her, his cock unrelenting as it drove her towards orgasm. “Fuck me harder, Isaac….” She gasped as, grinning, he did as she asked, and ramming his hips against hers until she felt her body melt and shudder.

      Afterward, they dressed and Sarah cooked them breakfast; scrambled eggs and maple bacon, fresh fruit, and juice. They ate on her porch, looking down to the small cove at the end of her garden.

      “It’s beautiful here,” Isaac said thoughtfully, munching on a strip of crispy bacon. “The island, the Sound… the coffee house owners.” He grinned at her as she rolled her eyes and smiled.

      “What made you decided to move here?”

      Isaac sipped his coffee.

      “I wanted somewhere out of the city. I love Seattle but sometimes it can get claustrophobic.”

      Sarah ate a forkful of eggs. “What do you do?”

      For a second, his eyes were amused. “I own a tech company.”

      “Cool.” Then she stopped. “Wait…”

      “Yep.”

      “You’re Isaac Quinn?”

      “Yep.”

      

      She grinned sheepishly. “Sorry, you must think I’m a dumbass. It’s just I’m not very technological minded. I can work my iPad but that’s about it.”

      Isaac smiled. “No problem – at least you won’t bother me about your lost passwords… although you can totally bother me about your lost passwords.”

      Sarah laughed. “Now that you mention it…”

      Isaac reached over to touch her face, running the back of his finger down her cheek. “Sarah?”

      “Yes?”

      “Would you spend the day with me?”

      

      Sarah walked through the storeroom into the kitchen, into the wave of noise sweeping in from the open door to the shop. Sarah drew in a great lungful of air and blew it out slowly, feeling the happiness in her flood through her body.

      Going out into the coffee house, she grinned at Molly in greeting, trying to hide her joy. Molly wasn’t fooled for a second.

      

      “What’s up? You look weird.”

      Always the silver tongue. Sarah smiled despite herself.

      “Weird is right. There’s a new man in my life.”

      Molly’s eyes lit up. “My brother finally did the decent thing and left the witch?”

      Sarah rolled her eyes. “Will you ever stop trying to fix me and Finn up?

      “Not ever,” Molly smiled, a wicked grin. “Oh, I know…”

      Sarah waited.

      “Is it that guy? The computer dude?”

      Sarah gaped at her. “Am I the only one who didn’t recognize him?”

      Molly sighed dramatically. “And you such a geek, as well. Shame on you. So…?”

      It was Sarah’s turn to grin. “Oh look, customers.”

      

      Sarah went to serve the new customers as Molly grinned to herself. Sarah looked out of the window. She saw Finn, dressed in his cop’s uniform, walking out of his front door with Caroline at his heels. Caroline was smiling. More like a rictus, Sarah thought. She saw Molly looking at them too. She grimaced

      “Ignore her, she’s a hideous troll.”

      “What does he see in her?” Sarah slammed the register with a little too much force. A stand of muffins fell off the counter. She went round to pick them up. Molly leaned over to watch her.

      “Well, what did you get up to with Mr Robot then?”

      Sarah stood, hands full of ruined cakes and dumped them in the trash. Despite herself, she was enjoying tormenting the ever curious Molly.

      “We, um, connected.”

      

      Molly’s mouth was hanging open. “You slept with him?”

      Sarah leaned on the counter. “A lot. A lot, a lot.” She grinned at her friend’s astonished face and knew what she was thinking. Sarah didn’t have affairs or flings or whatever. Not until now.

      Molly started to smile. “Well, hallelujah. Was it good?”

      “Yup.”

      “Wow. Wow.”

      Sarah nodded. “Mols, honestly, I never knew…well, let’s just say it was never like this with Dan. That’s not to say it was bad,” she added hurriedly, “Just with Isaac… well.”

      Molly came around the counter and hugged her. “I’m so pleased. I’m so, so delighted for you, Sars. You deserve to be happy.”

      “Thank you.”

      “Did you tell him about Dan?”

      Sarah felt her chest hurt. “Not yet. I don’t know where this is going yet and I’m not ready to see that look in his eyes, the one I always get when I tell someone Dan disappeared.”

      Molly rubbed her friend’s arm in sympathy. “I understand, honey.”

      

      Sarah was quiet. Molly gave her a minute and went to clear some tables. Sarah looked out of the window, over to Finn’s house. Now Caroline was yelling at a departing Finn and his face was set in a grim line as he walked into the coffee house “Hey.”

      Sarah rolled her eyes at him sympathetically. “Hey, dude.”

      “Hey girl.” He said, his eyes softening. Molly might want Finn and Sarah to be together but both of them knew that was never on the cards. They were too close friends now to ever cross that line.

      “Yo, bro.” Molly slapped. “What did the dragon yell at you today for?”

      Finn shrugged. “Who cares?”

      “Why the hell are you still with her?” Molly asked the question Sarah was thinking.

      “Fuck knows. My shift doesn’t start for an hour but I just had to get out of there.”

      Sarah tugged one of his blonde curls. “Stay and chill out with us, dude. We’ll feed you all the basic food groups – sugar, coffee, butter.”

      Finn grinned at his friend. “You make it sound so good and so dirty at the same time.”

      Molly cleared her throat and nodded at her boss.

      “Talking of which… Sarah’s had an interesting twenty-four hours.”

      Sarah blushed and Finn raised his eyebrows at her. Sarah half-smiled, feeling strange at telling her old friend about the new man in her life.

      “I’m seeing someone. Sort of.”

      “She means she got laid. Properly laid.” Molly’s grin was wide and wicked.

      Finn choked on his coffee as Sarah laughed in shock at Molly’s pronouncement

      

      A half hour later and with the coffee shop empty, the three of them sat at one of the tables. The heat outside had become oppressive and stormy.

      “Well.” Finn pulled his tie down.

      “Yeah.”

      Finn took a slug of coffee. “I think I should meet him. You know, for security. Make sure he’s not a con artist.”

      Molly grinned into her coffee. Sarah raised her eyebrows at him.

      “And how will you ascertain that, Colombo?”

      “I shall say… are you a con artist? From his answer, I shall make a judgment call.”

      “You mean if he says yes, then…”

      “Exactly.” Finn tried not to grin. Sarah started laughing.

      “Our tax dollars hard at work.” She got up, squeezing his shoulder. “Thank you, though, you’re sweet to think of it.” She moved away to the kitchen. She called back over her shoulder. “Anyway, you’ll meet him tonight if you’re still here about eight. He’s picking me, we’re going to George’s.”

      He nodded and stood up. “I’ll try and come back and meet…what’s his name again?”

      “Isaac. Isaac Quinn.”

      “Got it.”

      Sarah smiled at him.

      “Later then?”

      “You bet.”

      

      “That woman is very unpleasant.” Isaac turned back from staring at Caroline. Sarah looked over at Finn – he looked so unhappy that she ached for him. She felt Isaac watching her and turned back to him with a smile.

      “Sorry.”

      They were seated at dinner across the restaurant from Finn and his wife. George’s restaurant was full to capacity and the room was buzzing with conversation. Above it all was Caroline’s nasal screech, arguing with a morose Finn. Caroline shot daggers over at Sarah who responded with the cheesiest of grins, making Isaac chuckle.

      “Not friends then?” He asked after a particularly poisonous glare.

      Sarah grinned. “Nope.”

      Caroline suddenly stood up, scraping her chair against the stone floor.

      

      “Fuck you, Finn!” She stormed out. Finn buried his head in his hands. Sarah’s hands tightened on her napkin. Isaac was watching the redhead cross the street and slam into her house. Sarah sighed.

      “You’re right, Isaac. She is unpleasant. And Finn is one of my best friends, he deserves better.”

      Isaac covered her hand with his. “Let’s change the subject. You look breath-taking.”

      Sarah grinned, embarrassed. “It’s the dress, not me. How are you settling into the hotel?”

      “Very well. I travel pretty light so I didn’t have to bring much.”

      “A Nomad.”

      “Yes. Something like that.”

      She cleared her throat softly. “You know, you don’t have to stay at the hotel.”

      Isaac smiled. “Is it wrong that I’ve been sitting here wishing you might say something like that?” He leaned over to kiss her, his lips brushing along hers in a way that made her head swim.

      Trying to calm herself – and the frantic quiver between her legs - she studied the menu. “I can never decide what to have in here.”

      He laughed. “Surely you must have worked your way through the entire menu by now. For our next date, I’ll take you to the city and take you to my apartment.”

      

      She smiled. “Our next date?”

      “And the many, many more to follow.”

      “Well, how-de-doo.” George sang his greeting and Sarah giggled at Isaac’s surprised face. She stood and embraced the newcomer.

      

      “Hello George. Isaac, this is George, my pops for intents and purposes. George, this is Isaac Quinn.”

      “How are you, Isaac?” George offered Isaac his hand. “How are you liking our little island?”

      “Hoping to see a little more of it, if Sarah will be kind enough to show me around.”

      She smiled and nodded. “George, won’t you join us?” She looked over to Isaac, who nodded enthusiastically.

      “Ha, no, sweet girl, I just came to say hello. Great to meet you, Isaac. I’m sure we’ll see you again soon.” George patted her shoulder and moved away. Isaac smiled at Sarah.

      “Your father?”

      Sarah nodded. “Sort of. Very long story and one for another time. He’s the only family I have except for Mols and Finn. They’re my adopted siblings.”

      Isaac looked over at Finn, who was still sitting at the bar. “You know, we could ask Finn to join us. He looks like he could do with a friend.”

      Sarah was touched. “That’s sweet of you but I know Finn, he’d just be embarrassed.”

      

      As if on cue, Finn slid from the bar stool and moved to the door, disappearing into the night, without glancing back to see them. Isaac turned back to Sarah.

      “Can I ask? Why did you and Finn never… um… I’m presuming here, of course, but growing up together, it never crossed your mind that it could be more?”

      Sarah shook her head. “No, really, it didn’t. I mean, I love Finn of course, but a relationship? It would feel weird.”

      Isaac smiled. “So, I don’t have to be worried about the competition then?” His tone was light but there was something beneath that she couldn’t fathom.

      “Definitely not.”

      “Good.”

      She smiled. “Are you ready to go? I told Molly we’d stop by the coffee house.”

      

      “Hey, dudes.” Sarah, followed by Isaac, patted Finn on the back as they made their way into the coffee house. She walked behind the counter and grabbed the coffee pot. She filled three mugs and passed one to each of them. She grabbed a soda from the cooler for herself. Isaac sat down at the counter.

      “Finn Jewell, meet Isaac Quinn.”

      Finn eyed him, offered his hand and without hesitation, Isaac shook it.

      “Hey, Chief, good to meet you.”

      “Likewise.”

      Sarah beamed.

      “Be right back.”

      She gave them both a smile and disappeared. Molly went to clear the tables and close the door.

      Isaac grinned at Finn. “Sarah tells me you’re like her big brother. You going to give me the speech?”

      Finn laughed. “Let’s just say it’s implied and leave it at that. You’ve made her light up, that’s for sure, and that’s good enough for me.”

      Isaac beamed. “She rocks my world even after this short a time.”

      “It’s worth it,” Finn grinned at his sister who had come back to the counter, “I haven’t seen her like this since way before Dan disappeared.”

      Molly stopped and threw a murderous glare at her brother. Isaac didn’t notice.

      “Dan?”

      

      Sarah chose that moment to return to the main room. She stopped when she saw their faces – Molly and Finn embarrassed, Isaac confused. She smiled at them.

      “What happened? Were you two being socially awkward again? They’re twins, you know,” she added as a joking aside to Isaac. He smiled and took a deep breath in.

      “I think they’re worried because they just mentioned someone called Dan. Is it a secret or do I get to know who that is?”

      

      Finn ducked as Caroline threw the glass at him. What he’d done to deserve this, he didn’t know. He’d walked in the door and she’d flipped out on him.

      “Woah!” He reached over and grabbed her arm before she could pick up another weapon. “What the fuck are you doing?”

      Caroline ripped her arm free. “You’re an asshole, Finn. I saw you earlier. In that goddamned coffee house. With her.”

      Finn’s shoulders slumped. This again. “Also, with my sister but I suppose it’s more convenient for your little story if it was just me and Sarah.”

      “Don’t say her fucking name.” Caroline spat at him. “Sarah-Sarah-Sarah-Sarah-Sarah-fucking-Bailey. It’s all I ever hear about.”

      She sat down in the armchair and lit a cigarette. She leaned her head back on the chair, looking at him. “Are you screwing her? Just tell me.”

      Finn sighed. “This again. How many times, we are just friends, we have always been just friends. I’m married to you.”

      “But you love her.”

      “What do you want me to say, Caroline?”

      She laughed. “You can’t even deny it, can you?”

      

      “Do we have to do this every week? It’s like I could schedule into my diary. The same fight, the same questions and you’ll never get a different answer to the one I always give you. Sarah is my sister.” He looked over to where the glass had shattered. “The glass was new, that was nice, made it kind of special.” Finn knew he was goading her now but he didn’t care. “If you’re so convinced I’m in love with Sarah –,” Caroline hissed and he grinned “ – why don’t you leave me?”

      Caroline smirked. “Why don’t you leave me?”

      Finn turned to her, defeat in his eyes. “Go to bed, Caroline. You’ve made your point.”

      She smiled and stubbed her cigarette out and got up. “Are you coming?”

      “No.” Finn stepped away from her.

      She gave a short laugh and walked off. “Suit yourself.”

      He heard the bedroom door shut and sighed. He picked up the glass on the floor, tempted to step on it with his bare feet so he could feel something else than the utter hopelessness he felt this night. Why the hell had he married Caroline? Because she’d faked a pregnancy, dumbass. He slumped into the armchair and closed his eyes. This nightmare was of his own making – and he had no idea how to leave it.

      

      They’d gone back to her house and were sitting on the porch. Sarah couldn’t believe how much had happened in such a few short days. She’d spent a blissful weekend with Isaac, making love…. fucking like animals, she grinned to herself, but now it was time to get back to reality. He needed to know about her.

      She snagged two beers from the fridge and they settled in the comfortable chairs out back, watching Wilson playing with his ball in the yard. The Labrador and Isaac were already fast friends.

      Isaac hadn’t pressed her after the incident at the coffee house when she’d asked him to wait until they were alone to explain. She loved him for that.

      

      Now, she turned to him. She was constantly amazed that every time she looked at him, she saw something new and glorious about his handsome face. Even after such a short time, she felt he belonged in her life – and she in his.

      

      “Dan was my husband. He went missing two years ago. It was a Friday, a normal workday. I was at the coffee house, Dan was at his work. Nothing was wrong, we hadn’t argued and he showed no signs of depression. All that had happened was that, two days before, I asked him, calmly, if he was having an affair. He denied it and I let it go. I got a call from the school saying he hadn’t shown up for work. I went home – and he was gone. Just gone. He’d taken the dog so I thought he’d just gone for a walk but it was odd that he hadn’t called anyone. I never saw him again. I found Wilson tied up near an abandoned lighthouse at the edge of our property, Dan’s wallet, phone and keys lined up neatly along the cliff.”

      “He jumped?”

      Sarah shrugged. “More like, I think he wanted to give the impression he had.”

      Isaac studied her. “You sound angry more than sad.”

      Sarah hesitated. “I was upset for a while but the more I thought about it…Dan wasn’t the type to kill himself. I think he wanted out and couldn’t face telling me.”

      “You are pissed.”

      She nodded. “We were happy when we first got married but things changed. He changed. Became…. I don’t know. It wasn’t as if we argued or he was abusive just, controlling. He got upset easily.” She sighed. “I don’t know, he might be dead for all I know.”

      She studied Isaac’s expression but he looked interested with no trace of the sympathy she dreaded. “That’s rough.”

      She nodded. “Anyways, I divorced him in absentia. They couldn’t find a body and we hired detectives to find him. Nothing. I’d gone from upset to pissed to - and I’m ashamed to admit this - relief.”

      

      “What did he teach?”

      She was startled. “Music. He taught music. When he was young he used to win prizes, all the time, for piano.”

      Isaac looked behind him. “Do you have a piano here?”

      She nodded. “In the drawing room.”

      “Do you play?”

      She nodded. “But not since.”

      “I understand.”

      A somber mood had fallen and Sarah felt uncomfortable. “I would have told you, I promise. I just thought it might be too soon and I didn’t want to presume, and I didn’t want to burst the bubble I’ve been in since we met.”

      Isaac reached out and pulled her onto his lap. “I get it. This is all new. But, Sarah, listen. I’m in this. I want “us”. I’ve never felt this connection with anyone before. If you’ll let me, I want to give you everything he never could. You deserve all the love in the world.”

      Her eyes filled at his words and she pressed her lips to his. “I’m in this too,” she whispered against his mouth and felt his mouth curve up in a smile.

      “Good.” He stood, lifting her with him and carried her into the house. “Guess what we’re going to do now?”

      

      Upstairs, he laid her gently on the bed and began to unbutton the front of her dress, pushing the soft cotton aside to expose her bare skin, pressing his lips down on the velvety silkiness. He popped the front clasp of her bra and let her full breasts into his hands, plumping them, taking each nipple into his mouth, his tongue teasing, his teeth grazing them until he felt them harden. He kissed down the line of her stomach, circled the deep hollow of her navel with his tongue, feeling her belly quiver and contract under his touch.

      

      His fingers slid under the sides of her panties and he slowly pulled them down, kissing the soft mound above her sex then, as his mouth found her clit, his tongue lashing around it, he felt Sarah’s body tense and her breath quicken. God, she tasted like heaven as he plunged his tongue deep inside her, listening to her moan of pleasure. His cock lay hard against his stomach and soon he was clambering up her body, needing to be inside her. Her legs clamped around his waist, his cock, rigid under the sheer weight and length of it, nudged at her opening then slide all the way in, right to the root. His hips rotated, thrusting as deep as he could into her, his mouth covering hers, his tongue massaging hers. Sarah moaned, a shuddering velvety sound and Isaac smiled down at her.

      

      “I love fucking you, beautiful Sarah….”

      In reply, she tilted her hips up, taking him in deeper, her fingers twisting in his dark curls, her cunt hungrily squeezing and contracting around his cock. Their eyes locked as Isaac began to thrust harder, faster, ramming mercilessly into her, urged on by her cries and moans.

      

      He came explosively, his entire body jerking with the force of the semen being pumped from him, shooting deep inside her. His mind was a delirious whirl, consumed by her, the silky skin, and the heady scent of her, her beauty. He murmured her name over and over as she came, his fingers rubbing her clit as his still hard cock plunged in and out of her. She shuddered and cried out as she came and he gathered her to him as they caught their breath.

      “Sarah…beautiful, beautiful Sarah…”

      There were tears in her eyes and he brushed them away. “What is it, love? Is everything all right?”

      She nodded, smiling through her tears. “Everything’s perfect, Isaac, it’s just….I never knew it could be like this, I never knew I could be this happy…”

      Isaac brushed his lips over hers. “I know, baby, I know. I’m falling for you, Sarah Bailey, falling so, so hard…”

      

      He sat in his car, watching Sarah through the big windows at the front of the coffee shop. She looked happy, her dark hair messy, her cheeks flushed as she flitted around, chatting to the customers. Her smile made his stomach twist with desire. The pretty white blouse she wore rode up every time she reached for something from the coffee shop’s shelves, he noticed. He imagined the delicate cotton soaking through with her blood, her dusky skin cleaving under his blade.

      

      She’d been fucking that rich asshole for weeks now and looked so happy, so radiant it made his prick harden and twitch. He wanted her in his bed, fucking her into submission, before finally ending it the only way that it could end…

      By killing her.

      

      “Hey, geek.”

      Sarah, mired in accounts and bored out of her mind, looked up and saw Finn coming into the coffee house, obviously ducking out of work to come see her and she was grateful for the interruption. She shoved her glasses up her nose and studied him. His police uniform was crumpled as if he’d been sleeping in it.

      “Hey, weirdo.” She automatically poured a large Americano for him, sliding across the counter. He grinned his thanks and took a huge slug.

      “How’s the boyfriend? Gotta say, I like him.”

      Sarah beamed at him. “I’m glad.”

      “A definite upgrade.”

      Sarah peered over the top of her glasses at him and tried to look disapproving. “Finn…”

      Finn shrugged unrepentantly. “Truth, sorry. He’s treating you well, yes?”

      She nodded, feeling uncomfortable. Since Dan’s disappearance, Finn had often alluded to the fact he’d never really liked her husband and had never thought him worthy of her. Something came back to her; Isaac asking why and Finn had never hooked up. She pushed the thought away. That wasn’t why Finn had disliked Dan… was it?

      She found that she couldn’t look him in the eye then.

      “Yes, he is. Actually, we’re going to his place in the city for a few nights.”

      “Nice.”

      “Yep.”

      “Hey, you know how much this guy’s worth?”

      She frowned at him. “None of my business – or yours either, Finn Jewell.”

      He grinned. “Hey, the info’s right there on the internet. Besides, as a cop and your friend, I had to check him out. Don’t worry…” He added hurriedly as she opened her mouth to complain, “Squeaky clean. Guy’s worth seven-hundred billion, though.”

      “Finn! I don’t want to know that.” Sarah clamped her hands over her ears. She really didn’t need to know that; it was bad enough that she couldn’t hope to be on equal financial terms with Isaac, let alone knowing exactly what the difference was.

      Finn chuckled. “Relax, I’m kidding. More like half of that.”

      Sarah reached over and picked up a muffin, lobbing it at her friend. “Shut. Up.”

      Finn caught the cake and took a big bite of it. “Thanks. Seriously, though, bubba, I am happy for you.”

      She hugged him. “If only you could be as happy.”

      

      Finn rolled his eyes. “That is entirely of my making, Bubs. And mine to sort out.”

      Sarah chewed on her lip, wondering whether to tell him about the letters. Caroline was the only one who hated her enough to send them, the only person she knew was spiteful enough. She and Caroline had loathed each other since childhood; Caroline had been a bully even then and when the headstrong Sarah had failed to bow down to her playground majesty, Caroline had made her a target.

      But she didn’t want to give Finn more stress. She smiled at him. “One day, I know you’ll be happy. I just know it.”

      Finn finished his coffee and gave her a high-five. “From your lips to God’s ears, sweetheart. Better go, poorly performed policing to be done.”

      Sarah watched Finn cross the street to the police station. Caroline was walking towards him, still haranguing him but he ignored her. Caroline stopped in the middle of the street and looked over to the coffee house. She scowled as she caught Sarah’s eye. “Bitch,” she mouthed. Sarah, wearing a wide grin, cheerfully gave her the middle finger, laughing as Caroline flounced back to her house.

      

      Isaac looked up as his brother and business partner Saul knocked at his office door. Saul, at forty-two, was Isaac’s elder by three years but stood half a foot smaller than Isaac’s six-five. Since their parents had died, Isaac and Saul had built the business up into a global endeavor thanks to Isaac’s genius and Saul’s solid and shark-like business nous.

      Along the way, Saul had managed to find himself a wife and now he was the father of two children. His wife, Maika, was a Professor of Chemistry at the local University and Saul had been taking a back seat in the Quinn business for the last few years.

      He’d been delighted when Isaac told him about Sarah. “Damn, at last! I was beginning to think we’d have to refurbish our basement for you in your old age.”

      Isaac grinned. “Very funny. Listen, she’s coming to stay with me in the city for a week, think you and Maika could be free for dinner?”

      “Sure thing. Let me know when.”

      

      After his brother had gone, Isaac attempted to answer a few overdue emails but in truth, his mind was across the water, on the island, wrapped around the image of the beautiful brunette whose bed he’d left this morning. He could call her… then changed his mind. You’re supposed to play it cool, man. But he couldn’t be bothered with childish games. At thirty-nine, he’d thought himself a bachelor for life and he’d been okay with that. The day he’d walked into that coffeehouse had changed all of that.

      

      Isaac got up and walked to the window that looked out over the city and Elliott Bay. He couldn’t get the story Sarah had told him about her absent ex-husband out of his head. Why the hell would anyone want to get away from her? He agreed with Sarah – even though he hadn’t known Dan, there was something hinky about the way Dan Bailey had gone missing. Why take the dog with him unless he wanted someone to find him and his carefully laid out possessions? It was all too staged.

      

      Be honest, he told himself, you want to be sure he won’t come back for her. He admired Sarah for divorcing Dan, for not being a victim. There was more she hadn’t told him yet, he was sure but that was up to her, he wouldn’t push it. Wouldn’t hurt to check out Daniel Bailey, though, would it?

      Isaac reached for his phone and made a call. “Jake? Yeah, it’s Isaac. Listen… can you do a background check on someone for me?”

      

      Molly took over for Sarah in the afternoon and Sarah went home, eager to do her laundry and get packing for her week in the city. She could barely wait to see Isaac; he was coming to pick her up over her protestations that she could drive herself.

      “I’m trying to show off,” he’d told her with a grin, “I have my own chopper.”

      Sarah had giggled at him. “A big one?”

      “A huge one just for you.”

      That had stopped the protestation as suddenly, her mouth was busy kissing him, giggling over their silliness.

      

      Now, she gathered clothes from all over the house, where they’d been discarded as Isaac had taken them off her. She loaded the washer then cleaned the house quickly. She remembered when Dan was here, the house had always looked pristine; Dan had hated clutter. Over the last two years, the house had become more homely, books everywhere, records and cds shoved into piles on the living room floor. More relaxed, more me, Sarah thought now.

      

      She walked back into the hallway and saw an envelope on the wooden floor. It hadn’t been there when she came home. She picked it up and opened the front door, walking out onto the porch and looking to see if anyone was around. All she could hear was the breeze through the trees and the distant yell of schoolchildren from the private school that bordered their land.

      She glanced at the envelope and her stomach knotted. Another one. Steeling herself, she ripped it open.

      

      You will make a beautiful corpse…someday soon.

      

      Fury tore through her. “Fuck you, creep,” she yelled out into the woods around the house. Only the breeze answered her.

      Angry now, she slammed the front door. Wilson came trotting up to her, sensing her distress, and stuck his nose in her hand. Sarah took a couple of deep breaths and tried to smile at the dog.

      “It’s okay, buddy.” She looked at her watch. It was another couple of hours before Isaac was due and she was antsy now.

      

      After a storm the previous evening, the air was fresher but still warm and after she hung the clothes out, she changed into her swimsuit, throwing her jeans and tee over it and headed out the back door. Much to the Wilson’s disgust, she tied him up in the barn, using what she called the party leash – the rope tied to his collar that allowed him to roam within the barn and a short way out into the yard. He began barking and whining, his usual song of self-pity and psychological manipulation whenever he was sent to the barn. Luckily, his singing carried to the beach rather than the school, sheltered as it was by the house and woods that surrounded it. Giving him a last pat on the head, Sarah made her way to the little sandy path that led to their tiny beach.

      At the water’s edge she stripped down to her suit, ran lightly along the little wooden jetty and dived into the cold water.

      “The feel of the water streaming past her limbs was glorious. Cold as it was, it made her skin feel fresh and clean, and the weightlessness relaxed the taut muscles of her shoulders and neck. Sarah dived and swam beneath the surface for a few moments then, as she surfaced, pushed her hands over her face to clear her eyes, smooth back her hair.

      

      A surge of angry adrenaline made her strike out again, swimming until she was exhausted. Stopping to catch her breath, something caught her eye. Her head whipped round and her eyes raked the tree line. The skin on her neck prickled. Nothing. Nothing… wait. Movement. Someone was there.

      Someone was watching her.

      

      At four o’clock, Isaac couldn’t wait any longer. Saying goodbye to his brother, he headed to the helipad on the roof of the building and got in. The piloting lessons he and Saul had taken had proved their worth over and over – none more so than now, Isaac thought, a little smugly. In a quarter hour, he’d be with her. He thought about calling her but decided to surprise her.

      

      She got out of the water, pulling herself up onto the jetty, never taking her eyes of the woods where she’d seen the movement. She raked the trees with her eyes, searching, seeking anything, any figure. Nothing.  She let out a deep breath.  Paranoia?

      She tugged on her jeans over her wet swimsuit, ignoring the way her t-shirt clung to her damp skin and set of for home.

      She hadn’t gone ten yards before she heard it.  An inhuman scream of absolute pain, a scream that faded into a long mournful wolf-like howl.

      Wilson.

      

      Finn got home to find Caroline absent.  He relaxed then, taking his time in the shower then grabbing a bottle of Jack and flicking on the t.v. It crossed his mind that Caroline was with another man. God, I hope so.  Finn smirked to himself.  Dude, you are so messed up.

      But he truly didn’t care.

      

      Her breath came in ragged, panicked gasps.

      Sarah ran through the trees that separated the beach from the house, the thinner limbs whipping her as she scrambled her way through, away from whoever was watching her. As the woods thinned, she stumbled into the yard. Still no sound. Wilson should be going crazy by now. She yanked the barn door open, calling Wilson’s name. To her horror, she heard a pitiful whimper, followed by a hacking, vomiting retching. She cast around desperately and saw a hind leg sticking out from one of the stalls in the barn. She dashed over to where Wilson lay and cried out in despair. The dog lay on his side, a fit sending spasms through his body, blood, drool and vomit hanging from his slack jaw.

      

      Wilson groaned in agony as Sarah scooped him up into her arms and ran for the truck.

      

      Isaac landed the chopper expertly on Sarah’s land and got out. He frowned. Her truck was missing and the front door to the house was wide open. He walked to the house and inside.

      “Sarah?”

      He walked from room to room only to find them empty. Returning to the hallway, he saw a balled up piece of paper and picked it up, smoothing it out.

      His breath froze in his lungs.

      

      You will make a beautiful corpse…

      

      Isaac cursed to himself. Going back outside, he called her name, searched through the woods and down at the beach. Finally, he got back into the chopper, remonstrating with himself for not driving, and headed into town.

      

      Dead-eyed and exhausted, Sarah sat in the coffee house wrapped in a blanket while Molly and Finn cast worried glances at each other. A quarter hour before, she’d walked into the Varsity, tears pouring down her face.

      Molly had rushed to her side as she sobbed. “Sarah, what’s wrong? I thought you had plans with Isaac tonight…”

      Sarah interrupted her. “I was swimming. In the cove, I was swimming and I saw someone watching me. And then there was this scream and…”

      “Someone was watching you?” Molly was incredulous. “What the hell?”

      “It was Wilson, he was screaming and… god…”

      Molly shook her head, not understanding.

      

      “There was no… I ran, Molly, I ran… the trees, whoever it was had gone but Wilson…” Sarah started to cry. Finn came in and stopped, his face a picture of confusion. Molly waved him closer, as she tried to comfort her friend.

      “What’s wrong, what’s happened?” Finn put a hand on Sarah’s back and as she turned to him, he wrapped his arms around her, his eyes full of concern. Sarah sobbed out something but he just shook his head.

      “Sarah, I don’t understand, just tell me, honey.”

      “Wilson…he was lying down in the barn and having fits, there was blood and vomit…”

      “Oh my God,” Finn pressed his fist to his forehead, realizing what she was about to say.

      “He wouldn’t stop, the spasms, so I picked him up and I just ran for the truck. The vet said… I had to say…” Sarah was sobbing now,”…goodbye, but I couldn’t… he was in so much pain, Finn.”

      He pulled her into his arms and she sobbed against his chest. He held her while she cried herself out, rocking her gently.

      

      “He was poisoned. The vet said there was no doubt. Someone poisoned my dog. Why would anyone do that?”

      There was a commotion outside and the three of them looked up to see a helicopter land in the middle of the street. Sarah’s eyes widened. “God… Isaac… what he must have thought.”

      Molly patted her shoulder. “I’ll go get him, fill him in.” She went out into the street and Sarah could see her talking to Isaac. Finn’s arms were still locked around her and as Isaac come in, she saw his eyes flicker with something as he took in the scene. Finn released her and walked to Isaac and she heard them talk in low tones. Isaac’s shoulders slumped and he came over.

      

      “I’m so sorry, Sarah.” He pulled her into his arms, pressing his lips against her forehead. Sarah sank into his embrace, feeling her energy drain out of her. After a moment, Isaac held her at arm’s length and stared down at her. “We need to talk.”

      

      Dumbly she nodded and sat down at the nearest table. Isaac turned to Molly and Finn, who were discreetly giving them space, and waved them over. “I think we all need to talk about this – and, Chief?” He nodded at Finn. “We might need you in a professional capacity.”

      

      All four settled at the table. Isaac took Sarah’s hands. “Darling…. I was at your house, as you know. Sarah, I found the note.”

      He pulled it from the table and smoothed it out so Finn and Molly could read it. Finn cursed viciously and got up, his hand in his hair. Molly covered her mouth with horror. Isaac rubbed his thumb gently on the back of Sarah’s hand.

      “There have been more, right? Am I right?”

      Sarah nodded, resigned. “Yes.”

      “How many?”

      There was a long silence. “Twenty seven.”

      Molly gasped and Finn pounded his fist down on the table. “Jesus. H. Christ, Sarah, are you crazy? How did you not tell us?”

      Sarah looked at Isaac, who was blank-faced. “It’s just a crank. A sicko trying to scare me.”

      Finn cursed again and Isaac shook his head slowly.

      “No, sweetheart. This is a death threat. I assume the others were along a similar vein?”

      She nodded. “Yes.”

      “For how long?”

      She lowered her eyes. “Six months.”

      “And now someone killed your dog.” Finn was almost wild with anger. She looked at him.

      “Calm down, Finn. Do you want to know why I didn’t tell you? Because I thought the letters were a sick prank – and we all know the only person spiteful enough to do that is…”

      “…Caroline.” Finn gritted his teeth. “Well, we’ll soon find out.” He stalked out of the coffee house. Sarah sighed and put her head down on the table.

      

      Isaac stroked a finger down her face. “Look, why don’t we get your things and go back to my place? We can’t do anything tonight. You need to rest.”

      She smiled at him gratefully and Molly got up. “Look, I have my car, let me drive you back home to get your stuff. Isaac, why don’t you stay here and talk to Finn?” She locked eyes with him and he nodded. He kissed Sarah, brushing his lips over hers.

      

      “Come back soon.”

      “I will.”

      Molly and Sarah left and Isaac waited in the coffee shop for Finn to return. He didn’t have to wait long. The police officer came back with a disgusted look on his face.

      “She’s denying everything, of course. And I don’t think she’d go as far as poisoning Wilson. She hasn’t the brains to think of that.”

      Isaac studied the younger man. “Can I ask you something?”

      Finn tried to smile. ““Is it why am I married to such a bitch”? Because I haven’t got an answer for that, buddy, I really don’t.”

      Isaac nodded then sighed. “Listen, I take these threats seriously. Sarah’s a beautiful woman and any freak could have fixated on her. I just want her safe.”

      Finn nodded. “Preaching to the choir, Isaac. These last two years have been pretty…strange.”

      “You didn’t think much of Daniel Bailey, did you?”

      Finn looked uncomfortable and Isaac held his hand up. “Strictly between you and me.”

      

      Finn sighed. “I thought he was too in love with himself. He could be very charming, even genuinely friendly and I do believe he loved Sarah but conditionally. He hated anyone else looking at her and if she talked to any other man for too long, he would sulk. Like a two-year-old. I think he was dreadfully insecure at the same time as being totally narcissistic. It was all about him.”

      Isaac nodded, taking his words in. “Can I ask you something?”

      “Shoot.”

      “Are you in love with Sarah?”

      Finn gave a genuine laugh then and he leaned forward, clapping Isaac’s shoulder. “You been talking to my wife? No, Isaac, me and Sarah are family, sure, but nothing more, I promise you.”

      “Okay, just needed to hear it from the horse’s mouth.”

      “Fair enough. Look, let’s work together here – get what you can out of Sarah about the other letters and ask if anything else has happened that we should know about. I’ll investigate here, go to the house and make sure that it’s secure.”

      Isaac offered his hand to Finn. “Deal. Sorry for asking… you know.”

      “I do. Look, man, take care of her. She could do with someone to look after her – although, don’t tell her I said that, she’ll kill me.”

      Finn grinned and Isaac laughed. “Our secret, I promise.”

      

      He opened the door to his apartment and stood aside to let her in. She’d changed into a pale blue sundress, brushed out her hair and was now looking brighter than earlier. She smiled at him.

      

      “I’m almost afraid to look. Will there be gold taps and animal print bed sheets?”

      Isaac pretended to look affronted. “But of course – and carpet on the ceiling.”

      “Fancy.”

      He was glad she seemed more like herself. “Come on in then, your palace awaits.”

      He was more nervous than he would admit. He wanted her to like his place, to approve of his taste. In the short time they had known each other, she had become more, much more to him than just someone with whom he enjoyed amazing chemistry and had incredible mind-blowing sex. She had become his friend, his confidant, his buddy. It was a new sensation for him to let someone get this close.

      Sarah walked into the living room. “Huh. I kind of expected a minimalist nightmare but this is kinda like my place.”

      

      Isaac grinned. It was like her place, a place of enjoyment, of comfort, bookshelves stuffed to full, an admittedly top range music system, huge, over-stuffed couches. Sarah turned to smile at him, nodding to the huge flat screen.

      “Boys with their toys, of course.”

      “Of course. Look, why don’t we order a pizza and stay in tonight?”

      She sighed. “That sounds heavenly. Have you got a big tub?”

      

      Isaac grinned. “Oh yes, enough room for two. Plenty room for splashing too.”

      Sarah grinned. “You know what?” She caught the spaghetti strap of her dress between her fingers and pulled it slowly down her shoulder, followed by the other.

      Isaac grinned. “Wait…” He sat down in one of the couches and got comfortable. Sarah laughed as he gestured grandly. “Continue.”

      She stood in front of him, stripping slowly, enjoying his obvious admiration. “You like what you see?”

      

      “God, yes. Unclasp your bra, beautiful, let me see those spectacular tits.”

      Sarah grinned at him. “If I’d have known you like the dirty talk…” She eased her dress down, letting it fall to the floor and unhooked her bra, freeing her full breasts. Isaac sighed happily.

      “Christ, have you any idea how beautiful you are?”

      Sarah smiled, a scarlet blush coloring her cheeks. “As long as you think so.” Naked except for her panties, she straddled him, bending her head to kiss him. Isaac spanned her waist with his big hands, cupped her breasts in his hands. He grinned up at her.
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