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      Lizzy Ballard tried to sort through the voices—some clear, some faint—coming from just outside. As she strained against the tape that bound her ankles and wrists to the arms and legs of the decrepit chair, her eyes tried to find a gap at the edges of the dirty blindfold. The shaking in her body was no longer caused only by the frigid air of the room, but by her terror.

      “You said you wouldn’t hurt her.”

      “Sure, but I didn’t bank on her being such a goddamned pain in the ass. I’m having second thoughts.”

      “Leave him alone!” Lizzy yelled.

      “Be quiet!” one of the voices shouted back in reply.

      “I won’t be quiet!” She began rocking the chair on which she sat, the legs thumping onto the concrete floor. “Let me go!”

      “Little hellcat, ain’t she?”

      Now she could hear the third voice more clearly. It was a voice she would have known anywhere, in any circumstances. It was close. Right outside the freezing shack.

      “You’re a bully!” she screamed. “You’re a bastard! You’re a miserable excuse for a human being!”

      “That’s it. All bets are off. You expect me to just ignore such insults?” The tone suggested the speaker was only too happy to have an excuse to renege on his promise.

      “Now!” Lizzy screamed. “Do it now!”

      From outside the shack came the sounds of bodies colliding—of grunting and swearing. She could see it like a movie playing in her brain—hands grappling for a weapon amid a confusion of rage and terror. It seemed to go on forever, although perhaps it was no more than half a minute.

      Then there was a cry from one of the combatants, another stomach-churning pause, and then that voice.

      “My God, what did he do to you?”
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      Two Weeks Earlier

      Lizzy sat in a chair next to the hospital bed where her godfather, Owen McNally, lay. He stirred and gave a snuffling snort, then a muffled yelp. She stood and squeezed his big hand where it lay on top of the blankets.

      “Uncle Owen?”

      He woke with a start, and after a few seconds his eyes focused on her face.

      “Hey, Pumpkin,” he croaked.

      “You okay?”

      “Bad dream.”

      “I’m right here. I won’t let anything happen to you.”

      He gave her a weak smile. “I’m in good hands.”

      “Go back to sleep.”

      He nodded, his eyelids already drooping. “Yes, I think …” He settled and, a minute later, resumed his snoring.

      Lizzy stroked the back of his hand for a moment, then sat down. She winced as the scrapes on her shoulder blades—mementos of her escape from the basement of Louise Mortensen’s Pocopson mansion—hit the back of the chair, and she shifted into a more comfortable position.

      What could be the subject of Uncle Owen’s nightmare? There were all too many possibilities. And if Uncle Owen had been a different kind of person, he might have laughed at her assurance that she wouldn’t let anything happen to him. If it hadn’t been for her, none of them would be in the situation they were in.

      She jumped when a figure filled the hospital room door, but relaxed when she saw who it was. Like his brother, Andy McNally was several inches over six feet, red-haired, and fair-skinned, although Andy’s complexion was more fair than pasty. A mustache and recently grown beard were other similarities, although Andy’s were shorter and fuller than Owen’s somewhat scraggly versions.

      The primary characteristic that set him apart from his older brother was that he was missing about a hundred pounds of Owen’s heft—although Lizzy realized that with the stress Uncle Owen had been under during the previous few months, the weight difference was probably not quite as much as it had once been.

      “Hey, Andy,” she whispered.

      “Hey,” he whispered back. “I talked with the doc—he says Owen’s still coming along well.”

      Lizzy’s throat tightened. “That’s good. That’s really good.”

      “Yeah.”

      “How are you doing?” Lizzy asked.

      “Livin’ the life,” he replied with a bleak smile.

      “You look like you could use a nap,” she said. “Maybe there’s some kind of doctors’ lounge you could use. I can keep an eye on Uncle Owen.”

      He shook his head. “No, I’m fine. I should probably go check on Philip.”

      She stood. “Can I come?”

      “Hey, I thought you were going to keep an eye on the patient,” he said in a tired version of his usual teasing manner. Before she could reply, he continued. “There’s really no point in you visiting Philip until he’s alert enough to appreciate it. In the meantime, if you’re willing to tear yourself away from Sleeping Beauty, the room at the hotel is all ready when you feel like taking a nap somewhere more comfortable than a hospital guest chair.”

      “That’s okay. I think I’ll stay here a little longer.”

      “Okay. I’ll be back as soon as I can, and then I can walk you to the hotel and you can get some rest.”

      “Will you call me when you find out how Philip’s doing?”

      “Sure thing.”

      “Thanks, Andy.”

      She heard his normally light tread recede heavily down the hall, on his way to yet another visit to yet another victim of the situation she had gotten them all into. She hated the fact that Uncle Owen and Philip had been injured, but, she thought bitterly, they were probably safer in their hospital rooms than they had been at any time since the three of them had joined forces back in Sedona.

      She pulled the chair closer to the bed and rested her hand on Uncle Owen’s. So far, her power had brought them more suffering than safety, but she would find a way to keep them all safe.

      She couldn’t imagine how, but she’d find a way.
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      Louise Mortensen had driven away from her burning home—and the burning outbuilding behind which she assumed Mitchell Pieda lay—in Owen McNally’s SUV. When she passed Pieda, Elizabeth Ballard, and the injured Philip Castillo on the rural road behind her Pocopson property, she didn’t fool herself that they wouldn’t recognize the vehicle.

      As she drove west, she placed a call from a cell phone she had been assured was untraceable and, as instructed, set her GPS to a twenty-four hour diner outside Harrisburg. The gray gloom was lightening grudgingly to a weak March dawn when a limo pulled up in front of the diner. She gathered up her coat and handbag and, having already settled the check for the coffee she had ordered but not drunk, worked her way off the sticky vinyl of the booth and stepped outside. A young blond man in a chauffeur’s uniform got out of the limo. A heavyset man, not in uniform , got out on the passenger side.

      “Good morning, Dr. Mortensen,” he said in a heavy Scandinavian accent. “If you’d like to give me the keys of the vehicle you drove here, I’ll make sure that it’s taken care of.”

      Louise nodded. “Toyota SUV,” she said, and gestured toward where the vehicle was parked. She handed over the keys.

      The man nodded and strode off.

      The chauffeur opened the back door of the limo and she climbed in. He pressed the door shut behind her, got back behind the wheel, and rolled out of the diner parking lot, headed south.

      An hour later, the limo pulled off a wooded country road onto a wide paved drive. Like her own home in Pocopson—her former home, she reminded herself—the drive was blocked by a gate, but rather than the decorative metal gate of her drive, this one was substantial, with an eight-foot-high metal fence running out of sight into the woods on either side. The gate and the fence were set back from the road, so neither would be visible to a casual passerby.

      The road wound through wooded hills, for about half a mile, then, with little warning, ended in a circular drive. Louise recalled that on her first trip to the house, almost twenty years before, she had been momentarily confused about where the drive led, until she’d noticed the house. It was all mirrored windows and brushed metal, built low to the ground and blending seamlessly into the western Maryland landscape.

      Even on her previous trips, made under less dire circumstances, she had arrived in a limousine sent by her host—he was not a man to give out directions to his home. And even having watched the scenery pass during the drive, even having tried to note road signs and landmarks, she would have been hard pressed to get to the house on her own. She suspected that the chauffeur took a circuitous route for just that reason.

      She recalled her conversation with Gerard the one time he had accompanied her to the compound.

      “He has to control every little thing,” Gerard had complained over dinner when they returned home to Pocopson. “If I go away for the weekend and decide I don’t like the company, I want to be able to get into my own car and drive away.”

      “But look what he’s been able to accomplish by controlling every little thing,” she replied.

      “If becoming a recluse in the wilds of western Maryland is the price one has to pay for those accomplishments,” grumbled Gerard, “I think I’ll take my own humble achievements.”

      Louise smiled indulgently. “Gerard, are you fishing for a compliment?”

      He flashed her that wonderful smile. “Why not?”

      The limo glided to a stop at the entrance and the chauffeur jumped out and opened her door. She climbed out, expecting to be greeted by a butler or other majordomo as she had been on her previous visits. Instead, her host himself stepped out of the house and crossed the flagstone terrace, hand extended.

      “Louise, I’m so glad to be able to welcome you back,” said Theo Viklund with a slight Swedish accent, “although I wish it could have been in happier circumstances.” He was of medium height and slender, with short gray hair cut with military precision, and assessing gray eyes.

      She shook his hand. “Theo, I can’t tell you how much I appreciate you providing me with a refuge.”

      Theo waved her ahead of him through the front door. “It is entirely my pleasure.”

      Inside, they were greeted by a grave-faced woman whom Louise recognized from previous visits.

      “Maja can take your coat,” said Theo.

      The woman eased Louise’s coat from her shoulders, then handed it to a man standing to one side of the door whom Louise had not noticed. He disappeared down a wide hallway leading back from the entrance hall.

      “I can only imagine how tired you must be,” continued Theo, “and I would not ask you to tell me your story before you have rested. Maja can show you to your suite. I’ll have some food sent to you. Then, once you are refreshed, we can talk.”

      “I would appreciate that, thank you very much.”

      During her previous visits, Louise had stayed in one of the guest rooms off the hallway that ran straight back from the entrance hall, but Maja gestured to the right. “If you would like to follow me, Dr. Mortensen,” she said, and led Louise to an unobtrusive corridor leading off the entrance hall.

      Louise was struck, even more strongly than she had been during her previous visits, by the impression that Theo Viklund’s compound was more like a spaceship than a house. The corridor curved slightly to the right, with a wall of windows on the left side giving a view across the wooded grounds. Louise glanced back just before the curve of the corridor took the entrance hall out of view. Theo stood in the hall, his hands clasped behind his back, gazing benignly after them.

      After some distance, the corridor descended a short flight of steps, then ended at a door. Maja opened it, then stood aside to let Louise enter.

      She stepped into an expansive suite, floor-to-ceiling windows on the left hand and far walls giving views of the surrounding woods. The furnishings were minimalist and elegant, in tones of ivory, cream, and gray. A large geometric painting in white, gray, and black, with touches of amethyst purple and emerald green, hung over a gas fireplace. With the slope of the land, Louise surmised that the right-hand side of the suite was actually built into the ground. A hideaway indeed.

      Maja gestured toward the right side of the room. “Kitchen, bath, and bedroom. I regret we have no clothes for you to change into at the moment, but if you would like to put on the robe that you’ll find in the bathroom, I’ll have your clothes cleaned so they’ll be ready for you after you’ve rested. There are pajamas on the bed, and we will be able to provide you with other clothes later today.”

      “Thank you.”

      “Just leave your clothes in the closet in the bathroom and I’ll get them.”

      There was a knock at the door and Maja opened it. Outside was a young man holding a tray, and Maja indicated with a gesture for him to set up the meal at a table near the windows.

      She removed a mobile phone from her pocket and handed it to Louise. “When you have rested and would like to be taken to Herr Viklund, just press zero and I’ll come and get you. Is there anything else we can get for you, Dr. Mortensen?”

      “No, thank you. You have all been most accommodating.”

      Maja and the young man stepped out of the room, each making a slight bow to Louise before they departed, and Maja closed the door of the suite soundlessly behind her.

      Louise crossed the main room to the bathroom, which was walled with white marble seamed with gray, and found a brilliantly white terrycloth robe hanging on the back of the door. She removed her clothes—a tailored dress that had been crisp and neat a dozen hours before and low-heeled Christian Louboutin pumps—and put these, along with her handbag, in the closet.

      She returned to the main room and went to the window. The trees were tall, the canopy twenty or thirty feet above ground strewn with moldering leaves, the view broken only occasionally by lower undergrowth. From this vantage point, with the contours of the ground and no doubt because of the curve of the hallway leading to the suite, no other part of the complex was visible.

      She went to the table where the young man had set out the food. She had not expected to be hungry, but it was so appealingly presented that she sat down to have a few bites.

      The toast in its silver rack was the ideal shade of gold, the butter in its small glass dish seemingly freshly churned, each piece of fruit in its porcelain bowl unmarred and sweet. Juana had always wanted to fix Louise an omelet or French toast or eggs Benedict for breakfast—this simple but perfect food was more to her liking. She poured herself a cup of tea from an elegant art deco teapot and smiled slightly. Before this morning, she would have never thought that her life would seem decadent in comparison to another’s.

      She ate the toast and fruit and poured herself another cup of tea, but her eyelids were heavy. She pushed back from the table.

      She went to the bathroom to remove her contact lenses, which felt glued to her eyes. Not bothering to turn on the light, she opened the closet door. Her handbag still sat on the floor of the closet where she had put it, but her clothes and shoes were gone. She had a disorienting moment of wondering if she had fallen asleep while sitting at the breakfast table, and Maja had come into the suite to get the clothes, but then saw a tiny sliver of light at the back of the closet. She realized that the closet must have a door that opened onto another room or a service hallway for the staff to discreetly remove dirty laundry or restock towels.

      She almost reached out to tap the back of the closet but stopped herself. What would she do if the door opened and Maja stood there, asking if there was anything she needed? She smiled again, a bit ruefully. Was Theo going to show her up even in the degree of discretion and consideration with which he took care of his houseguests?

      In the bedroom, she found a gray silk pajama top and pants arranged artfully on the bed. She removed the robe, donned the pajamas, and slipped between the fine white cotton sheets. A melancholy thought drifted into her head: there was nothing of her former life left. Mitchell, whom she had at one time considered her ally, had evidently thrown in his lot with Ballard. Her house was gone, George was gone. Gerard was dead. But before the melancholy could take firm hold, she was asleep.
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      When the ride share car that Mitchell Pieda had taken from Kennett Square pulled up in front of his aunt’s rancher in Jenkintown, he groaned inwardly at the sight of her car parked on the street. He had assumed she would be at work. He climbed out of the back seat and slammed the door on the driver’s request that Mitchell have a nice day and consider giving him a five-star review.

      His aunt was lying on the couch in her housecoat, watching a soap opera, a box of tissues in her lap.

      “Mitch, what are you doing home?” she asked in a nasal honk, struggling to pull herself up on the couch, whose rust-colored plaid was topped with a slippery plastic cover.

      “What are you doing home?” he replied.

      She waved the box of tissues at him. “Cold.” She spotted the dirt on his sleeve, which was hiding a smear of Philip Castillo’s blood. “What happened to you?”

      “Tripped.”

      “You okay?”

      He brushed at his sleeve. “Yeah.”

      She blew her nose and stuffed the tissue in her pocket. “Let me see if I can get it out—save you a trip to the dry cleaner.”

      He stepped back. “No, that’s okay, I can take care of it.”

      She looked at him skeptically. “Okay.” She extracted the tissue from her pocket, blew her nose again, then headed for the kitchen. “I’m going to make some Jell-O.”

      He glared at the television, considering turning it off, but she’d just turn it back on when she got back from the kitchen.

      He showered and changed into clean clothes: a shirt and pants from Boyd’s that had been favorites until he had experienced the clothes Louise had provided while he was living in Pocopson. When he got back to the living room, his aunt was back on the couch, sucking on a Popsicle and trying unsuccessfully to catch the drips in a paper towel. The TV was now tuned to a game show.

      “My throat’s killing me,” she said.

      “Tea with honey is good for a sore throat.”

      “I’d rather have a shot of Jaeger,” she said with a raspy laugh that turned into a hacking cough.

      With a shudder, Mitchell asked, “Want me to get you that?”

      “I think we’re out.”

      As the game show segued with a burst of applause into a commercial for life insurance, Mitchell went to the kitchen and scanned the refrigerator for options. He found the ingredients for an omelet—he had become partial to the omelets Juana had prepared for him and Louise.

      As he sprinkled cheese over the omelet, his aunt shuffled in and tossed the Popsicle stick in the trash can under the sink, then used the sponge to wipe ineffectually at a few cherry-red spots on her housecoat.

      “What are you doing home?” she asked. “Shouldn’t you be at work?”

      Mitchell hadn’t been at work for months. “There was a power outage, they sent everyone home.”

      She glanced at the Kit-Cat clock on the kitchen wall, whose bug eyes and waving tail Mitchell had disliked even as a child. “Kind of early in the day. They didn’t want to wait to see if it came back on?”

      Mitchell shrugged. “I guess not.”

      “How’s it working out with that buddy you’re sharing the apartment with?” she asked.

      It was the story Mitchell had given her when he moved into Louise’s house. “He got transferred, so I’ll be moving back here. If that’s okay.”

      She shrugged. “Sure, no problem.”

      He slid the omelet out of the pan onto a plate and took it and a glass of orange juice to the Formica table.

      His aunt opened the refrigerator door, jiggled the tray of Jell-O hopefully, then shook her head and got another Popsicle out of the freezer. She lowered herself stiffly onto the chair next to Mitchell.

      He scanned her thoughts to see if she was suspicious of his story, but there was nothing there to cause him concern. In fact, as usual, there was very little there at all—it was probably the reason he had been able to live amicably with her since his mother died when he was fifteen.

      They sat in silence as she finished the second Popsicle and Mitchell ate the omelet. Then she stood and dropped the second stick into the trash.

      “I’m going back to bed. If you’re out, can you pick me up some NyQuil?”

      “Sure.”

      She extracted a ten-dollar bill from the purse hanging on the back of one of the kitchen chairs and held it out to Mitchell. He took it by the corner and slipped it into his wallet as she shuffled off to her bedroom, leaving the game show squawking in the next room.

      He went to the living room and turned off the TV, then returned to the kitchen. He was still hungry, so he put two pieces of bread in the ancient toaster oven. While the toaster ticked away, he looked around the kitchen, unchanged in the decade he had lived there. Magnets—souvenirs from his aunt’s vacations—held a ragged mane of coupons to the harvest gold refrigerator. The clock on the cheap white stove permanently displayed 12:37. The knotty pine cupboards showed the scratches and scars of his aunt’s late Bassett Hound’s continual search for snacks.

      He thought back to the kitchen in Pocopson—the Sub-Zero refrigerator, the Viking range, the marble island that was bigger than his bed. He thought of the supple leather of the chairs flanking the fireplace in the library, the deep pile of the Persian rugs underfoot, the glint of light on the cut crystal decanter at the discreet bar in the corner.

      If only the hostess had been as gracious as the decor, he thought bitterly.

      At least he was done with Louise Mortensen. She had driven away in Owen McNally’s SUV, and he couldn’t imagine her coming back. There wasn’t anything left for her to come back to.
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      Philip Castillo opened his eyes to a sterile whiteness that could only be a hospital ICU. Details swam in and out of focus—the too-bright lights, the buzz of voices and bustle of activity outside the cubicle in which he lay, the monotonous beep of a monitor. His first coherent thought was that his shoulder hurt like a bitch.

      A woman’s face moved into his field of vision. “Mr. Castillo?”

      Philip tried to figure out whether he should own up to his identity, but the nurse nodded as if he had responded and said, “I’ll let the doctor know you’re awake. And you have a friend waiting to see you.”

      Her face disappeared and in a few moments another took its place—a man with reddish-blond hair and fair skin. Philip thought for a disorienting moment that he had been unconscious for so long that Owen McNally had had time to lose a tremendous amount of weight. Then he realized that this must be another of Lizzy’s allies, Owen’s brother. Philip cast about hazily for the brother’s name.

      “Philip,” the man said, “I’m Andy McNally.”

      “Dr. McNally,” Philip heard the nurse’s voice from somewhere behind Andy, “I’ll let the police know he’s awake.”

      “Okay,” Andy said over his shoulder.

      Philip could hear the light tread of steps as the nurse left the cubicle.

      “Lizzy …?” he managed to rasp out.

      “She’s fine.” Andy glanced back toward the door, then leaned toward Philip. “I know you’re not in the best condition for this, but you need a story to tell the cops. They think you were the victim of a mugging in Kennett Square. Tell them you’re here visiting me. I was in Sedona a couple of years ago—you can say I came to your counseling business for a reading, or whatever it’s called, and we kept in touch. You got a hankering for Mexican and went to a restaurant in Kennett Square. You got mugged and shot in the parking lot.”

      “Mexican?”

      “Trust me on this—you wanted to go to a Mexican restaurant and you went to Kennett Square.” McNally lowered his voice further. “Lizzy got you there and took your wallet to make it look like you had been shot in a mugging. That’s just for you,” he added, “don’t tell that part to the police.”

      Philip nodded.

      “If you can’t remember parts of the story,” said McNally, “just tell the police your memory is hazy about what happened—it’s not uncommon in people who have undergone severe trauma.”

      “Severe?”

      “You lost quite a bit of blood, but you’ll be fine. Remember what the story is—” and he ran through it again.

      Visiting Andy … hankering for Mexican … shot in a restaurant parking lot. He supposed it made some sort of sense.
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      Brady Plott dropped a Wawa bag onto his desk and himself into his chair. At the adjoining desk, Bruce Denninger banged away, two-fingered, on his keyboard.

      “Got some info about the guy that got mugged behind Dos Sombreros,” said Brady.

      “Oh, yeah?” said Den, not looking up.

      “Name’s Philip Castillo. He’s visiting from Arizona.”

      “March seems like a weird time to leave Arizona and come to PA.”

      “Yeah, no kidding. He’s visiting a friend—Andrew McNally. McNally’s actually a doc at Mercy—or at least does some moonlighting there. He was at the hospital with Castillo when I was there. He’s the one who IDed him.”

      “Is Castillo a doc, too? You said he had some medical papers on him when he was found.”

      “No. He’s some kind of counselor in Sedona. He was still unconscious when I went over there earlier. They’re going to call me when he comes around.”

      “What did you find out from the people at the restaurant?”

      “Just that some teenage girl ran in and said someone was in the parking lot and had been shot. They said she looked a little banged up—there was some blood on her cheek.”

      “Was she involved in the mugging?”

      “She didn’t say anything like that to the folks at the restaurant.” Brady considered. “Maybe she put her ear down to the guy’s chest to see if she could hear a heartbeat and got some of his blood on her.”

      Den raised an eyebrow.

      Brady shrugged. “Just speculating.”

      “Who’s the girl?”

      “No one knows. She didn’t hang around.”

      “See if you can find her.”

      “Will do.”

      Den hammered on his keyboard for another minute, then said, “This guy got jumped in the parking lot and no one saw it?”

      “He was in the back parking lot. But I’m wondering what he was doing back there—it was late, there must have been spaces out front.”

      “Ask him about that,” said Den.

      “Yup.”

      “Was his car in back?”

      “No, the only cars in back belonged to the employees.” Brady pulled a paper-wrapped object from the Wawa bag, unrolled it to reveal a hoagie, and took a giant bite. He wiped some tomato juice from his chin as he powered up his computer. He ate and typed for a few minutes, then said, “Got the autopsy report back on that guy in the basement of the Pocopson house. Guess what he died of.”

      “Blood loss from the shot to the thigh?”

      “Nope.”

      “Smoke inhalation?”

      “Nope.”

      “He didn’t burn to death, right?”

      “Right.”

      Denninger sighed. “Okay, I give up.”

      “Stroke.”

      “Stroke?”

      “Yup.”

      “How old was he?”

      “Forty-nine.”

      Denninger sat back in his chair. “Some forty-nine-year-old guy’s walking around the basement of a house belonging to Gerard Bonnay, who died of a stroke during a break-in at his company three months ago, and Louise Mortensen, who has disappeared off the face of the earth—the basement of a house decorated with accelerant-impregnated curtains that were probably used to burn it to the ground … a guy, I might add, who was carrying a Sig Sauer and has a bullet wound to his thigh, and he dies of a stroke?”

      “Yup.”

      Denninger rubbed his hands down his face. “Fantastic.”
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      Late in the afternoon, Andy finally talked Lizzy away from Owen’s bedside and to the room at the William Penn Hotel that he had reserved for her.

      When they reached the room, Andy said, “You wait in the hall for a sec, I’m just going to make sure no one else has come by to visit.”

      “Andy, I should go in first—unless you’re carrying a gun, I’m more ‘armed’ than you are.”

      “But I’m bigger and scarier looking,” he replied. “Well, not scarier looking—that would be Owen—but more imposing. Wait here.”

      Lizzy fidgeted in the hallway while Andy checked behind the drapes and in the bathroom and closet, then waved her in.

      “I dropped your bags off earlier,” he said. “Need anything else?”

      “Not that I can think of. Thanks for everything, Andy.”

      “No problem. If you get hungry, just order room service. When you want to go back to the hospital, give me a call and I’ll walk you back.” He glanced at his watch. “Although I need to swing by my parents’ house.”

      “How are they doing?” asked Lizzy. Owen and Andy’s mother, who suffered from dementia, had been particularly unhinged at the news of her son’s heart attack.

      “They’re all right,” said Andy. “Is it okay if we wait until tomorrow to go back to see Owen?”

      “Sure, that’s fine.”

      “I’m sure you can put the time to good use by catching up on some sleep.”

      “You’re the one who looks like you need some sleep.”

      “Nonsense, I’m just hitting my stride.”

      Andy left, with an unnecessary admonishment not to open the door to anyone except him, and she flipped the door latch into place behind him.

      She undressed, wincing at the stiffness in her muscles and the pain in her back. When she tried to take off her shirt, her stomach flipped and tears sprang to her eyes—it was still stuck to her back and shoulders by the blood from the wounds she had suffered forcing herself out of the tiny concrete window well to escape from the basement of Louise’s Pocopson mansion.

      She ran a bath and lowered herself into it slowly, her shirt drifting up around her in the steaming water, and flinched as the heat hit her raw skin. Eventually the sting passed, and she leaned back with a sigh. The next thing she knew, the water was cool.

      She opened the drain and, as the water swirled away, tried to ease the shirt off her back. Still stuck. She refilled the tub with hot water and leaned back again.

      She was able to remove the shirt after the third soaking.

      She carefully toweled off and pulled on a nightgown. She ran her hand over her crew cut-short, copper-red hair. Maybe she’d stop at a drugstore and pick up a new hair color. Maybe she’d go back to her natural blond.

      She checked her phone and found no new messages. She considered texting Andy, but she knew he would get in touch with her if there was any news. She was exhausted but jittery, and she decided to inventory the items she had from the visit that she and Philip had made to Pocopson.

      She sat down on the bed and opened Philip’s duffel bag, which she had been carrying with her since the previous night. There was the small leather packet that held a syringe and a vial containing the drug Louise had formulated to increase Mitchell’s power—what Lizzy called the squeeze and Mitchell called the crush.

      She also had, committed to memory, the phone number Philip had given her right before he entered Louise’s house—the number that he had told her to call if she needed a new identity. He had instructed her to tell the person on the other end of the line that Philip Casal had sent her. Philip must have changed his name from Casal to Castillo when he left prison. That was why Uncle Owen hadn’t found anything on Philip’s crime when he had done an internet search on him.

      She opened the browser on her phone and typed castillo into the search: Spanish for castle. She smiled.

      She started to type in philip casal murder arizona, then deleted it. It was clear Philip wanted to leave that part of his life behind. That was probably one of the reasons he had changed his name, and he wouldn’t have told her about what he had done if he hadn’t had to explain the reason for the favor he had asked of her. It felt disloyal to get the details from anyone but him.

      She turned to another souvenir she had from the trip to Pocopson. It was the list Philip had stolen from Louise’s desk, and appeared to be a catalog of the jobs that Millard had performed for her—the list that contained an entry that could only refer to the murder of Lizzy’s father, Patrick Ballard: 12/5 PB Philadelphia

      She scanned the other coded entries. 3/6 PC Sedona. That must be when they had drugged Philip, meaning that each entry didn’t necessarily mean a murder.

      She began another set of internet searches based on the entries. With only a date, initials, and a location, it was impossible to know for sure what they referenced, but over the next hour she uncovered several possibilities: the Willow Grove home of a state medical board investigator named John Burgess had burned down on the same date listed behind JB on the list. According to the dollar amount listed in the last column, that had cost Gerard Bonnay and Louise Mortensen twenty-five thousand dollars. A professor in San Diego had been paralyzed in a hit-and-run accident. Fifty thousand. A Harvard research assistant had been killed in a mugging in Boston. Seventy-five thousand. She swallowed down a lump in her throat. Had George Millard gotten the same rate for the same job on her dad?

      Her next search was for information on the murder of Philip’s prison mentor, Oscar. She didn’t know his last name, only that he had likely been killed two or three months ago, and about three months away from the end of his twenty-year prison sentence at the Williams Correctional Facility in Arizona.

      Finally, she found an obituary she thought was for the person she was searching for: Oscar Riva, seventy-two. It included a long list of children, grandchildren, and great-grandchildren who survived him. She swallowed hard as she noted the date of this death. Philip had still been in mourning for his friend when Lizzy had walked into his psychic counseling office in Sedona and had unknowingly offered up a way for him to get revenge on Oscar’s killer.

      She stared at the screen, then typed, somewhat reluctantly, the name of the man Philip had asked her to kill: Tobe Hanrick.

      There was no lack of information on Mr. Hanrick.

      
        
        Tobe Hanrick Associates Implicated in Shootout

        Hanrick Gang Still Active in Central and Northern Arizona

        Tobe Hanrick Sentenced to Life for Torture Killing of University of Arizona Student

        Hanrick Cellmate Found Dead - Foul Play Suspected

      

      

      She clicked on the first article, which included several pictures of Hanrick. He was a good-looking man, probably in his forties, clean shaven and tan, with short, light brown hair and hazel eyes. He was not traditionally handsome—his eyes were a little too close together, his mouth a little too small, his ears a little too big. But in a picture of him grinning, obviously cropped from a larger photo based on the disembodied arm draped round his neck, the overall effect was nice enough—a friendly and approachable man.

      With a thumping heart, she clicked on the article about the student and read with bile rising in her throat.

      The student’s name was Sarah Pearson. The picture that all the news outlets ran was one from her sister’s wedding. She was dressed in a peach-colored bridesmaid’s dress, white flowers woven into her long blond hair. One arm was slung around her sister’s shoulders, the other extended to click the selfie. Their cheeks were pressed together, their mouths open in laughter.

      According to testimony at the trial, when Sarah Pearson’s father had tried to move in on Hanrick’s territory, Hanrick had driven to the University of Arizona campus where Sarah was a junior. He lured her into a van with the claim that he was the uncle of a housemate who, he told her, had been in a car accident and was in the ER. Once she was in the van, he and an accomplice bound and gagged her. Three days later, Hanrick called the father and gave him directions to the isolated hunting cabin where he could find Sarah’s body.

      At the bottom of the article was a mug shot, and for that Tobe Hanrick had made no pretense of friendliness or approachability. His mouth was a thin line, the muscles in his neck corded in anger, and the eyes that stared out from the photo were ones that might have dogged the thoughts of the photographer months later.

      If this had been the only crime Hanrick had committed, it would be reason enough to want him dead. But it was not the only one.

      She scanned through other articles about those who had had the misfortune to cross paths with Tobe Hanrick. After a few minutes, she dropped the phone on the bed feeling sick to her stomach and went to the bathroom to splash cold water on her face. She patted her face dry, then stared at herself in the mirror. Sarah had been only a few years older than Lizzy. That blond hair could have been Lizzy’s before she cut and dyed hers when she was on the run from Louise Mortensen and George Millard.

      Now that she knew what Hanrick had done, Philip wasn’t the only one who wanted him gone. Lizzy might not have been able to protect her father or Uncle Owen or Philip from the evil that existed out there in the world, but she had the power to make sure that Tobe Hanrick didn’t cause any more suffering than he already had.
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      Louise opened her eyes and took a deep breath, enjoying the feel of the crisp bed linens for a moment before she turned her head to check the time. Almost seven o’clock—she had slept through the whole day. And, she had to admit, she was starving.

      She got up and pulled on the terrycloth robe. Hoping she would not have to venture from the suite in a robe and pajamas, she went to the bathroom and opened the closet door. Her dress, now clean and carefully pressed, hung on a padded hanger, and the pumps, which had suffered during her walk from the house to the outbuilding where George had hidden Owen McNally’s SUV, were polished. A small supply of underclothes lay neatly folded on a shelf. Next to her own dress hung two others—one a light gray wool with black trim, the other a rich emerald. She fingered the material appreciatively.

      She took a shower, put on the gray dress, then found the phone that Maja had given her and pressed zero.

      Maja answered almost immediately. “Good evening, Dr. Mortensen. I trust you are feeling rested?”

      “Yes, thank you. And thank you also for the extra clothes. You did a wonderful job selecting them.”

      “I’m glad that they are to your liking. I didn’t pick them out myself, but I will pass on your appreciation. Would you like to join Herr Viklund in the dining room?”

      “Yes, thank you. Should I meet you in the foyer?”

      “I will come to your room,” said Maja, and disconnected.

      There was a knock on the door less than a minute later, and Louise opened it.

      “Please follow me,” said Maja, and led Louise down the corridor.

      When they reached the entrance hall they turned right, down the main corridor of the complex. They approached the double doors that led to the dining room where she and Gerard had dined with Theo. Louise slowed, but Maja continued walking, leading Louise through a few more turns before opening a door and stepping aside to let Louise enter.

      This room was much smaller than the dining room with which she was familiar. The entire opposite wall was hung with floor-to-ceiling drapes in a subtle geometric pattern and a color palette similar to the one in her suite. The furniture was of a spare, streamlined design. A square dining table was set with fine white china, gleaming silverware, and sparkling crystal.

      “There are appetizers on the side table,” said Maja, “as well as still and sparkling water. Is there some other type of drink I could bring for you? A cocktail? A glass of wine?”

      “Sparkling water will be fine, thank you.”

      Maja poured, added a wedge of lime with a pair of silver tongs, and handed the glass to Louise. “Please make yourself at home. Herr Viklund will be with you in just a few minutes.” She stepped into the corridor and closed the door behind her.

      Louise strolled to the table and glanced over the appetizers—toast points topped with small swirls of gravlax and tiny sprigs of dill. They looked delicious, but she didn’t want to have her mouth full of canapé when Theo arrived, so she reluctantly turned away.

      She circled the table, then walked to the drape-covered wall. She found a separation in the fabric and pulled the curtain back slightly, expecting to see the woods that surrounded the compound. Instead, there was elegantly detailed paneling. She shrugged and let the drape fall back into place.

      Theo arrived a moment later.

      “Louise, I hope you found the accommodations to your liking, and were able to get some rest.”

      “Yes, the suite is lovely. I’ve never been in that wing of the house before. Or this dining room.”

      “The main dining room always struck me as being too large for two people. You must be hungry.” He picked up the plate of toasts and held it out to her.

      Louise took one gratefully, and Theo followed suit.

      “Excellent,” she said.

      Theo poured himself a glass of water. “I didn’t get a chance to say earlier how sorry I was to hear of your husband’s passing. Gerard Bonnay was a fine man, and his death is a loss to us all.”

      “Thank you.”

      “It’s been quite some time since you and Gerard visited,” said Theo.

      “Yes, at least two years.”

      “And how long since your first visit?”

      “It was not long after I graduated from medical school, so … almost thirty years.”

      There was a light knock at the door, and Theo called, “Come in.”

      The door slid open, and Maja stepped in, followed by her tray-carrying assistant.

      “Louise, please have a seat,” said Theo. “You can assess the quality of the chef’s other offerings.”

      He pulled out one of the two chairs at the table for Louise, then sat himself.

      Maja placed a salad at each plate, bowed slightly to both of them, and she and the young man with the now-empty tray left the room.

      “May I pour you some wine?” asked Theo.

      “Yes, thank you.”

      Theo removed a bottle from a silver bucket at his elbow and poured for Louise, then for himself.

      “Do I recall correctly that you and Gerard had quite an extensive wine cellar?” he asked.

      Since Theo had never been to their home, Louise knew he could only know this if Gerard had mentioned it. She smiled sadly—he had been proud of his cellar. “Yes, but it was much more Gerard’s collection than mine.”

      Theo swirled his wine, sipped, and nodded. “I certainly recall the two of you talking about your lovely home outside Philadelphia. It’s such a shame that circumstances dictated our dramatic course of action.”

      “Yes, although I don’t know what else we could have done.”

      “So, the drapes worked as anticipated?”

      She thought back to the previous evening.

      She had started in her study, snatching up the files for Ballard and Mitchell, files that would have silenced any doubts that her adversaries had about her role in the creation of the pair’s special talents. Then she had gone to the window, flicked a flame from the lighter she had been carrying ever since things had started to come unraveled, and touched it to the bottom of the drapes. She jumped back as the flames leapt up their length. She hurried from room to room and window to window, setting the lighter to the bottom of the drapes, staying only a moment to make sure the flames had taken hold.

      “Yes, just as you described they would,” said Louise.

      “My supplier is very reliable,” said Theo. “And you were able to save your research documentation in electronic form?”

      Louise sighed and set her fork aside. “Most of it, but not all. George was scanning the records and giving me the contents on flash drives, and I do have those. I had him start with the most recent records and work backwards, but I’m missing the documentation of the earliest experiments.”

      “Ah, yes. May I also say how sorry I was to hear of Mr. Millard’s death.”

      “He was a great help to me and Gerard over the years. Thank you again for making the introduction.”

      “And were his services satisfactory?”

      “Oh, yes,” said Louise, but her tone was equivocal.

      “Except perhaps for the last few months?” Theo probed.

      “Well, yes. If he had been able to eliminate Ballard, we might not be in this position.”

      “Very disappointing,” said Theo. “And a shame that he was not able to complete the scanning of the records. But you do have the records of the two subjects you were in touch with, correct?”

      “Yes. Elizabeth Ballard and Mitchell Pieda.” Her voice hardened even beyond her normal tone. “As you know, it was Ballard who killed Gerard.”

      Theo nodded gravely. After a moment of respectful silence, he asked, “And do you know where Ballard and Pieda are now?”

      “I don’t know where Mitchell went after he left Pocopson, but he has an aunt who lives in Jenkintown, outside of Philadelphia, which is where he was living before he moved in with me and Gerard. It’s possible that he went there.”

      Theo raised an eyebrow. “It would not be too difficult for someone with access to even the most broadly available data to track him down there.”

      “No, but he might not think he has reason to guard against being found. He no doubt knows that George is dead, and that I have no incentive to go to the authorities. From his point of view, the game might be over.”

      “For a young man with his skills,” replied Theo, “the game is never over.”

      Louise nodded.

      “I’ll have someone check the aunt’s house in Jenkintown,” said Theo.

      “I don’t know what her name is, or exactly where she lives.”

      Theo waved his hand. “No matter. We’ll find her. If he’s naive enough to run to his aunt’s house in these circumstances, all the easier. Tell me more about his ability.”

      “I don’t know that there’s much I can add to what I’ve already told you. He’s able to cause cranial bleeds through the power of his mind. He called it the crush. The power is minimal under normal circumstances—he killed a work colleague, but it took many days of him spending considerable time with the target. However, I formulated a steroid-based drug that greatly magnified his power. Under the influence of that drug, he can kill almost instantaneously.”

      “Do you have any of this drug available to you?”

      “No, but it would be easy to reformulate, with the appropriate equipment and reagents.”

      “Excellent,” said Theo with a smile. “And Mr. Pieda’s ability to cause strokes was not his only skill.”

      Louise had resigned herself to the fact that, considering that Theo was hiding her from the authorities, she owed it to him not to hold back any information related to her experiments. “I wish I had been able to spend more time studying that,” she said. “He can read certain people’s thoughts under certain circumstances. He was able to read our housekeeper Juana’s thoughts. In some cases, he was able to read Gerard’s thoughts. He said I was difficult to read. And every indication was that he couldn’t read George’s thoughts, probably because George always had his mental defenses up around Mitchell.”

      “Although you found a way around that,” Theo said, the admiration clear in his voice.

      “Yes. A slight variant of Rohypnol lowered the subject’s defenses. We tried it out on George, proving that it worked even on someone who knew he had been drugged and had reason to resist having his thoughts read, and then used it successfully on Philip Castillo to find out where Ballard and her godfather were headed after they left Sedona.”

      “And you would be able to formulate more of this drug?”

      “Oh, yes.” After a moment, Louise continued, “We need to keep in mind that the Rohypnol drug is a facilitator, but not always necessary for Mitchell to read a person’s thoughts. If you send someone to find him, Mitchell might be able to ascertain information from that person that we would rather he not have.”

      “I think I have a solution for that. A young woman I’m grooming to take a larger role in my business affairs. In fact, it is my niece, Rey. Did you ever meet her?”

      “Yes, I did have the pleasure of meeting her, perhaps five years ago. She was at Georgetown, studying law, correct?”

      Theo nodded. “That’s right.”

      “An intelligent young woman, and composed beyond her years.”

      “Yes, she has already been a tremendous help to me. We could send her to get Mr. Pieda without giving her more information than she needs to discharge
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