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Chapter One

Carbon monoxide has no color, no smell, and no taste. I have said that sentence to sixteen-year-olds every October for twenty-seven years, and every October at least one of them raises a hand and asks how anybody knows it’s there, then.

“You don’t,” I tell them. “That’s the point. You find out when you wake up with a headache. Or you find out when you don’t wake up.”

That gets their attention. Nothing gets the attention of a room full of teenagers like the possibility of dying in their sleep. I follow it with the hemoglobin slide, the one where the little red cartoon molecule grabs onto CO two hundred and fifty times tighter than it grabs onto oxygen and won’t let go, and I tell them the thing I find most beautiful and most terrible about it: that the blood of people who die that way turns a bright, healthy cherry red. That they look, in the end, better than they have in years.

I teach AP Chemistry at West County High School in Chesterfield, Missouri. I am very good at it. I know the solubility rules the way some women know the words to hymns. I can balance a redox equation in my head while proctoring a quiz and confiscating a vape. I have been named Teacher of the Year twice, once in 2009 and once in 2019, and both times my husband forgot to come to the banquet.

I was fifty that spring. Alan was fifty-two. We had been married twenty-seven years, since I was twenty-three and he was a twenty-five-year-old dental student at UMKC with good teeth and a nervous laugh, and I’d thought a man who was going to spend his life fixing things that hurt was the kindest thing a woman could marry.

He was kind. He still is. I want that on the record before anything else, because I’m a scientist and I believe in recording the control conditions. Alan Pruitt is a kind man who is afraid of almost everything, and the thing he is most afraid of, I found out that summer, is being found out.



The last day of school was Friday, May twenty-first. I spent it the way I spend every last day: cleaning glassware. I don’t trust the kids with the final wash. I filled the deep sink in Room 214 with hot water and Alconox and stood there for two hours in my reading glasses and the rubber apron, scrubbing the residue of a year out of a hundred and forty beakers while the building emptied around me and the buses pulled away from the circle drive one by one.

I liked that hour. The quiet. The hiss of the gas taps I’d already checked twice. The particular smell of a chemistry lab at the end of May, hot dust and acetone and the faint sulfur ghost of the semester’s last demo.

My phone buzzed on the counter. A text from Kaylee, the girl who’d worked the front desk at Alan’s practice for four years. We’d gotten oddly close at the Christmas parties, the two of us, the only people in the room who said what we meant.

Mrs. P!! Did you get it???

I dried my hands and texted back: Get what?

NOTHING. Forget I said anything. Have a good summer!!! And then, a second later, a string of emojis I didn’t understand: a house, a wave, a pineapple, upside down.

I set the phone face down and went back to the beakers. My heart was going faster than the water.



I should explain about the letter.

In September of the year before, Nicole Barrett quit. She’d been Alan’s office manager for nine years, the woman who actually ran Clarkson Valley Family Dental while my husband stood in the doorway of Operatory Three telling patients about his golf handicap. She gave four weeks’ notice and left a binder so thick that Alan carried it home and set it on our kitchen island like a tombstone.

“She’s managing some lake house,” he said. “At the Lake of the Ozarks. Can you believe that?”

I could believe it. I’d sat next to Nicole Barrett at nine Christmas parties. The last few, I’d watched her. Not because of anything she said. Nicole was always appropriate. She was precise, and organized, and kind to Kaylee, and she knew which partners’ wives drank too much and quietly moved the wine. But she had a stillness in her that I recognized, the stillness of a woman who’s been holding a door closed for a very long time with her whole weight and has stopped noticing she’s doing it.

And at Christmas 2023, at the Racquet Club in Ladue, her husband had taken a picture. Nicole in a green sweater, smiling for him. Me behind her shoulder, looking at the camera. I’d seen it on the practice’s Facebook page in January and stared at it for an embarrassingly long time. Not at Nicole. At myself. At the expression on my own face, which I didn’t recognize, and which I can only describe as hunger.

I had been looking at the back of her neck.

That’s the kind of thing a woman can bury for thirty years, if she’s disciplined, and I am very disciplined. I’d buried it since 1996, when my roommate at Truman State, a pre-med named Kristen with a gap in her teeth, kissed me on a futon during a thunderstorm and then cried and said she was drunk and we never spoke of it again. I married Alan the next spring. I didn’t think of Kristen for years at a time. I didn’t think of anyone, really. I thought of molecules.

Then Nicole quit, and in October I heard from Kaylee, who heard it from someone at the lake, that she had sold her house in Ballwin and moved down there for good. With her husband. And another woman.

“Like a throuple,” Kaylee whispered to me in the coat line at the Christmas party that year, with enormous satisfaction. “I told her. It’s swinger lake, Mrs. P. Everybody knows.”

I went home and lay next to Alan in the dark while he slept his four-minute sleep and thought about it until two in the morning.

In February, on a snow day, I wrote to her.

I wrote it longhand on a yellow legal pad at the kitchen table while Alan was at the practice catching up on charting, and I copied it out onto good paper, and I mailed it without a return address from the post office on Clarkson Road, the way you’d mail a ransom note. I don’t remember all of it. I remember the last lines, because I’d written and crossed them out four times.

I heard you left. Kaylee says you’re running some kind of lake house. I don’t know why I’m writing this. I think I just wanted to ask how you did it.

She wrote back in nine days. One sheet of cream card stock, letterpressed with a small line drawing of a house made of windows, sitting on a point of land over water. Her handwriting was round and loopy and confident.

Joanne. Thank you for writing. I’ll tell you how I did it, but not by mail. First I want to ask you something nobody ever asked me until last summer: What do you want? Not what you think you should want. Not what would be reasonable. Write it down in your own words. Number it, if that helps. I suspect it helps. — N.

There was a P.O. box in Camdenton.

It took me three weeks. I’m embarrassed to say how many drafts. In the end it fit on half a page, numbered, like a lab procedure.

1. To be touched by someone who isn’t in a hurry.

2. To be with a woman. I have wanted that since 1996. I have never said it out loud.

3. To tell a man exactly what to do, and have him do it, and like it.

4. To be watched by someone who likes what they see.

5. To stop being the sensible one. For one weekend. That’s all.

I read it over at the kitchen table and my face was burning and my nipples were hard under my cardigan and I felt like I’d taken my clothes off in the faculty lounge. I mailed it before I could think. Then I waited.

She didn’t write back. Not in March. Not in April. I checked the mailbox every afternoon like I was eighteen. By the end of April I had decided, with relief and with something that was not relief, that I had embarrassed myself to a woman who was too kind to say so, and that was the end of it.



The invitation came on Saturday, May first. I know because it was the first Saturday of the month, and that was the night Alan and I had sex.

I need to be precise about that, too. It was the first Saturday. It had been the first Saturday since roughly 2011, when Lily was in middle school and we’d agreed, the way you’d agree on a recycling schedule, that once a month was reasonable for people with jobs. It took about four minutes. Alan would kiss me in the dark and say, “Is this okay?” and I would say, “Yes,” because it was, in the sense that nothing about it was not okay. He would get on top of me. He would apologize, usually, at least once. He’d come with a small anxious grunt, like a man setting down something heavy, and say, “Sorry, sorry, I’ll—” and then fall asleep before he finished the sentence.

I stopped faking anything around 2014. I didn’t bother. He never asked. I don’t think he could have stood the answer.

The envelope was in the mailbox at four that afternoon. Heavy cream stock, square, addressed in that round loopy hand to Dr. and Mrs. Alan Pruitt. Postmarked Osage Beach. I stood at the end of the driveway in my gardening gloves and opened it with my thumb.

The same line drawing. The glass house on the point. Underneath, in Nicole’s hand:

Alan & Joanne,

We would love for you to join us at Marchetti Point for Memorial Day weekend. May 28 through 31. Boats, sun, very good food, better company. Bring a swimsuit you feel beautiful in. Bring an open mind.

No need to bring anything else.

Nicole, Greg & Sienna

A phone number. A gate code. 4719.

At the bottom, in smaller writing, so small I had to take off my gloves and put on my reading glasses and hold it up to the sun:

All five. — N.

I had to sit down on the curb. I actually sat down, at fifty years old, in my own subdivision, on the hot concrete curb in front of my own mailbox in my gardening clothes, and put my face in my hands, and the Hendersons’ teenage son went by on his skateboard and said, “You okay, Mrs. Pruitt?” and I said, “Fine, Tyler, it’s just allergies,” and laughed, and the laugh came out brittle the way it always does, like a glass dropped on tile.



I gave Alan the card at dinner. I’d decided, during the hour I spent pretending to deadhead the hydrangeas, that I would give it to him the way you’d hand someone an unknown compound: neutrally, and then watch for a reaction.

He read it twice. He took off his reading glasses and put them on again. He read the line about the open mind, and his ears went pink, and then he did something I didn’t expect.

He said, “Okay.”

“Okay?”

“Sure. Yeah. Why not?” He folded the card and put it in his shirt pocket, which was strange, because it wasn’t his. “Nicole’s done a lot for the practice. It’d be rude to say no. And you could use a vacation, Jo. You always say you never get a real one.”

I had never once said that. I said I was tired. I said that a great deal.

“Alan,” I said. “Do you know what kind of house this is?”

“It’s a lake house.”

“Kaylee says it’s a swingers’ house.”

His ears went from pink to red. He picked up his fork and put it down. “Kaylee,” he said, “says a lot of things.” He cleared his throat. “We don’t have to do anything we don’t want. Right? That’s how those things work. I’ve read about it.”

“You’ve read about it?”

“In general,” he said quickly. “Articles. In general.”

I looked at my husband across our kitchen table. Fifty-two. Thinning sandy hair he combed carefully over the place where it had begun to go. A navy quarter-zip with the practice logo on the chest. A small anxious crease between his eyebrows that had been there since dental school and had deepened into something you could lose a dime in. He was looking at his plate. He was not, I noticed, asking me why Nicole Barrett would invite a man whose office she’d quit and his schoolteacher wife to a lake house for a holiday weekend. He wasn’t surprised at all.

He was relieved.

That’s the word. I turned it over that night in bed, after our four minutes, while he slept. Not excited. Not nervous. Relieved, like a man who’s been told the biopsy came back clean.

At eleven-forty his phone lit up on his nightstand. He’d put it face down. He always put it face down now; that had started sometime the year before. It buzzed twice against the wood and went still. Alan didn’t wake.

I lay there and looked at it for a long time. I didn’t touch it. I’m a scientist. I don’t contaminate the sample before I know what I’m testing for.



The rest of May went the way the end of a school year goes, which is in a blur of AP exams and final grades and a retirement party for the biology teacher in the cafeteria with a sheet cake that said HAPPY TRAILS DOUG. I made a list for the lake. I bought a swimsuit.

I want to say that the swimsuit was a triumph of personal growth. It was not. It took me four trips to the Galleria and one actual panic attack in a dressing room at Nordstrom, sitting on the little bench in my bra with my heart going like a centrifuge, before I bought anything at all. What I bought, finally, was a black one-piece, high on the hip and very low in the back, cut down almost to the base of my spine. On the hanger it looked like nothing. On me, in the bathroom mirror at home with the door locked, it looked like a woman I’d have watched across a room.

I am tall, five foot nine, and I’ve rowed on a machine in the basement at five in the morning for eleven years, so my shoulders are good and my legs are long and my stomach is flatter than it deserves to be at fifty. My breasts are small. They always have been. My hair is ash-blond going silver; I stopped coloring it in 2022 and wear it up in a twist, because it’s practical and because when I take it down at night it falls past my shoulder blades and I like the weight of it on my bare back, a private thing. I have good posture. Everyone says that about me. Joanne has such beautiful posture. It’s the kind of compliment people give a woman when they can’t think of anything else.

In the mirror in the black suit, I turned around and looked over my shoulder at my own back, all that bare skin down to the curve of my ass, and I thought, Someone is going to see this, and I had to sit down on the edge of the tub.

Alan didn’t see it. I packed it before he came home.



On Friday the twenty-eighth we drove down. Alan drove. I’d packed the car the night before, in an order that made sense, and he repacked it in the morning in an order that didn’t. He’d taken the whole day off from the practice, which he never did, and he was cheerful in a way I didn’t trust, humming along to classic rock, drumming on the wheel, telling me about a crown prep he’d done that week on a man who’d cracked a molar on a peach pit.

Past Jefferson City his phone buzzed in the cup holder. He glanced at it and turned it face down.

“Who’s that?”

“Practice.” He didn’t look at me. “Kendra. Schedule thing.”

Kendra was the new office manager. Nicole had trained her. Kendra did not text on Fridays; Kendra had boundaries, which was why I liked her.

I looked out the window at the Missouri River going by, brown and swollen with spring rain, and didn’t say anything. I had my own phone in my lap, and on it, in the Notes app, the list I’d copied from my letter. I’d read it maybe fifty times in a month. To be touched by someone who isn’t in a hurry. My husband’s thumb was tapping the steering wheel in four-four time.

We got off the highway at Osage Beach a little after three. The Lake of the Ozarks is not really a lake. It’s a dammed river, the Osage, backed up into a hundred valleys, a long green dragon of a thing with eleven hundred miles of shoreline and more coves than anyone’s ever counted, and Alan’s GPS lost its mind somewhere past the nineteen mile marker and started telling us to turn into the water.

“I’ll call her,” I said.

“No, no. I’ve got it.” He turned off the GPS. He took a right onto a gravel road I wouldn’t have seen, and then a left at a mailbox shaped like a bass, and then he slowed at a fork in the trees without even hesitating and took the narrower branch.

I looked at him. “How do you know where you’re going?”

“I looked at the map last night,” Alan said, and his ears went pink again.

The gravel lane wound down through oak and cedar for half a mile, and then there was a gate. Black iron, set between two stone pillars, with a keypad on a post. Alan pulled up to it and rolled down his window and the heat came in, wet and green and loud with cicadas.

He punched in the code. The keypad blinked red.

“It’s 4719,” I said.

“I know.” He tried again. His hand was shaking. The keypad blinked red.

I looked at the camera on top of the pillar, a small black dome, and I had the clearest feeling I’ve ever had in my life that someone was on the other end of it, watching us, deciding.

I reached across and put my hand on his arm. “Alan. Breathe. Four. Seven. One. Nine.”

He laughed, that nervous dental-student laugh I’d married, and pressed the keys slowly, one at a time, like a child.

The gate rolled open.




Chapter Two

The house came at us out of the trees all at once, the way a reaction comes when you’ve been waiting at the edge of a titration and add the one drop too many.

It was glass. Not glass windows; glass walls, three stories of them, stacked and offset on a point of limestone over the water like a set of clear boxes someone had balanced there with great care and then walked away from. Cedar decks wrapped every level. The late sun came through the whole building from the lake side and out the drive side, so that for a moment I could see straight through the house to the water beyond, blue and gold and impossibly far down, as if the house weren’t there at all.

“Holy shit,” Alan said softly. He never swears.

The lane opened into a circle drive of crushed white gravel around a bed of black-eyed Susans. He pulled around it and stopped at the foot of a set of wide stone steps, and turned off the engine, and neither of us moved. The cicadas filled up the silence.

“Jo,” Alan said. “Are you sure—”

“Get out of the car, Alan.”

I’d bought a white sundress for that moment. I admit it. Linen, with thin straps and a skirt that moved when I walked. I’d tried it on in the bedroom a dozen times and taken it off a dozen times and put it back in the closet, and that morning at six I’d put it on and not let myself look in the mirror. I got out of the car in it and stood on the hot gravel in my sandals, holding my purse in front of me with both hands like a hymnal, and looked up.

She came down the front steps barefoot.

I’d been preparing for Nicole Barrett for three months. I had a picture of her in my head, the one from the Christmas parties: dark hair in a tidy bob, navy cardigan, reading glasses on a beaded chain, a woman who looked like she’d know where the spare toner was. The woman coming down the steps had the same face. That was the only thing that was the same.

Her hair was longer, loose to her shoulders, streaked by sun. She was tan. She was wearing a pale green linen shirt open over a bikini top and a pair of faded cutoff shorts, and nothing on her feet, and she moved like a woman who owned the ground under them. She was thirty-nine. I knew because Kaylee had told me her birthday was in March. She looked about ten years younger than she had at thirty-eight.

“Nicole,” I said. “Oh my God. Nicole. You look—”

“Alive?” she said. “I know.” She took both my hands, purse and all. Her palms were warm and dry and a little rough, the hands of a woman who now did things outdoors. “Welcome to Marchetti Point. There are rules. I’ll go over them tonight. The first one is the only one that matters.”

I wanted to ask her what it was. I couldn’t speak. She held my hands a beat longer than was polite and looked into my face with an expression I’d seen once before, on myself, in a photograph from the Racquet Club. Then she squeezed and let go.

At the top of the steps, a man stood in the doorway’s shadow, waiting. Silver at the temples, reading glasses pushed up into his hair, a gray T-shirt and swim trunks. He had his hands clasped loosely in front of him, like an usher. Greg Barrett, who calculated other people’s deaths for a living, who used to wear a quarter-zip to the Christmas party and stand at the edge of the room with a club soda. He smiled down at me and nodded, and didn’t come down, and I understood without knowing how that he wasn’t going to until somebody told him to.

Beside him, in the doorway itself, stood the most beautiful woman I have ever seen in person.

She was golden. That’s the only word. Golden-tan skin, dark-gold hair in a heavy braid over one shoulder, a long white shift that the sun came straight through. She was leaning in the doorframe with her arms folded and a small black leather notebook in one hand, and she was looking at Alan. Not at me. At Alan. The way you look at a car you’ve been told is reliable, and don’t believe it.

Alan was still standing by the driver’s door with his mouth slightly open, looking up at the glass, and then down at Nicole, and then at Greg at the top of the stairs. I could see him trying to work it out. Who’d invited him. Whose idea this was. Who was driving the boat.

“Dr. Pruitt,” Nicole said pleasantly. “You found us.”

“Nicole.” He came around the car with his hand out, and she shook it like a business contact, and he laughed, high and nervous. “This is—wow. This is really something. When you said lake house—”

“I didn’t say lake house.” She smiled. “Come in. Greg will get your bags. Greg?”

“Got it,” said Greg, and came down the steps.



The tour took half an hour, and by the end of it I was in love with a building.

The ground floor was one long room, kitchen and dining and a sunken living area with white sofas, all of it facing the glass and the lake. The floor was some pale stone, cool under my sandals. A woman in her late fifties with silver-streaked black hair was at the stove doing something with peppers and onions that smelled so good my stomach turned over. “Marisol,” Nicole said, “this is Joanne and Alan,” and Marisol looked us both up and down with frank professional interest and said, “Welcome. You eat fish? Good,” and went back to the peppers. “She cooks, she runs the house, and she’s the only person here who can fire me,” Nicole said. “Don’t cross her.”

“Ni en sueños,” Marisol said to the pan.

The middle floor was guest rooms. Ours was at the east end, the Lake Room, with a king bed under a white duvet and a wall of glass that slid open onto a private deck, and a bathroom with a soaking tub set right against the window so that you’d lie in the water and look down eighty feet at the cove. I stood in the bathroom doorway and thought about lying in that tub and something low in me turned over, slowly.

“There’s a shade,” Nicole said, behind me. “A button by the door. Most people don’t use it.”

“Do you?”

“I used to.” She leaned past me and touched the glass with one fingertip, the way you’d touch someone’s arm. “This was my room. Last summer. The first time.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. She didn’t seem to need me to say anything.

The top floor was the master, which belonged to Sienna and, as far as I could gather, to Nicole and Greg as well, in some arrangement nobody explained and I didn’t ask about. We didn’t go in. Nicole pointed up the floating staircase and said, “That’s ours. You’ll see it eventually, if you want to,” in the same tone she’d used for the linen closet.

Then the decks. The upper deck had an infinity hot tub at its edge that seemed to pour straight off into the lake. Below it was a lawn, and a cabana with white curtains, and a lit wooden path that switchbacked down the face of the bluff to a stone boathouse at the water. Nicole walked us to the top of the path and stopped there. To the left, where you’d expect a staircase to have been, the bare face of the bluff was planted with native grass and black-eyed Susans and, halfway down, a single young redbud tree, its blossoms already gone to green heart-shaped leaves.

“There used to be stairs there,” Nicole said. “Old stone ones. They came out last summer.”

“Why?”

She looked at the redbud for a while. “Somebody fell,” she said.

Alan cleared his throat. “Was he—”

“He died,” Nicole said. “He was drunk, and the stairs were bad, and it was an accident. The sheriff said so.” She turned back toward the house. “That’s why rule three is what it is. You’ll see.”



The rules came at seven, on the upper deck, after dinner.

Dinner was Marisol’s fish, grilled walleye with the peppers and a salad and bread still hot from the oven, at a long table on the deck with the sun going down orange behind the far ridge. There were five of us. Nicole at the head. Greg at her right, Sienna at her left. Alan and I across from each other in the middle, like a couple at their own wedding rehearsal who’d been seated by strangers.

There was wine. A cold white, sweating in a silver bucket. Greg poured it for Alan and me. Nicole, Greg, and Sienna drank sparkling water with lime.

“You’re not drinking?” Alan asked.

“Not tonight,” Nicole said. “You should, if you want. It’s a lovely Sancerre. Just know that if you have a glass tonight, you’re a spectator tonight. That’s not a punishment. Some people’s favorite night here is the one they spend watching.”

Alan put his glass down very carefully, as if it might go off.

I had already had two sips. I looked at the pale wine in my glass for a long moment. Then I set it down, too, and slid it an inch away from my plate, and Nicole saw me do it, and the corner of her mouth moved.

After the plates were gone she took a card out of the pocket of her linen shirt. Cream card stock, the same as the invitation. She didn’t hand it to anyone. She read it aloud herself, in the voice I remembered from staff meetings, clear and level, the voice of a woman explaining an insurance policy.

“House rules,” she said. “One. Only yes means yes. Maybe means no. Not now means no. Silence means no. If you’re not sure what somebody means, you ask, and if you’re still not sure, it’s no.

“Two. Red stops everything. Yellow slows down. Green means go. Anyone can say red at any time, to anyone, and everyone stops. Not just the people involved. Everyone.

“Three. Nobody plays after a drink. Not one. Not a glass of wine at dinner, not a beer on the boat, not a gummy somebody brought from Colorado. If you drink, you watch, or you go to bed. That’s the rule I changed. It used to say two. I made it zero.” She looked up. “I’ll tell you why sometime. Not tonight.

“Four. Couples check in with each other before and after. Every time. Before is so you both know what’s happening. After is so you both know what happened.

“Five. No phones, no cameras. Not in play, not in bedrooms, not on the decks after dark. There’s a basket in the front hall. Your phones live there after nine.

“Six. Anyone can leave any game at any time, and nobody asks why.

“Seven. What happens at the Point stays at the Point.”

She turned the card over. There was one more line on the back. She read it and set the card face up in the middle of the table, beside the candles.

“Eight. Nobody runs this house but N.B.”

There was a silence. A boat went by somewhere out on the main channel, a long way off, its engine a low hum.

“N.B.,” Alan said. “That’s—you?”

“That’s me.” Nicole folded her hands on the table. “Sienna owns the house. It’s her family’s; her father built it. Greg works here, and he lives here, and he’s my husband. But I run it. If there’s a question about a rule, you ask me. If someone breaks one, I’m the one who decides what happens. It’s not complicated.”

I looked at Sienna. She was turning her water glass slowly by the stem, watching the candlelight move through it, and she didn’t look up, but she was smiling slightly, the private smile of a woman watching a student she’s trained do well on an exam.

I looked at Greg. He was looking at his wife with an expression I can only describe as devotion.

“Questions?” said Nicole.

I had about four hundred. What came out was: “What’s the first one? You said the first one was the only one that matters.”

“It is.” She met my eyes across the table. “Only yes means yes. Everything else here is just a way of making sure everyone knows how to say it.”



That was when the boat came in.

We heard it first, a deep throbbing roar from the mouth of the cove, much too loud, the kind of sound that makes your chest vibrate. Then it came around the hook of the bluff: a big white cabin cruiser, forty feet at least, sleek and old-fashioned at the same time, with a flybridge on top and music pouring off it, some country song about a tailgate. It was going fast. Much too fast. It came straight up the middle of the cove at full throttle, past the two white buoys at the cove’s mouth that I hadn’t noticed until then, and threw a wake behind it as tall as a man.

The wake hit the boathouse below us with a sound like a door slamming. Water came up over the stone landing. Somewhere down there something banged hard against the dock, again and again.

On the flybridge, a man in a white captain’s hat and no shirt raised a red Solo cup to the house and whooped.

Nicole had gone very still.

The cruiser made a wide, lazy, roaring turn at the head of the cove, close enough that I could read the gold script on its transom—Daze Off—and then cut across to the far shore, where a tall brown A-frame house stood half-hidden in the cedars on the opposite point, and slowed, finally, and nosed in toward a floating dock. The music cut off. In the silence the waves went on slapping the rocks below us for a long time.

“Who,” said Alan, and his voice was strange, “is that?”

“That,” said Nicole evenly, “is Ryder Vance. He bought the old Haverty place across the cove in January. He














