
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


Tour Into
Danger

 


Lea Tassie

 


Smashwords
Edition October 2009

ISBN
978-0-9738541-7-6

Copyright ©2009
by Lea Tassie

 


All rights
reserved. This book may not be reproduced in whole

or in part
without permission.

 


Cover Photo ©
Fotolia XI - Fotolia.com

All rights
reserved.

 


This e-book is
licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This e-book may not
be

re-sold or
given away to other people. If you would like to share this book
with

another person,
please purchase an additional copy for each person

you share it
with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it,

or it was not
purchased for your use only, then you should return to

Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy.

Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.

 


This book is
also available in print at

http://www.penelopesbookstop.com/

http://www.leatassie.com/

 


Other Titles by
Lea Tassie at Smashwords.com

Cats in
Clover

Siamese
Summers

Cat Under
Cover

A Clear
Eye

Harvest

Double
Image

 


Author
Information

http://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/leatassie

 


"This story
would make a great movie." Anthony Steward

 


CONTENTS

 Prologue

Chapter
One

Chapter
Two

Chapter
Three

Chapter
Four

Chapter
Five

Chapter
Six

Chapter
Seven

Chapter
Eight

Chapter
Nine

Chapter
Ten

Chapter
Eleven

Chapter
Twelve

Chapter
Thirteen

Chapter
Fourteen

Chapter
Fifteen

Chapter
Sixteen

Chapter
Seventeen

Chapter
Eighteen

Chapter
Nineteen

Chapter
Twenty

Chapter
Twenty-One

Chapter
Twenty-Two

 


 Prologue

 


Greg’s car was
still in the garage.

Angela parked,
heart thumping and palms moist. He should have been at the
restaurant by now, giving her the whole day to think up a plausible
lie. She let herself in and put the change from her pocket into the
two-foot high glass vase beside the fireplace.

It was stupid
putting money on view like that but Greg seemed fascinated by the
coins. He often put his hand in and let them trickle through his
fingers. There must be close to five thousand dollars in the vase
by now.

“Where have you
been?” Greg’s voice. Angry. She smiled brightly to hide the way her
body shrank from him.

His slap
knocked her sideways, burning her cheek and bruising her elbow on
the rough stone of the fireplace. He was poised to strike again,
his heavy black eyebrows pulled down in a scowl, thick lips taut
with fury.

Anger roughened
Angela’s voice. “Why do you have to know what I do every minute of
the day?”

“You’re my
wife.” He moved closer, forcing her to tilt her head back to look
at his face. “Answer me!”

His rage
brought memories of barely healed bruises, a broken arm. And rising
fear. It was hard to believe this was the same man who’d courted
her with Caribbean vacations and diamonds little more than four
years ago.

If she told him
the truth, he’d tear her apart.

“I was
shopping.”

“This early?”
Greg sneered. “You?”

It was true she
didn’t bother getting up until mid-morning most days. Mrs. Hanson,
the housekeeper, got nine-year-old Rob ready for school. But she
had to convince Greg she wasn’t lying or he’d break more of her
bones.

She’d have to
tell more lies to her sister, too, and Penny was getting
suspicious. She’d already wondered out loud why Angela was so
clumsy all of a sudden, falling down stairs and banging into
doors.

She should tell
her sister about the beatings; Penny had fought her battles all
through school. But Penny was too impulsive; she’d wade in with
feet and fists — and lawyers — and Greg would kill all three of
them.

Greg’s hand
clamped around her throat. “I asked you a question, you little
slut! Where were you?”

Fear ballooned
into terror. She couldn’t think. She was shaking so much she could
barely stand.

“I took my
diamond necklace to be fixed.”

“Why now? Why
first thing in the morning?”

“Because of the
party tonight. The jeweler said he had to have it early or it
wouldn’t be ready. I thought you’d want me to wear it.”

Greg’s hand
loosened on her throat.

She relaxed a
little. She might have made it as an actress after all. She’d done
plenty of acting the last couple of years.

He’d kill her
if he found out she’d pawned it. The money, a ridiculously small
amount, was in her bag. She had to get more money soon, before he
hit Rob again. Just a little more. Then she and Rob would be on
their way to Toronto. She had friends there she could trust.

“You never told
me the necklace was damaged.”

“I thought
you’d be angry. It was my fault.”

He let go of
her and straightened his tie. “Accidents happen.” He picked up his
briefcase. “I’ll be at the restaurant the rest of the day. Give me
the claim ticket for the necklace and I’ll pick it up this
afternoon.”

Her knees
almost buckled. “He didn’t give me one.”

Greg put the
briefcase down in a deliberate fashion that sent shivers along her
spine.

“No claim
ticket, Angela? For a necklace worth thousands?” He strode across
the room toward her, arms swinging loosely at his sides. She put a
hand on the mantel to brace herself.

“Liar! I want
the truth. You and that useless sister of yours are up to
something, aren’t you?”

The crack of
his open hand across her face stunned her and she staggered.

He’d hit Rob
that way a month ago. She grabbed the poker and swung it at his
head. But she was too close. The poker struck his upper arm.

He roared. His
fists, closed and iron hard, smashed into her face. She felt her
legs collapse, felt the back of her head crack against the
hearth.

Greg kicked her
in the ribs. “Get up!”

She didn’t
move. As his breathing slowed he saw blood seeping through her
blonde hair, spreading over the hearth.

“Angie...” He
knelt and took her hand. It was limp.

“Angie!” Her
eyes were open, staring.

She was still.
Too still.

He put his arms
around her, held her against his chest, heedless of the blood
soaking into his dark blue pinstripe.

“Baby, I didn’t
mean it.”

Even as he said
the words, he knew it was too late. He laid her on the hearth and
stood up.

The first year
they’d been together, he’d idolized her, given her everything. He’d
been a fool. His old man always said you could never trust a
woman.

She’d betrayed
him. He didn’t know who the man was, but that interfering sister of
hers had been part of it somehow. She’d tried to turn Angela
against him right from the start.

He hadn’t meant
to kill her, but she had it coming. Once a slut always a slut.
She’d as much as said she didn’t know who Rob’s father was. He’d
adopted the brat but he should have made her give him sons of his
own. That would have kept her too busy to get fancy ideas.

Now he had a
problem. A serious problem.

Should he call
the cops? It would make him look like a decent law-abiding citizen,
everything open and above board. If they bought it, he might even
get off with probation.

Trouble was,
they were already sniffing around him. Give them an excuse to tear
his house and restaurant apart and they might find something. Or
frame him. Wouldn’t be the first time he’d heard of cops planting
evidence on somebody.

No. No cops.
Too risky. If he did go down for manslaughter, Sam Denton would
make sure some other guy took over the business before he even got
into court.

Greg’s gaze
moved to the view of English Bay and the high rises of Vancouver.
Sure, he had this fancy house and a bank account in the Caymans,
but it wasn’t enough.

Ten million
would be better. Enough to erase the memories of poverty and
oppression in Rumania before his family escaped and immigrated to
Canada. Enough to buy anything he wanted, anywhere in the
world.

He had to get
rid of Angela fast, before Mrs. Hanson brought the brat and his
little buddy back from the beach. And figure out a foolproof story.
It was nobody’s business how he dealt with his own property, but
the law would stick its nose in and there’d be questions from her
family.

As he reached
for the phone, he decided it was time Penny got what was coming to
her, too. And he knew exactly how to do it.

***

Carl Fredericks
heaved his lanky six-foot-two frame off the sofa and picked up the
phone. “Yeah?”

He listened,
his breath quickening.

“Why should I
get involved in your personal problems?” He’d always thought Greg
was a loser, but what he’d just heard proved his boss was the prize
scumbag of all time.

“Yeah, I can
see where you going to prison would put the business down the
tubes.”

He couldn’t
afford to lose what Greg’s drug dealing brought in. The Plan was so
close to being a reality that just one more year ought to do it.
Then he’d be gone and nobody’d find him where he was going.

“Okay, I’ll be
right over.”

Carl put the
phone down and considered the methods of disposing of a body. If
they did it right and Greg stayed cool — and kept his mouth shut —
it would be okay.

But would Greg
stay cool? He’d killed his wife, which wasn’t cool at all. Why
hadn’t he just booted her out?

He ran a comb
through his pale blond hair and hid his ice-blue eyes behind
aviator sunglasses. His cocker spaniel, Wildwood Butterscotch
Candy, bounced around his feet, wriggling with excitement. He
picked her up and rubbed her ears while she tried to lick his
face.

“I won’t be
long, girl. Then we’ll go to the park.”

He put her
down. “Gotta find you a boy friend pretty soon. Some big horny dog
with a pedigree to match. No SPCA strays for my Candy girl.” Which
reminded him he’d been meaning to send some cash to the SPCA. Next
week would do; he had to get Greg off his back first.

~~~~~

 


 Chapter One

 


The shouting
was getter louder. Rob slid out of bed and edged the door open.
Didn’t matter if it creaked; old Godzilla Greg wouldn't hear it
with all that yelling down there in the living room. What were they
doing, him and Carl? Watching a video? Having a fight? They
wouldn't be doing that if his Mom was here.

His stomach
hurt. Why didn't she tell him she was going away? Or take him with
her? Was she mad at him? She'd been gone two whole weeks and never
even talked to him on the phone. Was she okay?

When he was
little he’d asked her for a new Dad because his old one had died
before he was born. He’d been so happy when she got married to Greg
and he had a Dad like all the other kids. Just showed how dumb he'd
been. Greg wasn't a real Dad; he was ugly and mean, just like
Godzilla.

Rob crept on
hands and knees to the railing that protected the second floor
gallery from the open living room below. He lay flat on the floor
and peered over the edge, hoping Greg wouldn't look up and catch
him out of bed.

Two guys were
down there with Greg. He knew Carl, standing with his elbow on the
mantel, but not the other guy. Carl came around a lot but he and
Greg always went to the basement to play pool, so it was hard to
tell what he was like. Greg was beside the couch, where Rob had
dropped his sports bag when he came home from the gym. Greg would
be mad at him for leaving his stuff lying around.

The stranger
was skinny like Carl but shorter, with long brown hair in a pony
tail. He stood in the center of the room, waving his hands around.
"You guys are ripping me off! Screwing around with the stuff."

"Take it easy,
Larry!" Greg's voice boomed out. It felt like it was right in his
ear and Rob shivered. "Relax! We don't cut junk more than anybody
else."

That was heroin
they were talking about. Heroin was really bad. A policeman from
the drug section had talked to the whole school about it right
before summer break.

The guy called
Larry was dancing around like he had a wasp up his pant leg. "Yeah?
Talk to my customers!"

"How do we know
you haven't been cutting it yourself to make a few more bucks?" Rob
didn't like Carl's voice. It was kind of smart-ass.

"Yeah," Greg
said, "Carl's right. You want to cheat your customers, that's your
problem."

"I'll show you
who's cheating!" Larry yelled. He pulled a knife from his boot.

Rob's mouth
felt dry; the cop shows he watched on TV had stuff like this and
somebody always got killed.

Larry lunged at
Carl, the knife held low, point up. Carl just stood there like he
was frozen. Why didn't he fight back? Or run?

There was a
strange hollow thump. Larry staggered and fell. Then a funny sharp
smell.

Greg had a gun
in his hand.

Rob gasped, a
low keening coming up out of his throat before he could stop
it.

Greg looked up,
right at him.

Rob wriggled
backwards to the wall and ran into his room. He got into bed as
Greg's feet thudded on the stairs. Greg came in, snapping the
bright ceiling light on.

"You were out
of bed, weren't you?" Greg's black eyes glared at him.

“Yeah.” He
could feel sweat running down his sides.

"Pretty
realistic, huh?"

"What?"

Greg yanked the
covers up over him. "We watched a movie earlier. They did a lousy
job on the killing scene and we decided we could do it better.
That's what you saw."

"Oh. It looked
awful scary."

"Larry's a good
actor. Go back to sleep, Rob. I mean it. Your mother will be upset
if you don't do as I say."

Gramps' blue
eyes were like chips of ice when he was mad. But Greg's were like a
freezing black night.

"Okay," he said
to the eyes. "Sure looked real, though." Larry had fallen down like
he'd done it a hundred times before. Was he still on the floor?
There weren't any sounds coming from downstairs.

"It was
supposed to. And you were supposed to be asleep. Why did you get
up?"

"The noise woke
me," he said, trying to sound sleepy.

Don't let him
get mad. Don't let him hit me.

Greg stood
there, staring at him, his shadow dark and heavy across the bed,
then went to the door. "Good night."

"G'night," Rob
said. The door clicked shut.

He stayed
still, listening, but they were being really quiet. Did he dare get
up and open the door a crack? What if Greg was waiting for him?

He'd counted
off fifteen minutes on the clock by his bed when he heard the door
handle turn. He closed his eyes and burrowed deeper under the
covers.

Footsteps came
across the room and stopped beside the bed. Rob tried to breathe
like he was sleeping. There was silence for a long time.

"Rob? You
awake?"

He didn't
answer.

Another
silence. Then the footsteps went away and the door closed again.
Softly this time.

What were they
doing? He could hear their voices and they seemed to be moving
around. He hoped Greg wouldn't look in the garbage and find the
football sweater cut up in little pieces. Old Godzilla had made him
play hockey all winter and now it was football. He hated chasing
the ball and getting tackled. He was going to say he'd lost the
sweater, so maybe Greg wouldn't make him play any more.

Rob was out of
bed and halfway across the room when the front door slammed. The
living room was almost dark; only a night light burning on the
gallery.

Thick carpet
muffled his footfalls as he ran around to the other side of the
gallery and into a spare bedroom. He edged to one side of the
window and looked down.

It was hard to
see. The outside lights were off and the street lamp didn't help
much. Heaving and grunting, Greg and Carl were loading a long
bundle into the trunk of Greg's Cadillac. Then they got in the car
and eased out onto the side street. They turned left and the
headlights came on as the car went up the hill.

Rob ran back to
his room and sat on the bed. Had Greg really meant it about doing a
movie scene? But why did he have a gun? If he was acting, he'd just
point his finger and make out like that was a gun. That's how he
and Simon did it when they clowned around pretending they were
cops.

There was one
way to find out.

He went
downstairs to where Larry had fallen. It was too dark to see
anything and he didn't dare turn the lights on. He squatted and
felt around with his hand until he hit a damp, sticky patch. He
wiped his hand on his pajamas and ran upstairs again.

In his room,
Rob flipped the bedside light on. The crumpled flannel was smeared
with red. He felt like throwing up. Why wasn't his Mom here? She'd
know what to do. He scrubbed away tears on the sleeve of his pajama
top. Crying was little kid stuff.

He could call
911. But what if Greg got back before the cops came? Or arrived
while they were here? He'd be mad. Not just mad, he'd go
ballistic.

He could run
away. Not to Gramma's, though; she thought Greg was gold. She'd
probably even phone Greg to come and get him. His thumb tasted
weird and he rubbed it on his pajamas. His Mom said he was too old
to suck his thumb. He had to try harder not to do it.

If he ran away,
Greg would know he didn't believe that stuff about movie scenes.
Maybe Greg knew he didn't believe it anyway. Would Greg shoot him,
too? The bad guys in the movies shot anybody that got in their
way.

He could go to
Simon's. No, Greg knew Simon was his best buddy and that's where he
would go first. Maybe Aunt Penny could hide him in that theater
where she used to work. Rob dressed in his favorite jeans with the
torn knees, an old T-shirt, sneakers and a windbreaker in case it
rained. From behind the books on his shelf, he took the thin
leather wallet that held his Mom's rainy-day money. It fit neatly
into the zippered pocket of his jacket.

He turned the
light out in his room, ran down the stairs to the front door, then
stopped. What if his Mom came back? What if she came back
tonight?

For a moment he
wavered. If he ran away, there'd be nobody to warn her about what
Greg had done. If he stayed, Greg might shoot him like he had
Larry. Rob opened the door and froze. A tall, dark shadow was
hurrying along the walk toward him.

***

Penny Davis
opened the back door of her parents' house and stepped into a
kitchen filled with the rich, dark aroma of warm chocolate. She put
her box of groceries on the counter beside a rack of cooling
chocolate chip cookies.

"I’ll put those
things away later," her mother said. “Get a plate for the cookies
and I’ll make tea.” The kettle began its muttering whistle and Dora
unplugged it before the noise rose to a scream. There was the rush
and sizzle of boiling water, then the lid of the teapot clinking
home.

Dora laid a
cautioning fingertip on Penny's wrist. "Your father's low. Got
turned down for another job today."

Her father, an
assistant bank manager caught in the crossfire of a holdup eleven
years ago, had lived in a wheelchair – and been out of work – ever
since.

"I hope this
trip of yours to Toronto turns out to be worthwhile," Dora said.
"Though I know your father’s going to miss you dreadfully.”

Penny carried
the cookies and her load of guilt into the living room. Her
father's smile was a poor imitation of the real thing. "I blew it
again," he said.

He wants to
have a pity party, she thought. How can I deny him? He's trying so
hard to be a breadwinner.

She knelt
beside him and took his cold, bony hands in hers. "I know it's
tough, Dad. Something will break soon."

"For you too,
Penny. Live theater is flourishing in Toronto; there's bound to be
a job for you there."

Whatever it
was, it had to pay well enough so she could send Dora money every
month. In spite of her guilt, she was eager to go. It would be an
adventure, flying to another city to live and work.

He was so thin
and haggard. If he did get lucky and find a job, could he work an
eight-hour day? His doctor had told him the nerve damage caused by
the bullet would worsen over the years.

Dora rested her
hand on her husband's shoulder. "I made your favorite cookies."

Reg's face
brightened. "Darling, you spoil me." He turned to Penny. "The
police were here this morning.”

"What was it
this time?" Penny asked.

"Same old
story." His hands lay passive and resigned in his lap. "They want
to know where the money's hidden."

Penny slammed
her teacup down, splashing tea into the saucer. "Why can't they
leave you alone? Why do we have a police force too lazy to track
down the real robbers?"

"I ask myself
that every time I get into this chair."

The police had
interrogated her only a few times. It was odd that she felt far
more resentment than her father ever showed. Perhaps patience grew
as one aged.

"Reg, darling,
we'll get by; we always have." Dora sat on the end of the old green
couch beside his chair, her hand on his. "We have each other."

Penny turned
away, looked at the photo of Angela and Rob on the mantel. Her
sister had a delicate, blonde beauty that made people stop and
stare. Too bad the serendipity of gene shuffling hadn't done the
same for her own looks.

The photo had
been taken in May, on Rob's ninth birthday. Her nephew, blue eyes
bright, brown hair looking as if it was never combed, leaned
forward to blow out the candles. She'd asked him what his wish
was.

"If I tell, it
won't come true."

Her sister
didn't tell her anything either. She hadn’t said a word about going
to Toronto to visit friends. Penny turned to her parents. "Have you
heard from Angela?"

"Not a word,"
Dora said. "I suppose she's too busy having a good time. Can't be
anything else since she didn't take Rob. Greg's a saint for putting
up with her."

"I don't think
so," Penny said. "When I phoned Rob last night, he said he was all
alone in the house."

Try as she
might, Penny couldn’t warm to Greg. Though he seemed to adore
Angela, there was no doubt he thought it was his right to dictate
her sister’s every thought and movement. He didn’t like her either,
and it was impossible to like someone who didn't like you. It was
partly her own fault. She'd been far too outspoken in his
presence.

“Are you sure
Rob was telling the truth?" asked Dora. "Greg said the housekeeper
would live in while Angela was away.”

"Lying isn't
one of Rob's problems," her father said.

They often
discussed Rob's problems these days. Until a couple of years ago,
he'd been a likeable, exuberant little boy. But lately he’d become
destructive. He ripped at his clothing and wrote on everything,
including himself. And he didn't smile any more.

The last time
she’d seen him was a month ago, tramping all over the living room
carpet in his skates. Angela had been incredibly patient. How did
she manage it? The responsibility of raising a child seemed
overwhelming and, the older Penny got, the more afraid of it she
became.

"I'd better go
say goodbye to him," Penny said. "I should have done it before but
I was afraid Greg would be there. He always acts like a wounded
bull when he sees me."

"Don't be
petty," Dora said, her voice sharp. "He's a good father and a good
provider. And he was willing to marry Angela in spite of her
past."

He obviously
had the means to be a good provider, but the only way he could earn
a halo in her eyes was to toss some of that money in the direction
of her parents.

Her mother’s
reference to Angela’s past life hurt. If Penny had done a better
job of bringing up Angela while Dora concentrated on her
wheelchair-bound husband, maybe her sister wouldn’t have a
‘past.’

"Rob's just
going through a phase," her father said. "It seems like Greg can't
do enough for him."

Dora rose and
gave Penny an awkward hug. "I have a present for you. I'll get
it."

"Penny." Her
father held out his hand and pulled her close. "I'll miss you. You
take care now."

After the
goodbyes, she headed west along Marine Drive. It was almost dark,
much later than she'd thought; she’d have to hurry. She would miss
her father a lot. No more cribbage, no more evenings gossiping
about plays and actors. She'd tried to get him a role in a Westport
Players' production but nothing had come of it.

Dora wouldn't
miss her that much. Her mother had always put Reg first. She envied
them; not many people were lucky enough to find their soul mates
and a closeness that didn't seem to need a family to complete
it.

A soul mate and
an ideal marriage would be fine things. But could she handle kids
as well? Children deserved unqualified love and acceptance. It
would be cruelly unfair to have a child if she couldn't love it
properly.

The third
traffic light in a row turned red. She hoped Greg wasn't home. In
the last two weeks she'd gone to his restaurant half a dozen times
for news of her sister. He'd been polite but his tone said Penny
should stop bothering him. Too bad. If she weren't flying to
Toronto herself, he'd be getting daily visits until Angela came
back.

She hated
goodbyes. Well, the worst goodbye was over. Now all she had to do
was get through the one with Rob.

***

Jack Kinkaid
strode through the noisy, cluttered bullpen of the Vice and Drugs
Section and into Detective-Sergeant Ian Baker's office. If he could
convince his boss that this trip to Toronto was a waste of time,
he’d go home and unpack. Maybe varnish the driftwood sculpture he'd
been working on forever. Or plan how to nail Greg Moller, which was
more to the point.

Ian looked up
from the pile of paper on his desk. "Where have you been? I
expected you in here by nine."

Ian's paunch
was bursting the buttons off his shirt; one hung by a thread. His
sandy hair seemed to have receded a whole inch in the last month.
Job pressure and too much beer, Jack thought.

"I've got
plenty of time. I’m booked on the midnight flight." He pulled a
wooden chair away from the wall, swung it around and sat with his
arms resting on the back, his long legs stretched under Ian's desk.
"Heard the radio call on the Gastown homicide so I went and had a
look. Big mistake."

"Yeah, that was
ugly." Ian slumped and wearily rubbed his forehead. "Second
drug-related death this month."

The first one
had been young, too. Were they ever going to make any headway in
this war? As soon as one dealer was behind bars, another turned up
to take his place.

The murdered
girl had had a knife protruding from her chest and blood splattered
from her heavily made-up face to her leather mini skirt. The
detective on site pointed to the needle tracks on her arms.
"Probably her pimp. Punishing her for taking drugs instead of cash
and went too far." Her ID said she was fifteen.

"So why am I
wasting time tailing this Davis woman to Toronto? She could be
going on vacation instead of delivering drugs for Moller."

"You know we
have to follow every lead." Ian pushed a photograph across the
desk. "This is her. Penny Joanne Davis. Jakubowski got a shot of
her coming out of Moller's restaurant."

The woman had
intelligent blue eyes, an open expression and wore her blonde hair
in feathery bangs and a pony tail. "Girl-next-door type except for
that stubborn chin." He wondered if she was tall. He had a thing
for tall women.

"Girl next
door? Yeah, right! Terry Wellburn is still convinced her old man
was the mover on that bank heist eleven years ago."

Jack nodded. "I
know, I talked to Terry last night. He was celebrating the Adam
Lister bust. Bought me a beer at The Swan."

"The credit
union robbery on the east side?"

"Yeah. Talk
about luck! Patrol car stopped to check the doors and caught Lister
with a briefcase full of cash.”

"You should be
so lucky with this Davis broad.”

"I'd feel
luckier in Vancouver, chasing Moller."

"Don't push it,
Kinkaid!"

"Okay, okay.
You're the boss." He should have known better than to argue. "Who's
tailing her now?"

"Parker. You
can take over from him at..." The telephone rang. "Barbara! What
can I do you for?"

Jack mouthed,
"I'm not here!"

"He was around
awhile ago. You want to leave a message? Okay, I'll tell him." Ian
put the phone down. "What's up with you two?"

"Nothing's up.
We're history."

Ian looked
disappointed. "She dump you?"

He'd planned to
have this discussion later, over a beer. "No. She wants me
back."

"So you dumped
her. Running away again?"

He wasn’t keen
on admitting he’d been a sucker, but what were friends for? "She
told me she was pregnant, so I said let's get married."

"Always figured
you for a family man." Ian grumbled about the hassle of a wife and
five kids but he was always buying candy and presents for them. Ian
could afford the luxury of a family; he had a safe slot in
administration. "Or were you just doing the right thing by a
lady?"

"She's not a
lady. And she's not pregnant." He fingered his mustache. "Found out
after I bought the diamond."

"Too bad, I
liked Barbara. Didn't think she'd pull that on you." Ian shoved his
chair back and propped his feet on the bottom drawer of his desk.
"I’ve introduced you to lots of nice girls. Sara and Kelly. Oh,
yeah, and JoAnne. Then Barbara."

"I appreciate
it. You've got good taste when it comes to women."

"But you ducked
out on all of them."

"Yeah." Jack
aligned the papers on the desk into neat rows. "Too bad they all
wanted to get married."

"About time you
quit hiding behind that 'line of fire' garbage, isn't it? After we
bust Moller, we'll take a few cases of beer out on my boat and
drown that theory of yours about street cops staying single." Ian
glanced at his watch. "Now, get your butt off that chair or you'll
miss your plane."

***

Penny unlocked
her apartment door and Rob scuttled into the room ahead of her, his
face still as white as when she’d met him at his front door.

At first she
hadn't believed his story about Greg killing a man, afraid that
he'd started telling lies as a new way of misbehaving. Then he took
her into the house to look at the stain on the carpet. Ketchup,
she'd thought, it has to be ketchup. Until she knelt and touched
the stain with one finger and raised it to her nose.

The
unmistakable smell of blood had made her mouth go dry and turned
her knees to wet putty. She'd wobbled to her feet, one thought in
mind. Get out of here! She’d driven as fast as she dared, Rob
silent beside her.

The familiarity
of her apartment made her feel a little more in control. She put
her arm around Rob's shoulders, unusually muscular for such a
skinny kid. "Don’t worry, Rob. We'll figure a way out of this." He
wriggled away and fastened the door chain.

Two things were
clear. Greg had murdered someone. And when he discovered Rob was
missing, he'd come looking for him. She couldn't let her nephew go
home with a murderer.

What if she'd
arrived ten minutes earlier and walked into the middle of the
killing? Right now she might be at the bottom of Burrard Inlet with
something heavy tied around her ankles. Her mouth felt dry
again.

"Where did Greg
go?"

Rob swallowed,
lower lip trembling. "I don't know. I think he and Carl put that
Larry guy in the trunk of his car. Can we go some place he won’t
find me?”

What could she
do with him? He had to be with people he could rely on. She didn't
qualify. No job, no money, no time. Plus she didn’t have a clue how
to handle him. She yanked the elastic off her pony tail and tried
to think.

No sense
phoning the police. When they heard the name Davis, they'd swoop in
like scavenging seagulls and probably arrest her for kidnaping the
boy. She could drop him off at her parents' house on the way to the
airport. No, that was the first place Greg would look.

A horrible
thought struck her.

"Does Greg know
you saw him kill that man?"

"Yeah." Rob was
at her bookcase, pulling books out to the edge and pushing them
back in.

She took a step
toward him, the implications all too clear. Greg would come looking
for Rob, not because he wanted his stepson home where he belonged,
but because Rob had seen him kill.

Penny took two
more steps, put her arms around Rob and held him tight. Rob could
testify against his stepfather. Could put him in prison for
life.

Greg was smooth
as oiled glass. He'd find it easy to con the cops into believing
that Rob had had a nightmare.

For a moment
she wanted to curl up in a ball and pretend none of this was real.
But she had to protect Rob. Angela would never forgive her if
anything happened to him.

She had to get
him away, out of Vancouver. Her own seat to Toronto was booked;
shouldn't be any problem getting one for Rob, too. So what was one
more charge on her Visa bill? He was her sister's child.

She held him at
arm’s length. “I'm catching the midnight flight to Toronto. You're
coming with me."

"All
right!"

It was a relief
to see the color coming back into his face. Now that she had a
plan, she felt better, too. But what would happen when Greg found
out she'd taken Rob?

"Are we going
to see my Mom?"

"Yes."

"Far out!"

Once he was off
her hands, she’d get back to the original point of her trip. She
could use Angela’s theater contacts in Toronto in her search for
work.

"Do you know
how to find her?" Rob asked.

"Her friends
will know where she is." Greg had said she was visiting the Wades,
people Penny had met before.

Penny hurried
into the bedroom. "Come and talk to me, Rob. Do you have any
money?" They'd need every cent.

"I took Mom's
rainy-day money that she hid in my room. I was going to take a taxi
here."

She blinked,
surprised by the unexpected warmth of knowing he'd planned to come
to her for help.

Penny snapped
the locks on her big suitcase. What was Angela really doing in
Toronto, anyway? Visiting and shopping trips had never been her
style. More like her to go to Vegas with fifty dollars in her bag
and hope to finance the stay with her winnings. Four years of
marriage to Greg couldn't have changed her that much.

"Rob, what did
your Mom say when she phoned? Did she say when she was coming
home?"

Rob's glance
fell and his lips quivered. "She never talked to me. She never even
said goodbye when she left."

Hadn't said
goodbye? Unbelievable. Angela had been a doting mother from the
minute she knew she was pregnant. She’d seemed restless and unhappy
lately but there was no doubt she adored Rob.

"She must have
had a good reason not to tell you what she was up to, Rob. We'll
find out when we get to Toronto."

"I'll lock all
the windows, Aunt Penny."

"Good. Then you
can phone for a taxi while I finish packing my other suitcase."

At the last
moment she remembered her sister's package. The last time she saw
Greg, he'd asked her to pick up a necklace Angela had taken in for
repairs. Half the size of a small box of chocolates and wrapped in
red and silver gift paper, it fit into the suitcase easily enough.
She hoped it was worth a bundle; Angela would need money. Or would
she go back to Greg in spite of what had happened?

In the taxi,
Rob asked, "Did you tell anybody you were going to Toronto?"

"No. Yes, I
did. I told Greg that I might go but I didn't say when."

"So when he
finds out you're not home, he'll know where we are."

He’d figured
that out a lot faster than she would – proof that he watched more
cop shows than was good for him. Right now that was a bonus.

"He won't know
for sure. And by the time he finds out, we’ll have left Toronto."
Rob might feel better if she mentioned calling the police. "The
first thing I'll do when we land is phone the Vancouver police.
They'll stop him from following us."

The sun might
come up in the west tomorrow, too. The cops wouldn't care what a
nine-year-old said, especially when he was Reg Davis's grandson.
They'd never believed anything her father said. She hoped Angela's
rainy-day stash was big enough to hide them for a few weeks.

They crossed
the Oak Street bridge, Rob clinging to her hand. "Aunt Penny,
didn't you tell Gramps and Gramma?"

"Yes, of
course."

"They’ll tell
Greg where we went."

He was right.
"We’ll just have to leave Toronto right away, then.”

When the taxi
arrived at Vancouver International Airport, it was after ten and
fully dark. The heat of the July day had dissipated in the salt
tang of a sea breeze. Penny glanced at the cars pulling up behind
the taxi and her knees went weak again. Suppose Greg had followed
them to the apartment? What if he were close behind them now?

Rob was looking
at the cars, too. He tugged the smaller suitcase away from her.
"Hurry up, Aunt Penny."

The lineup at
the check-in counter was short and in a few moments she put the
luggage on the scale and showed her ticket to the slim man behind
the counter.

"I'd like to
buy another ticket," she said, indicating Rob. "For my nephew.
Could we have seats together?"

"Sorry, you'll
have to arrange that at the sales desk.” He glanced at the clock
behind him. "You'd better hurry."

"Story of my
life, all this red tape." Penny hefted her suitcases. Dodging
through milling crowds and piles of luggage, she found the sales
desk and repeated her request.

The sales agent
had blood-red finger nails and a bored expression. She bent to her
computer for a moment. "Sorry, there are no seats available on that
flight."

"No seats on a
midnight flight?"

"That's what I
said."

Penny groaned.
"Now what?" She swung away from the counter, banging a suitcase
into the knees of a man behind her. He staggered. She dropped the
case and reached out to steady him.

"I'm so sorry!
Are you all right?"

"I'll live." He
adjusted the two cameras that hung like a bulky necklace on his
rumpled gray suit.

Probably a
tourist. He had a deep voice, the kind she loved to listen to when
it belonged to a well-trained actor. She took a closer look. He was
well over six feet, with deep-set gray eyes, dark brown hair and
full mustache. A faded scar creasing his left temple and the bump
on the bridge of his nose made him look like a boxer. Or the
captain of a tramp ship. She imagined him with a white peaked cap
set at a rakish angle, sailing to exotic ports.

He smiled then,
his reserved expression transformed into – what, the lead actor?
No, not the lead. More like the boy-next-door who'd fallen out of a
tree while trying to rescue a kitten. Charming and vulnerable and
altogether too much like a kid who needed his mother. She already
had one of those; she didn't want another. And he'd probably never
been on a ship in his life.

She repeated
her apology and added, "I must learn to watch where I'm going."

"It's okay," he
said. "Forget it."

Penny led Rob
several feet away, out of the jostling flow of traffic.

"What are we
gonna do?" Rob asked.

She didn't
know, but she couldn't tell him she was floundering. "I can't let
you go to Toronto by yourself."

He was sucking
his thumb again.

"I don't care
where we go," Rob said. "Just so we don't have to stay here."

Penny rested
one hand on his shoulder for a moment, feeling the fragility of his
young bones. The trusting way he looked at her made her even more
nervous. What if she failed him?

Penny herded
Rob and the suitcases back to the sales desk. The man with the gray
eyes had moved a little distance away, his face buried in a
newspaper. "Where else can we go?" she asked, trying to control the
urgency in her voice. "We're packed and we're here and we want to
get on a plane. Together. Tonight. It doesn't have to be
Toronto."

The woman
clicked away at her keyboard. After a moment, she said, "How about
Hawaii? Three o'clock? I can get you two seats on that flight."

It was the
wrong direction. They'd be twice as far from Angela. But they
couldn't stay here.

"Fine. That'll
do just fine." She handed over her Toronto ticket and her Visa
card.

The woman
completed the tickets. "Flight 457. You can check your luggage
through in about half an hour. Have a good vacation."

Yeah, sure. She
was supposed to be heading east to find a job and a sister who
could be, given her past, in some kind of trouble. Instead she was
going west to Hawaii. Running from a murderer and accompanied by a
frightened child, who might, if she said or did the wrong thing,
poke holes in the fuselage. Sounded like a great vacation.

She sat on the
edge of a lounge in the passenger area. Rob kept looking over his
shoulder. She found herself doing the same. But Greg couldn't have
followed them. He'd have confronted her by now, demanded the boy be
returned to his custody.

"You want
something to read, Rob?" He needed some distraction; his thin body
looked taut and he'd ripped the hole in the knee of his jeans to
twice its original size.

“A comic book?
And a pop?"

After that it
was time to check the luggage in. Back in the lounge, Penny finally
put down her magazine. She needed to know everything that had
happened at Greg’s house tonight so she’d have a better idea what
she was up against.

"Rob, let's
find a corner where we can talk without anyone hearing us." She
searched the concourse until she found a deserted alcove. "Tell me
exactly what happened.”

He told her in
meticulous detail and her imagination provided vivid pictures to go
with his words.

Greg had not
only killed a man, he was dealing drugs. She had often wondered how
he could live so well on the income from Gregoire's. The restaurant
was popular but it only minted meals, not gold.

Had Angela
found out? Was that why she kept a rainy-day stash in Rob's room?
That would explain the Toronto trip; she was planning to leave
Greg. She'd be looking for a place to stay and work. Then she'd
come back for Rob.

He was shifting
from one foot to the other. "Can we go back to the passenger
lounge? It's closer to where we have to get on the plane." He
darted away without waiting for an answer and Penny had to jog to
keep up with him.

When their
flight was announced, Rob was on his feet and running before the
message had ended. They were first in line for the security
check.

The x-ray
beeped loudly at Penny's bag and her face grew warm. A female
security guard took her to one side and made her dump out the bag's
contents.

"You always
pack this much stuff around?"

The woman’s
breath smelled of liquor. "I keep meaning to clean it out, but I
never do."

"This is what
did it." The guard held up Penny's Swiss army pocket knife. "Put
the bag through again. What do you carry the knife for?"

"To peel
apples," Penny said over her shoulder. She’d never get the knife
back. Not that it mattered. Turning her head, she found herself
staring at a brown mustache barely a foot away and looked up into
the gray eyes of the man in the crumpled navy suit.

He backed up a
step and grinned. "Hey, don't hit me!" Penny flushed again. If this
was boy-next-door humor, she could do without it.

"I won't. I'm
sorry." Biting her lip, she put the bag on the conveyor. When it
came through, she picked it up and turned, almost stepping on the
guard’s foot.

The guard held
her closed hand just inside Penny’s bag and Penny felt the impact
of something falling inside it.

"I shouldn’t do
this," the guard said, “but I like apples myself. Enjoy!”

When they were
in their seats, clear of the crush of people clogging the aisle,
Penny squeezed Rob's hand. "Feel better now?"

"Uh-huh." His
face was still drawn and his eyes were bleak. She wished he were
young enough to cuddle, young enough that cuddling would make him
feel secure.

As the plane
lifted off the runway she felt an incongruous fizz of excitement.
Well, why not? She'd always wanted to travel and just because they
were on the run didn't mean they couldn't enjoy Hawaii for a day or
two. Greg had no idea where they were and it would take him a while
to find out. Maybe he never would.

The plane
thundered into the dark sky and banked to the left. For a few
moments, Vancouver's great sprawl of twinkling lights was spread
out below. How long would it be before she saw it again?

The movie was a
love story but it might keep Rob's mind off Greg. Hers, too.

When the film
ended with the hero and heroine finally in each other's arms, she
sighed. Fun to watch but real life wasn’t like that. Having the
perfect relationship meant finding exactly the right guy. She’d
hadn’t come anywhere close yet.

Rob was asleep.
She eased his headphones off, glad that he was getting a temporary
rest from his fears.

Her thoughts
kept returning to Greg. His impeccable dress and smooth manner had
never rung true. But she'd assumed his urbane mask covered an
astute and perhaps ruthless businessman, not a drug-dealing
murderer. Why hadn't she let her uneasiness about him prod her into
a closer examination? But making assumptions about people usually
worked. It saved time, simplified the complex art of living.

The interior of
the plane was dim and quiet now. Most of the passengers were trying
to sleep. Penny couldn't. She had to tell her baby sister that
she'd married a murderer.

~~~~~

 


 Chapter Two

 


The 747 banked
to the right, the windows framing a vignette of Diamond Head, lush
and tropical in the dawn light. Most of the passengers were craning
for a glimpse of the island paradise. Jack Kinkaid copied them; he
was supposed to be a tourist so he'd better act like one.

As the jet made
its final approach, he watched the woman and the boy, two rows
ahead and across the aisle. The kid's nose was pressed against the
window and she must have unbuckled her seat belt because she was
almost on top of him. She was putting on a pretty good tourist act
herself.

If she hadn't
nearly crippled him with her suitcase, he'd have stuck to his plan
of being anonymous, part of the usual Hawaiian scenery. But she'd
stared at his face with such interest that he knew he had to change
his strategy.

He'd pretend
she turned him on, so he wouldn't spook her by showing up
everywhere she went. Plus his 'cute but helpless' act, which always
seemed to work well with women. If Ms. Davis had normal mothering
instincts, she'd soon tuck him under her wing. The scheme wasn’t
perfect, but there was no time to come up with anything better.

He'd tried to
approach her an hour ago but she'd frozen him out. Funny how she'd
clammed up and retreated when he smiled at her in the airport.
Probably brushing him off so he wouldn't be in the way when she
made the pickup.

Her abrupt
change of destination bothered him. No way she could have spotted
him as a cop. Maybe she'd been laying a false trail by booking for
Toronto, or got new instructions at the last minute.

Forget it for
now. He needed a shave and a shower and he had to phone Ian. It
would help if Ian had found a lead on Ms. Davis's Hawaiian contact.
Meanwhile, all he could do was sit on her tail. Had she brought the
boy with her as cover? It was an old ploy but still worked
sometimes. She certainly looked like an ordinary tourist. Well, not
that ordinary. She moved into the aisle, blonde hair cascading
around her shoulders. She was tall, probably five eight or nine.
Too bad she was a drug courier; the idea of being tucked under her
wing was appealing.

He'd have to
play it carefully; he didn't want to scare off her contact and
delay the pickup. The sooner they got hard evidence of a link to
Moller, the sooner they could get him – and her – out of
circulation.

Jack went
through Customs ahead of Davis and the boy and drifted off to one
side. It was possible her contact might meet them.

Pathetic
wailing distracted him. A tiny girl with pale blonde curls howled
as though her world had come to an end. Jack knelt beside her.

"What's the
trouble, sweetheart? Can't you find your Mommy?"

She howled
louder.

"Come on,
lovey, tell Uncle Jack what's wrong."

He was reaching
to pick her up when something sharp struck him in the ribs, nearly
toppling him. A young woman with fierce red hair stood over him,
fury in her eyes.

"You pervert!
Get away from my daughter!"

"Hey!" Jack got
to his feet, wincing at the pain in his side. "She was crying and
she was all alone. I was just trying to help."

"I'll bet!" The
woman stalked away, the little girl blinking tearfully at him over
her mother's shoulder.

Too bad she’d
misread his intentions. Oh, well, just because his ID proved he was
a cop didn't mean his halo was visible. Jack rubbed his side. He’d
probably have a doozy of a bruise.

He checked the
Customs line-up. Davis and the boy were walking toward the exit. He
fell in a few yards behind and followed them toward the buses.

The air was as
balmy and the sky as blue as they had been four years ago, when
he’d come here on a package tour with Sara. He'd enjoyed the whole
show; palm trees, beaches, and everybody saying "aloha" until Sara
ruined it with her marriage ultimatum. He'd liked her a lot, but
cops made lousy husbands. Families deserved men who were going to
be around to look after them and that was something he couldn't
guarantee. Not that he didn’t want a family, but there was no way
he’d ever change jobs. Too many bad guys roamed the streets; too
many innocent citizens got killed.

He followed
Davis and the boy onto the airport bus. When they got off in
Waikiki at the Pacific Princess Hotel, he strolled behind them up
the wide steps into the lobby.

The hotel was
old, the lobby small and crowded with racks of postcards,
sunglasses, peaked caps, muu-muus and cheap shell jewelry. The
carpet was worn and the lobby was open to the street, as if the
builder had forgotten to put in the last wall.

He stood behind
the newspaper rack while Ms. Davis registered and headed for the
elevators, the boy close beside her.

The desk clerk
was reluctant, but his ID and a little pressure got him a room two
doors away from Ms. Davis. He dumped his camera bag and overnighter
on the bed. Leaving the door partly open so he could hear if Davis
opened hers, he phoned Baker in Vancouver.

"Kinkaid! So
how's Honolulu?"

"Fantastic,
Ian. I'm surrounded by sexy hula dancers and drinking
mai-tais."

"Sure you are.
Find out anything about this boy she has with her?"

"Give me a
chance!"

"Yeah, all
right. Might be Moller's kid. I'll check it out. I phoned the local
drug squad about the situation so you've got an ‘in’ there."

“By the way,"
Jack said, "Davis got a real good look at me, so I'm going to make
like I've fallen for her. Gives me an excuse to be on the
spot."

"Okay. But
don't get so interested in watching her butt that you don't watch
your own, Kinkaid."

"You're joking.
The way I feel now I'd sooner cuddle up to a salmon than a
woman."

Which was the
truth, straight up, Jack thought, after he'd given Ian the hotel
phone number and said goodbye. Salmon were more predictable and
he'd never yet heard one tell a lie.

He walked down
the hall and listened at her door. The shower was running. Good,
that gave him a chance to clean up, too. He'd probably never know
when or how she contacted the supplier but, with a little luck, he
intended to be around when she took delivery.

Dressed in
chinos, T-shirt and a loose cotton jacket over his shoulder
holster, Jack checked the binoculars and 35mm camera in his camera
bag. A miniature camera nestled in his pocket. He soft-footed down
the hall again. Her shower was still running.

He called the
Honolulu police and was put through to Lieutenant Koyama, head of
the drug squad.

"I've spoken
with your Sergeant Baker," Koyama said. "I'll give you what help I
can, but I'm short-staffed."

"So are we. I'm
on my own tailing this woman so I don't know when I can meet with
you."

"When you have
her in sight and it looks like she'll stay put for a while, call me
and I'll join you," Koyama said. "The local scene is heating up,
particularly in the schools, and we may be able to help each
other."

At
eight-thirty, he heard a door open and went to his own, which was
slightly ajar. The Davis woman and the boy came out and walked away
from him toward the elevator. He waited until the doors closed,
then ran down the stairs.

By eleven, he'd
shadowed them through breakfast and half a dozen stores. She bought
clothes for the boy, a swim suit for herself, sunglasses, macadamia
nuts and a couple of beach towels. All very innocent and touristy.
The red bikini was the most interesting part. If he got a chance to
see her in it, that would be more than okay with him.

He caught up
with them in the lobby of the Pacific Princess. "Well," he said,
putting on his most ingenuous smile, "hello again! Having a good
time?"

She didn't look
pleased to see him, but she stopped. "Yes, we are. How about
you?"

"Great so far.
Look, my name is Jack Kinkaid. If you've been here before, maybe
you could give me some pointers about where to go and what to
see."

She hesitated,
then said firmly, "Just follow your nose, Mr. Kinkaid. From what
I've read, everything in Hawaii is worth seeing."

"That's what I
hear. But I've only got a week and I might miss something good if I
don't plan. I'd be glad to take you both to lunch in exchange for
your help. I was just heading for the hotel dining room."

"Sorry. We have
a couple more things to do before we eat. Thanks, anyway."

"That's too
bad. Perhaps some other time." Being helpless wasn't working worth
a darn. Maybe he wasn't cute enough for her. Or she was too intent
on business to think about anything else. She and the boy took the
elevator and Jack positioned himself behind the jewelery rack and
waited.

Ten minutes
later the boy emerged from the elevator by himself and went across
the street to the Jolly Roger Restaurant.

Ms. Davis might
not like it, but she was going to have company at lunch. He was
hungry and it was the only way he could get some food without
losing sight of her. He strolled into the Jolly Roger and sat
across from the kid.

"Okay if I join
you? I hate eating by myself."

The boy
surveyed him soberly for a moment and seemed to like what he saw.
"Aunt Penny told me to come and get a table while she fixed her
hair."

So the boy was
Moller's kid. Anger made his smile feel as if it was pasted on. The
worst of the drug business was the way it preyed on kids. Ms. Davis
didn't seem like scum, or sound like it, but Ian wasn't usually
wrong.

The boy stared
at him. "How'd you get that scar on your forehead?"

He fingered the
crease, an ever-present reminder of a shoot-out in a cocaine bust
three years ago. "An accident. I tripped and hit my head on the
corner of a desk."

Penny Davis
arrived and Jack stood up, amused by her exasperated glance. If she
thought she could avoid him by refusing lunch invitations, she
could think again. "I apologize for intruding but I do hate eating
by myself. It’s lonesome with nobody to talk to. May I stay?"

"I guess so.
Okay, Rob?"

"Yeah, he's
okay."

What was that
exchange all about? Did the boy monitor her social life?

"Thank you,
Penny. May I call you that?"

She studied the
menu in cool silence. Jack sighed. Playing Romeo would be difficult
if she refused to give him even a smidgen of response. Finally she
thawed enough to admit that it was her first time in Hawaii.

"I won my
trip," Jack said, "or I'd be at work."

"What kind of
work do you do?"

"I'm the
accountant for a furniture wholesaler." That might get her talking;
she’d done bookkeeping for Westport Players. To his surprise, she
looked bored. Odd that she'd worked for them for six years if she
hadn't liked her job.

The boy was
banging his foot against the table leg in an irritating four-four
rhythm. Penny looked at him a couple of times but said nothing.
Jack decided to risk it.

"Rob, you keep
time very well, but I wish you'd stop. The noise is bothering me."
He thought Penny's intake of breath signaled that he was about to
be castigated for interfering, but Rob forestalled her.

"Sorry," he
said. He stopped kicking but didn't respond to Jack's smile.
Penny's face relaxed.

Time to change
the subject. "I picked up a brochure for the USS Arizona Memorial.
I might go there this afternoon and then opt for an early dinner
and bed. I'm pretty beat; it’s no fun trying to sleep on a
plane.”

That got a
sympathetic smile from her. "I didn't get much sleep, either. Would
you like to see the Memorial, Rob? Do you like ships?"

The boy nodded
but said nothing. He had dark circles around his eyes and a wary
look unusual for someone so young. He'd also ripped his napkin to
shreds. Was it lack of sleep? Or something else? If he had a son
like this, Jack thought, they'd have a good talk and get it sorted
out.

By the time
lunch was over Jack knew it would be easy to forget why Penny Davis
had come to Oahu. She had a warm contralto voice, intelligence and
good looks. She wore no makeup, nor did she need it. Her hair was
thick and shiny and smelled like shampoo, not hair spray. She had a
lot going for her. Pretending she turned him on wasn't going to
require any acting talent at all. Watch it, Kinkaid. This is no
time to get romantic.

Why the drug
business? Was she hooked herself? He hadn't seen any signs of
it.

Probably in it
for the money. One of the detectives had seen Moller talking to her
and decided to check her out. It hadn't taken long to find out who
she was, that she'd lost her job six weeks ago and was broke. The
clincher had been her picking up half a kilo of smack from a narc
fronting as an employee in a small jewelry store.

The narc hadn't
busted her because they didn't want to spook Moller or anybody
connected with him. It was a long, slow process getting enough
evidence for an airtight case and pointless to rush in too soon
with too little and have some nitpicking lawyer get him off.

In the hotel
lobby, he pointed out the Luana Tours booth. "You can book with
them for the Arizona Memorial. It would be great if you and Rob
joined me."

"I'll think
about it."

He admired her
coolness and independence but she was making the job more difficult
than he'd hoped. No good pushing her, though.

He waited
outside until they got in the elevator. He'd book for the USS
Arizona tour in case she decided to do the same. The Memorial was
close enough to the city center that Lieutenant Koyama could get
there quickly. If she didn't book for the Memorial, he'd adjust his
plans accordingly.

Using a public
phone in the lobby, he called Baker.

Ian grunted at
his lack of news and said, "We've got a murder now. Larry Wing's
body was found in a ditch in West Van early this morning. He'd been
shot. Looks like a gangland execution; going to be hard to prove
anything."

"I like it. One
less dealer we have to worry about. You link him to Moller
yet?"

"Could my life
ever be that easy?"

"Maybe I should
come back. Pinning a murder on Moller would break up his
organization faster than me chasing this woman all over Oahu. We
know he's orchestrating the big push on selling drugs to kids."

"Stick with it,
Jack. If we can nail her, we'll have enough proof to put the heat
on Moller. Oh, and Terry Wellburn phoned. Big news on his latest
arrest."

"You mean Adam
Lister and the credit union job? What's that got to do with
us?"

"Lister is plea
bargaining. He confessed to that eleven-year-old bank heist we were
talking about last night. And he named the other two men involved
in exchange for a lesser charge on both robberies.”

"Terry always
did have the luck of the devil. Who are the other two guys?"

"Chris Mitchell
and Reg Davis."

So Ian had been
right about Penny Davis. Like father, like daughter. But if Reg
Davis had walked off with a million bucks, why was his daughter
broke?

~~~~~

 


 Chapter Three

 


"You want me to
do what?" Fredericks banged his mug down on Greg's kitchen counter,
splashing coffee everywhere.

"Something the
matter with your hearing? I said, go to Hawaii and get rid of the
kid and his interfering aunt."

Fredericks
mopped up coffee and tossed the dishrag in the sink. "Sorry, you're
looking at the wrong guy."

"What's the
problem?" Greg winced as the acid in the coffee hit his ulcer. He
could tell already it was going to be a bad day.

"No problem. I
just don't do killings."

"I don't do
killings," Greg mimicked, his temper rising. "Why not? You do
everything else."

"I don't,
that's all. Never have and never will."

"Listen, Carl,
it means fifty grand in your pocket. You're the only guy around
here I can trust."

Fredericks gave
him a long look, his eyes such a pale blue they seemed almost
colorless. "You can hire a good hit man for a lot less. Anyway, why
do it?"

"I told you,
the brat saw me shoot Larry. He didn't buy the story I gave him,
otherwise he wouldn't have run."

"So who's going
to believe him? Kids make up stories all the time; they watch too
much TV."

"Penny would
believe him and she's got a mouth to match her big nose. If I don't
shut her up, I'll be in trouble."

He'd set up a
scheme to get even with her, but that had to be canceled now.
Fredericks could break into her place and get the package back. No
point wasting good junk if she was going to die before the cops
caught her with it.

"You could be
in more trouble if you do. The cops are already buzzing around.
Your wife disappears and your kid and your sister-in-law get
killed; the first guy the cops look at will be you."

"Not if it
happens out of the country when I'm here, and not if it looks like
an accident, which it has to. And my wife went on vacation."

"What if they
start looking for her?"

"Not my
problem, is it? She said she was going to Toronto. So maybe she was
lying, maybe she took off with her lover. I'm just going to stand
around crying my eyes out, like this morning when I reported Rob as
missing." Greg poured himself more coffee. "Carl, most guys would
jump at fifty grand."

Who had
Angela's lover been? The private detective he'd hired hadn't caught
her with anybody. That sister of hers had been part of it somehow –
probably let them use her apartment.

"I'm not most
guys," Fredericks said.

Greg stirred
sugar into his mug. Carl was efficient, but when he made up his
mind about something you couldn't budge him. Turning down fifty
grand was crazy, though. The man had to be hiding something.

"All right,
I'll have to find somebody else."

"Call Sam
Denton," Fredericks said. "He'll have contacts. You don't want a
local mixed up in this, anyway."

Fredericks was
right. Greg knew for a fact Denton had ordered killings to prevent
leaks that might lead back to him. And it was in Denton's interest
to keep the Vancouver franchise running smoothly.

"All right,"
Greg said, "I'll talk to him. But I still want you in on it."

"What for?"

"To supervise;
make sure it's done right. You can identify Penny and Rob for
whoever takes the job."

"I don't like
it. It's not my line."

"It didn't
bother you helping me get rid of Angela."

"That was
different," Fredericks said, with a shrug. "She was already dead.
Anyway, your source at the airline told you Penny and the kid were
using their own names; wouldn't be any trouble for a hit man to
track them down."

"Sure, but my
way would be quicker. I want them taken out fast, before they
talk."

"How much?"

"You're not
getting fifty grand just to watch. I'll talk to Denton first, then
we'll make a deal."

"If the thing
falls apart, I could be fingered. I want enough to cover the
risk."

“Yeah, yeah. We
get the right guy and nothing will go wrong; don't worry about
it."

Fredericks
rinsed his mug under the hot tap and left it in the sink. "You want
me, I'll be home in about an hour."

When Fredericks
had gone, Greg got the Caddy out of the garage and drove to the
Park Royal mall. The cops were bound to have a wiretap on his line
by now. He shut himself in a phone booth.

The phone was
picked up on the second ring.

"It's Moller. I
need some help."

"Meet me here
in three hours."

Greg took
Taylor Way to Lions Gate bridge and went straight through downtown
Vancouver, cursing the traffic until he was across the Oak Street
bridge and onto the freeway. He drove fast and US Customs kept him
less than three minutes at the border crossing.

***

With ten
minutes to spare, Greg parked across the street from the high rise
Seattle office where Denton ran his extensive West Coast drug
business behind a respectable facade of investment advice. In the
elevator, he tried to estimate how much Denton made. Must be
millions.

The elevator
doors whispered open on the twenty-second floor. When the time
came, he'd pluck Denton like a ripe plum and crush him. But not
yet. He had to build up his reputation, his organization, get a few
key men in place.

Denton, sleek
and graying, fingers weighted with diamonds, waved him to a maroon
calfskin settee. "What's the problem? I know the heat's on, but
it'll ease off if they don't find anything. And they'd better not.
I've told you before you can be replaced."

"We've got a
deal," Greg said. Trust Denton to remind him every chance he got
who was boss.

"The deal is
only as good as your performance. Now, what's so urgent?"

"One of the
street dealers tried to knife Fredericks last night. I had to take
him out."

"So?"

"Other than my
wife's kid, there's no problem. We dumped the body and there's
nothing to connect him to me." "What about the kid?"

"He saw the
shooting."

Denton made a
sound of disgust and swiveled his black leather chair to look out
the window at Elliot Bay. "I told you not to do business in your
home."

"All right, I
get the point." He was sweating, his fresh white shirt sticking to
his body.

Denton turned
back to face him. "I don't think you do. The point is that your
stupidity has put the entire operation at risk. If the cops arrest
you, order yourself a casket, Moller. I can't afford any
leaks."

"I’m telling
you, I'm clean." His ulcer chewed at him like a hungry rat. "Okay,
the kid's disappeared. I told him the three of us were just
clowning around, but he didn't buy it. This morning when I went to
get him up, he was gone."

"Where would he
go? What would he do? How old is this kid, anyway?"

"Nine, and too
smart for his own good. Anyway, I found out he went to my wife's
sister and the odds are he told her the whole story. They left the
city last night."

"You know
where?"

"Yeah, Hawaii.
Don't ask me why. She told me a couple days ago she was flying to
Toronto."

"Who does she
know in Hawaii?"

"As far as I
know, nobody."

"Strikes me you
don't know much. Well, if she takes her story to the cops there,
ten to one they'll ignore her. The thing is, did she tell anybody
in Vancouver?"

"The kid left
my house after ten and they took a three a.m. plane so she didn't
have much time. The cops haven't been around so if she talked, it
wasn't to them."

"It's obvious
she's running scared. You'll have to get rid of her or buy her
off."

"Nobody could
buy that mouthy broad. I'm sending Fredericks after her. But it's
got to look like an accident; the cops are breathing down my neck
as it is."

"You'll have to
do the kid, too."

"That's okay by
me."

Denton clicked
his tongue against his teeth. "Can Fredericks handle the job?"

"He won't pull
the trigger. I don't want to force him; he's the best man I have. I
figured you'd have contacts that could give me a name.”

"It's in my
interest to bail you out this time, Moller. But I'm warning you,
one more screw-up like this and you're dead. As in buried. Is that
clear?"

Greg nodded,
swallowing bile.

Denton leaned
forward. "All right. There's a man does business for me in Honolulu
right now; he's the best there is. Phone me when Fredericks has
booked a hotel down there and I'll arrange for my man to contact
him."

***

Carl Fredericks
looked around his barren apartment. Nothing here he couldn't move
out in less than an hour. Clothes, a small collection of rare
books, cameras. When he got back from Hawaii he’d take the gold
bars out of the safety deposit box and give them to his stockbroker
for safekeeping. The lawyer already had instructions for disposing
of his restaurant supply business.

He snapped
Candy's leash onto her collar. She scampered to the front door and
waited for him, tail thumping the floor.

Fifty grand. He
could update the Plan by six months at least. He let himself think
about it for maybe ten seconds, then shook his head. No killing;
not for any money.

He locked the
apartment door and took the elevator to the lobby eighteen floors
below. Outside, Candy strained at her leash, pulling him toward
Stanley Park and the gray squirrels she loved to chase.

So Hawaii was
his next stop. He'd have to put Candy in the boarding kennel. She
hated that but it couldn't be helped. He wouldn't be having any fun
either.

~~~~~

 


 Chapter Four

 


Inside a small
neat house on the outskirts of Honolulu, the telephone rang. Vic
Nelson picked up the receiver.

"Yeah?"

"Sam Denton.
I've got a rush job for you. Phone Carl Fredericks at the Shady
Rest Hotel. He's flying in from Vancouver. Should be there in a
couple of hours. He'll give you the details."

"Where's the
target?"

"Honolulu."

Vic scowled. He
hated working in his home territory.

"How much?"

The figure
Denton gave him erased Vic's scowl. Old Denton must want the target
dead in a very serious way.

***

"Aunt Penny,
why are we going to Sea Life Park instead of the Arizona
Memorial?"

"Because that
Kinkaid guy will probably show up at the Arizona Memorial and I
don't want to spend time with him."

Why not?"

How did one
explain adult mating games to someone Rob's age? Kinkaid hadn't
come on to her, though she could tell that he wanted to. The energy
between them was electric. He’d probably make a move next time they
met. She’d have to say no. Anybody who had to be led around Oahu by
the hand needed a mother, not a lover.

Why was she
attracted to him? Accountants were dull and boring; everybody knew
that. Not her idea of a dream lover. Besides, something about him
didn't ring true. The voice and the way he moved didn't jibe with
the ‘gee whiz’ way he talked.

"It's hard to
explain, Rob. If you're disappointed about the Arizona, we can see
it tomorrow."

"Yeah, but I
don't understand about Mr. Kinkaid. I thought he was kinda
neat."

Rob, too?
Irritated, Penny shooed him into the bathroom. While he showered
she got Tim Wade's number from Information. No answer. She worked
out the time difference between Honolulu and Toronto and speculated
that Angela and the Wades might have gone out for dinner and a
show.

She thought
again about phoning the Vancouver police. Even if they listened,
and accepted her statement about blood on Greg's living room rug,
it was too late. Greg would have cleaned or replaced the carpet by
now.

Half an hour
later, their small blue and white tour bus, headed for Sea Life
Park, eased into the traffic on Kuhio Avenue. The driver called,
"Aloha! My name is Kim and 'aloha' means hello and goodbye and good
morning and good afternoon and I love you. Everybody say good
afternoon to me."

There was a
chorus of "Aloha!" and the driver said, "Here in Hawaii we never
get fussed about things." He held up his hand with the thumb and
little finger extended and the three middle fingers folded into his
palm. "We use this sign. It means 'hang loose!' – relax and have a
good time. I hope that's what you'll do today."

Penny tried to
make the sign, but her little finger wanted to curl into her palm
with the other three. "This will take some practice."

"I can do it
double!" Rob waved two 'hang loose' hands at her.

The driver
continued. "Hawaiian time goes right along with hanging loose. When
I make a date to see my friends, I might get there an hour late, or
even an hour early. Nobody minds. It's all part of hanging
loose."

"I always hang
loose," Rob said, "even in school."

He didn't,
though. The smudges under his eyes had been there for a long time
and his shoulders were tense. She repressed an urge to ruffle his
hair. Boys his age usually hated any public show of affection.

The bus driver
continued his spiel and Penny shut his voice out of her mind. The
idea of hanging loose in Hawaii was at odds with everything she had
to think about.

"How long are
we going to stay here, Aunt Penny?"

"Until I run
out of money, I guess."

After a pause,
he said, "Couldn't you get a job?"

"Not legally.
I'd have to go back to Canada and apply for a work permit."

"Oh." Another
pause. "Okay then, couldn't Gramps lend you some money?"

"No. He and
Gramma have barely enough to live on." Which was why she'd never
gone back to drama school after the shooting. Working for Westport
Players had given her just enough money to provide the extras her
parents needed.

"How about Mr.
Wilson?"

"Westport
Players doesn't have any money, either. That's why I lost my job.
Mr. Wilson couldn't afford to pay me. He had to find volunteers to
do the work."

Rob's
expression was grave. "Next time you get a job, you better make
sure the company has lots of money. It would be awful if you
couldn't pay your rent or buy food."

"Rob, where did
you learn all this about jobs and money and being responsible?"
This was a side of him she'd never seen before.

"From Mom. She
explained about working to get money and how if you don't have any,
you could starve."

It sounded like
her baby sister was finally growing up and thinking about the
future instead of living one day at a time. She'd tried to mother
Angela after the tragedy but she hadn't had the patience or skills
to handle a rebellious girl of thirteen. But it wasn’t until Angela
ran away with her newborn son two years later that Penny realized
how badly she’d failed at being a mother.

Some people
said a person’s destiny came from their genes, not their
environment. It was a comforting thought but she didn’t altogether
believe it.

"Would you like
to live in Hawaii?" she asked.

"It would be
okay if Mom was here. And my friend Simon. I like Vancouver but I
wouldn't want to stay there unless Greg was in jail forever and
ever."

It must be
wrenching for Rob to know that the man he'd loved as a father was a
killer. She hoped she could reunite him with his mother soon. After
that – what?

When the driver
pulled in at the gates to Sea Life Park Rob said, "Look at all the
buses! There'll be a ton of people." It was true. The Park was
crowded and noisy.

"Let's go see
the reef tank aquarium first," Rob said, tugging at her arm. She
glanced at her brochure, which told her the aquarium had been
designed to display sea life in the Hawaiian coral reefs.

After the heat
and bright sunlight outside, the observation passage around the big
tank was dark but blessedly cool. Rob pressed his nose against the
glass, watching tiny bright-colored fish dart among the coral
branches. "I wish I had gills," he said. "I could go in the tank
and play with all those guys."

Near the
surface, two small sharks swam back and forth, lithe and graceful
and looking as deadly as their bigger brethren. "You sure you want
to go in there, Rob? Those two would probably have you for
breakfast."

Rob bared his
teeth and growled at the sharks. "Not me. I'm Superman! No, I'm
Superfish."

A large, flat
creature with a thin tail glided up from the bottom, then drifted
down again. "What's that, Rob? It looks like a little gray blanket
with eyes."

"A manta
ray."

"I thought
manta rays were huge."

"Maybe this is
a baby one." He looked up at her. "It would be neat to take it
home. I wish I had an aquarium. A big one that would fill the whole
house."

A budding
naturalist, she thought. Perhaps he wasn't as interested in hockey
and football as Greg had said. She remembered Rob stomping around
the living room in his ice skates. Had he done that because he
wanted his parents to punish him by taking the skates away? So he
wouldn’t have to play hockey? It was possible.

When they were
outside again, she said, "How about the Whaler's Cove show? That's
where the dolphins are."

"Cool!"

The signs led
them down a tree-lined path to a pale turquoise lagoon framed by
the deep blue of the ocean beyond. Rob raced ahead of her. Catching
up, she found him hanging over the railing, eager for the show to
begin.

Penny stood
beside him. "You've got the best view. But don't fall in."

A girl wearing
a flower lei rode a dolphin around the lagoon. Another, in the
rigging of a whaling ship replica, held out fish for three dolphins
swimming in formation. They leapt high out of the water to take the
fish. On their last circuit, they slapped their tails in front of
the bleachers and Rob yelped as the shower of water sprayed
him.

He was drenched
but laughing and she couldn't help joining in. It was wonderful to
hear him laugh when she hadn't seen him even smile during the past
year. She was glad she'd brought him here. Kids shouldn't ever have
to look the way Rob had last night.

Had that been
only last night? It seemed like weeks.

"What’s
next?"

She consulted
the brochure. "There's a whaling museum and sea lions and a bird
sanctuary. And ice cream.”

"Ice cream!
Then the sea lions."

Rob made short
work of his chocolate ripple cone. "Hurry up, Aunt Penny."

She decided not
to risk having her half-eaten cone knocked out of her hand in the
jostling throngs of people. "You go ahead and I'll follow in five
minutes. But stay right by the pen so I can find you."

He darted away
like a drop of quicksilver. The sea lion enclosure wasn't far; she
could hear them barking. Rob would be easy to spot in his Day-Glo
orange shorts.

Jack Kinkaid
had ordered vanilla ice cream at lunch and eaten it as though it
were the best thing he'd ever tasted. Odd how changeable his face
was. When he smiled he looked like the kind of guy who liked to go
camping and build fires and toast marshmallows but when he was
serious, with those scars, he looked like a TV gangster.

Greg Moller
wasn't anything like that. He wore expensive tailored suits and
white shirts and looked as if he belonged on the board of directors
of some big company. She'd never seen him with dirty hands.

They were dirty
now. They had blood on them.

The sea lion
pen was farther than she'd thought. On a small rise, she stopped to
scan the steel mesh fence. Rob should be there somewhere, with his
nose pressed against it.

Then she saw
him – almost hidden behind the man who stood leaning over him, his
hands on the steel mesh as though trapping the boy against the
fence. Rob looked frightened. The man's hand dropped to Rob's
shoulder.

Blood thumping,
she forced her way through the crowd, yelling, "Rob! I'm coming!"
Leaving a trail of protesting tourists, she pushed through the last
knot of sightseers and called to him again.

The man
straightened and looked at her, then faded into the crowd.

She put her arm
around Rob. "Are you all right? Who was that? What did he
want?"

"I don't know.
He was kind of weird. He asked me a bunch of questions."

"Like
what?"

Rob chewed at
his thumb. "I couldn't understand what he was talking about."

"Did he want
you to go with him?"

"I don't think
so."

"Rob, I know
your Mom taught you not to go with strangers."

"Oh, yeah, I
know all that stuff." He turned away and pressed his face against
the fence. "Look at the baby sea lions, Aunt Penny."

A familiar
voice spoke her name and she swung around. Jack Kinkaid, the
inevitable cameras around his neck.

"Anything
wrong?" he asked. "I saw you come racing down the hill and heard
you calling."

She was
surprised at how glad she was to see him. "I don't know. Some man
was talking to Rob and I'm not sure what he was after."

Kinkaid
frowned. "What did he look like?"

"Fairly short,
slim. Quite dark – Japanese, I think. And he had on a pale pink
shirt."

"I'll look for
him. Which way did he go?" She pointed and Kinkaid strode away, his
head swiveling as he looked to right and left. He was back within a
couple of minutes.

"I couldn't see
any guy in a pink shirt," he said, "but there are so many people
here I could easily have missed him. He's probably out of the Park
by now."

Her adrenalin
back to normal, Penny said, "I don't suppose he did any harm but
I'm not letting Rob out of my sight from now on." She looked around
in disgust. "It's incredible that in a place like this, with
thousands of people, a child still isn't safe."

"Why don't I
find a policeman and you can report it? Just in case this guy goes
after some other young boy?"

"I don't want
to do that. I didn't see enough to give a proper description."
Besides, it would be a frosty day in Hades before she asked a
policeman for help. "What are you doing here?"

He smiled,
reverting to the-boy-next-door. "The same as you, I guess.
Following my nose. Well, if you're all right, I'll be on my
way."

She felt oddly
bereft as he walked away. The danger was gone, but she would have
liked company for what was left of their time here. Sea Life Park
had lost its charm and, though she knew it was useless, she kept
looking for a dark man in a pale pink shirt.

Back on the
bus, Rob bounced in his seat like a six year old. Yet earlier he'd
been advising her about finances like an adult. She couldn't get a
handle on either him or Jack Kinkaid.

She wondered if
she'd overreacted at Sea Life Park. Maybe the man in the pink shirt
was just being friendly. Or wanted directions. After all, what
could he have done in a crowd like that? On the other hand, Rob
didn't need any more stress. Neither did she.

Rob was still
now. Drawing pictures on his brand-new orange shorts! Where had he
found the ballpoint? She was sure she'd hidden all the pens in the
hotel room.

Perhaps he was
acting up because he felt safe. Or he was overtired. Or it was
those mysterious genes. Whichever reason applied, she didn't know
how to deal with it. At least she'd be able to hand him over to his
mother soon.

It had to be
coincidence that Jack Kinkaid had shown up at Sea Life Park. If he
did ask her out, would she go? The idea was tempting, but his
inconsistencies made her uneasy. His actions and words about the
man in the pink shirt had been decisive, not something she'd
expected from a man who still needed his mom.

What would have
happened if she'd reported the incident to a policeman? Not a darn
thing, other than he'd probably have told her it was all her fault
for not being with Rob every minute.

"Cops," she
muttered, the word like acid on her tongue. The Vancouver police
had been responsible for ruining her parents' lives and it didn't
look like they’d ever quit.

Penny twisted
in her seat and watched the suburbs of Honolulu glide by. Rob was
asleep now, thank heaven, his head lolling against the edge of the
bus window.

She'd spent a
lot of time with her father the last few weeks when she wasn't
carrying her résumé around to dozens of places in the city. He
looked frail but seemed to be in an optimistic frame of mind. Had
he learned to fake optimism so as not to upset her?

Penny closed
her eyes to stem the tears that often came when she thought of her
father's wrecked life. No matter how hard she tried to be detached,
she couldn't help feeling bitter. The police had no evidence that
her father gave inside information to the thieves but they judged
him guilty just the same. So did the bank that had employed him for
twenty-five years, as well as most of his friends.

Where was the
justice in having a man under suspicion for eleven years and never
bringing him to trial so the issue could be resolved once and for
all? But it was the police who were at fault, not the rest of the
justice system. It was the police who'd shot her father and still
harassed him, who couldn't be bothered to find the real culprits.
It was their fault her father had been exiled by his own
community.

"Oh, stop
thinking about it!" she muttered. She was overtired and what she
needed was to sleep for ten hours. So did Rob, come to that.

At the hotel,
she said, "How about we go up to the room and order in a hamburger
or something? I'm too beat to go exploring Honolulu tonight."

"Yeah, me too.
No french fries, okay?"

"How come? I
thought all kids liked french fries."

He grimaced.
"They're gross. I hate the smell."

***

Vic Nelson put
on the clean jeans his mother had pressed for him, a T-shirt and
jacket. He retrieved his hunting knife from its hiding place, honed
it and slipped it into the scabbard inside his leather boot. That
done, he chucked several changes of clothing into his bag.

"Your taxi will
be here any minute, darling," his mother called.

"Be right
there, Mom." Vic slipped a set of false identification documents
into an inner compartment of the suitcase and locked it. He
probably wouldn't need them, but only idiots took chances.

When he entered
the living room, his mother rose from her chair and hugged him.

"Sure you've
got everything, darling? Why aren't you wearing a suit?"

"I packed one.
Jeans are more comfortable on a plane." Not that she'd know; she'd
never been on one.

"But it'll get
all wrinkled."

"I'll get it
pressed at the hotel."

"That costs
money, Vic, dear."

"Listen, Mom,
with what the company pays me for these troubleshooting jobs, I
could afford to have the suit pressed every five minutes."

"I know, but it
seems such a waste of money. Ever since your father left us, I've
had to be so careful."

The way she
talked, it sounded like his old man had gone six months ago and she
was still getting used to the idea. The low-life had walked out
when Vic was seven and that was eighteen years ago now.

"Not so careful
after I paid the mortgage off."

She brought her
hand up to her mouth the way she always did when she knew he was
teed off. "Oh, darling, I am grateful, but really, you should have
used that money for a house of your own, for when you get
married."

She went
through that spiel about him getting married every now and then but
he knew she'd never give him up to another woman. Not that he
cared; marriage was the last thing on his agenda.

"Why would I
get married when I got you, Mom? Now listen, I'll call every day,
see how you're doing, pick up any messages. Okay?"

"All right,
dear. Where's the company sending you this time? Is there someplace
I can phone you?"

"A couple of
car dealerships in LA and another one down in San Diego. I'll be
moving around a lot."

She sighed. "It
bothers me so much not to know where you are. I'd like to phone and
say hello."

A couple of
swear words slipped out. "Lay off! I'll only be gone a few
days."

She drew
herself up to her full height of five feet one. "Victor, I will not
put up with you taking the Lord’s name in vain. There’s never any
excuse for it.”

"Sorry."

"I should think
so! I taught you better than that.”

A car horn
beeped outside. Relieved, Vic picked up his suitcase and headed for
the front door.

"Wait,
darling." She pulled his head down and kissed him firmly on the
mouth. "The Lord bless you and keep you safe. You let me know when
you'll be home and I'll make you a pecan pie."

Vic put his arm
around her and squeezed gently. "You take care. See you soon."

She stood at
the front door until the taxi turned the corner at the end of the
block. He wished this job was anywhere but Honolulu. If she
happened to see him, he'd have to come up with a good story. Vic
reminded himself he'd been coming up with good stories most of his
life. He put her out of his mind.

He said to the
driver, "Keoki Motel."

The motel,
which he'd scoped out after Denton's call, looked even sleazier at
night. But the units were all on ground level with separate
entrances for each and he knew from the way the redhead behind the
counter eyed his cash that she'd mind her own business.

Unit 18 had a
couch, TV, a couple of arm chairs, a double bed and some kitchen
space. At the back was a bedroom with a second double bed and the
bathroom. It would do fine.

Vic brushed the
chair to make sure it was clean, sat down and picked up the
phone.

An hour later,
there was a rap at the door. Vic opened it to a tall, thin man in a
pale blue suit and aviator sunglasses.

"Fredericks?
The sun went down a while ago, man."

Carl Fredericks
took off his sunglasses and eyed Vic. What was Denton up to,
sending a boy to do a man's job? This guy didn't look any more than
eighteen or nineteen.

"Did Denton
tell you the score?" he asked.

"No. Just said
there's a rush job on somebody."

Fredericks sat
down. He hated this job more with every passing hour. "How old are
you, Vic?"

"Older than I
look, if it's any of your business, which it isn't." Who was this
geek, asking a question like that? Hadn't Denton talked up his
reputation?

"Just
asking."

"Well, don't
ask. You tell me the setup and I'll tell you how we're going to do
it."

The kid has a
smart mouth, Fredericks thought. I'd like some sign he knows what
he's doing. "Okay, there's two people, a woman and a boy. We know
they're here but not which hotel they're in."

"No sweat. Take
a few phone calls, that's all. Easiest thing is get into the room
when they're asleep. A knife is quick and quiet."

Fredericks
shook his head. "Can't be that way. It has to look like an
accident."

"An accident!
That’s stupid!" Vic got up and paced around the room. "Your boss
wants somebody taken out, I'll take 'em out. Rifle, knife, anything
you like."

"You don't want
to take the job, we'll find somebody else." He had to make it clear
to Nelson right now that he did as he was told or got out.

"You won't find
anybody better. You want a freakin’ accident, okay, but I'm telling
you it's risky, man, and I don't like it. I like to do the job and
get out. And get paid." The price Denton had named would buy him a
couple of weeks in Acapulco with the best of everything and leave
plenty to splash around at home for a few months. It was good
timing, too; his bank account was low.

"I don't like
it any better than you do," Fredericks said, thinking about the
twenty grand he'd talked Greg into and wondering if what he had to
go through was worth it. "But that's the way it has to be. Strictly
accidental. You can phone Denton and check, if you want."

"Yeah, I might
do that later. Okay, Fredericks, let's get on the horn and find out
where your people are. Then you tell me what you know about them
and I'll work out the strategy."

***

By eight
o'clock, Rob was stretched out in one of the twin beds, sound
asleep. Penny turned the television lower and reached for the
phone.

There was no
answer at Tim's. It must be around two in the morning in Toronto.
Where were they? She called Information again to check the number
but that only proved she'd been pushing the correct sequence of
buttons.

Suddenly Rob
screamed, wrenching her around in her chair.

"No, don't!
Don't! Please don't!" he sobbed.

Penny dropped
the phone and rushed to Rob's bed. His arms were thrashing, his
legs kicking under the covers.

"Rob, wake up."
She put her hands on his upper arms, gently at first, then more
firmly as he continued to flail. "Rob! Rob, wake up, honey.
Everything's all right."

His eyes opened
and slowly focused on her face. The thrashing subsided to a shudder
and then to stillness.

"What's wrong?
Why were you screaming?"

"Was I?" He sat
up, blinking. "I had a nightmare."

She held him
against her breast. Poor little waif must have been reliving the
murder in his sleep. "What about?"

"I don't
remember."

She held him
away from her. Something in his expression told her he was
lying.

~~~~~

 


 Chapter Five

 


Penny wakened
to the sound of pigeons cooing and Rob murmuring on the lanai,
which was called a balcony at home. The small white birds perched
on his shoulders and arms and fussed around his feet as he doled
out potato chip crumbs. His face was serene, his nightmare
apparently forgotten.

Last night,
unable to coax him into telling her what it had been about, she lay
down beside him until he'd fallen asleep again.

Why wouldn't he
tell her? If she didn't know what was wrong, how could she help?
Penny sighed. His mother had been just as stubborn at his age.

In the shower
she turned the water on full force and tried to decide what to do
next. She'd already wasted a day, hoping to talk to Angela.

Greg would have
ways of finding them, but she had no idea how long it would take.
It would be a good idea to create new identities for Rob and
herself, if only she knew how to do it. As it was, she couldn’t
even use an alias; her charge card couldn’t be changed to another
name.

She simply had
to get hold of Angela. Her sister needed to know that Greg was a
murderer and Rob was in serious danger. Her credit might stretch
far enough to fly Rob and herself to Toronto, but if Angela was on
her way back to Vancouver, what was the point?

She tried Tim's
number again. Still no answer. Where could they be? Sight-seeing?
Shopping? Gone to Tim and Jane's cabin on the lake? She couldn't
even remember the name of the lake. Well, she'd just have to keep
trying.



At breakfast,
she said, "Want to go to the beach?"

"Sure." Rob
downed the last of his orange juice. "I don't swim very good,
though."

"I'm a good
swimmer. Maybe I can teach you. Your shoulders are well developed
and that will make it easier for you."

“My shoulders
are strong ‘cause I work out," he said.

"Work out? You
mean in a gym?"

"Sometimes." He
slid out of the booth and headed for the door.

Another secret
he wasn't going to tell her, Penny thought, as she followed him. At
least there was nothing sinister about working out.

They bought a
red and white beach ball in the International Market Place across
from the hotel, then angled toward Waikiki beach, wandering along
short, quiet streets. The sun was brilliant, the air rapidly
warming.

Stepping off
the curb to cross Uluniu Avenue, Penny heard the roar of a speeding
car. She looked up. And screamed. The car was hurtling directly
toward them.

She glimpsed
someone scooping Rob off the street. The car swept past, so close
she could feel the heat from the engine, and she caught a glimpse
of two young men in it. Teenagers. The car, a beat-up, rusty
T-bird, fishtailed onto Kalakaua Avenue and sped away.

Hands pulled
her gently back onto the sidewalk, voices asked if she was
hurt.

"Rob!" she
cried. "Where's Rob?"

A tall young
man in white shorts and T-shirt, blond hair curling thickly to the
nape of his neck, came forward, holding Rob by the hand.

She fell to her
knees and hugged him so tightly he protested. "Aunt Penny, I'm
okay. Everything happened so fast I didn't even see it." He sounded
disappointed.

Penny stood up,
clutching the lamp standard to support her Jello knees. The young
man was scowling in the direction the T-bird had taken.

"Bunch of young
creeps," he said. "They never even looked when they came around the
corner. If you'd stepped off that curb a second earlier they'd have
got both of you."

A woman beside
her said, "He's right. I saw it, too. You were real lucky."

Lucky! Penny
stifled the hysterical giggle that rose in her throat. "Thanks for
what you did," she said to the man. "That was fast thinking."

He looked
embarrassed. "Just happened to be looking at the right time is
all."

"I don't
suppose you got the licence number?"

"Sorry, I
didn't."

The crowd was
mostly gone now. The people remaining shook their heads. It had all
happened too quickly.

The young man
put his hand on her arm. "You okay? You need anything?"

She let go the
lamp standard. "I'm okay."

"Too bad about
the licence number," he said. "We could have called the cops."

"No way! I hate
cops!" The vehemence in her voice startled her. She never talked
like that except to her father. The near-miss must have really
shaken her.

"How about a
coffee? You still look awful pale."

She could do
with a hit of caffeine. But not in a coffee shop where she had to
look at cars going by.

"Can we get
coffee down at the beach?"

"Sure," he
said, "Sure, no sweat." He tucked her arm through his, grabbed
Rob's hand and led them across Kalakaua and onto Waikiki beach.

Penny stopped
and gazed around. The beach stretched away to the north for what
seemed like miles. The sand was littered with sunbathers, their
beach mats loaded with snacks and toys. Two large catamarans with
sails in bright kindergarten colors rested at the edge of the
gentle surf and beyond, swimmers bobbed, arms scattering showers of
sparkling water droplets.

"Hey, this is
awesome!" Rob said.

Penny took one
sandal off, put her foot down, and promptly put the sandal back on.
Even this early the sand at the top of the sloping beach was too
hot for comfort.

They found a
space near the water and the blond man helped her spread the beach
towels.

"I'll get you
that coffee," he said and loped off toward a cluster of concession
stands.

Penny peeled
down to her new fire-engine-red bikini, enjoying the heat of the
sun on her pale skin. An hour of this might soothe her jangling
nerves back to normal. Rob was watching the other people on the
beach. Too young to know how close he'd been to death, she thought.
He was so vulnerable. But she had to look after him, even if it put
her life under threat. There was no one else.

The young man
came back carrying her coffee, a Coke for Rob and an ice cream cone
for himself. He sat beside Penny and said, "My name's Vic. Welcome
to Oahu."

"Penny Davis.
And this is Rob. How did you know we're strangers to Hawaii?"

His grin was
engaging, his green eyes bright. "No tan. Plus I could tell you
never saw Waikiki beach before."

Vic wore a
heavy gold chain around his neck and a gold ring in his right ear.
His boyish face made it hard to tell his age but she’d guess
anywhere between eighteen and twenty-five. He had a deep tan and
muscles that suggested he spent time working on them.

"Vic, I can't
thank you enough for saving Rob, but I'm over the shock now. If you
want to leave, it's okay."

He grinned
again. "I'm on vacation, too. Can't think of anything I'd rather do
than bum around the beach."

"Do you live
here?"

He combed his
hair back with his fingers, then held her gaze while he licked his
ice cream cone. "Yep. If you like, I could show you around. I got
nothing to do for the next week except hang loose."

Why not? He was
friendly and he'd saved Rob's life. His presence might ward off
weirdos like the guy in the pink shirt who had been harassing Rob
at Sea Life Park.

"That's very
sweet of you, Vic. But there must be things you'd rather do than
play tour guide."

"Hey, I'm
serious! I like showing people around. Especially beautiful
women."

His admiring
glances were flattering but she doubted they were sincere; there
was too much difference in their ages. He might be a gigolo. If so,
he'd used the rescue of Rob as an opportunity to get close to her.
He'd be gone fast enough when he found out she had no money.

Rob stood up
and reached for the beach ball. "Want to play ball, Aunt
Penny?"

Vic jumped to
his feet. "I will." He stripped down to skintight green racing
trunks. "Guys are better at throwing, anyway." He looked at Penny.
"Right?"

"Right," she
said and lay back on her elbows as they tossed the ball back and
forth. Rob seemed to enjoy himself but ignored Vic's efforts to
coax him into the surf.

Penny sat up.
Maybe it was time for a swimming lesson.

"I'm going for
a swim, Rob. Want to come along?"

He looked
doubtfully at the creaming surf.

"You don't have
to. Stay here until you get bored with tossing the ball around.
Then I'll take you out a little way and we'll work on your
swimming. Okay?"

"Okay."

The water felt
cool and alive, swirling around her ankles, then her thighs. The
undertow wasn't strong enough to worry about, even for Rob. She
plunged in, enjoying the sensuous roll of the water as it buoyed
her up. After a couple of minutes she turned toward shore and
switched to a breast stroke until she reached shallow water.

"Ready for your
lesson, Rob?"

"I guess."

"Okay if I come
along?" Vic asked. "I'm real good in the water."

They waded
through the surf to calm water, each holding one of Rob's hands.
When the water was up to his chest, Penny said, "Remember how to
float? Lean back and relax, let the water hold you up."

Rob put his
head back and let his feet float up but his body, rigid with
tension, began to sink. When he started thrashing, Penny slid an
arm under his back.

She showed him
how to move his hands. "You can kick your feet, too, but you don't
have to do it hard. One or the other will keep you up."

At the end of
twenty minutes Rob could float, tread water and do a rudimentary
dog paddle.

"Okay!" He
stood up. "Can we go further out now? You said deep water holds you
up better."

"I'd like
that," Penny said. "But stay close to us and yell if anything
bothers you."

Gradually they
made their way further out, where there were many more swimmers.
Penny dove under the surface and the sight of legs moving through
the green water reminded her of the fish tank at Sea Life Park.
Were there sharks in these waters? Not likely, or there'd be signs
posted on the beach.

She watched Rob
for several minutes, circling him with slow, powerful strokes. He
seemed happy enough, playing in the water as though the ocean was a
new toy.

Vic, treading
water fifteen feet away, tossed his head to get the hair out of his
eyes. "You swim like a pro."

"I was a
champion swimmer in my high school."

"Yeah? Why
don't you do a few laps? I'll baby-sit the kid for you."

The idea was
tempting. She'd let her swimming go the last few months. This was a
chance to work on getting back to peak performance.

She couldn't
saddle Vic with the responsibility of looking after Rob, though.
Rob seemed confident, but he could easily panic. Vic might not know
how to handle a frantic and flailing swimmer. He was also a
stranger.

Penny gave a
longing glance at the blue-green water stretching to the horizon.
"Thanks, but I won't. I don't feel like putting out that much
energy right now."

"You sure?" Vic
said. "I told you, I don't mind keeping an eye on the kid."

"I'm sure."

They swam
lazily back toward the beach, stopping now and then to float or
tread water. Penny found herself wondering where Jack Kinkaid was
this morning. Whether he liked to swim. What he'd look like in
racing trunks. And who he really was.

The sun felt
marvelous after the salty coolness of the water. Penny flopped down
on the beach towel.

"You got sun
screen?" Vic asked.

She sat up.
"Darn! I forgot."

"You gotta have
sun screen in this climate," he advised. "I'll go get you
some."

He was back
from the concession stands in five minutes.

She lay on her
stomach while he stroked sun screen on her back, his touch light
and subtly sensuous. She hoped her lack of response wouldn't
challenge him to try harder.

"You got the
time?" he asked when he'd finished.

She dug her
watch out of the souvenir straw beach basket she'd bought the day
before. "Nearly eleven."

"Thanks. I’m
outta here. Supposed to meet one of my buddies for a bite at noon.
You going to be here later?"

"No, I don't
want to risk sunburn our first day."

"How about
tomorrow?"

"We might go on
a tour tomorrow."

"Great, I can
help you there! What hotel are you staying at?"

"Pacific
Princess."

"I'll be in
touch," he promised. "I'm a good guide. I know what places kids
like, too."

"Are you sure
you want to? I'm not trying to put you off, but wouldn't you rather
be with your friends?"

"My buddies are
working, my girlfriend's on the mainland and my folks are on a
round-the-world trip. I got nobody to play with." He stood up. “You
take care now.”

He said that
the same way her father did. She watched him stride up the beach,
impressed by his eagerness to help. Jack Kinkaid hadn't done
anything except look for the man in the pink shirt. He had even
walked away from her yesterday afternoon at Sea Life Park. Penny
lay back, shutting her eyes against the glare that penetrated even
her sun glasses, and let the sun saturate her flesh.

Too bad about
Kinkaid. She'd prefer his company to Vic's, except for the feeling
that Kinkaid wasn't what he seemed to be.

"I'm bored."
Rob's voice, muffled by the beach towel.

She rolled over
and sat up. "Tell me about Greg and those two men again. I want to
be sure I've got it right.”

"I already told
you all of it."

"Maybe you can
remember other things. Had you seen either of those two men
before?"

"One of them. A
tall, skinny guy. His name's Carl. He comes to the house at night
sometimes."

"You said Greg
shot Larry. With a pistol?"

"Yeah. It
didn't make much noise. I guess it had a silencer on it."

"What did he do
when he came up upstairs?"

Rob's lip
curled. "He tucked me in."

"Doesn’t he
usually tuck you in?"

"No way! He
says I’m too old for that. And he wants me to throw away my old
teddy bear.”

"Does he think
you'd report him to the police?"

"Yeah."

"Why?"

Rob hesitated.
"Because I hate him."

Hate? That was
a pretty strong emotion to feel for a man who was supposed to be
such a good father.

"Why? Because
he's too strict?"

He looked down
and fidgeted.

"Rob?"

"I can't tell
you. I promised Mom."

What had been
going on in that house? Sexual abuse? She was ready to believe
anything of Greg now. Was that why Rob seemed scared and
embarrassed?

"You'd better
tell me, Rob. I know it's wrong to break a promise but your Mom's
not here to take charge of things and I have to decide how to keep
Greg from finding us."

Still he
hesitated. Then, "You know my bad dream last night? I couldn't tell
you about it because it was just like in real life." His eyes
looked haunted again.

"So what
happens in real life?"

He drew his
knees up and hugged them as though he was rolling himself into a
ball for protection. "Well, Mom and Greg get into fights and they
yell at each other. And Greg hits her."

Her temper
boiled up, white hot. If she ever got her hands on that slime....
She took a deep breath and tried to keep her voice even.

"You mean he
knocks her down?"

"Yeah. Last
time it was really, really bad. I tried to stop him but I couldn't.
The time before that he broke her arm."

And she'd
thought Angela was accident-prone! Had swallowed all those lies
about Angela falling down stairs and banging into doors. It hurt to
think that her baby sister wouldn’t come to her for help, wouldn’t
even admit the abuse was happening. She was sure now that Angela
had gone to Toronto to make preparations for leaving Greg.

She'd been so
wrong about him. He looked and acted like a successful businessman,
whose only failing was being too possessive of his wife and
stepson, and that's the way she'd accepted him. She'd pigeonholed
him, for convenience. But what difference would it have made if
she'd taken the time to look below the surface?

Penny took
Rob's hand. "I promise you that he'll never do that again! Why
weren't you supposed to tell me?"

"She said you'd
lose your cool and rip into Greg. Then he'd get mad and beat her up
worse."

Penny bit her
lip. Angela was right. If she’d known this last week, she'd have
been confronting Greg and hiring a lawyer for Angela. Now that she
knew Greg was capable of murder, she was doing the only thing she
could do; keeping Rob hidden and trying to find Angela so she could
warn her away from Greg.

"She was
probably right, Rob. At least she's safe as long as she stays in
Toronto." A new and terrifying thought occurred to her. She had
only Greg's word that Angela was in Toronto.

The sun’s heat
couldn't touch the chill that swept over her. Maybe Angela had
never left Vancouver, maybe Greg's violence had escalated beyond
mere beatings. She must keep that fear hidden from Rob; he didn’t
need more pain.

"Yeah," Rob
said. "I wish we were there, too." He glanced up at Aunt Penny’s
face and wondered what she was thinking now. Ever since he'd seen
Greg shoot that guy Larry, there'd been a voice in the back of his
head whispering that Old Godzilla could have shot his Mom, too. It
would explain why she hadn't told him she was going away, why she
hadn't called. But he wasn't going to listen to the voice anymore.
And he wasn't going to tell Aunt Penny about it. Saying it out loud
might make it real.

***

Jack Kinkaid
sprawled in a deck chair on a hotel terrace fronting Waikiki beach.
Feet propped on the low stone wall separating terrace from sand, he
trained his binoculars on the beach. Beside him was a cup of
coffee, grown cold. It was his fourth since breakfast and the only
interesting thing so far was the way Penny filled out her
bikini.

If she was here
to do business, she sure didn’t act like it. The only person she'd
talked to was that beach bum, whose green racing trunks were molded
to his body like plastic wrap. He couldn't have found room for a
single extra hair inside them, never mind a pound of coke or
heroin. Unless that bulge at the front was phony.

She looked
after the boy properly, though. Her indignation over the "short,
dark man in the pink shirt" had been quite funny. If she'd known
the man was Lieutenant Koyama of the drug squad she'd really have
freaked.

The sun was
getting hotter, reminding him he'd better phone his mother and ask
her to water his garden and check his tomato plants. He'd thought
of asking her to stay in the house while he was gone but, knowing
her, she'd have worn herself out cleaning and tidying and cooking
things for his freezer. She was better off in her little apartment
where there wasn't so much to do.

Penny and Rob
were coming out of the surf, going to their beach towels, packing
up. Finally. Jack followed them as far as the Jolly Roger, then
went to the phone booth across the street, where he could still
keep tabs on them. His call to Ian Baker went through without
delay.

"There's a new
wrinkle," Ian said, sounding irritable. "Moller's reported his son
missing."

"I don't get
it. If he sent Penny Davis over here, he must have sent the boy
with her. What's going on?"

"You're asking
me? Moller says when he went to get the kid up yesterday morning,
he was gone."

"I think his
story stinks," Jack said.

"So do I. He
said he's checked with everybody he can think of and no one knows
anything. He also said he thought his sister-in-law had gone to
Toronto to join his wife, who's supposed to be vacationing in that
area."

Jack rubbed his
jaw. "Sounds like he’s lying about everything. Do I keep tailing
her?"

"Yes, the boy
is a side issue. Another odd thing; Carl Fredericks left for
Honolulu this morning."

"Why would
Moller send Fredericks if he already sent Davis?" Fredericks, who
ostensibly ran a restaurant supply business, was a longtime
associate of Moller's. He had no record, but any friend of Moller's
was suspect.

"I can't figure
it,” Ian said. “She contact anybody yet?"

"She went
swimming with a beach bum this morning, but it looked like a casual
pickup."

"Give me a
description."

"About twenty,
blond curly hair, muscular, tanned. Say five foot eleven and 160
pounds. Oh, yeah, and a gold ring in his right ear."

"Check him out
with the Honolulu squad. Phone me if you get anything.”

So now what?
Stay in the background or barge in on their lunch? He decided on
lunch; he wanted to know what plans they had for the afternoon. He
molded his expression into that of a shy, dry accountant and
barged.

Rob said, "Hi!"
and Penny smiled, though her expression seemed strained.

He sat down.
"Where did you go this morning?"

"To the beach,"
Penny said.

"Bet you can't
guess what happened to me," Rob said, leaning forward, his elbows
on the table.

"You wrestled
with a shark?"

"Nah, there
aren't any sharks on the beach. A car almost ran over me."

"Really!" It
must have happened after he'd seen them buy the beach ball and head
for Waikiki beach. What he needed was some backup. He'd missed what
had obviously been the most exciting ten minutes of the morning
while scouting for a convenient hotel terrace where he could watch
them. "What happened?"

"Some kids in
an old car came tearing around the corner just as we stepped off
the curb," Penny said.

"Yeah, they
missed Aunt Penny by only this much," Rob said, holding the tips of
two fingers a quarter inch apart. "This guy Vic grabbed me out of
the way."

"It was scary,"
Penny said. "I didn’t quit shaking until Vic bought me a coffee at
the beach."

Vic? Must be
the blond beach bum. Did that eliminate him as her contact?

"I'm glad
you're both all right." He was, too. Coming that close to being
wiped out by a speeding car would shake anybody up. The boy still
had dark circles around his eyes. He waited while the waitress took
their orders. "Where are you going after lunch?"

"We haven't
decided." Her smile was warm, friendly. "Do you have any
suggestions?"

She was leaving
the door wide open for him. Obviously she wasn't going to do
business this afternoon. Which meant he could quit tailing her and
take care of other things.

"You might want
to see the aquarium and the zoo. They're a few blocks north on
Kalakaua."

"Cool!" Rob
said.

Before Penny
could ask him to come along, Jack said, "What sort of work do you
do?"

"I spent the
last six years as administrator for a repertory theater. Don't let
the title fool you, though. I did everything from making coffee to
selling tickets when they were shorthanded."

"Did you enjoy
it?"

"Loved it!
Every single minute. Well, almost every minute. Runs in my family,
I guess. My father was an amateur actor and my sister and I always
wanted to act. Hasn't worked out for either of us, but being behind
the scenes is a good second best."

Her face was
animated, her eyes sparkling. Jack found it hard to believe that
anyone this openly excited about the arts could be involved in drug
dealing. Maybe she was a better actor than he was.

"Have you done
any acting?" he asked.

"A little.
Crowd scenes, mostly. The absolute worst experience I ever had was
in Julius Caesar. Some of us were walking backward in front
of the emperor and I was so intent on being in character that I
forgot to watch where I was going and fell off the stage."

Jack laughed.
"What did you do?"

"Climbed back
up and pretended it never happened."

A vague memory
became clearer. "Was that Westport Players? About four years
ago?"

She nodded.

"So that was
you! I saw that production."

"I didn't know
you were interested in theater." She leaned forward, her face
eager. Jack found himself wanting to sit beside her and hold her
hand. He pulled himself up short. He was supposed to be pretending
to fall in love with her, not let it happen.

He rose
abruptly. "Sorry to leave you," he said, "but I have to make some
calls." He couldn't help being pleased when she looked
disappointed.

In his room,
Jack called Koyama's department to give them a description of
Penny's beach bum. The guy was probably clean, but he had to check.
As he hung up, he heard Penny and Rob come out of the elevator.
Twenty minutes later, through his open door, he heard them leave
again, chattering about the aquarium.

The old credit
card trick got him into their room. A quick search of closet and
furniture revealed nothing, but in Penny's suitcase was a small
parcel with Angela Moller's name printed on it with a black felt
pen.

Jack sat back
on his heels and contemplated it. Was this the package she’d picked
up from the jeweler’s? He had to find out. He opened the parcel
gently so he could put it back together to look like it hadn't been
touched.

Inside the box
was a half-kilo of heroin.

Now he had
proof that she was a courier. Moller must have sent her here to
deliver heroin. Jack felt empty and disillusioned, like a kid
opening a Christmas package and finding nothing inside.

The heroin
couldn’t be used as evidence because he didn't have a search
warrant. Ian would give him a blast for doing an unauthorized
search, so he wouldn't tell Ian. But at least he knew for sure he
was on the right track.

Jack
reassembled the package, put it back in the suitcase, and made sure
everything in the room looked as it had when he came in. Back in
his own room, questions began to surface through his black
mood.

Why would she
bring smack to Hawaii? It didn't make sense, when the major flow of
heroin came from the Orient toward the West. Why was it still in
her suitcase? If Moller had told her to deliver it, she'd have done
that by now. Or was she only hoping to make a sale?

Another
question. Why did she hint that she'd welcome his presence this
afternoon? Reverse psychology maybe. She could have made him as a
cop and figured to get rid of him by making him think her jaunt to
the aquarium was innocent.

So why was he
hanging around here? If he moved fast, he could pick up their
trail. Too late, perhaps, but it was the best he could do.

He put on
Bermuda shorts, a lurid Hawaiian shirt and a straw hat and scowled
at himself in the mirror. With the cameras around his neck he
couldn't look more like a caricature of a tourist if he'd
tried.

He didn't have
to be out in the field like this, he thought. He could take his
promotion any time he wanted and look after the administrative end
of things, like Ian. But he'd always liked the rough and tumble of
the street.

More important,
he wanted to even up the score for the bullet that had taken his
father out and wounded his sister nearly twenty years ago. He
couldn't do that without being where the action was.

He wondered
what clothes Penny had put on for her afternoon jaunt. She had good
taste – simple, bright colors, clean lines. He didn't like her
taste in bags, though. She could put a kilo of smack into that
shoulder bag and nobody'd ever know.

~~~~~

 


 Chapter Six

 


When they set
off for the aquarium after lunch, Rob said, “I wanted Mr. Kinkaid
to come with us."

"So did I,"
Penny said. The man was totally inconsistent. He acted like he
wanted her but turned down the chance to spend the afternoon with
her. Was he immature or just plain weird?

Maybe he
thought she was the stereotypical dumb blonde actress after all the
babbling she'd done about theater. Well, that was his problem, not
hers.

Talking about
theater made her homesick for Westport Players. She'd lost more
than just a job when Curt Wilson, tears in his eyes, had told her
he couldn't afford to pay her wages. She'd lost the fun of
prompting at rehearsals and the excitement of opening nights as
well as working with a lot of interesting people. She hoped she’d
find a similar job in Toronto. But right now she had more important
things to think about.

“Rob, what do
your Mom and Greg fight about?"

"Oh, he gets
mad at her when she doesn't want to go someplace with him. He's
always asking her where she's been or what she's done all day or
telling her what clothes to wear and then she gets mad."

Her sister had
never liked anyone checking up on her. She’d hate Greg acting as if
he owned her.

Angela wouldn’t
go to the police about Greg. She hated them as much as Penny did,
though it wasn’t something they talked about. Rob, who loved cop
shows on TV, thought cops were wonderful. He wanted to be one when
he grew up. It wasn’t likely he'd go to them on his own for help,
though.

Why hadn’t her
sister come to her? Angela could have insisted on caution. It hurt
that Angela felt she had to endure Greg's brutality in silence.

One thing for
sure, if she had to run the rest of her life, she'd never let that
monster get his hands on Rob again. She hoped he was sweating blood
over Rob's disappearance. He deserved to suffer.

A voice shouted
her name, jarring her out of her reverie. It was Vic, hurrying to
catch up.

"Hi! Where you
headed?" His jeans and T-shirt were molded as tightly to his body
as his racing trunks had been.

"The aquarium.
Rob's hooked on ocean creatures."

Vic looked
disappointed. "I was thinking maybe I could take you on a tour
somewhere."

"The aquarium
and the zoo will be plenty for today."

"How about
tomorrow?"

"I've already
booked for a tour tomorrow." She dug in her bag for the brochure.
"It's called the Little Circle Island Tour and Sea Life Park."

"Well, okay,
how about Friday?" Even standing still, with his thumbs hooked into
the waistband of his jeans, Vic looked ready to erupt with
suppressed energy. "Or like, how about dinner tonight?"

"Not tonight."
He could play tour guide if he wanted to; she wasn't interested in
anything more than that.

"Okay then,
Friday I'll rent a car and take you out. There's hundreds of great
beaches."

"I can't afford
to rent a car."

"Hey, listen
up!" He put his hand on her shoulder. "The car's on me."

"I can't let
you spend your money like that, Vic. You've already done so
much."

"No sweat. I
make good money and my old man's loaded."

"Yes,
but..."

He squeezed her
shoulder. "No 'buts', okay? It's only a few bucks; I'll never miss
it. And I'm bored out of my skull hanging around. So how about if I
pick you up at your hotel Friday morning? Nine o'clock?"

"All right. I
appreciate this, Vic."

"No sweat!
It'll be fun showing you around. You sure you don't want to go
somewhere besides the aquarium today?"

She assured him
her plans were firm and he gave her the 'hang loose' sign.

"See you Friday
then. Guess I'm going to be stuck with pumping iron this afternoon.
You take care now." He strode away.

"Aunt Penny,
could you buy me some dumbbells?"

"You want to
pump iron, too? What for?"

His expression
was a mixture of adult seriousness and childish belligerence. "So
I'll be strong when I grow up. I'm gonna get even with Greg."

Should she tell
him that wanting revenge wasn't right? But if she had the chance,
she'd take revenge on Greg any way she could.

"We’ll look for
some later."

She couldn't
blame Rob for the way he felt about his stepfather. What would Vic
be like at forty? He was as smooth as Greg in a puppyish sort of
way, but she didn't think twenty years would turn him into a blond
version of her brother-in-law.

Why was Vic
being so persistent when he knew she wasn’t wealthy? Darn, she was
beginning to sound paranoid. Plenty of people enjoyed helping
others.

The aquarium
was wonderfully cool. Rob said, "Phew! Can we have a drink first?
I'm thirsty."

"Me, too." In
the coffee shop she ordered two Cokes.

She sipped her
drink, idly stirring the crushed ice with her straw. In the gift
shop, a man with his back to her searched through a rack of post
cards. His outfit of pink Bermuda shorts, sloppy multicolored
Hawaiian shirt and floppy straw hat made her smile. He'd probably
never dream of wearing a getup like that at home.

The man turned
slightly toward her and she started. Jack Kinkaid, mustache, scars
and the inevitable cameras around his neck. What was he doing
here?

Was he
following her? But why? He'd had the chance to join them this
afternoon and backed away.

Was he so shy
that he preferred to worship from a distance? She nearly laughed
out loud. Whatever else he might be, Jack Kinkaid wasn't shy. She'd
made it obvious she liked him, and though he kept turning up,
apparently he wasn’t interested. She must have misread the
signals.

So why was he
hanging around?

She followed
Rob as he peered into the small aquariums, only half listening to
his comments. When they went outside to the seal pools, she wasn't
surprised to see Jack following. What was the stupid man trying to
do?

She ignored him
while Rob exclaimed over the playful seals that maneuvered through
the water with a fluidity of motion she wished she could achieve.
At the last pool, Rob said, "Hey, Mr. Kinkaid is standing over
there."

"Yes, I saw
him."

"Don't you want
to talk to him?"

"Not right
now."

Rob gave her a
puzzled look, then darted to the other end of the pool where the
seals were playing with a rubber ball, taking turns balancing it on
their muzzles.

Jack wasn't
being a nuisance. He was merely there. Wherever she went. Why? If
any normal man wanted to come on to her, he'd just do it. Jack was
playing some kind of game. Or he wasn't as sane as he appeared to
be.

She could march
over there and tell him to get lost. But that was silly. He had as
much right to be here as she did and he was minding his own
business. Whatever that might be. Besides, he might go away
permanently and, crazy as it seemed, she didn't want that.

"Rob," she
called. "Ready for the zoo?"

A bus load of
tourists crowded the lobby, forcing them to stop for a moment
beside the gift shop. In the window was a leaping dolphin carved
from wood, sleek and dynamic, a model of carefree movement. She
pulled Rob into the shop.

"It's made from
local wood," the clerk said, handing the dolphin to her. "The
monkeypod tree. You'll see big ones across the street in the
park."

She ran her
fingers over the satin finish and flowing lines, and ached to have
it, then winced when she saw the price tag. Maybe, if things worked
out, she could come back and get it before they left Honolulu.

Kapiolani Park
had open stretches of grass shaded by the great spreading branches
of the monkeypod trees. Penny strolled toward the zoo, Rob darting
ahead of her. Tonight she'd try the Toronto number until she got an
answer, even if she had to stay up till dawn. What if Tim and Jane
hadn't seen Angela? Penny shivered. If Angela wasn't in Toronto, it
was likely she hadn't left Vancouver at all.

"Aunt Penny,
look!" Rob's face was pressed against the bars of a monkey cage.
"Aren't they silly?"

"Very," she
agreed, watching their antics with a minimum of attention.

As she turned
away from the cage, she caught a glimpse of bright pink Bermuda
shorts and a Hawaiian shirt topped off with a straw hat. Not again!
Jack Kinkaid was as silly as the monkeys.

For a moment
she stood, irresolute, then hurried to catch up with Rob. If Jack
wanted to follow her, there wasn't much she could do about it.

***

As they walked
through the hotel lobby, Rob exclaimed, "Look! There's Gramps in
the newspaper!" He squatted by the rack and pointed at the
Vancouver Sun.

The headline
read "Police persistence gets results." What had happened to her
father? She grabbed the paper.

Police
tenacity in attempting to solve the eleven-year-old robbery of a
downtown branch of the Bank of Montreal paid off today when a man
suspected in another robbery confessed to his part in the heist. A
police spokesman said some of the stolen money has been recovered
and the arrest of two other suspects is expected momentarily.

The cut-line
beneath her father's photograph said that he'd been assistant
manager of the branch at the time of the robbery and had been shot
trying to protect a teller.

Penny fumbled
with the keys as she opened the room door. This was wonderful news!
Now the whole mess would be cleaned up and her parents could get on
with their lives.

"How come
Gramps is in the paper?" Rob asked, putting the chain on the
door.

"The police
arrested those guys who robbed the bank. The paper put his picture
in because he's a hero."

"Because he got
shot, right?"

"That's right."
She knelt to hug Rob and he blinked in surprise. "I’m going to
phone home and talk to him."

The phone rang
as she reached to pick it up.

"It's Vic. Sure
you won't change your mind about dinner?"

He couldn’t
have got her number, which meant he must be downstairs using the
house phone. The last thing she needed right now was Vic and his
insistent helpfulness.

"I'm sure," she
said, "some other night maybe."

"Oh, well." He
sounded disappointed. "Friday then. You won't forget?"

"I'm looking
forward to it." Maybe by Friday, she'd have some idea of her next
move. If only she could get on a plane right now and go home. That
wouldn’t work, though; she couldn't take Rob back to Vancouver.

"I'm going to
have dinner delivered here," Penny said. "I need to make a few
phone calls." Cheeseburgers with onions and mushrooms and french
fries, the works – a mini celebration. "See if you can find
something good on TV. Keep it down, though."

There was no
answer at her parents' house. Strange. They never went out at
night.

Still no one
home at Tim’s either. This was getting beyond frustrating. Where
could they be all this time?

When she opened
the bag of cheeseburgers, Rob wrinkled his nose and said, "Gross!
French fries."

"I’m sorry,
Rob. I forgot you don't like them." She dribbled ketchup on her
own. "Just leave them, then."

He picked up
his bag of fries with the tips of his fingers and dropped it in the
bathroom waste basket. He closed the door. "I can't stand the
smell."

Was he looking
for attention? She couldn't think of anyone she knew, child or
adult, who didn't like fries.

They ate their
hamburgers on the lanai and fed crumbs to a crowd of cooing
pigeons. Penny went back to the phone. After half an hour, she
became aware that the toilet was flushing constantly. The bathroom
door was closed.

She rapped on
it. "Rob? What are you doing?"

"Nothing."

"Can I come
in?"

"Yeah."

Rob was sitting
on the floor by the toilet, the bag of fries beside him. She
watched him carefully take three fries, his fingers protected from
them by a tissue, drop them into the toilet and press the lever to
flush.

"Rob, is that
really necessary?"

"Yeah."

"Couldn't you
do them all at once?"

"It might plug
the toilet."

Defeated, she
closed the door. Arguing with logic was a waste of time. Besides,
he’d behaved pretty well so far.

If he was good
in her company but bad at home, then it could be Greg's influence
that had caused him to become destructive. He said he hated Greg
because the man had beaten Angela but he might have reasons of his
own.

Penny opened
the bathroom door again. "Rob, was it your idea to play sports? Or
did Greg make you do it?"

"He made
me."

"Ah." On her
rare visits to Angela's house, Greg had bragged about buying sports
equipment for the boy and giving him the chance to toughen up and
become a man.

She'd assumed
Greg was being a good father. Making assumptions seemed to be as
much a waste of time as arguing with logic.

Another hour of
punching numbers and still no one answered either phone. She could
understand Tim and Jane not being home; they liked partying and
they often went up to the lake in summer. But where was her
father?

Her desire for
celebration had been replaced by fear. Could the police have
arrested her father? After hounding him for so long they wouldn't
want to admit they'd been wrong. They might even manufacture
evidence to prove they'd been right. She leaned back, suddenly
weary.

***

Vic slammed the
phone down. "Stupid broad won't do anything I want."

Fredericks
looked up from his science fiction magazine. "She's going with you
Friday. That's only the day after tomorrow. What's the
problem?"

"Man, you know
from nothing!" Vic paced back and forth. "The longer I spend on
this job, the bigger chance somebody is gonna remember seeing me
around her."

"So what? You
got a record?"

Vic stopped in
front of Fredericks, fists doubled up. "Shut up! You're about as
dumb as they come."

"Cool off, Vic.
I just asked a question." The guy seemed to be permanently wired.
Didn't matter what he said or did, Vic jumped down his throat. Was
the kid on drugs or just crazy?

"I got a
reputation for clean kills and clean getaways. I don't like risking
that. And getting hauled in to show my face in an ID parade takes
time outta my day."

"Okay. So what
are you going to do?"

"I'm not
waiting for Friday, that's for sure. They're going on a bus tour
tomorrow. So are we. There could be a chance to take care of
business somewhere along the line."

"Both of
them?"

"If I can. But
the kid's gotta go first. You'd never figure it out, Fredericks,
but if the kid is left on his own, the pigs will glom onto him and
ship him back home. Which ain't gonna make anybody happy. If the
broad is left on her own, she'll need a shoulder to cry on." Vic
grinned. "Come to Uncle Vic, sweetheart."

"You can't go
on the bus. She knows you."

"You're gonna
be on the bus, Fredericks. I'll drive the rental car."

"That won't
work either. Rob knows me."

"So dye your
hair and buy some different shades. Do I have to do all your
thinking for you?"

Fredericks
sighed. The sooner this was all over, the better. He missed Candy
and he didn't like the thought of her, all alone, moping in the
kennels.

~~~~~

 


 Chapter Seven

 


Dolphins arced
high out of the water, reminding Jack of the way Penny had yearned
over the dolphin in the gift shop yesterday. He'd had a sudden urge
to buy the thing for her.

He must be
going nuts. Or the heat was affecting him. The woman was a
criminal!

This morning
he'd made sure he was first onto the tour bus so he could hide
behind a newspaper at the back. Penny and the boy were near the
front. Glancing at the other passengers, he’d noticed a man a
couple of rows ahead of him, on the other side. Fredericks, with
his hair dyed black. It looked like the action was about to
start.

Sea Life Park
seemed as good a place as any for their rendezvous. It wouldn’t
matter if he was there since Fredericks didn't know him and Penny
no doubt had him tagged as weird but harmless.

He had to quit
calling her Penny; it was too friendly. The name suited her,
though. Bright new penny.

Wrong, Kinkaid.
A bad penny, a cold, money-hungry woman who dealt in drugs and used
an innocent kid for cover. She and Fredericks were pretending they
didn't know each other. Naturally. But why was Fredericks here at
all? Had Moller sent him as backup? Something to do with Rob?

Restless, Jack
adjusted the cameras around his neck. The morning was half over and
nothing had happened. Rob, giggling, ducked under the spray of
water from passing dolphins while Penny watched, her face
sober.

Had she read
the article in the paper about the robbery last night? Maybe that's
why she wasn't smiling. She'd know her father had been arrested by
now.

Fredericks was
at the far end of the bleachers, dark glasses hiding the direction
of his gaze. Not likely he was interested in the wildlife.

After the
dolphin show, Fredericks followed Penny and Rob through the park.
They still hadn't made contact when it was time to get back on the
bus. What was going on? Jack ignored Penny's glance as he boarded;
he didn't want to draw Fredericks' attention by speaking to
her.

Part-way back
to Honolulu, the driver turned off the highway and pulled into a
large parking lot half filled with tour buses and cars. "This is
Pali Lookout," he announced, "an important place in Hawaii's
history. It's where King Kamehameha defeated opposition to uniting
the islands by pushing the enemy warriors over the cliffs."

The bus doors
opened and the driver added, "It's a great view, but the wind is
very strong, so watch your step and hang on to the railings. We
don't want to lose any of you." He glanced at his watch. "You've
got ten minutes."

Rob was off the
bus and racing toward the cliffs before Jack even got to his feet.
As he stepped out, Penny was hurrying to catch up to Rob and
Fredericks wasn't far behind. Was this their meeting place?

At the steel
railing guarding the terrace from the cliff edge, Jack looked down
the wooded, almost vertical slope to a broad plain a thousand feet
below, and beyond the plain to the sea sparkling in the distance.
The warm wind blew in violent gusts, whipping his shirt against his
body and catching the brim of his cotton hat. It blew off, swirling
in the relentless air current, and disappeared into the trees far
below.

Already some
passengers were retreating, hanging on to skirts and hats, their
protests lost in the squalling wind. Rob raced back and forth on
the terrace, holding his arms out, letting the gusts play with his
body.

The wind died
away for a few seconds and Penny's voice, from the far end of the
terrace, sounded clear and distinct. "Rob, be careful! Don't
fall!"

"I can't fall!
The wind's holding me up!" Rob whirled toward the railing. Jack
lost sight of Penny as a new throng of tourists swarmed down the
steps to the cliff edge, separating her from the boy.

She wouldn't be
able to see Rob from where she was. Jack moved closer, hurrying
when he saw Rob bend forward between the two horizontal railings to
look over the cliff.

A split second
before the crowding tourists hid Rob from view, he saw a man with
red hair boost the boy through the railings into empty space.

***

Rob pitched
forward, a scream bursting from his throat as he saw the cliff
falling away below him. He grazed against a rock projection, which
twisted his body around and right side up. His hands scrabbled at
the cliff as he slid down. He heard a scream from above as a shrub
scuffed his chest. He grabbed it with both hands.

His arms felt
like they'd been half jerked out of his shoulders. But he wasn't
falling any more.

He raised his
head. Aunt Penny was hanging upside down, her legs hooked around
one of the railing's metal uprights, and stretching out her arms
toward him.

Too far away.
She couldn't reach him. He looked down, searching for something to
brace his feet on.

There was
nothing there. Only the trees far below.

A spasm of
terror shook his body. He looked up again, his hands tightening
convulsively on the shrub.

"Get a rope!
See if the bus driver has a rope! I need some help here!" Mr.
Kinkaid's voice.

The shrub gave
way a little, sending another spasm through him. Rob squeezed his
eyes shut. If he was going to fall, he didn't want to look
down.

"Move it! That
bush is going to give way in a minute." Another man's voice.

Rob clung.
Tried not to move. Kept his eyes tight shut. His hands hurt. The
muscles in his arms and shoulders were shrieking.

Mr. Kinkaid's
voice again. "Penny, listen. We're going to grab your ankles and
lower you down so you can grab Rob's wrists.

"Do it!" Her
tone was harsh, urgent.

Rob opened his
eyes. The shrub pulled away from the cliff a little further. He
tried to say something, but all he could do was croak. Sweat poured
down his body.

He wanted to
shut his eyes again, but he had to keep looking so he'd know when
she got close enough.

Mr. Kinkaid had
his legs wrapped around an upright and so did another guy. They had
Aunt Penny by the ankles, lowering her down toward him.

The shrub tore
away a little more, leaving his right hand with nothing to hang on
to. A sob burst from his throat.

Two strong
hands grasped his wrists.

"Got him!" His
aunt's voice was husky, breathless.

Rob's heart
thumped harder. Could she pull him up? She might fall, too. He shut
his eyes again.

He felt himself
being dragged up, ever so slowly, his skin hurting where it scraped
against the rocks.

People were
shouting, giving directions. Mr. Kinkaid was swearing.

More hands
grabbed him, by the arms, then his waist. Then his legs. He was
being pulled away from the parapet, his bare knees burning as they
scraped the rough concrete.

Aunt Penny
hugged him like she'd never let go. He clung to her, the tears
coming fast.

***

Jack got to his
feet as people clustered solicitously around Penny and Rob.

Thank God she
was safe!

Where had that
thought come from? He'd have done anything to save the boy, but if
Penny had gone over the cliff, all it meant was one less drug
dealer in the world.

Jack pulled his
shirt down and brushed his jacket, ignoring the bloody abrasions on
his chest and belly from being dragged across concrete.

He scanned the
crowd for the redheaded man in big sunglasses and baggy green track
suit who'd pushed Rob through the railings. The man was gone. So
was Carl Fredericks. Jack couldn't remember seeing him after they'd
left the bus. As he started toward the parking lot, the bus driver
ran down the steps with a length of rope.

"It's okay,"
Jack said, "they're safe."

"What a
relief!" the driver said, rubbing a hand across his forehead. "I
keep telling people to watch out but they don't listen. The winds
gust something fierce.”

Jack cut him
off. "Have you seen a tall, skinny, black-haired man in sunglasses,
pale blue pants and a Hawaiian shirt in the last five minutes?"

"Can't say as I
have."

Jack ran toward
the parking lot.

Fredericks
wasn’t there. He must have had a car waiting for him. No sign of
the guy with the red hair either.

Penny and Rob
came up the steps hand in hand, surrounded by people. The driver
helped them onto the bus, then herded the rest of his passengers
into their seats.

Jack stopped
beside Penny and Rob. "You both okay?" It seemed inadequate but
what could he say?

"Yes." She was
lying; her hands were still shaking and she was trying to hide it
by clasping them together in her lap. "I can’t thank you enough for
what you did."

"Did you see
what happened?"

There was fear
in her eyes. "No. It all happened so fast. It's hard to believe he
fell."

So she
suspected Rob had been pushed over the rail. He knew it. "Is there
anything I can do?"

"No. Nothing.
We'll be fine."

She didn't
sound as if she believed it.

Back in
Waikiki, in the hotel lobby, he said again, "You sure there's
nothing I can do?"

Her face was
pale, her blue eyes wide and still frightened. The boy hadn't said
a word since they'd left the Pali Cliffs and he clung to Penny,
sucking his thumb.

"There's
nothing, thanks. You've already done more than anyone could ask."
She turned away and, taking Rob's hand, walked toward the elevator,
head high, back stiff.

What was wrong
with the woman? She was acting like he'd been the one to shove Rob
through the railing. In his room, he phoned the Honolulu drug
squad.

"Lieutenant
Koyama, it's Jack Kinkaid. I called yesterday about a man I saw
with Ms. Davis. Your staff come up with anything on it?"

"Maybe. You'd
have to confirm it by looking at the mug shots. There's a young
hood named Vic Nelson that fits the description, including the gold
ring in his right ear."

"So what's his
game? Picking up lonely ladies, preferably rich? Or drugs?"

"Neither,"
Koyama said, "Nelson is a contract killer."

A hit man. And
Fredericks had followed Penny and Rob all morning, then disappeared
before the attack on Rob. It had been a deliberate attempt at
murder. Jack's hand clenched around the receiver.

"I take it
you've never made any charges stick."

"We've never
had enough evidence to charge him. He's fast and efficient."

"Somebody tried
to kill Rob Moller this morning. I saw the man but he didn't look
like Nelson.” The red hair had been pretty bright; it could have
been a wig.

Koyama said.
"Perhaps Miss Davis was delivering payment and decided to cut
herself in for a share. That would have made her extremely
unpopular."

It was
possible. Killing the boy would be a way of disciplining her. It
was also possible she'd stolen the heroin in her suitcase from
Moller and now he was after her. But that didn't compute. Moller
wouldn't kill his own son.

Jack told
Koyama about the morning's events and described Carl Fredericks.
"I'll come over and check those mug shots soon as I can. If the guy
she was with on the beach is Vic Nelson, I'll have to rethink this
whole scene."

"One thing
doesn't fit," Koyama said. "Nelson isn't known for getting friendly
with his victims. He's a professional.”

As Jack hung
up, he heard someone knocking on a door down the corridor. Sticking
his head out, he saw a boy with a pizza box standing outside
Penny's room. He caught a whiff of spicy Italian sausage and fried
onions and backed into his room. When he heard the elevator again,
he went downstairs and hailed a taxi.

An hour later
he was back. After making sure Penny and Rob were still in their
room, he phoned Ian in Vancouver.

"It's Jack.
There are some strange things going on around here." He gave Ian a
quick summary.

There was a
moment's silence. "You say Fredericks followed Davis and the boy
all morning but didn't make contact? I don't get it."

"Neither do I.
Maybe Moller sent him to get the boy. But he was nowhere around
when Rob went over the cliff."

"And you saw a
man deliberately push him?"

"Yeah. Would
Moller get rid of his own kid? I can't believe it."

Ian was silent
again. Then, "I can. For one thing, the kid isn't really Moller's,
he's a stepson. And suppose he witnessed Larry Wing's murder?"

Jack thought
about Rob's hunted look, his bitten nails. "Yeah, that's a thought.
But what about Davis? She looks after that boy like he was her own.
Is she a courier or is she trying to hide the boy from Moller?"

Why was he
questioning her motives? She had a half kilo of heroin sitting in
her suitcase; that proved what her motive was.

Ian grunted.
"When you saw them at Vancouver airport, did the boy have any
luggage?"

"She was
carrying two suitcases. But as soon as they got here, she bought
him a bunch of clothes."

"Okay, that
sounds like the trip could have been a last-minute decision. But
why not Toronto? That's where his mother's supposed to be."

"Maybe the
flight to Toronto was sold out.”

"So she just
grabbed the next available plane, no matter where it was going?
Sounds pretty far out to me."

"Listen, Ian,
that was late Monday night. Wing's body was found early Tuesday
morning, right? So maybe the kid did see the killing and she was
getting him out of the way as fast as she could. I can guarantee
one thing – that boy is scared of something."

"Okay, let's
say you're right. That doesn't mean she's not dealing drugs. She
went to see Moller twice last week and we know she picked up heroin
for him."

Jack sighed.
"Yeah, okay. I still think she's trying to protect the boy,
though.” Maybe she was a mule; could be that Moller was
blackmailing her into carrying drugs.

“You get
anything on the guy you saw with her?"

"I just had a
look at the mug shots. His name is Vic Nelson and he's a hit
man."

Ian's silence
was longer this time. "This is getting complicated. It doesn't take
two men to get rid of one kid. Maybe there's some kind of turf war
going on here."

"Revenge? Like
Moller's trespassing on someone else's territory and they're going
to kill his kid in retaliation? That could have been done any time
after the plane landed. Why try to make it look like an
accident?"

"I don't know."
Ian said. "Let's go back to the idea that Moller wants to silence
the kid because he saw the murder. He gets Davis to take him
somewhere far away, like Hawaii, so a convenient accident can
happen to him."

"No."

"What do you
mean, no?"

"She loves that
kid, I'd stake my life on it. I've watched them together. Besides,
these guys could be after her, too. Whatever the kid knows, he's
bound to have told her about it."

"Don't let a
pretty face scramble your brain, Jack. The hit man made a mess of
his attempt on the boy and she had to rescue him to make it look
good."

Jack swore
under his breath. He'd had the same thought himself. Why did he
keep wanting to defend Penny? He must be going soft in the head.
"I'd like to talk to her, find out what she knows."

"And blow your
cover? No. Give it another day. And stick to that kid. I don't want
anything happening to him."

Neither do I,
Jack thought as he hung up. He liked the boy. He could have had a
son like Rob if it hadn't been for what had happened twenty years
ago.

The scene he'd
walked in on was still vivid in his memory. His father, Keith, dead
on the kitchen floor, his sister Connie bleeding from a hip wound,
his mother passed out from shock. The house full of cops, most of
them friends and all of them grim-faced. They'd got Parker, the
ex-con who did it, but that hadn't done Keith any good.

Keith had
arrested Parker years before for drug dealing and the man had gone
to prison, threatening to kill Keith when he came out. Like most
seasoned cops, Keith had ignored the threats. When Parker came out
of jail, he picked up a weapon and went straight to the house.

In court, Jack
had watched Parker get a life sentence and decided to be a cop like
his father. Decided, too, that he wasn't going to have a
family.

Connie was
lucky; she'd recovered. But not everybody was that lucky.

When Sara had
first mentioned marriage, he'd cared enough to question his
principles. She was independent and tough and hadn't wanted kids,
so he wouldn't have had anybody to worry about except her. But
putting even one life in danger was too much.

He hadn't cared
enough to marry Barbara until she claimed to be pregnant. Funny how
disappointed he'd been when he found out she wasn't. "How dumb can
you get?" Jack muttered, cat-footing down the hall to check on
Penny and Rob.

~~~~~

 


 Chapter Eight

 


Penny closed
the door as the delivery boy thanked her enthusiastically for the
second time. She put the chain back on and stared at her still
shaking hands. Had she given him five dollars instead of two? Or
even ten? She wasn't sure what she'd done.

She wasn't sure
of anything. The fluttering pigeons, the palm trees, the heat and
sunshine seemed like a dream. The spicy aroma of the pizza was
real, though she had no appetite. But it was noon, time for food,
and she needed some sense of normality.

Jack Kinkaid
carried a gun.

She'd seen the
gun when the men had pulled her and Rob onto the terrace and Jack
was getting to his feet. That had been real, whatever else
wasn't.

All his talk
about being an accountant was window dressing. She should have told
him to get lost right at the start. But who was he?

A gun. And Rob
going over the railing. And she thought someone had shoved her when
she went after him. Kinkaid? It could have been. There'd been no
one else on the bus who knew her. But why?

She didn't want
to believe he'd pushed her. He'd played a big part in saving her
and Rob, and why would he have done that if he intended to kill
them? This morning, before the tour, she'd wanted to believe he
liked her; had been wishing he'd get up enough nerve to ask her out
or explain what game he was playing. Or both.

Now she didn't
know what to believe. Jack had acted quickly at the Pali Cliffs,
had assumed authority as though he was accustomed to it. He was
probably none of the things he said he was. Accountants didn't
carry guns.

She used her
Swiss army knife to cut the pizza into wedges. "Rob, have some
lunch." He was sitting in front of the television set, staring at a
nature show and sucking his thumb. She wanted to pull the thumb
away from his mouth, wanted him to act his age. But how could she
lecture him about something so silly when his life was in
danger?

He bit into his
pizza, eyes still on the television screen. Penny found swallowing
difficult, but the second bite went down a little easier. If she
could eat a whole piece, it would prove she had control over at
least one thing in her life.

Rob put his
pizza down. "I don't feel good."

She rested her
hand on his shoulder. "Because of this morning? Or something
else?"

How she wished
Angela was here! Last night's calls to Toronto had produced nothing
though she'd tried until it was two in the morning there. There'd
been no answer at her father's house either. Maybe they’d gone away
to avoid reporters. If she didn’t have to look after Rob, she could
go home and provide moral support.

The skin around
Rob's eyes looked bruised. "Somebody pushed me," he said.

She'd known
instinctively it hadn't been an accident. “Did you see who it
was?”

"No. I was
looking down the cliff. The next thing I was falling."

She had to face
facts. Greg had learned where they were. And sent somebody to kill
Rob. Her too, probably.

Penny dropped
her pizza in the waste basket. Forget normality! She and Rob were
in imminent danger. Greg must have known where they were almost as
soon as they'd arrived.

"Rob, was Jack
Kinkaid anywhere near you when you went over the rail?"

He looked
surprised. "I don't think so. Why?"

"I just
wondered, that's all."

"He helped you
get me back up the cliff."

"Yes," she
said, "Yes, he did."

But why was he
wearing a gun? Who was he?

She had to face
the possibility that Jack Kinkaid was working for Greg. Maybe he’d
been following them even before they got on the plane to
Honolulu.

Rob was
sprawled in front of the television again, picking at loose threads
in the carpet. Better than thumb sucking. There was nothing for him
to do except watch TV; they certainly weren't going to leave the
safety of the room. But they couldn't stay locked in here
forever.

Penny phoned
Vancouver again. Even if the police had arrested her father, her
mother had to come home sometime.

"Penny! I've
been wanting so badly to get in touch with you, but I didn't know
how."

"Is it Dad? Has
he been arrested?"

"Yes." Dora
started to cry.

She'd been
right! The cops were determined to carry on their vendetta against
her father. She had to find a way to get home and fight them. Some
way that didn't put Rob in worse danger.

"Have you hired
a lawyer?"

Dora, her voice
under control again, said, "I went to Legal Aid. There's something
else. Rob's missing. Greg told me and it was in the papers
yesterday morning, too."

That was a
jolt. It hadn't occurred to her Greg would report Rob as missing.
But naturally he would. Window dressing again. It must have been a
cruel three days for her parents, fretting over their only
grandson.

"He's with me,
Mom. He's all right."

"Penny! Why
didn't you let anyone know?"

"It's too long
a long story to tell over the phone. Did Greg come to you looking
for Rob?"

"Of course!
What would you expect? His only son is missing. You think he
wouldn't move heaven and earth to find him?"

Oh, he'd move
heaven and earth all right.

"Penny, Greg
told me you were going to Toronto. Is Angela there?"

"No, we're in
Hawaii." No reason to keep it secret from anyone now. Greg knew
exactly where they were. "I've been trying to get in touch with
Angela but no luck. Have you heard from her?"

Please say yes,
Penny thought, please tell me she's all right.

"Not a word. I
don't know what's the matter with her, going off for so long and
leaving Rob behind."

"Don't worry,
Mom. Rob's fine." Her mother couldn't do anything to help so there
was no point explaining the situation. She'd only get more
upset.

"I'll phone
Greg; the poor man is beside himself with worry."

Yeah,
right.

"I'll come home
just as fast as I can. Keep your chin up and give my love to
Dad."

There was so
much more she wanted to know but she couldn't deal with her
father's problems from here. The most important task was getting
Rob to a safe place.

Could she fly
to Vancouver and put Rob into some kind of protective custody?
Phoning the police in Honolulu wouldn't work; it wasn't their
problem. It was the Vancouver cops who had to deal with Greg.

And because she
was Reg Davis's daughter, it wouldn't do any good to phone the
Vancouver cops. They'd called her in twice for questioning in the
past year alone, though they had no reason to suspect she was
involved in the heist.

But they might
look after Rob; surely none of them could be so twisted as to let a
little kid be killed.

No. The boys in
blue were her last resort.

There was a
knock at the door. For a moment she stared at it, frightened. Who
could it be?

There was only
one way to find out.

Making sure the
chain was firmly in place, she called, "Who is it?"

"It's Jack
Kinkaid, Penny." His voice sounded deeper, more confident. "I'd
like to talk to you."

Anger at his
duplicity raised her own voice to a higher pitch. "I'll bet you
would! Just forget it!"

"Penny, this is
important. Open the door."

"Leave me
alone. I won't talk to you. You lied to me!"

She sat at the
telephone desk, her elbows on the table, her head in her hands, and
willed herself to be calm. Jack called out again, then pounded on
the door. Finally the pounding stopped. How had he known what room
she had?

Well, of
course, he'd asked at the desk. All too easy to think like a
criminal – or a policeman – if you put your mind to it. She'd have
to learn to think the same way if she was going to get Rob and
herself out of this mess.

"Why don't you
want to talk to Mr. Kinkaid?" Rob asked.

"Because I
don't trust him. I think he might be one of Greg's friends."

"He couldn't
be. He was the one that got help to pull us back up the cliff."

"I know, but
he's wearing a gun. Why would he do that if he isn't a
criminal?"

“He might be a
policeman. Policemen wear guns, even when they're working
undercover."

She hadn't
thought of that. But why would a policeman follow her around
Hawaii? Surely the Vancouver cops wouldn't push their harassment
that far.

"You could be
right, Rob, but I'm not willing to take a chance on it." Not on a
Vancouver policeman, anyway.

Rob stood
beside her. "What are we going to do now, Aunt Penny? Greg's hired
some guy to get rid of me, hasn't he?”

She hadn't
wanted him to think about his life being in danger. He was only
nine; he wouldn't understand. Then she remembered that he liked to
watch cop shows on TV. He probably understood better than she
did.

"We have to get
back to Vancouver. We'll call the police from the airport and ask
them to take us to a safe house until Greg has been arrested. And
until we go to the airport, we'll have to stay in this room."

Rob's shoulders
relaxed a little. "Yeah, okay. I wish I'd seen who pushed me."

"So do I. If
you can think of anything else we should do, Rob, I want to
know."

"Okay."

He went back to
his movie. Penny reached for the phone again.

The result of
her call was disheartening. There were no seats on any flight until
Saturday and even that was on standby, which meant they'd have to
stay in this box of a room all day tomorrow as well. And possibly
be penned up in the Honolulu airport for a day or two.

Penny sorted
through the contents of her handbag. Anything to keep her hands
busy.

She was sure
now that Angela's rainy-day money had been meant to finance her
escape from Greg. But why had she gone to Toronto without Rob and
the money? If, in fact, she actually had gone. Penny shelved the
question; all she could cope with was the here and now.

What if camping
out in Vancouver airport, waiting for the police to give them
protection, didn't work? Changing into her red bikini, she sat on
the lanai to think. Reflected sunlight glared from the white walls
of the building, intensifying the heat.

Her mind
drifted into different scenarios. The worst part, as Rob had
realized, was not being able to put a face to the man who was
trying to kill them.

If Rob's death
had been meant to look like an accident, it could only be because
Greg was too deep into drug dealing to risk being investigated.
That meant any further attempts would also appear accidental. If
she took great care, there was a chance they'd get out of here
alive.

"Penny, I have
to talk to you."

Jack Kinkaid’s
voice! Where was he?

He spoke again,
his voice tense, urgent. "Penny, do yourself a favor and
listen."

There! He was
on the next lanai but one.

"How did you
get out there?" she demanded.

"This is my
room," he said, one hand resting casually on the railing.

She stood up.
"You mean you've been here the whole time? You booked in the same
time we did?"

"Penny, listen
to me."

He'd been there
all the time. Next door almost. Panic galvanized her legs. He could
get from his lanai to hers if he wanted to. She dove into the
room.

Inside, the
sliding door locked against human predators and the drapes drawn
against sunlight, her panic subsided. Rob hadn't even looked up; he
was submerging his fear in the western gunfight blaring from the
television screen, his fingers busy pulling strings of elastic out
of his socks.

She put on
shorts and a blouse, and stretched out on the bed. Jack couldn't
get into her room unless he broke down a door. But how was she
going to get out of here without him following?

It didn't
really matter who he was. If he worked for Greg he was gunning for
her and if he was a cop – which she found hard to believe – she had
every reason in the world not to trust him.

There was
nothing she could do except wait until morning when Vic came to get
them. She'd tell him to forget touring the island. Perhaps he'd
take them to the airport Saturday morning, though. She wished he
was here now, as protection against Jack Kinkaid, but she didn't
have his phone number, didn't even know his last name.

Time to try Tim
and Jane in Toronto again.

The phone rang
only twice before it was picked up and she recognized Tim's
boisterous voice.

"It's Penny
Davis. I've been trying to reach you for days. Is Angela
there?"

"No. Is she
supposed to be?"

The receiver
grew hot and slippery in her palm. "She told Greg she was going to
visit you and Jane. Are you telling me she never arrived?"

"Not that I
know of. She hasn't been to see us, anyway." Tim sounded concerned.
"We haven't heard from her for a long time."

"But you
haven't been answering your phone. You wouldn't know if she was
trying to get in touch."

"We've only
been away four days, up at the cottage. When did you say Angela
left Vancouver?"

"About two and
a half weeks ago."

"Well, she
hasn't been here. Other than the last four days, we've been home,
praying that the air conditioner keeps working. Is Angie in
trouble?"

"Yes. If she
does show up, would you tell her to phone me? I'll be at this
number until early Saturday morning. Tell her it's urgent. No, tell
her it's a matter of life and death."

Penny hung up
the phone, tears stinging her eyes. Angela had never arrived in
Toronto. She’d probably never left Vancouver. That could mean Greg
had...

She pressed her
palms to her eyes, a searing ache in her chest as memories drifted
through her mind – her father coming home in the wheelchair and
Angela, upset and resentful of the changes in her life, running to
her for comfort. Angela, made-up, jangling with jewelry, defiant,
going out on her first date at fourteen. Angela, sitting
cross-legged on Penny's bed, talking about love and life. Angela at
fifteen, holding newborn Rob in her arms – then the emptiness after
she'd run away. Angela, glowing with hope and happiness, walking
down the aisle with Greg.

Penny fought
the images. She must not cry, or let Rob know how frightened she
was. And she must not give in to despair. There had to be some
other explanation for Angela's disappearance.

~~~~~

 


 Chapter Nine

 


In the morning
Penny stepped onto the lanai, glad to breathe fresh air and feel
the soft heat caress her skin. Within seconds a dozen white pigeons
fluttered around her, waiting for a handout. She wished she felt as
perky as they did, but she'd slept very little.

"You guys like
pizza?" she asked them.

She glanced at
Jack Kinkaid's lanai. His door was shut, the drapes drawn. She
hoped he’d stay there. If he tried pounding on her door again,
she’d call hotel security.

He kept
insisting he had to talk to her. Why? The man made no sense at all
and never had.

Penny went
inside and locked the door. The last thing she needed was Kinkaid
doing a Superman leap onto her lanai. Her watch said seven. Still
two hours before Vic was due and she was ravenous. Should she phone
room service? No. Better not open the door if she didn't have to.
Breakfast would have to be cold pizza. She cut it into wedges and
scrubbed the knife in the bathroom sink. She was half way through
her first piece when Rob woke up.

"Are you eating
pizza?" he said sleepily.

"Want
some?"

"Yeah. I'm
starving."

She watched him
eat, crumbs and pineapple shreds dropping on the coverlet. He
seemed to have slept deeply all night. She'd been prepared for him
to wake with nightmares but he'd never stirred. Perhaps she'd had
enough for both of them.

When he was
dressed, he said, "Do we have to go back to Vancouver? When
Godzilla finds out he'll come after us."

“Godzilla? Is
that what you call Greg?” It was the perfect name for him. "He
won't know what plane we're on because I didn't make reservations.
We're on standby. When we get to Vancouver airport, I'll phone the
police and they can send someone to get us. We won't leave the
airport until we have a safe place to go. Sound okay?"

His face
cleared. "They’ll arrest him when they find out about that guy,
won't they?"

"I'm sure they
will." She wasn't sure but Rob didn't need to know that.

"What'll we do
today?"

"Vic's coming
at nine. He was going to drive us around to look at the scenery,
but I think we'd better stay here. Maybe he can pick up a couple of
videos for us instead."

"Okay, but I
wish it was Mr. Kinkaid who was coming.”

"If Mr. Kinkaid
is one of Greg's buddies, we don't want him around, do we?"

"No, I guess
not." He slid off the bed and went to turn on the television.

Penny, picking
pizza crumbs off the bed, became aware of an acrid smell. Rob was
sitting on the floor with the ashtray between his legs. He had torn
off a paper match and was watching it burn in the ash tray.

“Rob, what are
you doing?”

He looked up at
her. “Pretending I’m burning Greg’s restaurant down.”

"Oh, Rob!” She
knelt beside him. “Please don’t do that. Burning the restaurant
won’t hurt Greg. His fire insurance would pay him whatever the
place is worth.”

"I never
thought of that." He put the matches and ashtray on the desk and
went back to the TV, clicking the channel changer until he found a
movie.

Penny ached for
him, wishing she could ease his pain and make him safe. She’d felt
just the same about Angela when she was growing up.

Angela had been
thirteen to her twenty when their father was shot. From then on
Dora had focused all her attention on him. Penny had taken Angela
to buy clothes, helped her with homework, talked to her.

It hadn’t
worked. Angela had been dazzled by glamor and money and spent her
spare time reading movie magazines and fantasizing about the
clothes and jewelery she'd wear when she was a famous actress or a
millionaire's wife. The fantasies might have been a defence against
reality, but nothing Penny said could convince her there were more
important things in life.

A year later
Angela was dating and using drugs. Unimpressed by Penny's warnings,
she refused to attend youth programs or go for counseling. By
fifteen she was pregnant and announced that she had quit using
drugs because it was bad for the baby.

Then she'd
taken Rob and run away to Toronto, leaving a note that said there
was no future in dull, backward Vancouver. Three years later she
came home, poised, lovely and soon in demand as a model.

Angela still
ignored her advice. Penny had warned her against Greg, had said he
would make her unhappy. Perhaps Angela had repeated her words to
Greg and that was why he hated her so much. Lately, in spite of
Angela's denials, she'd become sure her sister's marriage was less
than ideal. Would Rob go his own way, too, ignoring her advice? All
she could do right now was try to make sure he lived long enough to
choose his own path.

It seemed to
take forever for her watch to tick away the hour between eight and
nine. She paced, filed her nails, paced, picked up her book and put
it down, paced again. She even thought of packing, but she had to
save something to do for later.

At nine the
phone rang. It was Vic. "You guys ready to roll? You want to meet
me here or should I come up?"

"I think you'd
better come up."

He had on white
shorts and T-shirt, an attractive contrast to his warm tan, and a
cheerful grin. It was such a relief to see a friendly face she felt
like hugging him. Instead, she invited him in. Rob left his post in
front of the television long enough to lock and chain the door as
soon as Vic was inside.

"There's a
problem, Vic. We can't go sightseeing with you. Someone tried to
kill Rob yesterday. We'll be safer if we stay in the room."

His eyes
widened and the grin vanished. "No kidding?"

"No
kidding."

"Who was it, do
you know?"

"A hit man
hired by Rob's stepfather."

"Wow!" He
paused. "Hey! You think maybe the car that nearly hit you was the
same guy?"

Penny
remembered the heat and the whistle of air as the car had swept by.
It hadn't occurred to her that the near miss had been anything but
accidental. But it seemed as though everything that happened to
them was meant to look like an accident.

"It might have
been. If so, that means he's had two tries." The phrase 'third time
lucky' flashed into her mind.

Vic sat down.
"I can see you're spooked. But what if the guy breaks in here? He
has to know where you're staying, right? You'd be better off outta
here."

"He'll be
watching, Vic. He'll follow us if we leave. Besides, I think he's
trying to make it look like an accident and he can't do that if he
breaks into the room."

"What a bummer!
I bought a real gourmet picnic lunch for us, too."

"That was sweet
of you. But we can have a picnic on the lanai."

Vic grinned.
"Hey, I got a plan that'll fool the creep. You don't really want to
sit in here all day sweating it out, do you?"

She had to
admit she didn't. The three hours since she'd wakened seemed more
like three days. Three days of being locked into her own mind,
going round and round with all the 'what ifs.' Rob needed to burn
off some of his nervous energy, too.

"Okay, this
place has a service elevator, right? Guy I know used to work here,
which is how I found out. It's right at the back of the building.
When you get out you're where the food's delivered and laundry and
stuff like that. I got a rental car out front so I'll just swing
around into the alley and pick you up there. How's that sound?"

"It sounds
good." The killer wouldn't pay any attention to Vic, and if he
didn't know where they were, he couldn't follow them. She'd have a
day's breathing space.

She shook her
head. The risk might be small, but she wasn’t going to take any
chances with Rob’s life. Seeing the sights and picnicking sounded
enticing but they didn't dare leave the room.

"I'm sorry,
Vic, but I have to say no. Going out is more of a risk than I want
to take."

Vic scowled.
She didn't blame him. He'd had the day planned and she was ruining
it for him.

After a moment,
he said, "Haven't been to Diamond Head, have you? Great view from
up there. I was figuring on Hanauma Bay for the picnic. It's a
conservation area for fish and stuff. Rob would like that."

"I know he
would."

"I'd be there
to protect you." He flexed his arm and patted the bulging
muscle.

"But you could
be in danger, too," she said. "What if the hit man shot you or
knocked you out?"

"Hey, I never
thought of that." Vic held up his hands in an attitude of defeat.
"Okay, I give in. How about I go get the picnic stuff? Oh, yeah,
and maybe rent a movie?"

"That would be
great. Unless you'd rather just forget it and have a picnic with
somebody else."

"Nah. Told you
before, I got nobody to play with this week. Be back in ten."

After he had
gone she wondered what sort of food he'd bought. Hamburgers and
french fries? She thought of Rob kneeling in front of the
toilet.

"Rob, why do
you hate french fries so much?"

"Because of
Godzilla," Rob said, still watching the TV screen. “He made me eat
them when I didn't want to."

"Why?"

He finally
turned his gaze on her. "Mom and I never ate them because she said
they were too fatty. Greg said we were wimps. So one time he made
hamburgers and fries and said we had to eat them."

"And did
you?"

"Yeah. He said
he'd hit me if I didn't. He stood behind me and watched till I ate
them all."

"No wonder you
don't like them."

"I threw up
after. He was really mad then."

Rob went to the
bathroom and in a few minutes came out carrying her Swiss army
pocket knife. "Can I keep this for a while?"

He might do a
lot of damage with the knife. On the other hand, she couldn't go
out and buy the dumbbells he wanted.

"All right.
Just don't carve the hotel into pieces, okay?"

Almost a smile.
"Okay."

There was a
knock on the door and Vic identified himself. He came in lugging a
big cooler in one hand and a video in the other.

"Hope you like
horror movies."

"Cool!” Rob
said. “I like cops movies, too."

"We can get one
after lunch if you're still gung ho on staying here." He walked to
the sliding door and opened it. "Let's have a look at your
view."

"It isn't
much," Penny said, following him onto the lanai. "Just an alley and
the backs of other buildings." She stayed well away from the
railing.

"You got a
thing about heights?" Vic asked, lighting a cigarette.

"Yes, a
little." She described what had happened at the Pali Cliffs.

"Hey, no wonder
you don't want to go close to the edge." He blew out a stream of
smoke. "Well, looks like all we got left is the video."

Half an hour
into the movie, with enormous green octopuses clambering out of the
sea and threatening to wipe out the cowering millions of Manhattan,
Penny’s mind drifted to Rob. He seemed to be enjoying the film.
Considering how much he liked sea animals, maybe he should think
about being a biologist instead of a cop when he grew up.

If he grew
up.

Penny shivered
involuntarily. It wouldn't do any good to think about that
possibility. She forced her eyes back to the screen.

When the movie
was over, Vic said, "Time for lunch." He took the cooler to the
lanai. "Come on, we can at least sit in the sun while we eat,
otherwise it's not a picnic."

"There are only
two chairs," Penny said.

"I'm going to
sit on the floor," Rob announced. "Better than sitting at a
table."

With a
flourish, Vic produced a bottle of Dom Perignon and two champagne
glasses.

"Champagne!
Vic, you must have spent a fortune!" Was he trying to impress her?
He must know by now that she wasn't wealthy.

He grinned at
her. "I go for top of the line. On everything. Anyway, I told you,
my old man's loaded." He popped the cork and poured them each a
glass.

The champagne
was cool, sparkling and delicious. "This is wonderful, Vic." The
hot sun on her back felt good, too.

"Glad I picked
something that turns your crank." He took a Coke from the cooler
and handed it to Rob.

It was pleasant
sitting in the open air, though nothing like the sunny beach she’d
turned down. She reminded herself that Greg's hit man was around
somewhere. So was Jack Kinkaid.

"You got a
boyfriend?" Vic asked.

"Not at the
moment," she said.

"No kidding? I
figured there'd be a bunch of dudes after you."

One would be
enough. She thought of Jack Kinkaid. Weird. She dismissed the
thought.

"I broke up six
months ago with a guy I was thinking about marrying. I'm in no rush
to find anybody else."

"Yeah?" Vic's
gaze caressed her slowly from head to toe. "I bet he was ready to
slit his wrists when you gave him the heave-ho."

At some other
time his open interest might have been flattering. Now it left her
uneasy.

"Bruce wouldn't
slit his wrists over anybody. Besides, he's already engaged to
someone else."

"Guess you're
not sorry to be rid of the guy, then."

No, she wasn't
sorry to be rid of Bruce. He'd been exciting, his wit outrageous.
It had taken her a while to discover that Bruce was in love with
Bruce. And with his own virtuoso performances as a courtroom
lawyer.

"Have some more
of the bubbly stuff." Vic refilled his own glass. "You might as
well get happy."

"No, thanks,
I've got to keep a clear head."

"Oh, right." He
finished the champagne himself while relating snippets of his life
as a little boy. He was an only child, he said, and she sensed a
hint of loneliness underneath his brash veneer.

"I'll unpack
lunch," he said.

If he'd been
aiming to impress her, he'd succeeded. There were shrimp, pink and
perfect in onion, lime juice and olive oil; a peppery watercress
salad, then the perennial picnic favorites; potato salad,
hard-boiled eggs, cold chicken and black olives, served on china
plates with silver service and linen napkins.

"Eat up," Vic
said. "There's more to come."

Penny ate,
wondering about him. His taste for gourmet food was in sharp
contrast to his gauche youthfulness. Odd that he'd been raised to
appreciate expensive food but not taught the sophistication to
match. It occurred to her that he might be hanging around because
he liked to show off and she was someone new for him to impress. He
was immature enough to indulge in that kind of shallow
thinking.

The "more" was
Camembert and crackers, miniature glazed strawberry tarts and
honeydew melon slices packed in ice.

Rob finished
off his fourth tart, looked regretfully at those left in the box
and wandered back to the television.

"As Rob would
say, that was awesome, Vic. Thank you.”

He smiled
shyly. "You're gonna have dinner with me, too. Okay?"

"I don't think
so. It just doesn't make any sense to go out when we're safe
here."

"Hey, I told
you a good way of getting out of here and I know plenty of places
around Honolulu where nobody'd ever think of looking for you." He
pulled a second bottle of champagne from the cooler and opened it.
"You want to change your mind? We can take our time with this one.
We got all afternoon. Right?"

"Why not? But
only one." She watched Vic drink, obviously enjoying himself.

"Why don't you
have a nap?" he said. "Always goes good after a meal. Then you'll
be ready to party tonight."

There was no
way she could nap, tired as she was.

"I'm not
sleepy," she said.

He got up and
made a restless circuit of the room. "Okay, how about another
couple videos, then? I can get a chase movie for the kid. What do
you want?"

"I like
adventure stories."

"Right. I'll
see what I can do. I might be a little while. Gotta make a phone
call."

***

Jack Kinkaid
paced. He’d decided not to force his way through Penny’s door. If
she kept herself and the boy locked in they'd be safe enough.
Confident that she had enough common sense to know that, he'd gone
to Koyama's office this morning to see if he could learn anything
new.

"Who does
Nelson work for?" Jack had asked.

"He's
freelance, as far as we know."

That didn't
help much.

"I could arrest
Ms Davis for possession of heroin and take her back to Canada,"
Jack grumbled.

When he'd
returned, he could hear the television blaring in her room.
Frustration made him irritable. Nothing seemed to be happening,
except that someone wanted to kill young Rob.

As he paced, he
decided a key piece of the puzzle was missing: Angela Moller. They
had to find her. Whether or not she was involved in the drug
business, she might be willing to spill whatever she knew about
Moller.

Jack sat down
and put in a call to Ian.

"You might find
out where Angela is by questioning Moller about the information he
gave when he reported Rob as missing. Surely he knows where his
wife is."

"He said she
was vacationing. In Toronto."

"Can you talk
to him right now? It's important, Ian. I have a feeling Angela
Moller is the key to this case."

"You and your
gut feelings! Okay, I'll get back to you."

It was two
hours before he called back. "You were right, Jack. There's
something strange going on. Moller gave us a number in Toronto
where he said his wife was visiting. The people there hadn't heard
from her for months. And they had a call last night from Davis,
asking the same question."

So Penny was
searching for Rob's mother, too. What did that tell him?

"What did
Moller say to that?"

"Now he says
she walked out on him and he doesn't know where she is. Says he
didn't have the heart to tell the kid so he made up the story about
her being on vacation.”

"Moller doesn't
have a heart."

"Maybe not.
Anyway, we're checking the airlines, whatever that will prove.
Moller says her car's still in the garage, so she either took
public transport or went with a friend. When I asked if she had a
boyfriend he looked like he was going to take a swing at me."

"Did he say
anything else?"

"Yeah, he came
up with the idea that his wife had kidnapped the boy."

"He's
squirming, Ian."

"There's more.
Then he accused Davis of kidnapping Rob, said both women were
flakes. Said Penny was probably going to deliver the boy to Angela.
Which I suppose is reasonable if Angela's left him."

"How'd he
seem?"

"Twitchy. For
once your gut instincts worked, Jack.”

"So what next?
Can you search his house? Find out if she took any clothes or
whatever?"

"I sure can't
get a search warrant based on mere suspicion and there's not enough
evidence to go after him on drugs or Larry Wing. I don't want him
too nervous."

“Any word from
Forensics on the murder?”

Ian sighed.
"Not for another day or two yet. Let’s hope it gives us something
to bite into. You had any luck tracing Fredericks?"

"No. He has to
be using an alias. The only way I'll find him is by sticking to Rob
and Penny. But I don't like using them as bait; I've got no backup.
I'd rather send them back to Canada. We'll need a safe place for
them until this thing is over."

"For the boy,
yes. Davis can take care of herself."

Ian was still
convinced that Penny was acting as a courier for Moller, so he
didn't care what happened to her. But all along, those gut feelings
had been telling Jack she wasn't involved with drugs in spite of
the heroin in her suitcase. It was time he listened to them.

Ian scoffed at
intuition but Jack couldn't remember it ever failing him, not even
in his rookie days. Ian's trouble was he'd been pushing paper too
long; he'd lost his feel for the street.

Everything
pointed to Rob having witnessed the murder of Larry Wing, who was a
known associate of Moller’s. Penny had whisked Rob out of the
country within hours of the event. Yesterday someone had tried to
kill the boy and make it seem accidental. Moller knew he was under
suspicion for dealing drugs and if he was trying to kill his
stepson, he'd want it to look accidental so he wouldn't be
investigated.

As far as he
could see now, Penny's only involvement was trying to protect her
nephew and return him to his mother. He'd swear she hadn't
delivered or picked up any drugs here in Honolulu.

Jack phoned
Vancouver again, this time to talk to Terry Wellburn.

"What's
happening with the old bank robbery case?"

"I'm gonna win
this one!" Terry's voice was exultant. "We arrested Reg Davis and
the third guy yesterday. Neither one is talking, but I'll bet you a
beer they will when they find out Lister has already
confessed."


"Congratulations!"

"I can tell you
one thing, old buddy. When this one is wrapped up, I'm going to
have one big celebration."

"Count me
in."

So Penny's
father had been arrested. As much as he wanted to root for Terry,
he hoped for Penny's sake that her father wasn't guilty.

Jack felt like
smashing his fist through a wall. He wished now that he had forced
Penny to listen to him. If he'd done that, she and Rob could be
back in Vancouver, somewhere safe.

~~~~~

 


 Chapter Ten

 


When Vic was
gone and Rob had locked and chained the door behind him, Penny
showered. She came out feeling fresher, though her eyes were heavy
from lack of sleep.

"Rob, it's your
turn." He had to do something besides sit on the floor and watch
the idiot box.

While Rob was
showering, she decided to change her clothes and pretend she was
going out to dinner. It might prevent her from worrying about
Angela, how her father was faring, whether she and Rob would
succeed in getting away from Greg's hit man.

The only dressy
things she had were brightly flowered silk pants flaring into wide
legs and a low-necked full-sleeved red blouse. She put them on and
looked in the mirror. The outfit looked elegant, but felt as
comfortable as an old pair of pajamas.

There was one
more reason to dress up, she thought, as she fastened red hoop
earrings. Fugitives wore jeans and dark sweaters and stayed in the
shadows. The less she looked like a fugitive, the less she'd feel
like one. Maybe.

Penny grinned
wryly at her reflection and shook her head. She'd been a fugitive
for barely a day and a half, though it felt like weeks, and what
she wore wouldn't change that. But it made her feel better to act
like a normal person. She swept her hair up and twisted it into a
french roll at the back of her head.

Angela's
package was still in her suitcase. Perhaps the necklace would go
with her blouse. She took the package out of the suitcase, then
reconsidered. The necklace could be valuable; she didn't want to
risk losing it.

The phone rang
and she stared at it. Angela!

She picked up
the phone with trembling hands and Jack said, "Penny?" Angry, she
slammed the phone down.

When Rob came
out of the bathroom, dressed in clean shorts and a polo shirt, she
said, "Okay so far?"

"I guess.
When's Vic coming back?"

There was a rap
at the door and Vic's voice demanding it be opened.

"Speak of the
devil," Penny murmured, as she took the chain off.

"What's that
mean?" Rob asked.

"Oh, just an
old saying my grandmother used. Doesn't mean anything, as far as I
remember."

Vic had brought
two movies, a Western and one with Clint Eastwood as Dirty Harry
for Rob. It was nearly six by the time they'd watched the Western,
had a snack from the cooler and cheered for Dirty Harry. If her
dream lover had been there instead of Vic, it would have felt like
an ordinary evening at home with the family.

"You look good
in that outfit," Vic said. "Change your mind about going out to
dinner?"

"No. Thanks for
asking, but..."

A fire alarm
jangled loudly in the corridor. Startled, Penny hesitated, then
grabbed her bag.

"Rob! Come on."
But he was right beside her.

Vic opened the
door and led the way to the staircase. "Better not use the
elevator." People were emerging from almost every room, hurrying
toward the stairs.

Out on the
sidewalk, Penny looked up at the hotel. "I don't see any
smoke."

Someone in the
crowd said, "Fire might be at the rear. Could be hours before they
let us back in."

Vic said,
"Look, I'll get a cab. You don't want to stand out here if your hit
man is someplace around."

"But..."

"Don't argue. I
gotta look after you and the kid, don't I? If we can't get back
inside, might as well go get that dinner I promised. If anybody
follows us, the cabby won't have any trouble losing him. I know a
few tricks myself."

"All right."
Anything was better than being exposed like this. She had to trust
somebody and Vic had been good to them.

Vic elbowed his
way into the crowd. Penny, holding Rob's hand, started to follow.
Someone grabbed her by the arm.

Jack
Kinkaid!

"You! What do
you want?"

His grip
tightened. "I have to talk to you. You must know you and the boy
are in danger. I can help you."

"I'll bet you
can!" She spat the words out. "I know who you are, you're working
for Greg Moller."

Out of the
corner of her eye, she could see a taxi parked at the curb. Vic was
leaning down, talking to the driver. She relaxed in Kinkaid's grip
for a second, then tried to yank her arm free and head for the
cab.

"Wait!" Kinkaid
spun her around to face him and shoved an ID card in front of her
face. "I'm a cop. Vancouver police force.”

Years of
accumulated anger and resentment exploded into a slap across his
face that had him almost off his feet. Her hand burned but she’d
gladly do it again.

"So what are
you here for? To grill me about some crime I had nothing to do
with? To arrest me because you can't prove my father is a thief?
Don't you guys ever quit?"

She snatched
Rob's hand again and fled to the waiting taxi. Vic opened the back
door and she dove in. "Let's go! I'm ready to party."

The taxi pulled
away. Penny didn't look back. Jack Kinkaid was a Vancouver cop! And
she'd actually thought she liked him. Were they going to carry out
their vendetta to the end of her father's days? Or even hers?

When she'd
caught her breath, she said, "Vic, I don't want to stay out late
tonight. Rob and I have to be at the airport by nine in the morning
and we still have to pack."
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