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      “Ava Grant!” Anna cried as she pulled her sister, Bella’s, childhood friend into a warm hug. “I heard you’ve been spending time in Seagull Cove lately. I was so sorry to have missed you when you stopped into Bella’s Dream last week.”

      Ava returned her hug. “I knew we’d connect sooner or later. Mitchell and I have been making regular trips to town to oversee the renovation of a Victorian we recently purchased. I can’t tell you how thrilled I was to learn that you relocated to Seagull Cove last year.”

      “It’s been far too long since our last visit,” Anna said.

      “I guess when we lost Bella, it became more challenging to make those visits happen. She was the one who would gather us together every so often.”

      “Now that you own a house in Seagull Cove, that will have to change. Will you be moving here full time?” Anna asked.

      “We plan to keep our townhouse in Boston and to use the Victorian as a second home. But I have a feeling I’ll be spending more time here than in the city. I’m heading back to Boston in the morning, but I’ll be back on Monday.”

      “Ruthie told me that your blog has really taken off in the past couple of years,” Anna said. “You were just getting it off the ground when Bella died.” It was so hard for Anna to talk about Bella in the past tense when she knew her Irish twin sister was alive and well in Camden, Maine.

      “I owe a huge debt of gratitude to Bella for giving me the push I needed. She is the one who encouraged me to share my love of New England culture through a weekly blog.”

      “It was so kind of you to feature Ruthie’s poetry book. She has been amazed at the interest in her work it has drummed up, and it’s brought some customers into her bookshop who were anxious to meet the author.”

      “It was my pleasure. Her poetry really captures life in a coastal New England town. And you! I can’t believe you own an ice cream shop a few doors down from Ruthie’s bookstore, and I didn’t even know about it until last week. We must have just missed each other on Main Street several times.”

      “I’m glad we finally figured it out,” Anna said.

      Ava ordered two scoops of mocha chip ice cream and sat at one of the round bistro tables by the floor-to-ceiling windows in front of the ice cream counter. There were only a few other customers who were seated in the adjacent dining room, but now that April had arrived and temperatures were climbing, Anna looked forward to an uptick in foot traffic.

      As Ava settled in with her ice cream, Ruthie entered the shop wearing a broad smile. “I’m so glad the two of you finally reconnected. I saw Ava come in, and I hoped you’d be here.”

      “How’s business?” Anna asked Ruthie after she ordered a scoop of mint chocolate chip and sat across from Ava.

      “Still slow, but this weather should help draw folks out of hibernation.”

      “I understand that I have your sister, Bella, to thank for my recent success. I hear she is the one who encouraged Ava to start her blog.”

      Ava smiled, but her eyes betrayed her sadness. “She did. She was the best.”

      Once again, Anna had to bite her tongue to resist the temptation to tell Bella’s old friend that she was alive.

      “I love that you named your ice cream shop after her,” Ava said. “She once told me about her fantasy of one day opening an ice cream shop that would serve as a community hub. From what Ruthie tells me about the events you hold here, it has become just that. Bella would have loved it.”

      Anna smiled. “I think she would have, too.”

      “I can’t wait to have a tour of your new house,” Anna said, leaning against the wall by Ava’s and Ruthie’s table.

      “You’re going to love it. It’s one of the old Victorians across the street from Mile Long Beach,” Ava said.

      “It’s that really big one that looks like it could be a bed and breakfast,” Ruthie said.

      “Ooh, I know the one. You’ll be a few doors down from Daniel Appleton. You’ll love having him as a neighbor. His wife lives in the cottage next to mine.”

      Ava shot Anna a confused glance. “They are married, and they live in two separate houses?”

      Anna chuckled. “It’s a long story. I’ll fill you in some time.”

      A man with brown hair cut in long layers and a neatly trimmed beard marched into Bella’s Dream. He was wearing light blue jeans and a hunter green sweatshirt beneath a brown duck coat. “I’ll have a large strawberry ice cream sundae,” he said. “Extra whipped cream, please.”

      Another man in a red flannel shirt and dark jeans came in a few seconds behind him.

      “Donovan, would you wait up? I told you, just forget about Kenny and Kat. I know it stinks, but she made her choice. You have to find a way to let it go.”

      Donovan responded without turning around. “I get it, Glen. It just burns me up when he rubs it in like that. I didn’t have to hire him for this job. He could at least treat me with respect. I just became the youngest president of the New England Construction Workers’ Association, you know. I could ruin his career if I wanted.”

      Glen let out a frustrated sigh. “Nobody’s going to ruin anyone’s career. Kenny is a reputable plumber, and you’re one of the best job superintendents in the area. The two of you are bound to work together for many years to come. You need to make peace with it. You can’t threaten his livelihood every time he ticks you off.”

      Donovan turned and faced Glen. “I know. I just need to blow off some steam.”

      As Anna made Donovan’s strawberry sundae, she glanced at Ava, who was listening intently to their conversation. After he paid for his order, he turned around to leave. When he noticed Ava, he stopped short. “Oh. Hi, Ava,” he said, straightening his shoulders.

      “Is everything okay?” she asked.

      “Of course. Just a little personnel issue. Nothing for you to worry about. Your renovation is still on track to be completed in a few weeks. I just came here for a post-lunch pick-me-up.”

      “Great,” Ava said. But she didn’t sound convinced.

      Donovan and Glen left at the same time. Glen got into a black Buick and went north on Main Street, while Donovan headed left on foot, taking a spoonful of his strawberry sundae as he walked.

      “I wonder what that was all about,” Ava said once the door closed behind Donovan and Glen.

      “I wouldn’t worry about it,” Anna said. “It sounds like a personal problem between the contractors. I’m sure it won’t affect their work.”

      “I hope not,” Ava said. “Mitchell and I did a lot of research before hiring SW Construction Group. The owner, Sammy, is supposed to be the best general contractor on the North Shore.”

      “See? I’m sure there’s nothing to worry about. If it becomes a problem, Sammy will step in and work it out.”

      “True. But if I hear anything like that again, I’m going to place a call.”

      “How’s Mitchell doing?” Anna asked, changing the subject.

      “He’s great. He took over his father’s architectural firm last year, so he’s been working a lot of late nights.” Ava gave her a mischievous smile. “He feels guilty about working so much, especially since the girls are away at college, so it wasn’t hard to convince him to buy the house in Seagull Cove.”

      “A beach house is the perfect place to write your blog, too,” Ruthie said.

      “My thoughts, exactly. There is a study on the second floor that overlooks the ocean. It will be amazing.”

      When they finished catching up, Ava stood to leave. She stopped and watched through the window as a fire rescue truck raced down Main Street with sirens blaring.

      “Oh, no,” Anna said, stepping outside. She squinted as she peered down the street to see if it was going to stop in town. “I hope everyone’s okay.”

      Ruthie and Ava followed her outside.

      “The truck is stopping at the cove,” Ruthie said. “I sure hope nobody went swimming. I’ve heard of over-enthusiastic folks deciding to take a swim as soon as we have a slightly warm day. It’s easy to get into trouble that way.”

      “I’m going to take a walk down and check it out.” Anna went back inside to grab her coat and a pair of binoculars from her office.

      Ruthie and Ava followed Anna out the door.

      When they arrived at the cove, Casper was perched on the cement retaining wall, looking toward the jetty that extended from the left side of the beach. He slammed his tail firmly against the wall.

      The women hopped onto the sand and walked closer to the jetty, where a few people had gathered. A paramedic was climbing onto the jetty, presumably to assess the situation.

      Another first responder rushed toward them, carrying a stretcher. When the first responder who was on the jetty arrived at what appeared to be a man lying on the rocks, he held up his hand, and the woman with the stretcher stopped. She dropped the stretcher onto the sand and joined her colleague on the rocks.

      “That can’t be good,” Anna said. “The only reason they wouldn’t need a stretcher for a man lying motionless on the rocks is if he were dead.” She looked through binoculars, which she had hung around her neck, and searched for the source of their concern.

      A man who had been standing a few yards away approached them. “He looked dead to me.”

      “He’s not moving, that’s for sure.” Anna could see a man lying on the rocks. He was toward the end of the jetty and his back was facing her. There was blood on the back of his head.

      “I’m the one who called 9-1-1. I’m staying at the Inn at Seagull Cove.” He pointed to Rosie’s inn, which could be seen up on the hill. “I came to take a walk on the beach and noticed him out there. He took his phone from the pocket of his black pants and showed the women a photo. “I think he was dead before I placed the call. There was a lot of blood and some white substance that I can’t identify.”

      Ava gasped when she saw the picture. “That’s Donovan Reed, my job superintendent!”

      “And that’s the strawberry sundae I just made for him splattered on the rocks next to him.”

      Anna studied the photo. There was a second wound on Donovan’s forehead, but it was hard to tell how much of the red substance on the rocks was strawberry syrup, and how much of it was blood. “You’re right. That is Donovan.”

      Now she knew what the white substance on the rock was. It was the whipped cream from his strawberry sundae.
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      Within a few minutes, Detective Charlie Doyle, along with another police officer, had arrived at the cove. They walked to the edge of the sand, where the female paramedic came to meet them.

      Anna couldn’t hear their conversation from where she stood.

      A few minutes later, the police officer fastened yellow crime scene tape across the beginning of the jetty. Charlie started to walk toward the street when he noticed Anna.

      “What brings you out here?” he asked.

      “We heard the sirens from my shop and came to the beach to see what happened. The victim is Donovan Reed. He’s the job superintendent for my friend, Ava’s, home renovation, and he was in my ice cream shop just before he died.”

      “The victim?” Charlie asked. “What makes you think he didn’t just slip on the rocks?”

      Anna chuckled to herself, since her mind raced immediately to murder. “I suppose he could have slipped.”

      Charlie smirked and continued toward the retaining wall, where other members of law enforcement were beginning to arrive.

      “I suppose it could have been an accident, but I’m not convinced that it was,” Ava said. “You heard Donovan and Glen talking about the tension among the crew while they were in your ice cream shop. Even Mitchell commented on it the first time we visited the job site.” Ava ran her hand through her dark hair. “Speaking of the contractors, someone should inform the crew of what happened. They shouldn’t learn about it on the news. Would you ladies mind coming with me?”

      “Of course not,” Anna said. “We should get right over. They’re probably already wondering where Donovan is.”

      “We’ll be right by your side while you deliver the difficult news,” Ruthie added.

      The women climbed over the retaining wall and turned left on Main Street. They continued walking for ten minutes until they arrived at Mile Long Beach. Ava led them to a large light grey Victorian with ivory and burgundy trim.

      Daniel, who was sitting on his porch a few houses down, waved at Anna.

      She smiled and waved back. She started to go over to say hello when Ruthie pulled her back. “Let’s get this over with. You can visit with Daniel later.”

      They followed Ava up the wooden stairs, across the porch, and through the front door. “Watch your step. There are tools everywhere.”

      Four workers were sitting on the hardwood floors in the living room, which was to the right of the foyer. One of them hopped up when he saw Ava. “Hi, Ava. We were just waiting for Donovan to return to ask him a couple of questions before continuing our work. Do you know if he’s coming back today? He should be back from lunch by now.”

      Ava looked at Anna and Ruthie, then hesitated.

      Anna jumped in to help her deliver the unfortunate news. “We’re sorry to have to tell you this, but Donovan won’t be coming back.”

      A man wearing brown pants and a white t-shirt, who had been sitting in the corner against the wall, smirked. “You mean, you fired the guy?” he asked Ava.

      Ava shook her head. “No, not exactly…”

      “Then he quit?” the man asked. “Figures. Don’t worry about it. Sammy will send over one of the other supers in no time. We’ll find some work to keep us busy in the meantime.”

      The rest of the guys looked at one another and stood up.

      “Hold on, gentlemen,” Anna said. “I’m afraid there’s been a misunderstanding. Donovan didn’t quit, and he wasn’t fired. He’s dead.”

      The men froze and stared at her in stunned silence.

      “What do you mean, he’s dead?” the man who had been speaking asked. “We just saw him an hour ago. He left to meet Glen for lunch.”

      “Did he get hit by a car?” another man asked.

      Anna shook her head. “I’m Anna McBride, by the way, and this is Ruthie. We are friends of Ava’s, and I own the ice cream shop that he came to visit just before his death. Ava and Ruthie were also in my shop at the time. We heard an ambulance pass a little while after he left and saw it stop at the cove, so we went down to see what happened. Apparently, Donovan fell on the rocks of one of the jetties at the cove. He must have hit his head. It didn’t look like he suffered. He likely died instantly.”

      The first man finally regained his composure. “I’m Kenny, by the way. I’m the plumber. This is Theo, the electrician, and these are Bob and Tyler.”

      “Nice to officially meet you,” Ava said.

      Anna brought the conversation back to Donovan. “Ava wanted to deliver the news to you in person. Kenny, Donovan, and Glen were talking about some kind of disagreement he had with you. Did something happen before he left?”

      “Just the usual kind of co-worker disagreements,” Kenny said. “It was no big deal.”

      The others looked at him incredulously.

      “Have you all been here since Donovan left for lunch?” Anna asked.

      “None of us were,” Bob said. “We all left for lunch at the same time. The rest of us only got back a couple of minutes ago.”

      “Did everyone go to the same place?” Ruthie asked.

      Bob shook his head. “We all went our separate ways. We just got back here a few minutes before you did and were waiting for Donovan before getting back to work. We were surprised that he wasn’t back yet, since he left before we did.”

      “The police will probably want to talk to all of you this afternoon, since you were among the last to see him alive.”

      “I suppose we should call Sammy,” Kenny said.

      “I was going to suggest that,” Ava said.

      “He should definitely be informed,” Anna said.

      Ava chuckled. “Sammy is a woman. She owns SW Construction Group, the company I hired for the renovation.”

      Despite their plans to call Sammy, none of the workers moved. Anna guessed they were in shock.

      “Don’t worry about working today,” Ava said. “I mean, I suppose that’s Sammy’s call, but under the circumstances, I don’t see the point. You should go home and grieve the loss of your co-worker.”

      As Theo pulled his cellphone from his jean pocket, a blond woman came running up the stairs. She wore jeans and a teal sweatshirt with the SW Construction Group logo in the corner. Despite her casual attire, her hair and makeup were flawless.

      “What happened?” the woman asked, looking to the men for answers.

      “We have no idea, Sammy,” Kenny said. “These women just came in here a few minutes ago and told us that Donovan is dead.”

      “I know. I just got a call from a friend who happened to walk past the cove as the police arrived. She said that it looked like he fell on the rocks.”

      “The police don’t yet know what happened. I’m Anna, by the way, and this is Ruthie. We’re friends of Ava Grant, and we were together when we saw the ambulance, so we went to the cove to see what happened. One of the bystanders, the man who called 9-1-1, had snapped a photo of his body. There’s no doubt that it was Donovan. When we left, the police were sectioning off the area with crime scene tape.”

      “Crime scene tape? Are you saying that Donovan was murdered?” Sammy asked.

      “It’s just standard procedure until the police can determine what happened. I wouldn’t read too much into it,” Anna said while observing the crew. They were listening intently but trying to pretend that they weren’t. She had the feeling there was a lot going on beneath the surface that wasn’t being expressed.

      “Under the circumstances, Ava, we’ll have to close down the job site today. These guys don’t look like they’re in any condition to work, and I can’t blame them.”

      “Of course,” Ava said. “Take as much time as you need. This certainly qualifies as an unforeseeable turn of events.”

      “We won’t take too long. I’ll be back tomorrow, and I’ll pick up where Donovan left off until I can get another job super out here. For now, I think I’m going to take a walk to the beach to see what’s going on down there.”

      “We walked here from Anna’s shop, so we’re heading back in that direction,” Ava said. “We’ll walk with you.”

      As the four women left together, Anna glanced over at the Appletons’ house. Daniel was no longer on his porch.

      When the women arrived at the cove, the crowd had grown larger. Anna waved to Jeremy, who was milling about while waiting to speak with the police.

      He came over to greet her. “Hi, Anna. I’m not surprised to see you here. I saw the ice cream sundae splattered on the rocks, and I figured that the victim’s last stop was at your ice cream shop.”

      “You guessed it. Donovan came into Bella’s Dream just before he died. He was the job superintendent for my friend, Ava’s, renovation. This is Sammy. She owns SW Construction Group, the company that was overseeing the project. Jeremy is a reporter for the Seagull Cove Chronicle.”

      “Nice to meet you,” Sammy said. But her attention was focused on the jetty.

      Anna scanned the beach. Charlie looked in her direction and she tried to wave him over, but he made a beeline for the coroner, who had just arrived on the scene.

      “How did you find out about Donovan Reed’s murder?” Jeremy asked Sammy.

      “A bystander called me to inform me, because she knew he worked for me.”

      “Ruthie, Ava, and I were in my shop when we heard the sirens and saw the paramedics park at the cove. We walked over, and when we realized who the victim was, we went straight to Ava’s house to inform the crew.”

      “Would it be okay if I asked you a few questions?” Jeremy asked Sammy.

      “Actually, I’m waiting for answers myself. I’d rather talk to the police before speaking with the press. I’m sure you understand. Besides, I’m too upset

    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Sneak Peek: Cookie Dough Catastrophe
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/whipped.jpg





