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Water Town, book four in the Beaver Island Mystery series






When one of Irma’s friends asks for help vetting a potential suitor, she’s sure that a little digging into his past is all she needs to do. But after discovering that an unruly appliance might be on the prowl in the almost-beau’s swanky houseboat community, she has to entice Violet into unravelling another technology snafu.


Irma already has her hands full with tracking down the strange young man who’s been skulking around her house, alarming Mr. Pugglesworth, her furry sidekick, but there’s also a new sheriff in town who’s been raising Irma’s hackles—along with her curiosity about what’s happened to Beaver Island’s police chief, Mavis P. Pickle.


After a friend’s son is arrested for murder, Irma has to confront her idea of family—and what she’s willing to do to protect hers. And will she and Violet be able to find a killer…or die trying?
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 Safe Harbour, book five in the Beaver Island Mystery series 





There’s a stranger—or two—in town, putting retired spy Irma Abercrombie even more on edge than usual. She still hasn’t tracked down Igor Ivanovitch, the gun-for-hire who escaped his jail cell earlier in the summer. And after things go south at a banquet to celebrate Snookie Smith’s recent gardening triumphs, the blame looks like it’s going to be cast at Irma’s feet. 


When one of those out-of-towners is found dead on a lonely stretch of Beaver Island road, Violet thinks she’s off the hook, investigation-wise, when there’s no technology connection. But after she discovers that a newly engaged friend is on the island for a month-long sojourn, things get a bit stickier. Her buddy is gearing up for a bash to celebrate her impending nuptials, but what if a stalker has followed the bride-to-be to Beaver Island? 


After some excitement on the island ferry knocks Irma for a loop, Violet has to pinch-hit for her on a mini-mission that almost lands her in the slammer. As a confrontation approaches, Violet isn’t sure whom to trust…or where to find safe harbour.
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 Bon Voyage, book six in the Beaver Island Mystery series



International troublemaker Igor Ivanovitch has been a thorn in Irma Abercrombie’s newly-retired side all summer—and now he’s demanding her help with a mysterious mission. Irma gleefully turns him down, but isn’t so sure he’s out of her hair for good.


After a beloved local turns up dead, Irma and her nerdy sidekick Violet Blackheart end up on opposite paths, and the former spy has to unravel a mystery with limited help. To her dismay, not only does the murder appear to be linked to a cold case, it might be connected to Igor Ivanovitch, making Irma determined to find out why he’s targeting the citizens of Beaver Island again…and who’s responsible for hiring him.


The stakes have never been higher for Irma and her allies. With the clock racing, Irma and her crew have to foil Igor and his team for good—or die trying.
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Water TownBlurb








When one of Irma’s friends asks for help vetting a potential suitor, she’s sure that a little digging into his past is all she needs to do. But after discovering that an unruly appliance might be on the prowl in the almost-beau’s swanky houseboat community, she has to entice Violet into unravelling another technology snafu.


Irma already has her hands full with tracking down the strange young man who’s been skulking around her house, alarming Mr. Pugglesworth, her furry sidekick, but there’s also a new sheriff in town who’s been raising Irma’s hackles—along with her curiosity about what’s happened to Beaver Island’s police chief, Mavis P. Pickle.


After a friend’s son is arrested for murder, Irma has to confront her idea of family—and what she’s willing to do to protect hers. And will she and Violet be able to find a killer…or die trying?






WATER TOWN - Book Four





Chapter OneIrma









It wasn’t every day that I found myself on a pier with a pound cake, but a friend had asked for my help and so here I was, a woman on a mission. Naturally, I had a cover: well-wishing for a recently injured islander, which was why I was clutching a dessert that could probably be used as a deadly weapon—were one so inclined. Mother always told me white sugar would kill you one way or another.

“It’s this one,” Geraldine Greenwood said, pointing at the beautiful houseboat in front of us. At seventy-one, I was a few years older than my friend, although she was a bit taller than my almost five feet, her pixie haircut newly brunette. Her eyes were kind, her shoes were sensible, and her skillset was…varied.

“Beautiful,” I said, nodding to Agnes O’Muffin, who was slowly but surely making her way past me on the dock. A feisty octogenarian with a penchant for sugary treats, Agnes looked at my bakery box suspiciously, but let the moment evaporate with grace. I made a mental note to pop by her place with a pound cake sometime next week. It was always best not to irk a head librarian who could really hold a grudge, especially if you were someone who struggled with due dates. In my defence, saving the world had always required a lot of last-minute travel.

After Agnes was gone, Geraldine murmured, “Yes, I quite like it here.”

I took in the aquatic community that Geraldine’s almost-beau had decided to make his home. It was a marine marvel, I couldn’t deny it: a man-made lagoon hosting a complex neighbourhood of luxury houseboats, docks, and waterfront living. 

Some smaller homes were clustered together near the lagoon’s entrance; others had docks off the main pier that led to larger abodes. Those aquatic homesteads had more privacy than the others, and more frontage. 

Two houseboats were moored in the middle of the lagoon and could only be reached via shuttle boat, and a small set of locks and a filtration system kept the pond’s waters as clear as Lake Ontario water could possibly get. 

Alongside the floating dock—the lagoon-living equivalent of Main Street—was a small Nantucket-style building that hosted the community’s management office along with a miniature general store and a surprisingly excellent bistro. 

“Thanks for coming,” Geraldine said. “And thanks for helping suss out Mack’s…well, Mack.”

I put a hand on her arm. “It’s perfectly normal to want a second opinion when one meets a potential companion.” I didn’t voice my suspicions that she’d asked for my help because she had an inkling about my former occupation as a British intelligence agent, a detail I normally kept under wraps. 

Geraldine let out a sigh. “Exactly. But I know how you feel about…”

“Broken hips?” 

“Yes indeed,” she said with a grin, imitating my English accent, which had been flattened out by my annual childhood summers on Beaver Island, as well as all the different locales my parents had moved us to during my childhood, standard operating procedure for military families.

I looked at our destination and squared my shoulders. The pound cake was burning a hole in my hand, and so was our mission. Geraldine’s new gentleman friend had a recently broken hip, after all, which was the pretext of our visit. In Mother’s era, I’d be clutching a calling card and a Bundt cake, and wearing a girdle, surrounded by a gaggle of similarly outfitted women. Thankfully, that time was long past, but some Beaver Island rituals would never really die.

We made our way down the pier, me in my comfortable white collared shirt over pedal pushers with a tactical knife hidden in my left shoe, my hair in its usual chin-length silver bob. Beside me, Geraldine was wearing a pretty floral summer dress under a spiffy white cardigan. She’d certainly fluffed up her appearance ever since meeting Mack a month ago. It was lovely to see her so happy.

“Stefan has confirmed he’s going to come and make us dinner, if that suits you,” she added.

“It does indeed,” I said with a grin of my own. Geraldine’s son was a private chef who, from what I heard, made a cauliflower gratin that could melt one’s insides. 

“Shall we?” She gestured at her friend’s floating estate. 

“After you.”

Geraldine smiled, pushing dimples into her cheeks, and led me to the house. A sixty-something gentleman was sitting in the living room, waving at us. His front door was wide open, and a refreshing crosswind was blowing through the open-concept aquatic villa.

“Mack Slayton,” Geraldine said fondly, after the two had exchanged a sweet kiss, “this is my friend, Irma Abercrombie.”

Mack’s grin was as big as Geraldine’s, settled on a face that looked like he’d either gotten some work done or had spent most of his life indoors. He was of average build, dressed in bright green tracksuit pants and a white t-shirt. His eyes were sharp and blue, and hints of strawberry-blond ran through his greying hair. At first glance, he seemed like an average-looking sixty-five-plus-er. Which made me immediately suspicious, obviously. I cracked my neck out of reflex, then tapped my brakes. He was a perfectly normal civilian.

Hopefully.

“It’s a pleasure to finally meet you, Irma. I’ve heard a lot about you.”

I held a hand out to shake his. “Likewise.” Which was true, even though Geraldine had only partaken of three outings with him in the short time they’d known each other. They’d met while she was volunteering at the mainland physical rehab centre, a meet-cute that I’d tried, but so far failed, to find fault with.

Mack had a martini glass in one hand and was saluting me with it. “Drink?”

“I’m driving,” I said politely.

“Is that a pound cake I spy?”

“It is, indeed,” I said, handing it over to Geraldine, who gestured at me to join Mack on the patio while she organized tea and treats.

The outdoor space Mack lounged in was a walkout from the neutrally hued living room, and the houseboat cleverly merged the indoor and outdoor spaces so it felt like the house was mostly outside, reminding one of the tropics. I could see straight through the boat to the shore through the enormous windows, which bumped up its feeling of grandness.

As I sat, a slap sounded against the water. 

“Oh my,” I said. “Is there a beaver in here?” 

Mack grinned. “Yes. Past the west side of the lagoon, a family is making a lodge. Everyone’s thrilled about it, although we’re all staying far away for now.”

“How lovely,” I said, grinning. I strained to see the little beaver, but all I could catch was the brown orb of his head as he paddled through the water. What luck, for Mack to have his very own little beaver family!

I leaned back in my chair and sighed. The lagoon was quiet in the early evening sun, a lovely spot for a planned community, the stand of trees between the pond and Lake Ontario ensuring a bit of privacy for its inhabitants. 

When word had gone out a few years ago that thirty swampy acres were going to be converted into an aquatic suburb, I’d thought they’d never succeed. Turned out I’d been quite wrong. 

“It’s wonderful here,” I said. “Especially after all the conflict over this piece of land.”

“Oh?” Mack said, his left eyebrow hovering mid-forehead.

“What conflict?” Geraldine asked from the open-concept galley kitchen, which was visible from the patio. 

I pressed my lips together. “I can’t remember all the details, but I do believe that the family who originally owned all this land were somehow jilted when they sold it.”

“I hadn’t heard that,” Mack said. 

There was a beat.

Was it the reedy note that had entered his voice, or the wandering left eyebrow, or the fact that his eyes weren’t quite meeting mine that had gotten my hackles up?

Mack was lying. 

Heat rushed to the back of my neck. I had to get Geraldine out of here. Perhaps I could tie Mack up and shove him under the boat and—

Can’t.

Too many witnesses.

I took a deep breath. Geraldine was not going to be dissuaded from pursuing this man because of my semi-paranoid moment of worry. I had to gather more intel before I’d be able to wrest her away from Mack, if the moony way she was looking at him was any sort of clue to her feelings. Drat.

“It’s a bit hot for tea, isn’t it?” Mack said. 

“Never!” I said, moving a faux-cheeky grin to my face. “I was so sorry to hear about your accident,” I added. “What happened?”

Mack grimaced. “Went down the stairs.”

“I’m sure you’ll soon be right as rain,” I said. 

 “Between the surgery, the hip replacement, the hospital stay, and the rehab centre, it’s taken me four months to get this far. There isn’t much soon about any of this.” He crinkled his nose.

I tried not to blanch. Four months, my goodness. That was a long time to be susceptible to assassins and rogue agents. And sometimes a chipped hip was enough to kick off a real decline into old age. Thus far, I’d been able to fend off any actual aging—frankly, I generally felt as frisky as a sixty-year-old—but I didn’t like to push my luck.

I called up my current houseguest’s last advice to me on the subject: Broken hips aren’t contagious, Irmaaaaa. Somehow the words failed to comfort me.

“I’m so sorry to hear that,” I said, noticing that my voice sounded a little strangled. I cleared my throat. 

Geraldine brought the tea over and started setting it out for us. “Did you bring a real pound cake, Irma, or have you snuck something healthy into it?”

I laid a hand on my décolleté. “Me?”

“Fibre, protein powder, applesauce instead of butter—”

“Your suspiciousness is impressive, Geraldine.”

“Thanks.” 

“No, it has none of that,” I said. “I got it at Luna’s Café.”

A rap at the open door. “Uncle Mack?” A young man I’d never seen before was standing in the entranceway, which caused some adrenaline to unspool into my veins. But his hands were empty, and his face was missing the expression of someone about to shoot us all with a Kalashnikov, which was nice. “Oh, sorry. I didn’t realise you had company,” he said.

Mack cleared his throat. “Irma, Gerrie, this is my nephew—”

“Leo.” The young man smiled. “Leo Malone. Nice to meet you both.”

“It’s a pleasure, dear,” I said. 

Leo brushed some hair off his forehead. “I just wanted to know if you needed anything at the veggie stand out on the highway, Uncle Mack. I was going to bike over.”

“No, thank you,” Mack said, but something tightened around his eyes when he looked at the young man.

I could feel my vertebrae readying themselves to jump into formation. Just in case. 

Then I re-assessed young Mr. Malone: his hands were still empty, his reddish hair was mostly tucked behind his ears, his boat shorts and t-shirt were baggy but innocuous, and his legs were about six feet long. Possibly longer. 

“See ya!” Leo saluted and left, his footsteps slapping the dock. 

After he was gone, Mack turned to me with a shrug. “My late brother’s child. Well, one of them.”

“What do you mean?” Geraldine said. “I thought Bennie only had the one.” 

“Oh my,” I said. “You’re Bennie Slayton’s brother?” Bennie was an islander who’d passed away in March. 

Mack nodded. “And he was apparently a friendlier bloke than any of us gave him credit for.” A heavy sigh. “Two young sons, both twenty-four.” He held up a hand as if to ward off my response. 

“My goodness,” I said. “And Leo is number two?”

A nod.

“When did you find out about him?” I asked.

“Right before Bennie’s funeral. How else could he have made me clean up his mess one last time?”

Fair points. Mack’s brother had been a bit of a wastrel, although the two of us had always gotten on well. He’d been an excellent shot and an engaging drinking companion, although not at the same time, obviously.

I finally pulled the teabag out of the pot and poured myself a cup. Perfect. “Well, I really adore this house. It’s like paradise here.”

“True,” Mack said, a heaviness in his voice. “There’s just one small problem.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Someone’s trying to kill me.”








 TwoViolet





Crunch.

I was trying to focus on my meeting, but—

Crunch.

—something outside my window kept making rural, country-type noises. Which was why I kept flinching. Hopefully it was just a random duck having its way with Irma’s begonias again.

“Everything okay, Vi?” my VP of Technology, John Roth, asked via encrypted video chat. I was the chief technical officer for a Toronto company that specialised in solar solutions for residential homes. The two of us had been going over our mid-year budgets when the possibly duck-related noises had started. 

Normally, I would have hated reviewing the endless columns of numbers John had compiled for the meeting, but after Irma’s recent heroic recovery of all the company loot that one of my business partners had run off with last spring, I was thrilled my company actually had any money to talk about in the first place. 

And now that my month-long vacation at Irma’s was long over, I was doing a work-from-home gig from her country manor. I’d tried to pay her rent, which had led to some vague threats about her smothering me in my sleep. But I was a forty-three-year-old woman, and I could pay my own bills, so that particular conflict wasn’t quite finished yet. Although my smothering skills definitely weren’t as good as hers.

“Let’s turn to the next month,” I said to John.

Crunch.

I shut the window to my second-floor apartment so I could muffle the noise. 

“Any movement on Project Wallaby?” I asked. We’d recently contracted with an Australian company who’d developed an exterior paint that generated energy from both moisture and sun. We were implementing it in some downtown Toronto homes in a closed beta test.

After John caught me up, he said, with raised shoulders, “I think we’re done.”

“Whew.” I pretended to wipe my forehead, and he grinned. We chatted for a bit before hanging up, then I made myself another cup of coffee and sat back down at my desk. It was perfectly angled so I could look out at Lake Ontario, which ran all the way up to Irma’s dock and frontage. 

That frontage was so spiffy these days, I was pretty sure she wasn’t even going to let me walk on the grass until after the town’s annual garden competition this coming Saturday. 

I’d helped Irma get her flowerbeds up to snuff in July along with my business partner Max and a bevy of tow-headed Estonians that had been imported from the mainland courtesy of Mrs. Sepp, Irma’s eccentric but kind-hearted next-door neighbour. 

The island’s garden competition had originally been scheduled for the beginning of July, but one of the islanders had lodged a complaint about the judging panel and the competition had been delayed all the way until the first weekend in August. And since the complainer had been Irma’s island nemesis Snookie Smith, Irma had been hot under her tiny little starched collar for over a month now. Thankfully, she always brought good scotch if she wanted to complain about it. 

Ding-dooooooooooooooooong .

I took another swig of coffee to fortify myself and cracked my knuckles. That was Mrs. Sepp’s ring. I could already tell that I was going to have to help Mrs. Sepp with her crisis-du-jour before I could get back to work.

I made my way out of my apartment, one of two flats that had been carved out of Irma’s Victorian mansion years ago. The second floor was balconied, à la von Trapp, and I always felt like a celebrity walking down the stairs to the foyer, which was classically beautiful, with butter-toned wood and polished oak floors. The Ficus beside the vestibule had a telescoping baton nestled in its mulch and the glass in the windows was bulletproof. Not that I was going to need them, unless Mrs. Sepp planned on shooting me if I took too long to answer the door.

It was possible Irma was rubbing off on me. 

After confirming via the peephole that it was indeed Mrs. Sepp, I waved, then opened up.

“Well, hello, Violet! You are looking very lovely this afternoon!” Mrs. Sepp’s smile took up about eighty-seven percent of her face, her sky-blue eyes squeezed closed by her obvious joy. In her arms was Mr. P, who’d managed to spend most of his adult life without actually using his legs. I often wished I could figure out how to do the same. 

“Hiya.”

Mrs. Sepp was wearing a blue fifties-style housedress that brought out the azure of her eyes, her hair was pleasantly arranged in short white curls, and her shoes—along with the rest of her—were sturdy. “Hello,” she said again, a lovely accent threaded through her words. “Is Irma here, by chance?”

“No, sorry. She’s out with Geraldine. In a lagoon, she said.”

“Really? Which one?”

“You know, I didn’t think to ask.”

Mrs. Sepp gave me a probably-for-the-best shrug. “Do you mind passing along a message?”

“Of course not. Do you want to come in for coffee or tea? Or perhaps a treat for Mr. P?”

Mr. P, who’d thus far been sleeping, raised his head at the word treat, yawned so big I could see his adenoids, and made a whining noise as he pawed the air between us.

“We’ll get you a treat at home,” Mrs. Sepp cooed into his ear.

Sorry, I mouthed at her.

“Don’t be silly!” She pursed her lips and patted Mr. P’s rump. “I do not wish to be a bother, Violet.”

I frowned. Mrs. Sepp was quirky, true, but she was not someone who troubled others for no reason. Especially others like Irma, who wondered if they should start therapy because they weren’t paranoid enough. 

“You sure you don’t want to come in?”

Mrs. Sepp’s headshake was firm. Then she put her hands over Mr. P’s ears. I tried to keep the smile that was bubbling up inside me on hold. 

“There was a man outside your house this morning.”

“Uh-huh.”

“A strange man.”

“Most of Irma’s friends are, uh…a little odd.”

“They are,” she said, as if she wasn’t part of that group. Of course, wasn’t I? I decided not to think about it. “But this one had a panel van with a florist’s logo on the side, one I’ve never seen before.”

“Maybe they were from the mainland,” I said. “But I wouldn’t worry about it. I’m pretty sure she’ll know someone was here by the tire tracks, or the scent of rubber he left behind, or whatever. I’ll mention it when she comes home.”

Mrs. Sepp looked to the right, then the left, her hands still over Mr. P’s ears. Since there were only three houses in Irma’s little cul-de-sac, and one of them had been left unoccupied all summer, there was no one who could possibly hear us. Plus, you know, Mr. P was a dog. 

In a low voice, she said, “I thought I recognized him, but I was not sure.”

“Well, you are a florist. The best florist I’ve ever met, in fact.”

Mrs. Sepp flushed all the way to her ears. “Thank you, sweetheart. Perhaps I recognized him from a job, or a function of some sort where we were both working. It’s just…”

Mr. P started to chew on the collar of her dress. 

“He didn’t seem like a florist,” she said.

“Mmmhmm.” I hid my smile with a cough.

“Hold Mr. P, please.”

The little guy was suddenly in my arms, cradled like a baby, his eyes fixed on mine, beautiful pools of brown. I started to pet him under his chin.

“I took a few pictures.” Mrs. Sepp laid her phone on Mr. P’s tummy so I could take a look. 

She hadn’t been lying. There were over a dozen shots of a tall and lanky, brown-haired young guy in her phone’s gallery. He was wearing grey coveralls, a pair of gardening gloves hanging out of one pocket. The video quality was so terrible, it was hard to see some of the images, but nevertheless she’d managed to get no less than three close-ups of his butt.

It looked like he’d parked in Irma’s driveway, gone up to the front door, and knocked. Which seemed pretty non-creepy to me, honestly. 

I checked the timestamp on the pictures; he’d been here a few hours ago. I’d had my door open but hadn’t heard a knock, which was kind of weird. But I’d been focused on my meetings, so…

The pictures continued: Flower Guy appeared to walk to the driveway, then looked into a few of Irma’s front windows. After a bit, he went back to the van and drove off.

Mrs. Sepp swiped until we got to the picture of his gloves. “See these?”

Since she’d zoomed in on the picture so closely that I could see a PEI-shaped mole on the dude’s hand, I answered, “Yes.”

“A real gardener would never use this brand of gloves.”

“How do you know?”

“Fluorescent stripes? Everyone knows about this brand.”

“I see…” 

“These gloves shrink and itch after the first time they’re washed. I had a red rash on my hands that lasted for weeks the one time I used a pair, and the company had to issue a recall. No professional would use these. Their hands would fall off.”

“Uh-huh.” I made sure not to smile. Apparently, Irma wasn’t the only one who thought paranoia was a legitimate lifestyle choice. “Can you send these pictures to me, please? I’ll show Irma when she gets home.” 

“I appreciate it, sweetheart.” Mrs. Sepp lifted Mr. P back into her arms. As she arranged him on her mighty chest, his two front legs reached for me and wiggled. Then she put him facing her shoulder like she was burping a baby, and his big brown eyes followed me all the way home.

I let out an amused sigh after they were gone. I’d had a few unusual adventures when I first arrived on Beaver Island, but the last month had been blissfully calm. Serene, almost. And that was exactly how it was going to stay. Mrs. Sepp was getting upset about nothing. 

But when I turned to re-enter the house, an unwelcome thought entered me: If the man had been delivering flowers, where were they? 








 ThreeIrma







I tried to shrug off the calm that always blanketed me when danger was afoot. 

But Mack’s smile was gone now. And the words were still hanging in the air: Someone’s trying to kill me. Strong words. Intriguing words. 

So the calm came for me anyway, frost gathering at the back of my neck. I tried not to twitch. 

“You can’t be serious,” I said.

Mack threw his head back and finished his drink, then placed the empty glass on a side table. “I am, actually.”

The Good Irma on my left shoulder reminded me that I had a garden competition to win and a nerdy houseguest to shove into some sunshine, lest she succumb to rickets once and for all. 

Mack scratched his nose for so long, I wasn’t quite sure if he was ever going to speak again. Eventually, he said, “I was at the rehab centre for quite some time, Irma. After I was pushed down the stairs and broke my hip—”

The Bad Irma on my right shoulder perked right up and started listening. 

Pushed?

“—I was in shock, I think. But I had a lot of time to myself while I was convalescing. And breaking a hip is no joke, you know.”

I shifted in my seat. There’d been a burst of—in Violet’s words—stabby violence on the island in June, but the entire month of July had passed without incident, if you ignored Snookie Smith’s attempts to utterly ruin the town’s annual garden festival. 

She’d been somewhat successful thus far, but I had no intention of letting her get away with it. The problem was that every time I got within five hundred feet of her, she tried to serve me with papers for a frivolous tractor lawsuit. I was starting to think that drugging her morning Metamucil was going to be the only way to get her to calm down. 

I took a breath. “What do you remember about the accident?”

“Oh, it was no accident,” Mack said, his eyes tracking some swans. Across the lagoon, someone had just jumped off their porch and started doggie-paddling in the crystal-clear waters. 

“Do tell,” I prodded.

He met my eyes. His were a sharp blue that didn’t exist in nature, and I was quite sure the hue was a product of coloured contacts. Normally I was in favour of keeping the best of you and doing the rest of you, but after Mack’s earlier fibs, it niggled at me. “It’s a bit of a long story.”

“I have time,” I lied. Really, I had a final flowerbed walk-through to do, plus I needed to ply Violet with a frightful amount of scotch so she’d help me this weekend for the garden festival. Fortunately, I was an excellent liar with years of experience, and Mack noticed nothing. 

Geraldine raised an eyebrow at me, but eventually turned her attention to blowing on her tea.

“You’re aware my brother Bennie passed away back in March,” Mack started.

I nodded. Word was that Bennie had expired in the arms of a Vegas cocktail waitress, but the general consensus had been that at least he went happy. 

“I was the executor of his estate. He had a sizeable inheritance from our parents when they passed years ago. We both did. What you can probably figure out on your own is that he spent it all. Even though he had a son through marriage. Tanner.”

I gave him a little these-things-happen nod.

“I closed Bennie’s estate and paid his debts.”

“That was very kind of you.” I searched my memory, then nodded. Tanner was a long-legged redhead with an ectomorph’s angular lines and an oversized smirk. I’d seen him around town in the summers but had never been formally introduced. 

Mack rolled his eyes. “I’d known for a while that Bennie was in financial trouble, but not exactly how bad things were. Is it wrong to say I’m thrilled my parents are dead and will never know? In any case, all that was settled around the same time my houseboat, the Lady Eunice, was being built.” 

“She’s lovely,” I said, and Geraldine nodded her agreement, affection for Mack radiating out of her eyeballs as she gazed at him. Drat.

Mack’s smile was brief. “Thank you. I named her after my late wife. I was worried I was going to have to move into a, a…condo after my accident.” He shuddered. “But there’s an office on this floor that can be used as a bedroom for now, and I have a service that comes and helps me with anything that needs doing. So this place is perfect. Plus, the bistro is just steps away, and Bhavna delivers if you sweet-talk her a little. I can see all the wildlife, and I get the most perfect light to paint in. I thought I’d hit the jackpot.”

“But…”

“But,” he echoed, clasping both hands in his lap, “someone is out to get me.”

I cleared my throat. “And you think this because…”

“Well, someone had to have made the robot vacuum push me down the stairs. It wouldn’t have just done it on its own.”

I had a bad moment after hearing that, all jangly nerves and adrenaline. Violet Blackheart, my current houseguest, was an engineer who’d unravelled a number of technology snafus during her stay on the island—which had started out as a vacation but had progressed to a tentative tenancy. And we’d spent July just as calm as could be. No dead bodies, no high-speed Jet Ski chases, no more demonic tractors. And I’d perhaps become a bit smug about it. 

But if Mack was in danger, and his vacuum cleaner really was out to get him, Violet was the only one in town who could help.

I tried not to feel excited, because that would be wrong of me. Violet had made it quite clear that all she wanted to do for the rest of the summer was focus on her company and establish a remote work practice, all while avoiding the outdoors and all other humans, naturally. 

Plus, I had a gardening competition to focus on. One should not simply reschedule a garden competition, not when different plants bloom in different months. What Snookie had done was a scandal.

But who could resist a murderous robot vacuum?—even if, I was sure, Mack was exaggerating about what had happened. Geraldine had told me he was a well-known painter, and artists always did have a tendency towards melodrama. 

Perhaps if I listened to his tale of woe, I could calm him down a titch. After he trusted me, I could get him to open up a bit more, and I could sort out why he’d lied to me earlier about not knowing the history of the lagoon’s conflicts.

So I smiled at him, trying not to show all my teeth. “Your robot vacuum is trying to kill you?”

He reached for the shelf on his side table, which was stuffed with knitting needles and colourful yarn. I’d never taken up knitting myself, but I could not deny that the needles made for excellent weapons. 

After a brief fumble, Mack pulled out a flat, brown, circular machine that he placed on the floor and turned on. The robot rolled away from us almost silently, blending perfectly into the hardwood floor. It started a long trip down the living room. 

“It looks like a Roomba,” I said. 

“Exactly,” he said, “except it’s a proprietary machine that comes with the houseboat’s”—more yarn rustling—“maintenance systems,” he finished, reading from a stiff brochure. When I held out my hand, he passed it over. 

The cover showed glossy pictures of a family romping around a light-filled houseboat which was barrelling down a waterway. “The house is an actual boat?”

Mack nodded. 

“If Eunice has ‘maintenance systems,’ did it call 911 when you fell?” I felt uncomfortable referring to the boat with his late wife’s name in front of Geraldine, but I supposed it brought him some comfort. I’d been married a few times myself, and two of my marriages had ended upon the deaths of my husbands, although I was fairly certain that one of them had faked his demise. Regardless, I didn’t think that living in Rupert would bring me any sense of comfort, particularly since he’d always left toothpaste smudges in the bathroom sink and had a lackadaisical attitude towards gun cleanliness.

Mack shook his head. “No. My smart watch did, they told me at the hospital. I don’t actually remember what happened.” He looked suddenly sheepish, his hands fidgeting in his lap.

“I see.” I tried not to sound judgemental. But I was also thinking: Had he been poisoned? Drugged? Sozzled? “Have you been losing time lately? Any memory problems?” 

He closed his eyes, pinched the bridge of his nose. “No. Everything was fine with my annual check-up last winter.”

“Who on earth would want to kill you?” Geraldine asked quietly. Worriedly. Drat.

Mack pressed his lips together, then nodded. “I have to back up a bit and explain the situation around my nephew Leo. It’s a bit complicated. He showed up at Bennie’s funeral with a DNA test to prove he was…is…Bennie’s biological son.”

My stomach tightened. Funerals and grand announcements always made my keister itch. And why would Leo be the first person who came to mind when Mack thought about who was trying to kill him? “Where’s his mother?”

“Las Vegas. Leo lives there too, but has been trying to establish residency in Canada. He’s a dual citizen because of Bennie, of course, and wants to make his home here for the next few years. In Bennie’s will, he asked me to welcome Leo into the family and take care of him.”

“So Bennie knew about his son.” My nose crinkled. “How old is Leo?” 

“Twenty-four. Same as Tanner, his ‘legitimate’ son.”

Bennie certainly had been busy that year. “And what does Tanner know about all this?”

Mack rolled his neck for a moment. “Nothing. I wanted to tell him in person, but he’s been in the Maldives while I was at the rehab facility. I couldn’t go see him, obviously.”

“The Maldives? Why?” I asked.

“He’s been working on getting his captain’s papers.” He scratched his arm. “And probably just hanging around a bit. Who can blame him? He’s young, and his father has just died.”

“Where’s his mother?” 

“Still a waitress at a casino in Southern Ontario, from what I’ve heard. She and Bennie were only married for six months.”

Bennie always did have a weakness for women with cocktail trays.

“So Tanner doesn’t even know about Leo yet,” Geraldine said. “Or that his father knew about Leo and never told him.” She lifted her teacup and made a happy sound after swallowing. Geraldine was the only person I knew who liked strong tea as much as I did.

“Correct. Leo has only been here a few weeks.” Mack ran his fingers through his hair. “And I must admit I’m not looking forward to telling Tanner about his new half-brother. But Tanner has no plans to be back until the fall, so hopefully I’ll be able to rally for all that. Plus, I’m up to my eyeballs with Leo right now.”

“Is he staying with you?”

A head shake. “A few of the houseboats here are available for rent. You know the ones at the entrance? I set him up there for now. One of my other relatives—Cousin Alice—has a spot right next to his.”

“So you think Leo was involved in your accident somehow?” I asked. “Why? Was he with you at the time?”

“No, but all that techno-stuff is remote these days, isn’t it?” Mack said.

“I suppose so.”

“And right before it happened, Leo had been expressing some unhappiness about his lack of inheritance.” Mack cleared his throat.

“He said that?” I asked.

“Not in those words. But Leo has certainly hinted about not having a…legacy, I believe he put it. I had to tell him that his dad died broke.” He rubbed his forehead. 

“Makes sense,” I agreed, throwing a glance over at Geraldine. “But would Leo have even known how to do something like that?”

Mack leaned forward in his chair. “He’s a computer engineer. And you know how they are.”

“I do indeed.” I grinned. “But why is it you think the vacuum—what’s it called, anyway?”

“I call him Ralph.”

“Excellent name. So why do you think Ralph is trying to kill you?”

“Probably because they found him on the floor beside me. At the foot of the stairs.”
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“Hello, Violet dear,” Irma said soothingly into my phone’s speaker.

“Irma.” My reply was laced with apprehension.

“It’s lovely to hear you sounding so suspicious.”

“That’s because you’re a perpetual paranoia machine, Irma.”

She laughed in response. It was her real laugh, I could tell. As a sophisticated, old-moneyed island grande dame, she had a bunch of different laughs in her arsenal, depending on what social situation she found herself in. We’d been acquaintances for a few years, but the past few months under her roof had given me a close-up view of many of her quirks.

“What are you doing, dear?”

“Researching next-gen photovoltaics.” 

“For work?”

“For fun, mostly.”

There was a pause.

“That does sound very interesting, but I wonder, have you gotten any fresh air recently?”

“Nope.” I couldn’t have squished the satisfaction out of my voice even if I wanted to.

A heavy sigh was Irma’s response. “Could you, perhaps, pack it in for the day? It’s almost eight o’clock, you know.” 

“And do what? Uphill-both-ways hiking? Jewel heist? Tractor re-combobulating?” 

“Yes, that does all sound like fun, but I actually wanted you to see the Aquatic Park villas on the east side of the island.”

“I have no idea what that means.”

“That’s why you have to come and see them!”

I could hear some mumbling in the background.

“Oh, yes, and Geraldine has a friend with a minor technical problem.”

“Irma…” I pinched the bridge of my nose. “Can’t they call tech support?”

“It’s an interesting technical problem.”

“How so?” I tried not to let my curiosity flutter to life, but it was a challenge. Spreadsheets and budget talk and meetings were all a bad substitute for getting my hands on an electronic gizmo and coaxing it back to life.

“Their robot vacuum cleaner is having a few…hiccups.”

“Really,” I said, making sure my voice contained no interest whatsoever.

“Yes, dear. I might have mentioned how good you are with electronic doodads. Do you mind? Geraldine’s friend wants to host us for dinner. And her son will be cooking for us.”

“Reaaaaally…” I looked at the manual I was reading, then at the sun, still shining outside. Then thought about what Geraldine’s son might whip up. From what I’d heard, he was a personal chef who roamed the region bringing deliciousness to everyone. I wasn’t exactly a foodie, at least not when I had to cook, but I definitely enjoyed it when others whipped up something delicious and stuffed it in my mouth.

“Of course I would never pressure you, dear, but you did decide to extend your stay on the island so you could do new and interesting things, and a lagoon full of high-tech aquatic villas certainly seems interesting…” Her voice trailed off maddeningly. Man, she was good. She was practically Rasputin.

“Uh-huh.” Another glance at the window. It was beautiful out, and my little Honda, which had been out of commission most of the summer, was finally working again. I could drive myself over and ditch Irma if she was up to something. 

Of course, a little voice said in my ear, Irma is always up to something.

“He has pound cake,” Irma said.

“Did you bake it?”

“No. I got it from Luna’s.”

On the other hand, maybe I was just being paranoid. “I might—might—consider it if you don’t bug me about going outside for a month.”

“A week.”

“Two weeks. And no murder and mayhem.”

“I assure you, dear, absolutely no one has been murdered yet.”

That certainly seemed like an odd answer, but it was also an Irma answer. But the food was definitely going to be delicious. After sighing again, I said, “Okay. Text me the address, please.” 

“Smashing! I’ll have Geraldine do it.”

We hung up, and I gave my computer one last glance, packed up my stuff and headed to my car. I was thrilled it was finally working again. Irma was an expert—and terrifying—driver on both land and water. I preferred a more sane approach to transportation, which is why I took my time driving over to meet her. 

Beaver Island was tiny compared to my Toronto hometown, which sprawled all over Southern Ontario. But I was beginning to…like? the smallness of it all here, how there was never any traffic except maybe the ducks at the crossing on one of the roads leading out of town.

Mandy McGuire, who ran the best pub in town, was haggling with a farmer at a roadside vegetable stand on the way, her long braids pulled back with a colourful headband. She waved as I passed, and I waved back. A line-up of cars was parked on the shoulder behind her. There weren’t many farms on the island, but the few little homesteads seemed to have a loyal following. 

I’d never had a lot of time to get out of my home in the city on the weekends, so stuff like this still seemed quaint to me. And then a thought popped into my head: maybe I should stop on the way home, pick up some corn. Or other vegetable-thing. Irma had been telling me I had to up my fruit and veggie game all throughout July. I still couldn’t figure out why; I’d eaten that one tomato she gave me.

Then, sirens. 

I pulled over just past the fruit stand to get out of the police car’s way. 

Instead, it pulled in behind me. I squinted in my rear-view. Was it Chief Mavis Pickle, another one of Irma’s island enemies? Well, I supposed she wasn’t exactly an enemy, but the two of them were at the very least wary of each other. The chief had even warned me that Irma was dangerous a few months ago, which was true—if you were an evil-doer, which I was not.

Nobody was exiting the police car. The two officers had their heads down and were tapping at a computer tablet on the dash. Probably running my plates. 

An uneasy feeling kicked up inside me, even though I couldn’t exactly say why. If I were back in the city, this would all be normal. But things were always different here. I guess I’d always pictured the police giving speeding islanders a mild talking-to and perhaps a duck.

Across the street, Mandy completed her purchases, and the next person in line stepped forward. It was Snookie Smith, Irma’s actual island nemesis. She was whippet thin, wrapped in an 80’s-era dress with shoulder pads the size of muffins, her reading glasses balanced precariously on the end of her nose. She always reminded me of a vulture. And right now she was peering at me suspiciously over those glasses, just as a young guy fell off his bicycle and onto the gravel shoulder. Instantly, she threw me an angry glance, like it was my fault.

I slid down in my seat.

In my side mirror, I could see the officer finally exit the vehicle. He was tall, lanky, and bow-legged, his gun belt slung low on his hips. He looked to be in his late twenties or early thirties, with buzzed brown hair, manscaped eyebrows, and an Adam’s apple that was practically hitting me in the face. He wasn’t bad looking.

And I recognised him. He’d wrestled a civilian to the ground in front of me and Irma for basically no reason back in June. 

“Good evening, ma’am,” the officer said through my open window.

“Evening,” a second officer—who seemed like she’d popped out of thin air—echoed. She was somewhere in her late twenties or early thirties, her auburn hair pulled back into a bun. Mirrored sunglasses covered her eyes. She was on the verge of being plump, and seemed to have a similar swagger as the other officer.

I kept my hands on the steering wheel. “Hey.”

“Do you know what your speed was?” the male officer asked.

“Yes.”

There was an irritated pause while his lips pursed. “Ma’am?”

“Yes?”

“And what was it?”

An unpleasant feeling whooshed through me. I’d always been different, especially when I was little. It had taken me a long time to understand the choreography of official interactions. 

“Fifty-seven,” I said quietly, swallowing when the back of my throat started to close. “In a sixty zone.”

“I see.” He scratched into a notebook, then slapped the cover closed. “Did you not notice the signs on Belmont Road?”

“I came from…” I squinted at my phone, which was mounted on the dash so I could use it legally when I drove. “Spanbridge Street.”

“There should be signs on Spanbridge too.”

A chirpy bird flew by, yellow wings fluttering on the breeze. I’d been holding my breath so long, I was starting to feel dizzy. After a deep breath, I asked, “What do they say?”

“Well, if you’d been paying attention, you would have seen that the speed limit is going to be decreased on this road to fifty kilometres per hour. That’s thirty-one miles, if metric isn’t your thing.”

“Oh, thank you.”

“You’re welcome, ma’am. This is an informational discussion. We’re just trying to do some community education about it.” A smile made its way to his lips. The sun glinted off the butt of his gun.

“Why?”

He scrunched his mouth together. “Why am I telling you?”

“No, sorry.” I let out a little laugh. “Why is the speed limit decreasing?”

“Ah.” He smiled, then gestured at the fruit stand with his head. “We’re getting more traffic around here lately. You have a nice day, now.” He tapped on my roof, and the female officer, who’d been standing behind him, nodded to me, her hands on her gun belt. I turned my car on. It lurched forward because I’d forgotten I was still in gear, and stalled with a jerk. Across the road, Snookie tittered. 

I turned red to the tips of my ears, jammed the clutch down, then drove slowly away. I kept one eye on the police car in my rear-view as I went. The pair of them stood beside their vehicle, watching me. 

After turning down another meandering country road, I tried to calm my breathing. And tried not to dwell on how I had no instincts for interpersonal interactions. It had always bugged me as a kid, but I’d thought I’d become adept at slithering through those types of tête-à-têtes in the city. Looked like it was still a work in progress.

Over a bridge, past a gated community Irma always made grumbling noises about when we drove by, then down a rolling set of hills that led to the aquatic villas Irma had told me about. 

A toothy cartoon beaver gnawed on the Welcome to the Beaver Island Aquatic Park Villas sign. There were no decorations, no festivities, no moments that couldn’t be jazzed up by a few beavers, not on this island. 

I typed the code that Geraldine had texted me into the keypad, and the gate swung up and out of my way. After parking between a beat-up Volkswagen Bug and a sky-blue Tesla, I got out of my car. Irma hadn’t been lying; in front of me was a real-live lagoon, protected from the lake by a shoal full of trees that curled around the little community like a hug. 

A cluster of more modest houseboats was docked near the entrance to the lagoon, then larger, fancier ones spaced farther apart with their own private docks. 

There were even two float homes anchored in the middle of the lagoon—one a coastal-style mini-mansion, alongside a sleek and modern houseboat, both boasting rooftop patios and plush lounge seating. 

Beaver Island, with its gargantuan estates, splashy country club, and sumptuous eateries, was a playground for the upwardly mobile. Or, as Irma liked to say: It was like the Hamptons, but with more beavers.

Geraldine’s directions had been prefaced by THESE ARE THE DIRECTIONS TO MACK SLAYTON’S HOUSE!!! I followed the over-punctuated instructions, passing the tightly docked houseboats near the lagoon entrance. They were smaller but still quaint, with nautically-themed welcome mats, potted herb gardens, and generous outdoor space. 

Two people waved at me as I passed. I stuck my hand in the air awkwardly and moved it back and forth in response, feeling like more of a dork than usual.

I made my way past a little bistro with Parisian tables outside, and got a snootful of something delicious. I decided to get something from there for my lunch tomorrow on my way home. For a tiny island, the food really was extraordinary. 

Mack Slayton’s house was one of the most striking in the whole lagoon—a floating palace. It was ultra-modern, with a rooftop patio and floor-to-ceiling windows, which was how I could see right into the living area, from whence Irma and Geraldine and a sixty-something dude in Kermit the Frog green were all waving at me. 

I did another awkward hand jiggling at them, then stepped into the cool, high-ceilinged palace. It was unbelievable: hardwood floors, chic sixties furnishing, comfortable-looking seating. A fan silently thrummed air above us. The decor was done in muted beiges with some white tossed in, all the better to showcase the colourful art adorning the walls. 

“Hey there,” I said, my voice suddenly quiet.

“Violet, my dear,” Irma said, her head on the slightest of tilts.

Uh-oh.

“This is Mack Slayton,” Irma said. “Mack, Violet Blackheart, nerd extraordinaire.”

“Hiya,” Mack said. He was half indoors, half outdoors, his feet up on a stool. 

“Nice to meet you,” I said.

Irma pointed beside her and I sat down, the chair making little squeaky noises as I settled in. Geraldine patted my hand in greeting, then turned to Irma. “Don’t forget about golf tomorrow morning.”

“Six a.m. I made the reservation earlier.” To me, Irma said, “You’re invited too.”

“I’d rather drown myself behind your house,” I said.

“I can help with that if you’d like,” she said, her blue eyes flashing with humour.

“Uh…”

“My chef isn’t here yet,” Mack said, neatly changing the subject. “But he’s going to be making mojitos. If you want something else in the meantime—”

“I’ll wait, thanks.” My heart did a little pitty-pat, and I wondered what we were having for dinner. Fish? Wagyu beef? Bespoke beet salad? The possibilities were endless.

“Leo’s not coming tonight, is he?” Irma asked casually. Too casually.

Mack shook his head. 

“Who’s Leo?” I asked. Oh, Irma. What are you up to this time?

“Long story,” Irma said smoothly. “There’s tea if you’d like, Violet dear.”

“No, thanks.” I shuddered. Irma liked to steep her Earl Grey until it was basically a solid. Plus, I was a coffee drinker. “Maybe you can catch me up on what’s going on.”

“Mack thinks that Ralph…the vacuum…is not functioning properly.” Irma gestured at a corner of the room, where a Roomba clone was working away. 

I’d done some quick googling after Irma’s call and learned that the little devices used invisible lasers to learn and map room layouts. If I hadn’t already agreed to come, that would have done it for me; I’d always been a sucker for lasers. 

I raised an eyebrow. “And?”

Mack and Irma looked at each other, like two peas in a pod. Like two people who were up to something. 

But just then someone banged on the glassed entrance door: a husky young guy in black with a plethora of facial piercings, a hipster beard, and full tattoo sleeves. He looked like he could kill us all.

Especially because of the enormous cleaver in his left hand.
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The young gentleman at the door let himself in after a truly bone-rattling knock. His hair was a medium brown, and he was five ten, two hundred pounds, with tattoo-covered arms and a dazzling array of earrings. He looked like he could crush a walnut in his teeth without skipping a beat. Obviously, I liked him immediately. 

“Hey there,” the young man said. He was wearing a snug black t-shirt and jeans, carrier bags overflowing with veggies in one hand. The other held a meat cleaver inside a shield that had given me a moment’s pause. 

Luckily, he was the spitting image of Geraldine, with crinkled skin beside his eyes that suggested he liked to smile. He made his way to the generously sized galley and washed his hands. “Don’t let me bother anyone. I’m just going to set up, Mr. S.”

“Thanks, Stefan!” Mack said. “This is Irma and Violet.”

“Nice to meet you.” Stefan plunged both arms into a chef’s jacket before starting towards me, his hand thrust out to shake mine. Happily, he’d left the cleaver behind.

“Irma Abercrombie, dear,” I said. He was a handsome boy, in an upscale lumberjack sort of way, with a nice smile. His beard was a tad odd, but I had noticed an uptick in…interesting facial hair in the younger generation. Best not to mention it.

“Oh, hey,” he said with a chuckle. “We finally meet.”

“Yes, I’ve heard so much about you, but you’re always on the move.”

“I travel a lot. It’s great to meet you. Mom’s told me all about you.”

“Only good things, I hope.”

“Doubtful,” Violet said so quietly she knew only I would hear her. Well, that was what you got for having excellent hearing. I swallowed a smile.

“Hello, Steffo,” Geraldine said. Her son leaned down to give her a bear hug before making his way back to the open-concept galley. He seemed familiar with the layout and started humming under his breath while setting up. 

“Okey-dokey,” Violet said. “So what’s the problem?” She darted a few glances around the room, looking at Mack’s art almost shyly, her hands folded together in her lap. She was no big fan of new people or strange places, but seemed comfortable enough here.

For a brief moment I almost felt sorry to spring another little crisis on her, but I was becoming ever more convinced that Mack had simply imbibed a bit too much one night and had taken a tumble down the stairs, clutching Ralph the whole the way down. Once Violet proved that was the case, she’d be off the hook, and then I could work on prying Geraldine away from Mack. 

“Here’s the thing, dear,” I said. “Mack’s vacuum might be—”

“Trying to kill me,” Mack said flatly. 

“I seeeeee,” Violet said, turning to look at me, her expression impossible to gauge. I mentally kicked myself for teaching her how to maintain a neutral countenance during interrogations a few weeks ago. “What happened, exactly?” she added.

“I wish I could say for sure,” Mack said. “I remember being…bumped, or jostled, or moved somehow before I fell. And I heard a weird whirring noise. I just can’t remember where it was coming from. It’s all pretty foggy, honestly.”

Everyone turned to watch the robot. But it was almost silent. 

Violet blinked a few times. “Does the robot ever—”

“Ralph,” Mack said helpfully.

“Of course, Ralph. Does it make noise?”

“This is about it.”

“Huh,” Violet said.

“What did they say at the hospital?” I asked.

“That I might have been dizzy or felt faint because of the weather. It was pretty hot that day.”

“Don’t you have air conditioning?” Violet asked.

He nodded. “I made the mistake of telling the ER doc that I’d felt a bit overheated earlier in the day, and he glommed on to that as the cause. And maybe he’s right, but I can’t help but feel like something…wrong happened.”

“And you’re sure it wasn’t a person who pushed you?” Violet asked. 

“I was standing over there.” Mack pointed to a spot past the galley kitchen. There was a small hallway where the den must be, along with a bathroom. Then, a set of stairs with a generous landing at the top, surrounded by picture windows. Even I couldn’t infiltrate that landing without Mack seeing me coming. 

“Wow,” Violet said. “You have a basement? On a boat?”

Mack grinned. “Yes. And a rooftop balcony.”

“Can I go see?” Violet chirped.

Mack patted his hip and said, “Please do. I’m going to stay off my feet.”

I was already standing. I’d been itching to nose around the house ever since I got on board. It was hard to make security assessments with limited intel.

“Wait up,” Violet said, scurrying behind me.

I passed the galley and stood at the top of the stairs. I wondered if anyone had seen Mack’s fall, or if the bistro had any cameras that could shed some light on what had really happened that night. 

Nothing at the top of the stairs could have fallen on Mack and pushed him. There were no bookshelves, no knickknacks, just a generously-sized landing.

I took my first step. The stairs were wide and not overly steep, with sturdy handrails on both sides and some non-skid tape built into the floor design, a common feature on boats. 

I frowned. It would probably take an awful lot of wind to jostle a boat this size, and the lagoon was protected from the weather patterns off the lake by a lovely stand of trees.

I heard a delightful swishing sound coming from the galley. Stefan was mixing up what smelled like mojitos. I wondered, again, if Mack had had one too many before his swan dive down the stairs. Or perhaps something else was the culprit. I didn’t like to fluff off the tumbles that sometimes happened to those of us who were of a certain age—society did a good enough job of that. But if there was a simpler explanation for Mack’s spill down the stairs, it would keep Violet from trying to throttle me in my sleep. Not that she’d succeed.

At the bottom of the stairs, she gasped. And who could blame her? It was beautiful. Just like the main floor, the walls were mostly glass.

“This is basically impossible,” Violet said, peeking out from the ensuite bathroom. A deep, freestanding bathtub stood in the middle of the large room. Beside it, an all-glass wall peeked into the lagoon. Since the water was mostly clear, we had an extraordinary view of an underwater world. A school of fish fluttered past the window, one of them briefly distracted by the lagoon’s sandy bottom before moving on.

“How so?” I said, watching them go. The rest of the bathroom was equally opulent: an enormous shower with a rainforest faucet, an extra-wide countertop. The floor was done in a lovely marble tile that must have cost a fortune; swirls of grey made little waves along its length. The décor down here was neutrally hued and classic.

I moved past the bathroom to the master bedroom, which took up much of this level. It held a king-sized bed and a cluster of elegant furnishings, with a connecting door that
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Safe HarbourBlurb








There’s a stranger—or two—in town, putting retired spy Irma Abercrombie even more on edge than usual. She still hasn’t tracked down Igor Ivanovitch, the gun-for-hire who escaped his jail cell earlier in the summer. And after things go south at a banquet to celebrate Snookie Smith’s recent gardening triumphs, the blame looks like it’s going to be cast at Irma’s feet. 


When one of those out-of-towners is found dead on a lonely stretch of Beaver Island road, Violet thinks she’s off the hook, investigation-wise, when there’s no technology connection. But after she discovers that a newly engaged friend is on the island for a month-long sojourn, things get a bit stickier. Her buddy is gearing up for a bash to celebrate her impending nuptials, but what if a stalker has followed the bride-to-be to Beaver Island?


After some excitement on the island ferry knocks Irma for a loop, Violet has to pinch-hit for her on a mini-mission that almost lands her in the slammer. As a confrontation approaches, Violet isn’t sure whom to trust…or where to find safe harbour.
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Bon VoyageBlurb





International troublemaker Igor Ivanovitch has been a thorn in Irma Abercrombie’s newly-retired side all summer—and now he’s demanding her help with a mysterious mission. Irma gleefully turns him down, but isn’t so sure he’s out of her hair for good.


After a beloved local turns up dead, Irma and her nerdy sidekick Violet Blackheart end up on opposite paths, and the former spy has to unravel a mystery with limited help. To her dismay, not only does the murder appear to be linked to a cold case, it might be connected to Igor Ivanovitch, making Irma determined to find out why he’s targeting the citizens of Beaver Island again…and who’s responsible for hiring him.


The stakes have never been higher for Irma and her allies. With the clock racing, Irma and her crew have to foil Igor and his team for good—or die trying.
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