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Last Summer

The unconscious body of Charles Post hit the water at just over twenty knots. The shock of the impact and the cool water temperature rousted him back to awareness. Instinctively, being a man who had spent much of his time on the ocean, he began to tread water. 

What the hell had just happened?

The seas surrounding the northeast coast of Nantucket, an area known as Great Point, was in a state of constant motion as the tides ebbed and flowed, following their lunar god as she made her way around the globe. Despite the turmoil of the waters below, it was a stunning evening. To the west, a brilliant sunset filled the sky with deep reds and oranges, the lower edges of clouds hinting at purple. To the east, a nearly full pale yellow moon had just broken the surface of the water. The Corn Moon, as native Americans called the first in September, was living up to its name. Above, the sky had darkened just enough to see the first bright stars emerge. 

Where was he? 

His body ached from the impact, and the back of his head pounded. He rubbed the top of his skull, his hand coming back bloodied. He massaged the area slowly, trying to soothe the pain. Confusion slowly gave way to recognition.

The droning of an engine stirred a memory. He turned to his right and could just see the white transom of a sports fishing boat. Then it clicked. Minutes before, he had been on that boat. He had spent the day fishing with his business partners. He called out futilely and waved his arms in the hope of securing their attention. But they were motoring away from him at nearly full speed. 

Did they not see me fall off the boat?

And why didn’t my life preserver inflate?

The first dash of panic spread through him, the adrenaline coursing through his blood, warming him in an unpleasant way. Charles knew the sea and knew his survival was dependent on his life preserver. He pulled at the manual inflation tab by his lower waist, but nothing happened. He tried again, with greater force. Nothing.

Despite his age, he was in good physical shape but knew it was only a matter of time before he would tire. A man, regardless of age and condition, could only survive so long in the open water without a flotation device, especially in the middle of the Great Point rip at the height of a tidal change.

He fumbled with the preserver, trying to locate the oral inflation tube. Memories of a flight attendant demonstrating its usage flashed through his head. He found the yellow tube and angled it towards his mouth just as a breaking wave swamped him, filling his mouth with warm salt water. He gagged and spit out the water, coughing hard. He tried again to bring the inflation tube to his mouth and successfully blew in his first breath, only to see it bubbling from a split at the base of the tube. Somehow, it had been damaged, probably from the force of impact. Another burst of adrenaline as he realized he would have no help keeping his head above water.

A few hundred yards to his left, he could see the Great Point Lighthouse. Its familiar black lantern room capped the brick body that gracefully flared down to the sand. All white, it was missing the red band of its big brother, Sankaty Head Light, just eight miles to the south. The small shed-like appendage with its red roof was just visible behind it. 

Great Point. This bony stretch of sand had been a central part of his being for most of his life. He had fished there, boated there, and made love there. He had also proposed to his wife there, kneeling in the sand, extending his arm with the ring box opened for her to see. They had spent the afternoon fishing and grilling their catch. She enjoyed the outdoors as much as he did, and he knew their partnership would be one of joy. That had been nearly forty years ago, and not a day had gone by that he was thankful that she had said yes. 

He realized with a stab to his heart that he might never see her again - those blue eyes, that easy smile, that beautiful face that had burned in his brain since the first time he had laid eyes on her.

What am I doing here?

The current was picking up as the high tide started to recede, and Charles was beginning to struggle. His legs kicked harder as he worked to keep his head above the sea. Despite his efforts, he was still overwashed by the foaming breakers every few waves, causing him to sputter and the salt to sting his eyes.

Snippets of memories coursed through his mind. His daughter, just weeks old, giggling at him when he changed her diaper... the pride on his young son’s face when he caught his first bluefish... the look in Ann’s eyes when she said ‘I Do’.

To save energy, he tried to float on his back and use his arms to keep him atop the water, but the breaking waves overwhelmed him. He pivoted his body upright and fought to get his head clear as he coughed out another mouthful of salt water. 

Could he make it to shore?

He eyed the lighthouse again and was shocked to see how quickly the current had pulled him away from it. He had to be at least a half mile away, if not more. There was no way he could swim against that - the rip was just too strong. It would probably be easier to turn north and try to swim to the Cape, but Monomoy Point was over nine miles away. 

Slowly, he realized that this was it. For much of his life, he had wondered, as most men do, how the end would finally come. Now that it was here, he felt terribly and utterly sad. His life had been so good to him; a wonderful marriage, two great and happy children, a prosperous business, and a supportive community had made his years complete.

Why the hell aren’t they turning around? How could they just leave me out here to die?

Sadness turned to anger at the thought of his partners cruising away from him, safe, warm and comfortable in the boat and likely looking forward to a good meal and rest. 

How could they be so oblivious to what had happened?

His anger subsided as he realized he must have been at fault. Somehow, he had fallen off the boat, maybe hitting his head on the gunwale or transom. His life preserver must have been damaged then. Or maybe it got caught on something as he fell and damaged the arming device? 

The salt he tasted was not from the ocean but from his tears.

He wished he could ask Ann to marry him again.

He sobbed at the thought of what he would be missing. What was going to be taken away. With a shock, he realized that the birth of their first grandchild, just a month away, would happen without him. He and Ann had had such fun discussing plans to decorate one of the bedrooms for the occasion. And he had been looking forward to introducing the child to his love of Nantucket, of sailing, fishing, and the natural beauty of the island. His grandchild would grow up knowing him only through stories, pictures, and mementos.

His legs were tiring. He felt the burning of the muscles in his arms, calves, and chest. He wasn’t sure how much longer he could do this.

The waves were picking up. His leg pumping slowed. His arms tired. It was time.

Charles Post, sixty-four years of age, husband of thirty-nine years, father of two, and expectant grandparent, beloved by family, friends, and community alike, took his last breath and slipped silently under the water just a few thousand yards from the land he loved so much. The smiling, beautiful face of his wife was the last thing he saw before his world went black.
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CHAPTER TWO
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It was a cool, damp early September Saturday morning off the northeast tip of Nantucket island. The sun was still an hour from crossing the perfect line of the horizon where the sky met the water. The air was heavy with fog, and a light breeze swayed the beach grass. Great Point, the thin, bony forearm of the island, was a favorite fishing spot for locals and tourists alike. Its briny Atlantic water filled with bluefish, striped bass, and the rare and elusive Spanish Mackerel. And it was that elusive mackerel that Tommy Jersig was hoping to catch this morning. 

His wife, a local artist with a well-deserved reputation, was having a gallery event that evening, displaying a new series of plein air works completed on the south shore. The series featured the same landscape but varied the time of day, weather, and season of the year. It was expected to be very well received, with pieces commanding well into five figures. To help facilitate the anticipated transfer of wealth, Tommy thought some fresh mackerel sushi might help to loosen the wallets of those in attendance. Properly prepared, its taste and texture resembled that of freshly churned butter. It would be a rare treat for the patrons. 

It was getting late in the year for mackerel. But Tommy had had luck at the Point before, and he felt it again this morning. And even if he was skunked on the mackerel, he could be almost guaranteed to land a number of bluefish and stripers, though his menu would require adjustment. Sushi would not be an option with these fish, but fresh smoked bluefish pate and grilled striper would be very well received by tonight’s patrons, especially when paired with some of the local brewery’s finest.

Tommy had left his house in Tom Nevers just after 4:00 a.m., hoping to catch the changing tides at the Point as the sun broke the surface of the water. In early September, the sky starts to lighten around five, with sunrise just after six. Having spent the better part of his life on the island, Tommy had made these “dawn raids” hundreds of times. His father had first taken him to fish the Point at sunrise when he was just five years old. Now closer to sixty, the allure and magic of these trips remained just as special and awe-inspiring as when he was a small boy.

Sadly for him, what had changed since those earlier days was the growing population of harbor and gray seals. These seals, once a rare occurrence on the island, had seen their populations dramatically increase, almost to the point of surplus. In addition to attracting great white sharks, it also led to the closure of the tip of Great Point. This magical spot where the waters of Nantucket Sound and the Atlantic met formed a tremendous rip and, with it, some of the best fishing on the East Coast. 

However, because of the exploding seal population, it had been closed permanently to people, regardless of whether they were fishing or just walking. Reluctantly, Tommy parked his white Ford F-150 a few hundred yards to the south and got out of the truck. He looked westward over Nantucket Sound and felt the breeze wash over him. Small waves curled and broke just feet from shore, the sound of the water settling on him like a warm memory. Gulls, squawking and curious as to his intent, settled a few yards away, hoping for breakfast. Dew settled on his beard from the fog.

He dropped the tailgate and pulled a fishing rod from the rack attached to the side of the bed. He rummaged through the tackle box to find just the right lure. Spanish Mackerels were picky and wouldn’t hit just anything. He rummaged through his tackle box and settled on a tried and true Deadly Dick, a three-inch sliver of metal that sliced just below the surface and did a perfect mimicry of small baitfish swimming aggressively - as if trying to escape a predator. They were irresistible to his target fish, and he hoped that they would work their magic today.

Securing the lure, Tommy adjusted the drag on the reel and walked to the edge of the surf. The water washed over his feet, and he could feel the sand filter through his toes as the wave receded. Despite the lightening sky, he could still make out dozens of constellations and planets. The Big Dipper to the north, Orion to the south, and even the Little Dipper to the northeast.  He looked to the west and could see Saturn just above the horizon as it prepared to set. Above him, Mars and Jupiter burned brightly. He sighed, happy. Does it get any better than this?

He flipped the bail, secured the line with his finger, and cast the lure out into the water. The sea was calm, and with his eyes adjusted to the dim light, he could just make out where his fishing line intersected the surface. He reeled the lure in quickly, and in no time, it arose out of the water in front of him, dripping. He removed a small bit of seaweed from the treble hook, flipped the bail, and cast again, repeating this motion every minute or so. As he fished, he walked slowly down the deserted beach. By mid-afternoon, he knew this spot would be cheek to jowl with Jeeps, pickups, and SUVs all enjoying a beautiful summer day. But now, with the sun still a few minutes from peeking out of the water, he was alone. And he relished the time.

Fifteen minutes went by without even a strike, and his hope of catching a mackerel started to fade. He thought briefly about changing the lure. Maybe the fish would prefer a surface popper or a rubber squid? Tommy even thought of breaking out his fly fishing gear when he suddenly felt a heavy load on the line. 

At first, he suspected he had hooked a massive striper. Mackerel were aggressive fighters, and one would know immediately when they took the lure. They would usually run hard and jump, trying to free the hook. Bluefish, too, were strong fighters. But stripers could go either way. Sometimes, they took the lure and ran. Other times - especially with bigger fish - it felt like you hooked into a clump of seaweed. Hoping he had hooked a large and lazy striper, Tommy slowly started cranking the reel. He didn’t feel any fight from this fish; it just stayed on his line like a lead weight. Perhaps he had foul-hooked some driftwood or even a sunfish, the weird-looking behemoths that he would occasionally see swimming slowly along the shore, paralleling the surf, a lone fin popping out of the water like a shark. Or, for that matter, it could have been a shark, maybe a dogfish, or even something bigger. Great Whites were much more common now with the increase in the seal populations, but Tommy felt quite certain that was not the case. He likely would have lost all of his line - and perhaps even his rod and reel - had he hooked a large shark like that.

Curious, he continued to reel in the catch slowly. The tide and slight wind were both in his favor, helping to push his catch toward the beach. After a few minutes, he gave a final tug on the rod, and he could just make out what looked like a large white fish breaking the surface of the water. Its stillness and lack of fighting suggested it was probably dead. The meat would be of no value to Tommy, but he wanted his lure back. They were not inexpensive, and Tommy took pride in his frugality. 

He paused to grab his fishing gloves and pliers from his back pocket. Putting on the gloves, he curled the line around his fingers and pulled. He backed slowly from the water, careful not to put too much strain on the fifteen-pound monofilament. As the sun broke the surface of the water behind him, the catch rode a breaking wave onto the beach. Gathering his line as he walked toward it, Tommy was shocked to look down on the semi-nude body of a man. 

He was older, probably around Tommy’s age, and had clearly not been in the water too long. The skin was white and wrinkled, but there was no outward evidence of sea life causing any damage. As a doctor, Tommy had seen many a dead body, but the shock of reeling one in caused him to sit down heavily in the sand. The body rolled lazily in the light surf, its vacant eyes staring at Tommy as if pleading for answers to what had happened to him.

Gathering his senses, Tommy stood and walked back to the truck. He reached through the windows and grabbed his phone off the front seat. He called 911 and reported the find to the operator. Ending the call, he sat back and waited for the authorities to come. Given his location and the challenges of getting there, he knew he would have at least an hour alone with the body. And with the incoming tide, he knew he needed to secure the scene.

Still wearing his gloves, he grabbed both hands of the man and dragged him up the beach and out of the surf, trying to do as little damage as possible to any possible latent evidence. Fortunately, he was still alone on the beach, so he didn’t have to deal with anyone crowding in trying to get a picture or video to enhance their social media followings. Instead, Tommy sat quietly and stared intently at the man without recognition. He was a white male, sixty to seventy years of age, thinning gray hair and no noticeable scars, birthmarks, piercings, or tattoos. He was naked save a pair of Nantucket red Bermuda-style swimming trunks, a yellow deflated flotation device, and a gold wedding band. His face was not familiar.

Had he been swimming somewhere on the island and drowned? Had he fallen from a boat? How had he ended up being hooked by an early morning fisherman just south of Great Point? Tommy pondered those questions as the first sound of sirens disturbed the air. He looked out to see a Coast Guard inflatable rapidly approaching from the direction of Nantucket Harbor. To the south, a white Ford Explorer approached rapidly over the sand, its rooftop bar ablaze with blue and red flashing lights. Soon the scene was covered from land and sea. 

The authorities questioned Tommy intently, but it soon became apparent he had nothing to do with the victim other than having the bad luck of catching him. Released from their investigation, Tommy made his way back to his truck and headed home. There would be no Spanish Mackerel sushi, smoked bluefish pate, or grilled striper from him tonight. A change of menu would be in order.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Friday Afternoon

Off Georges Bank, 70 miles east of Nantucket

Between a vibrant, cloudless blue sky above grayish-green water below, the forty-two sport fisherman Hedged swayed gently in a calm sea. This area, south of Nova Scotia and east of Nantucket, was known for fishing, particularly big game fish such as tuna and swordfish. The three men had had success here before and were hoping to repeat those prior conquests. 

Charles Post was sitting in the fighting chair, his turn to monitor the two rods they had off the back. They were trolling with a squid rig, and Charles was watching the tips intently, looking for the telltale subtle taps of a swordfish biting at the bait. He had a seltzer in the cup holder to his right and was munching on a bag of pretzels.

Sean Axmacher, at the wheel above, was scanning the surface for any signs of the big fish. The third man, Cormac Walsh, emerged from the cabin and stood at the mezzanine, looking down at Charles in the cockpit. He popped a beer and took a long drink.

“Can I get you anything Charles?” he yelled down. “A beer, perhaps?”

Charles squinted, looked at Cormac, and took a drink of his seltzer. “No, I’m good.” 

Cormac nodded and joined him next to the chair. “See anything?”

“No. Just a lot of bird activity. We had a couple of whales breach off the stern a few hundred yards out, but other than that, things have been pretty quiet.”

The three were the founders and sole partners at Miacomet Capital, a small hedge fund run by the men from offices on Nantucket Island. They had started the firm over thirty years prior and had managed to build a successful business over that time. Together, they had secured investors, generated substantial returns for those investors, bought homes, raised families, and enjoyed the trappings of their success. If one were to be asked, he would no doubt state that they were more of a family than a business, each of the partners like a brother to the others. 

Sean climbed down from the flybridge. “I’ve got the autopilot set to maintain this course and a speed of four knots. Should be the right speed given the current and the rigging.” He looked at his watch. “We can give this another couple of hours, but then we will need to head back. I’d like to be in port by nine at the latest. The weather radio predicts increasing winds after sunset, and we will be running through the Great Point rip right after high tide. It is going to get a little bumpy.”

Charles looked back at Sean. “I have full confidence in you and your piloting skills. I know Cormac and I are in good hands.”

“Thanks, buddy,” said Sean. “And really, no strikes? I thought for sure, given the conditions, we would at least have some success.”

“Me too. I guess it’s just not meant to be today. Cormac. I think you are up.” He unbuckled himself from the reel, lifted the base of the rod from the fighting chair, and handed it to Cormac. The bulky Irishman sat heavily into the fighting chair, slid the base of the rod into the holder between his legs, and attached his fighting belt to the reel. He planted his feet on the big teak footrest, tugged gently on the rod, and leaned back into the chair. Squinting at the piercing blue sky, he turned to his partners and said, “Aye. It’s a good day to be on the water, isn’t it, guys?”

Sean smiled and nodded. 

Charles walked behind the fighting chair and placed his hand on Cormac’s shoulder. “Any day on the water is better than a day in the office,” he said and laughed.

Cormac turned and looked up at his partner. “That sounds like some feckin’ bumper sticker saying.”

Charles chuckled. “Yes, yes, it does. Anyway, I hope you have better luck than I did.”

“So, any plans for the weekend, big guy?” asked Sean. Charles was the oldest of the three by a few months and the tallest by an inch over Sean. 

“Ann wants to start working on the nursery for Scott and Lizzie’s baby.”

Sean smiled. “A nursery? That baby’s going to spend what, at most, a week or two a year here?”

“I know. Scott and Lizzie seem quite content in Denver. You know we’d love for them to move closer, Boston or New York, but that’s not going to happen. What can we expect when he goes off and marries a West Coast girl.”

“So true. What about you, Cormac? Who’s the lucky lady this weekend?”

As the only lifelong bachelor in the group, his frequent girlfriends were often the topic of discussion. Although he was far from what anyone would describe as a handsome man, his wealth and his accent proved popular with the women, in particular, forty and fifty-year-old recent divorcees.

Cormac smiled and fidgeted in the fighting chair. “I’m not going to kiss and tell.”

Sean snickered and glanced slyly at Charles. “I think that’s code that he’s going to be alone this weekend.”

“Piss off, you,” said Cormac, playfully punching Sean on the shoulder.

Charles looked at his two partners and smiled. They had been through a lot during their years together. They suffered a number of crises, both driven by external factors out of their control and the occasional misstep in their investment strategy. He felt proud of what the three of them had accomplished. Despite his misgivings about the firm’s recent performance, he knew they would manage through the latest challenges. He pushed the negative thoughts from his mind and went into the cabin to grab another seltzer.
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Boston

Rick Caton piloted his FBI-issued Dodge Charger through the narrow streets of Boston, heading to the field office in Chelsea. Contrary to popular belief, agents didn’t always drive black SUVs but rather a relatively ordinary assortment of civilian vehicles, all the better to blend into the general population. And this car was no exception. It blended well with other hurried Boston commuters, and had numerous war scars on its exterior from many battles with the infamous Boston traffic. Even though it had only thirty thousand on the odometer, the car seemed much older than it was, which is probably why Rick felt a certain kinship to it.

He had left his apartment on Berkshire Street in Cambridge early, trying to beat the brutal traffic that infected the streets of this Massachusetts town. But it didn’t seem to matter what time of day it was; the traffic was always the same. Given that the city had been laid out hundreds of years before when horses and buggies were the key transportation modes, it was understandable why the traffic was the way it was. It was simply a collision of 21st-century mobility technology with 17th-century urban design. He had briefly entertained the idea of taking the subway, but that meant connecting through the Red Line, the epitome of poor city management and lack of long-term planning. A common game played by many that relied on this unreliable branch of the “T” was to see if they could outrun or outwalk the Red Line train between stations. Not surprisingly, the runners or walkers usually won.

That is why, at 7:15 a.m. on an unusually cold Monday morning in early September, Rick was sitting stationary on the Tobin bridge, breathing diesel fumes from the MBTA bus in front of him. An accident at the Chestnut Street exit had backed things up several miles, leaving Rick free to think about the meeting ahead of him with his boss. He expected it to go well.

At thirty-three, he had joined the FBI fairly late in his career, sneaking in under their mandatory age restriction with a few years to spare. Born and raised on Nantucket, the small but exclusive island a hundred miles to the south, he had spent most of the summers as a Community Service Officer for the Nantucket Police Department. His responsibilities were focused on maintaining quality of life for the locals and visitors alike, including directing traffic, managing parking issues, and assisting with major events. It was his first taste of law enforcement, and he loved it despite having to deal with a lot of entitled college kids who thought they had the right to park wherever they wanted just because of their family name. He had heard “Do you know who my family is?” too many times to count.

After graduating from the local high school, he enrolled at UMass Lowell, where he earned his degree in criminal justice. Returning to the island, he joined the Nantucket Police Department as a recruit. He was sent off for intensive training at the police academy in Plymouth. Following graduation, he returned to the NPD and started his career as a police officer with a plan to build his skills and become a detective. He had hoped to spend his entire career there, perhaps one day even assuming the role of chief of police.

But it didn’t work out as he had planned. After being fired from the NPD, Rick left the island and bounced around from job to job, not really sure what he wanted to do. Adjusting to the very different way of life on the mainland didn’t help much. Gone was the sense of community, of knowing most everyone - at least the year-rounders - and the sheer natural beauty. He had tried real estate, selling insurance, and even had a short stint as a car salesman. But he missed law enforcement. He missed making a difference. So, a couple of years after leaving the Nantucket force, he applied to join the FBI. At first, he thought his termination would count him out, but with excellent performance in his interviews, his strong educational record, and outstanding physical fitness, he was accepted. After a grueling 20 weeks of training at Quantico, he successfully lobbied to be placed in New England as a special agent out of the Boston Field Office. That had been eight years ago, and he had blossomed in his role within the Financial Crimes department, focusing on embezzlement and white-collar crimes.

Thankfully, the FBI had taken a chance on him despite the incident with the NPD, and he had worked twice as hard to prove his worth and validate their choice. The FBI had recognized his hard work and promoted him rapidly through the ranks. With the closing of this most recent case, Rick was hoping that he could secure a promotion to supervisory special agent and lead his own team within the department. Anxious not to get too far ahead of himself, Rick thought about his upcoming meeting with the Assistant Agent in Charge, Hanna Fines.

ASAC Fines had been his direct supervisor for just over three years. Despite a rocky start—Fines wasn’t sure the FBI should have selected him and made sure he knew it—his hard work and successful prosecutions had gradually won her over. His performance on this most recent case should further solidify that reputation. 

The case he had just closed was a co-conspiracy to embezzle funds through vendor fraud. A product development executive at Sharefield Biotech, a Cambridge pharmaceutical company, and her fiancé had managed to extract nearly three million dollars from the firm. The fiancé, who didn’t work for Sharefield, had set up a shell consulting company called FDA FastTrax, complete with a phony website and supporting testimonials from other pharma businesses. Their pitch claimed that their proprietary process could cut FDA drug registration time in half, meaning new drugs could get to market faster and start generating sales and profits sooner. However, the only thing their process turned out was phony invoices billing the firm for services that were never rendered. 

Sharefield had called the FBI when they discovered anomalies in the accounts payable system. A preliminary internal investigation suggested some sort of fraudulent activity was occurring, and as a publicly traded company, they had called in the FBI to take over the investigation. For Rick, the case had been pretty cut and dry. He had spent several weeks undercover at the company as a new employee in the finance department. Working closely with the Chief Financial Officer and her team, it didn’t take him long to pinpoint the source of the fraud and where the fraud prevention techniques had broken down. The rest of his time had been spent documenting the steps taken by the executive and her fiancé and securing the necessary evidence to ensure a conviction.

In addition, he had to document where the funds had gone once they had hit the perpetrators’ bank accounts. Thinking about it made him chuckle out loud and again wonder about the sheer stupidity of some criminals. Rather than keep a low profile or move the money offshore, the duo had instead spent it on their upcoming life together. A hundred thousand had gone to a local venue for their forthcoming wedding, fifty thousand for an engagement ring, nearly two hundred thousand went to a high-end Mercedes sedan, and two million went for a downpayment on a luxury condominium in Boston’s Seaport district. In the end, the couple had spent nearly all of the money they had stolen. How did they not know that they should save for the future?

The traffic finally started moving, and a horn blared behind him. Rick flipped a finger to the following car and deftly fended off the beat-to-hell minivan that tried to cut in front of him. On a trip to visit the New England Aquarium when he was young, his dad had taught him how to drive in Boston. “Always look ahead. Never to the left. Never to the right. Show no weakness.” Surprisingly, the tactic still worked thirty years later. He just hoped he would never meet another driver who followed the same strategy.

Rick drove the final few miles to the office and parked in the gated lot just past 8:00. He made his way through the front door, scanned his badge at security, and made his way to Fines’ office on the sixth floor. He saw her door was open and tapped lightly on the frame. 

“Hanna?”

She looked up from her computer and smiled. “Rick. Come in.”

He approached her desk, shook her hand, and settled into one of the two overstuffed leather chairs facing her desk.

“How are you doing this morning?” She said, while she shuffled some papers on her desk and then settled in, looking at him in the intent way she always did.

Rick rolled his eyes and smiled at her. “Traffic was light today. Only took an hour to get here from Cambridge,” he remarked dryly.

Fines smiled knowingly. “Have you thought of maybe moving closer to the office?”

Rick shook his head. “You know I love Cambridge. It’s expensive, yes. And parking a car is a major pain in the ass. But it’s a great neighborhood. It would be tough to leave.”

Pleasantries out of the way, Hines nodded and changed the subject. “Great job on the Sharefield case.”

“Thanks. To be honest, it really couldn’t have been any easier. Some criminals just really aren’t that smart. Even those that work for a major biotech firm.” He folded his hands in his lap, trying not to betray his excitement at the success.

Hanna chuckled. “So true. Reading your report, I just couldn’t get over how they spent all that money.”

“I just don’t know what they were thinking. Talk about calling attention to yourself. And a four-million-dollar condo in Seaport? Even with a two million dollar downpayment, the monthlies would be at least twenty thousand. Clearly, they must have had plans to keep their little enterprise going.”

“Well, thanks to you, they’ll be spending the next ten years at FMC Devens. And given the stature of Sharefield Biotech and the way you handled the case, the FBI has gotten some great PR out of it, too.” She smiled at him, and he warmed, knowing how scarce her praise was.

“Thanks.” He relaxed his shoulders a bit. “So what’s next?”

“Glad you brought that up. I want to send you back to Quantico for some additional training.” She slid a navy folder over to him with the FBI seal on the front.

“Really?” He asked, shock evident in his voice. Internally, he wondered what was lacking in his current skill set. He picked up the folder and leafed through the pages.

She nodded. “Well, it’s more of a workshop than training. The FBI is leading an inter-agency project to improve communication and collaboration and streamline complex multi-agency investigations. Given your competency in managing white-collar and financial crimes, I thought you could best represent the Boston office. There will be participants from other field offices, as well as the SEC, Postal Service, IRS, and Treasury.”

“Sounds fascinating,” said Rick sarcastically. “When does it start?”

She chuckled, having received the exact response she expected. “Monday, oh eight hundred hours, so you’ll need to fly on Sunday. You’ll be there for two weeks so you should plan accordingly. Any details to finalize with the DA on the Sharefield case?” 

Rick nodded. “I’ll make sure the Suffolk DA office has everything they need.”

“Anything else?” She raised an eyebrow.

Rick thought for a minute. “The only other case needing immediate attention is Crosby. But Nia’s been involved in the investigation, if only tangentially. I’m sure she wouldn’t mind making the final arrest once the warrants come through.

“Great.” She nodded, and turned back to her computer, clearly dismissing him.

Rick got up to leave, pushing his chair in. 

She turned back to him briefly. “And Rick?” 

He paused and looked at her.

“Good luck at Quantico,” she said, sending him a cheeky wink.

Rick smiled ruefully. “Thanks,” and left her office.
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Nantucket

Detective Tina Fisch, known to her friends and colleagues as Tuna, knocked on the door at Miacomet Capital Partners. She had been handed what she expected would be an open-and-shut investigation into the accidental drowning of a local resident. Given the circumstances involved and what she knew to date, she expected little more than a mountain of paperwork to be her biggest challenge—lots of boxes to check, T’s to cross, and I’s to dot.

She was an attractive woman in her mid-forties, and she sported curly, shoulder-length brown hair. She had been with the Nantucket police for her entire career, save for a few years when she lived in New York City. She had acquired the nickname Tuna in third grade at the Nantucket Intermediate School, and it had followed her like a lost stray ever since. At first, she bristled at the moniker, but eventually, she came to embrace it as her own. She had even gotten a small tattoo of a bluefin tuna to seal the deal, but only her wife of over fifteen years would ever see it.

She had gotten the call about the discovery earlier in the day from the Nantucket County Sheriff, Fred Boston. The victim, Charles Post, had been found by a local fisherman early that morning at Great Point. The first responders from the Coast Guard, sheriff’s office, and Nantucket Police had processed the scene and recovered the body. The initial consensus from the group believed it had been an accidental drowning. The body showed no evidence of trauma or foul play. Post had been wearing nothing more than a bathing suit and a deflated life preserver and lacked any formal identification. He had been reported missing in the vicinity the night before in a panicked 911 call by one of his business partners, and it wasn’t often that sixty-year-old men washed up on shore.

Tuna had met with the dispatcher earlier in the day and listened to the recording of the call. It had come in just after 9:00 p.m. the night before from an adult male who announced himself as Cormac Walsh. Given his Irish accent and the panic in his voice, Tuna struggled to make out the details. According to the dispatcher who took the call, she believed that Charles Post had been out on a fishing trip with Walsh and another man aboard the forty-two-foot vessel Hedged. The boat was returning from an all-day offshore fishing trip. Cormac claimed Post had fallen off the stern of the boat while trying to relieve himself just as the boat was passing through the Great Point rip. The sea had been far from calm with four to six foot swells and an active rip current. Failing light and emerging fog meant they had been unable to locate him in the water despite searching desperately for an hour.

It was unknown why the life preserver had failed to inflate. Tuna made a note to have that checked.

The Coast Guard immediately dispatched their forty-seven-foot lifeboat from the Nantucket station to the scene along with a Jayhawk helicopter from Air Station Cape Cod. Despite their efforts, given the fog, darkness, and the target’s lack of a flotation device, they called off the search at midnight. It was barely six hours later that the body of Charles Post was discovered.

A quick call to the medical examiner confirmed to Tuna the identification and the likelihood she was looking at an accidental drowning. The ME had promised her he would issue an official cause of death within the week once tox screens and an autopsy had been completed.

Prior to her visit, Tuna had done some background research on the business and learned that Post had been a partner in a hedge fund with the two other men on the boat, both roughly the same age as the victim. While she did not know much about the world of business and high finance, what she did understand was that this trio of men appeared to run a very successful and profitable enterprise. She had reached out to them and agreed to meet at their office. Both partners would be present.

Tuna knocked again. Miacomet Capital Partners sat in a small, single-story, gray-shingled building off Water Street. It sat just feet from a busy intersection, and the constant parade of vehicles moving provided a hushed background of white noise. As Nantucket properties go, home of multi-million dollar compounds and historic mansions, it was drab and forgettable. The shingles were split and curling and looked in desperate need of replacement. The trim, a rather drab olive green, was dull and flaking. Bare wood was visible in some spots. Tuna stood on a brick walkway that was full of weeds. The door in front of her was a chalky, faded red with a tarnished brass knocker set in the center of the door. Above her, a sign creaked on rusty hinges. It showed a golf flag overlaid on an outline of Nantucket. Below, it is stated that the firm was founded in 1990. The building was more representative of a failing medical office than the global headquarters of a highly successful hedge fund. 

She heard steps approaching, and the door swung open, revealing a middle-aged man with broad shoulders, a slight belly, and a full head of graying, ginger hair. He was shaped like a fireplug and not much taller than her, maybe five foot ten. He looked to be built for rugby, not business, and clearly hadn’t had a shave in a few days. His skin had a ruddy complexion as if he had spent years on the sea, and his eyes were red rimmed. 

“Good morning, I’m Detective Tina Fisch,” she said and extended her hand.

The man shook it firmly. “Ah, detective. I’m Cormac Walsh,” he said in a strong Irish accent. He stepped back to allow her into the foyer. “We are so glad you are here. Please come in.”

“Thanks so much for seeing me on such short notice.” She stepped into the building, wrinkling her nose at the musty odor that accompanies many older buildings by the sea.

“Of course. To be honest, we are still in shock. I just can’t believe it. Charles gone.” Walsh shook his head and looked like he might start crying again. 

Tuna reached out and touched his arm. “I am so sorry for your loss. I will make this as quick as possible. I just need to confirm a few details.”

Cormac nodded and sniffed. “Let’s go down to the conference room. Sean’s waiting for us, and we will have a little more room. Please follow me.”

The interior of the building was in better shape but still nothing fancy. Tuna trailed Cormac down a short hall lined with antique furniture and large paintings of ships at sea.  She passed several empty offices with the lights off before reaching a conference room where the maritime theme continued. A dark plank table was surrounded by half a dozen captain’s chairs. One of them was occupied, and as she entered the room, he stood.

He was tall and thin, the opposite of Walsh, and completely bald. He had very fair skin, and his face showed signs of acne scarring when he was much younger. He was wearing Bermuda shorts with a navy cable knit sweater. His eyes, too, were red, as if he’d been crying.

Cormac turned to him. “Sean, this is Detective Tina Fisch.”

“Detective. I’m Sean Axmacher.” His voice was nasally, and he reached his hand out halfheartedly. 

They shook hands, Tuna noting that his handshake was limp and lifeless. Not typical of the many businessmen she had met over the years. “Thank you for taking the time to meet with me. Both of you.”

Cormac motioned to the chair at the head of the table. “Please have a seat. Can I get you anything? Water, coffee?”

“Thank you, no. This shouldn’t take long. I just wanted to get a little more detail about what happened.” She settled into the rather uncomfortable chair and shifted, trying to adjust.

“Of course,” said Walsh. 

The Irishman sat across from her to the right. Sean sat on her other side, to the left. If this hadn’t been an interview about the death of their colleague, she might have made the joke ‘You must be wondering why I brought you here today.’ Instead, she pulled out her notebook and set it on the table. 

“Can you tell me a little bit about your relationship with Mr. Post?”

Cormac let out a long sigh and glanced at Sean, who had his head bowed. “Well, we’ve known each other for what seems like forever. The three of us met back in the summer of 1980 when we were working jobs during our break from Uni. Charles was working for a local contractor as a general laborer, Sean was doing landscaping, and I was bussing tables at the Rose & Crown.”

Tuna nodded, her head in her notebook, writing quickly. “And how did you meet?”

“Golf.” Cormac laughed quietly to himself, shaking his head softly.

“Golf?” She stopped writing and looked up at them.

Cormac smiled sadly. “Yes, golf. We all enjoy the game. One afternoon, by accident, the three of us were paired up at the local course, Miacomet. And that was that. From then on, we have been fast friends.”

Sean also smiled sadly, reliving the memory.

“And how did that lead to this?” Tuna motioned around the room with her pen.

Cormac took the lead again. Tuna made a mental note that he seemed to be the authority in the room. “Charles and Sean here graduated a year before me and took jobs on Wall Street. Finance. I joined them in New York the following year. We all worked in different firms and despite our success, we just weren’t happy. We were working crazy hours and felt like the only people really making money were our bosses. So, in 1990, we quit our jobs and started Miacomet Capital. The name being a nod to where we had all met the decade before.”

Sean abruptly stood. “Excuse me for a moment.”

Tuna followed him with her eyes as he left the room.

“Please forgive him. He is just so upset and really struggling. The three of us were like brothers.”

Sean returned with a box of tissues and sat down. “My apologies,” he said, rubbing his nose. He held the box out to Cormac, who subtly shook his head.

“And what is it you do here?” asked Tuna.

Cormac replied, “Miacomet Capital is a hedge fund. We pool investor money and then use those assets to make strategic investments. And I’m proud to say we have an excellent record of returns. Since our founding, we’ve only had three years of sub-double-digit performance. The dot com bubble, the 2008 financial crisis, and of course, Covid.”

She nodded, knowing how hard the financial sector had been hit during each of these periods. “And who are your investors?” She looked up just in time to see Cormac and Sean exchange a loaded glance.

“I’m sorry, but we are really not at liberty to discuss specific organizations or individuals.”

“I understand. And what was Charles’ role here?”

Sean jumped in. “He managed our clients.”

Tuna turned to him. “How so?”

“Charles was an extrovert and comfortable in just about any setting or with anyone. As the saying goes, he never met a stranger. Over the years, he had built a sizable network of successful people, so we had no shortage of investors who were anxious to join one of our funds. All thanks to Charles.” Sean was now shredding the tissue in his hands.

She opened the question to both of them. “And what about you? What are your roles?”

Cormac responded. “I’m the CFO, essentially the head accountant. Sean here is our CIO or Chief Investment Officer. In addition to being very close, we also had skills that complemented each other nicely. I think that was one of the key reasons for our success.”

“And any other employees?”

Cormac responded again. “Well, we have support staff, of course. Administration, technology, the usual. We also have three interns, one working for each of us.”

“And were they with you on the boat?”

“No. Our summer internships officially ended the first of September, and the ‘three amigos,’ as they called themselves, had gone out together to celebrate and vent a little steam. Our internships are pretty intense, so once they start to wrap up, it tends to be a relief to the participants. We’re scheduled to have a formal celebration as an organization next week. Charles had been planning it.” He looked like he might start crying again. Sean wordlessly passed him the tissue box.

“Thank you for sharing that. Can you tell me what happened last night?” She carefully studied the body language of both men.

Sean sniffled, his eyes watering up. Cormac looked at him empathetically and then turned to Tuna. “It was just a fishing trip like we have done dozens of times before. Only this time,” his voice trailed off.

“This time?” Tuna asked gently.

“This time, we lost Charles,” said Cormac quietly. He reached for the tissues.

“Again, I am so sorry for your loss. Can you tell me how Charles fell
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