
		
			[image: UnfinishedStormCover.jpg]
		

	
		
			[image: ]

			San Juan Islands Mystery #4

			by

			Bethany Maines

			FREE E-BOOK!

			Go to Blue Christmas Giveaway to collect a free e-story.

			[image: ]

			Prologue

			Tish Yearly

			I’m dead. I’m dead. I am so, so, so dead.

			Tish Yearly had her head between her knees and was trying to figure out if she should kiss her ass goodbye. The front door slammed, and she heard her grandfather, Tobias Yearly, meander through the kitchen and into the dining room, his cane making a little squeak on the freshly mopped kitchen floor. She knew she ought to move but could only concentrate on breathing. She heard his footsteps stop as they arrived on the plush carpet of the living room.

			“Tish?”

			Tish willed herself upright and flipped her hair out of her face.

			“Well, don’t you look pretty,” said her grandfather, gesturing to her Hollywood-level makeup and flirty fun blouse. “I mean, except for the part where you look like you’re going to puke. Did you eat some bad tuna?”

			Tish shook her head.

			“Took too many trips around in the spin-y recliner?”

			Tish glared at him.

			“Well, I don’t know. You did that once when you were five. What’s got you looking so peaked?”

			Tish opened her mouth to confess, but all that came out was a squeak.

			“You’re speechless?” Tobias rocked back, his eyebrows going up in shock. “Well, damn. I’ll call the lawyers. How long do you think we got until the cops get here?”

			“The cops?” Tish was outraged. “What exactly do you think I did?”

			“Well, Tishkins, I’ve watched you face down murderers, lawyers, and that one very intimidating lady at the DMV and still have something to say. I figured you must have decided to go on a feminist rampage in one of those pink kitty hats and started mowing down skinheads with your Toyota or something.”

			“That is...”

			Kind of flattering, actually.

			“Not what I did.”

			“Well, what did you do?”

			A very, very stupid thing.

			When Tish had been fired, robbed, and evicted all in the same day, she’d landed on her grandfather’s doorstep on Orcas Island in the San Juan Islands of Washington State, intending to only stay long enough to get a new job. But instead, she’d found a dead body and a new career. Or rather, two new careers. The first was running a brand new, premier event and wedding venue, and the second was solving mysteries with her grandfather, Tobias Yearly. Tobias was a former test pilot and CIA agent, current troublemaker, and now a licensed private investigator. The oldest in the state, as he would proudly tell anyone who cared to listen.

			“I,” began Tish, and swallowed hard, “lied to Nash.” Her voice dropped to a whisper.

			Tobias frowned.

			“About what?” he asked, looking severe.

			“I told him that I was spending the afternoon with you, but instead, I took a Zoom meeting with my old agent, a director, a studio rep, and a casting director about taking the lead actress role in a studio movie.”

			Tobias ran his tongue around his gums and sucked at his teeth.

			“Soooo... What you’re saying is that you failed to tell Sheriff’s Deputy Emmett Nash, the fella you’ve been making googly eyes at for over a year, the man whose daughter worships the ground you walk on, the man that took a hell of a lot convincing to believe that you weren’t going to run off to Hollywood to be an actress again—that guy—you didn’t tell him about a meeting that could make you a big time actress again?”

			“Yes,” said Tish. “That’s what I did. I love Nash, but being an A-list actress was my first dream. It was the only fairy tale I ever really believed in.”

			Once Upon a Time in Hollywood, 2019, Quentin Tarantino directing and trying to prove he’s cool by shitting on Bruce Lee. 

			“It was what I trained for from the time I was twelve. Someone showed up and offered it to me on a silver platter. So yeah, I took the damn meeting.”

			“You didn’t have to lie about it,” said Tobias, in the perfectly calm tone that said she’d screwed up more than any amount of yelling.

			“You don’t understand Hollywood,” said Tish. “Everyone talks like everything is so awesome. But honestly, half the time nothing ever comes from these meetings. I didn’t want to upset Nash over nothing.”

			“Uh-huh. So, the meeting must have gone well because otherwise, you wouldn’t be having a moment over there about lying to Nash. I take it the movie is a real thing?”

			Tish nodded.

			“They offered you the part?”

			Tish nodded again.

			“And you said yes?” Tobias looked as sour as his tone.

			“I said no,” gasped Tish and clapped her hands over her mouth.

			“Uh...”

			She peeled her hands away and swallowed hard.

			“They just kept talking about shoot schedules and promotion, and all I could think was how inconvenient that was going to be for the business. And then they started talking about what festivals they could submit to. And then I realized how much Nash would hate all the red carpet stuff. And then I realized that he would never do the red carpet stuff—he would probably just break up with me. And I can’t have that. And then...” Tish paused to take in air. “They started talking about sending contracts to my agent, and I opened my mouth and...”

			“And what?” demanded Tobias.

			“You know how sometimes when you’re questioning a suspect, you realize exactly what you need to say to make them say or do something?”

			Tobias scratched his eyebrow. “Yes. But people don’t like it when you say stuff like that out loud. It makes people uncomfortable.”

			“No one is as unpredictable as they like to think they are. Part of acting is making a character seem as natural as possible. I can only do that if I can work out what a person should naturally do in a given situation. It’s just a skip from that to figuring out what someone else will do if I supply the right situation.”

			“Uh-huh. Again, that makes people uncomfortable when you say it for everyone to hear. We keep that on the inside so we don’t scare our friends.”

			“You’re not my friend. You’re Granddad.”

			“Fair enough. So what did you predict your Hollywood people would do?”

			“Granddad, it was like the words just fell out of my mouth. I couldn’t stop them!”

			“Well, what did you say?”

			“I just kept talking until I had them convinced that Orcas was the place to shoot the movie. And then, I sent them pictures from my phone to pitch them locations. And I told them I could smooth the way with permitting and I could help secure funding. Granddad, I just kept going, and now...”

			“Now what?” he asked with an expression that looked torn between horror and fascination.

			“Now... I’m a producer.”

			“Huh,” said Tobias. “I was going to go with now you have to tell Nash the truth. But I guess producer is a thing, too.”

			“Why do you think I was thinking about puking? What am I going to do?” moaned Tish.

			“Just tell him the truth,” said Tobias with a shrug. “It’s not like anyone is going to die.”

			“Don’t jinx us,” said Tish.

			With my luck, someone is definitely going to die.

			Chapter 1

			How to Ruin Everything

			Tish looked at the Key Grip and thought about throat-punching him as he stepped on a patch of snapdragons. She walked over, grabbed him by the shoulders, and physically moved him out of the flower bed. He looked down in surprise. 

			If I kill him, I won’t make it over to Nash’s for dinner. And I want my damn date night.

			“I have a wedding here on Sunday,” said Tish. “Unless you want to pay for flower replacements, stay out of the flower beds.”

			“Right,” he said. “Sorry!”

			He genuinely meant it. Everyone was genuinely attempting to not treat Tish’s property as a Hollywood backlot. It was just that they weren’t trying that hard. She had agreed to almost entirely close her property, a risk for her second year in business as a wedding venue, in return for a flat fee up front and a percentage on the backend. Theoretically, if the movie did well, everything would pan out. Right now, that was feeling very theoretical. There were at least six other producers on this film, but since this was her property, they were all literally phoning it in. They said there were scheduling conflicts and other films, but it felt like they had collectively decided that Tish could babysit everyone for the first two weeks of shooting. 

			And I’m not sure I can. It was months of prep work, and I can already feel this thing slipping out of control.

			“All right, people!” yelled the director, coming out onto the porch of the bungalow, his head buried in script pages. “We’re burning daylight here!” 

			And it’s his fault.

			Tish glared at the director. Skip Renfeld was a douchebag. Tish was trying to put a positive spin on it, but after several weeks of working with the director, she was having difficulty coming up with anything kinder to say. He was consistently late and dismissive of anyone else’s schedule, and he had caused her to be late for every single one of her dates with Nash during the last two weeks. Nash had taken the movie planning process in stride. He’d been interested in the logistics of organizing a group, but she sensed that his interest in movies was quickly waning the longer that Hollywood was in his backyard. 

			Skip looked up from the pages and around at the waiting crew.

			“Where’s Taylor? I’ve got the rewrites!” He waved a manila folder with Taylor’s name on it. 

			Skip had blazingly white veneers, dead blue eyes, and a carefully crafted aura of whimsical fun. He was the male equivalent of a manic pixie dream girl – someone who brought an element of instability to every enterprise and whose entertainment value had definitely worn off after extended exposure.

			Skip looked around and realized that Taylor wasn’t present, and his face immediately tightened into an expression of anger.

			“What rewrites?” demanded Luke, looking up from where he was working on a laptop. Since Luke Green was the movie’s scriptwriter, that was not a question that promised good things.

			The script had been approved by the studio, and her primary studio contact had stressed that she should try to get Skip to stick to it while at the same time underlining the fact that she didn’t have the authority to make him do it.

			“Nothing major,” said Skip. “I did them myself. Don’t worry, I’m not going to ask for credit.” Skip pantomimed the broadest wink possible. Skip winked a lot. It was as if he’d decided that winking was his thing. Tish didn’t like it. She didn’t think it went with his cargo shorts. He wore cargo shorts like he thought they were still in style. But she supposed if he wore pants, no one would see the tacky yin-yang tattoo on the back of his calf.

			Luke was about Tish’s age—late twenties—and looked like he was auditioning for the role of writer dressed in outfits cribbed out of GQ’s style section mashed up with old Hemingway photos. He also had no power to keep Skip from changing the script. The other producers were supposed to be on hand to keep things in hand, but Tish got the feeling that none of them wanted to spend that much time with Skip.

			And now I know why. He’s a douchebag.

			“Hey, Skip,” said Frank Brooking. The fifty-something Director of Photography had long, gray hair and an unflappable demeanor. “We’re set up at the gazebo.”

			That is code for we’re burning daylight and waiting on you.

			“Emma’s been nice enough to do some run-throughs with one of the grips, so we’re blocked and ready to roll.”

			That is code for we’ve been waiting on you for a while now, and the leading lady is tired of standing around.

			“Yeah, yeah, yeah, gazebo, great,” said Skip, clearly not listening and reading over his new pages again.

			“All right, everyone,” said Tish, raising her voice. “We’re moving to the gazebo. Shooting starts in five.”

			The crew—including Skip—through the magic of a firm voice, began to drift toward the gazebo. 

			Frank smiled and gave her a wink. The other item that she’d slipped into the contract was the right to use any footage of her property produced in the course of making the film. Frank had already done some gratuitous background footage and a long drone shot that was going to look dreamy on her website. Frank was fully aware that she was using him to film a Hollywood-level commercial of her venue, and he had zero qualms about it. Not that she expected him to speak up if he did. Frank didn’t seem to take a stand on much, but on the other hand, his go-with-the-flow attitude meant he didn’t throw any tantrums either.

			“Skip,” said Luke, snatching at the pages that Skip was holding out as he walked, “we didn’t talk about new pages.”

			“Yeah, but we’re a little flat in the second act,” said Skip.

			“Because you killed the scene with the talking rabbit.”

			“No one likes rabbits,” said Skip. “They poop.”

			“Everything poops!” yelled Luke, flapping his arms. Everyone turned to look at him. Yelling about poop was an excellent way to look insane. It was part of Skip’s magic that he made everyone else look like the crazy ones.

			The gazebo on the far side of the lawn had seen an entire summer of weddings, and Tish was proud of her refurbishments. She’d added new cedar shingles to the pointed roof and extra-fancy wood bits to the eaves. It looked one dandelion wish away from having sprites whisk out of it.

			“Oh, are we actually shooting?” asked Emma Olivier as the crowd approached. “That will be nice for a change.”

			Emma was a blonde model-slash-actress who was inhabiting the role that Tish had been offered. Tish had felt insulted that they’d hired a model to replace her and had to admit to more than a bit of jealousy for the first week of shooting.

			“Don’t tell me how to run my set, baby,” said Skip. “Let the professionals do their jobs.”

			Considering that Emma was the only one who showed up on time and knew her lines back to front, Tish felt her teeth grit at the insult.

			Skip finally lifted his head out of the script and looked around. “Where’s Taylor?”

			Tish checked her phone. 

			Come on, Kyle, don’t let me down.

			She let out a sigh of relief as a text popped through. Kyle Heron was a drug dealer. Well, mostly a drug dealer. The legalization of weed was forcing the entrepreneurial, if philosophically lost, twenty-one-year-old to explore new dimensions. Something his girlfriend Amber, a waitress at a local restaurant, was ecstatic about. Tish was ambivalent about the drug dealing. She appreciated Kyle’s connections, ability to drive fast, and willingness to try new things. She knew Tobias disapproved of him, but Tish found him useful. And besides, how was he supposed to get out of the drug business without non-druggy friends? Today, he was driving Taylor Blake from the ferry dock.

			ETA: Two minutes.

			“He’ll be here in two minutes,” said Tish. “We should get set up.”

			“These pages don’t make any sense,” said Luke. “Like literally none.”

			“We might need to do some rearranging in post,” said Skip. “But I mean, the point of this thing is surrealism. It’ll be fine. People love the David Lynch schtick.”

			“No, people like things to make sense,” said Luke.

			“Then you shouldn’t have written in talking bunnies or whatever,” said Skip.

			“They’re symbolic and give voice to characters’ inner thoughts. This is just Emma and a bunch of half-naked women running around!”

			“Yeah, people love that,” said Skip.

			“Nudity is not in my contract,” said Emma with a frosty tone.

			“It’s not nudity,” said Skip. “It’s topless. Besides, I saw most of your tits in that Versace print spread. You can’t exactly complain now.”

			“That is an inappropriate comment,” said Tish, surprising even herself. “You’re out of line.”

			And this is how I end up getting fired from things. I can’t keep my mouth shut, can I?

			Skip blinked at her in shock. “I’m just saying—”

			“No,” said Tish. “You were commenting about her body and her choices. That’s unacceptable. Nudity is not in her contract, and you will not push her or anyone into something she does not want to do.”

			I will tank this movie before I let another actress feel bullied into nudity.

			The crew had fallen silent. Skip was staring at her as if he’d never had anyone call him on his bullshit before.

			“This is my set,” he began, taking an angry step forward. He had turned to fully face her, squaring his shoulders to take the maximum amount of space. 

			You are trying to intimidate me, and I will not take that.

			“No, it is my set,” said Tish, putting her hands on her hips in her best Wonder Woman pose and projecting her voice so that as many people as possible could hear. “It is quite literally my property, and I am the producer. If you cannot play by the rules, then you can go play in someone else’s sandbox.”

			She watched him try to decide what to do next. She wasn’t backing down, and she suspected that Skip didn’t know what to do. He didn’t have any other moves up his sleeve. His face wrinkled up and went red like a giant baby.

			“Fine!” he yelled, throwing down the pages.

			He stormed off toward the house. On the porch, Tish could see Brianna Meadows watching the temper tantrum. Kyle pulled up in his green Jeep Wrangler and Taylor Blake, AKA the star of the movie, jumped out of the passenger side of the Jeep.

			“Hey, Skip,” he said cheerfully. “We ready to shoot?”

			“Stupid bitches ruin everything!” yelled Skip, storming past him. They all watched as Skip jumped into his car and peeled off down the driveway.

			“What just happened?” asked Taylor as he approached the gazebo. He took in Emma’s white face and the wide-eyed crew. Taylor had been playing peacekeeper since the shoot started. She got the feeling he was already tired of the role. Skip kept calling Taylor my best bro and talking about the three previous movies they had worked on together. It had made Tish wary of Taylor, but so far, Taylor hadn’t done anything more than show up late to everything, which was annoying, but she had just started adjusting his call time up by a half-hour.

			“Did Skip lose his shit again?” Taylor added a light half-laugh and swept sun-kissed brown bangs out of his eyes with a casual flick of his hair. No one else laughed. 

			“Well, boss,” said Frank, coming over to her, “what do you want to do?”

			Tish looked at the script pages on the ground.

			“You’re blocked and set?” she asked, looking up at Frank.

			“Yeah,” he said, nodding. 

			“Then we shoot,” said Tish. 

			Chapter 2

			What We All Think

			Tish rolled her head around her neck and watched as the cast and crew headed for the various vehicles down in the lower lot, AKA the field she used for wedding parking. 

			Frank was locking up the camera in the equipment van that was parked by the house. Kyle was on the porch waiting for her.

			Shooting the scene had been a collaborative effort. She had never had ambitions for being a director, so soliciting advice had seemed like her best bet. Despite his grown-up Disney star looks, Taylor Blake had come through with practical and artistic thoughts. Tish thought he’d probably been considering directing already. Emma had been surprisingly thoughtful about her character and willing to try the scene multiple times. And Frank and the crew had been kindly helpful.

			“Frank,” she said, approaching the cameraman, “tell me that we got something worth our time.” 

			“Yeah, boss,” he said, flashing a grin. “It looked good. I’ll shoot you a link to the dailies when I have them.” 

			Tish nodded. “Thanks. Then we can move on to the tower tomorrow? Our closure permit is only good for three days. It will be a thing if we don’t get out there tomorrow.”

			“Yeah, I’ve got the second crew up there today getting background and B-roll. I’ll check in with them tonight, but they said their stuff went fine. They’re set up and ready for the morning.”

			Tish breathed out a sigh of relief. An amateur video from Quincy, the college-student-slash-mystery-blogger featuring Tish, Nash, and the medieval-style tower with the magnificent view of the sound had been responsible for convincing the studio to bring the movie to Orcas. It was the must-have scene of the entire damn film, and Tish wasn’t about to blow it. 

			Frank paused and then looked around. He tugged on his long ponytail and eyed Kyle but apparently decided Kyle was too far away. “When I send the link to the studio, I’ll have to send the dailies to Skip, too.” Tish tried not to wrinkle her nose. “This isn’t any of my business,” he added, “but someone should have told you that Skip is notoriously hard to work for.”

			“I’m trying to figure out why he even got hired,” said Tish bitterly. 

			“He’s got a lot of juice around town,” said Frank. “I heard one exec say Skip has been around long enough to know where all the bodies are buried. I don’t know what his deal is—I just show up and shoot movies. I get paid one way or another, but I know you’ve got a lot riding on this film. If you’re squaring up to go against Skip, I think someone should warn you that he plays dirty.”

			Tish appreciated the warning, but what Frank was really saying was that he was not about to put himself in the middle of her fight with the director. Which was fair but also annoying. She wanted him to pick a side.

			“Thanks, Frank,” said Tish. “On the other hand, if nothing gets shot, then I’m definitely screwed. So…”

			“Yeah, I hear you, but my advice is to call the studio and start circling the wagons. Skip is probably already trying to get you booted. Although, honestly, I do think we got good stuff today. Anyway, see you tomorrow.”

			Tish smiled and then headed toward the porch, where Kyle was trying to pretend he was smoking a cigarette. Kyle kept his hair clipped short to combat his unruly curls. She thought his girlfriend usually did it because getting out to a barber was a pain, but Amber’s skills had improved, and Tish thought his fade was looking sharp today, and the curls had been left a little longer on top. 

			“Kyle, you know if Grandad comes by and sees you, I’m going to get in trouble.”

			“He’s already inside, and I lit up after he came over, so all I have to do is put it out before he comes out, and he’s never going to know.”

			“He’s totally going to know. He’s a bit deaf in one ear, not smell deficient, and blind. What’s he doing over here?”

			“Talking to the actress lady,” he said with a shrug. “The one that played Granny Smith in that Technotronic Legend movie. How come she looked like a grandma in that movie but totally like a MILF in real life?”

			Tish ran that through the matrix of Kyle-speak in her head. He was referring to Brianna Meadows, the sixty-something actress playing the heroine’s grandmother and the fairy queen.

			“Because makeup exists,” said Tish. “Also, she was, like, forty in that movie, and she’s been playing grannies ever since.”

			“Huh. Well, she came in to do some costume or makeup thing, and then your gramps came in. I think they’re still in the kitchen drinking coffee or whatever. The makeup people left, though.”

			Tish sighed. Kyle wasn’t the only one who thought Brianna Meadows was a MILF. Not that her grandfather would have described her that way in a million, trillion years. Tobias would, and had, described Brianna as a very attractive and talented woman. And while, in general, his respect for women was gratifying, in specific, his crush on Brianna was one more headache she didn’t need.

			“Hey Tish,” said Luke Green, coming up from the gazebo, “thanks so much for today. It feels like you’re saving my movie.” His voice throbbed, and Tish saw Kyle blink at the amount of emotion on display. “I went into this with such high hopes. It’s my first studio feature, you know. I poured everything I had into this script, and I couldn’t believe how lucky I got with casting, but Skip is turning this into a nightmare.”

			“Yeah, Taylor hates his ass, too,” said Kyle.

			“Really?” asked Luke, looking surprised. “It was Taylor who recommended Skip. I thought they were like best pals.”

			“Dunno,” said Kyle, taking a drag. “All I know is that Skip gives him serious anxiety.”

			“Is that why he keeps being late?” demanded Tish, suddenly wondering about the wisdom of pairing up a pot dealer with someone who had anxiety.

			“Yeah, he’s on full-on avoid, avoid, avoid maneuvers. Fortunately, I stash edibles in the glove box, and I’ve got the I’m One With the Universe audiobook on my phone. It always helps when people go on a paranoia joyride.”

			Or maybe it was my best decision ever. 

			“Edibles?” asked Luke, perking up. 

			“Twenty percent under retail, no tax, and made with Canadian product. Brownies, gummies, and chocolate-covered salmonberries.”

			“Salmonberries?” asked Luke.

			“Unique to the Northwest, sustainably grown, handcrafted by a local candy maker.”

			“Bev’s taking side orders?” guessed Tish.

			“I didn’t mention any names,” said Kyle, looking offended.

			“Her chocolate really is the best,” said Tish.

			“I pay her up front, and she costs a mint, but it’s so worth it,” said Kyle.

			“And now I’m sold,” said Luke. “Cash only?”

			“I can do Venmo and Paypal,” said Kyle, standing up. “Right this way.”

			“Sweet,” said Luke. “I swear, if this movie doesn’t fold, we’re all going to be on edibles because of him.”

			“I’ll stock up,” said Kyle.

			“No, no stocking up, Kyle,” barked Tish, but he only grinned.

			“To tell the truth,” said Luke as they walked toward Kyle’s car, “I wish the movie would fold rather than let Skip make it his way. That way, I could keep the option money, and I wouldn’t have to bear the crushing disappointment of seeing him ruin my vision.”

			Kyle led the writer toward his car, and Tish shook her head. She sympathized with the writer, but his crushing disappointment was making a lot of money for the island.

			Taylor and Emma were drifting toward her from the gazebo. They looked deep in conversation, and Tish tried to decide whether to interrupt. Tish could see why the casting director had pushed for the pairing. They looked natural together. Emma, with her willowy frame and doe-eyes, looked like a fairy book princess. She’d had Taylor pegged as boy-band level tough, but on film this afternoon, he’d managed to project an unexpected grit that Tish found appealing and surprising. 

			Taylor looked up and smiled at her, and it was blindingly clear why he had over a million followers on social media. 

			“Tish,” said Taylor, “did you talk to Frank? When can we see the dailies?”

			“Skip won’t let me see the dailies,” said Emma bitterly.

			“Frank said he’d send them to me,” said Tish. “We can probably look at them tomorrow morning, if nothing else. He said he felt good about what we shot, and so do I. I’m going to send them to the studio first. I want them to know that we’re working, even if Skip isn’t.”

			Taylor’s smile became strained.

			“Tish, I really felt good about today,” said Emma earnestly. “Thanks for standing up for me. I know you kind of put yourself on the line, and I appreciate it. Although, for the future, you should know that Skip can want whatever the hell he wants, but my contract is pretty iron-clad. I don’t do any nudity that I’m not one hundred percent comfortable with. My agent used to work for Disney, so you know…”

			“They don’t mess around,” said Taylor with the knowing laugh of someone who had spent his childhood working for the mouse.

			You still looked pissed and scared shitless at the time. Maybe you’re not now that you’ve had time to think about it, but pushing buttons and demanding everything now is what Skip does.

			“It’s not that I think he can force you to do it,” said Tish. “It’s that he’s harassing you repeatedly, and I won’t support that.”

			Emma looked thoughtful. “I guess I just sort of expect that,” she said, and Taylor looked at her in surprise. “It happens so much. I have to pick my battles. But Skip hates me. He thinks I slept with someone to get the job. A lot of people think that, but I auditioned like everyone else. I thought it would die down once he saw me work.”

			Except that your agent called directly and got you an audition instead of sending in a headshot and hoping for the best like everyone else.

			“Only he’s just gotten worse,” said Tish. “And I’m tired of it.”

			Emma unexpectedly leaned in and hugged her. “Thanks! OK, Taylor, are you coming with me to get something delicious? I swear I’m going to get so fat here!” 

			“I should probably tell Kyle…” said Taylor, looking around.

			“Don’t worry about it,” said Tish. “He’s selling Luke some edibles. I’ll tell him where you went.”

			“Ooh! Edibles!” chirped Emma. 

			“They’re really good,” said Taylor as he followed Emma toward her car. “The chocolate is amazing.”

			Tish sighed again as Taylor and Emma took off down the driveway. 

			At least I’m finishing in time to get dinner with Nash.

			Tish wanted desperately to climb in her Toyota and head straight for Nash’s house, but there was still the matter of Tobias. Reluctantly, Tish went around to the back of the house, intending to go in through the back door. Instead, she found herself stopped dead at the edge of the brickwork patio. Tobias and Brianna Meadows were sitting at the outdoor table and enjoying a glass of wine. 

			There was nothing scandalous about that.

			Brianna laughed at something Tobias said, flipped her auburn hair over her shoulder, and made a quick flick of one hand that barely brushed Tobias’s fingers.

			She is flirting with Granddad! Not allowed! Not allowed!

			Tish was aware that Tobias had a flirtatious situation-ship with Eleanor, the local thrift shop owner. It couldn’t be called a relationship because nothing had ever been said. But there was a general understanding—by most of the other people on the island, if nothing else.

			“Oh, Tobias,” said Brianna, laughing. “You crack me up! And my goodness, can you pick a wine!”

			“Yes, my wine,” said Tish sourly.

			“That I picked out for you,” said Tobias, with a smile that said he had no regrets.

			“Oh, Tish,” said Brianna, looking up and grimacing. “Sorry about your run-in with Skip. Was it just awful?”

			“Uh, it was annoying,” said Tish, who wasn’t prepared to have her feelings explored by a stranger.

			“That’s Skip all over. Too bad he’s the reason this entire project got green-lit.” Brianna sighed heavily. 

			Was he, though? I mean, Skip said that, and Taylor sort of nodded, but really?

			“I mean, I’m sure we’re all happy to have his expertise on board, but he can be temperamental from what I hear,” continued Brianna.

			“He’s a sexist pig,” said Tish bluntly. And Brianna made a face that said she agreed but didn’t want to say it out loud. Tish remembered when all of her conversations had been wrapped up in parsing expressions like that. No one in the business had wanted to say anything about anyone—at least not anyone who could affect their career.

			Brianna took a measured sip of her wine. “Do be careful,” she said. “Skip can be a handful. Just ask Taylor. It’s not like Taylor wanted to make that dreadful King of the Road movie. But Skip is very good at getting his way.”

			“Did you get everything set up with the makeup crew for tomorrow?” asked Tish, changing the topic to something they wouldn’t have to dance around.

			“Yes. I love them, of course. They’re darling.”

			“They were excited to meet you,” said Tish. “I think one of them said she worked with your daughter.”

			Brianna shrugged and smiled as if to say she had no idea. “Like I said, they’re darling. They’ve just never had a wrinkle in their life. But fortunately, I was able to point them at some products that won’t make me look like a hag.”

			“I don’t think that’s possible,” said Tobias.

			“That is a charming thing to say,” said Brianna. “But in high-definition, I assure you that it is. And not all products that work for younger skin look good on those of us who have been around the race track a few times.”

			For once, Brianna delivered the statement in a drily practical voice instead of her usual polished and gracious beauty queen tone. Tish liked her better for it.

			“Well, as long as there is the explosion of glitter required in the script, then I think we’ll be OK,” said Tish.

			“Oh, yes, I will have more glitter than a stripper,” Brianna said with a laugh. “Even before the glitter bomb. I talked to the special effects guys, by the way, and they assured me that it’s edible glitter.”

			“Oh good,” said Tish. “I was meaning to get around to that. I was not looking forward to having to vacuum the grass.”

			“I’m sorry,” said Tobias, trying not to choke on his wine. “You were going to do what?”

			“It’s bad for wildlife, Granddad, and it isn’t biodegradable. It sticks around forever. I allowed one—one—wedding to have it last summer, and there’s still traces of glitter in the azaleas.” 

			“I…” Tobias opened his mouth a few times and then shook his head. “I never really thought about the environmental aspects of glitter.”

			“It’s a practical consideration,” said Tish with a shrug. “I don’t want to rush anyone, but I’d like to get everything locked up. I promised Nash I’d try to make it over for dinner tonight.”

			More like he promised me that if I got there before ten, we could eat real food and make out.

			“No problem,” said Tobias, picking up the bottle and shaking it. “We killed this one anyway.”

			And Eleanor’s going to kill you if she catches wind of this little business.

			Chapter 3 

			Nora Harlow and Claire Nash

			Tish pulled into Nash’s bungalow with a sigh of relief. As was common with many island properties, the garage was larger than the house. Orcas Island had a homestead mentality. Stuff required space. A house was for sleeping and all the irrelevant bits of life. Also, barns and garages were cheaper to build and might be able to skate by without permitting. 

			Nash’s motorcycle was parked in front of the garage, a pail and sponge next to it. He’d clearly been catching up on his manly chore of vehicle washing. Tish had come to acknowledge that one of her turn-ons was watching someone do traditionally manly activities. She couldn’t tell if it was ingrained patriarchy or if she just liked watching Nash bend over and scrub and-or chop things. Either way, she wasn’t planning on mentioning it to anyone anytime soon.

			Tish felt relieved that this wasn’t one of Nash’s parental weeks. She loved Nash’s daughter Claire—the ten-year-old was smart, darling, and funny. She was also a complete nookie blocker. It was tough to get some adult alone time with a ten-year-old cheerfully popping up at the most inconvenient times.

			Tish pulled in behind the bike and got out of the car. She looked around and saw Nash on the far side of the yard, splitting firewood. A very traditionally manly job that she also enjoyed watching. He saw her and waved before leaving the ax in the log he was working on and ambling back toward her. Tish stood and watched her six-foot-four hunk of Sheriff’s deputy boyfriend walk toward her with a sigh of happiness. 

			Needs slo-mo, but the golden hour light is not hurting.

			Tousled brown hair, broad shoulders, and blue eyes could make any girl sigh, but it was Nash’s library sciences degree and ability to quote Shakespeare that had Tish head over heels for Emmet Charles Nash, and at this point, she didn’t even pretend it was otherwise.

			Nash got closer, and Tish began to get a bad feeling. Nash was not smiling, and he had the awkward set to his shoulders he got when he was telling her that she couldn’t mess around in a police investigation.

			But I’m not interrupting police business even a little bit today. I’m too busy.

			“OK,” said Nash, holding out his hands as if she was the one who owned a gun, “I don’t want you to be mad.”

			“Then you should stop now,” said Tish.

			“What?”

			“Literally, never in the history of humanity has anything followed that statement that didn’t make the other person mad. I mean, I understand not wanting me to be mad, but historically speaking, the odds are not in your favor.”

			“Historically, like in the history of all mankind?” asked Nash, raising his eyebrows, his hands dropping to his side. “Or just the Yearly family?”

			“Either,” said Tish. “I don’t make the odds, baby. I just report them.”

			“Oh, God,” he said, facepalming himself. “I’m in so much trouble.”

			“You’re just realizing this now? You’re the one who started out with not wanting me to be mad.”

			“You just called me baby. Next up is some sort of film noir jargon. It’s the equivalent of Tobias calling me son. I just took a swan dive into being in deep shit with the Yearlys.”

			“Once again, I do not make the rules here,” said Tish. “No one made you get out on the diving board. As far as I can tell, you do this for fun.”

			“I am starting to wonder about that,” he said thoughtfully, but sliding an arm around her waist. “You really might be right. It’s like I have a death wish. It’s like you’re the roller coaster of my life.” He pulled her close.

			“And you like to throw your arms up at the top and go wheeeeeeee all the way down?” Tish asked with a giggle.

			“Apparently,” he said, grinning and leaning in for a kiss.

			“Hey, Tish!” yelled a voice from the house. Tish looked
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