
  
  [image: ]




  
  
      
        
          A Boatload of Trouble

          Whispering Lake Book 5

		      
          Misty Spellman

        

        
          
          Platinum Feather Publishing

        

      

    


  
  Copyright ©November 2025 by Misty Spellman 
All rights reserved.
This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events or locales is entirely coincidental. 
This book in its entirety and in portions is the sole property of Misty Spellman.
A Boatload of Trouble Copyright ©2025 by Misty Spellman. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.
Cover Art by Book Covers by Melody
Editing by Kay Copeland






  
  
Keep solving mysteries and get a bonus novella featuring Cammie and Gavin, Murder at the Scottish Castle, exclusive to newsletter subscribers. Sign up here









  
  




Whispering Lake Paranormal Murder Mysteries



Ghost at the Garden Gate



Milk, Cookies, and Murder



Canoeing into Chaos



Festivals and Fatalities



A Boatload of Trouble















  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Chapter 16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Chapter 17
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Chapter 18
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Chapter 19
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Chapter 20
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        Chapter 21
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        Chapter 22
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        Chapter 23
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        Chapter 24
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter 1


Iwanted to cry. But I didn’t because I’m a reasonable, grown woman. And mostly because my hands were full of dirt, and I didn’t want to get any on my face trying to wipe tears away. 
“How could you die on me?” I whispered, brokenhearted. For so long I’d tried to nurture life, and yet…death had won.
“What’s wrong with you?” Ro’s voice sounded close behind me. I was too devastated to even jump.
“Ro!” Lucy scolded. In her sweet voice, she asked, “What’s wrong, Cammie?”
Unable to speak just yet, I pointed at the viola plant.
“Oh no! You’ve worked all summer to keep it alive. What happened?” Lucy exclaimed. At least I had one empathetic friend.
Ro snorted. “Why do I spend time with these people?” she asked no one in particular.
This time I turned so she could see my glare. “I spent so much time trying to get it to live. How could you not be sympathetic?”
Her eyebrows rose. “Because you can go to the store and get another full plant and pot for fifteen bucks.”
I sighed. She just didn’t get it. I’d put so much effort into this plant.
“What are you two doing here, anyway?” I got to my feet, turning away from the traitorous flower and the plant beds that lined my perfect, postage stamp-size backyard.
“We have that third-decade remembrance we’re attending,” Ro said. At my blank look she added, “We all decided to go together.”
I groaned. I’d completely forgotten. Madeleine was acquaintances with the woman who was hosting it from some club they both attended, and we were going to be supportive members of the community. And because Madeleine had guilted us. “Give me five minutes.”
“It’s going to take you more than five minutes to get all that dirt off you,” Ro said, amusement in her voice. I tossed her a caustic glance over my shoulder that didn’t faze her at all and hurried into the house.
It ended up taking me ten minutes, but I was at least presentable as I slid into the passenger side of Lucy’s car.
“I remember Madeleine talking about it, but I can’t exactly remember what this is for,” I said.
Ro stuck her head between Lucy and me from the back seat. “This is the thirtieth-year remembrance of the death of Tracey Meadows. She was a high school junior who died out on the lake.”
“What happened?” I asked.
“She and her friends took a boat out to party. There was a storm and she was swept over the side of the boat.”
“Six went out, five came back,” Lucy added sadly.
A shiver traced an icy path down my spine and goosebumps popped up on my arms at the ominous words. I quickly rubbed them away.
We parked and walked toward the entrance of the high school. The place was bustling with activity, more than I would have thought for such a long time after the tragic event. Tracey Meadows must have been a popular girl for them to keep her memory alive for so long in this way.
Almost everyone was either headed inside or they were gathered in groups, talking. But one woman stood just far enough away to be out of the sphere of groups and people walking in and out. She had gray hair and looked haggard. I almost stopped to see if she was all right, but she continued to stare at the doors. Maybe she was related to the girl who’d passed away and was in grief even after all this time? I ended up leaving her alone for fear I’d make it worse. Grief was unique to each individual, and there was no time stamp on healing.
Madeleine met us inside, where the gym had been reserved for this occasion.
“Oh my, it’s decorated beautifully,” Lucy said appreciatively, craning her neck to look all around.
“It’s in the colors and style that Tracey loves, I can only hope that she would approve,” another voice said. We all turned. A woman with graying hair and an upward tilt to her chin stood there.
Madeleine took the woman’s bejeweled hand. “Patti, this must be such a hard time for you.”
“It is. Every year around this time is hard. But I’m glad that people are getting together to remember Tracey and the wonderful person she is.” Her gaze caught on a man entering. “Excuse me, I need to greet others.” The woman walked away, the dress she wore swaying lightly around her elegant frame.
“There are a lot of people here.” Even though it was a thirtieth remembrance, the place was packed.
“Well yeah, look at all that catering,” Ro said. Lucy, Madeleine, and I all sent her looks of rebuke. She shrugged. “You know it’s half the reason people come to these things.”
We dispersed around the room, and I went to look at the enlarged pictures and quotes about Tracey that were sitting around everywhere on tables and stands. Thirty years ago I was still in high school myself, long before I moved here, so I was unfamiliar with most of the attendees.
A large poster picture of Tracey, smiling beautifully in a classic pose with her hand elegantly framing her face, stood in prominence. She really was a gorgeous girl. And with her whole life ahead of her. How tragic.
I stepped back and bumped into someone. I turned quickly. “I’m so sorry.”
“Sorry, excuse me,” a man about my age said. He squinted his baby blues at me. “Poppy?”
“No, I’m not. I didn’t go to high school here.”
“Oh, sorry.” He leaned in and stage-whispered, “It’s hard when we all only see each other once a decade.”
I smiled. “Makes sense. Did you know Tracey yourself?” I inclined my head toward the picture.
Something I couldn’t read flashed across his face, and he forced a smile. “Very well.”
“Yo, Jason.” A man waved to him.
Jason turned to me. “I should get going.”
I said bye and turned to walk to the other side of the room. Since I didn’t know many here I people-watched instead of chatted. Most talked in small groups while others made their way to Tracey’s mom, who stood tall and proud and...was videoing everything with her phone? I shook my head and turned away. Maybe having these remembrances and all the people here on tape made her feel less alone in her grief.
In a corner two men, a redhead and a man with striking blue eyes, more electric blue than Jason’s, and a woman with long silky black hair spoke tensely. She was rigid as she spoke, moving her hand in a chopping motion that made it seem like she was trying to drive home a point. One of the men stepped closer and touched her arm as though trying to calm her. She wrenched away so hard she nearly stumbled.
Madeleine joined me, saying something about…something. I wasn’t paying attention.
“Cammie, are you listening?” she demanded.
“I will in just a sec.” I motioned with a tilt of my head. “Do you know who they are?”
Madeleine narrowed her eyes behind her new glasses. The woman was horrified she couldn’t get surgery to make her eyes better and was forced to wear glasses like the rest of us mere mortals. I thought she looked great, but then again, I’d been wearing glasses for the past couple of decades.
“The guy with the blue eyes is Kyle. He was in high school with Tracey. I’m not sure about the other two, but my guess is they were in the same class.”
“They don’t seem friendly.”
She shrugged. “People argue. Now will you listen to me?”
“You have my full attention.”
“You’re still looking at them.” 
I forced my gaze to Madeleine, who was staring at me with a brow quirked in irritation, one hand on her hip. “Sorry, please continue.”
“I was asking about the wedding.”
I took a steadying breath, as I always did before talking about anything that made me want to cry. “All the plans are solidified. Because the Lodge couldn’t host them until next summer, Mom rented a big white tent with a dance floor to be erected next to the lake. It really is beautiful with the lights and chiffon draping all around it. I just can’t believe all the planning and scheduling has come to an end and it’s really happening.” I never thought we’d make it through all the decisions that took my mother a spreadsheet analysis of the pros and cons of each item. Who needed a spreadsheet for which type of napkins to have?
“And what can I do to help?” Madeleine knew how my family was.
“Be my shoulder to cry on,” I said, only half joking.
“Is she being worse than usual?” She’d heard my rants as I’d tried to help Mom get everything done these last few months.
I shrugged. “I suppose it could be worse, but my mom has…specific ways of doing things. And now I think she’s at the point where she’s stressed herself out.”
“Don’t forget she likes to lecture,” Ro said, coming up beside us.
Madeleine glared at her. “You don’t even know what we’re talking about.”
“Cammie mentioned her mom, and that’s all I need to know.”
I told Ro what we’d been discussing.
Ro’s eyes lit up. “By the lake, eh? Maybe we can trip a couple of your family members so they fall in.”
I tried not to grin at the suggestion; I really did. “I think Gavin would help you with that.”
“Is he fighting with them again?” Madeleine asked, already looking exhausted with my family drama. I knew the feeling.
“Did he ever stop?” Ro interjected.
I laughed. “He and his mom are on good terms right now, but his sister just had a fight with him so…you know how that goes.” Lana would take her daughter’s side per usual, and Gavin would be given the cold shoulder until they decided to grow up and talk to him again.
“At least everyone’s still talking right now. Hopefully, that will at least last through the wedding,” Lucy said.
“We can always hope.” I glanced away from my friends and watched with interest as the raven-haired girl who’d been arguing with the men approached Tracey’s mom. Patti took her hand, and they spoke earnestly. Patti’s eyes widened. I cut my gaze back to the guys. The redhead was gone, but Jason was now speaking to the man with the sharp blue eyes, and they were glancing her way.
Ro and Madeleine meandered off in opposite directions.
“Cammie…” Lucy tugged me toward a table. “Try this,” she whispered, handing me a finger sandwich.
“Okay. Why are we whispering?”
“Because I’m mortified that I’m handing you food to try for your mom’s wedding at a remembrance.”
I choked on my laugh, keeping it in while I tried the decadent cucumber finger sandwich. “Mom already has someone lined up, but just in case, who’s the caterer?” I wholeheartedly believed in backups, especially where my family was concerned. She discreetly handed me a card. “You’re the best.”
Lucy flashed a self-satisfied smile.
We were about to walk over to the candles people lit in Tracey’s honor when I saw the strangest thing. A man with blond hair and a neat beard standing in front of a video of Tracey having fun in the summer and blowing flirty kisses at the camera flipped her the bird. It was subtle—he kept his hand close to his stomach—and quick, but he distinctly raised his middle finger at her.
“Who the ghost peppers is that?” I asked Lucy.
“Hmm?” She followed my gaze. “No idea. He looks like he’s the right age to be in their graduating class, though. Probably just another classmate. Why?”
“Something weird.” I shook it off. “It’s just a strange day, is all. Maybe the stress of the upcoming wedding is getting to me.”
Lucy looped her arm with mine. “Well, just think, you already have the caterer and a backup set.”
I coughed to hide my laugh.
We lit candles for Tracey, saying a soft quote or prayer as was requested, then I got caught by Daisy, the city manager and my boss, and Lucy all but ran away. Daisy was talking to the new mayor, Elliot Grindhall, and roped me into the conversation. It was about the manor the city owned.
“We were planning to utilize the space for a gala with a charity auction next winter,” I said when they asked me what I thought should be done with the manor. “It definitely should continue to be preserved as a part of this town’s history.”
“What do you think about moving the Cultural Arts Center there?” Daisy asked.
It was something that had been long talked about ever since Daisy took over as city manager.
“I love the idea,” the mayor readily agreed. “It’s a charming, historic building and exactly what could spice up the Cultural Arts Center and Archive.” 
“What do you think, Cammie?” Daisy turned to me.
I wasn’t wholly pleased with the idea, but it also wasn’t the worst one I’d heard. “It’s too far from the main strip to attract the tourists walking by.” Even though most that came in were asking for directions and not interested in the town’s history, I still got some delightfully intelligent individuals who came for the knowledge.
“True, but if it’s in the manor, we could make it a Whispering Lake treasure for people to visit, pulling in more tourists,” Daisy said.
Not a bad argument. “It’s a good idea if we could pull it off.” I regretted it the instant I said it.
“Great! I’ll start drafting a proposal,” she said delightedly. I could just see the wheels turning as she decided what to do with the building we were in now, so close to the artfully dubbed Main Street.
As Daisy listed off what she’d put in the proposal, my attention drifted.
A boisterous man, much older than the rest, was speaking loudly with a group of guys, including the redhead. They were calling him coach. He did look like he could be the right age, had he been their coach back then?
When I realized the conversation between Daisy and the mayor had turned to something I had no interest in, I wished them good day and hurried off to see what Ro was up to.
“What was that all about?” She nodded in the direction where the mayor and Daisy still yakked.
I filled her in.
She scoffed. “She’s already got that proposal written, guaranteed. You do realize she just wants the current building you’re in, right?”
“Yes, but if done right, it sounds like we can gain more traction by being in the manor. It’s an attraction in and of itself.”
Ro raised a skeptical brow. “I suppose, if done right, it could be something. But don’t get your hopes up. I doubt they’d give you a lot of money for renovations to make it into the Center.”
“I know. And I already know what they’d say if I asked for more. ‘The Cultural Arts Center isn’t a moneymaker for the city and has to run on a tighter budget because of that.’” I’d heard the spiel from Daisy’s predecessor.
“As if preserving history and culture isn’t reward enough.”
“Hear, hear,” I agreed. Unfortunately, not many others thought like we did.
Ro and I drifted apart again, and I wondered if I’d been here long enough that it was polite to leave. I knew there would be quotes read aloud from her favorite movies and books, along with stories told about her. Stories that had been told at her funeral and the last two memorials, no doubt. It was all so sad. The life lost, the people who struggled to keep her memory alive while also trying to live their own lives as adults now. And her poor mother.
As I walked around heat built under my sweater and I shifted uncomfortably. While the sweater was perfect for the outdoor temps, I shouldn’t have worn it inside a space with so many people. The gymnasium was the perfect size for our small-town high school, but right now it seemed too packed. I’m not an extrovert and wanted a break from the overwhelm of having so much going on around me. To my left double doors led to a soccer field, and I pushed one open—after checking to make sure it wasn’t a fire exit. I didn’t need an alarm to start blaring when I just wanted a breath of fresh air. Been there, done that. Wanted to dissolve into the earth when it happened.
The air was fresh and crisp, fall through and through. The best and shortest season of them all. It was like grasping onto a pure diamond, only for it to slip between your fingers no matter how hard you tried to hold onto it.
As I stood with my face tilted up toward the sun, enjoying the combined feel of the cool breeze and the warm rays, a sniffling sound came to me. I snapped my eyes open and looked around. It wasn’t a second before I spotted the source of the noise.
The woman with the dark hair who’d been speaking to those guys was sitting on the lawn, crying. She was having quite the hard day. Even though it had been thirty years, she clearly still had strong emotions surrounding Tracey.
I went to her.
“Hey, what’s on your mind?” Are you okay? Such a natural thing to ask. Also stupid in a situation like this, so I forced it off my tongue. I crouched down next to her, putting a hand on her shoulder.
She swiped at her tears and tried and failed to give me a smile. “There’s just a lot. So much.”
“You were friends with Tracey.”
She stared off into the distance. “It’s all so awful. So wrong.” She said the words softly enough that I wouldn’t have caught them if I hadn’t been right next to her.
“It is. No one should pass away that young,” I agreed.
Biting her lip, she got her feet under her and stood. I followed suit.
“I can give you space if that’s what you need,” I said, worried I’d upset her more by intruding. “You don’t have to leave on my account. I only wanted a quick breath of air.”
“Oh no.” She tried to smile again. “Thanks for checking on me. Not many people care enough about anyone other than themselves to do that.”
I understood the sentiment and gave her a gentle smile. “I hope you feel better.”
She took a steadying breath and gave one firm nod. “I will, one way or another.”
With those strange words, she went back inside.
Minutes later, the speeches and shared memories started and I slipped inside, hovering on the edges of the crowd for another half hour or so. Fond memories were shared by Patti before she discreetly stepped off to the side and disappeared into the crowd so others could step forward and share their stories.
I met up with the ladies at the front door when it was over, and only Tracey’s mom and a few other good friends of Tracey’s were still lingering.
“That was very moving,” Madeleine was saying to Lucy as I caught up with them. They were walking with the crowd through the two sets of open double doors to the grassy side of the building that broke into the cracking asphalt of the parking lot.
A cry of surprise jolted me and I pivoted, trying to find the source of the noise. Raised voices off to the side of the school had the crowd moving that way, me along with it.
Beside me, someone gasped.
There, lying in the grass with blood pooling around her, was the woman I’d spoken with. Her eyes were open, staring up, and I followed her lifeless gaze with my own to the flat roof of the school.
People murmured among themselves. I numbly dialed nine-one-one to let them know. Yes, there were a ton of people there and maybe someone else had called the police, but the bystander effect was real. The more people that were around, the less likely any one individual was to act to help someone or do the necessary thing because they all assumed someone else would do it.
An hour later found me sitting across from Caleb in one of the school offices. Whispering Lake’s new chief of police, and Lucy’s boyfriend, tapped his thigh and shook his head at me.
I held my hands up. “I’m innocent.”
He laughed under his breath. “But incredibly, truly, unlucky. Do you realize you’ve been involved with every single weird death in this town for the last couple of years?”
I shrugged and lifted a hand, palm upturned. “What can you do?” I’d gotten used to my strange encounters and was accepting them. Maybe that should make me concerned.
“These questions are just the standard,” he told me. “Please walk me through your time here and whether you saw anything related to the dead woman, Meghan Teller.” I hesitated, trying to think about how to convey how strange she’d been acting. “Cammie...” He drew my name out and sat forward. “What did you see?”
“Meghan was acting strange. I saw her arguing with a couple of guys and then she spoke to Tracey’s mom.” I explained what the guys she’d been speaking with looked like.
“How was she with Patti?” I raised my brows in confusion. “Tracey’s mom, Patti Meadows,” he explained.
“Oh, right. They were holding hands and seemed to have an earnest conversation.” I thought about it. “Patti seemed surprised by something she said.”
“Hmm. Go on, what else?”
I explained what had happened when I’d gone onto the soccer field. “She was really torn up about Tracey’s death.”
He tapped his pen to his lips, thinking.
“Do you think she really was suicidal? I mean, it’s been three decades.” I thought it strange that she’d hurt herself over this so many years later.
“It’s possible she had mental health issues,” he said thoughtfully. “I need to speak with others that interacted to get a better picture.” He sat back. “Anything else that you can think of?”
“No.”
“I would give you my office number and tell you to call me if you remember anything…” He gave me a look. “But I’ll no doubt see you before then.” A perk of being Lucy’s boyfriend was having to put up with Ro, Madeleine, and me.
I said bye and headed out. Lucy and Ro were waiting for me at the car. I didn’t see Madeleine and assumed she’d left with all the other people the police had spoken to.
As I stepped through the doors into the crisp air, the reds and browns and oranges of the trees and foliage greeting me, I couldn’t help but turn toward the square of land surrounded by police tape where Meghan Teller was found. I walked over, stopping just outside the area the yellow police tape blocked off, and looked up toward the flat roof.
“What is it?”
The voice made me jump, and I lowered my gaze to Ro. I waved at the tape and the roof. “Doesn’t it strike you as odd?”
She followed my gaze up to the flat roof. “Don’t start.”
I gave her a sideways glance. “Thirty years later she decides to kill herself?”
“It’s likely this was a secondary reason that tipped her over the edge, and there was something else going on in her life that was the main factor.”
I let my gaze linger. “I suppose.”
“Come on, this is a really sad case but, unfortunately, not unheard of.”
“I suppose,” I repeated before releasing a sigh. “Let’s go before we get yelled at for loitering.” I’d seen an officer eyeing us as he went in and then came back out of the building.
As we walked away, I couldn’t help but look over my shoulder at the spot of the tragic accident once more.
Something didn’t add up. Was it really an accident?






  
  Chapter 2


The Cultural Arts Center, really the short name for the keeper of the town’s archives and historical heritage, also known as a museum, had been a project of mine for nearly as long as I’d lived in town. Now that I stood in the middle of the main room looking at everything, thinking of moving it to the manor was hard. But perhaps both it and I had grown stagnant, and it was time for some change. 
Rutherford was sleeping on my desk, lying on important papers that I needed but couldn’t bring myself to wake him to get. The tip of his long fluffy tail twitched as he dreamed. Oh, to be a cat.
I’d brought him with me today because it was perfect weather for walking, not too hot or cold, and he’d gotten used to our jaunts along the lake path after work. He was getting sleeker and less roly-poly, but that would change once winter set in. Getting him to walk in the winter, even on warmer days, was like trying to get Ro and Madeleine to admit they liked each other. Never happening.
The end of the day came quickly, and I closed up and turned down the sidewalk toward the huge lake stretching out in front of town, glistening as the late-afternoon rays of the sun touched it. Rutherford marched along beside me perkily. I smiled down at him.
We passed a few benches sitting on the grassy knoll overlooking the water and made our way down to the path that circled all the way around the lake. Given that it was massive and I wasn’t a marathon runner, I usually only walked along for twenty or so minutes. It wasn’t even a sixth of the way around the lake.
Today the water had just the barest hint of fog over it, rolling off the hilly, undeveloped area on the far side of the lake from town.
This fall was starting off strangely, but that might just be the new normal in my life.
Mom was supposed to get married in the summer, but it had been too busy, and the wedding had to be postponed. Her great uncle had a heart attack, and then an argument over his things broke out. That was before the family knew he would make it. There were a few of them I wouldn’t have allowed in the room with him if I were his wife. Just for his safety.
Clearly, inheritance brought out the best in people. Not that my family was cohesive on the best of days. There was a reason my Christmases were spent with my cousin and friends. I smiled as I remembered last Christmas fondly. We’d solved a murder, brought two long-lost family members back together again, and then were snowed in.
Deep in my thoughts, I wasn’t aware anything was wrong until tugging on the leash and hissing brought me back to the present.
I bent down to pick up my distressed cat. “What is it?” My fear was that something had stung him, but then a feeling of being watched came over me. I glanced around and nearly toppled over as I scrambled back from a ghost. She stood on the edge of the lake, attention focused on me. Her features were hard to distinguish as she was nearly transparent, but with silky hair floating around her and that white gown, I knew I was looking at the ghost of the lake.
After an awkward moment of staring, I said, “I never got to thank you for rescuing me.” She’d been a huge help when I’d nearly been murdered the summer before last.
She floated closer. Ghosts were never a good thing, always coming around right before or after disaster strikes. But this ghost was different. She’d been hanging around the lake, even seen by locals, for a long time now.
I tilted my head as I looked at her. “Were you there when Tracey drowned?” I thought it was a fair question and timely, considering what had happened to Meghan at the remembrance, but the ghost stared at me, mouth agape, which was frightening to see, and then vanished. “Uh, goodbye?” I put a still-struggling Rutherford back down. “What was that all about?”
I coaxed my befuddled cat to continue and finished the walk, wondering if we’d have another strange encounter, but the ghost didn’t show herself again.
Back at home, my phone rang. Not my cell phone, mind you, but my landline. Even though the incident with being kidnapped by a murderer and needing my cell phone had made me keep a better watch on how much it was charged, I still vastly preferred my landline, and everyone knew I was more likely to answer it.
“Hello?”
“Hi, it’s Lucy.”
I smiled at her sweet voice. “What’s up?”
“Well…” She hesitated. “I have a favor to ask.”
“Shoot.” She knew I’d help her with anything, anytime.
“I have a Water Club event that Caleb was going to come with me to, but he ended up having to go into work tomorrow after our book club in the morning.” Did I detect a sour note in her voice? Maybe it was just me. “I know you don’t like going out on the water, but Madeleine kept talking me in circles and not answering, so I know she doesn’t want to go, and Ro will be in Chesterton hanging out with Elliot. I would go by myself, but I already rented a two-seat kayak.”
I grimaced. “Sure, what time?” It was a small favor for a friend, even if I did have a poor history of ending up in the lake instead of on it. In fact, it was brave of her to ask me to be in the same kayak with her. Or desperate.
“Thank you! It’s at three tomorrow.”
Our book club, and I use that term loosely, was at ten on Saturday mornings and usually lasted a couple of hours, so there would be plenty of time in between. “Sounds good. Leaving off the smaller left side dock, right?” I thought that was where we’d gone before.
“Yep! Thank you again, Cammie.”
I chuckled. “You may not thank me when we’re done, but I’ll do my best.”
She laughed.
We said bye and hung up.
Turning, my gaze landed on Rutherford lounging on the back of a plush chair, looking around like he was the king of everything he saw. He probably thought he was. I smiled to myself. He could be a terror—namely, when I took him to the vet and anytime he thought I was late feeding him, but he was also my precious boy.
My phone rang again before I had a chance to take a step away. I picked it up and had barely answered before my aunt Lana came on the line.
“Cammie!” Lana was always the cold, elegant one, so when she spoke sharply, it was her version of yelling. “You must talk some sense into your mother.”
Being sisters, Lana should know by now that talking sense into Mom just wasn’t going to happen.
Without taking a breath, she launched into a diatribe. “Your mother has decided that not only is she having the wedding in a tent, but she also wants to wear a pantsuit and have one of us get licensed to marry them.” She said it like it was the most scandalous thing a person could do. Not being an overly religious family, I wondered why this warranted an enraged call. And in this day and age, why should anyone have to wear a dress? A pantsuit seemed like a great idea to me. “We must present a united front to stop her from making any more terrible mistakes.”
I pinched the bridge of my nose, trying so hard to keep it together. Laughing only gets people’s hackles up. But I lost control, and a laugh burst out. I quickly wrangled my self-control back before she verbally throttled me. “Lana, let’s just wish Mom well and help her have the best wedding day possible.”
“I want her to have the best day possible. That’s why we need to get her to change her plans. She’s going to embarrass herself, and she’ll have the pictures of this disaster for the rest of her life!” she argued.
My mind thoroughly boggled, I quickly said, “I have someone at the door. Let’s chat later. Bye!”
“But what—”
I clicked the phone off and held it to my chest, my heart beating hard. I hated being in the middle of arguments.
Okay, time to focus on something else. Anything else besides the crazy conversation I’d just had.
With a deep breath, I put the receiver down.
I’d only
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