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			Chapter 1

			The eclectic beachfront town of Shell Isle did one thing really well, celebrate the fourth of July. While a tepid greeting met most tourists, on this particular day, the locals made an exception. Everyone felt welcome as long as they brought an appetite for Bailey’s Barbeque and an appreciation for lavish fireworks. However, one celebratory tradition trumped all others, the required energetic clapping before the firing of the town’s beloved Revolutionary War cannon at the stroke of nine p.m. That upcoming event held a worrisome portending for sleuth Page Wright. She’d received one of her intuitive inklings earlier that morning.

			Hearing the jingle of Honey Bees Shop’s door meant her cousin, Betsy, had turned the sign to open. Page pushed the concern away and hurried to the kitchen. Peering through the oven’s glass door at the flat popovers, she sighed. The batter needed to swell and pop over the muffin pan. It hadn’t. Maybe the fussy, full-of-air breads required a few more minutes of her watchful eye before the drizzle of cinnamon honey. 

			An anxious Betsy appeared at the kitchen’s door. “Well? How’s my new recipe behaving? Have they popped? Ina Funk’s waiting on her dozen. Remember, she’s hosting the bridge club at her house.”

			“Nope. They’re still sitting low in the cups. Tell me again why we added popovers to our menu? We’re still novices at this baking business.” Page’s delicate features and cornsilk hair skimmed her shoulders. A petite frame and a sprinkling of freckles across her cheeks presented the image of someone much younger than fifty-one. 

			Celebrating having the same birthday, along with their moms being twins, had helped Betsy and Page forge an early bond. That bond had brought them back to Shell Isle to heal from personal losses. Page, as a widow, and Betsy, as a divorcée, reclaimed their joy by opening Honey Bees and embracing the beach lifestyle. Smiles had replaced tears as they had set about writing new life chapters.

			Page stole another glance inside the oven. “They’re not feeling it.”

			Ina materialized next to Page. “Let me look.” She released a breath and shook her head. “Ladies, nothing’s going to pop in those muffin tins. You’ve got what I call flat tires.”

			“I was afraid you’d say that.” Page’s oven mitt brought out the pans and tossed the contents into the trash can. “Oh, Ina, we’re so sorry. Is there something else you’d like for the club’s meeting? It’s on the house.”

			“How about a dozen of our honey cake donuts? They’ve become quite a favorite with the cops,” Betsy chirped. An abundance of wavy auburn hair framed her heart-shaped face. Her tall frame, once called willowy, spoke now to a passion for food. She embraced flamboyance in the way she lived and dressed. The now-signature brightly-colored beach muumuus testified to her latest style interpretation.

			“Donuts won’t work. I promised the girls popovers.” Ina’s expression brightened. “Listen, you two get out front and take care of the customers, and let me whip up some popovers. I’ve got a couple of hours free before bridge. As they say, what are friends for?”

			Page hugged Ina. “You’re aces and our best friend, too. Our kitchen is your kitchen.” Page made a grand sweeping motion with her arm. “Right, Bets?” 

			“Right. And, Ina, would you bake an extra batch of those popovers for Honey Bees?”

			Ina grinned. “I like your confidence in me. You got it. An extra batch coming up. Now, get out there and kibitz with the customers. Leave this to me.”

			Page led the way. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”

			Betsy halted. “Probably not. What are you thinking?”

			“Ina lost her job when we busted her boss for insurance fraud,” Page reminded.

			“Yeah, I still feel bad about that, but what does—”

			

			“Stay with me, and don’t interrupt. Ina loves to bake. Ina needs a job that taps into her creativity. Ina’s husband wants her busy. And, we need someone who can take our ideas and transform them into something edible.” Page stopped to gauge Betsy’s reaction, fearing she’d gone too far, stating the obvious. Betsy was a lousy cook, and choosing the word lousy was her being kind. 

			A frown settled on Betsy’s face. “Hold on. Are you saying my baked goods and such aren’t edible because—”

			Page grabbed Betsy’s hand. “No, no. I’m saying your gift lies in coming up with a menu of baked items using all the variety of honeys that you’ve discovered. Why not let Ina bring your recipes to life? Of course, you can and must oversee things.”

			“But I enjoy baking and combining ingredients.” Betsy looked away, pondering.

			If Page could shift Betsy from unsupervised baking to supervised baking, the kitchen debacles would end. She could focus on growing Honey Bees’ business and not resetting the smoke detectors countless times a day. Vistas might open for new honey items to sell. Page tapped Betsy’s shoulder. “Guess what? I’m feeling another inspiration bubbling that I promise to share with you later.”

			“Yeah?” Betsy’s tone sounded hopeful. “Inspirations are good.”

			“Yep, and I predict you’re going to feel super jazzed. Come on, Betsy. Let’s grow this business. What about adding Ina?”

			Betsy tilted her head, pondering. “Well—”

			Page jumped in. “If you agree, I think you should make the proposal.” Page needed to empower Betsy.

			“You want me to—”

			“Yes, you’re better at pitching,” Page replied, sensing a win. “Since Ina’s the one who invited you to join the Mermaids’ bowling team, I bet she’d love to hear the proposal from you. You’re bowling buddies. What do you say?”

			Betsy preened and smoothed her unruly mop. “I say—go greet that guy coming in the door while I hire us a baker.”

			“You’re sure?” Page asked.

			“I’m sure. You’re right. Ina’s the perfect addition. We need her. Scoot. I got this.” Betsy grinned, while her hand made scurrying motions.

			Page went to greet the man waiting at the counter and felt the strange inkling return. She’d observed him only yesterday in a heated exchange with Jake, the town’s favorite charter boat captain. Another unwelcome foreboding washed over her as they made eye contact.

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 2

			“Thank you. Enjoy.” Shutting the cash register drawer, Page watched the man leave with a box of lavender honey cookies. His Scandinavian good looks didn’t pair with his intimidating demeanor. However, his stinginess with words did pair with the way he ogled her and made her feel uneasy. Page paused, sensing that another more troubling encounter would happen soon.

			Betsy came alongside her. “He looked familiar. Handsome rascal.” She shrugged. “Maybe he’s a repeat customer?”

			“Um, I don’t think so.” Page relaxed her frown. No point in worrying Betsy, yet. “So? What happened with hiring our Ina?”

			“Oh, I left her doing a Yiddish jig and calling Abe with the happy news. Honey Bees now has an official baker, and she’s even starting work tomorrow. Isn’t life at Shell Isle grand? Didn’t I tell you this was the perfect place to start fresh? And, wasn’t my idea to open our shop perfection?” Betsy delivered an enthusiastic high-five to Page.

			“Yes, you did, and more than once, as I recall,” grinned Page. “And, to celebrate the firecracker holiday and your snagging Ina, I propose we close early and enjoy an afternoon on the beach.” Page rearranged the cookies on a tray. 

			Betsy smiled. “Dare we cut out?”

			“Yes, we dare. We’re the owners. Besides, all that’s left to do is bake and decorate the cupcakes for the delivery tonight.” Page grabbed a cloth and wiped the counter.

			“That’s a plan to love. I’ll go bake the cupcakes.” Betsy retied her apron and scurried toward the kitchen, humming a patriotic tune off-key. 

			“Hey there, tuneful?” hollered Page.

			Betsy turned back. “Yes?”

			“Maybe Ina can lend a hand with the cupcakes before she takes off? We’ll get to the beach sooner. Plus, we’ll have cupcakes that won’t need forgiving in looks.” Page mumbled the last sentence to herself.

			~*~

			Page and Betsy dragged their lounge chairs down to the water’s edge, claiming their spot and getting things set up. Colorful umbrellas dotted the beach, testifying to the sun’s devotion to shun the few cumulus clouds. A retreating high tide left shells and other treasures for the curious. The teenage lifeguard’s whistle sounded while his arms motioned a couple to swim closer to shore. Sandcastles appeared under children’s moving hands, giving parents a respite. The scene painted a typical beach day that Page’s spirit never grew tired of experiencing. Since she was a young girl, Shell Isle Beach had become her Siren song. Summer vacations spent at Aunt Tilly’s Hibiscus Cottage held nothing but happy memories for Page—and Betsy, too. Now flying solo, she’d answered Shell Isle’s call to return. She glanced at Betsy, who was pulling a cold soda from the cooler. “You can’t possibly feel thirsty this soon?”

			“Oh, yes, I can.” Betsy popped the tab and rolled the chilled can around her face. “I’m experiencing one never-ending hot flash this afternoon. I can promise you one thing.”

			Page chuckled. “This ought to be good. What’s the promise, hot mama?”

			Betsy took a long drink. “I, Betsy Ross, possible ancestor to the sewer of our flag, promise to reincarnate next time as a man if there’s no draft. That’s right. You heard me. I’m coming back as a guy.”

			Page laughed, as her police detective neighbor and quasi-beau materialized next to them.

			“Reincarnate as one of us? That’s scary,” said Steve. He planted the yellow surfboard next to the two women and winked at Page.

			

			Betsy twisted in her chair toward the voice coming from behind. “If there’s no draft. These feet don’t march.” She wiggled her scarlet-painted toenails. “What’s new, Detective Steve? Chasing down any bad guys?”

			“Not today. I gave them the holiday off.” Steve removed his Live to Surf t-shirt and draped it over Page’s lounger. “May I?”

			“You may. Don’t forget to leave your phone, too.” Page enjoyed hanging out with Steve. However, she’d been experiencing one growing complication. If she focused on his tall, dark, and too handsome looks, she’d feel all flushed and bothered in an instant. At her age, such an intense physical reaction was troublesome and most unwelcome. Lately, being around Steve Tanner was turning her traitorous body into a nuclear reactor. Page forced her mind to the present and made eye contact with his forehead, a part of his body that she had yet to succumb to. “The waves look well-formed. Bet you get some good rides.”

			Steve nodded. “Let’s hope.” He grabbed his board and headed toward the water.

			“I say again, no man our age should look that fine.” Betsy pulled out her hand fan. “He’s not helping this flash.”

			Page released a laugh. “Hand me something cold.”

			“See? The guy’s irresistible.” Betsy peered into the cooler. “Grape fizz or cherry crush? Never mind, I choose crush, ‘cause girl, you have got a big one.” 

			“Shut up and read your historical romance. You’re allowed those. It’s getting into any new male relationships that are a no-no for you, Betsy Ross.” Page took a sip of the soda. “I don’t know why you buy these flavors. They’re for kids.”

			“I like anything cherry. It elevates my mood, which I need since agreeing to be placed in this man moratorium. I don’t know how much longer I can hold out.” Betsy plopped her straw bonnet atop her head and opened her novel. 

			Ignoring talk of Betsy’s much-needed exile from the opposite sex, Page leaned over to see the book’s cover. “Ah, I see you’re still with the Dowager Gertrude and her family of wannabe aristocrats.” No reply came from Betsy. Page knew her cousin had already time-traveled to eighteenth-century merry ol’ England. 

			Page watched Steve ride the first wave, effortlessly staying ahead of the whitewash. He grinned and motioned for her to swim out. “Um, Betsy, if you can hear me, I’m going for a swim.” Page yanked off her beach coverup.

			Betsy lifted two fingers in a wave, her eyes never leaving the book.

			The coolness of the water against her skin worked in Page’s favor as she swam out to Steve. She instructed her mind to ignore his tan, well-developed muscles. “Hi. Thanks for the invite. I needed an interruption from Betsy. We’re together so much right now, at least until she moves into her bungalow.”

			“You’re welcome. Give me your hand so I can pull you aboard.” Steve reached down and hoisted Page to face him.

			His brief touch ignited familiar sensations, proving again her mind was no match for her body’s response. She’d run her mouth as a distraction. “Listen, mister. You’d better not let a surprise ginormous wave dunk me like last time. My stomach sloshed saltwater for hours after that,” Page declared.

			“I like that you think me capable of controlling the ocean’s movement. You know, since you and Betsy opened Honey Bees, I’ve missed seeing you on the beach.” Steve maneuvered to miss a wave break.

			“Yeah, we’re putting in long hours to get established. We’ve been looking for more help. You almost got us dunked.” Page’s fingers gripped the side of the surfboard.

			“Nah, we’re good. Have you found anyone interested in working at the shop?”

			“As a matter of fact, yes, we hired Ina Funk today as our baker. That means Betsy’s unique honey recipes might actually develop a following under Ina’s care. And, with another person working, that should afford Betsy and me more flexibility in our hours.” Page sighed, anticipating some spontaneity returning to her life.

			

			“That’s great news, Page. And don’t you have Detective Koch’s daughter working part-time, too?”

			“We do. Daisy graduated from college with a double degree in business and marketing, so she’s going to prove a valuable addition to Honey Bees as we grow.” Page adjusted her bathing suit strap and took stock of Steve’s last words. “You know what? I appreciate your interest. That’s nice. You’re nice when not badgering me about my sleuthing.” Page beamed a smile.

			“Why, thank you. And since you acknowledged how nice I am, perhaps you’d like to spend more time in my company? You’ve been avoiding me lately.” Steve tucked a strand of Page’s blonde hair behind her ear. 

			She sucked in a breath. Blast the man for kindling her hormones. “I’m working, not ignoring. What did you have in mind, sir?” 

			“I thought since Honey Bees is closed on Sundays and Mondays, why don’t we take Carpe Diem for a sail Monday? If I ask nicely, would you be willing to pack us a picnic lunch? Nothing fancy,” Steve added.

			Page adored sailing, which made his offer irresistible. “You’ve got yourself a deal, detective, and thanks for the invite.” Page extended her hand for a shake. “Now, it’s my turn. Let’s chat about your work.”

			“Sure. Hang on, we’ve got a big swell coming.” Steve turned the board to face the wave and paddled quickly past the break line. “You can look now.” 

			Page opened one eye and breathed. “Anymore rogues out there?”

			Steve laughed and pulled her closer to balance the board. “Yes, but not for a while. You were asking about work?”

			She twisted her ponytail elastic tighter. “Yes, I was wondering if you missed the FBI job since you agreed to work part-time for Shell Isle’s Police Department? That’s a huge change in action for an ex-Seal guy.” Why must he look at her so intently? Her fingers dipped into the ocean, making swirling patterns, mimicking her emotions.

			“You’re right about the change, but I was ready to notch down. I live at Shell now, and commuting to DC had become tiring. Fifty-three is knocking on my door, and going part-time as a detective to help Koch felt timed right. It’s only been a week, but I can tell—”

			“You’re where you belong?” finished Page.

			“Exactly, Miss Drew,” replied Steve, drawing on his favorite nickname for Page from the author, Carolyn Keene’s Nancy Drew books. Steve pointed toward shore. “Ah, it appears Betsy has abandoned her latest romance book and wants to tell us something.”

			Page looked over her shoulder at a waving Betsy. “She looks like a human windmill. I guess it’s time I abandon ship.”

			“Sit tight. Let me catch this next wave and save you the swim.”

			Once they were close to shore, it became evident whose attention Betsy wanted. She held up Steve’s cell phone.

			“Guess you’re the winner, and I can tell you that I’m not the least jealous,” Page said, as they walked toward Betsy. 

			Steve chuckled. “And, I lay you odds it’ll be me that gets cheated out of beach time and the perfect waves.” Steve glanced over his shoulder longingly at the water. 

			“Your cell keeps ringing and annoying my reading. Here.” Betsy passed the phone to the detective and returned to her chair. 

			“Sorry, Betsy. I know how you and the…who is it again, Page?” asked Steve.

			“The Dowager Gertrude. It seems she’s made an impression on you, too,” Page laughed.

			“Would you two please stop disparaging Gert and me and leave us alone? I have a fancy ball to attend.” Betsy adjusted her sunbonnet and put her nose back in the book.

			Steve stared at the phone’s screen. “Okay, ladies, duty calls. Maybe I’ll see you later at the fireworks?”

			

			“Could be.” Page watched him jog toward his bungalow and wondered what needed his attention. Another inkling came to her. She sensed sinister forces were contriving to do harm.

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 3

			“Betsy, will you please hurry up? I hear them testing the fireworks. We’re supposed to have these trays of honey cupcakes delivered to Bailey—” Page paused and glanced at her thin, gold watch. “Five minutes ago.” Double parked in front of Honey Bees, she popped the tailgate on her vintage British SUV. 

			“I’m here already.” Betsy’s free hand made a swipe at her damp forehead. “I can’t help that the shop’s humidity caused the cupcakes’ frosting to act all drippy. We need to have that AC checked. Anyhow, dashing them into the freezer for a minute did the trick. See?” Betsy lifted the lid on the top box. 

			Page took a peek. “Wow, they look scrumptious. Well done, Bets, but we’re still late. Since Honey Bees has only been in business for a short time. We need to—”

			“I know, exceed all customer expectations. Don’t worry. Bailey is so laid back that I guarantee you he doesn’t even own a timepiece. He’ll never know we’re a touch behind schedule. Close the hatch.” Betsy hopped into the passenger seat, tossing the ever-present straw hat in the back. “I keep trying to protect this perpetually flushed face from more freckles since we moved to the beach.”

			“You do an excellent job with that enormous hat,” grinned Page.

			“Thanks, but don’t get me started about my wardrobe of brightly colored muumuus that have grown with my waistline since we opened Honey Bees.” 

			Page broke into laughter. “Actually, I have noticed a lot of deliveries in the past month. Now I know.”

			Betsy grabbed the armrest. “Hush yourself. I need camouflage. Listen, we’ll hand this order off to Bailey in a snap. Could you please take that next corner with all four wheels touching the pavement? We aren’t toting upside-down cakes back there.” 

			Page laughed. “Sorry. Running late unsettles my qi.” 

			“As long as we’re only dealing with your unsettled qi and not one of your inklings again, I’m sympathetic.” Betsy sighed and stole a glance at her cousin, waiting for a reply that didn’t come. “Fine. Don’t tell me, but you’ve acted aloof this afternoon. I’m suspicious.” Betsy crossed her arms. “Besides, I’d rather not know. I’ll just sit back and try to enjoy the wild ride.”

			“Go with that plan,” Page agreed.

			“I don’t like it when you ignore my inkling questions. It usually means I’m about to get mixed up in some mystery-solving something.” Betsy released a huff. “I don’t like it.”

			Page reached over and patted her cousin’s shoulder. “I know, Betsy, but we make such a good sleuthing team. After the last case, we’ve proven our value to Shell Isle’s Police Department.”

			“Listen up, Sherlocka. I like us better as Honey Bees. We sleep a lot better and work regular hours. No more tailing the baddies.”

			Page opened her mouth.

			 “Don’t say it. Let me finish. Starting our new life at Shell meets our needs. After my last testy divorce and your loss of that wonderful husband, Jeff, the stars have finally aligned for us to do more than summer vacation here. Besides, our kids are settled in their careers, and that frees us to have new adventures. Plus, your inheriting Great Aunt Tilly’s beach cottage, and my idea of opening Honey Bees cinched things. We’re meant to call Shell Isle home. So, can we please be purveyors of all things honey and not all things curious?” Betsy grabbed her flowered hand fan. 

			“A hot flash? Don’t you hate them?” Page grinned.

			“You’re deflecting. Now, I am nervous.” Betsy’s fan picked up speed.

			~*~

			

			The two Honey Bees, wearing smiles, grabbed the cupcake boxes and headed for Bailey’s tent, anticipating the fun festivities. The darkening indigo-painted sky provided the moon a stray cloud to hide behind. Page noted the sea breeze carried an unseasonably damp chill, but the silent voices of frogs and insects were what unsettled the overall ambiance. 

			Page paused, taking in nature’s subtleties. The inkling returned. She realized that she could no longer pretend it away and exhaled a long breath. For now, she’d act engaging, join the celebration, and hope Betsy didn’t notice the shift. “Hiya, Bailey, here we are, as promised, delivering six boxes of honey buttercream cupcakes with red, white, and blue sprinkles.”

			Betsy placed her boxes on the table. “And, just so you know, I’m the Queen Bee cake froster extraordinaire.”

			A wiry-built Bailey scratched his bald head and smiled at Betsy. “Froster, huh? That’s a word I’ve not heard before. Must be some baker lingo.”

			“It’s Betsy speak. It means she’s fishing for a compliment,” Page explained, smiling. 

			Betsy tried and missed swatting Page with her fan.

			“Give the woman her due, Bailey, so I can snag a cupcake from that box that she’s got a death grip on,” Detective Koch said, coming alongside the two women. His grin stretched wide across his weathered face.

			“Yes, sir.” Bailey delivered a mock salute and activated his southern charm. “Why, Miss Betsy, I do believe these frosted cakes look extra purdy this evenin’.”

			Betsy shook her head in mock displeasure and handed Koch a cupcake from the extras she’d brought. “Stuff that in your yap trap. Your daughter, Daisy, sure doesn’t take after you. She’s mannerly and so well-spoken. And, I might add the ideal employee for Honey Bees.”

			Koch smiled. “Is she now? That’s nice to hear. Not the doesn’t-take-after-her-father part, but the rest. Damn, if these aren’t good. Give me another to take to the Mrs.”

			Page handed him one on a napkin. “I’d like to second that Daisy’s wonderful and a most needed new addition. She brings great energy and ideas. That college degree you paid for is proving valuable. We hope to make her a full-time offer soon, but keep that under your cop’s cap.”

			“Can do. My girl’s always been an achiever.” The detective’s face showed pride in his daughter. “Listen, I need to mosey around. Catch you ladies later. Oh, and stay out of any mischief.”

			Page sent a warning glare toward Betsy to keep her retort inside. “We hear you, detective.” She added a lilt to her voice.

			Koch’s brow furrowed as he studied Page. He shrugged off his concern. “Thanks again for the dessert.”

			“Just sweetening you up for any future mystery-solving interactions,” Betsy hollered back. “Geez, what made me say that? I declare that man has a way of drawing out...oh, forget it.”

			Page winked at Bailey. “Please excuse us. I need to find blabbermouth a time-out seat.” Page pulled her cousin’s arm.

			“Yeah, I need a time-out to sit. All this baking and heat. Is anyone else melting?” Betsy released her fan.

			Bailey waved, hiding his mirth from Betsy.

			“Here’s an unoccupied bench with our names on it.” Page released her tote bag from her shoulder. “What ya think of this find, mouthy one?”

			“I say major bench coup. I’m ignoring the ‘mouthy one’ remark, partly because it’s true,” Betsy declared. “What’s in that tote? Pray, something cold to drink?” Betsy tugged at her shift, trying to cover more of her legs.

			“Here’s an iced green tea.” Page settled next to her cousin and gazed over to the point where the cannon waited. “Look, I see the torch. Captain Jake must be close to firing. You know he got tapped for the honor this year?”

			Betsy swallowed a gulp and pressed the cold bottle to her cheek. “Actually, I hadn’t heard that. He’s a swell fellow. Every time I see him around town, he says hello and offers me some of his latest catch.”

			“Well, isn’t that an interesting tidbit? That explains the fresh flounder you tried to cook—?” 

			Boom!

			“What do you mean tried to cook?” shouted Betsy over the sound of the cheering crowd.

			Not able to call her words back, Page shrugged and pretended she couldn’t hear. “Two more booms to go.” She held up her fingers, avoiding more talk about Betsy’s eclectic culinary skills.

			“That cannon sound is so loud. I feel it in my chest.” Betsy gave a little shake.

			“Yeah, it’s a real attention-getter.” Page felt the nudge to act. It was time to coax Betsy along. She grabbed a breath and pitched her cousin the first volley. “Fireworks come next. While they’re setting up for the show, let’s walk to the point, give Jake a cupcake, and congratulate him on a perfectly timed cannon firing.” Page stood.

			Betsy wavered. “I don’t know. He’s probably busy cleaning the cannon or something.”

			“Cleaning the cannon? He’s not cleaning the cannon.” Page paused, assessing Betsy’s demeanor. “Betsy, why don’t you want to go see Captain Jake?” 

			“I’m flashing.” Betsy pushed her damp curls away from her forehead.

			“Betsy? Have you been naughty?” Page took in her cousin’s all too familiar look. “You’ve broken the man-free zone rule. You promised not to get involved with any guy until your picking skills improved…a lot.”

			“Hush.” Betsy glanced around and lowered her voice. “I haven’t broken the rule. I’ve been dabbling, is all—some harmless flirting with Jake when he handed off a fish last week. I don’t know the man that well. Besides, I need to keep my wiles sharp—”

			“Come on and bring your wiles. Even though we aren’t well acquainted with Jake, he’s earned a sweet, and that’s not you, Betsy Ross.” The moon reappeared as if assigned to light their way out to the point. Page took advantage and hurried her steps, knowing Betsy languished behind. Catching sight of Jake stretched out on the ground. Page broke into a run. “Hurry, Betsy.”

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 4

			“No, not you.” Page choked back a sob. The inkling and nudge proved reliable again.

			“Is he?” Betsy knelt and took in the scene.

			“I’m afraid so.”

			“I knew it. I knew it. Here we are, standing over another dead body. Now, it’s poor, Captain Jake. Oh, and—lucky us—here comes Detectives Koch and Steve.”

			“Stifle yourself, Betsy, and let me handle this.” Page turned toward the two approaching detectives. 

			“What’s going on here? Steve and I came to help Jake secure the cannon.” Koch squatted. “Hey, buddy, you okay—” Pain took over the detective’s features.

			Steve assessed the scene and tossed his rain parka over Jake’s body. “I’m sorry, Koch. I know you thought highly of him. Want me to call it in?”

			Koch managed a nod and found his handkerchief. 

			Steve turned his focus on Page and Betsy. “Of course, I find you two at the scene. Don’t move. Don’t touch anything. You’ve got questions to answer as soon as I talk to—”

			Detective Koch took the cell phone from Steve’s hand. “I’m okay. Let me handle this. See if you can get some straight answers from our two busybodies.” Koch’s shoulders drooped as he walked away.

			Page lifted her chin up a notch, temporarily stowing her sadness at Jake’s death and attraction to Steve Tanner. “Listen up. You and Koch know very well that Betsy and I solved Catherine Lange’s murder, and all thanks to my inklings and nudges. I thought we’d gained your respect. And, P.S., I resent the busybody name tag.” 

			Steve’s hands rested on each hip. “Okay, one last time, let me spell this out nice and neat. Yes, you did solve Catherine’s case and thank you. Yes, you did put yourself in jeopardy to do so, which still has me chapped. And yes, I do respect your intuition and those tinklings of yours.”

			Page looked heavenward. “Inklings. I get inklings. And they’re always right. Always.” 

			“I stand corrected. Inklings. But you forget the most important—”

			Betsy sashayed over. “I’m not forgetting. We promised never to interfere in anything that looks like police biz. I keep reminding Sherlocka that we’re in the biz of honey baking now.” Betsy looked away from the still form and saw the first fireworks light the sky.

			Steve rubbed his face. “She doesn’t appear to be listening, Betsy.”

			“I know,” sighed Betsy. “It’s not her strong suit.”

			“You do know I’m standing here witnessing this personal blasphemy while Captain Jake’s lying over there? Don’t you want to ask us discovery questions?” Page sent a warning glare toward her cousin.

			Steve pulled Page close and whispered, “Does she know, ‘cause I’m sure you do? Your keen eyes don’t miss much.”

			“Ask her.” 

			“Um, Betsy, I’m going to start with you, so could you put the candy bar away for a moment?” He watched and waited as she shoved the last piece in her mouth.

			Betsy swallowed. “Sorry. I needed something to make me feel better.”

			Page took a few steps back, seizing the opportunity to survey the ground nearby.

			“So, Betsy, do you happen to know how Jake died?”

			“Are you daft? The poor man has a bullet hole in his ticker. Maybe I should be the one asking the questions?” Betsy cocked an eyebrow.

			

			“It seems your observation skills have improved,” Steve replied with a smirk.

			“I’d like to think so,” Betsy affirmed. “Do you have any real detecting questions for me?”

			“I do. So, we all agree Jake was shot. Any ideas? Did you see him talking with anyone this evening? Perhaps a person visiting him on the point before he fired the cannon?”

			“No, no, and no.” Betsy waited.

			“Okay. Do you know someone who possibly held a grudge against Jake? Didn’t like him?” Steve pulled out his notebook.

			“Maybe and yes.”

			“Ms. Ross, I’ve never known you short with answers before. It makes me wonder why you’re holding back?” Steve stepped closer. “It better not be because you and Page have any ideas about snooping around this case.”

			An irritated Page came alongside her cousin. “Ignore his taunts and answer the questions so we can get out of here. I feel a migraine coming.”

			“Okay, fine. I might have seen Jake’s niece throwing a hissy fit yesterday when he refused to give her money for a trip to the Amalfi Coast. I love that place. My second husband and I ate the most incredible—”

			Steve’s lips tightened into a fine line. “Please, stick to the subject. None of your side trips, and that pun was intended. So, his niece acted chapped. Anyone else come to mind?”

			Betsy took a moment to ponder. “I did hear Ralph and Buck act all agitated with Captain Jake over his proposal to limit fish catches, whatever that means. Do you know those two creepy guys? We see them around town and at the marina. They run fishing charter boats for tourists. Page, you were there with me. Remember the other day on the dock, you wanted to see if Steve’s sailboat was docked and—”

			“Hush, Betsy.” Page felt the embarrassment rush to her face. She didn’t dare sneak a look at Steve, as she knew his gotcha face all too well. She turned her attention toward rectifying the mortifying moment. “As usual, Betsy tends to flaunt the absurd. I wasn’t actually—”

			Steve cracked a grin. “I’m not sure which piece of information interests me more. The part about Ralph and Buck being at odds with Jake over a county proposed fish ruling or your interest in my whereabouts.” 

			“Easy, stay interested in what matters,” Page managed to get out. She’d deal with her big tattletale cousin later.

			“So, Betsy, your thirst for gossip has given us a few possible suspects. Anything else?” Steve clicked his pen.

			“Well, gossipy me will miss Captain Jake and his gratis flounder. He seemed like a nice bloke. Didn’t he, Page? I can’t imagine any person wanting him gone. Can I sit on that bench and sip my warm tea? I’m suddenly feeling out of sorts.” Betsy pointed toward the seat.

			Steve’s face shone sympathy. “Of course, go park yourself, and thanks for the help. Let me have a few minutes with Page, and then you both can head home.”

			Betsy nodded and walked toward the nearby bench.

			“Page, you get the same questions, but before you reply, I have one that’s even more vital. “Did you get any of those inklings before this happened? If so, I want to know. I learned the hard way from the Lange case not to doubt your gifts. Though I remind you again, I do not want you and Betsy to go clue gathering. Your curiosity gene and intuition needs to lay dormant. Are we clear?” Steve’s gaze was intense.

			“May I answer now?” Page’s words didn’t wait. “Yes, the inklings came a few times today, and tonight, I got the nudge to go check on Jake. I sensed trouble brewing but didn’t want to worry Betsy. She tends to overreact when a new case—I mean, we were bringing him a cupcake.” Page course-corrected and sniffed. 

			Steve wrapped his arms around Page. “Look, I know your
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