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Chapter 1



A cool ocean breeze ruffled the waves, tugging at the straw hat on Jessie Whyne’s head as she dug her bare toes into the warm sand. 
Sunset wasn’t far away, and she was enjoying the serenity of the silent shore. Jessie could see an old lounge chair at the far end of the private beach, bright red stripes fading in the coming darkness. 
Tucking her knees under her hands, she rested her chin on them, gazing out across the soft waves. A seagull dove, breaking the quietness of the evening, and Jessie lifted her head to watch the bird chase a black puppy that was digging in the sand. 
Jessie shook her head, wondering why anyone would let their dog run loose, even on a private beach in Savannah, Georgia. There were leash laws, after all.
As the puppy scurried into the weeds, long legs beating and ears flopping, Jessie rested her head on her knees once more. 
The quiet scuff of feet on the sand made Jessie look up, a bright smile flickering across her face. “What are you doing here?” 
“I’m on leave,” a tall man with a shock of brown hair, standing in spiky splendor despite the humidity, looked down at her, a bright smile gracing his cheerful face. “My uncle may have mentioned you were here.” 
“It’s good to see you, Buzz.” Jessie smiled, taking in the man’s long, pale legs sticking out of blue and white swim trunks, his flip-flops doing nothing to cover the oversized pasty feet. “Have a seat.” Jessie patted the sand next to her. It had been months since she’d seen Theodore Benzelly, and though happy to see him, she felt awkward even as the man flopped down, dusting off his hands and giving her a goofy grin. “What brings you to Savannah?” 
Buzz shook his head. “I have some time off.” He looked at her. “I was hoping to see you in Macon, but Uncle Paul said you were away.” He dropped his head. “I’ve been past your place a few times, but with work.. .” He shrugged as if that explained everything. 
Jessie raised a brow. The words had been delivered in a flat tone as the man gazed out over the ocean, his expression pensive. “How about you? Uncle Paul said you were going on vacation. Did you take time off from the coffee shop?” 
Jessie’s smile was sad. Last year, Buzz had been her stalwart supporter as she struggled through issues back home, but once the mystery had been solved, she seldom saw the man. Then, turning her head and looking at him, her cheek still resting on her knees as the breeze fluttered her white skirt around her ankles, she shook her head. “I thought you were too busy to hang out with me.” The breeze quickened, tugging at her hat, and she grabbed at it, holding it tight to her head. 
“I see your mom finally got you to wear that hat.” Buzz chuckled, his brown eyes on hers. “Your eyes are the color of the ocean, that blue-green of the sea.” His comment fell between them, factual and jarring.
“What?” Jessie shook her head, wondering why he had changed the subject so abruptly. She had hoped Buzz would explain why he hadn’t called or even dropped by to check on her. “It’s just the light.” Her eyes found the horizon, waiting to see what he would say next. The sun, setting behind them, had turned the clouds into a riot of reflected color. The waves glowed with the last rays of the sun, dark and mysterious, yet brilliant with a deeper shade of the sky.
For several minutes, the pair sat staring out at the water, both lost in thought. Jessie was confused by Buzz showing up after not hearing from him for months and his obvious avoidance of her question. She knew that his job as a policeman kept him busy, but hadn’t they become friends? 
“I’m sorry I haven’t called.” Buzz finally spoke. “I didn’t know if you wanted me to hang around once we cleared up your little problem.” He didn’t look at her, keeping his eyes on the reflection of the sunset on the sea. 
The sunlight glimmered, and Jessie tried to decide what she wanted to tell Buzz. She had been disappointed that once her mystery had been solved, the young man hadn’t had time for her. She wouldn’t call him a close friend, but he was a friend and had been someone she could talk to, at least for a time. Things changed. Jessie understood that too well. It had only been a month since Jessie’s twenty-first birthday, a day that had changed everything. 
“I’ve been put on disciplinary leave,” Buzz said, his eyes still on the setting sun as he finally opened up. “It’s not that I haven’t wanted to see you,” he hurried on. “I just didn’t know if I was welcome.” 
“What?” Jessie sat up, turning to look at her friend. “What happened?” She glared, hurt and angry, shocked for a moment. “And we’re friends, so of course, I want to see you.” 
Buzz folded in on himself as the sky went gold. “I almost hit a man we were arresting.” 
“Oh, my.” Jessie studied his profile, seeing the turmoil on his face, and her anger evaporated. “That is not good.” Her heart went out to the man. When they had spent time together, he had been serious about stopping crime, but his heart had been open, his smile bright and frequent, and his mind keen. Now he seemed a shadow of that man. She couldn’t imagine Buzz hurting someone, and she wondered if there was another side to him that she had never seen. Was this why he hadn’t been in touch? Had his job changed him?
“It was a domestic violence scene,” Buzz continued, his troubles pouring out as if he hadn’t heard her. “The man had bloodied his wife. He was belligerent, angry, and drunk.” Buzz dropped his head further, lowering it almost between his legs. “Of course, he was shouting and threatening and resisted arrest.” Buzz turned troubled eyes to Jessie, “He hit her again while I was standing there trying to get the cuffs on him. A hard backhand that tossed her to the ground.” 
Jessie rested a hand on his arm, her heart full of compassion as she met his eyes, but she didn’t speak. She was sure Buzz had more to say, and while she wanted him to know she understood his anger and distress, she knew he needed to get this out in his own time.
“I raised my fist. Jessie, I wanted to pound his face to a pulp.” Buzz turned, weary eyes on hers, and sorrow washed over her. He looked sad, distressed, and confused.
“But you didn’t.” Jessie’s voice was soft. She knew she would have wanted to do the same thing if she had been in his shoes. Buzz was one of those good souls who only wanted to help. He was intelligent, funny, and willing to work hard, but this had pushed past that to something primal. 
“The wife jumped me before I could.” Buzz huffed, shaking his head in confusion. “He’d beat her bloody, and when I tried to step in, she jumped on me, scratching and flailing. Thankfully, my partner pulled her off of me. The man passed out. I got my cuffs on him, and we stuffed him in the back of the squad car.” Buzz turned his head again, looking at the horizon, now painted in streaks of purple and rose. “I’m not sure I'm cut out for this job. It’s amazing how people can be so cruel to each other.” 
Jessie didn’t know what to say. Buzz had wanted to be a policeman his entire life. He had wanted to be like his uncle, Paul Higgins, a well-known and well-respected police detective. She studied the young man who had helped her solve her own household mystery not long ago. His eyes were sad, troubled, and full of self-doubt. She wasn’t used to the man looking discouraged like this. When he had helped her with her problem, he had always been smiling, his eyes bright with intrigue and curiosity. 
Jessie turned back to watch the peaceful process of the oncoming darkness, her heart hurting for the loss of this man’s sweet innocence. “I guess we’re both questioning life at the moment.” She sighed as the sky began to turn a deep midnight blue. “I’ve left my job,” she spoke as the sea glowed gloriously. “I don’t seem to know where I fit right now.” She looked up, trying to capture Buzz’s eyes. “I know it’s not the same, but I understand about not knowing what to do.” 
Buzz raised his head, looking at her, a familiar sparkle of curiosity and concern in his eyes, but he didn’t speak, which made Jessie offer a sad smile. Sitting with Buzz like this brought back a familiar feeling, and Jessie settled in, thankful for his friendship and hoping that it would become a consistent part of her life again. 
“I turned twenty-one this summer.” Jessie couldn’t help but laugh as the man tipped his head like a confused dog. “Twenty-one,” she repeated. “Coming of age is a big thing in the Whyne family. I’ve come into my trust fund.” She blushed when Buzz raised his eyebrows, understanding. “Don’t look at me like that.” Jessie swatted his arm. “I know I’m a rich snob.” Jessie shook her head. She had always been torn between being grateful for her family’s wealth and being embarrassed by it. Jessie had finished college with two degrees in record time, and now as she’d officially become an adult, but she was still no closer to knowing what she wanted to do with her life.
“I didn’t say that.” Buzz gave her a harsh look. The man didn’t have an ounce of malice in him, at least he didn’t when he and Jessie had been working together. “You’re a good person, Jessie Whyne.” 
“Thanks.” She shook her head. “I knew this was going to happen, so why was I unprepared? I don’t seem to know what comes next.” It felt good to share, and after Buzz had admitted his disciplinary leave, she felt a renewed connection with him, the old familiarity returning. “I grew up never worrying about where my next meal came from or how I would survive. My family is old money. Dad.. .” she swallowed, suddenly missing her deceased father. “Dad always taught us to do our own thing. To find something to do that we loved, and he made sure we’d have the means to do something with our lives, but I don’t know what that is.” 
Jessie offered a wicked smile, garnering a matching one from Buzz as her spirits lifted. Moments ago, she had been alone, pondering her future. Now she had someone sitting next to her who understood. “I just don’t know what I’m doing or who I’m supposed to be.”
Buzz nodded, slumping again. “I get that.” He looked up over the ocean waves, the setting sun reflected in glowing glory. “I knew forever what I wanted, but now.. .” He shrugged again. “I don’t know.” Wrapping an arm around Jessie’s shoulders, he squeezed. “I thought you had two degrees?” Buzz looked puzzled. “Don’t you want to do something with one of them?” 
“I don’t know.” Jessie rested her chin on her knees again, fixing her eyes on the darkening waves. “Nothing seems to be right. I have no passion for anything I could do.” She shrugged. “Teaching doesn’t seem right, and my computer and business studies leave me feeling flat. That’s why Cheryl and I came to the beach house here in Savannah. We both needed some time away from our everyday life.” She smiled. “Cher is halfway through her master’s degree and completely exhausted. She’ll never admit it, but it’s true.” 
The last rays of the sun flared, turning the clouds magenta, the last glow of reflected light dropping beneath the waves and taking with it the brightness of day. 
“I guess you and I are in the same place.” Buzz mused. “Different situation, but we’re at a crossroads and don’t know which way to turn.” His broad shoulders heaved again. “Mom and Dad thought we could use my time off for a holiday.” Buzz looked up as the first stars twinkled. “We rented a condo along the beach.” He chuckled. “Your house in Macon looks great, by the way. The renovations and new exterior paint scheme really work. And yes, before you ask, I’m still living with my parents. Lame, I know,” he raised his hand over his head in surrender, “but I don’t have time to look for a place, and the rent I pay them makes extra stuff possible.” He looked up, gazing at the darkening ocean. “Things like this.” His head swiveled, and Jessie could see he was soaking in the beauty of the beach.
“You’ve been by?” Jessie gaped. “I haven’t seen or heard from you in months.” She shook her head, shocked that he had seen the house with its new look. A house he had been instrumental in helping her keep.” 
Buzz shrugged. “Too much happening.” His eye stayed on the ocean, and Jessie could tell there was something he wasn’t saying. 
Cutting a worried glance his way, she decided to let the subject drop. “You need to come over sometime.” Jessie patted his arm, releasing her grip as she pointed to a boxy house sitting on the beach, its white stucco walls a pale gray in the setting sun. ”While you're in Savannah, you’re welcome at the beach house any time. I’ll talk Cheryl into cooking up something nice one night.” She looked up, pinning him with her eyes. “And now that I know you do end up in my neighborhood occasionally, you can drop in there as well.” She smiled. “I’ve missed you.” 
The sharp yip of a dog made them scan the beach, and Jessie sighed. “I’m starting to think someone has abandoned that dog.” 
“Where is it?” Buzz scanned the darkening beach. “We could call animal control to come to pick it up.” 
“They’ll take it to the pound.” Jessie twisted, meeting his gaze. “What if it belongs to some kid, and they’ve lost it?” 
“You just said you thought it was abandoned.”
“I guess I did.” Jessie stood, reaching down and offering him her hand, smiling. Buzz clutched her hand, towering over her when he straightened to his full height. 
“I think we’re both at a crossroads.” the man met her eyes, still holding her hand. “It’s nice to have a friend here. I’ve felt kind of alone lately.” 
Jessie squeezed his hand, trying to offer empathy. The modern world was no easier on young people than in the past. It seemed that every person had to make their way through doubt and uncertainty.
 “Hey, why don’t you come out with Cheryl and me tonight?” Jessie smiled, a light in her eyes as the idea came to her. “ I’m sure you could use a little fun.” 
“Fun?” Buzz gave her a skeptical look. “What kind of fun?” 
“ A Ghost tour.” Jessie rolled her eyes. “Cher is still not willing to let it go that I saw a ghost, and she didn’t. Even if it wasn't real.” She chuckled. “Parlor tricks nearly made me lose my mind last year. A haunted house, my foot.” 
“You don’t even believe in ghosts.” Buzz grinned, a familiar spark flaring in his eyes. Jessie caught a glimpse of the man she knew, the grin making her smile as she dusted the sand from her white skirt. 
“No. I don’t.” she grinned. “But these tours have a lot of history and mystery woven into them.” She looked up, searching his face. “So, what do you say?” She squeezed his hand again, imploring. 
“All right.” Buzz shuffled his flip-flops, digging into the sand. A chuckle, cold and rusty, drifted from his lips, and he rested his other hand over the one she held. “Where and when?” 
Jessie’s smile widened as she glimpsed the fun-loving, inquisitive man she had known, peeking through his severe and craggy facade. Her heart swelled, and she thanked God that Buzz hadn’t become so jaded by the cruelties of life that he wasn’t still the man she had called friend. Turning, she tugged on the hand clasped in hers and began dragging him toward the lounge chair - now a shadow on the beach - where a tiny light flickered. The friendship she had felt for the man when they were working together, the trust swelled again, and she half-skipped as she led the way. 
 “Now,” she laughed again. “I have to warn you. Cheryl is my oldest friend, she’s two years older than me, but sometimes I think she was born too late.” Jessie leaned in, her shoulder connecting with his. “She loves old fashion and prefers to buy her clothing at consignment or thrift shops. Today she’s wearing an old bathing costume.” Jessie bit her lip. “Please don’t laugh.” She looked up, trying to convey her stern thoughts to Buzz with her eyes.
“You’re serious?” 
“Yep.” 
“Okay. It’s not as if I’m dressed to the nines as it is.” He looked down, his eyes wandering over to Jessie’s dress. 
“What are you, ninety?” Jessie teased. “Who talks like that?” Her smile brightened. “Besides, you’re fine,” she said. “This is a beach vacation, after all.” She grinned at his oversized button-up shirt and swim trunks. “I have a swimsuit under this.” Jessie flipped her skirt, displaying bare ankles. 
“My folks have been watching old movies,” Buzz said, studying his feet as they strode through the sand, the beach chair growing clearer with each stride. Seagrass swayed in the wind as they approached their destination, and the darkness grew. 
“Cheryl,” Jessie called, stopping by the chair, her feet digging into the warm sand as the night cooled. “I found a friend.” 
“About time,” a blonde woman in a nineteen-fifties one-piece black swimsuit with white piping turned her head, offering a smile. “Oh.” She uncurled her legs, swinging to face them, her expression open, transparent, and cheerful in the light of a tiny clip-on reading lamp. “He’s a tall one,” she twisted, placing her feet on the ground. “I’d say he’s legal, don’t throw him back.” 
Jessie laughed as Buzz’s eyes grew wide, and he turned to her, trying to understand, his feet fidgeting in the sand.
“Cher, this is Buzz. You remember, the policeman who helped me solve that little problem in my house last year.” Jessie gave her friend a look trying to tell her to behave, but it was lost in the darkness around them.
“I knew he’d be cute.” The slim woman stood, turning her little light on Buzz, studying him. “I was right.” She wiggled her fingers in a fluttery wave. Her smile was wicked, and even in the minimal light from her portable reading lamp, her eyes were teasing.
Buzz shuffled under the scrutiny, and Jessie squeezed his hand, turning to give the tall man an apologetic look. “Buzz, this is my friend Cheryl.” She smiled, shrugging. “She’s a bit jarring when you first meet, but you’ll get used to her. She’s not nearly as dangerous as she appears.” Her laugh fluttered, hoping Buzz would get the hint.
Buzz bit his lip, stretching out his hand as Jessie released him. “Nice to meet you.” He shook the other woman’s hand. “I hope you don’t mind, but Jessie invited me along on your ghost tour.” He looked awkward and uncertain, but Jessie could see he was determined to push through Cheryl's scrutiny. At least he still seemed to trust Jessie’s judgment. 
“Oh, goodie!” Cheryl pulled her hand back, clapping them together. “This is going to be so much fun.” Her smile widened, visible as the stars came out. “Don’t take me too seriously,” she waved. “I’m giving Jessie a hard time about her dating status.” She turned, looking at Jessie, who rolled her eyes. 
Buzz looked at Jessie, eyes wide. “Don't worry,” she laughed. “As I said, you’ll get used to Cheryl. She’s the artistic type.” Jessie winked, hoping to put Buzz at ease, happy when he seemed to relax. She leaned in closer, feeling his warmth on her skin. “She’s a terrible flirt, but Cheryl doesn’t mean anything by it.” 
The trio chatted for a few more minutes before Jessie took Buzz with one arm and Cheryl with the other. “Come on then, you two. We’ll go to the house and get ready for this tour.” Her smile was bright, and her step was light. 
[image: image-placeholder]“Whoo!” Buzz half-whistled. “Nice place.” He looked up at the modern building. It was as much glass as it was stucco and blended perfectly with the surrounding shore. “Living rough, are you?” 
Jessie placed her hands on her hips, giving him an angry scowl. 
“You know this is my mother’s place.” She lifted her chin, eyes glinting, and Buzz bit back a laugh as Cheryl hurried inside, lights shimmering out onto the patio where Jessie glared up at him. 
“I know.” Buzz raised his hands in surrender. “I’m just teasing.” He looked around, taking in the expanse of the beachfront, patio, driveway, and exterior. “Maybe I should be used to places like this,” he shook his head, “but I’m just a simple man, and I’m not accustomed to…” he looked up at the small balcony above, “well, this.” 
“Lighten up, Buzz.” Jessie grabbed his hand, dragging him toward the door. 
“The beach house is nice.” Her tone lightened. “Lots of views of the ocean and sunlight.” She shrugged. “It’s one of my family's houses.” She met his eyes. “And you are always welcome in any of them.” 
“But?” Buzz looked down. 
“It isn’t cozy like my place.” Jessie grinned.
Buzz was sure she was trying to make him feel comfortable, moving the conversation away from what might be an uncomfortable topic. 
Jessie was one of those people who could be anyone’s friend. She had once said that everyone was God’s creation. 
Buzz seemed to relax, letting her drag him inside to more white walls and tile floors. The whole building was sharp angles, open spaces, and bright light. “It’s kind of stark,” he said as they walked into a floor-to-ceiling entry. A set of chrome and glass stairs led upward, an art deco chandelier reflecting off the white tile. “You and Cheryl are enjoying it here?” Buzz peered around the room, stopping to wiggle the locks on the french doors. “Snug.” 
“We are.” Jessie motioned for him to follow, entering a kitchen to their right that was all white tile and cabinets. The only splash of color was from a table with a chrome frame with a red inlay top. “This house was designed to let light in but keep heat out.” Jessie smiled, shaking her head as he walked to a window, checking the latches. “It was the perfect place for two people who needed a break.” She shrugged. 
“Not what I would call cozy,” Buzz turned from the window. “But it is airy.” His eyes went to the catch on the window. “Seems secure.” 
 “Leave it to a police officer to worry about that.” She smiled, softening her tone, and Buzz relaxed a little more, the stiff tension of earlier ebbing like the tide. “It’s a nice place to take the time to do some soul searching.” Jessie turned, taking in the kitchen’s lower ceiling. “The simplicity makes it easy to maintain, and the light and air keep it from having moisture issues.” 
Buzz shuffled his feet, turning and looking at the house. The entry was all glass above, taking up the full two stories, but the kitchen was low, allowing for rooms above. “It’s nice.” He turned, smiling at Jessie. “It’s nice seeing you again, too.” 
“You say the sweetest things,” Jessie laughed. She tipped her head, her expression growing serious for a moment. “I’m so happy you’re here. Her smile stretched her face with delight. 
Buzz ducked his head, hiding his eyes as Cheryl hurried down the chrome and glass stairway. She had changed into a green sundress with a soft white sweater draped over her slim shoulders.
“Ready?” the blonde woman grinned. “Let’s go see some ghosts.” 
Jessie glanced back at Buzz, who looked up from under dark brows. 
He offered a smile, falling into step with the two women.
“I guess we have to be.”
[image: image-placeholder]“Where does this tour start?” Buzz said a short time later, his flip-flops slapping on the pavement as they walked toward town. He leaned toward Jessie, waiting for her reply. This time, Jessie held one of his arms and Cheryl the other. Jessie felt familiar, her hand light on his arm. He smiled, feeling like he’d won a prize as he led two lovely ladies into town. Buzz had called his parents, telling them he was going out with friends, and they had been thrilled that he was taking an interest in something other than work for a change. When he mentioned Jessie Whyne, he could hear the careful cheerfulness in their tone, but he chalked it up to the families being from two different worlds. 
“It starts on Oglethorpe Square. They have some historian who will probably drone on forever about all the history of the city,” she laughed, rolling her eyes, obviously still delighted. Cheryl replied, giving a little skip. “I love this stuff.” Her smile was bright and her enthusiasm contagious. “Oh, and I hope you don’t mind being up late, because I’ve added the additional tour down river to Tybee Island.” 
Buzz grinned, looking at Jessie. “She’s lively,” he whispered.
“Now, that’s the Buzz I remember.” Jessie smiled, squeezing his arm. “You should always be smiling.” 
Buzz studied Jessie’s face as she turned away, a pretty face familiar to him from their time investigating her household mystery and the photos he had taken of a memorable night out. Buzz kept the smile on his face, watching Jessie examine the street. She was pretty, vibrant, and someone he could call a friend. 
 They walked under the streetlights three abreast, an easy rhythm to their steps as Buzz led, shortening his stride to accommodate his companions. Downtown was still busy, bars and nightclubs hopping as they made their way toward the quieter square, passing darkened shops with eclectic window displays. 
“There's our group now,” Cheryl pointed to a gathering of people assembled around the bell tower of a Spanish-style building. “The stories from this tour range from the 1700s through the Civil War.” 
“That’s a lot of history.” Buzz grinned. “Do they include crimes from those times?” He turned, interested as he looked at Cheryl who offered a winning smile. 
“I think so.” Cheryl swayed beside him, effervescent. The clothes she had decided to wear only added to the theme. Buzz smiled, understanding why Jessie liked this woman. Cheryl came across as eccentric but caring, and any friend of Jessie Whyne’s could be a friend to him. 
“Some of the stories are spooky and gruesome,” Jessie leaned around Buzz, her skirt brushing his calf and tickling as they stopped with the crowd. It had been months since he’s seen her, yet he was feeling that familiar ease with her once more as her hand warmed his arm. “Others are tales of tragic love,” Jessie said, giving Cheryl a wink and making the woman sigh with longing. 
“So.. . fiction.” Buzz chuckled, ducking when both women released him, smacking him with the floppy hats they still wore. He felt refreshed. His laughter was natural, and his worries nearly forgotten. Perhaps his parents were right, and this time off was what he needed. He looked down, still smiling as the girls took possession of him once more. Perhaps what he needed was a friend like Jessie. His eyes brushed over the young woman, watching as the sea breeze whipped her hair around her shoulders. They had worked well together in Macon; maybe they could help each other work through the problems they faced now. Jessie squeezed his arm again, and his heart swelled, thankful for a friend. 
“This is the best vacation.” Jessie held onto Buzz, Cheryl mirroring her action. He smiled, flexing his biceps and making them laugh. It seemed like forever since he had simply been with two people he could enjoy. For the first time in weeks, Buzz felt like he was welcome and accepted for who he was. 
“Tonight should be a fun diversion from all of our worries.” Jessie looked at Buzz with a hint of worry in her eyes, and he nodded, understanding. “It’s made all the better because you two are here.” 
“I’m glad I happened to see you at the beach,” Buzz winked, his smile brightening. 
“You mean, you’re glad your Uncle Paul told you where to find me.” Jessie raised a brow. “Paul has a knack.” 
Buzz shrugged, trying to disguise a glimmer of guilt. He had wanted to see Jessie, and that desire had - in no small way - affected the family vacation plans. “There is only so much swimming and watching TV a guy can do.” He ducked his head, still grinning. “Mom and Dad are watching reruns of Perry Mason. I think they are hoping it inspires me.” He shook his head, gazing at his shoes in mock shame.
Jessie’s laugh was bright, and he watched as she shook her head, her chestnut-colored hair cascading down her back in silken waves.
“Good evening.” A man’s deep, methodical voice rose above the crowd's chatter. “I’m Dr. Ivan Crumm,” he offered, scanning the crowd as if addressing a classroom. “I’ll be your guide tonight.” 
“He’s not very inspiring,” Cheryl whispered as she rolled her eyes. “I hope this isn’t going to be a waste of money.”
Buzz studied the man. The guide was average. That was the best word to describe him. Not short, not tall, slightly balding, with wire-rimmed glasses, with a very ‘professor boring’ vibe. “He must be okay. Otherwise, they wouldn’t pay him,” Buzz said, trying to encourage them to stay. He didn’t want to go back to the condo only to be alone with his thoughts. He had been over the events of the night that had led to his disciplinary leave a million times. He hadn’t hit the man, but he wondered if he would have if he hadn’t been stopped. Buzz had never questioned his choice of careers before, but the anger that flooded him every time he thought of that night was unfamiliar and uncomfortable. 
“Hey,” You still with us?” Jessie tugged at his arm, pulling him back to the present. 
“Sorry,” Buzz smiled, turning his attention back to the man explaining the tour and making sure everyone had a brochure and map of the route. 
“Come on,” Cheryl dragged him to the back of the group as they started off down a path behind the building, slipping into deep shadows and spotty street lamp illumination. “It’s going to be great!” 
Buzz chuckled, leaning toward Jessie again. “She’s enthusiastic.” His eyes scanned the crowd, his arms tense under the grip of Jessie and Cheryl as he tried to see into the semi-darkness of the trail. 
“That’s Cheryl,” Jessie giggled. “She's all in, all the time.”
Buzz felt his instinct kick in as the tour twisted behind old buildings and under the deeper darkness of live oaks. His ears were tuned to the narrator but also aware of night sounds and the chatter of the crowd. They trundled along streets, stopping at historical sites where hair-raising tales of death and deception were told, making the crowd shift nervously as liberal libations and imagination took their toll. Nervous giggles and tense whispers filled the night after the tour guide paused at an ancient tavern’s back door. The group grew hushed as a light flickered, making shadows jump. 
“A highwayman was hanged here,” Dr. Crumm said, his glasses glinting like empty eye sockets when a street light flickered. “It’s said he rides past each full moon looking for the innkeeper's daughter he had loved.” The soft sound of hoof beats made everyone turn, and Buzz could feel the girls clinging to his arms. A burst of laughter filled the night as a horse-drawn carriage rolled by, the horse placidly walking streets long familiar.
“I think they planned that.” Jessie’s grip relaxed. “Clever.” 
Buzz nodded, grinning as the group turned, following the guide as the grassy path carried them down toward the harbor.
The professor was thorough but not especially exciting. However, the guests, many sipping from tall drink glasses, made up for it with enthusiastic additions to the tales. 
“It’s all so tragic,” Cheryl commented dramatically. “Gruesome even.” 
Buzz smiled at the woman’s turn of phrase. She was obviously enjoying the drama, and her face was full of excitement each time he caught a glimpse of her in the harbor lights.
“Some weren’t so bad,” Jessie leaned around Buzz, her shoulder brushing his as she met Cheryl’s eyes. “The one with the star-crossed lovers was almost sweet.” 
Buzz glanced down, offering a smile. He shook his head, thinking that the tale she spoke of had been explicitly added to spark romantic notions among some. His eyes flickered to Jessie, then back to the small tour boat they were approaching. 
Dr. Crumm turned everyone’s attention to the water lapping quietly at the shore. “For those who bought the extended tour, our ride awaits.” The man smiled, gesturing at the open barge-like boat. The crowd quieted, some stepping onto the boat, others breaking off and heading back into the city. 
Cheryl hurried to a seat at the front of the boat, Jessie and Buzz slipping onto the bench next to her as Crumm continued to speak. 
“Our last tale tonight,” the guide began, “is a tale of the sea. Savannah has always been a shelter for shipwrecks.” The guests settled and the tour operator set the boat in motion, slipping into the Savannah River and heading for the sea. “But the currents, the Gulf Stream slip, and the varying depths of the coastline have been known to hide many mysteries still to be uncovered.” The older man smiled, which created a dark, foreboding look in the shadows. “Add to that lighthouse point, and you have a ready-made disaster.” 
The tour boat picked up speed on the empty river and soon they were at the mouth of the water, hugging the shore of Tybee Island. A bright beam of light illuminated the waves, picking out white water crashing on hidden dangers beneath. A foghorn blew across the expanse, wisps of white covering the waves as the cloud bank rolled in over the water. 
Several tourists tittered as the warm, dank air coalesced into a thick fog, making oohing and aahing sounds as the guide continued. 
“The AnnaSwift, a ship laden with treasure from the south, and a cavalcade of many wealthy passengers.. .” 
Buzz leaned in, listening as the man’s voice continued the tale. The foghorn called again, and everyone tried to peer through the heavy fog. 
“What’s that?” a woman’s voice quivered as green light glowed through the fog.
“It’s a ghost ship!” another person cried as an eerie light danced over the sea.
Buzz swiveled his gaze toward the speaker, following as others broke in.
Excitement bubbled through the crowd. Cheryl’s hand tightened on Buzz’s arm, and he grinned, feeling lighter than he had in days. This had been a good diversion. A fun trip through the past with just a hint of danger to make it exciting. His eyes scanned the crowd again. Everyone seemed to be enjoying the spooky feeling of the tour, but he wondered if some of them would even remember the tour in the morning. 
“It’s just the running lights of a ship,” Buzz whispered. He felt Jessie give his arm a pinch. “Ouch!” He turned, glaring at her. 
“Don’t spoil the fun.” Her eyes sparkled. “It’s a ghost ship.” She scowled until he nodded. 
“That’s it,” a man spoke, his eyes trying to focus on the eerie glow. “The AnnaSwift has returned for her revenge.” 
Jessie and Cheryl gave a mock shiver, and Buzz lifted his arms, draping one around each girl, offering protection. His grin grew wide as he took in the theater of the night, and he caught the softest titter from Jessie. 
The guide smiled, watching the crowd point and comment. “The AnnaSwift went down just off this shore. It disappeared on a night like this one. As the ship sailed out of port, a fog bank rolled in, and the ship vanished, never to be seen again.” Dr. Crumm smiled again, taking his glasses off, wiping them with a handkerchief from his blazer pocket. “It’s said that on a foggy night, she sails again. So the crew and travelers are doomed to neither arrive at their destination, nor return home, but to wander the sea for eternity.” The man tried to make his voice spooky, but for the sober, it sounded strained and unnatural. 
The evening ended as the foghorn blasted again, the eerie glow disappearing in a wink as the tour boat turned, chugging up the river in a wash of chatter and delight. When they returned to the harbor, the professor dismissed the crowd.
 “I hope you all had a wonderful time on the tour,” the man smiled as the sounds of Savannah filled the void the foghorn had left. “Please remember that tips are welcome, and you can add them through your app.” He smiled as people began wandering off toward bars, restaurants, or hotels. A few even walked down to the ocean, settling in the sand to watch
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