
        
            
                
            
        



  	
	    
	      Also by Erica Whelton

	    

      
	    
          
	      Alphabet Soup Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Appetizers and Alibis

          
        
          
	          Biscuits and Bodies

          
        
          
	          Cornbread and Coffins

          
        
          
	          Dumplings and Disaster

          
        
          
	          Eclairs and Executions

          
        
          
	          Falafel and Fatalities

          
        
          
	          Gumbo and Grudges

          
        
          
	          Honey and Homicide

          
        
          
	          Iced Tea and Intrigue

          
        
          
	          Jams and Jailbirds

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Medium with a Heart

          
        
          
	          Premedicated Murder

          
        
          
	          Replicated Murder

          
        
          
	          Organized Murder

          
        
          
	          Inherited Murder

          
        
          
	          Crafted Murder

          
        
          
	          Destined Murder

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Burnt End Mystery

          
        
          
	          Smoked Secrets

          
        
          
	          Grilled Corruption

          
        
          
	          Marinated Lies

          
        
          
	          Seared Revenge

          
        
          
	          Roasted Deceit

          
        
          
	          Braised Betrayal

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Finding Herself

          
        
          
	          Mandy's Story: Courage

          
        
          
	          Becca's Story: Purpose

          
        
          
	          Caroline's Story Serenity

          
        
          
	          Kate's Story: Survival

          
        
          
	          Claire's Story: Strength

          
        
          
	          Frannie's Story: Grace

          
        
          
	          Ashley's Story: Enough

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Royal Griffen Hotel Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Haute Mess

          
        
          
	          All the Rage

          
        
          
	          Chic Happens

          
        
          
	          Silhouette of Suspicion

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Cozy Purrch Cafe Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Purr-colated Poison

          
        
          
	          Catastrophic Brew

          
        
          
	          Claws at the Falls

          
        
          
	          The Purr-loined Letter

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Texas Hauntings Series

          
        
          
	          The Haunting of Anna-Rose: A Paranormal Suspense Novel

          
        
          
	          The Drowned Truth

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Decoding Us: A Novel About Friendship

          
        
      

      
    
    


	 

 

 

 

 

 

Destined Murder:

A Medium with a Heart

 

Book 6

 

 

 

Erica J Whelton

 

 

 


 

 

Copyright © 2023 Erica J Whelton All rights reserved.

 

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

 

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

 

Publisher: Sunseri Design Publishing

ISBN: 978-1-956069-20-4

 

Printed in the United States of America

 

 


 

 

 

 

This one is dedicated to you, the readers for my series. Thank you for sticking with me for all six books!

 








Books in this series:

 

Premedicated Murder (book 1)

Replicated Murder (book 2)

Organized Murder (book 3)

Inherited Murder (book 4)

Crafted Murder (book 5)

Destined Murder (book 6)

 

Other books by this Author:

 

Mandy’s Story: Courage – Finding Herself Series (book 1)

Becca’s Story: Purpose (book 2)

Caroline’s Story: Serenity – Finding Herself Series (book 3)

 

 

The Haunting of Anna-Rose (Paranormal Suspense)

Decoding Us (Women’s Fiction/Friendship)

 

 

Culinary Cozy

Appetizers and Alibis: Alphabet Soup Mysteries (Book 1)

Biscuits and Bodies: Alphabet Soup Mysteries (Book 2)

Cornbread and Coffins: Alphabet Soup Mysteries (Book 3)

 

 


Table of Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight



 






Chapter One

 

~ Joanna ~

 

I pulled up to the curb at my sister's house so I could drop off my dog, Chewy, for the week. She would be doggy sitting while I was away for my assistant and best friend, Micah, and his partner Josh's wedding. They were having a destination wedding on a private island near Key West, Florida.

Oakley and I were both part of the wedding party. I was playing the part of maid of honor and Oakley would be the flower girl.

"Knock, knock." I said, opening her front door.

"Hey, sis. I'm in the kitchen," she yelled.

Chewy trotted in like he owned the place. He went off to find the boys.

"Oh, yay! Chewy's here," I heard my nephew Harris yell from the other room. "Here boy, come on!"

Chewy barked, and I could hear the tags on his collar jingling. He was happy. He loved his little girl, too, but the boys could keep up with him better.

"Hey, sis," I said, coming into the kitchen. I set Chewy's stuff on the floor next to her kitchen island. "Okay, here is his food, bowls, and toys." I pointed.

"Perfect."

"He gets a scoop of food in the morning and in the evening around five. He likes to go out before and after he eats. And he..."

"I think we can handle this. It's not like we haven't done it before."

I chuckled. "I know. I guess I'm just excited about this trip!"

"I can't believe they're getting married already. It seems like just yesterday Micah proposed."

"I know."

"Take tons of pictures! The island sounds so amazing. All the water activities and the coffee on a patio overlooking the ocean." She sighed. "I'm so jealous."

"I will."

"Have you talked to mom lately?" she asked.

"Not in a few days. Why? What's up?"

"She and Phyllis have started solving crimes at Birdsong."

"Wait, what?"

"Yeah, I guess there was some jewelry stolen or something, so they are trying to solve the caper."

"I have no words." I chuckled.

My mother had come a long way from the grumpy lady who raised us to this fun senior lady. It was all because of her new best friend, Phyllis. But I guess nearly being killed together had a strange bonding effect.

"Well, all I can say is good luck while I'm gone! Call Al or Hank if you need help with her." I offered. It was all I could think to say, seeing as I would be out of town if something went down.

"Ha, I can't believe you just suggested that I call a mob boss and his bodyguard if I need help with our mother."

"I know. My life has gotten really weird."

"I hate to break it to you, but your life has always been weird."

"True."

"I'm going to miss you this week." She leaned forward to hug me. "I wish you would have brought Oakley."

"Yeah, but I thought it was easier to drop him off without her. Plus, Micah and Josh wanted her for a few hours. I guess they want to practice for when they are dads."

"They will be amazing dads. I bet they are so excited for the wedding."

"They are."

"Well, I'll let you get going. I am sure you have a lot to do."

"Yes, I do. I thought I had enough time, but I have barely packed anything."

We walked down the hallway to the playroom so I could say bye to the boys and Chewy. He was laying with his head in Harris's lap while Harris read to him. Dylan listened as he laid on Chewy's chest.

Audrey and I shared a look and a smile. I decided not to disturb them. She nodded, and we walked to the door.

"I love you, sis." She hugged me.

"Love you."

When I got to my car, I blew her a sisterly kiss. I looked once more at her house before driving away. She waved and then closed her door.

Some people would say he was just a dog, but with all we'd been through, he meant a lot to me.

I pulled away from the curb, then hit the call button on the car's display.

"Hey, you on your way?" Micah's deep voice came over the car speakers.

"Yeah, is she ready?"

"She will be. She and Uncle Josh are playing with dolls."

"Dolls?"

"Yeah, he took her to the toy store, and they got a couple of dolls. She has been a sweet little mama to them all morning."

"Aw, that's so sweet. She mostly plays with stuffed animals, not really the two dolls she has now."

"I think Uncle Josh makes it extra fun because he does silly voices."

"Well, Uncle Josh is a fun guy."

"He is."

I could almost hear Micah's bright smile through the phone. These two were truly relationship goals. When they fought, they had a way of communicating to a resolution. On the other hand, I got dramatic and emotional at first, then after a cool down, I could think clearly.

"Well, I'll be there in a few."

With the call ended, I turned the radio on and enjoyed adult music for a change. I loved that Oakley enjoyed music too, but I couldn't listen to the Wheels on the Bus one more time. I'm sure I would hear it plenty on the trip to Florida for the wedding.

I squealed a little. I couldn't believe two of my best friends were finally going to be married. They were beautiful together. I had agreed to be the maid of honor, which really only meant I was signing as a witness to the union. Micah's brother, Seth, was going to be the best man.

Oakley was going to be the flower girl. I couldn't believe how my little girl had grown. I choked up each time I thought of her walking down the aisle dressed in her new pink gown with all the frills and lace. At a year and a half old, she looked less like a baby and more like a little child.

When I had her fitting for the dress, I took pictures to send to her biological mother, who was now serving a life sentence in prison.

When Oakley is old enough, I plan to tell her about her first mother, who loved her so much that she picked me to be her mother. I would leave out the part where Caitlyn kidnapped me with the intention to kill me and I may leave out some of the other parts of Cate's story, like the reason she is in prison, at least until Oakley is an adult.

I pulled into the townhouses where Micah and Josh lived. It was near downtown in a hip, up-and-coming neighborhood. I never felt cool enough when I came to this part of town.

Everyone seemed to have worldly knowledge, like they could quote philosophers and political issues. I can recite every word to almost all the Cocomelon songs.

"Knock, knock," I said at their door as I opened it.

"Mama!" Oakley ran to me. "Look. I got dolly."

She actually was holding up two.

"Oh, they're so pretty."

"Unc Josh got me."

"Well, Uncle Josh is a good uncle, isn't he?"

She ran to him and tackled him in her toddler sized bear hug.

"Aw, my favorite girl."

"So are y'all excited for tomorrow?"

"We are so excited." Josh glowed.

"Yeah, we can't wait to see this island in person. I showed you the pictures, right?" Micah asked. He didn't even wait for me to answer before he had his phone out and started showing me their website.

"It is gorgeous. All that white sand and the blue water," I said, as he flipped through them.

"And look at this spot. This is where we will say I do." Micah smiled over at Josh.

"I can't wait."

"This guy Wilder sounds fun. He has been a hoot to work with."

"Yeah, and he hasn't said no to anything we've asked for either," Josh added.

"That's great. I'm so truly happy for y'all."

"We got you a little something as a thank you." Micah passed me a gift.

I slowly opened the box to find a pear-shaped diamond on a tiny gold chain. It was delicate and beautiful. "Oh, y'all, you really didn't have to do this, but I love it. It's gorgeous. Thank you."

"We did. You have been so supportive of us, and you got us hooked up with Harper's Angels. We have already started the adoption applications. They said we should hear soon if we will be approved."

"Yes, and your letter of recommendation will be helpful," Josh added, touching my hand.

"Well, I know y'all will be excellent parents. You both helped me so much with this little one and I can't wait to see the amazing child or children you will raise."

"Group hug!" Josh yelled, grabbing me and Micah.

Oakley giggled and grabbed his legs.

"Get in on this, little one." Micah picked her up, putting her right in the middle of our group hug.

We were laughing as the hug broke up.

"I love y'all and really can't wait to be there for you."

"We love you, too."

"Tell Uncle Micah and Uncle Josh bye. We have to get home so we can finish packing."

"Go wedding?"

"Yes, we're going to the wedding on an airplane tomorrow."

"Yay!" She jumped up and down. Well, she couldn't jump more than an inch, but she tried.

I gathered her things, thanked the guys, and then loaded her into the car. They waved as we drove away.

"Song. Song!"

I turned on her favorite kid songs. After two songs, I was saved from more when my phone rang.

"Oh, that's Daddy."

"Daddy!" she cheered.

He wasn't really her dad or even my husband, but she insisted on calling him that, so both Clint and I went with it. It was easier to let her than try to explain, and we both had the same goal in mind for our future. It was just a matter of when now, not if we would get married.

With the on again, off again nature of our relationship, we wanted to ensure we were both in the same place before moving forward.

We were now living together, and we would attend the wedding together. It was our first trip as a couple. I squealed with joy when I thought about it and how far we have come in our relationship.

I know he hates what I do, and honestly, I don't blame him. It's gotten me into trouble several times now. Serious, life-threatening trouble.

"Hello," his deep voice filled the car.

"Daddy!"

"Hi, baby girl. Are y'all on your way home?"

"Yes, we are," I answered.

"Great. I'm going to be heading that way soon. Should I stop to pick up dinner?"

"That would be great."

"Alrighty, I'll see you both soon."

"Bye, Daddy," Oakley squealed.

"Bye, Oakie."

I hung up and her music played once again, causing her to cheer and sing at the top of her lungs. Soon after, we pulled into our neighborhood. I loved this neighborhood. We'd moved here after one too many close calls at my other house. This was a better fit for us at this stage, too.

Walking paths and parks made the area family-friendly, with a high number of young families like ours living here. The other house was older couples and singles. Not many families.

This is where I could picture Oakley having friends over for sleepovers or playdates. The other house was perfect for me as a single person, but this was a family home.

I pulled into our driveway and then got Oakley out. She toddled up to the front door and waited for me. When I opened the door, it felt wrong that Chewy wasn't there to greet us.

"Chewy? Doggy?" Oakley yelled.

"He is with Auntie Audrey right now."

"We go?"

"No, we have to wait for Daddy and then we are going to the wedding."

"Okay."

With that settled, she walked off to her room carrying her new baby dolls. I could hear her in there chatting away to herself or the dolls. I peeked in as I went to my room to finish packing for our trip in the morning.

I wanted to go through my checklist once more and then start shoving stuff in bags. We were going to be on an island where it wouldn't be easy to get things we forget. I'm sure the resort had some items available, like a toothbrush or a razor, but if I didn't have enough diapers or Oakley's favorite pajamas, it could be a disaster.

I piled her clothing up so I could count. Nine days total and eight nights. Plus, I had her dress for the wedding itself.

"I'll need extra outfits for spills or leaks." I counted out each day with a few extras. Then did the same for me. That is one thing that being a mom taught me. I was almost always guaranteed to get as messy as her. If it got on her, she was going to ensure she shared.

With that done, I checked the diaper supply. She was starting to get interested in the potty, so I hoped when it was time, it would go smoothly.

"Hello, where are my girls?"

"Daddy!" Oakley screamed, then I could hear her little feet running down the hallway.

"There's my favorite girl," I heard Clint say. She giggled and then started telling him that Chewy was gone and that she had got new dolls.

"Wanna see?"

"Yes, let's go see your new dolls."

I came out of the bedroom to greet him, just as they came into the hallway.

"There's my other favorite girl." He was holding Oakley but pulled me with his other arm to him for a kiss.

Oakley giggled in his other arm, then leaned over to hug me.

"I brought dinner, but first we're going to see her new dolls."

"Great. I'll go get it unpacked. Meet you in there."

After dinner, we finished packing and got the bags into the car. Oakley was bathed, read her nightly story, then put to bed.

"Nothing left to do but sleep and then head to the airport in the morning," Clint said, plopping onto the couch.

"Yep."

"This is our first trip as a couple," he said, studying me for a reaction.

"Uh, yeah, I guess that's true. Is this too big of an event for a first trip?"

"What do you mean?"

"Well, should we have gone on a weekend away first? A wedding seems like a big thing."

"I think you're overthinking it." He chuckled, hugging me to him.

"That doesn't sound like me." I laughed.

"No, not at all."

"Well, I am glad we are doing this."

"Should we head to the bedroom?" He added with a wink. "I mean, we have to be up early for our flight."

"Oh, why yes. Let's go."

I fell asleep with a big smile. It was going to be an amazing week away.

 

 




Chapter Two

 

~ Joanna ~

 

We stepped off the airplane into the humid, salty air of South Florida. Home was humid, but this was next level. Thankfully, it was just the small jetway, and we were quickly past that part and into the air-conditioned airport.

Most of the group were on the same flight, so we all gathered inside by the gate. It was Micah, Josh, Tessa, her boyfriend Mars, Clint, me, and Oakley. Plus, Micah's father, mother, and his brother, Seth. We would meet the rest of the guests on the island.

"Everyone here?" Jude Jamison, Micah's dad, asked.

"Looks like it." Micah counted and confirmed.

"Let's head down to grab our bags and then meet the shuttle to the resort."

"Well, I don't know about the rest of y'all, but I must stop by the little girls' room before we do anything else," Micah's mother, Mira, said.

"I should probably change the baby."

"I'll join you both," Tessa said.

With this being her first flight, Oakley had done wonderfully. On the other hand, I was a nervous wreck. I had a bad reputation when it came to flying, but with Clint being there, it helped. Also, having Oakley with me was a nice distraction.

She wanted to look out the window. We also colored and played on my phone.

Not as bad as the time they had to seat me next to the air marshal. He denied that's who he was, but I knew better.

I got Oakley changed while the other ladies did their business.

"Want me to watch her while you go?" Mira asked.

"That would be so helpful. Thank you."

She had met her a few times when Micah and Josh babysat her, so Oakley was more than happy to go with her. Plus, Tessa had finished up, so the three of them went out to wait with the others.

With our pit stop done, we rejoined the guys to trek to baggage claim.

"You doing okay?" Clint whispered.

"Yeah."

"I'm proud of you."

"For sucking it up and flying? Thanks." I chuckled.

We found the carousel for our flight and then waited for our bags. We all had a ton of bags. I had worried about overpacking, but I wasn't the only one that did. We had a long trip, and it was a special occasion which meant extra clothing.

With Oakley, I needed toys and tons of diapers too, so that meant overpacking a bit.

It was naptime, and with all the excitement, Oakley was getting restless and whiny. She hadn't been able to sleep on the plane as she wanted to see everything and talk to as many people as she could. Unfortunately, that meant she was minutes from crashing. We needed to get on the bus from the airport to the marina soon.

Clint and I took turns holding her and walking around, trying to keep her happy while we waited. This wasn't a large airport, so I wasn't sure why it took so long for our bags.

Finally, the bags for our flight started coming from the back and around the carousel. People rushed to grab theirs. I kept Oakley back while Clint went to get ours.

Luckily, Jude and Mira had the foresight to get luggage carts for us. We all had at least two bags each. I had four. Two for me and two for Oakley. I had stuffed one with toys and games to keep her occupied.

Jude, Micah, Seth, and Clint arranged the bags on the carts. It took them a few tries to get them to fit, but they finally did it. We then went to find the shuttle to the resort. It would take us to the marina and from there, we would take a boat to the island.

"Looks like shuttles are this way." Mira pointed to our right.

"But private cars are that way." Jude pointed the other way.

"Is it a shuttle or a private car?"

"I'm not sure."

"This isn't a large airport. It shouldn't be this difficult."

We stood there a moment as they debated. I looked at Micah and Seth. I'd only met their folks a handful of times, but it always amazed me how laid-back Micah is with high-strung parents. I didn't know Seth well enough to know if he was more like his older brother or one of his parents.

As if reading my mind, Micah caught my eye and winked.

"I will go out this door and walk toward that one. I'll call Joanna when I find it. Y'all just stay here." Clint said, then he walked away.

"Daddy!" Oakley whined.

"Here, let me take her." Josh said. "Come here, baby girl."

She went to him and cuddled onto his shoulder, immediately falling asleep. He smiled proudly.

"You are magic," I whispered.

"What can I say? Babies love me." He whispered, as he rubbed her back.

My phone rang. "It's Clint. Hello."

"The bus is to the right by the shuttles."

"Okay, we'll be there in a sec." I pointed to the right-side door as I spoke.

Jude, Seth, and Micah started pushing the carts in that direction while the rest of us followed behind. We found Clint outside, standing near a small shuttle bus. An older man greeted us.

"Hello and welcome to Wilder Island Weddings. I'm Luther. I'll get your bags loaded, then to the boat for your week in paradise."

The driver started grabbing bags and getting them on the bus. Clint tried to help him, but he got waved off.

"This is what I do, sir. It keeps me young." He winked. "Please, everyone, load up, sit back, and relax. Oh, and there is some water in an ice chest up there."

We climbed up the few steps into the air-conditioned bus. The cool air was a relief after the humid, hot air.

"Do you want me to take her?" I asked Josh.

"No, I got her." He held her tightly and smiled.

Clint and I took seats side by side. Josh and Micah across the aisle, then his parents behind. His brother Seth quietly took a seat behind them. Then Tessa and Mars sat in front of Clint and me. Tessa smiled over the seat at me.

Once we were all settled, Luther climbed the steps.

"Alrighty, folks. Let's get this bus on the road. It's only about ten minutes from here to the boat." He hopped into the driver's seat, put the bus into gear and we bounced on down the road.

The song popped into my head. Oakley was missing the perfect chance to sing it on a real bus, but it was better she slept, so we didn't live the baby crying on the bus verse.

I looked out the window at the mix of palm trees, what looked like banana trees, and a few more that I couldn't identify.

The houses had a fun vibe with their beachy colors and most had porches or balconies. There were tons of hip looking restaurants and museums. People could be seen walking or riding bikes and mopeds. Plus, no matter where I looked, there was blue water. It was gorgeous.

I listened to the low murmurs of the group as we bumped along. Clint had leaned over talking sports and music with Mars and Tessa. Josh and Micah were talking to Jude, Mira, and Seth about wedding details. Oakley was asleep in Josh's lap.

She was missing all the sights. She would have loved to see all the people, and the brightly colored buildings.

I stared out at the tourists taking selfies and walking around in the sunshine. A trolley passed us with the name of a tour company on it. Another bus went by advertising glass-bottomed boat tours.

Fun.

Within a few minutes, we were pulling into a larger tourist area. I could see the boats lined up in the distance.

Luther pulled into a large parking lot.

"Okay, folks, we are here. The ferry to Wilder Island is right through here. Pier two and there will be a sign. I'll get your bags brought down. It's a twenty to thirty-minute ride out to the island. There's a public bathroom to the left before you get to the docks."

Thank goodness there was a public bathroom. Even though we had just left the airport, I needed to use the restroom again. I also wanted the chance to wash my face. I was a sweaty mess.

After I washed my hands and face, I pulled my hair up into a messy bun. My neck felt an almost instant cooling.

"Better."

When we emerged from the bathroom, I took Oakley from Josh.

Clint had gone over to help Luther with the bags, but he was declined again. Clint ensured to tip him well.

"Thank you, sir. Now, you folks have fun, and congratulations on the wedding." He smiled and waved as he walked his way back up the pier to his bus.

The ferry was owned by the resort, and we were greeted by the crew.

"Hi, I'm your attendant, Josie, for the trip to Wilder Island Weddings. Your captain today is Tony. He also is the boat captain if y'all do the snorkeling tour while you're here." She pointed over her shoulder at the captain. He was up a five-step ladder to a small cabin area. He gave a nod before turning back forward. "If you need anything on the twenty-minute trip, let me know. Again, my name is Josie."

We sat back and enjoyed the view of the crystal blue water. There were other boats out enjoying the sunshine. They waved as we zipped past.

I tried in vain to see the beautiful sea life, but we were buzzing along so I could only see shadows. There were some dolphins that popped up, so that was fun.

The resort had several outings planned for us to take in the wildlife. The one I was looking forward to the most was the kayak tour. They had a mangrove trail where manatees lived. I hoped we'd get to see them.

"It's gorgeous out here," Clint whispered.

"It is."

"I'm so glad you stopped overthinking it." He winked.

"Yeah, me too." I giggled and snuggled Oakley.

I watched my friends standing near the railing of the ferry. Tessa with Mars, and Micah with Josh. It was nice to see my friends happy and loved. Though I hadn't spent as much time with Mars as I have with Josh, he seemed perfect for Tessa.

They were both quiet people who loved art and music. They had complimenting styles of dressing. It was good to see her happy.

Josie stood and cleared her throat. "Ladies and gentlemen, if y'all look to the starboard side, you'll see the island coming into view. Please take your seats as we prepare to dock."

We all looked to the right as the lush green island came into view. Palm trees and white beaches lined one side, but we didn't head in that direction. Instead, Captain Tony turned toward a dock where other boats were tied up. There was no beach area here and beyond it was a cabana styled building that was likely the main office. Beyond that, there were smaller cabanas which could be guest rooms, but I wasn't sure.

I wanted to squeal. This was exciting and beautiful. A much-needed break from work and dead people.

Captain Tony steered us into the largest spot, and we bumped slightly against the side as a few dock hands tied it down.

The movement woke Oakley. She whimpered and looked up at me, touching my face.

"Mama."

"Hi, baby. Did you sleep well?"

"Sleepy."

"We are almost in our room, so you can lie back down."

She nodded and snuggled into my shoulder.

"Alright, we have now arrived. You can exit this way and to the left toward the check-in area." Josie gestured for us to join her on the dock. "See
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