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  The Crew



MOLLIE MCGHIE—When she isn’t investigating murders, Mollie spends her time educating the public about UFOs and alien abduction.




SCOOTER MCGHIE—Mollie’s husband. Passionate about boats, he dreams about selling everything and sailing around the world.




MRS. MOTO—Mollie and Scooter’s Japanese bobtail cat who has a talent for finding clues.




NANCY AND NED SCHNEIDER—Owners of the Palm Tree Marina.




KATY AND SAM—Nancy and Ned’s grandchildren.




PENNY CHADWICK—Runs the local sailing school and boat brokerage.




ALEJANDRA LOPEZ—A young waitress at the Sailor’s Corner Cafe.




BEN MORETTI—A wannabe pirate who works at the marina.




CHIEF DALTON AND OFFICER MOORE—Local law enforcement officers.




TIFFANY AND CHAD—Two teenagers who work part-time at Penelope’s Sugar Shack and Melvin’s Marine Emporium.




ALLIGATOR CHUCK—Mollie and Scooter’s neighbor. Owns a local barbecue restaurant.




KEN AND LEILANI CHOI—Young couple living aboard their sailboat in the boatyard. Ken is a marine biologist. Leilani works as a virtual assistant.




NORM AND SUZANNE THOMAS—Norm owns a number of local businesses, including a fishing charter business. Suzanne is a real estate agent.




LIAM THOMAS—Norm’s nephew. Works for his uncle’s fishing charter business.




XANDER CARLTON—Suzanne’s son.




MELVIN ROLLE—Originally from the Bahamas. Owner of the local marine store and a fishing charter business. Mollie and Scooter’s neighbor.




DARREN ROLLE—Melvin’s nephew. Works for his uncle’s fishing charter business.




SIMON—Does volunteer work with Mollie investigating UFOs and alien abduction.




CONNIE AND FIONA—Do volunteer work to protect sea turtles and other marine wildlife.




MABEL—Does volunteer work at sea turtle sanctuary.




HANK AND VIOLET—Snowbirds looking to buy a home in Coconut Cove.




ALAN—Aspiring photojournalist.








  
  
  Chapter 1 - Mr. Oblivious

  
  




What would you do if your husband announced over a romantic Valentine’s Day dinner that the two of you were going to sell the house, do some extreme downsizing, get rid of all your belongings—including your beloved collection of boots—and move onto a dilapidated sailboat? Would you:

(a) see about arranging for a little “accident” that causes the boat to sink;

(b) suggest downsizing his comic book collection and watch him have a panic attack;

(c) roll your eyes—this isn’t the first harebrained scheme your husband has come up with; or

(d) skip the rest of the main course and crack open the gift-wrapped box of chocolates sitting next to you?

I have to confess, it wasn’t the first time that (a) had crossed my mind. Ever since Scooter had presented me with a sailboat named Marjorie Jane a few months ago for our tenth anniversary, I had been trying to figure out how to get rid of her. She was run down, in need of serious repairs, and was costing us a ton of money. Sometimes I even thought my husband paid more attention to her than to me. But before I resorted to something so drastic, I would need to check our insurance policy and see if we’d be covered if she “mysteriously” sank.

Scooter had an unnatural attachment to his comic books, so (b) was seeming like a real possibility. It would probably put downsizing into perspective if he realized he’d have to give up Batman, Superman, Spider-Man, and Cotton-Candy Man. Okay, I totally made that last one up, but could you imagine how awesome his superhero getup would be? Some sort of fluffy pink wig and a cape made out of white crepe paper. I could just picture him stopping criminals in their tracks by wrapping them in sugary strands of cotton candy while shouting out his trademark line, “I’m going to fluff you up, man!”

I definitely did a bit of (c). Harebrained schemes are par for the course when it comes to Scooter. Like the time he thought building a carport out of straw bales and Popsicle sticks was a good idea. I don’t think I’d ever rolled my eyes so much before.

I seriously thought about (d), but my mother had always told me to finish my dinner before I had dessert. Hey, stop laughing out there. Yes, I know I have an unnatural love of chocolate and other sugary treats, but I can show some restraint at times. Like in this case, where I was perfectly happy to finish eating my greasy french fries before opening the box of chocolates.

I nibbled on a few fries while I thought about how to respond to Scooter’s announcement.

“Why are you rolling your eyes, Mollie?” he asked while he tried to steal some food off my plate.

I batted his hand away. “Eat your own, mister.” I put my arm in front of my dish to act as a defensive barrier. “Why am I rolling my eyes?” I asked. “You casually mention that you want to sell our cute cottage on the beach and move onto Marjorie Jane. Did you really think I’d be okay with that?”

Scooter furrowed his brow. “But we’ve talked about this before.”

“No, you’ve talked about wanting to sell the house and sail around the world, but I never said I was on board with the idea.”

“Hang on, I don’t understand. Just the other day I mentioned getting a real estate agent out to look at the cottage.”

“Was I even in the room at the time?”

“What do you mean? Of course you were.” He chewed on his lip. “At least, I think you were.”

“Sometimes you have entire conversations with people, but it turns out they happen only in your head.” I sighed. “I know, you can’t help it. That’s what I get for marrying one of those introverted, nerdy computer types. You might have a high IQ, but your EQ could use some work.”

“EQ?”

“Emotional intelligence. You know, being able to read and understand emotions.” He looked perplexed. I squeezed his hand and smiled. “I guess that’s why people call you Mr. Oblivious.”

He frowned. “Mr. Oblivious? Who calls me that?”

I busied myself putting more ketchup on my plate. When I glanced at Scooter, he was staring at me and drumming his fingers on the picnic table.

“Well?” he asked.

I pointed over at the public docks, where commercial boats tied up to offload their catch, pick up and drop off charter passengers, and wash down their decks. “Hey, a couple of fishing boats are coming in.”

“Don’t try to change the subject. Now, ’fess up. Who calls me that?”

“Well…Mrs. Moto does.”

He snorted. “Mrs. Moto is a cat. She can’t talk.”

“Of course she can talk. Don’t you hear her meowing when you forget to fill up her food bowl? She’s saying, ‘Hey, Mr. Oblivious, I’m hungry. Snap to it.’”

“I feed her all the time, yet she always seems to be hungry.” He smiled. “She even dragged her bowl into the center of the kitchen the other day to get her point across.”

Despite his objections to adopting the calico Japanese bobtail a few months ago, I think he’d become rather fond of her, which was probably due to the fact that she had black markings on her face that resembled eyeglasses. Since Scooter was as blind as a bat without his glasses, I suspect he liked seeing someone else always “wearing” a pair as well.

He leaned across the table. “I think you’re the one who calls me Mr. Oblivious.”

I shrugged. “Maybe, but with good reason.” I took a sip of my soda. “I mean, come on, buying a boat for our anniversary, knowing that I had never even been on one before—unless you count the log ride at Disney World.”

“But you love Marjorie Jane now, don’t you?”

“Love’s a strong word. I love Mrs. Moto and I love you.” I untied the red ribbon from the heart-shaped box and peeked inside. “And, of course, I love chocolate.”

“Aren’t you going to eat the rest of your fish first?”

“Nah, let’s take that home for Mrs. Moto. She’ll be starving by the time we get back.”

I popped one of the chocolates into my mouth. “Mmm…delicious.” Scooter stared at me with those dark-brown puppy-dog eyes of his that I have trouble resisting. I pushed the box toward him. “Go on, you can have one, provided you agree that we’re not selling the cottage and that I’m not giving up my collection of boots.”

Scooter started to take one of the chocolates out. I pulled the box back toward me. “Promise first.”

“Okay, I promise,” he said, snatching it back and quickly grabbing a cherry-filled one. “But I still don’t understand why you have all those boots. We’ve been living in Florida for almost a year. The only thing I see on your feet lately are flip-flops.”

“You never know, it might snow here. You know what they say about climate change.”

Scooter laughed. “I’ll remind you about that the next time you’re complaining about being too hot.”

“See, another reason why we shouldn’t sell the cottage—air conditioning. All Marjorie Jane has going for her is some really disgusting mold growing on her deck.”

“Pass me a coconut-filled one,” Scooter said. “It seems appropriate, since we live in Coconut Cove.”

“No problem. You can have them all.” Scooter’s eyes lit up. “No, not all the chocolates, just the gross ones. I still can’t believe they couldn’t come up with a more original name for this town.”

“I don’t know, the tourists like the name. Plus, it kind of fits, considering how many accidents there are each year with coconuts falling down and injuring people.”

I shuddered. “Let’s not talk about that. It reminds me of how I was attacked after we first got Marjorie Jane. I still can’t believe everyone thought it was just a coconut that fell off a tree and hit me on the head.”

Scooter slid off his bench and sat next to me on mine. He pushed a lock of my frizzy mousy-brown hair behind my ear, then kissed me on my forehead. “I’d be happy to never talk about that again or the fact that you were almost killed. Swear to me you won’t get mixed up investigating any more murders.”

“Coconut Cove is a small town. What are the chances that anyone else would get murdered here?”

Scooter put his arm around my shoulders, and we snuggled while watching the moonlight dancing on the water. We had decided to have a low-key Valentine’s Day celebration with our picnic of fish-and-chips in the waterfront park. From our vantage point, I could just about make out the mooring field, with boats bobbing gently up and down in the water, and the Palm Tree Marina, where our sailboat was berthed.

Despite the fact that Marjorie Jane and I weren’t exactly BFFs, I did enjoy watching other boats out on the water and when they came into port. The Codfather, a large blue charter fishing boat, had tied up at the dock a few minutes earlier.

A lanky young guy with short red hair and a sunburn to match was busy carrying a cooler over to a fish-processing station, while an older man wearing a floppy hat and long-sleeved shirt helped two couples disembark. One of the women seemed grateful to be on land again.

“Liam, do you mind getting Lisa’s backpack from the boat?” the older man asked, his nasal voice ringing out across the waterfront. “She’s not feeling well.”

“Sure thing, Uncle Norm,” he replied.

As he walked back toward The Codfather, another charter boat, Nassau Royale, inched into the slip next to theirs. It was captained by a short, wiry black man with dark-gray hair. “Hey, Liam, do us a favor and take that line from Darren,” he yelled out, pointing to the bow of his boat. His accent reminded me of past vacations in the islands. A young man with dreadlocks, who appeared to be the same age as Liam, was poised to toss the line down to the dock.

Liam scowled. He leaned over the side of his boat, grabbed the backpack off one of the bench seats, then walked up the dock, ignoring the cries from Nassau Royale.

The captain shook his head in disbelief. “What is wrong with that boy?”

“Don’t worry, I’ve got it,” Darren said. He jumped off the boat, quickly tied the bow line to the cleat on the dock, and secured the stern.

The older man handed him some gear. “Looks like Liam’s uncle’s bad habits are rubbing off on him. No respect for his elders. No nephew of mine would have an attitude like that. Isn’t that right?”

Darren smiled. “Of course not, Uncle Melvin.”

“I can’t believe he treated you like that. You two are supposed to be friends.”

Darren shrugged. “We are, I guess.”

“I imagine things have changed since you were in high school.” Melvin wiped his brow with a towel. “Help an old man down,” he said. Darren pulled the side of the boat closer while his uncle stepped onto the dock.

I nudged Scooter. “Did you hear him call the older man ‘Uncle Melvin?’” I whispered. “Do you think he’s the same Melvin who runs your favorite store, Melvin’s Marine Emporium?”

“Hmm. Could be. Which reminds me, I heard they’re having a sale.”

“Shush, I want to hear what they’re saying.”

Scooter poked me in the ribs. “No, you just don’t want to talk about spending money on boat equipment.”

We watched as Melvin walked to the end of the dock. He pointed at Norm chatting with the two couples. “If he thinks he’s going to be the only charter business in town, he’s got another thing coming,” he said to Darren. “Especially after this morning when he poached our customers, getting them to go out on his boat instead of ours. He’s been trying to sabotage my business ever since I got back from the Bahamas.” He rubbed his temples. “It was foolish for us to go out fishing today without any paying customers. We barely caught anything. Think of all that money we spent on diesel. It would have been easier just to pour it down the drain.”

“Don’t be like that,” Darren said. “You needed a break from everything. Besides, it was nice to spend time with my favorite uncle.”

The older man smiled. “You’re just saying that so you don’t have to wash down the boat.” He wagged his finger. “But you’re still going to.”

Norm and Liam waved goodbye to the two couples, handing them a bag full of cleaned and filleted fish. As they made their way back to The Codfather, Norm elbowed Melvin in the stomach. Melvin seized him by the arm and shoved him backward, knocking the hat off his head into the water. Norm pulled his arm away and made a fist. His nephew gripped him by the shoulder.

“It’s not worth it,” Liam said. He pointed over at where Scooter and I were sitting. “Especially with witnesses.”

Norm cupped his hand to his mouth and yelled, “Are you enjoying the show? Should I get you some popcorn? How about a couple of drinks?”

I started to hold up my empty soda can, when Scooter snatched it out of my hand. “Knock it off,” he whispered. “Don’t make him angrier.”

After looking at us with daggers in his eyes for a moment, he turned back to Melvin. “I’ve told you once, and I’ll tell you again—don’t mess with me or my family. There’s only room in this town for one fishing charter business, and it’s mine!”








  
  
  Chapter 2 - That Sinking Feeling

  
  




“We’re almost there,” I said to the ball of fur perched on my shoulder and meowing loudly into my ear. Scooter turned into the parking lot of the Palm Tree Marina and pulled into a shady spot. I clipped Mrs. Moto’s leash onto her harness, opened the car door, and set her gently on the ground. She ran toward the path that led down to the marina, pulling me along with her. You might not think a cat could drag a human behind them, but they’re surprisingly strong when single-mindedly focused on their destination or chasing a lizard.

“She’s a real marina cat, isn’t she?” Scooter asked. “She loves poking around the docks, jumping on boats, chasing seagulls, and begging for treats from the tourists.” He nudged me. “I think she’d vote for selling the cottage and moving onto Marjorie Jane. If she could talk, that is.” The calico twined herself around his legs and made a chirping noise.

I stifled a laugh. “Allow me to translate. She said that she has no intention of downsizing her collection of catnip mice and giving up her air-conditioned house. That makes two against—and only one for—selling the cottage.”

Scooter pushed his tortoiseshell glasses up his nose and glanced down at the leash twisted around his feet. “You women always stick together, don’t you?”

After he untangled himself, we walked across the patio, nodding at people sipping on their coffees and enjoying the morning before it became too hot later in the day. Before we’d left for the marina, my husband had thoughtfully made me a mocha with a double shot of espresso, which would keep me going until lunchtime.

Scooter had a lot on his plate lately with work, and as a result, we hadn’t been down to see the boat for over a week. This meant that there was some serious boat withdrawal going on—on his part, not mine.

I don’t know if you’ve ever seen someone suffer from this affliction. It’s not pretty, trust me. He had given up his beloved Froot Loops and had started eating Cap’n Crunch cereal practically nonstop to lift his nautical spirits. And I had caught him watching sailing videos on his laptop at two o’clock in the morning the other night while he and Mrs. Moto shared a bowl of cereal. He’d take a spoonful, then wait while she lapped up some milk. When I expressed surprise that he was eating from the same dish as the cat, he shrugged and said, “I didn’t think she’d mind.”

I don’t know what was worse—that he had eaten an entire box of Cap’n Crunch in one sitting and would be complaining about a tummy ache the next day or that the YouTube vloggers were so impossibly young and good-looking. Seriously, who looks that gorgeous after they’ve been on a boat all day? No one, that’s who. You inevitably end up with grease stains on your clothes, scrapes, bruises, and sweat dripping everywhere. If anyone tells you that sailing is a glamorous lifestyle, they’ve clearly never been on a boat. Sadly, I’d become all too well acquainted with the reality of boats over the past few months.

After spending a few minutes standing on the boardwalk and watching the tourists strolling on the beach, Mrs. Moto insisted that we remove her harness and leash. Before we’d adopted her, she had lived on a boat at the marina and had free run of the place. While she reluctantly accepted being restrained elsewhere, she refused to put up with our nonsense here.

She scurried away ahead of us toward B Dock, where we kept Marjorie Jane, while we trailed behind her. When the dilapidated sailboat came into sight, my husband let go of my hand, rushed past Mrs. Moto, and had what amounted to a tearful reunion with the other woman in his life. If he could have hugged her, he would have. But since she was thirty-eight feet long, he couldn’t quite get his arms all the way around her.

Personally, I didn’t get it. All I saw was red paint flaking off the hull, weather-beaten teak decks, and an old, rusty anchor at the bow. You would have thought that—considering all the money we had spent on her to date—she would have looked a lot better by now.

As I was thinking about our latest credit card statement, someone tapped me on the shoulder. “Hey there. I haven’t seen you guys in a while.” I turned and saw Ben Moretti, a wannabe pirate who lived on a sailboat that rivaled Marjorie Jane in the fixer-upper category. “She’s sure been missing you,” he said, pointing at my nemesis.

“I’d say the feeling is mutual,” I said. “At least on Scooter’s part. See him fawning over her?”

I tore my eyes away from the scene and looked at Ben. Something was different. Greasy brown hair tied back in a ponytail—check. Ripped khaki shorts—check. Goofy smile—check. Ah, that was it. “New T-shirt?” I asked.

“Yeah. How’d you know?”

“It’s clean, and there aren’t any holes.”

Ben chuckled. “That’s true. It’s hard to keep things looking brand new when you work in a boatyard. Maybe I should change into something else and save this one for a date.”

“Date? Who’s the lucky girl?”

Ben gazed down sheepishly at the ground. “No one yet. But there is someone I’m thinking of asking out.”

“Well, you might want to think about a different shirt before you do. I’m not sure one that says ‘Pirates get all the booty’ next to a picture of a scantily clad girl is the way to go.”

He glanced down at his shirt and frowned. “Hmm…I hadn’t thought about that.”

Scooter looked over at Ben. “Just the person I wanted to see! I was over at Melvin’s the other day, and I saw they had a sale on tung oil varnish. I wanted to get your thoughts on whether you think that’s the right way to go.”

While the two of them debated the pros and cons of synthetic wood finishes, I stifled a yawn and kicked my flip-flops off. The last time I had tried to get on the boat wearing them, one of them had fallen off into the water, and I had to scramble to get it out before it drifted out into the bay.

“I’m going to open the hatches up and air this place out,” I said. I climbed up onto the boat, adding a new bruise to the collection on my shin. Mrs. Moto executed a graceful leap on board, then stretched out on a tattered cushion in the cockpit. I gave her a quick scratch behind her ears before unlocking the boat.

I cautiously made my way down the narrow ladder into the cabin below and stepped onto the floor, straight into a puddle. This was not good. While I didn’t know a lot about boats, I did know one thing—water belonged on the outside of the boat, not the inside.

After turning on the overhead light to see exactly what was going on, I ended up sliding on the floor and landing on my butt with a thud. Great, now it wasn’t just my feet that were wet.

I ran my fingers through my hair, which I realized was probably a stupid thing to do—who knew what was in that puddle?—and assessed the situation.

There was at least three inches of water above the floorboards. Or maybe it was three centimeters. My mom and I were planning a trip to Canada, and I’d been trying to get the hang of the metric system, but I had to admit that it wasn’t going all that well. In any event, there was water everywhere, which wasn’t good, no matter what units of measurement you used. Thankfully, she was on a trip in Europe for the next few weeks and didn’t know how to use her cell phone over there. Otherwise, she’d have been texting me constantly during the day, as she usually did, so I was glad I didn’t have to explain the latest issue with Marjorie Jane to her.

As I got to my feet, Mrs. Moto scrambled down the ladder and leaped onto one of the couches. The way she was staring down at the water, it seemed like she expected some fish to swim by any moment now.

I called out to Scooter. “You’d better get down here. We’ve got a problem.” I put my purse on the galley counter, grabbed a dish towel, and wiped my hands.

“I’ll be down in a minute, my little panda bear.”

I glanced at the water again. “I’m not sure we have a minute.”

The boat rocked back and forth in her slip as Scooter climbed aboard. He poked his head down the companionway. “What’s going on?”

I pointed at the floor. Scooter gasped, uttered a few curse words that would have made any salty sailor proud, and scrambled down the ladder, splashing water onto Mrs. Moto. She did not seem amused.

“Ben, get down here!” Scooter yelled. “Now!” He put his head between his hands and whimpered.

“Here, sit down next to Mrs. Moto,” I said as I led him to the couch. I reached into my purse and pulled out a pack of M&M’S. Scooter doesn’t deal well when things get dicey. I’ve found that having an emergency stash of chocolate comes in handy in circumstances like these. He popped several pieces into his mouth while Ben made his way aboard.

“That’s not good,” Ben said. He leaned down and flipped a switch on the wall near the galley. “I wonder why the bilge pump isn’t coming on.”

Scooter crumpled up the empty bag in his hand and looked at Ben with a worried expression. “It isn’t?”

Ben fiddled with the switch. “Nope, it isn’t. I guess it’s one more thing to add to your to-do list.”

“Is the boat going to sink?” Scooter asked. He wrapped his arms around himself and rocked back and forth while Ben pulled up an access panel on the floorboards, peered into the bilge, and examined the pump.

“Well, the water doesn’t seem to be rising, so that’s a good sign.” Ben ducked into the passageway and opened up the engine compartment. “It doesn’t look like the water has gotten into here, which is a plus.”

Scooter held up the empty M&M’S bag with a pleading expression in his eyes.

“Sorry, I’m out of chocolate,” I said, squeezing his shoulder.

Ben walked back into the main cabin. “Maybe your water tanks are leaking. Or maybe it’s because of those heavy storms we had last week. Water could be coming in through the deck.” He glanced down at the floor. “Tell you what—why don’t you taste the water? If it’s salty, then you’ll know it’s coming in from outside the boat. If it’s fresh, then you’ll know it’s not.”

Scooter cocked his head at me.

I shook my head. “You’ve got to be kidding. I’m not going to do that. You do it.”

“No way,” he said. “Not after I ate all that chocolate.” He turned his gaze to Ben.

Ben shrugged, bent down, and stuck his finger in the water. He put it in his mouth. “Can’t really tell. Listen, you were saying you needed to do work on the bottom. Why don’t you just get the boat hauled out now and take her into the boatyard? That way you can find out for sure what’s causing the leak. Give the office a call and see if the Travelift is free. Just make sure you tell them it’s an emergency.”

“What exactly is a Travelift?” I asked.

“It’s a big blue crane-like thing with straps.” He paused and rubbed his chin. “I’m really not sure how to describe it. Basically, it lifts boats out of the water and moves them around on land.”

“Sounds weird,” I said.

“Well, you’ll see it soon enough,” Ben said.

Scooter got out his phone and had a quick conversation. “Okay, they can pull us out now,” he said.

Ben clapped his hands together. “Good. Let’s get this baby fired up.”

As he and Scooter tried to start the engine, I began to feel pangs of guilt. What if I were responsible for the leak aboard Marjorie Jane? After all, just last night I had been thinking about different ways to get rid of her, including having her spring a leak and sink to the bottom of the sea. Did some vindictive mermaids use their ESP to read my thoughts? Did they decide to teach me a lesson by convincing a shark to chew a hole in Marjorie Jane’s hull? But, more importantly, would our insurance company pay up if she sank before we could haul her out?


* * *


Thankfully, Marjorie Jane’s engine sputtered to life. We hadn’t fired up the boat since we’d bought her a few months ago. Come to think of it, there were a lot of things we hadn’t done since we’d bought the boat, like take her out of the slip.

“Okay, here goes nothing,” Scooter said as he started to reverse the boat.

“Watch out to your port,” Ben said frantically as a wood piling came precariously close. “Put it in neutral, quick!”

I shut my eyes and clutched my hands together. While I didn’t see the boat hit the piling, I felt the thud. Mrs. Moto yowled and cowered in my lap.

I breathed a sigh of relief as I heard Ben tell Scooter that it seemed like a minor scrape. What’s one more dent? Marjorie Jane already makes us look like trailer trash at the marina with all the marks on her hull. This one will just blend in with the others, I thought to myself.

“I guess he’s a little rusty,” Ben said in an effort to calm my nerves. Or maybe it was to calm his nerves. I wasn’t sure.

I rubbed my temples. “I’m not sure a little rusty actually covers it. Completely oxidized would be more like it. I don’t know when the last time was that Scooter drove a boat. Certainly not in all the time we’ve been married, and that’s been ten years now.”

Ben gulped. “Scooter, want me to take over?”

I watched as Scooter gripped the wheel tightly and stared straight ahead. “No, it’s okay. It’s a straight shot from here to the haul-out area.” I think the last thing he wanted to do was admit to Ben that he was in over his head.

As we passed by other boats, people waved at us and yelled out encouragement. “Finally taking Marjorie Jane out for her first sail?” “You’re going the wrong way—the open water is that way.” “Whoa, that was awfully close.” “Hey, watch where you’re going! You almost hit my stern!”

“It’s a shame the first time you’re taking Marjorie Jane out is because she has a leak,” Ben said. He reached down and playfully batted at Mrs. Moto’s cute little rabbit-like tail, which was a hallmark of Japanese bobtails. She was so entranced by the other boats that she didn’t even notice.

After we passed the dinghy dock and the fuel dock, a blue fishing boat cut in front of us and slipped into the area where they haul boats out.

“Hey, isn’t that The Codfather from last night?” I asked. “The captain is one of the guys who got into a fight. Can you believe he just cut right in front of us?”

“I’m busy trying to steer the boat,” Scooter said. “I can’t check to see who that is. But whoever it is, that was a really crappy thing to do.”

Ben leaned forward to get a closer look. “Yeah, that’s Norm Thomas’s boat. It doesn’t surprise me in the least. He’s such a jerk.”

“I recognize him too,” I said, pointing at a young sunburned guy with short red hair who was standing on the dock. “He was there last night. Norm is his uncle.”

“Yeah, I know him as well. We went to high school together.” Ben walked out to the bow and yelled down at Liam. “Hey, man, what’s going on? These folks arranged for an emergency haul-out. Tell your uncle he has to wait his turn.”

The redhead sneered. “First come, first served.” He glanced at Marjorie Jane dubiously. “I’m surprised that thing is even floating. I still can’t believe anyone would be suckered into buying this excuse for a sailboat.”

Scooter looked like steam was coming out of his ears. He gripped the steering wheel so tightly that I thought he might bend the metal. “She’s a great boat, bud,” he snapped. “She just needs a little TLC. Now get that other boat out of the way, so we can get hauled out before we sink!”

Liam laughed. “Nah, you can wait. That’s what bilge pumps are for. Besides, we’re running a business. Time is money, you know.”

He sauntered over to The Codfather and had a few words with his uncle, pointing back at us occasionally. Then he walked over to the Travelift operator and handed him something.

“What was that?” I asked. “Did he just bribe him?”

Ben shook his head. “Nah, I don’t think it was a bribe, just a tip. Lots of folks tip those of us who work at the marina.” He grinned. “I know I sure like it when it happens. Keeps me in beer.”

“Ben, what are we going to do here?” Scooter asked anxiously.

“Hang on a bit. Let me go check down below.” After a few minutes, Ben popped his head back up. “It looks okay. The water doesn’t seem to be rising. Why don’t we tie her off here and wait for them to come haul you out when they’re done with Norm’s boat?”

“Wait? Why should we have to wait?” I asked. “That Norm guy is really getting on my nerves.”

“Well, don’t take it personally,” Ben said. “He treats everyone that way. He thinks that because he’s a successful businessman, he’s in charge of the town.”

“Can you really make that much money from running a fishing charter business?” Scooter asked. I was relieved to notice that his grip on the wheel had loosened slightly.

“Oh, that’s just one of four charter boats he owns. Plus, he has his finger in a lot of other pies in town. That guy is ambitious. If he had his way, he’d own everything in Coconut Cove.”

While Ben and I got Marjorie Jane tied off, I thought about how Norm had threatened to drive Melvin out of business the previous night. Exactly how far would he go?


* * *


As I walked across the patio, a group of kids tore past me. One of the girls glanced back as she reached the top of the steps, which led down to the beach. “Hi, Miss Mollie! Where’s Mrs. Moto?”

“She’s on the boat,” I said. “I’ll tell her you said hi, Katy.”

“Can I come visit her later?”

“Of course, anytime.” I looked over at the marina office. “But maybe we should keep that between you and me. You know how your grandmother feels about cats.”

She giggled and raced down the stairs to catch up with her friends.

I watched as the sailing instructor, Penny Chadwick, attempted to corral them. “All right, kids, settle down,” she yelled with an adorable Texan twang in her voice. The kids bounced up and down while she briefed them on the morning’s activities.

My weekly ladies’ sailing lessons with Penny were very different—less youthful exuberance and more complaints about muscle aches and knee replacements. Having only recently celebrated my fortieth birthday, my joints were still working adequately, but Marjorie Jane seemed to be trying her best to change that. Crawling in and out of confined spaces to fix things and doing yoga-like moves getting on and off the boat were starting to take their toll.

Although we might not have showed it in the same way, I think we had as much fun as the children did. It really was exhilarating to take Penny’s boat out into the bay and feel the wind in her sails. While I wasn’t very fond of Marjorie Jane, I had learned to appreciate the joy of sailing over the past few months.

I took a deep breath and summoned up my courage to face Katy’s grandmother. Nancy Schneider and her husband, Ned, owned and managed the marina. They were close to retirement age, but they loved running their own business too much to consider selling it.

While Nancy oversaw day-to-day operations with an iron fist, Ned was more easygoing, the type of guy who couldn’t even hurt a fly. Not that flies would get anywhere close to the marina office these days—word had gotten out about Nancy’s exceptional talents when it came to wielding a flyswatter.

As I opened the screen door to the office, I saw a sign stuck in the middle of the carefully manicured flower bed that read “Gone Fishing with Norm’s Charters.” I reached over and spun it around to face the wall. Yes, it was a bit petty, but I should get some credit for not ripping it out of the ground and hurling it in the trash.

“Why is that door ajar? Are you coming in or out?” a shrill voice yelled from inside.

I stepped inside and quickly shut the door behind me. Nancy peered at me over






































* * *








































































OEBPS/6e5f1657ff3a253d3613d0d95dd9cb0dacd235fc_smallRaw.jpg
A MOLLIE McGHIE COZY SA - MYST * BOOK 2






