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Vitamin Sea, book one in the Beaver Island Mystery series



Former British Intelligence agent Irma Abercrombie wasn’t looking for drama when she invited Violet Blackheart—a brainy city slicker—for a visit at her island home on Canada's Lake Ontario. But after an armed robbery in town goes terribly wrong, Irma gets pulled into a small town intrigue: Was it a simple snatch and grab, or are there darker forces at work?


Irma’s hands might be deadly weapons, but she’s all thumbs when it comes to computer problems. How will she convince Violet to solve a technology puzzle masterminded by someone with a taste for murder? And if she's so retired, what's up with the dead guy in her driveway?


As Violet tries to adjust to island life, Irma grapples with a bomb threat and wonders how she ended up with a pug as a sidekick—and whether Violet is hiding a few secrets of her own. This unlikely duo is headed for a showdown at a luxurious local estate, but they can only flush out a killer if they work together.


Irma Abercrombie wants to save the world.

Violet Blackheart just wants to survive her vacation.
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 Dead Calm, book two in the Beaver Island Mystery series



It’s summertime on Canada’s Lake Ontario, and there’s trouble on the horizon. When a remote-controlled tractor goes berserk at the ground-breaking for a new development, former British Intelligence agent Irma Abercrombie’s finely-honed paranoia goes into overdrive—and after a beloved local is murdered, she and her brainy houseguest Violet Blackheart are drawn into an island intrigue.


Violet gets to work on reverse-engineering a tractor hack while learning how to conquer her fear of the high seas. Irma flirts with the idea of getting closer to a dangerous ex-nemesis as she tries to untangle the identity of her friend’s killer. But can a retired spy and an intrepid (but nauseous) nerd track down a murderer? Only if they work together—along with their trusty canine sidekick, Mr. Pugglesworth.
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 High and Dry, book three in the Beaver Island Mystery series



After a local couple’s path to the altar is sabotaged, retired spy Irma Abercrombie and sun-deprived nerd Violet Blackheart get roped into sorting out the duo’s wedding woes—and all the bodies.


While Violet preps for her business partner’s island arrival—blender drinks at the ready—Irma secretly tries to track down Violet's former CFO...and her company’s former money. Along the way, Irma mulls on mixing business with pleasure, but struggles to sort out the rules for deadly septuagenarian singletons who are looking for a bit of romance.


With her trusty telescoping mirror and adorable (if untrainable) canine companion Mr. P, along with nerdy sidekick Violet Blackheart, Irma sets out to save a wedding, retrieve Violet’s missing funds, and find a killer.
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VITAMIN SEA - Book One





Chapter OneIrma









I had always found it invigorating to break bread with an enemy and today was turning out to be no exception. I wasn’t currently armed with anything overly sophisticated, just a beaver-shaped dish of Farmer Ezekial’s creamery butter, but over the years I’d learned that simplicity could be the best weapon of all.

“Are you going to take all day with that?” Snookie Smith snapped, her new reading glasses making her look even more like a praying mantis than usual. “I’ve asked you to pass me the butter twice, Irma. You must be having age-related hearing problems.”

I tilted my head to make it seem like I was considering her comments, even though, of course, I was not. First of all, my hearing was excellent, and second, I was still using that butter to really get into the nooks and crannies of one of Chef Louise’s buttermilk scones.

Snookie’s already thin lips pressed themselves into invisibility as she looked at our two other tablemates. She bypassed Emily McDonald, who was smiling nervously, and settled her gaze on Charlotte Van Oot, the organizer of the fundraiser we were all meeting to discuss. “Charlotte, don’t you feel like Irma is in denial of her various”—she gave me a pointed look—“age-related infirmities?”

“Is seventy-one old?” I directed this at Snookie, who was two years younger than I but told people she was fifty-nine. I mean, honestly. 

Emily shook her head, which was nice of her.

Charlotte, recently turned eighty-six, patted her mouth with a napkin. “Irma is running the island marathon this Sunday,” she said. “She’s quite…un-infirm.” Charlotte seemed to be in particularly good spirits today. Her hair was set in little-old-lady curls, her pale peach summer suit was understated but handmade in Italy, and the shoes on her feet were stylish but sturdy. Excellent for kicking someone if she needed to, although I was always happy to do so on her behalf. 

Snookie made a finally noise as I nudged the butter toward her. I looked out at the waters of Lake Ontario and tried to tamp down on the pique that she always inspired in me while I focused on the waves hitting the rocks under the patio we were lunching on. It was the beginning of June, and the early summer sun warmed my face. 

Naturally, I was sitting with my back to the building and could see all points of ingress and egress. The aquatic factor made things a little trickier, but I’d always liked a challenge. The important thing was to see trouble coming, unless you wanted to end up with a tag on your toe and twenty-year-old morgue interns spelunking around your innards. On the other hand, if I was going to come to a sticky end while eating one of these scones, at least I’d die with a smile on my face. 

I turned back to the table. “Half-marathon,” I said.

“Half-marathon,” Charlotte echoed with a smile. “So, as I was saying, we need to make sure we have everything in hand for our fundraiser this Saturday. We’ve promised to collect enough money to finally build the pediatric oncology wing at St. Rita’s Hospital.” Charlotte had lost her younger sister to leukemia as a child, and the fundraiser this weekend was set for what would have been her eightieth birthday. I sent her a sympathetic look.

“You’re exactly right,” Emily said fervently before adding, “My niece is battling throat cancer right now.” Emily was the new event planner for this year’s fundraiser, and every word I’d ever heard her say had been uttered enthusiastically. She’d been brought on a few months ago after the planner whom Charlotte had been using for years had fallen victim to a particularly mean-spirited hit-and-run in Canarsie.

I wanted to like Emily because she had the same haircut as I: a chin-length bob. Hers was black with purple-tinged edges while mine was silver-grey, but they were similar enough. She was twenty-seven, smiley, petite, and drove a Prius. I once had to use a Prius to run over an assassin who was trying to murder a member of the British royal family, and let me tell you, they are not cars for aggressive people.

Suddenly I felt air whoosh past my leg and realized that Snookie had just tried to kick me under the table. I’d known she was up to something when she showed up wearing extra-pointy shoes today. I really didn’t think she realized that I was still aggravated with her for letting all the air out of my tires last week in the parking lot of the Beaver Island Country Club. Briefly, I ruminated on a bit of revenge.

“You know what I find so funny, Irma?” Snookie said.

“I can’t even imagine,” I murmured as I motioned to one of the servers for more tea.

“I’ve always wondered: Why is your accent like that?”

I moved my face into an expression of polite astonishment, a look that had served me well over the years. “What an interesting question.”

A silence descended over the table. Emily’s fork paused halfway to her mouth; Charlotte stopped mid-chew.

“I mean…” Snookie looked around, but it appeared that she’d lost her audience. “For a British person, you really don’t have that much of an…uh…you know. Accent.”

Charlotte offered me some of her hash browns, perhaps to change the subject. 

“No, thank you,” I replied. I’d avoided refined starches and saturated fats my entire life—although I always made an exception for Farmer Ezekial’s butter—and now that I was retired, I had no intention of getting taken down by a heart attack. I’d always planned on dying in an explosion of some sort. 

“Haven’t you ever wondered about it?” Snookie asked Charlotte.

I smiled. “I’ve spent every summer here on Beaver Island since I was born, and we moved around a lot when I was growing up. Military family. That’s probably why my accent is like that.” Plus, I didn’t want anyone to be able to tell exactly where I was from.

“I hear you’ve just retired,” Emily said. “What from?”

I met her gaze. “Government work.” I didn’t add that everything to do with my former career was classified. On paper, I’d been a supply chain manager. 

“How interesting,” Emily said politely. 

Pop.

“What do—” Snookie started, but I held up my hand for silence. She sniffed. “Really, Irma.”

The lake water under us crashed onto the rocks, which was a bother. But my pulse had already started speeding up.

Pop pop.

The noises sounded like they were coming from Main Street, just on the other side of the restaurant. The cross-talk on the busy patio and noise from the water made it impossible to know for sure what they were. Probably a car backfiring or something similar. Not a Prius, obviously. But I’d be remiss if I didn’t go and take a little look-see.

“Will you excuse me for a moment, please, ladies?” I asked, folding my napkin neatly and placing it on the table. Snookie’s mouth hung open as I jogged out to the street. My main goal since retiring had been training for that half-marathon, and I hadn’t been able to squeeze today’s session in yet, so at least I was getting some exercise, even though I was probably making too much out of those popping noises. 

Truth be told, I did have a bit of…well, the word paranoid had been used to describe me at times.

I made my way toward the origin of the noises, thankful for my sensible footwear choices this morning. And that there was a small poisoned blade tucked into the heel of my left sneaker.

Then I heard the screaming.

Down the street I ran, passing Main Street’s high-end shops, accented with artisan-crafted store signs and fetching pastel frontage, pristine sidewalks and real gas lampposts hung with a riot of colourful flowers. 

Beaver Island was a glittery hunk of land nestled in the bosom of Lake Ontario, two hours from Toronto. Despite its rodent-inspired name, it was an upscale retreat for people from all over, with a focus on aquatic adventures. We liked to think of ourselves as the Hamptons of the North. With more beavers, of course.

I did a quick weapons check. Now that I was a newly minted civilian, I didn’t carry a gun with me, a decision I tried not to fault myself for. But I did have two shuriken throwing stars tucked into my handbag, left over from an impromptu star-throwing contest the week before. Plus the shoe-blade.

My feet slapped the pavement as I picked up the pace, my arms pumping, adrenaline blazing through all five feet of me. Well, almost five feet.

The trouble was coming from Renée’s Gems, where a masked thief was waving a pistol around. 

Oh, this was going to be fun!

I stepped back from the glass storefront and took a few deep breaths. The street was empty, strange at this time of the day, but to be expected when a thieving lunatic was on the loose.

The robber squeezed off another shot, shattering the storefront window, spraying the glass onto the sidewalk in front of me. A shard bounced my way and a splotch of red bloomed on my left wrist. But it was a good thing—the pain helped me focus.

And then a crowd exploded out of the store: ladies who’d just lunched, tourists with no plans to buy, small children scooped up and carried, second wives on stemware-sized heels. They all collided in a haze of summer pastels.

I fumbled in my handbag for the telescoping mirror that I sometimes used to check whether there was a bomb under my car. It was like one of those selfie sticks, but actually useful. 

I expanded the mirror and pointed it so I could see what was going on inside the store. My heartbeat sped up after I saw that the robber, a figure of average height and build whose face was covered by a dark-coloured ski mask, had his hand on the security guard, an island resident called Scooter. 

Scooter looked calm—he was trying to be brave, the poor thing—before the robber raised the gun and aimed it at him. 

Cold wrapped itself around my shoulders, and my focus sharpened.

Then Scooter trembled, and all I could think was: He’s only thirty. The robber started dragging him to the back of the store, the gun jammed against his temple. Scooter’s eyes were huge when they met mine. Huge and pleading.

My pulse quickened, and I dashed toward Spa Lala next door and through its reception area. I’d been here many times and knew where the back exit was. I just had to make sure I got to the alleyway behind the store in time. 

My arms pumped as I ran, darting around boxes of bikini waxing strips and moustache lighteners. The spa had emptied itself out just like the jewellery store had, which was a spot of good luck. 

I eased the back door open and thrust my mirror through the crack, adrenaline making my hands shaky. A few deep breaths centred me. 

There was a white panel van in the alley, the windows tinted, the license plate visible, which meant it was probably stolen. A large decal on the side of the van said Nebbit’s Dry Cleaning. The van looked freshly painted, and I’d bet good money that its decal was removable. The first two letters of the license plate were TW, but mud covered the rest.

I tried to sort out how to storm into the alleyway, liberate Scooter, and kick the kidnapper right in the liver. But the engine was already roaring, and the masked robber was shoving poor Scooter into the passenger seat by the collar, the gun jammed in his ear. The thief leapt in the same door, likely planning to force Scooter into the driver’s seat.

Reaching into my handbag, I palmed a throwing star and launched it at the back of the van to mark it, just above the right edge of the bumper. It caught and sank into the metal. The wheels squealed as the van shot forward. 

Just as the robber reached out the window and aimed a .22 right at me. 









TwoViolet











You okay, Violet? Max McCorkle, my business partner and CEO of our company, messaged me. We were on a conference call with our bank, but they’d put us on hold. Again. 

Been better, I texted back. You? I tried not to feel bad that Max was the one who’d been doing all of the talking during our meeting. My skills lay more in sitting in dark rooms and making things happen on computer screens. 

It’s going to be okay. I promise, he messaged.

Tears sprang to my eyes. Max had been an optimist ever since we were kids, but everything was very much not okay at our little tech startup. We sold residential solar setups and tied them into an energy management system I’d built in my spare time while working for a CTO who liked to cut his toenails in the middle of team meetings. And sometimes, happy hour.

But six days ago, our third business partner, Shane O’Meara, had bolted with all our company’s money except for a small reserve that was keeping us afloat for now. 

Max and I had been on hold with the bank for forever because we were trying to get an extension on our line of credit so we wouldn’t have to shut our doors. 

I picked up an R2D2-shaped stress ball and started squeezing it. Then I texted Max, I’m coming home.

Nope! he replied immediately. 

Alrighty. 

We went back to being on hold until Irma’s doorbell rang. I got up to answer it, checking to make sure my earbuds were secure before stepping out of my apartment. 

Irma’s house had originally been a grand Victorian-era family home, but it had been dissected into apartments a while back. My flat was one of two on the second floor, both with full kitchens, high-end appliances and gorgeous, unfussy coastal furnishings. 

The second floor of Irma’s house was balconied, and the majestic first-floor staircase split as it rose so people could go up one side or the other to get to the second level. Like at the von Trapps’. A small widow’s walk on the third floor topped off the house. 

It was a perfect vacation spot, except for the fact that my island hostess, a pint-sized acquaintance of mine, was turning out to be a bit…eccentric.

I opened the front door to see a smiley older woman wearing a floral housedress and holding a plump beige pug. His tongue was hanging out of his mouth, and he was panting adorably.

“Hiya, Mrs. Sepp,” I said with a grin. I’d met Irma’s somewhat quirky neighbour last week when Irma and I had solved a mini-mystery involving her doggie door. 

“Yes, and hello, Violet,” she said with a charming Estonian accent. “How are you, sweetheart? Is Irma here?” 

“I’m awesome, thanks. Irma’s actually in town right now.” The bank’s hold music blasted into my left ear. Someone had remade “Bohemian Rhapsody” as soft-rock techno, a mistake.

“Uh-oh,” she said, glancing down at Mr. Pugglesworth, who was staring up at me with enormous-eyed interest. “The cats are ganging up on Mr. P again, and I need to go to the market. Do you know when Irma will be back?”

“Not for a while.”

“I see. Maybe you could take him?” Her voice rose hopefully.

“I’d love to, but I’m actually meeting Irma in town for ice cream soon. I was going to leave in a few minutes.”

She took a step back. The pug made a whining noise and reached a tiny paw out to me. “I’ll just take Mr. Pugglesworth to town with me, then. I can bring you as well if you would like?”

“That’d be awesome. Thank you.” 

Mrs. Sepp nodded cheerfully and headed back to her place while I ran upstairs and grabbed my knapsack, stopping to text Max and tell him what I was doing. 

Why don’t you just drop off the call and I’ll message you later? he replied. This is nuts.

I can hang on for a bit.

I locked up and met Irma’s neighbour in her driveway. When I went to open the passenger side door, she held up a hand and laughed. “I’m so sorry, that is Mr. P’s spot.”

I looked into the car. A child’s booster chair was attached to the front seat. “Sorry.” I hopped in the back, and Mrs. Sepp started to inch her beige Caddy, circa 1972, out of the driveway. 

“So, how do you know Irma?” Mrs. Sepp asked once we got going. 

“I met her when I was a kid.”

“How interesting. Did you live here on the island?”

“I came when I was sixteen for a summer intensive at the ballet school. Long time ago.” Twenty-seven years, in fact.

“How wonderful. We always go to the recitals.”

I wondered who “we” was. Mr. P? The six cats?

“Irma has been involved in the ballet school for a long time,” she said.

“Yeah, she sat in on my audition.” I’d always been half-suspicious that Irma had funded my ballet scholarship, although I was sure she’d never admit it. 

“So, you are a dancer?”

“No,” I said, trying to keep my tone light. At the end of that summer, I’d traded a career in pointe shoes for a lifetime of office chairs. I’d never danced again, no time for it. “Irma and I are both on the board of the ballet academy now. We reconnected a few years ago.”

“Wonderful,” she said, taking a corner so wide that I was briefly afraid for my life. 

Mr. P made a snuffling sound and pawed at the window. Mrs. Sepp said something soothing to him in what I assumed was Estonian before flipping on the stereo. Mel Tormé blasted through the car as I glanced at my phone; the call with the bank had dropped. When I texted Max, he said he’d poke me when we had our answer from the bank. I knew that he was trying to sound reassuring, but butterflies had launched themselves into my stomach anyway. 

Max had grown up in exactly the same place I had, on the edge of everything, lying to teachers who wanted to know if things were all right at home, dodging the Children’s Aid Service. The only real home Max and I had was each other, ever since we met when I was sixteen and moved into the rooming house in downtown Toronto where he lived. And if the bank wasn’t going to help us out, then all our hard work had been for nothing.

The car lurched forward, and I double-checked that my seatbelt was in place. I’d hate to die on the way to ice cream. 
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The little scoundrel popped off a round at me, and I scooted behind a dumpster. Honestly, some people had no manners whatsoever. 

After a few seconds, I peeked out, my heart pulsing in my chest. But the van had disappeared.

After cursing for longer than one really should in peacetime, I returned to the jewellery store. The shop was engulfed in pandemonium, and the police were just arriving to secure the scene. 

I currently held an uneasy truce with the local top cop. I’d been great friends with the old chief, but he’d recently retired. His replacement, it had to be said, was not my biggest fan. But I knew how important timely intelligence was when a hooligan was on the lam.

“Irma,” Officer Matthew Jones said to me, his mouth quirking into a grin. Matty was in his mid-fifties but looked ten years younger, with red apple cheeks that were always plumped out in a smile.

“They got Scooter.” I shook my head, thinking. “Have you called the ferry master yet?” The ferry was the only way for a car—or a van commandeered by a thieving hoodlum—to get on and off the island.

He nodded. “Can you tell me what happened?”

“Of course, dear.” I sketched in a description of the vehicle for him, including those two measly license plate letters. “They shot off another bullet in the back alley.” I described the spot. 

“I’m going to need you to come to the station for a statement.”

“No problem, dear.”

“Thanks, Irma. We still on for tennis next week?” 

“Absolutely,” I said as he smiled and moved away. Outside the store, a few officers were redirecting foot traffic, making sure that the looky-loos didn’t contaminate the scene. 

Well, it was none of my business. I was certain that there would be security video of what had happened, and surely the store was insured. They’d get their losses covered. That settled, I made my way past the store, staying outside the crime scene tape. 

It was a beautiful shop, with elegant display cases, minimalist decor, and champagne for engagement ring shoppers. A broken bottle of Veuve lay on its side, which was just a waste. 

The glass-topped counters inside the store were mostly barren. Here, like in the front window, the displays were empty, but still neat and orderly, which seemed odd. But property theft was not my area of expertise, and the police had everything well in hand. It was time for me to go.

“Irma!” Renée Deschamps, the store’s owner, was slumped on the sidewalk beside the store, and she was crying.

“Are you all right, dear?” I said, crouching down beside her.

She looked at me with the same bewildered expression I’d seen on so many victims’ faces: ashen, all the blood pooled in their feet, the feeling that the world wasn’t exactly what they’d thought it was. 

She clutched at my arm, her breath coming in shallow gasps. In her fifties, she was prim and polished, with a figure she honed at the local barre studio, topped off by jewellery from her store. But right now she looked like a bird had nested in her hair, and she was barefoot. For a moment I wondered if someone had absconded with her Manolos too, but then I spied a pair of cherry red stilettos abandoned on the sidewalk in front of the store. 

“Oh, Irma, what’s going to happen to Sean?” She sobbed her words out, but I had pretty extensive experience translating for the semi-hysterical, so I caught most of it.

I’d almost forgotten Scooter’s real name. “I’m sure he’ll be fine,” I said. Mentally, I reviewed the last time I’d seen him. He lived above Charlotte’s garage and—I gasped. Charlotte. Scooter was her nephew, her late brother’s only child.

Thankfully, Renée didn’t notice. “He had, you know, zero experience as a security guard.” She dabbed at her eyes. “But his uncle asked me for a favour so I”—another sob—“hired him.”

“It’s not your fault, dear,” I said, my arm around her shoulders. Then she cried all over my shirt while dread lodged itself in my chest. 

After a few more shuddering breaths, she said, “It was so fast. The robber was here for maybe…three minutes? Four? The store was full of people, and he came in, shot a few times into the ceiling.” She pointed at the sky. “He made Sean take everything out of the display cases, and he did. So why would he want to kidnap Sean? He did what he was told!”

I held her hand and turned the same question around in my head until she stopped crying. I knew almost nothing about property theft, but I couldn’t imagine that jewel thieves were known for kidnap-murdering their victims. If they did, there’d be no one left to steal from.

But it bothered me, the robber taking Scooter.

When the police wanted to question Renée further, I made my way back to the restaurant. Charlotte and Emily were still there, dawdling over drinks. I was almost sorry to see that Snookie was gone. I was fired up enough now to give her a real run for her money.

“Car backfiring?” Charlotte said with a half-smile.

I looked from Emily to Charlotte. Then I put my hand on my friend’s arm. “I have some difficult news.” Her pale blue eyes widened, but the rest of her face stayed calm. She’d grown up under the umbrella of an old island clan and understood the importance of keeping up the family image in public. “Maybe we should go inside…”

She grasped her handbag and squeezed it as subtly as a lady of her station could without broadcasting her emotions. Then she looked me right in the eye.

“Charlotte. It’s Sean. Scooter.” I squeezed her arm a little. “There’s been a robbery at Renée’s. And…well, the bandit took Scooter with him.”

Emily gasped, her hands over her face. All I could see were wide eyes and purple hair. I returned my gaze to Charlotte. “I’m so sorry.” 

She looked somewhat nonplussed, which happened sometimes. Shock, denial, disbelief. Standard stuff. “You must be mistaken, Irma. Scooter isn’t working today.”

I pressed my lips together.

“He’s not working today,” she repeated, but she sounded less certain. “Are you…are you sure, Irma?”

I nodded. “I’m so sorry.”

“I see. Anything else?” 

“Well… That’s it, really.”

“Oh, thank goodness,” she said with a deep exhale. She glanced from me to Emily, then back again. “So, when will you get started?”

I blinked. “Started with what?”

“Finding him.”

I put my hand on her arm again. “The police are already there. They’ll take care of everything.”

That purse squished between Charlotte’s hands as she gave me a meaningful look, one that reminded me of all the favours she’d done for me over the years, the connective tissue that ran from my family to hers. “Chef Phillipe is making Scooter’s favourite meal for dinner tonight. So I’ll be needing him back by then.”

I examined her face to determine whether she was in shock or delusional, but it was neither. She was dead serious. Her pricey purse was now an accordion, and she didn’t even seem to care.

“And, really, we’re not going to allow people to run around kidnapping Van Oots. That would just not be proper.”

“Uh, Charlotte,” I started. Then I inclined my head at our other table mate. 

“Emily,” Charlotte said crisply, “Irma and I are going to have a little chat. Do you mind—”

“I can help,” Emily said enthusiastically.

I frowned. Why was an event planner so eager to involve herself in an employer’s private business? You’re retired. Knock it off, the good Irma whispered. I’d always had a good Irma and a bad Irma sitting on my shoulders. Recently, good Irma had become much bossier.

“Thank you so much, but I’m quite well,” Charlotte said kindly.

“Of course,” the young party planner said before taking her leave of us. 

“Charlotte,” I said once I was sure Emily was gone and no one else could hear us, “I don’t know a thing about crimes of this nature. I would just be in the way. We have to let the police do their jobs. If civilians ran around interfering in police business, the world would be nothing but chaos.”

“Well, I’m quite sure you know more than any of these uniformed whippersnappers. And how many times have you helped people on the island with their problems? Including myself.”

I held up a hand in protest. Charlotte was familiar with a sanitized version of my career but was somehow under the impression that I’d been some kind of vigilante. Like I was Jack Reacher in a girdle. “Those are just petty squabbles, Charlotte: a husband not paying child support, someone sticky-fingering a pair of old candlesticks. And really, all I do is threaten them a little, and then they cough the goods right up. It isn’t even a challenge, honestly. But armed robbery and kidnapping is serious business. I have no backup here, no team, no tools, no intel at all. It’s simply not possible. I’m so sorry.”

“Mhhmph,” she said tartly. “We are very proud of Scooter getting this job. He even has his own apartment in town now, so he can be close to work. He’s finally starting to find himself. I can’t let anything happen to him.” 

“Charlotte—”

“Irma,” she said, fixing me with her eyes. “Please?”

“I’m so sorry,” I said. Regret swirled inside of me, and I wondered if the look on Scooter’s face would haunt me like some of my other defeats. But I was a newly minted civilian, and it was time to start acting like one. 

Charlotte was now focused on something else. She’d always been completely incapable of winking, for some strange reason. Her winks always made her look like one of those dried-up apple dolls, the ones with eight million wrinkles. So she only winked on special occasions, generally when she was up to something.

Like right now. 

I tried to quell my unease when I saw her face scrunch up in my direction, but it was a challenge. She was a formidable woman. And something told me she wasn’t done trying to win this argument.






I got a car to take Charlotte—who winked at me yet again as she left—home. Then I popped by the police station to make a statement about the robbery before heading down to the wharf that ran parallel to Main Street so I could rendezvous with my current houseguest. I’d mentioned the local ice cream parlour to her recently, and she was very intent on visiting it.

It was a lovely walk, the day a perfect early summer tableau. I made sure no one was following me, as one does: checking behind me in the reflections from storefront windows, avoiding a few chokepoints, blending into the crowd. 

I spotted worker bees around Spa Lala, decorating the front of the shop with posters of tiny beavers on sailboats. The June regatta was just about to kick off, so displays of bucktoothed beavers with pirate hats were about to explode all over town. I couldn’t wait.

I found Violet Blackheart on a bench, her bare toes in the sun, the rest of her in the shade, her face jammed in a computer as usual. At least her feet were getting some vitamin D, which was nice. Without more sunlight in her life, the poor thing was definitely going to turn into a vampire. And I’d made it my mission this summer to make sure that didn’t happen.

“What was all that noise?” she asked. 

“Robbery, kidnapping, mayhem,” I said absently. The disappointed slump of Charlotte’s shoulders was going to stay with me for a while, I could tell.

“What?” Violet’s lovely amber eyes widened. She was a forty-three-year-old nerd who owned part of a Toronto tech company. There was little she didn’t understand about computers, which was why she was clutching that electronic gizmo in her hands so tightly while her wavy brown hair blew in the breeze. It was impossible to know what the rest of her looked like because she was always wearing baggy t-shirts and jeans, but I had to look up to talk to her, that I knew for sure.

“I just can’t figure out why he shot at me,” I muttered to myself. “I was unarmed, not a threat. Why—”

“What do you mean, unarmed? Why would you be armed? And who shot at you?”

“I chased the kidnapper a little. Not that much. But why didn’t he break into the store at night? He could have just picked the lock and helped himself.”

Horror was splayed across Violet’s face. “Are you all right?”

I patted her arm. “I’m fine, dear.”

“Good to know,” she said. “But how hard is it to pick a lock?”

“Not very. And—”

“See, Irma, it’s those kinds of comments that I struggle with. How would you know something like that?”

“I watch a lot of Matlock. Anyway, the thief could have come in from the alleyway. In the middle of the night, nobody would have been there. He could have been in and out in ten minutes.”

“Maybe he was an amateur?”

“Perhaps.” I fished around in my handbag. Drat. “Could I possibly borrow your cellular telephone?”

She extracted it from a belt holster like she was palming a gun, and adrenaline pulsed through me again before I called the ferry master. Since there were no bridges off the island, I’d memorized his number years ago. “Asif,” I said after he’d answered the phone with his usual sunny cheer, “Any news about that van from the robbery?”

He chuckled. It wasn’t the first time I’d called him with this sort of question, although I tried not to abuse his good nature. Thankfully, he thought I was just a nosy little old lady.

“The police called me about all that a while back, but I haven’t seen any white vans. No vans at all, actually.”

Of course, the hoodlum could have ditched the van and moved on to another vehicle. “Are you sure?”

“It’s been real dead today for some reason. I think most people came earlier in the week because the weather was so good.”

I probed him a little more until he remembered one group who’d come through: a gaggle of female senior citizens who’d claimed to be returning from a Prince Edward County wine tour. Asif even laughed when I quizzed him about them, which was somewhat adorable, but that was who I’d use if I was going to set up a crime like this. Nobody notices older women, and that’s a fact. I thanked him and rang off. 

It was possible, of course, that the thief had escaped by boat. There were numerous yacht clubs on the island, all of which accepted boaters from all over Lake Ontario. There were also several public boat launches and wharfs someone could have easily slipped out of. Not to mention all the private homes with docks behind their houses, and the local airstrip. The shoreline of Beaver Island was porous; lots of places to sneak in and out of without being seen. I’d certainly done so a fair bit when I was a teenager.

“Do you want to drive the boat home, dear?” I asked.

“No, thanks.” Violet smiled.

I put my hands on my hips. “Did you not tell me that you wanted to come for a visit and have a change of pace from your big city lifestyle?”

“Yes.”

“Did you not say you wanted to get out on the water?”

“No.”

“I could have sworn you said—”

“I did. But do you remember when I almost puked on your shoes the other day?”

She was right about that unfortunate incident, but I was intent on introducing her to the benefits of an aquatic lifestyle anyway. A Toronto-dweller, she’d spent her life steps away from Lake Ontario, but she was a certified landlubber. When she’d mentioned a while back that she was burnt out from work and needed vacation ideas, I’d decided to host her for a visit and introduce her to the concept of vitamin sea. She needed it; she was so pale and spindly, I was surprised she didn’t have rickets. As such, I was determined to imbue her with a love of boating that would help her survive her long days back at the office. I didn’t know her all that well, but anyone could see that she was a workaholic who pushed herself too hard. 

After a brief pit stop at the Brain Freeze Ice Cream Parlour—red velvet on a sugar cone for her and vanilla in a cup for myself—we walked back to the spot on the wharf where one of my favourite possessions was docked, a vintage 1955 Chris-Craft Barracuda speedboat. It was sleek and wooden, with seven coats of varnish and a souped-up motor courtesy of the island’s engine expert. 

Violet took a seat in the cockpit, and I shoved off after pulling on some driving gloves. The boat started up with a little purr.

As we motored out to the lake, I pointed out the lighthouse on the shore—as an engineer, she was always fond of seeing nerdy things—and we skidded over the waves as we circled the island. The harbours were teeming with watercraft, especially sailboats, but a lot of jet skis and the like as well. 

I smiled as I steered us over a bit of chop. The sun was shining, the spray was on my face, and something about being on the water made everything better in a way that was impossible to put into words. It was more something you felt in your bones, which was why you had to show someone the joy of leaving shore before they really understood it.

“Ir-maaa! Can we slow down, please?”

“Sorry, dear.” 

We passed the Beaver Island Country Club, referred to as the club by the island’s inhabitants. It was our crown jewel. Golf, tennis, boating, fine dining, extramarital shenanigans. And, apparently, it was where people who lied about their age—like Snookie Smith—let the air out of perfectly respectable people’s tires.

Violet’s cellular telephone rang. “Hello?” she shrieked, holding on to the side of the boat like she was about to fall overboard, which was a little theatrical of her. But she’d been disturbingly quiet for most of her visit, and it was nice to see her leveraging some melodrama. Helped get the blood pumping.

“It’s for you,” she yelled over the noise of the engine.

I throttled down. “Do you want to take the wheel?”

“That’s gonna be a no from me today, Irma!”

“I’ll have to call them back, I’m afraid. I can’t drive and talk at the same time.”

Violet fished in her backpack and pulled out a gizmo that she popped into my ear like it was a pacifier.

“Why, thank you.” Into the earpiece, I said, “Hello?” 

“Hey, Irma. It’s Julian.” 

Julian Harper was the main doctor at our town clinic, a lovely young man. I had high hopes that he and Violet could spend some quality time together this summer. 

“Julian, so lovely to hear from you, dear. How did you know to call Violet’s telephone?”

“No answer at your place.”

“Righto. What can I do for you?”

I heard a muffled noise, like he was putting his hand over the mouthpiece, before he said, “Scooter Van Oot is here. Charlotte said you’d want to know.”

Relief flooded through me before I took a minute to marvel at Charlotte’s machinations. After I’d popped her into that car, she must have called Julian so he’d know to reach out to me if Scooter showed up at the island clinic, winking all the while. 

Conflict raged inside me for a moment. I should leave it to the police. I should. I’d even said I would. What had happened today was completely out of my wheelhouse. There was no international intrigue, no borders to cross, no clandestine meetings to attend, no royal family members to protect. Just some sparkly things that had gone missing and a touch of kidnapping. And I had gerberas to plant and sailing to do, and I needed to shove as much boating and sunshine as possible into Violet while she was here. Plus, I was training for the island half-marathon. 

But…

“What’s his status? Is he talking?” I wasn’t getting involved. I’d just make sure Scooter was all right. That was all. 

“He’s been shot at close range. Small calibre weapon, looks like.” 

“Oh, my,” I said, dismay spiking inside me. “How bad?”

Julian let out a sigh. “His left lung has been nicked, but he’s in stable condition for now. We’ve treated the wound and given him a unit of blood and some pain management. They’re sending an ambulance from the mainland so he can get more comprehensive care at St. Rita’s.”

“Is he conscious?”

“Yes.”

“I see. How far out is the ambulance?”

“Twenty minutes, maybe less.”

“Have the police been in to see Scooter?”

“Yup. They just left.”

“I’ll be there directly, dear,” I said, spinning the boat around and heading back the way we’d just come.
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Lately, I’d been wondering how many ways Irma was going to try to kill me, and which one was actually going to succeed. Yesterday’s trek into a mosquito-infested forest—an excursion that somehow managed to be uphill both ways—had been a big contender. So far today, death by boat seemed to be winning, because I was hanging on to a tiny handle by my seat as Irma sped back into town. 

“Where’s the fire?” I asked, my teeth clenched. 

Irma stood behind the boat’s steering wheel while the wind buffeted her, a feat that would be challenging for a normal-sized person, but Irma was no normal person, not in height or any other way. I still wasn’t sure exactly what it was that she was retired from, but it wasn’t government supply chain management like she told everyone. I’d never seen a retired office worker foil a semi-mysterious plot on the way to dinner like Irma had last Friday. Didn’t even mess her hair up.

This was either the best or worst vacation I’d ever taken. I still wasn’t sure which, although that might be because I had almost no experience with vacationing. But Max had finally texted to tell me that the bank needed more time to consider our loan application, so my life’s work was still in a precarious spot. Spending my days being dragged around town by a tiny British ninja was even starting to seem like a pretty good distraction. 

We rounded a bend, water rooster-tailing out behind the boat. 

“The security guard who was kidnapped from that robbery, Scooter, just showed up at the clinic,” Irma said. She was wearing a crisp white golf shirt and pink pedal pushers that terminated halfway up her tiny toned calves, with tennis shoes. Her chin-length silver bob—with its natty sixties-style kerchief—fanned out glamorously in the wind behind her. I gave up on trying to snap another round of hair elastic over my curls. I probably looked like someone had run an eggbeater through my hair.

“So he’s been found. That’s good, isn’t it?”

“Quite.” 

“So why are we going back?”

“I just need to caucus with him briefly.”

“Oh, of course,” I said. “That sounds totally reasonable. Except why would you need to chit-chat with a recent crime victim?”

“My friend Charlotte Van Oot asked me to look out for him. I just want to see that he’s all right.” Then she mumbled something that was swept away in the wind.

Since Irma could teach elocution and deportment exercises without breaking a sweat, I could feel my eyes narrow. “What was that?”

“I’m just going to ask Scooter what happened,” she said, only slightly more clearly.

“Won’t the police do that?”

“I suppose,” she said, casting a glance at me. “Although police always get buried under all that paperwork. In any case, they’ve already spoken to him, so we won’t be interfering with anything. Isn’t that nice? It’ll just be in and out. I’ll get us home afterward in a jiffy, never you worry.” 

“No, really…” The boat, which had just launched into the air, came down with a thwack that made my spine rattle. “Just take your time.”

“We could use the trip back to teach you more about the boat. That would be nice, wouldn’t it?”

“No,” I said. “Remember the conversation we had about bodily autonomy and personal boundaries last week?”

“Not even a little,” Irma said cheerily. “We’re almost there. Would you mind tying us up?”

It was difficult to understand how we’d taken a twenty-minute boat ride in seven minutes and sixteen seconds, but it looked like that was exactly what had happened. Somehow. 

I still hadn’t quite figured out how Irma was able to bend both time and space to her will like a Jedi, but she meant well. Plus, I planned on figuring out what her secret was. Because if I’d been more like Irma, my life wouldn’t be the mess it was right now.





The clinic was like everything else on the island: pretty on the outside, with beautiful cornflower blue paint, large picture windows trimmed in white, a place purpose-built to be lovely and comfortable and welcoming. Even the bell over the door tinkled prettily as we entered the clinic. Irma was in front as always, after she’d checked the street up and down in her paranoid patrician way. 

The clinic’s reception area was awash in pale blues: the paint on the walls, the antique reception desk. The chairs were white and plush and comfortably understated. It even smelled nice. It was somewhere people came to get better. My doctor when I was growing up had worked out of a cramped third-floor walkup over a Mexican takeout joint that kept getting shut down for health code violations.

“Hello, Irma. Hi, Violet.” The pretty young receptionist—who I’d never met before in my life—greeted us. 

I tried to return her smile even though it felt creepy that everyone in town knew who I was. I was used to living in a city of millions, a place you could get lost in.

Irma marched up to the desk in her usual manner, half casual, half laser-focused. It was fascinating to watch. She tilted her head and smiled at the young Asian woman at the desk, whose black hair was blown out to perfection. Her nails were short but gel manicured, and her lipstick was the exact right amount of shiny. The poor kid didn’t stand a chance.

Irma leaned forward and murmured to the receptionist, whose name tag read Kendelle Chang. 

Kendelle looked slightly alarmed at Irma’s whispers, but I’d seen Irma get that reaction a lot during my visit, so maybe it was normal? The two of them chatted for a moment—urgent-sounding peeps coming out of Kendelle, a soothing undertone in Irma’s replies—but eventually, the receptionist motioned for Irma to follow her. 

I trailed behind them, not sure if I was uncomfortable because I wasn’t sure if I should go back to the reception area and sit down, or because that’s how I felt most of the time anyway.

At the end of the hallway, Kendelle stopped in front of an exam room, then slipped away. Irma opened the door, grabbed me, and had the two of us inside before I could blink.

I gulped. “In a rush?” 

“You never can be too sure who’s around,” she answered.

“Like who? Who would be around?”

Instead of answering, she muttered, “That poor girl.”

“Why?”

“Kendelle’s mother has blocked her on Instagram, apparently. I don’t know what that is, but it sounded serious. They haven’t spoken in a year.” 

“Ah,” I said as I took in the room. In front of us, the security guard lay in a hospital bed, tubes snaking out from under his gown, liquids humming into his veins. He looked like he was asleep, his plump form covered in blankets, his face covered by an oxygen mask. 

Irma sidled up to the IV stand and started eyeballing the display.

“Are you allowed to do that?” 

“Yes,” she said firmly, and I wondered how many pickles she’d gotten herself out of with that particular tone of voice. It helped that Irma looked like a glamorous—if tiny—old money socialite, even if the truth was probably a little murkier. 

The man on the bed made a noise. 

“What’s wrong with him?”

“Shot in the chest, the poor thing.”

“Geez.”

“Geez, indeed.” 

Beep.

“What’s he on?” I joined Irma in peering at the IV stand. All the equipment in the clinic looked state-of-the art, and the IV stand was no different. It was futuristic, with a sleek LCD panel covered in complex measurements and calculations, designed with clean lines and Scandinavian flair. VANOOT, SCOOT, the panel read as it pumped its liquids into the man on the bed.

“Propanifen.” 

“What’s that?”

“A morphine alternative.”

“How do you know that?”

“It’s made by OotCo. And I’ve had it,” Irma said. She finished examining the IV stand and placed a chair beside the bed, then pulled the security guard’s hand into hers in an almost tender gesture. “Scooter, can you describe the person who kidnapped you?”

His eyelids fluttered. After pulling the oxygen mask off his face, he said, “No. Had a…mask.”

“I’m so glad you’re all right, dear. Your aunt Charlotte has been very worried about you.”

He took in a deep breath. “Thank…you.”

“Do you know why the man took you with him?”

Scooter gave Irma a lopsided grin. “Needed me to…drive.” 

“How did you get free?”

He closed his eyes for a moment. “I…tried to get out at a stoplight and…fought…over the gun. Gun went off…twice…I got out. I think I shot him too.” His eyes shut again. “In the leg. Left leg.”

Irma stiffened. “Good for you, Scooter.” Then she put her hand on his arm and squeezed. “How did you get here?”

“Walked.”

“Good boy. Is there anything I can do for you?”

“Tell Aunt Charlotte…” He rubbed his forehead. “…late…for dinner.”

“Of course, dear,” Irma said.

The door flew open. Irma murmured her goodbyes to Scooter and greeted the newly arrived EMTs cheerily. I gave the figure on the bed a wave that looked and felt awkward before he was engulfed by the technicians and their preparations.

Dr. Julian Harper was in reception. “Irma! Violet,” he said, smiling warmly. 

“Hello, dear,” Irma said. “How are you?” She reached behind me like she was about to fling me into the doctor’s arms. 

After stepping out of her tiny clutches, I said, “Hey, Julian.”

“Hey, yourself,” he replied, the skin around his eyes crinkling. 

He was a fair bit taller than me, but I’d never minded looking up. Stop that. I tried to concentrate on his sandy brown hair instead of his height, his blue-green eyes, the freckles scattered over his face. A kind face. But I had no time for men with kind faces these days. 

“Did the police say anything when they were here?” Irma asked.

He glanced at the reception desk, which was currently unoccupied, before shaking his head. “I don’t know. It was pretty hectic when Scooter came in.” He scrubbed his hand over his face. “He was really out of it and in pain.”

“So the police said nothing about the kidnapper?”

“He had a ski mask on, from what I heard. I don’t know, Irma. I leave all that up to you.”

She splayed her hand on her chest as if to say Who, me? and they both grinned. I wasn’t sure if I should smile along with them, so I did nothing. It was generally the safest option.

From down the hallway, I heard shouting. Julian pushed forward, running into Scooter’s room. A nurse in blue scrubs raced in as well, her long black ponytail streaming out behind her. 

“What’s the situation?” Julian called. He was laser-focused as he snapped on a pair of gloves.

The closest EMT turned to him, his eyes wide. One of the machines was spitting out a high-pitched squealing noise. “We were getting him ready for transport and—”

“He’s coding!” Julian said before embarking on a rapid dialogue. 

The machines wailed. Irma and I stood at the door. I was so horrified I couldn’t move. Or feel my feet.

Scooter’s right arm was hanging over the side of the bed, his fingers slightly curled but still reaching for something. I kept watching that hand while they took measurements and barked out orders.

“I’ve got breath sounds,” Julian said. 

One of the EMTs slung a stethoscope around his neck as Julian disconnected the IV line and dropped the empty bag on the floor. Together, they moved the motionless body to the gurney, that hand still limp and lifeless. And it occurred to me, the skin on the back of my neck rippling with gooseflesh, that maybe this wasn’t a pretty place where people came to get better after all. 

One of the EMTs rolled the gurney toward the exit, the rest of the medical team on his heels. 
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I had two neighbours in my little cul-de-sac: a lovely Estonian expat who owned a beautiful fawn pug named Mr. Pugglesworth. And the other one, who thought I didn’t know she stole my lawn furniture every Saturday morning for her weekly book club meeting. She hadn’t shown up yet this summer, but I was remaining vigilant.

My nice neighbour, Mrs. Sepp, had six cats that sometimes ganged up on Mr. P, which was why he was staying with me tonight. 

Normally he was an excellent houseguest, but right now he was sitting on my chest at 4:07 in the morning, his tongue slurping up the left side of my face.

He whined after coming in for an eyeball lick that I blocked.

“Bad Mr. P!” I said, but my heart wasn’t in it after he gave me one of his googly-eyed pouts. “I’m sorry, my little sausage.”

He perked up somewhat but jumped off me and onto the floor. Since he was as sedentary as my upstairs houseguest, this was most surprising. But he kept going and waddled toward the door. 

As a general rule, I tried to take him with me on my morning runs to imbue him with even a modest interest in fitness, but I was suspicious that Mrs. Sepp was foiling my plans with excessive doggie treats. Perhaps I should just infiltrate her residence while she slept and hide them? It was something to noodle on.

At the door, Mr. P whined again.

“All right, dear.” I pushed the bedcovers back and sat up in bed. I was a little cranky; after Scooter had been whisked away via ambulance, I’d gone to sit with Charlotte at her place so we could wait for news together. She’d still had no update as of ten p.m., when another island doctor had come by and given her a sedative so she could sleep, the poor thing. Distraught wasn’t a strong enough word to describe her. She and her late husband—a lovely man—had never had children of their own, and they’d always doted on Scooter.

A little piece of my heart had shattered earlier in the day when she asked me to find the man who’d abducted her nephew. I wanted to help, but I was a civilian now, just like her. And if I’d wanted to keep on trying to save the world, I would have stayed in the spy business. Better guns. Shorter passport lines. Top-secret teas.

But that wasn’t all. Intelligence work was civilized. There were rules and etiquette and you knew who the enemy was. I had no experience with civilian crime-solving whatsoever. And no resources at all these days, sadly.

I got out of bed. I’d never shed the habit of wearing street-ready clothes at night, which was why I was wearing a t-shirt and a pair of trousers from one of my tracksuits as pyjamas. 

After flicking on a light, I pulled on some tennis shoes, assuming Mr. P wanted to take care of business. But instead of trotting to the back like he usually did, he started pawing at the front door. 

Like there was someone out there.

Suddenly, I was awake. The front door and all the windows were bulletproof, which was comforting, but it was never a good idea to be smug at this time of the morning. What if Mr. P’s canine senses had actually…sensed something? 

That’s enough. You’re a civilian now. You have to start acting like it.

The bad Irma grumbled about operational security and risk analysis but was otherwise silent.

“Come on, Mr. P,” I said. 

He jumped—jumped!—at the doorknob. My head went on a tilt, and I walked slowly toward the vestibule, which was framed on each side by two windows. Also bulletproof.

Through those windows, I could see a white van parked in front of my driveway, the front wheels partly in my laneway, partly squashing my pansies, the driver’s seat yawning open in the moonlight.

I scooped up Mr. P and brought him back to the bedroom. I plopped him on my bed before the little thing could snort and was at my gun safe three seconds later. It had two separate compartments, one for weapons, one for ammunition. It had been developed for me by an old colleague and required an eye scan, two combinations and a key I kept in a place that I’d never revealed to anyone. 

“You stay here, Mr. P,” I said, racking the slide on my favourite .32. “That’s a good boy.”

I shut the gun safe and the bedroom door behind me, locking both even though I had no intention of letting anyone get past me, and snatched up a camera and a pair of night vision goggles I’d picked up in Reykjavik years ago, then stuffed them into a knapsack, my heart pounding in my ears. 

I surveilled the scene, then made my way out the back door and around the side of my house. After ducking into a little alcove, I peered through the night vision glasses, which showed me a closeup of the driver’s side of the van.

A figure was slumped over the steering wheel. 

I had to remind myself to breathe. Holding my breath in challenging situations was a bad habit I’d never really been able to shake.

Scooter had said he might have shot his kidnapper in the leg, so that could be him. But was I sure the thief had acted alone? And why was he here, of all places?

It was not a good moment. My desire to be someone who planted gerberas and sailed and ran marathons and watched the sun set from my dock warred with the obvious fact that the robber had brought his problems all the way to my doorstep. And if he wasn’t just a thief, if he was something more, someone who was after me, the police weren’t going to be able to handle it. Plus, I’d known most of the local force for decades, and I didn’t want anything bad to happen to them.

I had to do something.

Crouching, I ran for cover behind my boxwood hedge. No movement up and down the street. No movement in the van. I surveilled the vehicle while I tried to regulate my breathing. It bothered me that the man was here. I’d had some field training in medicine, although he’d have no way of knowing that. So, what was he up to? After three deep breaths, I scooted over to the back of the van. 

I searched for my shuriken throwing star. The little gash it had opened above the van’s bumper was visible, but the star itself was gone. It had probably fallen off during the young man’s escape, which was a bother. It had been part of a matching set.

I crept around the side, my gun in my right hand.

Three more feet. 

Two. 

My heartbeat thudded in my ears.

One. 

I reached the front door.

A man was sitting in the driver’s seat, and blood that had clearly come from him had pooled on the floor of the van. I took his pulse: nothing. And he wasn’t breathing. He was still warm, though, and I took a quick look into and under the van to
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 Dead Calm, book two in the Beaver Island Mystery series



It’s summertime on Canada’s Lake Ontario, and there’s trouble on the horizon. When a remote-controlled tractor goes berserk at the ground-breaking for a new development, former British Intelligence agent Irma Abercrombie’s finely-honed paranoia goes into overdrive—and after a beloved local is murdered, she and her brainy houseguest Violet Blackheart are drawn into an island intrigue.


Violet gets to work on reverse-engineering a tractor hack while learning how to conquer her fear of the high seas. Irma flirts with the idea of getting closer to a dangerous ex-nemesis as she tries to untangle the identity of her friend’s killer. But can a retired spy and an intrepid (but nauseous) nerd track down a murderer? Only if they work together—along with their trusty canine sidekick, Mr. Pugglesworth.
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 High and Dry, book three in the Beaver Island Mystery series



After a local couple’s path to the altar is sabotaged, retired spy Irma Abercrombie and sun-deprived nerd Violet Blackheart get roped into sorting out the duo’s wedding woes—and all the bodies.


While Violet preps for her business partner’s island arrival—blender drinks at the ready—Irma secretly tries to track down Violet's former CFO...and her company’s former money. Along the way, Irma mulls on mixing business with pleasure, but struggles to sort out the rules for deadly septuagenarian singletons who are looking for a bit of romance.


With her trusty telescoping mirror and adorable (if untrainable) canine companion Mr. P, along with nerdy sidekick Violet Blackheart, Irma sets out to save a wedding, retrieve Violet’s missing funds, and find a killer.
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