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I

donned the unflattering helmet Jerry handed me and climbed on the back of his recently purchased Indian motorcycle with some trepidation. It wasn’t that I didn’t trust him, it was more that I had little experience riding a motorcycle as a passenger or a driver. I knew there were skills involved that required leaning with the curves in the road and I wasn’t sure I was up to it. What if I leaned the wrong way and made us crash? The model was called Indian Chief and his was painted shiny black. He’d had it customized to accommodate a passenger, but if my derrière were any wider it wouldn’t have worked. When he bought it, the company had been happy to add leather saddlebags to carry what we needed for our weekend away—for a substantial fee, of course. I was sure he’d put himself in debt but I also knew that this bike was something he’d dreamed about for a very long time.

“Are you set?” 

“I think so,” I answered, shifting my weight and resting against his back, but the engine drowned out my words as he put it in gear and we took off. 

I held on for dear life as he took curves at sixty miles an hour, racing east toward the coast and away from the town of Ames, Connecticut. I could feel his exhilaration but in me it translated more into terror as I watched the scenery spin by. This was the first time we’d taken a trip together and I had to admit that just beneath the fear was excitement. 

My friend Agnes was staying in my house while we were gone, promising to take care of Cutty my dog, and Mischief my cat. I’d even closed my occult shop, Tarot and Tea, to give us an extra day to explore the beach town of Watch Hill where we’d booked a room through Airbnb. It was Friday and we planned to stay until Sunday. Two glorious nights away with the man who had captured my heart a year ago.

“Want to stop at the casino?” Jerry yelled, turning his head so I could hear him.  

“No!” I called out. Foxwoods, the Mashantucket Pequot casino was like a town in itself and with the heat and humidity of this July day I was ready for the cool breezes of the ocean. The leather jacket Jerry insisted I wear for protection was too hot by far and I longed to take it off. 

When we stopped around eleven to get gas and find a place to eat, I slid off, feeling the strain in my thighs and lower back from the ride. I removed the helmet and ran fingers through my damp hair. “How much further?”

Jerry had just put the gas nozzle into the tank. “Maybe an hour?” 

Jerry was a homicide detective on the Ames police force and the two of us had been together for a little over a year now. We’d known each other for some time, had even dated in the past, but what finally brought us together was a case he was investigating, one in which I happened to be a ‘person of interest’, since the victim had purchased a book in my store the same day she was killed. The entire scenario became complicated further by all the strange coincidences surrounding the woman’s death, including her friendship with Lila, my mother, who had disappeared from Ames five years previously. 

That case of my mother’s dead friend led from my mother, to my father, whom I had never met, to my mother’s twin sister that I didn’t know she had, finally culminating with Agnes, my best friend, her ghost father, Douglas and a rather sizable inheritance that Agnes did not expect. And during the course of all of this Jerry and I had discovered how much we enjoyed each other’s company and puzzling out mysteries. My psychic skills combined with his detective abilities made us a good team, not to mention that the chemistry between us was exemplary. 

Jerry didn’t mention any of this to his fellow cops knowing it wouldn’t have gone over well if he explained that his girlfriend could talk to ghosts. Lately nothing much had happened in Ames other than a few burglaries and traffic accidents. I was itching for a real murder to sink my teeth into, but also happy to settle for a romantic weekend away. 

We ate at the Dairy Queen, chomping down food I would never consider any other time, including a soft serve milkshake. When we got back on the bike I put my arms around Jerry’s waist and we took off with a backfire and a cloud of black smoke. 

It was two in the afternoon before we rolled into the wealthy beach resort of Watch Hill. Once we drove through the town of Westerly, six or so miles away, we took the scenic route along the water, driving by elegant mansions that could house dozens, each one unique in its design of stone or wood and looking like European castles. They all sat on the ocean side of the road and were surrounded with lawns the size of golf courses, some lined with trees and some sporting swimming pools filled with azure water sparkling in the sunlight. 

As we edged closer to town the road curved away from the ocean, meandering through narrow streets filled with holiday goers. The buzz of mopeds, purr of sporty convertibles and whizz of bicyclists melded together into a clamor that said ‘weekend away’, the crowded streets slowing us to a crawl. Here the houses were somewhat closer together, but still enormous, with cupolas and glassed-in porches. Some of them had been around before cars, the carriage houses now remodeled into guesthouses. We drove by the magnificent Ocean House Hotel where room prices began at three hundred dollars and went up from there. It had first opened its doors in 1868. The newly rebuilt monolith sat on a bluff overlooking the Atlantic Ocean, the view spectacular. Beyond the hotel the road narrowed and curved downhill to the right, heading by the Flying Horse Carousel, originally erected in the late eighteen hundreds, and then dropping us into the Bay Street village by the Watch Hill Yacht Club. 

Jerry pulled into the parking lot and cut the engine. “What do you think? Take a walk on the beach and go for a swim?”

I brightened immediately, pulling off the hot jacket and helmet. “I have my bathing suit on under my clothes.”

He raised one eyebrow, a unique ability that I found very sexy, and then his gaze went from my T-shirt to the cut-off shorts I was wearing. “I thought, maybe...” he began.

I knew that look and what lay behind it. “That we’d go skinny-dipping? Do you think there’s a secluded beach in this town? Look around, Jerry, and tell me what you see.”

Jerry scanned the crowded parking lot, the cars rolling slowly by the shopping strip and restaurants, the people in bathing suits going in and out of the stores and the yacht club and heading toward the cabanas. He made a face. “Maybe there are less people out by the point.”

Napatree Point was a spit of land that stuck out beyond the harbor, separating it from Fishers Island Sound on the other side. Most beach-goers hung closer to the village where the water was calmer.

“What do we do about our stuff?” I asked, gazing down at the expensive customized leather bags he’d purchased.

“They lock, Summer. It would be pretty hard for someone to get them off.” He looked around at the assortment of Mercedes, BMW’s, and Porsches in the lot.  “And besides, who here would care to steal our stuff?”

I pulled off my T-shirt to reveal my brand new black bikini top bought especially for this trip, watching Jerry take off his leathers. He stood around six feet tall with a solid body and broad shoulders. His brown hair was windblown, his face dark from the sun. Even after a year I still got a little thrill when I looked at him.

When his gaze met mine his mouth quirked. “And what are you thinking about?” he asked, stuffing his leathers into one of the bags.

“Nothing,” I answered, looking away. Maybe it was the heat or maybe it was because we were away from Ames and all our responsibilities, but right now I wanted to run my hands all over his naked body and have him run his over mine. I thought about the privacy of water. “Let’s go,” I said, pulling him across the parking lot toward the dunes in the distance. 

The sand was hot and I ran toward the surf, slowing to a walk once I reached the shallow water and sea-drenched packed sand. Seagulls wheeled in the sky above us, the calls strident as they begged for food. I saw one steal some bit of sandwich or cracker, rising into the air as a child of about five chased after it. A lot of people were out today, the high-pitched cries of children, barking dogs and the thunder of waves crashing suddenly on the beach mingling into a summer medley in my mind. I jogged up the beach away from the crowd, heading toward the barrier beach and the point. 

“Wait for me!” Jerry called, hurrying to catch up. He grabbed my hand.

A few people were meandering around the fort in the distance taking pictures. Fort Mansfield, or what was left of it, had been a coastal artillery installation built around the turn of the nineteenth century. It stood at a curve in the narrow peninsula and beyond it was Sandy Point, a thirty-five acre island that had been turned into a nature reserve. Until the 1938 hurricane these two landmasses had been connected, but now the ocean raced between them, a hazardous place for boats. Once we reached the ruins we continued on, searching for a more private place to swim.  

The wind came up suddenly, whipping our hair and sending stinging sand against our skin. I bent my head and watched the sailboats coming in, sailors hurriedly bringing down the sails as they navigated from ocean to bay looking for moorings. The staccato blast of the horn took my attention—skippers calling the harbormaster to bring them to shore. 

The peninsula ended and I raced down to the beach away from Jerry, plunging into the cold water. He was right behind me and I heard his shocked cry as he dove in. We swam out beyond where the waves were breaking and then floated lazily on our backs for a while until Jerry grabbed me and pulled me under the water. 

I opened my eyes as he pressed against me, our lips meeting in a kiss. Everything was green and translucent, sunlight slanting through the water and casting rippling shadows across our skin. We bounced together as waves moved past, our bodies undulating loosely like flotsam. I could hear the deep muffled rumble of the waves, see the tendrils of my honey-colored hair waving like seaweed, feel Jerry’s body bumping against mine. His leg hooked around one of mine as his hands moved under my bathing suit top. I felt it slip off and drift away. We rose to the surface laughing and gasping. 

“My top!” I yelled, trying to locate it. Jerry grinned as I dove to find it. I let the waves take me closer into shore hoping it was being washed along with me, but when I reached the beach I didn’t see it. I searched in the shallows, trying not to expose myself, but when I looked around there were no people close by. 

I giggled when I felt Jerry’s leg press against mine, turning to grab him, but when my fingers closed around something squishy I let out a shriek that could have been heard back in Ames. It was not Jerry’s leg. It was the arm of a person who was very dead. 

Jerry swam toward me. “What’s the matter?” His gaze went from my horrified expression to the body at my feet. The woman looked almost alive as she moved gently in and out, slack limbs undulating as the tide rose and fell. But the grayish cast to the skin, the bluish lips and the tangled hair filled with seaweed told a very different story.  
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erry grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the water and then went back to check the woman’s pulse. In my opinion it was patently obvious she was dead. I stood on the sand watching him, my arms crossed over my bare chest. 

“You didn’t bring your phone along, did you?” he asked, looking up.

“No. I left it in the saddlebags. I didn’t want to chance getting sand or seawater in it.”

“We need to call the Westerly police.”

An orange silk dress that spoke of money clung to her body, her golden red hair obviously from a bottle, but a good bottle. “Should we drag her out?”

Jerry shook his head. “If I start messing around the local constabulary will be mightily miffed. This isn’t my jurisdiction.”

“And yet we discovered the body,” I said a bit plaintively.

“You want to be in on this, don’t you?” he asked, straightening. His gaze met mine, the corners of his mouth turning up in a conspiratorial smile.

“Yes,” I admitted. “But as soon as the local police get here we’ll be locked out.”

Jerry frowned, looking down at the body. “I’m going to pull her out and look her over. The tide would have pushed her onto the sand in a half hour or so. I’m just helping it along,” he rationalized.

He slid his arms carefully under her shoulders and pulled her forward until her body rested on the sand. There was a jagged cut on her upper back that had stopped bleeding some time ago. Other than that I couldn’t see any bullet wound, ligature marks around her neck or anything to indicate how she was killed. 

“This could be accidental,” Jerry said, crouching next to her. He picked up a small twig and lifted one side of her gown to expose one shapely leg. Her skin was puckered and white from being in the water. One high-heeled sandal still clung to her right foot. 

“Can you tell how long...?”

“Not long. The fish haven’t nibbled on her yet.”

“Ugh.” I knelt on the sand on her other side, searching carefully for clues. “She’s wearing a necklace.” I leaned close to examine the thick gold torq embedded with amber stones and seed pearls.

“Hmm. And earrings to match.” Using the twig Jerry pushed her heavy wet hair back from her pale cheek. “Young and beautiful.” He looked up at me.

“If you can be considered beautiful when you’re dead.”

“Oh, you definitely can if the body is left intact and not much time has gone by. Summer, can you run back to the bike and get my cell phone?”

“Jerry, did you not notice that I’m practically nude here?”

Jerry looked up, seeming to register my lack of bathing suit top for the first time. “Oh yeah. Take a look down there in the surf,” he said, pointing toward the beach closer to town. “The tide’s moving that way.”

“I’m not going far,” I said grumpily, moving along in the shallow water with my arms crossed in front of me. I kicked my feet through the water thinking about Jerry in cop mode. It was like his focus was so pointed that nothing could intrude. I’d seen it on more than one occasion and it didn’t bode well for our romantic interlude. 

A second later I spied my top lying with a bunch of seaweed that had just washed up on the beach. I picked it up and rinsed it in the water and then tied it back on before walking to where Jerry still crouched next to the body. “Keys?” I held out my hand.

He reached into his hidden bathing trunk pocket and handed them to me without looking up. I could be buck-naked doing an erotic dance right in front of him and he wouldn’t notice. A dead body was way more interesting.

When I got back from retrieving his phone I noticed that Jerry had turned the woman onto her back. “What happened to not messing with the crime scene?” I asked, handing him his phone.

“I had to check the front. Look at this.” Her lightweight spaghetti strap dress had slipped down, exposing one small breast. She was very thin, the outlines of her ribs prominent.  He pointed to bruising across her upper chest and ribs.

I looked closer. Her upper arms had bruises as well.

“Strapped down?”

He shook his head. “The ones on her chest either came from bouncing against something in the water or being beaten. They’re recent and I wouldn’t be surprised if they were connected to how she died. The ones on her arms could indicate being held too tightly.” He dialed 911. 

By the time the cops arrived Jerry had dictated notes into his phone and taken pictures of the body. I sat on the edge of the dunes watching the actions of the local police and Jerry’s expressive gestures as he spoke to them. He was very Italian in that way. 

It was at least a half hour before they loaded her onto a gurney and took her away. In the meantime two cops combed through the water searching for anything suspicious. I saw one of them pick up her other shoe and stuff it into an evidence bag.

“I’m hoping they let me consult on this one,” Jerry said, sitting on the sand next to me. “Since I was first on the scene it’s only right.”

“So discovering a body gives you some special privilege? If you want to get technical I was one who found her,” I said, my tone somewhat petulant.

Jerry jerked his head around to look at me. “What’s going on with you?”

“You’re leaving me out, Jerry. I thought we were a team.”

“Have you had any visions?”

“No, but that doesn’t mean I won’t. And besides, I have eyes.”

He looped an arm around my shoulders. “Sorry. I know how I get.”

“I just hope this doesn’t ruin our vacation.”

Jerry grinned. “I have plans for you, Summer McCloud, and no pesky murder will change that, believe me.”

We headed to where we’d parked the bike and Jerry unlocked the saddlebags filled with our stuff. We carried the bags up the street to the Airbnb, and checked in. By the time we emerged from our room again the sun was low on the horizon. 

Jerry turned to me. “I need to talk with the police. You don’t mind, do you?”

“As long as you take me out to a dinner afterwards.”

He grinned. “No problem.”

When we reached his bike Jerry took out the card the head detective had given him and punched the address into his phone. He stuck ear buds in his ears to hear the nav before slipping the phone into his jacket pocket. Since Watch Hill was part of the town of Westerly, and very small, there was no precinct here. The police department was a few miles outside the Westerly downtown business district and close to the tiny airport. 

This time we took another route out of Watch Hill and followed the main drag, making lefts and rights that I couldn’t keep track of until we reached the brick building that housed the police department. I followed Jerry inside and waited while he consulted with the duty cop at the desk. 

“He says I can go down to the morgue.”

“What about me?”

Jerry shook his head. “You’ll have to wait here. Sorry.”

I picked up a magazine and thumbed through it but my mind was on that woman and what could have happened to her. I saw a boat in my mind, a sort of luxury yacht that had sails. There was a party going on and...I saw her in a huge stateroom amongst several other couples dressed in evening gowns and tuxedos. She fit in perfectly with her elegant orange silk gown. She was laughing, her head thrown back, her long white neck showing off the gold torq she wore. She had on high-heeled gold sandals and was holding a glass of champagne in her right hand. Her eyes were the color of seaweed, a sort of greenish brown, red-gold hair cascading down her pale back nearly to her waist. A man stood beside her—hooded eyes the color of onyx—he leaned over her in a protective or possibly controlling manner, his hand on the small of her back. When she turned to him he didn’t smile, a frown of annoyance appearing between his dark brows. He shook his head slightly as if to warn her. A second later her laugh had changed to a startled expression, her eyes wide as she gazed at something or someone in the distance. Her shoulders slumped as she moved in that direction...

“Summer? Summer!”

I blinked to see Jerry staring down at me. 

“Where were you? Your eyes were wide open and glazed over. Very creepy, I have to say.”

“I had a vision. I was thinking about that woman—and then I saw her on a sailboat. There was a party and she was with some guy...she was afraid of someone, Jerry.”

“The medical examiner thinks she drowned, but he has to do a few more tests.”

“What about the bruising?”

“Don’t know yet.” Jerry sighed and sat on the bench next to me. “I don’t think they’re thrilled with my involvement.” 

“Jerry, that guy I saw in my vision could have killed her. But who was she? Did they identify her?”

Jerry ran a hand across his chin. “They don’t know anything yet.”

“I say we start with any fancy boats that had parties in the last couple of days. Come on. Let’s go get a newspaper.” I grabbed his hand and pulled him to his feet. 

“Can we get some lunch before you go into sleuthing mode?”

“It’s after six, silly. Don’t you remember our delicious Dairy Queen lunch?”

“I’m used to my cop lunch that comes around four in the afternoon.”

We drove back to Watch Hill and parked the bike and then picked up a copy of the Westerly Sun. “Let’s eat in here,” I suggested, pointing to the Olympia Tea Room. The restaurant, built in 1916, was now simply called Olympia and sat in the middle of the block of stores. “Mom brought me here when I was little.”

“Really? I didn’t know you’d ever been to Watch Hill before.”

“Mom knew some people around here. I can’t remember too much about it—I think they lived in Misqaumicut.”

“Where the poor folks live?” He laughed.

“No, Jerry. Misqaumicut may not be as fancy as this but it’s a very cool place. Mom used to go to clubs and dance.”

“I know all about Misquamicut. Where were you when your mom was dancing?”

“In the car sleeping.”

“Righto. Somehow I can’t see you staying put.” He shook his head and smiled. “God, you must have been an impossible kid.”

“I may have followed her in once or twice but I was a good kid!” I protested. “What about you, Mr. Perfect?” I said, moving close.

He grabbed me and pulled me against him. “Want to skip dinner?” he whispered.

“No. I’m starving. Are you trying to get out of paying?”

I noticed we were attracting attention and pulled out of his arms. “People are staring,” I hissed. 

Jerry smirked. “What do I care? I don’t live here.” He grabbed my hand and headed into the restaurant.

We sat in a dark wooden booth next to a window. I could see my reflection in the glass and tried, unsuccessfully, to do something about my tangled hair. It already seemed lighter from the sun, the lights from the restaurant turning some of the light-brown strands golden. My cheeks were bright red. At least my pale rose cotton sundress looked crisp and clean. I admired the little pearl buttons on the tight bodice, my fingers going to their smooth surfaces. In the window I noticed Jerry behind me, his gaze appraising. 

“You look good,” he said. “I like that dress.”

I turned. “You really are back in the land of the living,” 

Jerry smiled and took my hand across the table. “I’ll try and stick around for a while, if that’s okay.”

I ordered flounder and Jerry ordered lobster, the two most expensive meals on the menu. We drank crisp white wine and talked about the dead woman in hushed tones. I opened the paper and scanned through it for news of local happenings. When I found a headline about a society wedding held on board a boat I held the paper out. “Look at this.”

Society locals, Buffy Slade and Drake Long, were married Thursday night aboard Seaweed, a yacht owned by the infamous entrepreneur, Douglas Rankin. It was a gala affair attended by several senators and their wives as well as the crème de la crème of Watch Hill society. Guests invited to the event from out of town were housed in our very own luxury hotel, The Ocean House, where the rehearsal dinner took place Wednesday evening. According to locals the festivities on board went on long into the wee hours, music drifting across our little burg and reminding those not in attendance of their ill fortune. 

Bride and groom are both Watch Hill residents and plan to honeymoon on board Seaweed for the next few weeks, taking a cruise to Bermuda.  Buffy was lovely in a Vera Wang gown of ivory silk and Drake was in tails designed by Ralph Lauren. The four bridesmaids were stunning in orange silk. Seaweed is due to leave for Bermuda on Sunday. 

A grainy picture was included but it was hard to see faces.

“That’s got to be it,” I said, once Jerry read through the short blurb. “I bet there are better pictures somewhere. Maybe we could locate the wedding photographer.”

“The dead woman has to be in a picture or two,” Jerry agreed. 

“How do we find the photographer?”

“Call the paper, they’ll know. The boat’s still here,” Jerry continued, gazing at me with one eyebrow raised.

“Do you think there’s evidence aboard?”

“It depends where she was killed, but the fact that she washed up on the beach certainly indicates that it happened aboard Seaweed.”

“When do you think they’ll figure out who she is? Because if it’s before Sunday that boat’s grounded.”

Jerry nodded. “I wonder if I can finagle some way to get on board.”

“Do you have your badge along?”

“Yeah, but I can’t go barging in there with my badge out—for one thing I need a search warrant and for another I’m not a local cop.”

“Break in?”

“Good luck with that. I’m sure that boat is well guarded.”

I sat back and took a long drink from my glass. “A diversion?”

Jerry watched me, his mouth quirking up at the corners. “What kind of diversion did you have in mind?”

I shrugged. “I’ll think of something.” 

“First we need to locate the photographer and see if your vision was right. After that we’ll figure out where that boat’s moored. It may be over in Stonington or Mystic for all we know.”

I nodded and signaled for the waitress. “Can you tell me where Seaweed is moored?”

The dark-haired young woman stared at me with her lips pursed. “Seaweed and that society wedding have been the talk of the town,” she said in an exasperated tone. “The happy couple came in for lunch just the other day. She’s out there—biggest boat in the harbor.” She pointed toward the dark water behind the yacht club. 

“Here in Watch Hill, then?”

“Where else?” she said, turning away.

“So which one is she?” I whispered after she was gone.

“I’m sure we can find out, especially if she’s the biggest boat out there. Do they have rowboat rentals around here?”

“Jerry, she’ll be locked up tighter than a drum. How do you propose we get in?”

“I don’t need to get in. I just want to get on deck. That woman was bruised before she was pushed off that boat and she had a cut on her back from something sharp.”

“Why don’t we go to the police? I don’t have to say I had a vision—we can just ask them if she could have been involved in the wedding party. She was certainly dressed to the nines.”

Jerry leaned toward me across the table. “If this was as big a social event as the waitress intimated they might want to keep it under wraps until they know more. I suggest the photographer first. Then we can go to the precinct with our own evidence and see how they behave.”

I nodded. “You always know when people are lying.”

He grinned. “I had a good teacher. My mom always knew when we kids lied to her. When I was in my twenties I asked her how she knew and she said there’s always a tell, whether it’s the direction of where the eyes go or some other kind of nervous twitch.”

When dinner arrived we ate like we were starving, washing it down with a second bottle of wine. When the bill came Jerry paid it and then we left the Olympia arm and arm. “So first thing in the morning we call the paper?” Jerry asked as we strolled in the direction of our cottage. 

A warm breeze tinged with the scents of roses and the sea ruffled my hair. I pushed my hair behind my ears, my gaze going to the yacht harbor and the moon that had just appeared. It was waxing, probably a week away from full. I felt Jerry press against me, looping his arm tighter around mine. I turned to him. “And then we pay a visit to the photographer?”

Jerry nodded. “And if he’s there and cooperative we borrow a photo or two to take down to the police—either that or take him or her with us.”

“Sounds like a plan to me,” I said. The weekend was taking an interesting turn, I thought to myself—a murder to investigate and, if Jerry kept his promise, a very special night to look forward to. 

As soon as we were inside our room and the door was closed Jerry’s gaze met mine. “So, my little amateur sleuth, are you ready to be ravished?”

I smiled. “I love that word and all it implies.” 

Jerry’s fingers were warm on my skin as he began to unbutton the front of my dress. He pushed the straps off my shoulders, and bent to kiss my neck. I moved my arms and the dress fell to the floor. By now I was breathing hard and when he reached around my back to unhook my bra a tingle went through my entire body. He was adept at this, accomplishing it with one hand as the fingers of his other hand moved lightly across the skin that was now exposed. He kissed me a few seconds later and then we were on the bed, and somewhere in between all that he’d managed to get his own clothes off. Jerry was always very single-minded in whatever he was engaged in, and at this moment I highly appreciated the deliberation he applied to the job at hand.
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stretched, wiggled my toes, and opened my eyes, noticing a narrow band of sunlight peeking between the drawn curtains. It was so nice to be away from the shop and all my responsibilities for a couple of days. And it was another sunny day! I rolled over and reached for Jerry but he was not beside me. The bathroom door was open and no sound came from within. I sighed and pushed off the rumpled bed and stumbled into the bathroom. I was in the shower when I heard the door thump closed. I stuck my head out of the shower. “Jerry?”

“I got coffee,” he called back.

I wrapped a towel around my body and found a smaller one for my hair and headed into the bedroom. “Where did you find coffee?” I asked, holding my hand out for the paper cup.

“Ice cream shop next to the carousel.”

“Bless you,” I said, sitting on the edge of the bed and taking a sip.

Jerry smiled, meeting my gaze. “I already called the paper and found out the photographer’s name. It’s Dan Franklin and his studio is in Westerly.”

I yawned hugely. “What time is it?”

“Nearly ten. You’re a good sleeper.”

“We were up half the night, what do you expect?”

“Are you complaining?”

I laughed. “No complaints here.”

“I have to call Mr. Franklin and make sure he’ll be there. I doubt he’s had time to deliver the wedding pictures yet.”

“It should be faster with digital.”

“He may not use digital—lots of professional photographers don’t. After we see him we can go by the station and find out how she died.”

“You are definitely in full cop mode this morning.” I pulled the towel off my wet hair and shook my head.

“Being with you energizes me—plus a good murder to whet my appetite. I woke up way too early but I figured we could take a nap later.” He gazed at me, one eyebrow raised. 

I glanced at him and then let my towel drop before searching for clean underwear in my suitcase. I saw the expression that appeared on his face and turned my back, quickly pulling on underwear. 

He made a face. “You’re a tease, Summer.”

“I am not! I’m merely dressing. Now where can we get breakfast?” I buttoned my capris and pulled a T-shirt over my head, smiling over my shoulder as I went ahead of him out the door.

“How about the Ocean House for breakfast?”

I stared at him in disbelief. “Are you kidding? It’ll cost a mint!” 

“It might not be so bad. Let’s at least check it out.”

We ate at the Seaside Terrace, a swanky outdoor restaurant connected to the Ocean House and overlooking the Atlantic Ocean. The prices were high but it was worth it for the view and the ambience. I did feel somewhat underdressed in my jean capris and T-shirt, but at least my T-shirt was a nice one and actually ironed. But the best thing about it was the conversation we overheard concerning the recent wedding aboard Seaweed. Good thing my hearing was acute. 

There was a dark-haired man seated behind us, and with him a very stylish blonde woman wearing a wide-brimmed sun hat and sunglasses. 

“From what I heard it might have happened when they were cruising around Fishers,” the woman whispered, “I haven’t seen a thing on the news but when the boat came in she wasn’t on it.”

“Was she the foreign one? I couldn’t understand a word she said.”

“Buffy met her in Paris a couple of years ago. They went to the Sorbonne together.”

“So what happened?” he asked, leaning closer. 

“No one knows but from what Debra said she’s just gone. And the guy she was with left for New York right after the wedding.”

“If it was foul play it would be all over the news.”

“You’d think so, even if it was an accident, but there were some definite VIP’s on that boat. Maybe it got hushed up.”

“She probably got drunk and went for a swim. I’m sure she’s safe and sound.”

“Debra told me that Yvonne couldn’t swim.”

Jerry looked at me, his eyebrows raised. A second later the couple rose and left the restaurant. “Whoa—that was some conversation. I hope they didn’t know we were eavesdropping.”

“I have better hearing than ninety-five percent of the people on the planet,” I said, picking up my coffee cup. 

“I could hear them too,” Jerry said, frowning. “I hope they weren’t deliberately spreading false information. Do you think they might know I’m a cop?”

I grinned. “With that outfit, your sunburned face and hair standing up as though you rolled around in bed all night? I highly doubt it.”

Jerry ran his fingers through his hair and looked down at his faded turquoise polo, khaki shorts and sandals. “What’s wrong with my outfit?”

“Today you do not look like a cop, Jerry. Believe me.”

“We know her name now, at least. I wonder what the ME will have to say this morning.”

Once we left the restaurant Jerry pulled out his cell phone and called the photographer. Lucky for us Dan would be around his studio for another hour or so. 

We knocked on an inset blue painted door in a building that looked to be at least a hundred years old, it’s weathered white paint peeling. The glass in the front mullioned windows was wavy, indicating how old it was. When the man answered Jerry explained who we were and why we were there. 

The man looked slightly startled, as though he wasn’t sure if he should trust us, his furtive gaze going up and down the street. “Yes, I did the Long wedding. Why do you ask?”

Jerry flashed his badge and
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