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      Anna and her friends stepped off the modest but cozy yacht and onto a steel dock at the Seagull Cove Yacht Club.

      After a few hours of breathing fresh ocean air beneath the early June sunshine with Sonja, Ruthie, and Rosie, she felt rejuvenated.

      Sonja turned toward Ethan, her handsome longtime friend with thick brown hair and a rich tan that most people didn’t have until late summer. “We’ll get a table and meet you in the restaurant.”

      Ethan gave her a curt wave. “Don’t wait for me to order food. I have to take care of something out on the water real quick, but I’ll be back within a half hour.”

      Their footsteps echoed as the women walked down the dock and toward the deck.

      “I can’t thank you enough for inviting us today, Sonja,” Ruthie said. “It’s nice to break away before the tourists and summer residents descend upon Seagull Cove.”

      All four women were small business owners in town. Ruthie owned The Book Cove, which was a few doors down from Anna’s ice cream shop, Bella’s Dream; Sonja owned Cove Coffee, just next door; and Rosie ran the Inn at Seagull Cove at the top of the cliff behind Main Street.

      “My parents have been friends with Ethan’s family since before we were born, so we go way back. When he invited me out today, I thought you ladies might also enjoy a day on the water.”

      Rosie smirked. “I think what Ethan had in mind was to take you out alone. As in, on a date.”

      Anna put a friendly arm around Sonja’s shoulders. “She’s right, you know. It was pretty obvious that he would have preferred to have your attention all for himself.”

      Sonja let out a deep breath. “I know. But we’ve been friends for years, and I don’t know if I’m willing to risk that by dating him. Besides, it could be awkward for our families if things didn’t work out.”

      “So, you took us along for the day as a buffer?” Anna asked.

      Sonja’s cheeks, which were already pink from the sun, grew brighter. “I suppose you could say that. But I also wanted to spend the day with you three. Don’t hate me because I can multitask.”

      Anna playfully punched Sonja’s shoulder.

      “She’s right about one thing. We don’t spend enough time together,” Rosie said.

      “And this was so fun. Thanks for inviting us,” Ruthie added.

      “Can anyone stay for an early dinner?” Sonja asked when they arrived at the wooden staircase that led to a deck dotted with tables, chairs, and blue umbrellas. “The restaurant at the yacht club serves the best lobster rolls, and it looks like there are plenty of outdoor tables available.”

      “Ooh, I haven’t had one yet this year,” Anna said. “Count me in.”

      “I wish I could join you, but I have to get back to my bookstore,” Ruthie said. “Some of my employees are still new summer hires, so I’m afraid to leave them alone much longer.”

      “I have to get back to the inn,” Rosie said. “It’s Friday, and I like to be there when my weekend guests check in. But thank you for a lovely afternoon. We’ll connect again soon.”

      Anna and Sonja went inside to change out of their bathing suits and beach cover–ups, and into some sundresses. On their way through the lobby, Anna noticed the hostess bringing a bowl outside and putting it on the ground.

      “It can’t be,” Anna said, following the young woman and peeking outside. Sure enough, her orange feline friend, Casper, was trotting over. “I can’t believe that cat ventures out this far. He has friends everywhere.”

      Sonja chuckled. “Now I don’t feel so bad for the days I don’t remember to give him a snack.”

      They changed, then got a seat on the deck. Anna leaned back and took a deep breath. “It’s so peaceful by the water. This is one of the biggest perks of living in Seagull Cove.”

      They each ordered a lobster roll with French fries and watched the boats coming and going while they waited for their food. Vessels of all sizes dotted the calm waters. Anna pointed to the largest one. “Look at that yacht. The owner must be loaded.”

      “It’s owned by a local businessman, Bernard Davenport. He’s super rich. He owns a chain of local fast food restaurants called The Burger Pit. Ethan can’t figure out how the guy runs three restaurants and still finds so much time to sail.”

      The sleek yacht disappeared behind some rocks that jutted out from the coast to their right.

      “Maybe he has a large staff,” Anna said.

      “Look, there’s Ethan’s right behind him,” Sonja said, as they watched his boat disappear behind the rocks a short distance behind the larger one.

      “He’s cute,” Anna said. “He’s got that carefree surfer vibe going on. But I can understand why you’d be hesitant to start anything if you’ve been friends since childhood. That’s a tough call.”

      “It would be so awkward if something went wrong, especially now that we’re both back in town to stay.”

      “How come you never dated before?” Anna asked.

      Sonja shrugged. “We both lived out of town for years, so we didn’t see each other much.” She smiled. “And I guess you could say that he took a while to grow up. I always thought he was kind of a playboy and not really dating material.”

      “Was he?”

      “Probably not. He did drop out of college to sail around the world, which I thought was a red flag at the time. But according to my parents, he just took a while to figure out what he wanted to do with his life.”

      “College isn’t for everyone,” Anna said.

      “That’s true. A few years ago, he bought a small yacht and started a day charter business. He’s hoping to eventually purchase a larger boat and expand his operations.”

      “It sounds like he’s living his best life,” Anna said. “I like him. If you have feelings for him, I think you should give him a chance.”

      Sonja smirked. “Look who’s calling the kettle black. You have two handsome men interested in you, and you haven’t done a thing about it. And don’t tell me that you don’t have time because of your new business. You’ve had your ice cream shop for more than a year now.”

      It was true that Anna used her business as her excuse for not dating. But it was mainly just a cover story. The real reason was that she wanted to focus her energy on bringing her sister, Bella, home. She couldn’t tell her friend that her sister was alive, and she had to admit, her opportunities did seem to be slipping away. Jeremy was considering dating his ex, Mallory. As far as she knew, Todd Devonshire was still available, but he wouldn’t wait around forever. He was handsome and sweet, not to mention wealthy. She did sometimes wonder if down the line she would regret letting both opportunities pass her by.

      “I promise I’ll think about it if you will,” Anna said.

      Sonja smiled triumphantly. “Deal.”

      “Although, in your case, I think you’ve already made up your mind. I just think you’re afraid to act on your feelings.”

      Sonja smiled broadly. “You’re right. I think I have. How about some dessert? They make a fabulous cheesecake here.”

      “Why not?”

      The women ordered two slices of blueberry cheesecake and coffee. When the server left, Anna leaned back in her chair. “I could get used to this lifestyle.”

      “You and me both.”

      “Yoo-hoo. Excuse me.”

      A woman wearing pink shorts and a white V-neck t-shirt with a large, beaded image of a Yorkshire Terrier on the front, was barreling toward them.

      Anna looked at Sonja, who shrugged.

      “Can I help you?” Anna asked.

      “I sure hope so.” She made an exaggerated gesture for another woman to join her. The second woman smirked as she stood up and made her way over. The two appeared to be about the same age, in their mid-sixties.

      “I’m Babs, and this is my friend, Lizzie. Don’t you own the ice cream shop down the street?”

      “Yes. Bella’s Dream.”

      “I was hoping you could resolve something for us once and for all.” Babs fished her phone from her pocket and tapped on the screen a few times. She handed it to Anna while Sonja looked over Anna’s shoulder.

      “It’s a picture of a vanilla ice cream cone,” Anna said.

      “And what are those brown things on top?” Babs asked.

      Anna and Sonja exchanged an amused glance. She understood where this was going. “I’d call them jimmies.”

      “Aha,” Babs said with a victorious smile. “See, Lizzie? They are not sprinkles, they are jimmies.”

      “Everywhere else in the country they’re called sprinkles,” Lizzie said. “I was a caterer for thirty-five years in Chicago. I should know.”

      “Well, now that you’ve retired to Seagull Cove, you have to get it right. You know what they say: ‘When in Rome.’”

      Lizzie rolled her eyes. “Come on, Babs. We’ve taken up enough of these ladies’ time.”

      “They are adorable,” Sonja said to Anna after they left.

      Ethan returned his boat to his slip, which was located in the middle of one of two long steel docks that jutted out from the shore. He took a hose from a nearby rinsing station and began to rinse the hull of his boat.

      Their young server, Trevor, brought two cups of coffee with cream and sugar on the side. “The cheesecake will be right up.”

      As Anna lifted her cup to take a sip, the sound of a scream drifted in from the distance.

      The restaurant patrons, as well as the boaters on the dock, turned in the direction of the intrusive noise.

      Anna pushed her sunglasses up onto her head for a better view. To her right, she could see for about a quarter mile before the rock formations blocked her line of sight. Though the scream seemed to come from that direction, she glanced to the left, as well, where Mile-Long Beach stretched out, leading to the town’s largest cove—the one it was named after. Nothing unusual stood out on either side.

      Ethan and two other boaters immediately untied their vessels, backed their boats out of their slips, and sped toward the smaller cove on the right. A few other boats already on the water also headed in that direction.

      The waitstaff tried to reassure the customers who were eating on the patio, but since Trevor forgot to bring them their cheesecake, she had a feeling they were more shaken than they let on.

      Ten minutes later, Ethan and most of the other boats returned.

      Judging from their solemn expressions, something was terribly wrong.

      Ethan hastily tied up his boat, jogged down the dock, and raced into the building. He spoke with an older man, whose concerned expression turned to panic. The man immediately made a phone call.

      There was a dull murmur among the guests. Ethan joined Anna and Sonja at their table, looking as pale as one could with a golden tan.

      “What happened?” Anna asked.

      “Bernard Davenport is dead. We found him lying on his back on the bow of his boat with a bullet in his chest. The manager is calling 9-1-1 right now.”
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      “How could a man have been shot with so many boats around?” Sonja asked. “Somebody must have seen something.”

      Anna’s first thought was that the killer used a silencer.

      “Somehow, they didn’t,” Ethan said. “Everyone was shocked when they saw him.”

      “Weren’t you also in that area?” Anna asked. “Didn’t you say you had some business to take care of?”

      "I needed to ask Graham Matthews a question. His boat was a little farther out than where Bernard was anchored. I sped past Bernard’s boat but didn’t notice anything unusual. Then again, I wasn’t really paying close attention. He could have already been dead, and I just didn’t realize it."

      “How did nobody hear a gunshot?” Sonja asked.

      “A silencer,” Anna suggested, looking in the direction of the small cove. “Try to think, Ethan. Did you see anything unusual at all?”

      Ethan looked surprised at Anna’s question.

      “Don’t mind Anna,” Sonja said. “She’s become quite the amateur sleuth since she moved to Seagull Cove. She’s probably already trying to solve the case, and the police haven’t even arrived yet.”

      Anna realized her bluntness. “I’m sorry, Ethan. Don’t mind me. Are you okay? That must have been traumatizing.”

      He ran his hand through his windblown hair. “I guess. Henrik Schultz, one of the members of the yacht club, is waiting at the boat for the police to arrive. Bernard wasn’t the most popular guy, but it seemed disrespectful to leave him alone.”

      “I take it there wasn’t anyone else on board besides Bernard,” Anna said.

      “No. He went out alone today, which is not uncommon. I saw him leave this morning.”

      “So, a lot of people knew that he was alone?”

      “Sure. There was nothing unusual about that. We all do that all the time. In fact, it’s common knowledge that he takes his yacht out every Friday afternoon. And everyone knows that’s his favorite spot.”

      When Detective Charlie Doyle and two other police officers arrived, someone from the yacht club had a boat waiting to take them to the crime scene.

      “I wonder if Charlie has jurisdiction, since the crime happened on the ocean,” Anna said.

      “I have no idea how that would work,” Sonja said.

      Anna watched the boat Charlie was on disappear behind the rocks. A few minutes later, Jeremy Russo arrived. He gave a tired wave to Anna and Sonja, then went to talk to one of the yacht club employees. The conversation didn’t last long. Jeremy returned and took the remaining chair at Anna’s table.

      Sonja introduced Jeremy and Ethan.

      “Do you know what happened?” Anna asked.

      “Nobody seems to know anything, except that Bernard Davenport was fatally shot in the chest.”

      “That’s all we know, too,” Sonja said. “We were waiting for our dessert to arrive when we heard a scream. Then a bunch of boats took off and disappeared behind the rocks. Their drivers all returned wearing solemn expressions.”

      “Ethan was driving one of the boats that raced over to where Bernard had been shot,” Anna added.

      “He was dead when we arrived, so we all came back to shore. I informed the manager, Doug, who called the police,” Ethan said.

      “Who found the body?” Jeremy asked.

      “Unfortunately, it was a charter boat. The captain had four passengers. He said he was just passing by when he noticed Bernard lying motionless on the bow. At first, he thought he was sunbathing, but then he realized something wasn’t right. He approached the boat to see if Bernard needed any help, and then noticed the blood on his chest. It was one of his passengers who screamed.”

      “How awful,” Jeremy said. “Those poor people were just out for a relaxing day on the water, and they happened across a murder scene.”

      “Did anyone hear a gunshot?” Jeremy asked.

      “No,” Anna said. “I’m guessing the killer used a silencer.”

      “Charlie is here, but we were wondering if the case will be turned over to the coast guard, since it happened at sea.”

      “It will be handled by the local police,” Jeremy said. “I remember a crime that happened at sea at the last newspaper I worked for. Unless it happens more than three nautical miles away, the crime is within the jurisdiction of the local police.”

      Trevor finally brought their cheesecake. Jeremy’s eyes widened when he placed the thick slices in front of them.

      With everything going on, it took Anna a few minutes to notice just how tired Jeremy looked. “You look exhausted. Why don’t you order some coffee? It looks like it will be a while before you can talk to Charlie.”

      He scanned the deck. “I’ll talk to a few bystanders, but I can’t wait around today. I’ll have to go to the police station later to talk to Charlie.”

      Anna pushed her blueberry cheesecake toward Jeremy. “Then here. Have my dessert. I lost my appetite.”

      “Thanks,” he said, stabbing it with a fork. “I skipped lunch. And breakfast too, now that I think about it.”

      Jeremy wolfed down the cheesecake, then left to interview a few of the folks who were waiting around. Doug had asked that nobody leave until the police had a chance to talk to them. The staff was still trying to reassure everyone, but they looked as if they needed reassuring themselves.

      The coroner arrived and boarded a boat that was parked in a nearby slip. A couple of minutes later, two other men arrived. Anna recognized them as crime scene technicians.

      After talking with a few people, Jeremy returned to Anna’s table. “Unfortunately, I have to be somewhere, but I’ll see you soon.”

      Anna knew that by ‘soon’, he was referring to their trip to Maine on Sunday to visit Anna’s sister, Bella. Ever since Anna discovered she was alive, they met on the first Sunday of every month at Camden Manor, an assisted living facility in Camden, Maine. Anna often went alone for their monthly visits, but this month Joe Wiggins and Jeremy were planning to accompany her because they had some important things to discuss. The previous month, they had discovered the body of Rebecca Crenshaw, which meant that the body Bella saw being taken out to sea was not Rebecca’s but her boyfriend Benjamin’s. They needed to regroup and decide on their next move in their quest to find Rebecca’s and Benjamin’s killer, so that Bella could finally come home.

      “See you soon, Jeremy. And take care. You really do look tired.”

      He opened his mouth to say something but stopped himself. Instead, he waved and left.

      An hour later, Charlie and two other police officers returned to shore and made their way to the deck where the patrons were waiting. The police split up and began conducting interviews. Charlie gave Anna and Sonja permission to leave, since he knew how to find them both later.

      “I feel like the day is shot,” Sonja said. “I’m not going to be able to concentrate on work now.”

      “I know what you mean,” Anna said. “But I think I’ll go back, anyway, to let my employees know what happened.”

      “I suppose you’re right. We’ve been away much longer than we expected to be.”

      They had taken Anna’s car to the yacht club, so when they returned to Main Street, she parked in the alley behind her shop. Then she and Sonja parted ways. It was nearly 6:00 by the time she got back.

      Even though Velma’s shift had already ended, she was sitting at a stool at the ice cream counter, where she, Alex, Trish, and Mary were discussing what happened to Bernard.

      “It sounds like you already heard the news,” Anna said.

      “We knew you were at the yacht club, because Ruthie came over a few minutes ago. She heard about the murder from one of her customers and told us you were still there.”

      Anna recounted the experience to her staff. “I guess Rosie and Ruthie are lucky they didn’t stay to eat.”

      “How awful,” Velma said. “Are you going to investigate?”

      “Of course she is,” Mary said. “Doesn’t she always?”

      “You might be surprised to know that I’m planning to leave this one in the hands of the police.” She had enough on her plate trying to solve Rebecca’s and Benjamin’s murders.

      “I’ll believe it when I see it,” Velma said, getting up to leave. She gave Anna a hug. “I’m glad you’re safe. I’ll see you on Monday.”

      “Thanks. Have a great weekend,” Anna said.

      Anna assisted her employees with the after-dinner rush. They had already resumed their summer hours, so the shop was now open from 11 to 9, and she was scheduling three employees for each shift. It wasn’t as busy as it would be once school got out in a few weeks and the tourists and summer residents returned, but a sunny early June day brought a definite uptick in foot traffic.

      Shortly before closing time, Anna fed Casper. She kept him company while he ate, then went back inside. As she grabbed a rag to wipe down the tables, Sonja burst into the shop and made a beeline for Anna.

      “Are you okay?” Anna asked.

      “I didn’t know where else to go. Ethan is at my coffee shop. He said that several people saw his boat stop next to Bernard’s for a few minutes around the time he was murdered. The police consider him a suspect. He is devastated. Could you come by and talk to him?”

      Alex and Trish looked at each other and smirked.

      “Of course,” Anna said.

      “We’ll close up. We knew you’d somehow get sucked into this case,” Alex said.
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      Anna followed Sonja next door to Cove Coffee, where Ethan was staring blankly into a mug of coffee at a table in the corner.

      “He’s been like that since he got here,” Sonja whispered as they crossed the dining room.

      The women sat opposite Ethan and he lifted his gaze. “It’s hard to believe that such a fun afternoon could have ended so badly.”

      “Tell me what happened after we left,” Anna said.

      He let out a quick sigh. “I waited around forever to talk to the police. I was one of the last people they got to. Apparently, someone told Detective Doyle that they saw my boat lingering around The Bun Voyage.”

      “The what?” Anna asked, unable to stifle her laugh.

      “The Bun Voyage,” Ethan said with a straight face. “That’s the name of Bernard’s boat.” Anna glanced at Sonja, who didn’t seem to think that was as funny as Anna did. Either that, or she was too caught up in her concern for Ethan. “That’s hilarious. Sorry, go on.”

      “As I said, when I finally talked to the police, Detective Doyle told me that someone saw my boat approach The Bun Voyage as I was on my way to The S.S. Mozzarella. Now they think I could be the killer.”

      “The S.S. Mozzarella?” Anna asked. This time she thought she had suppressed her smirk, but apparently not completely, because Sonja kicked her under the table.

      “That’s Graham Matthews’ boat. He owns a chain of pizza parlors called The Saucy Slice,” Ethan said. “He referred a client to me yesterday, and I had a question for him. That’s why I went back out after I dropped you off at the dock. I saw The S.S. Mozzarella beyond the cove where Bernard was hanging out, so I figured it was a good chance to ask him my question. The detective said that someone on another boat saw me stop at The Bun Voyage on my way to talk to Graham. They said that my boat was the only one that approached his all afternoon.”

      “Did the detective specifically say that you were a suspect?” Sonja asked.

      “He didn’t have to. He kept pressing me about what I was doing over there. I told him that I only stopped for a brief conversation on my way to Graham’s boat and that when I pulled away, Bernard was fine. But I know he didn’t believe me.”

      “What did you talk about with Bernard?” Anna asked.

      “I literally just stopped to say hello. I docked my boat alongside his, and we chatted for a couple of minutes. It was just small talk. Then I went on my way. I swear, he was alive and well when I left. He was also fine when I passed his boat on my way back to the yacht club. I saw him sitting on the bow. Whoever killed him did it after I left.”

      “That only leaves a short window between then and when we heard the scream,” Anna said.

      “I was thinking that, too. There were only about ten minutes when the crime could have taken place,” Sonja said.

      If Ethan’s telling the truth.

      “Did Bernard look like he was under any type of duress the last time you saw him?” Anna asked.

      “Not at all. He was just enjoying the sunshine. But the police must have determined that I was there long enough, and I was close enough to his boat to have killed him. Someone convinced the police that it had to be me.”

      Anna leaned back in her chair and looked directly at Ethan. He had conveniently skipped the fact that he stopped at Bernard’s boat when he recounted what happened earlier. At the yacht club he said that he sped past Bernard’s boat on his way to Graham’s. “What do they think your motive is?”

      His shoulders tightened. “Bernard and I had a little disagreement last month.”

      “What kind of disagreement?” Anna asked.

      “A business one. He gave me a loan back when I first started my touring company. I started out with a smaller boat and wanted to purchase the one I have now. I didn’t have enough credit to get a loan, so he lent me the money. He gouged me on the interest rate, but I agreed to it because I didn’t have any other options. I was late with one payment and only by a few days, because one of my clients was late in paying me, but he jacked up the interest rate even higher, anyway. I nearly lost everything as a result.”

      “Did he have the right to do that?” Anna asked.

      “Yeah. He had a clause in the contract that said if I was late with a payment, the interest rate would increase by ten percent. Somehow, I let him convince me that he wouldn’t ever enforce it, but it was just to protect him in case I flaked out. Knowing his reputation as a cutthroat businessman, I should have been smarter, but we had our discussion over a drink. He told me that he understood it was tough to start a business and that he only wanted to help a fellow club member. But the first time I was late, he still slapped me with an exorbitant rate.”

      “Obviously, you were able to stay in business,” Sonja said.

      “I was determined to make it work, because it was my dream. I wasn’t going to let Bernard beat me. But I did lose my temper a few times, and people at the yacht club saw it.”

      “You said that you stopped to chat with him on the water today,” Anna said. “Does that mean the two of you were on good terms?”

      Ethan’s jaw tightened. “I was trying. That’s why I stopped to greet him. I figured I had to see the guy every day, since we both spent a ton of time at the yacht club, but I can’t say I was over it. Still, despite everything that happened between us, I never would have killed the guy. In the end, I was angrier at myself for getting into that situation than I was with him.” He looked at Sonja. “You believe me, don’t you?”

      She reached across the table and squeezed his hand. “Of course I do, Ethan.”

      He let out a sigh of relief. “After my experience with Bernard, I started asking around, and it seems those types of practices were not unusual for him. My guess is that there are probably a lot of people who had a motive to kill him.”

      “But the person would have needed the opportunity to do it, as well. They would have to have been out on the water in that ten-minute window between when you left him and when his body was found,” Anna said. “Apparently, your boat was the only one near his in that time period.” She liked Ethan, but she was annoyed that he had lied earlier.

      Sonja shot her a reprimanding look.

      “Obviously not,” Ethan said. “Someone killed him after I left.”

      “Did the witness claim to have had Bernard’s boat in view the whole time?”

      “Yeah. And I think I know who that witness was. Joan Campos. I saw her boat not too far from his.”

      “Who is Joan Campos?” Anna asked.

      “She was his business partner. From what I hear, they had very different visions of which direction to take the business. Bernard wanted to expand, and Joan wanted to improve the three restaurants they already had. She thought they should add some healthier options to the menu to attract a broader clientele.”

      “So, you’re thinking she may have lied because she’s the killer?” Anna asked.

      “I think it’s a strong possibility. Either that or she got distracted and didn’t actually have eyes on his boat the whole time.”

      “You also said that Graham Matthews was in the area. Did he have a motive?” Anna asked.

      “I’m not sure. They ran competing businesses, but I couldn’t say whether he had a motive for murder.”

      “Is there anyone else you know who would benefit from his death?” Anna asked. “Remember, it would have to be someone who was out on the water today.”

      “There’s Henrik Schultz. He’s also a member of the yacht club, and he wasn’t a fan of Bernard’s, to put it mildly. In fact, he was a sympathetic ear for me when everything happened with the loan. He hated the man. I found out from another member that Bernard was trying to get Henrik thrown out of the yacht club. He claimed that he violated a rule, but the real reason is because Henrik has a prime slip, which Bernard wanted.”

      “And Henrik was there today?”

      Ethan nodded. “He was also out on the water at the time. He was one of the first people to reach Bernard after the scream, and he was the one who stayed with The Bun Voyage while the rest of us raced to shore to call the police. He said he hadn’t been anywhere near Bernard’s boat until he heard the scream, but that doesn’t mean that he wasn’t.”

      “True,” Anna said.

      “Sonja told me that you’ve helped to solve murders in Seagull Cove. Will you help me to prove my innocence? I refuse to let that man take anything more from me than he already has.”

      Sonja gave Anna a pleading look. “Will you help?”

      “I’ll do my best,” Anna said. Despite everything she had on her plate, she couldn’t say no to one of her best friends. Besides, she didn’t like the way Ethan had lied about talking to Bernard. If Sonja was developing romantic feelings for a killer, Anna wanted to keep a close eye on the situation.

      Sonja and Ethan both gave her a relieved smile.

      “What should we do first?” Sonja asked.

      “We might as well start by talking to Joan and Henrik. But it might be best if Sonja and I did it alone, especially if they consider you a suspect. If we think it would be more advantageous to have you with us, we can always adjust.”

      “I suppose you’re right. Besides, if you’re going to imply that one of them could be the killer, I might not want to be part of that conversation. I have to see these people every day at the yacht club, and both Joan and Henrik have sent clients my way.”

      “Do you know how we can get in touch with them?”

      “Henrik is a retired investment broker and is at the yacht club almost every day. He gets there about 11:00 most mornings. It would be good to start with him, because I saw him in a heated discussion with Bernard this morning. I couldn’t hear the conversation, but it looked intense.”

      “I can free myself up at 11:00 tomorrow to come to the yacht club,” Anna said.

      “So can I,” Sonja added.

      “Great. I’ll need to go with you since you’re not members, but I’ll lay low while you talk to Henrik.”

      “Sounds like a plan,” Anna said.

      Ethan seemed much more positive now that they had determined their next step. “I think I’ll get going. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      Anna watched Ethan leave. “Sonja, we need to consider the possibility that he did it. I know your feelings for him are deepening, but we can’t rule him out. He lied to us about talking to Bernard just before he was murdered.”

      Sonja’s gaze fell to the ground. “I understand. But I’ve known him since we were kids. I truly don’t believe he’s capable of murder.”

      “But you said that there was a period of time when you barely saw him. People can change.”

      “I’m sure he just lied because he didn’t want to look guilty. I know it wasn’t a smart move, but I can understand why he did it. But I promise I’ll be careful until we know for sure what happened.”

      “That’s all I’m asking,” Anna said.
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      At 10:30 on Saturday morning, Anna saw Ethan hop out of a black Honda parked in front of Bella’s Dream and dash into Cove Coffee. He and Sonja emerged a few minutes later, and Anna met them on the sidewalk. They got into Ethan’s car and were at the Seagull Cove Yacht Club a few minutes later.

      Ethan checked them in with the hostess, who greeted them when they entered the lobby. The large gathering space was dotted with armchairs and cocktail tables, and at the back a large picture window overlooked the vast ocean. In the back right corner two swinging doors led to the kitchen, while the indoor dining room stood to the right of the mahogany hostess stand. The entrance to the outdoor deck, where they had eaten the day before, was on the left.

      “Henrik is usually eating breakfast on the deck about this time,” Ethan said. “He’ll be easy to spot.”

      “Hi, Doug,” Ethan said to a distinguished looking man who was wearing fitted tan trousers and a white linen shirt, greying hair around his temples. “These are my friends Sonja and Anna. Doug is the manager of the yacht club.”

      “Oh, so this is Sonja,” he said with an approving smile.

      Ethan shot him a reprimanding look, and Doug cleared his throat. “Right. I remember seeing the two of you yesterday. I’m sorry you chose such a terrible day to visit our club.”

      “We’re sorry for the loss of one of your members,” Anna said.

      “Thank you.”

      On the way to the deck, Anna stopped at a large trophy case. She noticed a trophy with Bernard’s name on it.

      “The yacht club holds its annual regatta in July, and Bernard has won the last few years,” Ethan said. “He was a great racer.”

      They followed Ethan to the edge of the deck where they had eaten the day before. Most of the tables were occupied.

      “It’s more crowded than usual. People must be here to gossip,” Ethan said.

      Anna noticed a few whispers when they walked onto the deck. She assumed it was because word was getting around that Ethan was a suspect.

      He pointed to a man sitting at a corner table wearing a yellow polo shirt and powder blue shorts. He was reading the Seagull Cove Chronicle.

      “That’s Henrik,” Ethan said. “I’ll stay inside so he doesn’t know that we’re together.”

      When the women approached Henrik, he was intently studying the rock formation on the right, which was adjacent to the spot where Bernard’s body had been discovered. He eventually noticed the women standing there. “May I help you?” he asked in a tone that indicated he’d rather be left alone.

      “We’re sorry to bother you. Would it be okay if we sat down for a few minutes?”

      “Have we met?”

      “We were here yesterday,” Anna said. She decided to play on his pride. “We heard from several people that you are one of the most prominent members of this club.”

      He straightened his back and appeared to consider their request. Then he glanced at his gold watch. “I suppose. But I only have a few minutes. I like to be out on the water by 11:30.”

      He shifted his attention back to the grey ocean.

      Anna followed his gaze. “Are you looking for something out there?”

      He shook his head. “There are divers out today hoping to find the murder weapon on the bottom of the ocean. I’m just curious if they’ll find it.”

      “I see. We won’t take much of your time,” Anna said as they sat across from him.

      “I’m Anna, by the way, and this is my friend Sonja.”

      “Henrik,” he said. “But I guess you know that. How can I help you?”

      “We were here yesterday having lunch when Bernard Davenport’s body was discovered. We heard that you were among those who found him.”

      “That’s true. It’s all anyone is talking about today. To be honest, I’m surprised that the yacht club is even open. But I suppose life goes on.” He glanced at them. “I’ve never seen you. Are you new members?”

      “We were here with a friend.” Anna continued quickly before Henrik had a chance to ask who they were with. “Did you know Bernard?”

      “Everyone did. He was recently elected treasurer of the yacht club.”

      “That’s interesting. Was he a popular treasurer?” Anna asked.

      Henrik cracked a smiled. “Some think his tactics for getting elected weren’t, let’s just say, on the up and up. Nothing illegal, mind you. But he promised a lot of personal favors. That’s how he was.”

      “Isn’t that frowned upon?” Sonja asked.

      “Only if you’re caught,” Henrik said. “Bernard walked a fine line. Don’t get me wrong. He was a numbers guy, and he built a successful fast food chain from the ground up. He was qualified for the job. But his ideas weren’t necessarily in the best interest of the club. He always had to be the biggest and best, in business and in everything else. It was like an obsession with him.”

      “Did he have any specific plans that were controversial?” Anna asked.

      “Big time. He proposed a yacht club expansion that many of us thought would ruin the quality of the club, not to mention the view from several key spots.” He pointed to an area in the ocean set to the right of the deck and in front of the building. “The proposed expansion would jut out over the water, taking away part of the view from the deck and from the inside dining room. Not to mention what it would do to the annual dues. And for what? This is the best yacht club in the area, and part of its charm lies in its relatively small size.”

      “It sounds like you weren’t a fan of the proposal,” Anna said.

      He made a sweeping gesture toward the building and the expansive ocean views. “Why mess with perfection?” Then he studied Anna’s face. “I’m one of many who was opposed to the expansion. Is that what this is about? Are you accusing me of murder?”

      “Not at all,” Sonja said. “We’re just trying to get a sense of what happened, that’s all.”

      “Isn’t that the job of law enforcement?” Henrik asked. “Who are you again, anyway?”

      They had no choice but to mention Ethan if they didn’t want to burn any bridges. “We’re just trying to learn all we can, because we’re concerned about our friend. He and Sonja go way back.”

      “Oh, I see. I heard the police were rough on him yesterday. Ethan’s a good guy. I doubt he did it, although I wouldn’t blame him if he had wanted to. Bernie had a way of steamrolling people for personal gain. If I were to guess who, out of anyone in the club, would get himself murdered, Bernie would be my top guess.”

      “But the killer would have to have been out on the water alone that day,” Anna said.

      “I suppose that does narrow it down. All I know for sure is that I didn’t do it. I was just out enjoying the beautiful day. I was as shocked as everyone else when I heard the scream.”

      “Did you see any boats close enough to The Bun Voyage to kill Bernard?” Sonja asked.

      Henrik hesitated.

      “We already know that Ethan stopped to talk with Bernard for a few minutes,” Anna said.

      “I heard that, but I didn’t see it with my own eyes. Although I wasn’t paying close attention. I was moving in the opposite direction when I heard the scream.”

      “Is it true that you and Bernard argued yesterday morning?” Anna asked.

      He nodded. “We were discussing the expansion. But I didn’t kill him. The yacht club is important, but it’s not worth killing over.”

      Anna studied him but couldn’t get a solid read. “If you had to take a guess, who do you think did it?”

      He paused and squinted at a distant spot on the horizon. “If I were trying to find his killer, I’d be looking into Zoe Davenport.”

      “Is that his wife?” Anna asked.

      Henrik chuckled. “No. Zoe is his daughter. Her mother divorced Bernard years ago.”

      “Does his ex-wife live in the area?” Sonja asked.

      He shook his head. “She lives in California now.”

      “Why do you think his daughter did it?” Anna asked.

      “Everyone knows they had a rocky relationship. He used his money to manipulate her. After college, he bought her an oceanfront house, but he insisted she work for him. Apparently, he was threatening to take the house away, because she quit.”

      “She didn’t want to work in the fast food business?”

      “She wanted no part of it. I have the sense she didn’t want to work at all, but she enjoyed the lifestyle that The Burger Pit provided. She was pretty spoiled, and it looked like her gravy train was coming to an end.”

      “Is she a member of the yacht club?” Anna asked.

      “Her old man paid for a membership, but she never came.”

      “Then she couldn’t have done it,” Sonja said.

      “She certainly could have. She has her own little speed boat, which she parks at her private dock behind her house.”

      “That must be some house,” Anna said. “I can see why she wouldn’t want to lose it. Did you see her yesterday?”

      “I saw her in the area about an hour before her father was killed. She was hugging the coastline and traveling away from her father, but she easily could have doubled back in time to do it.”

      “Is there anyone else you can think of?” Anna asked.

      “I hate to go accusing people,” Henrik said. “But I suppose for Ethan’s sake, I’d look at Gary Wilson. He’s a boat mechanic who works on many of the boats here, including The Bun Voyage. One night after a few drinks, Gary told me how much he hated working for Bernie. He said he was demanding and unreasonable. As I said, he was that way with everyone, so it’s not surprising.

      “Why did Gary continue to work for him, then?” Anna asked.

      “Because Bernie could have ruined his reputation, and he would no longer get any work at the yacht club.”

      “That doesn’t sound like a strong enough motive for murder,” Sonja said.

      “Apparently, Bernie owed Gary a bunch of money and stiffed him. I think he was angry enough to do it.”

      “Was Gary out on the water yesterday?”

      “He was taking a customer’s boat for a test drive after doing some repairs around the time of the murder. By the time the body was found, he had already left, but he probably would have had time to do it and leave.”

      Henrik once again glanced at his watch.

      “We’ll let you go,” Anna said. “Thanks for taking the time to talk with us.”

      The women went back inside and joined Ethan, who was sipping coffee on one of the armchairs. They sat on the chairs opposite him.

      “We had to tell him that we were here with you, but it worked to our advantage,” Anna said. “Henrik doesn’t think you did it, and he gave us some good information.”

      They recounted their conversation.

      “Well, that’s encouraging,” Ethan said. “I feel like everyone thinks I’m guilty. I even got a few judgy stares while I was sitting here.”

      “I’m sure people are aware that Bernard had a lot of enemies,” Anna said. “I doubt everyone thinks you did it.”

      “I hope you’re right. Do you think Henrik could be the killer?”

      “I’m not sure yet. He’s hard to read. But he was definitely not a fan of Bernard’s. We need to keep him on the list until we learn more. In the meantime, we should also add Zoe and Gary to our list. We’ll have to figure out a way to talk to them after we talk to Joan.”

      “I hadn’t thought of Zoe. She’ll be the easiest to find out of everyone on our list. She’s always on her boat in the afternoons. I got to know her a little when her father was raking me over the coals. I ran into her at a pub one evening, and she was very sympathetic. Henrik is right. She had a lot of anger toward her father. Could you meet me here tomorrow afternoon? I have a tour in the morning, but I’m free after that. We could take my boat out and talk to her.”

      “I can’t tomorrow, but how about Monday?” Anna asked, since she was visiting Bella the following day.

      “Sounds like a plan. I’ll pick you both up at Sonja’s coffee shop at 1:00.”
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      They left the yacht club and hopped back into Ethan’s Honda. After he dropped Anna and Sonja off on Main Street, Anna stopped into Cove Coffee to grab a caffeine boost in the form of a hazelnut coffee.

      Sonja poured the coffee into a large to-go cup and added a little milk, which was just how Anna liked it. Then she handed her the beverage. “It’s on me.”

      “Thanks,” she said, taking off the cover so it would cool. “How are you holding up? It must be tough watching your friend go through this.”

      “In a way, I think it’s caused me to realize how strong my feelings for him are. I know I hadn’t seen him for a while, but the more I think about it, the more certain I am that he would never commit murder, no matter how angry he was with Bernard. In all the years that I’ve known him, I’ve never once seen him lose his temper.”

      Anna hoped she was right, since Sonja seemed to be letting down her guard. “It’s possible that I’m just being an overprotective friend, but I still think it’s safer to wait before telling him how you feel.”

      “I appreciate that you have my back. And I agree. Besides, it wouldn’t be good timing for Ethan, either. He’s obviously very stressed about being a suspect. I can’t thank you enough for all your help. We’re coming up on the busy season, and I know how hard it is to pull yourself away from the shop.”

      “This is important,” Anna said, giving her friend a hug. “I have to be somewhere tomorrow, but I’ll see you on Monday for our conversation with Zoe.”

      “Thanks for everything. See you then.”

      Anna put the lid back on her coffee cup and returned to Bella’s Dream. Before hopping behind the counter, she sat at a table in the dining room and chatted with some of her regulars while she savored her coffee. Then she put on an apron and assisted Kathy, Trish, and Alex.

      At 3:00, Joe Wiggins arrived for his daily two scoops. “Are you ready for tomorrow, kiddo?” he asked softly enough so he wouldn’t be overheard.

      “I’m ready to bring my sister home,” Anna replied.

      Last month, Anna, Joe, and Jeremy found Rebecca Crenshaw’s body buried in a wooded section of a park in Marblehead. They now believed that the body Bella saw being taken out to sea was that of Rebecca’s boyfriend, Benjamin, instead of Rebecca, as they previously believed.

      Tomorrow was their first visit with Bella since they discovered Rebecca’s body, so the plan was to regroup and figure out what their next step should be.

      Joe ordered two scoops of cookie dough ice cream. Trish rang up his order while Alex stuffed his cup with a bit more than two scoops.

      “I ran into Jeremy this morning,” Joe said. “He said he’ll pick me up at 9:00 tomorrow morning, then we’ll come to your house.”

      “That’s perfect. That should put us in Camden about 12:30. I can’t wait to give Bella this latest update.”

      Several customers came in, so Anna left the counter to wipe down some tables in the dining room. Just as she was finishing, Sonja rushed in.

      “I’m so glad you’re here,” she said. “Ethan just called. Joan Campos, Bernard’s business partner, wants to meet with him. She didn’t say what she wanted to talk about, but he asked if we could be there. It would be the perfect opportunity to question her.”

      “I suppose we shouldn’t kick a gift horse in the mouth,” Anna said, taking off her apron.

      “I hoped you’d say that. She is going to meet Ethan at his apartment in a half hour. I was just on my way over.”

      Anna informed her staff that she’d be stepping out, and within ten minutes, she and Sonja were sitting in the living room of his midrise apartment.

      “Thanks for coming,” Ethan said. “I’m sorry for the last-minute notice, but Joan called out of the blue. She didn’t say what she wanted to talk about, but it must be connected to Bernard’s death.”

      “Do you know her well?” Anna asked.

      “Not really. She’s a member of the yacht club, so I see her from time to time. She doesn’t have a boat. She only joined for the social activities, so she’s not there all the time. She was aware of what Bernard did to me, and she once apologized for his behavior. I couldn’t figure out if she was just like him and being phony, or if she really did feel badly.”

      Ethan’s intercom buzzed.

      “She’s early,” he said.

      He buzzed her in and waited at the door. A few minutes later, he led a woman with thick, dark shoulder-length hair and brown eyes into the living room. She stopped when she saw Anna and Sonja. “I didn’t realize you had company.”

      “I probably should have mentioned that I wasn’t alone when we spoke on the phone,” Ethan said, trying to sound casual. “But Sonja and Anna are good friends. Anything you have to say to me you can say in front of them. In fact, the three of us were together on my boat just before Bernard’s body was discovered.”

      “It seems like half of Seagull Cove was at the yacht club that day,” Joan said.

      “We were very sorry to learn what happened to your business partner,” Anna said.

      “Thank you. Bernard had his share of enemies, as Ethan knows, but he didn’t deserve what happened to him.” She turned her attention to Ethan. “I was very sorry to hear that the police gave you a hard time because of that issue the two of you had.”

      “I have a feeling they suspect me of murder because of that—and because I stopped to talk to him for a few minutes shortly before he died.”

      If Ethan was right and Joan was the one who told them that, she didn’t admit to it.

      “I’m sure they’ll quickly get to the bottom of things, and your name will be cleared,” Joan said.

      “The sooner, the better.”

      “That’s actually why I’m here,” Joan said. “I didn’t have a great experience with the police when they questioned me, either. It’s no secret that they were harsh with you, too, and I was curious what they said.”

      Ethan paused. Anna assumed he was considering how much to confide in her.

      “They basically had a lot of questions around my loan contract with Bernard and about how things went down. They were trying to get me to admit that I was angry with him, which I was, but I would never kill anyone over that. What about you?”

      “They peppered me with questions about our business. They found out that Bernard wanted to open three more restaurants over the next five years and that I was opposed to the plan. I thought it was too much growth, too fast, but you know Bernard.”

      “He always wanted to be the biggest and the best,” Ethan said.

      “It was no secret that our opposing visions for the restaurants put us at odds a lot lately.”

      “So, I take it you don’t have an alibi, either,” Anna said.

      “Unfortunately, I rented a little speedboat on Friday. A friend was supposed to join me, but she cancelled at the last minute. I decided to keep the rental reservation, anyway, and enjoy some alone time on the water. But I wasn’t close enough to The Bun Voyage to even talk to Bernie that afternoon. To make matters worse, we had an argument at the office that morning that several people overheard. He didn’t usually come in on Fridays, but he forgot his favorite sweater there the day before.”

      “Was it unusual for you to argue?” Anna asked.

      “Not really. We ran a company together. I’ll admit, he could be maddening, but I would never kill him. As difficult and demanding as he could be, it was part of what made him a good partner. I’ll always be grateful to him for the times he pushed me beyond my comfort zone.”

      “Do you have any theories on who killed him?” Anna asked.

      “He burnt a lot of people over the years,” Joan said. “It would be easier to tell you who didn’t have a motive to kill him.”

      “The person would have to have been out on the water that day,” Anna reminded her.

      “Still. That’s a lot of people. If I had to wager a guess, I would say Graham Matthews. Even though we had very different menus, The Saucy Slice was a big competitor.”

      “So, you think Graham wanted to eliminate the competition?” Anna asked.

      “No. Nothing like that. Graham hired a programmer to develop an app that would streamline take-out orders. It allowed people to order and pre-pay directly on the app, so they could quickly pick up their orders when they came into the restaurant.”

      “I’ve heard of those,” Sonja said. “A lot of coffee shops have them. I’m planning to look into one for my own shop.”

      “The app was initially developed specifically for The Saucy Slice, but Bernie somehow managed to steal the code. He probably paid someone within the company to swipe it. He never admitted it, even to me, but I believed Graham. As Bernard’s partner, I agreed to the app, but I wasn’t involved in the details of its development, and I had no idea Bernie stole it until after we launched it.”

      “Couldn’t Graham just hire someone else to develop another app for him? I get it would have set him back a few months, but it doesn’t seem like it would be worth killing over.”

      “He was in the process of doing that, since the developer had to refund his money. But he was still a few months away from having another version. The app worked like a charm for us. Take-out orders were up by twenty percent, and from what I heard, they were down for Graham. He was so angry with Bernie. I couldn’t blame him.”

      “In that case, it does sound like a strong motive,” Anna said.

      “What about his daughter, Zoe?” Ethan asked. “Henrik suggested that she could have done it.”

      “I hate to agree, but that’s a strong possibility. If you ask me, she was nothing but a freeloader. I don’t blame Bernie for insisting that she work if he was going to support her. I told him not to buy her that house. He thought it would motivate her, but it had the opposite effect. Although I’m not sure she’s ambitious enough to pull off a murder.”

      Sonja chuckled. “I’ve never heard a murderer being called ambitious before.”

      “What about Henrik Schultz?” Anna asked. “Do you think he could have done it?”

      “He crossed my mind. He and Bernie had their problems, and he was vehemently against Bernie’s proposed expansion to the yacht club. I’d say it’s possible.”

      “And what about Gary Wilson, the boat mechanic?” Ethan asked.

      “I heard Bernie owed him some money, but I don’t really know Gary, so I couldn’t say.” Joan flashed Ethan a charming smile. “I was thinking, since we’re both on the police’s short list of suspects, let’s keep in touch. At the very least we can provide each other some moral support.”

      Ethan agreed and Joan left.

      “I’m glad you agreed to stay in touch with her,” Anna said. “That way you’ll have an excuse to call if we need to talk to her again,” Anna said.

      “That’s exactly what I was thinking.”

      “It looks like we just added another suspect to our ever-growing list,” Sonja said.

      “I’m looking forward to talking with Zoe on Monday,” Anna said.

      The women needed to get back to work, so Ethan accompanied them to the door. “Same. I’ll see you then.”
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      “I’m getting frustrated,” Sonja said as they drove back to Main Street after leaving Ethan’s apartment. “Every time we talk to someone, we add more suspects to the list. How are we ever going to narrow it down?”

      “It does seem to be an ever-growing list,” Anna said. “We have Joan Campos, Henrik Shultz, Zoe Davenport, Gary Wilson, and now Graham Matthews.” She also mentally added Ethan to the list, but decided not to say that aloud. “We’ll take it one step at a time and talk to everyone. Maybe some of them will have an alibi and we can cross them off the list.”

      “Who do you think is our strongest suspect?” Sonja asked.

      “Ask me again after we talk to everyone. So far, we’ve only spoken to Joan and Henrik. Either of them could have done it. We’ll regroup on Monday after we talk to Zoe to figure out a plan of action. We’ll need to find a way to interview Gary and Graham, then we can see who remains on the list. For now, I have to focus on my meeting tomorrow.”

      Anna regretted saying that as soon as the words left her mouth. She hoped that Sonja wouldn’t ask any questions. But no such luck.

      “What kind of meeting do you have on a Sunday?”

      She paused longer than she wanted to while she thought up an excuse. “Oh, I have to go to New Hampshire tomorrow to help my parents with something.”

      Sonja looked skeptically at Anna, but fortunately she let it go.

      “I’ll see you on Monday, then,” Sonja said as Anna got out of the car in front of Bella’s Dream.

      She went into her office to heat up some leftovers that she had brought for dinner, then assisted her employees for the rest of the evening. It was nice to see the store bustling with customers again.

      About 8:00, foot traffic slowed down. Anna fed Casper and chuckled as she remembered seeing him at the yacht club. “How many snacks do you get each day, big guy? And yet you’re not fat. You certainly are a mysterious fellow.”

      When Casper finished eating, Anna left the shop in her employees’ capable hands and headed home.

      Despite the warm day, the temperature dropped as soon as the sun went down. So she put on a hunter green fleece before walking home. The setting sun had turned the sky orange, which put her in a mellow mood. When she got home, she watered her English garden, which her neighbor Wanda had helped her plant last year, then went inside to watch a rom-com before going to bed.

      On Sunday, she got up early and went to the 7:00 AM Mass, then returned home to have a hearty breakfast while she waited for Jeremy to pick her up.

      He was right on time. She hopped into the back seat, since Joe was sitting up front. Jeremy forced a half smile as he handed her a coffee. The dark circles under his eyes seemed thicker since she saw him on Friday at the yacht club.

      “You still look exhausted,” Anna said. “Why don’t you let me drive?”

      Jeremy hesitated.

      “Anna’s right,” Joe said. “Considering what you’re going through, it’s not a bad idea.”

      “What’s going on?” Anna asked. “Does this have something to do with Bernard Davenport’s murder?”

      Jeremy shook his head. “Nothing like that. I’ll explain on the way, but I think I’ll take you up on your offer.”

      Anna got her car, which was parked in her detached garage. She backed onto the street, and Jeremy pulled into the driveway. Then they all got into Anna’s car. Joe took the back seat, claiming that being up front would help Jeremy stay awake.

      “You two are making me nervous. Is everything okay?” Anna asked once they were on their way.

      Jeremy leaned his head against the headrest. “It’s been a rough week. My friend, Seth, was in a car accident ten days ago, and he’s been in a coma ever since. It’s not looking good.”

      “I’m so sorry, Jeremy,” Anna said. “Why didn’t you tell me? You don’t have to come today. Joe and I can handle this.”

      “To be honest, I could use a diversion. I’ve been spending hours every day at Mass General with Seth’s wife, parents, and sister. I needed to get away. Besides, another friend flew in last night, and he’ll be there all day.”

      Anna looked into the back seat at Joe, who shrugged. “He’s a big boy. If he says he’s fine, then he’s fine.”

      “I promise. I would stay home if I needed to,” Jeremy said. “This is where I want to be.”

      They stopped on the way up for a sandwich and to get Jeremy another coffee, which put their arrival at Camden Manor a little before 1:00.

      They signed in and went straight to the sunroom, where Bella was sitting with Mrs. Peterson. Bella looked up anxiously when they arrived, and she seemed fidgety during their visit, but Anna didn’t want to ask any questions in front of Mrs. Peterson. A half hour later, Anna, Joe, Jeremy, and Bella found a bench outside where they could talk.

      “I read the article about Rebecca Crenshaw in the Seagull Cove Chronicle,” Bella blurted before anyone could say a word. “It said that her body was found in a park in Marblehead.” Bella received the newspaper online, which was how they had found her home address back in February. “I’m guessing the three of you were behind that. I’ve been dying for the details for weeks.”

      They filled Bella in on the entire story of how their search sent them to the park where Rebecca’s body had been buried.

      “Thanks to my trusty metal detector, we were able to find the body,” Joe said.

      Jeremy rolled his eyes. “He’s not going to let us forget that.”

      “We had a nice visit with the Crenshaws afterwards. They were grateful to finally have some closure. But we promised them we would find out who did this to Rebecca.”

      “You didn’t mention anything to the police or the Crenshaws about what I saw, did you?” Bella asked.

      “Of course not,” Anna said. “As far as anyone knows, Jeremy began looking into some old articles in the Chronicle, and we were all curious about what happened.”

      “Anna has helped solve so many murders in Seagull Cove at this point that nobody was surprised that I turned to her for help. And with Joe being a retired P.I., it makes sense that the three of us would have teamed up to solve a cold case,” Jeremy said.

      “Even though what you saw could potentially help the police find Rebecca’s killer, we didn’t breathe a word to anyone,” Joe added.

      “Thank you,” Bella said, exhaling in relief. “I’ve been worried about that since I saw the article. Do you think it’s safe to assume that the body I saw was Benjamin’s, then?”

      “We’ve discussed that at length,” Jeremy said. “Benjamin disappeared the same weekend as Rebecca. And we know that there were two bodies. The only other possibility is that Benjamin killed Rebecca and skipped town. But nobody knew who he was, anyway, so he probably would have just gone back to his life in Rhode Island. And we know he didn’t do that, because we spoke with two of his close friends, Brandon and Cody. Besides, who else could the second body have been?”

      “What if Benjamin’s business partner found out that Benjamin killed Rebecca, and Benjamin killed him, too?” Bella asked.

      “That’s not possible, because we showed you Benjamin’s picture and you said that he wasn’t the man who stalked you,” Anna said. “Benjamin couldn’t be the killer. He must be the second victim.”

      “And nobody else went missing at that time, anyway,” Joe said. “We know we have two victims, and Rebecca and Benjamin are the only ones who were reported missing.”

      “Good point,” Bella said. “I guess it’s pretty safe to assume that it was Benjamin’s body I saw being dumped and that the killer is likely his business partner.”

      “It has to be,” Anna said. “The business partner never reported Benjamin missing or reached out to the Crenshaws. If the killer was somebody besides Ben’s business partner, the partner would have stepped forward. And we know it’s not Ben because of the photo.”

      “What if Benjamin’s partner didn’t do it but was afraid to step forward?” Bella asked. “If he knew who killed Ben and Rebecca but was afraid for his own life, that could explain why he disappeared. The man who terrorized me was, well, terrifying. He
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