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Introduction
This little booklet showcases the first three chapters of three books that start three different
series.
PLAYING THE ANGLES (by Devon Ellington) is the first book in the Coventina Circle
Paranormal Romantic Suspense series. Witch and theatre professional Morag D’Anneville is
annoyed when she’s assigned to dress the conservative Vice President as he makes a surprise
appearance in his favorite Broadway show. Even more irritating, she has to teach Agent Simon
Keane, part of the security detail, the backstage ropes in preparation. A strong attraction flares
between them which they both recognize is doomed, and Simon must also fight his superior’s
prejudice that Morag’s beliefs make her a threat to the Vice President. When Morag is attacked,
Simon’s loyalties are torn between protecting the man he’s sworn to protect, and protecting the
woman he loves.
SAVASANA AT SEA (by Ava Dunne) is the first Nautical Namaste Mystery, a not-quite-cozy
series set on the high seas. Smart. Intelligent. Sexy. Yoga Instructor Sophie Batchelder’s
wonderful life gets turned upside down when she’s fired from her job and dumped by her fiancé
in the same day. Grabbing the opportunity to assist the yoga instructor on a cruise ship headed
for the Bahamas for ten days, she discovers her predecessor's body, and the rumors that she’s
taking over in that predecessor’s blackmail operation put her own life in danger. She must use
intelligence, humor, and intuition to clear her name and save her own life.
Along the way, she’s swept up in the frenetic, stressful, life that happens beyond the “employees
only” door of a cruise ship, and finds romantic possibilities and disappointments. Can she live a
yogic path and survive cruise ship life?
TRACKING MEDUSA (by Devon Ellington) is the first Gwen Finnegan Mystery.
Archaeologist Dr. Gwen Finnegan is on the hunt for her lover’s killer. Historical researcher
Justin Yates bumps into her, on the steps of the New York Public Library, and comes to her aid
when she’s attacked, sparking an attraction between them in spite of their age difference. The
shy historian, frustrated with his failing relationship, jumps at the chance to join her on a real
adventure through Europe, pursued by factions including Gwen’s ex-lover and nemesis, Karl, as
they try to unspool fact from fiction in a multi-generational obsession with a statue of the
goddess Medusa.
Enjoy the first three chapters of each book. Website information and buy links are available at
the end of each section.

CHAPTER ONE
“You wanted to see me?” Morag D’Anneville slid through the door into the stage
manager’s office. “I got a text from Tom.”
Beth, one of the assistant stage managers, smiled at her, flicking a strand of blonde hair
out of her eyes. “They’re sitting in the house. There were too many of them to fit here.”
Morag frowned. “What’s going on?”
“A special event that’s going to be a major pain in all our asses.” She saw that Morag
wanted to ask more and shook her head. “Go out there and discover for yourself.”
Morag muttered a few choice words under her breath as she hauled her purse and her tote
bag from backstage through the pass door into the upper lobby, across the faded gold carpet, and
then into the auditorium with its red, faux velvet seats. She saw them right away – a group of
suits, male and female, grouped around Tom Walloon, the production stage manager, and Josiah
Berg, the most hands-on of their many producers.
She dumped her bags on an empty seat and sat in the one beside it. “Secret Service.
Recognize the suits. What dignitary wants to see the show this time?”
Several of the people in the group jerked their heads up, surprised. An older one, with
graying hair cropped short in a military buzz, looked annoyed. A blond, blue-eyed, square-jawed
man smiled.
“Morag. Thank you for joining us.” Josiah smiled at her, reminding her, as he always did,
of an alligator focused on its prey. She didn’t think he’d bothered to learn her name in the year
and change since the show opened. After all, she only dressed the star. If it wasn’t an actor,
Josiah wasn’t particularly interested. “Morag dresses George Wendall.”
“The Vice President.” Tom answered Morag’s question.
“What day’s he coming? I’ll remember to leave my pick-axe at home.” Morag stared at
each of the agents in turn. The older one looked angry. The blond smiled, and the dark-haired,
female agent covered her mouth with one hand, but Morag saw the smile reach her eyes.
“It’s a little bit more complicated than that,” said Josiah.
“Which is why I’ve been included in this meeting.” Morag nodded. “Okay. Go ahead.”
The older agent spoke. “As you know, the Vice President loves theatre. Every time he
comes to New York on business, he makes sure to stay long enough to catch at least one show.
He participated in theatre in college, before focusing on international economics. He even did a
few years of summer stock.”
“Oh boy,” Morag said in a low voice. She felt the blond man stare at her.
“This is his favorite show of all time. He’s seen it a half a dozen times, as those of you
know. The character of Roscoe Scroggs is his ultimate favorite. It’s always been his dream to
sing on Broadway stage.”
“So he’s going to play Roscoe Scroggs.” Morag barked out a laugh.
“Only for one night,” soothed Josiah.
“Not for the whole show,” Tom added.
“Explain.” Morag folded her arms across her chest. This brought another frown from the
older agent, obviously the one in charge.
Tom complied. “George will do the show up until the big production number towards the
end of the second act. When the statue revolves towards the audience, with Scroggs on it, it will
reveal the Vice President. He’ll sing that number and also take the bow with George.”

“How does George feel about this?”
“He’s fine with it,” Josiah answered.
Morag didn’t believe that for a second. But George was smart enough to know he didn’t
have a choice. “How long will the Vice President be around?”
“He’s rehearsing the song today and tomorrow with the musical director. The put-in will
be the day after, and he goes on that night.”
“We’re not publicizing this,” the older agent interjected. “There will be publicity at the
party after, but we want to keep it quiet going in. We kept our advance work quiet, and we’re
only having the production meeting because Mr. Walloon said there were details, which needed
to be ironed out. Everyone has to sign confidentiality agreements.”
“There are one hundred and fifty people who work in this building,” Morag pointed out.
“Someone’s going to talk.”
“You?”
“I wouldn’t be in the job I’m in if I couldn’t keep my mouth shut.” She looked at Tom.
“This is really only gonna take three days?”
“Promise.” He smiled at her.
“Not bad.” She looked over to the older man. “Are you in charge?”
“Yes.”
“May I have a name?”
“Agent Mark Beers.”
“Pleasure to meet you, Agent Beers.” Morag’s tone negated the words. “Can we have our
own K-9 backstage?”
The blond man leaned forward. “Why?”
“I’ve been through the drill before. You need to sweep the theatre, backstage, front of
house, the fly rail, everywhere. If anything happens and turns out to be nothing and the show is
stopped, it ruins the surprise and the Vice President’s dream is shattered. I can tell you
everything that needs to happen and when, so you can backtrack from that how much time you
need to do what you need to do. Our own K-9 backstage is going to save us a lot of time and
effort. We can’t be running around looking for you once the show goes up. There’s no time and
not enough personnel.” Because God forbid the producers should hire enough people to run the
show easily, in spite of making a profit of over a million dollars per week. Even Morag knew
some comments were better left unsaid.
“Makes sense.” Beers nodded. “You’ll have Lincoln Turner and Bruno.”
“I have another request.”
“No surprise there.”
“I assume there’ll be an agent with the Vice President in the dressing room and one with
me on deck as well as whomever else you need scattered on deck and on the fly rail.”
“Correct.”
“May I have that agent with me tomorrow night during the show? He--or she--can get the
feel of the piece and learn where to stand so as not to be run over by two tons of scenery. That
way, he’ll be able to recognize if something goes wrong, because he knows the show.”
Agent Beers considered the request and then nodded. “That’s reasonable. Agent Keane
will be with you.” He nodded towards the blond man, who smiled at Morag.
“If you’ll meet me an extra hour early tomorrow, I’ll walk you around before I have to
start my hour-before-half-hour work,” said Morag. “Five-thirty.”
“Fine,” said Agent Keane.

“Anything else, Miss D’Anneville?” Agent Beers asked.
Morag caught the sarcasm in his tone. “I think we’re good. For now.”
“We’ll do a background check, you know.”
“Go right ahead.” Morag shrugged. “You may find stuff you don’t like, but there’s
nothing of which I’m ashamed.”
“If we find anything dangerous. . .” Beers warned, and Morag cut him off with a snort of
laughter.
Josiah leaned forward. “Morag’s part of the deal,” he said. “You don’t want her – the
Vice President doesn’t get his dream. Period.”
Beers looked uncomfortable. “She better not be a threat. And she better keep her left
wing liberal opinions to herself.”
“Let me get something straight with you,” said Morag. “I think this administration is
sending our country to hell, without even the benefit of a hand basket. It makes me angry.
However, when the Vice President is under this roof, I’m not here to discuss politics with him.
I’m here to flip him in and out of his clothes and get him onstage on time. That’s all I care about.
He’s just another actor, albeit one with lots of baggage. Do I make myself clear?”
“Absolutely,” said Beers. “If you prove yourself a hypocrite, Agent Keane over here will
take you down. Do you understand?”
Morag glanced at Keane, who looked uneasy. “Fair deal. If you’ll excuse me, I have a
show to prep.”
“Thanks, Morag,” said Tom, as she picked up her bags and left.
She was in the lobby, headed to the pass door, when the voice behind her stopped her.
“Miss D’Anneville?”
Morag turned. “Agent Keane. Please call me Morag.”
“Simon.” He extended his hand.
She gave him a half smile and took it. “Simon.”
“I look forward to this. I’ve never been behind the scenes on a Broadway show before.”
“It’s chaotic. And fun.” She handed him her card. “That’s got my cell number on it.
Please call if you’re going to be late tomorrow. I find lateness disrespectful.”
“Thanks.” He took the card and smiled down at her, over a head taller than her own five
feet, eight inches. She figured he was over six feet tall. “Don’t worry. I won’t be late. I’m very. .
.respectful.”
She had the feeling he was laughing at her. “Good.” She turned, punched the code into
the pass door, and left him in the lobby.
***
“You’re sure you’re good with this?” Morag asked George Wendall later, helping him
slip into his frock coat for the opening number.
“It’s a little weird, but so what?” George shrugged. “It’s one night. A week of this guy
stealing my big number would be a different story, but I can deal with it for one night.”
“Well, it’s his fantasy, and he is in a position where he can live it out. At least you don’t
have to share a dressing room with him and all the Secret Service people.”
“Dave and Bobby are bitching and moaning about having to clean out the room next door
for him.” George grinned. “Never a dull moment, eh?”
Morag sighed. “And people think what we do for a living is glamorous.”

“My girl, that’s why they pay us. For the illusion. So they can fantasize.”
***
“You think we can get our pictures taken with him?” Hazel Smith, who dressed the
female ingénue, put down one of her numerous tabloid magazines as Morag walked past.
“Sure. Check with one of the Secret Service agents. It’s not like the Vice President’s
going to have a lot to do before he goes onstage.”
“You are so lucky,” Hazel sighed.
“It’s a major pain in the ass.”
“I’m surprised they’re letting you dress him. You know, with your. . .strong opinions and
all.”
“When he’s backstage, he’s just another actor.”
Hazel laughed. “That is such a lie!”
“Hazel, I don’t care if someone’s famous or a politician or whatever. I just want them to
be pleasant backstage. I want to do the gig and go home.”
“To what?”
“I have a life outside this building, you know.”
“It’s not like you’re married or anything.”
“I still have a life.”
“So are you sleeping with somebody?” Hazel’s eyes gleaned. “Anyone I know?”
Morag knew better than to confide in Hazel. Hazel was incapable of anything except
gossip. Hayley, the actress Hazel dressed, counted on Hazel to leak information to the paparazzi.
But if Hazel wanted to assume her silence meant Morag was hiding a relationship, maybe she’d
ease up from her constant snooping. Morag merely smiled at the woman and stepped out of the
hallway and onto the deck.
***
Morag unlocked the door to her apartment and stepped inside. She flicked on the lights,
closed and locked the door, slid out of her shoes, dropped her bags on the floor, and padded
down the hallway to the living room in her socks.
“Pandora! Mnemosyne! I’m home!” A black cat ambled forward to greet her, while a
white cat raced around, chirping and mewing.
“Pandora, you are such a tattletale,” said Morag.
She paused in the tiny galley kitchen to put some dry food into the two cat bowls and
pour herself a glass of Malbec. She continued to her small living room, filled with overstuffed
furniture and too many bookcases, all bulging with books. She set the glass down on a moonand-stars coaster on the coffee table and proceeded to light several large green pillar candles and
a stick of pine-scented incense.
Morag hit the play button on her answer machine.
“Morag. It’s Diana. I know you’re at the theatre, so I didn’t want to call you on your cell.
Are you free at all in the next week to do a healing circle? The requests are piling up. And I’d
like to talk to you about teaching another tarot class on one of your nights off next month. Call
me when you get a chance. You know I’m up late.”
Beep.

“Hello, you gorgeous Goddess, you. It’s Hart.” The silky, melodic voice filled the room.
Morag didn’t realize she sighed. “I thought of you all day yesterday and all night last night and
all day today. I’d like to see you again. . .soon.”
Beep.
No words, just silence. Then a disconnect.
Hartley Crain. He was one of the handsomest men Morag ever met. That was two nights
ago, on her night off, at a dinner party at Diana’s. When she saw him, she thought he was
overwhelming. Tall, broad, well-defined muscles, a shock of auburn hair falling to his shoulders,
deep green eyes. When he was introduced to her, she thought she could fall into his eyes and live
there forever.
He’s too good-looking, she thought at the time. He must know it. I won’t feed his ego. So
she steeled herself against him. Over the course of the night, she discovered his intelligence, selfdeprecating humor, and kindness.
He drove her home after dinner and found a parking spot directly across the street. “Helps
to have connections,” he teased, referring to the parking spell he’d whispered as they crawled
down the street in the car. He insisted on walking her to her door.
They talked outside, on the front stoop, for an hour that passed by like a few minutes.
They kissed. Hart’s kisses were warm and luscious, insistent, demanding, yet giving. Every place
his hands touched Morag’s body set off small explosions in her.
“I’m not a casual person,” she said, not wanting to lead him on.
“I know.”
“It’s all just a little too fast for me to feel comfortable.”
Hart nodded and pulled back. “It’s okay,” he said. “We can take our time. I’ll call you,
okay?” He stood up and looked at her.
“Sure.”
He gave a shaky laugh. “Now I’m going to leave, because if I don’t walk away now, I
won’t walk away.”
Morag hadn’t expected to hear from him again, in spite of his words. But he called.
Her hand reached for the phone. She stopped. The next few days were going to be high
stress. She couldn’t start anything now. But it would be rude to ignore the call. Morag dialed.
Hart answered on the second ring. “Hello?”
“Hi. It’s Morag.”
“Hello, Goddess.”
“I hope it’s not too late to call.”
“I was hoping to hear from you today.”
“Two-show day.”
“Are you tired?”
“A little.”
“I’ve got to drive back upstate tomorrow, to take care of my life up there. It’s not that far.
Only a coupla three hours. You can get a train out of Grand Central and I’ll pick you up. I know
you only have one day off, but if you come up Sunday night, you could go back Tuesday
afternoon.”
“It’s tempting, but. . .”
“Say yes.”
“This week is crazy at work. I might want to sleep.”
“It’s restful up here. A sanctuary. I’ll expect you Sunday night.”

“Hart,” Morag began, but he clicked off.

***
“So you see, Hart expects me to go upstate on the day off. It still feels like it’s moving a
bit too fast for me. I might cancel if this week proves too much. I probably should cancel and not
make any decisions when I’m stressed or overtired. But just in case I decide to go up there, I
could do the circle Tuesday night, after the show.” Morag called Diana back the following
morning.
“With a Wednesday matinee?” Diana sounded dubious.
“Yeah.”
Diana laughed. “I am so glad you and Hart hit it off. Is he made to order or what? You
wouldn’t believe how women throw themselves at him at the festivals. I mean, you deserve it
and all.” Diana sighed.
“Aren’t you happy with Greg?”
“I adore Greg. I just. . .there is something bewitching about Hart. Pun intended. How
often do you meet a pagan man who’s not trying to avoid commitment or live out some
polyamorous fantasy? Or who’s so passive aggressive it makes your teeth hurt?”
“I know.” Morag smiled. “But I haven’t wanted to jump into anything too quickly after
my last debacle.”
“You deserve happiness,” said Diana. “You’ve been through enough crap. You’ve earned
the prize.”

CHAPTER TWO
“You’re going to have your hands full with that one,” Mark Beers warned. They were in
Beers’s hotel suite, directly across the hall from the Vice President, in the Waldorf Astoria.
“She’s fine,” said Simon. “She’s a pro. She just wants the show to run smoothly.”
“Wouldn’t surprise me if we found all kinds of crap in her past that makes it
inappropriate for her to be near the Vice President.”
“What does his Chief of Staff say?”
Beers snorted. “Beauregard doesn’t care as long as the Vice President is happy. He
figures the Vice President can dine out on this experience for months, he’ll get some good press,
and we all win.”
“Are you saying I can’t handle it? Or her? Would you rather assign someone else?”
“No! As a matter of fact, I think you’re the best suited to keep an eye on her.” Beers’s
eyes sparkled. “What do people always compliment you on? Oh, yeah, that you’re ‘personable’.”
“She’s just a woman trying to do her job and I’m just a guy doing my job. There’s not
that much difference between us.”
“Except she doesn’t show the Vice President the proper respect.”
“We know she doesn’t agree with his politics. There’s no reason to think that will keep
her from doing her job,” said Simon. “I’d rather know her opinions up front than have her
pretend to be one thing and turn out to be someone quite different. At least she’s not a
hypocrite.”
“I still hope we can find a reason to bounce her from the show.”
“And hire whom?” Simon asked. “Plus, you heard what the producer said.”
“He’s bluffing.”
“Are you sure enough to put the Vice President’s dream on the line?”
Beers sighed. “Just keep a close watch on her.”
“I will.”
“Get some rest. The next few days are bound to be annoying. Your shifts will change as
necessary, and there’ll be overtime.”
“I’m fine with whatever it takes.”
“That’s why you’re here, Keane.” Beers returned to the paperwork stacked on the desk.
“Anyone we need to worry about yet?” Simon nodded at the files.
“I got a couple of guys out doing interviews. Usual crap. The ones wearing the foil hats,
thinking we’re beaming voices into their heads; the ones who want to make a name for
themselves by threatening a politician. The ones far to the left who think the world would be
better off without the Vice President, and the ones even more conservative than he is who think
he’s sold out. So far, no direct threat that leads back to the theatre. Goodnight, Keane.”
Simon headed back to his own room. He’d barely shut the door when the phone rang. He
sighed when he saw the caller ID. For a minute, he considered ignoring it. But, better to get this
over with sooner rather than later. “Hello, Melody. How are you?”
“Just wanted to make sure you’re okay.”
“I’m fine. You know, it’s not really a break-up if we keep talking all the time.”
“I miss you. I worry about you.”
“There’s no need to worry, Mel. Everything’s fine.”
“But at any point, something could happen.”

“It’s always been this way and it always will be. That’s one reason we broke up. You
don’t like uncertainty.”
“That and the fact you never told me anything.”
“You know I can’t.”
“It’s not like I’d blab it.”
“Melody, you can’t keep any kind of secret. You can’t keep a surprise party secret. I
really have to cover my ass. This isn’t a movie. People’s lives are at stake.”
“Can you tell me where you are right now?”
“I’d rather not.”
“But you’re not in Washington?”
“No. I’m not.”
“Is it dangerous?”
“It’s the same it always is.”
“I miss you, Simon. The bed’s awfully empty without you.”
“It would be empty tonight anyway, because I’m out of town.”
“Yeah, but if we were still together, I’d at least know you were coming back to it.”
“Melody, our situation is not going to change. I enjoy my job and I’m good at it. My job
makes you unhappy.”
“I still can’t understand why you won’t give up your job for me. You’re smart. You’re
talented. You could get something safe that pays well and is just as challenging, with more
regular hours.”
Because I’m smart enough to know you’re not worth it. “The fact that you have to ask
makes it self-explanatory.”
“What?”
“Never mind. Look, it’s better if we make a clean break and don’t talk for awhile.”
“How long?”
“I don’t know.”
“Will you call me when you get back to DC?”
“I think it should be longer than that.”
“So you are coming back in just a few days!” Melody laughed.
“I’m not sure when I’ll be back.” Simon wasn’t above lying if it bought him some
breathing room.
“I’ll see you soon! Bye, lover!” She hung up.
Simon shook his head and stared at his phone on the bedside table. Melody made him
laugh sometimes, and she was great in bed. But she wanted a white picket fence future with a
husband whose every moment and movement she knew. Simon’s choices took him in an
opposite direction, and he wasn’t sorry. He grabbed the remote and decided to watch some
mindless television before going to sleep.
He woke up with a start the next morning. It was just before dawn. He lay still for a
minute, trying to catch his breath, trying to remember what day it was and in what city. And to
recover from the dream. He dreamt about the woman from the theatre, Morag D’Anneville. He
dreamt about her naked. They’d both been naked, and they’d . . .he sighed. He must miss Melody
more than he realized.
Face it, he said to himself, it’s not Melody you miss. It’s the sex. He knew Melody wasn’t
above enticing him back into her bed if she thought it would get her what she wanted. She’d tried

to get him to agree to quit his job more than once during or directly after sex. He wondered if he
was above visiting her on occasion when he got lonely enough.
He dressed in sweatpants and a tee shirt, determined to take his morning run. From the
Waldorf Astoria Hotel, he’d run up to Central Park, take a few streets here and there, and run
back. His daily goal was six miles. That should not be a problem. It would clear him, body and
soul. Morag D’Anneville was a perceptive woman. If he stared at her as though he imagined her
without her clothes, she’d know.
How would she respond? Would she be amused? Angry? She seemed competent, smart,
focused. It was unlikely she was single. He couldn’t help wondering what she was like in bed.
Go running, he told himself sternly. This is ridiculous.
After his run, he felt more like the professional Simon, ready to work. He stopped on the
way back to the hotel and got a large cup of coffee, enjoying the caffeine jolt on top of his postrun high. He grabbed a newspaper, too, intent on preparing himself for the day.
“Good, you’re back.” Fellow agent Angie Gonzalez met him in the hallway off the
elevator. “Here’s Morag D’Anneville’s file.”
“I’ll read it as soon as I get out of the shower.” Simon accepted it.
“Better make it fast.”
“Why? Is there something in there to set Beers off?”
“There’s plenty. Not the least of which is that she practices witchcraft.”
“What?”
“Being Wiccan is perfectly legal,” said Angie. “It’s a religion. But for Beers. . ."
“Just what he’s looking for.”
“My grandmother practiced Santeria.”
“Did that cause problems when you joined?”
“A few. I kept it low key and laughed about it. Even when I didn’t feel like laughing. My
grandmother would have been ashamed of me.” Angie looked at Simon. “Morag D’Anneville
doesn’t strike me as the laughing type.”
“I’ll read it, do some research on my own, and come in prepared.”
“Good idea.”
Simon called room service to order breakfast before he jumped into the shower. He read
Morag’s file as he polished off scrambled eggs, bacon, toast and another pot of coffee. Other
than listing her religion as “Wicca” and a few acts of defiance in high school and college, he
didn’t see any reason for Beers to get upset.
He opened his laptop and decided to do a bit of research before the meeting. He was
surprised at the range of information on a term to which he only paid attention around
Halloween, when what seemed to him as burned-out ex-hippies calling themselves witches
protested the “ugly hag” depictions.
Morag was definitely not an ugly hag.
Simon entered Beers’s suite, prepared to do battle.
“I can’t believe it!” Beers fumed. “Nothing I threaten will make them take her off the
show!”
“Why should she be off the show? She has the right to practice any religion she wants.
It’s protected in the Bill of Rights.”
“Her hocus pocus is not a legitimate religion.”
“That’s not your call. Not this time.”
“The Vice President shouldn’t be touched by a devil worshipper!”

Simon tapped the file. “There’s no evidence of devil worship here. So, she celebrates
equinoxes and solstices. She lights a few candles. Some incense. She works with conservation
societies to protect the environment.”
“Damn tree hugger.”
“The tree huggers vote. And look – she works with all kinds of people who are sick. Even
cancer patients.”
“Pretending to heal them. Charlatan!”
“She’s never accepted money. It’s the same premise as faith healing.”
“Faith healing comes from God!”
“All she’s doing is using a different name.”
“It’s blasphemy.”
“Are we talking about your religion now, or hers? Because neither one should be an
issue.”
“Maybe that new boyfriend is keeping her busy.”
“New boyfriend?” Simon’s tone was sharper than he intended.
“A guy named Hartley Crain’s been sniffing around her. They’ve been on the phone—"
“Did you pull his phone records, or put an illegal wiretap on her phone?”
“Crain left New York this morning, headed to his property upstate. He hasn’t managed to
get into her bed – yet – as far as we can tell. She’s using the Vice President’s appearance on the
show as an excuse to keep him at arm’s length, without saying it’s the Vice President appearing
in the show.”
Illegal wiretap, something about which Simon didn’t want to dwell. “She’s holding to the
confidentiality agreement. Is this guy Crain anyone we should worry about?”
“Short of having two busts for home-grown marijuana, he seems pretty clean. Claimed he
grew it to help his sister during chemotherapy.”
“Did she survive?”
“No.”
“I’m sorry to hear that.”
“He’s another devil worshipper.”
“Wiccan.”
“But at least he’s out of town. We’re monitoring their phone conversations. The Patriot
Act is a beautiful thing.” Beers shook his head. “What’s it going to look like if our God-loving
Vice President consorts with a witch?”
“She’s helping him put on a coat. It will look like he’s open-minded and supportive of the
First Amendment, which is desperately needed right now.”
“I could leak it,” Beers mused. “A word here and there. Leak it on social media. Get
demonstrators mobilized outside the theatre, demanding her dismissal.”
The possibility sickened Simon. “The producer would pull the plug on the VP’s dream.
Guaranteed. You want to explain to him why?”
“No.” Beers sighed. “All right.”
“I’ll keep her busy. I’ll ask lots of questions, I’ll –"
“You’ll do whatever it takes. If she so much as mumbles or points a finger in his
direction –"
“I’ll take care of it.”
***

Simon spent the morning on research. After lunch, he received the Vice President’s
revised schedule. He pulled Morag’s card out of his wallet and punched her number in.
She answered on the second ring. “Hello?”
“It’s Simon Keane.”
There was a slight pause. “Agent Keane. You going to be late?”
“The opposite, actually. I see the Vice President is scheduled for a costume fitting before
his rehearsal. I’m coming in with him.”
“I’ll be there for that. If it doesn’t take too long, we can get an early start.”
“Great. See you then.” Simon hung up.
He resisted the urge to do a new search on Hartley Crain. Morag D’Anneville’s personal
life was none of his business, unless it posed a threat to Simon’s charge, and Beers didn’t think
Crain was a threat. If she was happy with this guy, why should Simon care? Just because his own
love life was a shambles was no reason for him to try and ruin hers. Let her be happy, he said to
himself.
But what if she isn’t happy? The other side of his brain argued. What if she’s just lonely?
You’re the lonely one.
Don’t be silly. I have a great job. I’m in the process of extricating myself from a
suffocating relationship.
You’ll be back in Melody’s bed any time it suits you. You’re no saint.
“Simon?”
“Angie? Sorry. Million miles away.”
“Yeah, I can tell.”
“Anything new?”
“No. I just. . .”
“What’s bugging you?”
Angie looked around to make sure no one was nearby to overhear. She dropped into a
chair beside the table Simon used as a desk. “I feel disloyal even mentioning it.”
“This sounds interesting.”
“You don’t think Beers would try anything to hurt Morag D’Anneville, do you?”
“Hurt her how?”
“Like he said about leaking her religion to the fundamentalist groups. Her career could be
destroyed, her life put in danger. It’s not right.”
“I think it was just a moment of over zealousness on his part.”
“I hope so. He talked more like a politician than an agent.”
“It’s all that time he spends with the VP.”
“That’s what disturbs me. Lately, he sounds more like the Vice President’s Chief of Staff
than our boss.”
“They’ve worked together for a long time. Beers gets a little overprotective sometimes.”
“I hope that’s all it is.”
“Besides, if he doesn’t trust I’ll take care of it the way I promised, I don’t belong here.
Anything else turn up on Hartley Crain?”
“No. Why?”
“It just seems odd that a new lover or potential lover should insinuate himself into
D’Anneville’s life a couple of days before a security lockdown.”
“Are you worried about pillow talk? D’Anneville strikes me as too professional.”

“Maybe.”
“Besides, have you seen Crain’s picture?”
“No.”
“He’s hot. I wouldn’t kick him out of my bed, that’s for sure.”
“Maybe someone researched what D’Anneville likes. And that’s why he turned up now.”
Angie sighed. “I’ll keep digging.”
“Thank you.”
***
Vice President David Conway was a tall, broad-shouldered man. His camera-ready
cheekbones and dark eyes helped entice women voters, and his easy-going manner rarely failed
to charm those he met.
The costume fitting took place in the wardrobe room, amidst racks of clothes, cutting
tables with patterns and fabric spread out, washing machines churning, dryers swirling, and
laundry baskets piled high with lingerie bags filled with underwear, and stacks of towels with
names written on them as though everyone was part of some oversized summer camp. Hats
rested on the necks of dressmaker forms, covered with drying sweaters. Clearly labeled
toolboxes held dozens of buttons, snaps, and other items.
Simon was relieved that the initial greeting between Morag and the Vice President was
cordial. The Vice President seemed eager to learn the ropes, and Morag relaxed. The pants the
wardrobe supervisor found for him fit well. The collar of the first shirt was too tight, but a
second one was comfortable enough to work. The vest needed to be taken in at the sides. The
coat was too tight in the shoulders.
“Now,” said Morag, “the awkward questions.”
The Vice President laughed. “What are those?”
“Are we supplying your underwear or are you bringing your own?” Morag glanced at
Simon. “It’s part of wardrobe.”
The Vice President laughed again. “If you give it to me, it’ll have to be checked out.
They’ll probably have the dog sniff it or test it for dangerous chemicals. I’d rather wear my
own.”
“Fine,” said Morag.
The fitting was complete, and Angie accompanied the Vice President to his rehearsal.
Morag turned to Simon. “You ready for the Grand Tour?”
“I’m looking forward to it.”
“Good.” She smiled at him. “This is one of my favorite theatres. It’s small – too small for
this show, actually. But it’s a wonderful little jewel box. I wish someone would put some money
into it. As you can see, some of the walls are crumbling. It needs a lot of work.”
“Why don’t any of the shows fix it?”
“Money. And time. A show is lucky to have enough money to open. They can’t afford to
repair the theatre. There’s always a time crunch. Plus, landlords are supposed to maintain
property.”
“So why don’t they cough up the cash?”
“Can’t be bothered, as long as they keep renting it. Right now, thankfully for those of us
who work in the business, there’s a shortage of theatres. Productions are so desperate for space,

they don’t dare quibble, or a different production will get the space and the first show’s
postponed and might never make it in to Broadway.”
“Is anything dangerous?”
“To the Vice President? Or to the rest of us?”
“Either.”
“The VP will be fine. That’s why you’re here. As for the rest of us, we don’t ask many
questions. As long as we don’t see too much toxic dust and there aren’t rats running over our
feet, we deal.”
“Okay. I think.” Simon shook his head.
“We want to work." Morag stated simple fact. “Unfortunately, the producers still hold
most of the cards for that. In spite of all the progress in safety issues the unions have made over
the years. Okay, let’s start. From the stage door is a tiny entrance area with the doorman’s office,
and then the entrance to the stage.” Morag pointed to sepia-tinted 8 x 10 photographs all around
the doorman’s cubicle. “Do you notice anything about these photos?”
Simon shrugged. “They’re all old?”
“Look again.”
He did. “They’re all women? I don’t recognize any of the names.”
“Very good. I’m impressed.”
“But what does it mean?”
“They were all chorus girls. All the paramours of Robert Candasco.”
“Robert Candasco?” Simon frowned; then it dawned on him. “We’re in the Candasco
Theatre.”
“Exactly. Robert Candasco was a theatre impresario around the turn of the twentieth
century. He loved big spectacles, lots of sequences with sequins, great dance numbers, especially
when it gave him the chance to hire lots of pretty girls. He always had a favorite. This is the wall
of his favorites.”
“Wow. There are. . .quite a few of them.”
“Yes.”
“Did any of them ever last more than one production?”
“He had quite the double standard. He had a very specific M.O. He’d see a pretty chorus
girl. He’d shower her with attention, gifts, dinners. This was a rich, powerful man. Most of the
girls were from small towns, or small town neighborhoods here, very sheltered. It was
intoxicating for them. Some of them, of course, turned up at auditions determined to be the next
favorite. He’d promise to make his chosen one a star. Once they were an item, he wanted her at
his beck and call. He didn’t want her to ‘reveal herself’ onstage. He wanted her to be only his.
He wanted her to wait at home. If she didn’t want to, he was furious. If she complied, he got
bored and set his sights on someone else.”
“He sounds repulsive,” said Simon. “Why did the girls keep saying yes?”
“From all reports, he could be quite charming. Most of the girls were young. Remember,
a teenager of seventeen at the turn of last century often had far more emotional innocence than
today's teens. As scandalous as it was to be on stage, many ‘nice’ young women still longed for
it. Some were sheltered, some were ambitious. Theatre is a heartbreaking business. Cattle calls
with hundreds of people just like you. Rejection after rejection after rejection. Every audition, no
matter how small the project, offers the prospect of either the next big break, or at least buying a
couple of dinners. It was thrilling for them to feel that they were special.”
“And then they were trapped.”

“Yes.” Morag nodded. “See the woman up there? Top row, center? That’s Vivien
Tambley. She’s known as ‘The Girl with the Rose’. Her story is especially sad.”
“What happened to her?” Simon was fascinated.
“She was a favorite. She was such a favorite that there were rumors she and Candasco
were engaged. Or secretly married. Then, red roses began showing up for Vivien at the stage
door. No card. Just a single red rose, delivered to each performance.”
“A secret admirer?”
“No one knew. Candasco was furious. There were all sorts of scenes and screaming and
tears. Vivien swore she was faithful. She even took out a newspaper ad begging the mystery
suitor to stop. But the roses kept coming. Some people thought Vivien staged it all to make sure
Candasco’s attention didn’t wander to a young lady named Juliet Blue. Some people thought
Candasco staged the whole thing for publicity.”
“Why do I get the feeling this story does not have a happy ending?”
“Clever man.”
“What happened?”
“One day, when the company came in for the show, they found her at the bottom of a
staircase. With a broken neck.”
“This one?” Simon pointed to the yellow staircase with its peeling paint, leading from
stage level up to the dressing rooms.
“No. Downstairs. I’ll show you when we reach it.”
“Was it an accident?”
“That’s how it was ruled.”
“But you have your doubts?”
“Wouldn’t you?”
“You think it was Candasco? Or the mystery man?”
“I don’t know. I wouldn’t be entirely surprised if it was Juliet Blue.”
“Or maybe she committed suicide?”
Morag frowned. “Throwing herself down the stairs?”
“It’s weird. It’s unusual. But so is the story.”
Morag laughed. “You have a point. But that’s not all there is to the story.”
“Let me guess – Juliet Blue comforted Candasco. She became the next favorite.”
“Yes, actually. But that’s not what I meant.”
“Okay. Tell me.”
“Over the years, stories accumulated. Parts of the theatre are always cold. Sometimes,
you’ll hear a whisper. Or feel a soft touch brush past. Or hear a woman crying when no one is
here. The Candasco is supposed to be haunted.”

CHAPTER THREE
Morag smiled at the look on Simon’s face when she told him the theatre was haunted.
There was surprise, shock, and disbelief with enough of a tinge of not being sure. . . Agent
Simon Keane was okay, as far as Morag was concerned. In fact, he genuinely was one of the
good guys. “Just about all theatres are haunted,” Morag explained. “The older ones, anyway.”
“But some more than others?”
“Yes.”
“Does this theatre have more than one ghost?”
“Vivien Tambley’s story is the best-known. But I--” she stopped. She wasn’t sure she
should or could confide in Simon.
“You what?”
“There are other stories. There’s a crewmember who hung himself by accident from one
of the pipes. The fading older actress who came back after she died and sometimes stands in the
wings. The elderly gentleman who always sat in the third row wearing the white carnation. And,
of course, Candasco himself. You can sometimes hear him pace. He did live in the building, you
know.”
“He lived here?”
“His old apartment is still on the top floor.”
“Have you--” Now it was Simon’s turn to stop.
“Have I what?”
“I get the feeling you were going to tell me something personal about your experiences
with the ghosts. Spirits. Whatever they are.”
“Would you believe me?”
“I might.”
“Why?”
“Several reasons. First of all, you don’t strike me as someone who’s crazy or delusional.”
“That’s comforting, I think.”
“Second, if you told me you encountered a ghost, it meant you believe it. In light of my
first point, why shouldn’t I? Third, because if anyone is likely to see a ghost, it’ll be you.”
“Really? Why?”
“Because I don’t think they scare you.”
“You’re right. They don’t. But why would you come to that conclusion?”
“In light of your. . .religious beliefs, it makes sense.”
“Because I’m Wiccan.”
“Yes.”
Morag thought about this for a minute. “Your background research’s been very
thorough.”
“It has to be. Considering who we deal with.”
“My religion doesn’t freak you out?”
“No. I’m dealing with the person I’ve met. Someone who’s smart and practical. Someone
I like and respect. A lot.” Morag saw flickers of emotion, including surprise, cross his face and
then the mask came down again. “I admit, I don’t know much about Wicca. Only what I read this
morning, on the Internet. It seems like it faces some of the same challenges every religion faces –
extremists inside and people afraid of you outside.”
“No jokes about dancing naked around bonfires?”

She saw it in his eyes as an image of her naked in firelight flicked through his mind, and
he caught his breath. “Only if I can join you,” he teased.
She smiled. “Point taken.” She was glad the awkward moment was past and sorry she
started it. The thought of Simon naked was appealing. She reminded herself that this was
business.
“Thank you for taking the time to read up,” Morag said. “Most people wouldn’t bother.”
“I like to understand who I’m dealing with,” said Simon.
She appreciated the simplicity and lack of ego in his voice. “I’m surprised the Vice
President hasn’t refused to let me in the room. Or doesn’t he know?”
“I don’t know whether he does or not,” Simon admitted. “But the producer made it very
clear – if the Vice President wants to live his dream, you’re part of the deal.”
“And you’re here to make sure I don’t do any hookey-spookeys on him.”
Simon smiled. “Something like that.”
“Let’s go downstairs. We’ll run out of time if we don’t start the tour.” Morag headed
down a set of stairs.
“Wow,” said Simon.
“Yes. Pretty neat, isn’t it? The floor out here extends almost halfway under the stage. We
have wardrobe and sound. We don’t have much automation, compared to some of the bigger
shows, but what we have is the small platform center that can raise and lower.”
“Below it looks like a pool.”
“There was a pool put in during the 1930s for a show that had a high dive scene. They
left the pool when the show closed.”
“What are those catwalks?”
“That’s how you trot around the platform and over the pool to make entrances on both
sides of the stage without going out the stage door and running all the way around the building.
One catwalk leads to stage left and one leads stage right. The bottom of the stairs leading stage
left is where Vivien was found dead. The other catwalk branching off the stage right catwalk
leads to a room under part of the audience where the washer and dryer are stashed.”
“Not much space, is there?”
“No. This show is way too big for the theatre, but it was the only one available at the
time, and the producers didn’t want to wait. If the show had to be postponed until a bigger
theatre became available, cast members would have gotten other jobs and perhaps chosen not to
come back. The production would have had to start from scratch.”
“Now that you’re a hit, can’t you move to a bigger theatre?”
“We’re not making enough profit to justify it,” Morag explained. “We can’t generate
enough like a show at the Gershwin because of the number of seats. So we’ll stay put for a
longer run in a smaller house. We’ll take the catwalk here to stage level.”
Simon followed her. Morag wondered if he noticed the change in temperature as they
stepped past the spot Vivien died. He glanced around, as though looking for air conditioning
vents or another explanation, but chose not to mention it. Morag bit back a smile. He felt it.
“You’ll see tonight, when you trail me,” said Morag, “we have a very quick catwalk
crossover here under the stage during the first act. Be prepared to move fast – but we also need to
move quietly.”
“I’ll do my best,” Simon promised.
Morag smiled at him. “I’m sure you’re light on your feet,” she said.

A moment later, they were up on the stage. Rows of seats and balconies stretched with
more seats and leaned towards the stage. The ceiling was beautifully painted, with ornate birds
and an enormous crystal chandelier, which hung over the center of the orchestra and the first few
rows of the orchestra seats.
“Imagine,” said Morag. “Every one of those crystals has to be cleaned by hand. Taken
down, washed with a gentle soap and water, dried with a soft cloth and returned. Thousands of
them.”
“Amazing,” said Simon. She watched him stand on the stage, knowing he could feel the
palpitations of decades of performances.
“It is,” said Morag. “This is what it feels like to stand on a Broadway stage.”
“This is an incredible feeling,” said Simon. “I am actually tingling. I’ve never
experienced anything like it before.”
“It’s a rush. It’s addictive.”
“I can see why.”
“Let me walk you through a few things here.” Morag led the way offstage. She was
surprised that Simon understood the feelings. Instead of wanting celebrity gossip, he absorbed
and understood what was going on. She glanced over at him. His eyes sparkled. His cheeks were
flushed. He looked incredibly sexy.
What about Hartley? She asked herself.
What about him? Another part of her brain retorted. There’s more than one attractive
man on the planet and right now, you are under no obligations of exclusivity to anyone.
Concentrate on the job at hand, she warned. The last thing you need is to make a Secret
Service agent feel he’s being sexually harassed.
It’s not harassment if he wants it, too.
“Morag?”
“I’m sorry, Simon.” Morag pulled herself into the present moment.
“I wondered where those catwalks up there lead?” He pointed.
“Electrics and the fly rail. It’s hard to see much when you look up now because the work
lights are on. But scenery is flown on stage and here in the wings. Lots of the big furniture pieces
are also flown.”
“You must have a huge crew.”
“It’s pretty big. With swings and understudies, it’s a large company.”
“Does the crew have understudies, too?”
“We call them ‘swings’ or ‘subs’. They’re in and out all the time.”
“We’re going to need a list before the show to vet them.”
“We don’t always know ahead of time. Actors often don’t call in until half hour before
the show. Crew calls in earlier, because they have to be here earlier, but actor contracts state half
hour. Most will call as soon as they know, but sometimes. . .”
“Beers will have a fit.”
“It’s not like we pull people in off the street. We use specific people trained for specific
slots. Tom’s not an idiot – he’ll have supplied Beers with as complete a list as he can get from
crew heads. But sometimes a crew swing will come in for a few shows, and you don’t see him
for months again.”
“Who’s your swing?”
“Right now, I don’t have one. The woman who usually covers me got another show, as a
star dresser, part of the star’s contract, and there hasn’t been time to train a replacement.”

“So what if you get sick?”
“Too bad for me. Part of my job is to stay healthy.”
Simon nodded. “I know the feeling.”
“As you can feel, walking on this, the stage is slanted. It’s higher in the back than in the
front. That’s called a ‘rake’ and it’s so the people at the back of the house can still have a good
view of what’s happening deep on the stage. With tickets over a hundred dollars a pop on
Broadway now, they need to see what they paid to see. However, it’s hard on the body to work
on a raked stage. Performers – and crew – get injured all the time.”
“So why do they do it?”
“Money. Actors’ Equity hasn’t been able to ban raked stages. Until everyone refuses to
work on them, they’ll be included in designs. As long as the producers can make money.”
“Just like everything else.”
“In its own way, a successful show is as much of a factory as an automobile plant.
Everyone thinks this is a glamorous business. But it’s damned hard work. You work when other
people play. You work nights, weekends, holidays. . .and no one gets it.”
“Sounds a lot like my job,” said Simon.
Morag thought about it for a minute, then laughed. “It does, doesn’t it? You’re one of the
few who do understand. And yes, I am complaining, but I’d still rather do this than anything
else.”
“Beats the nine-to-five office gigs,” Simon agreed.
“Absolutely.” Morag pointed. “Most of the time, we’re on this side of the stage. When
there's time to make a change in the dressing room, we go back to the room and do it there. Most
of the quick changes take place here. Two take place on the other side, and there’s one that we
do as we’re crossing underneath. We’ve got scenery moving on both sides of us and things flying
overhead. You’ll get a sense of that tonight, so you’ll know what passes for normal around here.
I’ll show you where to stand, so you won’t get hit by anything. When we’re moving, it’s best to
be pretty close on my heels and there are a couple of places where we squeeze through moving
scenery.”
“It sounds more complicated than I expected,” said Simon. “I thought I was just going to
stand around and watch the show.” He took a few steps out onto stage and stared at the rows of
seats. “But it’s an. . .extraordinary feeling to stand on stage and look out, even with no one in the
audience.”
“Nothing else comes close,” Morag agreed. “Ready to see the dressing rooms?”
“Yes.”
He followed her offstage and up the stairs to the next floor. She liked his presence behind
her – not too close, but close enough to feel his solidity. There was a calmness about Simon
Keane, an air of competence. She could see why the Vice President wanted him nearby.
“You seem a million miles away.” He smiled at her when they reached the top of the
stairs.
“Actually, I was thinking about you.” Morag turned to face him. There was no reason not
to be honest.
“Me?” He looked startled.
“I was thinking that if I was important enough to need security, you’d be the person with
whom I’d feel secure.”
Simon stared at her for a moment, and his smile widened. “That is a wonderful
compliment.”

“It’s meant to be one. I’m glad I haven’t offended you.” She turned away from him,
afraid he could read too much. You know how to shield, she told herself. It’s about time you did
so. But she didn’t want to. To her surprise, she didn’t want to hide anything from Agent Simon
Keane. Dangerous, she told herself. Remember, he works for someone who’d happily burn you at
the stake, if he thought he could get away with it.
Simon wouldn’t let him.
It was a sense of knowing, deep inside her. She tried to shake it, Now, you’re being a
romantic fool.
“These are the principal dressing rooms.” Morag pointed to the doors. “The names are on
each door. George’s dressing room is here at the end of the hall. The crew room beside it has
been transformed into a dressing room for the Vice President.” She unlocked the doors to both
rooms.
George Wendall’s dressing room was painted in a clear, warm sand color. He had a
chenille couch in a darker shade, with a matching armchair. The dressing table held makeup
spread out on a white towel and a few photos taped to the mirror. Shelves over a small
refrigerator contained a tea/coffee service, a small television, and a small CD player with
speakers. A white phone rested on the corner of the table. A curtain hid the closet section, which
was filled with the costumes, shoes neatly lined up below, accessories in a hanging shoe bag to
one side. A stack of fan mail rested neatly on a small square table beside the door.
“Clean, but lived in,” Simon said.
Morag nodded. “George likes to keep it simple at the theatre. Hayley, who plays the
female lead, has her dressing room decked out in what I call Victorian Bordello style. But actors
spend a lot of time in their dressing rooms. They need to be happy and comfortable.”
She locked George’s door and motioned to Simon to enter the next room. “The guys
moved their crap out but left the television and the refrigerator. The Vice President’s costumes
will come up tomorrow before the rehearsal and live on a rolling rack against the wall. The
furniture’s mismatched – if he wants this place decorated, your people will have to send someone
over.”
“It is a bit Spartan,” said Simon.
“Do you think he’ll care?”
Simon swung around to face her. “Do you?”
Morag flushed, but refused to look away. “I want him to have a positive experience here.
I’m not willing to turn into a hausfrau to do so. My job is to get him in and out of his clothes and
make sure he gets onstage.”
Simon grinned at her. “I’ll have his office send over a hausfrau.”
She took a minute to decide how to respond to his teasing and then smiled. “Thank you.
Are you ready to go on the third floor?”
“There’s more?”
“Much more.”
“It didn’t look this big from the blueprints.”
“It’s not big,” said Morag. “But there are a lot of weird little corners.” She locked the
door and they headed up the next flight of stairs.
“This floor houses the second leads and the chorus rooms,” said Morag.
“So the less important you are, the farther from the stage?”
“Got it in one,” said Morag. She unlocked one of the rooms. “Come in here. I want to
show you something.”

Simon followed her. The room had mirrors and chairs in a U-shape with rolling clothes
racks down the middle.
“This is the women’s chorus room,” said Morag.
Lingerie hung from the cages around the light bulbs; bras, thongs, tights were piled in
small baskets at each station. “Is there a particular reason we’re here?” Simon asked.
“I wouldn’t think a roomful of women’s lingerie would make you feel uncomfortable.”
“I feel a little bit like a voyeur,” Simon admitted. “I don’t want to be disrespectful.”
He’s one of the good ones, Morag thought. She checked the ring finger on his left hand
and it was bare. He might not wear a ring in order to protect his family. “There’s an historical
reason,” Morag said out loud. “See how that part of the ceiling is at an angle?”
“Yes.” Simon frowned.
Morag enjoyed that he had no idea where this led. “It used to be a one-way mirror.”
“A one-way. . .” Simon shook his head as he realized the implications. “What did
Candasco do? Sell tickets? Bring his friends up there for some Peeping Tom action?”
Morag laughed. “He kept it to himself, as far as we know. It’s painted over now. But he
used to watch the chorus girls from his apartment upstairs. Chorus girls spend a lot of time naked
in the confines of their room.”
“Dirty old letch!” Simon laughed, but Morag caught the uneasiness in it. “Did they
know?”
“Maybe one or two of them suspected. Or might have enjoyed it. As far as can be pieced
together from letters, diaries, documents of the time, this was one of the things he kept private. It
became public knowledge only after Candasco died and the theatre was sold.”
“Is the apartment still up there?”
“Oh yeah. Dirty, with a few pieces of broken down furniture and some gorgeous panels
of stained glass. You want to take a look?”
“Sure. Is it haunted?”
“Supposedly as much as the rest of the place.”
“But you. . .” He stopped.
“Yes?” Morag waited. While she wasn’t going to make it easy for him, she was curious
what he had to say.
“What is your experience in this theatre with ghosts?”
“I’ve had some encounters that can’t be practically explained,” said Morag. “It’s been a
little strange. But I’ve never felt threatened. I never felt that whomever or whatever was here
meant me any harm. It was more a sensation of loneliness. That the spirit or spirits here want to
connect.”
Simon nodded. “That makes a lot of sense.”
“You still want to go up?”
“Yes. But if we run into anything. . .preternatural. . .I’ll count on you to translate.”
Morag laughed. “Deal.”
She locked the door to the dressing room and they walked up another flight of stairs. It
was colder up here, and damper. Morag felt Simon grow more watchful than usual behind her.
She pulled a flashlight out of its sheath on her belt. “There’s no electricity up here,” she
said.
“Why not?”
“Too expensive.”

“If it’s such a great space, why don’t they turn it into more dressing rooms? Or offices?
Or a VIP lounge? Is there access from front of house?”
“Yes, there’s a door leading to the balcony.”
“So?”
“It’s haunted. They can’t keep anyone long enough to renovate, and they finally gave
up.”
“Candasco wanted his home untouched.”
“Something like that.” Morag unlocked the door and sneezed. “I wish he’d let us dust
more often.”
She turned on her flashlight. They stood in the doorway for a minute. Sheets were draped
over furniture. It was cold, damp, and dusty. Windows rattled in their frames as a large truck
drove past on the street outside. Simon shivered. Then, he frowned. “When was the last time
someone was up here?”
“I don’t know. But we could check the doorman’s log.”
“What are those prints?” He took the flashlight out of Morag’s hand with unexpected
gentleness and swept the floor with its strong beam. “There are footprints in the dust.”
Morag gulped. “There certainly are.”
“They look pretty fresh to me. Whoever it is could still be here.” He flashed the light
around the room.
Morag stared, too. “I can’t feel anyone,” she said.
“He or she could be good at silence. Where’s the door to the audience?”
“Over there.” Morag pointed to an arched wooden doorway.
“I’m going to have to get a team up here to check it out.”
“Yes, I know.”
"I’ll wait here until they arrive. Go back downstairs.”
“No.”
“If he’s still here. . .”
“Even though I’m unarmed and you’re well-armed, it’s better if there are two of us. I
can’t shoot, but I can scream. Or hit, or trip or something. I'm not a delicate little flower.”
In spite of his concern, Simon smiled. “I appreciate your back-up.”
“What if they/he/whomever is gone?”
“We’re two flights above the principal dressing rooms, but it’s possible someone
threaded something down the wall.”
Morag stared at him. “I hope not.”
He nodded. “Me, too.”
***
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CHAPTER ONE

Bad luck comes in threes.
Experience taught me to believe Gamma Batchelder, and Gamma Batchelder (may she
live in good health in the sunshine of Perdido Key, Florida) predicted that bad luck always came
in threes. I had my fill for the day.
My boot heel broke on the subway. An errant taxi driver splashed me, intentionally
veering close to drive through an oily puddle. One, two. Neither was earth-shatteringly awful,
but, in my experience, minor incidents built up to major incidents.
Name it, I reminded myself. Name it and let it go.
I mulled over potential names for the chaos while I took a quick detour to the deli
between the Union Square subway station and the yoga studio. I bought a plain bagel with cream
cheese, a small carton of orange juice, and a chocolate chip cookie. When I turned the corner
onto W. 17th St., I handed it to the woman huddled in the long black coat, the cracked skin of her
calves sticking out from her moldy, dark blue skirt. “Here you go, Carmen. Thought you might
like some breakfast.”
“Ain’t you the dearest, dear?” The woman smiled at me. If she lost many more teeth, she
wouldn’t be able to eat bagels anymore. I wondered if she still had the toothbrush I bought her
last week.
“Make sure you go to St. Peter’s tonight for dinner, okay?” I touched her shoulder.
Carmen shrugged, and I knew better than to force the issue. At least she knew I wasn’t
squeamish about contact with her. Did those milky cataracts trap her soul behind her eyes or
protect it?
I staggered into the building on W. 17th Street, just off Union Square. I shook the water
out of my strawberry blonde curls that never behaved, out of my eyelashes, and stepped out of
my boots. In socks, I clambered up the narrow stairs to the second floor, housing the yoga studio
where I taught twelve classes a week.
I tripped going up the stairs, and heard Gamma Batchelder’s intonation inside my head,
“If you trip going up the stairs, you won’t get married that year.”
That prophecy wouldn’t come true. Jack and I booked a June wedding date; we were in
late April. I’d mail out the invitations next week. Gamma Batchelder would be wrong. First time
for everything.
The stairs opened out onto a wide expanse of shiny bamboo flooring. The space was an
old loft, renovated to be a state-of-the-art yoga studio, with two studio rooms, showers, juice bar,
and a shop from which I could rarely afford to purchase anything, even with my employee
discount.
My smile faltered when I saw my least favorite colleague, Alyssa, chatting with Loolie,
the receptionist. Alyssa was everything I wasn’t -- tall, willowy, confident. Jack liked to point
out that there was nothing wrong with my proportions -- I (barely) hit an average height of five
feet five inches, and I have a good figure. Alyssa, tall and slender, always made me feel like
something small and silly, not to be taken seriously. The day Alyssa leaned down to pat me on
the head would be the day I shocked everyone by breaking Alyssa’s arm.
Make an effort I demanded of myself, and kept the smile pasted on my face. “Good
morning!”

“Drown in a puddle?” Alyssa asked, looking at me.
“Taxi driver. Aiming for me.” I shrugged.
“That’s because you’ve got a come-get-me attitude,” Alyssa retorted. “Bet you fed that
disgusting homeless woman on the corner again.”
Nice to see you’re living your chosen path of compassion, I thought, then forced the
mindfulness to acknowledge and push the thought away. Sarcasm, I named it. Petty sarcasm. I
was trying to cure myself of the petty sarcasm habit.
Because Alyssa is a hypocrite, a little voice in my head whispered. Gamma called the
voice “Ida”, as in “Ida know how I know it.” When I first saw the Family Circus comics with the
gremlins “Not Me” and “Ida Know” I thought Gamma was the artist. Gamma explained
archetypes, universal group mind, and trans-cultural diffusion, not that I understood it when I
was eight. Those concepts make more sense now. Sometimes.
Loolie, who usually bubbled over with friendship when I entered, only gave me a weak
smile. She wouldn’t look me in the eye, which meant something big was in the works. Before I
could ask her what was wrong, Jelena Hahn, the owner of the studio came out of her office and
said, “Sophie, do you mind stepping in here for a minute?”
“Sure.” I pretended not to see Alyssa’s triumphant smile. I followed Jelena into the
office. Jelena had the same effortless grace in her movements as Alyssa. “What’s up?” I undid
the curly topknot of hair and refastened it, using the gesture to cover my nerves.
“Sophie, you’re a lovely girl, and it’s been a pleasure having you work here, but things
aren’t working out.” Jelena sat behind her desk, folded her hands together, and looked at me.
“What? Excuse me? Why? What am I doing wrong?” I couldn’t believe my ears.
“There’s nothing wrong with you, Sophie. Please don’t ever think that.” Jelena’s voice
dropped to the soothing monotone she used when someone had a meltdown during class. I called
it her “diffusing the bomb” voice.
“Then why don’t you want me here anymore?” I demanded. “Are my students
complaining? Has anyone ever gotten injured in my class? I’m never late, I don’t flake out.”
“You don’t fit our platform.”
“Your what?”
“We’re reshaping our image. We’ve brought in a new marketing firm. Fresh logo. We’re
focusing on teachers who have platforms, books and DVDs out, work the conference circuit. We
want someone with a show on the new yoga cable channel. Someone who brings in a following.”
“Even they had to start somewhere. They didn’t burst fully formed out of a lotus leaf with
50,000 Facebook friends.” I couldn’t keep the bitterness out of my voice. “I could put together a
yoga show. Give me a couple of weeks, we can film it, and you’ll see.”
“No, dear, I’m sorry, this just isn’t going to work.” Jelena reached into a folder, pulled
out an envelope and offered it to me. “Three weeks’ severance. More than generous.”
“You don’t want me to teach this morning’s class? What about my students?”
“Alyssa will take it.”
I granted myself a moment to imagine choking Alyssa with a resistance strap and let it
go. “Can I at least say goodbye?”
“I don’t think that’s wise.”
“What if they ask where I am?”
“We’ll tell them it was time you moved on.” Jelena’s voice tinged with impatience.
“There are two kinds of teachers. Those who inspire rabid loyalty, whose students follow them

wherever they go, and those who are competent fill-ins. You’re the latter. No one comes to your
class because it’s you. They come to your class because it’s there.”
That stung. I stood up, trying to gather the remains of my shredded dignity around me
like a cloak, and picked up my purse, tote bag, and mat bag. “Thank you for the opportunity to
teach here,” I said, and walked out of the room before Jelena could respond.
I walked toward my locker to collect my belongings. My shabby little luggage lock had
been replaced by one that was shiny and new. I turned toward the desk. Loolie stood up, two
bright red spots on her cheeks, unshed tears in her eyes, offering me a canvas tote bag. “They
had me clean it out this morning, first thing,” she said in a voice just above a choked whisper.
“I’m sorry.”
“Thank you.” Damn it, I am not going to cry. I accepted the plain canvas bag, not the $40
organic one with the Center’s logo on it. Denied me the pleasure of burning the logo bag in the
fireplace when I got home. I sensed Alyssa watching and refused to give her the moment of
triumph. “Thank you, Loolie.” I stepped back into my boots, walked across the shiny floor,
through the entering students, and back down the stairs. Retaining my dignity was difficult; one
boot had a heel, and one was flat, the broken heel in my tote bag.
I was on the third-to-last step when I heard, “What the hell?” from upstairs and a clatter
behind me. Close to losing it, I kept going onto the street. I hesitated, not sure which way to turn,
then turned towards Union Square.
“Sophie! Wait!”
I turned to see two of my regular students, Rowena and Kath, dash down the block to
catch up. Rowena was a tall, athletic woman in her thirties, Kath smaller and slighter. They were
two of the students I could push in class.
“What the hell?” Rowena repeated as they caught up, Kath huffing a little bit.
“You move fast for someone with only one working shoe,” Kath puffed out.
I watched them. I had nothing to say. The lump in my throat hurt too much.
“What the hell’s going on?” Rowena tried again.
“I was fired.” I wanted to turn my back and keep walking. Tears threatened to break
through again.
“Yeah, I know, is Jelena out of her freaking mind?”
“I don’t fit in with the new brand,” I said.
“Oh, fuck their brand.” Rowena stomped her foot on the pavement. “You’re a damned
good teacher, you’re a real person, not one of those hypocrites swanning around pretending to be
enlightened and then stabbing everyone in the back.”
“Alyssa,” Kath nodded.
“It’s that obvious?” I asked.
“To anyone who doesn’t have his head so far up in his cleansed ass he can still see
straight,” Rowena retorted. Kath giggled.
“Thanks.” Tears started to leak down my cheeks despite my best intentions. “Jelena told
me no one came to my classes because of me, but because the class was there.”
Rowena opened her mouth to respond, then, with an effort, slammed her lips shut and
took a swallow. “Come on,” she grabbed my arm. “We’re going for a drink. And I don’t mean a
wheatgrass shake.”
“It’s only ten a.m.,” I pointed out.
“Would you rather have coffee?”
I nodded. If I started drinking at ten a.m., I’d be a hot, weepy mess.

Rowena and Kath steered me to the Barnes & Noble Cafe at the top of Union Square
Park. Carmen was gone from the corner, moved on to her late morning perch in the park. Kath
stayed with me at the table while Rowena got our drinks. “Mocha lattes with plenty of whipped
cream,” she announced, dropping into the third chair.
“Thank you,” I said. A sip of the drink loosened the lump in my throat. My shoulders
came down from my ears.
“So much for taking class there,” said Rowena.
“You would stop taking class at Jelena’s studio because she fired me?” I was shocked.
“The only reason I kept coming back is because I like your class. You’re a real person.
Most of them are hypocrites. They pretend they’re so into meaningful lives and healthy living
and kindness, and look how they behave? I haven’t heard such vicious gossip outside of a reality
show set-up. It’s all ‘om’ and ‘namaste’ in the classroom and ‘did you hear that Penny put on
fifteen pounds and Jason was so totally grossed out he left her?’ the minute class is over. Plenty
of them are there for hook-ups, not fitness. That includes the teachers.”
“The right hook-up is a form of fitness,” Kath interrupted.
“True, but I don’t use my yoga class to troll for one-night stands,” Rowena revised.
I took a deep breath. “Maybe this is a blessing in disguise. This is a transition,” I
emphasized the name. “I have a wedding coming up in less than two months. Jack’s been so
busy with work he hasn’t had much time to plan. I can focus all my attention on the wedding,
and start looking for work again after. Maybe I can pick up a few classes here and there, let
different studios try me out, in the interim.”
“Remember, you’re trying them out just as much as they’re trying you out.” Rowena
wagged a finger at me. “Here.” She pulled out a business card. “Please keep in touch. I want to
know where you land.”
“Okay, thanks.” I picked up the card. It was on thick, creamy stock with raised lettering -not a five-dollar printing job by any means. Rowena Callahan, Diamond Cruises. I remembered
their commercial on television, promoting smaller ships with more personalized services. “I
didn’t know you work for a cruise line.”
“Yeah, the head office is in Miami, but we depart out of New York, so I’m up here,” said
Rowena. “Have you and your fiancé decided what to do for your honeymoon? A cruise would be
great; it's a floating resort. We have yoga classes, so you could keep up your practice.”
“Jack insisted on making the plans for the honeymoon,” I said. “He told me he wanted it
to be a surprise.” I pulled out one of my own cards. “Here, to make an even exchange.” My
cards, on the other hand, were from the five-dollar self-serve machine in the local print shop.
“Great. I definitely want to keep in touch.”
“Who will look out for Carmen if I’m fired?” I wondered.
“Who’s Carmen?” Rowena asked.
“The homeless woman on the corner. I sort of, um, keep an eye on her.” I was
uncomfortable talking about it. It felt like boasting. “I’ll just have to make sure I’m in the
neighborhood on a regular schedule.”
“We’ll keep an eye on Carmen,” Kath promised.
“A little difficult if we’re not taking class,” Rowena retorted. The dismay must have
shown on my face and Rowena was quick to add, “We’ll make the detour. I don’t work that far
away.” She checked her watch. “If you’re okay, I gotta run. I’ve got some flexibility in my
schedule, especially on days without departures or arrivals, but I don’t want to push it.”
“Yeah, go on, I’m fine,” I said. “Thanks for the support.”

“Anytime.” Rowena stood up. “Keep in touch.”
“Take care,” said Kath.
I watched them take the escalator down to the ground floor and sighed. I felt better, and I
wanted to enjoy my mocha latte before dealing with the rest of my life. This could be what I
needed. Time to plan the wedding. Time to decide what to do next.
I pulled out my iPhone and hit Jack’s speed-dial number.
“Jack.” He was always abrupt on his personal line.
“It’s Sophie.”
“Yeah, I know. Caller ID.”
“Could we meet for lunch? I’m having a tough day and could use some cheering up.”
There was a beat of silence. “I was just about to call you to ask you to meet for lunch,
too. I think that’s a good idea. Pristine noon?” He always said that when he wanted me to be
exactly on time, not early, not late.
“Pristine noon.” Something in his voice bothered me. “Is everything okay?”
“Just busy.”
Jack was always busy. “Okay, see you later. Love you.”
“Yup.” He hung up.
I finished the coffee, browsed the books, thought about the “to be read” pile in my
bedroom, and bought more anyway. How could I pass up the latest by Celeste Vandermeer,
January Keating, or Linette Hush? Bag of books in hand, I stepped outside, where the rain let up,
and grabbed a cab to the Nine West at Madison and 55th, closest to Jack’s office. I replaced the
broken boots with a pair of sturdy, flat-soled ones, and bought myself a pair of silver sandals
with dragonfly embellishments to both salve my wounds and celebrate my liberation.
Wearing the new boots, I left the store with more confidence in my step, and deposited
the final paycheck into the bank. I waved to the security guard in the lobby of Jack’s building,
signed in, got a Visitor’s pass, and took the elevator up to the seventh floor, where he worked for
a marketing company.
“Hi, Corinne,” I greeted the receptionist.
“I’ll tell Jack you’re here.” Corinne offered. She looked like she should model for Vogue,
not sit at a desk manning phones and greeting people.
“Thank you.” I perched on the edge of one of the uncomfortable, trapezoid-shaped steel
chairs and put my bags on the floor. I was always afraid if I rested something on the glass-topped
coffee table, I’d leave a mark. I bet even the fake yellow orchid was polished twice a day.
“Oh, good, you’re here,” Jack strode out. Catching sight of my bags, he added,
“Shopping?”
“Yeah. Can I leave the bags in your office?”
“We’re not coming back here, so you’d better take them with you,” Jack said. He
frowned, looking at me. “What happened?”
I looked down, realizing just how messy and mud-splattered I was from the morning’s
encounter with a cab. I should have stopped in the ladies‘ room as soon as I arrived to clean up a
bit. “I got splashed.” I raised my face for a kiss, but he guided me back towards the elevators.
“Be back soon,” he said to Corinne, who nodded and jotted it down.
“You wouldn’t believe what Jelena pulled today,” I began, as the elevator doors closed.
“Please. Not here,” said Jack.

“Of course.” I closed my mouth, the resentment sitting in it like bile. Jack hated public
scenes. You’re not making a scene, you’re providing information. I felt the bubble of resentment
build.
We walked in silence to a small, expensive restaurant a few blocks away, near Third
Avenue. Once we were seated and Jack gave the waiter our order, he folded his hands, looked at
me, and said, “Tell me what happened.”
“Jelena fired me.”
“That’s unfortunate.”
“You don’t seem surprised.”
“You haven’t been entirely happy there for awhile.”
“Is one ever entirely happy anywhere?” I countered. When he shrugged, I added, “This is
probably a good thing, especially right now. With the wedding coming up in less than two
months, I can focus my full attention on it. I can pick up a few classes here and there at other
studios, so I’m still bringing in some money, but I can take more planning pressure off you.”
“I wasn’t feeling any planning pressure.”
“I know your hours are crazy right now, and I keep asking your opinions on things. I just
don’t want you to feel like I’m making all these decisions for you instead of with you.”
“I want to talk about the wedding.”
“Oh, good.” I smiled a thanks to the waiter as he placed a grilled chicken Caesar salad in
front of me, and a steak in front of Jack. I rummaged in my tote bag. “I don’t have the wedding
notebook with me, but I’m sure I can find something to write on.”
“Not on the napkin,” Jack warned, with a smile. “These are damask.”
“It was only that one time I used a linen napkin to write on,” I grinned back. “I paid for it.
So, what do you want to discuss?”
“I want to call the wedding off.”
“What?” I must be hallucinating.
“Sophie, I adore you, I really do. I just don’t think we’re in love with each other enough
to make this work.”
“What do you mean?”
“We want different things.” Jack leaned forward, steak forgotten. “Your energy, your zest
for life, your sense of humor -- I’m drawn to those things, I still love them. I just don’t think I
can live with them every day. I respect your kindness, your respect for life and health and the
environment, no-kill animal shelters, your concern for global warming and climate change and
all that, but it’s counter-indicative to where I see my career going. I handle multi-million dollar
accounts for companies with lobbyists advocating that global warming and climate change don’t
exist.”
“But they do exist!”
“That doesn’t pay the bills.”
“There have got to be other companies, green companies--”
“They can’t afford me.” Jack watched her. “I’m really good at what I do.”
“I know that. There’s no reason why you can’t work for companies that align with your
values.”
“Your values, Sophie. I’m not sure I share them. Or, I’m not sure I’m willing to give up a
six-figure salary for values. I can’t have a wife who's an activist against the companies that pay
for our lifestyle. I can’t ask you to stop marching on Washington and signing petitions and

donating time and money on causes you believe in. That would be like cutting off your air
supply. It could kill you, spiritually, and how could I do that when I care about you?”
“Wow.” My thoughts and emotions swirled in a chaotic maelstrom I couldn’t order. “I
had no idea.”
“That’s my fault. I dropped hints when we should have had frank discussion.” Jack
sighed. “I’d hoped, maybe, with Jelena’s studio branching out into DVDs and trying to land a
cable show--”
“How did you know about that?”
Jack reddened. “You must have mentioned it.”
“I didn’t know about it until this morning, right before Jelena fired me. How could I have
mentioned it?”
“Then I must have read it in the business pages somewhere.” He looked away. “I’ll pay
you back for your half of the deposit on the wedding venue, and if you submit a list of expenses
to my assistant, I’ll see you’re reimbursed for all of that.”
“That’s very responsible and adult, but this is about more than money,” I said.
“Yes, it is.” Jack took a deep breath and looked into my eyes. “I’ve met someone.
Someone who is more than willing to be a helpmate, to make it her mission to further my career,
not pursue her own goals.”
That was an unexpected punch to the gut. “When did you meet her?”
“A few months ago. At that art gallery opening for your old college friend, Freddie.”
“How far has this. . .affair gone?”
“Far enough so that I know I have to break it off with you before any more damage is
done.” He stared at her. “I’m sorry, Sophie. I hate hurting you. But going through with this
would hurt us both more.”
“Yes, I see that.” I took my turn at a deep breath. I stared at the diamond engagement ring
on my finger, a piece of jewelry that represented a life of love and partnership. I twisted it off
and placed it on the immaculate white damask tablecloth between us.
“I’m sorry,” said Jack. “Sorry seems so trite, but I am genuinely sorry.”
I gathered myself. “You’re right. Better to find out now than after the wedding. I’ll take
care of the cancellations later today or tomorrow, gather the paperwork and send it to you. Thank
goodness we didn’t send out the invitations. I’ll take care of informing my circle, and if you’d
take care of yours -- that would be great.”
“Of course,” said Jack. “Anything you need.”
I need this not to be real, I thought. “I have some things at your place.”
“I’ll box them up and mail them to you.”
He doesn’t want me to set foot in his apartment ever again. “I’ll do the same with
anything of yours I find at my place,” I said.
“Please don’t hate me,” Jack pleaded.
“Someday, I’ll be able to answer that, but not right now.” I gathered my bags and stood
up. “Goodbye, Jack.”
“Goodbye, Sophie. I wish you all the best.”
I nodded, unable to speak, turned, and walked out of the restaurant. How could this
happen? There must have been signs. Of course there were signs, I chose not to pay attention.
Who could he have met at the gallery opening? Should I go back and ask him? Maybe if I
promise to change? But I don’t want to change. I worked hard to become the woman I am, and I
like her. Most of the time. Why am I not good enough? What could this other woman have that I

don’t, besides a need to subvert herself for his career? What if she’s lying to him? What if she’s
just after his money? There are women like that. I should warn him. That’s it. he needs a
warning to tread carefully.
I turned and hurried back to the restaurant, stopping short when I saw Alyssa enter. With
a feeling of foreboding washing over me, I retraced my steps and slipped inside the doorway. It
was what I suspected: Alyssa made her way to Jack’s table, and leaned down to kiss him. No
wonder he knew about Jelena’s plans for the studio. He probably knew I was fired before I did.
“Can I help you, ma’am?” the hostess asked. “Did you lose something?”
“No, thank you,” I said. “You can’t help me with what I’ve lost.” I turned and walked out
of the restaurant. I named it loss.

CHAPTER TWO
“He was right about one thing,” my housemate, Fawn Lassiter, said as we lounged in the
parlor of the Brooklyn brownstone we shared. Sounds of men and women hurrying past, chatting
on cell phones as they headed home for dinner, and “Good boy! You did your business” as the
neighborhood dogs got their evening walk floated in from the street. “Better to call it off now.”
I sprawled on the battered Victorian settee that we used as a couch, wearing Hello,
Kitty!™ pajamas (worn only in times of true darkness), a half-empty bottle of red wine on the
end table beside me. The coffee table was littered with empty Chinese take-out containers and
more empty wine bottles. The crescent moon shone through the fifteen-foot-tall windows, and
the two silver tabby kittens played with shadows on the hardwood floor, while Ed, the golden
retriever, draped himself over my mid-section in comfort. A re-positioned wastebasket
overflowed with wadded-up Kleenex. “Should I warn him Alyssa is a piranha?”
“No.” Bianca Suede, the third roommate shook her head, causing her beaded dreadlocks
to jingle, and scraped the last bit of moo shu pork out of the container. “Let him find out on his
own. Karmic return.”
“To think that they met at my opening!” Freddie Diaz groaned, lolling on some oversized cushions on the floor. He gave an “ooph” as the kittens chased each other across his
stomach. “I’m mortified.”
“She was hot that night,” I admitted. “That red dress looked painted on her.”
“I wonder how much she had to do with your firing,” Fawn mused. “Are she and Jelena
close?”
“I don’t know,” I said. “I kept out of the politics of that place.”
“Which is why you got stabbed in the back,” said Bianca, bringing the point home by
stabbing her chopsticks in the air in my direction. “Because you’re kind, Sophie, people tend to
think that you’re weak. They’re wrong, but because you wait to be pushed all the way into a
corner before you push back, sometimes things don’t turn out so well.”
“Trust me, I’m feeling less than kind right now.” I topped off my glass.
“We’ll help make the calls to everyone telling them the wedding’s cancelled,” said Fawn.
“We can split it up.”
“I leave for Yaddo at the end of the week,” Freddie reminded them. “I’ll do as much as I
can before then.”
“I’ll be sorry to lose touch with Jack’s family,” I mused. “His parents were sweet,
although his dad always teased me for being a liberal fool.”
“Are you sure he was teasing?” Bianca asked.
“He was kind to me, even when we disagreed,” I said. “I really liked his sisters.
Especially Cassidy, the youngest.”
“What do they do?” Fawn asked.
“They’re married.”
“And?”
“That’s what they do. They’re married. They get their husbands ready for business trips
and attend functions and,” realization dawned on me, “oh.”
“Exactly,” said Fawn. “That’s what Jack’s mom did, that’s what his sisters do. There’s
nothing wrong with that choice, if that’s what floats their boat, but that’s not you. You want a
partnership, not to subvert your whole life for your husband. He wants someone who believes

partnership is doing everything to further his career, not each of you taking turns to support each
other.”
“Even in my relationships, I always want my boyfriend to put aside what he wants to do
and put me and my art first,” Freddie admitted.
“I can’t imagine Alyssa doing that,” I said. “She’s ambitious. I’ve only ever seen her put
herself first.”
“She wants the financial security of a well-placed husband, and she’s willing to pretend
to be what he wants to get that,” Bianca said. “You weren’t.”
“But that’s dishonest. And so, I don’t know, medieval.”
“In medieval times, women were bought and sold for family name and prestige,” said
Fawn. “Then, it evolved into some women deciding they wanted to decide to whom they sold
themselves, so they’d pick a guy and transform into what he wanted so she could gain that
security. I can’t see it changing.”
“Ick,” was my retort.
“There you go again, showing off that Ivy League education,” Freddie teased.
“Do you want help packing up his stuff?” Bianca asked.
“No, thanks, I’ll be okay.” I shook my head. “He didn’t leave much here. That should
have tipped me off.”
“He didn’t like Brooklyn,” said Bianca. “He felt it was beneath him.”
“His Manhattan apartment’s luxurious, but those floor-to-ceiling glass walls freaked me
out.” I shivered. “I always felt like I was flashing people, even when I had all my clothes on.”
“Seriously,” Fawn began picking up and putting down containers, looking for more dregs
of food, “you’re better off out of it.”
“Did all of you hate him? And never tell me?” I asked, stroking Ed’s glossy head.
“We didn’t hate him, exactly,” said Bianca, “and we knew you loved him, so we accepted
him. He was good-looking, and he treated you well most of the time. But he took you for granted
the past few months.”
“He acted like you were already married instead of still courting you,” said Fawn. She
gave a chirp of triumph as she found some shrimp fried rice and dug in. “I never thought he’d
cheat on you or dump you.”
“Now what do I do?” I fretted. “No job, no wedding -- I’m kind of lost.”
“It’s not like I’m going to kick you out,” said Fawn.
“I still have some money.” I noted my defensive tone and took a breath, trying to release
the tension.
Fawn ignored her. “Both Bianca and I are relieved we don’t have to start interviewing for
a new roommate. The three of us muddle along pretty well here. Along with Freddie, when he
crashes between art colony residencies, sleeping in his studio, or between boyfriends.”
“What do you want to do?” said Bianca. “What have you always wanted to do?”
“I wanted to be Nancy Drew when I was little,” I admitted. “Our hair was the same color,
so I thought of her as a big sister, who wasn’t as mean to me as my real sister, Edwina. I even
used to run around calling my hair ‘titian’, the way they did in those books with the yellow
spines. But me? A detective? I need to name things, to know them, eye contact, honesty, but I
don’t like messing in people’s business. I love teaching yoga. It was a stop-gap when the event
planning firm went out of business. But I sort of fell into event planning after college, anyway. I
got a liberal arts degree because I love the arts, not because I knew what I wanted to be when I
grew up. I’m much happier doing yoga and teaching it than I was running around in dresses and

high heels dealing with rich people who got the vapors if the napkins were the wrong color. I
couldn’t feel that was important, even when there was lots of money involved. I loved the yoga
teacher training, attending workshops, learning more, and then teaching it. I feel so alive. I feel
like I’m finally myself, solid in my own skin. Teaching yoga, trying to live it, that feels right.”
“Can you book yourself into Kripalu for awhile?” Fawn asked. “Take some time to
refresh and retreat. Take workshops and have spa treatments. Walk around in the Berkshires and
think for a bit.”
“I have to look at the numbers, but maybe I could do a week or so.” I frowned.
“What if we all chip in?” Bianca offered.
“I’d feel uncomfortable.”
“We were going to chip in to buy you a wedding present,” Fawn said. “So why not let us
chip in for a, a --” she ran out of steam.
“Non-wedding present,” Freddie suggested.
“Liberation present,” Bianca tossed in.
“I’ll think about it,” I promised. “I’m not sure of anything at this moment.”
“How’s your family taking it?” Freddie asked.
“Better than I thought. Mom wants me to join her in Taos, Victoria thinks I should come
over to London for a bit and then we’ll take a quick jaunt to Paris or maybe Venice--”
“That sounds good,” said Freddie.
“Edwina’s somewhere on a dig in South America. I left a voice mail and sent her an
email, but who knows when she’ll be back in contact? She couldn’t stand Jack, so I’m sure she’ll
have something cutting and funny to say about it. Then I’ll burst into tears and she’ll feel bad.
That sort of sums up our relationship, so I’d rather not talk to her for awhile. Rick is doing
something mysterious in DC again--”
“Something sexy and mysterious,” Fawn sighed. At their looks, she shrugged. “You all
know I’ve got it bad for Sophie’s brother.”
“What about Maurice? Your boyfriend?” Freddie challenged.
“I like him fine,” said Fawn. “I don’t see spending the rest of my life with him. Before
you say I sound like Jack, Maurice feels the same way. We both know this is temporary.”
“Today’s about Sophie,” Bianca steered the conversation back. “What about Gamma
Batchelder?”
“Gamma Batchelder --” I gasped. I’d forgotten.
“What?” Bianca asked.
“Gamma Batchelder was right!”
“Isn’t Gamma Batchelder always right?” Fawn mimicked.
“But, but, you don’t understand. I was sure I’d prove her wrong once, finally, today. I
tripped up the stairs going to the studio. Gamma Batchelder says if you trip going up the stairs,
you won’t get married this year.”
“Then I’m never getting married,” said Bianca. “I trip up the stairs here at least once a
day.”
“I laughed to myself, thinking how wrong she was, but she was right!” I quivered. “Oh,
no!”
“Now what? Goose walk over your grave?” Fawn asked.
“Four things. Gamma says bad things come in threes. I broke my boot heel, a cab
splattered me with mud, Jelena fired me, and Jack called off the wedding. That’s four things.
Jack started a new set of three. Two more awful things are going to happen!”

“Can’t we light a candle, hold hands and chant it away or something?” Freddie asked.
“Bianca? You know how to do that sort of stuff.”
“Oh, cut it out,” Bianca said, as though he wore her out, “although I could probably come
up with something if you’re really worried.”
“I can’t take two more bad things.” I shook my head. “I don’t want to leave the house.
But if I stay in the house, maybe I’ll set it on fire or fall down the stairs.”
Fawn put up a hand. “Let’s analyze this. Maybe the broken boot heel and the mud splatter
were only one thing. That would mean breaking up with Jack was the third thing.”
“No, breaking the boot heel happened in the subway station. I got splashed when I came
up to street level at 14th Street.”
“You could stretch it, make it all of a piece,” Freddie suggested.
“That’s not how it works.”
“Alyssa,” said Bianca. “Alyssa is the key to this. If Jack started the next set of three, he
broke up with you, but then you found out it was Alyssa.”
“That’s only two.” My lower lip trembled. Suddenly, I was five years old again. “That
means something bad is still going to happen.”
“Maybe it’ll only be your severance check bouncing,” Freddie suggested. “That wouldn’t
be so bad, would it?”
“I’ve got it,” said Fawn. “You broke your boot heel. You got splattered by a cab. You
tripped going up the stairs. That’s one set of three. Jelena fired you, Jack broke up with you,
Alyssa’s the one who stole him. Second set of three. You’re home free.”
“Tripping up the stairs is an omen, not an event.”
“They cleared out your locker,” said Bianca. “Which means they planned this. Replace
tripping up the stairs with the locker clear out, and you’ve still got two complete sets of three.”
“But what if there are three sets--” Freddie started.
“Stop!” Fawn and Bianca shouted together, startling the kittens, who dashed into the
kitchen, and waking up Ed, who barked before settling his head against my chest again.
“Okay. Two complete sets of three. Let’s do it that way.” I nodded. Maybe it was
cheating, but at least I’d feel better until the other shoe dropped.
My phone rang and we looked at each other.
“Do not say it.” Fawn shot a look at Freddie, who lifted his hands in a gesture of
surrender.
“The number looks vaguely familiar,” I said. I picked up the phone. “Hello?”
“Sophie?”
“Yes.”
“Rowena. From yoga.”
“Oh, hi! Thanks again for being so supportive this morning.” I smiled at my friends to
reassure them.
“I’m in a bind here, and I wondered if you would help me.”
“I will if I can, sure.” I adjusted my position, sliding Ed onto the settee beside me, so I
could breathe. He was putting on weight, cadging extra kibble from whomever was home.
“I know you’re really busy with the wedding and all--”
“Actually, the wedding’s cancelled.” I was proud of myself, sounding so calm.
“Oh? Oh. I don’t know whether to say ‘I’m sorry’ or ‘congratulations’.”
“I’m not sure myself at this point.”

“Maybe this is the right opportunity at the right time. I’ve got a boat going out in two
days, and I need someone to come in and trail my regular yoga instructor. I wondered if you’d be
willing to jump in and shadow her for ten days? Normally, you’d have to go through a whole
process with HR in Miami and a month of training sessions, but we’re in a bind. I managed to
get a screen capture of your bio on the yoga studio's website before they deleted it. According to
that, you've got a YMCA Group Exercise to Music certification, that’s a big help. Red Cross
Certification in CPR, Children’s CPR, and basic first aid. Excellent. Corporate HQ said they’d
trust my judgment when I said I wanted to bring you in. Ten days, Bahamas & Florida.”
"Is your regular yoga instructor leaving?"
Rowena's hesitation worried me, but she jumped in. "Most cruise ship jobs have more
applicants than openings. But yoga instructors are specialized. We have three ships to cover, and
only three instructors amongst them. We need to expand our staff. Yoga is the fastest-growing
activity on our line. I'd like to see if you're a good fit as an on-call floater. People get sick. They
get hurt. They quit."
"I don't want to do to someone else what was just done to me."
"I won't put you in that position. I'm hearing second-hand and third-hand rumors that one
of our instructors might be moving on. I'm trying to cover my ass."
Why not? “I’m going to say sure!”
“Can you be at my office at nine a.m. to go over paperwork and expectations?” Rowena
asked.
“Yes.” I waved my free hand around. Fawn looked at me for a minute, rushed into the
kitchen, grabbed the magnetic pad holding the shopping list from the fridge, rummaged for a
pen, and handed them to me. “Can you give me the address?”
Rowena rolled it off, I scribbled, we exchanged pleasantries, and hung up. I faced my
friends in triumph. “I just landed a job on a cruise ship going to the Bahamas!”
***
"I take care of the VIP clients. Not some pipsqueak creampuff foisted on me for a mercy
gig."
I looked up from where I was scrubbing the yoga mats with cleanser. "I think I've just
been insulted." Insecure, I named it. I was talking about myself as much as about her. Day three
of ten, and we were already at odds.
Geri Smith frowned at me. "This isn't about you."
"If I'm the pipsqueak creampuff, yes, it's about me."
"I told you, you don't need to clean the mats after every class. They don't have time to
dry."
"Geri, Kristina Murray asked that someone else take over her private morning sessions."
Hans Mueller, who ran the ship's fitness center, folded his muscular arms across his broad chest
and glowered down at her. Even his crew cut bristled. I was intimidated, and I wasn't the focus of
his displeasure. But then, Hans intimidated me even when he smiled. "The only other individual
qualified to teach is Sophie. Sophie will take over Ms. Murray's private sessions as of tomorrow
morning."
Geri, made of sterner stuff than I was, glared at Hans. She was taller than me, as most
people were, built like a cheerleader rather than a typical yoga instructor, but far shorter than
Hans. "Look, I know about the nepotism involved. Rowena Callahan feels sorry because her

favorite land-based yoga instructor is fired from her studio and dumped by her fiancé in the same
day. Instead of offering her a free cruise, she keeps her busy with a fake job. But to give her my
VIP passengers--"
"They don't belong to you; they are guests on this ship," Hans said, in a practiced tone
that gave me hope this wasn't the first time they had the argument. "We give them what they
want."
Geri's eyes narrowed. "Did Kristina ask for a change, or was it that husband of hers?"
"The change was requested. It will happen. Sophie goes up to the Sanctuary Suite
tomorrow at 9:30."
"I'm talking to Jacques." She whirled to me. "You take the two o'clock Pilates class."
"Yes." I nodded, managing to swallow the "ma'am" before it got me fired from what Geri
thought was a non-existent job.
Geri stomped out of the yoga studio. I was worried her bare feet would leave scars on the
beautiful bamboo floors. I followed her out of the studio proper, Hans behind me, and sent a
longing glance at the small, sunny room beside it. It was a jumble of extra cushions, blankets,
and other paraphernalia. A messy closet without a door.
"I don't want to hear your meditation room idea again," Geri growled.
"I'll do all the work."
"We don't keep you busy enough?" Geri snapped. "Have to take care of that."
A man intercepted her, but she pushed past. "I can't deal with you right now, Gary," she
said, sliding into her shoes.
"But--"
"No." She stalked off. The man named Gary sighed and walked away.
"I don't mean to cause problems," I said.
"You don't. She does." Hans gazed after her, a grim expression on his face, then put his
attention back on me. "Do you know Kristina Murray?"
"The movie star? I know her work. I don't know her."
"She and her husband, Orrin Flaherty, are in the Sanctuary Suite on the Penthouse Deck.
They're here on a personal vacation, not an appearance for the cruise line, so they're keeping
their presence quiet. I give Mr. Flaherty private sessions in the weight room, but Ms. Murray
wants private yoga sessions up in the suite. You'll work with her every day for the rest of the
cruise, including port days."
I nodded.
Hans smiled. It brightened his face, although I still wouldn't want to meet him in a dark
alley. "Shall I draw you a map so you can find the suite?"
I unzipped my wristband and pulled out a folded piece of paper. "I carry one around,
because I still haven't figured out the ship."
He laughed, but before we could say anymore, the loudspeakers crackled. I couldn't make
out any words except "lifeboats."
"It's a drill, don't worry." Hans took my arm. He was gentler than he looked.
"Another one? I don't think I remember where my muster station is." I locked the door to
the studio. Cutting off the daylight streaming off the water and through the windows made the
interior corridor eerie and dark, and I blinked, trying to adjust my eyes.
Hans laughed again, and led me out into the stream of employees and guests headed for
the decks. "We'll assume you are with me. We'll find out when they take roll call."

The activity at the muster stations intimidated me. The passengers assembled on the
upper decks of the Charisma; the staff members not running stations, who would be among the
last evacuated, convened on lower decks. I stuck close to Hans. My experience with Geri so far
led me to believe that, in an emergency, she'd let me drown. Hans scared me, but he didn't seem
like the kind of man who'd walk away from trouble.
I heard voices drift down from the passenger decks, where assigned crew gave the safety
demonstrations, taught passengers how to put on life jackets, which lifeboats to board, etc. On
our deck, although staff was quiet, they waited around for the other demonstrations to finish.
"Do you know how to use the vest?"
I jumped and whirled around, nearly crushing Hans's instep. The man who loomed over
me had shaggy, sun-kissed brown hair, and his eyes were a clear, sharp green. Eyes, especially
men's eyes, were my weakness. Too bad his personality didn't match those eyes. I'd seen him
around the ship and in the crew dining room. The way he carried himself reminded me of my
older brother and his friends, who worked in military intelligence. They had an ease, a grace, a
purpose when they moved. I was envious of and a little frightened by that level of selfconfidence. This man, my cruise ship colleague, had an impatience and a swift retort to those
around him that put me off.
Every time he snapped out a quip, even if it wasn't directed at me, I was reminded of my
ex-fiancé’s sarcasm. Jack always had a harsh comment for someone who didn't quite live up to
his expectations, often said with a razor-sharp smile, delivered with a bucket of charm. Half the
time, the person attacked didn't even feel the wound until later, when my ex was long out of
response range. I'd been on the receiving end of those stinging remarks, before the break-up, but
hadn't looked at the words and the intent behind them until the past few days, when we were no
longer a couple.
This guy couldn't know his behavior reminded me of someone who'd hurt me; he didn't
know my story any more than I knew his. But I figured I should stay away from him as much as
possible in a space as contained as a ship, at least until I'd re-grown a thicker skin. Thankfully, he
didn't look anything like my ex, or dress like him. From the length of his hair (and the lack of
product in it), I figured he didn't have to deal with passengers…excuse me, guests, on a regular
basis.
"I did okay when we had the drill right after we left New York." I didn't appreciate that
he assumed I was an idiot.
"You tried to put your head through an armhole."
"I was flustered."
"You think you'll be calmer if we're sinking?" He plucked a vest out of the holding
compartment and tossed it at me. "Let's see."
"You think I'm going to need it? I thought the Diamond Line ships had the best safety
record of any operating cruise line?"
"It's insurance," he retorted. "If you know how to use it, you won't need it. If you slack
off, you'll be in trouble."
"Sebastian is right," said Hans. "You need to demonstrate you know how to use it."
I glanced around. The other crew and staff members ambled around the deck, chatting
and staring out over the water, all wearing their vests. I struggled to slide the bulky item on,
whacking myself in the head a few times, and to fasten it properly. I glared at Sebastian. "Happy
now?"

"A little awkward." He leaned forward, undid it, and stripped it off me. He held it out.
"Try again."
"Are you kidding me?"
"Nope." He shook his head. "I happen to be in charge of the particular life boat to which
you’re assigned, everyone else is used to the drill, and I'm going to make sure you know how to
do this. You're the new kid, Sophie Batchelder."
"You even know my name. Should I be impressed?"
"The only thing I care about right now is that you can smoothly get in and out of your
vest. Yes, I know your name. You're on the muster roll for this station."
I swallowed the rude comment that sprang to my lips and accepted the jacket. After
sliding it on and off three more times, Sebastian nodded. "That will do. You'll be able to handle it
in a crisis."
"How likely is that crisis?"
"Open water? Weather? We always need to assume that a crisis is just around the corner.
We need to be prepared."
"You sound like a Boy Scout," I muttered.
He grinned, and it lit up his face. "I'm no Boy Scout. I was the scourge of the Boy Scouts
growing up. They hated me."
"Why?"
"I was better at getting by in the woods than they were, with less work. We had gold
panners and silver miners and trappers in our family tree, and every generation made sure the
next one down got the skills."
"I wonder how many guests tried to hide in their cabins this time." Roz McIntyre
snickered as she joined us. She was a dancer on the entertainment staff, a tall, slender, darkskinned woman with exquisite posture, who reminded me of a cross between a Daddy LongLegs and a giraffe. From the moment I set foot aboard the Charisma, she decided we would be
friends. Considering Geri's hostility, I was grateful. "Hello, Sebastian. Hello, Sophie. How's it
going?"
"I'm sure we'll hear in CB later, when the bets are paid off," Sebastian replied. "Crew
bar," he added, for my benefit.
"I can put the damn life vest on in my sleep," I grumbled.
"Let's hope you never need to." Sebastian dropped the joking tone.
"Bet Geri's making you teach the two o'clock Pilates," said Roz. "While she's off
assignating with Gary or Viktor. She hates Pilates."
"She told some guy named Gary she didn't have time for him right now," I said. "Is
'assignating' even a word?"
"I'll submit it to the OED when I get a minute." Roz nodded. "Then it's Viktor. Thanks
for the tip. It'll give me an ace up my sleeve against her when I need it."
"Geri's not supposed to mess with the ship's second officer." Sebastian frowned.
"Or he with her," Roz shot back. "I don't like Geri, but let's not blame the woman for
everything, shall we?" She tugged my arm. "Let's grab something to eat. If you don't eat when
you can, you'll pass out at the most inconvenient times."
"Watch out for that one." Sebastian nodded in Roz's direction. "She likes bad men and
good champagne."
I wasn't sure whether or not he meant it as a joke.

"Better than your unnatural affection for life vests," Roz retorted. She took me by the arm
and steered me away. "You need food. I need gossip."
"I don't know anything," I protested.
Roz guided me through the plain crew-only corridors at the breathless pace I'd learned
was de rigueur for working on a cruise ship. We entered the crew dining room, where a
cacophony of noise, languages at every decibel level, greeted us, along with the smells of meat,
fish, curry sauce, and spices. A glance around the crowded room intimidated me. The only other
place I'd seen this many attractive people in one spot was when the now-defunct event planning
firm I once worked for did a party during Fashion Week. Even then, there were some paunchy
rich men included. Everyone here was gorgeous. I took a step backward, and stepped on
someone's foot.
"Oh, sorry," I apologized, noting my victim was a man wearing pale green medical
scrubs. His eyes were a warm brown, hinting at hidden depths.
"No worries. A bit overwhelming at first, isn't it? I'm Andrew. I'm one of the registered
nurses on the ship."
"Sophie. I'm a yoga teacher. I'm trailing Geri this trip."
"Ah," said Andrew, as we started moving through the buffet line. His smile was more
distant this time, and he switched to a different line.
Not sure what that meant, I filled my plate and searched for Roz. She was at a small
corner table, with another woman who'd adopted me since I'd come aboard. Harmonia Ocean
was the ship's tarot reader. Also tall and slender, with a jet black pageboy, dark green eyes
(totally different from Sebastian's) rimmed in kohl, and silver chandelier earrings, she looked
like an urban fantasy heroine. The rest of us weren't allowed to wear more than stud earrings or
neutral nail polish, but Harmonia often looked like a steampunk gypsy. "The guests expect
strange," she'd said, when I first met her.
Now, she smiled at me, and patted the chair beside her. "So you're going to give private
yoga lessons to this outing's resident celebrity. I bet Geri pitched a fit."
"She wasn't too happy about it," I admitted. "She called me a pipsqueak creampuff."
"She doesn't hate you, or she'd have said something really insulting," said Roz.
"How did you know? I only found out about it myself a few minutes ago."
Harmonia shrugged. "I'm friends with her cabin steward."
"I don't care about Geri or some overpaid movie star," said Roz.
"Why not, sweetie?" Harmonia teased. "Maybe she'll cast you in her next film. Or maybe
her husband will."
Roz snorted. "They haven't come to any of the shows so far."
"We're only three days out," I said.
"They don't even have the professional courtesy to come by the stage and say hello. I'm
perfectly happy not to deal with them. No, Sophie, you need to give me the dirt on that goodlooking one."
"Which good-looking one?" I asked. "There's a lot to choose from around here."
"I'm not talking about crew," said Roz. "I mean the guest, the dark-haired man who's way
too good-looking for his own good. Always looks like he's got a five o'clock shadow? Uses a
cane? Late thirties, maybe?"
I thought back. I knew the guy she meant. He reminded me of some of the models or
actors who turned up at the New York yoga studio to take class. Great to look at, but always kept
a distance, unless they wanted something. "He's not taking class," I said. "I've seen him go in and

out of the fitness center a few times. He might be working with Hans. Or maybe that massage
therapist?"
"Well. Ask. Hans." Roz jabbed her fork at me, and I leaned back.
"Stop giving her a hard time, Roz," said Harmonia. "Are you settling in, Sophie? Feeling
better about the possibilities?"
"The amount of people is overwhelming," I said.
Roz laughed. "I know you have this odd need to name everything and everyone, but that's
never gonna happen here. Hello, too crowded? On a ship this size? I know we're smaller than
most, with only a thousand guests and six hundred crewmembers, but you'll never learn
everybody's name. Besides, you're used to crowded. You lived in New York."
"Brooklyn," I corrected. "I worked in New York." I relented. "I miss my housemates. We
were close. We looked after each other. New York's full of people who left family to create
families of choice in the city. Yes, it's overcrowded, but you sort of stop noticing after awhile.
Rush hour on the subway's never fun, but you come up into the air and everyone kind of spreads
out a bit."
"Like squeezing a pimple?" Roz suggested.
Harmonia put down her fork. "Roz, you're disgusting."
She gave us both a delighted grin. "I know."
Harmonia shook her head and started eating again. "The ship's a good place to get over a
break-up."
"I don't want to talk about it."
Harmonia laughed. "The ship's grapevine rivals TMZ's Twitter feed."
"Be glad the details weren't featured in the crew memo," said Roz, attacking her salad as
though she expected it to attack her first. "The little bit of goodness that's shoved under our cabin
doors every morning at 4 AM. Sometimes we just let them hand it to us as we come in from the
night's festivities."
"All it said was that I was shadowing Geri for this ten-day cruise, as a potential yoga
substitute for the cruise line."
"Members of our posse, London and Tobias, are Google Kings, when we're in Wi-Fi
range," Roz supplied. "The line's owner doesn't want everyone buried in their phones, so I think
he scrambles the signal once we get out to sea, but when we can connect, we can find out
anything. We know the manager of the New York cruise office knows you from the yoga studio
that dumped you, and that your fiancé broke it off on the same day. Did you know your exfiancé’s relationship status on Facebook changed from 'engaged' to 'single' to 'in a relationship'
while we watched?"
"He's sleeping with my former co-worker at the yoga studio." I didn't like the misery this
brought up again.
"Ouch!" Harmonia shook her head in sympathy.
"And you, Missy, don't have a Facebook page." Roz waved her soda at me.
"No, I don't," I agreed. "That's how I like it."
"How old are you?" Harmonia asked. "If it's not a rude question."
"I'm twenty-eight."
Harmonia nodded. "You've hit your Saturn Return. It happens every twenty-eight years.
If you'd gotten married right out of college, you'd probably get divorced now. If the timing was a
little different, you'd have gone ahead with the marriage to what's-his-name. Jack. But it wasn't.
Saturn's about life lessons, shaking things up."

"You creep me out when you start talking about astrology," said Roz. "Even though
you're right way too often."
"This Saturn Return thing," I said. "How long does it last?"
"Two years, give or take, depending on where Saturn sits in your chart."
"I've got two years of this to look forward to?" My laugh was only half-humorous. "Gee,
thanks. And I get to look forward to it again in twenty-eight years? Is there any way to opt out?"
"Nope." Harmonia shook her head, smiling. "But you come out better for it on the other
side."
"Doesn't feel so great right now."
"Never does," Harmonia agreed.
On the way back to the yoga studio from the crew dining room, I got turned around and
ended up in an unfamiliar corridor. One of the cabin doors was cracked open, and I heard voices
raised in argument. I recognized Geri's strident tone. I'd been on the receiving end of her tonguelashing often enough these past few days. Her partner in argument was a man, but I didn't
recognize the voice.
"It's not going to happen," Geri insisted. "You don't get everything you want. Period. It's
not your rodeo."
I hurried away before she could catch me in the hallway and accuse me of spying on her.
All I wanted to do for the coming week was keep my head down and do my job.
Only one person showed up for the Pilates class, a shy teenaged girl named Lydia. I
enjoyed working with her, and she was more relaxed and confident by the time we were done.
"Can I come back for the yoga class later?" She asked. "I've never taken one."
"The classes are for all levels," I explained. "We have variations on poses, depending on
your experience. There's no wrong way; it's all about your own body. You're welcome here."
"My friends say I spend too much time in my head, with my nose in books. I hate stuff
like gym class."
"I hated gym class, too," I admitted. "I love reading. Yoga makes me feel better in
everything I do, and it helps me concentrate better when I read."
She laughed. "My stepmother says I daydream too much."
"I get that a lot, too," I said. "Are you here with your dad and your stepmother?"
She nodded. "They're on their honeymoon. There wasn't anywhere else for me to go, so
here I am. They rented a suite with a balcony, but I want to give them time on their own, you
know?"
"You're always welcome here," I said.
Geri wasn't back yet, so I turned the room around in preparation for the 3:30 class. When
she didn't turn up by 3:35, I took the risk of teaching it myself. If she came in late and berated
me, so be it. But the guests showed up on time, expecting a class; the least I could do was give
them a good one.
I was pleased by the variety of people in class, everything from a couple of women from
one of the Red Hat chapters, to some older men, to members of several different wedding parties.
There was a woman wearing lots of diamond jewelry, a quiet, handsome man who'd come to
every class and taken the same spot on the floor, and an elegant blonde who looked like she
stepped out of the jazz age.
Was it my imagination, or was the atmosphere lighter in the studio without Geri? Was
there more laugher, more progress, more relaxation? Or was I being petty and competitive?
Incomparable, I named it. But was I putting it in perspective or feeding my own ego?

No sign of Geri by the end of the class. In defiance of her, I cleaned all the yoga mats and
set them out to dry, wondering if I should turn up the air conditioning. I could hear her voice in
my head, scolding me that they wouldn't dry in time, and that what the guests didn't know
wouldn't hurt them. I gathered the yoga blankets used over the past few days and hauled them
down to Zero Deck, on the waterline, where the laundry was located.
"Guest laundry first," Merhati, the Indonesian woman in charge of the laundry, insisted.
"I need these for class." I refused to whine. "Can I leave them here and come back later
without losing my place in the queue?"
"Ever'thing marked?" Merhati asked.
"Yes. I was a Campfire Girl."
She missed the reference. "For twenny dollar, I do it all and have it ready this evening by
dinner."
"Fine." I pulled a twenty-dollar bill out of my wristband and handed it to her.
"Do your personal laundry for the same," Merhati added. "Otherway, you here at three
a.m."
"When I run out of clothes, I'll keep that in mind. Thanks."
I headed out to the crew bar, and the crew pool behind it. I ordered an icy lemon-lime
soda from the bar and took it outside to the crew pool. When I was hired, I was told that this
outing was an anomaly, a ten-day cruise, rather than the usual seven days. We'd spent the first
couple of days out at sea, no island stops or tourist excursions. Just water and sun. Now, we
headed for the Bahamas and the excursions. In spite of Geri's unfriendliness and the hectic pace,
I was glad I was here, and not pining for my ex and my job in New York.
I didn't see Geri near the pool or in the crew dining room as I headed back to the yoga
studio. She didn't show up for the 6:30 class, so, once again, I took it over. I enjoyed it, and a
part of me thought I wouldn't mind doing this as a real job, as long as Geri wasn't around to look
over my shoulder.
But where was she? Sulking somewhere. Angry that I was taking over teaching Kristina
Murray. I hadn't asked for a VIP assignment. I'd worked with a handful of so-called "celebrities"
in my time. The most talented were usually the nicest and most down-to-earth. The marginal
ones knew, deep down, that they couldn't go the distance, and took it out on everyone around
them.
I cleaned the yoga mats again; this time, they'd have time to dry overnight. I gathered the
latest pile of yoga blankets, wondered if I could get reimbursed for what it cost me to get them
washed, and locked the studio, glad Hans had insisted that both of us have keys.
I headed back down to the laundry, tripping on the top step down to Zero Deck from the
deck above it. I'd traveled up and down the miles of crew stairs enough where I should have
expected that weird step, but every time, I snagged my foot and had to catch myself on the rail. I
steadied myself without dropping anything, and made it back to the laundry room, where I
dumped the next load of blankets, handed Merhati another twenty, and picked up the ones I'd left
earlier. At least they were perfectly folded, although the stack was so high, I couldn't see where I
was going.
I turned and bumped into someone entering with bulging bags of laundry. "Oof! Sorry!"
"No, my fault, I couldn't see where I was going," said Sebastian. "Merhati, can you fit me
in this evening?"
"Thirty-five dolla."
"Thirty-five?" Sebastian teased. "Last week, it was eighteen."

"Last week, you brought me chocolate from port." Merhati's eyes gleamed with laughter.
"Thirty-five it is, and I'll buy you something special in Nassau," Sebastian promised.
"Then, maybe next time, only ten dolla." Merhati grinned.
I left them to it, and headed back to the stairs that led from Zero Deck up through the
decks and back to the studios. I thought I'd walked a lot living in New York City, but one day on
the ship was equivalent to about a week in the concrete canyons.
The corridor smelled bad, like open garbage. The cleaners didn't wash the crew halls
multiple times a day like they did those on the passenger side of the ship. The garbage room was
on this level, but it smelled fine when I came through a few minutes ago. Maybe someone
dropped their dinner and hadn't yet had a chance to clean it up? Or left it for someone else to
clean up?
My foot hit something soft and unyielding at the bottom of the stairs. I couldn't see what
it was, and couldn't see how to get around it. I turned, glancing at the obstacle, in hopes of
moving it with my foot.
It was Geri, lying at the bottom of the stairs, her eyes open, her head at an unnatural
angle.
I stared at her in shock. For a split second, I wondered if I was hallucinating. Why would
Geri be down here? I remembered that tricky step. Had she tripped? Why didn't she call for help?
Part of me knew, even in that first moment, the answer, but I didn't want to believe it.
I dropped the blankets and fell to my knees. "Geri? Geri!" I felt for a pulse, although I
knew there wasn't one. She was just starting to cool, an odd, clammy sensation after life, but not
the full dead cold yet.
I screamed.

CHAPTER THREE

Sebastian was the first to reach me. "She's dead." I blubbered, shaking. "She wasn't here
when I came down the stairs a few minutes ago, but now she's dead."
How could Geri be dead? This couldn't be real. I'd wake up, and I'd be in my bunk. This
was some weird projection dream because I didn't like the way she'd yelled at me earlier. I'd
wake up and she'd. . .find some other reason to yell at me. And I'd be glad. I'd welcome it if only
it didn't mean she was lying there on the floor. Dead.
Sebastian pulled me away from the body—Geri's body—and grabbed the radio from his
belt. As people who'd heard the scream emerged into the corridor, Sebastian ordered, "Stay back!
Don't touch anything! There's been an accident!"
Why didn't anyone fix those stairs? Wasn't OSHA supposed to deal with these things?
Didn't the insurance company demand fixes?
Someone else screamed, and a couple of people started to cry. Sebastian looked up the
stairs and demanded, "Stay up there! Don't come down the stairs! Don't let anyone else past,
either."
Still holding my arm, he clicked on his radio with his free hand and murmured into it. I
heard "accident", "Geri Smith", "Amy", "Captain", and "security." My head swam, and my
stomach roiled. I turned my head to look at Geri again, but Sebastian, still on his radio,
understood my movement and blocked my view with his body.
That was a good idea. If I had to look again, I'd probably lose whatever was in my
stomach. Geri's eyes, those open, lifeless eyes, would haunt my dreams, maybe forever.
More people showed up, everyone talking at once, in every language. Too many people!
Sebastian kept his hold on my arm, and I realized that I had both hands on his, clinging to him
like a lifeline. I heard the clipped British tone that I knew belonged to Amy Russell, the cruise
director. I smelled a whiff of rosemary, and the moment of comfort the scent always afforded
me, and then it was all chaos.
"Come on, Sophie," said Sebastian.
"Where?"
"We're going somewhere to talk." He started moving me down the corridor, away from
Geri's body.
"I don't know if I can. I think I lost all my words."
"We'll find them again. Can you walk? You need to stay with me, Sophie. You're not
going to faint, are you?"
"I don't think so. I thought I would throw up for a minute, but I'm over it. Good thing I
don't get seasick, isn’t it? That's what I was afraid of, in this job. That I'd find out I got seasick." I
couldn't stop talking nonsense.
"It's a very good thing." Sebastian maneuvered me against a wall. I heard a clanging
noise, and then we moved.
I frowned. "We're not supposed to use the elevators. They're for guests. We'll get in
trouble. I'm in enough trouble, especially with Geri. Geri!" I started to sob.
"Shh, shh, it's okay, everything's going to be okay." Sebastian put his arms around me
and let me cry.
By the time we hit whatever level was intended, I'd taken enough deep breaths to stop the
crying. They weren't quite yoga breaths, and I sure as heck wasn't centered, but at least I wasn't

weeping all over Sebastian's chest. I was embarrassed, but also grateful that he didn't just prop
me up against a wall and leave me. He walked me down a carpeted hallway and into a room with
windows.
Sebastian sat me down on a squishy settee covered in red velvet, and perched beside me.
"Can you get her some water?" He asked someone. "Good, Chief Bakshi, you're here."
I looked up. We'd been joined by a graceful Indian man, his uniform and epaulettes
impeccable. I remembered, from the employee packet, he was Dhruv Bakshi, the ship's Chief
Security Officer.
"Of course." I heard Amy's polished British accent, and then she came into view, handing
me a glass of cold water. "Sophie? Can you tell me what happened? Did you have an argument,
you and Geri? Is that how she fell down the stairs?"
"What argument?" I asked, dazed. "I haven't seen Geri since before the lifeboat drill. She
wasn't there when I brought the yoga blankets down, but when I tried to go up the stairs, there
she was."
"Amy, you're not helping," said Chief Bakshi. He had a calm, soothing voice. A voice I
could trust.
"It's perfectly understandable," said Amy. "Geri was an argumentative person. You
argued, she fell—"
"That's enough," said a commanding voice from the doorway. We all stared as an
exceptionally good-looking dark-haired man, with a pronounced five o'clock shadow, limped
into the room, aided by a cane. This was the guy who fascinated Roz. Too bad I wasn't in any
condition to find anything out. "Don't muddy the waters by putting words in her mouth or trying
to change her memories."
"I'm just trying—" Amy protested.
"It's not your job to try to get any information from her, it's mine," the man said. He
finished crossing the room to stand in front of me and asked, "Do you know who I am?"
"You're the cute one everyone keeps asking me about, but I don't know your name." I
blushed, realizing that filtering some of that would have been a better choice.
"My name is Duncan Cooke," he said. "Detective Duncan Cooke, NYPD. Homicide."
"Why are you on the ship?"
He laughed, and its warmth made me relax a bit. "Even detectives get a vacation, every
now and again. And, as you might have noticed," he indicated the cane, "I've got some rehab to
complete before I'm ready to go back on the job. Now that you know my story, I need to ask you
a few questions. Are you up for it?"
I nodded, although part of me wanted to scream, No, no no! "I think so."
"If you'd excuse us," Detective Cooke said to Amy and Sebastian.
"I think I need to stay and represent—" Amy began.
"Get out," Detective Cooke said in a flat, hard voice.
She got out.
Sebastian folded his arms over his chest. "I think I should stay."
"I'm not going to harass your girlfriend, Mister Anger."
"She's not my girlfriend, she's my colleague. Detective Cooke."
I was out of it, but the undercurrent in those words managed to penetrate my shocked
haze, and I wondered what the heck was going on between the two of them.
"Are you going to hunt down a lawyer on board? Out of a thousand passengers, I'm sure
at least one's a lawyer."

"Guests," Sebastian corrected, as all staff did on reflex.
"Aren't you one with the lingo?" Cooke taunted.
"Sophie's had a shock. I doubt she's used to stumbling—literally—across dead bodies."
He frowned down at me. "Are you?"
I shook my head. "I've only seen dead people at wakes. In their caskets, not walking
around. And that one homeless guy who committed suicide by jumping in front of the N train
one morning."
"See? She's in shock," said Sebastian.
"I'm not going to eat her, I'm not going to hurt her, I'm not going to frame her," Detective
Cooke sounded weary. "Why don't you wait outside? I'll need to talk to you as soon as I've talked
to her. You were the second person on the scene, weren't you?"
Sebastian nodded. "I heard her scream and ran out of the laundry. I saw her on her knees
next to the body."
Yeah, that would help prove my innocence. Not.
"Wait outside. Please. I'll talk to you in a few minutes."
"Sophie?" Sebastian looked at me.
"I'll be okay." My voice croaked and my throat was raw.
Sebastian looked like he wanted to argue, but he left the room, closing the door behind
him with a quiet click.
"I'm staying," said Chief Bakshi.
"It's your ship, your jurisdiction," Detective Cooke agreed. "But how much experience do
you have in unexplained deaths?"
Bakshi flashed a smile. "Diamond Line, especially the Charisma, has an excellent safety
record. We deal with drunks, arguments, alcohol poisoning, the occasional fisticuffs, jealousies.
Death, not so much, except for an occasional retiree who has a heart attack or stroke. Ms. Smith
was a young, healthy woman. I would welcome your help. Provided you don't keep information
from me."
"As long as you do the same, even if it puts the ship in a bad light."
"I am more interested in justice than covering up for Cosimo Allegheny. Even though I
owe him a great deal."
I felt Detective Cooke's hesitation, but he said, "Then we have an agreement."
Bakshi folded his arms across his impressive chest and leaned against the wall. "I will
watch and learn." I almost detected a note of sarcasm in his tone. "My staff are collecting
evidence from the scene. Never fear, they are well trained, with both military and police
experience. They will bring it here when they are done, so we can both examine it."
"Thank you."
I mentally kicked myself. Geri was dead at the bottom of the stairs, and I sat here,
noticing that the detective and the Chief Security Officer were hot. Inappropriate, I named it,
and let it go.
I heard Detective Cooke move around, opening and closing cabinets. A moment later, he
took the glass of water out of my hand and replaced it with a glass of whisky.
"Oban single malt," he said. "Nice and smooth. You need something stronger than
water."
I nodded and took a sip. It brought back memories of being out with Jack, going to dark
New York City bars to try single malt whisky. Laughing and making plans…"I'm sorry?" I
realized that Detective Cooke was talking to me. I looked at him. I could see why Roz thought he

was so gorgeous, especially with those dark blue eyes. They'd look good together. He couldn't be
a real cop. He could play one on TV, though. But he was a real cop, and he'd find out what
happened, he'd believe me, because that's the way it was supposed to work. I remembered being
five or six, my parents teaching me that the policeman was my friend. I needed him to be my
friend right now. I'd tell him the truth, and he'd fix things.
But he couldn't fix Geri. She was beyond help. I had to take another deep breath, or I
would cry again. Or throw up. "Do you even have jurisdiction out here?" I blurted. "Sorry. I
seem to have lost my ability to think before I speak." I put the glass down. Drinking wouldn't
help. Nor would blurting out that I thought he and Roz should get together because they were
both pretty.
He laughed and sat on the ottoman opposite me, leaning his cane against the desk. "That's
okay. The FBI will meet us when we hit port in Nassau. They handle jurisdiction in international
waters." Chief Bakshi made a noise of dissatisfaction, but didn't comment. "Until we hook up
with them, I'm just about the most qualified person on this ship to handle the investigation." He
glanced at Chief Bakshi. "No offense."
"None taken. For the moment."
The "just about" didn't escape me, but I decided not to pursue it. "What do you need from
me? The whole day feels like bits and pieces. I don't know how coherent I am."
"I'll ask questions. You answer them to the best of your ability," said Detective Cooke.
"If you remember something about Geri or about today that I haven't asked, tell me that, too. One
never knows what small piece of information winds up unlocking something big. Maybe she
took a bad step. Those are rickety stairs. Maybe something else happened. But until we know, we
have to treat it as suspicious."
"Okay. Where do I start? The day? The cruise? When I found her?" I looked from Cooke
to Bakshi.
"Let's start with finding her and work our way back." Cooke spoke, but Bakshi gave me a
nod of encouragement.
Detective Cooke understood I needed a specific focus, and for that, I was grateful. "After
the 6:30 class, I cleaned the mats, bundled up the yoga blankets that needed to be washed, and
brought them down here to pick up the ones I'd brought down after the 3:30 class. I paid Merhati
for the batch I just dropped off. The clean ones were already folded, as nicely as they teach us at
Kripalu. That's a yoga institute in Western Massachusetts, oh, sorry, you don't need to know that,
it's not relevant." I took a deep breath.
"It's okay. There's no rush."
"I picked up the stack of folded blankets. I couldn't see over them, and ran into
Sebastian—literally—as I left the laundry, and he was coming in. He started joking with
Merhati—she runs the laundry."
"Do you know where he came from? Sebastian?"
"No. I was only a step or so past the doorway and I couldn't see. I wanted to get the clean
blankets back up to the studio. I hadn't seen Geri since much earlier in the day, and I wanted to
know if she was still angry with me. I walked back to the stairs. The guests can use elevators,
and they have the carpeted stairs, but back here they have the metal, shaky, scary ones. Roz told
me that on most cruise ships, the crew stairs aren't even really stairs, they're just ladders…you
don't need to know that, either, do you?"
"It might be helpful."

I took a deep breath and let it out. "You're just being kind, but I appreciate it. Anyway,
like I said, I couldn't see. I thought the hallway smelled strange, like spoiled food. Garbage is
stored on Zero Deck, but it didn't smell bad a few minutes earlier. My foot hit something soft and
heavy. I didn't know what it was. I was lazy, and turned, so I could see. I figured somebody
dropped something, and maybe I could move it with my foot, so I wouldn't have to put down the
blankets. Oh, my god! I kicked her and she was dead!" The tears started again.
Detective Cooke didn't say anything. He moved next to me on the settee, and placed a
hand on my back. I regained control after a few dozen sobs, and accepted the glass of whisky he
put back in my hand.
"Sorry." I took another gulp.
"Unexpected death is never easy," Bakshi offered. The sympathetic look in his dark eyes
helped.
"Don't be sorry, and don't blame yourself for something you didn't know. Okay?" He
looked at me. His eyes were a stunning shade of blue. His hair was almost as dark as Harmonia's,
but I bet his color was natural.
"I'll try." I took another deep breath. "I looked down and saw Geri lying there. Her eyes
were—open, just staring, like she couldn't believe she was on the floor at the bottom of the stairs.
Her neck was at a strange angle. We study alignment during yoga teacher training—never mind,
there I go again." Deep breath. "I dropped the blankets. I figured she was dead, but just in case, I
felt for a pulse. There wasn't any, and her skin felt so strange, so awful…" Detective Cooke's
hand on my back kept me from losing it again. I took another deep breath, another sip of whisky.
"I screamed. I couldn't help it. Sebastian came running from the laundry room. I was on my
knees beside Geri—I can't imagine what Sebastian thought—screaming. Sebastian grabbed me,
and then everything gets fuzzy. I can remember bits and pieces, but it's like it was all in a fog."
"You went into shock," said Detective Cooke. "I'm not surprised. Do you usually teach
the 6:30 class?"
"No." I shook my head. "But Geri didn't show up, so I thought I'd better. She didn't show
up for the 3:30, either."
"Was that unusual?"
"Since I've known her? Yes. She liked to be in control."
I heard a sound that might have been a laugh from Bakshi. I glanced in his direction. His
expression was neutral, although there was a twinkle in his eye. Yeah, he understood.
"How long have you worked together?"
"How long have we been at sea? Two days? We're on our third day, right? I'm supposed
to be trailing her during this trip."
"When did you see her last?"
"After the 11 o'clock class ended, this morning. They run an hour and fifteen minutes, so
it ended at 12:15. I was cleaning yoga mats, and Geri and Hans were having. . .a discussion."
"A discussion or an argument?"
"There was nothing to argue. Hans is her…our… direct boss. He told her of a change in
the schedule, and she had to live with it."
"What was this change?"
I took another sip of whisky. "Kristina Murray didn't want Geri doing her private yoga
sessions. She asked for a change. The only other certified yoga instructor on board—on the crew,
anyway—is me."
"Was Geri happy about that?"

I shook my head. "No. She was angry at Hans. And at me. She told me to take the 2
o'clock Pilates class, so I figured she was going higher up on the food chain to complain."
"Why was she angry at you?"
"Because she's the regular instructor. The VIPs are her responsibility."
"Along with the extras one gets from serving the VIPs?"
"I don't know. This is my first time working on a cruise ship." I remembered Geri's words
earlier in the day, and stared into my glass. "My first rodeo."
"How did you get this job?"
"Through Rowena Callahan. She works for the Diamond Cruise line in the New York
office. I was her yoga instructor at a studio near Union Square. I'd just been fired by the studio,
and my wedding was cancelled. Rowena felt sorry for me. She thought I needed a change, so she
offered me a job trailing Geri on the Charisma for this cruise, to see if I liked the environment
and if they liked me. If we did, I could be on call as a substitute for all three Diamond Line ships,
and if there was an opening on one of them, I could apply for the job."
"She thought a position might open on this ship?" Cooke asked. He glanced at Bakshi,
who shrugged. "How many yoga instructors do they need?"
"One right now. At my interview, she said there was talk about expanding the staff,
because yoga's becoming so popular and instructors quit regularly. I'm working on a Letter of
Employment for the duration of this cruise. From what I understand, contracts usually run six
months, with the option to extend to ten months, and then you're rotated off for six or eight
weeks."
"That is correct," said Chief Bakshi.
"If you like each other, you go another six to ten months, and so forth and so on," I
continued. "But people get sick or just quit. People seem to either stay a long time, or are
transient."
"Which are you?" Cooke watched me.
"I've spent so much of my life being reliable, I wanted to see if I could be transient for
awhile."
"Why were you fired from the yoga studio in New York?"
"I didn't fit their brand." I knew I sounded bitter; I couldn't help it. I glanced out from
under my eyelashes and saw the sympathetic look the detective sent my way.
"Have you met anyone on the ship before this cruise?"
"No. I mean, not as far as I know. I haven't even met everyone on the ship yet. I don't
know how I'm going to remember them all."
"Mnemonic device," suggested Detective Cooke. "Or alliteration."
"I like naming things," I said. "People. I need to know people's names. Otherwise, it feels
disrespectful. But if I make up funny rhymes to remember, I'll start laughing when I talk to them.
They'll think it's rude."
Detective Duncan Cooke grinned at me, and, after a hesitation, I grinned back.
"Isn't it unusual, to walk onto a cruise ship and start training?" He asked. "Isn't there
generally a training period? Down in Florida or something?"
"It is unusual," said the Chief.
His neutral tone put me on the defensive. "I had a physical. I watched a bunch of videos.
If things work out, I guess they'll send me to training in Florida at the end of the week."
"Did you see Geri this morning? Before the 11 o'clock class?"
I nodded. "Both the 7 AM and the 11 AM class."

"Was she different at all?"
"No. She's always grumpy in the morning, at least since I've known her. She's not a very
patient person."
"Doesn't that go against yoga principles?"
"No one's perfect." I shrugged. "That's the point of the practice. Every day you make a bit
of progress. Sometimes you backslide, and you start over."
"Who were her friends?"
"I don't know. She showed me around the first day, when we left New York. But we
didn't spend time together between classes. She went her way and I went mine."
"Who would you consider your friends on this ship?"
"This is only my third day," I said with more heat than I intended. "Not enough time to
make friends."
"You don't spend all your free time alone."
"No. Roz McIntyre, one of the dancers, and Harmonia Ocean, the ship's tarot reader, kind
of adopted me. I spend time with them when I can. Not that there's much free time working a
cruise ship."
"What about your roommate?"
"My roommate is Angela Castillo. She works nights in one of the passenger, sorry, guest
bars, The Glitterati. I'm asleep when she gets in, and she's asleep when I get up to go to work.
She's from the Philippines. She's sweet and pleasant, and the perfect roommate. We'd be friends,
if we ever had the chance to spend any time together."
"What about Geri's roommate?"
I shook my head. "I don't even know who Geri's roommate is. Was."
"Are you close to any of the passengers?"
"I know them from class. Sometimes I pass them in the hallways, or on deck. But I'm not
allowed to interact with the guests outside of classes or special events. Harmonia does, as tarot
reader. Roz can, a little bit, as part of her job as an entertainer. She's supposed to be entertaining
even when she's offstage."
"Lovers?"
"Excuse me?"
"Do you have a lover…or lovers…on this ship?"
"I've only been here a few days!"
"You and Sebastian Anger seem close."
"I didn't even know his name until earlier today."
"That's not always a prerequisite." He watched me blush, and then laughed.
I wanted to say, "I'm not that kind of girl," but that sounded stuffy and old-fashioned.
Instead, I said, "My engagement broke up two days before I got onto this cruise ship."
"Rebound romance?"
"No, thank you."
"Why was the wedding called off? Did you catch your fiancé out at something?"
"He's the one who called it off. He decided he was in love with one of my co-workers at
the yoga studio. She fit the brand better."
Duncan Cooke looked at me with those blue, blue eyes. I couldn't look away. "Your ex is
an idiot," he said.
"It still hurts." My voice was quiet.

"I know. I'm sorry." He stood up. "Thank you for all your help. I'm sure I'll have more
questions."
"At least you don't have to worry about me going anywhere, unless it's overboard," I said.
"Please don't," he returned.
"Thank you, Miss Batchelder," said Chief Bakshi.
I walked to the door and opened it. Sebastian loomed in the hall. He looked down at me,
then glared into the room. "He made you cry."
"The situation made me cry."
"Wait here for me." Sebastian touched my arm, then strode into the room. "Cooke, I want
to talk to you." He shut the door behind him.
I leaned against the wall and slithered to the floor.
"You're not to tell anyone that Geri's dead." Amy stood over me, in her cruise line logo
polo shirt and dark slacks.
"Don't you think everyone already knows?" I asked. "There were at least twenty people
standing around after I screamed."
"The guests." Amy paced. "We're not telling the guests that there was a death on board.
They'll be upset."
"We're upset, too. We worked with her."
"The crew will have to cope. Goes with the job. If anyone asks at the classes tomorrow,
you will say that Geri had a personal emergency and had to leave."
"Yeah, dying's kind of a personal emergency." I thought about it. "What if someone asks
how she left the ship?"
"Coast Guard came for her," Amy said with such promptness I wondered how many
times this happened before.
"I'm supposed to teach all her classes tomorrow?"
"You were already scheduled to handle Kristina Murray; you've spent two days watching
Geri's other classes. You took over today when she didn't show up." She glared at me. I was tired
of people looming over me. "Don't you dare come down with the vapors. You're not some
Victorian heroine."
"It'll be better for me to stay busy."
"You really didn't argue with her at the top of the stairs before she fell?"
"You think I pushed her?" I forced myself up the wall so I could stand and face her.
"No, of course not, it would have been an accident. Geri was nasty and impulsive—"
"I was in the laundry room. Ask Sebastian. Ask Merhati. Ask any of the people who work
there or any of the other crew who were in there. I was at the bottom of the stairs. I didn't see
Geri when I brought the yoga blankets down. I hadn't seen Geri since Hans told her I was taking
over Kristina Murray's private sessions."
"I bet that went over well."
"No, and I understand her frustration."
"She brought it on herself. She brought all of this on herself, and now we have to clean
up the mess."
"She's dead, Amy."
"Bad for business, that's what it is." She glared at me. "You make sure you stay calm and
upbeat tomorrow. No bursting into tears in front of the guests. No wavering. Or we'll put you off
in Nassau and you find your own way home."
"I'll do my best." Right now, flying home from Nassau didn't sound like such a bad idea.

"Sophie!" Roz called down the corridor. She and Harmonia hurried down the hall to me.
"Are you okay?" Harmonia enveloped me in a hug. I had to take another deep breath,
because there was an instant where I almost burst into tears again. But it passed.
"You three need to get out of a guest corridor before any of them see you and start asking
questions," said Amy.
"I'm supposed to wait for Sebastian," I said. Why would I do what he told me? Because
he'd been kind when I was distraught. I hadn't expected him to be kind.
"Wait somewhere else. Like CB."
"Come on, Sophie," Harmonia took me by the arm. She and Roz guided me to the "crew
only" door.
"Roz!" Amy's voice stopped all three of us in our tracks. "Don't you have a show?"
Roz pasted a false smile on her face and looked over her shoulder. "I took a wrong step
and turned my ankle." She took a couple of steps with an unconvincing limp. "Couldn't possibly
dance tonight, see?"
"You're impossible!" Amy blew out a breath. "Not a word to the guests! Any of you!
Harmonia, if I hear you've been waving the Death card around in your readings—"
"The Death card doesn't mean literal death, Amy." Harmonia sounded weary. "How
many times do we have to go over this?"
"The guests don't know that."
"They do if they come to me for a reading." Harmonia shoved open the door, and we
went through.
"There now, let's have a drink," said Roz. "I think we've all earned it."
"Not in the crew bar." I shivered. "I don't want anyone staring at me."
"My room," said Roz. "My roommate is rotated off on contract break right now. I've got
the place to myself. And plenty of liquor."
***
Want more Savasana at Sea? Visit the Nautical Namaste website,
www.nauticalnamaste.devonellingtonwork.com for special features on the series, additional
content, and buy links.

CHAPTER ONE

Gwen Finnegan showed her ID to the cop on the perimeter, and he lifted the yellow
crime-scene tape to let her through. “Watch your boots, Dr. Finnegan. Don’t step in the blood.”
“They’ve been through worse.”
“We haven’t photographed it yet.”
“Oh. Of course. I’ll be careful.” She skirted the bloody handprints that climbed up the
marble stairs ahead of her. She swallowed, not wanting the possible scenarios that could have
caused them to flash through her head. She knew she’d dream about it that night. She’d deal with
that when she had to. For now…
“Dr. Finnegan, thank you for coming down here so quickly. Sorry to see you again under
these circumstances.”
“Detective, thank you for calling me.”
“I thought you’d want to see the body. Since you were…close…and all.”
“And to gauge my reaction in case I caused whatever happened to him?” Dr. Finnegan’s
cool grey eyes stared into his dark brown ones. “I understand, Detective. It’s your job. I assume
he’s dead?”
“Yeah.” He watched her for a minute. “You sure you want to see this?”
“I don’t, but I feel I should. How bad is it?”
“Well, he’s dead. But he hasn’t been mutilated, if that’s what you mean.”
“The bloody handprints on the stairs?”
“He was stabbed, but that’s not what killed him.”
“Are you allowed to tell me what did?”
“I don’t know. The medical examiner will have to figure it out.”
“Any ideas?”
“Other than the small stab wound, which he seems to have wiped with his hands before
crawling up the stairs, there doesn’t seem to be anything wrong with him.”
“Except that he’s dead.”
“Exactly. But it wasn’t from bleeding out.”
“I better take a look.”
Tom Albright stepped aside and let her enter the private room of the university club.
Harry Fletcher lay on his back, eyes open, staring at the ceiling. One hand was flung over his
forehead, as though trying to ward off something. His mouth was twisted in a grimace. His white
hair was perfectly in place. His expensive charcoal gray wool, double-breasted windowpane suit,
crisp white shirt and navy silk tie were rumpled in way that would have displeased the man, and
Gwen fought the desire to straighten them, since he couldn’t. There was a dark brownish-red
stain on the right side, where a blade had entered and blood exited. “Anything in his pockets?”
“Keys to his apartment. His wallet is in the back pocket. Nothing seems to be missing.”
“No overcoat. Unless it’s in the coat room?”
Albright shook his head. “Not unless he wore a coat nobody recognized.”
“Harry would wear a coat everybody recognized. It’s still a little raw not to wear a coat
out at night.”
“I thought so, too.”
Gwen bent over him. “Poor Harry.” She stared into the sightless eyes for a moment and
frowned. She looked up at the ceiling medallion. A mythical creature with snakes for hair

grinned down at her. She stared at it for a few minutes, narrowing her eyes, and shook her head.
“Notice something?” Albright asked.
“Nothing you wouldn’t have.”
“My experience is with death and baseball,” said Albright. “If you know a reason why
someone wanted to kill him, I wish you’d tell me.”
“Why are most people murdered?” asked Gwen. “Betrayal, lust, money. Harry’s not the
betraying sort. Lust? That’s taken care of, unless one of his silly grad students tried to get him in
bed and he refused.”
“Would he have told you?”
“He was too much of a gentleman to go telling those tales. Besides, he didn’t have to
prove anything to me. He knew I trusted him.”
“What about professional jealousy? Or money?”
“It could have been either one of those. But I don’t know why.”
“You’re sure?”
“If I knew something that would help you, I’d tell you.”
“Only if it suited you.”
“It suits me.” Gwen looked around. “I don’t suppose Gus Bellingham is anywhere
around?”
“He’s having hysterics and puking in the bathroom.”
“Mind if I take him with me when I leave? I’ll get him home. You’re more than welcome
to send someone with us if you think we’re trying to match stories.”
Albright shook his head. “I know you better than that, Dr. Finnegan.”
Gwen smiled. Albright wouldn’t admit it, but he trusted her, to a point. “As you say, it’s a
shame we meet again over a dead body.”
“It would be a help if you’d take Professor Bellingham off my hands.” Albright nodded
to a uniformed officer, who walked over to the bathroom door with the gilded handle. “Do you
have any idea what Fletcher was working on that would upset someone enough to want him
dead?”
“He annoyed people regularly,” said Gwen. “But I don’t think they’d kill him for it. He
was working on a new theory involving Etruscan pottery, relating it more closely to the Faliscans
than previous theories. Again, unless someone thought he had artifacts stashed here worth
something, I can’t imagine why they’d get violent about it. Did you find anything missing?”
“We don’t know he had anything with him to miss. The only sign of a struggle is on the
steps,” said Albright. “The funny thing is, no one remembers seeing Fletcher come in, much less
any sort of altercation that would cause him to crawl up the stairs and bleed.”
Gwen frowned. “Could he have been stabbed before he got here?”
“Then why not ask for help when he was admitted? The porter or maitre d’ or whatever
the hell he’s called says no one gets in unless he admits them. He never opened to door to
Fletcher.”
“I’m sure he had a key. Harry had a thing about keys. Maybe to a side door. Even if you
didn’t find one in his pocket. Someone could’ve taken it from him. But then why not come up
the back stairs?” Gwen frowned again and shook her head. “I don’t know. I’m assuming you’ll
go to his apartment when you’re done here?”
“There are already men there. I’ll join them when I can.”
“I wasn’t planning on paying a visit before you got there. You will find some of my
things in the place, though. Toothbrush, change of clothes, things like that.”

“I’m sure I’ll call you when I find things in the apartment I don’t understand.”
“If I think of anything, I promise I’ll call you.”
“Do you need my number?”
“No, thanks. I kept it from the last time.”
The uniformed officer led out a shaky Augustus Bellingham. He was a tall, weedylooking man in a shabby tweed jacket, white dress shirt with a navy blue bowtie, and dark
trousers. He was a few years beyond his deceased friend’s seventy-two, and, tonight, he looked
it. His white hair was a bit too long and messy, and his hazel eyes were wide with fright.
“Gwen?”
“Gus, come along. There’s nothing more we can do here. Detective Albright will let us
know if there’s anything else.”
She took his arm and led him down the stairs, again careful to avoid stepping in the
bloody handprints. Gus leaned against her like a small child. Gwen paused at the bottom of the
stairs, staring up at the ceiling medallion. Another gorgon grinned down at her.
“Whaa—” Gus began.
“Keep your eyes level, please, Gus,” said Gwen. “Don’t look up.”
“Dr. Finnegan!” Detective Albright hailed her from the landing.
She turned. “Yes?”
“You’re getting quite the reputation as a black widow. Make sure the professor gets home
intact, would you?”
Gwen resisted the urge to stick her tongue out at him and led Gus out onto the street to
flag down a taxi.
***
“Do you think another whisky and soda is a bad idea?” They were in Gus’s apartment on
East 26th Street. What it lacked in furniture, it made up for in piles of books and papers
everywhere.
Gwen narrowly missed knocking over yet another stack of books. “I think it’s a good
idea, actually. I’ll skip the soda.”
“Whatever you wish.” He watched her fix the two drinks. After she handed him one, he
took a sip, and sighed. “Why wasn’t he more careful?”
“I’m sure he was as careful as he could be.”
“It—she—killed him, didn’t she?”
“Human hands stabbed him, not mystical ones.” Gwen took a sip of her drink.
“Is Albright any good?”
“Very. But after that little Francis Bacon matter two years ago, he’ll keep a close watch
on me.”
“He couldn’t possibly think you—”
“He’s smart enough to know I’m not Harry’s murderer. But he’s also smart enough to
know I’m not telling him everything.”
“Well…you can’t. He’d think you were mad. He’d think we were all mad.”
“Perhaps we are. But that’s neither here nor there. I’ll have to finish it now.”
“Harry’s been murdered. You can’t possibly take this on.”
“If I don’t, more than Harry will die. We both know that.”

CHAPTER TWO
“I’m saying you need a better cover story, that’s all.” Shauna Simmons raised her breasts
onto the padding in her bra and stared at herself in the mirror.
“I don’t need any cover story! I’m telling you the truth!” Justin Yates stared at her in
frustration. He pushed back the lock of brown hair that kept falling into his face. Even first thing
in the morning, she made him feel frumpy and small. It wasn’t her height—she was three inches
shorter than his own five feet seven inches, at least before she put on her high heels. It wasn’t
even that she was preparing to put on a white linen sheath dress and white stilettos to head off to
work, while he was in his preferred work gear of chinos and a black short-sleeved T-shirt with a
hooded sweat jacket over it. She made him feel like he didn’t matter.
She slid the dress over her head and turned her back to him, pulling her blonde curls out
of the way. “Zip.”
Justin stepped forward and pulled up the zipper. He fumbled with it for a minute.
“Oh, please don’t tell me you broke it!”
“It’s stuck in the lining.”
“Be careful.”
“I am.” He gave it a tug and wrestled it up.
She didn’t thank him, just leaned forward to wet her lips and smile at him in the mirror.
“When are you going to grow up, stop playing at history, and get a real job?”
“Shauna, I got paid two days ago. I made three months’ rent—your rent—and all of both
our expenses—in a job that took me less than eight weeks.”
“So you say.”
“I was working for Dr. Vladimir Karos. You can look him up on the internet.”
“Don’t have time. Sorry.” She frowned at her reflection, then blended her already
perfectly blended gold and taupe eyeshadows. “Look, I don’t know where you’re getting your
money; I don’t really care, as long as you keep up. I’m just saying I don’t believe you can earn
that kind of money in that kind of time poking around libraries.”
“He was on a deadline. He had a grant—”
“Whatever.” She shrugged. “I get it. You don’t want to tell me. No stress. It’s not like I
tell you everything, either.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“That I don’t care how you earn your living, as long as you earn it. By the way, I won’t
be home for dinner tonight.”
“Again?”
“You weren’t planning on cooking anything elaborate, were you?”
“Sarcasm is inappropriate at this early hour.” He sighed. “I was going to order in. But
nice.”
“You don’t have the lock on sarcasm.”
“I’m not sarcastic. I’m ironic.”
“You’re boring me. It’s the Fliegler campaign. The client keeps wanting to change
direction. Matt thinks maybe I can talk some sense into him at dinner.”
“Good luck.”
“Irony again?”

“No. I just hope you have a good day, that’s all.”
“What are your plans?”
“I’m going to the main branch of the library on 5th and 42nd to—”
“I don’t want to know.” Shauna picked up her tiny little pocketbook and slid her keys
into it.
Justin watched her cross the room. “Shauna?”
She paused in the doorway. “Yeah?”
“I don’t believe you have a meeting tonight.”
She smiled. “It’s from the same playbook as you earning money by looking things up in a
library.” She walked out of the room, and he heard the front door shut.
***
“I think I might need to crash on your couch for a few days.” Justin walked up Fifth
Avenue, dodging camera-toting tourists, as he talked on his cell phone.
“Dude, what’s going on?” his best friend Greg Smiley asked. “I mean, you don’t have to
tell me or anything. Yeah, sure, you can show up whenever and stay however. You still got the
keys?”
“In my bag.” Unconsciously, Justin lifted the shoulder from which his battered green
backpack hung.
“But are you going to tell me anyway?”
“I think Shauna and I are breaking up.”
“But she’s so hot.”
“We’re having problems.”
“You’re nearly thirty.”
“Now you sound like my mother. You’re nearly thirty and you’re not married, either.”
“I’m playing the field. I’m not living with someone who’s so…hot.”
“She accused me of lying about my work as a researcher and…” Justin swallowed,
finding it hard to believe tears were in his eyes, “I think she’s cheating on me.”
“Dude.” Greg’s voice was filled with sympathy.
“Yeah, I know, and I’m lucky to be with her and all that, but—oof!” He banged into
someone standing in front of the New York Public Library steps. He went to his knees and
dropped the phone.
“I’m so sorry!” A firm hand fastened to his arm and helped him to his feet. He found
himself looking into a pair of grey eyes. He’d heard that expression “falling into someone’s
eyes” and thought it was ridiculous. But now he knew how it felt.
He realized she had spoken. “What?”
“I’m sorry,” she repeated, brushing her chin-length red hair back out of her face. “I
wasn’t paying attention.”
“Obviously, neither was I.” He grabbed his cell phone from the pavement.
“You okay?” Greg asked.
“Fine. Call you back.” Justin slipped the phone back into his pocket. “I’m the one who
owes you an apology,” he said to the woman. She wore dark jeans stuffed into boots and a Vnecked turquoise T-shirt. “I was jabbering on my cell phone and not paying attention to where I
was going.”
“And I was so entranced by the lions I let down my guard.” She smiled. “No harm done.”

She grinned up at one of the lions. “Isn’t that right, Pat? Or is this one Fort?”
“Fort?” He wondered how old she was. He suspected she was over thirty, but couldn’t
tell much beyond that. But her reference to the lions caught his attention.
“Patience and Fortitude. They’re male, right? With the ruffs?”
Justin wasn’t sure where this was going. “Yes.”
“Have you ever heard of a man named Patience? So I call them Pat and Fort. I can never
remember which one is which.”
“I always thought Patience was on the left and Fortitude on the right. Patience and
Fortitude.” Justin pointed to each in turn.
“Yes, that’s how they’re always spoken of, but do they mean left to right as you stand in
front of them staring at them, or as they’re looking out over New York?”
Justin frowned. “I never thought of it that way.”
“My dad used to tease me about it all the time. It drove me crazy.” She sighed. She was a
couple of inches taller than he was, but maybe it was the boots. “But we had fun.”
“I could find out,” Justin offered. He reddened as she stared at him. “If you like.”
“I bet you could,” she said. “Or I could do a little homework of my own after all these
years.”
“I can’t imagine you being lazy,” he said and reddened even more. What was the matter
with him today?
She laughed. “You are a man of chivalry,” she said. “It’s rare in this world and very
much appreciated.”
“Like I said, I’m sorry for running in to you.”
“No apology necessary. But it’s very much accepted.”
Justin shifted awkwardly from foot to foot, but couldn’t think of anything else to say.
“Well, um, have a good day, then,” he said.
“You, too,” she said.
He didn’t know how to prolong the conversation, so he sighed and trudged up the stairs.
He wanted to look back, but she’d think he was even more of a freak than she already did. He
shouldn’t look back. But what if he never saw her again? And? So what? Chance encounters
happened all the time in New York. One little look couldn’t hurt…
He turned his head in time to see a heavyset man shove her in the lower back. He yanked
at the bag hanging from her shoulder. She kicked at him. He backhanded her, causing her to lose
her balance, although she didn’t let go of her purse. She hit the pavement, striking her head
against the corner of the lion’s pedestal. The man raised his arm, as though he wanted to hit her
again.
“Hey!” Justin shouted. He whirled around and sprinted back down the stairs. “Stop!”
Several people turned to look. One man said to the woman standing beside him, “Stay
here, honey,” then started running toward the fallen woman.
“Don’t,” his companion called out. “He might have a gun!”
A second man, standing with a group of people taking photographs in front of the library,
handed his camera to a guy beside him and also rushed over. His friend began shooting photos of
the fray. The man looked up, saw Justin and two other men running toward him. He darted
around the corner west on 42nd Street, with the two men behind him.
Justin dropped to his knees next to the woman. “Are you okay? Are you hurt? Can you
talk? Can you hear me?”
She opened her eyes and blew the hair out of her face. “What the hell just happened?”

“Some guy used you for football practice.” He helped her sit up. “I think he wanted to
steal your purse. You’re bleeding. I can call 911.”
She covered his hand with hers. “Please don’t. I’m okay.”
“You hit your head. What if it’s a concussion?”
“I’ve had concussions before. This is not a concussion.”
“You’ve had—”
“Don’t ask. I’ll have a big bump on my head and have to stop at Sephora to buy
concealer.” She tried to smile, and it didn’t quite work. “As I said, you’re quite chivalrous.”
The two men who’d chased her attacker huffed back. “He got away,” one of them said.
“Is there anything we can do?”
“No, thank you,” said the woman. She used the pedestal to help her stand, and Justin
eased her up.
“We can call the cops,” the second man said. He gestured toward his friends. “We’ve got
photographic evidence.”
“Not worth it,” said the woman. “The cops won’t get him. Seriously, I’m fine. Thank
you.”
“Okay then.” The second man walked away, rejoining his friends.
The first man lingered.
“I’ve got her,” said Justin.
“If you’re sure,” he said.
“Come on. You shouldn’t get involved,” his girlfriend called from the safe sideline she’d
kept through the fracas.
He looked at Justin, the woman, and then his girlfriend. “If you’re sure,” he repeated. He
walked back to his girlfriend. She slipped a proprietary hand through his arm and led him away,
glowering at Justin and the injured woman.
“There’s a chair,” Justin said. “Can you make it that far?”
She looked at him. “It’s ten feet.”
“But you’re hurt.”
“I can walk ten feet.”
They walked to one of the small metal folding chairs that dotted the plaza in front of the
building, and Justin eased her in to it. “Do you want anything? Water? Ice?”
“A single malt scotch would be a good thing right about now, but I’ll settle for a coffee.
And ice might not be a bad idea.” She reached for her purse.
“No,” said Justin. “I’ve got it.” He walked over to the cart, bought two coffees, a cup of
ice, and some napkins. He pulled another metal chair over to her with one foot and sat down
beside her. “I got cream in the coffee, but no sugar. You don’t seem like the sugar type.”
“Well read,” she said. She took the coffee in one hand and the cup of ice in the other.
“I’m not quite sure how this is going to work.”
Justin put his coffee down and took the ice. “I can hold it against your head.” He picked
up a napkin. “After I wipe the blood off.” He touched it to her wound, careful not to hurt her.
“Thank you.”
“I still think you should be checked out by EMS or somebody.”
“I’m fine. I promise. You won’t have to read about me collapsing on the subway
somewhere and feel guilty. He didn’t get what he was after, anyway.”
“What was he after?” Justin leaned back so he could look at her.
“Nothing. I’m not making sense. I’m dazed.” She tried to shake her head, but knocked

into the ice. “Damn.” She winced, then grinned at him. “By the way, I’m Gwen Finnegan.”
“Justin Yates.”
“Nice to meet you.”
“You, too.”
“Thanks for your help.”
“Always glad to help a fan of Patience and Fortitude…um, Pat and Fort.”
She smiled, but then flinched.
“What?”
“Nothing. I just thought I saw…someone.”
“The guy who attacked you?”
“No. Unless he’s a real moron, he’s long gone by now.” She grimaced. “Of course, if I’m
right, I can just walk over there and kick his ass around the block myself.” She looked again.
“I’m wrong. I’m hallucinating.” At his look, she said, “Kidding. Sort of.”
Justin stared at her for a minute. “Feel free to tell me to mind my own business,” he said
slowly, “but do you have an abusive ex or someone following you? ’Cause my sister Emily
works for a shelter. I can take you there. She can help you.”
Gwen stared at him for a minute.
“I didn’t mean to offend—”
“No, Justin, you didn’t offend me at all. That’s thoughtful, and I thank you. But I promise
you, there’s no abusive ex following me.”
“Good.” He thought for a minute, and, before he could think more, he said, “Do you want
to go out to dinner some time?”
She stared at him again for a long moment without saying anything, and he felt himself
flush. “Actually,” she said, “I think it would be fascinating to go to dinner with you. But I have
to decline.”
“I understand.” Justin looked away. “You’re married. Or seeing someone. Of course.”
“Not exactly.”
“I mean, I shouldn’t have even asked. I’m living with someone.”
“Then why did you?”
Justin caught his breath for a minute and glanced up at her. She watched him as though
she was interested in the answer. It was a new sensation for Justin. “More than one reason—
God, this is hard!”
“Now I’m the one prying. It’s not fair.”
“And here I am, wanting to tell you.” He took a deep breath. “I asked you because I’m
afraid I’ll never see you again, and I’d really regret that.”
“I’m flattered.”
“And because my girlfriend thinks I’m lying to her about my profession when I’m not,
and also because I’m pretty sure she’s cheating on me.”
“Ahhh.”
“I hope you’re not offended.”
“Not at all. But now I’m going to risk offending you.”
Justin took another deep breath. “Okay.”
“I’m interfering like this because you cared enough to worry that I was in an abusive
situation. In a way, you’re the one who is. Your girlfriend doesn’t deserve you. Trust me on this.
I’m older than you are—hush, don’t try to make a flattering comment. I’d say you’re about to
have your thirtieth birthday, and I’m over forty. I’ve been around the block a few more times

than you have. Around several blocks—I try not to repeat the same mistakes.
“I’d like you to really listen and hear what I’m saying. A relationship is supposed to
make you feel better, both about yourself and the world. Not worse. When the bad outweighs the
good and there’s no way to fix it, you need to cut loose. For both of you. Relationships always
have rough patches, but if this is more than a rough patch, you’ll know it in your gut. Always go
with your gut.”
Justin looked into her eyes and got the sensation of falling into them again. “Thank you.”
“The least I can do, after all you’ve done for me.” Gwen smiled at him. “And now, I’m
going to ask you to do one more thing.”
Justin almost said “Anything,” but he caught himself and said, “Sure.”
Gwen pulled a piece of paper out of her purse and handed it to him. “It’s a call slip for a
book I need. I’m sure it will take them at least until tomorrow to get it to the desk. Honestly, I
don’t feel I can make the stairs up to the library or farther up to the call desk. Would you put that
in for me?”
Justin took the slip. “Sure.”
“I’ve kept you from your work long enough.”
“It’s okay. Do you want me to put you in a cab or something?”
“No. I’m just going to sit here for a bit.”
“I’ll put in the slip and come right back.”
“No need.”
“Yes, need.” He stood and headed in to the library. Usually, he stopped to stare at the
magnificence of the building before heading up the stairs to the reading rooms, but today, he
went straight up. He stared at the slip of paper as he climbed the wide marble stairs. The Diary of
Harold Custis on Discovering The Medusa.
Justin frowned. He knew The Medusa myths, but…this must be some sort of diary of an
archeological dig.
He walked to the call desk to hand in the slip.
“Hey, Justin, you haven’t been around for the past few days.” Sally, the librarian on duty,
smiled at him. “You’ve been missed around here.”
He wanted to rush back down, but he’d worked with so many of the librarians at the New
York Public Library over the past few years that he felt it would be rude to drop the slip and run.
He shifted from foot to foot, trying to keep the talk light and polite, growing more agitated as the
minutes passed. He finally extricated himself from the conversation, not remembering a word of
it, and dashed down the stairs as quickly as he could without falling. He thought he would
explode as the security guard checked his knapsack for contraband at the door and then ran out
of the building.
Halfway down the stairs, he stopped. The chair where he’d left Gwen was empty, as he
knew it would be.

CHAPTER THREE
Gwen leaned back in the cab and groaned. Her head hurt more than she wanted to admit.
“Miss, need a doctor?” The cab driver glanced at her in the mirror.
“No, thank you.” She leaned forward and gave him Gus’s address. “My friend will take
care of me.”
“As long as friend didn’t hurt you.” The man thinned his lips.
“The guy who did this was no friend of mine,” Gwen reassured him.
She closed her eyes, hoping the cab’s motion would soothe her instead of hurt her. She
was almost sure she didn’t have a concussion, but almost wasn’t good enough. Gus could tell.
Hopefully, Gus hadn’t had any visitors. She’d have to remember to look out the window,
occasionally, to make sure she wasn’t followed. In a minute or two, when her head stopped
throbbing.
The most annoying aspect was that this was all her own damn fault. If she hadn’t stopped
to have her moment of personal reminiscence with the lions, reliving all the fun she and her
father had on their trips to the New York Public Library, Justin wouldn’t have smacked into her.
She wouldn’t have been distracted by his blue eyes, his innate kindness, and his quick wit. She
would have heard Karl’s thug come up behind her. She was losing her edge. Ten years ago, it
wouldn’t have happened, even during a surge of lust.
Ridiculous. Justin was too young for her. Her days of quick pick-ups and one-night
stands were in the past. Most of the time. Harry was a better choice. Of course, Harry was dead,
now, murdered, and finding his murderer had to be a priority. Once she located The Medusa,
she’d have Harry’s murderer. It had to be someone connected to Karl Vanreth-DeGroot, or
someone who hired Karl. Would she never be rid of him?
But what if it wasn’t? Harry didn’t tell Gwen everything, any more than Gwen told Harry
everything. They were both adults with pasts. They didn’t have the twenty-something desire to
know every detail of each other’s lives, trying to goad jealous responses. What if Harry’s death
had something to do with his Etruscan/Faliscan work, and nothing to do with The Medusa?
It felt wrong. They had to be connected. Otherwise, why would Karl be after her? Murder
wasn’t Karl’s usual style, at least not murdering someone he knew, so something must have gone
wrong. Karl thought Harry gave her something when he didn’t find it on Harry’s body or in
Harry’s room at the club or in Harry’s apartment. Gwen pondered the possibility, retracing her
last evening with Harry.
She and Harry met three days before his death. They had filet mignon and a nice cabernet
for dinner. They hadn’t even discussed The Medusa. She read over an article Harry drafted for
publication on the pottery shards they’d found on the site in Norway the previous summer—
before The Medusa escapade intensified—and Gwen commented on it. Harry wrote changes in
red in the margins. Harry mentioned that Jeremy Barnes wanted to put together a team the
following summer to poke around some Pict sites, and they discussed whether or not they should
join in. Harry wanted to go to the Middle East on a dig, but Gwen was more interested in the Pict
expedition. In the end, they agreed to go on separate expeditions and try to visit back and forth.
They went to bed, made pleasant, comforting love, and got up early the next morning to start
their separate days. It was one of their typically civilized and soothing liaisons. And that was the
last time Gwen saw him, until he lay dead on the floor of his club.
She could call Albright. Have him question Karl.
“We’re here, miss. Are you sure you don’t want a doctor?”

Gwen opened her eyes. “No, thank you, I’m fine. I’m sorry. I was…thinking.” She
opened her purse and handed him the fare, along with a generous tip. “Thank you.”
She got out of the cab and walked for a few blocks to make sure she wasn’t followed. She
realized how stupid that idea was, as she’d gotten out of the cab in front of Gus’s apartment, and
all any tail had to do was to stay right there. You’re slipping, Finnegan, and it’s not good. It’s
more than grief over Harry’s death.
“Oh, good, you’re here.” Gus ushered her in right away. “You got my message?”
Gwen shook her head. “I haven’t even looked at my phone.”
“You’re not yourself. My goodness, girl, what’s happened?” He spotted the bloody lump
on her forehead.
“I was stupid and got jumped,” said Gwen. “I had a young knight in shining armor to
help me in the moment, but I’d feel better if you had a look.”
“Do you want a doctor?”
“If one more person asks me that, I’m going to scream. I want a whisky.”
“And you’ll have one, while I work on you.” Gus guided her into the same chair she’d
occupied the previous night and fixed her a single malt straight up. He pulled out an oldfashioned doctor’s bag, opened it, and began to fuss over the wound. He poured a clear liquid
onto a pad and pressed it against the cut.
“Ow! How are you doing today?”
“I’m still upset by Harry’s murder. But I’m not frightened any more. Just angry.” He took
the pad off the wound, examined the blood, and then leaned forward to look more closely at it.
“Good. That’ll help.”
“I know.” He leaned back for a moment to look at Gwen. “You haven’t allowed yourself
to mourn, have you?”
“Not yet.”
“You’d better get to it, girl, or it’ll creep up on you when you least need it.”
“I’ll grieve in my own time and my own way.”
“By finding Harry’s murderer?”
“Yes.” Gwen flinched as Gus slathered an ointment on the cut.
“Sorry. The Albright fellow was here today. Had a few more questions.”
“Anything interesting?”
“Just routine.” He placed a flesh-colored bandage over the wound and pressed down on
the adhesive.
“So you managed to keep him from thinking we’re all mad as hatters. Good.”
“I don’t know if I was quite that convincing, but I tried. Now what do we do?”
“I’m going to do a bit more research,” said Gwen. She leaned back. “Thanks. That’s
much better.”
“You’re not concussed…just a shallow cut, and it’ll be a nasty bruise,” said Gus. “But I’d
still be a little careful for a few days.”
“Tell that to Karl. Or better yet, don’t, or he’ll take advantage.”
“You saw Karl? What did he have to say for himself?”
“His minion was the one who did this to me. I didn’t see Karl himself, although I’m sure
he was lurking about somewhere. He usually is.” She took a sip of her drink. “One of these days,
I’m going to slug him.”
“You’ve done that, more than once.”
“Not often enough, obviously. I wonder why he keeps getting hired to go up against us?”

“He’s got a crush on you. He can’t get close to you by being on the same team, so he
figures he’ll get your attention by being your adversary. Don’t ever rule out attraction. It’s a
powerful drug.”
Gwen remembered Justin’s blue eyes and paused. “Perhaps. But there’s no time for such
distractions right now.” She sighed. “What I should do is call Albright and suggest he talk to
Karl.”
“You can’t possibly think Karl killed Harry?”
“Why not? Especially after the attack on me today.”
“You have no way of knowing those two are connected.”
“I know in my gut.”
“Karl’s difficult and antagonistic. He’s taken up arms before, but not against any of us.”
“Maybe something changed. But it’s also why I haven’t called Albright yet. I don’t want
it to be Karl.” She closed her eyes, then opened them. “I need to get my hands on Custis’s diary.
I couldn’t check Harry’s room in the club for relevant notes with Albright there, and I don’t
remember seeing any the last time I saw Harry in his apartment.”
Gus frowned. “He was working on something other than The Medusa?”
“He had me go over an article on those pottery shards from the dig last summer in
Norway. And he had notes on an anomaly he found on some Etruscan shards from the prior dig.
He believed they showed a stronger connection to the Faliscans than currently believed. It was
the first topic other than Medusa to excite him in months.”
“He’s been obsessed with The Medusa for the past few years. Why would he suddenly
focus on something else?” Gus frowned. “Unless he thought there was a connection? Designs of
Medusa on the shards?”
“He never mentioned anything like that. At the time, I was simply relieved to have a
Medusa-less evening. The way he ranted on about her—” She grimaced.
“As though she was a mistress,” said Gus quietly.
“Silly, isn’t it? I’m one step away from being jealous of a statue.”
“Not at all. But I wonder why he decided not to bring it up. He wasn’t the sort of man to
do it out of consideration.”
“Don’t ruin one of my few illusions about him.” Gwen laughed without humor. “At any
rate, a request was put in for the Custis diary at the library today. With luck, I should be able to
take a look at it tomorrow. Or latest, the next day. And then I want to take a look at the
museum.”
“Even though the piece is long gone?”
“It’ll give me ideas. Wandering around the Met always does.”
“Then you’ll go off after her?”
“Probably. You can’t—you’ve got classes. Besides, it’s obviously dangerous. You’ve
been in your share of danger over the past few years, and too much of it’s been my fault.”
“Hardly. It was all my choice. But I am getting a bit old for the legwork portion. My legs
don’t work as well as they used to.”
“I’m worried about leaving you here unprotected.”
“Gwen, my dear, you know me better than that. I’m quite well protected. And I’m a
damned sight more careful than Harry.”
“You’re not as secretive or absent-minded, that’s for sure.”
“When do you plan to leave?”
“In the next few days.”

“I’ll make sure the plants stay watered.”
“And the windows stay unbroken?” Gwen grinned. “I appreciate it, although I expect I’ll
call you on the way to the airport.”
“We have a rhythm, my dear,” said Gus. “A rhythm that works.”
“What will you do when Albright comes back?”
“Oh,” said Gus, stooping a bit and opening his eyes quite wide, “I’ll simply become the
dithering old gent he’s used to.”
***
“Harry in a church.” Gwen shook her head. “And not because he’s trying to excavate it.
This should’ve been held at the club. Somewhere he was comfortable. I’m amazed the cross
doesn’t fall off the back wall or the windows don’t blow out.”
“He wasn’t blasphemous,” said Gus, in a low tone, his eyes sparkling with humor.
“No, but he was an agnostic, so I’m surprised he wanted to have this in a church.”
Gus shrugged. “Those were the instructions he left, right down to the hymns played. By
the way, my girl, you look spectacular. The dress fits you perfectly, and for once, you’re
showing those beautiful legs.”
“Thank you. I figured I better dress for battle.”
An usher guided them into the pew. Gus stood aside to let Gwen in first. She walked into
the pew and glanced at the man already seated. “Oh, damn it!” she exclaimed. “Karl, what are
you doing here?”
“Nice to know you’re so happy to see me.” He stood up and kissed her cheek, a gesture
she accepted without flinching. Karl Vanreth-DeGroot was just over six feet tall and just over
forty. He was fit and muscular, with a broad chest and shoulders and a square jaw. His closecropped blond hair was so pale it was difficult to see the incoming gray. “We need to talk later.”
“I’m not talking to you.”
“Stop acting like we’re in grade school.”
“Did you kill Harry?”
Karl looked over Gwen’s head at Gus. “Is she on some sort of drug for the grief?”
“Watch it or I’ll deck you right here in church.”
“I know you would. No, I did not kill Harry. But I know what he was working on.”
Gwen met his eyes for the first time. “Stay out of it. This isn’t a game, like some of the
other escapades in which we’ve been involved.”
“Bacon was a game?”
“Of course not. But the stakes are different here.”
“I know that. That’s why—”
The music began to swell, and Gwen shook her head. They plunked side by side into the
pew, bowing their heads. The service started, and, at each point in it, Gwen thought to herself,
Harry would have hated this. Harry would have made fun of this. Harry would have…
As the reverend intoned his sermon, she felt the horrible pangs of laughter welling up
inside her. She peeked at Gus, who sat staring straight ahead, looking proper and serene. She was
familiar with that look. It meant his body was here, but he was thinking about something quite
different. She shifted her gaze to her other side to Karl. He glanced at her at the same time. She
realized he was struggling with the same terrible impulse to laugh that she was. They quickly
looked away, then back to check each other’s response. The laughter welled up higher. Gwen put

a hand over her mouth and made a choked sound she hoped would be interpreted as tears. Karl
gave a similar gasp, and they looked away again. Gwen felt her shoulders shaking, and she knew
Karl’s were doing the same.
She got up abruptly, grabbed her black clutch, and climbed over Gus. She hurried out the
back of the church, brushed past Detective Albright, and found the stairwell to the basement,
where the food and drink was set out for a reception. She leaned against the wall and let out the
hysterical laughter.
She heard footsteps behind her, and a moment later, Karl joined her, also in gales of
nervous laughter. They laughed themselves out, then both leaned against the wall, gasping for
breath.
“That was worse than Madagascar, when we got the giggles in the middle of Etienne
LaForge’s dinner for Madame Louleen,” gasped Gwen. “She was awful. One of the worst at her
trade I’ve ever encountered.”
“If anyone’s qualified to reveal a fake mystic, it’s you,” said Karl, “although Harry
played them both for too long. It bordered on cruel.”
“Our hosts were not amused.”
“And we nearly got our heads cut off in the process.” Karl agreed. “That was the first
time I had to jump out of a window without having had sex first.”
“But not the last.”
“No, Madagascar was the beginning of a lot of adventures. For both of us.”
“I feel awful,” Gwen admitted. “We acted like a couple of badly behaved school children
upstairs.”
“Harry would have hated this whole set up,” said Karl. “Who was in charge of this?”
“Supposedly, this was all set up according to Harry’s wishes. The Earl’s his executor, but
he’s ill, so his daughter Kitty came over to handle the details.”
“Harry must’ve had a bout of temporary insanity. What’s wrong with the Earl?”
“No idea. Haven’t you spoken to him?”
“We haven’t been on the best of terms lately. If anyone should have been in charge of
Harry’s arrangements, it should’ve been you.”
Gwen shrugged. “It wasn’t like that between us.”
“You were working together. And sleeping together.”
“Now you’re keeping tabs on my love life?”
“Gwen, don’t take it like that.” Karl placed his hand on the wall near Gwen’s head and
leaned in. “I’m just trying to keep you from—”
“Gwen? Are you okay?”
They turned. A man of medium build with brown hair turning to gray stood beside them.
He wore a well-cut dark suit and shiny black shoes.
“Jonathan.” Gwen sucked in her breath. “Of course you’d be here.”
Karl turned very slowly, placing himself between Gwen and Jonathan Alden. “What are
you doing here?”
“Harry was my friend. My mentor.”
“I don’t mean at the funeral. I mean down here…now.”
“I was worried you’d do something to hurt Gwen.”
“I might say the same about you.” Karl snorted. “And if I was, what would you do about
it? Talk me to death? You can’t stop me physically.”
“Don’t be so sure.”

“Are you carrying a gun now? Or maybe you took up martial arts since the last time I saw
you? I think I’d faint if the day came when you didn’t run from trouble.”
“Are you two done with your pissing contest now?” Gwen stepped away from the men.
“I’m getting a cup of coffee, although I’d much prefer a drink.”
“There’s got to be a bar around here somewhere.” Karl took Gwen’s arm. “Let’s go.”
“She doesn’t have to go with you,” said Jonathan.
“She sure as hell isn’t going anywhere with you.”
“Stop it,” said Gwen. “Both of you. It sounds like the others are coming down the stairs.”
“Gwen, we still need to discuss—” Karl began.
“There’s nothing to discuss, and every time you call me, it’s going to voice mail. I’m not
calling you back. Do you understand?”
Karl stared at her. She read the mix of hurt and anger in his eyes before he turned on his
heel and stalked out of the room, past the people who filtered in.
“Well, you told him off,” said Jonathan. “But then you’ve gotten very good at that.”
“If you’ll excuse me, I’m getting a cup of coffee.”
“You’re more beautiful than ever.”
“Thank you.”
“What are you working on?”
“This and that. Not really appropriate to discuss at a funeral. What about you?”
“I’ve spent the past few months doing some research in Sir John Sloane’s Museum in
London.”
“Sounds interesting. Find anything good?”
“Many things. But, as you said, this is no place to discuss it.”
“You’re right. I’m sorry.”
“You look terrific, Gwen. I do wish you well. You know that, don’t you?”
“I wish you well, too, Jonathan.”
“Maybe we could have dinner and catch up?”
Gwen shook her head. “No. That’s not going to happen.”
“Plenty of people grow into friendship after the relationship ends.”
“We can’t.”
“You won’t.”
“That’s right. I won’t. Be well, Jonathan. Have a long and happy life, far away from me.”
She walked away from him and to the coffee urn.
A young man with unruly, light brown hair and wearing a badly fitting suit stood there,
staring at it. When Gwen started filling her cup, he turned his attention to stare at her cleavage.
“You need coffee?” Gwen asked. She held out the cup.
He accepted it. “I’d rather have a drink.”
“Wouldn’t we all?” Gwen poured herself another coffee, added some milk and stirred.
“Funerals freak me out. It’s not like the dead guy in the box can enjoy them.”
“They’re for the living.”
He shuddered. “No, thanks. Stick me in a boat, set me on fire, push me out into the
ocean.”
“A Viking funeral for you?”
“Something like that.”
“You know Harry?”
“Me? No.” The young man shook his head. “I met her in a bar last night.” He gestured

across the room to a voluptuous young brunette, talking to a circle of older men who seemed
transfixed by her. “She brought me back to her hotel and then dragged me here this morning. Her
old man was supposed to organize all of this, but he wasn’t feeling well, so she did it.”
“Kitty. Yes.”
“Yeah, Kitty.” He sighed. “She’s a sweet ride, but I don’t know if she’s worth a funeral.”
Kitty looked over at them that moment and inclined her head. The young man drained his coffee,
left the empty cup on the table and crossed the floor toward her, as the other men drifted away.
Gwen took her time covering the distance separating her from Kitty. “Lovely job, Kitty,”
she said, surprised she could lie so easily.
“Pain in the bum, really,” said Kitty. “But it was an excuse to come to New York.”
“You knew Harry all your life. Won’t you miss him?”
“Never liked him much. Come on then.” She took the young man by the arm. “There’s
got to be a loo or something where we can have fifteen minutes alone. Funerals make me horny.”
The young man walked with her, a goofy grin on his face.
“Ah, young lust,” said a voice beside Gwen.
She turned and smiled at Tom Albright. “Hello, Detective.”
“You clean up pretty well.”
“So do you.”
“Are you all right? You seemed rather distraught before.”
“A slight bout of hysterics, I’m afraid. Funerals bring out the worst in me. And no matter
what instructions Harry left, he would’ve hated this. I’ve pulled myself together. I don’t mean to
be rude, but I’m going to excuse myself, get out of these clothes, and get back to work.”
“Don’t you know many of these people?”
“Yes. I should socialize. But I won’t.”
“Mourning Fletcher in your own way?”
“I am. Being here isn’t the way I choose to do it. Did you get what you came for?”
“Just listening and learning.”
“What have you learned?”
“That your colleagues are very odd.”
***
The curtains were drawn on the long windows of her West Village townhouse, and the
room illuminated by candles. Goddess statuary peered down from various overstuffed
bookshelves. A large statue of a gargoyle sat in the room, facing the doorway to the entrance
hall. On a small side table, a large crystal ball sparkled in the candlelight. An old, flat wooden
trunk was covered with a dark cloth edged in silver. On top of it were three candles, and a deck
of tarot cards.
Gwen walked the circle three times clockwise. She walked to the center and took a deep
breath before seating herself on a dark red cushion beside the trunk. She picked up the cards and
shuffled for a few minutes. The sound of traffic was muffled, and the sound of the cards seemed
unusually loud.
She cut the cards, piled them back, cut them again, restored them to a single deck, and cut
them a third time. This time, she pulled one card off each of the three piles and turned it face up.
“The Lovers. The Five of Swords. Death.” She sighed. “Well, it’ll be an interesting few
weeks, won’t it?”

She sat there for a few minutes, contemplating the cards, then sighed again and stood up.
She walked counterclockwise three times, reshuffled the cards, slid them into a black velvet
pouch, and replaced them in her purse.
She paused, placing a hand on the gargoyle’s head. “I’m counting on you to keep this
place safe,” she said. “You know that, don’t you?” In the candlelight, he looked as though he
winked in response.
Her phone rang. She looked at the caller ID and picked up. “What can I do for you,
Detective?”
“I need to ask you a few questions about papers I found in Fletcher’s desk. I’d rather do it
in person.”
“Your office?”
“Meet me at Pete’s Tavern at 11 A.M. tomorrow.”
“What if I have appointments?”
“Cancel them.”
“As you wish, Detective.” She turned to place her phone on a side table. She gasped.
Within the crystal ball was a perfectly clear image of Justin, seated on a brown and mustard
plaid-covered couch.

***
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and more.
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