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			Chapter 1

			I first met Cameron Talbert in a musty, corner bookstore in downtown Blue Haven, not far from the beach. He was looking for a present for his mother, I later found out, and I had stopped in on my way up north to Cove Pointe to pick out a hostess gift for my old, college roommate, who I planned to stay with for the remainder of the summer. 

			I knew right away we were destined for each other and not solely because of his dreamy, blue eyes and the tousled, sandy blond, surfer hair that made him look like he’d just ridden a big wave in on the lake. He had an aura about him that made my arms tingle, and that didn’t happen very often.

			We both ended up in the sweltering mystery section after I casually followed him there from the cookbooks. He wasn’t going to get away with just nodding in answer to my clever “Nice day, isn’t it?” question. When the book I was reading next to him inexplicably tumbled to the floor, he seemed surprised, even though I wasn’t, and bent over to retrieve it. As he did so, his wavy locks ruffled in the cool air from a floor fan that whirred and spun in our direction. It took everything I had to keep from smoothing them out for him.

			“Agatha Christie, huh?” he asked, straightening and handing the novel back to me. He brushed a light dusting of sand from his tanned forearm.

			“Yes. She’s one of my favorites.”

			“Mine, too,” he said, smiling.

			I stared, dumbstruck. His twinkling eyes and pleasant demeanor after his previous seeming aloofness caught me off guard.

			“I’m Cam,” he said, after a moment.

			It was my turn to nod. “Faron,” I choked out as I tucked a long strand of my silky, blonde hair behind my ear.

			He looked at me quizzically, then replaced a book on the shelf before turning back at me. “Haven’t I seen you somewhere before?” he asked.

			Great line. Even better than my “nice day” comment. I gave him a big grin and hurried to answer. “No. I’m sure you haven’t. I’m only visiting the area for the summer.” 

			He nodded. “I see.”

			Hopefully, Cam hadn’t seen my picture in the paper in the spring when my husband, Gill Chevalier, suddenly passed away. I didn’t want to talk about that right now. I wanted to move on with my life and not dwell in negativity like this one annoying private investigator, at least I think that’s what he was, who’d been on my proverbial case for a while after the funeral and kept following me around. Luckily, he’d gotten lost like I told him to and stayed that way. At least I think so. Kudos to me. 

			I was good at moving on. I’d had a lot of practice. And I certainly didn’t have time to cry in my milk over something like my husband’s death that I couldn’t do anything about. I suppose I missed him, but who knows? I’d dealt with enough grief during my relatively short life as compared to Gill’s, and I was good at covering up my feelings, especially when I found someone, like maybe Cam, to help me numb my pain.

			“Guess I’m mistaken then,” he continued. “Sure you’re not a supermodel?”

			Did he really just say that? Time for a snappy response. “Umm. Yeah,” I replied instead, slightly tongue-tied at the audacious compliment, although I had modeled a little bit once to help pay for my fine arts in music degree, which was mostly but not completely covered by my flute scholarship.

			He grinned and turned back to the bookshelves while I concentrated on coming up with a killer line of my own.

			The news story about Gill had been splashed around pretty far, including to the upper part of the state where I was now. A photo from the society pages of the two of us on our honeymoon two years ago in Bermuda had shown up occasionally, in addition to a more recent picture of him, but my hair was shorter back then, with a different style. I hoped by now, three months after Gill’s death and the resulting publicity, I wouldn’t be recognized.

			The wide coverage probably had something to do with how much money and power my husband had accumulated over his sixty years. People seemed to like to read about people like that for some reason. I didn’t. I wanted to get away, but I couldn’t run to our place in Florida because Gill’s lawyer said I shouldn’t leave the state. 

			He wanted me to stick around until my husband’s beneficiary information with the life insurance company was ironed out, which would take a few more months. He said my presence in the state was mandatory. I don’t know what that means or what his deal is. But I pay him good money, so I listen to him. 

			I thought of another line and glanced at Cam. But he was concentrating on his book, so I looked away quickly before he looked up and thought I was staring at him. He probably had women staring at him all the time, and I wanted to be different. He sure was cute, though.

			If things weren’t worked out by the end of the summer, ‘one way or the other,’ like Gill’s lawyer, Jay, said they would be, in his enigmatic manner, because that’s the way he is, I was leaving regardless to spend some time down south in another home that I treasured. That was the deadline I set with him. 

			And if I got arrested or something for crossing the state line, Jay had better find a way to get me out. I didn’t like the feeling of being controlled by the system, and I shouldn’t have to put up with this nonsense, given the large amount of money I was sure I was coming into.

			“Maybe you were in a movie or something?” Cam asked, looking up from his book. “You’re pretty enough.”

			“No,” I said, shaking my head. “Were you?” I smiled as I returned the compliment. He had that movie star look about him.

			“No.” He gave me an irresistible grin and returned to reading. 

			I shivered and pressed my lips together to keep from responding too quickly. He was devastatingly handsome, and I wanted to play this right.

			I had married Gill, who had been a widower for several years, for the lifestyle and to keep from being lonely, and he knew it. We got along fine, most of the time anyway, but I didn’t love him. That’s just the truth. I only ever truly loved one man, and he didn’t love me as much as I loved him. Isn’t that typically the way it is with couples? One is always more in love than the other. I closed myself off after losing him. He was gone just like Gill.

			Anyway, I hoped people outside the city I lived in wouldn’t have paid much attention to the story about my husband and wouldn’t know who I was. Also, I hoped a more rural town wouldn’t have security cameras all over the place and people constantly taking cell phone photos. They made me feel like I was always being watched. I needed more privacy after all the hype. 

			I replaced my book and selected another one from the shelf while stealing another quick glance at Cam, who was still buried in a thriller.

			Belatedly reading an article about Gill’s death was the way my former roommate, Summer Dixon, found out about what happened and why she had invited me to spend the rest of the summer at her year-round bed and breakfast on a small, inland lake in Cove Pointe with her and her husband.

			I had jumped at the chance even though Noble Dixon, Summer’s husband of more than six years, was a former fiancé of mine. He’d married her on the rebound from me, I think, which was a little weird. But I could deal with it. That was a long time ago, and I still managed to keep in touch with Summer even though I didn’t go to their wedding and didn’t tell her much about me. 

			Noble definitely had to be over me by now, even though our contentious breakup at college had been hard. Besides, the alternative was to mope around an empty house at home, and that wasn’t in my DNA.

			“So, do you live around here?” I asked. I cringed. So much for originality. 

			

			“Not too far. I live in Cove Pointe, which is about twenty minutes north, driving along the big lake,” Cam answered, looking up from his book.

			“Really?” I bit my lip to keep from grinning.

			“Yeah. I’m spending the day at the beach here because my office is closed until next week. They’re redecorating.” 

			“Your office?”

			“Yeah.” 

			“What do you do?” 

			“I’m a lawyer. I handle legal issues for people around the area. Paperwork, mostly.” 

			“Hmm.” If he hadn’t been standing so close, I might have been able to think of something more alluring to say. As it was, the fresh scent of suntan lotion mixed with musky, male perspiration and some sort of beachy cologne made me swoon. “Maybe I’ll call you sometime. I might need advice.” 

			He laughed. “Go ahead, if you want. Here. Here’s my number.” He pulled a wallet out of his navy board shorts and handed me a business card. 

			“Thanks,” I said, casually adjusting my yellow sundress strap, which had slipped off my shoulder.

			“Sure,” he said.

			We gazed at each other for a moment before bells jingled when the bookshop door opened, seeming to startle us both.

			“Hey, I’ve gotta get going. Some friends are waiting for me by the lake. I have to buy this cookbook and sub in a beach volleyball game before I head home,” Cam said.

			“Yes, of course. Nice to meet you.” 

			“You, too. Maybe I’ll see you around.” 

			“Yes. Maybe.”

			He eased by me, and the light brush of his arm electrified my own. As he walked toward the front of the store, I appraised his sculpted movements like a master connoisseur, taking in his broad, bronzed back and muscular shoulders. He didn’t look like any litigators I’d met. He looked more like a football player. I trembled and grasped his card firmly. I foresaw some sort of legal problem in my future, even if I had to make one up.

			After Cam left, I waited a few minutes before heading to the counter with my cookbook. I offhandedly mentioned to the cashier that I was on my way to the Hidden Glen B&B in Cove Pointe. 

			“Really? The Dixon place?” she asked. 

			“Yes.” 

			“Summer comes in here once in a while. She and her husband run a nice place up there.”

			The cashier looked quickly down at the register. Was she frowning?

			“So I hear,” I said. I waited a moment. “Something wrong?” 

			“No, not at all. Just making sure the price is right. This book’s on sale.”

			“Oh. Thanks.” 

			She continued frowning as she rang up the purchase, then smiled and handed me the bag. “Here you go. Have a nice day and enjoy your stay in Cove Pointe.” 

			“I’m sure I will,” I said, taking the book from her. I paused for a moment, trying to think of something to say to draw her out. “The B&B’s right outside Cove Pointe, right, and easy to drive to?” 

			“Yeah. Sure,” she said. “Take a right on the second dirt road after you go through town. Drive down past Wild Blueberry Bog, and you can’t miss it.” 

			“Wild Blueberry Bog?” 

			“Just a local name for a big peat bog on the side of Cove Lake there. Don’t worry, though, if you hear any rumors. They’re not true.”

			“Rumors? What kind of rumors?”

			She shook her head. “I’m not one to say anything. You’ll find out soon enough. Just remember, they’re not true.” She turned away.

			

			“What’s not true?” I asked.

			She didn’t move.

			“Okay. Got it,” I said. I stared at her back for a moment before awkwardly walking away. I pulled open the jingling door and stepped out onto the sidewalk. What could she mean by rumors? My internal radar jumped to high alert, and I planned to keep it that way until I found out what was going on.

			I walked down the block to my car. The big lake shimmered beyond the boardwalk, and sailboats fluttered down the channel in the fresh breeze. Lake towns were so beautiful. I hopped in and threw my bag on the passenger seat. Time to head north.

			After driving through downtown Blue Haven, I picked up the highway again. The route had already narrowed to two lanes on my way north, and it remained the same as I drove toward Cove Pointe. The only difference was the burgeoning forest of pines on either side of the road that eventually blocked off views of the big lake and much of anything else. The name “Hidden Glen” for my bed and breakfast destination took on a new meaning. I hoped I’d be able to find it. 

			A pertinent exit sign eventually appeared along the road through a light misting of rain, and I pulled off the highway to drive through the small town of Cove Pointe—a fishing town, apparently, from the look of the boats anchored in the big lake’s harbor. A few storefronts, a historic library, and a Chamber of Commerce dotted Main Street, and several people stood in line under an awning at a small ice cream shop, escaping the increasingly heavy precipitation—altogether a seemingly pleasant community.

			Following the directions the bookstore cashier had given me, I turned right at the second dirt road after driving through Cove Pointe. The sky had darkened considerably. Lightning zigzagged through a thick, gray cloud bank that loomed over the trees lining the road, followed by a loud crack of thunder, which made me jolt straight up. Cam probably wasn’t playing beach volleyball anymore if the storm was as bad as it looked. 

			I turned on my wipers and rubbed out a spyhole to see through as plump drops of rain pelted the steamy windshield, and I almost drove into a ditch to avoid a massive puddle. I wished I drove a Jeep and not my favorite old, sporty Lexus, which was getting splattered all over its silver paint job, so I could better navigate the shallow, muddy ruts. 

			Something suddenly ran across the road in front of me. I slammed on the brakes. What the heck was that? My car slid forward through the slick mud, and I desperately twisted the steering wheel to correct the trajectory. The Lexus careened around and stopped sideways in the middle of the road.

			I let out a breath and peered through the driving rain at the wetlands area in front of me. Maybe this was Wild Blueberry Bog. A black shape shambled through the surrounding woods and disappeared behind a far tree. Was the creature a small bear, perhaps, or an animal of some sort? I rubbed a bigger spot in the windshield to look through, but the shape was gone. At least I hadn’t run over the perilous thing, whatever it was. I turned my sights back to my car.

			After accelerating slightly and straightening out the tires, I inched the Lexus forward. What had frightened me so? Animals ran across the road all the time, didn’t they? But was it an animal? I continued on through the downpour and banished the incident from my thoughts, even though the hairs on the back of my neck bristled as a reminder. The sign for “Hidden Glen B&B” appeared another half mile down the road, and I sighed with relief as I gratefully pulled into the gravel driveway. I made it.

			I sat still for a moment in the charming spot nestled in the trees to relax and get my bearings. Also, the rain was still prevalent, and I wanted to wait for a lull. The B&B looked pleasant enough, from what I could make out, with its wide front porch and wedgewood blue shutters on pale yellow siding. Several blue Adirondack chairs sat on the porch with generous pots of red impatiens between them, and an American flag waved on a pole near the door. I could see myself spending time here.

			The front door opened abruptly, and a slim woman in a pink flowered shift ran across the porch. Summer. I’d recognize her anywhere with her flowing, Titian red hair reminiscent of a water nymph painting and, of course, her wide smile. She skipped down the steps and ran over to the car, seemingly unbothered by the rain. She tapped on the window and gestured frantically for me to get out. Seeing no other option, I grabbed my purse and my bag and hopped out into the downpour to race with her back up the steps to the porch.

			Once inside, I set my things down and hugged Summer, who was effusive in her welcome. 

			“I can’t believe you’re here,” she gushed. “It’s been forever.” She stepped back and squeezed water out of her hair.

			“You’re right,” I replied. “I’m glad to see you, too. Here.” I brushed raindrops off the reusable bag and handed her the cookbook. “I thought you might like some new recipes.” 

			She peeked inside. “Thanks. Great. I’m always on the lookout for additional items for our menu. I’ll definitely use this.” 

			“Good.” 

			“Come on in, and I’ll put this away.”

			“Sure.” I followed her through the hardwood foyer to the farmhouse-style kitchen, where she set the bag on the counter and turned to me.

			“So how have you been holding up?” 

			“Oh, you know,” I said evasively. 

			“I know. It must be difficult to talk about. What a terrible thing to have happen. Do they have any more details yet?” 

			“No.” 

			“Hmm. No conjectures or anything?” 

			I shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe.” 

			“Okay. Well, we’re so glad you came. You can stay as long as you want, and we don’t have to mention what happened again.”

			“Thanks. You’re a good friend,” I said. And I meant that. Not too many people had let me get away without saying anything after Gill’s death. It seemed like I was constantly being cornered and peppered with inane questions like “Who found him? What room was he in? Where were you?” So annoying. Summer, though, seemed to intuitively recognize my limits. I hoped to find respite in this cozy dwelling. 

			“Of course. Let me show you to your room. We have amenities in the bathroom for you to freshen up. We’ll bring your suitcases in later.” 

			“Wonderful,” I said, starting to follow her.

			I looked up when the side door opened. Noble stood in the doorway. I’d know him anywhere. He had the same dark hair and piercing, green eyes that I remembered from when we were engaged, although he now sported a trimmed beard and mustache, as well. Before Summer or I could react, he slammed the door behind him and strode over to stand in front of me. 

			“Well. Look who showed up,” he belted out. “If it isn’t the little lady who murdered her husband.”

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 2

			I winced at Noble’s statement or maybe at the thunderclap that rattled the windows. 

			Summer’s mouth dropped open. “How could you say such a thing?” she asked, sounding horrified.

			She and I both stood stone still in front of him. I had no idea how to respond. Obviously, Noble wasn’t over our broken engagement, or he never would have blurted out something like that. 

			“Nice to see you, too,” I said sarcastically, after recovering my composure.

			“Ha, ha. I’ll bet,” he said. “Looks like I escaped your icy clutches just in time.”

			What? Although completely taken aback, I scoffed at the familiar insult. After all these years, he was still accusing me of being cold and distant? He didn’t even know me anymore.

			“What’s gotten into you?” Summer exclaimed. “You’ll drive her away.”

			“Well, he’s dead, isn’t he? Chevalier’s stabbing has been in all the papers,” he said.

			“They didn’t say she did it,” Summer said, sharply. “Faron needs our love and support, not your feeble attempt at humor. She’s been through a harrowing experience, and her husband has passed away.”

			“Ah. Give it a rest,” he said. “She’s still here, isn’t she?” 

			“Yes, she is, and we want to make her feel welcome. I’m sorry, Faron,” she said, turning to me. 

			I raised an eyebrow and tilted my head slightly in response. Apparently, Summer wasn’t jealous of my previous relationship with Noble. She seemed more protective of me than anything else, the same way she was in college.

			“Yeah, alright,” Noble said, sourly. He headed toward the sink. “Stay if you want.”

			“Gee, thanks,” I said. How could I politely pivot and bolt out the door?

			Summer seemed to read my mind. “Come with me,” she said, quickly, taking my arm. “I’ll show you to your room. Noble, can you make sure the window in the laundry room is shut? The rain is really coming down out there.”

			He nodded without turning around, and I walked toward the stairs with Summer. I had trouble remembering now what I saw in Noble. He had been attentive and caring toward me once, but he obviously still held a grudge over my leaving him if he blamed me for my husband’s death. I’d gotten that vibe before, but mostly from malicious gossips in my community.

			“I don’t know why he’s acting like this,” Summer said in a loud whisper on our way up the stairs. “He only gets this way when we talk about you, which I try not to do, and he wasn’t like this before we were married. I’m so sorry.” 

			“What he does isn’t your fault,” I said firmly. “I’ll deal with him in my own manner.” 

			“Are you sure?” she asked over her shoulder.

			“Yes, of course.” I grasped the banister. I had no idea how I was going to handle her husband’s unexpected attitude toward me.

			“You must have enough to deal with grieving your husband. I hope you’ll be able to rest and recover here,” Summer said. She was as solicitous as ever, which probably made her good with her guests.

			She looked up the stairs and then glanced back at me. “You’re not upset that we’re married, are you? We haven’t talked about it much, but you two were quite an item in college.”

			“No, of course not. As you can see, Noble and I never really got along despite the fact that we were engaged for a while.”

			“Yes. I noticed the tension,” Summer said, dryly. “He’s actually a wonderful man, and he doesn’t usually behave in this manner.”

			

			“I know. You said that. Don’t worry about it. I can’t thank you enough for inviting me here, and I’m sure we’ll have a wonderful time even if things started out badly with Noble.” Obviously, Summer didn’t realize how pushy and obnoxious her husband could be, and I didn’t want to be the one to illuminate her.

			“I’m positive this will work out,” Summer said, confidently. “By the way, you’re our only guest for now because a few people canceled. But that could change anytime.”

			“Okay.”

			I tried not to take the cancellations personally because I had no reason to believe Summer had alerted anyone but Noble to my arrival. But I did seem to have a distancing effect on people lately. We reached the top of the stairs, and I followed her to a room a few doors down the hallway. 

			“Here we are,” she said, leading me into a spacious bedroom with a large canopy bed against the back wall. “This is my favorite guest room. I hope you enjoy staying here.” 

			“What a beautiful space,” I said, looking around. 

			Vintage wallpaper displayed tiny sprays of lavender flowers, and an antique, canopy bed covered with a fluffy, cream comforter made me want to dive right in. The room held a complementary light fragrance of lavender, which probably emanated from the glass bowl of potpourri on the nightstand.

			I walked over to the window. The large backyard was basically a clearing surrounded by pine and spruce trees with a red maple here and there, all of which were bending and swaying in the wind and rain. 

			“I wonder when this will let up,” I said. 

			“Soon, probably,” Summer said. “Outbursts spring up suddenly around here, but they just as quickly fade away.” 

			She was probably referring to the sudden squall, but I couldn’t help but draw a comparison to the outburst from Noble we’d experienced earlier. He was turbulent like a summer storm.

			“The lake is on the other side of the trees,” Summer said, joining me at the window. “Cove Lake, I mean. The town is on the big lake. But here on the smaller lake, we have a rowboat, a sailboat, and a motorboat tied up at the dock for the guests. You walk through the woods and down a few steps to the beach. Oh, and we even have a canoe. If you want to take a boat out sometime, simply mention it to one of us.” 

			“Thanks. I might do that,” I said, thinking I might ask Summer’s permission but not Noble’s. I preferred to keep my conversations with him few and far between.

			After a moment, I stepped away from the window and looked around the room. Summer and Noble’s stunning wedding photo, enhanced with an engraved silver frame, stood on a nearby dresser, and I picked it up and perused their smiling faces before setting the keepsake back down. I glanced out the window again. 

			“You know, I think I’ll run down and grab my things out of the trunk.” 

			“Now? You’ll get soaked,” Summer said. 

			“No I won’t. The rain’s letting up a bit.” 

			“Really?” Summer squinted and leaned toward the window.

			“Yes. I’m sure it is,” I said, heading for the door. 

			The real reason I insisted was that I didn’t want Noble rifling through my belongings and bringing in my suitcases as a ploy to do so. I hadn’t locked the car doors, and he could easily reach in and pop the trunk. Maintaining the solid distance we’d built between us over the years seemed important for both my and Summer’s sake. I paused for a moment. 

			“Oh, by the way, do you have any bears or bear cubs around here?” I asked, thinking of my encounter with the strange creature on the road. 

			“Bears? A few. In the forest. And all sorts of animals live in the bog. Why?” 

			“I nearly hit something that ran in front of my car on my way here, but I couldn’t make out what it was.” 

			“Hmm. What did it look like?” 

			

			“Black or dark brown. Hunched over. Scurried across the road. I couldn’t see much more in the rain. Oh, and the movements seemed awkward in a side to side kind of way—almost a limp.”

			Summer looked away, then back. “Could have been a bear. Probably a raccoon or something.” 

			“Didn’t look like a raccoon.” Why did she seem evasive?

			“I wouldn’t worry about it. Whatever you saw is probably long gone by now.” 

			“Yeah. Probably.” I studied her taut expression. Something bothered her. 

			“Let’s go get your stuff,” she said, perking up.

			“Yeah. Sure. Lead the way.”

			I followed her out of the room and back down the stairs. We passed Noble on the way out. He glanced at me and grimaced. Or maybe he purposely made a face. I wouldn’t put it past him. I congratulated myself for not sticking my tongue out in return.

			Summer stopped at the porch railing, and I stopped next to her, breathing in the sharp scent of pine. We stood together quietly in the warm, humid air, watching the slowing rain.

			“You know, I’m glad you’re here for another reason besides just visiting,” she said, after a moment. 

			“Oh? What’s that?” I asked. 

			“Umm. Nothing, really.” She glanced at the door and back. “Only that I’m looking forward to having a friend around,” she said, sounding wistful.

			I looked at her. “Don’t you have many friends around here?”

			“I do now,” she said, smiling.

			I smiled back. “Yes, you do. I’ll always be your friend.” 

			“And I’ll always be yours,” she said. “Through good times and bad, although I hope the bad times go away for you soon.”

			“Thanks,” I said. “That means a lot, especially now that I’m alone once more.” I swallowed hard and pushed down the memories of previous times I had ended up by myself. No use wallowing in bad karma.

			She nodded. “I know. I can’t believe this happened to you again.”

			The silence this time was more awkward. The fact that Summer had said “again” brought up the memory of my first husband, Daniel, and the reference to his analogous loss seemed to hang in the air between us. I concentrated on thinking of something else—anything other than my checkered past.

			“Well, shall we grab your things? Looks like the rain has dissipated,” Summer said, breaking me out of my reverie.

			“Sure.”

			“I hope you brought something you can wear to a birthday party,” she said, as we walked to the car. 

			“Probably,” I said. “Here?”

			She shook her head. I opened the trunk and handed her a suitcase before grabbing another one and slamming the trunk shut. “Where’s the party at?” 

			“The Talbert place down the road a piece.”

			I almost dropped my bag. “Cam Talbert?” 

			“His mother. He lives there with her and his twelve-year-old daughter, Kasey. Do you know him?”

			“No, not really. Go on,” I said, dumbstruck at the coincidence. But then, it was a small town and everyone probably knew everyone else. I walked with her up the porch steps. 

			“Cameron’s the talk of the town with the local girls. His family made their money in lumber way back when. Ever hear of Talbert’s Lumber Company?” 

			“I shook my head. 

			“Well, anyway, he’s been a confirmed bachelor around here for quite a while.” 

			“Really?” I asked. Somehow, I didn’t doubt that he was popular, given how charming he was.

			“Yes, and Eleanor Talbert is the director of the music camp down the road on the other side of the bog. Noble teaches music theory there in the summer.” 

			“I see. I may have passed the sign at the end of their driveway on the way here,” I said. “I didn’t catch the name in the rain.” 

			“Cove Pointe Music Camp,” Summer said.

			“Okay. He only works there in the summer?”

			She nodded. “The camp is only open seasonally. He drives around the state the rest of the year, selling paper products to businesses to supplement our B&B income. Anyway, he’s one of Kasey’s teachers, and Eleanor was once a teacher of mine.” 

			“Is that right?”

			“Yes. Eleanor’s quite a talented violinist, and Kasey occasionally comes over and helps me bake pies, especially blueberry, our signature dessert. The last time she did, she invited us to a birthday party for her grandmother tomorrow night at their cottage on the lake. We’d love to have you join us.” 

			“Well, then, I’d love to come,” I said, stepping through the front door after her. 

			I didn’t see the need to mention my interest in Cameron or the fact that I’d met him. In my experience, people expected at least a year’s wait after a death before accepting a new relationship, even laid-back friends like Summer, and I didn’t intend to wait that long. I never did. I hated being alone. I glanced around the foyer. Thankfully, Noble was nowhere in sight. I’d determine how to deal with him later. We headed back up the stairs. 

			“I don’t suppose you brought your flute with you,” Summer said.

			“I did. It’s in my suitcase.” 

			“No kidding. You’ll have to play with us like old times, with Noble on the piano and me on the violin.” 

			“Sure. The Dixon duet plus one,” I said, laughing. 

			“Or the Dixon trio, like before.” 

			“That would work, too,” I said.

			We got back to the room and set the suitcases near the bed. 

			“Come down when you’re ready. Dinner’s at 7:00. I’ll go start something right now,” Summer said. “Maybe I’ll use a recipe from my new cookbook.” 

			“Great,” I said.

			After she left, I sat on the bed, relieved to be in a new location hours from home. I hoped I was safe here. What if a murderer was coming after me, too? I had no way of knowing one way or the other. 

			If he wasn’t, at least I’d be away from that snoopy private investigator with his piercing, dark eyes and furtive glances. I’d had enough of that in the weeks after the funeral. Why didn’t he concentrate on helping the police find out who really killed my husband instead of bothering me? What a dolt. 

			I myself had had to go through the mill with the cops after finding Gill’s body and calling 911, and that wasn’t any picnic, let me tell you. I suppose the worst outcome for me would have been going to jail. But I have too much money to be locked up. I mean, were they serious? What was so odd about me reporting him dead in our own home? I was his wife, and I lived there. And that’s what he was. So what if I wasn’t emotional? Seeing the crime scene in our beautiful mansion would have shut anybody up. They let me go.

			Gill’s three children, who were all older than me, had treated me in a similarly rude fashion, barely looking at me and sneering when they did. I’ll bet they hired a P.I. to harass me. I don’t know why I thought that, but it seemed to be the only thing that made sense. Why else would someone be following me around asking questions? 

			And his children never liked me. They probably wanted Gill’s money and saw me as an interloper, but I’d let the lawyers figure that out. Could they have contested the will? I wasn’t too worried about that or how much I would get in the end if they had. Gill loved me a lot, and I was sure he made that evident through what he left me, even though I still didn’t know all the particulars.

			I spent the next few hours putting my things away in the antique dressers, freshening up, and changing into a pressed skirt for dinner. I wanted to look my best for my new hosts. Hopefully, Noble had changed his attitude toward me in the intervening time, although I had no reason to think that he had. But I could always wish for the best. 

			“Dinner’s ready,” Summer called as I was heading down the stairs. 

			I walked down the rest of the way and met her in the kitchen.

			“We’re having roast with potatoes and carrots,” she said, picking up a platter filled with savory-looking food. 

			“Smells wonderful,” I said.

			“The recipe was in the cookbook. Follow me. I’ll show you into the dining room.” 

			I did as she asked and found Noble already there, lighting a candle centerpiece. 

			“Another beautiful room,” I said, taking in the delicately flowered wallpaper and antique dining set. “I think you’re in the right area of work if you can decorate and cook like this. People must love to come here.”

			“They do say that,” Summer said, smiling as she set the platter on the table. “Won’t you sit over there, and I’ll sit here.” She sat down across from me.

			“Sure,” I said, pulling out a chair and sitting. If people loved to come here so much, why wasn’t anyone staying but me? 

			The seating arrangements were not what I would have envisioned, given that I had to sit next to Noble, who had taken a seat at the head of the table. But I could handle anything for an hour or so. After all, I only had to make small talk.

			Noble stood and expertly carved the roast, giving each of us thin, juicy slices while Summer doled out roasted potatoes and carrots. When she was done, she handed me a basket of warm yeast rolls, and I eagerly took one. The food around here was shaping up to be exceptional.

			While we ate, Noble smugly asked how long I was staying. 

			“Hard to say,” I answered, vaguely. I didn’t want to recommit to the whole rest of the summer in case things didn’t work out. I turned to Summer. “I was thinking of heading down to the beach and taking a walk after dinner.” 

			“By yourself?” she asked. 

			“Unless you want to come with me,” I said. 

			She glanced at Noble. “I have things to do around here to prepare for possible guests this weekend.”

			Was that really the case, or did Noble forbid her from talking to me? I wasn’t sure what the dynamic was. 

			“That’s alright,” I said. “I can go solo.”

			Summer continued. “I mean, you could go to the beach by yourself, but you might want to return before dark.”

			“Okay,” I said, slowly. “Any reason for that?”

			“Only that we’ve had some disappearances around Cove Pointe, and staying safe is of the utmost importance.” 

			“Disappearances? Of course, I’ll stay safe, but what do you mean by disappearances?”

			Summer glanced at Noble again. He stared at his plate and forcefully cut up his slices of roast. 

			“Well, I don’t know if I should tell you this, but in the last several years, a few people in Cove Pointe have disappeared without a trace, and no one knows why or where they are,” she said.

			“What?” I asked. 

			“Yes. And all of the disappearances happened in the summer, so I hope you can see why I’m warning you.” 

			“I do. Thanks for telling me,” I said, slightly unnerved. This was a surprising turn of events.

			She nodded. 

			The corners of Noble’s mouth turned up. “She didn’t scare you, did she?” he asked, snidely.

			“Maybe a little,” I replied. “I might wait until tomorrow to check out the beach.” 

			“How about some blueberry pie with whipped cream?” Summer interjected, a little too brightly. “Noble, would you help me in the kitchen?”

			When they left the dining room, I stood and pulled aside a sheer, lacy curtain to look out the window. The evening light was pale from a pastel sky and breathtakingly pretty, and the tree leaves remained somewhat shiny from the rain. 

			My car looked forlorn and abandoned in the driveway, or maybe I was thinking about myself. Should I make a run for it? I could head back home and hide in my house to seek the privacy I craved. Or should I stay in this small, northern town and attempt to deal with Noble’s childish cynicism, along with the missing persons situation and the odd creature that ran across the road?

			I glanced up at the few, small rain clouds persisting overhead and thought of Summer, a stalwart friend, and also of Cameron, a seemingly new friend, with whom a future encounter seemed probable and rich with possibilities.

			I juxtaposed that with an unknown murderer who could be after me, Gill’s callous children who were probably after me, and a nosy private investigator who was definitely after me back home. Then I remembered Gill and Daniel and the other ill-fated men from my past. And even though I had an eerie feeling about Cove Pointe and an overpowering desire to take off, I decided to stay.

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 3

			After a delicious breakfast of fresh waffles and strawberries with Summer the next morning, I headed for the beach. I wanted to check out the waterfront before doing anything else because Summer had told me how beautiful and calming the lake was. I could certainly use that—if I made it through the forest alive, that is. Summer’s warning about people in Cove Pointe disappearing in the summertime had done nothing to assuage my frayed nerves and had, in fact, added to them. Summer stayed in to work up a new menu for the B&B, and Noble had already left to teach at the music camp. So I went alone.
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