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WHEN JUDGE WILSON FINALLY catches a mermaid, the young woman brings chaos and calamity to Harrow Bay. It’s all inadvertent, but she causes more problems for Jody. The human men who meet Allandria are enchanted and seem to grow quickly addicted to the mermaid, and it’s becoming a huge headache. Jody’s all too aware that Drake is also susceptible to the mermaid, and she’s struggling with jealousy, which is a foreign emotion.

Isabel is none too happy about their fishy guest after a merman broke her teenage heart sixty years ago. She doesn’t trust any of them, but she won’t let the mermaid distract her. She’s determined to find a new purpose or rekindle an old one. After all, she’s not getting any younger.

Willa and Patty are making progress in their relationship, but when Liesel finds out, will it be the end of their fledgling romance?
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JODY 

Tara was the first to greet Jody when she walked into the office that morning. “Did your friend make it off safely, Jody?”

Jody nodded. “She’s heading for the airport.” It had been difficult to say goodbye to Daphne, though she knew she’d see her friend again soon. She’d have to if Daphne planned to make a go of her fledgling relationship with the vampire, Ryland. Otherwise, if she stayed away from Harrow Bay for too long, she would forget all about him and the magical elements of the town. Or perhaps she wouldn’t forget Ryland, but she’d certainly forget what made Harrow Bay special. “She should be taking off in Portland within the hour.”

“Where’s she headed?”

“She said she needed some down time, so she’s going to her favorite place in New Zealand.”

Tara blinked, obviously impressed. She probably saw Daphne as an exotic creature, who blew in with the wind and was gone just as quickly. That wasn’t wrong, but there was a lot more substance to Daphne than she first presented.

“I’m sorry to bother you on the day you had to say goodbye to your friend, but Oliver didn’t show up for work again last night either.”

Jody’s brow scrunched. “That’s three days now?”

Tara nodded. “It’s not really like him. I mean, he occasionally calls out, but he’s always called. He’s never just failed to show up. There might be something wrong with him.”

Jody nodded her agreement. “It certainly sounds like it’s worth checking into. I’ll swing by his place, so you know how to find me if you need me.”

“I’ll put through anything important.”

“I think Michael and Aoife can handle most of it.” She braced herself then, remembering Aoife was on vacation, and they were receiving a new state trooper to fill in for her for the next few days sometime in the next couple of days. “Be on the lookout for the state trooper. I think they said she’s Eileen something.”

“Eileen Mansell,” said Tara with a nod. “I’ll definitely keep an eye out for her.” She lowered her voice. “And any demons who might be hitchhiking inside her.”

Jody managed a small smile, though she still wasn’t over the trauma of dealing with Honsiu just a few days before. “I’ll let you know if I find out anything about Ollie.”

At Tara’s nod, Jody turned away from her office before she could ever reach it, clutching a large cup of coffee, and returned to her SUV. As she started to drive, she realized she hadn’t gotten Ollie’s address from Tara, and she reached for the radio. Before she could raise Tara, the dispatcher’s voice came through.

“Jody, do you know his address?”

“I don’t. I was just about to call you to ask. You must’ve read my mind.”

“That’s why you pay me the big bucks.” Tara laughed at her own joke before relaying Ollie’s address.

Jody knew most of Harrow Bay by now, but she wasn’t familiar with Cuttlefish Road, so she had to put the address into her GPS. The drive led her through nice parts of town, into a section of warehouses and industrial businesses, and through that into an even more rundown area. It certainly wasn’t an eyesore, but compared to the rest of Harrow Bay, it was obvious this neighborhood didn’t receive as much attention. 

There was no lush grass, and sand threatened to encroach on some of the driveways. There were a series of trailers, and she wasn’t terribly surprised to find out that B-17 referenced Ollie’s trailer slot in the park. 

She turned and drove slowly down the U-shaped road. The sign out front of the trailer court advertised mobile cottages for rent, and they were certainly cuter than the trailers she had thought of when she saw the sign announcing Harrow Bay Mobile Manor, but even the cutest skirting, tidy lawns, and freshly cleaned siding couldn’t hide the fact they were trailers.

Jody exited the SUV and walked toward Ollie’s door. The stairs were solid despite looking a tad rickety, and she knocked firmly on the door a moment later. She waited a second, and there was no answer, so she called, “Oliver, it’s Sheriff Shaw. You need to come to the door. You haven’t been to work for several days.” She waited another moment, knocking again and calling his name louder, all without reply. 

Concerned about him but having no justification to bust through the door without a warrant, she settled for walking around the trailer. There was a back door, and she peered in through it, seeing a reasonably tidy house inside, though there were areas of clutter. It made sense, having shared a breakroom and various office space with Oliver for half a year, which had taught her he wasn’t the neatest of men. She didn’t see anything that made her suspect foul play, and even when she breathed in deeply, she couldn’t get any offensive odors that might indicate there was decompensation inside.

Stumped, she stepped back and looked at the trailer for a long moment. He didn’t appear to be inside, but if he was, he was either ignoring her or unable to reply. She was undecided on how to proceed, and she was contemplating trying to wiggle the door open with a little magic when someone cleared their throat behind her.

Jody stiffened in surprise and turned to face the source of the sound. It had been a deep, almost guttural, throat clearing, so she expected it to come from a large man. Instead, a small man, who couldn’t have been much more than four-and-a-half feet, stood in front of her. 

He had overgrown red hair that was starting to turn white and gray, a big beard, and a sloppy mustache. He wore checked trousers and a green sweater, and though there was no hat or pot of gold, she thought he looked much like a leprechaun. Where she might’ve once laughed at that notion, she was careful to hide any such thoughts as she dealt with the man now, since learning the truth of the world upon becoming Sheriff of Harrow Bay. She cleared her throat in return and nodded to him. “Good morning.”

He nodded. “Good morning. Are you looking for Mr. Kent?” At her nod, he stroked his beard. “The last I saw him, he took off to go fishing with his stepfather. That was a few days ago. It’s not like Mr. Kent to stay out all weekend.” His green eyes twinkled slightly as his voice lowered. “He lives like a monk in some ways. I always think he’s trying to get his wife to take him back, though I’m pretty sure he should just give up on that idea.”

Jody nodded but didn’t comment on the inside info on his personal life. “Do you think he might’ve gotten into trouble?”

The little man shrugged. “I don’t know. He’s quiet, he pays his rent on time, and no one complains about him. Even his kids are quiet and well-behaved when they come visit him every other weekend. I’ve had no complaints, so I sincerely hope nothing has happened to the man.”

Jody felt a little bad since she’d never quite taken to Oliver. She hadn’t realized there was a domesticated side to him. “I take it you own the mobile manor here, sir?”

He held out a hand as he took a step forward. “I do. Llewellyn Fisher at your service.”

She shook his hand, which was diminutive compared to hers, though she didn’t think she had overly large hands. It fit with his body size though. As soon as they finished shaking hands, he put it discreetly at his side and patted it against his leg. She wondered if he was a germaphobe, but she tried not to take it personally. “Do you have any idea where his stepfather might be, or where they might’ve gone fishing?”

Mr. Fisher chuckled. “He’s probably looking for a mermaid. He goes out just about every weekend to do that. I think that’s how he spends his weekdays half the time too, and certainly all his vacations. Makes me wonder how much of our taxpayer money is going to pay for his foolish quest to find mermaids.” He chuckled again.

“I see. Do you happen to know his name?”

Mr. Fischer frowned. “I do, and I’m surprised you don’t. It’s Judge Cyril Wilson.”

Jody’s eyes widened. “Judge Wilson is Oliver’s stepfather?”

Mr. Fisher nodded. “That’s my understanding, anyway.”

“I’ll check with him next then. Thank you for your time, Mr. Fischer.”

“No problem. Hope you find Mr. Kent. In many ways, he’s the ideal tenant. He doesn’t even have a pet.”

Jody managed a small smile as she walked away from the owner of the trailer court to return to her SUV. Once she was inside, she raised Tara on the radio. “Did you know Oliver was Judge Wilson’s stepson?”

“Sure. I’m pretty sure that’s how he got the job.”

She could practically hear Tara’s blush as she said that, and there was an awkward pause before Jody said, “I need his address. He might be with Judge Wilson. His landlord said he had gone fishing.”

Tara snorted. “The judge and his mermaid obsession.”

Jody could mentally see her shaking her head in exasperation, a move she’d seen Tara make many times. Seconds later, Tara provided her with the address for the judge’s house, and Jody was soon crossing Harrow Bay.

Where Oliver lived in a less kempt area, the judge’s neighborhood was clearly where the money resided. She saw the name Tatum on one of the mailboxes as she drove past a McMansion, making her think the lumber baron lived there. If not him, at least one of his relatives. Recalling her encounter with them at the hospital when their son had fallen into an inexplicable coma, she shuddered slightly and was relieved she didn’t have to deal with the Tatum family today.

She continued down the road until she found the address and turned left. The driveway was steep and winding, taking her to a house on a hilltop. It perched well away from the cliffs, but it provided a stunning view of the ocean below, and she was certain the front windows she could see to the side probably gave the judge a magnificent view each morning.

She slid out of the SUV, tamping down any hint of envy with the reminder that a place like this would cost a bundle to maintain, and walked up the stairs. They had to be real marble. She knocked on the door before seeing the doorbell and ringing it a second later.

As moments ticked past, she thought no one would answer, but finally the door squeaked open, and a small Hispanic woman stood on the other side. She wore a black dress and white apron, and she was probably his housekeeper. “Yes?”

“Is the judge in?”

The woman shook her head. “I haven’t seen him since he and his son went fishing.” The older, smaller woman was frowning. 

“Is that usual for the judge when he goes fishing?”

The housekeeper hesitated. “Occasionally, he chooses to sleep on his boat if he thinks he’s on a hot trail, as he calls it, but he’s always good about letting me know so I don’t take time to make him dinner he won’t be eating before I leave. It’s not like him to just disappear without a trace.”

Jody was starting to feel uneasy now, especially since one of the missing men involved was a judge. She knew he could be incommunicado and unreasonable during his vacations, but otherwise, she knew him to be reasonably professional. She’d only met him a few times, but he always seemed put together, with his focus on the job. It was difficult during the few times she’d met him to imagine that he lived an entire side life obsessed with the pursuit of catching a mermaid to stuff and mount on his wall.

“They were heading toward the marina. His boat is the Macy Gray.”

Jody frowned. “Like the singer?”

The housekeeper blinked. “I don’t know.”

Jody didn’t really need to write it down, but she did anyway as she nodded to the housekeeper. “Thank you for your help.”

“You’ll let me know if there’s something going on, won’t you, Sheriff?” She was gripping the door tightly. “I’m quite worried about Cyril...Mr. Wilson.”

It briefly made her wonder if there was more than an employee-employer relationship between them, but that certainly wasn’t pertinent to tracking down the judge and Ollie, and she wasn’t about to ask. She departed from the judge’s house less than a minute later, soon back in her SUV and heading to the marina.

Harrow Bay didn’t boast a large marina, but it was big enough to accommodate the needs of the residents and still accept a few passing vessels from time to time. One part of the marina was designated for deliveries, and there was a delivery truck in front of the office. She saw the driver exiting as she drove past but paid him little mind. Her focus was on the section for leisure and parking boats. She headed to that part, assuming there’d be no reason for Ollie and the judge to be in the commercial side of the marina.

She drove down as far she could before having to stop in the parking lot. Jody got out of the SUV and locked it with her fob before walking down the pier. There were slips on each side, and she hadn’t thought to look up the judge’s, so she was taking pains to read the names on the sides of each boat. There were several marina slips that were empty at the moment, but halfway down, she saw a small yacht with the name Macy Gray on the side.

Jody approached, happy to see a gangplank was already extended, so that indicated someone might be aboard the boat. As she stepped onto it, she called, “Judge Wilson? Oliver? Are you here?”

She had crossed the gangplank and was on the boat before she heard an answer from down below. “We’re here,” called Ollie.

A wave of relief swept through her, and Jody went belowdecks. She expected to see signs of distress, but nothing looked out of place, at least at first inspection. It was only when she’d settled her gaze around the room a second time that she realized the judge and Oliver are both sitting on the floor by the bed, and they had rapt expressions on their faces. 

Jody followed the trajectory of their gaze, eyes widening at the sight of a redhead on the bed. Her hair was disheveled, and her eyebrows looked like she might have imitated Harry Kissinger for her style guru, but she was certainly pretty, though she was young. She was so young that Jody was uncomfortable with the way the older judge and Ollie, who was in his mid to late-thirties, were looking at her. 

She cleared her throat and moved closer, eyes widening when she saw the woman wore only a T-shirt. It was a black cotton with silver letters on it that proclaimed a Macy Gray tour, partially answering Jody’s unspoken question about the name of the boat. Apparently, the judge was a fan.

The young woman smiled at her. “Hello.”

Jody nodded. “Er, hello. What’s going on here, Ollie?” She tried to keep the question casual. “You haven’t been to work for three days, and you haven’t called in.”

It seemed to cause him physical pain to blink and look away from the woman on the bed. “Has it really been that long?” His stomach rumbled. “Hmmm. Maybe that’s why I’m hungry.”

Jody blinked. “Are you saying you haven’t eaten in three days?”

Olly shrugged. “I don’t really remember the last time I ate. I don’t remember anything besides this beauty jumping into Dad’s boat.”

The judge nodded, though his gaze didn’t leave the young woman. “She just hopped aboard. It was like she wanted to be caught.”

Jody rubbed her eyebrows. “What?”

Oliver looked earnest, as though realizing she didn’t believe his story. “We were fishing, looking for Dad’s mermaid, and he finally caught one. We barely even had to start reeling her in. She leaped onto the boat.”

The young woman on the bed giggled. “It was quite an adventure.” Despite her words and innocent, tinkling laugh, there was a hint of worry in her expression.

Jody frowned. “Are you claiming you’re a mermaid?”

The woman nodded. “I am. At least, that’s what they call me. My people use a different name for ourselves, of course.”

Jody frowned as she looked at the judge and Ollie. “And you saw her in her mermaid form?”

“We certainly did.” The judge sounded indignant as he looked up at her, finally managing to glance away from the mermaid. “The poor dear was naked as the day she was born, but we saw her tail before it became legs.”

Jody stared at the three of them for a moment, not quite certain what to believe. On one hand, she was mostly convinced the young woman on the bed was running a con of some sort, having heard about the judge’s determination to catch a mermaid. On the other hand, they claimed to have seen her transformation.

“I’m going to need to see it for myself.” It seemed to be the only way to settle it.

The young woman nodded and stood up. Jody rolled her eyes at the solicitous way Ollie and the judge fussed over her, making sure she made it safely away from the bed and up the stairs onto the main deck.

At that point, Jody was able to insert herself slightly between them and the young woman. “Have they been like this since you came aboard?”

When she laughed, it sounded like tinkling bells. It was rather annoying, actually. “They have been devoted and just so sweet since they pulled me out of the water.”

Jody blinked. “Well, let’s see your transformation.”

“Sure.” Without another word, and seemingly without a hint of modesty, the young woman peeled off the T-shirt and handed it to Jody.

Aghast, Jody took it before slating a look at the two men. To her surprise, they were both blushing and looking away. She would have expected to see them ogling her, so it was refreshing that they appeared embarrassed by the woman’s lack of coverage.

Before Jody could say anything or suggest she put on the shirt again, the woman dived right off the deck of the boat and into the water. When she emerged, it was with a tail sticking up out of the water that she waved at Jody in what could only be a friendly fashion. 

After another second of disappearing beneath the surface, she broke through again, this time with her head, and Jody could see the faint iridescent scales on her skin that the water had brought sharply into view. She couldn’t doubt the woman’s claim to be a mermaid, so she cleared her throat. “That’s enough of a demonstration.”

“Terrific.” The young woman climbed out of the water, heaving herself right onto the pier seemingly with no effort. She was naked, and Jody quickly tossed down the T-shirt to her. She caught it in one hand and slid it on in a quick motion before walking back toward them, crossing the gangplank and soon joining them on the boat again.

“I’m Allandria,” said the mermaid. 

“Sheriff Shaw...er, Jody.” She was feeling a little confused. “Okay, so the judge caught his mermaid, and I guess I’m following to that point, but why are you two completely out of touch with your real lives?” She addressed the question to Ollie. “Why haven’t you been to work?” She could see where catching a mermaid might be a momentous event, especially for the judge, who’d made it his lifelong avocation, but she couldn’t imagine it was that transformative or amazing for Ollie, at least not enough to risk his job. 

He blinked, his besotted gaze settling on Allandria again. “I... What?”

Jody shook her head, witnessing the judge staring at Allandria in the same way. It was like they were enchanted by her. She started to suspect magic, and she turned fully to face Allandria. “Are you casting a spell on them?”

The young woman blinked. “I’m sorry?”

“Are you using magic on them?”

After a moment, Allandria waved a hand. “Of course not. I’m not even sure our magic works on humans.”

Jody frowned. “Are you heading back to the ocean?”

Allandria’s eyes sparkled for a moment before dimming. “No, I don’t think I’ll be going back anytime soon. I’m having so much fun here.”

“You can stay with me,” said Ollie.

“Nonsense.” The judge straightened his shoulders and adopted a more authoritative tone. “I have a huge house, and it’s practically empty except for me and Maria. There’s plenty of room for you, my dear.”

Apparently, he’d abandoned his plan to stuff and mount the mermaid on his wall. 

“I already said she could stay with me,” said Ollie with an edge to his voice. He turned to face his stepfather. “I called her first.”

“It doesn’t matter. She’s not a possession, boy. She’ll go home with me. That’s the end of it.”

Allandria looked like she was confused rather than enjoying the rivalry, and Jody had a feeling the two of them were seconds from violence. Seeing few options, she turned to Allandria again. “Are you certain you don’t want to return to the ocean right now?”

Allandria hesitated. “Am I not allowed to stay?”

Jody was tempted to tell her she couldn’t, but it probably wasn’t the best idea to tell lies when she was on the job. “As far as I know, there’s no reason you can’t for a little while. I don’t think you need paperwork.” She had a temporarily humorous mental image of some bureaucrat receiving a visa application from Allandria being stymied about how to process it.

“Then I’d like to stay.” Allandria’s cheerful declaration caused Ollie and his stepfather to take another step toward each other in a menacing fashion.

Just in case their aggressions had something to do with the woman’s proximity, Jody put a hand on her wrist. “Come with me.” She shot an uneasy glance at the two men. “Now.”

Allandria didn’t protest or argue. She simply grabbed Jody’s hand in an awkward way, at least awkwardly for Jody, and said, “I’m ready. Where are we going?”

Jody wasn’t sure whether she should chastise her about being so trusting, but now definitely wasn’t the time. “We’re going to my house. I guess you can stay with me, at least for tonight, until we figure out what your plans are.” 

It certainly wasn’t ideal, and it wasn’t what Jody wanted, but it seemed imperative to get Allandria away from the judge and Ollie before things escalated to fisticuffs. Perhaps it had nothing to do with the mermaid’s presence, and they were always like that with each other, but she found it unlikely considering they apparently went fishing together, and Ollie called the judge Dad.

As she settled Allandria in her SUV, she watched the judge and Ollie for a moment from across the street. The longer they waited, the more whatever had been affecting them seemed to dissipate, and they both shook their heads and blinked. When she saw them take a step apart and rub their eyes, she figured they were returning to normal, and she drove away before they realized she had taken the mermaid.

Now that she had a mermaid, just what exactly was she supposed to do with her?
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Chapter Two 
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ISABEL 

Isabel had been struggling to determine if she still wanted to spend the time required to learn magic, at least with the same level of discipline she’d exhibited before. Unexpectedly, it was a call from Valeria that helped her decide. She answered her phone on the second ring, recognizing Valeria’s name. “Hello?”

“Isabel, it’s Valeria.”

“I know. You came up on Caller ID.”

There was a pause, and Valeria said, “I don’t know what that is.”

Isabel closed her eyes, certain Valeria was calling her on the landline from her home. Heck, she might even still have a rotary phone. She bit back any commentary about her friend’s lack of technological prowess and said, “Never mind. Do you need something?”

“I’m having a few ladies over for tea.”

“Is it for the hospital auxiliary?”

“No. This is just for socializing. You seemed to have such a good time last time that I thought you might like to join us?”

Isabel didn’t bother to hide a grimace, since her friend wasn’t there to see it. Valeria had clearly overestimated the amount of fun she’d had at the ladies’ tea. “I’m more of a Boggle and wine person myself.”

“Yes, that was quite fun too. We need to do that again soon, but right now, I can introduce you to some of the ladies you haven’t met.”

A quiet sense of dread seized Isabel then, and she could see herself gradually sinking into the so-called social circle of conservative suits, ridiculous hats, and gloves in the afternoon. She could feel her favorite wine slipping through her fingers, only to be replaced by the bland brew that held all the appeal of straining hot water through grass for her. It was a suffocating sensation, and she latched on to any excuse to avoid it. “I’m afraid I can’t. I have an appointment this afternoon.”

“Oh. Okay then. We’ll be sure to invite you next time though.”

“I want you to,” said Isabel. She wasn’t entirely certain she was being honest with Valeria. She knew she was being ridiculous and overreacting to the invitation to a second tea, and that it in no way confined her to becoming like the other women in the social group. They were just more people to socialize with, but she couldn’t seem to be logical at that moment.

It was only after she hung up with Valeria that she realized she truly had no plans for the afternoon. That was almost as dismaying as going to tea. She could see a yawning chasm open before her, one where she was consigned to the couch, drinking far too much wine, eating roughly her weight in ice cream, and someday at her death having to be lifted out with a crane after they took down one of the sides of the house and buried her in a huge vault instead of a traditional coffin.
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