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TREY PLACED A SINGLE sugar cube in the beveled highball glass. He used antique silver tongs to do this. The picture window behind him provided a striking backdrop—live oaks, palmetto palms, tendrils of Spanish moss filtering the sunset into lacy shadows. He looked good in that light, black hair tipped with amber, eyes darkened to indigo.

I watched from across the room as he measured exactly two ounces of bourbon into the jigger.

“Like this?” he said.

I nodded. “Like that.”

Satisfied, he centered the glass on a cocktail napkin and surveyed the rest of his ingredients. I stayed perched on the edge of a beige camelback sofa and waited patiently for my drink.

On the wall behind me hung a life-size painting of Lucy Fergusun, Carnegie heiress and previous owner of the Greyfield, the Cumberland Island mansion in which we now gathered. Despite her pedigree, Lucy had not been one of the polished hoity-toit. For her official portrait, she wore a simple green dress with a buck knife in a leather scabbard on her hip. Her features were strong, her eyes fierce.

She resembled my mother, especially in the bone structure, but that was sheer coincidence. I knew of no Carnegie blood in my family tree, and I wasn’t about to go looking. My unexpected bootlegger genes were surprise enough.

I crossed my legs and adjusted the hemline of my cocktail dress. And then I drove all thoughts of said bootlegger from my head. I’d have to deal with him eventually, but tonight I had an agenda that involved Trey and me and the salt-soaked wilderness outside the inn’s very civilized doors. Nothing else.

The evening was chilly for a coastal Georgia autumn, so the innkeeper had stoked a fire in the library, a pine-paneled room thick with history and old money. The Greyfield Inn had once been a private summer residence, a gem in the crown of the American aristocracy. It now welcomed paying guests, of which there were seven of us gathered, including two couples besides Trey and me.

The only single guest kept himself apart, eyes on the maritime forest outside the window. He was portly, with a spit-shined bald head and dark skin, and he took his martini dirty, with two olives. This was all I knew about him because he had yet to join in the conversation.

Trey looked up from the bar top. “What do I do now?”

“Two dashes of bitters right on the sugar cube,” I said. “A splash of water. Then muddle it up.”

“Muddle?”

“With the muddler. That silver thing on your left.”

Trey frowned. This was not the kind of instruction he liked. He wanted quantitative measures, not dashes and splashes and muddles. But drinks at the Greyfield were fix-it-yourself, which meant his offer to fetch me a cocktail ended up with him behind the bar. Not exactly his wheelhouse.

“And then?” he said.

“Add the bourbon. Toss in a cherry. Garnish with an orange slice. Ta da. You’ve made an old fashioned.”

He followed my instructions to the letter. He was being grumpily chivalrous, and I knew why. I also knew that it wasn’t going to do him a lick of good. Because no matter how gentlemanly he behaved, or how much liquor he plied me with, I was still making him go camping in two hours.

The guy next to him mixed up a gin and tonic. “You need help with that, friend?”

Trey’s eyes flashed with annoyance. “No. Thank you.”

The man shrugged and left Trey to it. He had a shock of white hair in a wave over his forehead and the expression of an aggrieved accountant. His wife, an attractive woman with a salt-and-pepper bob and a complexion as perfect as Ivory soap, frowned as he tipped in a double shot of gin. A dainty drinker, she’d been carrying the same glass of white wine all night. Her husband, however, was on his third G&T. He also had a liquor bottle secreted in his jacket pocket, which was against the inn’s rules—no private alcohol allowed. I wasn’t going to tattle on him, though, since I had a six-pack of Gun Bunny Blonde and a flask of Jack rolled in my sleeping bag.

The man dropped onto the loveseat where his wife sat. She kept a grip on her wineglass that was so tight I worried it might shatter. The Powells, I remembered. William and Pamela.

The woman seated across from me didn’t seem to notice the tension. She’d introduced herself with a crisp friendly handshake as if I hadn’t instantly recognized her—Marley Alvarez-Sheraton, the It Girl of Instagram. Far from her hashtagged existence, Marley wore no make-up, and her hair lay tousled on her tawny shoulders in literal beachy waves, not salon-produced ones.

She gave off adoration like a heat lamp, all of it radiating toward the man standing behind her, his hands resting on her shoulders. His name was Ben, and he was broad and lean with sun-bleached blond hair and tanned skin. A cheerful sort with the personality of a golden retriever, he adored Marley right back. I’d seen the photos of their nuptials all over the internet, a fairy tale wedding courtesy of her family’s multi-million-dollar business holdings and her own social media cachet.

She wiggled her empty glass. Ben grinned and reached for it.

“Another Hanky Panky for my bride?” he said.

“Yes, please. And don’t forget to take a pic this time, mi amado.”

He tsk-tsked. “You said you weren’t working.”

“I’m not! It’s for the honeymoon album, not the socials.”

She smiled as he carried her glass behind the bar. The lamplight flared the diamonds in her wedding ring, the diamonds that studded her ears, the diamonds that lay like a chain of tiny ice cubes around her wrist.

The ruby, though, was the star of the show. A deep red-black, it rested along her clavicle, glittering and gorgeous and at least two and a half carets. A gift from her new husband, I’d learned, who was himself three-drinks-deep into the cocktail hour.
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