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TERROR IN PARADISE AS A KILLER STALKS THE ISLAND OF BERMUDA, SHATTERING THE TRANQUILITY OF THIS JEWEL OF THE ATLANTIC.


A series of grisly murders of women who in one way or another are connected to a fancy hotel in Bermuda owned by Lord Phillips, a wealthy and influential businessman. The local police, a Scotland Yard detective and Richard Standson, a special investigator for Bermuda’s Special Services Branch, are all baffled. Then, the police get a break. A derelict’s corpse and a suicide note confessing to the killings are discovered. The police close the case, but Richard isn't so certain. After the Scotland Yard man disappears, he's certain the killer is still at large. His continued digging uncovers a connection to a drug operation of immense scale involving powerful people, putting his own life in great peril.


 


“A fantastic trip into the dark heart of Bermuda you'll never see as a tourist. Colin Duerden has assembled a terrific cast of characters to be your guide.”—John McFetridge, author of Black Rock: An Eddie Dougherty Mystery, and Dirty Sweet: A Mystery.


 


“In the intense, action packed thriller Bloodwater, Colin Duerden follows the thriller mantra, ‘Things are not what they seem.’ With the backdrop of Bermuda, the pace and power of a James Bond novel, haunting secrets and a sizzling plot, Bloodwater doesn't disappoint. Highly recommended.”—Don Bruns, author of South Beach Shakedown and the soon to be released Casting Bones.


 


“Bloodwater is a first-rate thriller, sharply paced and smartly written. The pages fly by, and Duerden keeps us guessing as the tension builds, driven by an intriguing cast of characters whose island paradise has suddenly become a dark and dangerous world.”—Kathryn Guare, award-winning author of The Virtuosic Spy suspense series.


 


“Bloodwater is an intriguing, plot-twisting tale of murder, corruption and greed set in a gorgeous tropical locale. As only a native can, Duerden has an amazing ability to evoke the sights, sounds and smells of Bermuda in all her beauty, mystery and intrigue. BLOODWATER is a terrific fictional debut.”— Lin Whalen, BA, BEd, ME, author of children’s books and poetry.


 


“Bloodwater captivates from the start with a WW II secret that eventually has lethal consequences in modern Bermuda.  The locals, who are as colourful as their nicknames, struggle to link the homicides and stem the rising body count.  A well-crafted novel that's hard to put down.” —A.R. Gillis, Professor Emeritus, University of Toronto (sociology/criminology).


 


“Bloodwater is intelligently empathetic with an accuracy borne from experience and research. The Bermuda references are a refreshing mix of spot on accuracy and empirical fiction. Short chapters allow for engaging pacing and you are compelled to keep reading. Tough to put down yet a treat to pick up from where you left off. As you near the dénouement you don’t really want it to end”!—Ross Webber, CEO, Bermuda Business Development Agency.
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Safely in harbour 
Is the king’s ship, in the deep nook where once 
Thou call’dst me up at midnight to fetch dew 
from the still-vex’d Bermoothes; there she’s hid...”


 


—William Shakespeare., The Tempest.




BLOODWATER




Chapter 1


The Atlantic Ocean off Bermuda


September, 1944


 


Where were the ships?


Petty Officer Willi Runsted paced the conning tower in shirtsleeves. The breeze was warm off the island, pushing lazy tongues of water against the steel hull. Beneath his feet he felt the vibration of the diesels thrusting the ship slowly across the black surface of the water. Even at this distance he could smell the faint scent of hibiscus and oleander.


To port Oscar Reinholdt stood out in sharp relief, his head swiveling like an owl’s as he searched the horizon. Willi let his binoculars hang from the cord around his neck while he rested his eyes. The sea around them was clear of any traffic and had been since his watch began. He knew that tonight, like all the others in the past few weeks, was going to be another frustrating failure.


Where were the ships?


For the crew of U-191, premier wolf of the rapidly dwindling pack roaming the Atlantic seaboard, this hunt had been an exercise in futility. The torpedoes lay stacked in deadly rows in the forepeak, waiting only for suitable prey to trigger their attack. But there was none.


Where were the ships?


Had they strayed too far from the mainland? Had all the convoys turned further south before heading east across the Atlantic? Should they have scouted the Canadian coast off Nova Scotia instead? Perhaps not, Willi thought. Too many corvettes up there, too many frigates. Those metal corks had already taken a heavy a toll of German submarines. Now that the enemy was equipped with echo sounding devices like ASDIC the number of casualties was outstripping the new boats brought into service as replacements. Worse still, the lost men could never be replaced, and the new boats were now crewed by green young men whose wartime experience was the sum of proactive drills and mock skirmishes in friendly waters.


Thank God for Mueller or he might be serving under one of those novices right now. Mueller was blessed, owned a lucky star. He couldn’t be caught, couldn’t be sunk. Under his command, the U-191 had glutted itself on twenty-seven allied ships, a staggering total of one hundred and eighty thousand tons. True, the boat had been rocked by depth charges on a couple of occasions and once almost rammed by a desperate merchantman when they’d surfaced to finish her off with the guns. But each time they’d come through unscathed. At this point in the war when the life of the average U-boat was a little over one month, U-191 had survived for sixteen. Mueller’s elusiveness was legendary. Willi smiled, because like everyone else aboard the boat, he knew the secret.


Willi’s thoughts were interrupted as someone climbed the steps to the conning tower. He turned and came stiffly to attention as Kapitänleutnant Heinrich Mueller rose into the night. Mueller was tall, broad shouldered, blonde and blue-eyed. A scar, thin and dead white in colour, faintly discernible in the light filtering up from below, ran from just below his left eye to the corner of his mouth. He wore dark trousers, a dark, short-sleeved shirt and a white, peaked cap bearing the emblem of a spread-winged eagle above an oak leaf cluster. It was a commander’s cap, wrinkled and oil-stained, worn almost disparagingly, drawn down so that his left eye was in shadow. At twenty-four Mueller had been invited to headquarters at Kerneval, where Doenitz himself had bestowed on him the Ritterkreuz, the Knight’s Cross with Oak Leaves. He was now twenty-five, the essence of the German submarine commander that Goebbels so zealously propagandized. Young, resourceful, incredibly skilled and daring, the idol of his men who would have willingly followed him into hell, convinced that he could lead them out again.


“Anything?” Mueller’s voice was crisp, curiously high-pitched.


“Nothing yet, Herr Kaleun.” Willi used the less formal title for his Kapitan-Lieutenant.


Mueller swore under his breath. It had been far too long between kills. He stared somberly into the indifferent night.


“Sir!”


Willi’s urgent voice sliced into his thoughts.


“What is it?”


“There sir, off the port bow!”


Mueller raised his binoculars and swept the horizon to port. Almost immediately he saw the ship. Perhaps three miles off, barely visible in thin, dark profile, an amorphous shape trailing a thread of black smoke. A thrill of excitement shook him. Mueller had a choice — submerge and run toward the ship at periscope depth or make his approach on the surface. Already the vessel was angling away from them and soon it would be lost in the night. He knew that submerged he had a maximum speed of only eight knots, while on the surface he could do twice that. He made a quick decision, shouted speed and course down the hatch, preferring to guide the sub from the bridge.


The ships closed quickly, too quickly, and almost too late he realized why. For some reason the other ship had altered course and instead of heading away had come about and was now rushing toward him, closing the gap between them far too rapidly for his liking.


What the hell was going on?


He brought his binoculars up again and what was going on became crystal clear.


“Dive! Dive!”


Mueller’s command reverberated through the ship and before the echoes had died the two lookouts had disappeared down the hatch, Mueller on top of them whirling the cover tight. What he’d seen in that last moment before tumbling down into the boat had terrified him more than anything else in his career. His instruction to the Diving Officer was a hoarse whisper.


“Emergency dive! That’s a fucking destroyer.”


“All hands forward!” On the Chief’s shouted order men rushed and slid toward the bow, sudden fear in their eyes and sweat beading their foreheads. The boat lurched as the nose dipped, seeking the ocean depths. Then the rattle of the ASDIC echoed through the hull and in what seemed like only moments they heard the splash of the Hedgehogs, twenty-four projectile bombs thrown ahead of the destroyer as it bore down on them. The Hedgehogs were awesome weapons, didn’t explode until they hit something, either the U-Boat or the bottom, so the ASDIC could operate unimpeded by underwater disturbance caused by depth charges. Mueller knew that a hit from just one of the Hedgehogs could send them all to the bottom. They had to get outside the deadly pattern of the bombs.


“Right full rudder. Take us out of here as fast as you can.” Everyone aboard knew what the Hedgehogs could do, and they waited in absolute silence as the boat churned through its turn and fled the embrace of the bombs. Three minutes later they knew they’d escaped the Hedgehogs, but they also knew that the enemy had still more formidable weapons to unleash. And as if on cue the cacophonous roar of depth charges burst around them and the boat shook and groaned and shuddered.


“Take her down to four hundred feet; let’s see if we can find a thermal. Chief, release the chemical pellets!”


Two evasive techniques that had worked in the past. They could avoid the ASDIC if they could hide beneath water layers of different temperature, and the chemical pellets would produce bubbles that might confuse the ASDIC and produce false readings.


Mueller braced his body against the periscope shaft, trying to steady himself against the concussive shocks of the explosives and the wild cant of the deck as the boat clawed down. But the deadly embrace of the depth charges grew tighter and Mueller felt the clammy coldness of his skin against the wool shirt. He had made a mistake.


The unexpected vision of the destroyer churning toward him, the knifelike bow aimed with deadly purpose at the delicate guts of his ship had thrown him into this sudden decision. He balled his hands into tight fists and cursed under his breath, more angry at himself than at the hungry hunter at the surface. He should never have taken the boat down. Had he stayed up top their chances would have been much better. But they were committed and God and luck would have to ride with them now, because he knew that was all they could count on.


At four hundred feet they levelled off, crept along, waiting. Time stretched and bent, warped by the tension. The depth charges fell like thunderous rain. To a man they counted the explosions and waited, because that was all they could do.


“Twenty-five, twenty-six...”


“Jesus fucking Christ, don’t they ever give up?” The voice, a whisper from one of the seamen, quavered with fear.


“Would you?”


There was no answer. Three more rumbling explosions rolled in from astern.


“Twenty-seven, twenty-eight, twenty-nine...”


Mueller turned to Klaus, the hydrophone operator.


“Where is he now?”


“Bearing one-eight-oh, Sir. The sound is steady...no, it’s louder, getting louder.


“Hard a-port. Engines one third.”


Klaus put his hands to his earphones.


“Bearing one-seven-oh and getting louder.”


Mueller ran a finger along the scar on his face. “All engines stop.” The silence on the boat was almost total.


“Oh shit!”


The Chief shook his head, cursed again and looked helplessly at the Commander. Like everyone else he’d heard it too, the hailstone rattle of the ASDIC sliding along the sub and bouncing off the steel hull. It could mean only one thing. They were found.


Somewhere forward a drip began, a leaky pipe. In the stillness the drops fell like cannon shells. A young sailor crossed himself and his lips moved in prayer and abruptly the boat heeled and shuddered under the hammer blow of a tremendous explosion. Then another explosion shook her, more violently than the first, and another. Floor plates buckled and jumped, rattling and clanking back into place.


“Thirty, thirty-one, thirty-two.” Klaus fought to keep his voice level. Then he signaled wide-eyed to Mueller and pointed desperately overhead. Now everyone could hear the pulsing thrum of the propellers above and the boom of the charges creeping inexorably nearer. And then aft, as clear as the ring of a fork on fine crystal came the sharp clang of metal on metal, a canister striking the hull and bouncing off.


And Klaus was on his knees, clutching and grabbing at the phones, his mouth and eyes wide with pain. At the same time a stomach-churning blast thundered through the vessel and her bow tilted sickeningly upward, throwing men hard against the bulkheads and the deck. Mueller, stunned but unhurt, groped to a standing position over the prostrate form of Klaus, lying ashen-faced on the grating with blood seeping from both ears.


“Damage Control!”


Mueller knew it was bad. But was it fatal?


The shuddering vibration through the hull told him at least one of the propeller shafts had been knocked out of alignment. The damage report came quickly. Worse than the damaged shaft were the inoperable air pumps and the bent twin rudders and the uncontrollable flooding. Water was rising rapidly in the engine room, exacerbating the upward thrust of the bow. If action wasn’t taken, and taken quickly, the U-191 would sink by the stern into the black, empty depths, to be crushed finally by the deadly pressure of thousands of tons of water on her too-thin hull.


This was the death all submariners dreaded, the particular version of hell that each one painted in his imagination. Mueller looked around at the sea of faces turned to him for salvation and knew he had no choice. He gave the order, the ballast tanks were blown and the boat slowed its backward plunge, righted itself and sluggishly, haltingly started to rise. As she broke the surface the gun crew scrambled through the hatch, raced down the foredeck to the shrouded weapon. Mueller, up after them, stopped in his tracks, completely blinded by a sudden blast of light coming from directly abeam on the starboard side. He put his hand to his eyes, opened them slowly. The light was everywhere, brighter than the sun, expanding and growing higher and more intense, turning the night into noon. A searchlight.


Then he heard it, the sibilant hiss of the bow wave streaming down the sides of the onrushing destroyer, saw the monstrous bulk bearing down on his helpless ship. He saw the razor edge of the bow hurtling toward him and heard the useless burst of fire from his forward gun. Then the grey-black blade was slicing through his ship and the air was filled with the terrible rending sound of steel shearing steel and the awful cries of crushed and dying men. And in that moment before his world went black, blacker than the inky water framing the death agonies of the U-191, Mueller looked up at the rows of grinning, triumphant, cheering faces lining the rails of the destroyer.




Chapter 2


The South Shore, Bermuda


Forty five years later


 


A bead of perspiration formed on his forehead, trickled down onto his eyebrow. He flicked it away with a toss of his head. Hunched down on his heels in the bay grape bushes on the side of the low hill, wearing a pair of old, khaki shorts, he watched the divers in the turquoise water far below. Six of them, bobbing up and down like seals, none of them going out too far or diving too deep, obviously new to the sport and not wanting to get too far from the safety of the shore or the surface. He hoped they’d stay that way, cautious, too timid to expand their scuba diving horizons. In fact, he hoped they’d get the hell out of the water and go back to whatever hotel or guesthouse they were staying in because he was getting tired. He’d been there almost an hour, peering through the binoculars, shielded from view by the dense growth of the bushes. He rested the glasses on the ground, stretched his legs and closed his eyes, letting his body relax. He flexed one leg, then the other, became interested in his thigh and calf muscles. He tensed his chest and his arms, admiring the way his tanned skin accented and defined the musculature beneath. He’d worked hard and long to develop his physique and he continued to work just as hard to maintain it. He was a disciple of the gym, a practitioner of the iron game, a dedicated, in-for-life lifter. He ran a hand through his dark hair, thinning now because of the steroids, and smiled at the irony. All that work to get so hard and muscular and strong and yet when he threw on the loose shirt lying by his side he knew he’d look quite ordinary, maybe even a little chubby. But that was all right too, just part of the game.


He raised the binoculars again. The group of divers had fragmented — three were still on the reef, two others were headed for shore. A single diver was swimming west, about a hundred and fifty yards from those on the reef. He focused on this one, a woman in a black and white bikini swimming on the surface, head down, breathing through her snorkel, conserving the air in her tanks. He peered intently through the glasses, searching the water around her.


Since she was alone she probably didn’t plan on doing any serious diving, otherwise she’d have a buddy with her. Probably just pissing around, taking in all the pretty coloured little fishes. He breathed more easily, swept the binoculars back to the reef. The divers there had vanished. Alarmed, he glanced around, relaxed when he saw them heading for the same beach where the other two were now standing, shrugging off their tanks. The two on the beach were females, young, and he kept the glasses on them for a while until the other three, two men and a woman, came out of the water and padded through the sand to join them.


Satisfied, he turned his attention to the woman in the black and white suit and was immediately alert. She was nowhere in sight. He scanned to the right and then to the left, from the reef where the group had been to the place he’d last seen her, and then he looked further west. He was breathing heavier now and rivulets of sweat ran down his face. He stood up to search, the glasses digging into the sockets of his eyes, his body tense. Shit! She’d dived and he didn’t know where she’d gone down. He grabbed his shirt, slipped it on, never taking his eyes off the water. His shirt was almost immediately wet with sweat, clinging to his chest and back.


He lowered the binoculars, wiped his eyes with the back of his hand, looked again and there she was, breaking the surface in a ring of sparkling water. He saw the puff of vapour rise from her snorkel as she cleared it then watched as she swam with sure, strong strokes back to the beach. He watched as she joined the others, watched as she gestured and pointed out into the water, her head moving from side to side, her movements radiating excitement. The others in the group turned to stare in the direction she’d pointed, then as if losing interest grabbed up their gear and slowly made their way off the beach. She stood for a while with her hands on her hips watching them leave, and then she too slipped off her tank and followed their bloated footprints in the sand.


He trained the binoculars on the rest of the group, who were now standing by their mopeds and scooters, donning helmets and waiting for her to join them. The bikes were all rented, of course, and he could just make out the letters ABH on their sides. He grinned, relaxed now, knowing what had to be done, and by the time she wandered into the group the binoculars were dangling from his hand and through the loose material of his pants he could feel the familiar tightening in his groin.


He bent and retrieved a leather case from the ground, eased the knife out, turning it until the sun glinted off the polished steel. He tested the blade with his thumb, running it along the razor edge until a thread of blood welled up in a thin, red line. He turned his thumb down, watched the blood gather at the tip, suspended there like a glistening jewel. He raised his hand to his mouth and caught the bead of liquid on his tongue. A smile of pleasure creased his face. He sheathed the knife and walked unhurriedly down the hill.











Chapter 3


The Atlantic Beach Hotel stands on a broad spit of land that thrusts majestically out into the Atlantic Ocean in Southampton Parish, Bermuda. The land slopes down to the rocks at the water’s edge, and here the hotel follows the contours of the land, rising up from the shore in great, terraced wings to the summit of the spit. From there, five sweeping, curved arms radiate out from a central core like graceful arced spokes of a giant wheel. The hotel is modern and luxurious and the one hundred and fifty acres of landscaped estate on which it is situated encompass seven championship tennis courts, an eighteen-hole golf course, three private beaches and extensive gardens filled with begonia, amaryllis and hibiscus.


The hotel has four restaurants, three cocktail bars, two nightclubs and five hundred and seventy three guestrooms, each with private balcony.


Of the two nightclubs the Tsar’s Court is the largest and most lavish. Huge, vermillion-coloured drapes hang in fat folds from the lofty ceiling, dripping like blood down the walls to the floor. Multicoloured lights hidden in recesses in the floor and ceiling throw muted, shimmering wave patterns over the walls. The floor is covered with dark blue carpet, a sea of thick shag that swirls around the ankles like quicksand. The only area spared is a circle of bare wood, polished to a brilliant gloss, fanning out on all sides from a raised bandstand. The tables are low, as they have to be since chairs are absent, their places taken by swollen pillows on which customers sit, lounge or lie. Between the tables scantily clad, balloon-chested waitresses wisp from table to table, diaphanous halter-tops and flowing pantaloons revealing far more than concealing. One of the waitresses was serving drinks to a man and woman sitting at one of the tables. The woman was in her twenties, small with light-brown hair, grey-green eyes and a full mouth. She was wearing a sleek black dress that clung to her shapely figure. The man with her was blond, tanned, a little older, dressed casually in a loose-fitting white shirt and white trousers.


“I say tennis first then swimming. It’s going to be too hot if we do it the other way.”


He shook his head, reached for his glass, drained it and looked around for the waitress. “I don’t know, sweetheart,” he said, his voice slurring, “I like the thought of a swim to start the day off.”


She leaned across the table and kissed him lightly on the lips.


“Just remember the surprise I have for you.” His eyes lit up and he grinned wolfishly.


“Not that kind of surprise, you hound.” She smiled. “I’m talking about the one I’m going to show you tomorrow when we go swimming. After we play tennis. But you only get it if you’re good to me now.”


“All right, all right.” He threw up his hands in defeat. “Tennis first!”


She smiled delightedly. “Now that we’ve figured out tomorrow’s schedule how about a midnight swim? The waitress said Jobson’s Cove was a good place, private and safe and not too far from the hotel.”


“Sounds great, and hey, I’ve got an idea. Why don’t we get rid of the clothes, skinny dip, get close to nature?”


She laughed and punched him lightly on the arm. “You can skinny dip if you want to, but with my luck the damned Coast Guard or whatever would come along with searchlights blazing. I’m going up to the room and get my suit and a couple of towels. I’ll be right back, so try and be good while I’m gone.”


She got up and bounced from the room. He watched her receding rear until it was lost from view, then turned and signaled the overripe waitress for another drink.


***


“Shit!” The expletive escaped in a hiss of anger. She dug deeper into her purse, fingers raking from side to side searching for the key. She found it, inserted it in the lock and turned. Damn! The door had been unlocked all the time! Swearing softly but with passion she pushed it open and walked in. Her hand groped for the light switch, found it and flicked it on. She tossed her purse on the bed — king-sized and a definite must for honeymooners, according to their travel agent — and went straight to the dresser. The mirror threw back her image and she stopped and put her hand to her hair, patting it into place. She grinned, looked closely at her teeth, a habit from teenage years spent with rigid braces and metallic smiles. Her makeup was still intact, eyes fine, lips needed help. She retrieved the purse, reached into it and took out her lipstick. She leaned into the mirror, uncapped the tube, screwed up the lipstick and ran it quickly over her lips. She pressed them together and stood back to check the job, smiled, put the lipstick back into her purse. She pulled open the top drawer of the dresser. The black and white bikini was lying in a small, wrinkled ball on the left hand side. She reached for it and the room went completely dark.


It didn’t register immediately. When it did she thought the bulb had blown but as she turned the hand placed over her mouth shocked her brain into the realization that something was dreadfully wrong. But the hand wasn’t rough, neither was the arm that circled her, pinning her arms to her body. She was held like that for silent moments. There was no movement from either of them. Her eyes bulged, staring into the darkness. Her heart raced wildly, thumping like a fist against her rib cage.


He turned her slowly until she faced him, a dark shadow of indistinguishable features melting at the edges into the blackness of the room. When he spoke his voice was soft.


“If you struggle or cry out, I’ll kill you. If you don’t, I won’t. Nod if you understand?”


The pressure of his arm increased, the hardness of his muscles flattening her breasts. She nodded. At once her mouth was freed and the hand now cupped her chin. They stood so that the light through the window revealed her features in pale relief. He remained in total shadow. He tilted her chin up and before she could respond she felt his lips hard on hers. His tongue thrust into her mouth, moving quick and deep and she jerked away. Terror welled inside her, churned her stomach until it knotted in revulsion. He pulled her back to him, roped his fingers in her hair, tilted her head and kissed her again. Her lips were slack and unresponsive under his. He released her and stroked her left arm, up and down, fingers whispering on her prickling skin. With his other hand he reached behind her to tug at the zipper of her thin dress. She struggled then but his hand rose and grasped her neck, squeezing.


“Stop ,” his lips were so close to her ear she felt his hot breath. “Stop and you’ll live.”


She quieted and he released her. She gasped, drawing in precious air. The zipper opened with a muted buzz, the dress split and his hands moved quickly to the nakedness of her back, stroking softly over the smooth, braless expanse. He pushed her away from him and in one silent motion slipped the dress from her and let it settle in rumpled folds around her ankles. She crossed her arms, covering her breasts. He took her wrists, forced her arms apart then bent to kiss first one breast, then the other. She stood like a statue, rooted and unmoving, tightening her hands into tiny fists at her side. Through the cold, clenching fear she could feel his lips, his hand between her legs. She closed her eyes and set her teeth, fighting the fear and rising nausea.


Her mind struggled with feelings of revulsion and disgust, of pain, shame, dread. Then her panties were moving down her thighs and finally they were gone. He lifted her with ease and placed her on the bed and her body was closed, her legs clenched so tight she thought they would cramp. He forced them open, his fingers moving, searching. She drew back but with one hand beneath her he forced her, thrusting her body into his groin. She felt her legs opened wide, her body positioned, and the hot violation as he drove into her. Tears of humiliation and defeat streamed down her face. She cried out and her eyes flew open and for an instant she stared directly into his eyes, and with crushing horror she saw him for what he really was, and knew that he had lied.


***


Damn! What in the name of God could be taking her three-quarters of an hour? He set his glass carefully on the table, stood shakily and navigated erratically from the nightclub. In the elevator he stabbed angrily at number 6. When the elevator stopped he got off and lurched down the hall. He arrived at the door, fumbled the key out of his pocket and squared it away for insertion. Damn thing didn’t fit. He tried again with no luck. He raised an angry fist to pound on the door and his blurred gaze caught the first number of the group of three on the door. It was a 5. Trying hard to focus and to think he realized that he stood outside room 512. His was 612. “Goddamned mixed up hotel, elevator stopping on the wrong floor.” Mumbling, he headed back to the bank of elevators. This time he managed to get the right floor and the right door. He stuck the key in the lock and threw the door wide in triumph. The light was on but the room was empty. He looked around, called her name and got no answer. Her purse was on the dresser in front of the mirror but otherwise there was no trace of her. He stumbled to the dresser and pulled open the drawer. The bikini was still tucked in the corner where she’d put it earlier that day. He smiled drunkenly. Obviously she’d changed her mind, decided not to bother with the bathing suit and gone back down to the nightclub. Probably missed her during his detour on the fifth floor. All’s well that end’s well, he thought, and with the prospect of frolicking naked in the water with her he closed the door and aimed for the elevators.











Chapter 4


Harold Speltzer was putting the final touches on a hard night, the reason for which could be laid almost entirely on the narrow shoulders of his wife of forty years and three days. Approximately three weeks ago he and Maude, or more correctly Maude, decided they were going to celebrate their anniversary in Bermuda, and so they had. For four days and an equal number of nights Maude had put his sixty-five years old body through a frenzy of activity in a frantic effort to recapture, as she put it, the honeymoon excitement of their younger days. Today, and particularly tonight, his misery had reached its zenith. He couldn’t for the life of him imagine why he did it, but he’d let Maude persuade him to try one of those terribly frightening scourges of the Bermuda roads, the motor-assisted moped. More than a bicycle, less than a motorbike, the ubiquitous moped, along with the scooter, provided the main means of transportation for the island’s myriad tourists. They could be found in practically every nook and cranny, driven everywhere by their temporary owners. He and Maude rented their mopeds from the cycle shop at the hotel, each of them getting a two-gear automatic cycle. As the dealer put it, “no pedaling, no shifting.” And so, armed with the knowledge imparted to them in fifteen minutes on the test track, along with free helmets, locks and keys, they ventured forth to conquer the island, as Maude so quaintly put it. As far as Harold was concerned he was just thankful for the free insurance coverage because he was certain that before the day was through he’d definitely need it.


All day they toured the island, and never had any place only twenty miles long and one mile at its widest seemed so huge to Harold. Making it even more unbearable was the obvious relish with which Maude tackled the trip. She handled the cycle as though born to it. It was inevitably Harold who brought up the rear, always rounding a corner or cresting a hill to find Maude waiting and glaring impatiently at the top. The day dragged on for him like a toothache. Traveling on the wrong side of the road, missing onrushing traffic by the width of a goose bump, negotiating hairpin curves on roads as wide as a yawn had taken its toll. By the time they got back to the hotel his nerves were completely shot and he expressed his discomfort in no uncertain terms. His complaints fell on Maude’s totally disinterested ears, and now as they walked the corridor toward their room he raised his voice even louder.


“Maudie, I could take today. Just barely, mind you, but I could take it. Tonight, however, was sheer insanity. I’m sixty-five, you’re sixty-three, we don’t do things like the Bump and the Frug or Funky Rooster or whatever the dickens those dances were.”


“Nonsense Harry,” Maude said, “you were great,” and she shuffled into a neat little two-step. Harry increased his pace to keep up with her, rolling his eyes heavenward.


“Maude, for gosh sakes, you’re a senior citizen, and senior citizens waltz!”


“I am not a senior citizen, I hate it when you say ‘for gosh sakes,’ and I don’t like to waltz.”


“But Maudie —”


“And don’t call me Maudie. It’s … it’s…maudlin. Reminds me of that ridiculous old television show.”


“All right, all right, but my feet are killing me, my nerves are gone, and I feel like if I lie down I’m going to turn into a fossil.”


“You don’t have to lie down for that, Harry.”


“That’s just not fair.” Harold dug into his pocket and produced the key to room 512. He unlocked the door and ushered her in.


“And incidentally, I have to go to the bathroom, a situation that developed, I might add, over half an hour ago.”


“Well, Harry, you’re a big boy now. You should have gone then. No one can do it for you, you know.”


He gave her a look laden with suffering and padded into the bathroom. She followed after him and while he busied himself at the bowl she closely scrutinized her face in the mirror.


“Yecch, sixty-three years old and I look it.”


“Now Maude, you look ten years younger than that.”


“That’s fifty-three and not a heck of a lot better — and watch where you’re aiming.”


Harry turned his attention to the task at hand.


“Get that, will you, Maude?”


“Get what?”


“The door. Someone knocked.”


“No one knocked, Harry.”


Harry shook his head slowly. “Hmm, I could have sworn I heard someone knock.” He finished, adjusted himself and flushed the toilet. This time they both heard it, a distinct tapping sound coming not from the direction of the door but from somewhere inside the room.


“I’ll check it. You wash your hands.”


He poured water into the basin, rinsed his hands and dried them vigorously with the monogrammed towel.


“What was it, dear?”


There was no answer.


“Maude, did you find out what it was?”


Still no answer. He dropped the towel onto the rack, walked into the bedroom and came to an abrupt halt. Maude stood rigid and unmoving in the centre of the room, her eyes like saucers, the whites unnaturally clear. The expression in them was one of utter horror. Harry followed the path of her gaze to the window and there he saw the face, staring back at him as clearly as the mirror had so recently reflected his own. It was a female face and he thought that it must have been pretty, at least at one time. Shaping it now was the etching of stark terror, the certain knowledge of impending, inevitable death. Swollen grotesquely with suppurated blood the purple cheeks puffed weirdly, as though caught in the act of blowing a balloon that had been quickly snatched away. The eyes were open, pleading, bulging unnaturally from their sockets and boring into him in agonized, misdirected appeal.


He tried to speak but his mouth was too dry and he could produce no sound. His stomach moved and he thought he might vomit. He felt very cold and all sixty-five of his years settled heavily about his shoulders. Still, he couldn’t turn away from her. Short hair hung limply about her face, raggedly haloing her head. Her tongue, darker than her face but also swollen, protruded through puffy lips. She was hanging upside down.


Leaving her face with some effort, his gaze travelled hesitantly upward to her neck. The bruises there were deep, wide and raw, purple fading to violet and then blue at the edges. Revolted yet magnetically attracted, he lifted his gaze to her thighs. The rest of her body disappeared from his view above the top of the window, but he saw that she was naked. She swayed gently outside the window, the movement imparting to her body a curious semblance of life. It was several seconds before he realized that his gaze was riveted to her crotch and the dark tangle of pubic hair standing starkly against the white of her bloodless skin. He dragged his eyes away, disgusted with himself and feeling the rising tide of nausea threatening to engulf him.


He swallowed the sourness in his throat and looked again. Her arms hung down below her head, not limp and loose but rigid and bent at the elbows. It was her hands, however, that reflected the true agony of the death she’d faced. Like witch’s talons the fingers strained and circled in a clawing rictus of final defeat, and as the wind shifted the stiffening corpse in its macabre inverted dance the whitened nails of the blue-white hands struck the glass panes and struck again, a hollow, insistent, tap-tap-tap.











Chapter 5


“Where’s the husband?”


“He’s in the next room, sir.”


“What shape’s he in?”


“He seems to be taking it fairly well, sir, although as you can imagine it was a terrible shock. But he seems to have…ah…settled down quite a bit.”


Augustus ‘Guts’ Lambe, six foot four and a half, two hundred and eighty pounds, solid black and Chief Superintendent of the Bermuda Police Service cast a hard glance in the direction of the diminutive man standing nervously in front of him.


“I meant,” said Lambe, “is he sober yet?”


The little man bobbed his head. He looked like one of those toy birds that drink water from glasses on the counters of mediocre bars.


“Oh ... oh yes, sir, he seems to be, sir. He’s been downing coffee for quite a while. I ... ah ... think he’s probably capable now….” His voice trailed off into confused uncertainty. Lambe looked away. What in hell was the damned Social Director of the hotel doing here in the first place? Unless of course murder was being offered as one of the attractions on the coming week’s agenda. And Jesus, how he hated being called ‘Sir’.


Guts had risen through the ranks of the Bermuda Police the hard way, joining at eighteen as a bicycle-pedaling constable. At that time the higher echelon of the force had been composed almost entirely of white, imported Englishmen and the lower ranks, the very lowest, of black Bermudians. His life had been one of ‘Yessirs’ and ‘Nossirs’ too damn long for him to derive any enjoyment from the role reversal now.


A white flash brought his mind back to the room. The photographer was finishing up, giving way to the lab boys who were dusting everything in sight. The girl was lying on the bed now, featureless and anonymous under a white sheet. After they’d gotten pictures she’d been hauled up to the room. It didn’t matter a bit to her that the ambulance coming to take her to the King Edward the Seventh Hospital was late. On their knees on the floor two SOCOs grid searched the carpet inch by painstaking inch. Lambe mopped his face with a handkerchief the size of a small towel, the white cloth bright in his black hand.


“Bean!”


“Yeah, Guts?” Detective Sergeant Seymour Bean looked up from the floor, his eyes taking a few seconds to focus.


“When you guys have gone over the whole room I want you to do it again, only more so. I want every single hair and toenail bagged, O.K.!” It was not a question. Bean, who had been on countless cases with his boss, knew it wasn’t.


“Got it! Everything!”


“Don’t forget the sink traps, he may have washed up. Do the toilet and bathtub too.”


“Right, Chief!”


“And make sure you get all her clothes, might get something useful out of them.”


Bean hesitated. “That’s going to be a problem, Chief.”


“Why‘s that?”


“Her clothes are gone.”


“Gone?” Guts looked at him incredulously. “What the hell do you mean, ‘gone?’ ”


“Exactly that — they’re gone. We searched everywhere. Got a description from the husband about what she had on but we couldn’t find a thing. No dress, no underwear. The only thing he didn’t take was her shoes.”


“Great,” Guts said, wiping the sweat from his forehead. “We got us a fucking clothes freak.” He grimaced at the melee around him, spotted the tiny man who’d slipped into a distant corner, as far away from Guts as he could get.


“And get that damned Social Director out of here!” He treated the title like a carnal ailment.


He looked at his watch. “Well, since the ambulance looks as if it’s going to make its usual speedy appearance I might as well talk to the husband. What was his name again?”


“Ken McCall.”


“Right. McCall.” He threw a glance at the bed. “I guess I better talk to him in the next room, I don’t imagine he’d be too attentive in here.”


Bean looked over at the rumpled mound on the bed.


“No,” he said, “I guess he wouldn’t at that.”


Room 610 was a physical replica of room 612 except the accents were red rather than blue. A man and woman, both in their mid-sixties, sat on a sofa near the window, he with his arm protectively around her shoulders. A younger man sat on the bed, bleary-eyed and disheveled. A uniformed policeman stood just inside the door.


“They the people who found her?” Guts glanced in the direction of the older couple.


“Yes, Sir.”


“We get statements?”


“Yes, Sir. Sergeant Bean took them.”


“Good, now do me a favor. They’ve had a pretty shitty experience, take ‘em out and get ‘em a coffee or something. I’ll talk to them later, maybe downtown. Right now I want to talk to the husband.”


The couple left in silence, followed by the policeman. Guts grabbed one of the chairs in the room, placed it in front of McCall and sat.


“Mr. McCall, I’m Superintendent Lambe and I have to ask you a few questions. Do you think you’re up to answering them now?”
McCall put his head in his hands, muttered something short and unintelligible. Then he raised his head and looked through red-streaked eyes and said in a voice not quite his own, “Yes.”


“Okay!” Guts said, his voice firm. “First, do you have any idea who might have done this, and why?”


McCall came out of his haze, his eyes cleared, losing their far-away look.


“No. None, none at all.”


“All right. Now I want you to think, Mr. McCall. Since your visit began is there anyone who showed a particular interest in your wife, anyone who acted strangely, suspiciously? Did you antagonize anyone, insult anybody? This sort of thing may sound trivial but it could be useful.”


McCall shook his head. “No, I can’t think of anyone or anything.” He hesitated. “It’s …it’s just hard to think right now.”


Guts let the silence settle for a few moments then started on a new tack. “Mr. McCall, where are you from?”


“Pittsburgh.”


“And your wife?”


“Pittsburgh, too.”


“And you’re in Bermuda on your honeymoon?”


“Yes.”


“While you were here did you meet anyone you knew? Anyone from back home in Pittsburgh, for example?”


McCall gave a short, harsh laugh.


“Man, are you barking up the wrong tree. Jill and I have…had been going together for four years. Solid. No side trips or anything like that and no jealous lovers. As a matter of fact the guy she was going with before me was my best man.” He was speaking lucidly now, the words coming clearly and easily. He smiled bleakly, looking up at Guts. “God, she was so full of life. We were having such a good time here. Practically every day she’d come up with some surprise, some little thing to give me, show me. Even tonight, earlier, she told me she had something she wanted me to see, a surprise for tomorrow. But now the surprises, the good times, everything …it’s all gone.”


Talking was a balm for the wounds, filling for the moment the cloying emptiness. In an unpunctuated monologue he spoke of their meeting, their dates, the good times together, a steady, rambling spiel that Guts allowed to go on and on. Somewhere along the way he might drop a hint, no matter how nebulous, something Guts could nurture and expand into a kernel of knowledge that might lead eventually to a solution. And so he listened as Ken McCall relived the little distance he and his wife had travelled in their time together.











Chapter 6


Richard Standson stood with legs spread, hands loose on the wheel, guiding the boat north in the Great Sound. She ran easily before the wind, number two genny ballooning to starboard, mainsail taut-bellied to port. The fresh breeze kicked up white horses on the blue water, sending silver foam racing down the short waves. Aft, the stern wave rose and curled, sweeping to nothingness in the distance.


Standson was wearing a pair of pale blue trunks, which emphasized his deep tan. He was a large man, six foot two, two hundred and ten pounds, wide enough and thick enough and narrow enough in the right places to require tailor-made shirts and jackets. With his build he drew looks, which was just as well because his face might not have done the trick. Not that he was unattractive — as a matter of fact several people felt just the opposite, but that was generally after they’d gotten to know him better. His face, shielded now from the sun by a floppy white hat over a mass of curly, black hair, was one of those crazy collages that grow on you after a while. Dark brown eyes, intelligent if you cared to delve, full eyebrows, high cheekbones, a nose that was only slightly awry and lips that were just a bit too full to be really cruel. His chin had a certain thrust but was saved from being too square by a dimple in which you could lose a marble. Taken separately his features didn’t amount to much but together they hung reasonably well. Richard Standson was an interesting looking man, and so was the woman sprawled braless on her back on the cockpit seat.


“Let’s take in the pole and bring her onto the starboard tack.”


The woman grimaced and sat up. Her breasts, firm and small, thrust forward. “I guess that means I have to get dressed.” She sighed and reached for the bikini top at her side. “Just as I was really starting to relax.”


The shore was getting nearer now and he could make out the notch in the coast leading to Somerset Bridge. To the right of the bridge the pink and white cottages of the Lantana Colony Club sparkled like coral jewels.


“Okay,” he said, “grab the pole when I start her around then get back here and crank in the sheet.”


“You could say ‘please.’ ”


“I’m the captain, you’re the mate. Captains don’t say ‘please’ to mates, and mates just obey.”


“Them’s the rules?”


“Them’s the rules on board my ship.”


“Aye aye, Captain. Just can’t wait to enforce the rules on board my bed.”


“Shit!”


She stood and turned her attention to the whisker pole. He spun the wheel to starboard and hauled in on the main sheet as the thirty-foot sloop rounded up, then tightened the sail to bring it on a better angle to the wind. She thudded into the cockpit, wrapped four turns of the sheet around the winch and pulled it in hand over hand, taking in the slack until it was taut. She grabbed the winch handle, placed it in the notch on top of the winch and ground in a few more feet. The sail began to luff and she took in just enough to remove the slight shiver and cleated it off. The boat dug in on the new heading, aiming toward Grassy Bay and the tip of Ireland Island. It heeled easily with the port rail awash. White water boiled along the deck, ran noisily around the stanchions, swirled down the drains and frothed away over the stern.


The woman sat draped over the weather rail with her legs dangling down the smooth flanks of the vessel and her arms hanging over the lifelines. Blond hair blew across her face and streamed across her shoulder.


Standson looked at her and smiled. She made him feel good.


The first time he’d seen her was three years ago, sitting on one of the benches at Albuoys Point, chin in her hands, staring out at the harbor. He passed her on the way to his boat, thought she’d looked his way so he said ‘Hello.’ When he got no reply he shrugged and kept going. He was about to cast off when a shadow crossed his vision and he looked up and she was standing there.


“I’m sorry,” she said.


She saw his puzzled expression and laughed.


“Back there. You spoke to me and I was so wrapped up in myself I didn’t answer. I apologize. It wasn’t a Bermudian thing to do.”


“You’re absolutely right,” he said. Then on impulse, “But I’ll tell you what I’m going to do. I’m going to forgive you, but only on one condition. You have to man the jib sheets on my ship of state which is moored not twenty yards from here.”


One of the first things he learned about Maggie Moore, other than her name, was that she knew how to sail. He also found out that she was a Canadian, originally from Montreal, nearing the tail end of a divorce from a not very successful Bermudian real estate dealer.


After the sail she invited him to dinner, pizza and beer in an Italian restaurant off Bermudiana Road. She ordered double anchovies on her’s and when Standson added that to her sailing ability he knew he was on the threshold of a beautiful relationship. Two months later she was unencumbered by the bonds of matrimony and although their relationship was friendly, easy, relatively seamless and certainly sexual, neither one saw any convincing reason to risk a venture into anything as daunting as real commitment.


Pearl Island drifted astern, the geometric edge of Watford Bridge knifed across to Boaz Island off the port beam, then it too slid off under the stern rail.


“Ready about!”


Maggie moved to the lee side of the cockpit, uncleated the jib sheet and held it taut.


“Lee ho!”


Standson turned the wheel and Maggie let fly the port sheet. Moving to starboard she took a few turns of the starboard sheet around the winch, hardened up with the handle and cleated it tight. They were on the port tack, beam reaching on a heading for Daniel’s Head.


In another hour they’d drawn a sweeping curve from the southeast to the northwest side of Ireland and Boaz Islands. Further out the high outriggers of deep sea fishing boats speared the sky and as the vessels rolled in the swell sunlight flashed off their polished white flanks. Standson sailed close enough to wave to the occupants, bright pink tourists standing in marked contrast to the darkly tanned captains and crews.


After Daniel’s Head they tightened up, pointed closer to the wind and headed offshore beyond the circling band of reefs. In this area the wise skipper didn’t get too close to the land. Here the reefs crowded close to the shore, baring brown, weed-covered heads to the curling, green breakers. The southeast breeze had been freshening since morning and was now forcing the swells even higher as they grabbed the bottom. The waves grew steeper until they reared and plunged against the coral heads, spending their energy once before rebuilding to finally crash and die against the distant beaches.


Maggie perched in the lee cockpit seat with her hand trailing in the blood-warm water. Standson stood to weather, staring past her to the horizon where the waves rolled and mounted, sweeping toward and under them on their march to the shore.


Maggie raised her eyes to the dark-green smear of land to the north. Above the haze over the land the white needle of Gibbs Hill lighthouse soared skyward, a beacon for the great stone bulk of the Atlantic Beach Hotel dominating the landscape to its right.


“I wonder which room it was,” she said, peering intently at the hotel.


Standson turned. “Which what?”


“Room. Which room that girl was killed in.”


He shook his head. “I haven’t a clue and we sure as hell are too far out to speculate.”


She dropped her eyes, looked up toward the hotel again and a shiver ran through her, raising tiny goose bumps on her flesh.


“God, it was really gruesome if you believe the media.” She looked at him quizzically.


“What do you think, Richard? Should I believe the media?”


He returned her gaze. “Don’t bother looking at me like that. I don’t know anything and I don’t want to know anything. It’s not my problem.”


“Would you tell me if it was?”


He looked forward as the bow dipped into the trough of a deep swell.


“Would I lie to you?”


She smiled wryly. “Do I have to answer that?”


He grinned. “Don’t worry, hon. I can guarantee you there’s absolutely no way I’m getting involved in this mess.”




Chapter 7


The intercom on the telephone buzzed.


“It’s the call you were expecting, Sir.”


Commissioner of Police Ian Bridges lowered his forested brows, screwed up his forehead, twisted his handlebar moustache and spoke quietly into the telephone.


“Certainly, your Excellency. We’re investigating every aspect of the case. We’ve collected a real rogue’s gallery of suspects and we should be laying charges in pretty short order…What’s that, Sir? Oh, no doubt about it, your Excellency, no doubt at all. One of my best men is on it. Matter of fact, not just one of my best, the best, no doubt about it …that’s right…just a few loose ends. Could have happened anywhere. What’s that, Sir? Oh …right, Sir, right. It’s too bad it had to happen at Lord Phillips’ hotel. Yes, it would have been better somewhere else …oh no, Sir, no need for the Yard, we’ve got it well in hand. Right, I know Sir. Will do, Sir, no problem, Sir. Yes, yes, goodbye, your Excellency.”


He replaced the receiver very gently, patted it softly and leaned back in his old wooden chair. He placed his hands on his stomach and his feet on the desk and delivered a string of obscenities that would have done a sailor proud. The Commissioner’s reputation as a connoisseur of profanity was well known and equally well deserved. It was rumored that he could curse three different people for five minutes each without using the same word twice.


“Halstead, Constable Halstead!”


A young, black woman trimly outfitted in the light blue shirt and dark skirt of a Bermuda police officer strode through the office door. She ostentatiously checked her watch and regarded him with an amused smile.


“Not bad. Three minutes flat. But I do have a few criticisms. First, you used the expression ‘afterbirth of a syphilitic whore’ twice. Second, you stumbled over the words when you expressed the hope that several varieties of plague-infested rodents might grow upon his Excellency’s private…“


“Halstead!”


“Yes, Sir!” She snapped to attention, head rigid, eyes fixed forward. He leaned on the desk, a pained expression on his face.


“Did I really repeat myself?”


“Scout’s honour.”


“Guide’s honour, woman, guide’s honour. You happen to be female.”


“Really, Commissioner? Why, with this uniform I hardly thought you noticed.”


“Halstead, I’m far too old to reap the benefits of your flirtation so don’t waste your time.” A sly smile crept from the corners of his lips and the edges of his moustache trembled. “Mind you, though, twenty years ago and I’d have given you a run for…hmmph, never mind that nonsense! Get hold of Guts and tell him I want to see him. Right away, Halstead, right away!”
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