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Introduction
The ferry slid through fog thick as fleece, its horn sending low, patient notes across a
harbor that had once been the map of Maya Reed’s childhood. The air tasted of salt
and iron, of rope and old paint, of rain waiting somewhere out beyond the breakwater.
On the upper deck she watched the town assemble itself in fragments: the black
shoulder of the headland, the lighthouse blinking a white eye, a line of roofs appearing
and dissolving, appearing and dissolving, like memories deciding whether to stay. She
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had promised herself, years ago, never to make this crossing again. Promises, she
knew now, kept poorly when a sister’s name was the tether.

At the dock, the town had put on its respectful face—closed umbrellas clustered like
penitent birds, bowed heads, the slow choreography of people pretending not to stare.
There were new signs since she’d left: Grayson Marine Foundation on the renovated
seawall, polished letters at the yacht club that gleamed even in dull weather. It fit
what she remembered and didn’t, a harbor both familiar and altered, the surface
smoothed while currents worked at the pilings below. The tide slapped at the stone
steps as if impatient with her hesitation.

The boatyard smelled the same. Sawdust damp with brine. Oil carried in cold air.
Racks of hulls in winter slings, paint scraped to bone. Gabe stood beside a skiff with
his hands sunk in the pockets of an old jacket, jaw tight, eyes skimming her like he
was bracing for a swell. They had learned to read the water together, but not each
other; too much said badly, too much left unsaid. “You made it,” he said, as if that
were all that mattered, and maybe for now it was. Behind him, the office window
reflected the gray harbor like a blind eye.

Sheriff Tom Hollis appeared at the threshold with his hat held against his chest, the
gesture a half-step too practiced. His condolences were cleanly phrased, his voice
pitched to wet morning quiet. Accidental drowning, he said, a terrible thing, a slip off
the pier in fog, disorientation, cold. He asked if she needed anything, and in his gentle
retreat she felt the weight of a door settling into its frame. Maya nodded the way
mourners are expected to nod, but the word accidental snagged in her like a fishhook.
Her sister had been raised in this water. Hannah could read a tide line the way some
people read a clock.

The rest of the town performed its sad efficiency—florists, casseroles, hushed errands
that only sharpened the strangeness. At the house, the rooms smelled faintly of lemon
oil and the sea that found its way into everything. A garment bag waited on the dining
table, delivered from the funeral home: a simple dress Hannah would not have chosen,
a shawl, a pair of flats that still wore the store’s white tissue. Maya’s hands moved
without instruction—unzip, lay out, smooth—and the familiar ache rose with the sight
of a life reduced to arrangements. Outside, a bell buoy chimed, and she felt the sound
land in her ribs.

She found the other bag after, tucked beneath a chair: a clear plastic pouch of
personal effects returned by the coroner, items tagged and zipped. A necklace with a
broken clasp. A ring of keys, cold as coins. The old rain jacket Hannah wore for early
dock shifts, its bright yellow dulled to the color of a dory in fog. Maya lifted the jacket
free, the cotton lining stiff with salt. On the left sleeve, near the bicep, the fabric had
been stressed so hard the weave had spread—two crescents of pulled thread facing
each other like parentheses.
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She held the sleeve up to the window’s gray light. The marks weren’t from a snagged
nail or rough pilings; they were too deliberate in their alignment, too human. Four
darker ovals bloomed faintly along the outer curve where fingertips might have dug in,
and a single opposing pressure on the inside of the arm, a thumbprint ghosted in
grime. It was a grip, not a stumble. The sea could bruise, yes, but not like that.

Maya set the jacket down as if it might break and listened to the harbor breathe.
Somewhere out there, fog wrapped itself around cranes and masts and secrets.
Somewhere out there, a truth rose and fell with the tide, just out of sight, waiting for
the right current to bring it in. She had returned for a funeral, but the harbor spoke in
the old language, the one she had tried to forget. It told her to look beneath the
surface. It told her that Hannah did not slip.

CHAPTER ONE: The Funeral Atmosphere
Fog pressed in like a visitor who had forgotten how to leave, filling the lanes with the
sound of damp breath and far-off engines. The chapel smelled of lilies that had been
bred to last too long, wax polished to a shine, and the faint, metallic note of wet wool
drying by a radiator. Maya stood near the back and felt the town arrange itself around
her. She knew the posture of these people the way she knew the set of a hull against a
dock—angles that revealed weight, silences that revealed cost. At fourteen she had
mapped the harbor by its moods; at thirty-four she found it harder to read the faces
she had once known by heart.

A row of pews remained empty for family, a courtesy and a warning. Maya slid into the
second from the front and let the varnish creak beneath her. Gabe sat to her left,
shoulders squared, jaw working a rhythm that said he had rehearsed restraint and was
sticking to the script. Their mother was absent; the distance between them had the
brittle clarity of sea glass. The priest spoke of water as both gift and peril, which suited
the town and made Maya restless. She pictured Hannah on a skiff in a squall, hair
whipping like a sail, laughing at the idea that calm was ever promised. This version of
Hannah was smaller, neater, dressed for a room that preferred its grief pastel.

Sheriff Hollis chose a spot midway, his hat beside him like an item he was temporarily
holding for someone else. His presence was a courtesy that came with invisible
strings, and Maya felt them tighten. Across the aisle, Elliot Grayson occupied his pew
as if it were a boardroom, posture correct, attention politely distributed. He caught
Maya’s eye and offered a nod meant to say he knew loss and respected boundaries,
and she saw the calculation in it—the kind that weighed risk against reputation. His
wife sat beside him with hands clasped, a study in composed sympathy. Maya
returned the nod with bland civility and let the moment close.
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The town’s reaction was a study in careful choreography. Shopkeepers who had once
teased Hannah for splashing paint on the wharf now spoke of her in softer tones, as if
gentleness could rewrite history. A few nodded at Maya with an edge that said they
remembered her departure and wondered if she meant to stay. Others averted their
eyes, already practicing the art of looking busy. Children fidgeted and parents shushed
them with the urgency of people who feared noise might puncture something already
thin. The organ filled the gaps, pious and relentless, and Maya wondered how long it
took a town to perfect the grammar of sorrow.

When the service ended, the transition felt like a tide turning. People moved in
clusters, trading murmurs like small change. Maya accepted the condolences that
came her way, the hands that patted her shoulder, the offers of casseroles and rooms
that no one expected her to use. Gabe fell into step beside her as they exited, his gait
longer than it had been before, as if walking off a storm he wouldn’t name. “They’re
not bad,” he said quietly, the words aimed somewhere between apology and defense.
Maya let it pass. There would be time for unpacking who wasn’t bad and who wasn’t
good.

Outside, the fog had thickened, muting the harbor into a gray canvas. Cars crept with
their lights halfhearted, as if ashamed to insist on clarity. The boatyard lay just beyond
the church steps, a familiar silhouette against the water, cranes and slings like bones
under skin. Maya paused to watch a gull argue with the wind, its cry swallowed by the
bells tolling from the chapel. Hollis approached with his hat back on, his smile an
appliance of politeness. He asked if she was holding up, if she needed anything official
expedited, and Maya felt the script forming. Accidental drowning, he said again, his
voice pitched to avoid echo, a terrible tragedy, the water taking her before anyone
could reach her.

Maya nodded and kept her questions small. She asked about the timeline, about
witnesses, about whether anyone had seen anything unusual that morning. Hollis
answered with careful generalities, the kind that sounded like answers but unspooled
into nothing when pulled. He mentioned the pier, the fog, the cold, the way even
strong swimmers could be undone by disorientation. Maya pictured Hannah’s hands
on a line, her knowledge of knots, her habit of checking tide charts like weather
forecasts. Disorientation seemed unlikely, but she let it stand. To push harder now
would only make doors close, and she needed them open.

He promised to keep her updated and offered the use of his office if she wanted to
review reports. The courtesy felt like a border, a way of saying come as far as you like
but no farther. Maya accepted with a murmured thanks and watched him move on to
greet Grayson, who was shaking hands with the mayor, a transaction of goodwill
passing between them. She felt the shift in the air, a pressure rising. The town had its
alliances, its unspoken ledgers, and she was both a Reed and an outsider, a
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combination that made people uncertain how to price her grief.

At the house, the rooms seemed to have held their breath while she was gone. The
kitchen table bore a vase of lilies that looked too bright against the salt-scoured wood.
A casserole sat under foil, cooling. Mail rested in a neat stack, untouched. Maya
moved through the rooms, touching surfaces like they were evidence, confirming they
were real. Upstairs, Hannah’s bedroom waited with the same polite vacancy it had
held since the funeral home had taken her. The bed was stripped, the closet half
empty, the air faint with mothballs and cedar. A garment bag waited on the dining
table, delivered earlier by the funeral home. Maya unzipped it and laid out the dress,
the shawl, the flats, the careful selections of strangers who thought they knew what
Hannah would want.

Outside, the bell buoy chimed, a patient punctuation mark in the day. Maya went to
the window and watched the harbor breathe. The fog shifted, revealing a crane for a
moment, then hiding it again. She felt the distance between herself and her sister
narrowing, not through memory but through suspicion. Accidental drowning sat in her
mind like a stone that didn’t fit the pocket. Hannah had known currents the way some
people knew music, and the idea that she had simply slipped rang false, a note played
wrong and left to hang.

Later, after the last casserole had been accepted and the last condolence murmured,
Maya sorted through the clear plastic pouch of personal effects returned by the
coroner. The necklace with its broken clasp looked like a wound closed poorly. The
keys felt cold and final. The yellow rain jacket, faded to the color of a dory in fog,
carried the briny stiffness of use. Maya lifted it up and saw the sleeve near the bicep,
the weave stressed into two crescents that looked like parentheses waiting to close on
something unsaid. Four darker ovals bloomed faintly along the outer curve, and a
single opposing pressure marked the inside, a thumbprint ghosted in grime.

She turned the sleeve this way and that, letting the gray light from the window trace
its surface. The grip wasn’t from a stumble or a snag. It was a hold, deliberate and
practiced, the kind that leaves its argument in the fabric. The sea could mark a body,
yes, but not in patterns that remembered fingers. Maya set the jacket down as if it
might cut her and listened to the fog pressing against the glass. Somewhere out there,
the tide turned without announcement. Somewhere out there, a truth bobbed just
beneath the surface, patient and buoyant, waiting for the right current to carry it in.

Maya thought about calling Gabe, about telling him what she had seen, but she knew
the shape of his silences. She thought about the phone that hadn’t been found, about
the timeline that didn’t quite fit, about the polite assurances that felt like doors. The
town had its rituals for burying trouble, and Hannah’s death was already being
smoothed into place. Maya stepped away from the window and let her fingers brush
the sleeve one last time. She had returned for a funeral, but the harbor spoke in its old
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language, the one that didn’t ask permission. It told her to look closer. It told her that
nothing here was as calm as it looked.

This is a sample preview. Purchase the book to read the full content.
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