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Dedication
 
For my husband, in honor of our favorite weekend getaway.
 
 
 
***
 
 
 
Up until now, the morning had been almost perfect.
Leigh Koslow had begun her day by gorging on an all-you-can-eat breakfast buffet at the hotel (heavy on the bacon and complete with pastries), then atoning for it with an ambitious bike ride. Exercise was ordinarily anathema to her, particularly during a weekend vacation, but for the trail that ran alongside the Niagara River upstream to Fort Erie, she made an exception. She loved Niagara Falls. There was something about the thunder of the rushing water and the coolness of the rising mist that always lifted her spirits—and her energy level. This particular bike trail, with the calm upper Niagara on one side and a spread of spacious, large-windowed homes on the other, was her favorite. The slight grade going up was almost undetectable—even to a biker as out of shape as she was; yet going down, it proved a faithful ally. The mild May weather of southern Canada was divine, the crowds were still sparse, and if she weren't biking alone, life would be perfect.
But it was near perfect. After all, she wasn't really alone. Her new hubby had been at the hotel when she had left, and he would be there, somewhere, when she got back. True, he would be so busy with his convention duties that they would hardly ever see each other, but she had expected that. After all, it wasn't as though this was supposed to be a romantic weekend. It was merely another of the boring political junkets he was frequently attending—it just happened to be one in a location worthy of her tagging along. Since they had returned from a fabulous ten-day honeymoon cruise in the Mediterranean only a few weeks ago, she could hardly complain.
Until just now, that is, when the peculiar noises had awakened her, and she was forced to wonder once again what the heck was wrong with her karma. 
Her ride complete, she had loaded her bike onto its rack on the Cavalier (which she'd cleverly parked for free at the nature preserve) then headed off to stake out a place to recuperate. The preserve was gorgeous, and wonderfully peaceful in the off-season. Water from the river had been diverted into a series of greenish-blue lagoons, which wound in picturesque fashion around shady, bridge-connected islands filled with wildlife and secluded footpaths. At the height of summer, this spot would be teeming with extended families from every imaginable culture—or at least those with traveling money. Unfamiliar scents would drift up from the barbecue grills as grandparents rested on blankets and children and teens swarmed over rocks and under waterfalls in the shadow of "no swimming allowed" signs. But on this happy morning, the only other visitors she'd seen were an older couple picnicking and a middle-aged bird watcher with binoculars. 
She had headed for the interior of the largest island, and had soon found the ideal spot for some quality meditation. At least, that had been the plan. But once she had settled herself comfortably in the lower limbs of an obligingly built maple tree, sleep had taken over. She was, if not athletic in any way, an expert tree climber, and it wasn't the first time she'd communed with nature above ground. Nodding off in the process was a new twist, but then, she was a newlywed.
How long she'd been dozing when she heard them, she had no idea. But she couldn't have been snoring loudly, or they never would have chosen the location they'd chosen. And they most certainly wouldn't be doing what they sounded like they were doing.
She twisted her head ever so slightly downward, wincing sheepishly as she cast one eye in the direction of the noises. Moans, groans, giggles, and heavy breathing—they were all there. It sounded like two people were a few yards away from her, doing some communing of their own. If she was lucky, there would be enough cover of foliage between her and them that she could get away unnoticed. If not, she at least hoped they were early in the process. 
It only took one eye to remind her she wasn't the lucky type. The couple were lying on a large blanket by the base of the tree, and their clothes were not. 
She shut her eye tight, wondering briefly if Canada had such a charge as involuntary voyeurism. The situation might be considered amusing—if it were happening to someone else. But all she could feel was mortification, and her options were limited. She couldn't get down without being seen. And if there was one thing worse than spying on two people making love, it had to be explaining why afterward. 
The sounds from below escalated, and she grit her teeth. What she really wanted to do was stick her fingers in her ears and hum, but movement was too risky. She wasn't directly above the couple, but any little shift could catch their eyes, which could be staring contentedly upward any moment now.
Finally, the sounds ceased, and Leigh breathed a quiet sigh. For the sake of both her increasingly aching back and her sanity, she could only hope that the twosome had someplace to go—and soon. 
"You know, Roger," came a young woman's voice, "I'm not sure it'll be as much fun when we don't have to sneak around."
A man's voice, which sounded at least a decade older, responded sleepily. "Sure it will."
Leigh groaned inwardly. Pillow talk, too?
"Today's the day!" the woman continued, her voice bobbing as if she was up and getting dressed. "You're sure everything's all set?"
The man merely grunted.
"Roger!" the woman chastised, her tone turning sharp. "Don't even think of doing a half-assed job of this. We're not talking about another loaded Nikon here. The consequences—"
"I'm aware of the damned consequences," the man replied peevishly. His voice had also started to jiggle in space, which Leigh hoped meant they were both getting decent again. She allowed both eyes to open.
The man was facing away from her, pulling a pair of khaki shorts over neon-orange boxers. His back and legs were generously covered with dark brown hair, which would have given him a rugged, animalistic look if it weren't for the large bald spot visible on the top of his head. And though he was far from obese, a hefty ring of blubber had settled around his middle, evidently sometime after he had purchased the khaki shorts. "The thing's been planned for months, Ash," he continued, struggling to zip up. "It's set. Now quit harping on it."
"Ash" was quiet for a moment, looking at him. Her generously proportioned body was now covered with a pink halter top and short-shorts that would have been more appropriate on a giddy teen than the savvy twenty-something she appeared to be. "You mean you've been dragging your feet for months," she said accusingly. "And now they're getting cold."
The man groaned. "Don't start that again! If you don't believe me, just wait and watch the papers. Or better yet, get a police scanner. It'll be over by midnight. Make nice entertainment for tomorrow's Maid of the Mist passengers."
"God, you're cold," the woman said playfully, leaning down to fold the blanket.
The man laughed. "Me, cold!  Who wanted to make sure she wasn't wearing anything valuable first?"
The blanket hit him square in the face and wrapped partway around his neck. "I'm just being practical," she answered with a half smile. I'm not married to the bitch."
A stab of pain shot through Leigh's distorted spine, but she barely noticed. The pillow talk—and her stomach—had taken a disturbing turn.
"Not much longer, babe," the man said soothingly, tucking the blanket under one arm and pulling the woman to him. "It'll all be over."
She kissed him, long and lewdly, and Leigh shut her eyes again. After a moment, the woman giggled in a coquettish tone. Evidently she could live up (or down) to her teenybopper outfit whenever she chose. "You really think they'll spot her from Maid of the Mist?"
"Nah," the man said jovially. "By tomorrow dear old Marjory will probably be bobbing around in the whirlpool." 
Leigh fought back images of a woman's corpse being sucked under the rough waters that circled downstream from the falls. Surely they were just joking. The two shared another laugh and—from the sound of it—another kiss, as Leigh struggled to keep the bile down in her throat.
Then the woman's voice turned serious again. "Don't mess this up, Roger," she said quietly. "You know I don't like giving ultimatums, but this was the only way. You run the business with me, or there is no business to run. Remember?"
The man answered just as softly, but even with her eyes closed, Leigh could sense a deep anger simmering beneath his words. "I know exactly where things stand," he said slowly. "And you know perfectly well that blowing the whistle now means big money down the drain. Your money."
"Ah," said the woman wistfully, "My money. I like the sound of that."
The two moved off, their words and the woman's giggles being increasingly muffled by both their footfalls and the sudden, stiff breeze. It was safe for Leigh to move now, but for a moment she simply sat, the wind robbing any remaining warmth from her body. The hairs on the back of her neck stood stiffly at attention, and her mouth was so dry her tongue seemed glued in place.
His wife, she thought with grim amazement. He was going to kill his wife. If he didn't, sweet Ash the chameleon was going to blow the whistle on their affair. Then he would be out of business—a business she wanted a piece of.
Grabbing the limb with stiff hands, Leigh relaxed her back and let the rest of her body slip off the branch. She hung only a second to break her fall, then jumped to the ground. Adultery. Extortion. Murder. The last word resonated painfully in her muddled head. She sank down at the base of the tree, careful to avoid the spot with the X-rating, as the conversation repeated itself over and over in her mind. Was someone named Roger really about to kill someone named Marjory, or had she imagined it? Misinterpreted it? Could they have just been joking?
That didn't seem likely. 
Her knees knocked as she sat, and a shiver rocked her shoulders. She couldn't just sit here. She had to do something, didn't she? 
With difficulty and without a plan, she struggled to her feet and started walking. It didn't matter if they saw her now, she reasoned. They'd have no idea that she had witnessed their conversation, much less their other indiscretion. She would merely be another sightseer.
Her steps quickened, and by the time she reached the path at the edge of the island, she could see them ahead clearly. They were walking arm in arm, the woman alternately laughing and laying her head on his shoulder. As they crossed one of the lagoon bridges and strode towards the almost empty parking lot, Leigh doubled back on the path and walked farther along the island, heading for a different bridge. She had just finished crossing it when the van the two had boarded roared past her on the narrow road.
Jumping quickly to the curb, she strained to read the license plate, but was frustrated to find the numbers a blur—and her driving glasses in the Cavalier. Though she was only mildly near-sighted, license plates traveling at high speeds were beyond her discernment. Fortunately, a bold, black logo on the side of a full-sized passenger van was not. And she now knew what she had to do next.
Pay a little visit to Purple Mist Tours, Inc.
 
***
 
Niagara Falls, Canada wasn't a difficult place to navigate in, provided it wasn't a summer evening. Then the streets became so clogged with pedestrians of every shape, size, and nationality that just getting from one light to the next took the nerves of a surgeon. Since Leigh had no such nerves, she was happy for the light crowd, and the fact that Purple Mist Tours, Inc. (whose address was conveniently listed in the phonebook) was right on the main drag. She steered the Cavalier past the horseshoe falls and into the tourist area, past wax museums, haunted houses, and a plethora of souvenir shops, to the relatively plain storefront whose sign read "Purple Mist Tours, Inc./Hot Nails." She parked and walked in.
A narrow staircase ran straight up from the entrance, stenciled letters and a giant arrow on the wall announcing it as the path to Purple Mist Tours, Inc. Those wishing to increase the temperature of their nails, on the other hand, had merely to make a left. Leigh began the climb.
Through another door at the top of the stairs was a dimly lit reception area with a single counter and two uncomfortable-looking chairs. Serviceable quarters for a small tour company, she thought, but they hardly screamed "big money." A hefty woman with long, stringy dark hair smiled at her curiously. "Hello. Can I help you with something?"
"I'm here to see Marjory," she answered simply. She had been hoping that Roger's wife worked in the business, but if not, she figured she could at least  wrangle a home phone number. And that, unfortunately, was about as far as she had planned. 
The woman's casual smile told Leigh she had gotten lucky. "She's in the back. You a friend of hers?"
Leigh nodded. Given the circumstances, she figured it was a white lie, at most.
"Go on in, then," the woman said cheerfully, opening a gate at the edge of the counter. Leigh thanked her and walked through it to the closed door behind marked "Private." She opened the door hesitantly, rapping on it gently at the same time. "Excuse me? Marjory?"
The door opened on a spacious office that was lavishly decorated in hues of soft ivory, a sharp contrast to the stark reception area. Plush, spotless modern furniture appeared to have come right out of the plastic, and the walls were lined with what looked—to Leigh's admittedly untrained eye—like original artwork. "Yes. Can I help you?" The woman who stood up was every bit as carefully and tastefully put together as the room. Her crisp coral-colored suit was without a crease, her stylishly short hairdo without a single misplaced strand. Coordinated gold jewelry adorned her neck, earlobes, wrists, and fingers, successfully conveying that "have money—will spend" aura that retailers drool over. She was pretty in a stately sort of way, her age betrayed by the prominent crow's-feet that peeked out through her heavy makeup.
"I, um…" Leigh hadn't prepared a speech. Since there wasn't any good way to say what she had to say, she took a deep breath and winged it. "Your husband's name is Roger, right?"
The woman's carefully plucked eyebrows lowered instantly. "Yes. What of it?"
From the look on Marjory's face, Leigh had to wonder if she had encountered many other young women claiming familiarity with her husband. "I don't know him," she said quickly, tensing. "I just overheard something he said this morning, and I thought you ought to know about it."
The woman's calm face broke into a carefully controlled smile. "My dear," she began, "I appreciate your sense of moral righteousness. Really, I do. But what my husband does, and with whom, doesn't concern me in the least."
Leigh tried to keep her jaw from dropping. She knew that women with such attitudes existed, but she'd never met one. She hoped her husband hadn't either. 
"Is there anything else?" Marjory asked politely, clearly ready to be relieved of her unwelcome visitor.
"Yes," Leigh exclaimed, flustered. "I didn't come here to tell you your husband was fooling around." He was, of course, but it was hardly the point of her visit. She took another deep breath. "I came here to tell you that I think he's trying to kill you."
The woman's smug features dissolved, and for a brief moment, Leigh could see fear flash across her dark brown eyes. But just as quickly, a look of calm confidence returned. "That's ridiculous," she answered softly. "What exactly did you hear?"
Leigh repeated an edited version of the conversation, and grew increasingly uneasy as she did so. Roger had told Ash that her blowing the whistle now would cost them money, and Leigh had assumed that was because once his wife found out about the affair he would lose his half of the tour business. But given Marjory's liberal attitude toward matrimony, that theory didn't wash. So what exactly was Ash threatening to blow the whistle on? Leigh looked into Marjory's carefully concentrating face. Perhaps Roger had been cheating on his wife in more ways than one. Had he been stealing from his own company? Or was there something shady about Purple Mist Tours in general? And if so, did Marjory even know about it?
The walls of the office seemed suddenly closer, and Leigh's fight or flight mechanism kicked in. If there was something illegal going on with Purple Mist Tours, she had no desire to know about it. Marjory was on her own. "That's all I know, I'm afraid," she said quickly, rising.
Marjory's face went blank, and she sat down heavily in her svelte office chair. The reality of what Leigh was saying appeared to have finally sunk in. "I can't believe this," she said weakly. "I really can't believe it."
"I'm sorry," Leigh offered helplessly.
"We should call the police," Marjory said weakly. "Shouldn't we?"
Leigh nodded. She knew she had to call the police, she just hadn't yet. Warning Marjory had been priority one, and far more effective, because the cops wouldn't do squat anyway. They would simply give her the standard speech about not being able to prosecute people for potential crimes, write up a report to placate her, and send her on her way. And given her well-established rapport with law enforcement officials—or more accurately, lack thereof—she would probably tick them off royally in the process. Nevertheless, they had to be told. If Roger ever did succeed in his quest, the report could be valuable evidence against him.
"Yes, we should," she answered. 
Marjory said nothing for a moment, then announced, more to herself than to Leigh, "I'll call them and get a restraining order."
Leigh smiled. She might just get out of this office and get out of dealing with the police, too. "Good idea." She pulled a pen and yellow sticky note off Marjory's desk and wrote down her name and hotel room number. "Have them contact me if they want a statement about what I heard, okay?"
Marjory didn't answer, but sat limply, staring at a spot on the wall. "I was supposed to meet him later today," she said faintly, her face alarmingly pale despite her makeup. "We were going out to dinner. It's—" she stopped a moment, her lower lip quivering slightly. "It's our anniversary."
Blood rushed into Leigh's cheeks, and she squirmed in discomfort. "I'm so sorry," she offered again. "Please be careful. And do call the police right away." 
Marjory managed to snap out of her funk and look back at her through moist eyes. "Thank you," she said, extending a cold hand for Leigh to shake. "I appreciate all you've done." She took the sticky note off the desk, folded it neatly, and slipped it into her suit's breast pocket. 
"No problem," Leigh answered with a forced smile. She headed for the door, and once safely on the other side took off as fast as her feet would carry her.
 
***
 
For a regular churchgoer like Leigh, sleeping in on vacation Sundays was a real treat, and being in a hotel on someone else's expense account was icing on the cake. She could doze the morning away with preordered blueberry muffins and tea waiting at her bedside, thinking of how nice it was that she had "forgotten" to bring along any work. Being a partner in her own ad agency had its benefits, but feeling constantly guilty about leaving work undone was a pesky disadvantage, and putting a few hundred miles between herself and the unwritten copy was the only cure.
Having been awakened early by hunger, she dove happily into a large muffin. Room service was expensive, of course, and her scrupulously honest public-servant husband would be sure to pay for every morsel she ate out of his own pocket rather than the taxpayers', but it was still worth it. She collected a few crumbs from off the bed sheets and reached for the morning paper to help break the next batch's fall. Then she saw the small headline in the lower right hand corner, and her appetite dissolved.
 
WOMAN'S BODY FOUND  BELOW FALLS; FOUL PLAY POSSIBLE. 
 
Her pulse pounded in her ears as she read the short article. "The body of a woman was recovered at the base of the horseshoe falls at approximately 11:00 PM last night by officials utilizing a Maid of the Mist tour boat. The search was authorized after numerous sightseers reported watching a large object that might have been a person drifting in the river and going over the edge of the falls near the midpoint. Witnesses claim that the individual was not moving voluntarily at the time, leading investigators to speculate that the woman was either unconscious, or perhaps already dead, when she went over the falls. An investigation is currently under way."
Leigh's stomach lurched. It couldn't be. Marjory couldn't be dead. How could Roger have killed her, when she knew he was planning to? Hadn't she called the police? 
If she had, they hadn't bothered to contact Leigh.
An even sicker feeling suddenly overcame her. If Marjory hadn't called the police, it was probably because she herself was involved in whatever illegal shenanigans Ash was threatening to blow the whistle on. In which case, she had probably never intended to call. She had intended to handle Roger on her own.
Leigh let the paper fall limply to her lap. If she had contacted the police herself, Marjory might still be alive. Guilt washed over her in heavy waves, blending imperceptibly with nausea. She pulled herself out of the bed and started getting dressed. It was too late to save Marjory, but her mistake could still be rectified somewhat. After she told her story to the authorities, Roger and the pink chameleon would be certain to get what was coming to them.
She had finished dressing and had her hand on the doorknob when the phone rang. She flew to it anxiously. "Yes? Hello?"
A man's voice, deep and proper, answered. "Yes, this is Officer Tony Burnett with the New York State Park Service calling. Is this Leigh Koslow?"
Her heartbeat quickened. So. Marjory had called the police after all. The burden of guilt on her chest lifted a little. "Yes, that's me."
"Ma'am, I wonder if you would be willing to come down to our headquarters on Goat Island as soon as possible. We have an individual here who appears confused and disoriented, and we're hoping you might be able to help us identify her. She isn't carrying any ID, but a note with your name and number was found in one of her pockets."
It was a moment before Leigh could speak. Marjory confused and disoriented, on Goat Island? It made no sense, but the primary implication was positive. If Marjory was on Goat Island now, she couldn't possibly have been found dead last night. 
Leigh took a deep breath. It was all right. Marjory was alive. Whatever had happened to her between yesterday and this morning—she was still alive. And although Leigh stopped short of being glad that some other woman was dead, she couldn't help but be relieved at not having been a party to that particular tragedy.
"I'll be right there, Officer," she said firmly.
 
***
 
Her hands shook a little as she drove the Cavalier over the Peace Bridge back into the United States. Thankfully, it was still early, and the line at customs was short. A tour bus idled up in the queue next to her, and she somehow wasn't surprised to note that it was a Purple Mist. Since yesterday she had noticed two of them driving about, their striking eggplant color making them easy to spot. Like most local tour busses, they shuttled regularly between the U.S. and Canadian falls. But unlike most of the other busses, Purple Mist tours appeared to cater exclusively to foreign tourists. Both of the busses she had seen yesterday had carried Japanese families, while all the occupants of the current bus appeared to be from India. 
A female passenger with a red dot on her forehead stuck a camera up to the bus window and aimed it at the customs booth, and Leigh's mind began to drift to something curious that Ashley had said. She was just about to remember it when the radio station she had been listening to began its newscast. 
"Police have identified the woman whose body was pulled from the base of the horseshoe falls late last night as twenty-three-year-old Ashley Whitener, a resident of Fort Erie, Ontario. Ms. Whitener was employed as an assistant manager at the Niagara Sun Diner in Niagara Falls, Ontario; she was last seen Saturday morning by her roommate as she left their apartment, ostensibly to go running. Investigators have not yet determined whether foul play was involved in Ms. Whitener's death; autopsy results are pending."
Leigh's mind raced. Ashley Whitener. Twenty-three years old. It could be a coincidence, she reasoned. There must be any number of twenty-something Ashleys in the area—there was no reason to assume it was Roger's Ashley. If she hadn't first thought the dead woman was Marjory, it would never even have occurred to her.
She drove on, answering the custom agent's questions mechanically as she continued to convince herself that pink-halter Ashley was still alive, well, and committing adultery without remorse. Why shouldn't she be? She was Roger's choice, after all. It was Marjory he wanted out of the picture. Marjory the confused and disoriented…
Her hands gripped the steering wheel tightly as she navigated the scenic bridge that crossed from mainland New York to Goat Island, suspending cars above a vigorously churning arm of the upper Niagara River. Dangerous rapids surrounded all of Goat Island, a fact which only lent to its beauty and fascination. Throw a floating object from the island in any direction and its destination would be the same—over and down. Way down.
She located the building the officer had directed her to, parked, and jumped out quickly. She was still about fifty yards from the door when a disheveled woman in a bright-colored suit charged out from around the back of the building, running at top speed. Leigh stared at her curiously for a moment before realizing who she was.
"Marjory!" she called out frantically, giving chase. Where were the officers, and how had she given them the slip? Leigh glanced back over her shoulder as she ran, but saw no one. Confused and disoriented indeed. Marjory appeared to have lost it completely, and in this place if somebody didn't stop her soon, she could be in a good deal of danger.
Leigh continued to follow the fleeing woman, calling out her name and begging her to stop. But Marjory flew on, appearing to hear none of it. When they reached the first bridge to the chain of tiny islands known as Three Sisters, Leigh felt an additional wave of panic. Not there, please. Anywhere but there.
On any ordinary occasion, the little islands were one of Leigh's favorite parts of the park. Encased in swirling rapids and edged with huge rocks, the islands had ambience to spare. But for someone out of control and moving fast, they were dangerous as hell.
"Marjory, stop!" Leigh commanded, but she doubted her voice could be heard over the rush of water that ran under the woman's feet on the narrow bridge. Still seeming oblivious to her pursuer, Marjory plowed onto the first island and headed straight across it to the bridge leading to the second. Leigh kept following, nearing her prey only when the woman reached the third island and stopped in her tracks.
Leigh halted a few paces behind her and tried desperately to catch her breath. "Marjory," she panted as soothingly as possible, "Take it easy. You don't need to run any more. Everything will be okay."
A wild-eyed Marjory spun instantly to face her. "Okay? Okay? Of course it's not okay!  My husband is trying to kill me. He's here, right now, somewhere. He tried it once, and he'll try it again. And it's your fault, Samantha. You had no business sleeping with my husband."
Leigh's panic escalated. The officer hadn't been kidding. Marjory was more out of it than she'd thought, and she herself was quite clearly in this situation way over her head. Instinctively she glanced over her shoulder again, hoping to see a posse of law enforcement officers approaching. 
There was no one anywhere, not even another tourist. On a Sunday morning, she shouldn't be surprised.
"I'll beat him to it!" Marjory screamed suddenly, her arms flying. She dashed to the far edge of the island and began scrambling onto the boulders. Passing by one of  several prominent signs that forbade that very activity, Leigh cautiously followed her.
"He wants me to go over the falls," Marjory screeched. "Fine!  I'll go over the falls!" She had made her way to a large rock whose lip hung out well over the rushing water. Looking down at the swirling whitecaps, her face suddenly went pale, and she started to sob. 
With one last-ditch look over her shoulder, Leigh gave up on waiting for rescuers who knew what they were doing. She could handle one little crazy person, couldn't she? She hadn't grown up with the Morton clan for nothing.
"Marjory," she said soothingly, pulling herself carefully onto the near edge of the rock. "It's all right. Just take my hand and climb down. Roger can't hurt you now, I promise."
But the sobbing woman didn't move. She stood stubbornly on the boulder's far edge, her shoulders heaving. Leigh exhaled loudly, then took a few careful steps forward to where she could just touch Marjory's arm.
In an instant Marjory's hand lashed out and grabbed her wrist with surprising strength, swinging her up and farther out onto the rock. The unexpected motion threw Leigh off balance, and as she struggled to get her feet back underneath her, Marjory delivered a deft blow to her shins that sent her reeling again. She could hear a man's voice shouting angrily, "No, not there!" as she felt herself falling down, down into a heavy, freezing soup that struck her body with the force of a blow.
The breath had been knocked out of her, but with the desperateness of any animal that suddenly finds itself unable to breathe, she nevertheless managed to right her body and pull her head above water. Her limbs felt like lead weights as she flailed to get her bearings. Trying to fight the strong downhill current was futile, but the water's horizontal direction was fickle, pulling her first back toward the island, then out again. She fought to keep her head up and her vision clear, concentrating on keeping the land in sight. She knew without thinking that she had gone in at the top of the island rather than the bottom, and that thought kept her going as she paddled her heavy limbs toward it with all her might. 
Only a few seconds had passed before something solid rose up in front of her, and she grasped it for all she was worth. Her face promptly smashed into its side, the sweet texture of tree bark assaulting her bruised lips. She was only a few feet from land now—the fallen tree having stopped her downward movement as the lesser currents helped pull her toward shore. Closer in she could see water only inches deep, sweetly still and placid, as if a toddler could safely splash in it. With the tremendous deeper current still tugging her lower body toward the falls, it was cruel irony.
"Hold on, there," a man's voice called. "Just stay right there and don't move. I'm coming to get you."
The feeling that washed over Leigh should have been relief. Instead, it was a chilling fear. She looked up toward shore again, and in between the endless splashes of water that pelted her eyes, she could easily identify her would-be rescuer. It was Roger. Good old hairy. He had tried to kill his wife, he might very well have killed his girlfriend, and now he was trying to save her.
Don't believe it. She stared at the man who had started to inch his way toward her on the fallen log, and every exhausted muscle of her body begged her to trust him. But her brain insisted on replaying the sound of his voice. One voice, over and over again, until at last Leigh got the message. 
No, not there. It was Roger's voice she had heard just now when Marjory pushed her. And it was Roger's voice, all prim and proper sounding, that had brought her out here in the first place. 
Officer Burnett, indeed.
She had been set up—by both of them. He hadn't yelled at Marjory a moment ago because she was pushing Leigh off a rock, he had yelled at her because she was pushing Leigh off the wrong rock, into a current that might inconveniently bring her right back in. 
Which it had. A situation Roger now had to rectify. 
"Hold on tight," he said soothingly, still inching closer along the log. "I'm almost there."
Leigh studied him out of squinting eyes. She wasn't panicked. She was far beyond that. She was close enough to certain death that cool acceptance was all she had. Roger would reach her in another few seconds. And what would he do then? Pry her hands off the log? Push her head under with his foot?
No—she thought, eyeing his left hand—he would hit her over the head with the socket wrench he was holding. So much cleaner. No unpleasant struggling or screaming, just another unconscious body going over the falls. 
Just like Ashley. Ashley, who had somehow managed to catch on to the shady side of Purple Mist Tours, and had made the fatal mistake of trying to capitalize on it. 
A loaded Nikon. That's what Ashley had mentioned, and what the Indian woman with the camera had somehow made her think of. But Ashley hadn't meant loaded with film, had she? 
Smuggling. That had to be it. Illegal drugs, prescription drugs, magic rhino horn powder—who knew? The tour company would make a perfect front for smuggling virtually anything between the U.S. and Canada; probably without the tourists even knowing about it. No wonder Marjory had hid her decorating tastes behind closed doors. Purple Mist Tours was undoubtedly taking in a whole lot more cash than sightseeing alone could account for.
Enough to kill over.
Leigh looked beyond Roger to where Marjory stood calmly on the bank, all traces of hysteria gone, and the last pieces dropped quickly into place. Roger had never intended to kill his wife. The plans Leigh had overheard at the preserve were just a bunch of nonsense, designed to keep Ashley's mouth shut a little while longer, until he could shut it permanently. Marjory had probably known everything. But neither had counted on a nosey, do-gooding eavesdropper being in the wrong place at the wrong time. 
Roger was at hand, and her fate was in hers. Maybe Marjory had knocked her in accidentally, and maybe Mr. Hairy really was trying to save her. But she didn’t think so. And sometimes, a woman just has to go with her instincts.
Thinking no further, Leigh took a deep breath—and let go. 
The current swept her under almost immediately, and she had to fight her way up again not once but repeatedly, grabbing a breath whenever a patch of air grazed her cheeks. She couldn't see a thing anymore. Seconds passed, and just as she was beginning to say her last prayer, a sharp pain stabbed her left leg, and a jagged protrusion crashed against her rib cage.
Ignoring the numerous pricking pains along her left side, she struggled toward the object. With the help of the current, her body obligingly rolled partway out of the water and onto the half-submerged stump.
Somewhere, a girl's voice screamed, and a boy's voice issued a heretical exclamation. Strong hands pulled Leigh's torso up and off the waterlogged stump, and her legs met dry land. 
"Are you all right?" the boy asked loudly. "Where the hell did you come from?"
Leigh opened her eyes. She focused them first on the face of the handsome, shirtless teen who held her, then on the thin girl beside him, who appeared to be wearing the shirt he had lost. It was the mystique of Niagara, she supposed. There was just something about rushing water, danger, and secluded paths that made people's clothes go missing.
"Hey, you!" the boy called out in the opposite direction. "Can you give us a hand here? This lady's half drowned!" He sat a still-limp Leigh down on solid ground, then turned back to the girl. "Are they coming?"
It took her a second to answer. "No. It looks like they're taking off. How do you like that? Middle-aged couple—too good to get involved."
The boy frowned. "Maybe they're calling an ambulance."
Leigh felt herself smirking. Somehow, she doubted that.
 
***
 
She had just stepped out of a hot bath and into a king-sized terry towel when she heard the door of her hotel suite opening late that afternoon.
"Warren? That you?" she called.
"If it's not, you'd better be surprised," his cheerful voice answered. 
"Ramone left an hour ago," she teased. "I thought he might have forgotten his socks."
"Don't see them," he returned casually. "So what have you been up to all day? Finish reading your novel?"
"Not exactly," she answered, slipping out of the towel and into a clean outfit. 
"Did you hear what happened at Goat Island this morning?" he asked through the bathroom door. "Another person almost went over the falls—that's two since we got here. This time it was a tourist."
Leigh paused a moment. "Do tell."
"Word from the locals is that someone stumbled onto a major smuggling ring the authorities have been trying to locate for months. Apparently a tour company called Purple Mist had been funneling illegal drugs from Asia into the United States through Canadian customs. The police figure their people were posing as tourists and hiding the drugs in camera equipment. Somehow, one of the real tourists picked up on it and threatened to expose them, and got tossed into the Niagara River for her trouble."
"Bummer," Leigh replied, opening the door.
"The owners are being blamed for the death of the woman who went over the falls last night, too," he finished. She walked out into the room, and his eyes widened in alarm. "Leigh!" he said with concern. "What happened to your face?"
She reached a hand up and touched the nasty bruise she'd received from log number one. "Well," she began, looking around for another of the five Mr. Big candy bars she'd bought for herself at the hotel gift shop. "It's like this…"
 
 
***
 
 
Enjoy all five mysteries in the Leigh Koslow Mystery Series: Never Buried, Never Sorry, Never Preach Past Noon, Never Kissed Goodnight, and Never Tease a Siamese, available now as e-books! To find out more about these and other books by Edie Claire, including her novels of classic romantic suspense and comedic stage plays, visit  www.edieclaire.com , or email the author at edieclaire@juno.com. Thanks for reading!
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