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Endgate Island
Flo Fitzpatrick

Chapter One

“An explosion demolished the front door, sending missiles of flaming molten glass and bits of metal across the porch.
Black smoke. So heavy. The weight of an iron planter in my hands.
A figure on the floor.
“Fire. Get up.”
“Trying…”
Heat. Too much heat. Cloying smoke.
Screams.
Trapped.
***

“May I take your tray?”
I blinked. “Beg pardon?”
“Your tray. I’ll get it out of your way if you’re finished.”
“Oh. Sure. Sorry. I was zoning. Thanks.”
The flight attendant piled my tray on top of several others and headed down the aisle.
A vision. A waking nightmare. Something rising from an odd place in my mind. A future event? It hadn’t happened and—with any luck—never would.
After locking the tray holder into the seat in front of me, I reached down, grabbed my bag, and pulled out the e-mail printout, which I read for about the tenth time in the past three days. Sent as a mass mailing, as if it were nothing more than a simple job notice to scene designers around the country:
Currently hiring set and lighting designer for dinner theatre. Tentative production of the mystery Blood on the Bayou. Endgate Island[…]”
Again, I read her e-mail with the underlying message screaming: “Teddie, I need you. Please come. Help.”

Chapter Two
Double French doors opened into the main parlor of Sugarberry Terrace. As a theatrical designer, I was hyperaware of my surroundings and the different fixtures, colors, and furnishings used to set a mood. The parlor here at the house on First Avenue was a cacophony of styles that jangled, annoyed, and amused. I sensed Southern matriarchs had, for generations, attempted to provide a magnolia-laden sweetness in their décor with the prominent floral drapes on the windows, staid portraits of ancestors on the walls, a rolltop desk topped with numerous vases and little knickknacks, and the floral sofa and chair sets. The ladies had been thwarted by subsequent generations putting their own stamp with funky paintings of scenes of New Orleans during Mardi Gras, and Cajun gators on the wall gazing down on wrought-iron tables and chairs and Victorian streetlamps.
My first quick scan of the room revealed no hint of Jenny’s style. She preferred clean, sparse lines and neutral colors of gray, cream, and soft sage. Not this hodgepodge clash of centuries and sensibilities. Seeing the mix disturbed me. Disturbed rose to agitation when a wave of recognition about the room hit me. I was taking deep breaths, trying to objectively analyze what was familiar and why I felt I’d been here before when my focus was drawn to the trio of men in the room.
Two of the men were standing together conversing about something clearly unpleasant. The shorter of the two, who was still at least six feet tall, and a stunningly handsome man in his early forties, with a weary charm, spotted me and weaved his way around an ornate sofa, a marble coffee table, and two marble end tables until he reached me. 
He held out his hand. Eyes the color of ripe blueberries held more than a hint of surprise. “You’re Teddie Grant? Sorry, don’t mean to sound chauvinistic, but I’d expected a man.”
“No problem. I get it all the time. And yes, I’m Teddie.”
“Nice to meet you. I’m Michael Laurent, Jenny’s husband.”
Apparently, when Jenny mentioned her best friend and ex-roomie to Michael, she’d referred to me as Theodosia. She was the only person in the world to call me by my proper name.
I turned to the second man now making his way toward us. He exuded an almost animalistic vibe mixed with any icy control and sharp intelligence I found a bit off-putting.
“Teddie, this is Zach Prideaux. He’s an island native, in the construction business. He’ll be helping with renovations at whatever house we end up with for the theater, assuming it all comes together.”
Zach took my hand and kissed it, which was way too Southern evern for a Texas native, but fun in a corny way. “Please feel free to come to me with any questions on beam supports or knocking down walls, or the best AC and heating systems needed for an old house currently equipped with window units and radiators.”
I avoided drowning in the sexy New Orleans accent and dark hazel eyes holding a mix of mystery and a flirtatious charm.
“Thanks, Zach. I appreciate the offer.”
A smooth baritone voice rang out from across the room. “You can take it up with Zach after you and I discuss it. I’m Eric Desmarais. I’ll be directing what’s currently a tentative production of Blood on the Bayou.”
Mr. Desmarais was seated at an antique piano in the corner next to a set of louvered windows. There was a timeless quality about him, and I thought, I can imagine him in this room wearing clothes better suited to two hundred or a hundred years ago.  Yet he seemed much in the present. Sheer blazing good looks and an air of wit mixed with a dash of arrogance and delightful mischief. His dark skin highlighted the lightness of his ivy eyes, and as he glanced up and met my gaze, a flash of recognition hit with such force I had to fight to keep focused on any discussion of theatres. This was the man who’d taken a lead role in the frightening vision I’d had on the plane, I was somehow sure of it. But…there was more. A familiarity I couldn’t pin down.
Along with the huge helping of déjà vu or clairvoyance came a medley of tunes over the last sixty years or so about love at first sight, followed closely by images of this man wearing faded and torn work clothes, as if he’d been outside working under the sun, taking my hand in his and whispering something only I could hear. I blinked and forced myself to come back to the present.
Mr. Desmarais didn’t rise to greet me. I knew who he was from seeing his name on numerous programs for Broadway shows and hearing how fabulous he was to work with, but this was my first chance to meet him in person. My first thought was, Great. Another gorgeous but rude director. Can’t even get up long enough to come over and shake my hand. My second thought, based on his comment about checking with him first, was he might be annoyed having an unknown female designer invade his territory. Third and most worrisome was whether he’d heard the rumors started by my ex-boyfriend, Colin Barrow, hinting in a less-than-subtle way that Ms. Teddie Grant hadn’t done the designs for Measures of Light, but stolen from Mr. Barrow himself. The love songs floating through my head quickly changed to sad and trite country n’ western ditties about betrayal.
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