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      We seem to have reached the sixth book in this series very quickly.  Maybe that’s because I’m having such fun writing about Fenella and Mona.  I have a great many more adventures planned for them.  The books don’t need to be read in order, but the characters and their relationships do change and develop throughout the series.

      This series primarily uses American English, as Fenella grew up and spent most of her life in the US.  When characters from the UK or the Isle of Man speak, however, they do so in British English.  (At least that’s my plan.  I can’t promise I don’t make mistakes.)

      This is a work of fiction and all of the characters within it are products of the author’s imagination.  Any resemblance they may bear to any real persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.  The shops, restaurants, and other businesses mentioned in the story are also fictional creations.  While the historical sites and landmarks mentioned are all real, the events that take place within them are fictional.

      The Isle of Man is, of course, a real place.  A UK crown dependency, this wonderful island was my home for over ten years, and I hope to return there one day.

      All of my contact details are available in the back of the book.  I have a fun Facebook page (Diana Xarissa), a monthly newsletter, and I can also be reached by snail mail.  I really would love to hear from you!
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      What exciting things are you doing this week?” Shelly Quirk asked her friend as they strolled together down the Douglas promenade.

      “I’m seeing Doncan Quayle to talk about Mona’s estate,” Fenella Woods replied.  “I’m not sure that qualifies as exciting, but it’s something that needs doing.  I’m not sure why, but I’ve been putting it off.”

      “I hope there’s lots more money than you think,” Shelly said.  “Maybe there will be enough that you won’t feel intimidated by Donald Donaldson anymore.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I’m pretty sure there’s more money in Mona’s estate than I initially thought, but there isn’t enough money in the world to stop me feeling intimidated by that man.”

      Shelly shook her head.  “I don’t really understand why.  I know he’s rich and worldly and sophisticated, but you’re smart and beautiful and you aren’t exactly poor.  What is it about Donald that worries you?”

      “Everything?” Fenella made the reply a question, which made Shelly laugh.

      “And yet you’re having dinner with him tonight.”

      “Yes, but I think I might tell him I don’t want to see him anymore after tonight,” Fenella said with a sigh.  “I just don’t think our relationship is going anywhere.”

      “And then there’s Daniel,” Shelly suggested.

      “Who will be away for the rest of this month and part of next,” Fenella replied sadly.

      “How are things between you and Peter?”

      “Fine, but I think we’re just friends.”

      Shelly shook her head.  “Your love life isn’t going very well at the moment, is it?” she asked gently.

      “It’s fine,” Fenella assured her.  “I didn’t leave my old life behind because I wanted to find romance on the other side of the Atlantic Ocean.  I can be perfectly happy on my own.”

      “Of course you can.  So can I,” Shelly said firmly.

      “How’s Gordon?” Fenella asked.

      Shelly flushed.  “He’s fine.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “It means I still don’t know if we’re just friends, or if we’re moving towards a relationship, or what,” Shelly sighed.  “John’s been gone for almost a year, and Gordon and I have been spending time together for a few months now, but I really don’t know where I stand with him.”

      “So ask him.”

      “I can’t.  It would be awkward and awful, especially if he does just want to be friends.  Besides, I don’t want to ruin our friendship.  If that’s all he’s looking for, I’m okay with that, truly I am.”

      “Why not just tell him exactly what you just told me?”

      “It isn’t that easy.  I really like him, and if I’m honest, I think I might like to try being more than friends.  I’m not ready to sleep with him or anything, but I wouldn’t mind a good night kiss now and again.”

      “You need to talk to the man.  He can’t read your mind.  He’s probably just taking things very slowly because he knows you were widowed so recently.  He wouldn’t be spending as much time with you as he does if he weren’t interested.”

      “Maybe he’s just lonely.  He’s been on his own for years.  Maybe he’s just enjoying having someone to spend time with, just as friends.”

      Fenella thought about arguing further, but she was interrupted by a cacophony of barking.  She turned around.

      “Winston and Fiona, how lovely to see you both,” she told the large and small dogs who were straining at their leashes.

      “They saw you from the opposite end of the promenade and nearly pulled my arm out of its socket trying to get to you,” Harvey Garus said with a laugh.

      Fenella and Shelly both fussed over the dogs as they chatted with the elderly man who lived in the apartment building next door to their own.  Fenella had looked after both dogs for a short while in June and she still felt sometimes that her apartment was too quiet without them.

      “And now we must go and see Mr. Stone,” Harvey told them, referring to the local veterinarian.  “They’re both having their annual checks.”

      “They both look happy and healthy to me,” Fenella said.  “But good luck anyway.”

      She and Shelly watched as the trio walked away from them.

      “Should we turn around and keep going or just walk home?” Shelly asked after a moment.

      “Let’s keep going.  I need the exercise,” Fenella replied.  “I’ve put on five pounds since I moved here and I’m sure I’ll put on more if I don’t start being more careful.”

      “Five pounds doesn’t seem very much.  You’ve been here for over six months.  That’s less than a pound a month.”

      “That’s why I want to get it off now, before it takes up permanent residence.  I’d hate to find that Mona’s clothes stop fitting.”

      Fenella had moved to the Isle of Man in March when she’d learned that she’d inherited her Aunt Mona’s estate.  The gorgeous apartment that she now owned had also come with a wardrobe full of her aunt’s fabulous clothes.  So far, everything Fenella had tried from the collection had fitted her perfectly.

      “That would be awful,” Shelly agreed.  “I still can’t believe the three dresses you’ve given me from her collection actually fit me.  Mona and I were rather different sizes.”

      “I’m just glad you found a few things that you liked in the wardrobe.  There’s far too much in there for me to ever wear.  I’m starting to think that Mona never wore the same outfit twice.”

      Shelly looked thoughtful for a minute.  “You may be right.  She always looked so fabulous that I rarely noticed exactly what she was wearing, but now that you mention it, I don’t recall ever seeing her in the same outfit twice.”

      “It looks as if it might rain,” Fenella said a moment later as dark clouds began to drift into view.

      “It wasn’t meant to rain today.  But what shall we talk about now?  We’ve talked too much about Gordon.  Let’s talk about the men in your life.”

      Fenella laughed.  “We talked about them quite enough earlier,” she said firmly.  “I don’t know that any of them actually qualify as men in my life, anyway.”

      “Donald would very much like to be the only man in your life,” Shelly suggested.

      “Well, that isn’t going to happen.  Like I said, tonight I’m probably going to tell him that I don’t think we should keep seeing one another.”

      “He isn’t going to take it well.  He seems quite attracted to you.”

      “I wish I knew why.  I can’t possibly be his type.  He must have much younger and much more beautiful women throwing themselves at him all the time.  I can’t imagine what he sees in me.”

      “You’re being too modest,” Shelly told her.  “Maybe Donald has finally grown tired of spending his time with younger women.  Maybe he’s finally looking for a proper adult with brains as well as beauty.”

      “Maybe, or maybe he’s just playing with me because he’s bored.”

      “Also a possibility,” Shelly admitted.  “But with Daniel away, you may as well have some fun with Donald, anyway.  Donald does take you to the nicest places.”

      “Yes, but, well, he simply isn’t right for me,” Fenella sighed.  “Or maybe I’m just missing Daniel and remembering him as far more perfect than he actually is.”

      “Oh, he isn’t perfect,” Shelly laughed.  “But he is gorgeous.  He’s divorced, though, so there must be some things about him that aren’t so good.”

      “I think his job may have been a large factor in his divorce.”

      “It isn’t easy being married to a police inspector, I’m sure.”

      Fenella nodded.  “It isn’t easy just dating one, especially when he gets sent away on a course for months on end.”

      “Are you staying in touch?”

      “I get the odd text, but I feel strange about texting him.”

      “Maybe he feels the same way.  Maybe he’d like to text you every day but he feels weird about it.  What you need now is to get caught up in another murder investigation.  He’d be in touch quickly if that happened.”

      “Don’t even joke about that,” Fenella said.  “The last thing I want to do is get caught up in any more murder investigations.  Or any police investigations of any kind, for that matter.”

      Since Fenella had been on the island, she’d found more than her fair share of dead bodies and been tangled up in other cases as well.  She didn’t want to talk to Daniel badly enough to want to go through all of that again.

      “I suppose you’re right.  Murder investigations are never pleasant.”

      “No, they aren’t.  But at least every time I’ve been mixed up in one, the case has been solved.  I was watching a show about unsolved mysteries on television last night.  That would be worse.  The show gave me nightmares.”

      “You shouldn’t watch telly late at night,” Shelly suggested.

      “Yeah, I know, but I couldn’t sleep.”

      “Are you okay?”

      “I’m just worried about tonight, I think,” Fenella sighed.  “Donald has been very patient with me, but I’m not ready to sleep with him.  It will be easier to simply stop seeing him.”

      “Should we talk about what’s really bothering you?”

      Fenella frowned at her.  “What do you mean?”

      “When is your driving test?”

      “Monday,” Fenella said softly.  She’d been doing everything she could to forget that little fact.  She’d driven in the US for over thirty years without a single accident or even so much as a parking ticket, but she’d had great trouble with driving on the island.  Having never driven a stick shift before, learning that had been a difficult challenge.  It hadn’t helped that she’d felt as if she were on the wrong side of the car on the wrong side of the road for the first few months of lessons.

      “Mel wouldn’t tell you take the test if he didn’t think you were ready,” Shelly said encouragingly.

      “Maybe he’s just tired of trying to teach me.  Maybe he reckons that if I fail, I’ll give up.”

      “Will you?”

      “I’d be tempted to, that’s for sure.”

      “But then you’d never be able to drive Mona’s car.”

      Fenella sighed.  Mona had left behind a gorgeous little red sports car.  It was totally unlike anything Fenella had ever driven before, and she was surprised how badly she wanted to zip all over the island in it.  “It’s the middle of August and it still isn’t warm enough to drive it with the top down,” she told Shelly after a moment.

      “Mona drove with the top down whenever it wasn’t raining.  She never minded the temperature.”

      That news didn’t surprise Fenella.  She’d learned a lot about her aunt since she’d been on the island.  Mona had been glamorous, gorgeous, and irresistible to men.  The car was part of her image, along with the designer clothes and expensive apartment.

      “First I have to pass the test, then maybe I’ll have a go at driving Mona’s car.  Mel thinks I should take the test twice, anyway, and simply think of this first attempt as a practice run.”

      “That’s probably a good idea.  If you assume you’re going to fail, you can relax more, right?”

      “In theory, but maybe not in practice,” Fenella muttered.

      Shelly leaned over and put an arm around Fenella’s shoulders.  She squeezed briefly before dropping her arm.  “It isn’t that bad, really.  You’ll be fine.  You can always just get an automatic license, anyway.  That would be easier.”

      “I know, but then I wouldn’t be able to drive Mona’s car.”  Drivers in the UK and the island could take their driving tests in cars with either a manual or automatic transmission.  If you passed in an automatic car, though, you were only licensed to drive cars with automatic transmissions.  Of course, Mona’s sexy red car had a manual transmission.

      “We’d just have to go car shopping, then.”

      “And I’d end up with something practical and boring, because I always do.”

      “Not if you took me with you.  I’d talk you into something cute or sporty or whatever you wanted.”

      “What I want is something practical, really, but that doesn’t mean that I don’t love Mona’s car,” Fenella sighed.  “I’ll probably drive it once or twice and then trade it in for something larger with more seats and more trunk space.  But it would be nice, just for a few hours, to feel like the sort of woman who would own a totally impractical car.”

      “You already own it,” Shelly pointed out.

      “Yeah, but it isn’t doing me any good parked in the garage under our building.”

      “You could always have Mel give you a lesson or two in it, if you really want to drive it but don’t feel ready to take your test.”

      Fenella nodded, even though she didn’t agree.  There was no way she could explain to Shelly how she felt about Mona’s car.  There was also no way she wanted her first time behind its wheel to be with a driving instructor in the passenger seat.  Mona’s car represented a completely different lifestyle to what Fenella had left behind in Buffalo, New York.  While she was still settling into her new life on the island, Fenella was pretty sure she was still just as boring and unadventurous as she’d always been.  Mona’s car was the exact opposite of boring.

      They were nearly back at their apartment building.  A huge truck was parked in front of the building.

      “Right-Start Movers,” Shelly read off the back of the truck.  “I’ve never heard of them.  They must be from across.”

      Island residents referred to the UK as “across,” a term that Fenella had already started using herself.  “Whoever it is, they seem to have a lot of stuff.”

      “Yes, and they aren’t meant to be parked there, either.  Residents and moving companies are meant to use the back entrance for moving in and out of the building.”

      As she and Shelly crossed the road, Fenella glanced curiously into the truck through the large open door.  Neatly stacked boxes lined the walls, and furniture, all of it carefully wrapped in blankets, filled every available inch of the space.  Two men were standing near the door.  They were both busy on their mobile phones.

      “You know you aren’t meant to park that here,” Shelly said to one of them.  “I’m not trying to tell you what to do, I just wanted to warn you.”

      “Yeah, we’ve been warned six times now,” one of the men snarled at her.  “Not our problem.  We turned up where we were told to be.  We can move if we have to, but it’ll cost more.”

      Shelly shrugged.  “Good luck.”

      “Gentlemen, I’m afraid we do have a problem,” a cultured voice said.

      Fenella and Shelly watched as a tall grey-haired man stepped off the curb toward the men.  At first glance he appeared to be around forty, but as he got closer to Fenella, she added first ten and then twenty years to her earlier estimate.  The unnatural smoothness of his face suggested that he’d had some sort of work done, but his hair was completely grey, which seemed at odds with altered face somehow.  Fenella had always purchased suits for her former boyfriend, so she knew quality when she saw it.  The dark grey suit the man was wearing had been tailor-made for him, and Fenella suspected that even Donald Donaldson would have agreed that the fabric and workmanship were excellent.

      “We have to move,” one of the men guessed.

      “I’m afraid so.  Apparently there is a rear entrance.  We are not permitted to park on the street here,” the grey-haired man replied.

      “It’ll cost extra, but we’ll move,” the moving man replied.

      “I’m not worried about a bit of extra expense, not at this point,” the grey-haired man told him.  “You should go and talk to the building manager and make certain you know where you’re going, though.  I’ll not pay for you to drive my things all over the island.”

      The moving man shrugged and then climbed out of the back of the truck and walked into the building.  Shelly and Fenella followed.  Neither spoke until they were on the elevator.

      “Well, that was interesting,” Shelly said.  “It appears we’re getting new neighbors.”

      “There was something odd about that man,” Fenella replied.

      “I believe he’s had too much cosmetic work done, but his suit was fabulous.”

      “I can’t argue with that.  I wonder which apartment he’s purchased.”

      “It can only be one of two,” Shelly told her.  “The couple in 406 decided to move down south a few months ago.  I hadn’t heard that they’d sold their flat yet, but that’s one possibility.  The other possibility is 312.  My friend who owned that one passed away, but I was told that his son was going to be moving in there.”

      “Maybe that’s the son,” Fenella suggested.

      “I suppose that’s possible.  I thought his son lived on the island, though.  That man was clearly from across.”

      “Just because the truck was from across?”

      “That’s part of it, but he also just seemed, well, not from here.”

      The elevator doors pinged as they opened on the sixth floor.  Fenella was looking at Shelly as she stepped forward, right into the man who was waiting for the elevator.

      “My goodness, I am sorry,” she said quickly.

      “It’s quite all right,” Peter Cannell laughed, his blue eyes twinkling as he slid his arms around Fenella.  “I’ll just assume you wanted a hug.”

      Fenella hugged him back and then stepped away from him, feeling slightly awkward.  She’d had a series of long-term relationships when she’d lived in New York, but now that she was on the island, she’d found herself dating three different men at the same time.  The entire situation felt oddly uncomfortable to her, even though none of the men involved seemed to mind.  Peter, her next-door neighbor, was one of the men.

      “You look especially handsome today,” Shelly told Peter, whose salt and pepper hair looked as if it had just been cut.

      “Why, thank you,” he said, giving Shelly a hug as well.  “I’m having lunch with my former wife and I thought I should make an effort.”

      “Which former wife?” Shelly asked.

      Peter flushed.  “My first wife,” he said.  “I don’t have any contact with my second wife.  We’re both happier that way.”

      “It’s nice that you and your first wife are still friends,” Fenella said.

      “Well, I’m not sure that I’d put it quite that way, but I’m trying,” Peter told her.  “I treated the poor woman quite badly, really.  I’m still trying to make it up to her.”

      As Peter boarded the elevator, Fenella and Shelly walked down the corridor to their apartments.  “Do you want me to come over and help you find something to wear tonight?” Shelly asked at Fenella’s door.

      “Oh, yes, please.”

      “I’ll just give Smokey her lunch and I’ll be over.”

      “I’ll make us some lunch, shall I?” Fenella offered.

      “Don’t go to any trouble.”

      “I have a frozen pizza I could do with some garlic bread,” Fenella suggested.  “I want to make sure I eat something fairly substantial in case I don’t like anything at the party tonight.”

      “That’s probably wise.  Charity events can have wonderful food or completely inedible food, depending on the budget.”

      “As Donald is going, I suspect the budget for the event is substantial, only because they’ll be expecting the guests to donate generously, but the last time I went to one of these things they only had the food out for about twenty minutes before the auction started.  I want to make sure I’m not going to be starving all night, at the very least.”

      “That’s probably for the best,” Shelly laughed.  She let herself into her apartment, leaving Fenella to open her own door.

      “Hello, darling,” she said to Katie, the tiny kitten who had adopted her right after her arrival on the island.

      “Meerow,” Katie replied.  She rubbed against Fenella’s legs and then let Fenella pet her for a moment before dashing into the kitchen.  Before Fenella had even slipped off her shoes, Katie began to shout loudly.

      “I know, I know.  It’s time for your lunch.  Shelly and I were having a nice walk and I didn’t want to rush back,” Fenella explained.  “And we saw Harvey with Winston and Fiona, as well.”

      “How are those lovely animals?” a cool voice asked from behind Fenella’s back.

      She spun around and smiled at the woman in the doorway.  “They’re fine,” she replied.  For a brief moment Fenella wondered if she’d completely lost her mind.  The woman she was talking to was either a figment of her imagination or the ghost of her dead Aunt Mona.  She wasn’t sure which explanation was crazier, really.

      “I quite miss having them around,” Mona said.  “You should offer to have them for a few days again.  The flat felt warmer with dogs in residence.”

      “Meeroooww,” Katie said in an injured tone.

      “Don’t argue, you two,” Fenella said.  She opened a can of food for Katie and refilled her water bowl as well, before switching on the oven for the pizza.

      “Where is Donald taking you tonight?” Mona asked.

      “Another charity fundraiser, where else?” Fenella sighed.

      “If you want him to take you to more interesting places, you’ll have to start being more interesting,” Mona suggested.

      “You mean I should sleep with him,” Fenella said flatly.

      “I’m sure he’d take you to Paris for a weekend if he thought you’d do so.”

      “I don’t want to go to Paris for a weekend.”

      “Really?”

      Fenella sighed again.  “No, not really.  I’d love to go to Paris for a weekend, but I don’t want to go with Donald.  I’m not ready to sleep with anyone other than Katie.  I was with Jack for too long.”

      “That was true after your first date,” Mona told her.

      “Yes, I know, but that doesn’t change anything.”

      Fenella had spent ten long years with Jack Dawson.  He’d been a history professor at the same university that she’d first attended and then taught at herself.  It had never been a great romance, but it had been comfortable, and there were times when Fenella missed the man who’d known her well.  Mostly, though, she was grateful that her move to the island had given her the push she’d needed to end the relationship that was going nowhere.  They’d been more like brother and sister than lovers, especially in the past few years, and Fenella was terrified of the idea of being intimate with anyone again.

      “You could simply go to Paris by yourself,” Mona suggested.  “Maybe you’d meet a wonderful Frenchman.”

      “I don’t want to meet anyone else.  I’m quite happy on my own.”

      “Waiting impatiently for Daniel to get back.”

      “I’m not waiting for him,” Fenella snapped.  “I don’t even miss him, not really.”

      “You shouldn’t lie to your Aunt Mona.  It isn’t nice.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “Daniel may have met another woman on his course or at the grocery store or anywhere.  I like him a lot, but that doesn’t mean we’re going to end up together.”

      Mona looked as if she wanted to argue, but she pressed her lips together and then smiled.  “Let’s talk about more important things.  How do I look?”

      “The same as ever, really.  Young, beautiful, slightly transparent.”

      Mona nodded.  “I was considering aging a little bit more.  My thirties were incredibly wonderful.  I thought maybe I should try being thirty-five again.”

      “If that will make you happy, why not?”

      “I thought it might discourage a certain young ghost who’s become rather too attached to me, as well,” Mona said.

      “Really?”

      “The poor young man crashed his car on the promenade right outside of the building,” Mona explained.  “He mostly spends his time wandering around the lobby, watching everyone as they come in and out, but he’s rather too attentive to me at the moment.  Max is quite annoyed.”

      Fenella nodded.  Mona loved to tease her about life in the afterworld.  What she was saying now might be true or it might just be Mona making things up.  “You don’t want to upset Max,” she suggested.

      Mona nodded.  “That’s very true.  I owe Max so very much.”

      Maxwell Martin had owned the luxury hotel that had become the apartment building where Fenella lived.  As Fenella understood it, Mona had been involved with Max for many years.  Initially, she’d occupied a room in the hotel, but when the building had been converted into apartments, Max had given Mona the largest and most luxurious one in the building.  Mona had said before that she and Max were able to spend time together again now that they were both dead, but again, Fenella wasn’t sure if she was telling the truth or not.

      “I suppose I must go and see what I can do,” Mona sighed.  “Wear the blue dress tonight, the one with the dark blue skirt and the lighter blue top.  It will be perfect with Donald’s tie.”

      “How do you…” Fenella began, but her aunt faded away before she could even finish the question.  When Shelly rang the doorbell a minute later, Fenella was still annoyed with Mona.

      “That was delicious,” Shelly said a short while later, pushing her empty plate away from her.  “I ate far too much, of course, but I can’t seem to resist pizza or garlic bread.”

      “Me, either,” Fenella sighed.  “I’ll have to walk the promenade twice tomorrow.”

      “But now you have to find something to wear for tonight.  I just love going through Mona’s things.  I never seem to see the same dress twice, even though we must have seen everything by now, mustn’t we?”

      “I don’t know.  It does seem as if more clothes are in there every time I open the door,” Fenella admitted.  That was just one more thing about Mona and the apartment that Fenella couldn’t explain.

      Shelly began to flip through the dresses, sighing over nearly every one of them.  Eventually she stopped.  “This one,” she said, pulling out a dress that Fenella was certain she’d never seen before.  The top was a soft blue, but the color darkened very gradually as it moved down the bodice.  By the time it reached the waist, it was a dark blue that got darker and darker all the way to the floor.

      “It’s gorgeous,” Fenella said grudgingly.  This had to be the dress that Mona had mentioned.  Fenella had been hoping she wouldn’t like it.  “I wonder if it will fit.”

      Of course, it fit perfectly, showcasing Fenella’s curves while making her appear more slender than she felt, especially after eating half of the pizza and more than half of the garlic bread.  Mona always had matching shoes and handbags for everything in her wardrobe.  It only took Fenella a moment to find them both.

      “Perfect.  Donald will love it,” Shelly told her.  “Do you want to leave Katie with me tonight, in case Donald stays over?”

      Fenella felt herself turning fuchsia as she shook her head.  “He isn’t staying over,” she said firmly.

      “Do you want to leave Katie with me anyway, in case it’s a late night?” Shelly asked.  “Smokey would love the company, I’m sure.”

      Fenella was about to shake her head again, but before she did so, Katie dashed into the room.  Shelly picked her up and gave her a cuddle.  “Do you want to stay with Aunty Shelly tonight?” she cooed at Katie.  “You and Smokey could play together all night and then snuggle up with me at bedtime.”

      “Mmerrooww,” Katie said happily.

      “There, you see?  Katie wants to stay with me tonight,” Shelly said.

      Fenella laughed.  “It seems more like you want Katie to stay with you tonight than the other way around.”

      “Either way, it will be fun for me and Smokey.  Gordon is tied up at work, so we can curl up and watch telly, just the girls.”

      “If you’re sure you want her, you may have her, but not because Donald will be staying here.”

      Shelly had some errands to run, so Fenella pretended to work on her book for a few hours.  When she’d first moved to the island, Fenella had been excited to think that she could finally write the book she’d always wanted to write.  Unfortunately, actually putting words to the pages of the fictionalized autobiography of Anne Boleyn that she’d always planned was proving harder than she’d expected.  One of the reasons why she was looking forward to talking to her lawyer, Doncan Quayle, was so that she could find out exactly how much money she had.  If it was enough to support her for the rest of her life, maybe she wouldn’t bother writing the book after all.

      When it was nearly time to get ready for her evening out, she headed next door with Katie.

      “Here you are,” she said when Shelly opened the door.  She handed the cat to Shelly.  “One rambunctious kitten who will make your life miserable.”

      Shelly laughed.  “I love having her, and she definitely doesn’t make my life miserable.”

      Fenella followed Shelly into the apartment and the pair watched as Katie and Smokey, a somewhat older and more refined animal, chased each other in circles for several minutes.  When Smokey stopped and curled up for a nap, Katie jumped into Shelly’s lap.

      “I suppose that means I should go,” Fenella laughed.  “I’ll let myself out.”

      Shelly picked up Katie and followed Fenella to the door.  “I’ll bring her over around midday tomorrow,” she said.  “That way you can sleep late if you want to.”

      “Midday is noon, right?” Fenella checked.

      Shelly laughed.  “It is, yes.”

      As Fenella reached for the doorknob, someone knocked on the door.

      Shelly shrugged.  “I’m not expecting anyone.  I hope they aren’t selling something.”

      Fenella was surprised to see the grey-haired man in the expensive suit standing at Shelly’s door.  He glanced at her and then looked over at Shelly.

      “You must be Michelle,” he said.  “Although John told me that everyone always calls you Shelly.  I’m Lance Thomas.  I’m sure John’s mentioned me.  I can’t wait to see him again.”

      Shelly stared at the man and then slowly shook her head as the color drained from her face.
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      Fenella took Shelly’s arm.  “Are you okay?” she asked.

      The man in the doorway frowned.  “I’m sorry.  Have I upset you in some way?  I certainly didn’t intend to do that.  I should have rung John and told him that I was coming across.  I had a job tracking you down as it was, but I never imagined that you’d move house.  John always told me he loved that house.”

      As even more color drained from Shelly’s face, Fenella only just stopped herself from slamming the door in the man’s face.  “Enough,” she said harshly.  “I don’t think this is a good time for a visit.”

      “No, it’s fine,” Shelly said softly.  “I was just surprised, that’s all.  I thought that all of John’s friends knew.”

      “Knew?  Knew what?” the stranger demanded.

      “John passed away, well, just about a year ago now.  I’m doing my best to not think about the anniversary of his death, actually, which is just a few weeks from now,” Shelly said.

      Fenella put her arm around her friend.  “We’ll spend the day together,” she promised.  “With the cats and wine and chocolate.”

      “And ice cream,” Shelly added, giving Fenella a small smile.

      “John’s dead?” Lance repeated slowly.  “I can’t believe I wasn’t notified.”

      “It was in the local paper,” Shelly said.  “And I rang everyone in John’s address book.  His office let all of his work colleagues know.”

      “How did you know John?” Fenella asked.

      “We were friends many, many years ago now,” Lance said with a sigh.  “I’m afraid we’d rather lost touch recently, however.  I never thought I would want to move back to the island and I was, well, careless about my friendships here.  I was stupid enough to think that I had all the time in the world to amend that, of course.”

      Shelly nodded.  “I’m sorry that I had to break the news to you.”

      Lance shook his head.  “It is I who is sorry,” he said.  “I shouldn’t have turned up here unannounced as I have.  I certainly didn’t mean to upset you in this way.  I am incredibly sorry, actually.”

      “It’s fine,” Shelly told him.

      “But it isn’t fine at all,” Lance said.  “I was so looking forward to seeing John and meeting you that I never even gave any thought to how rude I was being, just showing up on your doorstep.  I was even proud of myself for tracking you down once I’d learned that you weren’t still at the old address I had for John.  I should have realized, when I saw the directory listing in just your name, that, well, things had changed, but I haven’t been on the island in twenty years or more and I couldn’t resist the idea of surprising my old friend.”

      “I’m sure he would have been happy to see you,” Shelly said.  “John loved surprises.”

      “Really?” Lance laughed.  “When we were younger, he never seemed that fond of them, but maybe he changed as he grew older.”

      Shelly nodded slowly.  “When did you say you knew him?”

      “We grew up near one another in Douglas,” Lance explained.  “And we suffered through school together.  We talked about going to the same university as well, but in the end we went in different directions.”

      “And you moved off the island?” Fenella asked.

      “Really, I never came back after university.  I went to Oxford and found that I liked it there very much.  I ran a series of successful businesses there until recently.”

      “And now you’re back on the island for a visit?” was Fenella’s next question.

      “Oh, no, I’m not visiting.  I’ve moved back, right into this building, actually.  I’d have preferred a flat on the highest floor, but for now I’ve taken what was available, which is on the third floor,” Lance replied.

      Fenella exchanged glances with Shelly.  There was something she didn’t like about Lance, but that may have been mostly because he’d unsettled Shelly so much.

      “Look at the time,” Shelly gasped.  “You have to get ready for your party,” she told Fenella.

      Fenella glanced at her watch and then frowned.  She had less than an hour to grab a shower, get dressed, and do her hair and makeup.  There wasn’t any way she could skimp on anything, either, not for an event with Donald.

      “I should get out of your way, then,” Lance said.  “But I do hope that I’ll get to see you again,” he told Shelly.

      “Um, maybe,” she replied, looking desperately at Fenella.

      “I don’t mean to be pushy or anything,” Lance replied quickly.  “But when you and John were first married, he used to send me letters all about you.  I’ve heard so many stories about you that I feel as if I already know you.  Maybe we could have lunch together one day this week?”

      “Maybe,” Shelly said.  “Let me give you my number.  You can ring me.”

      She turned and walked over to the nearby table and found a pen and some paper.  Fenella never stopped watching Lance as he stood in the corridor.  He seemed amused by her scrutiny.

      “Here,” Shelly said a moment later, handing Lance a slip of paper.  “That’s the number for my flat.  I have an answering machine if I’m not in.”

      “Excellent.  I’ll ring you as soon as I get settled in my new flat.  I’d love to buy you lunch, anywhere you’d like.  Your friend is welcome to join us as well,” he said, nodding toward Fenella.

      “That would be nice,” Shelly said.

      Fenella and Shelly both watched as Lance turned and walked back down the corridor.  Once he’d boarded the elevator and the doors had shut, Fenella pulled Shelly into a hug.  Smokey and Katie both came rushing out as Fenella pushed the door shut and Shelly began to sob.

      “I’m sorry,” Shelly said after a few minutes.  “I don’t even know why I’m crying.  This is stupid.”

      “You’re crying because you’ve had a shock.  It’s perfectly understandable.”

      “But you have to go and get ready for your party,” Shelly said.  “You don’t have time to deal with me being overly emotional.”

      “I have plenty of time,” Fenella lied.  “I’m not leaving you when you’re this upset, anyway.”

      “I’m not quite ready to be alone,” Shelly admitted.  “Let’s go over to your flat.  You can get ready while we talk about Lance Thomas.”

      Fenella nodded.  She picked up Katie while Shelly grabbed Smokey, and the little group made their way next door.

      After racing through a shower, Fenella did her hair and makeup at the vanity in her bedroom.  Shelly sat on the bed, stroking the cats, who both clearly sensed how upset she was.

      “I assume you’ve never met Mr. Thomas before,” Fenella began as she combed her hair.

      “Never met him, never heard his name, didn’t even know he existed,” Shelly replied.

      “Then he and John couldn’t have been very good friends, could they?”

      Shelly shrugged.  “I suppose they could have been friends in childhood and then drifted apart, the way that Lance claimed.  I was surprised when he said that John used to write to him, though.  I don’t remember John ever sending letters to anyone.”

      “So maybe Lance is lying,” Fenella suggested.

      “I was suspicious, but he was right.  John hated surprises.  I threw that in to see what he’d say, and he got it absolutely correct.”

      “Maybe you should ask him if you can see some of the letters that he claims to have received over the years.”

      “I’m not sure I could handle that, not right now, not with the anniversary of John’s death so close,” Shelly said in a low voice.

      Fenella put her eyeshadow brush down and crossed to the bed.  She put her arm around Shelly.  “I’m so sorry,” she whispered.  “I can’t imagine how difficult this must be.”

      “It’s just so strange.  If you’d asked me an hour ago, before Lance Thomas knocked on my door, I’d have told you that I was dealing well with John’s death.  The anniversary worries me, but otherwise, I’ve been feeling as if I’ve come a long way in the past year.  But now I don’t know what to think.  I feel all topsy-turvy and mixed-up.”

      “So when he rings, don’t answer the phone,” Fenella suggested.

      “I’d feel better if he didn’t live in the same building,” Shelly said quietly.

      Fenella nodded.  “I don’t think we can get him kicked out simply because he knew your husband, but I’m willing to try if you think it would help.”

      Shelly chuckled.  “That’s very kind of you, but no.  I don’t want to do anything to upset him.  I still think there’s something odd about him, but I also think he might be telling the truth.  John was a friendly person.  At his funeral I met dozens upon dozens of people I’d never met before and they all had wonderful stories about John.  Lance may be exactly who he claims to be.”

      “Does that mean you want to see him again?”

      “I don’t know what it means,” Shelly sighed.  “I don’t think I’m going to decide anything tonight, anyway.”

      Fenella nodded.  She got back up from the bed and crossed back to her vanity.  “What can I do with my hair?” she asked, frowning at the untidy mess she’d made of her highlighted brown hair when she’d come out of the shower.  “It’s overdue for a cut.”

      “Put it all up with the clip in the left side drawer,” Mona’s voice floated across the room.  “But whatever is wrong with Shelly?”

      Fenella glanced around the room and then spotted Mona in the corner.  Her aunt was staring at Shelly with a worried look on her face.  There was no way she could explain the situation to Mona though, as Shelly couldn’t see or hear Mona’s presence.

      It only took Fenella a moment to find the clip that Mona was talking about.  She twisted her hair onto the top of her head and slid the clip into place.

      “That looks fabulous,” Shelly told her with a small smile.

      “It will never stay up all night,” Fenella frowned.  “But it does look nice.”

      “It will stay up all night,” Mona said.  “Or at least until Donald takes the clip out.”

      “Donald isn’t...” Fenella began.  She blushed bright red when she realized that she’d answered Mona.

      “Donald isn’t what?” Shelly asked.

      “Donald isn’t here yet,” Fenella said a bit desperately.  “I thought I was going to be late, but Donald isn’t even here yet.”

      “As you are still in your dressing gown, that’s probably a good thing,” Shelly laughed.

      Fenella glanced down at the comfortable robe she was wearing.  While Mona’s dresses were beautiful and easy to wear, they weren’t nearly as comfortable as it was.  Still, she needed to get dressed.  The last thing she wanted was for Donald to turn up before she was fully clothed.

      A few minutes later, she was ready.  She slipped into her shoes as the doorbell buzzed.

      “You look stunning,” Donald said as he stepped into the apartment and pulled her into an embrace.  “Maybe we should skip the party and stay home,” he whispered in her ear before he began kissing her neck.

      “Hello, Donald,” Shelly said brightly from the bedroom doorway.

      Donald picked up his head and smiled at Shelly.  “I didn’t realize you were here,” he said, releasing Fenella.  “How are you this evening?”

      “Mostly fine,” Shelly told him.”

      “Only mostly?  I hope there’s nothing seriously wrong?”

      “Not really,” Shelly replied.  “It’s just been an odd day.”

      Donald frowned.  “Are you sure?  I’ve been looking forward to seeing Fenella for days, but if you need her, I can go to the party on my own.”

      Shelly shook her head.  “That’s very kind of you, but no.  You two go and have fun.  I’m going to curl up with two cats, an old movie, and a bag of microwave popcorn.”

      Fenella let her friend out, giving her the best hug she could while Shelly was holding the cats.  “I’ll come over before noon for Katie,” she promised.

      “Is she okay?” Donald asked after Fenella had shut the door behind her friend.  “She looked upset.”

      “She is upset.  She had a visitor tonight who was looking for her husband.  He didn’t know that John had passed away.”

      “Oh, dear, how difficult for her.  When I first lost my wife, I was always surprised by how much such things upset me.  You get yourself into a routine that works and you feel as if you’re doing fine, and then something shakes up your routine a little bit and you find yourself grieving all over again.”

      “I can’t even imagine,” Fenella said.

      “I really will understand if you’d rather be with Shelly tonight,” he said, pulling her back into his arms.  “But she’s probably happier on her own, anyway.  And I’ve missed you.”

      Donald’s kiss reminded Fenella of just how much chemistry there was between them.  For a few moments she forgot about Shelly and Lance and even Daniel as she got lost in the man’s arms.  A loud coughing noise pulled her back to reality.  She took a step backwards, breaking the spell.

      “Ahem,” Mona said.  “Sorry about that.”

      Fenella wasn’t sure if she was angry with her aunt or grateful to her.  There was no doubt in her mind that Donald had intended that kiss as a prelude to something.  She took another step away from him and then glanced at the clock.  “We should probably get going.  We don’t want to be late.”

      Donald glanced at his watch.  “No, I suppose we don’t,” he agreed.  “This is one of my favorite charities, after all.”

      “What charity is it tonight?” Fenella asked as she grabbed her handbag and checked that she had her keys.

      “Manx Cloan,” Donald replied.  “Cloan is the Manx word for children and the charity does wonderful things for any and all children on the island.”

      “How nice,” Fenella replied, feeling as if it sounded exactly like every other charity that Donald supported.

      “It’s a wonderful group, but I mostly support it because the woman in charge, Liz Martin, is amazing,” Donald laughed.  “But you’ll see when you meet her.”

      Fenella was pretty sure that when Donald said “amazing” he meant gorgeous, but she tried to reserve judgment about Liz Martin until later.

      “Where is the party?” she asked as Donald slid behind the driver’s seat of his racy black sports car.  He’d already tucked her into the passenger seat.

      “On the grounds of Peel Castle,” Donald replied.  “Liz loves the island’s history.  She holds the event at a different historical site each year.  I’m sure Liz hopes that she’s promoting the island’s history as much as her charity.”

      “I’ve only been to Peel Castle twice since I’ve been on the island,” Fenella said.  “It’s a wonderful site and once I’m driving I hope to visit it regularly.  I have to say, I can’t quite imagine it as a location for a fancy charity fundraiser, though.”

      Donald nodded.  “You’ll be surprised what Liz will have accomplished.  There will be marquees, tents in American English, and I’m sure the catering will be excellent.  It’s going to be a wonderful evening.”

      Fenella nodded, but she knew that she’d be worried about Shelly no matter how nice the event was.  Donald drove across the island at a steady pace.  Fenella found herself staring at him, wondering if she was right to want to end their relationship.  When traffic forced Donald to slow down, he reached over and took her hand.

      “I don’t know what you’re thinking about, but I hope you aren’t planning to break things off with me,” he said softly.

      Fenella sighed.  “I feel as if I should,” she admitted.  “We aren’t right for each other.”

      Donald chuckled and squeezed her hand.  “I know I don’t deserve you, but I’m trying hard to be a better person.  I’m tired of playing games with beautiful women who are only after what my money and social position can bring them.  You aren’t interested in either of those things, which means I have to win you on my own merits.  It’s quite distressing to find that my merits are rather lacking.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “That isn’t it at all,” she said quickly.  “I’m just not ready for a serious relationship right now.  I’m still sorting out my new life and getting over my last relationship.”

      “And yet, I suspect if I were Daniel Robinson you wouldn’t be saying the same thing,” Donald said softly.

      Fenella felt herself blushing brightly.  “Daniel isn’t even on the island right now,” she said.

      “Which is why you’ve been letting me take you out so much,” Donald suggested.  “And now he’s due back in a few weeks and you’re getting rid of me.”

      It sounded awful when he put that way, but Fenella knew there was some truth in what he was saying.  She really did like Daniel a lot.

      As they approached Peel, Donald pulled his hand away so that he could shift into a lower gear.  The twisty roads that led to the castle needed his concentration, so Fenella sat and stared out the window instead of replying.  Once Donald was safely parked in the castle’s parking lot, he turned and took both of her hands.

      “Just for tonight, maybe you could forget about Daniel and try giving me a proper chance,” he suggested in a low voice.  “Forget everything you’ve heard about me and all the warnings I’m sure you’ve been given about me.  Judge me tonight on how I treat you and how I behave.  If I do anything that upsets you, we can end things after the party.”

      Fenella nodded slowly.  Donald was right.  At least some of the reason why she kept him at arm’s length was because she’d been warned about him so many times.  Maybe she should start judging him on his behavior, rather than on what other people said about him.

      He climbed out of the car and raced around it to hold open her door for her.  As he helped her from the car, he kissed the top of her head.  “I already care far too much about you,” he murmured as she adjusted her dress and then took his arm.

      The steps up to the castle were uneven and Fenella was glad she’d taken Donald’s arm as she walked up them in her heels.  They seemed a very bad idea when she thought about the uneven terrain within the castle walls, but she soon discovered that she had nothing to worry about.  Wooden boards had been laid all along the ground from the front of the castle into the tents and beyond.  While they weren’t as stable as solid floors, they would keep Fenella’s heels from sinking into the ground as she walked.

      They’d only gone a few steps when a pretty blonde woman rushed toward them.  “Donald,” she exclaimed.  “I knew you’d turn up eventually.”

      Donald made an exaggerated glance at his watch and then shook his head.  “The invitation said seven and it’s only quarter past.  I’m right on time.”

      The woman, who was probably in her mid-forties, laughed.  “I suppose you are.  You know I prefer everyone to be early.”

      “And generous,” Donald suggested.

      “Oh, yes, of course, that,” the woman replied.  “But where are your manners?  Who is your lovely friend?”

      “I am sorry.  Liz Martin, this is Fenella Woods.  Fenella, this is Liz, the amazing woman behind Manx Cloan,” Donald said.

      Fenella took the offered hand and smiled at the blonde.  “It’s very nice to meet you,” she said.

      “Likewise, I’m sure.  But don’t let Donald fool you.  I’m only a tiny part of Manx Cloan.  There’s an entire committee who do ninety-nine percent of the work.  I just stand out in front of them and steal all of the glory,” Liz said.

      “That isn’t even close to true,” Donald laughed.  “Manx Cloan is Liz’s baby, really, although she has plenty of real babies to keep her busy, as well.”

      Liz laughed again.  “My babies are all growing up,” she said.  “I have five children,” she told Fenella.  “But the oldest is eighteen now, so not a child at all.”

      “Five children?” Fenella echoed.  “I can’t imagine.”

      “My husband and I didn’t exactly plan it that way,” Liz said in a confiding tone.  “But if we had to go back, we wouldn’t change a thing.  Bill is here somewhere with the little one.  He’s meant to be taking her home before the auction gets started, but knowing him, he’ll let her stay.  He’s terrible at disciplining the children, even after five of them.”

      “You wouldn’t change that either,” Donald said.

      Liz looked surprised and then laughed again.  “You’re right, really.  Bill is an amazing father and the kids adore him.  I wouldn’t change him, even if I do get frustrated with him sometimes.”

      “But what else have you been doing lately?” Donald asked.

      “Me?  Nothing much.  Raising the kids, running Manx Cloan, oh, and I went back to school again,” Liz said.

      “What are you studying?” Fenella asked.

      “Manx language and history,” Liz replied.  “I’m hoping to do a PhD, actually, but it’s going to be a lot of work.”

      “You have a PhD, don’t you?” Donald asked Fenella.

      “I do, in history, actually,” Fenella said, feeling a bit like she was showing off.

      “Really?  You must meet Marjorie,” Liz said.  “She’s the librarian and archivist at the Manx Museum.  Maybe you’d like to do some research there?”

      “I hadn’t really thought about it, but maybe that would be interesting,” Fenella said.

      “Marjorie will be here later.  I’ll try to remember to introduce you,” Liz said.  “But now I must dash.  I’m sure someone needs me to do something somewhere.”

      The woman gave Donald a quick hug.  “Don’t forget to bid on everything and spend lavishly,” she told him.  Donald laughed.

      “I’m exhausted just from talking to her,” Fenella said as they watched the woman dash away.

      “She loves life and she squeezes as much as she can into every moment.  Her children are lovely, by the way, and her husband is very nice, even if he does spoil the children,” Donald told her.

      “I’m almost jealous,” Fenella teased.  “You sound quite enamored of Mrs. Martin.”

      “I am,” Donald admitted.  “If she weren’t so happily married, I might even be tempted to try starting something with her.  Sadly for me, she and Bill are absolutely devoted to one another.”

      “Do you know this Marjorie she wants me to meet?”

      “I’m sure I must have met her at one event or another, but I don’t remember the name.  Still, if Liz wants you to meet her, she’ll make sure it happens.”

      “I can believe that.”

      “When I first met her, maybe fifteen years ago, she was almost shy,” Donald said.  “Working with Manx Cloan has energized her, though.  Or maybe it’s the five children.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I should think five children would have the opposite effect.”

      “Whatever, she’s one of the busiest and most productive people I know, and I admire her immensely.”

      “I can see why.”

      The pair had been standing just inside the entrance doors while they’d been talking.  Now Donald sighed.  “We need to mingle,” he said.  “There are at least a dozen people here that will be expecting me to say hello.”

      “I won’t remember anyone’s name,” Fenella sighed.

      “It doesn’t matter in the slightest,” Donald assured her.

      In the next hour Fenella felt as if she met a hundred new people.  As she’d expected, she struggled to remember names while she was speaking to people and as soon as she and Donald moved on to the next group, she forgot everything about the previous one.  She was relieved when they finally reached a table with food and drinks on it.

      “We should have started here,” Donald murmured as he handed Fenella a glass of champagne.  “The last hour would have been a lot easier with a few glasses of champagne inside of me.”

      “I thought you enjoyed this sort of thing,” Fenella replied.  “You certainly go to a lot of similar events.”

      “I go because it’s expected of me, not necessarily because I enjoy it.  If I had a choice, I’d much rather be somewhere alone with you, maybe Paris or on a cruise in the Caribbean, but you wouldn’t agree to that.  At least you were willing to be here tonight.”

      “Nothing like a long night of chatting aimlessly with strangers to make Paris sound more attractive.”

      “Really?  Because we could leave in the morning.”

      Fenella sighed.  “No, not really.  I mean, it’s very tempting, but it would be, well, I’m not sure what it would be.”

      Donald laughed lightly.  “It would be an admission that we’re more than just friends,” he said softly.  “It would be the beginning of a beautiful and intimate relationship that could be exactly what both of us need.  It would be an amazing chance to experience everything that Paris has to offer when money is no object.  It would be…”

      Fenella held up hand.  “It would be more than I’m ready for,” she said, letting him hear the regret in her tone.

      “It may well be more than I’m ready for as well,” he surprised her by replying.  “I’ve been on my own for a long time now and I quite enjoy my freedom.  You aren’t the sort of woman with whom I can simply play games, though.  Perhaps we both need time to think.”

      Fenella sipped her drink and then filled a plate with a little bit of everything that was on offer.  It was all delicious, and she ate while she thought about what Donald had said.  It had sounded very much like he was rethinking their relationship.  Maybe she didn’t need to end things with him.  Maybe he was going to end things with her.

      “Donald, I knew you’d be here somewhere,” a stunning redhead who looked no more than twenty-five said as she pulled Donald into a hug.  “I miss you,” she added in a low voice that Fenella just overheard.

      “Leslie, this is Fenella Woods.  Fenella, this is Leslie Grant,” Donald said.

      The woman looked Fenella up and down and then shrugged.  “She’s older than your usual companions, but maybe she hasn’t had any work done yet.”  Leslie leaned closer to Fenella.  “Some advice from a younger woman, get it done now.  The earlier you start, the better the results.”

      “I’m not interested in having work done,” Fenella said.  “But thank you, anyway.”

      Leslie shrugged.  “I was just trying to help.  If you want to keep a man like Donald interested, you’ll have to give it some thought, though.”

      “If Donald is only interested in superficiality, he isn’t the man for me,” Fenella said sweetly.

      The other woman frowned.  “That sounded like an insult.”

      “It wasn’t meant to be,” Fenella assured her.

      Leslie looked at Donald.  “Is she richer than you?  Is that the appeal?”

      Donald laughed, but it sounded forced.  “She may be richer than I am, actually, but no, that isn’t the appeal.  Fenella is, well, special in many ways.”

      “I thought I was special,” Leslie simpered.

      “You’re married,” Donald replied.

      “What does that have to do with anything?” Leslie replied.

      Fenella was still wondering if it was possible that she was actually wealthier than Donald was when she noticed someone new arriving.

      “Who is that?” she asked Donald, interrupting his reply to Leslie.

      Donald turned to look where Fenella was looking.  “The gentleman with Liz?  I don’t believe I know him,” he replied.

      Fenella nodded, unable to take her eyes off the man who was smiling and chatting with Liz just inside the tent’s entrance.  It seemed strange that a man who’d only just moved to the island had managed to get himself invited to the party, but Lance Thomas seemed quite at ease in the crowd.
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      Should I be worried about him?” Donald asked a moment later as Leslie walked away.  “You seem mesmerized by him.”

      Fenella looked over at Donald and smiled.  “Sorry about that.  I met him earlier today, that’s all.  He’s the man who upset Shelly.”

      “Did you tell me that he was looking for her husband?”  Donald asked.

      “Yes, at least that’s what he said.  He claims that he and John were childhood friends but that they’d lost touch in the last few years.”

      “He claims?  You don’t believe him?”

      “I don’t know,” Fenella sighed.  “Maybe I’m just suspicious of everyone.  Shelly wasn’t sure either, but she said something as a test and he passed with flying colors.”

      “But you still don’t trust him.”

      “No, not at all,” Fenella admitted.  “Something about him worries me and I don’t really want him around Shelly.  Even if he is exactly who he claims to be, he upset Shelly quite badly.”

      “So do you want to go and talk to him or not?”

      Fenella shrugged.  “Yes,” she said.

      Donald chuckled.  “And women wonder why men don’t understand them.”

      “Let’s leave it for a few minutes, anyway,” Fenella said after watching Lance for a while longer.  “Tell me about the people he’s talking with and then we’ll see.”

      “I’m afraid the people in that little group are all strangers to me.”

      “I thought you knew everyone on the island.”

      “Not at all.  I do have a great many business connections, but beyond that I don’t actually socialize very much.  Anyway, I’d be willing to wager he and his friends are all from across.”

      “All of them?  He’s brought quite a few guests, then.  Seems a bit rude for a man who only moved to the island today.”

      Donald raised an eyebrow.  “He only moved here today?  I wonder how he managed to get a spot on the guest list for tonight on such short notice.  I may have to have a chat with Liz about that.”

      “And not just for himself, but for several friends as well,” Fenella pointed out.

      “Yes, the next time Liz goes past, I’ll try to catch her.”

      Fenella watched as Lance and his friends began to slowly circulate around the room.  She sipped her champagne and tried to look as if she wasn’t staring at Lance as they went.

      “I was wrong.  I do know one of them, but only slightly,” Donald said after a while.  “And we really need to stop staring at them, I think.”

      Fenella turned back to the table full of food and selected a few more items while Donald did the same.  Then the pair walked over to a quiet corner and settled into chairs.

      “So who do you know?” Fenella asked as soon as she was sitting.

      Donald grinned at her.  “Evenings with you are never boring.  The shortest of the men, the very slender man in the, um, unattractive suit, he’s the one I know.”

      “It is an awful suit,” Fenella agreed after she’d worked out which was the man in question.  “Why would anyone want a suit in that muddy brown color?”

      “An excellent question.  Perhaps I’ll put it to Neil later.”

      “Neil?”

      “Oh, sorry.  That’s his name.  He’s Neil Hicks.  We’ve worked together on a few small projects over the years, but it’s been, oh, at least twenty years since the last one.”

      “What’s wrong with him?”

      Donald laughed.  “What makes you think there’s something wrong with him?”

      “If there weren’t, you’d still be working with him.”

      “Perhaps, but I wouldn’t say there was anything wrong with him, exactly.  The two projects we worked on together both went well and made me money.”

      “But?”

      “But what?”

      “If they did well and made you money, why haven’t you worked together again?”

      “Perhaps the right project simply never came up again.”

      Fenella frowned at him.  “There’s more to it than that, but you don’t have to tell me what it is if you don’t want to.”

      Donald shrugged.  “I’m not trying to be difficult, truly I’m not.”  He reached over and took her hand, leaving her temporarily unable to enjoy the food on her lap.  “Let’s just say that he made me uncomfortable, shall we?  The projects did well, but things weren’t always dealt with in the way that I would have preferred.”

      “Uncomfortable?”

      “I’m not suggesting that Neil was doing anything illegal or immoral or even ethically questionable, but, well, once those two projects were completed, I found I didn’t want to work with Neil again.  Sometimes business decisions have to made based on gut instinct and my instinct told me not work with the man.  I may have been far more successful if I’d ignored that instinct, of course.”

      “If you were any more successful, you could simply buy the entire island,” Fenella suggested.

      Donald grinned.  “Don’t think I haven’t thought about it.  But seriously, I’ve never had any reason to believe that Neil is anything other than a successful businessman.  He has a great many interests in the UK and spends most of his time there.  I believe he only comes back to the island occasionally because his mother is here and doesn’t want to move to London.”

      “Would he have been invited to tonight’s party?”

      “Maybe, I know Liz has been trying to include new people where possible, so maybe he was invited as part of that.  He isn’t known for being especially generous, though.”

      “Perhaps he brought Lance, then.”

      “Lance?”

      “Oh, didn’t I mention his name before?  He’s Lance Thomas.  Apparently he grew up on the island, but moved across for university and never came back, well, not until today.”  Fenella tried to casually pull her hand out from under Donald’s so that she could get back to enjoying the delicious food.  He frowned slightly as she did so, but she was quick to start eating so that he would know why she’d done it.  When her plate and her glass were both empty, she sighed.

      “That was delicious.”

      “The food is always good at these things,” Donald replied.  “And now that you’ve eaten, we should probably mingle some more.  Do you want to meet Lance and his friends or should we steer clear of them?”

      “I’m still not sure.  I’d really like to speak to Liz before I speak to him, anyway.”

      “Finding her in the middle of all of this might not be easy, but we can try.”

      They got to their feet and handed their dirty plates and glasses to a passing waiter.  A moment later Liz rushed through the tent.

      “The auction will be starting in ten minutes in the other marquee,” she announced loudly.  “Please don’t take any food or drinks with you into the auction marquee.  There are many valuable items up for auction and we don’t want to risk anything getting spilled on any of them.  Besides, you’ll all want to keep your hands free for lots of bidding, right?”

      Several people chuckled lightly as Liz began to encourage everyone to move into the next tent.  Fenella shrugged at Donald.  “Maybe we’ll have to talk to her later,” she whispered.

      “That would probably be for the best.”

      Charity auctions like these were always somewhat boring for Fenella.  She couldn’t afford to buy anything, not at the outrageous prices everything seemed to sell for, and she didn’t want Donald to buy her anything either.  Tonight, however, she quickly got captivated by watching Lance and his friends.

      When the first item was announced, Lance bid twice the starting bid.  A moment later one of his friends added a hundred pounds to the bidding.  A few other people threw in smaller increases until the item eventually sold to one of Lance’s friends.

      “That was stupid.  He’s paying nearly ten times what that’s worth,” Donald said in Fenella’s ear.

      For the next hour Lance and his friends started the bidding on every single item that was available.  Between the five of them, they drove up the prices to ridiculous levels and won every single item.  By the time the auction was finished, Donald was angry.

      “That may be acceptable behavior in the UK, but it isn’t here,” he grumbled to Fenella as the last item was sold for a crazy amount to Neil Hicks.  “I’m always happy to see the charity making lots of money, but bidding up everything between themselves was out of order.”

      As Fenella got to her feet, she could hear similar words being muttered around the room.  Meanwhile, Lance and his friends were queuing to pay for all of their purchases.

      “What are they even going to do with everything?” Fenella whispered.  “Lance bought a dozen paintings.  I’m not sure his apartment has that much wall space.”

      “I’ve no idea and I really don’t care,” Donald said, clearly still annoyed.

      Fenella bit her tongue as Donald headed for the bar.  He’d only gone two steps when he stopped and held out his hand.  “Sorry.  It isn’t your fault.  I’m used to coming to these things and bidding too much myself.  It’s annoying to watch others do it, though.  Come with me and we’ll get drinks and then find Liz.”

      Taking the offered hand, Fenella thought that a drink was exactly what she needed.  She still wasn’t sure whether she wanted to speak to Lance or not, and now it seemed as if Donald definitely did not want to meet him.  Fenella got another glass of champagne, while Donald opted for whiskey.

      “I know I’m driving, but not for at least another hour,” he told Fenella.  “It would be rude to leave before then.”

      Fenella nodded and then sipped her drink as she surveyed the room.  Liz was talking with Lance and his friends.

      “Well, that was interesting,” a voice said at her elbow.

      Fenella smiled at the stranger as Donald nodded.  “I’m not sure that’s the word I would have used,” he said.  “Fenella, this is Michael.”

      “Nice to meet you,” Michael said, barely glancing at Fenella.  “Do you know any of the men who ruined the auction?” he asked Donald.

      “Only Neil,” Donald replied.  “I’m not sure Liz would agree with your assessment, though.  They must have raised a good deal more than she was expecting for Manx Cloan.”

      “Oh, yes, but it’s hard to imagine why they would be willing to pay such crazy prices for the items they bought.  There’s something odd about the whole thing.”  He frowned and then turned and walked away.

      “He’s not happy, then,” Fenella said softly.

      Donald chuckled.  “These sorts of things are always a chance for local businessmen to show everyone else how successful they are by overpaying for things.  No doubt he was hoping to impress someone in the crowd with his bidding, but Lance and his friends made that impossible.”

      “Donald, if anyone will know who those men are, it’s you,” a female voice came from behind Fenella.

      She turned and studied the woman who was standing there.  At a guess, she was around fifty, but her face barely moved as she spoke again, suggesting that she’d had a lot of cosmetic work done.  “Who are they?” she demanded.

      “You know Neil,” Donald replied.  “I suggest you ask him about his friends.”

      The woman shook her head very slightly.  “I don’t speak to him, not after the way he behaved with Suzanna.”

      Donald shrugged.  “I’m afraid I don’t know any of the others.”

      The woman sighed and then spun on her incredibly high heel and strode away.

      “Who was that?” Fenella asked.

      “Oh, I am sorry.  I should have introduced you.  That was Annabelle Quayle-Quayle.  She’s a real character, or at least she likes to think she is.”

      “Quayle-Quayle?”

      “She was a Quayle from one branch of the family and she married another Quayle from a totally different branch.  It’s one of the most common surnames on the island.  She insisted on hyphenating her name to honor her father and her husband in equal measure, or some such nonsense.”

      “How old is she?  I mean she didn’t look very old, but she did look very, well, artificial.”

      “I believe she’s around sixty, but don’t ask her.  She’d probably tell you that she’s no more than forty and be insulted if you didn’t tell her she looked even younger than that.  I should have introduced you, though; she idolized Mona.”

      “Really?  And what did Mona think of her?”

      “I don’t think Mona was aware of her existence,” Donald laughed.  “Mona had a way of very politely ignoring people which I wish I could emulate.  Annabelle wants more than anything to be just like Mona, but Mona was in a league of her own.”

      “Donald, I’m sorry you didn’t win anything,” Liz Martin said as she joined them at the bar.  “I believe I’m going to be saying that to everyone for the next hour or so.”

      “It isn’t your fault.  I do think some of your guests were rather rude, however,” Donald replied.

      Liz sighed.  “Yes, I know.  I probably should have stepped in and asked them to stop bidding after a while, but it all seemed to happen very quickly.  The good news is that we raised a lot of money for Manx Cloan, of course.  Anyway, you know you didn’t actually need or want any of the items up for auction.  You would have just been buying them to be polite.  Think of the money they’ve saved you.”

      “But who are they and where have they come from?” Fenella asked bluntly.

      “Donald will know Neil,” Liz told her.  “As I understand it, the other four are friends of his from across.  Many of Neil’s business interests are in the UK, of course.  I gather one of the men has just retired to the island and the other three have come across to visit or something like that.  They were a bit vague, really.”

      “Did you get their names?” Donald wondered.

      “Yes, but I don’t know that I remember them.  The tallest one is Lance something.  He’s the one who just retired here.  The other three are called Adrian, Eric, and Jared, but I’m not sure I remember which one was which.”

      “No surnames?” Donald asked.

      “They have them, but I don’t remember them,” Liz said apologetically.  “We were introduced before the bidding started, so I didn’t really pay that much attention.  If I’d known that they were going to outbid everyone on everything, I would have taken notes or something.”

      “It was odd behavior,” Donald suggested.

      “Perhaps that’s simply how these things work in London,” Liz replied.  “Maybe things are done differently over there.”

      “I’ve been to more than my fair share of charity auctions in London,” Donald told her.  “I’ve never been to one where a small group dominates the entire event.  I probably should have outbid them on something, just to make a point, but there are limits to how much over the odds I’m willing to pay for something I don’t actually want or need.”

      “I hope this won’t stop you from coming to our next event,” Liz said a bit anxiously.

      “You know I wouldn’t miss it,” Donald assured her.  “But maybe you could forget to invite Neil and his friends.”

      Liz laughed.  “I didn’t invite them this time.  They came with Laura Munroe.  I believe she’s involved with Neil at the moment.  And now I must dash around and apologize to everyone for letting strangers buy everything.  Hopefully I’ll see you later.”

      The woman vanished into the crowd before Fenella or Donald could reply.

      “Okay, who’s Laura Munroe?” Fenella asked in a low voice.

      “Why don’t I introduce you?” Donald suggested, taking Fenella’s arm.  He escorted her across the room to where a tall and very slender woman was standing on her own.  Her grey hair was pulled up into a tight bun at the back of her neck and her makeup was impeccable.  As they approached her, Fenella couldn’t help but admire the woman’s dress.

      “I don’t know who you are, but I do know Timothy’s work when I see it,” she said to Fenella before Donald could speak.  “And the shoes have to have been done by Samuel.  He’s the only one would could match Timothy’s designs.”

      “You’re right, of course.  I was admiring your dress, as well.  Is it also one of Timothy’s?” Fenella asked.

      “It is.  The one and only thing he ever made for me.  I used to beg, plead, and throw money at him, but he really didn’t care.  Mona Kelly was the only woman who properly inspired him.  He made her dozens of dresses, gowns, jackets, and goodness knows what else.  I’d sell my soul for access to her wardrobe.”

      Fenella glanced at Donald, who laughed.  “Laura, this is Fenella Woods.  Fenella is Mona’s niece and the lucky woman who inherited Mona’s estate.  Fenella, this is Laura Munroe.”

      “You’ve had that gown altered, then?” Laura asked.

      “No, not at all,” Fenella said in surprise.

      “Mona had a very different shape to yours.  I can’t see how you could possibly be wearing one of her dresses without having had it altered,” the woman argued.

      Fenella stared at the woman and then looked at Donald.  She couldn’t think of any way to reply to Laura’s words.

      “I understand you brought Neil and his friends to the party,” Donald said, rescuing Fenella from the awkward situation.

      “Yes, I don’t suppose I’ll be very popular after tonight, will I?” Laura said with a laugh.

      “They did rather dominate the auction,” Donald replied.

      “I probably should have stopped them after the first dozen items, but they were having such fun, bidding each other up higher and higher, that I simply didn’t have the heart to interrupt.  It’s all good for Liz, anyway.”

      “That’s very true.  Tell me about the Neil’s friends, then,” Donald requested.

      Laura raised an eyebrow.  “Why?”

      “I’m curious about them and why they’re even on the island,” Donald replied.

      Laura didn’t look as if she believed him.  “Of course, you know Neil,” she said.

      “Yes, I do.  I understand you two are together.  Congratulations,” he said.

      Laura laughed.  “I’m not sure that we’re together, or that I deserve any congratulations, regardless, but let’s just say that Neil and I arranged to come to tonight’s little gathering together, shall we?  This afternoon he rang me and asked if he could bring some friends.  I had originally planned on coming with, well, a different group of people, so I had extra tickets and told Neil he could bring whomever he liked.”

      “So who are they?” Donald asked after Laura stopped speaking.

      “Oh, yes, sorry.  I do get rather bored with talking about other people.  The tallest man is Lance Thomas.  He actually grew up on the island, but moved away in his teens or some such thing.  Now that he’s retired, he’s come back and has moved into Promenade View.”  She glanced at Fenella.  “Are you living in Mona’s amazing flat, then?”

      “I am, yes,” Fenella replied.

      “I always thought that I would have made Max a good deal happier than Mona ever did,” Laura told her.  “And I would have been far more grateful to him for all of his generosity, as well.”

      Again, Fenella didn’t know how to reply to the woman.

      “Who is the man in the blue suit, then?” Donald changed the subject back to Neil’s friends.

      “His name is Eric Palmer.  The one with the moustache is Adrian Graves, and the rather nondescript man that is left over is called Jared Welch.  They are all business associates of Neil’s, and that is just about all I can tell you about them.  Did you keep Mona’s car?” Laura asked.

      “I did, yes.  I haven’t driven it yet, though.  I’m taking my driving test on Monday,” Fenella replied.

      “Shall I tell you how I passed first time?” the woman asked.  She leaned forward and whispered something in Fenella’s ear.  Fenella felt her face flame.

      Donald gave her a curious look, but Fenella quickly looked away.

      Laura laughed.  “You aren’t much like Mona, are you?”

      Donald slid an arm around Fenella.  “No one is like Mona,” he said.  “But Fenella is pretty wonderful.”

      Laura raised an eyebrow.  “It isn’t like you to get involved with an actual adult,” she said.  “Perhaps she does have some of Mona’s magnetic effect on men.”

      “Sorry to have left you on your own for so long,” a voice said loudly.  “But it took forever to sort out paying for everything.”  Neil Hicks came and put his arm around Laura.

      “Perhaps you and your friends shouldn’t have bought absolutely everything, then,” Laura replied.

      “But that was half the fun,” Neil laughed.  “Sorry if that’s upset anyone,” he added, giving Donald a smug smile.

      “It’s done a lot of good for Manx Cloan, which is why we’re all here,” Donald replied easily.  “How are you, Neil?”

      “I’m very well, thanks.  Obviously doing very well financially,” he replied.  “But I haven’t met your friend.”  He held out his hand as Donald performed the necessary introductions.

      “Fenella, what a lovely Manx name,” Neil said, covering her hand with his other one.  He squeezed his hands together as he stared into her eyes.  “It’s a real pleasure to meet you.”

      Gentle pulling didn’t seem to be working as she tried to get her hand away from Neil.  She really didn’t want to make a scene, but she also didn’t want Neil touching her.  She pulled again, only to find his grip tightening.

      “Honestly, Neil, I’m standing right here,” Laura said in a bored voice.  “If you must flirt with other women, at least wait until I’m at the bar.”

      “Surely you need a drink,” he said over his shoulder, his eyes still firmly fixed on Fenella.

      “I do, now that you’ve mentioned it,” Laura snapped.

      “Take Donald with you,” Neil suggested.

      “Not going to happen,” Donald said tightly.  He put his arm back around Fenella and then slid his hand down her arm.  When he reached Neil’s hands, he pushed them away, pulling Fenella’s hand free.

      She very nearly wiped her hand against her dress, feeling as if she wanted to get rid of the other man’s touch.  Donald took the hand and rubbed it gently while he spoke to Neil.

      “I didn’t realize you were even on the island at the moment,” he said.

      “I just got back yesterday.  I’m starting to think about retiring, so I’m winding down a few of my business interests in the UK.  Unless things change substantially, I’ll be retiring to the island in the next twelve to eighteen months.”

      “How nice for you, and for Laura,” Donald said.

      Neil laughed.  “Laura and I aren’t serious.  She’s fun, but she’s a bit too old for me, really, but please don’t tell her I said that.  We’ll keep having fun together until one of us meets someone else, I suppose.”  He winked at Fenella, who couldn’t stop herself from shuddering.

      Donald chuckled.  “Tell me about your friends,” he invited.

      “You should meet them,” Neil replied.  “They’re all business associates of mine.  Lance is from the island, and he’s just retired back here, actually.  He’s one of the reasons why I’m thinking about doing the same.”

      Neil glanced around the room and then waved at his friends, who were standing at the bar.  A moment later, they crossed the room to where Fenella and the others were standing.

      “Come and meet one of my local business associates,” Neil told them.  “Donald and I did a few deals together before I started focusing my energies in the UK.  He stayed behind and made his money here.”

      Neil’s tone was dismissive, as if Donald’s fortune was insignificant, which made Fenella wonder about both men.

      “Donald, this is Lance Thomas,” Neil said.  The pair shook hands.

      “And this is my friend, Fenella Woods,” Donald told Lance.

      “But you’re Shelly’s friend,” he exclaimed.  “I must speak to you before the night is over.”

      Fenella nodded as Neil continued with the introductions.  She shook hands with Eric Palmer, Adrian Graves, and Jared Welch in turn.

      “What brings you all to the island?” she asked once the formalities were out of the way.

      “Lance is retiring and we wanted to see for ourselves what island life was like,” Adrian replied.  “The tax situation over here makes the island tempting.”

      Donald nodded.  “That’s one of the reasons why I live here.”

      “I would have thought that Fenella was reason enough,” Neil said.

      “What do you think of the island so far?” Fenella asked, doing her best to ignore Neil.

      “It’s small, but lovely,” Jared said.  “I can almost imagine settling into a flat on the Douglas promenade for the tax advantages, as long as I could fly back and forth to London on a regular basis, of course.”

      “I can’t see it,” Eric said.  “There are other places in the world with low taxes and much better weather.”

      “Yes, I was trying to persuade Fenella that we should investigate the Canary Islands, but so far I haven’t managed it,” Donald said.

      “Perhaps it wasn’t the islands but the company she was objecting to,” Neil suggested.

      Donald stiffened but didn’t reply.  Fenella forced herself to smile.  “How long will you be on the island?” she asked.

      “Oh, a fortnight, maybe a bit longer,” Adrian replied.  “We’re looking to mix business and pleasure while we’re here.”

      “Really?  What sort of business?” Donald asked.

      “Nothing you need to worry yourself with,” Neil replied.  “We’ve plenty of capital for funding it ourselves.  We won’t be looking for any additional investors.”

      “I’m getting bored with this party,” Laura said in a loud voice from behind Fenella.  “Perhaps it’s time to move on.”

      “I can’t imagine being bored in this company,” Neil said, staring at Fenella again.

      Laura laughed.  “If you weren’t so adorably transparent, I’d probably be quite cross with you.  Stop chasing after Fenella.  You’re only interested in her because she has Mona’s fortune.”

      “Mona’s fortune?  Are you related to Mona Kelly?” Neil asked.

      “I’m Mona’s niece,” Fenella replied.

      “Does that mean you have Mona’s car?  I’ll give you fifty thousand pounds for it, in cash,” he said excitedly.

      “I’m not interested in selling Mona’s car,” Fenella said, trying to keep her voice firm and ignore how much money he was offering her.

      “It’s worth a good deal more than that, if you were selling,” Donald whispered in her ear.

      “A hundred thousand, then,” Neil replied.

      “I’m still not interested,” Fenella said, not entirely truthfully.  A hundred thousand pounds sounded like a fortune to her, and if she sold the car she could cancel her driving test, which was even more incentive.

      “How much would it take?” Neil demanded.

      “It’s not for sale,” Fenella said firmly.

      Neil stared at her for a moment and then nodded.  “Perhaps I could persuade you to let me take it for a drive one day, then,” he said in a low voice.

      Fenella stared back at him.  “I don’t think so.”

      Neil sighed and then chuckled.  “That’s a shame, but maybe once I get to know you better, you’ll change your mind.”

      “Darling, I think we should be leaving,” Donald said.  “We did leave champagne on ice in your flat, and you know Katie will be chasing the ice cubes all over the kitchen.”

      Fenella laughed.  They’d done no such thing, but if they had, Katie probably would chase the ice cubes.  “Yes, we should go,” she agreed.

      “I’m sorry, but could I have a quick word?” Lance asked.  When Fenella looked at him, he glanced around.  “Maybe somewhere in private?”

      Donald frowned, but Fenella was just curious enough to go along.  “Sure, let’s step outside,” she suggested.

      They walked a few paces away from the entrance to the tent, and Fenella felt as if she were in another world.  Crumbling ruins loomed around them in the dark as Fenella waited to hear what Lance would say.

      “I’m sorry to drag you away from the party, but I wanted to tell you again how sorry I am that I upset Shelly.  I feel as if I know her after all of the wonderful things John said about her in his letters, but clearly he never bothered to mention me to her.  As I always swore I’d never return to the island, I suppose I can understand why.”

      “I’m sure Shelly will be fine.  It’s difficult right now, with the anniversary of John’s death approaching.”

      “I wish I’d known,” Lance sighed.  “I would have written to her first, asked her if we could meet, done something differently.  I would have warned her about my appearance, as well.”

      “Your appearance?” Fenella blurted out, blushing when she realized she was probably being rude.

      Lance just laughed.  “I suppose I simply appear to have had too much cosmetic surgery or something, but in truth I was in a bad car accident a few years ago.  The work I had done was meant to repair the worst of the damage, but it has, well, altered my appearance to the extent that I hardly recognize myself.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Thank you.  It’s been surprisingly difficult, and I’d never thought of myself as particularly vain.  One of the reasons why I was hoping to see John again was because I was hoping he might have some photographs from our childhood.  After the accident and the first of the surgeries, I, well, I was rather upset about what I saw in the mirror.  In a fit of anger, I destroyed every photo I had, from my childhood through to right before the accident.  I even shredded my passport and declared it lost.”  He blew out a long breath.  “As I said, I’d never thought of myself as vain.”

      “I don’t know if Shelly has any photos from John’s childhood or not,” Fenella said apologetically.

      “It doesn’t much matter, really.  What I’d like most of all is a chance to get to know Shelly.  The way John described her, she sounds like an amazing woman.  Do you think she’d agree to have lunch with me?  Maybe even as early as tomorrow?”

      “I don’t know.  I suppose you’ll have to ring her and ask.”

      “I have a better idea,” he said with a grin.  “Will you have lunch with me tomorrow?  I’m happy to buy you lunch anywhere you’d like, as long as you invite Shelly to come along.”

      “I won’t do anything behind her back.”

      “I don’t want you to do anything behind her back,” he assured her.  “Tell her that you’re having lunch with me, by all means, just ask her to join us as well.  What’s her favorite restaurant?”

      Fenella thought for a moment.  “There’s a nice Chinese restaurant not far from our apartment building.  They do wonderful combination platters for lunch.  I know Shelly likes those.”

      “And do you?”

      “I do.”

      “Excellent.  Meet me there at midday, with or without Shelly.”

      Fenella hesitated and then nodded.  She didn’t trust Lance.  Maybe she would be able to find out more about him over lunch.  It would be up to Shelly to decide if she wanted to come along or not.

      “And now I should get you back to your friend.  He doesn’t look very happy,” Lance said, looking over Fenella’s shoulder.

      Donald was standing in the tent’s doorway, frowning at Fenella.
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      Sorry about that,” Fenella said as she reached Donald.

      “I was just worried about you.  After the way that Neil behaved towards you, I didn’t trust his friend,” Donald replied.  He put his arm around Fenella and began to lead her away from the tent.  “I hope everything is okay?”

      “He wants me to persuade Shelly to have lunch with him.”

      “I see.  And have you agreed to do so?”

      “Yes, because it seemed a reasonable request when I was talking to the man, but now I’m already having second thoughts.”

      “Perhaps it would be best if you left it up to Shelly.”

      “But if I don’t talk her into coming along, I’ll have to have lunch with Lance by myself tomorrow,” Fenella replied with a sigh.

      “You’ve arranged to meet him for lunch tomorrow?”

      “Yes, that also seemed like a good idea when I was talking to him.”

      “You could always ring him and cancel,” Donald suggested as he helped Fenella into his car.

      She waited to reply until he was settled behind the steering wheel.  “I didn’t get his number, or else I’d probably do just that.”

      “You could simply not turn up.”

      “That would be incredibly rude.  No, I’ve agreed to have lunch with him.  I have to go.  At least I chose a restaurant that’s very quick.”

      “The Chinese place near your flat?” Donald guessed as he began the drive back to Douglas.

      “Exactly.  They produce delicious food faster than any other restaurant I’ve ever been in, and the prices are low enough that I won’t feel guilty about his buying me lunch, even if I don’t deliver Shelly.”

      Donald took her hand.  “I hope it all works out.  If Neil gives you any trouble, do let me know.  I can stop him.”

      “That sounds very ominous,” Fenella said with a nervous laugh.

      “He was out of line with you, especially in front of me, and he knows it.  I assume he was trying to upset Laura for some reason, but that’s certainly no excuse.  I never liked Neil anyway; he needs to tread more carefully around me.”

      “But he’s so much wealthier than you, at least that’s what he implied.”

      Donald laughed.  “I would put my bank balance up against his any day.  Neil is all flash and no substance.  I suspect he’s moving back to the island because he’s having financial difficulties.  I can find out more if you’re interested.”

      Fenella thought about it for a moment.  “I’m not really interested,” she said eventually.  “All things considered, I’d prefer to never hear the man’s name again.”

      “I won’t mention it,” Donald promised, squeezing her hand and then releasing it to shift gears.  “I’m not sure that his friend Lance will be so considerate.”

      “I’m more worried about what Lance might say about John Quirk than anything else.”

      “Perhaps it would be better if you went alone to the lunch tomorrow.  Maybe then you could convince Lance to stay away from Shelly.”

      “I suspect that Shelly will want to talk to him eventually.  He’s a link to John, after all.  I simply don’t trust the man.”

      “You don’t think he really knew John?”

      “I don’t know,” Fenella said, feeling frustrated.  “Maybe after everything that has happened since I’ve been on the island, I’m extra suspicious of everyone, but there’s something about him that doesn’t ring true.”

      “Why would he lie?”

      “That’s the big question, isn’t it?  Perhaps Shelly has a great deal of money.”

      “She bought a flat in your building and retired from her job.  That suggests that she inherited quite a bit when her husband passed away.”

      “I’d never really thought about that.”

      “She’s not in your league, of course, but she’s probably wealthy enough to attract the sorts of men who might try to take advantage of her.”

      “My league?  What do you mean by that?” Fenella demanded.

      “I mean you inherited Mona’s fortune.  You’re a very wealthy woman now.”

      “I am?  I’m not actually certain about that.”

      Donald pulled to a stop in front of Fenella’s building.  He turned and looked at her curiously.  “Mona was incredibly wealthy by the time she died.  What did Doncan tell you about the estate?”

      Fenella frowned and tried to remember exactly what the lawyer had said.  “He said that I’d inherited everything, including the apartment and several bank accounts.  He told me that he would leave everything exactly as it was until I was ready to sit down and go through the accounts.  Thus far, he’s simply been depositing money into my bank account each month and I’ve been using that as spending money.”

      “You need to talk to Doncan.  If nothing else, you’ll probably want to make changes to how the various funds are being managed.  I can help you with some of the options if you want a second opinion, but I know that Doncan can be trusted completely.  Beyond that, though, you may want to sell some of Mona’s other properties or even think about moving into one of the houses elsewhere on the island.”

      “She had houses on the island?”

      Donald chuckled.  “Max liked to buy Mona presents, especially after they’d argued.  He used to give her real estate for her birthday, Christmas, and after every quarrel.  She usually got some fabulous jewelry as well.  My dear girl, you’re probably one of the wealthiest women on the island.”

      Fenella sat back in her seat, feeling stunned.  She’d been told before that Mona owned other properties besides the apartment, and that Mona had been well off, but no one had given her any hint of the scale of Mona’s fortune.  Fenella knew she should have followed up with Doncan months ago, but as long as he’d kept her bank balance steady, she hadn’t felt any need to rush to see him.

      “Are you okay?” Donald asked after a minute.

      “Yes, I’m just surprised.  I didn’t realize that there was that much money.”

      “As I said, talk to Doncan.  He’ll be able to tell you more and help you work out what you want to do with everything.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’m actually seeing him on Wednesday.  I’m awfully glad I made the appointment last month.  At the time, I wasn’t sure I wanted to bother.”

      “It isn’t that late.  Why don’t you invite me up for a drink?” Donald suggested, picking up her hand again.

      Fenella blushed and then pulled her hand away.  “After everything you’ve just said, I have to wonder if you’re just after my money,” she replied, only half joking.

      “I have plenty of my own, thank you,” Donald replied tightly.

      “I was only teasing,” Fenella told him.  “I didn’t mean to upset you.”

      Donald nodded.  “Let me walk you to your door, then,” he said.

      Fenella climbed out of the car and then took the arm that Donald offered.  They walked together into the beautiful lobby of her building.  It was only a few steps to the elevators.  Donald was silent on the journey, leaving Fenella struggling to think of something to say to lighten his mood.  At her door, he waited while she found her keys.

      “Good night, then,” he said as she pushed her apartment door open.

      Fenella turned around, ready for the kiss that she knew was coming.  Donald was already halfway back to the elevators.  “Good night,” she said flatly to his back.  He didn’t even acknowledge her words.  She stomped into her apartment and very nearly slammed the door.  She’d only been teasing.  He’d overreacted.  What was wrong with the man?

      “Oh, dear, and I thought Donald would be spending the night for sure,” Mona said from the kitchen doorway.  “Especially after you sent Katie away.”

      “I didn’t send Katie away,” Fenella snapped.  “Shelly offered to let her have a sleepover next door.  Katie loves staying with Shelly and Smokey.  That’s the only reason I agreed.  Donald had nothing to do with my decision.”

      “And now you’ve quarreled with Donald.  What sort of jewelry do you like?  I think he should apologize with diamonds, but if the argument was your fault, perhaps rubies or emeralds are more likely.”

      “I don’t want any jewelry,” Fenella exploded.  “I don’t want anything from Donald.  Anyway, apparently I’m rich enough to buy my own diamonds if I want them.”

      “Well, of course you are, but what fun is that?”

      Fenella sank into the nearest chair and buried her head in her hands.  She wasn’t sure why she felt so much like crying or maybe screaming, but there wasn’t any reason not to indulge herself.  A few tears squeezed their way out before she decided that she was more angry than sad.

      “I was only teasing,” she said loudly.

      “Of course you were,” Mona replied in a soothing voice.  “Donald probably doesn’t have a sense of humor, that’s all.  His father didn’t.”

      Fenella sighed and then got up and went into the kitchen.  While she’d eaten at the party, the plates of finger foods hadn’t been terribly filling, or at least that’s what she told herself as she put a bag of popcorn into the microwave.

      “Do you want to tell me all about it?” Mona asked.

      Fenella looked at her and then shook her head.  “I thought you were going to do something different with your appearance,” she changed the subject.

      “I did.  I aged a few years.  You don’t notice the difference?”

      Fenella studied the woman closely.  “Not at all.  You look exactly the same.”

      Mona shrugged.  “I always took very good care of myself.  No one ever thought that I looked my age.”

      “Did you really own property all over the island?” Fenella asked.

      “I did.  It’s all yours now, of course.  There are several houses, a few commercial spaces, and some farmland that is rented out to various farmers.  Why?  Are you thinking of moving out of this flat?”

      “No, not at all.  I love this apartment.  I just didn’t realize that you were as wealthy as all of that.”

      Mona smiled.  “Max was very generous to me over the years.  He wasn’t the only one, of course, but he was the most generous.  When we first met, I had very little.  He helped me invest my savings in a number of schemes that all did very well.  And he showered me with gifts, of course.  He always wanted to be certain that I was looked after.  We never married.  When he passed away, his estate went to his business partner and his sister.  I wasn’t even named in the will.”

      “My goodness,” Fenella exclaimed.

      “His sister didn’t approve of me, you see.  If Max had left me anything, she would have contested the will.  It would have been an ugly mess, because her husband was a solicitor in London.  Max didn’t want me to have to deal with all of that, so he made sure that he gave me everything he could while he was still alive.  His sister didn’t end up with very much, really, but there was nothing she could do about it.”

      “Is she still alive?”

      “Oh, yes.  I believe she’s too mean to die.  She and her husband are in London, making each other miserable, just as they always have.”

      “What about Max’s business partner?”

      “Bryan?  He passed away just a few months after Max died.”

      “Was he happy with Max’s will?”

      “Oh, yes.  Bryan had plenty of his own money, of course, as the pair had been partners for many years.  Bryan and his wife never had children.  All of their money went to charity when she died a year after Bryan.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “I need some sleep,” she said.

      “But you haven’t told me what you and Donald quarreled about.”

      “It was nothing.  I was just teasing.  Donald mentioned how much money I’ve inherited and I suggested that he was only after me for the money, that’s all.”

      Mona chuckled.  “As I said, he probably hasn’t much of a sense of humor.  I wonder if it upset him because there might be some truth in it.”

      “I thought Donald had lots of money.”

      “He used to, but never as much as he pretended, of course.  But maybe he’s having problems now.  Perhaps your money is at least as attractive to him as you are.”

      “Or maybe it’s a lot more attractive to him than I am,” Fenella said dryly.

      “Don’t sell yourself short.  You aren’t even fifty yet and you don’t look a day over forty.  Donald would be interested anyway, even if you didn’t have money.”

      “Maybe, or maybe he’s hoping to persuade me to invest in one of his companies or something.”

      Mona shrugged.  “Just tell him that Doncan handles all of that for you.  That’s what I always told men who wanted to get their hands on my money.  I can’t see Donald doing anything that obvious, though.  He’s more the type to marry you first.”

      “Marry me?” Fenella squeaked.  “I don’t want to marry the man.”

      “Ah, but if he took you to bed, you’d probably change your mind.  You’re just old-fashioned enough to think that way, I believe.”

      “I’m not going to sleep with him and I’m not going to marry him,” Fenella said loudly.

      “No need to shout,” Mona told her.  “I’m dead, but there’s nothing wrong with my hearing.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to reply, but couldn’t imagine what to say.  She shook her head and then sighed.  “Donald is mad at me, anyway.  He’s not likely to propose at the moment.”

      “He’s not likely to propose until you’ve slept together,” Mona countered.  “While he might be after you for your money, he’s also attracted to you and will want to be sure that if you did marry you would be physically compatible.”

      “Whatever.  I don’t even want to think about this anymore.  I’m going to bed, where I’m going to miss Katie and forget all about men.”

      Fenella crawled into her bed a short time later.  As she tossed and turned, she realized that she truly was missing Katie, who always slept in the exact middle of the king-sized bed they shared.  While Fenella often grumbled about sharing the space with the animal, the bed felt lonely without her.  After a restless night Fenella was happy the next morning to find that she couldn’t remember any of her dreams.

      “How early is too early?” she asked her reflection as she combed her shoulder-length hair the next morning.

      “To start talking to one’s self?  I should think one would want to wait until one was old enough to claim that senility was creeping in,” Mona said from where she’d settled on the bed.

      Fenella jumped and nearly stabbed herself in the eye with her mascara wand.  “I didn’t see you there,” she said as she grabbed a tissue and began wiping away the streak of mascara that ran from her eye to her chin.

      “How early is too early for what?”

      “To go and get Katie back,” Fenella said.  “I miss her terribly.”

      “Really?  I can’t imagine why.  But I know Shelly usually gets up quite early.  Why don’t you ring her and see if she’s up?”

      “I will, once I’m ready.”  Fenella finished her makeup and then rang her friend.

      “Yes, you can come and get Katie, if you must,” Shelly said when she picked up the phone.  “And you can help me decide what to do about Lance.”

      Fenella was at Shelly’s door a moment later.

      “That was quick,” Shelly laughed as she let Fenella into the apartment.

      “I really missed Katie,” Fenella said sheepishly.

      “I’m sorry to say it, but I don’t think she missed you,” Shelly replied.

      Katie and Smokey ran into the room.  Katie glanced at Fenella and then said a quick “meow” before she disappeared back into the bedroom with Smokey on her heels.

      “Yeah, meow to you, too,” Fenella replied.

      “Have you had breakfast?” Shelly asked.

      “Oh, no, I mean, I was going to make something after I brought Katie home.”

      “I gave Katie her breakfast a little while ago.  I don’t have a lot of people food in, but I have a lot of cat food.”

      Fenella laughed.  “We could go next door.  I have three or four kinds of cereal, and a loaf of bread that isn’t very fresh but would work for toast.”

      “That’s more than I have, actually.  I missed my usual day for shopping this week and never got around to making it up.”

      “So how was the party last night?” Shelly asked as Fenella slid slices of bread into her toaster a few minutes later.

      “It was interesting, I suppose,” Fenella answered.  “Lance was there.”

      “Why didn’t you tell me that?” Mona demanded as she took a seat next to Shelly at the breakfast bar in the kitchen.

      Fenella only just remembered in time not to reply to her aunt.

      “Why was he there?” Shelly asked.

      “He was with someone called Neil Hicks and some other men who were introduced to me as some of his business associates from across,” Fenella explained.

      “Neil Hicks is not a nice man,” Mona said.  “Max only worked with him once and swore he’d never work with him again.”

      Fenella sipped her coffee to stop herself from replying to Mona.

      “I’m sure I’ve heard of Neil Hicks,” Shelly said thoughtfully.  “And I don’t believe that what I heard was very nice.”

      “Donald worked with him many years ago, but hasn’t done anything with him lately,” Fenella told her.

      “Then he’s really crooked,” Mona said.  “Donald doesn’t mind projects that get dangerously close to the edge of what’s legal or ethical.  If he won’t work with someone, they’ve gone over that edge.”

      “What did Donald say about him?” Shelly asked.

      “Not much.  He wouldn’t give me a firm answer as to why he’d never worked with the man again, but he suggested that Neil wasn’t entirely honest.”

      “And he and Lance are friends?”

      “I believe one of them said that they were business associates before Lance retired.”

      “Perhaps I shouldn’t have given Lance my phone number.”

      “Okay, so, the thing is, I mean…” Fenella began.  Shelly and Mona were both looking at her as if she’d lost her mind when she trailed off.

      “What’s wrong?” Shelly demanded.

      “I’ve agreed to meet Lance for lunch today,” she replied.  “He’s hoping I’ll be able to persuade you to join us, as well.”

      “No,” Shelly said.  “I won’t do it.”

      “Fair enough.  At least I can tell him that I tried.”

      “You’re still going to have lunch with him?”

      “I told him I would.  It sounded like a better idea when we were talking about it last night.”

      Shelly sat back in her chair, frowning as the toaster popped.  Fenella slid slices of toast into the toast rack and put it on the counter next to Shelly.  She added containers of butter and jam and then topped up Shelly’s coffee.  By the time she’d put her own bread into the toaster, Shelly was done thinking.

      “I’ll go,” she said as she buttered her toast.  “But only because you’re going to be there.  Hopefully we can chat politely for twenty minutes and then go our separate ways, and I’ll never have to see the man again.”

      “He may be a very nice man,” Fenella suggested.  “I know you were shocked when he turned up on your doorstep, but maybe you should give him a chance.”

      “I don’t trust him,” Shelly replied.  “John and I were married for a very long time, and we didn’t keep secrets from one another.  I can’t believe that John never mentioned Lance, not once, even though Lance claims they wrote back and forth for years.  I certainly don’t remember John getting any letters from anyone at home, aside from his mother, who often wrote to him when we were first married.”

      “You should ask him to let you see the letters,” Fenella suggested.

      “He’ll have an excuse as to why he can’t produce them,” Mona said.

      “Yes, I’ll do that,” Shelly agreed.  “And I’m going to try to trip him up again.  Maybe he just got lucky and guessed that I was lying about John loving surprises.  I’ll have to come up with some better ways to catch him out.”

      “Have you given any thought as to why he might be lying?” Fenella asked.  “What might he gain by telling you that he was John’s friend?”

      “I suspect he’s after my money,” Shelly said with a shrug.  “John had good insurance, and we’d paid off our mortgage years ago, so the house was mine as well.  I suppose I might be a target for men looking for wealthy widows.”

      “That was my first thought, as well,” Fenella told her.  “It’s about the only thing I can think of, actually.”

      “Too bad for him that I don’t find him the least little bit attractive.  His face was odd,” Shelly said.

      “He told me about that, actually.  Apparently he was in a car accident and had to have surgery to cover some of the scars.”

      “Really?  That’s rather sad, actually,” Shelly frowned.  “I don’t want to feel sorry for the man.”

      “So don’t believe him,” Fenella suggested.  “I’m not sure that I do.”

      Shelly nodded.  “There is that.  If he’s lying about knowing John, he’s probably lying about everything.  His name probably isn’t really even Lance Thomas.”

      “What if he passes all of your tests?  Will you feel differently about him if you know he did know John?”

      Shelly gave her a thoughtful look.  “Maybe,” she said eventually.  “John was always a good judge of character.  If he was friends with Lance, even years ago, then perhaps we’ve misjudged him.”

      “I know I’m extra suspicious of everyone because of all of the things that have happened since I’ve been on the island.”

      “Yes, and I’ve picked up on that from you,” Shelly sighed.  “If Lance had turned up here six months ago, before you’d found your first dead body, I probably would have believed everything he told me without giving it a second thought.”

      “I wouldn’t have,” Mona said.  “But I’ve never been a very trusting person.”

      Fenella bit her tongue and then nibbled on her toast.  “We’re meeting him at noon at the Chinese place,” she told Shelly.

      “That’s a great choice.  It should be quick.  I’d like to spend as little time as possible with him.”

      The doorbell interrupted Fenella’s reply.

      “Happy birthday,” the man at the door said, handing Fenella a huge bouquet of roses.

      “It isn’t my birthday,” she countered.

      “Oh, happy anniversary?”

      “Nope.”

      “Well, then, someone must feel as if he owes you a huge apology,” he suggested.  “Sign here, please.”

      Fenella scribbled her name on the sheet as directed and then shut the door behind the man.

      “Ooooh, lovely,” Shelly cooed.  “Who are they from?”

      “Use the vase in the cupboard to the left of the sink,” Mona instructed her as Fenella put the flowers down on the counter.

      She pulled the card out of the bouquet and opened the envelope.  “I’m sorry,” was all that it said.  The signature was illegible, but the large Ds at the start of both the first and last name were all that Fenella needed.

      “From Donald, I assume,” Mona said as Fenella put the flowers into the huge vase that was right where Mona had said it would be.

      “Yes,” she replied.

      “Yes?” Shelly asked.

      “Oh, sorry,” Fenella flushed.  “I was having a conversation with myself and just started talking out loud.”

      “Are you going to tell me who the flowers are from or not?” Shelly demanded.

      “Oh, sorry.  They’re from Donald.”

      “To thank you for last night?  What happened last night that requires four dozen roses the next morning, or shouldn’t I ask?” Shelly said with a laugh.

      “Nothing happened last night,” Fenella snapped.  As soon as she saw the hurt look on Shelly’s face, she rushed to apologize.  “I’m sorry.  I’m just tired of everyone suggesting that I should sleep with Donald.”

      “I never suggested any such thing,” Shelly replied.

      Shelly was right.  It was Mona who kept making that suggestion.  Fenella drained her coffee cup before she could put her foot in her mouth again.  “Donald and I had a small disagreement at the end of the evening last night,” she explained to Shelly.  “The flowers are an apology.”

      “Gosh, I wish he’d fight with me,” Shelly told her.  “They’re gorgeous, and they smell fabulous as well.”

      They did smell wonderful, Fenella had to admit.  “You should take a dozen or so home with you,” she told Shelly.  “I don’t need all of them.”

      “Donald sent them to you.  I couldn’t possibly take any,” Shelly protested.

      “You need to ring Donald and thank him,” Mona said.

      “Why?” Fenella demanded.

      “I just said, because Donald sent them to you,” Shelly replied, sounding confused.

      Fenella shook her head as Mona chuckled softly.  “I was arguing with myself, not you,” she told Shelly.  “I don’t want to ring Donald to thank him, even though I know I should.”

      “If you ring now, you can catch him in his office.  Maybe he’ll be too busy to speak with you and you can just leave a message with his secretary,” Shelly suggested.

      “What a brilliant idea,” Fenella exclaimed.  She grabbed the phone and then frowned down at it.  “I don’t have his number,” she said.

      “Ring his office,” Shelly suggested.  “You can find the number online.”

      Fenella pulled out her mobile and did a quick search for the man’s name.  “Donaldson Enterprises, is that his company?” she asked.

      “Haven’t you ever looked for him online before?” Shelly asked.

      “No, I haven’t.”

      “Wow.  If I were involved with someone, I’d be all over the Internet trying to find out about him,” Shelly told her.  “Are you on social media?”

      “A little bit, but not much.”

      Shelly shook her head.  “Maybe I’m a crazy stalker, but I’ve already tried to find Lance Thomas on all the usual sites.”

      “And?”

      “And nothing.  He doesn’t seem to have accounts anywhere, at least not ones that are public.  And yes, that is Donald’s company.”

      Fenella blinked at the change of subject and then looked back down at her phone.  “I have cold feet.”

      “Just ring him and thank him,” Mona said.  “As Shelly said, you may get away with leaving a message.”

      Fenella dialed the number and then held her breath as the phone at the other end began to ring.

      “Good morning, Donaldson Enterprises.  This is Jenna.  How can I help you?”

      “Ah, good morning.  I was hoping to speak to Donald, er, Mr. Donaldson.”

      “I’m terribly sorry, but Mr. Donaldson is in client meetings all day.  I can take a message to let him know that you rang, though.”

      Fenella gave Shelly a happy grin.  “Yes, please.  Just tell him that Fenella said thank you.”

      “Fenella?  May I ask your surname, please?”

      “My surname?  It’s Woods.”

      “Ah, please hold.”

      A moment later Fenella heard a ringing sound again.  A moment later Donald’s voice came down the line.

      “I behaved very badly,” he said.  “And I’m incredibly sorry.”

      “Whatever you did, I don’t deserve all of these lovely flowers.”

      “You deserve them and more.  I knew perfectly well that you were simply teasing and I, well, I needlessly took offense.  I will make it up to you, I promise.”

      “You already have,” Fenella assured him.

      “Yes, well, we’ll agree to disagree on that.  I’m afraid I’m in the middle of a very important meeting, otherwise I’d be trying to talk you into having dinner with me tonight.  I believe I may have to go to London this afternoon, though.  I don’t suppose you fancy a few days in London?”

      “Not on such short notice.”

      “Yes, well, I’ll be in touch soon,” Donald said.  The phone clicked off in Fenella’s hand.

      “There, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” Mona asked.

      “He’s off to London this afternoon,” Fenella said.

      “Did he invite you to join him?” Mona and Shelly both asked at the same time.

      “Yes,” Fenella sighed.

      “And you turned him down,” Shelly said.  “I’m not sure I would have.”  When Fenella gave her a shocked look, she quickly continued.  “I mean, I would now, but if I were you, I’m not sure I would have.  He’s rich and gorgeous and sexy, and I’m sure he would spoil you absolutely rotten, given the opportunity.  Flying off to London on a moment’s notice just sounds so romantic.  I’ve never done anything that romantic.”

      “He’ll be tied up in meetings and I’d be on my own, sitting in a fancy hotel, afraid to touch anything in the room,” Fenella said.

      Shelly laughed as Mona rolled her eyes.  “You should go and take yourself out to see the sights,” Mona said.  “Flirt with unsuitable men, drink too much, let Donald worry about where you are when he gets back from his meetings.”

      Fenella couldn’t think of any way to reply to that, so she was glad she had Shelly as an excuse to ignore her aunt.

      “What time is lunch, then?” Shelly asked.

      “We’re meeting Lance at noon.”

      “I think I’ll go and pace anxiously around my flat until then.”

      “Let’s go and do something instead,” Fenella suggested.

      “We could go get some groceries,” Shelly said.  “Then maybe we won’t have to eat stale bread for breakfast tomorrow.”
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      Two hours later Fenella’s cupboards and refrigerator were full and she was starving.

      “I’m glad we have lunch plans,” she told Shelly.  “I don’t want to take the time to cook anything.”

      “I’m just going to go and freshen up,” Shelly replied.  “I’ll be right back.”

      Fenella ran a brush through her hair and touched up her makeup.  Mona was nowhere to be seen as Fenella made sure Katie had her lunch and a fresh bowl of water.  Ten minutes later, five minutes after they should have left for the restaurant, Fenella started to worry about Shelly.

      When her friend didn’t answer her knock, Fenella grew even more concerned.  She walked back to her apartment and rang Shelly’s mobile number.

      “I can’t do it,” Shelly said in a low voice.  “Tell him I’m sorry, but I can’t do it.”

      “Okay.  If you don’t want to come, that’s fine,” Fenella said quickly.  “I’ll go and talk to him.  Can you give me any tips on things to test him on?”

      “Ask him what John’s favorite color was and where John and I met.  If John truly did write to him about me, he would have told him that.  Ask him how John proposed, too.  He’d have mentioned that.  Maybe, if he can answer all of those questions, I might agree to meet talk to him another time.”

      “You have to do what’s best for you,” Fenella said firmly.  “If you don’t want to talk to the man, don’t.”

      “I’m sorry that you’re having to have lunch with him alone, though.”

      “It’s my own fault.  I made the arrangements.”

      “I can ring you in ten minutes and pretend that there’s an emergency.”

      “Thank you, but I think I’m too hungry to agree to that.  I may have to talk to Lance, but at least I’ll get lunch.”

      Shelly chuckled.  “You’re almost temping me, but not quite.”

      “Do you want me to bring you something back?”

      “No, thank you.  If I can’t go along, I don’t deserve to have the lovely food.”

      “That’s silly.  You have to do what’s right for you.  You still deserve lovely food.”

      “Maybe we could go somewhere for lunch tomorrow,” Shelly suggested.  “But you’d better get going now.”

      Fenella glanced at the clock.  She had less than a minute to get to the restaurant on time.  “I’m going to be late,” she sighed.

      “Tell him I’m sorry,” Shelly said.  “I just need more time.”

      Fenella nodded and then grabbed her handbag.  There was no sign of the elevators, so Fenella raced down the stairs and then dashed across the lobby.  She walked into the Chinese restaurant at five past twelve.  Lance was nowhere to be seen.

      “He couldn’t possibly have given up on me so quickly,” Fenella said.

      “I’m sorry?” the restaurant’s host said.

      Fenella shrugged.  “I’m meeting a friend for lunch, but I’m a few minutes late.  I hope I didn’t miss him.”

      “I don’t believe that you did.  I haven’t seated anyone on their own, anyway.”

      “I suppose I need a table for two, then.”

      “Will this do?” the man asked a moment later.  “I thought you’d like to be near the door so that you can watch for your friend.”

      “This is fine,” Fenella replied.  She didn’t generally like being seated so close to the front of the small room, but it made sense to be near the door.  The table felt far less intimate than the booths at the back that she and Shelly usually preferred.  That was definitely better for today.

      “Can I get you a drink while you wait for your friend?”

      Fenella ordered a soda and then picked up the menu.  She nearly always ordered the same thing, but maybe today she would try something different.  Reading the entire menu three times didn’t take nearly long enough, she thought as she sipped her drink.  It was twenty past twelve, and she felt that she needed to either order or leave in the next few minutes.  It wasn’t so much that the small restaurant was busy, as there were still a few empty tables scattered around the room, but Fenella was starving.

      She’d just decided to leave when the door swung open and Lance strolled into the room.  He glanced around and then nodded at her.

      “This isn’t really what I was expecting,” he said as he dropped into the seat opposite her.  “I suppose as I’m used to London, I was bound to be disappointed, wasn’t I?”

      Fenella swallowed a dozen replies.  It was important to be nice to him until she could work out exactly what he wanted from Shelly, she reminded herself.

      “Can I get you a drink?” the waiter asked, giving Fenella a smile.  She flushed as she wondered if he thought Lance was a blind date.

      “Just water,” Lance said.  “Do you have daily specials?”

      “No, sir.  We have a fairly extensive menu, however,” the waiter replied.

      Lance picked up the menu from the table and began to flip through it.  “There’s no way one chef can make all of this well,” he said loudly.  “Not unless he’s buying most of his sauces already made.”

      “I can assure you that our chef makes all of the sauces himself,” the waiter said stiffly.

      Lance shrugged.  “My drink?”

      The waiter nodded and walked away, leaving Fenella wishing she’d walked out after fifteen minutes of waiting.

      “Shelly wouldn’t come?” Lance asked.

      “No, she’s not ready to talk to you yet,” Fenella replied.

      “The yet is encouraging, anyway,” Lance replied.  “But without her here, I’ve no idea what we shall talk about.”

      “Tell me about you.  You grew up on the island?”

      “Yes, and then left for university and never came back.  London just had so much more to offer than the island did, at least to my younger self.  The fact that I’m back here now suggests that I may have underestimated the island’s appeal all those years ago, of course.”

      “Your water,” the waiter said, putting the glass on the table.  “Are you ready to order?”

      Fenella ordered her usual, a platter with small portions of several of her favorite dishes.  Lance ordered plain steamed rice with steamed vegetables.

      “Why have you retired back to the island, then?” Fenella asked as the waiter walked away.

      “Tax advantages, for one thing.  Once I stopped working in London, it seemed silly to pay London prices, for another.  Since I’m retired, I can live anywhere in the world.  It seemed smart to look for a place to live that was relatively inexpensive.  The island seems to fit the bill.”

      “Has it changed much since your childhood?”

      “I hope you aren’t implying that I’m significantly older than you,” Lance said coolly.

      Fenella forced herself to chuckle.  “Not at all.  But I left the island when I was two.  I don’t remember it at all.”

      “That explains your accent,” Lance replied.  “How long have you lived here, then?”

      “Only about six months.”

      “Has it changed much?  Yes, it has, actually.  In many ways I preferred it forty years ago.  It isn’t really the island I remember.”

      “Have you been able to locate any of your other former friends?”

      Lance shook his head.  “John was the only person I stayed in touch with after I left.  I suppose there may be a few people still around from my school days, but I’m not sure I’d remember them if they spoke to me.  It was a very long time ago, after all.”

      “Yes, and a long time for you and John to have stayed in touch.”

      “It was sporadic at best.  I’m sure today’s teens won’t have the same difficulty.  They’ll just use social media to stay connected forever, but John and I didn’t have that option.  When I first went away, we wrote back and forth almost regularly, but that soon tapered off to not much more than cards at Christmas and for birthdays.  Every once in a while one or the other of us would send a longer letter, whenever something significant happened in our lives, mostly.”

      “So John wrote to you about Shelly?”

      “Occasionally.  I remember him always saying how beautiful and special she was.  I wish I’d kept the letters, but when I got them they didn’t seem especially significant.  I’m sure Shelly would love to see them, though.”

      “It’s a shame you didn’t keep them,” Fenella agreed.  “I don’t believe Shelly ever found any letters from you in her husband’s papers, either.”

      Lance frowned.  “That was one of the things that I wanted to ask her about.  I’m not sure if I’d be happy if some were found or not, though.  There’s a part of me that would love to revisit my younger self through the letters, but I’m rather concerned with how immature I must have seemed, especially in the earliest ones.”

      “Here we are,” the waiter said, putting plates down in front of each of them.  “Do you need anything else right now?”

      “More water,” Lance replied.

      “Yes, sir.  Right away.”

      Fenella ignored the chopsticks next to her plate and picked up her fork.  Lance unwrapped his chopsticks and began to eat with a level of expertise that annoyed Fenella.

      “What about your friends?” she asked after a few bites.  “Are they all planning to retire to the island as well?”

      “I couldn’t possibly answer for any of them, but I believe they are all considering it,” Lance said as the waiter delivered another glass of water.

      “And how do you know Neil Hicks?”

      “We worked together in London.  All of the men who were with me at the party last night are associates from London.  Did you like Neil?  He was quite taken with you.”

      “No, I didn’t,” Fenella replied, unwilling to be polite about the man.

      Lance chuckled.  “He came on too strong to you.  But he isn’t really that bad.  He’s wealthy and well connected, you know.”

      “I don’t look for either of those things in men.”

      “No?  You’re unusual, then, especially for a woman who is involved with Donald Donaldson.  According to Neil, he’s one of the wealthiest men on the island and he has a reputation with women that isn’t the best.”

      “Donald and I are just friends,” Fenella replied.

      “Of course you are,” Lance said patronizingly.

      Fenella bit her tongue.  It didn’t matter in the slightest what this man thought of her, she reminded herself.  After today, she might never have to see him again.

      “What will it take to persuade Shelly to see me?  Money is no object.”

      “Money?  You can’t buy an audience with Shelly.”

      “But can I buy some of your time and effort on my behalf?  I’d really like you to try to convince Shelly to meet with me.”

      “Why?” Fenella demanded.

      Lance flushed.  “For all manner of reasons,” he said stiffly.

      “I understand that you and John were friends, but I can’t see why that makes you so determined to get to know Shelly,” Fenella pushed.

      “Everything John told me over the years has made me want to get to know Shelly,” Lance told her.  “You’ll laugh, but she’s always been the standard by which I judge women.”

      “Simply based on John’s description of her?  What if he lied?”

      “He didn’t.  John never lied about anything.  I think that was part of why I stayed friends with him for so many years.  I knew I could trust him.”

      “You simply need to give Shelly some time.  Let her get used to the idea of your being here for a week or two.  Maybe wait until after the first anniversary of John’s death before you try to see her.”

      Lance frowned.  “I don’t want to wait that long,” he said.  “I was hoping we could try again tomorrow.”

      “Tomorrow?  I don’t know about tomorrow.”

      “How much would it take to convince you to talk Shelly into tomorrow?”

      “I’m not for sale, so don’t even go there,” Fenella snapped.  “And I’m on Shelly’s side in all of this.  I’m not going to try to talk her into doing something she doesn’t want to do.”

      “I think talking to me will be in her best interests, though.  Surely she’d like to hear stories about John’s childhood?  I remember our school days as if they were yesterday.  What I did yesterday, on the other hand, well, that I tend to forget.”

      “That’s going to have to be a decision for Shelly to make.  I’m sure she’s heard plenty of stories about John’s school days over the years.  She may not be interested in hearing any more.”

      “Did anyone want pudding?” the waiter asked as he cleared away the empty plates.

      “No, thank you,” Lance replied.  “Just the bill, please.”

      Fenella thought about arguing, as she liked several of the items on the dessert menu, but she had no interest in prolonging her time with Lance.

      “I don’t think this has been very productive,” Lance complained as they waited for the bill.  “I was hoping you’d come around to seeing things my way.”

      Even if you had to bribe me to persuade me, Fenella thought.  “I’m sorry, but I’m going to do what I think is best for Shelly,” she repeated herself.

      “And you don’t think she should meet with me?”

      “I think she should do whatever feels right to her.  I don’t think you should be putting so much pressure on her.  I’m still trying to understand why you’re so determined to get to know her.”

      “As I said, John made her sound incredibly special.  I simply want to find out if he was right or not.”

      “She is very special, which is why I’m so protective of her.  Why don’t you give me your number and I’ll have Shelly call you if she decides she wants to see you?”

      “I have her number,” he reminded her.  “I’ve already left two messages on her answering machine.  I gave her my number in both messages.”

      “Then she can find you if she wants to see you.  I think, for now, that will have to be good enough.”

      Lance frowned and then nodded slowly.  “I won’t keep ringing her, not if you feel it might upset her.  Perhaps I could have your number?  I won’t ring you often, but maybe I could check in with you once in a while to see how Shelly is doing?”

      Fenella hesitated.  She really didn’t want the man calling her, but she would rather he called her than Shelly.  “Fine,” she said after a moment.  She dug around in her handbag and found a scrap of paper and a pen.  She wrote down the number for the apartment rather than her mobile number.  The apartment had an answering machine.

      Lance handed her a card with his name and number on it in exchange.  Fenella glanced at it and then dropped it into her handbag.  A moment later the waiter brought the bill.  Lance studied it and then pulled out his wallet.

      “How much do I owe you?” Fenella asked.

      “Lunch is on me,” Lance told her.  He pulled a note out of his wallet and Fenella nearly gasped as she noticed how full the wallet was.  From where she was sitting it looked thick with twenty and fifty pound notes.

      “I got in the habit of carrying a lot of cash when I first moved to London,” Lance said carelessly.  “In those days you needed cash for meals and taxis.  It’s a habit I’ve not broken.”  He handed the waiter some money and then stood up.  Fenella got to her feet as well.

      “Are you heading home?” he asked as they walked toward the front of the room.

      “Yes, I need to get lunch for my cat or she’ll start eating the furniture.”

      Lance laughed.  “I had a cat for a very short space of time.  What he didn’t try to eat he clawed into pieces.  I ended up giving him to the woman I was seeing at the time.  Their relationship outlasted hers and mine by a considerable margin.”

      A light rain had begun to fall, so Fenella began to walk quickly as soon as they were outside the restaurant.  Lance kept up with her, but neither spoke again until they were within steps of their building.

      “Lance, there you are,” a loud voice said.

      “Neil, I told you I had plans for lunch,” Lance replied.

      Fenella forced herself to smile at Neil Hicks as he and Lance’s other friends walked toward them.

      Neil was frowning.  “It isn’t like you to try to snatch a woman away from me behind my back,” he said to Lance.

      “Fenella was meant to be bringing her friend Shelly to lunch with us today,” Lance said quickly.  “Shelly was married to my oldest friend, John.  I’m hoping to get to know Shelly better, not Fenella.”

      Neil nodded and then took a step closer to Fenella.  “How are you today?” he asked her in a low voice.

      “I’m fine, thank you,” Fenella replied, taking a step backwards.

      “I’m sure Donald was annoyed with me last night,” Neil said, keeping his voice low and intimate.  “I don’t normally chase after his women, but there’s something incredibly attractive about you.  I hope you and Donald didn’t quarrel about me.”

      “Donald knows me better than that,” Fenella said, desperately trying to think how Mona would act under the circumstances.  Be distant but polite, she told herself.

      “And what does it take to get to know you as well as Donald does?” he asked.

      Fenella laughed lightly.  “I don’t mean to be rude, but I’m simply not interested,” she replied.

      “I can change your mind, if you give me a chance,” he told her.

      “Leave the poor woman alone,” one of the men said.  “She’s involved with Donald, and I know Donald well enough to know that he’ll be taking very good care of her indeed.  Even if you do have more money than Donald, you don’t want to waste it all on a woman.”

      Neil frowned.  “I wouldn’t consider it being wasted,” he snapped.

      “I’m not for sale,” Fenella said sharply.  “I have quite enough money of my own.  I don’t need a man to take care of me.”

      “I love it when kept women get defensive,” Neil laughed.  “How much does Donald pay for your little flat overlooking the sea?”

      “As it happens, I own my flat myself,” Fenella told him.  “And you are a loathsome and ignorant creature.  If you’ll all excuse me, I have better things to do than stand here being insulted by you lot.”

      Fenella spun on her heel and began to walk away.  Lance caught her arm after only a few steps.

      “Please don’t take out your anger at Neil on me,” he said quickly.  “Neil simply can’t imagine why any woman would turn him down.  It soothes his ego, telling himself that Donald is simply buying your affection.  Please don’t let that influence what you say to Shelly.”

      “I question your choice of friends,” Fenella said.

      “Yes, so do I,” he replied.  “I’ve known Neil for a great many years, and for all of those years he’s always had a woman on his arm.  Yes, it was a different woman nearly every month, but he’s never had trouble finding women in quick succession.  For some reason he’s having difficulty right now and he’s starting to get quite ugly about it.  If you have any single friends who you think might go for him, let me know.”

      “I wouldn’t wish that man on my worst enemy.”

      “No, I understand.  I’ll talk to him.  He’s used to a certain type of woman, someone quite different from you, I’m sure.  And he’s used to the games that women in London like to play.  Again, not like you.  I’ll do what I can to try to make him understand.”

      “And in the meantime, I’ll stay well away from him.”

      Lance nodded.  “I don’t blame you for that.  It might be good for you to get to know my other friends, though.  I’m doing my best to persuade them to move over here.  I’d like them to get to know the locals.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “Let’s take this one thing at a time.  I’ll see if I can get Shelly to agree to speak to you.  If we can accomplish that, then maybe we can worry about spending time with your friends.”

      “I’m sorry to interrupt, a cultured voice said from behind Fenella.  She turned around and looked at the man who was standing there.

      “I’m Adrian Graves.  I’m sure Lance is apologizing for Neil’s behavior, and I wanted to assure you that we are all equally unhappy with the things that he said to you,” the man told Fenellla.  “Neil is having a difficult time right now, both personally and professionally.  That isn’t an excuse for the way he spoke to you, of course, but I hope it helps to explain it, at least partially.”

      “I’m not really interested in understanding why Mr. Hicks behaved the way he did,” Fenella replied.  “I have no intention of ever speaking to him again, so it really doesn’t matter.”

      Adrian smiled.  “Donald is a lucky man,” he said softly.  “But I suspect you will have to see more of Neil, whether you like it or not.  He and Donald will undoubtedly cross paths regularly.  It is a small island, after all.”

      “If we do cross paths, I hope I can count on you and Lance to keep Neil well away from me, then,” Fenella said.

      Adrian nodded.  “I’m sure we’ll do our best, but Neil is hard to keep in check, unfortunately, especially when he’s been drinking.”

      “I hope he hasn’t been drinking today,” Fenella said, glancing at the man who was standing a few paces away with the rest of his friends.  “It’s barely past noon.”

      “We had a bottle or two of wine with lunch,” Adrian told her.  “We were celebrating a very successful business deal.”

      “It’s a good thing I’m retired,” Lance said.  “Otherwise I’d be feeling quite left out.”

      “There’s still room for more investors, if you want to get in,” Neil said.

      Fenella jumped.  She hadn’t noticed him approaching them.

      “As I said, I’m retired,” Lance laughed.  “I’m not looking to invest in anything new, at least not at the moment.”

      “If you’ve as much money as you claim to have, perhaps you should consider investing in our little scheme,” Neil said to Fenella.  “You may not like me personally, but I can make you a lot of money, anyway.”

      “Thank you, but I’m not interested.  All of my money is invested exactly where I want it,” Fenella replied.

      “If you change your mind, Neil is right,” one of the other men said.  “This little project is going to make all of us a lot of money.”

      “That’s Jared Welch,” Lance told Fenella.  “He’s much smarter than I am about money.  Is this the project you were talking about last night?” Lance asked.

      “Yes,” Neil said.  “We went back to them with a few refinements and they were happy to agree.  We’re expecting a generous return on our initial investment, with scope for further investment and even larger returns down the road.”

      Lance shrugged.  “You’re almost tempting me,” he said.  “I really do want to be retired, though,” he told Fenella.  “Now isn’t the time for me to start investing in new projects.”

      “I thought that myself,” the other man said as he joined the group.  He smiled at Fenella.  “I know we met last night, I’m Eric Palmer, and I retired three years ago at the age of sixty.  It’s been lovely, doing nothing much, but I’ve become a bit bored with it, really.  When Neil rang and told me about this opportunity, well, I simply couldn’t resist coming on board.”

      “As I said, I’m not interested, but I hope you all make a lot of money,” Fenella replied.  “And now you really must excuse me.”  She took a few steps away from the men and then frowned as Eric fell into step next to her.

      “I’m sorry if this is rude, but are you and Donald serious?” he asked.

      “I suppose that depends on how you define serious,” Fenella replied.

      “Yes, I imagine that’s true.  The thing is, like Neil, I find you very attractive, and like Neil, I’m currently between relationships.  Unlike Neil, however, I don’t want to do anything to upset Donald Donaldson.  I’ve worked with him a few times over the years and I have a great deal of respect for the man and what he does.  He has a brilliant mind for business and, I must say, wonderful taste in women.”

      Fenella frowned.  What was wrong with these men?  She was nearly fifty, at least ten pounds heavier than she ought to be, and incredibly ordinary in every way.  The only thing attractive about her was Mona’s money, a little voice suggested.  With that thought in mind, she gave the man a cold stare.

      “My relationship with Donald isn’t the least bit relevant to anything.  I’m sorry, but you’re not my type.  I hope you enjoy the island and that your investment is a success.  Excuse me,” she said, talking too fast.

      Eric chuckled.  “I wish I knew what Donald has that we’re all lacking,” he said.  “It certainly isn’t money.  Neil and I could each buy Donald out about ten times over, and Jared and Adrian aren’t far behind.”

      “You said yourself that Donald is brilliant,” Fenella reminded him, wishing she could be rude and just walk away, but feeling obliged to be polite.

      “He’s brilliant at business.  Perhaps he’s brilliant in other areas that I’m not aware of, as well,” the man said with a knowing wink.

      Fenella felt herself blushing as she took another step away.  Eric touched her shoulder.

      “Take my card,” he said, holding out the scrap of paper.  “If you and Donald don’t work out, maybe you could ring me.”

      “As I said, you aren’t my type,” Fenella replied.  “Whatever happens with Donald, nothing will change that.”

      “Ring me anyway,” he urged.  “If you and Donald split up, I’ve many friends who I’m sure would love to meet you.”

      Fenella took the card, hoping that would be enough to get her away from the man.  She glanced back at his friends, who were seemingly all watching the conversation with interest.   “Did you just win a bet or something?” she challenged the man.  “Is getting me to take your card some sort of group challenge?”

      Eric laughed.  “Men are like that, aren’t we?” he replied.  “But no, not this time.  I’m just happy that you took it.  I can’t promise that the others aren’t wagering on when one of us might get you into bed, though.  Men can be terrible, can’t we?”

      Fenella didn’t even bother to reply.  She tossed the card into the air and dashed away as he moved to catch it.  She was inside the lobby of Promenade View Apartments before he could stop her.

      “If anyone comes in after me, keep them out,” she told the security guard at the front door.

      “Anyone?” he asked, looking confused.

      Fenella sighed.  “I mean, maybe you could stop the men who were talking to me.  I had trouble getting away from them.  Don’t let them follow me into the building.”

      “But they’re with Mr. Thomas.  Mr. Thomas has a flat here,” the guard replied.  “I can’t stop them from coming in with Mr. Thomas.”

      A glance behind her showed that Lance and his friends were approaching the building.  There was no way she wanted to be caught on the elevator with them.  Swearing softly under her breath, Fenella crossed the lobby and pushed open the door marked “Staff Only.”  Behind the door’s frosted glass she watched as Lance and the others walked across the lobby to the elevators.

      “Can I help you?” a surprised voice said from behind Fenella.

      “Is there a security guard who can walk me to my apartment?” Fenella asked.

      The man in the dark suit frowned.  “Is there a problem?” he asked.

      Fenella frowned and then shook her head.  “There were some men who were bothering me, but they’ve gone to their friend’s apartment now,” she explained.

      “Which apartment is that?” the man wanted to know.

      “I’m not sure which one, but it’s the one that Lance Thomas just bought,” Fenella explained.

      “Mr. Thomas seems to be causing all sorts of difficulties.  Please let me know if you have any more problems with his friends.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’m sure it will all be fine.”

      “Let me walk you to your door,” the man offered.  “Just in case it isn’t.”

      There was no one in the lobby or on the elevator that took Fenella and the man to the sixth floor.

      “Please ring me if you have any more trouble,” the man said at Fenella’s door.  He handed her his card.  “I’m Josh Witters, the building’s assistant manager.  We want to do everything we can to look after Mona’s niece.”

      Fenella thanked the man and then let herself into her apartment.  Mona was sitting on the couch, staring out at the sea.

      “What was going on outside?” she demanded as Fenella dropped into the first chair she came to.  “I could see you talking to all those men just outside the building.  It almost looked as if they were keeping you there against your will.”

      “It almost felt that way, too,” Fenella sighed.  “But let me ring Shelly.  She may as well come over and hear the whole story while I’m telling you.”
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      Shelly was at her door almost before Fenella put the phone down.

      “Tell me everything,” she demanded as she took a seat in the living room.

      “Lance was nice enough, I suppose,” Fenella began.  “Although I didn’t get to ask him any questions.  His friends were horrible, though.”

      “His friends came to the lunch?”

      “No, we ran into them after lunch.”  Fenella sighed and then told Shelly and Mona the whole story.

      “It would have been weird if you’d asked Lance any questions,” Shelly said when Fenella was done.  “I can see that.  But now that you’ve talked to him, do you believe he’s who he claims to be?”

      “I honestly don’t know.  I can’t see why he’d lie, really, but I still don’t trust him.”

      “If he is after me for my money, how did he even find out that I have any money?  I mean, John’s been gone for a year.  I can’t imagine that Lance has been planning this for that long.  None of this makes sense to me.”

      “If you think you can, you should meet with him.  You’ll be able to work out whether he’s telling the truth or not much more easily than I can,” Fenella pointed out.  “You could probably work out whether he’s lying or not in just a few questions.”

      “Probably, but what if he isn’t lying?  I’m not sure I can deal with one of John’s old friends right now.  They’ve all been ringing, you know, checking in with me to see how I’m doing.  I hadn’t really thought about it, but I sort of cut my ties with all of my old friends when I sold my house and moved in here.  I suppose I was too busy to miss them.”

      “Now that you’re thinking about them, do you miss them?”

      “No, not really,” Shelly sighed.  “They were my friends from when I was half of a couple.  Many of them were John’s friends, or people with whom he worked, rather than actual friends.  Some of the teachers who were my colleagues I considered friends at the time, but now that I don’t see them every day, I don’t really miss them.  Goodness that sounds terrible, doesn’t it?”

      “If it makes you feel any better, I don’t miss anyone from Buffalo at all.  I miss my brothers, of course, and their families, but when I think back about my friends, well, most of them were work colleagues with whom I had nothing but work in common.  Jack didn’t really have friends, and he didn’t encourage me to have them, either.”

      “John had lots of friends, but they were his friends, not so much mine.  They used to play football at the weekend when they were younger.  As they got older, that turned into Saturday afternoons at the pub.  I didn’t mind.  Most of them stopped going along once they had children anyway.”  Shelly sighed.  “I don’t know why I’m talking about all of this.  I’m just feeling completely overwhelmed by this Lance Thomas person suddenly appearing in my life.  Could you maybe just tell him to go away?”

      “I would if I could.  And I’d tell all of his horrible friends to go with him.”

      “They do sound rather horrible.  I’m almost mad enough about the way they treated you to insist on seeing Lance.  I’d like to tell him and his friends exactly what I think of their behavior.”

      “I’m sure they all think they’re simply being friendly,” Mona interjected.  “Men of a certain age haven’t learned to treat women as equals.  They still think women should be flattered by any male attention.”

      Just in time Fenella remembered not to respond to Mona.  While she understood what Mona was saying, she didn’t agree with the dead woman.

      “I don’t want you worrying about Lance’s friends,” she told Shelly.  “You have enough on your plate worrying about Lance.  I’m sure his friends will grow bored with the island and head back to the UK before too much longer.”

      “I hope so.  They aren’t improving anything being here.”

      “So you just have to decide if you want to see Lance or not.”

      Shelly took a deep breath.  “I feel as if I should,” she said.  “If only just to try to work out what he really wants from me.  Besides that, if I don’t, I’ll probably bump into him in the building.  Right now I feel as if I want to hide out up here just to avoid him.  That won’t work in the long term, though.  I’d miss the Tale and Tail too much.”

      Fenella laughed.  “So let’s arrange something and then you can forget about it until then,” she suggested.

      “How about lunch tomorrow?”

      “I have my driving test at eleven,” Fenella reminded her.  “I’ll either want to celebrate after or hide somewhere and cry.  Either way, I’d rather not be around Lance.”

      “I’m so sorry.  I forgot all about your driving test.  Are you okay?  Are you losing sleep over it?”

      “Not yet, but I probably will tonight.  In a way, I’m almost glad that this mess with Lance and his friends has come up.  It’s keeping my mind on other things.”

      “Right, so tomorrow afternoon is out.  I’ll meet you back here at midday to help you celebrate or commiserate, whichever is necessary.  I don’t really want to have dinner with Lance, though.  Dinner takes too long.”

      “Maybe we should simply meet him in a pub somewhere,” Fenella suggested.

      “Not the Tale and Tail,” Shelly said quickly.  “I’d rather he not even know about the Tale and Tail.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I don’t think we can keep it a secret from him, but I’d rather not meet him there, either.  How about the pub next door?  It’s nice and it’s usually quiet.”

      “That sounds good.  It’s close to home for all of us and, as you say, it’s usually not too busy.  Now I just have to work up the nerve to answer his call the next time he rings.”

      “I have his number,” Fenella told her.  “Do you want me to ring him and arrange everything?”

      “That would probably be better.  Then I can’t chicken out.”

      Fenella pulled the man’s card out of her handbag.  “I hope I just get voicemail,” she said.  “How’s seven?”

      “Fine.  We can celebrate your driving test and then I’ll buy you dinner somewhere to apologize for not going with you today.”

      “You don’t have to apologize.  I set up today’s lunch without talking to you first.  You had every right to decide not to go.”

      “But I still feel bad about it, so you’ll have to let me buy you dinner anyway.”

      “I’ll go to dinner with you, but I won’t let you buy,” Fenella countered.

      “Maybe you could just argue about this later,” Mona suggested.  “It’s quite dull to listen to.”

      Fenella glanced at her aunt.  “We can argue about it later,” she told Shelly.

      She dialed the number on the card and then held her breath, hoping that a machine was going to pick up.

      “This is Lance Thomas.  I’m not available at the moment.  Please leave a message.”

      “It’s Fenella Woods.  Shelly and I will meet you for a drink tomorrow night at seven at the pub next door.”  She glanced at Shelly, who reminded her of the name of the place.  “Call me back if that isn’t convenient,” Fenella added after she’d repeated the pub’s name.  She added her phone number as well, even though she’d given it to him.  She didn’t want him to have any excuse to ring Shelly.

      “So that’s that arranged,” she said as she put the phone down.  “I hope you’re feeling up to it tomorrow, but if you aren’t, I’ll go alone again.”

      “I’m not letting you do that,” Shelly said firmly.  “Especially not after the way that man’s friends treated you today.  I wonder if we should ask a few other friends to join us, actually.  There’s safety in numbers.”

      “We could ask Peter,” Fenella suggested.  “He usually enjoys a trip to the pub.”

      “He seems to be busy all the time at the moment,” Shelly told her.  “But I’ll ring him later and see if he’d like to come.  I was wondering about asking Gordon, but I’m not sure that would be appropriate.”

      “He knew John, though.  Maybe he could help you work out if Lance is a fraud or not.”

      “There is that, but, well, with things as uncertain as they are between us, I’m not sure I want to take Gordon along to somewhere where I know I’m going to be talking about John.  It just feels wrong.”

      “So let’s hope Peter can come.”

      “I wish Daniel were here,” Shelly said.  “He’d be able to work out exactly what Lance is after and chase away his annoying friends as well.”

      Fenella swallowed a sigh.  She had her own reasons for wishing that Daniel was back on the island, but she wasn’t ready to put them into words.  “Yes, well, he’ll be back in another month or so.  By that time we’ll have worked out what Lance Thomas is after.”

      “I certainly hope so.  I don’t suppose you can ring Daniel and have him investigate Lance?”

      Fenella shook her head.  “He’s on a course, so he wouldn’t be able to do anything, anyway.  He’d have to have someone on the island do the work.  I think it’s too soon to start having the man investigated, though.  So far all he’s done is try to talk to you.”

      “And his creepy friends have all harassed you.”

      “Yeah, but that isn’t Lance’s fault, and it isn’t something I want to discuss with Daniel.”

      “When did you talk to him last?” Shelly and Mona both asked at the same time.

      “He sends the odd text now and again,” Fenella replied.  “I haven’t actually spoken to him in a few weeks.”

      “You should text him once in a while,” Shelly said.  “Just to say hello and see how he’s doing.”

      “I don’t want to bother him.  He’s working.”

      “Not all the time, surely.  Anyway, one text wouldn’t be a bother.  It would just be a little reminder that you’re still around, that’s all.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “He’ll be back soon.  I don’t feel comfortable texting him, not without a good reason, anyway.”

      “Maybe you should text him about Lance, just in case he does turn out to be something other than what he claims,” Shelly suggested.

      “Let’s see how tomorrow goes.  You’ll be able to ask him some questions.  If his answers don’t add up, maybe I’ll text Daniel about him.”

      “In the meantime, do you want to go out for a drive?” Shelly asked.  “We could even take Mona’s car, if you want.  Have you tried driving it yet?”

      “No, I, well, I don’t want to try driving it until I have my license.  Mel suggested several times that we should take it out for a drive so that I could practice in it, but I’m not ready for that yet.”

      “It’s such an awesome car.  You’re going to love driving it,” Shelly predicted.

      “I have to pass the darn test first,” Fenella sighed.  “And the thought of that is enough to make me sick.”

      “Okay, time to talk about something else.  What are you doing for dinner?”

      “I thought I might heat up a frozen pizza.  I had a large lunch, though, so maybe just cold sandwiches.”

      “Let’s go out,” Shelly suggested.  “Let’s go to Port Erin or something.”

      “Are the historical sites open on a Sunday?”

      “They are in the summer months.  Did you want to go and visit one?”

      “I’ve been thinking about Peel Castle since last night,” Fenella told her.  “It was gorgeous in the dark, but I’d really like to see it again in daylight.  If you’re prepared to drive all the way to Peel, I’ll buy you dinner to thank you.”

      “You don’t have to buy dinner.  I think Peel Castle sounds like fun.  Let me get some trainers and a jacket and I’ll be ready to go.”

      “Trainers?” Fenella repeated.

      “Trainers, you know, shoes for walking or running in.”

      “Oh, sneakers,” Fenella replied.  “Or athletic shoes.  There are probably a dozen different words for them, but I don’t think I’ve heard trainers before.”

      “Well that’s what I call them,” Shelly laughed.  “I’ll be right back.”

      “English is a difficult language,” Mona said as the door shut behind Shelly.  “I hope you aren’t really worried about your driving test, though.  You’ll be fine.  You should take the test in my car.”

      “I can’t possibly do that!  I’m worried enough about taking it in Mel’s car, and it has two sets of controls.”

      “You don’t need two sets of controls.  I’m sure you’re a very careful driver.  Which probably means that my car isn’t the best one for you.”

      “Then you shouldn’t have left it to me,” Fenella snapped.  She really loved Mona’s car and she was excited that she might be able to drive it soon.

      “I probably shouldn’t have done a great many things in my life,” Mona chuckled.  “Leaving you my car was probably not my biggest misjudgment.  Anyway, you may surprise me.  You certainly have thus far.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “You should get ready to go.  Shelly will be back any minute now.  I must dash, anyway.  I have an afternoon appointment at the spa.  They’re going to realign my body and spirit.”

      Before Fenella could react, Mona slowly faded away.  “Realign your body and spirit,” she muttered under her breath as she went into the bedroom to touch up her makeup.  “Ghostly spas sound just like real ones, charging too much for services that are mostly useless.”

      “Peel Castle was always one of my favorite places to go when we used to take the kids on class trips,” Shelly said a short while later as the pair made their way across the island.  “They did some excellent programs for the children and they always had tea and biscuits for the teachers.”

      “I can’t imagine going on a class trip to a real castle,” Fenella sighed.  “We went to our local zoo and a large commercial bakery, neither of which was particularly exciting.”

      “Did you get free samples at the bakery?”

      “Yes, we did, actually,” Fenella laughed.  “That was the best part, of course.  I couldn’t have cared less about the various machines that mixed up the dough for hundreds of loaves of bread at a time.”

      “I should have thought the ovens would have been interesting.”

      “As I recall, we never got anywhere near the ovens.  They gave us these little cakes when we first arrived and Jimmy Harrison managed to eat about ten in the first two minutes.  He threw up all over one of the mixing machines.  The rest of us were escorted into an office somewhere and our tour was cut short.”

      Shelly laughed.  “Why does every school have a kid like that?  I’m surprised the teachers didn’t stop him, though.  They should have.”

      “His regular teacher called in sick that day.  The substitute teacher didn’t know any better.  Anyway, castles are much more exciting.”

      “I don’t think Peel Castle is as interesting as Castle Rushen, but then I prefer a standing structure to ruins,” Shelly said.  “The kids always loved Peel because of the crypt.”

      “I very nearly didn’t go into the crypt on my first visit, but it wasn’t as creepy as I thought it might be,” Fenella said.  Then again, I live with a ghost.  That might have helped, she added to herself.

      Shelly parked near the castle and the pair walked to the entrance.  They both took audio guides, and Fenella spent two happy hours walking around the site, learning everything that she could about the castle.

      “I seem to forget everything I learn after every visit,” she sighed as she sat down next to Shelly on a bench overlooking the sea.  “I should buy some books about the site’s history.”

      “They have several in the gift shop.”

      “I love the gift shop,” Fenella laughed.

      A short time later she and Shelly exited the castle.  Fenella was carrying two large bags full of books as they went.

      “Maybe, instead of Anne Boleyn, I’ll write something about the island,” she said as she dropped the bags in the back of Shelly’s car.

      “That could be fun.  It would easier to do the research, as well.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’ll have to think about it.  I’ve no idea what I’d write about.”

      “You should talk to Marjorie Stevens,” Shelly told her after they were both back in the car.  “She’s an expert on the island.  I’m sure she’d have lots of ideas for you.”

      “You’re the second person to suggest that I need to meet her.  I’m going to have to track her down.”

      “She isn’t hard to find.  She works at the Manx Museum and she’s nearly always there.  They aren’t open on a Sunday, or I’d suggest we could go there next and I could introduce you.”

      “Another day, then,” Fenella said.  “But what shall we do now?”

      “It’s too early for dinner.  How about a drive along the coast?  I’d suggest the House of Manannan, but there are four tour buses in their car park and I’m not sure I want to deal with crowds today.”

      “A drive sounds perfect.  And then you need to find somewhere nice for dinner.”

      “There’s a wonderful little restaurant in Port St. Mary that I never get to,” Shelly replied.  “If we’re hungry when we’re down that way, we could go there.”

      The pair chatted about food and the weather and the stunning scenery as Shelly drove them south.  After a filling meal in Port St. Mary, she drove them back to Douglas.

      “And now we should take a trip to the pub,” Shelly suggested as she parked in the garage under their building.

      Fenella hesitated.  “I’m not sure I want to drink, not with my driving test in the morning.”

      “It’s at eleven.  If you have one drink now, you’ll have sixteen hours to get it out of your system before your test.”

      “I’m being silly,” Fenella admitted.  “But I’m really worried about the test.”

      “What’s the test like in the US?”

      “When I took it, more than a few years ago, we had to drive around a big parking lot.  It was really all about being in control of the vehicle.  You had to do a three-point turn, or rather a turn in the road, and you had to park between two cones, but there wasn’t any other traffic and you never got above about five miles per hour.”

      “So very different to here,” Shelly said.

      “Yes, indeed.  I can’t even imagine a driving test that takes forty-five minutes.  What are we going to talk about for all that time?”

      Shelly laughed.  “Driving examiners aren’t really there to make small talk.”

      “Yeah, I know.  Mel keeps telling me that.  But I talk when I’m nervous.  It drives him crazy, I’m sure.  I just hope I get an examiner who doesn’t mind.”

      “Just hope he or she doesn’t think you’re doing it to hide your bad driving.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Do you think that would work?”

      “No, I don’t,” Shelly chuckled.  “But you’ll be fine.  You’ve been driving for years and years.  All you’re doing tomorrow is proving that you’ve learned to drive on the proper side of the road, that’s all.”

      With Shelly’s words ringing in her ears, Fenella agreed to a short visit to the pub.  Just inside the door of the Tale and Tail, which was only a short walk from their building, she stopped and looked around.  The pub was probably her second favorite place in the world, after her apartment.  It had once been the library in the large seaside mansion that was now a luxury hotel.  The hotel’s owners had opted to leave the library largely untouched.  Walls of shelving held thousands of books on every wall.  A large bar had been built in the center of the room, but that was the only thing that had changed from when the space had been a library.  A handful of cat beds were scattered around the ground floor, and the pub’s many cats could be found lounging in them, when they weren’t demanding attention from the pub’s patrons.

      “Your usual?” the bartender asked as Shelly and Fenella approached the bar.

      “Yes, please,” Shelly replied.

      They took their glasses of wine up the winding staircase to the upper level.  There, small clusters of couches and chairs surrounded tables, most of which were close enough to the walls to allow visitors to peruse the bookshelves as they sipped their drinks.

      Fenella slid into a chair and sat back with a sigh.  “This is exactly how I imagine heaven will be.”

      Shelly shook her head.  “In heaven they’ll have waiter service up here.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Yes, okay, that’s probably the only improvement I’d make, though.”

      “Would you want young sexy male waiters?” Shelly asked.

      “I don’t know.  Maybe it would be nice to have intelligent waiters who could talk about the books with me instead.”

      They debated the relative merits of each type of waiter as they sipped their drinks, and then Fenella insisted on going home.  “I’m sure a second drink wouldn’t hurt, but I’d rather not find out,” she told Shelly.  “As it is, if I don’t pass, I shall blame this one for my failure.”

      “At least now you have an excuse for failing,” Shelly replied.  “But you’re going to pass.  You just need to have confidence in yourself.”

      That was easy for Shelly to say, Fenella thought the next morning as she paced around her apartment.  It was only nine o’clock, but she’d given up on sleeping after a restless night and had showered and dressed already.

      “Why can’t you need walking?” she asked Katie, who gave her a startled look and then dashed away.

      “I should go and see if Winston needs a walk,” Fenella said to no one.

      “For goodness sake, just calm down,” Mona said.  “It’s only a driving test.  You’ve taken them before.”

      “Yes, but the US one was a lot easier.”

      “Except you were only a child then and you’d only driven for about ten hours in your entire life before it, right?  You’ve a great deal more experience now and you’re a good deal older.”

      “I know you’re right, but I’m still incredibly nervous.”

      “What’s the worst thing that can happen?  You can fail and have to take the test again.  At least if you do that, you’ll know what to expect the next time.  You’re making this far too difficult for yourself.”

      “I know I am,” Fenella sighed.  “But I can’t stop worrying.”

      The phone rang before Mona could reply.

      “I woke up this morning and something told me that I had to call you,” the voice on the other end of the phone said.

      “What do you want, Jack?” Fenella asked.

      “I simply wanted to hear your voice.  As I said, I woke up and knew that something was wrong.  What is it?”

      “Nothing is wrong, Jack.  Why are you even awake?  It’s like three o’clock there, isn’t it?”

      “Yes, but I couldn’t ignore how I felt.  Something told me that you needed me.”

      “Well, that’s very kind of you, but I’m absolutely fine.”

      “Are you, though?  I mean, I know you.  You wouldn’t want me to worry, even if there was something wrong.  You can tell me about it.  I know you better than anyone, after all.”

      “Jack, we haven’t seen each other in over six months.  We’ve both moved on.  You don’t know me at all anymore.”

      “Tell me what’s bothering you,” he said.

      Fenella hesitated.  “I have my driving test today,” she said after a moment.

      “Aha!  And you don’t think that I know you better than anyone?  I’m what, three thousand miles away and I still knew how you were feeling.  Even after six months, and from a distance, I still can sense your emotions.”

      Since you never knew what I was feeling when I was in the same room with you, I’m not impressed, Fenella thought.  “How kind of you to still care,” was what she said.  “But I’m fine, truly I am.”

      “I didn’t realize you’d have to take the driving test again.  Is it very different from the US one?”

      “Yes, very,” Fenella replied.  “And I don’t want to talk about it.”

      “Oh, yes, no, of course not.  What shall we talk about, then?”

      “How are you?”

      “Me?  I’m doing okay.  I miss you, though.  I told Sue and Hazel just the other day that I’m sure you’ll be back soon.  You’ll want to be back for the start of the new semester, won’t you?”

      “The new semester?  In September?  No, I won’t be back for that.  I’m not coming back.  I love my life here,” Fenella said patiently.  She’d told the man the same thing in every phone call since she’d been on the island, but he still didn’t seem to believe her.

      “Sue and Hazel said that, too, but I think I know you better than they do,” Jack replied.  Sue and Hazel were two other professors at the university where Fenella had formerly taught.  That was where she’d met Jack, who was already teaching there when Fenella was hired.  Fenella suspected that both women were interested in Jack, but he seemed oblivious to that.

      “How are Sue and Hazel?” she asked.

      “Fine, fine.  Sue is having some surgery next month, but apparently it isn’t anything too serious.  Or maybe it’s a little serious.  I can’t really remember.  And Hazel’s mother just died.  Or maybe it was her mother-in-law.  I forget.”

      “Hazel isn’t married.”

      “Yes, I know that.”

      “So she doesn’t have a mother-in-law,” Fenella said, swallowing a sigh.

      “Oh, dear, you’re probably right.  It must have been her mother, then.  I hope I was suitably sympathetic.  I never know with these things.”

      “And how is your new girlfriend?”

      “My new girlfriend?  What makes you think I have a new girlfriend?”

      “You told me that you did,” Fenella reminded him.

      “Oh, yes, well, it didn’t work out.  She didn’t understand me at all.  Not like you do.  You and I were perfect together.”

      “We really weren’t,” Fenella told him.  “And I’m afraid I must go.”

      “Must you?  I miss you.”

      “I’m sorry, but you need to move on.”

      Jack sighed.  “I’m still hoping you’ll change your mind.”

      “I won’t,” Fenella said firmly before she put the phone down.  “Unless I fail my driving test,” she added softly.

      Mona laughed.  “Even if you fail your driving test a dozen times, you won’t be moving back to Buffalo,” she said.  “You’re under the island’s spell now.  There’s no breaking it.  I should I know.  I tried many times, but no matter how often I left, I always came back.”

      “I can’t imagine wanting to break the spell,” Fenella replied.  “It’s too wonderful here to ever want to leave.”

      She went back to her anxious pacing, but the conversation with Jack had been the perfect distraction.  Mona was right.  No matter what happened with her driving test, she wasn’t going back to Buffalo.  That helped to put the whole ordeal into some sort of perspective.  When Mel pulled up in his driver’s training car a short while later, Fenella was feeling almost ready for her test.

      “Right, you’re going to drive to the test center and park the car,” he reminded her.  “Then I’ll go in with you and we’ll wait for the examiner.  I can’t leave the building with you once the examiner comes out.  I’ll wait for you there, and then I’ll drive you home, whether you’ve passed or failed.  Whichever the outcome, you’ll be too distracted to drive after the test.”

      Fenella nodded and then put the car into gear.  It stalled immediately.  She looked over at Mel and began to laugh.  “Maybe that’s that out of the way,” she said hopefully.  The drive to the test center went by without incident after that and the wait inside didn’t take long at all.

      “Just read me the number plate on the red car, please,” the examiner said as he and Fenella began to walk toward Mel’s car.

      Fenella read out the letters and numbers in a shaky voice.  As she settled behind the steering wheel a moment later she wondered what the examiner would do if she pulled off the road during the exam to stop and throw up.  The next hour was a complete blur to Fenella and when she emerged from Mel’s car in front of her building at the end of it, she was glad Mel had driven her home.

      “How did it go?” Shelly asked.

      Fenella blinked at her friend, who was standing at the curb, staring at her.  “I passed,” she said softly.  “With only two minor faults.”

      “I knew you’d do it,” Shelly exclaimed.  She pulled Fenella into a hug, and then the pair walked into the building together.  “I had total confidence in you,” Shelly said in the elevator.

      “That’s easy to say now,” Fenella suggested.

      “But it’s true.  You’ll see,” Shelly replied.

      Fenella let them both into her apartment and then gasped.  A huge bouquet of balloons was sitting in the middle of the living room.  Most of them had “congratulations” written across them.

      “See?  I knew you’d do it,” Shelly laughed.

      “What would you have done if I’d failed?” Fenella demanded.

      “Dragged you out to lunch somewhere and then dashed back to get the balloons.  But I’m so glad I didn’t have to do that.”

      “I am, too.”

      “Was it horrible?”

      “I don’t think so.  I really don’t remember much about it.  The examiner didn’t want to talk to me, but I think I babbled at him the whole time anyway.  I know I mixed up left and right at one point, but I realized it in time and managed to change lanes without too much difficulty.  I’m just so glad it’s over.”

      “And now you can take Mona’s car for a spin.”

      “Yeah, one of these days.”

      The phone rang, cutting across the conversation.  Fenella reached for it and then stopped her hand.  She really didn’t feel like speaking to anyone at the moment.  If it was important, whoever it was would leave a message.

      “Ah, yes, good afternoon,” a familiar voice said.  “This is Lance Thomas.  I’m happy to meet you for a drink tonight.  I hope it won’t be too much bother, but if you could meet me at my flat at seven, perhaps we could walk to the pub together?  I believe that would work better for me.  I’m in 312.  I’ll see you around seven.”
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      Fenella frowned at the answering machine.  “I should call him back and tell him no,” she said to Shelly.  “Why is meeting at his flat more convenient?  It certainly isn’t any more convenient for us.”

      “We definitely need to take Peter with us,” Shelly replied.  “I’ll ring him now and make sure he’s available.”

      “I can call Lance back,” Fenella offered.

      “It probably isn’t worth fussing over,” Shelly said after a moment.  “And I’d rather not start the evening with a disagreement.  Let’s just meet him at his flat.  Maybe he’s worried about walking into a strange pub on his own.  He didn’t really strike me as the type to spend much time in pubs.”

      “You may be right, but I still think he’s being rude.”

      “Yes, he is, but let’s not compound that by being rude back.  I’m far too happy for you to be worried about Lance Thomas right now.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I’m pretty euphoric myself,” she admitted.  “I want to go out and celebrate.”

      “Do you want to try taking Mona’s car out?”

      “Oh, goodness, no.  I’m not ready for that.  It’s probably going to take me at least a few days to work up the nerve to even sit in Mona’s car.”

      “The battery is probably flat, anyway,” Shelly said thoughtfully.  “It’s been sitting in the garage for a long time.”

      “I hadn’t thought of that.  And I’m not going to think about it today.  Let’s go and do something crazy instead of worrying about such things.”

      “Crazy?  Like what?”

      “I don’t know.  I feel all giddy and slightly sick to my stomach.  What I really need is a good roller coaster or something.”

      “We don’t have any roller coasters,” Shelly told her.  “But we could go to the park in Ramsey and go down the big slide there.”

      “That will do,” Fenella agreed quickly.

      A few minutes later the pair were heading for Ramsey.  “Once you stop feeling sick, maybe we could get some lunch at the café,” Shelly suggested.  “And ice cream after.”

      “That sounds perfect,” Fenella laughed.  “I feel like a little kid again for some reason, which doesn’t even make sense.”

      “It’s because you’ve finished taking driving lessons,” Shelly guessed.  “Which makes today like the last day of school.”

      “You could be right,” Fenella agreed.

      The long slide at the park in Ramsey was full of small children, and Fenella felt silly waiting in line to go down it.  Instead, she and Shelly took turns on a small zip line and then went on the swings for a short while.

      “That was harder work than I remember,” Fenella said after she got off her swing.  “I’m definitely ready for some lunch.”

      The pair ate at the small café and then had double scoops of ice cream while they walked around the large boating lake.

      “Let’s get a pedal boat,” Shelly suggested after they’d finished their sweet treat.

      “Sure, why not.”

      After boating they played a round of crazy golf before heading back into Douglas.

      “Let’s get dinner at the Italian place near home,” Shelly suggested.  “Then we can walk back and collect Lance before we go the pub.”

      “What about Peter?”

      “Oh, I’ll text him from the restaurant.”

      They were walking from their building to the restaurant when Fenella’s phone rang.  She glanced at the display and then stopped walking.

      “It’s Daniel,” she told Shelly.

      “So answer it,” Shelly replied.

      “Hello?”

      “Fenella?  I just wanted to ring to ask how the driving test went.  It was today, wasn’t it?  I thought that’s what you told me, anyway.”

      “It was today, yes, and I passed.”

      “Oh, excellent.  Congratulations.   The island has a very low pass rate, actually, so well done.”

      “I’m glad you didn’t tell me that before,” Fenella laughed.

      “I hope you’re out celebrating, then?”

      “I am.  Shelly and I are going to have dinner and then go to the pub.”

      “I would have thought that Donald would have wanted to help you celebrate.”

      “I’m not sure he even knows I had the test today.”

      “Really?  Well, as I said, congratulations.”

      “Thanks.”

      There were a million other things that Fenella wanted to say, but she bit her tongue.  Then she heard a voice on the other end of the line.

      “Daniel?  Are you finished?  I’m still waiting,” the woman’s sing-song voice carried down the line.

      “I’m coming now,” Daniel replied.  His voice sounded muffled, as if he’d slipped the phone into his pocket without disconnecting first.

      “Hurry,” the woman called, laughing.

      A moment later the phone went dead in Fenella’s hand.

      “What’s wrong?” Shelly demanded, staring hard at Fenella.

      “Nothing.  He just called to see how my driving test went.  I’m flattered that he remembered, really.”

      “What else did he say?”

      “Nothing, nothing at all.”

      “So why did your face go white and your smile disappear?”

      Fenella sighed.  “Some woman called his name and told him to hurry up,” she told her friend.

      “It was probably just a work colleague.”

      “It sounded a lot friendlier than that.”

      Shelly pulled Fenella into a hug.  “I’ve half a mind to ring that man and tell him what I think,” she said crossly.

      “Yeah, since I’m here, going out with Donald and Peter and anyone else who comes along,” Fenella replied.  “Daniel has every right to get involved with someone else.  We even agreed to that before he left.”

      “That doesn’t mean he should, though.”

      “I’m spending time with Donald.”

      “Yes, but that’s different.”

      “Why?”

      “Because we all know you don’t really like Donald.  We all know you’re in love with Daniel, you just aren’t ready to admit to it yet.”

      Fenella wanted to argue, but she couldn’t seem to find the right words.  “Well, maybe it’s time for me to give Donald another chance,” she said after swallowing hard.  “It looks as if Daniel isn’t sitting around missing me.”

      “Should we still get dinner or do you want to go home?” Shelly asked.

      “Dinner, and wine,” Fenella replied.  “We’re celebrating, remember?”

      The food at the restaurant was excellent, and Fenella did her best to put Daniel and the phone call out of her head.  She and Shelly shared a bottle of wine as they ate.

      “I shouldn’t be drinking, not when I have to face Lance later,” Shelly said after her first glass.

      “Maybe he’ll be easier to deal with after a few drinks,” Fenella suggested.  “Maybe I should have a few and then text Daniel and ask him how his evening was.”

      “Or maybe I should take your phone away from you before you do something stupid,” Shelly suggested.

      “Yeah, that would probably be better,” Fenella agreed.  “I’m not going to do anything stupid, though.  I’m just going to enjoy dinner and some wine and then keep you company while you talk to Lance.  I won’t drink any more at the pub.”

      The pair talked about nothing much as they cleared their plates.  It seemed as if one or the other of them wanted to avoid nearly every possible topic of conversation.

      “I never texted Peter,” Shelly exclaimed after they’d paid the bill and were making their way out of the restaurant.

      “Text him now, just spell everything very carefully,” Fenella suggested with a giggle.

      Shelly laughed.  “I’m not drunk, I’m just a little bit happy.”

      “I’m happy, too.  Really, really, really happy.  I should call Donald and see what he’s doing tonight.  Maybe he’d like to help me celebrate passing my driving test.”

      “I’m definitely taking your phone away from you,” Shelly said.  “Donald is the last thing you need right now.”

      “Why?  He’d probably buy me something extravagant to help me celebrate.  Knowing Donald, he’d buy me a car.”

      Shelly laughed.  “He probably would, if he thought it would help his cause, but you don’t want to sleep with Donald.”

      “Mona would, if she were me.  Maybe I should be more like Mona.”

      “Mona had a wild reputation, but she wasn’t nearly as wild as everyone believes.  From everything she told me, I think she was a one-man woman, and that man was Maxwell Martin.”

      “What did Peter say about tonight?” Fenella asked.

      “He’s going to meet us in the corridor in front of room 312,” Shelly replied after looking at her phone.  “Then we won’t have to face Lance alone.”

      “I just hope Lance is alone.  If his friends are with him, I’m not going to be polite.”

      “You don’t have to be polite to them.  They don’t deserve it.”

      Fenella nodded and then stopped as she felt a little dizzy.  She hadn’t really drunk that much and she’d eaten a large meal, but with all of the stress of the driving test and the excitement of passing it, perhaps she’d overdone it.  Daniel wasn’t a factor, of course.

      “Good evening,” Peter said a moment later as the women walked off the elevator on the third floor of their building.  “And many congratulations to you,” he said to Fenella.  “I must tell you that I really wouldn’t fancy taking my driving test again at my age.  I’ve had so many years to pick up bad habits.  I’m pretty sure I’d fail for at least some of them.”

      Fenella laughed as she gave the man a hug.  “Thank you for not saying that until I was done with the test.”

      “Mel said he knew you could pass, as long as you stayed calm.  He said you were one of the best students he’s ever had, once you got over your fear of the manual transmission,” Peter told her.

      “Did I ever thank you for introducing me to Mel?” Fenella replied.  “He was a wonderful teacher and very patient with me.”

      “You’re very welcome.”

      “It’s quarter past seven,” Shelly interjected.  “I don’t want Lance angry at us for being late.”

      “I told you he was nearly half an hour late for lunch and didn’t even mention it,” Fenella replied.  “I don’t care if we are late.”

      Shelly nodded, but she quickly walked to 312 and knocked on the door.  After a minute, she knocked again.

      “He isn’t home,” she said angrily.  “After all of that, he isn’t even home?”

      “Maybe he forgot that we were meeting here and went to the pub,” Fenella suggested.  “Do you want me to walk over and check?”

      “I think we should all stick together,” Shelly told her.  “I don’t want to be standing here on my own if he suddenly opens the door, that’s for sure.”

      “Peter can wait with you,” Fenella suggested.

      “Then you’d have to walk into the pub by yourself,” Shelly pointed out.  “And Lance’s friends might be there.”

      “It’s only next door,” Peter said.  “Let’s all go, and then if he isn’t there, we can come back here.  It will only take two minutes to check.”

      No one could argue with that, so they all got back on the elevator and rode down to the lobby.  There were only three people in the pub and they were all strangers, at least to Fenella.

      “He’s just gone out somewhere and forgotten all about us,” Shelly said as they walked back into their building again.  “We should just forget all about him and get on with our lives.”

      “Let’s try his apartment one more time,” Fenella said.  “I’m just drunk enough, and mad enough, to tell him what I really think of him.  After that, I suspect he’ll stay well away from both of us.”

      Shellly laughed.  “This should be fun,” she said as they stopped on the third floor again.

      “The door is open,” Fenella said as they walked down the corridor.  “It wasn’t open when we were here a few minutes ago.”

      “Maybe he just got back and he left it open for us,” Shelly said.

      “I don’t like this,” Peter said.  “Hello?” he called loudly from the doorway.

      “Lance, what are you playing at?” Fenella shouted, knocking on the open door.

      “This is crazy,” Shelly said in a loud whisper.  “Why are we even bothering?  Let’s go home.”

      “We can’t leave the door open like this,” Fenella replied.  She knocked again.  “Lance?  What’s going on?”

      “He’s probably just in the loo,” Shelly said.

      They all stood quietly in the corridor, trying to hear sounds of movement from the apartment.

      “This is making me nervous,” Fenella said after a few minutes.  “I think we should call the police.”

      “The police?  That seems a bit extreme,” Shelly replied.

      “If the apartment door weren’t open, I’d agree,” Fenella told her.  “But something feels off about this.”

      “I could go in and see if I can find Lance,” Peter suggested.

      “No, that’s the worst thing you could do,” Fenella replied.  “You might contaminate the crime scene.”

      Shelly laughed.  “You’ve found one too many dead bodies.  This isn’t a crime scene, unless you think missing out on drinks at the pub is a crime.”

      Fenella shook her head.  She felt completely sober and very worried.  If Daniel had been on the island, other woman or not, she would have called him immediately.  As it was, she wasn’t sure whom to call.

      “Just ring 999,” Peter suggested.  “They’ll send the closest constable.”

      “Yes, that’s probably for the best,” Shelly said.

      Fenella pulled out her phone and pressed the nine button three times.  When the call was answered, she told the operator what was happening.  “We were meant to be meeting a friend at his apartment, but when we got here the door was open.  We’ve knocked, but not gone inside.  He isn’t answering the door.”

      “Have you tried ringing him?” the woman asked.  “He may have fallen asleep or something.  Do you have his mobile number?”

      “I do,” Fenella said, feeling stupid for not thinking of that herself.  She handed Lance’s card to Peter.  “Try calling him,” she told the man.

      A minute later they could hear an unpleasant ringtone coming from somewhere inside the apartment.

      “We can hear the phone ringing, but no one is answering,” Fenella told the operator.

      “I’ll send the nearest constable.  Please remain where you are and do not go into the flat.”

      “Yes, we will.”

      Fenella could hear the woman speaking to someone, but she couldn’t make out exactly what she was saying.  A moment later she was back.  “What can you tell me about the man you are visiting?” she asked.

      “His name is Lance Thomas.  He’s just moved to the island from across, although he claims to have grown up on the island.  What else do you want to know?”

      “How old is he?  Does he have any health issues that you are aware of?  Does he live alone?  Do you know anything about his next of kin?”

      The last question caused Fenella to gasp.  “No, I don’t know anything about next of kin.  I think he’s probably in his sixties, and he seems to be in perfectly good health, but I don’t know anything for certain.  As far as I know, he lives alone, although he does have some friends on the island.”

      “Ah, Ms. Woods, I was just thinking the other day that I hadn’t seen you in a while,” the uniformed constable who was walking down the corridor said.

      Fenella flushed.  “The constable is here now,” she told the operator before she disconnected the call.  “Good evening, Constable Corlett,” she said to the man she’d first met when she’d stumbled over a dead body the day after her arrival on the island.

      “Good evening.  What’s the problem tonight, then?” he asked.

      “We were meant to be meeting the apartment’s owner here to go and get a drink at the pub,” Fenella explained.  “We were here right around seven and he didn’t answer his door, so we went over to the pub to see if he’d gone there instead of waiting for us here.”

      “The Tale and Tail?” the constable asked.

      “No, the pub next door,” Fenella replied.

      The man wrote something in his notebook and then nodded.  “And then what happened?”

      “We came back over here and found the apartment door open,” she replied.  “We’ve knocked and shouted the man’s name, but he hasn’t come to the door.”

      “So you rang the police,” he concluded.

      “After everything that’s happened since I’ve been on the island, that seemed the wisest course of action,” Fenella told him.

      The man raised an eyebrow and then nodded.  “What’s the man’s name?”

      “Lance Thomas,” Fenella replied.

      “Do either of you have anything to add to Fenella’s version of events?” he asked Shelly and Peter.

      “No, nothing at all,” Peter said.  Shelly simply shook her head.

      “Mr. Thomas?  Lance Thomas?  This is Constable Corlett with the Isle of Man Constabulary.  Are you okay?  I’m coming inside now to check on you.  Are you okay?”

      Fenella and Shelly held hands as they watched the man walk into the apartment.  Peter put his arms around both of them when the constable turned around suddenly and began to walk back out of the apartment.  His face was pale and he had his phone in his hand as he crossed back into the corridor.

      “I need backup, a full crime scene team and the inspector on call,” he was saying into his phone.  “I have three witnesses to be interviewed.”

      “He’s dead, isn’t he?” Fenella said in a flat voice after the man had dropped his phone back in his pocket.

      “That’s not for me to determine,” the man replied.  “I’m going to ask you to remain here for the time being, however.”

      Fenella wanted to argue.  She wanted to cry or shout or hit something.  Shelly was sobbing softly in Peter’s arms.  The urge to call Daniel was almost overwhelming as the constable got busy on his phone, sending and replying to text messages.

      “How’s your wife?” she asked the man when he took a break from his phone.

      “She’s fine, thanks,” he replied.

      “And the baby?  He’s called Odin, if I remember correctly.”

      “You do, and he’s good.  He’s already sitting up by himself and babbling constantly.  Jenny has taken an extended maternity leave so that she can be with him all the time, and we both think he’s going to be very bright.”

      “How wonderful,” Fenella said mechanically.  She was happy for the young man, really, but the awfulness of what was going on around them made it difficult for her to focus.

      “I have a few pictures, if you’d like to see them,” the constable said.

      “Oh, yes, please,” Fenella replied.  She was flipping through them, making appropriate remarks, when the elevator doors opened and Inspector Mark Hammersmith stepped out.

      “Why am I not surprised to see you here?” he asked Fenella.  “It seems as if every time a body turns up on the island, you’re involved in some way.”

      Fenella sighed.  Surely there must have been dozens of police inspectors who could have taken the call about Lance.  Why did it have to be Mark Hammersmith who’d turned up?  They’d met a month earlier when a number of women whom Fenella had just met began dying in quick succession.  The inspector was young, in his mid-thirties, and attractive, with brown hair and green eyes, but Fenella was sure that he didn’t like her.  Daniel had been quick to defend Fenella when Inspector Hammersmith had suggested that Fenella might be the only connection between the unexplained deaths the previous month.  If Daniel was now involved with someone else, he might not be so quick to defend her again.

      “What do we have?” the inspector asked the constable.

      Constable Corlett looked at Fenella and her friends and then stepped away from them with the inspector on his heels.  They talked in low voices so that only the odd word reached Fenella’s ears.  That was more than enough, as far as she was concerned.

      “…body…multiple stab…witnesses…been drinking…”

      Fenella looked over at Shelly, who was still standing in Peter’s arms.  He held out his hand and pulled her over to join them.

      “Are you okay?” he asked, sliding an arm around her.

      “I don’t know,” she replied.

      “I’m going to ask you not to speak to one another,” the inspector said firmly.  “I’ll take your statements shortly.”

      Fenella felt tears begin to well up in her eyes.  Lance was dead, or maybe someone else was dead.  She was about to be questioned about yet another murder and Daniel was far away and unable to help.  Even more worrying, he might be unwilling to help.  Fenella wasn’t sure she would blame him if he refused to have anything further to do with her.

      A woman who constantly tripped over dead bodies probably wasn’t the sort of woman a police inspector would want to get involved with.  The woman who’d been with him when he’d called was probably another police inspector.  She probably never found dead bodies or wandered into missing person cases.  She was probably younger, thinner, and smarter, too.  A tear slid down Fenella’s cheek as the elevator doors opened again.

      The crime scene team entered the apartment with Mark Hammersmith on their heels.  Fenella leaned against Peter and tried to think of something, anything that would help her stop crying.  A vision of Mona shaking her head over Fenella’s latest misadventure helped.

      “Have you been drinking?” Constable Corlett asked them a few minutes later.

      “Unfortunately, we found the open door on our way to the pub, not on the way home again,” Peter said.  “I haven’t had a drink in days.”

      “Shelly and I shared a bottle of wine over dinner,” Fenella said, suddenly feeling guilty, even though she told herself she shouldn’t.

      “Right, we’ll talk to you first, then,” the constable told Peter.  “If you’d all like to come with me, we’re borrowing an office downstairs.”

      They rode the elevator to the lobby in silence.  Josh Witters was waiting for them when the doors slid open.

      “If you’d like to come with me,” he told them.

      They followed him across the lobby and through the “Staff Only” door.

      “You’re welcome to use any and all of the space here for tonight,” he told the constable.  “We’d appreciate it if you’d confine yourself to the one office during office hours, though.”

      Constable Corlett nodded.  “We appreciate your cooperation,” he said.  “We’ll just wait here for the inspector.”

      Josh gave Fenella what looked like a sympathetic smile and then disappeared back into the lobby.  The constable looked around.   There was a small waiting area with a few chairs right inside the door.

      “We may as well sit down,” he told them.  “I’m sure the inspector will be here soon.”

      They’d only just taken seats when the door swung open.  Inspector Hammersmith walked in with a second uniformed constable.  Fenella was sure she’d met the other constable, but she couldn’t remember his name or when they’d met.  He sat down next to Shelly while Constable Corlett got up and crossed to the inspector.  After a short conversation, the inspector spoke.

      “Mr. Cannell, I’ll begin with you, please,” he said.

      Peter stood up and followed the man down the short corridor into one of the offices.  Constable Corlett was right behind Peter, and he shut the door behind the trio.

      Fenella sat back in her seat and sighed.  “What a mess,” she said softly.

      “I’m sorry, but the inspector would prefer it if you didn’t talk while you wait,” the constable said.

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella told him.  She shut her eyes and tried to think.  A short while ago she’d felt completely sober, but now she could feel the effects of the wine she’d drunk with dinner.  It had seemed like a good idea at the time, but if she could have gone back, she would have stuck to soft drinks while they ate.  She struggled to get her thoughts in order before it was her turn with the inspector.

      They’d knocked on Lance’s door at quarter past seven and no one had answered.  It couldn’t have taken them more than ten minutes, or maybe fifteen, to check the pub next door and walk back.  By the time they’d returned, the door had been left open.  Were they gone long enough for Lance to get home, get himself killed, and for the killer to get away?  It didn’t seem possible, but if that wasn’t how it happened, the killer must have been hiding in Lance’s apartment while she and the others were knocking on the door.

      When she felt as if her head was spinning from that train of thought, another idea popped up.  Was it even Lance who was dead?  Maybe Lance had killed someone else.  For some reason, Fenella found that she quite liked that idea.  The thought that maybe Neil Hicks was dead almost made her smile.  She hadn’t wanted anything bad to happen to the man, she’d simply wanted him to leave her alone, but if someone had to be dead, well, she’d rather it was Neil than Lance, although she wasn’t sure why.  She hadn’t liked either man, really and Lance was making Shelly miserable.

      Before she could spend too much time on that thought, another question occurred to her.  Why had Lance wanted them to meet him at his apartment rather than the pub?  What might he have been planning?  More questions about Lance, his friends, and the dead body all crowded around Fenella’s brain.  She was starting to get a headache by the time Constable Corlett escorted Peter out of the office.

      “Thank you for your time,” the constable said.  “We’ll be in touch if we need any additional information.”

      Peter looked over at Shelly and Fenella, but the constable quickly escorted him back out to the building’s lobby.  Shelly sighed and rubbed her temples.

      “Are you okay?” Fenella asked, earning herself a stern look from both constables.

      “Fine,” Shelly replied in a resigned tone.

      “The inspector is ready for you, Mrs. Quirk,” Constable Corlett said.

      As Shelly walked away, Fenella’s mobile buzzed.  She pulled it out of her handbag and glanced at the screen.

      What now? the message from Daniel said.

      Feeling as if it wouldn’t be a good idea to reply just then, Fenella put the phone back into her bag.  “Have we met before?” she asked the constable.

      “I don’t know that we’ve met, exactly, but I certainly know who you are,” was the disquieting reply.

      “Inspector Hammersmith seems like a very competent investigator,” Fenella said after several minutes of uncomfortable silence.

      “All of the inspectors in Douglas are excellent,” the man replied.

      “Of course they are,” Fenella said quickly.  “It’s just that I’ve spoken to Inspector Hammersmith before.”

      “Why doesn’t that surprise me?” the man said softly.

      Fenella flushed.  “Constable Corlett’s baby is getting big quickly,” she said, hoping that the man might be willing to fill the silence with useless chatter.

      “Is she?”

      “She’s a he.  I mean, the constable and his wife have a son.”

      “I don’t really know Constable Corlett,” the man replied.  “He usually works with Inspector Robinson.  With Inspector Robinson away, however, Constable Corlett has been filling in all around the station.”

      “I didn’t realize that inspectors choose their constables like that.”

      The man shrugged.  “They do sometimes.”

      Fenella nodded.  She didn’t really care, but at the moment she was happy to talk about anything other than the dead man in apartment 312.  “Do you usually work with Inspector Hammersmith, then?” she asked.

      “No, I’m a patrol officer, mostly.  I was pulled in on this because I patrol the promenade.  They just needed someone to babysit the witnesses and I was available.”

      “But now that I’m the only one left, surely you can get back out on patrol,” Fenella suggested.

      “I’ll stay here until I’m told otherwise.”

      “Well, then, tell me about yourself.  Are you from the island?”

      The man frowned.  “I don’t think that’s any of your concern.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I was just being friendly.  Never mind.”

      The man shrugged.  “I’m meant to sit with you to make sure you don’t talk to anyone or use your phone.  I’m not meant to be friendly.”

      Fenella was saved having to reply by the reappearance of Shelly and Constable Corlett.  It was obvious that Shelly had been crying and Fenella nearly jumped up to pull her friend into a hug.  The constable stayed between Fenella and Shelly, though, presumably to stop her from doing any such thing.

      “Thank you.  I’m sure Inspector Hammersmith will be in touch soon,” the constable said to Shelly.

      She nodded and then let the man escort her back toward the lobby.  In the doorway, Shelly glanced back at Fenella and gave her a weak smile.

      “The inspector is ready for you now,” Constable Corlett told Fenella.  She stood up and took a few steps forward while the two constables talked behind her.  As Constable Corlett took her arm, she noticed the other constable disappearing into the lobby.

      “Ah, Ms. Woods.  Have a seat,” the inspector said, gesturing toward the small and uncomfortable-looking chair across the desk from him.  The constable slid into a similar chair at the corner of the desk and picked up a pen.  His notebook was already in place in front of him.

      “Before we begin, I should tell you that Inspector Daniel Robinson is also a part of this conversation.  He’s on speaker on my mobile.”

      “Hello, Fenella,” Daniel said.  His voice sounded both tired and annoyed to Fenella.

      “Hi,” she replied, feeling as if she might cry.
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      Let’s start at the very beginning,” the inspector said.  “Tell me when you first met the man calling himself Lance Thomas.”

      “That wasn’t his real name?” Fenella gasped.

      Inspector Hammersmith shook his head.  “How this works is that I ask you questions and you answer them.  You don’t get to ask questions back.”

      Fenella flushed and then looked down at the desk.  The mobile phone in the middle of it made the whole situation worse.  “I met him when he knocked on Shelly’s door a few nights ago,” she said in a low voice.

      “Shelly being Mrs. Michelle Quirk?” the man asked.

      “Yes, that’s right.”

      “And what did he say to Mrs. Quirk?” was the next question.

      Fenella did her best to repeat the conversation from Saturday evening.

      The inspector took notes as she talked.  “The man upset Mrs. Quirk?” he asked when she was finished.

      “I don’t know if it was the man himself or simply talking and thinking about her former husband that upset Shelly the most,” Fenella replied.  “The anniversary of his death is coming up and he’s been very much on her mind lately.  Lance’s arrival just reminded Shelly of John, especially when Lance didn’t even know at first that John was dead.”

      “I would have expected her to be eager to get to know someone who had once been great friends with her husband,” the inspector suggested.

      “She wasn’t convinced that he was who he claimed to be,” Fenella tried to explain.  “And she didn’t really want to be reminded of John any more than necessary.  She’s trying to move on with her life.”

      “That would be where Gordon Davison comes in, then?” the inspector asked.

      Fenella took a long, deep breath before she replied.  “You’d have to ask Shelly about that,” she said.

      “I have done, but now I’m asking you.  What do you think about her relationship with Mr. Davison?  It seems rather soon for her be taking up with another man, really, doesn’t it?  Although maybe she and her former husband weren’t particularly happy.”

      This time Fenella counted to ten before she could trust herself to reply.  “Everything I know about Shelly suggests that she and John were very happy together.  That doesn’t mean that she has to spend the rest of her life in mourning for him, though.  There’s no reason why she can’t spend time with friends and enjoy her life, no matter how much she misses John.”

      “And this Lance Thomas was an unwelcome reminder of how much she misses him?”

      “Yes, I think so.  As I said, she wasn’t sure she believed that he was who he said he was, as well.”

      “When he left Mrs. Quirk’s flat, he took her number and said that he’d be in touch, correct?”

      “Yes, that’s right.”

      “So what happened next?”

      “I bumped into the man at a party that same evening,” Fenella replied.

      “What party?”

      “It was a fundraiser at Peel Castle.”

      “You were invited to the party?”

      “No, I, um, went with Donald Donaldson,” Fenella said, glancing at the mobile on the desk.  Daniel didn’t say anything before Inspector Hammersmith continued.

      “Please repeat the conversation you had with Mr. Thomas at the party.”

      Fenella did her best to do just that, flushing and stammering over Neil’s behavior as she did so.

      “So even though you knew that the man upset your friend, you were happy to arrange for her to have lunch with him?”

      “No, not at all,” Fenella replied.  “I arranged to have lunch with him myself and promised to invite Shelly to join us.  It was still her choice whether she wanted to come or not.”

      “And did she go along to the lunch?”

      “No, actually, she didn’t.”  Fenella swallowed a deep sigh.  The inspector had already spoken to Shelly.  He had to know the answer to that question already.

      “Was that the next time you saw Mr. Thomas, then?”

      “Yes,” Fenella nodded and then did her best to repeat the conversation she’d had over lunch with Lance.

      “You gave him your phone number.  Does that mean you trusted him more?”

      “No, not at all.  I was hoping that he would call me instead of bothering Shelly, that’s all.  I took his number as well.”

      “Did you walk back to your building together after lunch?” the man asked.

      “Yes, although we ran into Lance’s friends along the way,” Fenella replied.  “That got a little bit awkward.”

      “How?”

      As she told Inspector Hammersmith the story, she could only imagine what he was writing in his notes.  Probably something about how deluded she was to think that every man she met was hitting on her.  But whatever Mark Hammersmith thought, she knew how Lance’s friends had made her feel and it hadn’t been pleasant.  When she was done, he didn’t comment.

      “What happened next?” he asked instead.

      “I talked Shelly into agreeing to meet the man for a drink on Monday and then I rang and left him a message to arrange it.”

      “Did he ring you back to confirm the arrangements?”

      “He did.  He left a message on my answering machine, asking us to meet him at his apartment instead of at the pub.”

      “Why?”

      “Why what?”

      “Why did he want you to meet him at his flat?”

      “He said it would be more convenient, although I can’t see why.”

      “Neither can I.  You didn’t challenge him about it?”

      “It didn’t seem worth making yet another phone call.  We arranged to have Peter come with us and assumed that was good enough.”

      “Does that take us to tonight, then?”

      “I suppose so.”

      “Run me through your entire day, then, please, starting with what you had for breakfast.”

      The morning seemed to have been a very long time ago as Fenella struggled to remember what she’d eaten for breakfast.  When she mentioned her driving test, the inspector smiled.

      “Congratulations.  It isn’t an easy test.”

      “Thank you.”  She felt a little silly talking about the time that she and Shelly spent in the park, but she glossed over the zip line and the swings, preferring to emphasize lunch and ice cream as the least juvenile of their antics.  The inspector didn’t interrupt as she told him about dinner and the bottle of wine.  She was wishing she could have another drink by the time she got to talking about standing in front of the open door to apartment 312.

      “And then you rang 999, instead of going inside the flat?”

      “Yes, that seemed like the safest thing to do.  When Shelly and I were looking for a missing friend a few months ago and his apartment door was open, we went inside.  Daniel told us afterwards that we should have rung the police instead of doing so.”

      “Harvey Garus,” Daniel’s voice said.

      Inspector Hammersmith raised an eyebrow and then made a note before he continued.  “I’d like you to describe Mr. Thomas to me,” he said.

      Fenella did her best to describe the man with his oddly smooth face.  When she was done, the inspector nodded.

      “And can you describe all of his friends for me?  Start with Neil Hicks.”

      Frowning, Fenella tried.  If the inspector needed descriptions of all of them, maybe he wasn’t certain who was dead.  Was it possible that more than one man was dead, even?

      “I’m going to ask you to avoid speaking to the press,” the inspector said when she was finished.  “They already have the beginnings of the story, but I’d rather they not get anything further until we’ve had a chance to identify the body and notify the appropriate people.”

      “Someone was dead in the apartment, then?” Fenella asked.

      Inspector Hammersmith frowned.  “Yes, Constable Corlett found the body of a man in the flat.  That’s all of the information that we’re releasing at the moment.  I’ll be in touch, probably tomorrow.  I’m sure I’ll have more questions for you once we’ve identified the body.”

      “You don’t think it’s Lance Thomas?”

      “As I said earlier, I’m not here to answer your questions,” the inspector replied.

      Fenella opened her mouth and then snapped it shut again.  There was no point in arguing with the man.  Instead, she got to her feet.

      “Thank you for your time,” Inspector Hammersmith said politely.

      Constable Corlett stood up and led Fenella out of the room.  She very nearly said something to Daniel, but she couldn’t work out what to say.  Even goodbye seemed wrong somehow.  As the door to the office shut behind her, she heard Daniel’s voice.

      “That was interesting,” he said.

      The constable quickly escorted her away from the door and back toward the building’s lobby.  “I’ll have someone walk you back to your flat,” he said.  “That way the reporters won’t harass you.”

      Fenella nodded and then stood and waited while the constable made a quick phone call.  A moment later another uniformed constable arrived.

      “Please escort Ms. Woods to her flat on the sixth floor,” Constable Corlett told the man.

      “Yes, sir.  The people that Inspector Hammersmith wanted to see are all here now,” he replied.

      “You can bring them in, and then I’ll take Ms. Woods upstairs, then,” Constable Corlett said.

      Fenella stepped backwards as Neil Hicks, Eric Palmer, Adrian Graves, and Jared Welch filed into the room with a police escort in front and behind them.  Neil looked as if he wanted to say something to Fenella, but Constable Corlett spoke loudly as they entered.

      “No one is to speak to anyone while you’re waiting to see the inspector,” he said.  “I’ll be right back,” he told one of the other constables.

      As he and Fenella walked out of the door, several flashes went off in Fenella’s face.

      “Ms. Woods, what’s going on?  What are you caught up in now?” a voice shouted from the small crowd that had gathered in the building’s lobby.

      “You were told that you were not to harass our residents,” Josh Witters said sharply, crossing the room to stand between Fenella and the reporters.  “You’ll all have to leave if you start bothering our residents.”

      Fenella and her escort walked as quickly as they could to the elevators.  She was never happier to see a car waiting than she was at that moment.  After the crowd in the lobby, the sixth floor felt wonderfully quiet.  Constable Corlett walked Fenella to her door and waited while she unlocked it.

      “I won’t come inside, as I know you have a cat,” he said.

      “I’d forgotten that you’re allergic,” Fenella said.  “I am sorry.”

      “I have to get back downstairs, anyway,” he replied.  “I’m sure the inspector will be in touch soon.”

      “Yay,” Fenella said sarcastically as she pushed her door shut behind her.

      “What’s happened now?” Mona asked from where she was sitting on the couch by the window.  “I’m sure I could hear Shelly crying earlier.  What’s going on?”

      “We were supposed to be meeting Lance Thomas at his apartment, but when we went, he wasn’t home,” Fenella replied, feeling a tear trickling down her cheek.  “The door was open, though, so we rang the police.”

      “You rang the police?  Why didn’t you just go inside?  Maybe you could have worked out what the man is after if you’d gone inside.”

      “Someone was already in there, dead,” Fenella snapped.

      “Dead?  My goodness, you do seem to have a talent for finding dead men, don’t you?”

      “That isn’t even funny.”

      “It wasn’t meant to be.”

      Fenella dropped into the nearest chair and buried her head in her hands.  She wasn’t actually sure why she was crying; she simply felt completely overwhelmed.  After a short while, she lifted her head and then took a tissue from the box at her elbow.  She didn’t remember leaving the box there, but there was no way Mona could have moved it, was there?

      “Who is dead, then?” Mona asked.

      “I don’t know.  I know who isn’t dead, but that isn’t the same thing.”

      “Who isn’t dead, then?”

      “I saw Neil, Adrian, Jared, and Eric as I was leaving after talking to the police inspector.  That suggests that it truly is Lance who is dead.  Inspector Hammersmith said something about him not being who he claimed to be, though.  I’m not sure what he meant.”

      “And whoever is dead, he was murdered?”

      “Yes, or at least I think so.  The police certainly seem to be treating it as a murder investigation.”

      “You should know,” Mona muttered.

      “It isn’t my fault,” Fenella snapped.

      “No, of course not,” Mona said soothingly.  “But I’ve been busy all day and I’ve missed everything.  How was your driving test?”

      “My driving test?  Oh, it was fine,” Fenella replied, wishing she could recapture the happiness she’d felt earlier in the day.

      “Congratulations.  Now you must take my car for a ride.  Maybe not tonight, though.”

      “No, not tonight.  I split a bottle of wine with Shelly over dinner.  Although that feels as if it was many hours ago, I’m probably still over the limit for driving.”

      “I never drank a drop when I was driving,” Mona told her.  “Although I doubt most people who knew me would believe that if you told them.  I was very good at pretending to drink heavily, even when I was sipping sparkling water.”

      “That sounds like a useful skill.”

      “It was just one of my many hidden talents,” Mona laughed.  “What happened after your driving test, then?”

      Fenella told her aunt about the fun she and Shelly had had, and then what had happened when they’d arrived at apartment 312.

      “What a horrible way to end the day.  At least when you used to find bodies you got to see Daniel,” Mona sighed.

      “He was there for my conversation with Inspector Hammersmith, well, on speakerphone.  He didn’t say a word, though.”

      “I would imagine he’s in an awkward position.  I’m sure he wants to come home and make sure that you’re okay, but he probably can’t.”

      “He was with another woman when he rang me earlier,” Fenella said, just barely not sobbing.

      “Tell me,” Mona demanded.

      Fenella repeated the conversation she’d had with Daniel earlier in the day.  She’d omitted it from her statement to Inspector Hammersmith.

      “It was kind of him to ring to check on you,” Mona said thoughtfully when she’d finished.  “The other woman is worrying, though.”

      “What should I do?” Fenella asked, feeling as if she was just about desperate enough to take advice from a dead woman.

      “I’m going to have to think about that one,” Mona replied.  “I never had any problem with men chasing other women when they were involved with me.  Maxwell never strayed.  But you must go and check on Shelly.  As I said, I could hear her crying earlier.”

      Fenella nodded and then gasped.  “I never gave Katie any dinner.”  She filled Katie’s bowls as quickly as she could.  Katie had been sitting on one of the living room chairs when Fenella had first come home and she hadn’t moved while Fenella had been talking to Mona.  Now Fenella walked over to her and rubbed her head.

      “I’m very sorry that your dinner is late,” she said.  “My evening didn’t go exactly as I’d planned.”

      “Meeerrowww,” Katie said crossly.  She jumped down and stalked off into the kitchen to eat her meal.

      “I’ll be next door if you need me,” Fenella called to Katie and Mona, feeling foolish as she did so.  Neither of them could simply pop over to get her if they did need something.  She locked her door behind herself and then crossed to Shelly’s apartment.  Maybe I should have called her first, she thought as she knocked on the door.

      “Are we allowed to talk now?” Shelly asked as she let Fenella into her apartment.

      “Inspector Hammersmith didn’t say that we weren’t,” Fenella replied.  “Anyway, we aren’t guilty of anything, he has to know that.”

      “He didn’t look as if he believed anything I told him,” Shelly said with tears in her eyes.  “I started feeling guilty for things I didn’t even do, just because of the way he was frowning at me whenever I spoke.”

      “He’s just like that,” Fenella replied with more confidence than she actually felt.  “You shouldn’t let him bother you.”

      “But what if he thinks that I killed Lance?”

      “Why would he think that?  What possible motive could you have for killing Lance?”

      “He upset me because he brought back memories of John.”

      Fenella nearly laughed out loud.  “I’m sure there are lots of things in your life that bring back memories of John.  You even have his picture on your wall.  If you wanted to avoid remembering John, you’d have a lot of work to do before you got around to killing a random stranger who may or may not have known him.”

      “Maybe Lance knew some secret about John that I wanted to keep hidden.”

      “Did he?”

      “I don’t think so, but maybe he hadn’t told me yet.”

      “If he hadn’t told you yet, you didn’t have any motive for killing the man.”

      “But maybe Lance really did tell me something horrible about John and now I’m just pretending he didn’t.”

      Fenella took Shelly’s hands and stared into her eyes.  “I know this is all very difficult for you, but you aren’t helping matters any by coming up with a bunch of silly reasons for killing the man.  You need to stop letting your imagination run away with you.”

      “I keep telling myself that, but it’s hard.  Lance didn’t know anyone else on the island and he seemed almost obsessed with meeting me.”

      “But he hadn’t met you, at least not really.”

      “Unless I did it behind your back,” Shelly suggested.

      “When?  We were together all afternoon and evening.”

      “But I was free all morning.  Maybe I went down and paid Mr. Thomas a little visit while you were out taking your driving test.  It could have happened.”

      “If it did, I’m impressed that you still found time to get the balloons,” Fenella replied.

      Shelly chuckled and then shook her head.  “I know I’m losing my mind, but I can’t help but feel as if I’m the inspector’s chief suspect.”

      “Well, you shouldn’t be.  You didn’t even know the man and you hadn’t spoken to him enough to learn what he really wanted with you.  If I were Inspector Hammersmith, I’d be investigating Lance’s friends.  Surely they’re the only ones with any possible motive.”

      “His friends?  Why didn’t I think of that?  Of course one of them must have killed him.  Maybe one of them even came to the island just to get rid of Lance.”

      “I suppose that’s possible.  Anyway, what isn’t possible is that you had anything to do with it, so you can stop worrying about that.”

      “I’d feel a lot better if Daniel were the one investigating,” Shelly said softly.

      “Yes, well, I’m sure Inspector Hammersmith is going to do a good job,” Fenella replied.  “And he had Daniel on speakerphone when we talked, so he’s including Daniel in the investigation, as well.”

      “That makes me feel a little bit better.  I thought Inspector Hammersmith asked me some odd questions.”

      “Like what?”

      “He said something about Lance calling himself Lance Thomas.  Do you think it’s possible that Lance wasn’t who he claimed to be?”

      “At this point, I think anything is possible.  He’d certainly had some work done on his face.  He claimed it was because of a car accident, but he might have been lying.”

      “What did you tell me about pictures?” Shelly asked.

      Fenella frowned.  “He said that after his accident he’d destroyed all of his old photographs.  He was hoping you might have some photos from John’s childhood that he might have been in.”

      “I have a few photos, but not many.  People didn’t take as many pictures in those days as they do now.”

      “Cameras were costly and so was film,” Fenella recalled.  “And you never knew until you got the pictures back whether you’d actually taken any good photos or not.  I can remember getting entire rolls of film back from my college days and having maybe two or three good photos out of a twenty-four pack of film.”

      “Yes, I remember that, too.  We’re rather spoiled now with cameras in our phones and digital photos that we can email or message to one another.  I remembering ordering prints and then taking the negatives to the store and getting extras printed of the really good shots.  Truly, though, good shots were few and far between.”

      “We had a family vacation one year and my father got a new camera for it,” Fenella remembered.  “When we got the pictures back, he’d managed to cut off everyone’s heads in every single picture.  The new camera didn’t line up like his old one had, and he hadn’t realized it.  My mother was furious, as they’d saved up for years for the trip and the camera.”

      “Do you still have the photos?”

      “Of course we do.  They even went into an album.  They were the best we could get, so we kept them.”

      Shelly laughed.  “Kids today will never appreciate albums full of bad photos.”

      “Maybe you should dig out John’s old photos and see if you can find any with Lance Thomas in them,” Fenella suggested.

      “I probably should, but I doubt I’d recognize him, not after all the work he’d had done.”

      “Maybe John or his mother wrote on the back of the pictures?”

      “That would be handy, wouldn’t it?  I’m not up to it tonight, though.  I really just want to get some sleep tonight.”

      “I should get out of the way, then,” Fenella said quickly.

      “Don’t rush away yet.  Come in the kitchen and have a cup of hot chocolate with me.  Warm milk helps me sleep and the chocolate can’t do any harm.”

      Fenella wondered about adding sugar and caffeine to a bedtime drink, but she didn’t argue.  Shelly poured milk into a pan and set it on the stovetop.  While she was pulling down mugs, Fenella gave Smokey some love.

      “She’s been very affectionate tonight,” Shelly remarked.  “I think she can tell that I’m upset.”

      “Of course she can, and she’s worried about you, I’m sure.”

      “And so are you.”

      “And so am I.”

      “I know I didn’t have any reason to kill the man, but I wish I had an alibi for this morning.”

      “We don’t even know when the man was killed.  He was probably alive and well when we were in Ramsey, sailing our way around the lake.  Remember, I didn’t get the message from him about meeting at his apartment until after my driving test.”

      “Maybe it isn’t even Lance who’s dead, though,” Shelly said as she mixed cocoa powder into hot milk.  “Maybe it was one of his friends, and maybe Lance killed him and left the body in his flat.”

      “Neil and the others were waiting to talk to the inspector when I finished speaking with him.”

      “All of them?”

      “Yep, all four of them.  I was thinking the same thing until I saw them, actually.”

      Shelly sighed and then handed Fenella a mug of hot chocolate.  “I wonder who will identify the body,” she said thoughtfully.

      “I suppose that will be Neil’s job, unless Lance has family on the island that he didn’t mention to us.”

      “You’d think if he had family here that he’d have visited once in a while over the years.”

      “There is that.  And with the work he had done on his face, anyone he hadn’t seen in a while probably wouldn’t have recognized him, anyway.”

      “I wonder if the police have his fingerprints in the system anywhere.”

      “Why would they?  Do you think he was involved in something criminal?”

      “I don’t know.  I just know I didn’t like him or trust him.  And from what you’ve told me about his friends, I don’t like them, either.  That doesn’t automatically make any of them criminals, of course, but it does make me wonder.”

      “It would be good if the police did have his fingerprints on file.  That would make identifying the body a lot easier.”

      “You should ask Daniel about that.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “I’m not asking Daniel anything,” she said firmly.

      “He’s going to want to talk to you about the case.”

      “Maybe, or maybe he’ll wash his hands of me and the entire situation.  It sounded like he was pretty busy in Milton Keynes.”

      “She might just have been a friend.”

      “She certainly sounded awfully friendly,” Fenella said bitterly.

      Shelly put her mug down and gave Fenella a hug.  “I’m sorry,” she said.  “I know you really care about Daniel.”

      “It’s fine.  There’s always Neil.”

      Shelly laughed.  “That’s the spirit.  There are plenty of fish in the sea.”

      “And if you see me even so much as looking twice at Neil Hicks, you have my permission to smack some sense into me,” Fenella told her.  “I wouldn’t go near that man, not if he were the last man on earth.”

      “What about the other one that was flirting with you?” Shelly asked.

      “Eric?  I’m not interested, at least in part because he was far too persistent.  Perhaps I should just stick with Donald.”

      Shelly laughed.  “Talk about persistent.  That man has been chasing after you since you arrived on the island.”

      “Yes, but he does it in a much nicer way than Neil or Eric did.”

      “I didn’t think you really liked Donald.”

      “I do like him.  I like him a lot, actually,” Fenella admitted.  “But I’ve been pushing him away because I like Daniel a lot, too.  If Daniel has found someone else, though, maybe I should give Donald a proper chance.”

      “Maybe we both should get some sleep and worry about all of this tomorrow,” Shelly suggested, yawning.

      “I think you’re right.  I’m far too tired to think straight.  It was a very odd day, with far too much stress this morning and far too much wine tonight.”

      “Next time you pass your driving test, we’ll just get a glass each with dinner,” Shelly laughed.

      “That sounds like a smart plan,” Fenella agreed.

      Back in her own apartment, Fenella made sure that Katie had a full bowl of water and then gave her a few treats.  “It’s been a very strange day,” she told the kitten.

      “Merrow?”

      “I passed my driving test.  Do you want to go for a ride in Mona’s convertible?”

      “Mrreww.”

      “Okay, maybe not.  And then Daniel called me to congratulate me, which was nice, but some other woman was there, which was not nice.  And then Shelly and I found a dead body, although we didn’t know we’d found anything except for an open apartment door that should have been shut.”

      Katie looked at her for a minute and then strolled out of the kitchen.

      “Yes, I know it’s time for bed,” Fenella called after her.  “I’m just feeling too wound up to sleep right now.”

      Katie didn’t reply, and when Fenella followed her a minute later she found the small animal curled up in the exact center of Fenella’s king-sized bed.

      “It’s okay for you.  You don’t need to brush your teeth or wash your face,” Fenella told the animal.  Katie didn’t move.

      Still grumbling, Fenella washed her face and rubbed in some moisturizer before she brushed her teeth.

      “Your phone needs charging,” she reminded her reflection in the mirror.  She’d noticed that the battery was low when she’d rung the police earlier.  It seemed as if everyone she knew used his or her phone all the time to play games, shop, and goodness knows what else.  Fenella tended to use hers to make phone calls and send text messages and not much else.  That meant it could go several days between charges, which meant she usually forgot to charge it at all.

      Her phone always managed to find its way into the very bottom of whatever bag Fenella was carrying.  She dug it out now and then took it into the bedroom.  Her charger was plugged in next to the bed.

      “I wonder where Mona is tonight,” she said to Katie as she plugged the phone in.

      Katie opened one eye and then squeezed it shut again.

      “I thought she’d still be here, waiting to hear more about the murder,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      Now that the idea was in her head, Fenella began to worry about Mona.  She paced around her living room for several minutes before dropping onto a couch and staring out at the sea.  “She’s probably off drinking and dancing with Max and not giving me a single thought,” Fenella said to herself.  She watched as a few cars made their way up the promenade, and then sighed.  “I should try to sleep, at least,” she sighed as she stood up.

      Fenella was in her bedroom doorway when her mobile began to ring.  Katie jumped and then leaped off the bed, shouting angrily.  Fenella picked up the phone and checked the display.

      “It’s Daniel,” she told Katie anxiously.
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      I probably should apologize for ringing so late,” he began when Fenella answered.  “But I was pretty sure you’d still be up.”

      “I am,” Fenella replied.

      “Perhaps you could tell me what’s going on, then,” Daniel said tightly.

      Fenella wasn’t sure if she wanted to cry or shout at the man.  “Surely you’re in a better position to know the answer to that than I am,” she said, struggling to keep her voice steady.

      “All I know is that I was called away from dinner to be told that you’d found another dead body.”

      “All I found was an open apartment door.  We didn’t go inside.  We didn’t find the body.”

      Daniel sighed.  “You’re splitting hairs.  Mark is concerned and I see his point.  You do seem to stumble across more than your fair share of dead bodies.”

      “It isn’t my fault,” Fenella snapped, feeling like she’d rather hang up than talk to Daniel right then.

      “I’m not suggesting it is, but surely you can see how it must look to Mark.”

      “No, I can’t.  I know a lot of sad, awful, horrid things have happened to me since I’ve been on the island, but none of them have been my fault in any way.  You know that as well as I do.”

      “Let’s not argue,” Daniel sighed.  “I was just ringing to make sure that you’re okay.  I’m sure finding another body was stressful for you.”

      “Yes, it was,” Fenella replied coolly.

      “So are you okay?”

      “Yeah, I’m fine.”

      “Great.  I have to go.  I have an early class tomorrow.”

      He disconnected before Fenella could reply.  She stared at the phone in her hand for a minute before dropping it back on her bedside table.  Tears threatened to start, but she ignored them and curled up in bed, trying to think about anything other than Daniel.  Katie climbed over top of her and settled up against Fenella’s chest.  Not wanting to disturb her pet, Fenella laid very still, listening to Katie’s breathing.  What felt like a moment later, Katie began tapping her on the nose.

      “It can’t be morning already,” Fenella said as she opened one eye.

      “Merrow,” Katie replied.

      A glance at the clock showed Fenella that not only was it morning, but that Katie had let her sleep until eight o’clock for a change.

      “Thank you, darling kitty,” Fenella said as she climbed out of bed.  She gave Katie a treat and then her breakfast before she took a long and hot shower.  She washed a few painkillers down with her coffee to get rid of the headache that was probably the result of too much wine the previous evening.  By the time she’d finished off a bowl of cereal with milk, she was feeling pretty good.  It helped that she was completely blocking any thoughts of Daniel and the murder out of her head, of course.

      “Good morning,” Mona said in a low voice as Fenella was loading the dishwasher with her breakfast dishes.  “How are you this morning?”

      “Me?  I’m fine, thanks.  How are you?” Fenella replied.

      Mona frowned at her.  “I’m fine, as always,” she said.  “But what’s happened?  You’re upset.”

      “I found a dead man yesterday,” Fenella reminded her aunt.

      “Yes, but that isn’t what’s upsetting you.  You were okay when I left last night.”

      “Yeah, and then I went and talked to Shelly, and when I got home, Daniel called.”

      “Did he have his own list of questions for you about the murder?”

      “No, he just called to remind me that I’m on the top of Mark Hammersmith’s list of suspects,” Fenella replied.

      “You are?  That doesn’t make any sense at all.  What exactly did Daniel say?”

      “He just pointed out that Inspector Hammersmith is worried because I keep finding dead bodies,” Fenella sighed.  “He made it sound as if I’m doing it on purpose.”

      “Which would be silly with Daniel away.  If you’re going to find dead bodies, at least do it while Daniel is here to do the investigating.  I mean, Inspector Hammersmith is reasonably attractive, if you don’t mind that he looks like a used car salesman, but he’s far too young for you.”

      “I don’t want to find any more dead bodies ever again.  Not even if that means never seeing Daniel again,” she said firmly.

      “Now you don’t mean that.  You’re just upset with Daniel right now.  I’m sure you’ll be able to work everything out eventually.”

      “Maybe.”

      “Let’s talk about something else, then,” Mona said.  “Do you like my new dress?”

      Fenella looked over at the woman.  “I suppose so.  It doesn’t look that different from what you normally wear.”

      Mona sighed.  “I know.  The style choices for ghosts are unbelievably limited.  I was wondering if I could look up Timothy and see if he could make me something splendid like he used to, but I’ve no idea where to start looking for the man.”

      A dozen questions sprang to Fenella’s lips, but there was little point in asking any of them.  Mona probably wouldn’t answer and even if she did, she’d be just as likely to make up her reply as tell the truth.  The phone rang before she could work out a proper reply.

      “My darling Fenella, how are you?” Donald’s voice came down the line.

      “Fine,” she replied, unsure of what he’d heard about Lance.

      “I’m still in London, but I’ll be back tonight.  I woke up this morning and realized that I never rang yesterday to ask how your driving test went, though.”

      Perhaps he hadn’t heard anything about Lance, she thought before she replied.  “I passed.”

      “Ah, excellent.  Well done.  Are you free for dinner tonight?  I’d love to take you somewhere special to celebrate.”

      “I could do that, assuming I’ve not been arrested.”

      “Arrested?  What do you mean?”

      Fenella sighed.  “Nothing, really.  Shelly and Peter and I found a dead body yesterday, that’s all.  I’m afraid Inspector Hammersmith might think I had something to do with the murder.”

      “I’m sorry.  Could you repeat all of that?”

      “Do I really have to?”

      “No, I suppose not, but, well, it just wasn’t the reply I was expecting.  And sadly, I don’t have the time to hear the whole story right now anyway.  I’m already late for a meeting.  I’ll collect you at six tonight and you can tell me all about it over dinner, okay?”

      “I don’t think I’ll want to talk about it, but dinner sounds good.”

      “We’ll talk about whatever you want to talk about,” Donald assured her.  “I can always get my local news from other sources.”

      Fenella put the phone down and sighed deeply.

      “An evening with Donald is exactly what you need,” Mona said.  “Make sure he takes you somewhere fabulous to celebrate your success.  Drink too much wine and flirt outrageously and you’ll forget all about Daniel and the dead man.”

      “I wish it were that easy.”

      “It is that easy.  You just have to keep telling yourself that.”

      Fenella didn’t bother to argue with her aunt.  Mona probably could push unpleasant things out of her mind, but Fenella didn’t find it that easy to forget about her uncomfortable conversation with Daniel or about the dead man.

      “You should go and get the local paper,” Mona suggested a short time later.  “Maybe you’ll learn something about the body you found.”

      “I didn’t find it,” Fenella snapped.  But Mona was right.  She needed to see what she could learn from the local paper.  She’d already tried checking the local news sites on the Internet, but they were oddly quiet about the discovery.

      “They probably don’t know anything about anything,” she muttered under her breath as she found her shoes and her handbag.  “Anyway, the paper probably went to press before we even found the open apartment door.”

      Mona didn’t bother to reply.  She was sitting on the couch, staring out at the sea, with Katie by her side.  Fenella was grateful that the pair seemed to be getting along better, anyway.  “I’ll be right back,” she said as she let herself out of the apartment.

      “Do you always tell Katie that?” Shelly asked as Fenella literally bumped into her in the corridor.

      Fenella blushed.  She hadn’t been talking to Katie as much as to Mona, but she couldn’t tell Shelly that.  “Only when it’s true,” she said after a moment.

      Shelly laughed.  “I tell Smokey when to expect me home,” she said in a confiding tone.  “I know she can’t tell time, but I don’t feel as if I can simply walk out and not give her any explanation.”

      “How are you this morning?” Fenella asked.

      “I’m okay.  Still a little shaken up about, well, everything, but otherwise, I’m okay.  How are you?”

      “Much the same,” Fenella replied.  The pair headed for the elevator together.  “Daniel called me last night, just to make sure I was okay, actually.”

      “That was kind of him.”

      ‘Yes, I suppose so.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “He pointed out that I’ve found a lot of dead bodies since I’ve been on the island,” Fenella sighed.  “As if it was my fault or something.”

      “I’m sure he didn’t mean it that way,” Shelly exclaimed.  The doors slid open and the women walked into the elevator car.  “Inspector Hammersmith had probably just said something similar to him, so the thought was on his mind or something.”

      “Maybe, or maybe he thinks I’m bad luck to everyone who meets me.”

      “You haven’t been bad luck for me,” Shelly told her.  “I’m delighted that I’ve met you and I think of you as one of my dearest friends.”

      “Thank you,” Fenella replied.  She gave Shelly a hug as the elevator doors opened into the lobby.  “Where are you off to?” she asked.

      “I’m meeting Gordon for a walk and then some lunch.  Do you want to come?”

      “No, thanks,” Fenella replied, not wanting to intrude on Shelly’s plans.

      “It’s just friendly,” Shelly said.  “You’d be more than welcome.”

      “Thanks, but I’m going to get a local paper and a few other things and then make myself a light lunch.  Donald and I are going out for dinner later.”

      “That should cheer you up.  He’d better take you somewhere splendid.”

      “I’m sure he will.”

      Fenella watched as Shelly crossed the promenade and greeted Gordon with a quick hug.  As the pair walked away, Fenella turned and headed for the closest grocery store.  What she really needed was some chocolate truffles and maybe some sort of indulgent cookies or something, she thought as she walked.  The grocery store provided her with both of those, and a few other treats that weren’t healthy for her body but would soothe her soul.  She added a local paper to her basket and then went and paid for everything.  It only took her a few minutes to walk home.

      “What does the local paper say?” Mona demanded almost as soon as Fenella walked into her apartment.

      “The headline just says ‘Man’s Body Found in Luxury Apartment Complex.’  I’m hoping the article will tell us more,” Fenella replied.

      She put the shopping away and then sat down with the paper.  Mona stood behind her until Fenella told her to move.  “I can’t concentrate with you standing there.  Go and sit down.  I’ll read the article to you.”

      Mona frowned.  “I’m quite capable of reading the article myself.”

      “Good, just don’t read it over my shoulder.”

      Sighing, Mona walked over and sat down on a chair.  “Okay, fine, read it to me,” she told Fenella.

      “Last evening a man’s body was discovered in a third-floor flat at Promenade Views Apartments,” she began.  “As we went to press, the body had yet to be identified.”

      “That much we knew.”

      Fenella quickly skimmed through the rest of the article.  “That’s all it says.  The rest is all about the history of the building and some of its more famous occupants over the years.”

      Mona yawned.  “I’m sure Max gets several paragraphs and I get a single mention loaded with innuendo.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “You’re right, actually.  There are several paragraphs about Max, who was apparently wealthy, gorgeous, and incredibly generous to everyone.  Then it says that the person who lived in the building the longest, from the time it was a hotel until long after it was turned into flats, was Mona Kelly, Max’s close friend and confidante.”

      Mona laughed.  “I suppose that’s one way of putting things,” she said.  “I’m surprised they’re still being so careful about what they say about me, actually.  Max was very protective of my reputation when he was alive.  I always thought the papers would be less kind once he’d passed away.”

      “Well, I’m glad they’re still being kind,” Fenella said.  It was odd enough for her to have to hear about Mona’s wild past from nearly everyone she met, Fenella really didn’t want to read about it in the local paper as well.

      “And that’s all there is?” Mona asked.  “No hint about the dead man’s identity or anything?”

      “None.  It must have been Lance, though, surely.  Who else could it have been?”

      “I’m inclined to agree with you, but really, it could have been anyone,” Mona replied.  “Lance told you that he left the island for university, but maybe there was more to it than that.  Maybe he left the island to get away from someone and that someone found out he was back.  When our mystery someone turned up at Lance’s flat, Lance killed him or her.”

      “Maybe you have an overactive imagination,” Fenella suggested.  “I think it’s far more likely that one of Lance’s friends killed him.”

      “We need to find out when he was murdered.  Then we need to find out if any of his friends had an alibi.  Then we…” Mona stopped when Fenella held up a hand.

      “We don’t need to do any of those things.  We need to stay out of Mark Hammersmith’s way.  This is his case and I’m happy to leave it to him.”

      “Until he arrests you,” Mona said.

      “He isn’t going to arrest me,” Fenella shouted.  “I didn’t even know the man.  Why would I want to kill him?”

      “He upset Shelly.  Maybe you went to talk to him and asked him to leave Shelly alone, and he refused.  Maybe you began to argue and then he grabbed at you and you gave him a shove.  Maybe he tripped over something and hit his head on a table.  Maybe…”

      Again Fenella held up her hand.  “Maybe you should stop reading so many murder mysteries.  I didn’t go and visit him.  I didn’t kill him.  I didn’t even know anything about him aside from what he claimed.”

      “But what if he was lying?  Maybe he didn’t want to talk to you about Shelly.  Maybe he knew some secret from your past and he was going to try blackmailing you about it.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “You could do this all day, dreaming up increasingly bizarre reasons why I might have killed Lance Thomas.  It isn’t doing any good, unless your object is simply to prove that you can dream up all sorts of nonsense when you want to.”

      “I’m simply trying to help you see things from Inspector Hammersmith’s point of view.  His list of potential suspects can’t be very long.  Lance had only been on the island for a few days.  That means Inspector Hammersmith will be looking at you and trying to determine if you had any possible motive.  While you can argue that you didn’t, nothing that I’ve said is outside the realm of possibility.”

      “Except none of it is true.  I’m not going to waste my time on imaginary motives for myself or anyone else.  Lance was probably killed by one of his friends because of a business deal gone wrong or something.  That’s the only thing that makes sense.”

      “So tell me about his friends,” Mona suggested.

      “I would if I could, but I really don’t know anything about them.  I’ve already told you how unpleasant I found them all.  Beyond that, I don’t know anything besides their names.  Did you know Neil Hicks?”

      Mona frowned.  “What an interesting question.  I hadn’t thought about that.  Yes, I suppose I did know him, although not well.  He and Max did business together once and that was enough for Max.  Neil was still part of our social circle when he was on the island, but that was more out of obligation than because anyone enjoyed his company.  He rarely came to anything, anyway.  He was usually in London.”

      “Why didn’t you like him?”

      “He’s the type who thinks money can buy anything and everything.  He would offer me huge sums of money for my car or a pair of earrings I was wearing, just to show off that he had money to spare.  I often thought that I should take him up on an offer once in a while, just to see if he really had the money or if he was just bragging.”

      “He offered me a hundred thousand pounds for your car.”

      Mona laughed.  “It isn’t worth it, really, although it is one of a kind.  Actually, I’ve no idea what it’s worth.  That’s something else you can ask Doncan tomorrow.”

      Fenella flushed.  She hadn’t spoken to Mona about her appointment with the lawyer.  It seemed rude to tell Mona that she wanted to understand exactly what she’d inherited, not when Mona wasn’t actually gone, as such.  “I have a lot to discuss with him,” she said.

      “Give him my best,” Mona suggested.

      Fenella laughed.  “He’d have me locked up.”

      Mona shrugged.  “He might believe you.  There are a number of ghosts on the island.  He may even know one or two himself.”

      The idea made Fenella wonder.  Maybe she wasn’t the only person having daily conversations with ghosts.  Perhaps if she started telling people about Mona, she would hear many similar stories from her friends.  There was always the risk, though, that they would all think she was crazy.  It was probably best to keep Mona to herself.

      Fenella made herself a light lunch and then spent some time tidying up the apartment.  As soon as the vacuum cleaner appeared, Mona faded away.  What Fenella really wanted to do was either find out more about the murder or take Mona’s car for a drive, but she didn’t have any idea how to do the first and she wasn’t feeling brave enough to do the second.  The phone was a welcome interruption.

      “Darling, what’s wrong now?” the voice said when she answered.

      “Jack?  What makes you think something is wrong?”

      “You failed your driving test, didn’t you?  You mustn’t be upset.  You must just see it as the sign you need.  The sign that you aren’t meant to be there.  You’re meant to be here, with me.”

      “I passed my driving test,” Fenella replied.

      “You did?” Jack sounded disappointed.  “But I was sure you were upset about something.  After all of our time together, I can still feel your sadness, even from a distance.”

      “I’m not sad.  I’m fine,” Fenella told him, not entirely truthfully.

      “Are you?  I can hear something in your voice that suggests otherwise.”

      Fenella frowned.  When they’d been together, the man had been able to listen to her complain bitterly for hours on end and never once notice that she was upset about something.  How was it that he was now able to feel her distress from three thousand miles away?

      “Tell me what’s wrong,” Jack suggested.

      “It’s nothing, really.  My friends and I just found an open apartment door last night, and when the police came to check it out, they found a dead man inside the apartment.”

      “You never found dead bodies in Buffalo.”

      “No, I didn’t.”

      “The island sounds like a very dangerous place.  It seems to me that people over there are murdering one another at an alarming rate.”

      “I didn’t say anything about murder.”

      “Was it murder?”

      “Well, yes, I mean I think so, but still, it’s nothing to do with me or with the island.  The man was from across and he simply brought his troubles with him.”

      “Across?”

      “Ah, yes, that’s what people here call visitors from the UK.”

      “What are they across from?”

      Fenella laughed.  “They are from across the Irish Sea,” she explained.

      “Yes, well, I suppose so, but it seems the wrong way to describe them.  I believe people in England refer to America as ‘across the pond,’ so I suppose I’m across, too, but across a different body of water.”

      “Yes, I suppose you are,” Fenella replied, not really interested in the conversation.

      “I was thinking about coming to see you, though,” Jack said.  “I’m still busy teaching a few summer sessions, so I can’t get away right now.  Maybe you’d like me to visit at Christmas?”

      “Oh, goodness, no,” Fenella said quickly.

      “No?  What about in the spring break, then?  I could fly over for a week or maybe a little bit more.”

      “Jack, you don’t want to visit me here.  You wouldn’t like the island.  It’s nothing like Buffalo.”

      “I’ve liked lots of places that aren’t like Buffalo,” the man countered.  “Cleveland was nice.”

      “We were there for two days, and you complained the entire time about the traffic.”

      “But there isn’t that much traffic on the island, is there?  I mean there aren’t that many people, right?  I read that there are only about eighty thousand residents.”

      “That’s about right.”

      “So the traffic can’t be that bad.  And it doesn’t get too hot and it doesn’t snow.  It sounds perfect.”

      It was perfect, but Fenella wasn’t going to tell Jack that.  “It rains all the time,” she said instead.

      “I don’t like rain, but I’m sure I can survive for a few weeks,” Jack replied.

      “A few weeks?  What would you do with yourself all day?”

      “Be with you, of course.”

      “But I’m working on my book all the time,” Fenella lied.  “And I may be doing some research here, as well.  I won’t have time to entertain you.”

      “I could do some research, too.”

      “You’re a specialist in American military history.  There’s nothing here for you to research.”

      “I could try something new, though.  Once the fall semester starts, I can begin to think about spring.  I could probably get a few extra days on either side of spring break.  I’m sure Hazel would cover my classes for me, just for a few days.  Once I’m there, we can talk about me relocating.”

      “Relocating?  Here?  You can’t be serious.”

      “Why not?  I’m tired of snow and ice and cold, and this summer was very hot and uncomfortable.  The Isle of Man sounds perfect for me.”

      “Yes, but you’d need a visa.  You can’t just come over and live here without one.”

      “What visa did you get?”

      “I didn’t need one.  I was born on the island.  I have dual US and UK citizenship.”

      “Oh, well, I’m sure we’ll be able to work something out.  I suppose I’ll need a passport to start with.  Where do I get one of those?”

      Fenella sighed.  “Someone is at my door,” she said.  “I have to go.”  She put the phone down before Jack could reply.  If he couldn’t work out how to get a passport, he couldn’t come and visit her.  And that would suit her just fine.

      “I only just got here in time to hear him say he was thinking about moving here,” Mona said.  “I don’t understand why you keep encouraging the man.”

      “I’m not encouraging him.  I’m doing everything I can to discourage him.  He just doesn’t listen to me.”

      “Have Donald or Peter record your answering machine message,” Mona suggested.  “If he rings and hears a man’s voice, maybe he’ll stop ringing.”

      “Maybe,” Fenella replied.  But she didn’t want Daniel to ring and hear a man’s voice.  And she wasn’t ready to ask Donald to do her any favors.

      “And now you should get ready for your dinner with Donald,” Mona suggested.

      Fenella glanced at the clock.  Mona was right, it was later than she’d realized.  “I don’t know where we’re going.”

      “But you know Donald only takes you to fabulous places.  You must dress accordingly.”

      Fenella took a long shower and then stood in front of Mona’s wardrobe in her bathrobe.  “What do you think?” she asked her aunt.

      “Try the dresses on the right side,” Mona suggested.  “I don’t think you’ve ever looked at them.  There’s a lovely little black dress that would be perfect on you.  It’s just right for Donald, too.  Sexy, but not too revealing.”

      Fenella flipped through a few of the dresses before finding a black dress.  “This one?  It’s, well, it’s skimpy.”

      “It looks that way on the hanger, but it covers everything and will look fabulous on you,” Mona assured her.

      Fenella slipped into the dress and then studied herself in the mirror.  Mona was right.  It was sexy.  But was it too revealing, she wondered as she studied herself in the mirror.

      “Put your hair up and wear my pearls with it,” Mona told her.  “The pearls will make it look classy.”

      Fenella found the necklace in the jewelry box next to the bed.  She fastened it around her neck and smiled at her reflection.  Mona was exactly right again.

      “Now let’s work on your makeup.”

      Fenella let her aunt talk her through applying more makeup than she normally wore.  “I have to admit, I look good,” she told her aunt when they were done.  “But what should I do with my hair?”

      “There’s a pearl hair clip in the bottom drawer,” Mona told her.  “Twist your hair up and use the clip to hold it in place.”

      Fenella was still fussing with her hair when someone knocked on the door.  “You look perfect.  Don’t change anything,” Mona said as Fenella walked over to open it.

      “You look perfect,” Donald said.  He pulled Fenella close and kissed her with far more passion than Fenella had been expecting.  After a moment of shock, she found herself getting lost in the kiss.

      “I needed that,” Donald told her some time later when he’d let her go.  “I missed you, and I had a horrible day.”

      “I’m sorry.  Do you want to talk about it?”

      “Not really.  A deal I’ve been working on for a few weeks fell through, that’s all.  It will cost me a little bit of money, but not too much.  I’m just frustrated because someone I thought of as a friend went behind my back and soured the deal.  Some people care more about money than friendship, and sometimes I forget that.”

      “I am sorry,” Fenella told him.

      “But tonight is all about you,” he said quickly.  “Congratulations on passing your driving test.”

      “Thank you.”

      “This is for you,” he added, handing her a small wrapped box.

      Fenella took it and then shook her head.  “I don’t want anything.”

      “No, of course you don’t,” he grinned.  “But I want to give it to you.  It’s only a small thing, a trinket really, to celebrate your accomplishment.”

      Fenella unwrapped the box.  Even she’d heard of the very expensive London jewelers whose name was on the box’s top.  “Whatever it is, it cost far too much,” she objected before she opened it.

      “Not at all.  Open it.”

      Fenella frowned.  “Open it,” Mona told her.  “I’m sure whatever it is, it will be gorgeous.”

      Fenella opened the box and gasped with pleasure.  The gold pin was shaped like a key and was studded with what had to be diamonds and pearls.

      “It’s exquisite,” Mona sighed.  “One more stone or pearl and it would have slipped over into gaudy.  As it is, it’s just perfect.”

      “It must have cost a fortune,” Fenella said.

      “Not at all.  I thought the key could represent a car key.  I thought about simply buying you a car, but as you already have Mona’s car, I didn’t think anything I could buy you could compete with that.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I think you’re right.  Mona’s car is pretty amazing.”

      “If you want another car, I can buy you one, if you’d like that better than the key,” Donald offered.  “Or in addition to the key,” he added.

      “No, not at all. I don’t want to keep the key, though.  It’s too extravagant.”

      “It’s not.  It will look perfect on your dress tonight.”

      Fenella glanced down at the dress.  He was right.  The key was the perfect accessory, especially paired with Mona’s pearls.  With Mona offering suggestions about placement, Fenella pinned the key onto her dress.  Then she smiled at Donald.

      “It’s lovely.  Thank you.”

      “You’re very welcome.  I’m glad that you like it.  Now, how about dinner?”

      Fenella’s stomach rumbled loudly, making Donald laugh.  “We’d better hurry,” he suggested.  “I’ve made a booking at my favorite place in Laxey.  I thought that might make a nice change.”

      “Anything is fine with me, even fast food,” Fenella told him.

      “I couldn’t possibly take you out for fast food when you’re dressed like that,” Donald laughed.  “But I’ll keep it in mind for next time.”

      The drive to Laxey didn’t take long in Donald’s fancy sports car.  He slid it into a parking space and then climbed out to open Fenella’s door for her.

      “As I’m driving, I shall have to stick to water or a soft drink, but please have wine if you’d like,” he remarked as they walked toward the restaurant’s door.

      “I had more than enough wine last night to last me a while,” Fenella replied.  “I’m more than happy to stick to soft drinks tonight.”

      Donald had made a reservation, so they were quickly shown to their seats.  They’d only just settled into their table for two by the window when a noisy group of men were escorted into the room.  Fenella frowned as she recognized Neil Hicks at the front of the group.  A moment later, Neil and the rest of Lance’s group of friends were shown to the table right next to Fenella and Donald.
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      What a lovely surprise,” Neil said as he glanced over at Fenella and Donald.  “I wasn’t expecting to see you two here tonight.”

      “Fenella and I wanted a nice romantic evening away from Douglas,” Donald replied, putting his hand over Fenella’s.

      “But now you must join us.  We’re having a celebration of Lance’s life,” Neil told him.

      “A celebration of Lance’s life?” Donald repeated.

      “Has the body been identified, then?” Fenella asked.

      “I identified it for the police,” Neil told her.  “It was the hardest thing I’ve ever done in my life.”

      “Body?”  Donald squeezed Fenella’s hand.

      “Sadly, someone broke into Lance’s flat and, well, they killed him.  The police think it was a burglary gone wrong,” Neil told Donald.  “I’m surprised you haven’t heard about it.  I’d have thought everyone on the island would be talking about it.”

      “Perhaps they are,” Donald replied.  “I’ve been in London all day.  I only just got home in time to collect Fenella for dinner.”

      “You will join us, won’t you?” Neil asked.  “I can’t help but feel as if we all need to be together to mourn Lance’s passing.”

      “As Fenella and I didn’t even know the man, I can’t see how that would be appropriate,” Donald replied.

      Neil shrugged.  “He was alone in the world.  I just think it would be nice if he could have more than just a few former business colleagues mourning his passing.”

      “Will there be a memorial service?” Fenella asked.

      “I don’t know.  We were discussing it, but none of us feel as if we were close enough to him to organize such a thing.  As I said, he was alone in the world, really,” Neil replied.

      “He must have had other friends in London,” Fenella suggested.

      Neil shook his head.  “I don’t know that he had any friends, really.  As I said, we were all business associates rather than friends.  I suspect that’s all most of us have time to be, really.  I don’t have friends, either, and I’ve never considered that a problem until today.”

      “I think we all feel that way at the moment,” Adrian said.

      “Of course, you have children who will miss you when you’re gone,” Neil replied.

      “I do, and I’d like to think that my former wife will feel a moment of sadness as well,” Adrian grinned.  “If only because she won’t be able to complain about me anymore.”

      “I’d always hoped for children,” Eric said.  “But I never found the right woman to have them with.”

      “You can have some of mine,” Jared offered.  “I’ve almost lost track of mine.”

      “That’s because you keep having more with every woman you meet,” Neil laughed.  “I mean, you’ve had four wives and six children in the last twenty years.  I think you should stop now.”

      “I don’t plan to have any more children,” he replied.  “But I might try another wife.  The current one isn’t any fun anymore, that’s for sure.”

      Fenella frowned at Donald, who squeezed her hand, and then leaned over and whispered in her ear.  “Do you want me to see if we can move to another table or would you rather just leave?”

      While both suggestions had their appeal, Fenella was also tempted to stay where she was.  Even though she knew she shouldn’t care, she wanted to learn more about Lance Thomas and his friends.

      “It’s fine,” she replied in a low voice.

      “Are you all together?” the waiter who had approached asked.

      “Yes,” Neil said at the same time that Donald said “No.”

      The waiter looked confused.

      “We aren’t together, not really,” Donald told him.

      “Can I get any or all of you drinks, then?” the waiter asked, still clearly confused.

      Donald ordered a soft drink and Fenella followed suit.  Neil frowned at them. “That’s hardly appropriate for toasting old friends,” he said before he ordered two bottles of wine for the four men at his table.

      “I hope none of you are driving,” Fenella said as the waiter walked away.

      “We took a taxi here,” Neil replied.  “And we’ll take one back to Douglas again.  We all felt as if we needed a drink or two after last night.”

      “What happened exactly?” Donald asked.

      Neil shrugged.  “We all had lunch together and then Lance said he needed to get home.  He was meant to be meeting someone at his flat later in the evening and he wanted to get it ready for visitors.  He hadn’t finished unpacking yet and he didn’t want his guest or guests to see the mess.”

      Fenella wondered if that was why Lance had invited them to his apartment rather than meeting them at the pub.  Maybe he was hoping to impress them in some way.

      “And someone broke in and killed him?” was Donald’s next question.

      “The police aren’t saying exactly what happened, but that must be it,” Neil replied.  “From what I heard, his guests arrived and found the door to the flat ajar.  Instead of going inside, they rang the police, and the constable who arrived to investigate found Lance’s body.”

      “Who was Lance meant to be meeting?” Donald wondered.

      Me, Fenella thought but didn’t say.

      “I’m not sure.  He said something about reconnecting with old island friends, but he wasn’t any more specific than that,” Neil replied.

      Which meant that Neil and the others didn’t know that she and Shelly had found the body, Fenella thought.  That was interesting.

      “Was anything taken from the flat?” Donald wanted to know.

      “We aren’t sure.  The police wouldn’t let us go through it, not yet.  They’re still processing evidence, whatever that means.  But I’m not sure I’d know if anything had been taken anyway.  I’d only been to Lance’s London flat a few times and I never took a formal inventory of it or anything.”

      “He was a collector,” Adrian said.  “Of coins and stamps and other small and potentially high-value items.  He usually kept such things in a safe deposit box or in the safe in his flat, but he would have had them with him in his new flat.  He’d complained to me about there not being a safe in the flat, and he hadn’t had time to get a safe deposit box at a local bank.”

      “Would you know what was taken if the police let you go through the place?” Fenella asked.

      “I remember a few of the things he showed me, but not much, really.  I’m not a collector myself.  He did mention that he was planning to sell some things before he moved, as well.  I don’t want to tell the police that things were stolen if they were simply sold before he moved,” Adrian replied.

      The waiter arrived with Fenella and Donald’s soft drinks as another waiter opened the first bottle of wine and began to pour it into glasses.

      “Here,” Neil said, handing Fenella a glass.  “Have one for Lance’s sake.”

      Fenella wanted to refuse, but couldn’t think of a polite way to do so.  She took the glass and put it on the table in front her.  Donald sighed quietly.

      “To Lance, who was a good businessman.  He deserved friends, but he was stuck with us.  We’ll miss him,” Neil said loudly, raising his glass.

      Fenella lifted her glass as the others did the same.  As they drank, she took a tiny sip and then put the wine back on the table.

      “To Lance,” Adrian said.  “I wish I had taken the time to get to know him better.”  Everyone drank again.  Fenella took another sip of wine and started to think that getting drunk might be preferable to staying sober under the circumstances.

      “To Lance,” Eric said.  “He found some of the best deals I’ve ever been involved in and made me a lot of money.  I’m going to miss him.”

      Donald’s eyes met Fenella’s as she took another sip of her wine.  He looked amused.

      “To Lance,” Jared said.  “He’d just about convinced me to retire here, and now I’m afraid to stay another night.  I can’t believe he was murdered in his bed.”

      Fenella thought about arguing with the man.  The island was a very safe place, really.  But after all of the murders that had taken place in the past six months, maybe he was right to be worried.  All the more reason to drink, Fenella thought as she finished off her glass of wine.  Neil quickly refilled it for her.

      “We should order,” Donald suggested as the waiter hovered near their table.

      “Yes, let’s,” Fenella agreed.  While she wasn’t planning to drink any more, no matter what Neil thought, she’d only had a light lunch and that had been hours ago.  The glass of wine she’d already consumed was beginning to make her feel a bit giddy.

      Donald ordered several appetizers and urged Fenella to have whatever she wanted from the extensive menu.  She finally settled on a steak in a red wine sauce that sounded delicious.

      Neil and his friends ordered right after them and Fenella found herself second-guessing her choices as she listened to their requests.  She sat back and sighed as the waiter walked away.

      “What’s wrong?” Donald asked quietly.

      “Nothing, really.  We can talk later.”

      “Are you sure you don’t want to move?”

      “I don’t want to be rude.  And I’m fascinated to hear more about Lance.”

      Donald nodded.  “So how long had you known Lance?” he asked Neil, winking at Fenella.

      “A very long time,” Neil replied with a laugh.  “We met when I first went to London, maybe thirty years ago?  He was not long out of university and I was trying my luck in the big city.  We hit it off immediately.”

      “What about the rest of you?” Donald asked.

      “Neil introduced us about ten years ago,” Adrian said.  “I was putting together a little project and Neil suggested bringing Lance into it.  I wasn’t sure at first, but it turned out to be the right move.”

      “I met him around the same time,” Jared said.  “I believe Lance was expanding his business interests at that point.  He jumped into a project I was working on as well.  I met Neil through him, actually.”

      “That makes me the odd man out,” Eric laughed.  “I only met Lance about five years ago.  I’ve known Neil for years and he brought Lance into something I was putting together.  It worked out well for all concerned.”

      “He was very good at making money,” Neil said.  “And I think he would be happy with that as his epitaph.”

      “What about hobbies or interests outside of work?” Fenella had to ask.  She wanted to understand Lance as a person.

      “Hobbies?  As Adrian said, he collected stamps and coins.  I don’t think he thought of it as a hobby, though.  He did it because he could make money buying and selling them.  Everything Lance did was about making money,” Neil told her.

      Which made his interest in Shelly all the more worrying, Fenella thought.  Now that the man was dead, it probably didn’t matter, but it still bothered Fenella.

      “He never married?” Fenella wondered.

      “I don’t believe so.  I know he had a couple of near misses in his younger days, but he was too focused on his work to give women the time and attention that they demand,” Neil replied.

      Donald chuckled and gave Fenella’s hand another squeeze.  She met his stare and smiled at him.  The smile he gave her back made her heart skip a beat.  Sometimes she forgot how attractive he was.

      “Here we are,” the waiter announced as he began to pile plates full of appetizers onto the tables.  Everyone fell silent for a few minutes as they enjoyed the food.

      “Why did Lance want to come back to the island after all these years?” Fenella asked after a while.

      “He was ready for a change.  London is expensive, and the island has a much more favorable tax structure.  He was missing his childhood home,” Neil rattled off the list in rapid succession.  “You can take your pick from those options.  They’re just some of the reasons that he gave me when we talked about it.”

      “He told me that he still had friends on the island, even after all the years that had passed since he’d lived here,” Jared said.

      “And he told me he missed living by the sea,” Adrian added.  “Living near the Thames isn’t quite the same thing, and it costs a great deal more.”

      “I’m surprised he managed to persuade you all to come over with him,” Fenella remarked as the waiter cleared the appetizer plates.  “I mean, since you were just business colleagues, rather than friends.”

      Eric laughed.  “That’s the exact reason why I came,” he told her.  “I don’t travel to see my friends, but Lance hinted that there might be some business opportunities here, and, in fact, we were working on one before he died.  I’m not sure what will come of it now, of course.”

      “It will still happen,” Neil said confidently as he refilled all of the glasses.  He frowned at Fenella.  “You aren’t keeping up,” he scolded, gesturing toward her still full glass.

      “I’ll have to try harder,” she said lightly, lifting the glass and putting it to her lips.  As soon as Neil looked away, she put it back down without drinking.

      “Lance got me here by talking about the tax structure,” Jared said.  “And it is very favorable, especially when compared to London.  As I said, I might be tempted under different circumstances.”

      “Neil’s been telling me about the island for years,” Eric said.  “I knew he kept all of his money here and got away with paying next to nothing in taxes on it, so when Lance started talking about it as well, I paid attention.  Coming over for a fortnight seemed a good idea a few days ago.”

      “It really is a lovely and very safe island,” Fenella said.  “It has some wonderful historical sites, as well.”

      “Maybe you could show me some of the sights, then,” Eric suggested.  “Perhaps you could tempt me to retire here, if you tried hard enough.”

      Donald opened his mouth to reply, but Fenella caught his eye and shook her head.  “I’m afraid I’m not much of a tour guide,” she said.  “And I’m rather busy with the book I’m writing, as well.”

      “You’re writing a book?  How fascinating,” Neil said in a patronizing tone.  “What is it about?”

      “Anne Boleyn,” Fenella replied.  “I have a PhD in history.”

      “Really?” Neil said.  “Smart and beautiful.  When you get bored with Donald, you know where to find me.”

      “That’s out of order,” Donald said quietly.

      Neil laughed.  “After all the women you’ve lured away from me over the years?  I think I’m entitled.”

      Donald stared at the man for a moment and then nodded.  “Touché,” he said.

      Fenella had to bite her tongue to keep from asking any questions.  The matter was probably best discussed when she and Donald were alone.

      “And when you get bored with Neil, because you will, I’m not too far away,” Eric said, winking at Fenella.

      “Tell me about Lance’s accident,” she said, deliberately changing the subject.

      “His accident?” Neil repeated.  “What accident?”

      “He told me that he’d been in a car accident,” Fenella replied.

      Neil glanced around the table at his friends.  “That may have been during a time when we weren’t in contact,” he said after an awkward pause.  “I mean, we were business colleagues.  Months or even years would go by when we wouldn’t see one another.  It all depended on what deals we were all working on.”

      Fenella nodded.  “So none of you knew about the accident?”

      All four men shook their heads.  Their meals were delivered before Fenella could ask any more questions.  Neil poured out the last of the second bottle of wine and ordered a third as everyone began to eat.

      “He never mentioned the accident to any of you?” Fenella asked after her first bite.

      Again, the men all shook their heads.  Donald raised an eyebrow.  “I’m surprised he told you about it, if he didn’t normally discuss it,” he said.

      “As I said, we worked together, but we weren’t exactly friends,” Neil said.  “We didn’t talk about personal things, really.”

      Fenella took a few bites of her delicious dinner while her mind raced.  Lance had explained away his odd appearance by saying he’d been in an accident.  Surely his friends would have noticed the change in the man’s appearance and asked questions?  Unless Lance had been lying to her, which seemed likely.  But why lie?

      “How is everything?” Donald interrupted her thoughts.

      “It’s excellent,” Fenella said, reminding herself to taste her food.  “How is yours?”

      “Wonderful.  Would you like to try it?”

      Fenella glanced at his chicken and then sighed.  It looked too good to resist, even if that meant that she’d have to share her steak.  “Yes, please,” she replied.

      Donald cut her a small piece and held it out to her on his fork.  She took the bite and nodded.  “It’s really good, too.  Did you want to try mine?”

      “I’ve had the steak here before,” he replied.  “You enjoy it.”

      “I’ll try yours,” Neil said.  “It looks wonderful.”

      Fenella pretended she hadn’t heard the man, staring into Donald’s eyes as she sipped her soft drink.  “We should do this more often,” she told him.

      “Yes, we should,” he agreed.  “Either on the island or elsewhere.  I’m going to Paris next month.  You should come with me.”

      “Paris sounds wonderful,” Fenella replied.

      Donald looked surprised, but then grinned at her.  “Paris will be wonderful, if you come with me.”

      “Don’t mind us,” Neil said loudly.  “We’re just sitting here watching your lovely romance unfold.  Donald, how many women have you taken to Paris before?”

      Donald flushed.  “I can’t see what business that is of yours,” he said.

      “I’m just trying to hasten the inevitable,” Neil laughed.

      “How’s Laura?” Donald asked.

      Neil laughed again.  “As far as I know, she’s fine.  We haven’t seen each other since the party the other evening and have no plans to see each other again.  We were never more than friends, really.”

      “Really?” Donald asked, raising an eyebrow.

      “She may tell you otherwise, but I have no control over whatever assumptions she may have made,” Neil said airily.  “I certainly never made her any promises.”

      Fenella exchanged glances with Donald.  He smiled at her.  “We should have left as soon as they arrived,” he told her.

      “And missed out on all this fun?” she replied.

      He chuckled.  “This is why I’m crazy about you,” he said.

      “Does anyone want to see the pudding menu?” the waiter asked as he began to clear away the empty plates.

      “Fenella?” Donald asked.

      She was tempted, but she’d had quite enough of Neil and the others.  Going home had more appeal than even the most tempting of desserts.  She shook her head.

      “Just the bill, please,” Donald told the man.

      “Add them to my bill,” Neil said loudly.  “I’m happy to buy my former business associate and his friend dinner.”

      “Thank you, but that’s not necessary,” Donald replied.

      “I know, but I insist,” Neil told him.

      The waiter looked at Donald.  “Mr. Donaldson?” he said hesitantly.

      Donald shrugged.  “If Neil wants to pay for my dinner, I shouldn’t object,” he said.  “We’ll just be on our way, then.”  He got to his feet and then held out a hand to Fenella.  As she stood up, Neil did the same.

      “It was good to see you again,” he told Donald, offering his hand.  After the pair had shaken hands, Neil turned to Fenella.  “And it was wonderful to see you again,” he said, pulling Fenella into a hug.

      She stiffened as Neil’s arms went around her.  After an awkward minute, where Neil pulled her tightly to him, Donald cleared his throat.

      “That’s quite enough,” he said firmly.

      Neil laughed and then ran a hand down Fenella’s back before releasing her.  “I do hope to see you again soon,” he told her.

      Not if I see you first, she thought as she took Donald’s hand again and walked with him out of the restaurant.  They were back in Donald’s car before anyone spoke.

      “That wasn’t quite the romantic evening I was hoping for,” Donald said.

      “We should have left when they arrived.  I was just too curious to hear what they’d have to say about Lance to leave,” Fenella told him.

      “I hope you learned something interesting, then.”

      “I don’t know what I learned.  I will have to think it all over once I get home.”  And talk about it with Mona, she thought.

      “But we were talking about Paris.  It will take me a few weeks to clear my schedule, but we could be in Paris in early October.  What do you think?”

      “I think it would be wonderful, but I’m not sure about taking our relationship to that level,” Fenella said honestly.

      Donald nodded.  “You may not believe me, but I’m worried about that as well.  You aren’t the sort of woman that I usually spend my time with.  I can’t play games with you and buy your affection with expensive trinkets.  After Brandy, I swore I’d never let myself fall in love again.  And here I am, falling for a woman who isn’t at all what I thought I was looking for, and I’ll be honest with you, it scares me.”

      Fenella stared at the man.  He didn’t seem the type to be scared by anything.  Almost immediately she began to wonder if he was telling her the truth.

      He glanced over at her and then turned his attention back to the road.  “I wouldn’t blame you if you didn’t believe me.  I’m well aware of the reputation that I have on the island.”

      “It’s just hard for me to imagine you being afraid of anything.”

      Donald nodded.  “And actually, I’m afraid of a great many things, mostly to do with the health and safety of my children.  After I lost Claire, they became my priority.  Even now, if the phone rings in the middle of the night, my first thought is always with them.  I hate that Phoebe is in New York and too far away for me to see regularly, and I hate that my son is in London but is too busy with his own life to even take my calls.”

      “I’m told children never appreciate their parents until they have children of their own,” Fenella said.

      Donald shrugged.  “I’m happy that they both have their own lives, and I think I did a good job bringing them up after their mother died.  I don’t suppose I’ll ever stop worrying about them, though.”

      “I can’t imagine.”

      “Lately, though, I’ve been worrying a great deal about you, too,” Donald told her.  “And I’m not sure that that’s a good thing.  I suspect you’re more interested in Daniel Robinson than you are in me and I feel as if I should stop seeing you before I get my heart broken again.”

      Fenella took a deep breath and tried to work out how best to reply.  “I like Daniel a lot,” she said eventually.  “But I like you a lot, too.  I’ve really only ever been in a couple of serious relationships.  I’m enjoying having the freedom to see different people, and I’m learning a lot about myself and what I’m looking for in a relationship along the way.”

      Donald pulled his car up to the curb in front of Fenella’s building and stopped the engine.  He turned and looked at her.  “I’ve never told I woman I didn’t want to see her again because I wanted to get more serious and she wasn’t looking for a commitment,” he sighed.  “It’s always been the other way around.  But here I am, telling you that I want to make our relationship exclusive, knowing that that isn’t what you’re looking for at the moment.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said softly.  “But I’m not ready for any sort of commitment, not yet.”

      “And you probably won’t be while Daniel Robinson is in the picture,” Donald sighed.

      Fenella shook her head.  “This isn’t about Daniel.  I’d tell him the same thing if he asked me to get more serious.  I was with Jack for over ten years.  I’m enjoying having my freedom right now.  I’m not ready to have to think about someone else before I do anything again, not yet, anyway.”

      “I’m only a phone call away if you change your mind,” Donald told her.  “And I can’t promise I won’t keep asking you out, either.  I don’t know that I’m strong enough to resist you.”

      Fenella laughed.  “You’ll forget all about me by the weekend,” she predicted.  “Some beautiful blonde who is half your age will stroll past you and you’ll be smitten.”

      Donald chuckled.  “I’d like to think I’m not that shallow, but there’s a part of me that’s hoping you’re right.  Otherwise, I shall have to sit back and watch you fall further in love with Daniel.”

      “Daniel and I aren’t even speaking at the moment,” Fenella blurted out.  “He got angry with me for finding another dead body.”

      Donald stared at her for a minute.  “I wish I’d known that before I started this conversation,” he said.  “Can we start over?”

      Fenella laughed.  “I’m too tired to talk any more tonight.  Why don’t you call me when you know what you want?”

      She opened her door and climbed out of the car, not giving Donald a chance to reply.  He started to follow her, but a car pulled up behind him and began to honk.  Fenella knew he’d have to move the car, so she waved Donald away.  He shrugged, then waved and drove slowly down the promenade.

      “At least you’re happy to see me,” Fenella said to Katie as she walked into her apartment a few minutes later.

      “Merrooowwww,” Katie replied.

      “You had your dinner,” Fenella reminded her.  “But I suppose a treat couldn’t hurt.”

      “You spoil her,” Mona said.

      “Yes, I do, because I love her and she’s always here for me,” Fenella replied, blinking hard as unwelcome tears threatened.

      “You’re upset.  Did you and Donald argue?” Mona asked.

      “Not really.  He doesn’t want to see me anymore because I’m not ready to make any commitment to him,” Fenella replied, trying to sound offhand.

      Mona laughed.  “Did he actually say that?  In those exact words?”

      “I don’t remember his exact words, but it was something like that.”

      “I hope you don’t believe him.”

      “I don’t know what to believe,” Fenella sighed.  “Daniel is upset because I found another dead body.  Donald seems to want to get more serious than I’m ready for and Peter, well, I don’t even know what’s going on with him, but it isn’t anything good.  When I first got here, I had three men all vying for my attention.  Now all I have is a ghost and a kitten to listen to my troubles.”

      “Katie and I are far more reliable than any man,” Mona told her.  “But you needn’t worry about your suitors.  They’ll all be back chasing after you again before you know it.  And then you’ll complain about that.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “You’re right.  I don’t really want three men chasing after me.  I really want just one perfect man who understands me and loves me and spoils me and, I don’t know, wants to make me happy.”

      “And any one of the three men you mentioned could be that man.  Peter is still in love with his first wife, of course, but you could persuade him otherwise if you were willing to put a bit of work in.  He’s too shy around women to do the chasing, though.  You’d have to do more of that.”

      “Maybe he and his first wife will reunite.”

      “They probably will, given enough time,” Mona agreed.  “Donald could be exactly what you need.  He’d definitely spoil you, and in spite of everything I know about him, I’m almost ready to believe that he’d be faithful to you, if you insisted on it.”

      “Of course I would insist on it.”

      “And then there’s Daniel,” Mona said.

      “Yeah, who seems to think I’m going out of my way to find dead people.  He’s probably involved with some other woman anyway,” Fenella sighed.

      “So you have to decide if you want to fight for him or just let her win.”

      “I can’t fight for him.  I’m here and she’s there, where he is.”

      “You could fight for him if you really wanted to.”

      “I’m not going to start texting him or calling him just to get between him and her,” Fenella said.  “You don’t think he thinks I got caught up in another murder case just to get his attention, do you?” she asked as the thought crossed her mind.

      “I would hope you aren’t that desperate to talk to the man,” Mona said.

      “I’m not.  And this is all too much to think about. I’m going to bed,” Fenella announced.

      By the time she was ready for bed, Katie was already in place.  Fenella pounded her pillow into shape and then switched off the light.  Her mind was racing and she quickly fell into a restless sleep.

      “Will you marry me?” Donald asked, holding out a huge diamond ring.

      “Will you marry me?” Daniel asked, showing her a much more modest ring.

      “No, marry me,” Peter said.  “I didn’t know I was meant to bring a ring, but I can go and get one tomorrow.”

      “You can’t possibly be thinking of marrying any of them,” Jack said.  “You and I are still madly in love.”

      “Fenella?  I’ve decided to come back to you,” Chuck said.  “I never stopped loving you, you know.  I’m sure now, with your support, that I’ll be able to finish my doctorate and get a teaching job.  I know you’ve missed me. I’ve missed you.”

      “But she’s mine now,” Donald said, pushing Chuck to the ground.

      “No, she’s mine,” Peter argued, trying to pull Fenella toward him.

      “She was mine first and she’ll always be mine,” Chuck laughed as he stood back up and grabbed Fenella’s hand.

      “Daniel?  Are you coming?” a woman’s voice shouted from somewhere.

      Daniel frowned at Fenella.  “I need to go,” he said in an apologetic tone.  “Ring me if anyone ends up dead.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “I don’t want anyone else to die,” she shouted, tears streaming down her face.

      “Don’t cry,” Chuck said.  He leaned over and began to wipe the tears from her cheeks.

      “Stop that,” Fenella said, trying to push him away.

      “Meerroow,” Katie said.

      Fenella opened her eyes.  Katie was standing on her chest, one paw in the air.  “Were you wiping my tears away?” she asked the kitten.

      “Mmmmmeeerreeww,” Katie replied.

      It was nearly six, and Fenella was too shaken up by the dream to try to go back to sleep.  Instead, she gave Katie an early breakfast and then started her day.
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      Fenella was nervous about her meeting with Doncan, but she knew it was long overdue.  When she was escorted into his office, he greeted her with a smile.

      “I should have insisted that we do this some months ago,” he said as she sat down in the comfortable chair in front of his desk.  “I wanted to give you time to get settled in before we talked, but I shouldn’t have left it for this long.”

      “I kept meaning to call you, but, well, life kept getting in the way,” Fenella replied.  “I wasn’t too worried, as my bank balance always remained quite healthy.”

      Doncan laughed.  “You shouldn’t have any worries about your bank balance.  I was deliberately vague when you first arrived, as I didn’t want to overwhelm you, but you’ve inherited a considerable estate from your aunt.”

      “How considerable?” Fenella couldn’t help but ask.

      “Well, there’s Mona’s flat at Promenade View for a start.”

      When he told her what the apartment was worth, Fenella could only stare at him.  “But that’s crazy,” she said after a minute.  “It’s not even that large.”

      “It’s the largest flat in the building and it’s been done to the highest specifications.  I’m giving the value it is insured for, but it may well be worth more if you decided to sell it.  I suspect there are a few people on the island who might want to buy it simply because of its connection with Mona.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I can almost believe that.”

      “Are you interested in selling?”

      “No, not even a little bit,” Fenella said firmly.

      “Mona’s car is also probably worth more than what it is insured for,” he continued.  When he told her the amount, Fenella gasped.

      “I can’t imagine I’ll ever be brave enough to drive it, if it’s worth that much,” she exclaimed.

      “That’s why you have insurance,” he told her.  “So that you can drive it.”

      Fenella nodded, but she still wasn’t convinced.

      “Obviously the contents of the flat have some considerable value as well,” Doncan continued.  “Nearly all of the furnishings are antiques, for a start.  Then there’s Mona’s wardrobe.  She had all of her clothes custom-made for her and I’m sure her dresses are worth a considerable amount.”

      “And I’ve just been wearing them,” Fenella said.

      Doncan laughed.  “That’s probably for the best.  It isn’t as if you’ll ever need the money.”

      “I won’t?”

      “There are plenty of other things for you to sell if you need money.  I have a list for you of the various properties that Mona owned.”  He handed Fenella a neatly typed sheet.

      She read down the list of addresses.  “Are they houses?” she asked.

      “A few of them are houses, some are commercial properties, others are empty plots of land.  Let’s just say Mona had diverse interests.”

      “There are a lot here.”

      “There are twenty-five on the list.  While I’ve not given you individual prices, I’ve noted an approximate value for the collection at the bottom of the page.”

      Fenella looked at the number and then blinked several times.  “Are there meant to be that many zeroes?” she asked in a low voice.

      “There are,” Doncan assured her.

      She sat back in her chair, feeling stunned.  “But that’s a fortune.”

      “As I said, Mona left a considerable estate.”

      “What am I meant to do with all of the money?”

      “What do you want to do with all of the money?  You can travel, buy yourself fabulous things, donate the lot to charity, or get your kitten a solid-gold litter tray.  The money is yours and the only limit is your imagination.”

      “I don’t have to write a book,” Fenella sighed, feeling mixed emotions.  While she’d initially been excited about the idea for her book, she’d found it hard to sustain that excitement.  Knowing that she was never going to need to generate any income from the title took all of the pressure off of her.  That was both a good and a bad thing, really.  Anne Boleyn’s fictional autobiography was probably never going to get written, at least not by Fenella.

      “Mona had two safe deposit boxes,” Doncan continued.  “I have the keys here.  Just let me know when you want to visit them.”

      “What’s in them?”

      “I believe they mostly contain jewelry, but I’m not certain.  Mona was very cautious with her more expensive pieces.  Obviously, your flat has its own safe, but Mona felt better keeping the most valuable items elsewhere.”

      “I see.  I don’t think I want to do that today.”

      “That’s fine.  Just ring and let my secretary know when you do want to have a look.  One is here in Douglas and the other is in Peel.  We may have to make two separate trips, but I’m sure we can work something out when you’re ready.”

      “Is that everything?”

      “Mona had several bank accounts and a great deal of money in shares.  Here’s a list of those assets.”

      Fenella glanced down the list and then looked at the number at the bottom of the page.  “I can’t even comprehend that,” she told Doncan.

      He nodded.  “I’ve been handling Mona’s investments for years and even I was surprised when I added everything up.  She rarely spent any money, as well, which helped her amass her fortune.”

      “I understand the apartment was a gift,” Fenella said.

      “It was, as was the car and probably all of the property.  I wasn’t Maxwell Martin’s advocate, but obviously I worked with him.  Maxwell moved a great deal of money into Mona’s accounts over the years.  When he first began doing so, I worried that he was trying to avoid taxes in some way, by moving things back and forth between himself and Mona, but nothing ever moved back from Mona to Maxwell.”

      “I see.  Is that everything?”

      Doncan looked at a sheet of paper in front of him.  “We talked about her flat and her car, her other properties, her safe deposit boxes, and her bank accounts and shares.  I think that’s about it.  If you’re interested, here’s a number that approximates your net worth.”  He held out another sheet of paper.

      Fenella looked at the number and then shook her head.  “I think I might just try to forget that number,” she said.  “It’s so large as to be ridiculous.”

      “Of course, I’m here to work with you if you decide you want to make any changes to anything.  House prices have been very up and down in the last ten years, but they’re fairly stable at the moment, should you want to start selling off some of Mona’s properties.  We can discuss which stocks and shares you hold and maybe make some changes there.  Or you can, of course, move some or all of your money elsewhere for someone else to manage on your behalf.”

      “I’m quite happy to leave everything exactly as it is for the moment,” Fenella said.  “I just wish I’d known that I was rich before today.  I would have taken more taxis and walked a lot less for the last six months.”

      Doncan frowned.  “I am sorry.  I thought that I told you that money wasn’t to be a concern for you, but apparently I was too vague.  I should have insisted that we have this meeting much earlier.”

      “It’s fine.  I was mostly joking,” Fenella said quickly.  “It’s just that I’ve been trying to be very careful with my money, not knowing if it might be close to running out.”

      “I believe you’d have to work quite hard to get it to run out,” Doncan said.  “But I have had clients who seemed bent on spending everything when they’ve inherited money, and I don’t recommend it.”

      “No, I will continue to be sensible,” Fenella replied.  “But I will want to travel more and I may want another car.  Something more, well, sensible for day-to-day use.”

      “Let me know if you need a check cutting for anything.  I’m sure you won’t have any trouble getting credit cards as well, if you’d like some.”

      Fenella nodded.  She was still relying on her old US credit cards, but they were a pain to keep track of from the island.  Getting credit cards here was a good idea.

      “I think I need to go and lie down,” she told Doncan half-seriously.

      “There is one more thing,” he told her.

      “Oh, dear.  What else?”

      “This is less serious, I think.  Do you remember Mortimer Morrison?”

      “Not exactly, as I never actually met the man, but I did look after his dog, Fiona, when he disappeared.  I remember that.”

      “Yes, and you attended his memorial service.”

      “I did.  It seemed like the right thing to do.”

      “And perhaps more importantly, you signed the guest book at the memorial service.”

      “Yes, I did,” Fenella agreed.  “You were quite insistent about that.”

      Doncan nodded.  “I was quite insistent with everyone,” he said.  “And for good reason.  Mortimer didn’t have any family left.  In his will, he left a large sum of money to be used for looking after Fiona after his death.  That sum has already gone to Harvey Garus, as he’s taking care of Fiona now.”

      “How nice for Harvey,” Fenella replied.

      “Yes, but even after that sum was paid out, there was still a considerable amount of money left in Mr. Morrison’s estate,” Doncan said.  “According to the provisions of the man’s will, the remainder of the estate is to be divided equally among everyone who signed the guest book at the man’s memorial service.”

      Fenella stared at the man again.  “Really?” she said after a moment.  “Isn’t that rather odd?”

      Doncan laughed.  “It isn’t the oddest idea that Mr. Morrison came up with.   Initially, he wanted some sort of random drawing from all of the names of the people who attended the service.  One person would have won the entire estate.  When I suggested that wasn’t necessarily the fairest way to do things, he came up with a complicated formula for awarding shares in the estate to, well, random people, really.  It would have been a nightmare to try to administer, and I told Mr. Morrison he’d have to find another advocate if he was determined to use that scheme.”

      “So he just left it all to be divided among his mourners?”

      “More or less, yes.  You’ll each be getting a check in the post from my office in the next six weeks or so, along with an explanatory letter.  I just thought, since you were already here, that I would tell you in person.”

      “Can I tell anyone else?  Shelly and Peter were at the service with me.”

      “You can tell anyone you like.  There will probably be an article in the local paper about it one day soon.  No doubt there will be complaints about it as well.”

      “Especially from the people who didn’t go to the service,” Fenella suggested.

      “Exactly.”

      “Should I ask how much we will all be getting?”

      Doncan told her a number that made her raise her eyebrows.  “I didn’t realize Mr. Morrison was worth that sort of money.”

      “He made some very smart investments over the years.  He also inherited a nice amount from his sister when she passed away.”

      “And now he’s given it all away to random strangers?”

      “Not entirely random; he’s left it to the people who chose to honor his memory by attending his memorial service.  Many of them were business associates, of course, but they were probably the closest thing the man had to friends.”

      “That’s sad.”

      “While we are on the subject, if you don’t have a will yourself, you should definitely think about having one made.  You will be leaving considerable assets, after all, and it would be a shame for the government to claim it.”

      “I’ve never really thought about where I’d want my money to go.  In fairness, I never had any money to worry about, of course.”

      Doncan nodded.  “I know you have four brothers.  Presumably at least some of them have families, as well.  Start giving some thought to what you might like to do with your estate.  We really should meet again in a week or two to discuss things, if that works for you.”

      “I hate thinking about dying,” Fenella murmured.

      “I understand that, but you should hate the thought of the government taking everything and wasting it on whatever the government wastes money on.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’ll have to start thinking about it.  I suppose I should leave my brothers something, or maybe their children.  No doubt my youngest brother will argue that I should leave him a great deal, or better yet, give him a lump sum now.”

      “That would be James?” Doncan asked.

      “Yes, that’s right.”

      “I’ve had some correspondence from James.  I don’t believe he was very happy with the contents of Mona’s will.”

      “No, he wasn’t,” Fenella sighed.  “He even tried to persuade my other brothers to go in with him to contest the will.”

      “But they didn’t agree?”

      “No, they were all happy for me.  Of course, I’m sure none of them had any idea just how much I’d actually inherited from Aunty Mona.  They might not have been so disinterested if they’d known.”

      “And how much you tell them about the money is entirely up to you.  I can assure you that Mona’s will is uncontestable, or as close to it as it is possible to be.  It would cost your brother or brothers a great deal of money to fight the case and I’m nearly certain that they would lose.”

      “And it would cost me a great deal as well,” Fenella suggested.

      Doncan laughed.  “It wouldn’t cost you that much,” he told her.  “For a start, you’d have the advantage of already being here, with local representation.  There isn’t an advocate on the island who would take me on, not on this case.  Your brother wouldn’t be able to use an American lawyer, so he’d have to find someone in the UK to take the case.  The costs would start to mount before I had to do anything at all.”

      “I think the lawyer he consulted in the US told him something along those lines,” Fenella replied.  “I hope he’s given up on the idea now.”

      “If he hasn’t, and he gets in touch with you to discuss it, have him ring my office.  Don’t talk to him about any legal matters.”

      “I’ll do my best, but he is my brother.”

      “Yes, but he may also be your opponent if he does decide to sue.”

      “He won’t,” Fenella said with more confidence than she actually felt.  “He can’t afford to sue even if he wanted to, and no matter how much he could use the money, he wouldn’t deliberately do anything to hurt me.”

      “What does he do?”

      “He’s a failed novelist,” Fenella told him.  “He wrote one book, many years ago, and my other brothers insisted that he use his advance to buy himself a little house.  He’s been there ever since, working hard on his second novel, but never actually writing anything.”

      Doncan nodded.  “Let me know if he gives you any trouble.  On your way out, make an appointment with my secretary for next week.  We’ll get your will sorted out, sooner rather than later.”

      Fenella nodded.  “That’s probably good.”

      She made her way home with her head spinning.  A will had never been something she’d even thought about.  She was trying not to think about all of the zeros that had been on the sheet of paper Doncan had shown her.  Donald’s not so intimidating now, is he, she thought.  The idea made her giggle, and within a minute she was laughing hard.  I’m like a zillionaire, she thought, or maybe not quite, but near enough that one or two zeros didn’t matter.

      Forget the Isle of Man, I could buy my own island, maybe in the Caribbean or somewhere like that, she thought.  Maybe I should buy a mansion on the beach or a summerhouse in the south of France.  As she walked into her apartment building, she couldn’t stop giggling to herself as she mentally spent her fortune over and over again.  When she opened the door to her apartment, Katie raced toward her.

      “Merroww,” she said in what sounded like an apologetic tone.

      Fenella frowned at her.  “What have you done?”  Experience told her exactly where to look.  She’d forgotten to shut the door to her bathroom when she’d gone out.  Katie had obviously taken that to mean that it was time to play with the toilet paper.  There were strips of it all over the master bedroom floor.  Tiny shredded pieces seemed to cover the bed, and it looked as if the kitten had assembled herself a large pile of squares and then jumped into the center of them, scattering them everywhere.

      “That’s brought me back down to earth,” she sighed.  “I’ve inherited a fortune and I still have to clean up after you.”

      Katie winked at her and then disappeared, leaving Fenella to drag out the vacuum and clear away the mess.  “I need to find a better solution than simply shutting the bathroom door,” she told her reflection as she pulled out a new roll of toilet paper.  She looked around the large master bathroom.  Maybe she should keep the paper in one of the vanity drawers rather than on the holder.  It would be a bit of a pain when she needed it, but at least she wouldn’t have to worry about remembering to shut the bathroom door every time she went out.  She was still musing over the matter when someone knocked on her door a short while later.

      “Did you hear the news?” Shelly asked excitedly as Fenella let her into her apartment.

      “Maybe,” Fenella grinned.  “What news are you talking about?”

      “Doncan Quayle just rang me.  He told me that everyone who was at Mortimer Morrison’s memorial service will be getting a portion of the man’s estate.”

      “I did hear that news, actually.  Congratulations.”

      “Yes, and to you, too,” Shelly replied.  She leaned closer to Fenella and lowered her voice.  “He said it would be a rather considerable sum, as well.”

      “Yes, that’s what he told me, too, but I couldn’t really take it in as I was already in shock over how much Mona was worth,” Fenella confided in her friend.

      “Mona never worried about money.  I doubt she had any idea what she was worth.  But I am excited for you.  Are you fabulously rich?  Richer than Donald, maybe?”

      “As I’ve no idea how much money Donald has, I can’t possibly answer that question.  But I’m super-mega-extra rich, if that gives you any idea.”

      Shelly laughed.  “I hope you’ll remember us little people as you climb over your mountains of money.”

      “I will try to remember you, uhm, Stacey, was it?”

      Shelly laughed again.  “I suppose I should go and talk to Peter instead.  I’m sure he’ll be excited about the inheritance from Mortimer.  It won’t just be spare change for him like it is for you.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “It isn’t just spare change to me, even if I have oodles of money.  I really can’t even begin to comprehend what I’ve inherited.  Doncan said he didn’t want to share the specifics with me until I’d had time to get settled in, but now I think I wish he’d have waited a little bit longer.  I’m not sure I’m ready to worry about what to do with all of my money.”

      “Surely it’s Doncan’s job to worry about your money.  You’re just meant to spend it.”

      “Yes and no,” Fenella sighed.  “What are you going to do with your inheritance from Moritmer?”

      Shelly shrugged.  “I was thinking that I might have a fabulous holiday somewhere, but then I started thinking about getting a new car or maybe even buying a larger flat.  It’s a lot to think about.”

      “Exactly, and I’m having to think about it on a larger scale.”

      “What a wonderful problem to have, though,” Shelly suggested.

      Fenella nodded.  “Except the guilt is already starting.  I have four brothers, and it doesn’t seem quite fair that they didn’t get anything from Mona.  Maybe I should send them each a check or something.”

      “You can’t feel guilty about the money from Mortimer, at least.  Maybe we should go on an amazing holiday together.”

      “That could be fun.  Where would you like to go?”

      “What about a cruise?”

      “I got badly seasick on the ferry and it never even left the dock,” Fenella reminded Shelly.  “I’m not sure I’d enjoy a cruise, even thought they do look wonderful.”

      “Isn’t there anywhere you’ve always wanted to go?” Shelly asked.

      “Paris, Rome, Venice, Barcelona, Monte Carlo,” Fenella rattled off a short list.  “But I’d really need a tour guide in every one of them, one who could help with the language barrier and show me all of the important sights.  That would probably be expensive.”

      “I think you can probably afford it.”

      Fenella laughed.  “You’re probably right.  It’s going to take some time for me to get used to having money.”

      “How was your dinner with Donald last night?  Are you going to end things with him now that you have more money than he does?”

      “I wasn’t dating Donald for his money,” Fenella said quickly.

      “Oh, I didn’t mean to suggest that you were.  But I know part of his charm is that he spoils you.  Now you can simply spoil yourself.”

      “Yes, well, maybe, but anyway, dinner was delicious, but we ended up sitting next to Neil and his friends from across and that was unpleasant.  And then, when we got back here, Donald said he doesn’t want to see me anymore.”

      Shelly gasped.  “I’m so sorry,” she said, pulling Fenella into a hug.  “Did he give you a reason?”

      “He said it was because he was afraid he was falling for me and he doesn’t want to fall in love again, or something like that.”

      Shelly stared at her and then shook her head.  “I don’t believe it.  That sounds like something a man would say while trying to seduce a woman.”

      Fenella giggled.  “Yeah, it does, doesn’t it?  I don’t know that I believe him, but he didn’t ask to see me again, or even walk me to my door after dinner.”

      “Hmm, I wonder what he’s planning now.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I hate it when men play games like this.  Actually, I’ve never had a man play games like this with me.  Jack was always totally transparent and Chuck, well, he lied and cheated on me, but that was different.”

      “Have you heard from Daniel lately?”

      “Not since he called to complain about my getting myself caught up in another murder investigation,” Fenella told her.

      Shelly frowned.  “Maybe we need to find you a new man,” she said thoughtfully.  “Gordon has a lot of friends.”

      “I met a few of Gordon’s friends at the pub once.  They were pretty awful.”

      “He has some very nice friends, although some of them aren’t so great, I will admit.  The problem is that Gordon is nice to everyone and everyone wants to be his friend, even a few unpleasant people.”

      “Whatever, I’m not looking for a man right now.  Now that I know that I’m wealthy, I shall have to be more careful about the men I date, as well.”

      “Yes, that’s going to be a real worry, isn’t it?” Shelly said thoughtfully.

      “I wonder if Mona ever worried that men were only attracted to her because of her money,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  And where was Mona, anyway?

      “If you’d ever met Mona, you wouldn’t ask that question.  She was so beautiful and vibrant and, I don’t know, alive, that men flocked to her and would have done so even if she’d been penniless,” Shelly told her.

      “Merroww?” Katie asked.

      “Is it time for dinner already?” Fenella exclaimed.  She looked at the clock and then shook her head.  “It isn’t really,” she told the kitten.  “You’ve another half hour to wait.”

      “Meerrreeeeeeewww,” Katie complained.

      “I’ll meet you in the middle.  I’ll get your dinner for you in fifteen minutes.”

      Katie looked as if she wanted to argue further, but after a minute she nodded and disappeared into the spare bedroom.

      Shelly laughed.  “Smokey is probably complaining to my empty flat.  But what are you doing for dinner?  I feel as if I want to celebrate my unexpected windfall.”

      “We should go somewhere extravagant and I should treat.”

      “I won’t object just this once, as you’ve only just learned the extent of your fortune,” Shelly said.  “But only just this once.  After tonight we go back to paying our own way when we go out.  I always insisted on that with Mona, you know.”

      “But where would you like to go?” Fenella asked.

      “Do you think we could get a table at the really fancy place on the promenade?”

      Fenella thought for a moment.  “Oh, you mean the little place with the amazing chef from across?  Donald took me there once.  The food was incredible.”

      “Yeah, that’s what I’ve heard, but it’s really expensive, too.”

      “I wouldn’t know.  My menu didn’t have any prices on it.”

      Shelly laughed.  “I suppose if you have to ask, you can’t afford it.  But you can afford it, right?”

      “I can and we should go there before I start feeling guilty about my newly discovered wealth and stop wanting to be extravagant.”

      “They’re probably booked solid, though,” Shelly sighed.

      “Maybe we can bribe someone to get a table,” Fenella suggested.  “I’ve never tried it, but how hard can it be?”

      Shelly giggled.  “I’m not sure I’d be able to bribe anyone without messing it up, but maybe they’ll have had an unexpected cancellation or something.”

      “We can hope.  Let’s try, anyway.  With everything else that’s happened today, it may be our lucky day.”

      “There is that.  And there are plenty of other restaurants near there if they can’t accommodate us.”

      Shelly went home to feed Smokey and change into something more appropriate for the elegant and expensive restaurant.  Once Fenella had filled Katie’s bowls, she opened Mona’s wardrobe and began searching for the perfect outfit.

      “Where are you?” she said loudly as she did so.  “I need help finding something to wear.”

      Katie stared at her and then jumped into the wardrobe and began to paw excitedly at one of the dresses.

      “You like this one?” Fenella asked, pulling the dress out and holding it up.  “I mean, it’s pretty, but I don’t know.”

      “Meeoooooooowwwwwww,” Katie replied, sounding offended.  She jumped out of the wardrobe and stalked out of the room with her tail in the air.

      Fenella sighed and then tried on the dress in question.  As soon as she’d fastened the zipper, she knew Katie had been right.  It was a gorgeous dress and was perfect for dinner with Shelly.  She found the matching shoes and handbag and then fixed her hair and makeup.  When Shelly knocked a few minutes later, Fenella was ready to go.

      The restaurant was only a short walk away.  As Fenella and Shelly approached the door, Shelly gave Fenella a worried glance.  “It’s very busy,” she murmured.

      Fenella looked at the long line of people who were obviously waiting for tables.  The doorman caught her eye.  “Ms. Woods?” he said.  “Table for two, or do you have others joining you?”

      “Um, just two,” she replied, caught by surprise by his greeting.

      The man opened the door behind him and escorted Shelly and Fenella into the restaurant.  “Enjoy your meal,” he told them before he shut the door.

      “Why do you get such special treatment?” Shelly asked.

      Fenella shrugged.  “Maybe he remembers me from when I came with Donald,” she said.

      “Ms. Woods, right this way,” another man said.  He led Shelly and Fenella to a table in a quiet corner and assured them that their waiter would be right with them.  He’d only gone a few steps when the waiter himself appeared.

      The VIP treatment continued through three courses and a bottle of wine as Shelly and Fenella enjoyed delicious food and each other’s company.  As Fenella washed down the last of her chocolate soufflé with what was left of her wine, she sighed.

      “That was one of the best meals I’ve ever eaten,” she said.  “It was worth every single penny, whatever it costs.”

      Shelly grinned.  “Mine was gorgeous, too.  We’ll have to start coming here more often now that you’re rich and I’ve inherited a windfall.”

      Fenella nodded.  “We should treat ourselves more.  We’ve both been careful with money our whole lives.”

      “Was there anything else tonight?” the waiter asked as he cleared their table.

      “Just the bill,” Fenella told him.

      “Everything has gone on Mr. Donaldson’s account,” the man replied.

      “Oh, but that isn’t right,” Fenella protested.  “I don’t want Donald paying for our meal.”

      “You’ll have to take that up with Mr. Donaldson,” the man told her.  “I’m just following his orders.”

      Fenella frowned at Shelly, who began to laugh.  “It isn’t funny,” Fenella protested.

      “No, it isn’t really, but this is exactly what used to happen whenever I went anywhere with Mona.  Whenever she’d ask for the bill, someone else would have already paid it for her.  I never could work out how she did it, but I never saw her actually spend any money.”

      Fenella was tempted to call Donald and insist that he let them pay for their own meal, but things were awkward enough between them at the moment.  She’d wait and talk about it when she next saw him in person, she decided.

      “Let’s go to the pub,” Shelly suggested as they left the restaurant, walking slowly past the long line of people who were still waiting to get inside.

      “We already had a bottle of wine,” Fenella reminded her.

      “Yes, but we took our time over dinner.  We were in there for nearly three hours.”

      “We were?”  Fenella looked at her watch and then shrugged.  “I suppose we could pay a quick visit to the pub, then.”

      “I’m just going to have a fizzy drink anyway.  I just want to see all the cats and maybe look for a book,” Shelly told her.

      “That sounds about right,” Fenella agreed.

      The pair got sodas from the bar and then made their way up the spiral staircase to the upper level.  The lower level of the pub had been nearly empty, and the upstairs wasn’t much busier.  Fenella headed toward a quiet corner, but she had only taken a few steps when she heard her name.

      “Fenella, what a lovely surprise,” a loud voice called across the room.  “Come and join us.”

      Fenella turned and looked at Neil Hicks.  He and his friends were sitting at one of the small tables.

      He waved.  “Come on over and chat,” he said.  “We were just discussing Lance and some of the lies he told.”
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      Fenella looked over at Shelly, who raised an eyebrow.  “Neil and his friends,” she whispered.

      “Maybe we should talk to them,” Shelly suggested.  “Especially if they’re talking about lies and Lance.”

      “Yeah, we probably should, but I really don’t want to,” Fenella sighed.

      Shelly winked at her.  “Maybe we can solve the murder and then you’ll have a good reason to ring Daniel.”

      “I don’t want to call Daniel.”

      “Of course you don’t.”

      Fenella flushed and then wished that she’d ordered a glass of wine instead of a stupid soda.  She took a sip, and then she and Shelly crossed the room to where Lance and the others were sitting.  She was surprised to see Laura siting next to Neil.

      “Hello,” Neil said, smiling at Shelly.  “I’m Neil Hicks.”

      “Hi, I’m Shelly Quirk.”

      “Ah, you’re the infamous Shelly,” he exclaimed.  “I’ve been wanting to meet you, especially after everything that Lance said about you.”

      “And you were just saying he was a liar, weren’t you?” Shelly replied.

      Neil laughed.  “But meet the others, and then we’ll talk,” he said.  “This is my dear friend, Laura Munroe.”

      Laura nodded at Shelly.  “Another of Mona’s dresses?” she asked Fenella.

      “Yes,” Fenella admitted, blushing.  “She had such wonderful things, I can’t help but want to wear them all.”

      Laura nodded.  “I would do the same in your shoes.  Of course, they aren’t your shoes, are they?  They were Mona’s as well, weren’t they?”

      Fenella just nodded and then sipped her drink.  After an awkward pause, Neil continued with the introductions.  “Adrian Graves is the man with the unsuitable moustache.”

      “I think it suits me perfectly,” the man replied easily.  “It’s nice to meet you,” he told Shelly.  “And it’s nice to see you again,” he nodded at Fenella.

      “Next along is Jared,” Neil continued.

      “Lance told us a lot about you,” Jared said, staring at Shelly.

      She flushed.  “I didn’t realized he’d even bothered to mention me to anyone,” she said.

      “He seemed quite taken with you, although I believe that was as much from the letters he’d read about you as from actually meeting you,” Neil told her.

      “I’m not convinced that my husband ever sent any letters to Lance,” Shelly said.  “He certainly never mentioned the man to me.”

      Neil nodded.  “There were always inconsistencies when you talked to Lance, but he wasn’t a bad person, really.”

      Fenella frowned.  What sort of inconsistencies was the man talking about?  Before she could ask, Neil spoke again.

      “And the man next to me is Eric Palmer,” he told Shelly.

      “Nice to meet you,” Eric said.  “I probably know the least about you, because I rarely listened to Lance when he talked.  If I’d known how lovely you were, I would have paid more attention.”

      Shelly flushed and then looked over at Fenella, who rolled her eyes.

      “But please, sit and join us,” Neil suggested.  He got up and moved a few chairs around to add the two women to their circle.  As soon as she and Shelly were seated, Fenella asked her first question.

      “You said something about Lance telling lies.  What did you mean?”

      Neil shrugged.  “The police have been back to me today.  It seems Lance Thomas wasn’t who he appeared to be.”

      “Meaning what exactly?” Fenella demanded.

      “Meaning that Lance Thomas wasn’t his real name,” Neil replied, looking amused.  “And that, as far as the police can tell, he’d never been the island before he moved here.”

      Shelly gasped.  “Then everything he told me was a lie,” she exclaimed.

      “I don’t know what he told you,” Neil said, “but I’d be willing to wager that he was lying most of the time.”

      “Why did he come to visit me, then?” Shelly asked.

      Neil shrugged.  “I only know what I heard from Lance, and clearly that isn’t information that can be relied on, but I suspect he thought you were a wealthy widow.”

      “And he was planning to try to separate her from some of her money?” Fenella guessed.

      “I’m afraid so,” Neil sighed.  “He wasn’t at all the sort of man I thought he was.  I feel as if I should apologize for him, although of course I was just as taken in by his stories as everyone else was.”

      “Men can never be trusted,” Laura said.  “None of them.”

      “That isn’t fair,” Neil objected.

      Laura laughed.  “You don’t think I trust you, do you, darling?  I mean, you were flirting with Fenella right in front of me the other night.  Goodness knows how you behave behind my back.”

      Neil patted the woman’s hand.  “I behave exactly the same way,” he told her.

      Laura laughed again.  “I’m sure you do.  But you were talking about Lance.  Don’t let me interrupt.  Tell Shelly and Fenella all about the man.  You knew him for a great many years, after all.”

      Neil frowned.  “It seems I didn’t actually know him at all,” he protested.  “It seems he wasn’t honest with anyone about anything.”

      “Who was he, really, then?” Fenella asked.

      Neil shrugged.  “His real name was Robert Hanson, if that means anything to you?”

      Fenella looked over at Shelly and both women shook their heads.

      “He’s been using the name Lance Thomas for years, apparently, but only some of the time.  He had a number of other aliases, as well.  He traveled a great deal, and as I understand it, he had different identities in different parts of the UK.”

      “My goodness,” Shelly exclaimed.

      “Does that mean that he did have some family or friends out there?” Fenella asked.

      “I don’t believe the police have located any family members, but they might find a few friends, I suppose.  They should certainly find other business associates,” Neil told her.

      “Do the police have any idea why he was killed?” was Fenella’s next question.

      Neil looked surprised.  “It was just something random, a burglary gone wrong,” he said.

      “I know that’s what you said originally, but in light of the sort of person Lance truly was, I wondered if the police had changed their minds about that.”

      “Not as far as I know,” Neil told her.  “Although now that you mention it, I suppose it’s just possible that someone who knew him came over here to kill him.”

      “They’d have done the job and been on the next ferry back home,” Jared suggested.  “The police will never track them down.”

      “The police can check the flight and ferry records,” Fenella said.  “They’ll have access to those.”

      “Whoever it was probably came over using a fake identity of his own,” Jared said.  “I mean, I hope they get caught, but I wouldn’t expect them to be.”

      “How did he know about my husband, if he’d never been to the island?” Shelly asked.

      “From what the police have told me, Lance was something of a professional conman,” Neil said.  He shook his head.  “He’d always seemed to be a legitimate businessman to me, but I gather he’d earned a lot of the money he’d invested in my various businesses through illegal or immoral means.  I can’t tell you how upset I am to have learned that.”

      He didn’t look upset, Fenella thought as Neil leaned back in his seat and took a drink from his glass.  He seemed more smug than anything else.  Perhaps he was feeling superior because Lance had been caught and he had not.

      “But that doesn’t explain how he found me,” Shelly said.

      “I believe he found the island first,” Eric said.  “He mentioned moving here when I first met him, some time back.  I believe it had been his plan for some time.”

      “Why?” Fenella wondered.

      “I believe he was genuinely looking to retire and appreciated the tax advantages of the island,” Eric told her.

      “But why pretend to be someone he wasn’t?” Shelly asked.

      “He was a conman.  Once he’d decided to move to the island, I assume he started looking for someone to con,” Neil said.

      “I still don’t know how he found me,” Shelly replied.

      “If he was good at what he did, and I understand he was, he probably started getting the local paper as soon as he decided on the island as his future home.  He probably spent his spare time reading the death notices and planning to scam new widows,” Neil said.

      Fenella frowned.  The man seemed to know a lot about how to run the sort of scam he was suggesting that Lance had been planning.  She wondered how much money Laura Munroe had and whether Neil was hoping to get his hands on any of it.

      “That sounds like the voice of experience,” Laura said, putting Fenella’s thoughts into words.

      Neil laughed.  “I read a lot of detective fiction,” he said.  “The bad guys are always trying to trick rich widows into falling in love with them.  I don’t know if that’s what Lance was planning, but it’s one possibility, anyway.”

      “It sound far too plausible to me,” Shelly sighed.  “I mean, I’m sorry that he’s dead, but he really wasn’t a very nice man.”

      “No, it seems as if he wasn’t nice at all,” Neil agreed, leaning over to pat Shelly’s knee.

      “And you never suspected anything, in all the years you’d known him?” Fenella asked.

      Neil shrugged and then looked around at the others.  “I wouldn’t say that, exactly.  When your business is investing in other businesses, you work with a lot of different people all the time.  When I first started out, I was happy to bring in just about anyone, as long as they had the money to help me reach my goal.  I worked with Donald Donaldson in my early days, remember?”

      “What does that mean?” Fenella challenged him.

      Neil laughed.  “Nothing at all.  It’s just that Donald isn’t always, well, the easiest or fairest person to do business with.  He has his own ideas about how things should be done and he doesn’t appreciate it when anyone disagrees.  We both made a lot of money on the two deals we did together, but I don’t think either of us wanted to work together again after they were both completed.”

      “Donald is only trustworthy when you can see exactly what he’s doing all of the time,” Laura added.  “That’s why I worry about you, my dear.  I’m sure when he’s with you he’s very attentive, but I suspect that behind your back he has at least one other woman, and maybe more.”

      “As I’m seeing other people, I can hardly complain if Donald does the same,” Fenella said in a steady voice.

      Laura stared at her for a moment and then laughed.  “If you truly are seeing other people, well done.  Donald won’t like it, but maybe it will be good for him.”

      “So you started working with Lance when, exactly?” Fenella asked.

      Neil frowned at her.  “Now you sound like Inspector Hammersmith,” he complained.  “It was years ago, and I could check through my files if you need an exact date, but the inspector was kind enough to let me off with an approximation.”

      Fenella blushed.  “I wasn’t trying to be rude,” she said quickly.  “I’m just trying to work out what the man was doing on the island and why he was bothering Shelly.”

      Neil nodded.  “As I said, I’d known him for many years.  We used to talk about the island a lot.  Not long after we met   he told me that he’d grown up here, probably when I mentioned that I was from the island.”

      “So he’d been lying about his childhood for years,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “Surely it would have been hard for him to pretend to be Manx when you actually were from the island,” Shelly suggested.  “I mean, you could have caught him in the lie with just a few quick questions.”

      “And I probably would have if I’d ever thought to question him,” Neil replied.  “As it was, I simply took him at his word.  When we did talk about the island, it was nearly always to discuss how things were in the present, anyway.  We discussed the current cost of housing and changes in the tax laws.  It’s all very different from when he would have lived here as a child, anyway.”

      “I suppose so,” Shelly sighed.

      “And none of the rest of us had ever been here before, so we simply believed whatever he said,” Adrian said.  “It wasn’t the sort of thing that seemed worth lying about, really.”

      “Did he steal someone else’s identity, then?” Shelly wondered.  “I mean, was there a Lance Thomas who grew up on the island and then moved across?”

      Neil shrugged.  “You’d have to ask the police about that.  I’ve no idea how anyone establishes a fake identity.  I’ve always been Neil Hicks and that’s worked okay for me, at least so far.”

      “Of course, you could pretend to be anyone you’d like once you get to London,” Laura suggested.  “We’d never know any different.”

      A couple of the men laughed.  “She’s right,” Adrian said.  “Maybe you should try being someone more interesting in London for a change.”

      “Yeah, maybe Lance had a few extra identities and you could have one of those.  Who inherits a dead conman’s fake identities?” Eric asked.

      “I should think you’d want to stay as far away from those identities as possible,” Shelly said.  “Someone killed the man, after all.”

      “As I said, it must have just been something random,” Neil insisted.  “Lance always carried around a lot of money.  He probably pulled out his wallet in a pub or somewhere and someone noticed and followed him home.”

      “What a horrible thought,” Shelly said, shivering.

      “He’d just bought an expensive flat in an expensive building, as well.  It’s always possible that someone saw him moving in and made a note of which flat was his.  When they went back to help themselves to a few things, they didn’t realize Lance was home and then they had to kill him,” Neil suggested.

      “Did he buy the flat?” Shelly asked.  “Or was he just renting it?”

      Neil looked at the others and then shrugged.  “I don’t know for sure.  I mean, he told me that he’d bought it, but we’ve already learned that he couldn’t be trusted.  Why?  Do you know something about it?”

      Shelly shook her head.  “Not specifically, but I did know the previous owner of the flat.  He’d always told me that he was going to leave the flat to his son and that his son would probably rent it out for a few years, as his children are in school in the south of the island.”

      “Maybe the son changed his mind and sold it instead,” Jared suggested.

      “Maybe, but my friend always said that his son was smart enough to know to keep the flat, even if he never wanted to live in it himself.  My friend believed very strongly in owning real estate and he always said that he’d taught his son the same thing,” Shelly replied.

      “Maybe the son was just telling his old man what he knew the man wanted to hear,” Eric said.  “Lance definitely told me that he’d purchased the flat.  He even told me what he’d paid for it.  It seemed a bargain, but I’m so used to London’s prices that perhaps that isn’t surprising.”

      “What did he pay for it?” Fenella asked.

      Eric told her a number than made Fenella and Shelly both frown.  “If he got it for that price, he did get a huge bargain,” Shelly said.  “Flats in our building usually go for twice that.”

      “Maybe your friend’s son didn’t know what the flat was actually worth,” Adrian said.

      Shelly looked as if she wanted to argue, but she took a deep breath and then a long drink from her glass before she said anything.  “I suppose it doesn’t really matter, aside from the question of who will inherit,” she said.

      “And that’s an excellent question,” Neil said.  “And one I’d very much like an answer to.  I’m not that bothered about who will be getting Lance’s money, but we were just finishing up a few business deals.  I’d like to get them finished with whoever is taking charge of the estate.”

      “Did he leave a will?” Fenella asked.

      “That’s an interesting question,” Eric said.  “I wish we knew the answer to it.”

      Fenella frowned.  “You said the police haven’t located any members of Mr. Hanson’s family?”

      “I can only tell you what I’ve heard through various sources,” Neil said.  “My sources suggest that they have not.”

      “Do your sources know where he was actually from if he didn’t grow up on the island?” Fenella wondered.

      “Someone suggested Devon, but I don’t know if that’s been proven,” Neil replied.

      “I’d hate to see that flat sitting empty again while this is all dragging through the courts.  If he didn’t leave a will, it could take ages,” Shelly sighed.

      “He may well have left one under the name Lance Thomas,” Neil told her.  “That was something we talked about before he moved to the island.  He told me that he was getting all of his legal matters seen to before he left the UK.  I’m not sure that a will in that name would be legal, however.”

      “It probably won’t be,” Laura said with a yawn.  “But who cares?  It isn’t as if any of us were going to inherit anything, anyway.  Let the solicitors fight it out amongst themselves.  It’s the sort of thing they enjoy.”

      “Lance might have left something to me,” Neil snapped.  “We were very close friends.”

      “So close that you didn’t even know his real name,” Laura laughed.  “I wouldn’t get my hopes up if I were you.”

      “Lance and I talked about wills one day,” Jared said.  “He told me that he didn’t have anyone to leave anything to and mentioned leaving everything to be divided up amongst this friends.  If he did that, under his real name, we all might be in line for something.”

      “No one would ever really do that,” Laura scoffed.

      “Actually, Fenella and I both just inherited some money from a man who did just that, or something very close to it,” Shelly told her.  “He left instructions for his estate to be divided among everyone who came to his memorial service.”

      “We need to have a memorial service for Lance,” Neil said quickly.  “Just in case there’s some similar provision in his will.”

      “There’s no point in having a memorial service over here,” Laura said.  “No one knew him here.  You should have it back in London.”

      “Laura’s right,” Adrian agreed.  “We should do something when we get back to London.”

      “He had some gorgeous furniture pieces,” Laura said.  “I’d love to get my hands on some of them.”

      “I’m not sure where they all came from,” Eric told her.  “His flat in London didn’t have any antiques in it at all.”

      Fenella frowned.  “That seems odd,” she said.  “The moving company that he used to move over here came from across.  If he wanted different things, why not get rid of his old furniture and then purchase new once he arrived on the island?”

      “Maybe he had the antiques in storage or something,” Neil said.  “Perhaps he inherited them all from a relative or something and never used them because they didn’t work in his London flat.”

      Fenella looked at Shelly, who shrugged.  “I suppose that’s one possibility,” Fenella admitted.

      “We could talk all night about possibilities,” Neil laughed.  “I just hope the police can wrap things up quickly.  Right now we’re rather stuck.”

      “They’ve asked you not to leave the island?” Fenella asked.

      Neil shrugged.  “Not in so many words, but that’s what they meant.  They don’t want us to leave until they’ve finished their preliminary investigation.  What with Lance turning out to be someone else altogether, things will probably take even longer.”

      “It does complicate things, I’m sure,” Shelly said.

      “We were planning to be here for a fortnight or more, anyway,” Eric said.  “I won’t complain about staying until we get past that point.”

      “I’d quite like to get back to London,” Jared said.  “A few of my projects are struggling and I’d like to be able to see to them.  I had planned on flying back and forth once or twice during the fortnight, anyway.  It’s quite frustrating to feel as if I don’t have that option now.”

      “Inspector Hammersmith is just doing his job,” Shelly said.  “Lance was murdered, after all.”

      “Yes, but that’s nothing to do with any of us,” Neil replied.  “We’re always told that the crime rate on the island was very low, but clearly that isn’t the case.  The police simply need to work out who broke into Lance’s flat.  No doubt whoever it was has done similar things before, albeit perhaps without actually killing anyone.”

      “What if it wasn’t random?” Fenella asked.  “Can you think of any reason why someone might have wanted to kill him?”

      “We talked about this before,” Neil told her.  “If someone came over from across to get rid of him, it certainly wasn’t someone we’d know anything about.”

      “What if someone on the island found out that he wasn’t who he claimed to be?” Fenella wondered.

      “I don’t think that claiming to have been born on the island is at all likely to get someone murdered,” Neil said with a chuckle.

      Fenella flushed.  “Maybe that wasn’t all he was claiming,” she suggested.

      “You’re very interested in this,” Eric said.  “Almost obsessive.”

      Laura laughed.  “Oh, you mustn’t mind Fenella.  She makes something of a habit out of finding dead bodies.  Everyone on the island is talking about it, but of course you wouldn’t know that.”

      “Really?” Neil asked, staring at Fenella.  “How many have you found?”

      “Not many,” Fenella snapped.  “And it isn’t something I want to talk about, either.”

      “But she’s great friends with one of the police inspectors,” Laura continued.  “Otherwise everyone might start to think that she’s killing people herself.”

      Fenella stood up.  “It’s nothing like that,” she said, swallowing hard.  She was not going to cry in front of Laura.

      Shelly jumped to her feet.  “It truly is nothing like that,” she said, putting an arm around Fenella.

      “Good night,” Fenella said, turning and starting to walk away.

      “Don’t rush off,” Neil said.  “Things were just getting interesting.”

      Fenella didn’t stop.  She and Shelly crossed to the bank of elevators and pushed the call button.  Fenella frowned as Neil followed them across the room.

      “You mustn’t mind Laura,” he said to Fenella.  “She’s just jealous because you’re younger, prettier, and richer than she is.  And she knows that I’d drop her in a heartbeat if I thought I had a chance with you.  Do I?”

      Fenella sighed.  “No,” she replied.

      “Are you certain?  I know I came on strong the other night, but there were other things going on that you don’t know about.  I can be a perfect gentleman, truly I can.  Maybe you could let me buy you dinner one night and we could really get to know one another?”

      “I’m sorry, but no,” Fenella said, pushing the elevator call button again.

      “Donald can’t be trusted, you know,” Neil said.  “He’s out with another woman tonight.  We saw them at a party earlier.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “As I said before, Donald is welcome to date other women.  I see other men, as well.”

      “But not me?”

      “No, not you,” Fenella replied.  She hit the elevator button again, feeling frustrated.

      “Leave the poor woman alone,” Adrian said as he walked up behind them.

      The elevator doors suddenly opened.  Fenella and Shelly jumped inside and pushed the button for the lower level.  Adrian followed them into the elevator car.  No one spoke as the car descended.

      “It’s late and dark,” Adrian said as the trio exited the elevator a moment later.  “I don’t want you walking home alone.”

      “It’s only a few steps,” Shelly told him.  “We do it all the time.”

      “And a few days ago someone broke into a flat in your building and killed the owner.  I’d feel better if I walked you home.  I’m not sure the security in your building is as good as it should be,” the man replied.

      Shelly glanced at Fenella, who shrugged.  Adrian had always seemed the nicest of the men, and they all knew where Shelly and Fenella lived anyway.  Fenella couldn’t think of a reason to argue, but maybe that was because she was still so upset about everything else that had happened.

      The walk from the Tale and Tail to their building only took a minute or so.  “I’d like to see you both into your own flats,” Adrian said.  “Just be sure that everything is okay.”

      “You’ll want to get back to your friends,” Fenella objected.

      Adrian made a face.  “I’m not in any rush,” he assured her.

      “Why not?” Shelly asked as the threesome crossed the lobby toward the elevators.

      “They aren’t really my friends,” he told her.  “They’re business associates.  I never really bothered to make the distinction before, but the longer I spend with them, the more important the distinction becomes to me.  I do have friends at home, you see, and Neil and the others are nothing like them.”

      “Were you friends with Lance?” Fenella asked.

      Adrian shook his head.  “I barely knew him, really.  Neil was the driving force behind getting us all over here.  He knows we’re all getting close to retirement age and that we’re all looking for affordable options if we leave London.  Also, he owns property around the island.  I suspect he was hoping to offload a few properties on myself and the others.”

      “And now you’re stuck here until the police finish their investigation,” Shelly said.  “What a shame.”

      “It wouldn’t be so bad, but I don’t actually know anyone else on the island,” he told her.  “And I’m not like Neil.  I can’t just start asking every woman I meet to have dinner with me.  I’ve never been great with women.  I’m sure my ex-wife would agree.”  The man flushed and looked down at his feet as the elevator doors slid open.

      “You’re much nicer than Neil,” Shelly told him.  “I’m sure lots of women would love to spend time with you.”

      “I wish you were right, but that hasn’t been my experience thus far,” he sighed.  “That isn’t actually true, though.  I do meet lots of women who want to spend time with me, but only once they find out my net worth.  What I don’t ever meet is women who want to get to know me as a person, rather than as their own personal piggy bank.”

      They walked down the corridor on the sixth floor, stopping at Fenella’s door.

      “I won’t come inside, but I’d appreciate it if you’d check that everything is okay before I go,” Adrian told her.

      Fenella opened her door and looked into the apartment.  “It looks exactly the same as when I left,” she said, nodding at Mona, who hadn’t been there earlier but was now sitting on one of the couches.

      “Great.  And now yours?” he asked Shelly.

      Fenella stayed where she was, not trusting the man at all.  Shelly opened her door and glanced into her apartment.  “It’s all fine,” she said.

      Adrian nodded and then turned and began to walk away.  After a few steps, he stopped.  “I don’t suppose you’d both like to have lunch with me tomorrow?  I mean, I’m really tired of eating every meal with Neil and the others.  I’d be so grateful for the company that I’ll happily pay.”

      Shelly glanced at Fenella.  “I suppose we could do that,” Shelly said when Fenella shrugged.

      “Anywhere you want to go; money is no object,” he told her.

      “Let’s just go to the Indian place on the corner,” Shelly suggested.

      “I’ll see you both there at midday,” Adrian replied.  “And thank you very much.”

      He walked back down the corridor, and Fenella couldn’t help but notice something like a spring in his step as he went.

      She looked over at Shelly.  “It seems we have plans for lunch tomorrow,” she sighed.

      “Yes, and another chance to find out more about Lance, Neil, and everyone else,” Shelly replied.
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      Why didn’t you tell me how wealthy you were?” Fenella asked Mona as she gave Katie a snack.

      “Talking about money is in bad taste,” Mona replied.

      “Yes, but you knew I was worried about finances.  I’m sure I told you that I was being really careful with my spending until I worked out exactly what I could and couldn’t afford.”

      “Which was a wise thing to do.”

      “Yes, but you should have told me that I can afford anything and everything,” Fenella countered.

      Mona shrugged.  “Not quite.  I left you a considerable sum, but there are still a great many things you can’t afford.”

      “Massive diamonds and super-yachts don’t interest me.  I can afford to not work and to simply enjoy my life.  That’s a huge weight off my mind.”

      “You must take care that you don’t get bored.  You’re used to working, after all.”

      “But I haven’t worked in six months and I don’t miss it one little bit,” Fenella laughed.  “And I’m not the least bit bored, either.”

      “It’s still a novelty.  Anyway, you’ve spent some portion of your time since you’ve been here on research for that book you’ve always wanted to write.  If you give up on that, you may find you’ve nothing to do all day.”

      “Maybe, but maybe I’ll keep working on it, just for fun.  We’ll see. I don’t have to decide tonight, anyway.”

      “That’s true.  But let’s talk about murder,” Mona said.  “I don’t suppose you’ve had a chance to talk to any of the suspects in the case since we last talked?”

      “I did see Neil and his friends at the pub, actually.”

      “And did Neil try to talk you into going out with him again?”

      “Yes, although he was a bit more discreet this time, as Laura was with him.”

      Mona frowned.  “I never liked that woman.  She spent years pestering Timothy to make her something and then when he finally agreed, she complained to everyone about the finished product.  She didn’t think her dress fit her as well as my dresses always fit me.  She was right, of course, but it was hardly Timothy’s fault that he found her, well, less than inspiring.”

      “She was a little bit nasty to me,” Fenella said.  “She told the others that I keep finding dead bodies.”

      “Which is, sadly, true,” Mona pointed out.  “But she’ll have been trying to upset you.  Nothing makes Laura happier than making someone else cry.  I hope you didn’t cry in front of her.”

      “No, I did not.  I simply got up and left.”

      “Good girl.  I’m surprised Neil didn’t offer to walk you home.  But who was the man in the corridor with you?  I’m sure I’ve never seen him before.”

      “That was Adrian Graves.”

      “Ah, yes, another of Neil’s friends.  What was he doing in the corridor?”

      “He insisted on walking Shelly and me home.  He said he didn’t trust the security in this building, not after what happened to Lance.”

      “I can see his point, although I suspect Lance let his killer in.  It had to have been one of his friends that killed him, surely?”

      “Neil thinks it was random.  He suspects that someone tried to break into Lance’s apartment to steal things and found Lance at home.”

      Mona shook her head.  “Those sorts of things simply don’t happen on the Isle of Man,” she said firmly.

      “I don’t believe it, either.  I’m pretty sure one of Lance’s friends killed him, although they are all going to great lengths now to tell everyone that they weren’t actually friends with him.  Apparently they were all simply business associates.”

      “Next they’ll be claiming they barely even knew him.”

      “They’re pretty much there, especially because it turns out the man’s name wasn’t Lance Thomas at all.   Neil said he was really someone called Robert Hanson.”

      “Really?  Does that mean he wasn’t really from the island, either?”

      “Not according to Neil.  I don’t know where he’s getting his information from, but he seems to think the man was actually from Devon.”

      “Why would he pretend to have been from the island, then?”

      “I’ve no idea, but maybe it was all to do with Shelly,” Fenella suggested.

      “Ah, yes, of course.  He was a conman of some sort and he was interested in getting his hands on Shelly’s money.  She’s far too smart to fall for something like that, of course, but he wasn’t to know, was he?”

      “Anyway, Neil and the others are now insisting that they didn’t know Lance very well and that they were simply connected through their business interests.”

      “In spite of the fact that they were all here on holiday together as Lance was moving into his new flat.”

      “Yes, in spite of that.  Although from what Adrian said, that might have more to do with Neil than Lance.  He said something about Neil trying to sell them all various properties he owns around the island.”

      “Knowing Neil, they’ll all be in a terrible state.  He never looked after his properties.  I took very good care of mine, and I’m sure Doncan has been looking after them since my death.  When you’re ready, you can take over as property manager if you want something to do.”

      “I can’t see me doing anything like that.  I’m not really good at fixing things and I don’t much like painting or decorating.”

      “Yes, I know that, as you’ve done absolutely nothing in here,” Mona said, glancing around the spacious living room.  “I thought you would at least paint or rearrange the furniture.”

      “I’ve thought about it, but it all just seems so perfect the way it is, I can’t bring myself to make any changes.”

      Mona nodded.  “It is extremely well done, of course, but it’s yours now.  Maybe over time you’ll change a few things.  But for now, let’s make a list of suspects and see if we can solve Inspector Hammersmith’s case for him.”

      “This is a waste of time,” Fenella complained as she found a sheet of paper and a pen.

      “Start with Neil,” Mona instructed her.  “I never liked the man.  He should be at the top of the list.”

      Fenella wrote Neil’s name on the sheet of paper.  “Can you suggest a motive for him?”

      “Lance must have been killed due to something going wrong with some business arrangement or another,” Mona replied thoughtfully.  “I can’t imagine any other reason.”

      “And he did a lot of business with Neil, so if that was the motive, he may well be the most likely suspect.”

      “Maybe Lance made a play for Laura,” Mona said.  “I can’t see Neil killing anyone over a woman, though.  And he’s been chasing after you in front of Laura, which suggests he doesn’t much care about their relationship.”

      “If the business angle did provide the motive, then Neil’s other friends have to be equally suspect.”  Fenella wrote the other three men’s names down on her list.  Because she barely knew any of them, she simply listed them in alphabetical order under Neil’s name.

      “Tell me about them,” Mona asked.

      “Adrian seems the nicest.  He apologized for Neil’s behavior once and he told Neil to leave me alone tonight, as well.  He also insisted on walking me and Shelly home.”

      “It’s a shame about the moustache.  It truly doesn’t suit him,” Mona sighed.

      “I don’t really know anything more about him, but Shelly and I are having lunch with him tomorrow.  Maybe we’ll learn more.”

      “Who’s next?”

      “Eric Palmer,” Fenella replied.  “He seemed nice enough until he made a very clumsy attempt to ask me out.  He claims to have known Lance for the shortest amount of time.”

      “Interesting.  Maybe he didn’t like Lance and got rid of him straight away.”

      “As I said, if the murder had something to do with Lance’s business concerns, any of the men could have been the killer.”

      “What about the last man?  What was his name again?”

      “Jared Welch,” Fenella replied.  “I’ve barely spoken to him, really, but at least he’s not tried to talk me into going out with him.”

      “How long had he known Lance?”

      “I think he said they’d started working together about ten years ago,” Fenella replied.

      “But he didn’t know Lance’s real name?”

      “If he did, he isn’t admitting to it now.”

      “Who else is on the list?”

      “I can’t imagine anyone else who could be involved,” Fenella replied.

      “You should add Laura,” Mona told her.  “Maybe she decided to end things with Neil and take up with Lance, and he turned her down.”

      “So she killed him?  That seems a bit extreme.”

      Mona shrugged.  “Put her on the list anyway.  I don’t like her.  It will amuse me to see her name on the list.”

      Fenella wrote the woman’s name under the list of men.  “Is there anyone else you can think of to add?”

      “What about Donald?”

      “Donald?  Why would Donald have killed him?”

      “Maybe Lance and Donald did business together at some point.”

      “Donald told me he didn’t know Lance.”

      “But he only saw Lance at the party, and you said yourself that he appeared to have had cosmetic surgery.  Maybe after the party Donald realized that he knew him and that he’d been waiting for years to get back at him.”

      “So he killed him?” Fenella asked incredulously.  “Anyway, I thought you liked Donald.”

      “I don’t dislike him, but it will amuse me to see his name on the list as well.”

      Fenella chuckled as she wrote Donald’s name under Laura’s.  “Is that it, then?  Have we exhausted the possibilities?”

      “We haven’t talked about means and opportunity,” Mona said.  “How did the man die?”

      “I’ve no idea.”

      “Ring Daniel and ask him.  We can’t possibly solve the case if we don’t know how Lance died.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “First of all, I’m not calling Daniel ever again, and second of all, even if I did call him, he’d never tell me.  He might not even know himself.  It isn’t his case and he isn’t even on the island, remember?”

      Mona sighed.  “Then we’ll have to assume that everyone had the means to do the job.  But maybe we can get somewhere with opportunity.  When did Lance die?”

      “I don’t know that, either,” Fenella replied  “I believe someone told me that the men all had lunch together, but I can’t quite recall exactly what was said.”

      “You should start taking notes when you talk to people.”

      “Yeah, because that wouldn’t be weird or anything.”

      “So he died some time after lunch and before you and Shelly and Peter arrived at his door.  Do you think he was already dead before you got there the first time that night?’

      “If he wasn’t dead, surely he would have answered the door.”

      “Not if he was prevented from doing so,” Mona said thoughtfully.

      “Someone must have been in the apartment while we were knocking, I suppose,” Fenella said.  “They must have left after we did, leaving the door open on their way out.”

      “I wonder if the security cameras caught anything.”

      “There are security cameras?”

      “Of course, but they tend to focus on the lobby.  There’s one on every floor, monitoring the lifts, but the killer could have used the stairs.”

      “I wonder if the police know about the security cameras.”

      “You should ring Daniel and tell him.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Nice try, but I’m not ringing Daniel.  If I see Inspector Hammersmith again, I’ll mention it to him, though.”

      “Why did the killer leave the door open?” Mona asked.

      Fenella stared at her aunt for a moment.  “I’ve no idea,” she said eventually.

      “I’ve no idea, either, but it’s an interesting question.  Surely the killer had to realize that the body would be found much faster that way.  I would have thought they would have preferred that the body not be found for as long as possible.”

      “If we’d gone back and not received an answer to our knocks, we would have simply walked away and left it,” Fenella said.  “Who knows when the body would have been found?”

      “You should ask Neil’s friends about their plans for that evening,” Mona suggested.  “Or ring Daniel and tell him to do it.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “Anything else?  Because it seems to me that we aren’t getting anywhere.”

      “We’ve come up with three separate reasons why you should ring Daniel,” Mona countered.  “Which is two more than I was hoping for.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to argue, but then snapped it shut.  Arguing with Mona was always a waste of time.

      “You should get some sleep,” Mona said.  “I’ve been invited to a party at Peel Castle.  I really must hurry so that I’m not late.  We’re having a tour of the Derby apartments tonight, which will be fascinating, as they were long gone before I was born.  I can’t wait to see what they looked like.”

      Mona faded away before Fenella could question her about anything.  “That’s an interesting new slant on ghost tours,” she told Katie as she got ready for bed.  “I suppose if ghosts can come back, then they should be able to visit buildings that no longer exist, shouldn’t they?  Or maybe not.  Maybe Mona was just teasing like she always does.”

      Katie tilted her head and looked thoughtful for a minute before jumping on the bed and making herself comfortable.  Fenella wasn’t far behind.

      Unusually, the next morning she woke up before Katie.  She slid out of bed as quietly as she could and took a shower and got dressed before Katie stirred.  After giving the kitten her breakfast and eating a bowl of cereal herself, Fenella stood at the windows and looked outside.  It was overcast but dry.

      “Just do it,” she told herself loudly.

      “Meerroow?” Katie asked.

      Shaking her head, Fenella found the keys and then headed out of the apartment.  The huge garage under the building was devoid of people as Fenella walked through it to the spaces assigned for her apartment.  One was empty and the second held Mona’s gorgeous and expensive shiny red convertible.

      “It probably won’t even start.  It’s been sitting for months,” she told herself as she let herself into the car.  She slid behind the wheel and sighed deeply.  Just sitting inside the car felt amazing.  The owner’s manual was in the glove compartment.  Fenella quickly read through the basic instructions and then pushed the key into the ignition.  “Here goes nothing,” she said softly.

      The engine roared to life, startling Fenella.  “Oh, goodness, now I have to drive the darn thing,” she exclaimed.  She took several deep breaths and then cautiously put the car into gear.  It stalled immediately.

      She closed her eyes and breathed in and out for a full minute before she tried again.  This time she managed to get the car moving, and a few moments later she’d managed to drive out of the garage and onto the promenade.  With no destination in mind, she found herself retracing one of the routes she’d most often taken with Mel.  It wasn’t until she’d actually driven past Daniel’s house that she remembered that the route took her there.

      The house was dark and looked as empty today as it had every time she’d passed it since the man had left.  “I am not stalking the man,” she said loudly as she drove down the street and randomly turned left.

      “It seems as if you might be, just a tiny bit,” Mona said from the passenger seat.

      Fenella shrieked and then slammed on the brakes.  “What are you doing here?” she demanded.

      “Going for a ride in my car,” Mona replied.  “And you shouldn’t stop in the center of the road.  You’ll annoy the other drivers.”

      Luckily for Fenella, it was still quite early, and no one else had witnessed her sudden stop.  She put the car back into gear and continued on her way.

      “Are we going home, then?” Mona asked after a minute.

      “I think so.  I think I’ve had enough excitement for one morning.”

      Mona chuckled.  “I hope you don’t mind my dropping in.  I’ve missed this car.”

      “It is a pretty cool car,” Fenella admitted.  “I think I’m going to like it a lot.  I may need another one for things like grocery shopping, though.”

      “You’ll be surprised how much you can actually fit in the boot,” Mona told her.  “It’s practically magic back there.  I never had a problem getting my shopping in.”

      Fenella thought about everything she’d heard about Mona.  The word magic came up frequently.  “Is it really magic, then?” she asked.

      When Mona didn’t reply, Fenella looked around.  The woman had disappeared again.  Sighing, Fenella pulled the car into the garage and then carefully returned it to its parking space.  She climbed out and then patted the little car’s hood.

      “Thank you.  I enjoyed that.  We’ll start going out regularly, I promise.”  Fenella probably only imagined the sharp “toot” of the car’s horn that followed her words.

      Back in her apartment, she paced restlessly for a short while and then forced herself to sit down with her research.  Not having to worry about money meant that she could write the book on her own terms.  Maybe she didn’t have worry so much about research, not if she didn’t care if the book sold or not.

      She fired up her laptop and began to type.  When someone knocked on the door, she jumped.

      “Ready for lunch?” Shelly asked.

      “What time is it?”

      “About five to twelve.”

      “My goodness, I’d completely lost all track of time,” Fenella exclaimed.  “Give me two minutes to comb my hair and freshen up.”  She dashed into her bedroom and did what she could with the time she had.

      “I gave Katie some lunch,” Shelly said when Fenella came back out.  “She told me that you’ve been ignoring her since breakfast.”

      Fenella flushed.  “I decided to stop researching and just write,” she explained as she found her handbag.  “And then I got quite caught up in the story.  Thank you for feeding Katie.”

      “It wasn’t a problem.  Let’s just hope we aren’t late.”

      “And let’s hope Adrian shows up,” Fenella added as they made their way to the elevators.

      “At least we know the food will be good,” Shelly said.

      “I almost wish we were going somewhere further afield,” Fenella told her as they walked out of their building.  “I took Mona’s car for a drive this morning and now I want to go everywhere in it.”

      Shelly smiled at her.  “It’s a really great car, but if you drove to the Indian restaurant, you’d have to park it further away than it already is parked.”

      “Yeah, I know,” Fenella sighed as they walked into the restaurant that was only a few doors away from home.

      “Ah, ladies, there you are,” Adrian said, getting to his feet.  “I hope this table works for you both?”

      The restaurant was small and Adrian had taken a table near the back.  The ones near the windows had views of the promenade and the sea beyond, but as both Shelly and Fenella had better views from their apartments, they didn’t argue as they sat down on either side of the man.

      “You’ll have to tell me what’s good,” Adrian said as they all opened their menus.

      “I’ve never had a bad meal here,” Shelly told him.  “Just make sure you know how spicy you want things and order accordingly.”

      Adrian nodded.  “I’m lucky that I like my food just about any which way, as long as I don’t have to cook it,” he laughed.

      The waiter took their orders and then brought them drinks.  When he’d gone, Shelly smiled at the man.

      “So how are you?” she asked.

      “A bit fed up with the situation, but otherwise fine,” he replied.

      “You were planning to stay for a fortnight or more, though, weren’t you?” Fenella asked.

      “Yes, but, well, I was hoping to make a few connections and maybe even sort out a couple of deals while I was here.  Things simply aren’t falling into place the way I’d imagined.”

      “Because of the police investigation?” Shelly wondered.

      “Not specifically, more because of Lance’s untimely death.  He was an integral part of just about everything we were planning to do on the island.”

      ‘I thought he was retired,” Fenella said.

      “Technically, I think he was,” Adrian laughed.  “But men like us never really retire.  We’re always looking for another deal.  Small businesses are always waiting to be bought up and reimagined, people are always looking for investors to put their ideas or inventions out there, other businessmen are always looking to pull investors into their bigger projects, and more.  I could go on all day about the various things that catch my attention.”

      “And you and the others were hoping to do some deals with Lance,” Fenella made sure she understood.

      “Yes, exactly.  Some of the others, most specifically Jared and Neil, were already in the middle of different projects with him, but I came over to talk to him about something completely new.”

      “What?” Shelly asked.

      Adrian shrugged.  “I don’t truly know, but even if I did, I probably wouldn’t tell you, as the project could still happen and secrecy is important in the early stages.  As I said, I don’t really know much, anyway.  We were supposed to meet the night Lance died to start our discussions.”

      “Where were you meeting?” Fenella asked.

      “At Lance’s flat.  It seemed the best place to avoid being overheard.”

      “You must have been planning for a very late meeting, if we were meant to be having drinks with him at seven,” Fenella said.

      “We were supposed to be there around nine,” Adrian told her.  “But none of us are earlier risers.  Starting meetings at ten or even eleven wouldn’t have been unusual for us.”

      “You said you didn’t know Lance well,” Fenella said.  “What about the others?  How well do you know them?”

      The waiter arrived with their food before Adrian could reply.  Everyone took a few bites before Adrian spoke again.

      “I’ve known Neil for some time,” he said.  “I’ve said before that I don’t really consider any of them as friends, merely business associates, and that’s true for Neil as much as anyone.”  He sighed.  “I don’t approve of how he treats women, and if I were a better man, I’d stop doing business with him as a result.  As it is, I try to avoid social situations with him.  I can’t complain about him as a business partner.”

      Fenella nodded.  “What about the others?”

      “I haven’t known Jared for long, but I’ve heard good things about him from others.  The same is basically true for Eric, although Eric had a short relationship with a friend of mine, so I know him slightly better than the others, I suppose.”

      “Was it a good relationship?” Shelly asked.

      Adrian chuckled.  “It was pretty disastrous, but from what I know of both of them, I suspect they should share the blame for that equally.  My friend, Ginger, goes through men at a pretty steady rate.  Eric isn’t any better, but in this instance I think they both behaved badly.”

      “But you’re happy to do business with him?” Shelly wondered.

      Adrian flushed and took a long drink of water.  “As I said before, I try to avoid social situations with my business colleagues.  Many of them seem to treat women differently to the way I was raised to treat them.  When I first started out, I swore I wouldn’t do business with anyone like that, but over time, as I met more and more of the same type of man, I found that I didn’t have much choice, not if I wanted to succeed.”

      Fenella bit her tongue rather than tell Adrian what she thought.  While she might think she’d never compromise her principles in that way, at least he seemed to acknowledge what he’d done.  He even seemed embarrassed about it.

      “What do you think of Laura?” Fenella asked as she finished her lunch.

      “Laura?  I’m not sure what to think of her, if I’m honest.  She’s obviously very wealthy and well connected on the island.  I can’t quite work out what she’s doing with Neil.  Then again, I can’t quite work out what Neil is doing with her, either.”

      “What do you mean?” Fenella wanted to know.

      “I don’t understand why she puts up with Neil, who flirts with other women in front of her and ignores her half the time when they are together.  I also don’t understand why Neil keeps taking her to events when he clearly wants to flirt with other women.  Every time I see her with him, I wonder why she’s there.”

      “I wondered that at the pub last night,” Shelly told him.

      “Exactly.  Neil rang me and suggested that we meet for a drink last night.  I was just bored enough to agree.  I thought from the way Neil worded the invitation that it was just going to be the two of us.  I was almost as surprised to find Jared and Eric there as I was to see Laura.”

      “Did Neil give you any explanation for why the others were there?” Fenella asked.

      “He didn’t have a chance.  They were already there when I arrived and I didn’t go back after I walked you two home.”

      “And you haven’t spoken to him since?” was Fenella’s next question.

      Adrian shrugged.  “He’s been texting me all morning, but I haven’t bothered to read the messages.   I suppose you could say I’m avoiding the man.”

      “Why?”

      “It’s probably more accurate to say I’m avoiding all of them, really.  I’m just tired of them.  When we worked together before on various projects, I’d see Neil for an hour or two once or twice a month.  I think we’ve just had too much togetherness while we’ve been on the island.”

      “Does that mean you won’t be moving here?” Shelly asked.

      “I don’t know, really.  As everyone has said all along, the tax advantages are considerable, but, well, we’ll see what happens, I suppose.  Lance’s unsolved murder is worrying.”

      “I’m sure the police will find the killer,” Fenella told him.  “They’re very good.”

      “I’m sure they are, but as I understand it, the longer it takes the less likely it is that the crime will ever be solved,” Adrian replied.

      “I don’t know.  Since I’ve been on the island, the police have solved a few thirty-year-old cold cases.  They never give up, you know, especially not on murder cases,” Fenella told him.

      “I hope they don’t expect us to stay here for thirty years,” Adrian said.  “I have a life to get back to across.”

      “I’m sure you’ll be free to go soon,” Fenella said.  “It would be good if they could solve the murder before you go, but you won’t have to stay if they don’t manage to do that reasonably quickly.”

      “I wouldn’t mind staying so much if we could spend more time together,” he replied.  Then he flushed and shook his head.  “That came out wrong.  I don’t want either of you thinking that I’m anything like Neil or Eric when it comes to women.  All I meant was that I’m enjoying your company.  I much prefer it to spending time with Neil and the others.  But I suppose if I were you two I’d want to avoid all of us, and I can’t say as I blame you.”

      “Have you done any sightseeing since you’ve been here?” Shelly asked.  “The island has two amazing castles, a few excellent museums, and some other fascinating historical sites.”

      “I went to that party at Peel Castle, but I didn’t get to see anything other than the inside of a few marquees,” the man told her.  “What I could see of the castle by moonlight looked interesting, though.”

      “You should go and do some sightseeing while you’re waiting for the police to finish,” Shelly told him.  “You’ll appreciate the island a lot more once you’ve seen more of it.”

      Adrian nodded.  “You’re probably right, but I’m afraid I’m probably too lazy to do anything on my own.  Neil was going to arrange a few tours for us, but with everything else that has happened, he’s probably forgotten all about it.  I don’t suppose you could suggest a good tour guide?”

      Shelly looked at Fenella and then shrugged.  “I’ve lived on the island my entire life and I used to teach elementary school.  I’ve been around every site at least a hundred times, I’m sure.  And Fenella has a PhD in history.  Between us we should be able to tell you everything you need to know about every site.”

      “Is that a serious offer?  Because I’ve nothing else to do with myself for the next few days.  I’d love to see a few sights with you ladies.”

      Shelly looked at Fenella, who shrugged.  She didn’t have anything on her social calendar and Adrian was easily the nicest of the men Neil had brought to the island.  Seeing a few sites with him might be interesting.

      “Let’s not make any firm plans for now,” Adrian said.  “I’m sure you both will need to check your calendars and whatever.  How about I text one of you later today?  Maybe we could do something tomorrow morning or afternoon?”

      “Maybe,” Shelly agreed.  She wrote her mobile number on a paper napkin and handed it to Adrian.  “Text me tonight,” she told him.  “Fenella and I will check our schedules and talk about where it might be best to take you, as well.”

      “I can’t begin to tell you how much I appreciate this,” Adrian said as he got to his feet.  “It goes without saying that wherever we go, I’ll be paying for lunch or dinner or snacks or whatever.  That is assuming you won’t let me pay you for your time.”

      “Of course we won’t,” Shelly laughed.  “And we can argue about meals later.”

      Adrian grinned.  “At least I’m buying lunch today,” he said as the waiter handed him the bill.

      Fenella and Shelly both objected, but Adrian insisted.  After he’d paid, they all made their way out to the street.

      “Thank you both for your company,” he said.  “I’ll text you later.  It would be wonderful if we could arrange something for tomorrow, but I will understand if you are busy.”

      “We should be able to manage something.  Start thinking about what you’d most like to see,” Shelly told him.  “A castle?  A museum?  A beach?”

      “I’ve seen enough beaches in my life,” Adrian laughed.  “I think I’d like to start with one of the castles.  Whichever is your favorite is fine with me.”

      “Fenella and I will discuss it,” Shelly promised.  “And see what time works for us.  Don’t forget to text.”

      “I definitely won’t,” Adrian assured her.
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      Shelly and Fenella walked home silently.  While Fenella felt sorry for Adrian, Shelly seemed far more enthusiastic about seeing the man again than she was.  Still, a day of sightseeing at one of the castles was always something to look forward to, no matter who her company was.

      “I hope you didn’t mind my volunteering us to show him the sights,” Shelly said as the pair boarded the elevator in their building.  “I felt sorry for him, stuck here with those awful friends.  He seems like the only decent person in the group.”

      “Which is worrying in its own way,” Fenella replied.  “If I were him, I wouldn’t want to be associated with Neil and the others.  He even admitted that he doesn’t approve of them, but he’s still willing to do business with them.  That bothers me.”

      “I’m not planning on getting involved with the man,” Shelly assured her.  “I just thought we could show him around the castles.  Surely there’s no harm in that.”

      “I suppose not, as long as you remember that we don’t actually know anything about the man.”

      “Oh, I’ll remember that.  I’m just hoping he might tell me more about Lance,” Shelly admitted.  “I want to know where Lance found out about me and John and how he knew that John didn’t like surprises.”

      Fenella gave Shelly a hug as the elevator doors slid open.  “I’m sorry,” she said.  “I’d forgotten how upsetting this all must be for you.”

      “It isn’t that bad,” Shelly assured her.  “Especially now that I know for sure that Lance didn’t know John.  It’s just, well, odd, that he sought me out and seemed to know so much about me and my marriage.  I want to find out how that happened, if at all possible.”

      “And Adrian could help with that,” Fenella said.

      “He’s the only one out of that group that I’m prepared to spend any time with,” Shelly said.  “So let’s hope he can answer my questions.”

      They stopped at Fenella’s apartment and checked her calendar.  “As I thought, there’s nothing on it,” Fenella laughed.  “You can arrange whatever you like with Adrian and I’ll be able to come along.”

      “Excellent.  I have a doctor’s appointment in the morning, but I’m free for the afternoon.  Let’s have lunch together, just the two of us, and then meet Adrian around half one in the lobby here.  I can drive us to whichever castle you’d prefer.”

      “Oh, goodness, I don’t mind which we do,” Fenella said.  “Although we did just visit Peel Castle a few days ago.”

      “I was thinking about that,” Shelly said.  “Maybe that gives us an advantage.  We’ll be on familiar ground, as it were.”

      “It’s entirely up to you.  I’d offer to drive, but we wouldn’t all fit in Mona’s car.”

      “I don’t mind driving,” Shelly replied. “But now I’m going to go home and start going through John’s old papers.  I kept everything because he didn’t leave much, really.  He wasn’t very sentimental.”

      “What are you looking for?”

      “Any mention of Lance Thomas or any of the other men involved in the case,” Shelly said.  “Also any old photos of John as a child.  Maybe I’ll recognize someone in a photo with him.”

      “Do you think Lance’s story about knowing John in childhood had anything to do with his murder?” Fenella asked.

      Shelly shook her head.  “I can’t begin to imagine how it could have, but I suppose anything is possible.”

      “Be careful,” Fenella urged her friend.  “If you find anything even slightly suspicious, call Inspector Hammersmith.”

      “I’ll ring you and we can ring the inspector together,” Shelly told her.

      Fenella nodded and then let her friend out.  She watched as Shelly let herself into her own flat, and then both women shut their doors.

      “What do you think of that?” she asked Katie, who simply looked at her and then curled up and went to sleep.

      “I should try that,” Fenella sighed.  With nothing else to do and feeling slightly annoyed by the sleeping animal, Fenella decided to clean her apartment.  Katie shouted at her when she started up the vacuum cleaner, but it was a chore that genuinely needed doing.  By the time she’d finished cleaning the bathrooms, Mona had appeared in the living room.

      “You were making enough noise to raise the dead,” she commented as Fenella dropped onto the couch next to her.

      “Ha, ha.  I certainly didn’t mean to wake you.”

      Mona smiled.  “I wasn’t sleeping.  But then, I never do.  But you only clean when you have something on your mind.  What’s wrong?”

      “I clean whenever the apartment needs cleaning,” Fenella objected.

      “Really?  Then the flat only needs cleaning when you have something on your mind.  How odd.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “I’ve nothing on my mind, really, although I am a little bit worried about Shelly.”

      “What’s wrong with Shelly?”

      “She’s cultivating a friendship with Adrian Graves in the hopes that he can tell her how Lance knew about her and John.”

      “That seems sensible.  Lance may well have told at least one of his friends about his plans.  If it wasn’t Adrian, perhaps Adrian can ask the others on Shelly’s behalf.”

      “Maybe, but, well, I don’t trust Adrian.”

      “You shouldn’t trust any of them.  Lance was a conman who was planning to try to cheat Shelly out of her money.  As the others were all business associates of the man, it stands to reason that they are all conmen, too.”

      “I hadn’t really thought of it that way.”

      “Well, you should.”

      “What about Neil, though?  He doesn’t have a great reputation on the island, but I don’t believe anyone has ever accused him of being a conman.”

      “Perhaps he saves his cons for when he’s in London,” Mona suggested.  “It would make sense for him to do so.  He’s too well known on the island to get away with anything here.”

      “I wonder if he knew John when they were younger.”

      “I don’t believe they grew up in the same part of the island, but anything is possible,” Mona said.  “He would be a logical place for Shelly to start if she truly wants to find out how Lance knew about her and John.”

      “But he’s not a nice person.  Adrian at least pretends to be nice.”

      Mona laughed.  “Actually, I’d much prefer to deal with Neil.  You know where you stand with Neil.  As you said earlier, you don’t trust Adrian, even though he seems nice.  You know for sure that you can’t trust Neil.”

      “It’s all just a big mess,” Fenella sighed.  “I wish Daniel were here and we could talk it all through.”

      “Ring him.”

      “I can’t.”

      “Then you’ll just have to talk it all through with me,” Mona suggested.

      “We did that yesterday and didn’t get anywhere,” Fenella reminded her.  “Maybe I’ll take a nap.”

      “Maybe you should go for a drive.  That always used to clear my head.”

      “Yeah, or maybe not,” Fenella replied, remembering her shock when her aunt had joined her earlier.

      Before Mona could reply, the phone rang.

      “Hello?”

      “I’ve been trying not to get involved,” Daniel said.  “But Mark isn’t getting anywhere, and I’m willing to bet you’ve spoken to the main suspects at least twice since the murder took place.”

      Fenella flushed.  “I haven’t been out looking for them or anything.”

      “But you’ve spoken to them just the same, haven’t you?” he demanded.

      “Maybe once or twice,” Fenella muttered.  She dropped into a chair and switched the phone to speaker mode.  Mona smiled her thanks as she moved closer to Fenella.

      “Go on, then, take me through everything that’s happened since the murder,” Daniel told her.  “I’ll take notes and I won’t interrupt you.  Start with finding the body and take me back through that, if you don’t mind.”

      I do mind, quite a lot, Fenella thought.  “If I’m going to do that, I’m going to need a drink,” she told the man.  She walked over to the kitchen and got herself a soft drink before she sat back down.  “Okay, Shelly and I were meant to be meeting Lance at his apartment around seven,” she began.

      It felt like many hours later when she finally finished bringing Daniel up to date on everything.  “So Shelly is going to arrange to meet Adrian tomorrow to visit one of the castles,” she concluded.  “But that’s only because Shelly wants to understand how Lance found her.”  She sat back and took a long drink of her soda.  Daniel was silent for what felt like several minutes.

      “I’m sorry,” he said eventually.  “I’m just trying to take it all in.  Mark is struggling to get Neil and his associates to talk to him and you seem to bump into them around every corner.  It simply doesn’t make any sense.”

      “I’ve told you exactly how it has all happened.  I haven’t been going out looking for them,” Fenella said.  “And I shouldn’t have to defend myself, especially to you.  You should know that it isn’t my fault I keep getting caught up in these things.”

      “I should, shouldn’t I?” Daniel said with a sigh.  “But since you are caught up in this one, who do you think killed Lance?”

      “It couldn’t have just been random, the way Neil suggested?”

      “Of course it could have, but for the sake of argument, let’s say it wasn’t.”

      “Right, okay then, it must have been one of Lance’s associates.  They were the only people on the island who knew him, after all.”

      “Which one?”

      “How should I know?”

      “I meant, who do you think might have done it?  What do you think of each of the men?”

      Fenella shrugged and looked at Mona, who gave her an amused smile.  “They’re clearly grasping at straws if they’re asking you,” she said.

      “I don’t like Neil, but that doesn’t mean he’s a killer,” Fenella told Daniel.  “I don’t like Eric, either.  I’ve barely spoken to Jared, but Adrian seems nice enough.  I can’t imagine any of that information helping you solve the murder, though.”

      “Tell me again what they said about how long they’d known Lance.”

      Fenella swallowed a sigh and then did her best to repeat the various conversations she’d had with the men.  “Of course they could all be lying, or some of them could be lying, or they could all be telling the truth,” she added when she was done.  “We know Lance was a conman.  The others may be as well.”

      “Mark is checking into exactly who they all are,” Daniel told her.  “But that fact isn’t to be repeated.”

      “Neil said Lance was really someone called Robert Hanson.  Maybe the motive for the murder is tied to that in some way.”

      “Mark is also checking into that.”

      “So there you are.  Mark is checking into everything, and now you know that I know exactly nothing.  Are you satisfied?”

      “If you had to pick one of the four men to be pulled in for additional questioning, which one would it be?”

      “I’ve no idea.  Probably Neil, because he is the one who’d known Lance the longest.  I find it hard to believe that he knew someone for that many years and never knew his real name.”

      “I’ll pass that along to Mark.  Thank you for your time.”

      “Thank you for your time?  Seriously?  What is going on?” Fenella demanded.  “A few days ago you practically accused me of being involved in Lance’s death in some way.  Now you call and have me tell you about every little thing I’ve done since the murder.  Then you thank me for my time?  Why are you even involved in this?  If Mark Hammersmith thinks I had something to do with Lance’s death, why isn’t he beating down my door?  Or is it just your opinion that I’m involved?”

      “I don’t think you had anything to do with Lance’s death,” Daniel said.  “But I do think that you have a knack for finding yourself in the middle of murder investigations.  Mark chose to believe that you simply happened to stumble across the body and that the murder has nothing to do with you.  I was certain that you’d find yourself involved, whether you wanted to be or not.  As it happens, I was correct.  As I said earlier, you’ve spent more time with the suspects than Mark has.”

      “And as I said, it has all been coincidental.  You can’t imagine that Donald planned for us to have dinner with those men at the next table.”

      “No, I don’t suppose he did.  I’m surprised he didn’t whisk you off to Paris or somewhere as soon as the body turned up, actually.  I’m sure he offered.”

      “He may have.  I don’t remember.  Donald is always offering such things.”

      “Yeah, great.  One of these times, you’ll probably take him up on it as well.”

      “I don’t know.  If I want to go to Paris, maybe I’ll just take myself.”

      “Look, I have to go.  Believe it or not, I thought this was going to be a quick phone call.  I actually thought you’d probably only seen one or two of the men, maybe once since the murder.  I didn’t realize…” he trailed off.  “But never mind.  I’ll pass all of this along to Mark and he can decide what he wants to do next.  Don’t be surprised if he turns up on your doorstep later today or tomorrow.”

      “Yeah, I won’t,” Fenella sighed.  “When someone gets murdered in his bed, I would hope the police would be chasing every lead.”

      “What makes you think Lance was murdered in his bed?” Daniel asked.

      Fenella frowned.  “I don’t know.  I suppose I just heard that somewhere.  I really don’t remember where.”

      “You need to try,” Daniel said.  “Really, really hard.”

      Fenella sat back and closed her eyes.  Someone had said those words at some point over the past few days.  But who was it?  She tried to think, but she was tired and grumpy and her brain didn’t want to cooperate.

      “I can’t remember,” she said.  “It was one of the men, during one of the conversations I had with them, but I can’t really recall which one or when.”

      “I’m going to ring Mark now.  While you’re waiting for him to come to see you, I want you to do your best to remember the various conversations again in as much detail as you can.  Even if you could simply remember if it was when you were with Donald or with Shelly, that would help.”

      “I’ll do my best,” Fenella promised.

      “I’ll talk to you soon,” Daniel told her.

      Fenella pushed the end call button on the speakerphone and then sat back in her chair.

      “I don’t remember you telling me that anyone said that,” Mona said.  “I’m sure I would have picked up on it as well.”

      “Yes, of course you would have,” Fenella said sarcastically.  “I can’t believe I missed it.”

      “But who said it?” Mona asked.

      “Yeah, that’s the question, isn’t it?”  Fenella got up and began to pace around her living room.  She’d only made a few trips back and forth when someone knocked on her door.

      “Inspector Hammersmith, I wasn’t expecting you quite this quickly,” she said as she pulled the door open.

      “Call me Mark,” he replied.  “Daniel tells me you’ve solved my case.”

      “I hardly think so.  I can’t remember who said the part about someone being murdered in his bed, and even if I could, they may have heard it somewhere themselves.”

      Mark nodded.  “It isn’t much, I agree, but it’s a tiny wedge that I can definitely use at this point.  We just have to get you to remember who said it.”

      “Do you want tea or coffee?  Maybe a soft drink?” Fenella asked.

      “Sure, whatever you’re having,” he replied.

      Fenella was too distracted to trust herself with hot water, so she got them each a soft drink and then sat down on the chair next to the man.

      “So let’s start with your dinner with Donald,” Mark suggested.  “Shut your eyes and let yourself relax.  We aren’t worried about exact words or who is saying what, just try to take me through the conversation as it went along.”

      Fenella did her best, but her mind kept wandering.  She so desperately wanted to remember who had said the words that seemed to matter that she couldn’t stay focused on anything else.

      “I’m sorry,” she said after she’d stopped and started about ten times.  “It’s all just a muddle now.  The more we talk about it, the more muddled it gets.  I’m pretty sure it was the night I was out with Donald, rather than at the pub with Shelly, if that helps at all.”

      “What if I have Donald join us?  Do you think he would help or hinder the process?”

      “I don’t know,” Fenella told him.  “I don’t know how reliable his memory is, really.”

      “Let’s see if he’s available,” Mark suggested.  “Do you want to ring him or shall I?”

      “You probably should.  The request would sound better coming from you,” Fenella told him.  And we sort of aren’t speaking, as well, she added to herself.

      Mark made a phone call.  “My office is going to ring him and ask him to meet us here,” he told Fenella when he’d disconnected.  “That’s if he’s even on the island at the moment.  While we wait to hear back, let’s talk about something else and give your brain a break.”

      “Like what?”

      “Seen any good movies lately?”

      Fenella chuckled.  “I haven’t been to the movies on the island yet.  Is there anything showing that you would recommend?”

      It turned out that Mark was a huge fan of science-fiction films.  He filled half an hour with reviews of a number of movies that Fenella had never heard of and had no interest in seeing.  When someone knocked on the door, she was relieved to end the conversation.

      “Are you okay?”  Donald asked, his face full of concern as Fenella let him into the apartment.

      “I’m fine.  Mark just wanted to talk to you about something I remembered from our dinner the other night,” Fenella replied.

      Donald pulled her into a hug.  “Thank goodness.  I was called out of a meeting to be told that the police needed to see me at your flat immediately.  I came in a taxi because I was too upset to drive.”

      Fenella hugged him back.  “I’ll give you a ride back to wherever you need to go,” she replied.  “Thank you for dropping everything to get here.”  She turned and looked at Mark.  “I do think that things could have been handled differently,” she said sharply.

      “Yes, I’ll have a word with my office.  They were meant to make it sound important, but they certainly should have offered some reassurances as well,” Mark said, making a note in his phone.

      “But what is this all about, then?” Donald asked.

      Fenella opened her mouth to reply, but Mark held up a hand.  “I’d like you to do your best to repeat everything that was said over the dinner that you had with Fenella in Laxey.  She’s remembered someone saying a particular phrase that’s of interest to me.  I’m hoping you’ll remember the same phrase and that you’ll be able to tell me who said it.”

      Donald nodded.  “I can do my best, but it was several days ago.”

      “I understand that.  Perhaps you’d like a drink before we begin?” Mark offered.

      “No, no, I’m fine,” Donald said.  He sat down on one of the couches and then settled back on the seat.  “I’ll begin when the others came in, shall I?  I immediately suggested to Fenella that would should move to a different table, but she was happy to remain where we were.”

      “And then what happened?” Mark asked.

      “Neil told us that they were celebrating Lance’s life,” Donald recalled.  “Fenella asked how long they’d all known the man.”

      Fenella was relieved that Donald remembered the conversation much the same way she had.  Mark took him as slowly as he possibly could through the evening.

      “When the wine came, everyone did a toast of sorts, to Lance,” Donald recalled.

      “Can you remember exactly what was said?” Mark wondered.

      “They were all along the lines of what a good businessman Lance had been, things like that.”

      “Try to recall what each man said in turn,” Mark urged him.

      Donald nodded.  “Neil started and said something about the man deserving friends but being stuck with him instead.  I believe Adrian went next and said he wished he’d had a chance to get to know the man better.  This was before we knew that he wasn’t really Lance Thomas, of course.”

      “Yes, of course.  What did the other two say?” Mark asked.

      “Eric said something about how much money he’d made thanks to Lance and Jared said that Lance had almost persuaded him to retire to the island before he’d managed to get himself murdered.”

      Fenella jumped up.  “That was it,” she exclaimed.  “He said he’d almost decided to retire here before Lance was murdered in his bed.”

      “Is that how you remember it, too?” Mark asked Donald.

      “I truly don’t remember the exact words, but it was something like that,” Donald agreed.

      Mark frowned.  “The exact words matter, but at this point I’ll take what I can get.  Are you both sure it was Jared who was talking?”

      “Yes,” Fenella said definitely.

      “Pretty sure,” Donald told him.  “It was either him or Eric, as I remember what the other two said pretty clearly.”

      Mark nodded and then made some notes before he continued.  “Take me through the rest of the evening,” he told Donald.

      Fenella sat and listened as Donald did his best to recall the conversation.  As far as she could remember, he got things mostly right.  When he was done, Mark nodded and got to his feet.

      “Thank you both for your time,” he said.  “I’d appreciate it if you both stayed away from Neil Hicks and his business associates for the next couple of days.  They should be off the island before too much longer, one way or another.”

      “I’m meant to be going sightseeing with Adrian tomorrow,” Fenella said.

      “Yes, well, we’ll see about that,” Mark replied.  He strode to the door.  “I’ll be in touch,” he said.

      Fenella let him out and then turned to look at Donald, who was on his feet as well.  When he reached Fenella, he enveloped her in another embrace.

      “I’ve been telling myself that I didn’t really miss you, that there are plenty of other women out there, and that you were just a passing fancy,” he whispered as he held her close.  “And I was wrong on all counts.  When I was told the police needed me here, I was convinced that something awful had happened to you.”

      “I’m fine,” Fenella reminded him.

      He squeezed her tightly and then lifted his head.  “And I’m well and truly crazy about you,” he said softly before he kissed her gently.  As the kiss deepened, Mona began to cough lightly.  As Mona got louder, Fenella had to stop Donald.

      “I’m sorry,” she said as she pushed him away gently.  “But we need to talk.”

      “Yeah, I know, but kissing is more fun,” Donald replied.

      “I think diamonds are the most appropriate apology, don’t you?” Mona asked.

      “Merrwoow,” Katie said.

      Fenella looked at the clock.  “It’s later than I realized.  It is time for your dinner,” she told the cat.

      “And mine,” Donald said.  “Join me?”

      Fenella hesitated and then nodded.  “I’d like that,” she said.  “Let’s just hope we don’t run into Neil and his friends.”

      Since Donald didn’t have his car with him, Fenella drove.

      “This is a wonderful car,” Donald said as he settled into the passenger seat.  “Let’s go down to Castletown for dinner.  The trip won’t take long in this car.”

      Donald was right.  Fenella was almost disappointed at how quickly the journey seemed to go.  If she hadn’t been so hungry, she might have kept going to Port Erin or even made a compete trip around the entire island.

      The restaurant that Donald had suggested was small and quiet.  They got a table in a small nook and settled in.

      “The food is excellent,” Donald told her.  “And so is the wine list.”

      “I don’t drink when I’m driving,” Fenella replied.

      Donald nodded.  “Very sensible.  They have some unique nonalcoholic drinks as well.”

      Fenella settled on a fruit juice concoction that sounded interesting.  “It tastes like summertime and sunshine,” she told Donald.

      He laughed.  “It tastes like berries and lemons to me, but your description is more interesting.”

      “I’ve really missed you,” Donald told her while they ate.  “I hope you can forgive me for behaving like an idiot and give me another chance.”

      “I don’t think you behaved like an idiot,” Fenella said.  “You were trying to protect your heart.”

      “Unfortunately for me, I hadn’t realized that it was already too late,” Donald sighed.  “Now that I’ve realized how I really feel, though, I will be putting more time and effort into pursuing you.”

      Fenella wondered what that meant, but was afraid to ask.

      “Perhaps we should celebrate our reconciliation with a trip,” he suggested.  “I keep mentioning Paris and you never agree, so how about somewhere else?  Venice?  Rome?  Barcelona?  Where would you like to go?”

      “I’m not ready to go away with you,” Fenella told him.  “I really want to take things slowly.”

      “We can go away and stay in separate rooms,” Donald offered.  “No pressure, I promise.  I just want to get to know you better.  And when I’m on the island, I seem to end up working all the time.”

      “Let’s not worry about it for tonight.  Let’s just enjoy dinner.”

      After dinner, they put the top down on the car and Fenella drove back to Douglas.  With Donald’s encouragement, she then kept driving north all the way to Ramsey.

      “It’s a great car,” Fenella said.  “I’m so glad I learned how to drive it.”

      “It suits you,” Donald told her.

      “I don’t know about that, but I do love it.”

      Donald walked her to her door.  “I’ll say good night here,” he said.  “I truly don’t want to put any pressure on you.”  He gave her a kiss that made her toes curl.  What could he have done if he was actually trying, she wondered as she let herself into her apartment.

      “Did you have a nice evening?” Mona asked.

      “Yes, very,” Fenella replied.  “Your car is wonderful.”

      “Yes, I know.  Shelly has been over twice, knocking on the door.  I don’t know what she wants.”

      Fenella nodded and then headed for the door.  She was halfway to it before she realized that she couldn’t simply appear on Shelly’s doorstep without an explanation.  Telling Shelly that the ghost of her dead aunt had told her that she’d visited probably wasn’t the best idea.  While she was trying to think of an excuse to go next door, someone knocked.

      “Shelly, come in,” Fenella said, giving her friend a hug.  “Is something wrong?”

      “Not really, I suppose,” Shelly replied.  “I had a text from Adrian, that’s all.  He can’t make it tomorrow.”

      “Are you terribly disappointed?”

      “I’m a little disappointed, as I was hoping he could answer some of my questions, but I’m also somewhat relieved, as I didn’t really like him.  He’s supposed to text me again when he’s ready to do some sightseeing.”

      “I wonder what happened?  He seemed really keen this afternoon.”

      “Is it too much to hope that the police have had a breakthrough on the case and have started arresting Lance’s friends?” Shelly asked.

      Fenella thought back to her conversation with Mark.  “It’s possible,” she said.  “I know they’re working hard.”

      She let Shelly out and then got herself ready for bed.  It had been a very long day, full of many ups and downs.  Driving Mona’s car had been the best part, she decided, although dinner with Donald had been pretty good, too.

      Katie was already in place when Fenella crawled into bed.  She fluffed her pillows and then settled in, trying to clear her mind.  Her dreams were once again full of men demanding her hand in marriage, but this time it was Neil and his friends who were doing the asking.  Fenella kept rushing around the room, shouting no at each of them in turn, but they all simply kept asking, over and over again.  When Katie woke her by tapping on her nose, Fenella was so happy to escape the dream that she didn’t even complain about the time.
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      The local paper didn’t mention Lance or his murder the next day or the day after that.  Adrian didn’t text Shelly again, and she and Fenella were both starting to wonder what was going on when Mark paid Fenella a visit.  She and Shelly were playing with the cats while Mona looked on.

      “Good afternoon,” he said.  “I hope I’m not interrupting anything.”

      “No, not at all.  Come in,” Fenella said.  “Would you like a cold drink or tea or coffee?”

      “A cold drink would be great,” Mark told her.  “I have a few things to share with you.  Shelly may as well hear them, too, as you’d probably ring her the moment I left, anyway.  It’s all going to hit the local papers tomorrow, and it’s probably already on their website.”

      “What’s happened, then?” Fenella asked.

      Mark took his drink and settled on one of the couches.  He stared out at the sea for a moment, while the three women stared at him.  When he looked around, he shrugged.  “I love your view,” he said.  “I could sit here all day.”

      “And you’re welcome to do so,” Fenella told him.  “After you’d told me why you’re here.”

      “Ah, yes, well, we’ve arrested Jared Welch for the murder of Lance Thomas, also known as Robert Hanson.  It was your comment about someone saying that he’d been murdered in his bed that pointed me in the right direction, so thank you.”

      “I’m glad I could help,” Fenella said as Mona silently applauded.

      “But why did he kill Lance?” Shelly asked.

      “From what Jared has said, it was all to do with a con that went wrong.  It seems the group was planning several different things for the island, and almost as soon as Lance arrived, things started going wrong.”

      “You can’t stop there,” Shelly exclaimed.  “Not when I was meant to be one of the victims.”

      “I can’t be totally certain that everything Jared has told me is true, but from what he’s said, he was meant to be the man claiming to have known your husband in childhood.  The group worked out the cons together, and they were all intertwined.  It seems that Lance took it upon himself to use the story Jared had developed on you before Jared got the chance to meet you himself.”

      “Wow.  I don’t feel sorry for Jared, really, but that does seem rather nasty,” Fenella said.

      “Apparently, it wasn’t the first time Lance had done something like that,” Mark said.  “In the past he’d always managed to make enough money to placate his disgruntled business associates, but this time Jared felt as if he’d had enough.  Or at least that’s how Jared tells the story.”

      “So he killed Lance,” Fenella sighed.

      “But how did they even find me?” Shelly asked.

      “That’s an interesting story, too,” Mark replied.  “From what I’ve learned, Adrian actually grew up on the island.  As I understand it, he’d been planning to move back here for years.  He used to get the island paper when he was in London, and he apparently used it to plan several different cons.  When he mentioned his plans to Lance, it seems things snowballed from there.”

      “Why didn’t he approach me, then?” Shelly wondered.

      “Because he was afraid people on the island might remember him,” Mark explained.  “That’s why he grew the moustache, to disguise his appearance.  Apparently he was quite the troublemaker when he lived on the island and he left behind a few angry former girlfriends as well as some unhappy family members.  Adrian Graves isn’t his real name, either.”

      “None of this is making any sense,” Shelly sighed.

      “Have they all been arrested, then?” Fenella asked.

      “Jared has, for Lance’s murder,” Mark replied.  “Adrian is being sent back to the UK, where he’s wanted for questioning in connection with several different cases.  I’m not sure where that will all end up, but we’ve nothing to charge him with over here.  Eric has been allowed to leave the island, but the UK police are taking a good hard look at him and his business practices.”

      “What about Neil?” Fenella demanded.

      “For the moment, we can’t find anything to charge him with,” Mark told her.  “The police in the UK have been watching him for a while, and our fraud department has kept a close on eye on him, too.  He seems to have just about managed to stay on the right side of the law, even if it’s been a close-run thing more than once.  He’ll be back in London tomorrow, and I doubt we’ll see him on the island again in a hurry.”

      “I’m glad you worked out who killed Lance,” Shelly said.  “I’ll sleep better knowing the killer is behind bars.”

      “Thank you again for your help,” Mark told Fenella as he got to his feet.  “I hope you won’t take this the wrong way, but I hope I won’t see you again before Daniel gets back.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “I don’t want to see you again, ever,” she told the man.

      “Now that’s a bit extreme,” he said.  “I wouldn’t mind bumping into you in a restaurant or some such thing, but I’d rather not find you mixed up in any more murders.”

      “I’d rather not get mixed up in any more murders,” Fenella replied firmly.

      “Just a few more weeks until Daniel is back.  I was happy to take over from him, but now I’m looking forward to going back to the drugs and alcohol unit.”

      “I’m sure Daniel will be happy to be back, too,” Shelly said.

      “I don’t know about that.  He’s already taking a few extra days to go and visit some Scottish island with a woman he met on the course.  It sounds even more remote than our little island, and with much worse weather.  I suppose if there’s a woman involved, he probably won’t care about the weather, though, will he?”

      Fenella felt as if she’d had the wind knocked out of her.  Mona looked concerned as Shelly jumped up.

      “You stay there,” she said to Fenella.  “I’ll show Mark out.  You should relax and enjoy feeling as if you solved the case for him.”

      Mark nodded.  “It would have taken longer without your help, that’s for sure,” he told her.

      Shelly let the inspector out and then rushed back to Fenella.  “I’m so sorry,” she said, pulling her into a hug.

      Fenella let a few tears fall before straightening up and wiping her eyes.  “We agreed that we could both see other people,” she said.  “I can’t blame him for doing so.  I’ve been spending time with Donald, after all.”

      “Yes, but, well, I mean,” Shelly stammered.  She shook her head.  “I’m just sorry, that’s all.”

      “I’m sorry, too, but Daniel has to make his own decisions.  I’m sure the woman on his course is perfect for him, too.  She’ll understand about police work and all of that.”

      Shelly nodded.  “Maybe it’s all for the best.  Maybe you and Donald are meant to be together.”

      Mona laughed, but Fenella ignored her.  “We’ll see.  Are you okay, though?”

      “I’m fine.  I’d still like to know more about why those men targeted me, but I can live with not knowing.  I’m having dinner with Gordon tonight.  He’s been off the island for work, so I’m looking forward to seeing him.”

      “I hope you have a wonderful time,” Fenella said.

      “What are you doing for dinner?” Shelly asked as she and Smokey headed for the door.

      “Maybe I’ll call Donald and see if he’s free,” Fenella replied with a shrug.

      “So ring Donald,” Mona said as soon as Fenella had shut the door behind her friend.

      “I can’t just call him out of the blue and ask him to have dinner with me.”

      “Why not?  He said he was crazy about you and you haven’t heard from him since.  It’s time to find out what he really wants.”

      “I’m afraid I know what he really wants,” Fenella sighed.

      Mona laughed.  “Donald isn’t chasing after you for sex.  If that was all he wanted, he can get plenty of that.”

      “So what does he want?” Fenella asked.

      Mona shrugged.  “You’ll have to find that out yourself.”

      The phone interrupted before Fenella could ask any more questions.

      “Ah, Fenella, I hope I’m not ringing at a bad time,” Donald’s voice came down the line.

      “No, not at all.  I was just trying to decide what to do for dinner.”

      “I so wish I could offer to take you somewhere wonderful, but I’m afraid I’m ringing to let you know that I’m going to be off the island for a while.”

      “I hope everything is okay.”

      “So do I.  My daughter was in an accident this morning.  The doctors can’t or won’t tell me much over the phone, so I’m heading to New York.  I’ll be in touch when I can.”

      “Donald, I’m so sorry.  Please let me know if there’s anything I can do.”

      “At this point, I don’t think there’s anything that anyone can do, aside from the doctors who are treating her.  Just keep her in your thoughts and prayers.”

      “I will.  And you as well.”

      “Thank you, my darling.  I’ll be in touch as soon as I can.”

      Fenella put the phone down and blinked back tears.  “Poor Donald,” she said.  “I can’t even imagine.”

      “I suppose you’ll just have to have dinner with your Aunty Mona,” Mona said.  “I’ll warn you now, though, I don’t want to watch any reality television after we eat.  Let’s find a nice classic movie or something.”

      Fenella swallowed a sigh.  “Maybe we can find an old James Bond film,” she suggested.

      “Oh, yes, that would do nicely.  But only if it’s Sean Connery.  He was my favorite Bond.  Did I ever tell you about the first time I met him?”

      Fenella headed into the kitchen to find something for her dinner while Mona recounted an increasingly implausible story about herself and the famous actor.  She might be alone, but with Mona around Fenella wasn’t going to have a chance to get lonely.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Guests and Guilt

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The next Isle of Man Ghostly Cozy

        Release date:  May 18, 2018

      

      

      

      Fenella Woods is less than excited when her brother James announces that he’s coming to visit her.  She’s starting to feel truly settled in her new home on the Isle of Man, but James made it clear when she inherited their Aunt Mona’s fortune that he didn’t think it was fair.  She can only hope that he’s just coming for a visit and not for a fight about the estate.

      When he arrives with a girlfriend Fenella knew nothing about in tow, she’s even less excited about the three-week visit.  But James’s girlfriend, Stephanie, grew up on the island and she has her own reasons for wanting to be there.

      When Stephanie turns up dead, is it just an unfortunate accident or was someone unhappy to see the woman back on the island?  Police Inspector Mark Hammersmith is on the case, and he’s quick to consider James as a suspect.

      When James recounts a story from Stephanie’s past that sounds impossible, Mark seems inclined to discount it as fiction.  When someone tries to kill James, though, Fenella is convinced that it’s true.

      Can she persuade Mark to see things her way?  And can she keep her big brother safe from a killer who might just try again?
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