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      We’re now nineteen books into this series and I’m still enjoying spending time with Fenella and her friends.  The stories are best read in order, alphabetically, but this story should stand on its own if you prefer to simply read this title.

      

      With this series, I write in American English and use American spellings, even though the book is set on the Isle of Man, a UK Crown Dependency.  That’s because the main character, Fenella, grew up in the US and lived there for most of her life, only relocating to the Isle of Man recently.  Her friends on the island do speak British English, and I try to keep this consistent.  I’m sure I make mistakes, and I do try to correct them when they are pointed out to me.

      

      This is a work of fiction and all of the characters have been created by the author.  Any resemblance that any character may bear to any real person, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.  All of the businesses in the story have been invented for the story and have no relation to any real businesses on the Isle of Man.  The historical sites mentioned are all real, but the events that take place within them in the story are fictional.

      

      I invite you to get in touch and share your thoughts on the story, my writing, my characters, the weather, your favorite foods, or whatever else you have in mind.  All of my contact details are available in the back of the book.  I hope you enjoy the book.
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      “I was afraid you wouldn’t want to do this with me after what happened the last time,” Fenella Woods said to her advocate, Doncan Quayle, as he drove them away from his office.

      He glanced over at her and then shrugged.  “I certainly wasn’t expecting to find a body when we went to see your properties on the island, but that was hardly your fault.  Today we’re only visiting banks.  It seems incredibly unlikely that we’re going to find anything untoward in a bank vault.”

      “Famous last words,” Fenella muttered.

      “We have quite a lot to discuss, actually,” he said a moment later.  “You should know that I’ve no idea what we’re going to find in any of the boxes today.  I assume they’re full of Mona’s jewelry.  She had an extensive collection and, when she was alive, she kept the most valuable pieces in safe deposit boxes at various banks around the island.”

      “Why?” Fenella asked.

      “I believe her insurance company had a limit on the value of what she could keep in the safe in her flat.  She used to keep a few favorite everyday pieces there, along with whatever she wanted for any upcoming special events.  The rest she kept tucked safely away at the banks, but she used to visit them regularly.”

      “To get different items or simply to visit?”

      “I never asked, but I think it was a bit of both,” Doncan laughed.  “She loved her jewelry, and I think she simply enjoyed going and trying things on and then putting them safely away.”

      I should have asked her, Fenella thought as Doncan drove.

      Fenella had been living a perfectly ordinary life in Buffalo, New York, the city that had been her home since her parents had moved to the US from the Isle of Man when Fenella had been only two.  It had been something of a shock when she’d received the letter telling her that she’d inherited Mona Kelly’s estate.  Mona had been Fenella’s mother’s sister, but Fenella had few memories of Aunt Mona.

      The inheritance had been the push Fenella had needed to make big changes in her life.  She’d quit her job as a university professor and ended a ten-year relationship that had been going nowhere.  Then she’d sold her little house and nearly everything inside it.  Taking only what would fit into a few suitcases, she’d moved into the luxury apartment that had been Mona’s, ready for a new life just a few years short of her fiftieth birthday.

      Over time, Fenella had learned that Mona had been considerably wealthier than Fenella had ever realized.  In addition to the large apartment in a prime location in Douglas, the island’s capital city, Fenella had inherited an expensive sports car, stocks, bonds, and bank accounts with balances that made Fenella’s head spin.  Recently, she and her lawyer Doncan had driven all over the island to visit the many properties that were now Fenella’s.  She’d discovered that she owned everything from tiny cottages to large houses and even buildings that housed small businesses.

      Today, a year and a half after she’d arrived on the island, she and Doncan were finally going to the three different banks where Mona had kept safe deposit boxes.  Fenella had been told that the boxes were all full of Mona’s fabulous jewelry collection, and she was eager to see it all for herself.  Although Fenella loved jewelry, she rarely wore much more than a watch and a pair of inexpensive earrings.  She was willing to reconsider that, though, depending on what she found today.

      What Doncan didn’t know was that Fenella could have found out exactly what was in the boxes without visiting any of them.  While Mona had passed away, she had yet to actually move on.  Instead, her ghost shared Fenella’s apartment with her, popping in and out without warning and seemingly doing her best to interfere in every aspect of Fenella’s life.  There were times when Fenella welcomed her aunt’s presence in her life and times when she wished the woman would just go away.

      “I’ve had a look at your insurance policy,” Doncan said after a while.  “You have similar restrictions.  Unfortunately, you won’t be able to take everything home with you.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I don’t want everything at home with me.  You may need to remind me that I said that, though, once I’ve seen what’s in the boxes.”

      “Much of the jewelry isn’t really suitable for everyday wear, at least in my opinion.  I’ve never known you to wear much jewelry anyway, although your new ring is lovely.”

      Fenella felt herself blushing as she glanced down at her left hand.  The gemstones sparkled back at her, making her smile.  One of the first people she’d met once she’d moved to the island had been Daniel Robinson.  He was a police inspector, and they’d met over the body of a murdered man.  Their relationship had been difficult at times, but last month Daniel had proposed to her, and she’d been delighted to accept.  Fenella was enjoying being engaged, but she wasn’t in any particular hurry to get married, not least because she suspected that Mona would disappear once Fenella and Daniel were wed.

      “I really love this ring,” she told Doncan.  “I’m sure it cost more than Daniel could easily afford, though.”

      “I can’t see Daniel spending money he couldn’t afford.”

      “You’re probably right.”

      “But we need to talk about your prenuptial agreement,” Doncan told her.

      “I don’t want to talk about my prenuptial agreement,” Fenella replied with a sigh.  “I don’t want one.  I don’t think we need one.  Daniel is the one who wants the prenuptial agreement.”

      “Which is unusual.  It’s usually the wealthier partner who requests such things.”

      “I love Daniel, and I’m certain he’s marrying me because he loves me, not because of my money.  Neither of us have children, and we’ve no intention of having any together.  I have more money than I’ll ever use, and if I end up not having anything to leave my brothers or their families, none of them will mind.”

      “Except for James.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Even James won’t mind, not now.”

      James was the youngest of her four brothers and the only one who’d traveled to the island to see her since she’d moved.  He’d come hoping to persuade her to share her inheritance with him, but he’d found himself caught up in a murder investigation, an experience that had inspired him to write his second book.  The first had been just enough of a success to fund a lifestyle of frugal leisure for decades.

      “Oh?”

      “He was just offered a seven-figure advance for his next book,” Fenella explained.  “His old publishing company is banking on it proving as successful as the first.  James was smart enough to get our other brothers to tell him what to do with the money.  It’s all tucked away in various safe places.  He’ll be able to live comfortably for the rest of his life, even if he never manages to write a third book.”

      “Is he planning to write a third book?”

      “He’s already started one, actually.  I’m not sure he’ll finish it, though.  A lot will depend on how well the second one is received, I imagine.”

      “Obviously, you don’t have to sign a prenuptial agreement, but you may struggle to get Daniel to set a date without one.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I’m not in any particular hurry to set a date.  I’m enjoying being engaged and having Daniel in an apartment near mine.  We’re spending a lot more time together, and so far it’s been wonderful, but I don’t think either of us is ready to live together.”

      “You could both keep your own flats, of course.”

      “We could.  We’ve talked about all sorts of options, but the money is still something of a sticking point.”

      Daniel was uncomfortable with Fenella’s fortune.  He seemed convinced that everyone on the island thought that he was simply after her money, and he never wanted her to pay for anything when they were together.

      They had bought his new apartment together, but Doncan had handled the legal arrangement between the pair so that Daniel couldn’t be seen as taking advantage of Fenella.  Regardless, she loved his new home and that he was now within easy walking distance of her apartment.

      “When I spoke with him, he suggested that you both list all of your assets and that, if you ever do divorce, you both get back everything that you brought into the marriage.”

      “I really don’t want to talk about divorce.”

      “But Daniel already has one failed relationship behind him, and you had a long-term relationship that didn’t work out as well.  You need to be realistic about such things.”

      “Can you put something into the pre-nuptial agreement about all of the money being our money while we’re married?” she asked.  “I want to be able to take luxury vacations and buy nice things, and I don’t want him to feel as if we’re spending my money.”

      “I think that’s something you’re going to have to discuss with him.”

      She sighed.  “Neither of us likes to talk about the money.  It’s much easier to simply ignore its existence.”

      “He let you pay for your trip to New York last month.”

      “Mostly, but he still paid for just about everything once we got there.  We stayed at a fairly ordinary hotel, and I rented a boring car for the stay, too.  Of course, if we’d stayed at a luxury hotel, we wouldn’t have been there when the body was found, which would have been nice.”

      “That was unfortunate.”

      “You can say that again.”

      “And here we are,” Doncan added as he pulled his car into the first bank’s small parking lot.  “I did tell you to bring your passport, didn’t I?”

      She nodded.  “I have it here,” she said, patting her handbag.  “Actually, I brought both my US and my UK passports.  I wasn’t sure which one was needed.”

      “Either will do.  They’ll just want proof of your identity before they’ll give you access to the box.”

      “I have that.”

      They walked together to the door.  As it slid open automatically, Doncan gestured for Fenella to go through first.  She walked inside and smiled at the woman at the counter right in front of her.

      “How can we help you today?” the woman asked.

      “We need access to a safe deposit box,” Doncan told her.

      “I’ll get you a manager,” the woman replied.  She picked up the phone on the desk in front of her and pushed a button.  After a moment, she put the receiver back down and smiled.  “Someone will be right with you.  You’re welcome to have a seat while you wait.”  She gestured toward a small cluster of chairs off to one side of the lobby.

      Fenella and Doncan crossed to the chairs, and they both sat down.  Before they’d even had time to get comfortable, a door opened on the other side of the room, and a man in a dark suit rushed out.

      “Mr. Quayle, how lovely to see you today,” the man said as he approached them.

      “Jack, I’m sure I’ve told you to call me Doncan,” Doncan said as he got to his feet.  The pair shook hands.

      “Jack Quilliam, this is Fenella Woods.  She’s come to have a look through Mona Kelly’s box.”

      Jack raised an eyebrow.  “I feel as if I should say something along the lines of ‘we’ve been expecting you,’” he laughed.  “Mona used to come in at least once a week.  We all miss her.”

      “I should have come in ages ago, but my life has been rather busy,” Fenella said apologetically.

      “Yes, your, um, exploits have filled the local paper since you arrived,” Jack replied.

      Fenella flushed.  “I never go looking for dead bodies,” she said flatly.

      “I didn’t mean to suggest any such thing,” Jack said hastily.  “But come into my office, and we’ll do the necessary paperwork and get you access to your box.”

      Fenella and Doncan followed the man across the lobby and then through a door.  Jack’s office was tiny and lacking in windows.  His desk took up more than half the space in the room, and the enormous chair behind it appeared to fill most of what was left.  There were two small chairs in front of the desk, and Jack waved Fenella and Doncan into them.

      “Give me a minute,” he said, picking up the telephone on the desk.  “Ah, I need the Mona Kelly file, please,” he said a moment later before hanging up the receiver.

      Within seconds, there was a knock on the door, and a young man in a shirt and tie opened the door and attempted to step inside.  He handed a file folder to Jack and then took the necessary half-step backward out of the room.

      Jack opened the folder and flipped through it.  “As I’d expected, Doncan did all of the necessary paperwork after Mona’s death.  I’ll need to see some form of identification, and I’ll need your signature on the access card,” he told Fenella.

      She handed him her US passport.  He copied some information from it before he gave it back to her.  As she signed the necessary card, she found herself staring at Mona’s elaborate and elegant signature.

      “If you’ll follow me, then,” Jack said after he’d returned everything to the folder.  He led them down the corridor to the last room on the left.  After typing a code into the door lock, he pushed the door open and then held it for Fenella and Doncan to enter.

      “Box 2514,” he said.  “It’s just here.  You have the key?”

      Doncan handed Fenella a key on one of the bank’s key rings.

      “We need to turn the keys at the same time,” Jack told her as he inserted his key into one of the locks on the box.

      Fenella inserted her key, and then they unlocked the door to the box.  As Fenella slowly opened the door, Jack cleared his throat.

      “I’ll leave you alone, then,” he said.  “It’s our policy to allow our visitors privacy, but there are cameras in here, and security does monitor them.  The box will lock automatically when you close it, and the door will lock behind you as you exit.  If we get another visitor who wishes to access a box, you’ll hear a warning buzzer.  We request that you leave within ten minutes of the buzzer sounding, please.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Thank you.”

      “Do you want me to leave?” Doncan asked.

      “Not at all,” Fenella said.  “Did Mona ever make a list of everything she had?”

      He nodded.  “Mona kept an inventory of every item of jewelry in her collection, and she often referred to it before a special event.  She used to tell me that she couldn’t always remember every piece.”

      “Did you bring a copy of the inventory?”

      “Yes, of course, but as I said, I’ve no idea what you’re going to find.  Mona may have sold or given away some of the pieces, and she may have acquired others that never made it onto the list.”

      “Let’s see what we have, then,” Fenella said, pulling open the box’s door.  Inside, there was a leather box.  She slid it out and then sat down at the table in the middle of the room.  Doncan took the chair on the opposite side of the table and handed her several folded sheets of paper.

      Fenella looked at the list and inhaled sharply.  “I wasn’t expecting this many items.”  At the bottom of the third page was a total of the insurance estimates for each piece.  “And I wasn’t expecting them to be worth that much, either.”

      “The list hadn’t been updated for at least a year before Mona died.  I thought it would be useful to create a new inventory today.”

      “We’d better get started then, just in case the buzzer goes.”

      Doncan chuckled.  “Safe deposit boxes are losing popularity.  I don’t think you have anything to worry about.”

      Fenella took a deep breath and then opened the box.  “I can’t even,” she said after a moment spent staring at the array of twinkling gemstones in their gold and silver settings.

      “Maybe we should see if we can match the items to the inventory,” Doncan suggested.  “It might help if you pretend that it’s all fashion jewelry.”

      Fenella nodded.  “That won’t be difficult, as I can’t believe it’s all the real thing.”

      “Just for the record, Mona would never wear anything but the real thing.”

      Fenella picked up a necklace made with rubies and diamonds and stared at it.  “The stones are all real?” she asked.

      “They are.  That one is very distinctive.  I remember when Max bought it for Mona.  They’d had a huge row about something, but I’ve no idea what.  Anyway, he bought her that and some matching earrings to apologize.  The insurance company nearly doubled her payments for that set.”

      Max was Maxwell Martin.  Mona had fallen in love with him when she’d been eighteen.  He’d moved her into one of the rooms in one of the hotels that he’d owned, and he’d spent the rest of his life lavishing her with gifts.  Mona’s fortune had come from him, and once again, Fenella was surprised by how generous he’d been to Mona.

      It took her only a moment to find the matching earrings.  Doncan marked them off on his list, and she put them to one side.

      “The set is gorgeous, but I can’t imagine ever wearing it,” she said with a sigh.

      “Mona used to wear them to Max’s Christmas party, usually with a green dress.”

      “I’m sure it was stunning.”

      “Mona was always stunning, whatever she was wearing,” he told her.

      Half an hour later, they’d worked their way through the entire box, carefully checking each item against Mona’s inventory.  The last thing in the larger box was a small ring box.

      “That’s everything that Mona had listed as being in the box here,” Doncan told her.  “Whatever that is, it isn’t in the inventory.”

      “So she must have bought it in the last year or so of her life after she’d stopped updating the inventory?”

      “I would imagine so.  What is it?”

      Fenella opened the box and then gasped.  “It’s a ring,” she said.  “I’ve never seen anything quite like it.”

      She turned the box around to let Doncan have a look.  He stared it the ring for a moment and then began to laugh.

      “What?” Fenella demanded after a moment.

      “I’ve seen that ring before, or rather, I’ve seen pictures of it.  It’s the engagement ring that Max gave Mona.”

      Fenella frowned.  “I thought he only ever gave her one engagement ring and that, after a huge fight, she threw that ring in the sea.”

      “You’d be right on both counts.  It appears that the ring wasn’t as lost as everyone seems to have believed.”

      She lifted the ring out of its box and slipped it on her right hand.  The huge diamonds, rubies, and sapphires sparkled as she wiggled her fingers.  “It’s gorgeous,” she sighed.

      “I was only a child when Max and Mona got engaged, but I remember the story well.  It was the talk of the island.  Max gave Mona a huge engagement ring.  That engagement ring, if I’m not mistaken.  It was rumored to be worth more than half a million pounds, even all those years ago.”

      Fenella gasped and slid the ring off her finger.  “That can’t be right,” she exclaimed.

      “Looking at the size of those stones, it may be,” he countered.  “Anyway, whatever it was worth, Mona flashed it all over the island at a series of parties to celebrate the engagement.  It was at the last of the parties, a special celebration on the beach in Douglas, that she and Max had their huge row.  I’ve no idea what the fight was about, but it ended when Mona threw the ring into the sea and went home.  Nearly all of the guests plunged into the sea to try to find the ring, but allegedly, it was never found.  Now I can’t help but wonder what really happened that night.”

      “Me too,” Fenella said, wondering if Mona would tell her the truth or not when she asked about it later.  “That’s everything in the box.  I suppose we can simply put it all back for now.”

      “Unless there’s anything there you think you’d like to wear home.”

      Fenella looked at the pile of gorgeous jewelry and shrugged.  “None of it is appropriate for my rather boring life, is it?  I can’t imagine wearing ten thousand pounds worth of opals and diamonds around ShopFast.”

      She carefully returned everything to the leather box and then looked again at the engagement ring.  “I’m really tempted to keep this,” she admitted.  “But if it isn’t in the inventory, does that mean it isn’t insured?”

      Doncan frowned.  “Max took out a separate policy on that ring.  I’ll ring his advocate right now and see what I can find out about the policy.  I’d always assumed that it paid out when the ring was lost, but I can’t see Mona taking part in insurance fraud.”

      While he talked on his mobile, Fenella stared at the ring.  It was incredibly beautiful.  She slipped it back on and tried to imagine wearing it every day.  While it was perfect for sitting and watching the light reflect off the stones, it seemed less practical for grocery shopping or for feeding her cat.  Sighing, she removed it and put it back in its box.  The ring from Daniel was smaller, and she was still struggling to get to used to wear it.  There was no way she could wear Mona’s ring regularly.

      “It’s insured,” Doncan told her a minute later, as she was standing up to put the leather box back into the safe deposit box.  “When Max took out the policy for the ring, he paid for one hundred years of coverage at once.  He never reported the ring lost, so it’s still covered.”

      “I didn’t know you could get a hundred years of coverage at one time.”

      “Neither did I.  Apparently, Max made some sort of special arrangements with his insurance company because he had so many policies with them.  The value of the policy has gone up every year as well.”  He told her the amount for which the ring was insured.

      Fenella sat back down again.  “That’s a lot of money.”

      “It’s a very valuable ring.”

      “Even if it is insured, I don’t think I can wear it.”

      “Well, it’s yours, so you can always change your mind later.  You know where to find it.”

      She nodded and then got up and put the jewelry back into the safe deposit box.  After she’d shut the door, Doncan checked that it had locked securely.  He gathered up his inventory, and then she followed him out of the bank.

      “I’ll have to add that ring to the inventory,” he said as they got back into the car.  “I wonder what else we’ll find.”

      I wonder what other secrets Mona has been keeping, Fenella thought as they slowly drove away from the bank.

      They arrived at the second bank a short while later.  The manager there was happy to see them and quickly took care of the necessary paperwork.

      “And here we are,” he said a short while later as they stood in the locked safe deposit box room.  “We need to turn the keys at the same time.”

      Repeating the action from the first bank, Fenella turned her key as the manager did the same.

      “Press six on the phone if you need anything.  The box will lock automatically when you shut it again, as will the door to the room,” he told them.  “We ask that you limit your stay to thirty minutes, but if you need longer, just let us know.”

      “We’re taking an inventory, so we may need longer,” Doncan told him.

      The manager looked at the clock.  “It’s half ten.  You’re welcome to stay until half eleven, unless another customer comes in who wants access to the room.  I’ll let you know if that happens.”

      He walked out of the room, leaving Fenella to open the box.  Inside she found another leather box, this one larger than the one she’d found in the first box.

      “Did she keep more here, then?” she asked Doncan as she sat down with the box.

      “According to the inventory, yes.”

      Forty minutes later, they’d checked every item in the box against Mona’s list.

      “So many beautiful things,” Fenella said, holding up a blue topaz bracelet.  The graduated stones started small at the clasp end and then grew larger until they reached the middle of the bracelet.  They then got smaller all the way to the other end of the clasp.

      “Again, you can take anything you like home with you.”

      She sighed.  “But I’d never wear any of it, and I’d worry about having it at home, even if I kept it in the safe.”

      “Some of it isn’t all that valuable.”

      She laughed.  “It’s all worth more than anything I’d owned before I inherited Mona’s estate.  Even the least expensive things are worth thousands of pounds.”

      He nodded.  “Are we done here, then?”

      “Everything here was on the list?”

      “Yes.”

      “I may keep this,” Fenella said, holding up a sapphire ring.  “It’s really lovely, and it’s almost appropriate for everyday wear.”

      “Mona used to wear that quite a bit, actually.  Because of the bezel setting, the prongs didn’t catch on anything.”

      She nodded and then put everything else back in the box before hesitating.  “I’m going to keep it for now,” she decided.  “It would be a shame to own all this wonderful jewelry and not take at least one piece home.”

      “There’s still one more bank to visit,” Doncan reminded her as they left the building.

      “With more or less than what was here?”

      “Less than here but more than the first bank, assuming the list is accurate.”

      “It’s been accurate thus far.”

      “Aside from her engagement ring.”

      They climbed back into Doncan’s car, and Fenella settled back in the seat.

      “We need to drive to Ramsey now,” Doncan said.  “Do you want to stop for lunch along the way?”

      “Yes, please.”

      Doncan parked in the large parking lot near the main shopping street in Ramsey.  “The bank is about halfway along the road,” he told her.  “But there’s a pub here that does the best cottage pie I’ve ever eaten.”

      “Now I’m going to have to try that,” Fenella laughed.

      The pub was mostly empty.  They sat together in a quiet corner and enjoyed soft drinks and cottage pie while they talked about the weather, Daniel, and the jewelry that they’d seen that morning.

      “It honestly doesn’t feel real,” she told him.  “I mean, I saw all the gorgeous rings, necklaces, bracelets, whatever, and you told me what they’re all worth, but there was so much of it, and it was all so sparkly and beautiful that it really felt like costume jewelry.”

      “Just remember that it isn’t.  You can’t take too much out of the boxes at any time, not if you want the insurance to cover it if it gets lost or stolen.”

      “I don’t know that I’ll ever take any of it out of the boxes.  I’m not going to start going to a lot of events the way that Mona did.”

      “Maybe you’ll want to wear something special for your wedding.”

      Fenella flushed.  “We haven’t even discussed a date yet.  It’s far too soon for me to worry about jewelry for the day.”

      “Shelly’s wedding is coming up soon, isn’t it?”

      “Yes, she and Tim are getting married in January,” Fenella said, happy to change the subject.  Shelly Quirk lived in the apartment next door to Fenella’s, and since Fenella had been on the island, they’d become close friends.  A retired primary school teacher who’d been unexpectedly widowed, Shelly had begun dating Tim Blake nearly a year earlier.  He’d proposed in June, and Fenella was delighted for her friend.

      “Pudding?” the waiter asked.

      “Do we have time?” Fenella asked Doncan.

      “There’s always time for pudding if you don’t tell my wife that I indulged,” he laughed.

      They both ordered the Victoria sponge.  Once they’d finished that, it was time to visit the last of the safe deposit boxes.

      “Because of the location, this is where Mona kept some of her most valuable pieces,” Doncan told Fenella as they began their stroll toward the bank.  “They’re the largest and most valuable, and they’re definitely special occasion jewelry.  Wait until you see the emeralds.”

      He pulled open the door and then held it for Fenella to walk through.

      “Ah, good morning,” the woman behind the desk said.  She glanced at the clock on the wall and laughed.  “Except it’s afternoon, isn’t it?  I can’t imagine how I can lose track, when I sit here all day, looking at a clock, yet somehow I manage it.  But I do go on and on, don’t I?  What can I do for you today?”

      “We need access to a safe deposit box,” Doncan replied.

      “Oh, very good.  Let me….”

      A loud scream interrupted her.  After a moment, a second scream filled the air.
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      “What was that?” Doncan asked.

      “It sounded as if it was coming from the vaults,” the woman replied.  “Just give me a minute.”

      As she reached for the phone on the desk in front of her, a door on the left side of the room swung open.  The brunette who ran through it looked terrified.

      “He’s dead,” she screamed.  “Dead.”

      “Who’s dead?” someone shouted from one of the queues in front of the teller windows.

      “Nigel is dead,” she replied.  “So very, very dead.”  She looked around the room and then burst into tears.

      As everyone stared at her, Fenella walked over to her and put a hand on her arm.  “Are you okay?” she asked gently.

      The woman shook her head.  “Not at all,” she sobbed, pulling Fenella into a hug.

      Doncan had his mobile out, and Fenella watched as he called someone.  A moment later, a door opened on the other side of the room.  The man who walked out was wearing an ill-fitting brown suit and a frown.

      “What is going on out here?” he demanded loudly.

      The woman who was sobbing on Fenella’s shoulder looked up and took a shaky breath.  “Nigel is dead,” she replied before burying her head in her hands.

      “Don’t be ridiculous,” the man snapped.  “Nigel isn’t even working today.”

      “He’s in the secondary vault,” the crying woman told him.

      “There’s no way anyone is in the secondary vault.  I locked it myself at the end of the business day yesterday.  The time lock won’t have allowed it to open until…” he stopped and looked at the clock.  “It should have opened exactly three minutes ago.”

      After a deep breath, the woman spoke again.  “I went back to get some more foreign currency.  We’ve had a lot of requests for euros today for some reason.  I was there when the time lock expired.  When I opened the door....”  She stopped and shuddered.

      “When you opened the door, what happened?” the man demanded.

      “I saw Nigel.  He was just lying there, dead,” she replied.

      “Don’t be ridiculous.  That simply isn’t possible,” the man said with a scowl.  “I’m going to go and see what’s going on in the secondary vault.”

      “I suggest you wait for the police to arrive,” Doncan said.

      The man spun around.  “Mr. Quayle?  I didn’t know you were here.  Good afternoon.  I’m sorry that you were here to witness this, well, whatever this is.  No doubt it’s all some sort of misunderstanding or something.”

      “I still think you would be wise to wait for the police before you do anything else,” Doncan replied.  “Someone is on the way now.”

      “You’ve rung the police?” the man asked, sounding angry.  He held up a hand and cleared his throat.  “I mean, I appreciate your effort, but I’m afraid we’ll be wasting someone’s time.  As I said, I’m certain this is all a misunderstanding of some sort.”

      “Nigel is dead,” the woman standing next to Fenella shouted.  “There isn’t any way to misunderstand that.  He’s dead.”

      “Yes, well, we’ll see about that,” the man snapped.  He turned and started to cross the room at a brisk pace.

      “Good afternoon,” a voice said from the front door.  “I’m Constable Hardy.  I understand there’s something of a problem here?”

      “Nigel is dead,” the crying woman wailed.

      “And who is Nigel?” the constable asked.

      “Constable Hardy, thank you so much for your time, but I do believe this is all a terrible misunderstanding.  There’s no way that Ms. Park has seen what she thinks she’s seen.  I was just about to go and take a look in the secondary vault myself,” the man in the brown suit said.

      “And you are?” Constable Hardy asked.

      “I’m Chris King.  I’m the assistant branch manager.  Nigel Corlett is our branch manager, but he’s not in today.  I’m managing the branch in his absence, as I do every Tuesday.”

      “It’s Wednesday,” the constable pointed out.

      Chris flushed.  “Nigel requested a change to the schedule this week.  He typically has off on Tuesdays and I have off on Thursdays, but we both change that from time to time.”

      Constable Hardy had pulled out a notebook and started taking notes.  Now he looked up and frowned.  “Did he have any particular reason for wanting to change his day off this week?” he asked.

      Chris shrugged.  “He said something about having an appointment today.  I know he’s in the process of buying a house.  I got the impression that the appointment was something to do with that, but I’m not entirely certain.  He simply asked me on Monday if I minded if he took Wednesday off instead of Tuesday, and I said I didn’t care in the slightest.”

      “So when did he mention having an appointment?” the constable asked.

      “Later that day or maybe yesterday.  I don’t really remember, and I may be remembering a conversation from weeks or even months ago.  We work well together, but we aren’t friends.”

      The woman next to Fenella made a noise.

      The constable turned and smiled at her.  “I believe Mr. King said you’re Ms. Park?”

      “Yes, I’m Ashley Park,” she replied in a low voice.

      “And what do you do at the bank?” Constable Hardy asked.

      “I’m head of customer service,” she replied.

      “Junior head of customer service,” Chris corrected her.

      Ashley flushed.  “Yes, sorry, junior head of customer service.”

      Constable Hardy nodded.  “And you were the one who discovered something odd?”

      “I found Nigel in the secondary vault,” she replied, her voice rising in pitch with every word.  “He’s dead in there.”

      “I think I’d better take a look,” the constable replied.

      “I’m sure there’s no need,” Chris said.  “I’ll go and see what’s happened.  Maybe someone thought it would be funny to put an old mannequin or something in the vault, or someone’s Guy Fawkes dummy.  There’s no place in banking for such nonsense of course, but some people don’t understand that.”

      “It’s not a dummy,” Ashley said.  “It’s Nigel.  Why won’t anyone believe me?”

      “I believe you,” Fenella said softly.

      She looked at Fenella and then nodded.  “You’ve found bodies before.  You know what it’s like.”

      Fenella frowned.  After her many months on the island, she should have been used to people recognizing her, but it still took her by surprise when anyone did.  Everyone on the island had known Mona, by reputation if nothing else, and it seemed as if they’d all been waiting to see who was going to inherit her fortune.  That Fenella had found herself tangled up in a number of murder investigations since she’d arrived on the island had only given the island’s residents even more to talk about when discussing Fenella.

      Chris headed for the door, but he hadn’t gone far before the constable spoke again.

      “I’m sorry, sir, but you’re going to have to wait here,” he said sternly.

      “I’m the manager on duty,” Chris told him.  “Whatever has happened, it’s my responsibility.”

      “I’m the police constable on the scene.  I won’t have anyone messing up a crime scene on my watch,” the constable countered.

      “There isn’t any crime scene,” Chris exploded.  “Ms. Park is going to be very sorry that she started all of this, whatever is actually in that vault.”

      The door opened again, and two additional uniformed constables walked into the room.

      “Ah, there you are,” Constable Hardy said.  “If you could please keep an eye on everyone here, I’ll go and see what’s been found.”

      The male half of the duo nodded, and then he and his partner each took several steps into the room.

      “Constable Smith and Constable Harrison are going to wait here with you while I take a look in the vault,” Constable Hardy announced.  “Everyone is to wait here,” he added, staring hard at Chris.

      “You aren’t going to find anything,” Chris told him.  “But if you’re going to insist on treating this as if it were genuine, then by all means, go and look in the vault.  I’m just anxious to get all of this over with so everyone can go back to work.”

      “Where am I going?” the constable asked Ashley.

      “You need to go to the end of the corridor and then turn left.  The secondary vault is the second door on the right once you’ve turned the corner,” she told him.

      He nodded.  “I’ll be right back.”

      To Fenella, it felt as if everyone in the room was holding his or her breath as the man disappeared through the door.  She looked over at Doncan, but he was on his mobile, presumably texting someone about something.  Constable Hardy was back only a few moments later.  His face was pale and he was speaking on his mobile when he emerged through the door.

      “…full crime scene team and an inspector,” he was saying.  “Let the appropriate people know that Fenella Woods and her advocate are here, please.”

      Fenella flushed, hating that she was being singled out in that way.  Of course, everyone on the island knew that she and Daniel were together.  No doubt every constable on the island knew to notify him if Fenella was anywhere near anything serious that happened on the island.

      The constable dropped his mobile into his pocket and then looked around the room.  There were about half a dozen men and women waiting in neat queues to deal with their banking issues.  At the head of the queues were three women in matching white blouses with name tags neatly pinned to them.  They were all frowning, and Fenella thought she could see tears in one of the woman’s eyes.

      A man in a dark suit was sitting at a desk some distance away.  He’d been watching the scene unfold without saying a word.  The woman that Fenella and Doncan had spoken to when they’d arrived was openly crying in her chair behind the desk near the door.

      “I’m going to take names,” the constable announced.  “I’m also going to ask you each a few preliminary questions.  I want to try to help the inspector, when he or she gets here, prioritize which of you needs to be seen first.  If everyone could simply stay where they are, I’ll come around the room and speak to each of you in turn.”

      Fenella watched as he wrote down the names of each of the customers in the queues.  She couldn’t hear what he was asking them, but she assumed it was something to do with why they were at the bank that afternoon.  One or two of the customers seemed to be questioning why they had to remain at the bank, but the constable dealt with them fairly quickly.  After he’d taken the names of each of the three tellers, he walked over to Fenella and Ashley.

      “Ms. Park, how long have you worked in this branch of the bank?” he asked when he reached them.

      “Three years,” she replied.  “Nigel and I started here the same week, although he was already a manager, and I was just a customer service associate.  We became friends, though, because we had that in common.”

      The man made a note.  “Because you found the body, you’re going to be the first person with whom the inspector will want to speak.”

      “I don’t want to talk to anyone.  I want to go home and lie down,” she replied.

      “I’m certain you want whoever hurt Nigel to pay for what he or she did, though,” the constable said.  “We’re going to need your help if we’re going to put his killer behind bars.”

      Ashley nodded slowly.  “I was sure he was murdered, but I didn’t want to say it.  He was murdered, then?”

      “That isn’t for me to decide,” the constable said quickly.  “The police will investigate the case as murder unless they’re told otherwise by the coroner.”

      Ashley sighed.  “It was murder,” she said softly.  “I can’t believe that someone I’d, er, known, was murdered.”

      The constable stared at her for a moment and then turned to Fenella.

      “Ms. Woods, it’s nice to meet you.  I have a great deal of respect for Inspector Robinson.  He’s a solid inspector and a nice man.”

      “I think so, too,” she grinned.

      “What were you doing at the bank this afternoon?” he asked.

      “I came in with my advocate to visit the safe deposit box that Mona kept here,” she explained.  “We’ve been taking an inventory of the contents of all of her boxes.”

      “How many did she have?”

      “Three.”

      “And what did she keep in them?”  He held up a hand.  “Sorry, I was simply being nosy.  You don’t have to answer that.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “The two we’ve visited so far were full of jewelry.  We have reason to believe that this one is as well.”

      “I know jewelry can be valuable, but I think I’d rather have a pile of cash,” he told her.  “I’m sorry, but I’m going to have to insist that you remain here for the time being.  An inspector is going to want to take your statement.”

      She nodded.  “I know the drill,” she sighed.

      As the constable was speaking to Doncan, the door opened and a dark-haired man who appeared to be in his late fifties walked into the bank.  The three constables all stood up straighter, their expressions carefully blank.

      “Report,” the man demanded.

      Constable Hardy crossed to him, and the pair spoke in whispers for a short while.  The new arrival looked around the room several times, and Fenella felt something of a chill run through her when his eyes met hers.

      “Ladies and gentlemen, I’m Inspector Tom Brooks.  I’m going to go and take a quick look at the body, and then I’ll turn the vault over to the crime scene team.  I’m sure you’re all eager to get back to whatever you had planned for today, so my first priority, once the crime scene team is on the job, will be to interview each of you and send you on your way.  Constable Smith, arrange for a space for me.  Constable Hardy, show me.”

      Fenella let out a breath she hadn’t known she’d been holding as the door shut behind the inspector and Constable Hardy.

      “He’s terrifying,” Ashley said.

      “I’m sorry, but you really shouldn’t speak to one another,” Constable Harrison said.

      Ashley flushed and looked at the ground.

      Inspector Brooks was back a moment later.  Constable Harrison had a word with him as everyone watched the men and women from the crime scene team arriving.

      “I want to start with the young woman who found the body,” Inspector Brooks said.  “Ms. Park, if you could come with me, please.”

      Fenella patted the woman on the back and then watched as she left the room with the inspector.  They disappeared through the door on the wall opposite the one that led to the vaults.

      As the door shut behind them, Doncan walked over to Fenella.

      “Doing okay?” he asked.

      She nodded, mindful that they weren’t meant to be speaking.

      A short while later, one of the constables began taking each of the bank’s customers to be interviewed.  Fenella could only hope that she and Doncan would be next after the men and women who’d been queuing to do their banking.  Her heart skipped a beat when the outside door opened and Daniel walked into the lobby.  He looked around and then crossed to Fenella, pulling her into a hug.

      “Are you okay?” he asked after a moment.

      “I’m fine.  We’d only just arrived and never got past the lobby,” she replied.

      He nodded.  “I’m going to go and talk to Tom.  Hang in there.”  He disappeared through the door.  A few minutes later, he emerged with Inspector Brooks.  They walked across the lobby to the other door and went through it.

      When they emerged a short while later, Daniel’s expression was grim.  He didn’t look at Fenella as he followed Inspector Brooks back across the room.  A short time later, a constable emerged and looked around the room.

      “Ms. Woods?  The inspectors are ready for you now,” he announced.

      Doncan put a hand on her arm.  “You can have your advocate with you, if you prefer.”

      “Thank you, but I’ll be fine,” she assured him before following the constable through the door.

      “Just here,” he said, gesturing toward an open door.

      Fenella walked into the small conference room and looked around.  The table was a rectangle.  Inspector Brooks and Daniel were sitting behind it.  They both had notebooks in front of them.  There was a uniformed constable next to Daniel with his own notebook as well.  A second constable was standing at attention next to the door.

      “Have a seat,” Daniel said, gesturing toward the chair opposite him.

      As Fenella sat down, the constable at the door shut it behind her.

      Daniel reached across the table and took one of her hands.  “This shouldn’t take long,” he told her.

      She nodded.  “I didn’t see anything, and I don’t know anything.”

      “Let’s start with why you were at the bank this afternoon,” Inspector Brooks said.

      Fenella explained what she and Doncan had been doing.  Inspector Brooks and the constable took notes, but Daniel didn’t.

      “Tell me what happened from the moment you arrived at the bank until Constable Hardy arrived,” Inspector Brooks said next.

      Fenella did her best to remember everything that had happened.

      “Why did you go over to Ms. Park?” he asked when she was done.

      “She was clearly upset, and everyone was just staring at her.  I thought she needed a friend.”

      “You’d never met her before today?” was his next question.

      “Never.”

      “Was there anyone in the bank today that you’d met previously?” he asked.

      She shook her head.  “Except for Doncan, of course,” she added.

      He made another note.  “Take me through your entire day, please,” he said, sitting back in his chair.

      She swallowed a sigh.  “I woke up at seven,” she began.  “And then Constable Hardy arrived,” she concluded several minutes later.

      Inspector Brooks looked at Daniel.  “Do you have any other questions for Ms. Woods?”

      “How angry are you going to be when I tell you that I can’t have dinner with you tonight?” Daniel asked.

      Fenella chuckled.  “I know murder investigations take precedence over just about everything.  I’m not the least bit angry.”

      “Can you ring my wife and persuade her to be as understanding?” Inspector Brooks muttered.

      “I can’t see that there’s any connection between you and this case,” Daniel told her.  “Have I missed something?”

      “I can’t see any connection between me and the case, either,” she replied.  “I didn’t know the dead man or anyone else involved.  I simply happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

      “Something that seems to be a habit for you,” Inspector Brooks said.

      Fenella flushed.  “One I’m extremely eager to break.”

      He nodded.  “You’re free to go for now,” he said.  “As you arrived with Mr. Quayle, you’re welcome to wait in the lobby while we speak with him.”

      Fenella thought for a minute and then shook her head.  “I think I’d rather go and do some window shopping.  Would you mind telling Doncan to call me when he’s finished?”

      “We can do that,” Daniel assured her.

      She smiled at him and squeezed his hand.

      “I’m going to go and see how the crime scene team is progressing.  I’ll be back in five minutes,” Inspector Brooks said.  He got up and walked to the door.  “Constables, you’re coming with me,” he told the two men.  A moment later, Fenella and Daniel were alone together.

      “That was kind of him,” Fenella said as Daniel walked around the table and pulled her to her feet and into his arms.

      “Indeed,” he murmured before he kissed her gently.  “I hate that you’re tangled up in all of this,” he said in her ear.

      “I’m not, though, not really.”

      “You were present when the body was found.  Convincing the Chief Constable to let me be a part of the investigation wasn’t easy.”

      “I’m surprised he agreed, actually.”

      “Tom specifically requested my assistance.  He’s a good inspector, but he hasn’t had a lot of experience with murder investigations.  They’ve become something of a specialty for me.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I feel as if that’s my fault.”

      He hugged her tighter.  “It would be your fault only if you were the one committing the murders.  What are your plans for the rest of the day?”

      “I don’t know.  Doncan and I were supposed to finish our inventory of Mona’s boxes, and then he was going to take me home in time for me to get ready to have dinner with you.”

      He sighed.  “I’m sorry, but I can’t imagine that I’ll finish here before eight or nine.”

      “Come and see me when you do finish,” she told him.  “I’ll wait up.”

      “I’ll ring or text you if it’s going to be much later than nine.  That seems a long time from now, but I know how these things develop.”  He pulled her into another kiss, this one a bit more passionate than the first had been.  When he lifted his head, he sighed.  “You should go before Tom gets back.  He’s been kind enough to give us some time together.  I don’t want to be seen to be taking advantage of that.”

      “I’ll talk to you later,” Fenella said as she took the two steps to the door.  When she pulled it open, Inspector Brooks and the two constables were standing in the corridor.  She felt herself blushing as she walked past them.

      One of the constables followed her into the lobby and asked Doncan to come back for his interview.   Fenella waved to him as she left the bank.  Once outside, she stood and took a few deep breaths before taking a few steps down the sidewalk.

      “Ms. Woods, what’s happened at the bank?” a voice shouted.

      Fenella looked up and sighed.  “Mr. Ross, why am I not surprised to see you here?”  Dan Ross was a reporter for the Isle of Man Times and he always seemed to turn up with rude questions whenever Fenella found herself involved in a murder investigation.

      “Since you’re here, I’m going to assume that someone got murdered,” Dan said.  “Was it one of the staff?  I know you aren’t supposed to say anything, but maybe you could give me a hint.  I’ll say a name, and you can just nod or wink when I get to the name of the murder victim.”

      “Leave me alone,” Fenella said coldly.

      “Nigel Corlett,” he replied.

      She turned and began to walk down the sidewalk, determined to ignore the man.

      “Chris King?” Dan called, pushing an older woman out of the way as he rushed to keep up with Fenella.

      He rattled off a list of names, reading them from his mobile phone.  Fenella was tempted to start winking and nodding after every name, but she worried that Dan would report the entire thing as some sort of massacre.

      “That’s everyone that works there.  If it wasn’t one of them, it must have been a customer,” Dan continued, keeping pace with Fenella.  “Who murders a customer, though?  And how did they manage to kill someone and not get seen?  You need to tell me what happened.”

      Fenella turned and walked back the other way, rushing into a shop that was only a few doors down from the bank.  As she looked around, she chuckled.  It was a woman’s lingerie shop.  Surely, Dan wouldn’t follow her there.

      “Looking for something to wear for your fiancé?” Dan asked from behind her.  “I saw him going into the bank earlier.  If he’s working on the investigation, you mustn’t be involved.  That rules out Nigel as the victim, anyway.”

      Fenella only just stopped herself from spinning around and demanding an explanation of the man’s words.  She took a deep breath and then slowly turned and looked at Dan.

      “Are you suggesting that I know Nigel?  I’m sorry, I didn’t pay attention to his surname.”

      “He’s Nigel Corlett, and I know you’ll have met him.  He knows Donald well, and he goes to nearly as many charity events as Donald does — well, as Donald used to, anyway.”

      Donald Donaldson was a wealthy businessman.  He and Fenella had dated briefly when she’d first arrived on the island.  Most of their dates had been to various charity fundraising events across the island.  Fenella hadn’t seen the man in months, though.  His daughter had been injured in a car accident, and he was still dedicating nearly all of his time and energy to her recovery.  They were living in London now, where she could have access to the best medical treatment available.

      “I met a lot of people when I was going to events with Donald.  I don’t remember any of them,” she said coolly.

      He laughed.  “Everyone remembers Nigel.  He looks like a movie star, with dark hair that falls into his surprisingly blue eyes.  He’s only around forty, but I’m certain he will have chatted you up when Donald introduced you.  He’ll have tried to talk you into investing with him as well.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “Everyone tries to get me to invest with them.”

      “But you do remember Nigel, don’t you?”

      Now that she thought about it, Dan’s description had triggered something in her memory.  She was going to have to call Daniel and let him know that it was just possible that she’d met the dead man.

      “Can I help you?” a woman asked, looking from Dan to Fenella and back again.  “Looking for something special for the man in your life?” she asked Fenella.

      “I was just looking,” she muttered.

      “No need to be embarrassed,” the woman told her.  “Many women prefer to shop on their own, but bringing your man with you can be very helpful.  What exactly do you like?” she asked Dan.

      He blushed bright red and shook his head.  “I’m not, we’re not, that is, I was just talking to Ms. Woods.  She has a boyfriend.”

      The woman frowned.  “If you simply want to talk to her, please wait outside.  Our customers typically prefer some degree of privacy when shopping here.”

      Dan shrugged.  “I’ll wait outside,” he said grudgingly.

      As the door shut behind him, Fenella pulled out her mobile and sent a quick text message.

      Got questioned by Dan Ross and he reminded me that I may have met Nigel Corlett.  Nigel and Donald were friends and I was probably introduced to him at some charity event.  When Dan described him to me, I vaguely remembered meeting him.  Sorry!

      She sent the message and then looked out the window.  Dan was pacing back and forth in front of the shop.

      “What can I help you find?” the woman asked brightly.

      “I really just came in here to try to get away from him,” Fenella replied honestly.  “He’s a reporter for the local paper.”

      “He’s probably curious about what’s going on at the bank.  I think everyone in Ramsey is curious about what’s going on the bank.  Were you there?”

      Fenella hesitated and then nodded.  “But I can’t tell you anything,” she added.  “Someone from the police will make a statement later today.”

      She shrugged.  “I just assumed someone tried to rob the place.  I don’t really understand why banks aren’t robbed more often.  All that lovely money, just sitting around in piles, must be terribly tempting for criminal types, mustn’t it?”

      “I suppose that’s why they have such tight security.”

      “Ha,” the woman replied.  “I don’t know about other banks, but I can tell you that the security at that one wasn’t any better than mine.”

      “Oh?”

      “They have signs about fancy alarm systems and whatnot, but I don’t believe they actually have any alarms.  I’ve seen people going in and out at all sorts of hours and no one has ever set off an alarm.”

      “Really?”

      “It’s mostly Nigel, of course, but he’s the branch manager, so he probably has good reason to be at the bank at all hours of the day and night.”

      Fenella swallowed the urge to ask questions.  That was Daniel’s job and she truly didn’t want to interfere in the investigation.  “You must work a lot too, if you see him going in and out,” she suggested after a moment.

      “I live above my shop,” the woman told her.  “My sitting room windows overlook the alley behind the shops, so I see everyone coming and going.  It’s usually dead quiet after six or seven at night, except for the bank, of course.  Their alley door sticks a bit, so I can always hear when it’s being opened or closed.”

      “The police may want to speak to you,” Fenella said.

      “So the bank was robbed,” the woman said with satisfaction.

      “I didn’t say that,” Fenella countered.

      “I didn’t hear it from you,” she replied with a wink.

      Fenella decided that she’d already said far too much.  She looked out the window again.  Dan was still right outside the door.

      “I can let you out the back,” the woman offered.  “Grab a few things and pretend that you’re going to try them on.  The backdoor is right next to the fitting room.”

      Fenella took a handful of lacy nightgowns off of the nearest rack and then followed the woman through a door at the back of the showroom.

      “Just hang everything on the rack,” the woman told her.  “I’ll unlock the door.”

      Slipping outside, Fenella took a few deep breaths and then sighed.  She couldn’t hide back there forever, and now she really needed to talk to Daniel.

      I’m coming back to the bank.  I have something else to tell you, she texted before turning and walking through the alley to the nearest side street.  When she emerged back on the main road, she could see Dan, still standing in front of the lingerie store.  He was typing something on his mobile, and he didn’t notice her as she walked down the road and back into the bank.
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      “Ms. Woods?” the constable at the door asked.  “Is something wrong?”

      “I need a quick word with the inspectors,” she replied.

      He frowned and then nodded.  “Let me see what I can do.”

      A moment later, Daniel appeared in the doorway on the right.  “Fen?  I got your text.  Come and talk.”

      He slid his arm around her as he escorted her back to the conference room.  Doncan was sitting in the chair across from Inspector Brooks.

      “We’re just about finished.  Doncan can wait outside, if you prefer,” Daniel said.

      “I’m happy to talk in front of Doncan,” Fenella told him as she sat down.

      “You said in your text that you saw Dan Ross?” Daniel asked.

      “He was lurking outside the bank,” she explained.  “He assumed that since I was here, someone had been murdered.”

      Inspector Brooks made a noise.

      “He ran through a list of the bank’s employees.  He wanted me to nod or wink when he said the name of the victim,” she continued.  “Of course, I would never do any such thing.”

      “Of course not,” Daniel said.

      “Anyway, after he was done with his list, he said that if you were here, the victim couldn’t be Nigel Corlett because I know Nigel.  That was news to me, of course.”

      “What makes him think you knew the man?” Inspector Brooks asked.

      “Apparently, Nigel was friends with Donald Donaldson.  Donald and I went out a few times when I first moved to the island.”  Fenella felt herself blushing.  She stared down at the table, not wanting to meet Daniel’s eyes.

      “So Dan suggested that you’d met Nigel through Mr. Donaldson?” Inspector Brooks checked.

      “Apparently, Nigel used to go to a lot of charity events.  Donald dragged me to dozens of them in the months we were dating,” Fenella explained.  “When Dan described Nigel to me, I vaguely remembered meeting him once or twice.”

      “How did Dan describe him?”

      “He said Nigel had dark hair and blue eyes.”

      “Wait here a minute,” Daniel said.  He was gone for closer to five minutes.  Fenella spent the wait staring at the table and wishing she were anywhere else in the world.

      “I didn’t want to show you a picture of the man as he is now, but it seemed likely that the bank would have a photo of him,” Daniel said as he sat back down.  He opened the brochure he was holding and passed it to Fenella.

      She looked at the photo of the handsome, smiling man and sighed.  “I’ve met him,” she said softly.  “On at least two occasions.”

      “Tell me about him,” Daniel said.

      “He was charming,” she replied.  “The first time Donald introduced us, we chatted about the US.  He’d spent six months working in New York City years ago.  We talked about food, mostly, things that he enjoyed in New York that he couldn’t get here.  We probably spoke for only five or ten minutes before Donald dragged me away to talk to someone else.”

      “And the second time?” Inspector Brooks asked.

      “He said something about being surprised that I was still wasting my time hanging around with Donald and suggested that I could have more fun with him.  I just laughed, and then we talked about American television until Donald needed to talk to someone else,” she replied.

      “And those were the only two times you remember speaking to him?” Daniel asked.

      “Those are the only two times I specifically remember speaking to him, yes.  It’s possible, maybe even likely, that there were other times when we were both at the same event but didn’t speak.  It’s a small island, after all.”

      Daniel nodded.  “One of us is going to have to speak to Donald before the end of the day.”

      “I have his mobile number if you need it,” Fenella told him.

      Inspector Brooks raised an eyebrow.  “We’ll start by ringing his office on the island.”

      “I know he’ll be happy to cooperate with the investigation,” Daniel said.  “He’s going to be upset to hear about his friend’s untimely death.”

      “There’s one more thing,” Fenella said slowly.

      “Yes?” Daniel asked.

      “When I was trying to get away from Dan, I went into the lingerie shop that’s just a few doors down from here,” she began.

      “Lingerie?” Inspector Brooks echoed.

      Fenella felt her cheeks flame.  “I didn’t even look at what sort of shop it was, I just ran inside to try to get away from Dan.”

      “I’ll have a word with him about harassing people,” Daniel said.

      “As will I,” Doncan added.

      “While I was in there, I spoke to the woman running the shop.  I assume she’s the owner.  She said that Nigel used to be in and out of the bank at all hours of the day and night.  Her apartment is above her shop, with a window that overlooks the alley behind the shops.  Apparently, besides seeing Nigel going in and out a lot, she could also hear the bank’s alley door opening and closing because it sticks,” Fenella told them.

      “And did she hear it last night?” Inspector Brooks asked.

      “I didn’t think it was appropriate for me to ask her any questions,” Fenella replied.

      “Very good,” Daniel said, patting her hand.

      “Obviously, we were planning to speak to the neighbors,” Inspector Brooks said.  “We’ll move that task up the list of priorities based on what you’ve told us.”

      “Once we’re done here, I’ll go and speak to her myself,” Daniel offered.

      Inspector Brooks nodded.  “I think that’s probably wise.  We can send one of the constables around to the other shops.  If he or she gets any hint of anything as interesting anywhere else, we’ll follow up.”

      Daniel nodded.  “Was there anything else?” he asked Fenella.

      She shook her head.  “I wasn’t trying to interfere,” she said softly.  “And I truly didn’t realize that I’d met the victim.”

      Daniel nodded.  “As you said earlier, it’s a small island.”

      “If you’re done with both of us, I’d like to get my client home,” Doncan said.  “We may have to walk some distance out of our way to get back to my car, though, if Dan Ross is still around.  I’d prefer to avoid seeing him.”

      “I’ll get you an escort,” Daniel offered.

      “Thank you, but being walked to the car by a constable might be even worse,” Doncan replied.

      “I’d offer to let you out into the alley, but that door is now part of the investigation,” Inspector Brooks told him.

      “Shall we?” Doncan asked Fenella.

      She nodded and then got to her feet and followed Doncan out of the room.  Daniel was right behind her as they reached the door to the lobby.

      “Fen?  I’ll see you when I can,” he said.

      “They won’t pull you off the case because I’d met the victim?” she asked.

      “Based on what you told me, I doubt it.  If I turn up on your doorstep any time before nine, then I was wrong,” he replied before giving her a quick kiss.  “There’s a part of me that would love to get pulled off the case,” he whispered in her ear.

      “But you’re the best investigator on the island, and poor Nigel deserves the best,” she replied.

      “Love you,” he said.

      “Love you, too.”

      Doncan took her arm as they walked through the lobby and out the door onto the street.  Dan was standing a few paces away.

      “Ms. Woods, I’m intrigued by the fact that you rushed back to speak to the police again after we’d spoken.  Does that mean that victim actually was Nigel Corlett?” he demanded.

      “My client has no comment,” Doncan said firmly.

      “If it was Nigel, does that mean that Inspector Robinson is going to be taken off the case?” Dan asked.

      “There are quite a few police constables in the area,” Doncan said.  “I’d hate for one of them to think that you’re harassing anyone.”

      “Are you threatening me?” Dan snapped.

      “Is there a problem over here?” a uniformed constable asked as he joined them.

      “Not at all,” Doncan said smoothly.  “Perhaps you could answer some of Mr. Ross’s questions for him, though.”

      “I’m happy to try,” the man replied with a grin.  “What questions did you have?” he asked Dan.

      “I have questions for Ms. Woods,” Dan replied as Doncan began to lead Fenella away.

      “It seems as if Ms. Woods doesn’t want to speak with you,” the constable said.  “I suggest you leave her alone.”

      Fenella couldn’t quite hear Dan’s reply as she and Doncan rapidly walked away.  They were in his car and heading back toward Douglas before either of them spoke again.

      “I really can’t believe that we stumbled into another murder investigation,” Fenella said with a sigh.

      “It is rather odd,” Doncan replied.

      “At least we’re only very tangentially attached to this one.”

      “You are, anyway.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I knew Nigel rather well,” Doncan told her.  “He used to manage the Douglas branch of the bank where I have all of my business accounts.  I used to see him regularly at the bank and, of course, at various charity events.”

      “I didn’t realize you knew him.  I’m sorry for your loss.”

      Doncan shrugged.  “We weren’t exactly friends.  There was something insincere about him.  That may not be the best way to put it, but it was all that I could come up with when I was talking to Daniel and Tom.”

      “I know what you mean.  I spoke to him only a few times, but he seemed almost too smooth.  While I know he was only teasing about me dumping Donald for him, I got the feeling that he half expected me to agree.”

      “He wasn’t lacking in self-confidence, especially when it came to women.  I don’t believe I ever saw him with the same woman twice, although he usually didn’t bring anyone with him to events.”

      Fenella nodded.  “He was on his own the two times that I remember seeing him, which seems odd, now that I think about it.”

      “I think he preferred to keep his private life entirely private.  The police may have some trouble tracking down the woman—or women—in his life.”

      “Let’s hope the woman or women go to the police, then.  I think Daniel and Inspector Brooks are going to need all the help they can get.”

      Doncan nodded.  “We’re going to have to reschedule our visit to the last safe deposit box.  I’ll have Breesha ring you early next week, once the police have cleared the bank to reopen, and we’ll arrange something.”

      “There isn’t any real hurry.  From what we’ve seen so far, it seems likely that the last box will contain everything on the inventory and nothing more.  While I’m excited to see the rest of Mona’s jewelry, I’m still feeling a bit overwhelmed by everything I’ve seen so far.”

      He chuckled.  “Even though I had a copy of the inventory, I hadn’t really appreciated just how much jewelry Mona owned.  It was amazing to see it all.”

      “And to see her engagement ring,” she suggested.

      “That was the highlight of the day.  I feel as if I’ve been let into one of the island’s biggest secrets.”

      Fenella nodded.  “All the more reason why I shouldn’t wear the ring.  If I did wear it anywhere, the whole island would discover that it was never truly lost.”

      “And a bit of the magic that surrounds Mona and Max would be destroyed.”

      “We don’t want that to happen.”

      Doncan laughed.  “I suppose not.  But here we are,” he said as he pulled into a parking space on the promenade across from Fenella’s apartment building.

      “Thank you,” she said.

      “I’ll be in touch,” he promised.

      She got out of the car and carefully crossed the road.  The elevator noiselessly carried her to the top floor.  At her door, she waved her keycard across the reader and then pushed the door open.

      “Meroww,” Katie said, looking up from her sunny spot near the floor-to-ceiling windows that showcased the promenade and the sea beyond it.

      “Yes, hello,” she replied.  “I hope you’ve had a better day than I have.  I assume Mrs. Jacobson gave you your lunch on schedule.”

      Fenella had only just arrived on the island when Katie had dashed into her apartment one day.  While Fenella had done what she could to try to find the animal’s owners, she had quickly found herself falling in love with the tiny ball of sass and affection.  Now she couldn’t imagine life without the animal who hadn’t grown noticeably larger, although the veterinarian insisted that she was perfectly healthy.

      Mrs. Jacobson lived with her daughter just across the corridor from Fenella.  She loved cats, but her daughter did not.  At eighty-six, the woman had mobility issues and other health concerns.  She rarely went far from home, but she was more than happy to pop across the hall to give Katie lunch or dinner whenever Fenella had plans.

      “Merrowww,” Katie agreed.

      “I discovered something interesting today,” Fenella told the animal.  “Mona’s lost engagement ring wasn’t really lost.”

      “Of course not,” Mona said as she slowly materialized in front of Fenella.  “Have you any idea what that ring is worth?”

      “I know exactly what it’s worth.”

      “Oh, yes, of course,” Mona waved a hand.  “You didn’t actually believe that I would throw something that valuable into the sea, did you?”

      Fenella thought for a minute.  “I suppose I’d simply assumed that the ring was insured,” she said eventually.

      “And, of course, it was.  It still is, for that matter.  Regardless, you should know me well enough to know that I would never discard something that Max had given me, not even an engagement ring that was nothing more than a prop in the Max and Mona show.”

      Fenella knew the truth about the relationship between Max and Mona, of course, but she was fairly confident that she was the only person alive who knew the entire story.

      “It’s stunning,” she said after a moment.

      Mona nodded.  “I used to go and visit it at least once a week.  I’d put it on and, well, imagine how it would feel if it was truly a token of Max’s undying love.”  She blinked several times and then shook her head.  “But that’s neither here nor there.  Did you find anything you loved in my collection?”

      “I brought this home,” Fenella said, holding up her right hand to show her aunt the sapphire ring.

      “Ah, I thought that would suit you.  I used to wear it quite a lot, actually.  What did you think of the emeralds?”

      “If they’re in the bank in Ramsey, I didn’t see them.”

      “I thought you were going to all three banks today.”

      “We did, but when we got to the third bank, we were interrupted by a murder.”

      Mona stared at her for a moment and then slowly shook her head.  “I must have misunderstood what you just said.”

      “I wish you had, but you didn’t.”

      “Another murder?  How is that possible?”

      “I wish I knew.  Doncan and I were having a lovely day, going through your boxes.  We had a nice lunch, and then we walked up to the bank just in time to hear someone screaming.”

      “Did you have pudding?” Mona asked.

      Fenella flushed.  “We did have pudding, but it makes no difference.  If we’d have been at the bank earlier, we might have been in the room with the safe deposit boxes when the dead man was discovered, but we’d have still been there.”

      “So who is dead?”

      “A man named Nigel Corlett.  I’d met him, but I barely remember him.”

      “I’d met him as well,” Mona told her.  “He used to go to every charity event on the island.  He was very handsome, actually, and he enjoyed chatting up every woman he met, even those of us who were somewhat older than he was.”

      “He flirted with you?”

      “Just a bit, in that way that some men do,” Mona replied.  “It was just the way he spoke to women, really.  He never brought anyone with him to events, which left him free to try to chat up every woman in the room.”

      “How old was he?  I think someone said he was around forty?”

      “That sounds correct.  I’m trying to recall the last time I saw him.”

      “It was at least eighteen months ago,” Fenella said dryly.

      Mona laughed.  “Yes, of course, but I do believe it was some time prior to that.  He had been managing a bank branch in Douglas, but then he was sent to Ramsey for some infraction of some sort.”

      “Infraction?”

      Mona shrugged.  “I don’t know anything for certain, only that one day he was in Douglas, and the next he was in Ramsey.  Once he’d moved to Ramsey, he stopped going to so many charity events, although he still turned up at some of them, now and again.”

      “When did all of that happen?”

      “Four or five years ago,” Mona said after a moment.  “Someone suggested that he’d been caught stealing from the bank, but if that were the case, I think he’d have been arrested, not merely transferred to a different branch.”

      “I should hope so.”

      “It’s probably something that Daniel should investigate, though.  I’m just assuming that Daniel is on the case, of course.  I do hope Mark Hammersmith hasn’t been put in charge of the investigation.”

      “Daniel is assisting an inspector from Ramsey.  His name is Tom Brooks.”

      “Ah, there’s another familiar name,” Mona laughed.  “I remember when he moved to the island some twenty-five or thirty years ago.  He was fresh out of some police academy in the UK, and he thought that taking a job on the island would be a good start on his way to a job with Scotland Yard.”

      “Things didn’t work the way he’d planned then.”

      “He fell in love.  Ciara loves the island and hated the idea of living in London.  When he asked her to marry him, he promised that he’d stay on the island for her.”

      “That’s love.”

      “Indeed.  As I understand it, they’ve been very happy together.  Max made it a point to get to know the various police inspectors around the island over the years.  It was a good deal easier thirty years ago, of course, as there were far fewer of them.”

      “Well, he’s in charge of the case, but Daniel is meant to be working with him, assuming he doesn’t get taken off the case because I’d met the dead man.”

      “I would imagine most of the island had met the dead man.  In addition to managing the largest bank in Douglas for years, he never turned down an invitation to anything.  I believe customers used to invite him to their children’s birthday parties as something of a joke.  As I understand it, he used to turn up with a nice gift, which simply made it more likely that other customers would do the same.”

      “Interesting,” Fenella said.  “Any idea who might have wanted him dead?”

      Mona frowned.  “That’s a very difficult question.  If I were Daniel, I’d start by finding out why he got moved to Ramsey all those years ago.  There may well be some sort of motive for murder in that.  Otherwise, I’d suggest he look at the women in Nigel’s life.  There were bound to be quite a few of them.”

      “Quite a few?”

      “He preferred to keep his options open,” Mona said dryly.  “In his defense, to the best of my knowledge, he never claimed otherwise.  At an event one evening, I met a woman who was intimately involved with him.  They hadn’t come to the event together, and she wasn’t certain if they’d be leaving together or not.  She knew he had other women in his life, but she put up with it because she was crazy about him.  According to her, he was completely honest with her about his love life.”

      “Even so, that sort of behavior can lead to problems,” Fenella speculated.

      “Of course it can.  Actually, I have a vague memory of one of Nigel’s, um, friends, causing a scene at some event about ten years ago.  I can’t recall any of the details, though.  Maybe Daniel can find out more.  There will have been several dozen witnesses.”

      “Of course, I can’t tell Daniel how I know about the incident,” Fenella pointed out.

      Mona sighed.  “You’ll have to get Donald to remember the scene.  I’m certain he was there.  In fact, if I’m remembering correctly, he ended up taking the very upset young lady home.  He and Nigel were close friends.  I believe Donald had all of his business accounts with the bank that Nigel managed, before Nigel was sent to Ramsey, anyway.”

      “Daniel is going to talk to Donald before the end of the day.”

      “So ring him now.”

      “I can’t do that.  I’m not interfering in the investigation.”

      “You’re not interfering.  You’re trying to help.”

      “That may be true, but I don’t think Daniel would see it that way.”

      “I’m going to have to try to remember more about Nigel,” Mona said thoughtfully.  “I’m quite sad that he’s been murdered, actually.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Thank you.”  Mona frowned and then sat down on one of the couches.  She rested her head in her hands and sighed.  “I do wish people would stop getting murdered.”

      “You aren’t the only one.”

      She looked up and nodded.  “But feeling sad isn’t going to help solve the case.  Who else works at that bank?”

      “I didn’t get very many names,” Fenella told her.  “The assistant manager is a man named Chris King.”

      Mona made a face.  “I’ve met him.  I wasn’t impressed.  He used to be an assistant manager for the ShopFast near here.  I never cared for the way he treated the shop assistants.”

      “When did he move into banking?”

      “I’ve no idea.  He left ShopFast five or more years ago.  I didn’t know where he’d gone, and I didn’t care in the slightest.  I was just glad that I didn’t have to see him any longer.”

      “The only other name I remember is Ashley Park.  She found the body, and she was very upset.”

      “How old is Ashley?  And is she attractive?”

      “She’s probably in her mid-twenties, and yes, she’s very pretty.”

      “So she will have been involved with Nigel.”

      “Would he have gotten involved with other employees at the bank?”

      “Nigel got involved with every woman he met, assuming she was willing.  The vast majority of women were willing, because he was both attractive and charming.”

      “Maybe that’s why he was moved to Ramsey,” Fenella speculated.  “Maybe he was involved with one too many of his staff.”

      “It’s one possibility, certainly.”

      “If that was why he was moved, surely he wouldn’t have gone on to get involved with any of his staff there, though.”

      “He would simply have been more discreet,” Mona replied.

      “You really think he was involved with Ashley?”

      “I’m certain he tried to get involved with Ashley.  Ultimately, it would have been up to her whether they had a relationship or not.  Very few women turned him down, though.  I believe most of them saw him as a challenge.  Many seemed to believe that they would be the woman who would change him.”

      Fenella snorted.  “Not likely, but is that enough of a motive for murder?”

      “Perhaps.  This would be easier if we had a list of the staff at the bank.”

      “Hold that thought,” Fenella said, pulling out her phone.  She pulled up the bank’s website and quickly scrolled through the various screens.  “Here we are,” she announced.  “They have a ‘meet our staff’ section with pictures and short biographies of most of the staff.”

      Mona walked over and stood next to her and Fenella ran down the list.  “She’s attractive,” she said after a moment.  “I can see Nigel being interested in her.”

      “Doreen Cross,” Fenella read from the screen.  “She was the woman behind the reception desk when we first arrived.  She started crying when Ashley told everyone that Nigel was dead.”

      Mona nodded.  “That proves it.”

      “Or maybe she was just upset to hear that anyone had been murdered.”

      “Maybe.”

      They slowly went down the list together.

      “And another one,” Mona said, pointing to another pretty young woman.

      “Jennifer Andrews,” Fenella read.  “She’s one of the tellers who was dealing with the queue of customers when we arrived.”

      “Did she start to cry when she heard the news?”

      “She looked upset, but everyone looked upset.”

      “And that has to be Ashley,” Mona said a moment later, pointing to Ashley’s picture.  “She’s beautiful.”

      “She didn’t look that good when I met her.  Of course, she was screaming and crying when I met her.”

      “The poor girl.  I’m sure losing someone she cared about was deeply traumatic for her.”

      “We’ve no reason to believe that she and Nigel were seeing one another.”

      “Except I knew Nigel well enough to know that he’d have definitely tried to start something with her.”

      “That doesn’t mean she was interested in him.”

      Mona scrolled back to the top of the page and pointed to Nigel’s picture.  “Look at him.  He looks like a movie star.  I suspect Ashley found him impossible to resist.”

      “I managed to resist him,” Fenella muttered.

      “You were too old for him, although I suspect he’d have taken you to bed if you’d offered.  But you were with Donald when he met you.  He didn’t chase after women who were otherwise involved.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I don’t want to talk about this any longer.  It’s all rather awful.”

      “Don’t answer your door then, as Shelly is going to want to hear all about the murder,” Mona warned her before she faded away.

      “I wish I could do that,” Fenella muttered as someone knocked on her door.

      “Fenella?  I just heard on the radio that there was an incident at a bank in Ramsey today.  You were going to visit several banks today, weren’t you?” Shelly asked.

      Fenella let her best friend and next-door neighbor into the apartment.  “Doncan and I visited three banks today,” she told her.  “And at the last one, someone found a body in one of the vaults.”

      Shelly stared at her for a minute and then slowly shook her head.  “You didn’t just say what I thought you said.”

      “Unfortunately, I’m tangled up in yet another murder investigation.  If you don’t want to be my friend any longer, I quite understand.  I’m starting to think that knowing me is dangerous.”

      Shelly pulled her into a hug.  “It’s not your fault that you keep getting caught up in murder investigations.  You just keep being in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

      “Over and over and over again,” Fenella sighed.

      “But who got murdered this time?”

      “I’m not sure what I’m allowed to tell you.  I don’t think the police are answering any questions yet.”

      Shelly frowned.  “Then I won’t ask,” she said.  “Maybe we should go for a walk on the promenade.  You look as if you could do with some fresh sea air.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’m sure that would help clear my mind.”  She gave Katie a few treats and then combed her hair and put on a fresh coat of lipstick.  A few minutes later, she and Shelly were strolling down the promenade.

      After a few deep breaths, Fenella smiled at Shelly.  “I feel better already.”

      “That’s good to hear.”

      “But where’s Tim?  It’s unusual to see one of you without the other these days.”

      Shelly flushed.  “We have been spending a lot of time together lately, but we’ve so much to do to get ready for the wedding.”

      “And you enjoy spending time together,” Fenella suggested.

      Shelly laughed.  “I love being with Tim, whether planning for the wedding or just sitting and holding hands and simply being together.  I feel so blessed that he came into my life at just the right time.”

      “I’m so happy for you.”

      “But tonight he’s working,” Shelly told her.  “I’ve mentioned before that he’s been working on a big project at work.  He’s meeting with some people from London tonight.  I can’t tell you anything more than that, though.”

      Fenella nodded.  “That’s good.  I feel less guilty about not telling you about the murder that way.”

      Shelly laughed.  “I suppose it’s only fair that we both have secrets.”

      They walked to the end of the long walkway and then turned back toward home.

      “If you aren’t busy, maybe we could have dinner together,” Shelly suggested as they strolled.

      “I was supposed to be having dinner with Daniel, but now he’s investigating a murder,” Fenella sighed.

      “Let’s go for Italian,” Shelly suggested.  “Or Indian.  Or maybe Chinese?”

      Fenella laughed.  “Now that you’ve said all of that, I’m starving.  Let’s go to the next restaurant we come to.”

      “Perfect.”

      An hour later, stuffed full of spaghetti and chocolate mousse, the two women slowly made their way home.

      “Thanks for having dinner with me,” Fenella said as they rode the elevator to the sixth floor.

      “Thank you.  Tim and I go out nearly every night.  I may have forgotten how to cook.”

      “That’s a good problem to have,” Fenella laughed.

      “Let’s walk again tomorrow morning,” Shelly suggested as they reached Fenella’s door.  “I’m going to have an early night, so I’ve no excuse not to get up and walk.”

      “Knock on my door when you’re ready.  You know Katie will have me up at seven, whatever time I go to bed tonight.”

      Shelly laughed.  “Smokey isn’t at all interested in waking me.  She has her breakfast whenever I get around to giving it to her.”

      “Maybe Katie will mature into a more mellow cat like Smokey as she gets older.”

      Shelly had adopted Smokey just a short while after Katie had taken over Fenella’s apartment.  An older animal, Smokey had a quiet dignity that Fenella hoped Katie might come to emulate one day.  The two cats had become great friends, and their owners often arranged play dates for them.

      Back in her apartment, Fenella found herself pacing in anxious circles after she’d given Katie her dinner.  “I hate murder investigations,” she told Katie.

      “Mewwww,” Katie told her.

      Eventually, Fenella turned the radio on, just in time for the local news.

      “The body of bank manager Nigel Corlett was found in one of the bank’s vaults this afternoon,” a voice said.  “Police are investigating.”

      “That didn’t tell me anything I don’t already know,” Fenella complained.  She dug a tub of ice cream out of the freezer and sat down in front of the television.  An animated classic helped fill the time until she could reasonably begin to expect Daniel to arrive.  It was just a few minutes past ten when someone knocked on her door.
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      Fenella opened the door and pulled Daniel into a hug.  “You look exhausted,” she said when she released him.

      “I’m pretty tired, but I left my car at home so I can just walk back from here.  I’m so glad I moved.”

      “Do you want a drink?  Tea?  Coffee?  Wine?”

      “I don’t want to drink coffee this late at night, but I don’t dare have a glass of wine, even though it is tempting.”

      “You did say you could walk home.”

      He sighed.  “I’ll have a glass of wine then, if you’ll join me.”

      Fenella poured their drinks and then walked over to join Daniel in the living room.  He was sitting on one of the couches, staring out at the sea.

      “I can’t quite believe that I’m tangled up in another murder investigation,” she said with a sigh as she handed him his glass.

      “I can’t quite believe it either.  At least you didn’t find the body, but I can’t help but wish that you and Doncan would have taken an extra fifteen minutes over your lunch and missed everything.”

      “That makes two of us.”

      “It’s going to be a complicated case, not least because no one can explain how the man got into the vault in the first place.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “The assistant manager, Chris King, gave a statement to Dan Ross about security at the bank.  It’s going to be in tomorrow’s paper.  He also told Dan who’d been killed and a great deal more than I wanted released.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Dan must have thought it was Christmas.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “Indeed.”

      He took a sip of his wine and settled back on the couch, stretching his legs out in front of him.

      “You were going to tell me about the bank’s security systems,” she reminded him after a moment.

      He sighed.  “Or we could talk about something more pleasant.”

      “We could.  Shelly and I had dinner together.”

      “I don’t think I had dinner.”

      “Come into the kitchen and let me make you something.”

      “I’m too tired to care.  I’ll eat tomorrow,” Daniel told her.

      “You won’t have any energy tomorrow if you don’t eat today.  I can heat up a bowl of soup and make you some toast in less than five minutes.  You’ll feel better once you’ve eaten.”

      “I know you’re right, but I really don’t want to bother.”

      “I can spoon-feed you the soup,” she offered in a teasing tone.

      He laughed.  “Okay, I’ll have some soup and toast.  Thank you.”

      He followed her to the kitchen, taking a seat on one of the stools at the counter.

      “Potato and leek, or tomato?”

      “Either.”

      “Tomato then, as I seem to have several cans of that for some reason.”

      While the bowl of soup rotated in the microwave, Fenella slid slices of bread into the toaster.  Less than five minutes later, she put food in front of Daniel.

      “Does this wine go with tomato soup?” he asked.

      She laughed.  “Probably not.  Would you like something else to drink?”

      “This is fine.  Thank you.  I’m really grateful.”

      She nibbled on a piece of toast while he ate everything she’d given him.

      “More toast?  I can even make you more soup, if you want,” she said as he pushed his empty bowl away.

      “No, that was delicious, but it was more than enough.  I really appreciate it.  It’s been a while since I had someone who worried about me.”

      “I love you,” she reminded him.

      “And I love you,” he said, walking around the counter to pull her into his arms.  When he lifted his head, he sighed.  “If I didn’t need sleep so badly…”

      She flushed.  “You should go home.”

      “I will, after I’ve told you what I can about the case.  I’m sure you’re eager to hear it all.”

      “I am,” Mona said as she took a seat at the counter.  “I was starting to worry that he really wasn’t going to tell you anything tonight.”

      Fenella frowned.  “You don’t have to tell me anything,” she said.

      “I will, though, because talking to you about cases always helps.”

      “I try,” she said, giving him a hug.

      “Let’s go back in the living room.  There’s nothing better than watching the sea.  Now that I can do it from home, I’ve become rather addicted to the view.”

      They settled together on one of the couches.  Mona glided in and sat on the chair nearest to Daniel.  She sat forward on the seat, clearly eager to hear about the case.

      “Security at the bank,” Daniel said.  “According to Chris, it’s the best system available.  All of the doors have alarms and are monitored twenty-four hours a day, every day of the year.  If a door is opened outside of regular banking hours, the security firm rings both the bank manager and the police.  Logs are kept of the dates and times that the doors are opened, and Chris has provided us with copies of the logs for the last month.”

      “Let me guess,” Fenella said.  “There’s no evidence in those logs of Nigel going in and out at all hours.”

      Daniel nodded.  “And there’s no evidence of anyone going into the building last night either.  Nigel and Chris left together, which was documented by the security cameras throughout the building.  They locked the doors and set the alarm as they left.  According to the security system, no one went in or out until eight o’clock this morning.”

      “And it wasn’t Nigel?”

      “It was not Nigel.  He was meant to have the day off today. Chris was the first person at the bank this morning.  He unlocked the back door at eight o’clock and then switched off the security system.  The cameras recorded all his movements.  Other staff began arriving around half eight, and the bank opened for business at nine.”

      “So why wasn’t the body found until this afternoon?” Fenella asked.  “Chris said something about a time lock?”

      “Yes, the bank has two vaults.  They both operate on locks with built-in timers.  The timers limit the hours of the day when the vaults are capable of being unlocked and opened.  The main vault becomes available at half eight each weekday morning.  The time lock on the secondary vault, however, doesn’t release access until one o’clock each afternoon.”

      “Why?” Mona asked.

      “That sounds complicated,” Fenella said.

      “It’s meant to limit what can be taken in case of a robbery,” Daniel explained.  “In theory, the primary vault is locked for the day at the same time the secondary vault becomes accessible, but Chris admitted that it doesn’t always work that way.  The time lock doesn’t reset automatically, so once the primary vault is opened for the day, it stays accessible until one of the managers enters the necessary code to reset the time lock.”

      “So they could have both vaults open all afternoon,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “Chris admitted that they frequently do have both vaults open all afternoon, actually, although he did say that some days they don’t bother to open the secondary vault at all.”

      “Do they keep different things in the two different vaults?”

      “They’re meant to divide the cash kept in the building between the two vaults, which they do, but they’ve chosen to keep mostly foreign currency in the secondary vault.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Ashley said something about going back to open the vault because they needed more euros.”

      “Yes, apparently she was standing outside the door when the time lock expired and the vault became accessible.”

      “And then she found Nigel inside the vault.”

      “Obviously, we’ll be reviewing the footage from the security cameras from last night.  Tom has already had a constable watch several hours of footage from the corridor outside that vault.  According to the constable, there’s nothing to see on the footage.”

      “But that clearly isn’t possible.”

      Daniel shrugged.  “It seems that someone knew how to get around all of the bank’s security systems.  Nigel is an obvious candidate.”

      “Maybe that’s why he got transferred,” Fenella muttered.

      “Pardon?”

      Fenella frowned as Mona laughed lightly.  “Someone told me that Nigel used to manage the Douglas branch, but something happened and he got transferred to Ramsey.  To my mind, that’s a demotion, but I suppose I could be wrong about that.”

      “Someone told you?  You don’t remember who?”

      “It may have been something that Dan said when he was trying to get me to confirm who was dead,” she replied.

      Daniel frowned and pulled out his notebook.  “I’m going to have to question Dan.”

      “And Dan will tell him that he never said any such thing,” Mona said, looking amused.

      “Whoever told me, if it’s true, it may be interesting to find out why he got transferred.  Maybe he requested the transfer and it’s nothing,” Fenella said.  “But maybe he’d been caught trying to get around the bank’s security systems.”

      “That’s one possibility, anyway.”

      “Dan suggested that Nigel often had more than one woman in his life at any given time.  There may be a motive there as well,” Fenella said.

      “Did he really?” Mona asked.

      Not exactly, Fenella thought.

      “We’re exploring all possibilities,” Daniel said flatly.

      Fenella frowned.  “I didn’t mean to upset you,” she said quickly.

      “You haven’t, not really.  I’m just tired, and this case is already far more complicated than it should be.  Finding a killer is difficult enough without having to solve a locked room puzzle as well.”

      “Is there anything else I should know about the bank’s security systems?” Fenella asked.

      “I don’t think so.  For now, I’m assuming that none of it actually works properly anyway, whatever Chris seems to think.”

      “Nigel must have known how to get around the system.  That’s the only thing that makes sense.”

      “What’s worrying is that his killer must have known enough to reset everything after the murder,” Daniel sighed.  “It was all working exactly as it should have been when Chris arrived this morning.”

      “Why can’t these things ever be straightforward?” Fenella sighed.

      Daniel put his arm around her and pulled her close.  “Maybe I’d get bored if things were too easy,” he whispered before he kissed her.

      “I should go,” he said some time later.

      “You need sleep.”

      “I do.  I have a feeling this case is going to need me at my very best.”

      Fenella walked him to the door.  “Will I see you tomorrow?” she asked.

      “Why don’t you meet me at my flat tomorrow night?” he suggested.  “Maybe you could even stay the night.”

      She flushed.  “I can meet you there,” she replied.  “What time?”

      “You know you’re welcome at any time.  You have your own key.  I don’t expect to be home before seven, though.”

      “Text me if you’re running late.  If I don’t hear from you, I’ll be there around seven.”

      He kissed her gently before he left.

      “I can stay away if he wants to spend the night here,” Mona said.

      Fenella shrugged.  “We are engaged.  I shouldn’t feel odd about him staying here, but I do.”

      When she walked into her bedroom, Katie was right in the center of the large bed.  “And where would you go if Daniel stayed?” she muttered as she went into the bathroom to brush her teeth.
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      When Katie woke her the next morning, patiently tapping on Fenella’s nose until she opened her eyes, Fenella rolled out of bed slowly.

      “I don’t want to get up,” she complained.

      “Yoooowwww,” Katie told her.

      “Yes, I know.  You’re hungry.  You get hungry at seven o’clock every single morning.  I wish I knew how you can tell time.”

      It didn’t take long for Fenella to fill Katie’s food and water bowls.  Then she simply had to persuade herself not to go back to bed.  She was seriously considering it when she remembered that she’d promised to go for a walk with Shelly.  Sighing, she took her shower and got dressed.  She was pacing back and forth in the living room when Shelly knocked.

      “Good morning,” Shelly greeted her.

      “Good morning.  Ready for a long walk?” Fenella asked.

      “Definitely.  I ended up watching telly last night, and I’m sure I gained half a stone.”

      “How much is half a stone?”

      “A stone is fourteen pounds.”

      “How could you gain seven pounds watching television?”

      Shelly laughed.  “I probably shouldn’t have had popcorn and ice cream with my movie, should I?”

      “Ah, now I understand,” Fenella laughed.

      A short while later, they were walking briskly toward the sea terminal.

      “I can’t believe the dead man was Nigel Corlett,” Shelly said.

      “You knew him?”

      “I did, and I was quite sad when I heard the news.”

      “I’m sorry I couldn’t tell you yesterday.”

      “I understood.  It was all over the news last night.  I put the radio on while I was getting ready for bed, and his death was the main headline.”

      “Did you know him well?”

      Shelly sighed.  “Not really, I suppose, but, well, he was charming and kind and unbelievably handsome as well.  When he talked to you, you always felt as if you were the only person in the room.”

      “I met him only once or twice, but I know what you mean.”

      “He used to be the manager at my bank here in Douglas.  He helped arrange a loan for me years ago, and he was a huge help when my husband died.  I had to pay off my mortgage, and take out a new one even though I was also retiring.”

      “He was still working in Douglas when your husband died?”

      “Yes, but he moved to Ramsey not long after.  I used to stop to say hello every time I went into the bank, just to thank him, really, and one day he simply wasn’t there.”

      “You’ve no idea why?”

      “I asked the new manager, and he said something about redistributing the managers across the island.  The explanation didn’t really make any sense, but I didn’t argue.”

      “I can’t help but wonder why he was transferred to Ramsey.  It seems like a demotion to me.”

      “Maybe there were problems with the manager in Ramsey,” Shelly suggested.  “Maybe he was sent there to help sort out something awful.  Obviously, the bank would never admit to such a thing.”

      “Very true.”

      “The news this morning was all about how he’d been found in a locked vault,” Shelly said after a minute.  “They said he shouldn’t have been in there, and that it appeared as if the bank’s entire security system had been compromised.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I heard the same thing.”

      “They also said something this morning about Nigel having a reputation for being a womanizer.”

      “I heard that as well.”

      “I used to see him around Douglas sometimes, having lunch at one of the restaurants or in the shops.  He was usually alone, but sometimes he’d have a woman with him.  I never saw him with the same woman twice. Though that hardly proves anything, of course.”

      “I have to wonder if there’s any motive there,” Fenella said.

      “Someone found out he was cheating on her, or maybe he was having an affair with a married woman and her husband found out,” Shelly speculated.

      “Both possibilities.”

      Shelly stopped and took a deep breath.

      “Are you okay?” Fenella asked.

      “It’s just awful,” Shelly said as a tear slid down her cheek.  “I barely knew the man, but I did know him.  I thought he was smart and kind and clever.  I can’t quite believe that someone murdered him.  It simply doesn’t make sense.”

      Fenella pulled her into a hug.  “I’m sorry,” she murmured as she rubbed Shelly’s back.

      After a moment, Shelly took another deep breath and then took a step backward.  “I’m okay,” she said.  “My emotions are all over the place these days.  Wedding planning is stressful, even when it’s a second wedding and we’re keeping things small.”

      “I’m sure it is.  What can I do to help?”

      “You’re already helping far too much,” Shelly countered.

      It had taken considerable effort, but Fenella had finally persuaded Shelly and Tim to let her pay for their wedding as her gift to them.  Fenella wanted Shelly to have her dream day, and she could definitely afford to pay for everything that Shelly wanted and more.

      “I’m just throwing money at you,” Fenella replied.  “Maybe I can help in some practical way too.  Do you want to talk through your plans?  Maybe we can find a few little jobs I can do to take some of the stress off of you.”

      Shelly shrugged.  “Tim and I need to start making some decisions.  We’ve spent hours and hours every night talking about the wedding, but we haven’t actually made any decisions about any of it.”

      “Have you set a date?”

      “We’ve set a month,” Shelly laughed.  “Since we’re having the actual wedding at the registry office, we don’t need to book that for a while yet.  We’re planning on getting married in January, which feels really far away right now.  I’m starting to worry that we’ll struggle to find anywhere to have the reception if we don’t book something soon, though.”

      “Have you talked about where you’d like to have the reception?”

      “Endlessly.  Tim has all kinds of wild ideas.  I just want to have a nice quiet dinner with a few close friends.”

      “Wild ideas?”

      “He was talking about hiring some sort of yacht to come to the island and sail us around it while we have dinner and dancing.  He said something about fireworks at the end.”

      “If that’s what you both want, I’m happy to pay for it.”

      “Actually, Todd offered to pay for the yacht.  Apparently, he knows someone.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Of course he does.”

      Todd Hughes was a musician who sometimes played with The Islanders, the local band to which Tim belonged.  Todd had had a lengthy career as a session musician, during which time he’d amassed a fortune and played with some of the biggest names in the business.  Although he had a home on the island, he travelled a great deal, but Fenella was sure he’d find time to attend Tim and Shelly’s wedding.

      “The thing is, I get seasick,” Shelly told her.  “I know there are tablets for that, but I don’t think you’re meant to drink when you take them, and I’d really like a glass or two of champagne on my wedding day.”

      “So maybe not a yacht.”

      “Tim’s next idea was to hire Castle Rushen for the day.  He thought it would be romantic to have the reception in the grand banquet hall there.”

      “It’s a gorgeous venue.”

      “Yes, I know, but it isn’t my dream venue.”

      “So what is your dream venue?”

      “I always thought I’d love to have a party in the grand ballroom in our building, the one that was there when it was a hotel.”

      “Except it’s now the offices of the staff that run the building.”

      “Exactly,” Shelly sighed.

      “There must be other hotels that have similar spaces.”

      “I think the only place on the island that still has a ballroom is the Seaview in Ramsey, but they’re closed this year from November to March.  Jasper and Stuart are spending their winter in the south of France.”

      “Surely they could be persuaded to reopen, just for a few hours,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “They’d probably charge us, or rather you, a fortune to do so, even if they were willing to agree.”

      “It would be worth every penny, if you were able to have exactly what you wanted on your special day.”

      “I don’t know.  I still think it would be easier if we just had a small dinner somewhere, just me and Tim and a handful of guests.”

      “Easier, but less fun,” Fenella suggested.

      Shelly laughed.  “Have you been talking to Tim about this?  He keeps arguing that we need to have as much fun as we possibly can on our wedding day.  He wants drinking and dancing and food, and he’s insistent that his band needs to play at least one set at some point in the evening.”

      “Let me call Jasper at the Seaview and see what he says.  If you can use their ballroom, will you be more tempted to have the sort of wedding Tim wants?”

      “Although I hate to admit it, yes,” Shelly sighed.  “The ballroom at the Seaview is pretty spectacular.  I just hate the thought of what it might cost.”

      “Let me worry about that.”

      “If it’s too much, maybe Todd will help out.  He offered to pay for everything too, you know.”

      “Tell him to pay for an amazing honeymoon instead.  I’m happy to pay for the wedding.” Fenella replied, even though she’d already talked with Tim and offered to cover the cost of a luxury honeymoon for the pair.

      “If we do have it at the Seaview, we’ll need millions of flowers.”

      “Millions?”

      “Okay, maybe not millions, but the ballroom is huge.  I’m not sure how we’ll fill the space, especially since we won’t have having more than fifty or sixty guests.”

      “Again, let’s see what Jasper has to say.  There’s no point in planning everything if he simply refuses to reopen for you.”

      Shelly sighed.  “I mustn’t get my hopes up.”

      “What sort of flowers were you thinking of getting?”

      “That’s another problem.  I love roses, but I had roses everywhere when I got married the first time.  I feel funny about having them again.”

      “I can’t see that it makes any difference.”

      “It doesn’t, but that doesn’t change how I feel.”

      “There are lots of beautiful flowers.  I’m sure you’ll be able to find something that you’ll like as much, then.  Have you been to talk to a florist yet?”

      “Not yet.”

      “What does Tim think about flowers?”

      “He said I should have whatever I want,” she sighed.  “I asked him what he’d had at his other weddings, but he couldn’t remember the flowers at either of them.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Why am I not surprised?”

      They’d walked as far as the sea terminal before turning around.  Now they’d nearly reached their building again.  Shelly glanced over at it and then looked at Fenella.

      “Should we keep going?”

      “I think so.  We don’t have to keep talking about the wedding, though, if you’d rather not.”

      “I don’t know,” Shelly replied.  “Talking about it makes me feel even more stressed, but if I don’t talk about it, it’s never going to happen.”

      “Have you given any thought to what you want to wear?”

      “I have twenty-three bridal magazines in my flat.  I’ve looked at every single dress in every magazine at least a dozen times.  On Mondays, I want to be a fairy princess with a huge dress covered in lace and sparkles.  On Tuesdays, I decide that I’m being silly and that I need something far less elaborate, maybe a nice long sheath dress.  By Wednesday mornings, I’ve realized that this is Tim’s third wedding and my second, and that I should probably not even be wearing a traditional wedding gown, so I start looking at other options.  On Thursdays, I decide that I should buy something practical, something that I could wear again.  Fridays are my days for looking at the wildly impractical options, the sorts of dresses that celebrities wear when they’re getting married for publicity.  Last Friday I nearly convinced myself to get married in fuchsia pink.  By Saturday, I’m done with the whole thing, and I put all of the magazines away in a box and start going through my wardrobe, determined to simply wear something I already own.  I take the day off of thinking about it on Sundays, so that, by Monday morning, I’m back to wanting to be a fairy princess.”

      Fenella stared at her friend and then burst out laughing.

      Shelly nodded.  “I know.  I’m starting to think that I’m losing my mind.  Maybe Tim and I should just run away to Gretna Green.”

      “Maybe we should stop talking about the wedding.”

      The sound of a dog barking loudly kept Shelly from replying.  Fenella turned around, then grinned as a huge dog ran into her embrace.

      “Hello, Winston,” she said, hugging the animal, then rubbing his back and scratching his head.  “How are you?”

      “Wooofff,” he replied before looking around.

      “I’m coming,” Harvey Garus called from some distance away.  “He’s much faster than I am.”

      Fenella laughed.  “He’s faster than me, too,” she replied.

      Harvey was an octogenarian friend who lived in the building next to Fenella’s.  He owned both Winston and a second, much smaller dog, named Fiona.  Fenella sometimes kept the dogs as a favor to Harvey.  She loved spending time with them, but after a few days of walking the animals for hours on end, she was always reminded of how much easier it was to have only Katie to look after.

      “I’m here,” Harvey said when he reached them a moment later.

      “But where’s Fiona?” Fenella asked.

      “She’s at the groomers.  It’s Winston’s turn next,” Harvey explained.  “I thought, since I didn’t have Fiona to worry about, that I’d let Winston have a bit of a run on his long lead.  Luckily, he just went in a straight line and didn’t get us tangled up with anyone else.”

      “He’s a good boy,” Shelly said.  “Aren’t you?” she asked the animal as she rubbed his head.

      “He got very excited when he spotted you two,” Harvey told them.  “I suppose I haven’t been fussing over him enough.”

      “I don’t believe that,” Fenella laughed.  “You just love being fussed over extra, don’t you?” she asked the animal.

      “Wooff,” he said in a polite tone.

      “But how are you?” Fenella asked Harvey.  “All recovered from your fall?”

      Some months earlier, Harvey had fallen on the promenade.  While he hadn’t broken any bones, he’d still needed some time to recover.

      “I’m back to my old self,” he replied.  “And now I’m planning that trip across that we were talking about a while back.”

      Fenella nodded.  “When do you want me to keep the dogs?”

      “The first week of October,” he replied.  “I’m going to London to see a few old friends.”

      “You mentioned that one of them used to be a brain surgeon,” Fenella recalled.

      “Yes, and another is that former girlfriend I’m sure I mentioned.  She accidentally sent me a message about getting money from me, after which I blocked her on all of my social media.  She then sent me a long, hand-written letter, apologizing and trying to explain.  I’ve agreed to meet her for a drink, for old times’ sake, but I’ve made it clear that she won’t be getting a single penny from me.  I won’t be surprised if she doesn’t even turn up.”

      Fenella frowned.  “I’m sorry.”

      He shrugged.  “I’m being foolish, of course, in even agreeing to see her, but there’s part of me that really wants to see her again.  At one time, I cared for her very deeply.  I can’t help but want to see her again.”

      “I hope it goes well,” Shelly said.

      “I shall have a good time in London, regardless.  I’m arranging to see quite of few of my former clients as well.  I haven’t seen most of them in years.”

      Harvey had been the business manager for a number of very successful bands over decades.  Fenella could only imagine which household names he’d be seeing when he was in London.

      They walked back along the promenade, chatting about nothing much, not stopping until they reached Fenella’s building.

      “And now I must take this beast in for his grooming and rescue poor Fiona, who isn’t very fond of being groomed,” Harvey said.  “I’m sure we’ll talk again before I need you to keep the dogs.”

      “You know where to find me,” Fenella said.  “And you know you’re welcome to visit anytime, with or without the dogs.”

      “And you know I very rarely go anywhere without them,” he replied.

      As Harvey continued down the promenade, heading for the dog groomer who had a shop just a short distance away, Fenella and Shelly sat down together on a convenient bench.

      “Do you want to go into town with me later?” Fenella asked.  “I’m in the mood to do some window shopping.”

      “Just window shopping?”

      “Actually, I need some good chocolate truffles and a few boxes of biscuits.  I may look at shoes, too.  I expect everyone will be having sales on sandals and other summer styles.”

      “No doubt.  Do you want to get lunch while we’re out?”

      “Sure, why not?”

      “I’ll collect you around midday then,” Shelly said.  “That gives me the rest of the morning to work on my book.”

      Shelly had been writing a romance novel for several months now.

      “How is it coming?”

      “I have a few more chapters to write, but then I’m going to have to go back to the beginning and fill in a bunch of plot holes.”

      Fenella laughed.  “That doesn’t sound like fun.”

      “I may scrap the whole thing and start over.  I’ve learned a lot, though, writing this first book.  I think my second one will be much better.  What are you going to do this morning?”

      “I think I’ll curl up with a good book.  Or maybe I’ll clean my apartment.  I haven’t vacuumed in far too long.  There’s cat hair everywhere.”

      They crossed the road together.  As the automatic doors began to open, someone shouted behind them.

      “Ms. Woods?  Hello?”

      Fenella turned around.

      Ashley Park looked as if she’d been crying.  “I’m so sorry, but they wouldn’t let me into the building, and I simply have to speak to you.”
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      “Fenella?” Shelly asked, looking concerned.

      “It’s okay,” Fenella assured her.  “You go and get your work done.  I’ll see you at noon.”

      Shelly nodded, but she didn’t look convinced.  After a moment, she stepped into the building, but she didn’t go far.

      Fenella turned to Ashley.  “Let’s sit on the bench on the other side of the promenade,” she suggested.

      Ashley hesitated and then nodded.  “You don’t want me in your flat.”

      “We’re total strangers.  You should want to talk in a public place, too.”

      “Except everyone knows who you are.  What does it feel like, being super rich?”

      Fenella swallowed a sigh.  She turned and began to walk back across the road.  After a moment, Ashley followed.  When they were both sitting on the bench, Fenella finally replied.

      “It’s odd,” she said.  “I haven’t gotten used to it yet, and I’m not sure I ever will.”

      “It must be wonderful to have so much money.  I’d love to never have to work again.  I’d travel and sleep late every morning. and I’d have wonderful food made for me for every meal.  It would be heavenly.”

      “Is that what you wanted to talk to me about?”

      Ashley blinked several times and then sighed.  “No, of course not.  The thing is, you were really kind to me yesterday.  I wanted to thank you.”

      “You’re very welcome.  You were clearly upset. and no one else seemed to know what to do.”

      Ashley made a face.  “No one at the bank is very fond of me,” she said in a low voice.  “They all thought I got promoted to head of customer service because I was sleeping with Nigel.”

      “That’s unfortunate.”

      Ashley laughed.  “I was sleeping with Nigel, of course,” she said.  “Not that we ever actually slept when we were together.  He never once spent the night at my place. and he wouldn’t let me stay over at his, either.”

      “Oh?”

      She shrugged.  “He didn’t want me to get any ideas about our relationship being anything serious.  Nigel preferred to keep everything as superficial as possible.”

      “I wouldn’t have put up with that.”

      “I didn’t mind.  I’m only twenty-five.  I’m not in any hurry to settle down.  Nigel was gorgeous, and he was really fun to be with, whatever we were doing.  He really knew what he was doing in bed, too.”

      “I’m sorry for your loss.”

      Ashley nodded.  “Of course, I’m not the only woman mourning his death today,” she sighed.  “I’m just the unfortunate one that found the body.”

      “He was seeing other women?”

      “Nigel asked out every woman he met, and he went out with anyone who said yes.  He was involved with at least two other women at the bank, for a start.”

      “Really?  That must have been awkward.”

      “I didn’t care.  Doreen hates me, but she’s like thirty-five, and she wants a baby.  I told her, like a year ago, not to get involved with Nigel, that he was never going to marry her or give her a baby, but she didn’t believe me.”

      “Doreen?”

      “Doreen Cross,” Ashley explained.  “She’s the woman who works at the desk right inside the door.  She thought that was a promotion from being behind the counter, but it really wasn’t, even if it did pay a bit more.”

      “Did she get moved there after she’d started her relationship with Nigel?” Fenella had to ask.

      Ashley nodded.  “But she’d earned it, the same way I earned my promotion.  Nigel didn’t reward the women in his life with better jobs.”

      “There probably aren’t enough jobs at the bank for him to do that,” Fenella muttered.

      Ashley laughed.  “You’re right about that.  He was also seeing Jennifer Andrews.  She was behind the counter yesterday, dealing with customers.  She’s close to my age, and I don’t think she minded that Nigel had other women in his life.  She has a boyfriend, anyway.”

      “A boyfriend?”

      “Yeah, he’s called Tom or Tim or Ted or something similar.  They were talking about marriage earlier in the year, but when Jennifer took up with Nigel, she stopped talking about getting engaged to Ted/Todd/Teddy.”

      “And you think there were other women in his life as well?”

      “I assume so.  We didn’t talk about it, but we also never went out more than once a week after our first few weeks together.”

      “What happened in those first weeks?”

      “Oh, it was a whirlwind of romance,” Ashley laughed.  “He showered me with flowers and expensive chocolates, and he took me out nearly every night.  After the first few weeks, though, he started being less attentive.  When I challenged him about it, he told me that he had other women in his life and that he had no intention of changing that.  It was up to me whether I wanted to keep seeing him on his terms or end things.”

      “I would have ended things,” Fenella told her.

      “I thought about it, but as I said before, I’m not ready to settle down yet, so I didn’t really mind.  Spending time with him was almost addictive.  I’ve never enjoyed another man’s company anywhere near as much.”

      “So you were seeing him about once a week?”

      “About that.  I could always tell when he’d started seeing a new woman, because he’d be too busy to see me for a week or two.  Then things would settle back down, and we’d be back to going out every Tuesday.”

      Fenella stared at her.  “Did you go out this Tuesday?” she asked.

      Ashley flushed.  “You’ve been involved in lots of murder investigations.  How often have you lied to the police?”

      “I’ve never lied to the police,” Fenella said.  Not telling them about Mona isn’t the same as lying, she added in her head.

      “Never?  I mean, everyone lies sometimes, don’t they?  The police don’t expect you to tell them everything.  Sometimes people want to keep some things private.”

      “Keeping things private is usually fine, but this is a murder investigation.  They need every bit of information they can get if they’re going to be able to find Nigel’s killer and put him or her behind bars.”

      Ashley nodded and then sat back and stared out at the sea.

      Fenella counted slowly to fifty before she spoke again.  “I should warn you that I’m going to tell Daniel about this conversation.”

      “I assumed as much,” Ashley replied.  “He’s gorgeous, by the way.  When I heard that you were marrying a police inspector, I thought you were crazy.  With all of your money, you could be marrying a twenty-five-year-old underwear model, you know?  But after I met Daniel yesterday, I understand your decision.  He could be a model, if he ever got tired of being a policeman.”

      “I can’t see that happening.”

      “I’m surprised he’s still working, actually.  He should quit and let you spoil him,” Ashley said.

      “That definitely won’t be happening.  He loves his job.”

      “I can’t imagine why.  I’ve only ever seen one dead body, and I hope I never see another one.  Why would you want to see them every day?”

      “Luckily, he doesn’t see them every day,” Fenella said.  “But he takes great satisfaction in putting criminals, especially killers, behind bars.”

      “I suppose I can understand that.  What if I didn’t exactly tell the police the whole truth, but it wasn’t about anything that will help them solve the murder?”

      “I think you should talk to Daniel again and tell him whatever you omitted.  Just because you don’t think it will help solve the case doesn’t mean that it won’t.”

      Ashley sighed.  “But what if what I didn’t tell them might make it look as if I killed Nigel?  And what if what I didn’t tell them could make me lose my job?  I don’t love my job, but it pays well and the hours are good.”

      “Is all of that more important than putting Nigel’s killer into prison?  Right now, he or she is walking around, having gotten away with murder.  What if the killer decides to kill again?”

      Ashley gasped.  “I could be the next victim,” she said.

      Fenella nodded.  “You need to do everything you can to help the police.”

      “I don’t know.  I don’t want to lose my job or be a suspect in the case.”

      “You’re already a suspect. Everyone who knew Nigel is a suspect.  That you and he were romantically involved will have moved you up the list as well.”

      “I may not have mentioned that to the police,” Ashley muttered.

      “Then you definitely need to call Daniel or Inspector Brooks.  It will be much better if they hear it from you and not me.”

      “I have an appointment to see Inspector Brooks this afternoon.  He said he wants to go back through my statement with me.  I suppose I could tell him that I’d just remembered some things.”

      I’m not sure he’ll believe that you just remembered that you and Nigel were sleeping together, but you can try, Fenella thought.  “You knew that he was involved with Doreen and Jennifer.  I assume that means that they both also knew about you?”

      “Probably, if they were paying attention.  I mean, Nigel didn’t tell me about them.  I worked it out, though.  It wasn’t difficult.  Nigel sent them flowers to work, for one thing.  He sometimes sent me flowers there, too.  There were all sorts of signs, things that Nigel said, that made it obvious.”

      “So they’ll both have told the police that you and Nigel were together.”

      Ashley made a face.  “Just about everyone in the stupid bank probably told the police that,” she said.  “I told you earlier that they all thought I got my promotion because I was sleeping with Nigel.”

      “So the police already suspect that you lied to them if you didn’t tell them that you and Nigel had a personal relationship.”

      “Well, damn,” Ashley replied.  “That’s probably why I have to talk to Inspector Brooks again today.  He’s probably going to want to know why I lied.”

      “Why did you lie?”

      “Because, well, I didn’t want to be accused of murder, for one thing.”

      “Just because you had a relationship with the man doesn’t automatically move you to the top of the suspect list,” Fenella said, wondering if that was actually true.

      “There’s more to it than that,” Ashley replied in a low voice.

      “You were with him Tuesday night, weren’t you?”

      “I was,” she said with tears in her eyes.  “I told you earlier that we went out every Tuesday, unless he was seeing someone new.  He usually took Tuesdays off and so did I, so we sometimes spent the whole day together.”

      “But he wasn’t off this Tuesday.  Why?”

      “I wish I knew.  He didn’t tell me in advance that he was working Tuesday.  I was hoping we might go and see a movie Tuesday afternoon.  It wasn’t until Monday that he told me he’d changed his day off for this week.”

      “And he didn’t tell you why?”

      Ashley sighed.  “With Nigel, after a while, you learned not to ask questions.  He said he’d changed his day off, and I said I was disappointed because I’d wanted to spend the day with him.  He said he was sorry I was disappointed and that, well, that he’d make it up to me in the evening.”

      “And what did you say?”

      “I was surprised that he still wanted to see me in the evening, really.  When he’d changed our plans, I assumed that he had a new woman in his life and that he was going to be busy with her for a week or two.”

      “But he still went out with you on Tuesday night?”

      “We had dinner together in Port St. Mary,” she replied.  “He preferred to go to small, out-of-the-way places.  He said he wanted to support the island’s small businesses, but I know it was more to do with him not being seen with me.”

      Fenella counted to ten before she could blurt out a reply.  “Did he treat all of his women that way?” she asked eventually.

      Ashley shrugged.  “I never saw him out with any other women.  He never brought anyone to any of the bank’s social events.  I know he went to a lot of charity events.  He even took me to one or two, but only in the early days of our relationship.  Once we’d been together for a while, he only ever took me to places where he didn’t think we would see anyone we knew.”

      “Did the bank have rules about staff dating one another?”

      “Not officially, but it was frowned upon.  He’d been managing the biggest of the bank’s branches, the one in Douglas, before he was sent to Ramsey.  The senior management found out that he was seeing three of the customer service associates, the manager of the lending department, and the assistant manager of the IT department.  They transferred him to Ramsey after that.”

      “When did he have time to work?” Fenella asked.

      Ashley laughed.  “I believe he liked to have a different woman for each day of the week.  That gave him the variety he craved, but also some sense of stability.”

      “And did he end things with all of the women in Douglas when he moved to Ramsey?”

      “He still had his flat in Douglas, so he may well have still been seeing some of them.  I don’t know.  He was buying a house in Ramsey, though, as he was fairly certain he wasn’t going to get transferred back any time soon.”

      “Did he want to get transferred back?”

      “When he first started at our branch, that was all he talked about, but over time he came to appreciate that there were advantages to our branch.”

      “Such as?”

      “Our branch is only open five days a week for a start.  The Douglas branch has Saturday hours for the public.  We still work Saturdays, but for our branch, that’s our time to get caught up on paperwork and get things ready for the week ahead.  We aren’t open to the public on Saturdays.”

      “Is that why you all get days off during the week?”

      “It is.  The women who work in customer service only work Mondays to Fridays, but the management team members are all expected to work on Saturdays.  We have a big staff meeting every Saturday morning at nine, and then we each have a long list of jobs that need doing.  When Nigel was in Douglas, he often ended up working six days a week, because it was nearly impossible to stay on top of all of the paperwork otherwise.”

      “Interesting,” Fenella said.

      “Besides that, we’re less busy, and we really know most of our customers.  We have a handful of difficult ones, but only a handful, unlike the Douglas branch.”

      “So he’d decided he was happy in Ramsey.”

      “So happy that he was buying a house.  He told me once that he’d be happy retiring from that job one day.”

      “And he got along with all of his co-workers?”

      Ashley made a face.  “If he did eventually go elsewhere, it would have been because of Chris — sorry, Mr. King,” she said.  “He and Nigel didn’t get along very well.  That’s a thought, actually, maybe Chr— er, Mr. King killed him.”

      “Can you think of a reason why Mr. King would have wanted Nigel dead?”

      “Our old manager, the one before Nigel, was Howard Hutton.  Howard had been the branch manager there for over thirty years.  When Ch— oh, heck, I’m going to call him Chris.  He isn’t here to get annoyed with me right now.  When Chris came to work at the bank, I’m pretty certain he thought that he’d take over as manager when Howard retired.  Instead, just a few months before Howard was due to go, they transferred Nigel into Howard’s job and moved Howard into a corporate position.  Howard wasn’t happy, but they offered him a big pay rise and better hours, so he didn’t complain.  Chris, on the other hand, was furious.”

      “So you think Chris killed Nigel because Nigel got the job that Chris wanted?”

      Ashley made a face.  “Probably not, because Chris isn’t smart enough to kill anyone and get away with it.  If he’d done it, he probably would have dropped his wallet under the body or something.”

      “Just because the police haven’t arrested him yet doesn’t mean that he didn’t do just that.”

      Ashley smiled brightly.  “That’s made me feel much better,” she said. “I’m afraid that if he doesn’t get arrested for killing Nigel, Chris is going to get Nigel’s job.  I may have to start looking for a new job if that happens. Chris is insufferable as assistant manager.  I can’t imagine what he’ll be like if he gets promoted to manager.”

      “What about anyone else at that bank?” Fenella asked.  “Was there anyone else who didn’t care for Nigel?”

      “He seemed to get along with everyone else except for Ted in the lending department.  Ted thinks he’s more important than he actually is, which caused problems sometimes.  As far as I know, everyone else loved Nigel.  He could be incredibly charming when he wanted to be.  Actually, he was nearly always very charming, as long as you remembered not to take him seriously.”

      “Did any of the other women take him seriously?”

      “I believe Doreen tried, but I’m certain she was disappointed.”

      “Did any of the other men at the bank resent the way that Nigel went through women?”

      Ashley looked at her for a minute and then shrugged.  “The head of lending, Ted Long, he asked me out once.  I turned him down, and he made some nasty comment about me being happy to sleep with the boss, but not him.  He’s been cool towards me ever since, but I rarely speak to him, anyway.”

      “You need to tell Inspector Brooks all of this when you see him this afternoon,” Fenella told her.  “It’s all very useful background information about Nigel and the bank.”

      Ashley nodded.  “There’s one more thing,” she said in a whisper.

      “What?”

      “I didn’t kill him.  I would never have done anything to hurt him.  Not him or anyone else for that matter.  Would I have preferred it if he’d have stopped seeing other women?  Of course, but I understood that that was just part of who he was.  Nigel was never going to change, and I loved him in spite of everything.”

      Fenella patted her arm.  “I’m sure you did.”

      “I can’t afford to lose my job.  Can I tell the police things in confidence, the way you can with an advocate?”

      “I’m not sure how that works.  I know they won’t repeat the things you tell them in official statements, but if they use that information to catch the killer, some of it could come out at a trial later.”

      Ashley frowned.  “I wasn’t the one doing anything wrong, though.  I shouldn’t lose my job, but I don’t think the bank is going to see it that way.”

      “Whatever you aren’t telling me, you need to tell it to Inspector Brooks,” Fenella said.  “It could be important.”

      “Or it might not matter in the slightest.  Maybe I’ll wait a day or two before I tell the inspector absolutely everything.  Maybe the police actually did find Chris’s wallet under the body, or maybe his fingerprints were all over the knife.”

      “He was stabbed?” Fenella blurted out.

      Ashley flushed.  “I wasn’t supposed to tell anyone that,” she said with a sigh.

      “I won’t repeat it,” Fenella promised her.

      Ashley put her head in her hands and began to cry.  “It was so awful.  There was so much blood.  I didn’t kill him, though.”

      “Of course not,” Fenella said.  “If you had, you’d have made sure someone else found the body.”

      Ashley gasped.  “That’s a good point.  If I had killed him, I never would have found the body.  I’m going to point that out to Inspector Brooks when I talk to him.”

      “I’m sure he’s already considered it.”

      “Yes, but once he hears that I was in the vault with Nigel on Tuesday night, he might feel differently.”

      Fenella stared at the girl for a full minute before she could speak.  “You were with Nigel in the vault on Tuesday night?” she repeated slowly.

      Ashley sighed.  “I didn’t intend to tell you,” she said.  “I mean, I wanted to tell you, but I also didn’t want to tell you.  I don’t really want anyone to know.  I could lose my job.  You won’t tell anyone, will you?”

      “Nigel was murdered,” Fenella said after a deep breath.  “The police need to know everything about the night he died.  You have to tell them.”

      “Will they have to tell Chris or anyone else at the bank?”

      “I don’t know.  It doesn’t matter.  Putting Nigel’s killer behind bars is the most important thing.”

      “But if I get fired, I may never find another job again.”

      “You still have to tell the police.  They’re struggling to work out how Nigel even got inside the vault.  Apparently, Chris told them that he’d locked it and that he and Nigel left the bank together.”

      “They locked both vaults together every night.  Chris is a stickler for routine.”

      “So how did Nigel get inside the vault?”

      Ashley giggled.  “He was really clever, actually,” she said.  “Remember when I said there were advantages to working at the Ramsey branch?  One of the advantages was the security system there.”

      “Oh?”

      “Nigel found instructions online somewhere for how to disable the system.  It took him a few weeks to work out all of the details, but once he’d learned how to trick the cameras, he could let himself in and out of the bank whenever he wanted.”

      Fenella frowned.  If the bank were to be audited, would they find that Nigel had been stealing from it?  “How could he get inside a vault with a time lock?” she asked.

      “Those were trickier.  First, he had to find a way to get around the alarms.  That didn’t take long.  Then he had to work out how to freeze the camera images so that no one would see him there.  Once he’d done those things, we started going to the bank sometimes.”

      “Why?”

      Ashley shrugged and then looked out at the sea.  “Nigel liked being surrounded by money.  He never stole anything, not a single penny.  And he could have helped himself to a fortune, if he’d wanted to.  He just liked being at the bank, with all that lovely money all around him.”

      “So you used to go and sit inside the bank when it was closed?”

      Ashley smirked.  “We didn’t just sit around, if you get my meaning,” she said suggestively.

      Fenella felt herself blushing.  “But after a while, he started opening the vaults?”

      “We spent a few months exploring every inch of the building, drinking wine in Chris’s office or eating chocolate truffles behind the customer service desks.  It was exhilarating, being somewhere that we shouldn’t have been.  There are conference rooms, offices, and a staff kitchen.  Nigel and I, um, spent time in all of them.”

      Fenella made a face as she tried not to think about what the couple might have been doing all around the bank.

      “Anyway, eventually, Nigel decided that he wanted to get into the vaults.  The time locks made it tricky, though.  First, he tried simply not resetting one of the locks at the end of the day, but Chris noticed and made sure to set it properly.  Eventually, Nigel sent away for some software that he used to reprogram the locks.  I don’t know anything more than that, so I can’t tell you how it worked.  I just know that one night he was able to open the vault and — well, he was very excited about it.”

      “So he could override the time lock and get into the vault at any time?”

      “Yes, although he was very careful to not use his override during regular banking hours.  One day a customer requested a huge amount of US dollars.  Nigel was very apologetic, but he told her that she’d have to come back in the afternoon because of the time lock.  I started laughing, because I knew better, but Nigel just winked at me and apologized again.”

      “The police need to know this,” Fenella told her.  “If Nigel could get around the security system, presumably other people could as well.”

      “I doubt it.  I don’t think most people would even think to try, actually.  Banks are meant to have really good security.  Besides, Nigel knew things that most people don’t, like where all of the cameras are located and which doors have alarms on them and which don’t.”

      “So he took you to the bank after you had dinner on Tuesday?” Fenella asked.

      “Yeah, we went and, um, spent some time in the vaults.”

      “Both of them?”

      “Actually, only the secondary vault.  Nigel said something about it being almost as good as being on a foreign holiday, if we were surrounded by dollars and euros and whatever else.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to ask the woman what had happened next, but then she realized that she was already interfering in a police investigation.  Daniel was the one who should be asking the questions, not her.

      “You need to tell Inspector Brooks everything that happened that night,” she said.

      “Everything?” Ashley asked, raising her eyebrows.  “I mean, some of the things that happened were very private.”

      Fenella blushed again.  “I think he’ll be mostly interested in what happened when it was time to leave,” she said.

      Ashley frowned.  “That was the weird bit, actually.  We’d gone in Nigel’s car, and I was expecting him to take me home.  He always took me home after we’d gone out.  We were getting ready to leave when he got a text from someone.  Whatever it said, he apologized to me and then asked me if I could get a taxi home, that he had to do something in his office and that it might take a while.”

      “Something in his office?” Fenella repeated.

      “That’s what he said.  I got angry and we had a bit of an argument, which is another reason why I don’t want to tell the police any of this.  They’re bound to think that I killed him.  I was there, and I was angry with him.”

      “You had every right to be angry,” Fenella said.  “He should have taken you home.”

      “If he had, he’d still be alive,” Ashley replied before she burst into tears.

      Fenella put her arm around Ashley and patted her back.  “I’m sorry,” she said softly.  “I can’t imagine how horrible this is for you.”

      After a few minutes, Ashley straightened up and wiped her eyes.  “I promised myself I wasn’t going to cry anymore,” she said.  “I can’t help but feel as if I never should have left Nigel alone in the bank, though.  I should have stayed and let him take me home after he’d done whatever he needed to do.”

      “You took a taxi home?”

      “After I shouted at Nigel for not taking me home, I stormed out of the building.  Then I had to walk all the way from the alley to the nearest taxi rank.  I was still so mad that I barely noticed the walk, though.”

      “What do you think happened at the bank after you left?” Fenella asked, now completely ignoring the little voice that suggested that she was interfering in Daniel’s investigation.

      “I have two different ideas about that,” Ashley replied.  “At first, I thought that after Nigel did his work and then went to let himself out, he was surprised by someone trying to break into the building.  I reckon the would-be burglar made Nigel open the vault again and then stabbed him to death before stealing whatever he or she could find in the vault.”

      “Was anything stolen from the vault?”

      “I don’t know.  For now, the vault’s door is covered in police tape, and no one is allowed inside.  Chris is anxious to inventory the contents, but he can’t do that until the police are done with it.”

      “What’s your other idea?”

      “I did wonder if Nigel finished his work and decided that he wanted some more female company.  He couldn’t ring me, because he knew I was still angry, but maybe he rang one of his other women and asked her to come and see him at the bank.  Maybe she turned up with a knife in her hand.”

      “Did he often see two different women on the same evening?”

      Ashley shook her head.  “To the best of my knowledge, no.  As I said earlier, Tuesdays were my days with Nigel, and whenever we could, we’d spend the entire day together.  I doubt he would have had the energy to see any other women after a typical Tuesday with me.”

      “But you think he may have done so this week?”

      “Not really, but I also can’t imagine him being killed by a random burglar, either.  That sort of thing doesn’t happen on the Isle of Man.”

      Fenella nodded.  “When are you talking to Inspector Brooks?”

      “Two o’clock.”

      Fenella glanced at her watch.  “I think he may want to see you earlier than that,” she said.  She pulled out her mobile and sent a text to Daniel.

      Having an interesting chat with Ashley Park.  Suggest you or Inspector Brooks talk to her immediately.

      “Who did you text?” Ashley asked.

      “Daniel.”

      “Ooooh, I wouldn’t mind spending more time with him,” she laughed.  “I mean, if I have to talk to a police inspector, he’d be my first choice.”

      Fenella’s phone buzzed.  Where are you? Daniel asked.

      Ashley and I are sitting on the promenade across from my apartment building, she sent back.

      I’ll send a car, he replied a moment later.
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      “Daniel is going to send a car for you,” Fenella told Ashley.

      Ashley made a face.  “I’ll have to leave my car here,” she said.  “I hope someone will bring me back for it later.”

      “I’m sure they will.”

      “Is he going to be angry with me for lying before?”

      “He isn’t going to be happy about it, but you won’t be the only person who has lied to him.  Remember, someone killed Nigel.”

      Ashley sighed.  “I don’t want to remember that.  I want all of this to be a bad dream.  I can’t believe that we had that stupid fight, and now we’ll never get a chance to make up.”

      “It’s very sad,” Fenella murmured.

      “I can’t even imagine why anyone would have wanted to kill him.  I mean, I was angry with him, but not really angry, just a bit cross.  What could he have done to make someone mad enough to stab him?”

      “You said he was involved with more than one woman.”

      Ashley shrugged.  “Yeah, but we all knew that he had other women.  There wasn’t any point in getting angry about it.  Nigel wasn’t going to change.”

      “Maybe one of the women he was seeing has a jealous partner.”

      “No way,” Ashley said emphatically.  “Nigel never got involved with women who were in serious relationships.  He didn’t mind if the women in his life saw other people, but he’d end a relationship if he thought you were getting serious with someone else.”

      A police car stopped in front of them and parked.  Two uniformed constables got out and crossed to the bench.

      “Ms. Woods, how nice to see you again,” Constable Howard Corlett said.  Fenella had originally met the man when she’d found her first body.  Now they seemed to bump into one another fairly regularly.

      “Constable Corlett, hello,” she replied.  “How’s Odin?”

      The constable’s wife had been pregnant with their first child when Fenella met him.  They’d named the little boy Odin, which was a Viking name that was becoming increasingly popular on the island.

      “He’s getting big,” the constable replied.  “We were excited when he started walking, but now he’s started climbing everything, or at least, trying to climb everything.  My wife is exhausted, trying to keep up with him, especially since she’s, well, she’s dealing with morning sickness as well.”

      “Congratulations,” Fenella said as the constable blushed bright red.

      “Thanks.” Then looking as if he was desperate to change the conversation, he blurted out, “We’ve been asked to bring you both to the station.”

      “Both of us?” Fenella asked in surprise.

      “That’s what Inspector Robinson said.  I can double check if you want.”

      Fenella shook her head.  She did need to talk to Daniel, to tell him what Ashley had told her.  The sooner she did that, the better, although she’d have preferred to drive herself to the station, rather than arrive in the back of a marked police car.

      “Do I have to?” Ashley asked as Fenella got to her feet.

      “You know a lot that can help the police work out who killed Nigel,” Fenella told her.

      “Just enough to move me to the top of the suspect list and make me lose my job,” Ashley muttered as they walked toward the police car.

      “I feel like a common criminal,” Ashley said once they were locked in the back of the car together.

      “That makes two of us,” Fenella replied.

      “Do they have food at the police station?  I never eat breakfast, but I didn’t sleep well last night and now I’m starving.”

      “They can probably get you a sandwich or something,” Fenella said, wondering what would happen to her lunch plans with Shelly.

      “I don’t really want a sandwich,” Ashley said thoughtfully.  “I’m in the mood for comfort food.  Beef stew with mashed potatoes, maybe.  Or cottage pie.  Can they get me that?”

      “I’ve no idea.”

      “They won’t get me a drink, will they?  I could do with a glass of wine.”

      “They definitely won’t get you an alcoholic drink.  They probably have coffee or soda.”

      “I should have just told them everything yesterday,” Ashley sighed.  “I have better things to do today.”

      “Is the bank open today?” Fenella asked as the question occurred to her.

      “No, the police asked Chris to not open today.  We’ll probably lose customers because of it, but it isn’t our fault.  When Chris texted me and told me not to come in today, he said that he expected we’ll be able to reopen tomorrow.”

      They drove through the station’s parking lot.  The driver stopped the car at the door.  Constable Corlett got out and opened the back door for them.

      “Right this way,” he said, stepping back to let them go into the building before him.

      Once inside, he escorted them to an elevator.  From there, he walked them down a short corridor, stopping in front of a room labeled “Interview Four.”

      “Ms. Park, you can wait in here.  Someone will be right with you,” he said, opening the door and gesturing for Ashley to walk inside.

      “I’m starving,” she said.  “Can I get some cottage pie and a cup of coffee?”

      He frowned.  “We may be able to get you a sandwich, and we almost always have coffee.  I’ll see what I can do.”

      “Thanks,” she said, dropping heavily onto one of the uncomfortable-looking wooden chairs inside the room.

      The constable shut the door and then locked it before he grinned at Fenella.  “Daniel is waiting for you in his office,” he told her.

      “I was afraid you were going to put me in an interview room,” she confessed.

      “If Ms. Park asks, tell her you were in the room across the hall,” he suggested as he led her to Daniel’s office.

      “Hello,” Daniel said, looking up from a pile of paperwork on his desk.  “Have a seat.  I just have to finish this sentence or I’ll forget what I was going to say.”

      Fenella nodded and then sat down in the almost comfortable chair across the desk from him.  The constable nodded at her and then disappeared back down the hall.  Fenella was studying the top of Daniel’s head when he looked up.

      “Sorry about that.  Writing reports is the worst part of my job, and it’s even more difficult when I get interrupted.”

      “I’m sorry that I interrupted then.”

      “I hope you’ve done so for a good reason.”

      Fenella grinned at him.  “Ashley was in the vault with Nigel the night he was murdered,” she said, enjoying the shock that flashed over Daniel’s face.

      “Say that again.”

      “Ashley was with Nigel in the vault the night he died,” she repeated.  “She left him there and got a taxi home.  He told her he had some work to do in his office.”

      “How did they get into the bank?  And why weren’t they picked up by the cameras?  Why didn’t the alarms go off?”  Daniel sighed.  “She probably can’t answer any of those questions, can she?”

      “You may be surprised,” Fenella told him.

      “I’m going to have to get someone in here to take notes.  We need to do this by the book.”

      “We can go to an interview room, if you’d rather.”

      Daniel hesitated and then nodded.  “If you don’t mind, that would probably be better.  I know they’re small and the chairs are uncomfortable, but, as I said, we need to do this right.  If Ashley changes her story now that she’s here, I want to have a proper record of what she told you.”

      “Promise me that I can take a break if I need one,” Fenella asked.  “I have been known to get a bit claustrophobic in your interview rooms.”

      “We’ll take breaks when you need them,” he assured her.  “We can take our time.  Tom is on his way here, and he’ll start talking to Ashley when he arrives.  I can text him anything important that comes out of our conversation.”

      They walked back down the hall to the room marked “Interview Two.”  Daniel opened the door and switched on the lights.

      “Do you want coffee or a cold drink?”

      “A cold drink, something with sugar and caffeine,” Fenella replied.

      A few minutes later, they were sitting across from each other at the table.  Fenella had a soda in front of her.  Daniel had his notebook and the constable to his left had one as well.  The chairs were hard, the lighting was bright, and the room smelled of disinfectant and sweat.

      “Let’s go through your whole day,” Daniel said.  “Start with getting up and go from there.”

      It didn’t take Fenella long to tell him about feeding Katie, having breakfast, and going out for a walk with Shelly.  He grinned when she mentioned seeing Harvey and Winston.

      “I’ll take Winston for a long run every day while you have him,” he told her.

      “He’ll love that.”

      “But you were saying?”

      “As Shelly and I were walking toward the entrance to our building, someone called my name,” Fenella said.

      She told him about her conversation with Ashley.  He winced when she repeated what Ashley had said about Nigel being stabbed.  When she got to the part about Nigel’s other women, he took careful notes and then sent a text.  He sent another text after she told him that Nigel and Ashley had had a date the night he died.  Once she started telling him about them getting into the bank and the vaults, he stopped texting and took several pages of notes.

      “And then I texted you,” Fenella finally concluded.

      “Did you and Ashley talk at all in the car on the way here?”

      “Yes, but mostly about how hungry she was.”

      “You can tell me that when I get back,” he said, getting to his feet.  “I need to go and speak to Tom for a few minutes.”

      Fenella sat back in her chair and took a sip of her drink.  It was after eleven.  If Daniel took too long, she’d have to call Shelly and change their lunch plans.

      Daniel returned a few minutes later.  “Tell me about the conversation after you texted me,” he said as he sat back down.

      Fenella finished recounting her morning, continuing right up until she’d walked into Daniel’s office.

      “Obviously, you’ve given me a lot of new information, things that Ashley should have told us yesterday,” Daniel said with a sigh.  “I just hope she tells Tom the same things she told you.”

      “I told her that she needed to tell you everything, but I’m not sure she was listening.”

      He sighed.  “I need to go and sit in on the rest of her interview, and then Tom and I need to go back and speak to everyone again, based on the new information we’ve received.”

      “I’d really like to speak to Doreen and Jennifer,” Fenella said under her breath.

      “While I’m grateful for what you did today, you need to stay out of the investigation,” Daniel told her.

      “Ashley came to me.  I didn’t go looking for her.”

      “If anyone else involved in the case comes looking for you, maybe you should simply ring me immediately.”

      “Maybe.”

      He glanced at his watch.  “I need to go,” he said.  “I’ll find someone to take you home.”

      As Fenella stood up, he walked around the table and pulled her close.  “Constable, this doesn’t have to go in the report,” he said before he kissed her.

      When he lifted his head, Fenella glanced over at the constable who was watching them closely.  She felt herself blushing as she turned away.

      Daniel led her out of the room and down to the lobby.  There he found a constable who had time to drive Fenella home.  It was just a few minutes before twelve when Fenella let herself into her apartment.

      “What happened out there?” Mona demanded as Fenella rushed inside.

      “I can’t talk now.  Shelly is going to be here at noon.  We’re going out for lunch.”

      “She’s going to be late,” Mona told her.  “Tell me what happened.  You were sitting on the bench with the pretty brunette for ages, and then the police came and took you both away.  I was ever so worried.”

      Fenella went into her bedroom and started flipping through her wardrobe, trying to find something to wear to lunch with her friend.

      “Wear the green dress,” Mona told her.

      In addition to everything else that Mona had left Fenella, she had left behind a wardrobe full of beautiful clothes, nearly all of which had been custom made for Mona by a local designer called Timothy.  Fenella was starting to believe that he’d sewn some sort of magic into the garments, as every single thing she’d tried on from the wardrobe seemed to fit her perfectly, even though she and Mona had very different figures.  Fenella had learned, since she’d been on the island, to never question Mona’s fashion sense.

      She pulled out the first green dress she saw.  “This one?” she asked, certain she’d never seen it before.

      “There are matching shoes in the drawer,” Mona told her.  “Tell me what happened while you change.”

      Fenella did her best to condense everything Ashley had said into a five-minute monologue.  While she was talking, she changed into the dress and then touched up her makeup and combed her short bob back into place.

      “We’re going to discuss this in greater depth later,” Mona said when Fenella was done.  “I suggest you consider moving the contents of the safe deposit box in that bank elsewhere, though.  It sounds as if their security system is woefully inadequate.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I was thinking that, actually.  Ashley didn’t say anything about Nigel being able to get into the safe deposit boxes, but it seems as if he could get everywhere else, so I suspect he could get into them as well.”

      “It’s all very worrying,” Mona said.  “But now Shelly is here.  Enjoy your lunch.  We’ll start listing suspects when you get home.”

      Fenella frowned and then jumped when someone knocked on her door.

      “You probably thought I’d forgotten,” Shelly said with a laugh when Fenella opened the door.

      “I was running late anyway,” Fenella told her.

      “I was right on time, actually, but then my lock froze.”

      “Your lock froze?”

      “These electronic keycard locks are wonderful, as long as they’re working properly.  Mine gets frozen every once in a while, and then I can’t get out.”

      “How does that happen?” Fenella asked.  “You don’t need the key to get out.”

      “I’ve no idea.  All I know is that when I went to leave to come over here, the door wouldn’t open and the light on the back of the unit kept flashing red at me.”

      “What did you do?”

      “I changed the batteries in the unit.  That’s what I always do when it behaves badly.”

      “I didn’t even realize there were batteries in the unit, although I should have, shouldn’t I?”

      “I’m surprised you haven’t been locked in or out yet,” Shelly told her.  “I’m sure I’ve changed mine at least twice since you moved in.”

      “How odd,” Fenella said, looking at the steady green light on the back of her door.  “Maybe I’ll change them, just as a precaution.”

      “After lunch?” Shelly asked with a laugh.

      “Probably well after lunch.  I doubt I have the right batteries anyway.  I’ll have to put them on my shopping list.”

      “So who was that girl, and what did she want?” Shelly asked once they were settled in a booth in the little café that was right around the corner from their building.

      “Her name is Ashley Park.  She was the one who found the body yesterday,” Fenella replied in a low voice.

      “The poor girl.  Did she come to see you because she knew you’ve found lots of bodies?”

      Fenella flushed.  “She came to see me because she wanted my advice about how much she needed to tell the police.”

      “Ah, she’d been keeping secrets from the police?”

      “Yes, quite a few secrets.”

      “And you can’t tell me any of them,” Shelly sighed.

      “I’ll tell you one thing,” Fenella said, having decided that her friend deserved that much, especially since Fenella was pretty sure that Mona had locked Shelly in her apartment earlier.

      “Ready to order?” the waiter asked, yawning and scratching his nose as he spoke.

      “Cottage pie,” Fenella said, wondering what Ashley was going to end up getting for lunch.

      “Me too,” Shelly said quickly.

      “Great,” the man muttered before he turned and walked away.

      “Service in here is never great,” Shelly whispered.

      “But the food is always good,” Fenella reminded her.

      “Otherwise, we’d stop coming.”

      Fenella laughed.  “It’s also conveniently close to home, although there are dozens of other places that fit that description.”

      “But you were going to tell me one thing about Ashley.”

      Fenella nodded.  “She was romantically involved with the dead man.”

      Shelly frowned.  “The poor girl.  No wonder she was upset.  Were they serious about one another?”

      “From what she said, not at all.  Apparently, Nigel was also seeing several other women.”

      “And she didn’t mind?”

      “She said she wasn’t ready to settle down either, so she didn’t mind.”

      “I can’t imagine being involved with someone and knowing that he was seeing someone else behind your back.”

      “Except he was doing it right in front of her.”

      “Which would be worse, in a way.”  Shelly sighed.  “Or maybe better.  I don’t know.  I’ve always been in favor of monogamy.”

      “Why?” the waiter demanded as he put their drinks down on the table.  “Life is too short to get tied down to one other person forever.  As long as everyone understands the situation, why not go out with everyone you meet?”

      “That sort of thing simply isn’t for me,” Shelly told him.

      He shrugged.  “I may decide to get married one day, but I doubt it.  I’m having too much fun with multiple women.”

      As he walked away, Fenella looked at Shelly and shrugged.  “Nigel was very attractive.  I’m sure he didn’t have any trouble finding women who were eager to date him.”

      “You say that as if you don’t think our waiter has the same luck.”

      “I’m sure our waiter has his own charms.”

      Shelly laughed.  “I didn’t find him the least bit charming.”

      “I doubt you’re his type anyway.”

      “Probably not.”

      The man returned with their food a moment later.  “Sorry if I’m a bit slow today,” he told them as he passed them their plates.  “My cousin died yesterday, and I’m still sort of in shock.”

      “I’m so sorry,” Fenella said.  “Was it sudden?”

      “As sudden as murder can be,” the man replied.

      “Nigel Corlett was your cousin?” Fenella asked.

      The man shrugged.  “I suppose the whole island is talking about him,” he sighed.

      “I was at the bank yesterday when the body was discovered,” Fenella told him.

      He stared at her for a minute and then blinked back tears.  “How did he look?” he asked.

      “I didn’t see the body,” she said quickly.  “I was just in the lobby when it was discovered.”

      He nodded.  “Can I talk to you after you’ve eaten?” he asked.  “I have some questions about, well, about everything.”

      “I don’t know what I can tell you, but I’m happy to speak with you anyway,” she replied.

      “After lunch,” he said.  “Do you need anything else right now?”

      Fenella looked at Shelly, and both women shook their heads.

      “It looks delicious,” Shelly said politely.

      He nodded and then shuffled away.

      “I’m not sure that delicious is the word I’d have used,” Fenella whispered.  “It’s something of a mess, really.”

      “I will probably taste better than it looks.”

      “I certainly hope so.”

      They ate in silence for a few minutes before Fenella looked at Shelly and laughed.  “It’s actually really good,” she said.  “They really need to work on their presentation, though.”

      “I’m not sure I mind, now that I’ve tasted it,” Shelly told her.  “It tastes just like the cottage pie my mother used to make.  I’ve been trying for decades to recreate it, and I’ve never managed it.”

      “You should ask for the recipe.”

      “They’d never give it to me.  I wouldn’t have to ever eat here again.”

      “Everything okay?” the waiter asked.

      “It’s fine,” Shelly said.  “Actually, it’s more than fine.  I’d love the recipe for your cottage pie.  It tastes just like my mother’s old recipe.”

      “It’s my mother’s old recipe, actually,” he said.  “I can make you a copy.”

      “I’d be really grateful,” Shelly told him.

      “I probably should charge you for it, shouldn’t I?” he asked.  “Would you be willing to pay five pounds for it?”

      Shelly nodded.  “Definitely.”

      “I should have asked for ten,” he said with a shrug as he turned and walked away.

      “I’m not sure one recipe is worth five pounds,” Fenella said.

      “My mother had a secret ingredient that she put in her cottage pie.  I’ve tried everything I can think of, and I’ve never managed to recreate it.  If this truly is her recipe, it’s worth a lot more than five pounds to me.”

      The waiter was back a minute later, carrying a sheet of paper.  He handed it to Shelly and then cleared away their empty plates.  “Pudding?”

      “No, thanks,” Shelly said.  “I need to go grocery shopping.”

      Fenella laughed as the waiter walked away.

      “Are you going to make cottage pie for dinner, then?”

      “Probably,” she replied, reading through the recipe that the waiter had given her.

      “Is there a secret ingredient?”

      “There are two things in the recipe that I’ve never put in cottage pie,” Shelly said.  “I’d have never even considered putting one of them in.  The other one is, well, something I should have thought of, but I’m going to guess that it only works in combination with the other one, anyway.  If I had tried it, the results still wouldn’t have been the same as my mother’s.”

      “Can we meet outside in half an hour?” the waiter asked as he handed Fenella the bill.  “I have to finish serving the lunch crowd before I take my break.”

      Fenella looked around at the three tables that had customers and nodded.  “Sure.  There’s a bench right outside.  I’ll wait for you there.”

      “Thanks.  I really appreciate it,” he said before he walked away.

      “How much do I owe you?” Shelly asked, reaching for her handbag.

      “I’ll get lunch,” Fenella replied.  “You get to ShopFast before they sell out of one of your mystery ingredients.”

      “They won’t do that,” Shelly replied.  “At least I hope they won’t.  You have to let me pay for the recipe, at least.”

      “We can fight about it later,” Fenella said, waving her away.  She counted out enough money for the bill and a generous tip and then left it on the table before heading outside.  Before she sat down on the bench, she pulled out her mobile phone.

      I’m going to have a chat with Nigel’s cousin in a short while.  He works at the café behind my apartment building and, when he found out that I’d been at the bank yesterday, he asked if he could speak with me.

      She sent the message to Daniel and then fired up a word game.  She’d only barely started playing when she got a reply.

      Why does he want to speak to you?

      Fenella sighed.  I’ve no idea.  I mentioned that I’d been at the bank yesterday when the body was discovered, and he asked me if he could speak to me about it.  She sent the message and went back to making words.  Her phone rang a moment later.

      “Take me through your entire conversation with the man,” Daniel said when Fenella answered.

      “Hello, darling.  It’s nice to speak to you, too.  The man apologized for things taking a while and said that he was upset because his cousin had just been murdered.  I mentioned that I’d been at the bank when the body had been found, and he asked how Nigel had looked.”

      “How Nigel had looked?”

      “Yes.  I told him that I didn’t see the body, that I’d been standing in the lobby when the body had been discovered.  He asked if I could meet him to talk later because he had some questions.”

      “What sort of questions could he possibly have?”

      “I suppose I’ll find out in twenty-five minutes or so.”

      Daniel sighed.  “You know I don’t like it when you meet with suspects in murder investigations.”

      “He’s a suspect?”

      “Everyone who knew Nigel is a suspect.”

      “We’re meeting on the bench right outside the café.  There are cars going up and down the street and people everywhere.”

      “Just to be certain we’re talking about the same person, you’re meeting Richard Townsend?”

      “I didn’t get his name.  He wasn’t wearing a nametag, either.”

      “Tall man with dark hair and glasses?  Around forty, maybe.”

      “That sounds about right.  Before he mentioned Nigel, he said something to Shelly and me about not being a fan of monogamy, that he always dated more than one woman at a time.  I wondered how successful he was with women because I don’t think he’s terribly attractive.”

      “I thought he looked a good deal like his cousin, actually.”

      “Really?  Nigel was very handsome.  I can’t say the same about Richard.  Maybe he just didn’t seem very attractive under the circumstances.”

      “Did you say he was your waiter at the café near your flat?”

      “Yes, you know the one.”

      “I do know the one.  I don’t think Richard works there very often, though.”

      “No?  Does he have another job, then?”

      Daniel laughed.  “He owns the café,” he explained.  “That café and also half a dozen other restaurants and cafés around the island.”  Daniel named two restaurants that Fenella had been to in the past month.

      “He owns both of those?”

      “He does.”

      “They’re both very successful.”

      “I believe so.”

      “And yet he was wearing torn jeans and a stained T-shirt,” Fenella said.  “And his shoes looked as if they were about to fall apart.”

      “Perhaps he isn’t worried about impressing the lunch crowd at that café.”

      “So he’s actually quite wealthy,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “That would explain his success with women.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “You may be being a bit unfair.”

      “Do I need to know anything else about the man?”

      “He doesn’t have an alibi for the night of the murder, but that’s true for most of the island’s residents, at least for now.  We’re hoping the coroner will be able to narrow down the time of death, which may help eliminate a few suspects.”

      “Is Ashley still there?”

      “She’s still with Tom, yes.  I was sitting in with them, but I came out to ring you after I got your text.”

      “I should let you go then.”

      “I’m not in any rush to get back in there.  Tom’s doing a good job dealing with the woman.  I found myself getting a bit frustrated with her.  I can’t help but feel as if we could be a lot further ahead with the case if she’d told us all of this yesterday.”

      “I can’t believe he was seeing three different women from the bank.”

      “I can’t believe that none of them mentioned that little fact yesterday,” Daniel muttered.

      “Oh?  My goodness.”

      “And now we’re veering dangerously close to my telling you things that I’m not meant to tell you.  I’m going to go back into the interview room and see what else Ashley has to say.  At this point, as she pours her heart out, I’m almost expecting her to confess to the murder.”

      “You’re kidding, right?”

      He laughed.  “I’m kidding.  For what it’s worth, I don’t think she killed Nigel.  As you said, if she had, she would have made certain that someone else found the body.”

      “If I were her, I’d have made Chris find it,” Fenella said.  “I don’t actually know anything about the man, but I didn’t like him.  I hope he’s at the top of your list of suspects.”

      “He’s on the list, but there are quite a few people on the list.”

      “You said that includes Richard Townsend.  Why would he have killed his cousin?”

      “Love or money tend to be behind most murders,” Daniel told her.

      “Considering they both were involved with multiple women, I can’t see love being his motive.  Is he heir to Nigel’s estate?”

      “I have no idea, and if I did know, I probably couldn’t tell you anyway.”

      “What other family did Nigel have on the island?  Surely you can tell me that.”

      “Richard is his only living relative.  I’m telling you that, because it’s going to be in today’s paper.  Richard gave Dan an interview, talking about how they were more like brothers than cousins because they were both only children.  They both grew up on the island, although Richard grew up in Jurby, while Nigel grew up in Douglas.”

      “So Richard probably is his heir,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “I wonder if Nigel left him much.”

      “Ah, I’m going to have to go,” Daniel said.  “Tom needs me to play bad cop.”

      “Really?”

      He laughed.  “Not really, but I do have to go.  Ring me as soon as you’re done talking with Richard.  I want to hear everything he says.”

      “I’ll ring you,” she promised, smiling to herself as she used the British word “ring” rather than the American “call.”

      “And stay on that bench.  Don’t go anywhere with him, no matter what.”

      “I’ll stay here.”

      “Don’t be surprised if you see a few patrol cars going back and forth along the road,” he added.

      “I’ll ignore them.  I hope Richard will as well.”

      She’d completed two levels in her word game and was starting a third when Richard walked out of the café.
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      Fenella found herself staring at the man as he approached her.  He was barely recognizable as the poorly dressed waiter who’d taken care of her and Shelly an hour earlier.  He’d changed into a pair of black pants and a polo shirt.  His hair had been neatly combed and his glasses were gone, presumably replaced by contact lenses.  He looked a good deal more like his handsome cousin now.

      “You look rather different,” Fenella said as he sat down beside her on the bench.

      He flushed and then chuckled.  “I feel as if I owe you an apology for that.  I, well, how do I say this?”  He took a deep breath and then shrugged.  “I’ve found that customers treat me better and, well, tip better, if I look as if I’m struggling.  They don’t complain nearly as much when they think I’m just the waiter, either.  When I look as if I own the café, I hear nothing but complaints.”

      “Do you wait tables at your café often?”

      “Not very often, but I actually try to work in each of my establishments at least once or twice a month.  I’ve found that keeps the managers from complaining.  I’m there often enough that I can see what is and isn’t working, can help tweak menus, or speak to any members of the staff who aren’t doing their jobs.  Besides, if I’m not working at one of my cafés or restaurants, I’m stuck in my main office, taking phone calls and going to meetings all day, every day.  I’d much rather wait tables, actually.”

      Fenella laughed.  “When you put it that way, I can see your point.”

      “I often think about selling all but one of the businesses and then just going to work there.  I started out as a waiter, you know, at a little restaurant in Jurby.  I was fortunate that the owner of the restaurant encouraged me to learn the business.  He even made sure that I learned how to cook.  I’ll never be a famous chef, but I can knock out the sort of food we do in the café without any problem.”

      “So why don’t you sell all but one restaurant?”

      “I’m afraid I’ve grown rather accustomed to the level of income that having a small empire offers me,” he laughed ruefully.  “I like to travel.  I play golf.  I have a small but growing collection of antique cars.  I’ve worked hard to earn the sort of lifestyle that I’d only dreamed of when I was a child.  I don’t believe I could give up all of that, no matter how much I fantasize about a simpler life.”

      “But you had some questions for me,” Fenella said.

      “I, well, I mean, when you said that you were at the bank yesterday, I thought I’d have a million questions for you, but now that I’m sitting here, I simply don’t know where to begin.”

      “I was at the bank yesterday, but I didn’t see the body.  I don’t think I can answer any of your questions anyway.”

      He shook his head.  “But I know who you are.  You’ve been involved in dozens of murder investigations in the past, and you’re in a relationship with one of the inspectors who’s conducting the investigation.  I’ve never known a murder victim before.”

      “I’m sorry for your loss.”

      He looked surprised and then nodded slowly.  “Thank you.  I’m feeling it very keenly.  Nigel was more like a brother to me than a cousin.  We were both only children, you see.”

      “You grew up together?”

      “We did, although I was in Jurby and he was in Douglas.  We still saw each other fairly regularly, though.  Our fathers were brothers, and they used to get together nearly every Saturday for a pub lunch.  Nigel and I would run around the pub, or outside if it was dry, while our parents sat and talked for hours and hours each week.”

      “How nice,” Fenella murmured.

      “Sadly, that all stopped when my father died.  I was ten and I was devastated.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      He shrugged.  “Obviously, it was a long time ago, but it was very difficult.  My mother was, well, let’s say less than devastated,” he said dryly.

      “Oh dear.”

      “She remarried about six months later.  I was delighted that I got to go and stay with Nigel and his parents while she and her new husband went on a long honeymoon.  When they got back, he legally adopted me, and they changed my surname.  I wasn’t happy about that, but I wasn’t given a choice.”

      And you’re still bitter, Fenella thought.

      “My stepfather wasn’t a bad person, but I’d idolized my father.”  He stopped and shook his head.  “I’m sorry.  I’m babbling on and on pointlessly.  You didn’t agree to meet me so that you could hear my entire life story.”

      “I’m fascinated, though.  I’m a historian at heart, so I’m always interested in hearing about people’s lives.”

      “I won’t bore you with all of the rest, but I will tell you that after my mother remarried, we stopped seeing Nigel and his family every week.  Seeing them became something that only happened on special occasions like Christmas and my birthday.  And actually, we only saw them on my birthday when I insisted on it.  My mother always told me that my stepfather was uncomfortable about my father’s family, but I loved them, and I still insisted on seeing them whenever I could.”

      “Stepfamilies are almost always difficult,” Fenella said.

      “I thought I’d move to Douglas when I was eighteen, but then I got the job at the restaurant in Jurby, and I ended up staying there.  Nigel went off to university anyway, but I’d discovered that I loved the restaurant business, and I couldn’t see any point in going to university when I could learn everything I needed at my job.”

      “What did Nigel study?”

      “Business administration,” he told her.  “For what it’s worth, I did a degree in the same thing through the Open University.  That worked better for me, because I was able to keep working while I was studying.”

      Fenella nodded.  She’d learned a lot about the Open University since she’d been on the island.  When she’d first heard about the distance-learning university, she’d assumed it was nothing like a proper university, but she’d since spoken to a number of people who had studied through the OU, as it was called, and she’d discovered that it provided an interesting and challenging curriculum that was on par with any bricks and mortar university in the country.  She’d also met a few business owners who’d told her that they preferred to hire OU graduates over anyone else, as OU graduates had proven that they were self-motivated and hard working.

      “Anyway, Nigel went across for three years, and then he came back and got a job in banking,” Richard continued.  “He slowly worked his way up through the ranks, while I slowly started buying up small cafés and restaurants.  It used to annoy him no end that I was making more money than he was, especially before I’d earned my degree,” Richard told her with a small chuckle.

      “That does sound more like brothers than cousins,” Fenella laughed.  “I have four of them.”

      He nodded.  “We were very competitive, especially when we were in our twenties and early thirties.  Nigel was ambitious, but also cautious.  He liked working for a large banking group where his future was mapped out and he didn’t have to worry about the million things that keep me awake at night.”

      “What sort of things?” Fenella wondered.

      “Oh, supply issues, staffing issues, equipment issues, building issues, you name it.  They’re all worries for a small business owner.  Nigel, on the other hand, got sent all of the supplies he needed from some central warehouse.  A corporate human resources department hired and trained all of his staff.  He had a team of men and women to service and repair the computers and everything else in the building, and a department within the corporate headquarters dealt with everything from leaky taps to leaky roofs.  I always used to tell him that I didn’t understand what he did all day.”

      “And what did he say to that?” Fenella wondered.

      Richard hesitated and then laughed.  “He used to tell me that he spent most of every day sitting in his office and counting the money.  He used to say that he would count the bank’s money some days and his money on other days.  He was paid incredibly well for the work he did, of course, and he made wise investments as well.”

      “Good for him,” Fenella said, trying to think of a polite way to ask whether or not Nigel had had a will.  Even more, she wanted to know what was in the will, of course, but there was definitely no polite way to ask that.

      “He was really smart,” Richard told her, blinking hard.  “Smarter than me.  We had a running wager on which of us was going to be a millionaire first.  He was getting close, too, closer than I was, if I’m honest.  Oh, I did some creative accounting, just for him, to make it look as if I was nearly there, but I have a lot more debt than he did.  He didn’t really have any debts, except for his mortgage, and he was paying that off at a fantastic rate.”

      He stopped and swiped at his eyes before staring straight ahead, looking almost angry.  Fenella wasn’t certain who or what had made him mad.

      “Are you okay?” she asked after a full minute had ticked past.

      “Not really,” he admitted.  “If I knew who’d killed Nigel, I’d probably kill them,” he said in a conversational tone.  “I probably shouldn’t be saying that out loud, but that’s how I feel right now.  Nigel was my only living relative, but more than that, he was my friend.  I’m going to miss him more than I can begin to explain.”

      “I’m so sorry,” Fenella said, feeling at a loss for words.

      “Can you tell me exactly what happened at the bank yesterday?” he asked.  “I want to know everything about how Nigel was found.”

      Fenella frowned and tried to think.  Was there anything she shouldn’t tell the man?

      “I can’t tell you much,” she began.  “I was with my advocate.  We’d only just walked into the building when one of the employees came running out of the back shouting about finding a body.  During the ensuing panic, my advocate rang the police.  A constable arrived a short while later, closely followed by an inspector.”

      “Your advocate rang the police?” he repeated.  He sat back, an oddly satisfied smile on his face.  “So Chris didn’t ring the police,” he said.

      “If you mean Chris King, the assistant manager, he was rather busy trying to deal with the crying woman in the lobby.”

      “Which employee found the body?”

      Fenella frowned.  “I’m not sure that information has been released to the public, yet.”

      “I’m not the public.  Nigel was my brother.”

      “I still can’t tell you anything that the police are currently withholding.”

      Richard muttered something under his breath and then inhaled loudly.  “I’m not trying to be difficult,” he said after a moment.  “Nigel was romantically involved with a number of women at the bank.  I’m concerned that the woman who found the body may be someone with whom he was in a relationship.”

      “A number of women?” Fenella asked.

      “Nigel and I had similar beliefs when it came to relationships.  Neither of us was interested in getting married or even in being in a committed relationship.  There are a lot of very beautiful women in the world.  Between us, we were hoping to, er, get to know as many as possible.”

      “Were you competitive when it came to women, too?”

      He shrugged.  “We tried not to get involved with the same woman at the same time, but it did happen now and again.  Neither of us minded.”

      “Were you currently seeing anyone who worked at the bank with Nigel?” she asked.

      “I went out with Ashley Park a few times, but she’d really fallen for Nigel in a big way.  I got tired of hearing about him all the time and ended things.  There’s a girl called Jennifer at the bank.   I can’t remember her surname.  She used to come into the coffee shop that I own in Ramsey.  She turned me down the first time I asked her out, but I was going to try again the next time I saw her.  Those are the only two women that I know have a connection to that branch of the bank, although I have been seeing a woman who works in the bank’s corporate headquarters here in Douglas.”

      “Did she know Nigel?”

      “Of course.  Everyone knew Nigel.  She may even have gone out with him a few times.  Her name is Suzy Howard.  She works in the loan processing department.”

      Fenella made a mental note of the name.

      “When you were there yesterday, did Chris say anything about the security system being down?” he asked.

      “Not to me, but I didn’t even meet him until after the body was found. Besides which, I can’t see him telling random customers about failures to the security system.  Was the system down yesterday?”

      Richard shrugged.  “It must have been down the night that Nigel died.  Otherwise, they’d have his entire murder on tape, although I doubt they use tape anymore.  Everything the cameras record must go to a flash drive or maybe even into the cloud.  Regardless, if the security system had been working properly, the police would have already arrested someone.”

      “Is it at all possible that Nigel had shut down the system himself?”

      Richard stared at her for a moment and then shook his head.  “He used to complain about the security system all the time,” he told her.  “One night he accidentally left his car keys in his desk.  Once the building was locked up for the night, there wasn’t any way to go back inside without setting off alarms and causing all sorts of trouble.  He ended up taking a taxi home, rather than set off the alarms.”

      “So how did he get inside the vault?” Fenella asked.

      “Maybe he never left the building,” Richard suggested.  “I’ve seen today’s local paper.  Chris King talked about how wonderful the bank’s security system is, and he claimed that he and Nigel left the bank together at the end of the day on Tuesday.  What if he was lying?  What if he’d walked Nigel back to the vault, killed him, and then walked out of the bank alone, leaving Nigel slowly bleeding to death on the floor of the vault?”

      “I believe their exit was recorded by the cameras.”

      “Yes, but surely that would easy enough to fake,” he countered.  “Chris could have taken a short clip of him and Nigel leaving the bank together from any other day when they’d done so, and inserted it into the security footage.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “I don’t know enough about how security cameras work to know if that would be possible or not.  I’m sure the police will be checking very closely for any sign that the footage had been tampered with, though.”

      “Chris is clever,” Richard told her.  “He’s also very ambitious and completely ruthless.  If anyone could work out how to successfully tamper with the security system, it would be Chris.”

      “Can you think of any reason why he’d have wanted to kill Nigel?”

      “He hated Nigel.  The previous manager of the branch retired, and Chris thought he’d get the job when the man left.  Instead, they transferred Nigel there from the branch in Douglas where he’d been for years.  It was something of a step backwards for Nigel, being moved to a small branch, but I believe the bank was a bit desperate at the time.  No one wanted to promote Chris, but they couldn’t very well promote someone else from that branch into the position over Chris.  Bringing in Nigel was the only safe option, or so I was told.”

      “And Nigel didn’t mind the move?”

      “I think he minded a great deal, but he didn’t really have much choice.  I believe he was told when he first moved to Ramsey that it was going to be only a short assignment, and that he’d be back in Douglas within a few months.  It didn’t work out that way, of course, although I do believe he’d been offered his old job back recently.  What surprised me was that he wasn’t certain if he was going to take the offer or not.”

      “Why did that surprise you?”

      “I thought he’d jump at the opportunity to go back to Douglas, but instead he decided to buy a house in Ramsey.  He talked about commuting back and forth from Ramsey to Douglas every day, which was, of course, the opposite of what he was currently doing, but the more that I think about it, the more I think he was going to stay in Ramsey.”

      “What makes you think that?”

      “The house was a big part of it.  I know he didn’t really enjoy driving back and forth every day.  That was why he’d been buying a house in Ramsey in the first place, so that he’d be closer to work.  Besides that, though, he often talked about how much nicer it was in Ramsey.  The branch was a lot smaller, and they didn’t have to deal with a lot of the things that were problems in Douglas.”

      “What sort of things?”

      “Big corporate clients, for one thing.  The Douglas branch dealt with securities and bonds and investment banking, but the Ramsey branch did a lot less of that sort of thing.  Besides all of that, the Ramsey branch had its own car park.  When he’d worked in Douglas, Nigel had had to pay for a space in a large parking garage near the office.”

      “And was he being compensated the same in Ramsey as he had been in Douglas?” Fenella asked, wondering if the question was too rude.

      “He always told me that he was still making the same salary.  He could have been lying, but I don’t think he was.  He had fewer opportunities to earn bonuses in Ramsey, but I know he was still earning bonuses every month.  That’s another thing that you don’t get when you own your own business, of course — bonuses.”

      “You could pay yourself a bonus.”

      He laughed.  “I’m not nearly that generous with myself.”

      “So you think he was going to stay in Ramsey?  And that Chris might have killed him, simply to get his job?” Fenella asked.

      Richard winced.  “It sounds terrible when you put it that way.  I’d hate to think that Chris would have killed Nigel over a job.  If he really wanted the job in Ramsey that badly, he could have simply talked to Nigel.  Maybe Nigel would have gone back to Douglas if Chris had asked him to.”

      “Did the men get along well?”

      “No, not at all.  They disliked one another, but they both knew that they had to work together, regardless.  Would Nigel have moved back to Douglas just to make Chris happy?  No, but he might have done if Chris had been persuasive enough.  Going back to Douglas would have been a good career move for Nigel, after all.  It was another step towards moving up into the corporate chain of command.”

      “And that’s what Nigel wanted to do?”

      “Yes, of course.  He’d thought he was nearly there when he was promoted to manager in Douglas, but then he got sent to Ramsey.  Even if he had chosen to stay in Ramsey for the time being, he was never going to stay there forever.  Chris simply had to bide his time.  The job would have been his eventually.”

      “So you don’t think Chris killed him?”

      Richard frowned.  “It’s impossible for me to imagine anyone killing Nigel.  I know that he was murdered, but, well, murders happen in movies or on television, not in reality.”

      “I wish that were true.”

      “Maybe it was an accident.  The police haven’t said what happened to him.  Maybe he slipped and fell on his way out of the vault and hit his head on a table or something.  That could have happened.”

      “If it had, though, surely Chris would have called the police at the time?”

      “Maybe he panicked.  I probably would have, under the circumstances.  Maybe Chris panicked and locked up the vault and left while he tried to think what to do.”

      “Then when did he doctor the security footage?”

      “He had all morning,” Richard replied.  “The body wasn’t found until after one o’clock, or so I was told.  Chris had all morning to make his little change to the security camera’s memory card.”

      “Why bother, if it truly was an accident?”

      “Because once he ran away, he knew he’d never convince anyone that it was an accident,” Richard explained.  “He knew he had to cover his tracks.”

      “If it wasn’t Chris who killed him, do you have any other suspects?”

      “The problem is the security system.  I can just about imagine Chris leaving Nigel in the vault and altering the recording of him and Nigel leaving the bank together, but if that isn’t what happened, then the entire security system had to have gone down.  If Nigel truly did leave the bank with Chris the way he claims, then someone would have had to get back inside the building and then inside a time locked vault in order to kill Nigel.  That simply isn’t possible.”

      “So if Nigel had been found dead in the middle of Ramsey somewhere, whom would you suspect of murdering him?” Fenella asked.

      “That’s an impossible question,” Richard said.  He sat back and took several deep breaths.  “Nigel was always very careful to make certain that the women in his life understood that he wasn’t interested in anything serious.  Over the years, that did cause problems once or twice, but it was never anything serious.”

      “What sort of problems?”

      “One girl tried to run him down with her car,” Richard said.

      “That sounds pretty serious.”

      “She hit a bollard and smashed up one side of the car pretty badly, but she missed Nigel entirely.”

      “Still.”

      He shrugged.  “I suppose it could have been a lot more serious, but it was when he was at university.  When he told me about it, he made it sound as if it hadn’t been a big deal.  They’d been out for a meal, and she was driving them back to her flat.  They drove past a girl who honked and waved at Nigel.  That was what started the fight.  Eventually, Nigel got tired of being shouted at, so he got out of the car and started walking home.  She drove after him and then swerved towards him.  I suppose if there hadn’t been anything in the way she could have seriously hurt him, but as it was, there were bollards between the road and the pavement and there was a stop sign somewhere in there as well.  The police came, and she insisted that she’d swerved to avoid something in the road.  I think she got away with it actually.”

      “I don’t suppose you remember her name?”

      He laughed.  “All of that happened something approaching twenty years ago.  You don’t really think she’s held a grudge and finally came over to the island to get rid of Nigel, do you?”

      “Maybe not, but maybe she didn’t even know he was here until she stumbled across him by accident.  Maybe seeing him again reminded her of how much she was still angry with him.”

      “I’m sorry, but I think your imagination has run away with you.  I can’t believe that Nigel’s death had anything to do with a girl who was angry with him twenty years ago.”

      “You’re probably right, but that doesn’t mean that Nigel hadn’t made another woman angry with him lately.”

      Richard sighed.  “What is it with women?  Why do they all want to get married and have babies?  What’s wrong with just having fun and then, once you’ve had some fun, what’s wrong with moving on to the next person?  I don’t want children and neither did Nigel.  Maybe that comes from having been only children in some way.  We were both rather spoiled when we were children.  Perhaps I’m simply too selfish to have children of my own.”

      “And Nigel felt the same way?”

      “He did.  He was talking about getting a vasectomy, actually, so that he didn’t have to worry about birth control any longer.  He’d had a woman lie to him about being on the pill once.  She seemed to think that if she fell pregnant, he’d marry her.  Of course, that didn’t happen, even when she did fall pregnant.”

      “So Nigel had a child?”

      “Oh, no.  Once the baby was born, Nigel insisted on a paternity test.  The baby wasn’t his.  He celebrated for months.”

      Fenella felt a pang of sympathy for the poor baby.  “So you don’t think any of the women in his life killed him?”

      “I certainly hope not.  As I said, they all went into their relationships with him with their eyes wide open.  That didn’t stop some from falling in love with him, of course, but he always ended things as soon as he realized that they were coming to care too much.”

      Of course he did, Fenella thought with a sigh.

      “Maybe someone broke into the bank and found Nigel there,” Richard said.  “Maybe there was a fight and Nigel ended up hurt and locked inside the vault.  I can see him locking himself inside the vault, actually.  Maybe someone broke into the bank and beat him up.  While the robber was stealing everything from the main vault, Nigel locked himself in the secondary vault, thus preventing the robber from stealing from both vaults.”

      “Except no one has suggested that there is anything missing from the bank.”

      “Maybe the theft hasn’t been discovered yet, because everyone has been so busy dealing with Nigel’s murder.”

      “Maybe,” Fenella said, trying not to sound as doubtful as she felt.  If the main vault had been broken into, surely that would have been noticed as soon as Chris had arrived at eight.  Unless Chris had been behind the break-in and was covering up for it, she thought.  Maybe Chris was the one who’d worked out how to get into the bank and the vaults after hours.  Maybe he and Ashley were in it together.  Maybe...

      “You’re lost in thought,” Richard said.

      “Sorry, my imagination was running away with me again.  Can you think of anyone else who might have wanted Nigel dead?”

      “I suppose I must be high on the list of suspects, mustn’t I?  I expect that I was his heir.  While he wasn’t quite worth a million pounds, not yet anyway, if I do inherit everything that was his, I probably will be.”

      Fenella stared at him.  As motives go, it seemed a fairly strong one.  “Do you have an alibi?” she asked.

      He chuckled.  “I thought that would appeal to you as a motive.  It’s better than someone still being angry, twenty years after a fight, anyway.”

      “The possibilities for motives are pretty much endless,” Fenella told him.  “People get murdered for all sorts of reasons that don’t make any sense to me.”

      “In answer to your question, no, I don’t have an alibi.  Unusually for me, I was home alone on Tuesday evening.  I was supposed to be having dinner with, well, a friend, but I’d had a long day, dealing with one small crisis after another, and I ended up cancelling and grabbing a pizza on my way back to my flat.”

      “You live in Douglas?”

      “I do, not far from you, actually, right on the promenade.  It isn’t the best building, but it’s worth it for the views.”

      “I love my views.”

      He nodded.  “Nigel’s new house was going to have distant sea views.  I teased him about the distant part, but I was seriously considering buying a house myself.  I’ve been in my flat for about five years now.  The appliances are starting to get worn, and every room needs a coat of paint.  I’d rather sell it and move than bother, really.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Did you have any more questions for me?” she asked.

      He sighed and then shook his head.  “I don’t know what I thought you could tell me, but, well, I don’t know.  I feel as if I’ve told you more than you’ve told me.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to reply, but he held up a hand.

      “That wasn’t a complaint.  I needed to talk about Nigel.  I need to start working through all of it, but I’ve been trying to bury myself in my work instead.  I haven’t wanted to think about Nigel.  I still need to get my head around the idea that he was murdered.  That’s going to be the hardest part.  If he’d been hit by a car or had a heart attack, I think I could start to understand, but murder is so, well, foreign to me.  I don’t know.”

      “Even after everything I’ve been through since I moved here, murder is still foreign to me, too.”

      “Maybe that’s why I feel better,” Richard said.  “You’re one of the very few people on the island who can understand what it’s like to be a suspect in a murder investigation.  I won’t ask you for your phone number because that would be overreaching, but, well, would you mind terribly coming to see me again?  I’ll be working here again on Monday.  Could you come and have lunch again?  I may have more questions for you then, about how things are progressing and about the next steps in the case, that sort of thing, anyway.”

      Fenella hesitated and then nodded.  “Sure, I can have lunch here again on Monday.”

      “Thank you.”  He took her hand and squeezed it tightly.  After a moment, when he hadn’t released it, she pulled gently.

      “Sorry,” he said softly.  “I’m feeling rather lost at the moment, and you’ve been very kind.  I, well, I suppose I just feel as if I need a friend or two right now.”

      Fenella got to her feet.  “I’ll see you on Monday,” she said.

      “Do you think the police will want to question me again in a hurry?” he asked as he stood up.

      “I’ve no idea.  Daniel doesn’t tell me anything about his cases, especially not when I’m involved in any way.”

      He nodded.  “Well, thank you for your time today.  I’ll see you on Monday.”

      Fenella watched as he walked back into the café.  As the door shut behind him, she began to walk back toward her apartment.  As she walked, she noticed a car driving very slowly down the street toward her.  When she stopped to tie her shoe, the car stopped as well.  With her heart beating a bit faster, she pulled out her mobile phone, ready to call 999 if the car kept following her.
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      Fenella walked a few steps forward and then stopped and headed back in the opposite direction.  The car stopped as well.  Fenella gasped as she saw its reversing lights go on.  She was relieved when she saw another car coming down the narrow road.  The car in reverse was going to have to change direction or it would cause an accident.  She stepped into the doorway of a building and watched as the car moved out of reverse and drove off down the road.  Her mobile rang as she tried to decide what to do next.

      “You’ve upset Constable Stevens no end,” Daniel’s voice said in her ear.

      “Who is Constable Stevens?” she asked.

      “The woman driving the little red car that was following you down the road.  She was told to follow you back to your building, to make sure that you got home safely.  I told her it was important that she not be obvious that she was following you.”

      “Well, she didn’t do a very good job of that.  I spotted her as soon as I started walking.”

      “But you didn’t notice her when she was parked across the road from you for the last hour,” he replied with a chuckle.

      “She wasn’t, was she?”

      “I want to hear everything that you and Richard Townsend discussed for the last hour, but I want to wait until you’re home to hear it.  I don’t want there to be any chance that you might be overheard.”

      “I don’t think he said anything interesting — or rather, he said quite a few interesting things, but I’m not sure that they’re related to the murder.”

      “I still want to hear it all.  While you walk, tell me what you thought of the man.”

      “At times I thought he seemed quite nice, and I felt rather sorry for him.  He seemed genuinely upset about his cousin’s death.  At other times, I thought he was an arrogant and shallow creep who is incapable of caring about anyone other than himself.”

      “That must have been some conversation,” Daniel chuckled.

      “It was interesting.  He doesn’t care for Chris King.”

      “For what it’s worth, the feeling is mutual.  Have you read Chris’s interview with Dan Ross in today’s paper yet?”

      “I haven’t.  I should get a paper on my way home.”

      “Please do it quickly.  I really want to hear what Richard had to say.”

      “They sell the local paper in my building now,” Fenella told him.  “It won’t take more than a few seconds extra to get one.  I’m here now, actually, buying a paper.”  She put her phone into her pocket while she dug around to find the change she needed for the paper.  “Thank you,” she told the woman at the register.

      “You’re welcome,” the woman replied cheerfully.

      “I’m back,” Fenella said in her phone.

      “In the lift?”

      “Waiting for the lift,” Fenella told him.  “It’s a lot easier to remember to use British English when it’s being used to you immediately before you want to use it,” she added.

      “So if I’d asked if you were in the elevator, you’d have told me you were waiting for the elevator?” he asked.

      She laughed.  “Probably.  I still mentally translate most of your words into American English when you talk to me, but I truly am trying to remember to use the British English words when I can.  Oh, the elevator is here now.”

      “Is it?” Daniel asked dryly.

      Fenella sighed.  “Well, I remembered once.”

      “It would probably be easier if you hadn’t just spent a fortnight in Buffalo,” he suggested.

      “You may be right about that.  I was starting to think more in British English before we went, and now I feel as if I’m right back where I started from two years ago.”

      “I love you, whichever English you use.”

      “I love you, too,” she said.  “And I’m just going to put my phone in my pocket while I find my keycard and let myself into my apa, er, flat.”

      He was chuckling as she moved the phone away from her ear.  It took her ages to find her keycard, which had found its way to the very bottom of her bag.  As she shut her door behind herself, she kicked off her shoes and sighed deeply.

      “Be it ever so humble,” she muttered as she crossed the room.  “And I’m back,” she said to Daniel as she put the phone back to her ear.

      “Why don’t I call you on your landline?  You can put me on speaker.  I think this is going to be a long conversation.”

      “Give me five minutes to get a cold drink before you call, please,” she replied before she put her mobile down.  Five minutes later, when her phone rang, she was sitting comfortably on a couch with a glass of soda within easy reach.

      “Tell me everything,” Daniel said when she answered.

      Fenella did her best to take him through the conversation she’d had with Richard.  Daniel didn’t say anything until she finished.

      “You asked him quite a lot of questions.”

      She sighed.  “I was curious about him and curious about Nigel.  He seemed as if he needed to talk as well.  Nigel was his only family, and it doesn’t seem as if he has many friends.”

      “But he does have a lot of women in his life.”

      “Or so he claims.”

      “Indeed.”

      “You aren’t angry with me for asking him so many questions, are you?”

      “No, not at all.  I expected as much.  It just worries me.  The man is a suspect in a murder investigation.  I’d rather you weren’t speaking with him at all, and certainly not quizzing him about his alibi and motives.”

      She sighed.  “I didn’t mean to quiz him, but is he a serious suspect in the case?”

      “Everyone who knew Nigel is a serious suspect.  At this point, the case is wide open.  Nigel could, apparently, get in and out of the bank and the vaults completely undetected.  We know he used to take women there, but who else might he have arranged to meet there?”

      “Surely if he wanted to talk to Richard, he’d have met him in one of Richard’s restaurants?  That had to be safer than meeting him in the bank after hours.  If Nigel had been caught, he’d have lost his job and maybe gone to jail.”

      “Perhaps the risk was part of the fun for Nigel.”

      “I mean, I can see that when it comes to meeting women there, but not so much when meeting his cousin.  You’re certain that Ashley is telling the truth?”

      “What she’s told us definitely fits in with what we found at the bank.  Thus far, it’s the most believable scenario for how Nigel got into the locked vault.  Having said that, we’re still exploring other options.”

      “Richard suggested that maybe it was Chris who could access the bank, that maybe he met Nigel there and killed him.”

      “We do have the neighbor that you met who mentioned seeing Nigel going in and out at all hours,” he reminded her.

      She nodded, a gesture wasted on the man on the telephone.  “So Ashley is a suspect and so is Richard.  Who else is on the list?”

      “As I said earlier, everyone who knew the man,” Daniel told her.  “I can’t discuss individual witnesses with you.”

      “Chris must be on the list.  Maybe he drove past the bank and saw lights on or something.  He probably would have been angry if he’d discovered that Nigel was using the bank for his own purposes after hours.”

      “I believe he would have been very angry.”  Daniel sighed.  “Actually, I know he’ll be furious.  He gave a second interview to Dan Ross, all about proper conduct for bank employees.”

      “Oh?”

      “Yes.  I don’t know exactly what he told Dan, but he spent half an hour telling me about banking standards and employee ethics and whatnot.  Ashley may lose her job when Chris finds out that she was at the bank after hours, but that’s for the bank’s senior management to determine.”

      “Nigel wasn’t supposed to be dating her, though, was he?”

      “That was another thing that Chris was upset about.  Again, it will be in tomorrow’s paper.  Nigel was transferred to Ramsey because he’d been involved with multiple women at the Douglas branch.  He was told that, in future, he needed to keep all of his work relationships strictly professional.  For what it’s worth, it appears that he waited at least a few months before he started seeing anyone at the bank in Ramsey.”

      “A few months?  That’s okay then,” Fenella said dryly.  “What was wrong with the man?”

      “You’re asking the wrong person.  I’ve never wanted more than one woman at a time in my life, and I try to avoid getting involved with women with whom I work.”

      “I can’t imagine dating a man that I knew was dating multiple other women as well.”

      “Ashley told me that it isn’t unusual in her social circle.  She seems to think that monogamy is an old-fashioned idea.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “I’ve never been so happy to be old-fashioned.”

      “Me too.”

      “What about the other two women from the bank he was seeing?  Did he bring them back to the vaults for romantic evenings, too?”

      “I can’t repeat anything they told me in their interviews.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I don’t suppose either of them have given interviews to Dan Ross?”

      He chuckled.  “Not yet, but they might, one day.  Knowing you, you’ll have bumped into both of them somewhere between now and then anyway.”

      “I can’t imagine where I’d bump into them, unless they come looking for me the way Ashley did.  I’m rarely in Ramsey.”

      “And I’d appreciate it if you didn’t start making excuses to be there.”

      “I do still have to visit that safe deposit box,” she mused.

      “Surely that can wait a week or two.”

      “Of course it can,” she said reluctantly.  Having put it off for something like eighteen months, there was no way she could argue that it was now urgent.

      “What are your plans for the rest of today, then?” he asked.

      Fenella frowned.  “Why?”

      “I’m just curious about your life.  I love you, remember?”

      She sighed.  “Sorry, I thought maybe you were worried that I was going to head to Ramsey.”

      “Are you going to head to Ramsey?”

      “No, I’m not.  I’m going to call, er, ring someone in Ramsey, though.”

      “Oh?”

      “Shelly wants to have her wedding reception in a ballroom.  The Seaview has a wonderful ballroom, but they’re supposed to be closed in January.  I’m going to call Jasper Coventry and offer to throw money at him until he agrees to reopen for Shelly’s wedding weekend.”

      The silence on the other grew uncomfortable after a while.

      “Are you getting freaked out about my money again?” Fenella asked eventually.

      “A little bit,” he admitted.  “I understand that you want Shelly to have her dream wedding, but, well, I don’t know.  How much money are we talking about?”

      “I have no idea.  I’m hoping to know after we’re done talking.”

      “Well, good luck.  I hope you can get Shelly what she wants without spending half of your fortune.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I don’t intend to spend half of my fortune on Shelly’s wedding, but I would sell a house or two to pay for it if I need to.”

      Daniel sighed.  “Freaked out again,” he told her.

      “We need to sit down with Doncan and go over everything.”

      “Including the prenuptial agreement.”

      “Which I don’t want.”

      “I’m trying to protect you.”

      “I know, but I don’t feel as if I need protecting from you.”

      He laughed.  “I do love you, in spite of your money.”

      “I believe most people think my money makes me more lovable.”

      “I’m not most people.”

      “That’s very true.  You’re the man I love.”

      “I wish I could buy you dinner tonight, but I’m going to be working.  Want to meet at the pub for a drink later?”

      “Absolutely.  What time?”

      “Let’s make it seven.  I’ll crawl out from under my paperwork by then.”

      “I’ll be there.  Will you mind terribly if Shelly comes with me?”

      “Of course not.  She and Tim are always welcome.”

      “Great.  Love you.”

      “Love you, too.”

      Fenella put the phone down and sighed.  There were still several hours to fill before she was due to meet Daniel at the pub.

      While there were many pubs in Douglas, there was no doubt in her mind as to where Daniel would be meeting her.  The Tale and Tail was one of her favorite places in the world.  At one time, it had been the library of a large seaside mansion.  When new owners had bought the mansion, they’d turned the building into a luxury hotel.  The library, though, remained largely unaltered.  A bar with a few barstools had been built in the center of the room.  On the upper level, couches, chairs, and low tables had been scattered throughout the space.  Lastly, they’d added a dozen or more cat beds, placing them in corners across both levels.

      The pub was now home to a collection of rescued cats who spent their time lounging here, there, and everywhere around the building.  One of Fenella’s favorite things about the pub, though, was that the library’s books still remained on the shelves.  Customers were allowed to borrow one title at a time, but Fenella preferred to simply browse the shelves, reading titles and back cover blurbs, but rarely actually borrowing any of the books she found.

      After pacing around her living room for a few minutes, Fenella picked up the telephone.

      “The Seaview.  How may I help you?” a cool female voice said.

      “I’m interested in having a wedding reception at the hotel,” Fenella told her.

      “I’ll just connect you to our special event department,” the woman replied.  “Please hold.”

      Soft music played for a moment or two before another voice came down the line.

      “This is Candy Cousins, how may I help you today?”

      “Good afternoon.  I’m interested in having a wedding reception at the Seaview.”

      “An excellent choice,” Candy replied.  “But I would say that, wouldn’t I?”

      Fenella laughed.  “I would hope so.”

      “Let me get some details from you, and then I can see if we have availability before we talk about prices, if all of that is okay with you.”

      “Yes, of course.”

      “Your name?”

      “Ah, I’m Fenella Woods, but it isn’t my wedding that I’m planning.”

      “Of course.  What is the name of the bride?”

      “Shelly Quirk.”

      “And the groom?”

      “Tim Blake.”

      “From The Islanders?  I love them.”

      “Yes, from The Islanders.  They’re very talented.”

      “Yes, indeed.  I didn’t realize that Tim was getting married again.  I must congratulate him the next time they play here.”

      “Do they play there often?”

      “More in the summer than the autumn, but I think they’re playing at a wedding in October.  We always recommend them to our wedding parties.  They show up when they’re meant to be here, they don’t drink too much, and they’re incredibly talented.  I wish all of our weddings would book them.”

      “Well, they’ll probably be playing a few songs at the wedding I’m trying to plan.”

      Candy laughed.  “I can’t imagine them not playing at Tim’s wedding.  But we’ve gone off topic.  What date are they planning for the wedding?”

      “They haven’t set an exact date yet, but they’re hoping to get married in January.”

      “Ah.”

      There was a long silence.  Fenella wasn’t sure how to reply to the single syllable, though.

      “We have a problem,” Candy said eventually.  “The Seaview is shut from November to March this year.  The owners are planning to spend those months in the south of France.  It’s something they do most years, actually.  There aren’t enough visitors to the island in the winter months for it to be worth it to them to stay open.  Besides, they much prefer the weather in France.”

      “I was hoping they might be willing to make an exception for Shelly and Tim.”

      “Because Tim plays in The Islanders?”

      “And because I’m prepared to pay just about anything to make it happen.”

      There was another long silence.

      “Of course, I know who you are,” Candy said slowly.  “I’m sorry, but I’m simply not certain how to reply.  Usually, I simply tell people that we’re closed, and they either change their date or go elsewhere.  I’m going to have to talk to Jasper and ring you back, I think.”

      “That’s fine.  I’ve met Jasper a few times.  He seemed very nice.”

      “He is very nice.  I love my job.  I’m going to go and talk to him now.  Please don’t be surprised or upset if he says no, though.  I can’t imagine what it will cost, either.  But now I’m babbling.  I’m going to go and talk to Jasper and ring you back.”

      “Great.  If it is a no, maybe you can suggest somewhere else for the wedding.  Shelly really wants a ballroom, and I don’t know of anywhere else on the island that has one.”

      “I’ll ask Jasper about that, too,” Candy promised.  “I’ll ring you back before the end of the day, even if it’s only to tell you that I don’t have an answer yet.”

      “That’s perfect.  Thank you.”

      Fenella put the phone down and then went back to pacing.  She stopped when she heard wedding bells.

      “What on earth…” she muttered, looking around.

      “You always complain when I simply arrive unannounced,” Mona said as she appeared.

      “Wedding bells?”

      “It seemed apt, as you were just discussing a wedding.”

      “Can you influence Jasper Coventry at the Seaview in any way?” she asked, convinced that Mona had subtly influenced her brother, James, and her former boyfriend, Jack, in the past.

      “Jasper is a lovely, lovely man.  He’ll find a way to help you, although I’m not certain he’ll agree to open the Seaview for just one weekend.”

      “Are there any other ballrooms on the island?”

      “There was one in Pittman’s,” Mona told her, referring to hotel a short distance away.  “I’ve no idea what condition it might be in now, though.”

      “Maybe I should go and visit the new owners,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “See what Jasper has to say first.  The Seaview is a much better option if you can get it.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I just want Shelly to have the perfect day.”

      “Have you given any thought to what you want for your wedding?”

      She shook her head.  “We haven’t even talked about setting a date yet.  I think we’re both happy with just being engaged for now.”

      “We’ll talk about that another time, then,” Mona replied.  “For now, we must start our list of suspects in the murder investigation.”

      Fenella thought about arguing, but she didn’t have anything better to do while she waited for Candy to call her back.

      “I met someone else connected to the case today,” she told Mona as she found a small notebook and pen.

      “Of course you did.  Who?”

      “Richard Townsend.”

      “Nigel’s cousin.  Where did you meet him?”

      “He was waiting tables at the café around the corner.”

      “Of course, he owns the café, but he does enjoy waiting tables now and again.  I suppose he meets a lot of his women that way.”

      “He told me that he dates as many women at one time as possible.”

      “He and his cousin had a lot in common.   But tell me everything.”

      Fenella swallowed a sigh.  “I just told Daniel everything.  You should have been here an hour ago.”

      Mona shrugged.  “If you’re going to be difficult, I can go back and listen to you telling Daniel, but time travel is a tremendous drain on my energy.”

      “Time travel?” Fenella gasped.

      Mona laughed as Fenella flushed.  Mona often teased her about the afterlife.  No doubt she was just teasing.

      It took her only a few minutes to tell Mona about her conversation with Richard.  She stuck to what she considered the highlights, rather than trying to repeat things word for word the way she had for Daniel.  When she was done, Mona nodded toward the notebook.

      “Put Richard at the top of the list,” she told Fenella.

      “At the top?”

      “I never cared for him.  He was like his cousin, but with less polish and sophistication.  I can see him killing Nigel simply because Nigel was about to win their wager on which would be a millionaire first.”

      “That’s a ridiculous motive for murder.”

      “Yes, but you’ve met Richard.”

      Fenella hesitated and then sighed.  “You may be right, actually.  As crazy as it sounds, he did say that he and Nigel were very competitive.”

      “They may have fought over a woman as well,” Mona said thoughtfully.  “Although I can’t see Richard caring about any woman enough to kill for her.”

      “I’d agree with that.”

      “So he goes at the top of the list.  Put Chris right under him.  I’d put them equal, except I remember Chris from when he worked at ShopFast.  I can’t actually see him killing anyone.”

      “I felt as if he’d be too worried about making a mess in the vault to risk killing anyone there.”

      “I think that if Chris wanted to kill Nigel, he’d have done so anywhere else in the world before he’d kill him in the bank.  I haven’t seen or spoken to the man in over five years, though.  It is possible that he’s changed.”

      “So he goes second on the list.  Who else?”

      “Put the three women from the bank that he was seeing in joint third,” Mona told her.  “You’ve only spoken to Ashley.  You need to try to meet the others.”

      “That isn’t going to happen,” Fenella told her flatly.

      “You may be surprised,” Mona replied with a small chuckle.

      Fenella added Ashley’s name to the list and then looked at Mona.  “We don’t have any evidence that he was actually seeing either Jennifer Andrews or Doreen Cross.”

      “They can go on the list anyway.  The rest of the bank’s employees can go underneath them.  Everyone who worked there must be a suspect.”

      Fenella wrote the other two women’s names and then “Bank Employees” on the list and then looked at Mona.  “With what sort of motive?”

      “Haven’t you ever worked for anyone that you wanted to kill?” Mona asked.  “I never held down a paying job, but I did some volunteer work on occasion.  There was always at least one person on every single committee upon which I served whom I actively disliked.  I never actually considered killing anyone, of course, but if I’d had to work with some of them for more than the few weeks that any one committee met, I might have started to feel differently.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I’ve worked with some people that I’ve disliked, but I’ve never had murderous thoughts about them as a result.”

      “What if you were working at a bank, and you knew that the bank’s manager was using the bank as his own personal after hours play space?  Wouldn’t that annoy you?”

      “I think I’d simply report him.”

      “Perhaps.  Or perhaps that manager knows something about you that you want to keep hidden, so you stay quiet and seethe.”

      “Now you’re suggesting that Nigel was blackmailing people.”

      “He was doing very risky things.  The chances of him getting caught had to be enormous.  I have to wonder just how many women he actually took to the bank when it was closed.  I can’t believe it was every woman he was seeing.  That seems far too dangerous.”

      “It seems as if his cousin didn’t know that Nigel could get into the building after hours.”

      “Or he’s pretending he didn’t so that he doesn’t appear to be a suspect.”

      “The same goes for Chris, but I have to believe that if Chris did know, he would have reported Nigel immediately.”

      “Unless he was gaining something by not reporting him.  Maybe Nigel was buying his silence.”

      “Except Nigel was trying to amass a fortune to win his bet with Richard.”

      “With unlimited access to the vaults, Nigel could have won the wager any time he wanted to win.  He also could have helped himself to more than enough to pay off Chris.”

      “So you think Nigel was stealing from the bank?”

      “Actually, I don’t.  I think the thrill for him was in doing something risky.  He had to know that if any money went missing, security would have been stepped up considerably.  Obviously, he didn’t want that to happen.”

      “Could you have unlimited access to a fortune and not help yourself to a few pounds here or there?” Fenella asked.

      Mona laughed.  “It might be better to consider his long-range plans.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I don’t imagine Nigel was planning to keep working forever.  I have a feeling he was working on a plan for emptying the vaults and leaving the island.  I suspect he would have wanted to find a way to do it so that he could get away with it as well.  He wouldn’t have wanted to spend the rest of his life as a fugitive.”

      “Surely Ashley would have gone to the police if he’d emptied the vaults.”

      “Maybe he was going to take Ashley with him,” Mona suggested.  “He trusted her enough to take her to the bank when it was closed.  Maybe she was part of the plan.  If she’d helped him with the robbery, then she wouldn’t be in any rush to tell the police anything.”

      “So you think Nigel was getting ready to rob the bank and leave the island?”

      “Not necessarily.  I’m just saying it’s a possibility.  I can’t see him working for another twenty-odd years and then simply retiring, not if he’d had access to the vaults for all of those years.”

      “Is it possible that he was already stealing from the bank?” Fenella wondered.  “Could he have had access to the safe deposit boxes, for example?  Maybe he was emptying them, one after another.”

      “Again, I don’t think he was doing anything that might get discovered, not yet.  If I were in his place, I’d have waited until I had everything arranged, and then I’d have simply helped myself to as much cash as I could carry.  Of course, that’s probably old-fashioned.  Perhaps, with all of his computer skills, he was already stealing from the bank electronically in some way.”

      “I’m sure the bank is going to conduct an audit.  I wonder what they’ll find.”

      Mona shrugged.  “None of this is going to get his murder solved.  Whatever he was doing or planning, he was murdered, and we need to work out who killed him.”

      “But you’ve dreamt up another possible motive.  Maybe he actually was leaving, and one of the women he was seeing found out.  Would you kill someone to stop them from leaving?”

      “Maybe, if I found out that he was leaving with another woman.”

      “And we’re back to Ashley.”

      “We have to assume so, anyway.  Unless he took all of his women back to the bank late at night, regardless of the risk.”

      “Who else should be on our list?” Fenella asked, feeling slightly overwhelmed by everything that Mona was suggesting.

      “Any of the other women in Nigel’s life,” Mona told her.  “I can’t believe those three at the bank were the only ones.”

      “So women about whom we know nothing,” Fenella said, writing the words “Mystery Women” at the bottom of the list.

      “I suspect at least one or two of them will give the local paper an interview.  It will be interesting to see if any of them mention going to the bank after closing.”

      Fenella nodded.  “This isn’t much of a list,” she sighed.

      “There could also be a woman or women whom he didn’t pursue,” Mona said thoughtfully.  “If you were young and attractive and you met a man with a reputation for chasing every woman he met, how angry would you be if he didn’t show any interest in you?”

      “Not angry enough to kill him,” Fenella said, ignoring the way that Mona had implied that she was neither young nor attractive.

      “So where does that leave us?”

      “With a long list of people, many of whom we can’t even name,” Fenella sighed.  “I suggest we simply leave this one to Daniel.”

      The phone rang before Mona could reply.
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      “Hello?”

      “Ah, Ms. Woods?  It’s Candy at the Seaview.”

      “Please, call me Fenella.”

      “Oh, thank you.  I just had a short meeting with Jasper and Stuart.  I have some news.”

      “Good news or bad news?”

      “That rather depends on what Shelly and Tim want,” Candy told her.  “It turns out that Jasper and Stuart were planning to be back on the island for a fortnight in January.  They’ll be back on the island from the sixth through the twenty-first.  If Shelly and Tim are happy to have their wedding reception on either Friday, the twelfth, or Saturday, the thirteenth, Jasper and Stuart are prepared to consider them having it at the Seaview.”

      “I’ll count that as good news,” Fenella told her.  “Obviously, I’m going to have to talk to Shelly and Tim, though.”

      “Yes, of course.  Jasper suggested that the sooner you can all meet in person, the better.  There will be some extra expenses associated with them having to reopen for just that weekend, but it won’t be as high as it would have been if they hadn’t already been planning to be on the island, anyway.”

      “When can he meet with us?”

      “He’s suggested tomorrow afternoon.  He’d like to invite you and the happy couple to join him for lunch in the hotel’s restaurant around midday.”

      “I’ll say yes, and I’ll check with Shelly.  If I don’t call you back, then we’ll be there.”

      “Perfect.  I’ll let Jasper know to expect you.”

      Fenella put the phone down and looked at Katie.  “We might be having a wedding at the Seaview after all.”

      “I knew Jasper would make it work for Shelly and Tim,” Mona said.

      “They still have to agree to the date.”

      Mona nodded.  “And now you’re eager to talk to Shelly, so I’ll go.  We aren’t done talking about the case, though.  I have more ideas about possible motives.”

      “I think you’ve already had enough ideas there,” Fenella muttered as her aunt faded from view.  A moment later, there was a small fanfare and a tiny burst of something that looked like fireworks.  Fenella rubbed her eyes and then looked again at the spot where her aunt had been standing.

      “Maybe I’m losing my mind,” she told Katie.  “Did you see fireworks?”

      “Meerrwww,” Katie replied.

      Shaking her head, Fenella dug her keycard out of her bag and headed to the apartment next door to hers.  She knocked and then, as she waited for Shelly to answer, began to regret her impulsivity.  I should have just called her, she thought, taking a step backwards.

      “Hello,” Shelly said as she pulled the door open.

      “Hi,” Fenella replied, feeling awkward.  “I should have called you, not just dropped in.”

      “You know you’re always welcome to drop in,” Shelly told her.  “Is something wrong?”

      “No, not at all.  I’ve just been talking to the Seaview about your wedding, that’s all.”

      “Oh,” Shelly said flatly.

      “You don’t sound excited.”

      “I thought maybe you’d forgotten.  I wish I knew what I really want.”

      “Well, if it might be the Seaview, I have good news.”

      “You got them to agree to reopen?”

      “Jasper and Stuart are going to be back on the island for two weeks in January.  They’ve offered to let you use the ballroom on either the twelfth or the thirteenth.”

      Shelly pulled out her phone and tapped something.  “So a Friday or a Saturday.”

      “I think most weddings happen on Fridays or Saturdays, don’t they?  If you really wanted another day, we could ask nicely.”

      “No, Tim and I were talking about having the wedding on a Friday, actually.  We thought we could have the registry office ceremony in the late afternoon, and then have dinner and drinks and dancing until the wee hours of the morning.”

      “That sounds wonderful.”

      “That would be the twelfth, then,” Shelly said, staring at her phone.  “I’m sorry, but setting a date makes it feel more real.”

      “You don’t have to marry Tim.”

      “I want to marry Tim, but I think I’d rather just wake up one day and be married, more than anything else.  I know I’m being silly, but planning a wedding just feels weird to me.”

      “It isn’t something that we get to do very often.”

      “Maybe that’s it.” Shelly sighed.  “Do you need an answer right now?”

      “No, but Jasper would like to talk to you and Tim and me tomorrow, to start making arrangements, if you want to go ahead.”

      Shelly nodded slowly.  “I suppose I can understand that, especially as he’s going away soon.  I need to ring Tim.”

      “You do that.  We’re meant to be at the Seaview at noon to have lunch with Jasper in the restaurant there.  If you decide you don’t want to do it, let me know.”

      “I’ll talk to Tim and let you know either way,” Shelly told her.  “Maybe we should invite Todd, too, just in case the numbers Jasper comes up with are so high that we need him to help pay for everything.”

      “Let’s take it a step at a time.  I’m pretty sure Jasper is going to be reasonable, though.  He and Stuart are already planning to be there, after all.”

      Shelly shrugged.  “I suppose we’ll find out tomorrow.”

      Fenella gave her a hug and then turned around and went back into her own apartment.  That hadn’t quite gone the way she’d expected or hoped, but she was trying to do her best for her friend.

      “What do I do with myself now?” she asked Katie.

      Katie ran into the kitchen and began to shout at her food bowl.  Fenella looked at the clock and laughed.  “Okay, it’s too early for dinner, but you can have a snack,” she said.

      She gave Katie some food and fresh water and then started to go through the cupboards, trying to find something for her own meal.  After searching through them twice, she gave up.

      “I’m going to get Chinese,” she said.  “Or maybe Indian.  Or maybe pizza.  I’m going out to get something to bring home,” she told Katie.  “I’ll be back soon.”

      Katie didn’t even look up from her food bowl.

      Fenella combed her hair and touched up her lipstick before she grabbed her handbag and headed for the elevators.  Once out on the promenade, she couldn’t decide where to go.  After some hesitation, she decided to walk past the nearest Chinese restaurant.  If it was busy, she’d keep walking.  Otherwise, she’d go in and order something to go, she decided.

      The restaurant didn’t even look open as Fenella approached.  The sign said “Open” but there didn’t seem to be any lights on inside the building.  She pulled on the door and was surprised when it opened.

      “Ah, hello,” a voice called from somewhere as Fenella took a few hesitant steps into the dimly lit room.

      “Hello?” she replied.

      “I’m sorry.  We’re having trouble with our power today,” she was told.  A moment later, a man stood up from behind the long counter that ran along the back of the restaurant.  “The lights keep going on and off and no one seems to know why,” he explained.  “I’ve been unplugging each one in turn to see if that helps at all.  But what can we do for you?”

      “Can I get food to go?” she asked.

      “That’s probably a better idea than trying to eat here,” he replied.  “I can’t promise you’d be able to see what you’re eating if you stay here.”  He laughed loudly.

      Fenella chuckled.  “But the kitchen is open?” she checked.

      “More or less,” he told her.  “I’m the only one here at the moment, but I can leave crawling around on the floor for now and focus on cooking.  What can I make for you?”

      He handed Fenella a menu, and she quickly ordered a few of her favorites.

      “That should feed about five people,” he said when she was done.  “Is that going to be enough?”

      Fenella felt herself blushing as she nodded.  “That’s fine, thank you,” she said.

      “You should probably sit down while you wait,” he suggested.  “I’d hate for you to trip over anything.  It’s awfully dark in here.”

      Fenella nodded and then walked over to the nearest table and sat down.  She was looking in her bag for her mobile phone when the door opened again.

      “Hello?  Are you open?” a woman called from the doorway.

      The man who had been behind the counter had disappeared into the kitchen.

      “They’re open, but they’re having problems with their power,” Fenella said.  “They were happy to get my takeout order, though.  I’m sure someone will be back out in a minute.”

      The other woman hesitated and then sighed.  “I don’t know why I’m bothering,” she said as she took a few steps into the room.  “I’m not really hungry anyway.”

      Fenella stared at her, trying to work out how to respond.  “You’re Doreen Cross,” she said eventually.

      Even in the bad lighting, Fenella could see the shock on the woman’s face.  “How did you know?  But who are you?” Doreen demanded.

      “I’m Fenella Woods.  I was at the bank yesterday with my advocate while you were working behind the front desk.  You seemed really upset when the body was found.”

      Doreen looked at her for a moment and then took a few steps toward her.  “I was devastated,” she said softly.  “Yesterday was the worst day of my life.”

      “I’m so sorry,” Fenella replied.

      “Oh, hello.”  The man from behind the counter had returned.  “Did you want to order some food as well?” he asked Doreen.

      She shrugged.  “I suppose I should eat something today,” she muttered.

      He walked over to her with a menu.  “There are a few things in the kitchen that aren’t working properly,” he said apologetically.  “I can make you anything on the menu, but it may take a bit longer than normal.”

      “I’m not in any hurry,” Doreen said in a low voice.  She ordered something, seemingly at random, and then handed the menu back to him.

      “Have a seat,” he told her.  “I’ll be as quick as I can.”

      She shrugged and then looked over at Fenella.  “May I join you, then?” she asked.

      “Of course,” Fenella replied.

      Doreen dropped onto the chair opposite Fenella and sighed.  “I loved him,” she said softly.

      “Nigel?”

      “Yes, of course Nigel.  He was incredible.  He was handsome, obviously, but he was much more than that.  He was kind and caring and intelligent.  He had a wonderful sense of humor.  He could always make me laugh.  I miss him so much.”

      “I’m very sorry,” Fenella said again.

      Doreen nodded.  “The worst part is, I have to pretend that he was just another work colleague when I’m at work.  No one knew that we were falling in love, and I don’t dare tell anyone now.  If Nigel were still here, he’d protect me, but now that he’s gone, well, Chris would get rid of me if he knew that Nigel and I had been a couple.”

      “You aren’t supposed to date co-workers?”

      “Not really, and Nigel had to be extra careful.  He’d been involved with a colleague at the Douglas branch when he was the manager there.  That was why he’d been moved to Ramsey in the first place.”

      “So you might have been fired if anyone had found out.”

      She nodded.  “Nigel was smart, though.  He took a few other women from the bank out now and again, so no one knew that I was the one he truly loved.”

      Fenella was glad it was dark when she felt her jaw drop.  “Really?” she asked after a moment.

      “It was the best way to make our relationship seem insignificant.”

      “But surely it was increasing the odds of him getting caught dating someone from work?”

      “Well, yes, but Ashley wasn’t going to say anything.  Nigel gave her a big promotion to keep her quiet.  And Jennifer would never have done anything to get Nigel into trouble.  She was, sadly, quite crazy about him.”

      “Sadly?”

      “Yes, because I was the one to whom he was actually devoted,” Doreen told her.  “It was difficult, seeing Jennifer and Ashley at work every day, knowing that they were seeing Nigel occasionally, but he only went out with them to protect me.”

      Fenella tried to work out how that was at all possible, but she couldn’t manage it.  “I see,” she said slowly.

      “Unlike his casual relationships with them, Nigel and I went out every single Thursday night.  We used to go to restaurants all over the island.  Nigel was especially fond of Chinese food.  I’ve been to every Chinese restaurant on the island.”

      “Always on Thursdays?” Fenella asked.

      “That was his only free evening,” Doreen told her.  “He had so many obligations.”

      “Such as?” Fenella had to ask.

      “He did volunteer work with a pet charity on Monday and Friday evenings.  Tuesdays were his days off.  He usually spent the day at one of the island’s soup kitchens and then his evenings with his cousin, Richard.  You probably didn’t know it, but he was writing a book.  It was a science fiction adventure novel, and he used to keep Wednesday nights free to work on the book.  Thursdays were mine, and then he usually spent most of his weekends volunteering at one of the island’s homeless shelters.”

      “Which one?”

      Doreen frowned.  “I’m not sure.  I don’t know that he ever said.  He preferred not to draw attention to how generous he was with his time.  He may have gone to different places each time.”

      “You never went with him?”

      “Oh, no.  He preferred to do his charity work by himself.  He used to go to a lot of charity fundraisers as well, in the evenings.  He always went to those alone, too.”

      Fenella nodded, wondering if the man had actually done any volunteer work or not.  It was definitely something to mention to Daniel, anyway.  “When did he find time to see Ashley or Jennifer, then?” she asked after a moment.

      Doreen shrugged.  “Sometimes, he’d see one of them on Thursday.  He knew I wouldn’t mind too much as it was a necessary evil.”

      “How exactly did him seeing them help you?” Fenella blurted out.

      “They were cover for how serious our relationship actually was,” Doreen explained in a patient tone.  “He didn’t want anyone to treat me badly because of him.”

      “Who would have treated you badly?”

      “The others at the bank, for a start.  Everyone was terrible to Ashley, because they all know she’d been seeing Nigel for ages.”

      “So him being involved with you didn’t help her.”

      Doreen frowned.  “It must have helped some, but Nigel didn’t care as much about Ashley as he did about me.”

      Surely Doreen can’t be that naïve, Fenella thought.  “And Ashley and Jennifer didn’t mind that he was also seeing you?” she asked after a moment.

      “I’m sure Jennifer minded.  She may not have known, though.  Nigel did his best to keep our love special and just for us.”

      “But Ashley knew?”

      “Ashley knows everything.  I think she used to spy on Nigel after work.  She always seemed to know things about him before anyone else, even me.”

      And that didn’t tell you anything? Fenella wondered.  “I’m surprised she didn’t mind that he was seeing you as well.”

      “She knew if she complained that he’d end things with her,” Doreen explained, her tone suggesting that she thought she was stating the obvious.

      “You said you used to go out for Chinese food most weeks?”

      “Yes, and this was one of our favorite places to come.  I came here tonight to feel closer to Nigel, but I’m not sure it was a good idea.  I mostly feel sad, and not at all hungry.”

      “You need to eat, though, to keep up your strength.”

      Doreen shrugged.  “I’ll take the food back to my flat, but I don’t know that I’ll eat much.”

      “Do you live nearby?”

      “Just up the road.  I used to have a flat in Ramsey, but I moved to Douglas a few months ago so I could be closer to Nigel.”

      Fenella felt another rush of sympathy for the woman.  “I thought he was buying a house in Ramsey.”

      Doreen sighed.  “I didn’t know that until after I’d given up my flat there and moved down here.  It’s just a rental flat, though, so I was planning to move back to Ramsey when Nigel moved there.”

      With dozens of questions running through her head, Fenella tried to word things carefully.  “Did you and Nigel go anywhere else interesting on your dates?”

      “We usually just went for meals.  We went to a movie once.”

      “Do you know much about the bank’s security systems?  I understand the police are struggling to work out how he got into the vault when the bank was closed.”

      “I don’t know anything about the system.  Chris and Nigel were the only ones who knew the codes and how to unlock the exterior door.  Ashley was given the combinations to the vaults when she was promoted, but she still couldn’t open the doors.  When one of the managers was late, we all had to stand outside and wait for them.”

      “So how did Nigel get into the bank after closing?”

      “I wish I knew.”  Doreen looked around the room and then leaned in close to Fenella.  “If anyone could get in when the bank was closed, it was Chris,” she whispered.  “He was responsible for security.”

      “Really?”

      Doreen nodded.  “I keep wondering if Nigel ever actually left on Tuesday night,” she said in a low voice.  “I wasn’t working, or I’d have waited and walked out to his car with him.  Sometimes, if he was heading into Douglas, Nigel would give me a ride home.”

      “You don’t have a car?”

      “I don’t drive.  There’s good bus service between Douglas and Ramsey, though, and as I said, sometimes Nigel would give me a ride home.”

      “So you think Chris killed Nigel?”

      Doreen drew a sharp breath.  “I didn’t say that.”

      “But you said you thought maybe Nigel didn’t leave the building.  I thought I read in the paper that Chris said that he and Nigel left together.”

      “Maybe he did.  Maybe they did.  I just can’t imagine how Nigel was in the vault then.”

      “That’s the question, isn’t it?”

      Doreen sighed.  “Maybe someone made Nigel break into the bank and the vault.  I haven’t heard that anything was stolen, but maybe the bank is keeping that quiet.”

      “Do you think Nigel could have gotten into the bank without setting off the alarms if he’d wanted to?”

      “I can’t see how, but he must have known more about the security system than I do.  Maybe he was driving past the bank and saw Chris inside.  As I said before, Chris knew the most about the security system.  Maybe Nigel stopped and confronted him and Chris, well, locked him in the vault.”

      “So you do think that Chris killed him.”

      “Maybe it was an accident.  Maybe Nigel simply got accidentally locked inside the vault and then suffocated.”

      “I don’t think the vaults are airtight.”

      “But they might be.”

      Fenella decided not to argue.  “Is there anyone else at the bank that you think might be a suspect?”

      She shrugged.  “I don’t really talk to the others.  I was always afraid that I’d say something about Nigel that I shouldn’t, so I was careful not to say much at all.”

      “Maybe now you’ll be able to make some friends,” Fenella suggested.

      “Maybe.”

      “How did Nigel get along with the other bank employees?”

      “He and Chris hated each other.  Chris wanted Nigel’s job, and he was willing to do just about anything to get it.”

      “Including murder?”

      Doreen shrugged.  “I don’t know about that, but he was the main reason why Nigel and I had to keep our relationship a secret.  If Chris had found out, he would have used the information to get Nigel dismissed.”

      “So Chris didn’t know about Ashley or Jennifer, either?”

      “He couldn’t have known, or he would have used that knowledge against Nigel.”

      “But you said that everyone knew that Ashley and Nigel were seeing each other.”

      “Everyone but Chris.  We all kept everything secret from Chris.  Everyone at the bank preferred Nigel.  No one wants Chris to get his job.”

      “Goodness, no one?”

      “Maybe Ted,” Doreen said, making a face.

      “Ted?”

      “Ted Long.  He’s the manager of the lending department, which is a fancy title, especially considering he’s ninety percent of the department.”

      “Oh?”

      “He has a part-time assistant who works three mornings a week, but otherwise, it’s just Ted taking all the loan and mortgage applications and processing them.”

      “And he and Nigel didn’t get along?”

      “Ted wants more help.  Every month he would go to Nigel with a pile of charts and spreadsheets to show him how much the department had grown from the previous month and argue that he needed his assistant to be there every day.”

      “And what did Nigel say to that?”

      “Nigel set him very clear targets, after which he would discuss adding to the assistant’s working hours.  Ted never got anywhere near those targets.”

      “And Ted thought that he’d do better with Chris in charge?”

      Doreen laughed.  “Chris told Ted that he’d do better if he were the manager.  Chris was always trying to get staff on his side against Nigel.  He told Ted that there was no way Ted could meet Nigel’s goals without a full-time assistant, and that if he ever became manager, that was one of the first things he was going to do.”

      “So Ted wanted Chris to get Nigel’s job.”

      “Desperately.”

      “Desperately enough to get rid of Nigel?”

      Doreen sighed.  “I really don’t want to accuse anyone of murder,” she said slowly.  “But Ted and Nigel used to argue really loudly every month over Ted’s charts.  Nigel never raised his voice, but Ted used to shout.  He has a temper, does Ted.  I’ve seen him shout at his assistant, too.  She left in tears one day, about three months ago.  I heard a rumor that Ted sent her ten dozen roses so that she wouldn’t complain about him to Nigel.”

      “Did it work?”

      “I believe so.  Nigel never said anything to me about the incident, anyway, and Ted still has the same assistant.”

      Fenella thought for a minute.  “You said earlier that Nigel used to spend every Tuesday with his cousin, didn’t you?”

      “Yes, every Tuesday.  They were very close.”

      “Did you ever meet him?”

      “Once, but only because we bumped into him in a restaurant one night.  Nigel wasn’t ready to share me with his family, not yet.”

      “But he did introduce you to Richard.”

      “He did, but just casually.”

      “And Richard is his only family, I believe.”

      Doreen nodded.  “He said something once about having an uncle somewhere, but when I questioned it, he shrugged it off.”

      “An uncle?”

      “It was just an offhand remark.”

      “This uncle wasn’t on the island?”

      “Oh, no.  Richard was his only family on the island.  I’m sure he said at least once that Richard was the only family he had, actually, so I’m not sure where the remark about the uncle came from.”

      “What did you think of Richard?”

      “He was charming, very handsome, almost as handsome as Nigel.  He seemed surprised to see Nigel and even more surprised to meet me.  Nigel said that he almost never introduced the women in his life to his cousin.  Of course, I already knew that I was special to him.”

      “Was he with a woman?”

      “Yes, a very pretty blonde.  Her name was Suzy or Sarah or maybe Sandy.  I’m sorry.  I wasn’t really paying attention.  Nigel told me not to worry about remembering her name, anyway.  He said that Richard never went out with the same woman more than twice.”

      “My goodness.”

      “Yes, it was quite sad, really.  I felt sorry for Suzy, if that was her name.  She seemed quite sweet and totally oblivious to Richard’s true character.”

      Fenella swallowed a quick retort and then looked toward the kitchen.  “I wonder what’s taking so long.”

      “I don’t mind waiting,” Doreen told her.  “It’s nice to be able to talk about Nigel.  I haven’t been able to do that with anyone.”

      “You don’t have any friends in Douglas?”

      “I don’t have many friends anywhere, really.  I’m friendly with a few of the girls from my school days, but most of them went across for university.  Only two or three of them have come back, and now they’re doing things like getting married and having babies.  Nigel and I weren’t ready to talk about marriage, not yet.”

      “He was in his forties, wasn’t he?”

      “He was forty-three.  I’m only thirty-one, though.  I know that’s a big gap, but it was insignificant when we were together.”

      “Someone told me that Nigel didn’t want to get married.”

      Doreen nodded.  “That will have been Ashley.  She’d been trying to get Nigel to propose for months, but obviously he wasn’t going to propose to her.  That was one of the reasons why he couldn’t propose to me, though, not yet, anyway.  He needed to end things with Ashley first, and he couldn’t do that at the moment.”

      “Why not?”

      “I told you, she was helping us hide our relationship.”

      “Do you think that Nigel would have proposed to you one day?”

      “Of course.  We hadn’t discussed it, but that was obviously the direction that things were heading.  Once we were married, we’d have had at least two children as well, a boy and then a girl.  I had it all planned.”

      “Here we are,” a loud voice interrupted.  The man emerged from the kitchen, carrying a plastic bag in each hand.

      Fenella jumped up and walked to the counter.  “How much do I owe you?” she asked.

      He laughed.  “I’m glad you asked.  I’d forgotten about that part.”  He did some math on the back of one of the paper menus and told her an amount.

      It seemed low to Fenella, so she didn’t argue.  Instead, she gave him twice what he’d asked for and refused her change.

      He handed her one of the bags and then turned to Doreen.  “Yours is on her,” he said, nodding at Fenella.  “She overpaid.”

      “Oh, thank you,” Doreen said.

      “Are you going to be okay?” Fenella asked as she and Doreen headed for the door.

      “I hope so.  I really don’t know what I’m going to do next.  I keep thinking maybe I should look for another job.  There are so many memories at the bank.  Maybe I should ask to transfer to the Douglas branch or something.”

      Fenella dug a scrap of paper out of her pocket.  Putting her bag down on a table near the door, she quickly found a pen and wrote down her phone number.  “Please call me if you need help finding another job.  I know people who are hiring.”

      That wasn’t strictly true, but Fenella was sure she could find the woman some sort of job somewhere if Doreen did decide to leave the bank.  Doncan knew everyone on the island.  He would be able to help.

      “What if I lose my job?” Doreen whispered.

      “Then definitely call me.  You shouldn’t be punished for having been involved with Nigel.”

      “We were in love.”

      “If you do get fired, call me right away.  I’ll help you find something else.”

      Doreen surprised her by bursting into tears.  “Thank you so much.  I can’t tell you how much I appreciate how kind you’ve been.”

      “You’re very welcome.  Now you’d better get home and enjoy your dinner before it gets cold.”

      Doreen nodded and then followed Fenella out of the building.  She turned left and trudged away as Fenella turned right.

      “Meewww,” Katie said when Fenella walked back into her apartment a few minutes later.

      “Yes, I know, you want your dinner.  I want my dinner, too.  The Chinese place was having problems with their electricity, and it took the man behind the counter ages to make me anything.”

      She filled Katie’s bowls and then pulled down a large plate for herself.  After taking a bit from every container she’d bought, she sat down and began to eat.

      “They should have power problems more often,” she told Katie after a few bites.  “This is the best food I’ve ever had from there.”

      Katie glanced up and then went back to her dinner, clearly enjoying what she’d been given as well.

      When Fenella was done, she put her dish in the dishwasher and packed away all of the leftovers.  They’ll be a nice evening snack after lunch at the Seaview tomorrow, she decided.

      It was nearly seven, so Fenella went into her bedroom to get ready to meet Daniel at the pub.  After flipping through Mona’s wardrobe twice, she decided not to bother changing.  Daniel wouldn’t care what she was wearing, and her mind was elsewhere anyway.  She needed to tell Daniel everything that Doreen had said before she had a drink.

      “I’ll be back before too long,” she told Katie as she walked toward the door.  “You behave.”  As soon as the words were out of her mouth, Fenella changed direction, rushing back into her bedroom to shut the door to the en-suite bathroom.  When it was left open, Katie sometimes amused herself by shredding the roll of toilet paper.

      “Now I’m really going,” she said as she crossed the living room again.

      Katie appeared to be fast asleep on one of the couches.  She didn’t even lift her head as Fenella walked to the door.

      “Don’t miss me too much,” Fenella said dryly, as she opened her door.
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      The elevator pinged softly and the doors slid open.  Fenella took a step backward as Shelly and Tim walked out of the elevator car.

      “Hello,” Tim said.  “Shelly tells me that you’re doing everything you can to secure the Seaview for us for our reception.”

      Fenella nodded.  “You are joining us for lunch tomorrow, aren’t you?”

      “I hope so,” he replied.  “I’m supposed to be in a meeting from eleven to one, but what we need to discuss should only take about three minutes.  I’m hoping to get the meeting wrapped up by half eleven at the latest so I can be at the Seaview by midday.”

      “Would you like me to try to move the meeting to another day or another time?” she asked.

      “No, not at all.  First of all, you and Shelly don’t really need me there.  I’m happy with whatever Shelly wants, and if you’re going to insist on paying for it all, then you need to be happy, too.  I’m actually quite superfluous to the whole process.”

      Shelly laughed.  “Not at all,” she said, sliding an arm around him.

      He shrugged.  “I don’t mind if you two plan everything.  As long as we’re married by the end of the day, I don’t much mind what else happens.”

      “But I want you to enjoy our wedding day,” Shelly said softly.

      “And I love you and trust you enough to know that you’re going to plan the most amazing and wonderful day for us,” he replied.

      Fenella looked longingly at the empty elevator car as the pair kissed.

      “Anyway,” Tim said after a moment.  “I’ll be there if I can, but I’m happy to let you two start the planning without me, if necessary.  My meeting is in Ramsey, at least, so I can be at the Seaview fairly quickly, whatever time it ends.”

      “So we should dawdle over lunch,” Fenella suggested.

      Shelly laughed.  “I think it might be better if we simply plan to have pudding.”

      “They have wonderful puddings,” Fenella replied, mentally translating the word to “dessert” in spite of herself.

      “I wonder if they’ll do something special for us for the wedding,” Shelly said thoughtfully.

      “You don’t want a traditional wedding cake?” Tim asked.

      Shelly shrugged.  “I’m not a big fan of traditional wedding cake.  I thought maybe we could have a sponge cake or maybe something completely different.”

      Fenella knew that a traditional wedding cake in the UK was a fruitcake covered in marzipan.  She wasn’t going to argue if Shelly wanted just about anything else.

      “I’d prefer a traditional wedding cake,” Tim said softly.

      Shelly looked at him for a minute and then nodded.  “And that’s why you need to be at the meeting tomorrow.”

      “I promise you, I’m going to try to be there.”

      “It’s only a preliminary meeting,” Fenella said quickly.  “Whatever we discuss with Jasper, I’m sure Shelly will be able to make changes later.  The only thing that will probably be unchangeable is the date.”

      “Which is fine, as we’re both happy with Friday the twelfth,” Tim said.

      “That’s great,” Fenella said.

      “Great,” Shelly echoed unenthusiastically.

      Fenella looked at her, but Shelly just shook her head and then smiled at Tim.  “We should let Fenella go,” she suggested.

      “Are you going somewhere exciting?” he asked.

      Fenella laughed.  “I’m just meeting Daniel at the Tale and Tail for a drink.”

      “Have fun,” Shelly said, taking Tim’s hand and starting to pull him away.

      “We’ll see you tomorrow,” Tim said.

      “Do you want to drive to Ramsey together?” Fenella asked Shelly.

      “Yes, please,” she replied.  “I’ll be ready about half eleven, unless you want to go earlier and do some shopping in Ramsey?”

      “Oh, yes, let’s,” Fenella replied.  “I haven’t been to that bookstore in ages.”

      “Want to leave around half nine, then?” Shelly asked.

      “Yes!  I can drive.  We can take Mona’s car.”

      Shelly grinned.  “I love riding in Mona’s car.”

      “And you know how much I love driving it,” Fenella retorted.

      As the couple walked off down the corridor, Fenella jumped on to the still-waiting elevator.  It stopped on every single floor on the way down.

      “What on earth took so long?” one woman grumbled as she walked in.

      “I was starting to think the lift was broken,” the man on the third floor muttered as he joined them.

      Fenella stared straight ahead, knowing that she was blushing.  When they reached the lobby, she waited until everyone else had exited before she followed.  The short walk in the brisk sea air made her forget all about the elevator incident.  Inside the Tale and Tail, she stopped and stared with delight at the shelves packed with books and the many cats, some of whom actually looked up from their beds at her as she walked to the bar.

      “Daniel is upstairs,” the bartender told Fenella as he handed her the glass of wine she hadn’t had to request.

      “Thank you,” she replied.

      The winding staircase in the middle of the room made climbing stairs much more fun.  She found Daniel in a corner, flipping through his notebook.

      “Hello,” he said, getting to his feet and pulling her into an embrace.  When he released her, Fenella felt a bit dizzy.

      “Hi,” she said, grinning as she sat down on the couch next to him.

      He slid an arm around her and then picked up his glass.  “How are you?” he asked in a low voice.

      “I’m fine.  I, um, I got dinner at the Chinese place near my building.”

      Daniel sighed.  “From the way you said that, I’m going to guess that you stumbled across one of my witnesses there?”

      “Doreen Cross came in while I was there.  It wasn’t as if I went looking for her or anything.”

      “I don’t know whether to laugh or cry.  How do you do it?”

      “I just wanted some dinner.”

      “And Doreen does live in Douglas.”

      “She said she moved here to be closer to Nigel.”

      “Is that what she told you?”

      “Did she tell you something different?”

      He chuckled.  “You know I can’t repeat what I was told in interviews.”

      “I have a feeling she told me a lot of things that she didn’t tell you,” Fenella replied.  “She was in love with Nigel, for a start.”

      Daniel sighed and pulled his notebook back out of his pocket.  “Tell me everything.”

      Fenella felt as if it took ages to repeat the entire conversation to Daniel.  The feeling was magnified by the fact that she wouldn’t let herself have any of her drink until she was finished.  “And then we went our separate ways,” she said eventually, reaching for her wine.

      “I don’t think giving her your telephone number was wise,” was Daniel’s first comment.

      “I just felt so sorry for her.  She seemed so, I don’t know, naïve, somehow.  I think she truly thought that Nigel loved her, but I’m not sure how much of what she thought was based on some fantasy she’d built up in her own head.”

      “From what you’ve told me, I suspect she may have believed that they were a good deal closer than Nigel thought they were.”

      Fenella sighed.  “The poor woman.”

      “Having said that, when I spoke with her, she insisted that she and Nigel had nothing more than a professional relationship.  I’m going to need to have her brought in for more questions.”

      Fenella tried not to act surprised at the revelation.  She wasn’t shocked that Doreen hadn’t told Daniel the truth, but she was stunned that he’d told her something from her interview.  “She’s going to be very angry with me when she finds out that I told you what she said.”

      “I was going to be talking to her again anyway, now that Ashley has been so much more forthcoming.  She told us that Doreen and Nigel had been having a relationship.  Maybe Doreen won’t realize that you’ve talked to me.”

      “She has to know that we’re a couple, doesn’t she?”

      “I thought everyone on the island knew, but maybe she’s the one person who doesn’t.”

      “I really hope she doesn’t make the connection between your questions and our conversation.  I don’t want her angry with me.  I think she’s going to need my help.”

      “Unless she killed Nigel.”

      Fenella stared him for a moment.  “Yes, of course, but I truly can’t imagine her as the killer.  She was desperately in love with him.”

      “And he was seeing at least two other women at the same time.  What if she decided she wanted him all to herself and he wouldn’t agree?”

      “Then she’d have ended things and found a new job.  There’s no way she would have done anything to hurt him.”

      “She’s still on my list of suspects.”

      “She didn’t even know that Nigel could get into the bank after hours.”

      “Or so she told you.  Maybe she lied about that to hide the fact that she met him there on Tuesday night.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I’m sorry.  I know you’re right to be suspicious of everyone, but I really can’t see her as the killer.”

      “You feel sorry for her.”

      “She moved to Douglas to be closer to him, even though she doesn’t drive.  She had to take a bus back and forth to work every day.”

      “Unless Nigel gave her a ride.  I’ll be curious to find out how often he did that.”

      “And every time he did, she’d have thought it was more proof that he loved her.”

      Daniel nodded.  “You know as well as I do that love can turn to obsession and obsession can turn deadly.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Let’s talk about something else.  How was your day?”

      “I spent too much time on paperwork.  I had been hoping to talk to Doreen again today, actually, but I ran out of time.  She’s now at the top of my list for tomorrow.”

      “I can’t believe she didn’t tell you that she and Nigel were in a relationship.”

      “Pretend I never told you that.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “I can do that.”

      “You’ve had a busy day, anyway, and you’ve spoken to more of my witnesses today than I have.”

      “Ashley, Richard, and Doreen,” Fenella replied.  “I’m half expecting someone to walk in here about now.”

      Daniel shook his head.  “We could go back to my flat.”

      Fenella hesitated and then sighed.  “You need sleep, and I need to give Katie her bedtime snack.”

      “So we’ll have to take our chances on someone from the case walking in,” Daniel sighed.

      “Surely that’s unlikely.”

      “With you, I’m not so certain.”

      Fenella took a sip of her drink and settled back against Daniel.  “If anyone comes in, we can simply pretend we don’t see them.”

      He chuckled.  “We can try.”

      After a moment, she sighed.  “Doreen said that Nigel spent every Tuesday with Richard, but Ashley told me that he spent Tuesdays with her.”

      “Are you surprised that he lied to Doreen?”

      “No, but I’m wondering when he really did spend time with Richard.  According to Richard, they were really close, but how close?”

      Daniel shrugged.  “That’s one of the things we’re investigating.”

      “And what about the uncle that Doreen mentioned?  Richard didn’t say anything about an uncle.”

      “Maybe he was Nigel’s uncle, but no relation to Richard,” Daniel suggested.

      “I suppose that’s possible.  I may have to ask Richard about him when I see him on Monday.”

      “Please be very careful.  I’d rather you weren’t seeing Richard again, but you know that.”

      “I’m going to be having lunch in his café.  I’m not meeting him in a dark alley in the middle of the night.”

      “Or in a bank vault?” Daniel muttered.

      “If this uncle does exist, though, he could be entitled to some share in Nigel’s estate, couldn’t he?”

      “That’s one for the advocates.  We’re still trying to determine whether or not Nigel had a will.”

      “Doreen will be devastated if he didn’t leave her anything, but I can’t imagine that he did.”

      “Perhaps he wrote his will before he started seeing her.  She’ll be able to tell herself that he was going to rewrite it soon.”

      Fenella sighed. “I think she’s been telling herself far too much,” she said softly.

      “No more talk about the case,” Daniel said firmly.  “Tell me one crazy thing you did as a child.”

      “Crazy?  Me?  I never did crazy things.”

      “Never?”

      Fenelle laughed.  “Not very often.  I broke into a haunted house once.”

      “You broke into a haunted house?”

      “It wasn’t really haunted,” she said quickly.  And I should know, she added to herself.

      “Tell me the story.”

      “I was about seven or eight, and it was really my brother’s fault.”

      “James?” Daniel guessed.

      “Of course, James.  He was always the one who got me into trouble.  He was old enough to know better, of course.  He would have been around eighteen and just about done with high school.”

      “Definitely old enough to know better.”

      “There was a big, old house on our street.  All the kids knew it was haunted, and we all stayed well away from it.  One day, James started teasing me, saying that I was afraid of everything, and that he was much braver and smarter because he was a boy.”

      “Oh dear.”

      Fenella chuckled.  “I was just young enough to let him upset me as well.  I told him I was braver than he’d ever be, and he told me that I had to prove it.  The challenges started out small, things like picking up bugs and ringing doorbells and running away.  Over the next week or so, he kept making them more and more difficult.  On Saturday morning, when we didn’t have school, he told me that he’d never tease me about being a coward if I went into the old Stokes mansion and stayed inside for five minutes.”

      “That’s quite the challenge.”

      She nodded.  “There was a boy from middle school, probably twelve or thirteen, who’d gone inside a few weeks earlier on a bet.  He’d come running out less than a minute after he’d gone in, screaming about ghosts attacking him.”

      “You should have told James to go first.”

      “Ah, but that was the whole point.  He’d done all of the challenges he’d set for me up to that point, usually faster than I’d done them.  It took me ages to work up the nerve to pick up the snake.  Anyway, this was the only challenge that he wasn’t brave enough to do himself.  If I could manage it, it would prove that I was braver than he was.”

      “So what happened?”

      “I decided that there couldn’t be anything worse in that old house than having four big brothers at home,” Fenella laughed.  “I marched up the driveway and straight in the front door.  I don’t know why the door wasn’t locked, but it wasn’t.  We all knew it wasn’t locked anyway.  I suppose anyone interested in stealing anything had to know that there wasn’t anything left in the house to take.”

      “What happened next?” Daniel demanded as she stopped to finish her drink.

      “The house was mostly a big empty shell.  There were a few pieces of furniture in the living room, all covered by sheets, which made them look creepy.  I wasn’t brave enough to climb the stairs, but I was curious enough to explore the ground floor.  I knew I had to stay inside for five minutes, so I took my time wandering from room to room.  Besides the living room, there was a large dining room with some built-in shelves.  I still remember that there was a single plate sitting on one of the shelves.”  She shuddered.

      “Are you quite certain the house wasn’t haunted?” Daniel asked.

      “It was really sad, actually.  The kitchen was full of old appliances.  The door to the oven was hanging sideways and someone had taken away the door to the refrigerator.  There were a few bottles inside the refrigerator, though.  I didn’t get close enough to see what they were, but one was brown and one was blue.”

      “Full?”

      “I couldn’t tell from the doorway.  There was a single empty glass on the counter, though.  That was odd.”

      “That is odd, actually.”

      “Anyway, there was a large conservatory at the back of the house, but the windows had all been covered over with dark fabric so no sunlight could get through.  I stood in the conservatory, just me and my flashlight, and counted to five hundred before I turned around to leave.”

      “Five hundred?”

      “I wanted to be sure that I’d been inside for at least five minutes, and I couldn’t figure out how many seconds that would be, so I guessed.”

      “You were a bit over.”

      “But I counted pretty fast,” she laughed.  “Anyway, there was a bathroom, too, but all of the fixtures had been removed, so there was just a corner that was tiled that must have been a shower once, but wasn’t any more.  There were more doors along the corridor behind the kitchen, but I decided I’d had enough and made my way back to the door.  When I got there, I could hear James and Jacob, my next oldest brother, arguing.”

      “About what?”

      “Jacob was angry that James had let me go into the house on my own.  James made up some story about me doing it for a bet with one of my friends, but I don’t think Jacob was buying it.  Anyway, they were both clearly convinced that I’d been taken prisoner by the ghosts or something, and they were trying to convince themselves to come in and look for me.”

      “You should have stayed in the house for hours,” Daniel said with a chuckle.

      “I thought about staying until one of them plucked up the nerve to come inside, but Jacob was clearly upset, and I liked him a lot better than I liked James, so I opened the door and walked back outside.”

      “They must have been really thrilled to see you.”

      She nodded. “Even James was happy, and he kept his word as well.  He’s never teased me about not being brave again.”

      “What happened to the house?”

      “A few months later, the police put a padlock on the door to stop people from going inside.  I heard rumors, years later, that it had been used by a small family of homeless people for over a decade, but I don’t know if that’s true or not.  When I was eighteen or nineteen, someone bought the property.  They had the house torn down, and then they built a rather unattractive modern house in its place.”

      “And you never went back inside?”

      “I didn’t say that,” she laughed.  “Once I’d been inside and discovered that it was just an empty house, it became a favorite hideaway.  I used to take a book and a snack and go curl up in the living room and read for hours.”

      “You must have been disappointed when the police put the padlock on the door.”

      “Except they only padlocked the front door, and by that time I’d found the key to the back door,” she said, laughing as he looked surprised.

      “So what was in the bottles in the refrigerator?”

      She shook her head.  “You know what’s odd?  When I went back the next time, the bottles were gone.”

      He stared at her for a moment and then slowly shook his head.  “I feel as if I’ve just heard a ghost story.”

      “Ghosts don’t keep drinks in broken refrigerators.”

      “Maybe not.”

      “Whatever, I probably let myself into the house a hundred times over the next few years, and I never once saw anyone else there, alive or otherwise.  But now it’s your turn.”

      Daniel flushed.  “I’m afraid I don’t have any stories as interesting as that one.”

      “Tell me a boring one, then.”

      He chuckled.  “When I was five, I buried my father’s keys in the sand.”

      “That isn’t the whole story,” Fenella said when he stopped to take a drink.

      “I shouldn’t even be telling you this.  Not only was I very naughty, but I’ve never told anyone the story.  You must promise not to tell my sister.”

      “I promise.  I’m intrigued.”

      “Unfortunately, it isn’t even a very interesting story.  We’d gone to the seaside for a holiday.  It wasn’t the first time we’d gone, and I’d really enjoyed it the previous year.  I remember begging my mother to move to the seaside so I could play in the sand all year round.  She bought me and my sister a small sandpit, but that wasn’t the same at all.”

      “I’m going to assume that a sandpit is what I would call a sandbox.”

      “Probably.  A container that you put in your garden and fill with sand for kids to play in.”

      “Yes, except we’d call it a yard,” Fenella laughed.

      “English is a complicated language.”

      “It is, but you were telling me about being naughty.  Do continue.”

      “We’d hired a small cottage for a weekend or maybe even a week.  I don’t really remember.  Regardless, I spent every second that I could on the beach, making sandcastles and splashing in the sea.  On the very last day, while my parents were packing, I went and found my father’s keys.  He’d left them by the front door.  Then I sneaked out of the cottage and down to the beach.  I used my little spade to dig a huge hole in the sand, and then I dropped his keys in the hole and filled it back in before I ran back to the cottage.”

      “No one had noticed you were gone?”

      “I was supposed to be taking a nap.  My mother had tucked me up, and I’d pretended to go to sleep.  I was back in my bed when she came to wake me a short while later.”

      “You were lucky.”

      “I’d planned carefully,” he countered.  “I could only just fit through the open window.  I’d begged my mother to let me nap with my little spade, claiming that I loved it too much for her to pack it away while I was sleeping.  I even persuaded her to put my sister to sleep in a different room, claiming that she sometimes kept me awake.  I told my mother that I wanted to sleep really well so that I could properly enjoy our last afternoon on the beach before we headed for home.”

      “My goodness, you were a criminal mastermind at five.”

      Daniel flushed.  “The police are lucky I chose to join them instead of working against them.”

      “They are.  But what happened next?”

      “After my nap, we went back down to the beach for one last play.  I’m sure I must have kept staring at the spot on the sand where I’d buried the keys, but no one else seemed to notice.  We played for an hour or so, and then it was time to go.  When we got back to the cottage, my father realized that his keys were missing.  We spent the next hour searching the cottage while my parents argued loudly about where my father could have left them.”

      “Oh dear.”

      “The guilt was horrible,” Daniel said with a sigh.  “I still feel guilty now, when I think about it.”

      “But you didn’t confess?”

      “Heck no.  I was still hoping that, if my dad didn’t find the keys, we’d get to stay at the beach forever.”

      Fenella laughed.

      Daniel grinned ruefully.  “Yeah, okay, that was dumb of me.  Obviously, it was never going to work that way, but it seemed possible to five-year-old me.”

      “Did he ever find the keys?”

      “Never.  Of course, he didn’t know where to look.  At one point, my mother suggested searching the beach, but my dad was adamant that he hadn’t taken the keys to the beach.  By that point, I was hoping he’d agree to search the beach.  I’d already worked out that we weren’t going to be staying at the beach forever, and I could just picture everyone calling me a hero when I found the keys, buried in the sand.”

      “So what happened?”

      “Eventually, my father called the owner of the cottage, and we got permission to stay one more night.  Then he had to work out how to get another key for his car in a hurry.  Because we’d been planning on leaving, we didn’t have any food in the cottage, and we couldn’t drive anywhere to get anything, so my mother asked one of the neighbors if they could spare something.  We had Welsh rarebit for dinner, a dish I’ve always disliked and now thoroughly despise.”

      Fenella swallowed a laugh.  “Did you at least get some extra time to play on the beach?”

      “Not a bit of it.  We all went to bed early and then got up the next morning and sat and waited for the man with the car key to arrive.  As soon as we had the key, we headed for home.  Of course, once we got home, we didn’t have a key for the front door, either.  Luckily, my mother had given a key to one of the neighbors.”

      “And was that your last criminal undertaking as a child?”

      Daniel nodded.  “It cured me of any desire to do anything that horrible ever again.”

      “Have you ever been back to that beach?”

      He sighed.  “No, that was our last family beach holiday.  The next year we started going camping in central Wales, and we did that every summer until I finished school.  I hated camping in Wales.”

      Fenella burst out laughing.  “You poor thing,” she said after a moment.

      “It was my own fault, of course.  I never should have taken my father’s keys.  I simply couldn’t imagine the consequences.”

      “You were five.”

      “At least I learned my lesson.  Do you want another drink?”

      She thought about it for moment and then shook her head.  “I need to get some sleep.  I’m going to the Seaview tomorrow with Shelly and Tim.  Hopefully, we’re going to plan their wedding reception.”

      “You got Jasper to agree to have the reception there, even though they’re meant to be closed?”

      “He and Stuart were already planning to come back to the island for a few weeks in the middle of January.  They offered to have the wedding there on the twelfth or the thirteenth, and Shelly and Tim have agreed.”

      “That’s good news.  Is it going to cost you a fortune?”

      “I don’t know yet.  I’ll find out more tomorrow.”

      “I’ll just walk you home, then,” he said, getting to his feet.

      “You don’t have to do that.  I’m quite capable of walking myself home.”

      “But you’ll let me walk you home because you know that I worry about you,” he countered.

      “Are you worried that I’m going to run into someone from the case between here and home?” she asked as they took the elevator to the lower level.

      He chuckled and then shrugged.  “It could happen.”

      “But it won’t.”

      “Maybe not, but maybe I just want to kiss you goodnight on your doorstep.”

      “I suppose I can’t complain about that,” she laughed as she took his hand.

      A few minutes later, he gave her that kiss.  “Sleep well,” he whispered in her ear when he’d lifted his head.

      “You too,” she replied.

      Mona was sitting in the dark.  There was just enough moonlight for Fenella to see that Katie was curled up on her lap.  Of course the animal jumped down and ran away as soon as Fenella switched on the light.  Fenella wasn’t sure why the pair pretended to dislike one another so much, but she was too tired to question it tonight.

      “What did I miss?” Mona demanded as Fenella kicked off her shoes.

      “When I went out to get dinner, I ran into Doreen Cross,” Fenella admitted reluctantly.  She was tired and she wanted to go to bed, not sit and tell Mona all about her conversation with Doreen.

      “You look tired,” Mona said.

      “I am tired.”

      “Tell me what Doreen said, but I won’t ask any questions or make any comments,” Mona said.  “We can talk about it tomorrow morning.”

      “You may change your mind when you hear what she had to say,” Fenella muttered.

      Mona followed her into the bedroom.   Fenella repeated her conversation with Doreen while she got ready for bed.  She was yawning after every other word by the time she finished.

      Mona frowned.  “But I have so many questions,” she complained.

      “We can talk at seven,” Fenella told her.  “Shelly and I are going to Ramsey, but not until half nine.  We’ll have plenty of time to talk.”

      “Where did Doreen say she lived?”

      “Somewhere near the Chinese restaurant,” Fenella replied.  “I’m not sure where.”

      “I may go and see if I can find her,” Mona mused.  “If anyone needs someone to give her self-confidence a boost, it’s Doreen Cross.”

      “What are you going to do?” Fenella demanded.

      “We’ll talk in the morning,” Mona said smugly before she faded away.

      “I hate when she does that,” Fenella told Katie.  “Mostly because it’s a really cool trick.  I wish I could do that at boring parties.”

      “Meeeewwwwww,” Katie said softly.  She was already curled up on the bed.  Now she shut her eyes tightly.

      Fenella crawled under the covers and switched off the lights.  “Night-night,” she said.

      “Mew-mew,” Katie replied.
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        * * *

      

      “He was going to marry me,” Ashley said.  “And we were going to have a huge traditional wedding cake.”

      “She’s lying,” Doreen shouted.  “He was going to marry me and we were going to have jam roly poly because that’s better.”

      “Not for a wedding,” Ashley said scornfully.  “He was never going to marry you, anyway.  He loved me.”

      “He did not.  He was just using you to make sure no one found out about me.”

      “If that were true, you’d have known that Nigel hated jam roly poly.”

      “It was his favorite pudding,” Doreen argued.

      “He lied to you, about jam roly poly and everything else,” Ashley laughed.

      Doreen turned to Fenella.  “You know the truth.  What was Nigel’s favorite pudding?”

      Fenella stared at her.  “I’ve no idea.”

      “But you know everything,” Ashley said.  “If Shelly and Tim have traditional wedding cake, then everyone in the world has to have traditional wedding cake, for the rest of all time.”

      “That isn’t how it works,” Fenella insisted.

      “That is how it works now,” Ashley countered.

      “Unless you agree that Nigel was going to marry me,” Doreen shouted.  “If you agree to that, then we can all have jam roly poly forever.”

      “But I don’t want either of those at my wedding,” Fenella said.

      “But you aren’t getting married,” Ashley laughed.

      “I am getting married, one day,” Fenella told her.

      “You can’t get married.  Nigel is dead,” Doreen said.  “We’re all going to grow old alone.  Of course, you’re already old, well, you were too old for Nigel, anyway.”

      “Hey, I was going to help you find a job,” Fenella said angrily.

      Ashley laughed.  “You shouldn’t help her.  She’s delusional.  She actually thought that Nigel cared about her.  It was quite sad, really.”

      Doreen gasped and then burst into tears.  Fenella went to put an arm around her and brought her hand down hard on the bedside table.  Her eyes flew open.

      “Merrow?” Katie asked.

      The clock changed to two twenty-one.  Fenella groaned and buried her face in the pillow.
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      “You look tired,” Shelly said the next morning when Fenella opened her door to Shelly’s knock.

      “I had nightmares last night — well, really only one nightmare, but it woke me, and then I couldn’t get back to sleep.”

      “Should I ask what it was about?”

      “The murder investigation.”

      “Oh, thank goodness,” Shelly said.

      “Why is that good?”

      “I was afraid you were having nightmares about Daniel or about my wedding.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Daniel and I are fine, and I’m excited about your wedding.  My nightmares are nearly always about things that are causing me stress.”

      “And murder investigations are stressful.  I’m sorry.  Do you want to reschedule our day in Ramsey?”

      “We need to meet with Jasper, and the sooner the better.  January isn’t that far away, not for planning a wedding.”

      “You could go back to bed for a few hours and just get up in time for lunch,” Shelly suggested.

      “No, I’m fine, really.  I’ll put a bit more concealer on my dark circles, and I’ll be good to go.”

      “Maybe you should have another cup of coffee, too.”

      “I already have too much coffee running through my system,” Fenella laughed.   “I’ve been drinking it all morning.”

      In the parking garage under their building, Fenella unlocked Mona’s little red sports car.  It was completely impractical for most things, which is why Fenella had bought herself a far more sensible car for daily use.  Mona’s car was incredibly fun to drive, though, and Fenella used every excuse she could to drive it whenever possible.

      “We can’t do too much shopping today,” Shelly said as they pulled out of the garage.  “The boot in this car is tiny.”

      “It holds a surprising amount,” Fenella told her.  “Far more than it looks as if it should hold.”

      She drove them along the mountain road, where there wasn’t any speed limit, enjoying pushing the car to go as fast as it could.  Traffic was light and the trams weren’t running, so they made the trip very quickly.

      “And now we slow down,” Shelly laughed as they reached the Ramsey hairpin.  The car hugged the tightly twisting section of road, and Fenella was fairly certain that the car wanted to take the turns a good deal more quickly than she did.

      “You seemed a bit uncertain last night when Tim said you were happy with setting the date,” Fenella said as they emerged from the hairpin.

      “Setting the date makes it all so official,” Shelly said with a sigh.  “I really want to marry Tim, but the thought of being married again scares me.  I’m still not certain about having a big wedding, either.  Sometimes I think it would easier if Tim and I just stayed engaged forever.”

      “So postpone the wedding.”

      “I think about that, and then that makes me sad, too,” Shelly told her.  She shook her head and then laughed.  “I’m making myself crazy, aren’t I?”

      “It certainly sounds that way.”  Fenella pulled the car into the small parking lot behind the large bookstore and switched off the engine.  She looked at Shelly.  “Do you want to talk or do you want to shop?”

      Shelly thought for a minute and then grinned at her.  “Let’s shop.  We can talk later, maybe after we’ve seen Jasper.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “I really just want to forget about the wedding for a few hours,” Shelly admitted.  “It seems to be the only thing that Tim and I talk about at the moment, although a lot of that is my fault, because I can’t seem to make any decisions on what I want to do.”

      “You know I’m always available if you want to talk or if you don’t want to talk,” Fenella told her.

      “I need shoes.  Red shoes with a fairly low heel.  I bought a new skirt, and I need just the right shoes to go with it.”

      “Let’s go,” Fenella said.

      The got out of the car and headed for the shops that lined both sides of the nearby street.  There were a half dozen shoe stores, and Shelly went in every one of them.  Once she’d found the perfect shoes, they went to the bookstore and spent half an hour browsing the shelves.

      “I’ve picked out three books, and I don’t want to find any more,” Shelly told Fenella.  “I’m going to curl up in a comfy chair and read one of my new books while I wait for you.”

      “I’m ready now.  I’ve found seven books, and I need to stop,” Fenella replied.  “If we don’t hurry, we’ll be late for our lunch date anyway.”

      The drive to the Seaview didn’t take long.

      “Am I crazy to be both terrified and excited about this?” Shelly asked as they walked toward the door.

      “Not at all,” Fenella assured her.  “Not that I’m qualified to assess what’s crazy and what isn’t.”

      Shelly laughed.  “Maybe crazy is better anyway.”

      “Ah, good afternoon.”  Jasper Coventry had been waiting for them in the beautifully and expensively decorated lobby.  He held out a hand to Fenella.  “Ms. Woods, so lovely to see you again.”

      “Please call me Fenella,” she replied.  “And it’s lovely to see you again, too.  This is my friend, Shelly Quirk.  It’s her wedding reception that we’re hoping to have here in January.”

      “Mrs. Quirk, but we’ve met,” Jasper said, taking Shelly’s hand.  “You are or were a teacher, unless I’m mistaken.  You were honored as ‘Teacher of the Year’ some years ago, perhaps in the late nineties?”

      Shelly flushed.  “I can’t believe you remember that.”

      “The ‘Teacher of the Year’ banquet was always one of my favorite events every year,” he replied.  “I was very disappointed when the Education Department decided to honor their teachers in other ways.  Stuart and I both used to attend, just to listen to the students.”

      Shelly nodded.  “The students were always very special.”

      Jasper looked at Fenella.  “The winners had to be nominated by students, and when the winners were determined, a small group of each teacher’s students, past and present, were invited to put together a presentation for the banquet.  The presentations were always wonderful as the students described how their lives had been changed for the better by whichever teacher was being honored.”

      “How lovely,” Fenella said.

      “Mrs. Quirk’s students were some of my favorites,” Jasper continued.  “They all talked about how she made learning fun.  There was one young man who really made an impression on me.  He told everyone that he’d always hated school and now, since he’d had Mrs. Quirk, he only disliked it.”

      Shelly burst out laughing.  “That was Jason Montgomery,” she said.  “He’s a London solicitor now.”

      Jasper laughed.  “I suppose it was either that or prison.”

      “But you have an incredible memory,” Fenella told Jasper.

      “It’s a job requirement, really,” he replied.  “There are some people who get very offended if they aren’t remembered everywhere they go.”

      “I suspect many of them behave in ways that get them remembered,” Fenella suggested.

      Jasper chuckled.  “You’d be right about that.  But let’s head to the restaurant.  I know you said that Tim would be joining us.  I assume he’s arriving separately?”

      “He has a meeting that may run as late as one o’clock,” Shelly told him as they walked down the long corridor that led to the restaurant.  “He’s going to be here as soon as he can.”

      “You should have rung me.  We could have postponed the meeting until after one.”

      “Except then Fenella and I would have been too hungry to pay attention,” Shelly told him.

      “In that case, we’d better order a few starters while we wait,” Jasper said.  He escorted them into a small private dining room that was tucked away in one corner of the restaurant.

      “This is lovely,” Fenella said as she looked around the room she hadn’t known was there.

      “I know that Ms. Woods said you wanted to have your reception in the ballroom,” Jasper said.  “We’ll walk over there after lunch and take a look at the space.  I want you to be certain that it’s exactly what you want.”

      “I’ve no idea what I want,” Shelly muttered.

      “Oh dear,” Jasper said.  “I think Tim is a lovely man, but if you aren’t certain about marrying him, maybe we should just open a couple of bottles of wine and forget about wedding planning.”

      Shelly laughed.  “I just have cold feet,” she said.  “I’m not even certain that’s the right word for it, actually.  I love Tim and I want to marry him, but I’m also terrified.”

      “What worries you the most?”

      Shelly frowned.  “I was married before.  What if being married to Tim isn’t like being married to John was?”

      “Why would you want it to be the same?” Jasper asked.  “What fun would that be?  I’m sure your marriage to Tim will have a whole host of challenges, most of which you can’t even begin to imagine now.  But even if you had a wonderful first marriage, you should want this one to be completely different.”

      Shelly stared at him for a full minute and then slowly shook her head.  “It sounds so simple when you put it that way,” she said.  “I mean, you’re totally correct, and I should have realized that, but I was so, I don’t know, worried, I suppose, that I didn’t think of it quite that way.”

      Jasper grinned at her.  “I’m happy I could help, if I have.  But now let’s open a bottle of wine.”

      “I’m driving,” Fenella said as Jasper poured wine into glasses.

      “Do you want half a glass or none at all?” he asked her.

      “None at all,” she replied, agreeing to a soft drink when he offered one.

      “Shall we sit?” he asked, gesturing toward the table.

      They took seats, and then Jasper got out a small notebook and fancy gold pen.  “Tell me what you were envisioning for your perfect wedding,” he said to Shelly.

      Fenella’s phone began to ring, the special ringtone that she’d assigned to Daniel.  “Do you mind if I…” she asked, getting to her feet.

      “Not at all.  Mrs. Quirk and I will start making plans without you,” Jasper said.

      “Oh, call me Shelly,” Shelly said as Fenella left the room.

      “Hello?”

      “I’m interrupting your lunch with Shelly and Jasper, aren’t I?”

      “It’s fine,” Fenella assured Daniel as she walked through the restaurant toward a door to the outside.  “What do you need?”

      “Tom and I are conducting follow-up interviews with all of the witnesses today.  We’re talking to Doncan at three, and I was wondering if you could meet us at Doncan’s office around half three so that we can speak to you immediately after we’ve spoken to him?”

      “I can do that.  Are you going to interview me in Doncan’s office, then?”

      “He’s offered to let us use his conference room to interview you.  That seemed preferable to bringing you back to the station.”

      “We can’t just talk in my apartment?”

      “Tom would prefer to keep things on a more formal basis,” Daniel explained.

      Fenella walked outside and took a deep breath of fresh air.  There were flowers surrounding the entrance and after another deep breath, Fenella sneezed.

      “Bless you,” a woman said as she walked past.

      “Thank you,” Fenella replied.  She kept walking, resisting the urge to say anything else to the woman.  Instead, she ducked around the corner of the building and then stopped and peered back at the woman who was standing near the door into the restaurant.

      “I hope you don’t mind,” Daniel said.

      “Don’t mind what?” Fenella asked, her eyes on the other woman.

      “Keeping things more formal,” Daniel replied.

      “Oh, no, that’s fine.  I can understand Inspector Brooks not wanting to interview me at home,” she replied in a whisper.

      “Why are you whispering?”

      “Because Jennifer Andrews just walked past me,” she hissed.  “She’s standing in the doorway, waiting for someone, and I want to see who she’s meeting for lunch.”

      “Why does this always happen to you?” Daniel demanded.

      “I don’t know, but you should be glad it does,” she retorted as a man got out of a car in the restaurant parking lot and began to walk toward the building.

      “Hello,” Jennifer called as he approached.

      “Hello,” he replied, pulling her into an embrace as soon as he reached her.

      “That was some greeting,” Jennifer laughed as he released her.

      “I’ve missed you.  With the bank closed at the moment, I don’t get to see you every day anymore,” he said.

      “I’ve heard we’re going to be allowed to reopen on Monday,” Jennifer said as she took his arm and he opened the door into the building.

      “I’m going to have to work overtime…” the man was saying as the door shut behind them.

      “Sorry,” Fenella said into her phone.  “I may have missed something you said.”

      Daniel sighed.  “I worry about you.  I hate that you run into suspects everywhere you go.”

      “I know, but aren’t you curious who is having lunch with Jennifer?”

      “Should I be?”

      “I’ve never met him, but I saw his photograph on the bank’s website.  Jennifer’s lunch date is Ted Long, the head of lending.”

      “Interesting.”

      “Ashley and Doreen both said that Jennifer was involved with Nigel, but from the way they greeted one another, she and Ted have been together since before Nigel died.”

      “Oh?”

      “It was quite the kiss,” Fenella explained.  “He told her that he misses seeing her every day now that the bank is closed as well.”

      “Interesting,” Daniel said.  “I believe I’m going to have to speak to both of them again.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Does that change anything in your plans for today?  Am I still supposed to meet you at three-thirty?”

      “Yes, please.  I’ll talk to Tom, and we’ll work out a strategy for talking to Jennifer and Ted again for later today or tomorrow.”

      “I’ll see you in a few hours, then.”

      “I’m looking forward to it, even if it is work.”

      Fenella laughed. “Me too, I think.”

      She noticed that Jennifer and Ted were sitting together in a booth in one corner of the large restaurant as she walked back to the private room.  They were holding hands and whispering together.  Fenella could hear laughter as she reached the door to the room where she’d left Shelly.

      Tim was sitting next to Shelly, and Shelly and Jasper were both laughing.  Fenella smiled.

      “What have I missed?” she asked as the door shut behind her.

      “Jasper has brilliant ideas,” Shelly told her before she took another sip of wine.

      “And Shelly has been drinking steadily,” Tim added, winking at Shelly.

      Shelly laughed again.  “This is my second glass of wine, but that’s hardly excessive.  I’ve eaten a lot, too.  Fenella, you have to try all of the starters.  We’re going to have them all at the wedding.”

      Tim frowned.  “Unless that costs more than you want to spend,” he said quickly.

      Shelly looked shocked and then blushed bright red.  “I’m so sorry,” she stammered.  “I didn’t mean, that is, we don’t have to have all of them.  Jasper suggested it, but I, well, I mean, I sort of forgot that you were paying for all of this.  We can just pick one or two of the best.  They’re all really good.”

      Fenella held up a hand before Shelly could babble any longer.  “Let’s work out what you want, and then I’ll talk to Jasper about what it will all cost.  Let me try a few of the options.  If there’s anything I don’t like, we won’t have it.”

      “You’re going to like it all,” Jasper told her.  “My chef is incredibly talented.”

      Sliding into the chair next to Jasper, Fenella helped herself to one of each item from the platter at the center of the table.  “What else did I miss?” she asked before she started eating.

      “Jasper has all sorts of interesting ideas for ways to spend your money,” Tim told her.

      “And we definitely don’t need thrones,” Shelly said, giggling as she reached for her wine.

      “But they don’t even cost extra,” Jasper said.

      Tim laughed.  “Sorry, but I can’t imagine how foolish I’d feel, sitting in a throne.  I’m just an ordinary bloke.”

      Jasper sighed.  “I told Stuart we shouldn’t have bought the thrones.  We could have hired a pair for the day, but he insisted that we purchase a much nicer pair.”  He looked at Fenella and grinned.  “I won’t tell you whose wedding we needed them for, but I’m certain you’d know the name if I said it.”

      Shelly blurted out the name of one the island’s wealthy residents.  He was someone that Fenella had met on several occasions at charity events.  She’d found him rude and arrogant every time they’d spoken.

      “You didn’t get that from me,” Jasper said.

      “There were pictures in the local paper,” Shelly explained.  “Including one of the pair of them sitting on their thrones looking stupid.  I just assumed that they’d bought the thrones themselves.”

      “They didn’t.  We bought them and added them to our list of options for weddings and other special events.  We used one of them a few times, for special birthday parties, but we’ve never used them at another wedding,” Jasper told her.

      “Special birthday parties?” Fenella echoed.

      “A throne is very popular for one hundredth birthdays,” Jasper told her.

      “Ooohh, I’m having one for my one hundredth birthday,” Shelly said.  “I won’t care if I look stupid by that point.”

      “You may have a throne for your one hundredth birthday,” Tim promised her.  “But not for our wedding.”

      She nodded.  “I agree.”

      “So no thrones, but every single one of these appetizers,” Fenella said.  “They’re all delicious.”

      “We’ll talk about prices later,” Jasper said, winking at her.

      She nodded.  “But I’ve met the man that Shelly just named,” she said after a moment.  “He invited me to have dinner with him.  I didn’t realize he was married.”

      “He isn’t, not at the moment, anyway,” Shelly told her.  “The thrones were for his fourth wife and he’s had two more since then.  He’s been single for the last two years, though.”

      “And even he didn’t want the thrones at either of his subsequent weddings,” Jasper said with a grin.

      “Now I want to see the thrones,” Fenella laughed.

      “I’ll show you pictures of them later,” Jasper promised.  “And if you really want to see them, I can show them to you in person as well.”

      “Pictures will be enough,” Shelly told her.  “While I’m sure they’re lovely, they aren’t the sort of thing you’d want for your wedding, either.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’ll bet Mona would have loved them.”

      Jasper laughed.  “Mona used one at her birthday party every year, actually.  She did love it, and she often talked about buying the second one from us so she could use it at home.”

      “I’m glad she never did.  I can’t imagine having a throne in my living room,” Fenella said.

      “And now, some samples from our wedding main course menu,” Jasper suggested.  He pulled his phone out of his pocket and sent a quick text.  A minute later, as Jasper poured Shelly more wine, the door opened, and a pair of waiters rushed into the room.  They quickly cleared away the empty plates and then put two large platters in the middle of the table before giving everyone an empty plate.

      “Our chef can make you just about anything for your main course,” Jasper said.  “These are some of his favorites, but if you don’t care for any of them or have a particular request, just ask.  Everything on our regular dinner menu is available for weddings as well, although some options may be prohibitively expensive.”

      It took them all a few minutes to help themselves to small samples of each of the various options.

      “I want them all,” Shelly laughed.  “But I’ll get only one dinner on our wedding day, so there’s no point in offering too many choices.”

      As Jasper discussed the various options with Shelly and Tim, Fenella’s mind began to wander.  If Jennifer was romantically involved with Ted, why did everyone think she was seeing Nigel?  Was the woman dating both men?  And if she was, was that something that Ted wasn’t very happy about?  Would he have done something to eliminate the competition?

      “Whatever you choose for food, we always give our wedding couples a traditional wedding cake,” Jasper said as the waiters cleared the plates some time later.  “It’s the Seaview’s gift to our happy couples.  Having said that, more and more couples are opting to have other puddings as well as traditional wedding cake.  We’ve done everything from fairy cakes to chocolate cups filled with mousse or custard to tiny apple tarts.  I’ve asked our chef to prepare some samples of those for you as well.”

      Fenella and Shelly exchanged excited glances.

      “I wish I hadn’t eaten so much thus far,” Shelly said.  “I want to try all of the puddings, too.”

      When the waiter put the large tray in the center of the table, Fenella’s mouth began to water.

      “Help yourselves,” Jasper said.

      “We can have all of these, too,” Fenella told him a short while later.  “Just a huge dessert table with the traditional wedding cake as a centerpiece.”

      “We can do that,” Jasper said, making a note.  “How does that sound to you?” he asked Shelly.

      “Just about perfect,” Shelly sighed.  “Although it might be the wine and the sugar talking.  Those chocolate fairy cakes are amazing, though.  I could just eat three of them and skip dinner on my wedding day.”

      Jasper laughed.  “I wouldn’t recommend that, but I can promise you a few extra in your suite on your wedding night, assuming you opt to stay here after the reception.”

      “I think that’s a wonderful idea,” Tim said.  “We can leave for our honeymoon the next morning, full of good food and fairy cakes.”

      “And now let’s go and take a look at the ballroom,” Jasper said when the dessert tray was empty.

      “I don’t think I can move,” Shelly moaned.  “I’m too full.”

      “We can wait for a moment or two,” Jasper told her.  “Tell me your love story while we wait.”

      Shelly looked at Tim and blushed.  “You tell him,” she suggested.

      Tim shrugged.  “We met at Cregneash during a Hop-tu-Naa event.  I couldn’t take my eyes off of Shelly, but she didn’t even notice me.”

      “That isn’t strictly true,” Shelly told him.  “I noticed you and I thought you were really attractive, but I assumed you were married.”

      “And I assumed the same about Shelly, because she was wearing a wedding ring,” Tim told Jasper.

      After the pair finished telling the story, they all walked over to the ballroom, which was only a few doors away.

      “It’s gorgeous,” Fenella said as Jasper threw open the double doors and turned on the lights.  A huge chandelier illuminated the enormous room.

      “It maybe be far too large for our wedding, though,” Shelly said.  “We’re probably only having fifty or sixty guests.”

      “The space can comfortably hold up to two hundred and fifty people,” Jasper told her.  “But we have a number of ways of making the space feel much more intimate for smaller gatherings.  We had a dinner for twenty-five in here once and everyone loved it.”

      “What will you do?” Fenella asked.

      “We have screens that we can arrange to create separate spaces for dining and for dancing,” he told her.  “Or we can use flowers and decorations to fill parts of the room.  We have several different options, and I have pictures of all of them.”

      He led them over to a table that had several photo albums on it.  “Start going through them,” he suggested.  “See what you find that you like.”

      Fenella flipped through one of the books, stopping when she got to the pictures of the thrones.

      “What do you think?” Shelly asked.

      “I’m speechless,” Fenella replied.

      “They are a bit over the top,” Jasper admitted.  “But they were exactly what our guests wanted.”

      “I can see their appeal for birthday parties,” Fenella said.  “I suppose I can see having them at weddings, too, but, well, they aren’t for me.”

      “Daniel would never sit on one of those,” Tim said.

      Fenella laughed.  “Should I tell him that I want them?”

      Shelly shook her head.  “Your money already worries him.  That would make it worse.”

      It took Shelly and Tim only a few minutes to agree on how they wanted the room arranged for their reception.

      “This is just perfect,” Shelly said, showing Jasper the photo that she and Tim had been discussing.  “It makes the room feel cozy, even though it’s a huge ballroom.”

      “That’s one of my favorite arrangements,” Jasper told her.  “I’d do that for every event with under a hundred people that we have in here, if it were up to me.  Sadly, some people don’t appreciate sophistication.”

      Everyone laughed.

      “Is that everything?” Shelly asked as she idly flipped through the albums again.

      “That’s nearly everything,” Jasper told her.  “I just need to have a discussion with Ms. Woods about the pricing for what you’ve selected.  We may have to meet again to make some changes once we’ve had that conversation.”

      “Can’t you just talk now?” Shelly asked.

      Jasper looked at Fenella.  “Would you prefer to have our conversation privately?” he asked.

      She opened her mouth to reply, but Tim held up a hand.

      “I hate to interrupt, but I feel as if it would be polite if Shelly and I excused ourselves at this point.  We can come back in half an hour or so if we’re needed, but I feel that if we’re sitting here, Fenella is going to feel as if she has to say yes to everything.”

      “I don’t mind either way,” Fenella told them.

      “There’s no need for you to come back in half an hour,” Jasper said.  “Fenella and I will have our chat, and then I’ll ring Shelly later today to go over everything.  You can give me final approval at that point, and I’ll put you on the calendar.”

      “I thought it would be nice if I took the afternoon off to spend with you,” Tim told Shelly.  “Let’s take a drive along the coast and maybe walk on the beach.”

      Shelly smiled at him.  “Lovely,” she said.  “Are you certain you don’t want us here?” she asked Fenella.

      “Go and have fun,” Fenella replied.  “I’ll see you later.”

      She waited until Tim and Shelly had left the room before turning to Jasper.  “I know you’re usually closed in January, so simply opening the hotel for us will cost more than usual, but I really want to give Shelly and Tim everything that they want.  What’s the grand total, if they have everything we talked about today?”

      “Stuart and I were going to be here anyway, so it won’t cost that much extra to reopen the ballroom and a few guest rooms,” he replied.  “And Tim is one of my favorite people on the island.  The Islanders have been playing here for years, and he’s always polite and professional.  You’d be amazed how few people are these days.”

      Fenella nodded.  “But you’ll want to make a profit as well.  This is your business.”

      “Yes, of course,” Jasper sighed.  He tore out a page from his notebook and wrote a number on it.  Then he slid the paper toward Fenella.  “That’s for everything —  the room; the decorations; the flowers, which we get at a wonderful price from a local florist; a three course feast for sixty, with all of the puddings; a champagne toast and an open bar; and the bridal suite for our happy couple the night of the wedding.”

      Fenella looked at the number and then shook her head.  “It’s not nearly enough,” she said.  “My budget for the wedding is twice that.”

      Jasper laughed.  “I can add in more flowers and more bottles of champagne,” he suggested.

      “I want you to check your math.  There must be some mistake.”

      Jasper flipped back through his notes and then scribbled numbers of a clean sheet of paper.  After a moment, he looked at Fenella.  “I was off by two pounds,” he said.  “But I was overcharging you.”

      Fenella laughed.  “In that case, tell Shelly that they can have it all and that they can add more if they want more.”

      “I’m sure she’ll be delighted.”

      “I know she will.  I’m just happy to help her have her dream wedding.  She’s my closest friend on the island.”

      “Did you leave many good friends in the US?”

      Fenella hesitated and then shook her head.  “Not really, no.  Which makes Shelly even more special to me.”

      “I’ll get all of this written into a contract and email it to you,” he told her.  “You can sign it electronically and send it back.  Make sure you keep a copy for yourself, of course.”

      “Of course,” she agreed.

      “I’ll arrange another meeting with Shelly and Tim for next week to go back over everything.  Do you want to be here?”

      “Have Shelly let me know when you’re meeting, and if I’m not busy, I’ll come along, but I don’t feel as if I need to be here.  While they’re here, do encourage them to add a few more extravagant touches to the celebration, though.”

      “You want to spend more money?”

      “I want the day to be everything Shelly ever dreamt of for her wedding day.”

      He nodded and made a note.  “I’ll see if I can spend more of your money, then.”

      Fenella glanced at her watch and got to her feet.  “I’m going to be late for an appointment,” she said.  “It’s a good thing I drove Mona’s car.”

      Jasper laughed.  “Mona’s car will get you back to Douglas in no time at all.”

      “Exactly.  Thank you for everything.  I’ll look for your email later today.”

      He nodded.  “I hope you won’t think I’m rude if I don’t walk you out.  I need to put all of these albums away and then start getting the room ready for a dinner party.”

      “Not at all.  Thank you again,” Fenella said as she headed for the door.

      She was halfway down the corridor to the lobby when she decided that it would be smart to stop in the bathroom on her way out.  She knew there were bathrooms right outside of the restaurant, so she spun around and went back in that direction.  As she pushed open the bathroom door, it swung forward suddenly away from her hand.

      “Oh, sorry,” Jennifer Andrews said as she pulled the door open and nearly walked into Fenella.

      “No problem,” Fenella said, taking a step backward.

      Jennifer walked past her.  Fenella crossed through a spacious room full of couches and chairs to the second room where the stalls were located.  She took care of business, and then washed her hands with a bar of soap that smelled of roses, before heading for the door.

      “Ms. Woods?  May I have a moment of your time?” Jennifer was sitting on one of the couches, and she smiled tentatively at Fenella.
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      “Of course,” Fenella said, glancing at her watch.  She’d have to text Daniel and let him know that she was going to be late.  Hopefully, he’d understand.  She sat down in a chair next to Jennifer and smiled at her.  “What’s on your mind?”

      “The murder investigation,” Jennifer replied with a sigh.  “I know you’re engaged to the police inspector who’s in charge of the case.  I was hoping you might be able to tell me how the investigation is going.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “I’m afraid it doesn’t work that way.  First of all, Daniel isn’t in charge of the case, he’s merely assisting Inspector Brooks, and secondly, he doesn’t tell me anything about the cases he’s investigating.  I find out what’s happening by reading the local paper, the same as everyone else.”

      “Of course you would say that.  Can you at least tell me if an arrest is imminent?”

      “I’ve no idea.  I believe Daniel and Inspector Brooks are speaking to all of the witnesses a second time with some very specific questions, but I don’t know if that means that they’ve discovered something interesting or that they’re simply fishing.”

      “I already talked to them a second time.  They asked me a lot of questions about how to get into the bank when it was closed.  As if I’d have any idea about that.”

      “Nigel got in somehow.”

      “Yeah, and he did it regularly.”

      “You knew that?”

      Jennifer shrugged.  “No doubt you saw me earlier with Ted.  We’ve been together for almost a year.  He’s, well, we’re, that is, heck, I don’t know what we are, but we’ve been seeing one another for about a year, and I’m crazy about him.”

      “Someone suggested to me that you and Nigel were dating.”

      “That was Ted’s idea,” Jennifer said flatly.

      “Oh?”

      “The thing is, Ted knew that someone was getting into the bank after hours, but he couldn’t prove it.  He knew it was Nigel as well, but again, he didn’t have any proof.  After a while, he got it in his head that I should come to work at the bank and start a relationship with Nigel.  Ted thought that Nigel would brag to me about how he could get into the building whenever he wanted.”

      Fenella took a deep breath while she tried to work out which question to ask first.  There was a lot to question in Jennifer’s words.  “How did Ted know that someone was getting in after hours?” she asked after a moment.

      “Ted and Nigel didn’t get along.  I don’t think I’m exaggerating when I say that they hated one another.  Chris was meant to be moving up to manager when the previous manager retired.  He and Ted get along well, and Ted was sure that Chris was going to expand the lending department once he was the manager.  Besides that, Ted thought there was a real chance that he might be offered Chris’s old job as assistant manager once Chris moved up.”

      That doesn’t answer the question at all, Fenella thought when Jennifer fell silent.  “So how did Ted know that someone was getting in after hours?” she repeated herself.

      “Sorry, I wandered off a bit there, didn’t I?  Things kept getting moved in Ted’s office.  It isn’t a proper office, really, it’s just a cubicle, which is terrible, because he deals with highly sensitive information.  He used to have to use one of the conference rooms when he met with customers, because he couldn’t talk about their credit history out in the open.”

      “And things kept getting moved around in the cubicle?” Fenella asked after the woman went quiet again.

      “He keeps all of his desk drawers and file cabinets locked, because no one is meant to have access to the credit applications and his notes.  It’s a very important job.”

      “Of course it is,” Fenella said after another pause.

      “But yes, things kept getting moved around in his cubicle.  Not anything in the desk or the file cabinet, but things on his desk and around the room.”

      “What sort of things?”

      “The first thing he noticed was that the flowers on his desk changed color.”

      “They changed color?”

      “Yes, he likes to keep a small vase with a few flowers on his desk.  He usually has white carnations in the vase, but sometimes he mixes it up, but on this occasion, his white carnations turned pink.”

      “Pink?”

      Jennifer nodded.  “He buys fresh flowers every Monday morning on his way to work.  When he came in on Wednesday, the white flowers he’d bought that Monday had become pink flowers.”

      “Everything else was the same?  I mean they looked the same, aside from the color?”

      “Exactly the same.  There were still four flowers, and they seemed to be cut at the same height as the ones he’d purchased.  He poured out the water in the vase, to see if someone had slipped some dye into the water, but it looked clear, as far as he could tell.”

      “What did he do?”

      “What could he do?  He couldn’t exactly complain that someone had switched out his flowers, could he?  Especially since he’d been the last one out of the building both Monday and Tuesday evenings.  There didn’t seem to be any way that the flowers could have been swapped, but somehow, they had been.”

      “Maybe someone changed them on the Wednesday morning,” Fenella suggested.

      “Ted likes to be at work nice and early.  He’d arrived first on Wednesday and then waited for Chris to arrive to open the doors.”

      “I assume that wasn’t the only incident.”

      “That was just the start.  After a while, he started to doubt himself, really, but then, a few weeks later, he went into his cubicle and found a banana on the desk.”

      “A banana?”

      “Yes, I know it sounds silly, but he and Nigel had just had a discussion about fruit, and Ted had told him that he hated everything about bananas, from their smell to their texture to their color.”

      “And that’s why he thought Nigel was behind the incidents?”

      “At that point, he didn’t know what to think.  He’d been a few minutes late that day, so he thought maybe someone had stopped by to see him and accidentally left part of their lunch on his desk or something.”

      “When did all of this happen?”

      “The first incident happened nearly a year ago, not long after Ted and I met.  He didn’t even mention the first few things to me until later.”

      “So what happened next?”

      “I can’t remember everything or the order in which things happened, but basically, just about every week something was moved around or added to Ted’s office.  One day his chair was swapped around with the visitor’s chair, another time he found a jar of raspberry jam on top of his filing cabinet.  Raspberry jam is another thing he doesn’t care for, and he and Nigel had been discussing it a few days prior to it showing up in Ted’s office.”

      “It almost sounds as if Nigel wanted him to know he was behind it all.”

      “Of course he did,” Jennifer said.  “He knew it bothered Ted, and he loved getting under Ted’s skin.”

      “Did Ted ever confront Nigel about it?”

      “After the jam incident, he did.  He’d started making a point of being with Chris to be the last ones out of the building, and he was usually one of the first people to arrive each morning.  He knew that no one should have had a chance to put anything in his office.  He went and talked to Chris, and Chris insisted that they confront Nigel.”

      “And what did Nigel say?” Fenella demanded after another long pause.

      “He laughed.  He said Chris was in charge of security, and he ought to know that it was impossible for anyone to get into the building once the doors were locked for the night.  Then he offered to let Ted review the security camera footage from the previous evening.  Ted was angry enough to accept the offer, and he spent hours going through the footage.”

      “And he didn’t see anyone in the bank after closing?” Fenella guessed.

      “No one.  Even Chris ended up agreeing with Nigel that someone must have left the jar in Ted’s cubicle during working hours and that Ted simply hadn’t noticed.”

      “So what happened next?”

      Jennifer flushed.  “You can imagine how upset Ted was getting.  He was almost going crazy trying to work out what was happening.”

      “I can imagine.”

      “He started, well, following Nigel, but he had to be really careful so that Nigel wouldn’t notice.  He didn’t want to lose his job, after all.”

      “Maybe he would have been better off finding a different job.”

      Jennifer shrugged.  “Maybe, but he doesn’t want to leave Ramsey, and he really likes working with Chris.  Nigel was the only problem.”

      “So he started following Nigel?”

      “Yeah, and he quickly discovered that Nigel spent most of his time away from work with women, lots of women, lots of different women.”

      “Including women from the bank?”

      “Yes, and that was enough to make Ted hope that he could get rid of Nigel.  He started taking pictures of Nigel with Ashley, the customer service manager.  Then he thought it would be even better if he could get pictures of Nigel with more than one of the women from the bank.  That’s when he asked me to try to get a job there.”

      “Why didn’t he just go to the bank’s senior management with the pictures he already had?”

      “Because he could never get pictures of anything more than the pair spending time together.  They never held hands or kissed or did anything to suggest that they were anything other than friends when they were in public.  Ted knew he needed more than that.  He also wanted me to see if I could get Nigel to promote me, because then he could argue that Nigel was misusing his power at the bank.”

      “So you applied for a job.”

      “I did, even though I had to quit a job I loved to do so,” Jennifer said.

      Fenella stared at her.  “You care for Ted a lot, then.”

      “I’m madly in love with him,” she sighed.  “And I don’t think he feels the same way.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      She shrugged.  “I just keep hoping he’ll come to care for me, too, one day.”

      “So once you’d been hired at the bank, did Nigel ask you out?”

      “Not right away.  I was thinking of giving up, actually, after a few months, when he hadn’t been anything other than polite and professional to me.  Ted thought that maybe he was worried that I was looking for something serious, so he suggested that I start talking about my boyfriend, although I had to be careful that no one know that the Ted I was talking about was the bank’s Ted.”

      “And did that work?”

      “Eventually, yes.  I started talking about getting engaged one day soon and a few days later, Nigel asked me to have lunch with him.  He said he wanted to talk about my prospects at the bank, and that’s mostly what we did discuss, but towards the end of lunch, he made an offhand comment about wanting to see me again, but socially.  I blushed and stammered and then suggested that I make him dinner at my flat.”

      “And he agreed, no doubt.”

      “He did.  He probably thought that I’d sleep with him that night, but I didn’t.  Instead, I did everything I could to get him to admit that he was getting into the bank after closing.  He wouldn’t admit to anything, though.”

      “And when was that first date?”

      “About four months ago.  We used to go out every Friday, although I should say that we used to stay in every Friday, because we usually just met at my flat for dinner.”

      “And he still hadn’t admitted that he was getting into the bank after closing by the time he died?”

      “He had not,” she sighed.  “I don’t even know what to think about the relationship, really.  If I wasn’t already in love with Ted, I think I would have been disappointed in the relationship with Nigel.  We didn’t seem to be going anywhere, really.  We had dinner together each Friday and then he’d go home.  We usually talked about movies or books or something superficial.  I never really got to know him as a person, in spite of seeing him for four months.”

      “Were you going to end things?”

      “I thought about it, but, well, Ted wanted me to keep going.  He was certain that Nigel would eventually admit to what he was doing.  He was still following Nigel, too, trying to catch him going into the bank some evening.  The problem was, Ted isn’t very good at following anyone.  Nigel spotted him on more than one occasion, and the last time it happened, Nigel threatened to ring the police.  Ted was having to be a lot more careful.”

      “So he wasn’t following him on Tuesday?”

      “No, he was not,” Jennifer said sharply.  “He wasn’t anywhere near Nigel or the bank on Tuesday.”

      Fenella nodded.  “It seems obvious that Nigel did have a way to get into the bank, though.  Ted must be happy to know that he was right.”

      “He is, and he’s happy that Nigel is gone as well.  We’re both hoping that Chris will get Nigel’s job.”

      “So who do you think killed him?” Fenella asked.

      Jennifer looked surprised and then shrugged.  “How should I know?  He was in the bank after hours.  Maybe a burglar came in and surprised him.  Maybe he met someone there, one of his women, probably, and she killed him.”

      “It doesn’t sound as if he used the bank for dates,” Fenella said thoughtfully, ignoring what Ashley had told her.

      “Maybe I simply hadn’t been seeing him long enough for him to take me there.  Maybe it was something he did only on special occasions.”

      “Maybe.”

      “Or maybe he took only certain women there,” Jennifer continued.  “If he was going to take anyone there, it would have been Ashley.  They were really close, even if he was seeing other people.”

      “What about Doreen?  Someone told me that he was also seeing Doreen Cross.”

      Jennifer laughed harshly.  “Poor, poor Doreen.  She was dumb enough to believe everything that he told her, although I doubt he told her much of what she believed.  She’s more than capable of making up entire conversations in her head.  She was absolutely crazy about Nigel, and she was convinced that he was going to propose to her one day.”

      “You don’t think he was?”

      “Nigel?  And Doreen?  Never.  He liked her well enough, but he wasn’t ever going to marry her.  He talked to me about her, actually, because they’d only gone out a few times, and he was already worried about her.”

      “Worried in what way?”

      “She was already far too attached.  The thing was, he sort of asked her out because he felt sorry for her.  We’d had a staff night out, everyone from the bank, and she had a few drinks and then started crying.  Apparently, her boyfriend had just dumped her and told her that she’d never find another man because she was, well, fat and ugly.”

      Fenella swallowed a few choice words for the man.  “Poor Doreen,” she said eventually.

      “Anyway, Nigel told me that he asked her to have dinner with him after the drinks thing, just because he didn’t want her to have to go home alone when she was so upset.”

      “That was nice of him, actually.”

      “Yes, but then Doreen decided that it meant a good deal more than it did.  She’d decided that they were a couple, and nothing Nigel said could persuade her otherwise.  He didn’t have the heart to end things with her, so he just kept taking her out once a while, hoping that she’d get tired of him and be the one to end things.”

      “I talked to her yesterday.  I don’t think that was ever going to happen.”

      Jennifer nodded.  “We talked once and I got the same impression.  She, well, she asked me to break up with Nigel because she was in love with him.  Of course, we aren’t meant to go out with other bank employees, so I pretended that I didn’t understand what she meant.”

      “That was probably wise,” Fenella muttered, feeling a rush of sympathy for Doreen.

      “And now I really must go,” Jennifer said, getting to her feet.

      “Before you go, did you ever meet Nigel’s cousin, Richard?”

      Jennifer frowned.  “He owns a café in Ramsey, not far from the bank.  I get lunch there once in a while, or I used to, anyway.  I stopped because I got tired of him constantly trying to chat me up.”

      “Oh dear.”

      “He’s reasonably attractive, and I’m told he makes good money.  If I didn’t have Ted in my life, I might have let him buy me dinner once, but he isn’t really my type.”

      “Did you tell him that you had a boyfriend?”

      “Yes, but he assumed that I meant Nigel.  He just laughed and told me that I wasn’t going to get anything worth having from Nigel, but that he always bought his women friends expensive presents.  I told him I wasn’t for sale.”

      “Good for you.”

      “As chat up lines go, it was creepy and rude.”

      “Indeed.”

      “Anyway, I finally stopped going there for lunch so that I didn’t have to see him any longer.”

      “Can you think of any reason why he might have killed Nigel?”

      “He said really terrible things about Nigel when he was trying to persuade me to go out with him, but Nigel always said they were close.  I’m not certain that Richard would have agreed, though.  I know they were really competitive, but Nigel told me that they drew the line at fighting over women.  He said they’d agreed long ago to never go out with the same woman at the same time.”

      “And yet Richard kept asking you out.”

      “Yeah, I said something to Richard about that, and he told me that that was why he wanted me to end things with Nigel and go out with him, rather than just start seeing him behind Nigel’s back.”

      “I suppose that’s something,” Fenella said doubtfully.

      Jennifer shrugged.  “I haven’t seen Richard in a few weeks, and if I never see him again, that will be fine with me.”

      “And things are going well with you and Ted now that Nigel is out of the picture?”

      “Things are, well, things are tense right now.  Not knowing what happened to Nigel is causing some stress in our relationship.”

      “You think Ted might have killed Nigel.”

      “I never said that.”

      “But he’s definitely a suspect.”

      “We’re all suspects,” Jennifer told her flatly.  “Although Ted had legitimate reasons to dislike the man.”

      “Where was he on Tuesday night?”

      “I’ve no idea, and I really have to go,” Jennifer said.  “It’s been interesting talking to you.  I suppose you’re going to ring your boyfriend now and tell him everything that I said.”

      “I’m not, actually, because I’m already late for an appointment,” Fenella replied.  She looked at her watch as she stood up.  She wasn’t technically late yet, but she had ten minutes to make a journey that would probably take thirty minutes.

      Fenella walked as quickly as she could back through the hotel, heading for her car.  As she walked, she typed a message to Daniel.

      Just leaving Ramsey now.  I’ll be late for our meeting.  I’m really sorry.

      She pressed send and then slid behind the wheel of Mona’s car.  The engine roared and Fenella thought the car seemed happy at the prospect of having to hurry.  They seemed to fly along the mountain road, which was surprisingly empty of traffic.  When Fenella pulled into the garage under her building, she glanced at the dashboard clock and then did a double take.  If the clock was correct, she still had five minutes before she was due to meet Daniel.

      “I know Mona was magic, but surely her car can’t manipulate time,” she muttered as she switched off the engine.  She got out of the car and checked her watch.  It was three twenty-five.  “Impossible,” she said softly.

      She patted the car’s hood.  “Thanks,” she said softly.   A horn honked somewhere nearby, so close that it seemed as if the sound had come from Mona’s car.  That was impossible, of course.  Shaking her head, Fenella took the elevator up to the lobby and then walked outside.

      It was only a short stroll from her building to the one that housed Doncan’s office, but it felt a good deal longer when Fenella spotted Dan Ross on the sidewalk in front of her.

      “Ah, Ms. Woods, how are you today?” he asked.

      Fenella decided to try being nice.  “I’m very well, thank you.  How are you?”

      Dan blinked twice.  “Where are you going?” was his next question.

      “It’s a lovely day for a walk,” she replied.

      “Are you walking anywhere in particular?”

      “What brings you to the promenade today?”

      “Why are the police interviewing Doncan Quayle again about Nigel Corlett’s murder?  Do they think he withheld vital information the first them they spoke to him?”

      “How long have you worked for the Isle of Man Times?”

      “I’m not here to answer your questions,” Dan snapped.

      “Likewise,” Fenella told him.  She was only a few steps away from Doncan’s office now, but she didn’t want Dan to know that that was her destination, so she kept walking.

      “I had an interesting conversation with Doreen Cross this morning,” Dan said after a minute.  He was still following her, but it was obvious that he was also trying to keep one eye on Doncan’s office, no doubt wanting to see when Daniel and Inspector Brooks would emerge.

      “How nice for you,” Fenella replied breezily.

      “She said she talked to you yesterday.”

      “Did she?”

      “Are you saying you didn’t speak to her?”

      “What do you think?”

      “Why would she lie to me?”

      “Why do people lie to anyone?  Wouldn’t the world be a much better place if no one ever lied?”

      “Sometimes lies can be very helpful.”

      “Oh?  In that case, I shall make more of an effort to lie to you,” Fenella told him.

      “That isn’t what I meant,” Dan snapped.

      “What did you mean?”

      He shook his head.  “I don’t have time for this right now.”

      “Do you have something exciting to do?”

      “I’m working.”

      “Are you?  On what?”

      “On the Nigel Corlett murder, of course.”

      “I’m not sure why you’re in Douglas, then.  The murder took place in Ramsey.  Surely most of the suspects and witnesses are all in Ramsey?”

      “But Inspector Brooks and Inspector Robinson are in Douglas.”

      “And what does that tell you?”

      “It tells me that they think that Doncan Quayle knows something.”

      Fenella couldn’t stop herself from laughing out loud.  “Is this your first murder investigation?” she asked.

      He stared at her and then frowned.  “No, of course not, and I know that it’s standard practice for inspectors to question witnesses multiple times, but if they’re talking to Doncan again, why aren’t they talking to you again?”

      “What makes you think they aren’t?  You’ve no idea what I’ve been doing all day.  Maybe I spent the morning at the station talking to the inspectors.”

      Dan frowned.  “Did you?”

      “I can’t possibly answer that,” Fenella laughed.  “Whatever I say, you’ll never know if I’m telling the truth or lying.  Perhaps you should call one of your police sources and ask them.”

      “I could, but I wouldn’t want to bother them over something so insignificant.”

      Fenella laughed again.  “If I’m so insignificant, why are you following me instead of watching Doncan’s office?  I believe that’s Doncan, just leaving now.”

      Dan spun around and gasped.  A tall, dark-haired man was walking briskly away from Doncan’s office in the opposite direction.

      Dan looked back at Fenella and she could see the indecision in his eyes.  “You’re just out for a stroll?” he asked.

      “It’s a lovely day for a stroll,” she replied.

      He opened his mouth to say something, and then looked back over at the man who was still walking away.  After muttering something under his breath, he turned and began to walk quickly after the man.  Fenella waited until he’d gone a few paces before she followed more slowly.

      Dan was still chasing after the man who could have been Doncan Quayle when Fenella reached Doncan’s office.  She slipped inside as quickly as she could, idly wondering about the identity of the man who’d looked so much like Doncan from behind.  It seemed highly unlikely that she’d ever know.

      “Good afternoon,” Breesha, Doncan’s assistant, said from behind her desk.  “The inspectors are still meeting with Doncan, I’m afraid.  I hope you won’t have to wait too long.”

      “Dan Ross was prowling around outside.  I was lucky that someone who looked a bit like Doncan, at least from behind, walked out of the building and went the other way.  Dan scuttled after him and I quickly sneaked in here.”

      “There’s a group of solicitors from across having a meeting on the third floor this afternoon.  I suspect it was one of them going out to get a bite to eat or something.  They all look similar to Doncan from behind.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I suppose all men in suits look very similar from behind.”

      Breesha nodded.  “But how are you?” she asked.

      “I’m okay, aside from being caught up in another murder investigation.”

      “You do seem to find yourself at the center of quite a few of them.”

      “I’m surprised that Doncan agreed to let me anywhere near his office, really.”

      “Doncan doesn’t blame you for what’s happened.  It isn’t as if you’re the one killing people, after all.”

      “I am starting to feel as if I might be cursed or something.  I’m afraid no one will want to be my friend if this keeps up.”

      Breesha laughed.  “I’m happy to be your friend, regardless.”

      “That’s good to hear.”  During a previous investigation, Fenella and Breesha had gone out for drinks together one evening.  Since then, they’d met up at the pub for drinks at least once a month, but Fenella knew she could be doing more to build their friendship.  “We should go to the pub later.”

      “I can’t tonight,” Breesha said, blushing.

      “Tell me you have a date,” Fenella said.

      “I wish,” Breesha laughed.  “Or rather, I don’t wish, as I’m quite happy on my own.  No, tonight I have a rehearsal.”

      “A rehearsal?  For what?”

      “I’m going to be in a play,” Breesha told her in a low voice.

      “Really?  How exciting.”

      “I’ve been a member of the local theater group for years,” Breesha explained.  “I started out as an assistant stagehand, and I’ve worked my way up to assistant stage manager.  I’m quite happy with that job, but after years and years of staying offstage, the casting director for this show finally persuaded me to audition for a part.”

      “He or she must have thought you’d be just right for the role.”

      Breesha laughed.  “It was more a case of him being a bit desperate,” she replied.  “It’s a tiny part, and no one else in the company wanted to take the time to come to months of rehearsals for such a small role.  I was already going to be there, doing my assistant stage manager’s job, so it was a simple thing for me to take the part.”

      “When is the first show?”

      “Not until next month, but please don’t come.”

      Fenella frowned.  “Why not?”

      “I’m going to be far too nervous already, just knowing that there’s an audience.  I don’t want anyone I know to be in the audience.”

      “If you really don’t want me there, I won’t come, but I’d love to see the show,” Fenella told her.

      Breesha sighed.  “Let me think about it.  I might feel better if I know that someone in the audience is cheering for me.”

      Before Fenella could reply, the phone on the desk in front of Breesha buzzed.

      “Ah, they’re ready for you in the conference room,” she told Fenella.

      “Great,” Fenella muttered as she headed for the stairs.
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      “Hello,” Daniel said with a smile as Fenella walked into the conference room.

      “Hi,” she replied, smiling back and feeling a rush of affection for the man.

      “I’m happy to stay with you if you want your advocate present,” Doncan said after everyone had greeted one another.

      “I think I’ll be fine,” Fenella assured him.

      “I’ll be right downstairs if you change your mind,” he replied.  “Help yourself to tea or coffee and biscuits.”  He gestured toward the table in the corner.

      “Grab some biscuits and a drink,” Daniel suggested.  “We don’t actually have a lot of questions for you, though.  This shouldn’t take long.”

      “You may have more when I tell you why I was almost late,” she replied.  She could feel Daniel staring at her as she poured herself a cup of coffee and selected a handful of custard creams from the tray of biscuits on the table.  When she sat down, Inspector Brooks looked up from his notebook.

      “You aren’t going to leave us wondering all afternoon, are you?” he demanded.

      “On my way out of the Seaview, I stopped in the restroom.  Jennifer Andrews was going out as I was going in.  She waited for me in the small sitting area right inside the door of the restroom so that we could talk,” Fenella explained.

      “There’s a sitting area in the women’s loo at the Seaview?” Inspector Brooks asked.

      Fenella nodded.  “It’s very nice, with chairs and couches and several large mirrors.”

      “I don’t go to the Seaview very often,” he said to Daniel.  “But I don’t remember any such thing in the men’s loo.”

      Daniel laughed.  “I don’t believe there is any such thing in the men’s loo.  It’s rather more utilitarian.”

      Inspector Brooks nodded.  “Let’s start with our questions, of which there are only a few, and then you can tell us about your chat with Ms. Andrews, if that’s okay with you.”

      “It’s fine,” Fenella replied.

      Daniel remained quiet while Inspector Brooks asked her a handful of questions about the bank and its security, subjects about which she knew nothing.  Then he had her go back through everything she’d done the night of the murder and the morning before the body had been discovered.  Eventually, he sat back in his chair and dropped his pen onto the table.

      “I think that’s everything we had,” he said, looking at Daniel.

      “And it was a complete waste of time,” Daniel said in a low voice.  “What did you and Jennifer find to talk about, then?”

      Fenella took a sip of her coffee and then did her best to repeat the conversation she’d had with the Jennifer.  After just a few words, Inspector Brooks grabbed his pen and began to take notes again.  Daniel also wrote down a few things that Fenella said, but mostly he stared at her with a frown on his face.

      “How do you do it?” he demanded when she was done.  “I’ve interviewed both Ted and Jennifer twice, and neither one of them mentioned that they were in a relationship.  Jennifer didn’t mention that she’d been seeing Nigel, either, or even that Richard had been chatting her up.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “I was just trying to use the bathroom,” she muttered.

      Inspector Brooks laughed.  “Well, I, for one, am pleased that you needed the loo at just the right time to run into Jennifer.  You’ve learned more in that conversation than Daniel and I have in two days.  I understand you were the one that Ashley confided in as well.  Your help has been invaluable on this case.”

      “I’m not going out of my way to talk to these people,” Fenella said.  “I went to Ramsey to try to help my friend plan her wedding.”

      “It’s just odd,” Daniel muttered.  He looked at Fenella and then slowly shook his head.  “I’m sorry.  I don’t mean that as an accusation or anything, I just worry about you.”

      “I can’t just lock myself in my apartment until the case is solved,” she told him.

      “You’re planning to meet with Richard again on Monday, aren’t you?” he asked.

      She nodded.  “He suggested that I come to the café for lunch again.”

      “Are you planning to attend Nigel’s memorial service?” Inspector Brooks asked.

      “I didn’t realize there was going to be a memorial service,” Fenella replied.

      “It’s on Sunday,” Daniel told her.  “If you do want to go, you can go with me.  I’ll be attending.”

      Fenella sat back and took a sip of her drink.  “I sort of feel as if I should be there,” she said after a moment.  “Partly because I was there when the body was found, and partly because I’ve met so many of the people involved since.”

      Daniel nodded.  “I thought you’d want to come.  We can make arrangements later, but plan on going with me.  We can get a meal afterwards.”

      “Sounds good,” she said, smiling at him.

      He reached across the table and took her hand, giving it a gentle squeeze.  “How are you?” he asked.

      “I’m doing okay,” she replied.

      “I’m going to ring the station and ask them to have Ted and Jennifer brought in for questioning,” Inspector Brooks said, getting to his feet.  “Do you want to meet me outside in ten minutes?” he asked Daniel.

      “That sounds good,” Daniel replied.

      As soon as the door shut behind the inspector, Daniel pulled Fenella to her feet and kissed her thoroughly.  “Hi,” he whispered when the lifted his head.

      “Hi,” she replied breathlessly.

      “I’m probably going to be tied up all night, talking to Ted and Jennifer.  What are your plans for tomorrow?”

      “It’s Saturday tomorrow.  I don’t really have any plans.”

      “Want to help me paint my kitchen?”

      Fenella chuckled.  “I’d love to help you paint your kitchen.”

      “It’s really our kitchen, anyway,” he amended himself.

      Fenella shook her head.  “Let’s not worry about that.  The apartment is yours for all intents and purposes.  That’s why I let you choose the paint color.”

      Daniel frowned.  “You don’t like the paint color?”

      “It’s fine,” Fenella laughed.  “Nice even.  Better than what is currently there, anyway.”

      “I’m probably going to be up far too late tonight.  Let’s say we’ll start around ten and break for lunch at midday,” Daniel said.  “I think we’ll be able to do all of the prep work in the morning and then do the actual painting in the afternoon.”

      “There are a lot of things to cover up and tape over,” Fenella said, thinking about the kitchen.  “But there isn’t all that much to paint.”

      He nodded.  “The actual painting shouldn’t take long.  If it doesn’t go too disastrously wrong, I’ll think about painting a few other rooms.  The flat is lovely as it is, but my preference for paint colors is somewhat different from the previous owner’s.”

      “I’ll be at your apartment at ten, wearing old clothes and ready to work,” she promised.

      “And now I’d better catch up with Tom.  We’ve a long afternoon ahead of us,” he said before he kissed her again.

      Fenella was neatly stacking the used coffee cups and plates when Doncan walked into the room a few minutes later.

      “I hope everything went well,” he said.

      “It was fine.  I just had a lot to tell them from today,” she explained.  She gave the man a quick rundown of everyone that she’d seen since the murder.  When she finished, he shook his head.

      “You do seem to have an uncanny knack for running into witnesses,” he said.  “But we need to reschedule our visit to Ramsey to see that last safe deposit box.  What would work for you?”

      “All things considered, I think we should wait until the case is solved.  I’d hate for Daniel or Inspector Brooks to think that I was doing anything to interfere with the investigation.”

      He nodded.  “I’ll have Breesha ring you towards the end of next week.  Daniel should have the case wrapped up by then.”

      “I hope so.”

      Fenella walked home and then made herself a microwaveable meal for her dinner.  After eating, she curled up on the couch with some potato chips and a soda and watched an old movie until bedtime.  There was no sign of Mona all evening.
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      Katie woke her the next morning at seven.  Fenella was eating toast with jam and pacing back and forth in the kitchen when she heard what could be described only as a spooky sort of howling noise.

      “What was that?” she asked Katie.

      Katie yawned and then strolled out of the room.

      When the noise happened again, Fenella looked all around the room.

      “It wasn’t exactly what I’d been hoping for,” Mona said as she slowly materialized.  “I know you hate when I simply appear, so I asked the Moddey Dhoo to announce my arrival.”

      “The ghost dog that haunts Peel Castle?”

      “His reputation is greatly exaggerated.  He’s more of a puppy, really.”

      “Didn’t he once scare a man to death?”

      Mona shrugged.  “He’d like everyone to think so, anyway.  He wants to be ferocious.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to ask another question and then shook her head.  There was no point in bothering when she could never tell if Mona was being truthful or not.

      “But what’s happening with the case?” Mona demanded.

      “I had a long talk with Jennifer Andrews yesterday,” she remarked, grinning to herself.  Now it would be Mona’s turn to ask a lot of questions.

      “Another of Nigel’s conquests.”

      “Except she was only seeing Nigel because Ted Long asked her to get involved with him.”

      Mona gasped.  “Tell me everything,” she demanded.

      Fenella told Mona about her conversation with Jennifer, and the pair spent a short while discussing the case.

      “So it seems very much as if Ashley was the only one that Nigel was taking to the bank after hours,” Mona said thoughtfully.  “That suggests that she was more important to him than any of the other women in his life.”

      “I agree, but I can’t see what that has to do with Nigel’s murder.”

      Mona frowned.  “Ted knew Nigel was getting in after hours, but he didn’t know how.  I wonder if Chris or Richard knew.”

      “Chris had to have his suspicions.”

      “I’d have thought so.  You must find a way to speak to Chris today.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I’m going to help Daniel paint his kitchen.  I’m not going to see anyone today, but I’ll see everyone at the memorial service tomorrow.”

      “But you’ll be with Daniel,” Mona said dismissively.  “You won’t get to have a proper conversation with Chris when you’re with Daniel.”

      “It’s the best I can do,” Fenella told her.  “And now I have to go and get ready to paint.”

      Mona followed her into the bedroom and frowned as Fenella went through the small chest of drawers where she kept the clothes she’d brought with her from America.

      “Jeans and a sweatshirt?” Mona asked.

      “We’re going to be painting.  I don’t want to wear anything nice.”

      Mona looked as if she wanted to argue, but after a moment, she sighed.  “I don’t have anything in my wardrobe that would be suitable to wear for painting,” she admitted.  “When any of my rooms needed a fresh coat of paint, Max arranged to have it done for me.  I don’t think I’ve ever painted anything in my life.”

      “Your nails?” Fenella asked dryly.

      Mona laughed.  “I had those done in a salon.”

      “Why am I not surprised?” Fenella muttered.  She pulled her shoulder-length hair into a ponytail and then shrugged at her mirror image.  “It’s going to have to do,” she said.

      “You go and have fun,” Mona said.  “I’ll see what I can do in the meantime.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I want to help with the case,” Mona told her.  “Don’t worry about me, though.”  She faded away before Fenella could reply.

      Shaking her head, Fenella grabbed her handbag and headed for the door.  “I’ll come back and get you something to eat when Daniel and I stop for lunch,” she told Katie.  “You behave in the meantime.”

      Daniel greeted her with a kiss, and then they quickly got busy.  It was nearly noon when Daniel stopped and looked around the spacious kitchen.

      “I think that’s everything we can do, aside from the actual painting,” he said.

      Fenella looked up from where she was taping sheets of paper over the glass backsplash.  “I’m nearly done,” she told him.

      He helped her with the last piece and then looked at the clock.  “We have to leave the paint to dry for three hours between coats.  I’d really like to get the first coat on as quickly as possible.  Would you mind if I started on the painting now?”

      “I suppose not, but I’m starving.”

      “I am, too.  You have to go home and feed Katie, don’t you?  Maybe you could collect some food for us on your way back.  You could eat while I keep painting, and then you could work on the painting while I eat.”

      “We could do that,” she agreed.  “What do you want for lunch?”

      “Indian,” he told her.  “I’ve been craving Indian food all morning.”

      Fenella named a small restaurant that was nearby.  “That’s my favorite place for Indian food.”

      “Mine too.  I’ve been in this building for only a short while, and they already know me there.  Just tell them that you’re getting takeaway for me, and they’ll know what to make.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I think I can manage that.  I’ll be back as quickly as I can.”

      She walked home and gave Katie some lunch and a few snuggles before she walked over to the small Indian restaurant nearby.

      “Ah, Fenella,” the man behind the counter greeted her.  “Your usual?”

      “Yes, please, and also Daniel Robinson’s usual,” she replied.

      He laughed.  “He’s become a regular very quickly.  Have a seat.  It won’t be long.”

      The restaurant was busy, but there were two stools together at the far end of the long counter.  Fenella sat down on one of them and pulled out her mobile.  Before she could do anything on it, the door opened.  She glanced up and then frowned as she recognized Chris King in the doorway.

      He walked to the counter and spoke to the man behind it.  When the man waved a hand, Chris nodded and then crossed to the seat next to Fenella.

      “I hope no one is sitting here,” he said as he dropped heavily onto the stool.

      “No, you’re fine.  I’m just waiting for takeout,” she replied.

      “That makes two of us,” he said.  “I suddenly had a mad craving for Indian, and not just any Indian, but the Indian from this particular restaurant.  It’s odd, because I’ve only been here once before.”

      How did Mona do that? Fenella wondered.  “How are you?” Fenella asked the man.

      He frowned at her.  “Have we met?”

      “I’m Fenella Woods.  I was at the bank on Tuesday when, well, when the body was discovered.”

      “Ah, of course, Ms. Woods.  I should have recognized you.  You’re one of our best customers, of course, with several accounts with us, in addition to the safe deposit box.  I do apologize for not realizing who you were.”

      “It’s not a problem,” she assured him.  “I’m sure Tuesday was traumatic for you.”

      He made a face.  “That’s one word for it.  It was certainly unexpected and, well, sad, of course.”

      “Were you and Nigel good friends?” Fenella asked, curious as to how he would answer.

      “We worked together.  I try not to mix business and pleasure.  Of course, Nigel didn’t agree with that principle, but he wasn’t interested in pursuing a friendship with me.”

      “Oh?”

      Chris chuckled.  “Nigel was romantically involved with several young women at the bank,” he explained.  “I should have reported him to the senior management, of course, but I didn’t feel that was entirely appropriate.  Instead, I watched him very closely.”

      “Several young women?” Fenella echoed.

      “Indeed,” Chris said grimly.  “And all at the same time.  It was, well, unfortunate for all of the women involved.”

      “I hope the poor young woman who found the body wasn’t one of them.”

      “Sadly, she was.  In truth, she only kept her job because of her relationship with Nigel.  She was often late and she was terribly inefficient, but he wouldn’t get rid of her.  I can only assume that she had other talents.”

      Fenella raised an eyebrow.  “Do you have any idea how he got into the bank after hours?” she asked after a moment.

      He shook his head.  “Some months back, one of the other employees complained to me that he believed that someone was getting into the bank after hours, but we both spent hours reviewing the security camera footage and checking and rechecking the alarms on the doors.  If the body hadn’t been found in a vault that I myself had locked the previous evening, I wouldn’t have believed that it was possible for anyone to get inside after closing.”

      “How odd,” Fenella muttered, looking toward the kitchen door.  Surely her food had to be nearly ready.

      “I have to admit that I suspect that Ashley probably knows something,” Chris told her.  “She and Nigel were very close.”

      “Even though he was seeing other women?”

      “That was between the two of them, but if anyone knew Nigel’s secrets, it was Ashley.”

      “Do you think she knows who killed him, then?”

      “I’m sure she knows more about the murder than anyone else.”

      “It almost sounds as if you think she killed him.”

      “That isn’t exactly what I said.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Who do you think killed him, then?”

      Chris frowned.  “That’s a question for the police.  I understand you’re engaged to one of the inspectors doing the investigating.  Perhaps I should be asking you that question.”

      “Daniel doesn’t tell me anything that isn’t public knowledge.  You know all of the people involved, though.  You must have your suspicions.”

      He shrugged.  “If I were them, I’d be taking a good look at where Ashley was on Tuesday night.”

      “Where were you?”

      Chris looked shocked and then sighed.  “Home alone, as usual.  I’m currently unattached and, well, I don’t see that changing in the foreseeable future.”

      “Is there anyone else, aside from Ashley, who might have met Nigel at the bank after closing?” she asked.

      “I tried to keep a close eye on Nigel’s social life.  I know he’d been seeing a young woman named Jennifer who works in customer service.  I’d also been told that Nigel had been seeing Doreen, the woman who works at the reception desk as well.  I suppose he might have been meeting either of them at the bank in the evenings.”

      “What about friends from outside the bank?  Or family, for that matter?”

      “I don’t know anything about his friends, although I doubt he had time for any, with the number of women he was seeing.  As for family, he had a cousin, Robert or Richard, I believe.  He used to come into the bank once in a while and talk loudly about how successful he was to anyone who would listen.”

      “How rude.”

      “Yes, well, I wouldn’t have expected anything else from Nigel’s family, really.”

      “And this Richard or Robert was Nigel’s only family?”

      “Nigel said something about having a long lost uncle once, but I don’t know that he was being truthful.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “One of the women from the business banking team had just discovered that she had an aunt in New Zealand about whom she’d known nothing,” he explained.  “She was very excited about it, telling everyone who would listen, even those of us who were not at all interested.”

      “And Nigel was also there?”

      “Oh, yes, Nigel was there, listening intently, pretending to care.  When the woman was done boring all of us with her tedious personal life, Nigel said something about having an uncle who’d moved to the Outer Hebrides decades earlier, or some such thing.  I wasn’t really paying attention.”

      “Interesting,” Fenella murmured.  She looked again at the door to the kitchen.  It hadn’t opened since she’d arrived.  Several tables full of people appeared to be getting impatient.

      “I’ve never known the service in here to be so poor,” Chris said.

      “They are rather busy,” Fenella replied, glancing at her watch.  Daniel was going to be wondering what had happened to her.

      “Anyway, I never did find out if Nigel actually did have a long-lost relative somewhere or if he was simply trying to upstage the woman from the business team.”

      “Did he typically do that sort of thing?”

      “Endlessly,” Chris told her.  “He always had to be the best at everything, even when he had to lie or manipulate things in order to seem so.”

      “How tiresome.”

      “It was, at that.”

      “I’m surprised that the bank’s senior management put up with him.”

      “Oh, he had them fooled,” Chris said bitterly.  “They thought he was wonderful.  He’d been involved with half a dozen women at the Douglas branch until someone complained.  Instead of letting him go, they simply moved him to Ramsey, giving him my job, as they did so.”

      “Your job?”

      “The manager was ready to retire, and I was meant to be taking his place.  Instead, at the very last minute, they moved Nigel into the job.”

      “How unfair,” Fenella said.

      “It was, but, unfortunately, I wasn’t in a position to leave.  Of course, I was promised, when Nigel arrived, that he was only going to be in Ramsey for a few months, but it didn’t turn out that way.”

      “How awful for you.”

      “It was, actually.”

      “I’m surprised you didn’t kill him years ago,” Fenella said.

      Chris giggled.  “I might have considered it, but I was certain he was going to be going, and soon.  As I said, I was keeping a very close eye on him, tracking all of the things he was doing, all of the women he was seeing, et cetera.”

      “But you didn’t know he was getting into the bank after closing?”

      “I never saw him go anywhere near the bank after hours.  He lived in Douglas, which is a bit of a drive for me, of course.  I have a flat in Ramsey, not far from the bank, actually.”

      “Too bad you weren’t keeping an eye on him on Tuesday night.”

      Chris nodded.  “I have a favorite television show that I watch on a Tuesday evening.  Of course, these days I could simply record it and watch it later, but I prefer to watch it when it’s broadcast so that I don’t have to worry about overhearing anything about it at work before I’ve seen it.”

      “Of course.”  She looked at the man behind the counter.  He didn’t seem at all concerned that no food was emerging from the kitchen.

      “I hope we’ll see you at the bank again soon,” Chris said.

      “Will you be taking over as manager now?”

      “I certainly hope so, but I’ve not been told anything beyond being asked to work as ‘acting manager’ for the time being.”  He made air quotes around the job title.

      “I hope they’ll be paying you extra for that.”

      He shrugged.  “We’ll see.  Are you planning to attend the memorial service tomorrow?”

      “I am.  I feel as I should, since I was there when the body was found.”

      Chris nodded.  “I feel as if I must attend, but I’d really rather not.  I didn’t care for Nigel, and I’m not the least bit sorry that he’s gone.  I mean, I’m sorry that he was murdered, but I’m not sorry that I no longer have to work for him.”

      Fenella wasn’t sure how to reply to that.  “I’ll be coming to the service with Daniel,” she said after an awkward pause.

      “Because the police always go to such things, just in case someone is moved to confess during the service.”

      Again, Fenella was at a loss for words.  “Sometimes people say things they shouldn’t at those sorts of gatherings,” she said eventually.

      He nodded.  “I hope someone confesses tomorrow.  I’d like the case solved before Monday.  We’re hoping to reopen on Monday, and I’ll feel much better about doing so if I know the killer is safely behind bars.”

      “Do you think you’re in any danger?”

      “I don’t know.  Until the police find the killer, we won’t know.  What if Nigel was killed by someone who wanted access to the vaults?”

      “Was anything taken from either of the vaults the night that Nigel died?”

      Chris glanced around and then leaned in close to her.  “You mustn’t tell anyone that I told you, but we don’t think so.”

      “So it seems unlikely that the killer was trying to steal from the bank.”

      “Maybe Nigel interrupted someone who was stealing, and when the robber realized that he’d killed Nigel, he ran away without taking whatever he’d come to get.  Maybe he’ll try again.”

      Fenella didn’t comment on the fact that the man had used male pronouns, even though it suggested that he had a particular suspect in mind.  “Surely the bank is going to increase security now,” she said.

      Chris nodded.  “As soon as we have permission from the police, we’re going to put in an entirely new system, but for the next week or so, the old and clearly flawed system is all that we have.”

      “Maybe it would be safer to leave the bank locked up with a police guard until you’ve had a chance to install the new system.”

      “But customers need access to their money and their safe deposit boxes.  We’ve already been shut for three and a half days.  We can’t stay shut for another week.”

      “Ah, Ms. Woods, I’m terribly sorry for the delay,” the man behind the counter said as he put two large bags on the counter in front of her.  “Your lunch today is on me, as an apology.  We’ve been having terrible trouble in the kitchen.  Several things simply stopped working, all at the same time.  I’ve never known anything like it.”

      “I hope it’s all okay now,” Fenella said.

      He shrugged.  “Everything seems to be working again.  We’re doing our best to get food to everyone.  Thank you for your patience.”

      “You won’t let me pay?” she asked.

      “Not today.  Not with the long wait.”

      She reached into her bag and pulled out two twenty-pound notes.  “Just a tip then,” she said, handing the money to the man.  Grabbing her bags, she climbed off her stool and headed for the door before he could object.

      “I’ll see you tomorrow,” she said to Chris as she went.

      “Yes, of course,” he muttered.  “But where’s my food?” he asked the man behind the counter.

      Fenella didn’t wait to hear the reply.

      “They were having problems in the kitchen,” Fenella explained when she got back to Daniel’s apartment.  He’d finished the first coat of paint and had been washing brushes when she’d returned.

      “You should have texted me and let me know.”

      “I’m sorry.  I was having a conversation with Chris King, and I didn’t want to seem rude.”

      Daniel stared at her for a minute and then sighed.  “I’m not even surprised,” he muttered.  “Tell me everything over lunch.”

      An hour later, the food was gone, and Fenella had repeated the entire conversation that she’d had with Chris.

      Daniel sat back in his chair and sighed.  “I don’t think you learned anything useful, but I’ll have to ring Tom and tell him everything you’ve told me.”

      “The paint still needs time to dry, anyway.”

      Daniel laughed and then kissed her gently.  “I was hoping we could spend some time together, just relaxing and talking.  I didn’t really want to talk about murder.”

      She sat in the living room, watching the waves across the street, while Daniel made his phone call.  When he was done, they talked about the weather and television and movies, both of them carefully avoiding any mention of Nigel Corlett.

      Fenella helped with the second coat of paint, and then they got fish and chips and walked along the promenade while they ate.

      “I love having you so close,” Fenella said after they’d had a quick drink at the Tale and Tail before Daniel walked her home.

      “I love being so close.  Once this murder investigation is over, we’ll be able to spend even more time together.”

      “Perfect,” she replied.

      “Tom and I are meeting in the morning to go over the case again.  I’ll collect you at quarter past one for the memorial service.  We’ll get dinner afterwards, unless something happens at the service that means I have to work instead.”

      After a lengthy kiss, she walked into her apartment and flipped on the light.

      “What did Chris have to say?” Mona demanded.

      Fenella jumped.  “I didn’t see you there,” she said.

      “Sorry, I’ll get the Moddey Dhoo to howl again next time.”

      “But what did you do?” Fenella demanded.  “How did you get Chris to the restaurant at the exact same time I was there, and what did you do to their kitchen?”

      Mona smiled enigmatically.  “What makes you think I did anything?”

      Fenella opened her mouth to reply and then slowly shook her head.  There was no point in arguing with Mona.  “Chris didn’t care for Nigel, not at all,” she replied before she told her aunt everything Chris had said.

      “I was rather hoping that Chris was the key to the whole case,” Mona said when she was done.  “It doesn’t appear that he is, though.  We’ll just have to hope that tomorrow’s memorial service will be more useful.”

      “It’s a memorial service.  I shall go and sit quietly and not speak to anyone.”

      “Everyone is going to want to speak to you, though,” Mona predicted.  “Get some sleep.  You need to be at your best tomorrow.”
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      After a restless night, Fenella fed Katie at seven and then crawled back into bed.  When she woke up again, it was nearly eleven o’clock.

      “I can’t believe you let me sleep all morning,” she said to Katie as she set the coffeemaker going.

      Katie was curled up in the sunshine, having a nap.  She opened one eye and then shut it again.

      “Yes, okay, you’re sleeping all day, too,” Fenella sighed. “But I have places to be.”

      After a shower, she got dressed and then made herself some lunch.  “It’s far too late for breakfast,” she muttered as she put together sandwiches.  With that out of the way, she went into the bedroom to find something suitable to wear for the memorial service.  A pair of black trousers and a light grey shirt seemed appropriate.  She was ready to go with time to spare.

      “You must get Nigel’s women to talk amongst themselves,” Mona said.

      Fenella jumped and spun around to glare at the woman.  “As much as the howling ghost dog terrified me, at least it was some sort of a warning,” she snapped.

      “I’m not sure why that’s any better than me simply speaking to you, but if you prefer the ghost dog, I’ll do my best to comply.”

      Fenella sighed. “That isn’t exactly what I said.”

      “But Daniel will be here any minute.  Get the women talking.  I’m certain you’ll find out more about Nigel that way.”

      “I don’t want to know more about Nigel.  I don’t even want to go to the service, but I feel as if I have to attend.”

      “Of course you have to attend.  Daniel won’t tell you what happens.  Dan Ross will be there, of course, but I don’t want to wait for the next local paper to get the news.”

      Fenella frowned.  “What if nothing happens?”

      “Nigel was seeing at least three different women at the same time.  Before his death, they all had some incentive for keeping their relationships quiet.  Now that he’s dead, I suspect at least one or two of them might have a few things to say to the other women who’d been in Nigel’s life.”

      “It’s going to be awful,” Fenella sighed.

      “Most likely,” Mona said happily.  “Maybe you could record the entire thing on your phone for me.”

      “That’s not happening.  If you really want to hear the fight, you’ll have to come to the service yourself.”

      Mona sighed.  “Traveling takes a tremendous amount of effort, and I’ve been using a great deal of energy lately on other things.”

      “Like breaking appliances in kitchens in Indian restaurants?”

      “Daniel is here,” Mona replied, slowly fading away.  Just before she disappeared completely, a small puff of smoke startled Fenella at the same time she heard a knock on her door.

      “Hello, come in,” Fenella said, letting Daniel into the apartment.  “I just need my shoes and my handbag.”  She went into her bedroom to get them.  When she emerged, Daniel was standing in the middle of the room, frowning.

      “Were you burning candles?” he asked.  “I can smell smoke, but I can’t work out where it’s coming from.”

      “I’m sure it’s nothing,” Fenella said, waving a hand.  “Let’s get to Ramsey.”

      Daniel had left his car right outside of Fenella’s building.  Once they were underway, he spoke again.

      “Tom and I are somewhat concerned about the various women who’d been a part of Nigel’s life,” Daniel told her.  “They’re all going to be together this afternoon, and we’re worried that they’ll start fighting over which of them meant the most to Nigel.”

      “That seems a very real possibility.”

      “I just want you to do your best to stay out of the argument.”

      “I won’t say anything to anyone,” she replied.

      Daniel laughed.  “I can’t see that happening.  People are probably going to want to speak to you, whatever you want to do.”

      “Well, I won’t go out of my way to speak to anyone.”

      “I’m just there to observe.  It would be best if you plan to do the same.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Maybe I should have just stayed at home.”

      “I’m happy you’re coming with me.”

      “I love you.”

      “I love you, too,” Daniel said.  “Where should we get dinner afterwards?”

      They debated the relative merits of a number of different options on the rest of the journey.  Having agreed on a restaurant in Laxey by the time they’d reached Ramsey, Fenella could only hope that nothing would happen over the next few hours to make them change their plans.

      “Where are they having the service?” she asked as Daniel drove down an unfamiliar street.

      “Apparently, Nigel wasn’t religious, so they’re having the service at a church hall rather than in the church building itself.”

      “That seems odd, but whatever.”

      “It’s what Richard thought Nigel would have wanted,” Daniel told her.

      “And in Ramsey, not Douglas?”

      “Again, Richard made the decision.  He’s Nigel’s next of kin.”

      “At least two people have mentioned an uncle, though.”

      “Yes, that’s on my list of things to discuss with Richard the next time I speak with him.”

      “Do you know when that will be?”

      “Tom and I aren’t planning anything until after today’s service,” he replied.

      Daniel pulled his car into the parking lot for a church.  They were twenty minutes early for the service, but the lot was already nearly full.

      “Some people take morbid interest in murder cases,” Daniel said as he found a parking space far from the building.

      “Maybe all of the bank’s customers have come to pay their respects.”

      “Maybe.  I hope so, actually, but I suspect at least some of the people are simply nosy.”

      “He is, anyway,” Fenella said, nodding toward Dan Ross, who’d apparently simply abandoned his car on the road outside of the church.

      “Of course, normal parking regulations are still in place,” Daniel said loudly.  “I hope no one comes out of the service to find his or her car has been towed away.”

      Dan stopped in his tracks.  He looked back at Daniel and then frowned.  “I’m just trying to do my job,” he said loudly.

      “And that’s all the constable on patrol will be doing,” Daniel replied.

      Dan rushed back to his car and drove to the end of the road before turning left.

      “Where’s he going to go?” Fenella asked.

      “There’s a public car park on the next street.  He’ll probably park there.”

      There was a short line of people waiting to get inside the building.  Inspector Brooks was at the head of the line, speaking to an older woman.

      “I kept all of my money with Nigel for years,” she told the inspector.  “First at the bank in Douglas, and then, when he moved to Ramsey, I took all of my money out of the bank in Douglas and opened a new account in Ramsey.  I just felt better knowing that Nigel was keeping my money safe for me.”

      Inspector Brooks nodded.  “We’re letting only family and close friends into the building at the moment.  It’s already getting quite full in there, and we have to be mindful of the occupancy restrictions.  The bank has already agreed to hold a special service specifically for customers to pay their respects.  It might be best if you wait for that service.  They’ll be making an announcement about it in the next day or two.”

      “But I’m here now,” the woman replied.  “I had to get my neighbor, Mabel, to bring me.”  She gestured toward the woman standing next to her.  Mabel appeared to be of a similar age.  She gave the inspector a small wave.

      Daniel chuckled and then stepped forward.  “Ladies, if you want to stay, I’m afraid you’re going to have to be patient and wait until we see how much space is left in the building after Mr. Corlett’s friends and family are all seated.”

      The woman beamed at him.  “I know who you are.  You’re Daniel Robinson.  You’re in the local paper all the time.  You’re much better looking in person than you are in your photos.  And I thought you were really handsome in your photos.  I can see why Mona’s niece is marrying you.  I told Mabel that just the other day, when I saw your engagement in the paper, didn’t I, Mabel?”

      Mabel nodded.  “Aye, she said if she were a bit younger, she’d give Mona’s niece a run for her money.”

      Fenella swallowed a laugh as the two inspectors both looked bemused.

      “I’m sorry to interrupt, but I’d like to go inside and pay my respects to the man I loved,” the woman behind Mabel said sharply.

      All eyes turned toward the pretty blonde who was wearing a black cocktail dress and stilettos.  She flushed and then tossed her head and glared at Daniel.

      “I didn’t get your name,” Inspector Brooks said.

      “I didn’t give it,” the woman snapped.

      “I don’t believe she was seeing Mr. Corlett,” the older woman said in a loud whisper.  “She’s not even appropriately dressed.”

      The blonde turned her icy stare to the woman.  “Nigel and I were in love.  I don’t care in the slightest what you think.”

      “In that case, we need to talk,” Inspector Brooks said.  “You could be a key witness in the investigation.”

      “I don’t know anything about his murder,” she replied.  “I just want to pay my respects.”

      “You and all of his other women,” Chris King said harshly from somewhere near the back of the line.

      The blonde spun around.  “Who said that?” she demanded.

      “I did,” Chris replied, stepping out of the line and walking up to the front.  “I worked with Nigel.  Whatever he told you, he had several other women in his life.”

      The blonde flushed.  “None of them mattered, not really.”

      “Believe what you want,” Chris said with a shrug.  “It makes no difference to me.”

      “Go on in and get a seat,” Daniel told Fenella in a whisper.  “I’ll help Tom with crowd control.  Save me a seat if you can.”

      She nodded and then slipped past the others and into the building, trying not to be too disappointed that she was missing the excitement outside.

      The church hall was essentially one large room.  Folding chairs had been set up in uneven rows.  Fenella could see most of the bank’s employees standing together on one side of the room.  Richard was on his own, near the front of the room, watching everyone as they arrived.  After a moment, Fenella moved forward and selected a seat near the back.  She put her handbag on the seat next to her and then settled back to watch everyone else.

      The blonde walked in a moment later with Chris on her heels.  He immediately joined the group from the bank, while the blonde looked around and then took a seat on her own near the front.  No one else entered the building until two minutes before the service was due to start.  As the people already inside were asked to find seats, a trickle of others entered from the back.   Fenella noted the older woman and Mabel were among them.  They took seats together in the row in front of Fenella.  Daniel slid into his seat with just a few seconds to spare.

      “We had to bring in a pair of constables to stop anyone else from coming inside,” he told her.  “Nigel was apparently very popular with the bank’s customers.”

      “Nigel was wonderful,” the older woman said, turning around in her seat.  “He always remembered my name, and he always asked about my grandchildren.  I’m going to miss him.”

      Daniel nodded.  Before he could reply, a man in a dark suit stepped up to the podium at the front of the room.

      “Ah, good afternoon,” he said into the microphone.  “I’m pleased to see that so many of you have come to pay your respects to, um, Nigel Corlett.”  It was clear that he was reading from the sheet in front of him.

      “He could have at least learned the man’s name,” Mabel said loudly.

      “Nigel only had one living relative,” the man continued.  “Richard Townsend is going to say a few words about his cousin.”  He stepped back and nodded at Richard, who stood up slowly from his seat in the front row.

      “Nigel was my cousin, at least on paper, but in my heart, he was my brother,” Richard began.  He told them all a few stories from his childhood and then stopped and wiped his eyes.  “I’m sorry.  This is incredibly difficult for me.  I never imagined, I mean, losing Nigel is terrible, but the manner of his death is even worse.  I can’t, that is, I’m struggling to understand how anyone could have murdered my beloved cousin.”

      He stopped and took several deep breaths.  The man in the suit said something to him.  Richard shook his head and looked back out at the crowd.

      “I’m going to invite anyone who would care to speak to step forward and share a story or a memory of Nigel with everyone.  I think that’s what Nigel would have wanted.  He wasn’t a religious man.  Does anyone want to say anything?”

      Fenella nearly laughed out loud as Ashley and Doreen both stood up at the same time.  They both walked rapidly toward the front of the room, obviously racing one another to be first.

      “Nigel clearly had many friends,” Richard said.  Fenella could hear repressed laughter in his tone.  “Ashley Park was one of his work colleagues at the bank.  Ashley?”

      He handed her the microphone.  She gave Doreen a triumphant smile and then turned and faced the crowd.

      “Nigel and I were more than just friends,” she said.  “We had a very special connection, the sort that I can only hope I’ll find again one day with someone else.  I loved him dearly, and I know that he loved me as well.”

      “He didn’t,” Doreen said flatly.

      Ashley looked at her and then sighed.  “Nigel always enjoyed being involved with more than one woman at a time.  I hope that he and I had something special, regardless of how many other women were in his life.”

      “That isn’t true.”  The blonde who’d been outside earlier stood up.  “Nigel and I were in love.  We were going to get married.  He’d ended things with all of you,” she said as she walked toward the front of the room.

      “Carolyn, hello,” Richard said.

      She looked at him and scowled.  “I’ve nothing to say to you,” she snapped.

      “No?  Not even after you started a relationship with my cousin behind my back while we were, well, I don’t know what we were,” Richard said.

      “We were nothing,” she replied.  “I let you take me out a few times, but it meant nothing.  Nigel meant everything to me.”

      “He meant everything to me, too,” Doreen said loudly.  “He was going to end things with all of you and marry me.”

      Ashley and Carolyn both laughed.

      “He wasn’t going to marry anyone,” Ashley said.  “He enjoyed variety too much.  We each got one night a week and nothing more.”

      “I got more than that,” Carolyn said proudly.

      “Really?” Ashley asked.

      “We used to go out nearly every night,” the woman bragged.

      “When did you see him last?” Ashley asked.

      She flushed.  “We usually went out every Sunday afternoon,” she said.  “But that was just what was convenient for both of us.  Sometimes we went out two or three days in a row.”

      “Let me guess,” Ashley said.  “When you first started seeing one another, he took you out a lot for about a week.  After that, though, you were relegated to just Sundays.”

      “It wasn’t like that,” Carolyn protested.  “He was just really busy with work and his volunteer work.  He also used to spend time with Richard, although I don’t know why.”

      Richard laughed.  “We used to compare notes on women,” he told her with a sneer.  “He didn’t think any more highly of your performance in bed than I had.”

      To Fenella it felt as if the entire congregation gasped at the same time.

      Carolyn opened her mouth to reply, but the man in the dark suit stepped forward and grabbed the microphone away from Ashley.

      “Everyone is clearly very upset,” he said in a soothing voice.  “It’s apparent that Nigel will be deeply missed.”

      “Every Tuesday,” Ashley laughed.  “That was my assigned day and night.  What did you get, Doreen?”

      Doreen glared at her.  “Nigel and I were in love.”

      “Sure, every Thursday,” Ashley said.  “Jennifer, who is sitting over there pretending she’s anywhere but here, she got Nigel on Fridays.  That’s four days of the week accounted for.  I imagine there are at least three other women out there who were in Nigel’s current rotation.”

      She turned and looked out at the crowd.  “Anyone want to admit to being the Monday, Wednesday, or Saturday woman?”

      Richard cleared his throat.  “Nigel typically spent Mondays with me,” he said.

      “So we may only be missing two women,” Ashley said.

      “Lies,” Doreen said, tears streaming down her cheeks.  “He had other women, but he was getting ready to end things with all of them.” She turned to Ashley and Carolyn.  “All of you,” she said firmly.

      “He’d already ended things with all of you,” Carolyn argued.  “I was the only woman in his life right before he died.”

      “Except I knew about all of you, and I was with him the night he died,” Ashley told her.

      Another gasp went through the building.

      “I think I need to stop this,” Daniel said, getting to his feet.

      “You killed him,” Doreen shouted at Ashley.

      “He was perfectly fine when I left the bank,” Ashley replied.

      “You were with him at the bank?” Jennifer asked.

      “You were with him at the bank after hours?” Chris demanded, getting to his feet and rushing forward.

      Ashley laughed.  “Nigel loved taking me to the bank.  It was our special place.  He didn’t take anyone else there, which proves that I was more important to him than the rest of you.”

      Doreen looked as if she’d been slapped.  “He loved me,” she said softly.

      “I think we should stop this here,” Daniel said as he reached the front of the room.

      “It’s just getting interesting,” someone shouted from the crowd.

      Daniel switched off the microphone and said a few words to the small group at the podium.  When he was done, he handed the microphone back to Ashley and then stepped off to one side.

      Ashley turned the microphone back on and then looked out at everyone.  “I didn’t mean to start a fight,” she said.  “I just wanted to tell the world how much Nigel meant to me.  We had a very special relationship.  He was completely honest with me about the other women in his life.  I loved him enough to accept that being with him meant sharing him with others.  It was worth it.”  She stopped speaking and wiped away the tears on her cheeks as she handed the microphone back to Richard.

      “Did anyone else want to say anything?” Richard asked as Ashley walked back to her seat.

      “I loved Nigel, and I truly believe that he would have ended things with his other women eventually,” Doreen said.  “I can’t believe he’s gone.  I don’t think I’ll ever get over my loss.”  She nearly ran back to her seat and then burst into tears.  The woman next to her leaned over and put an arm around her.

      At the front of the room, Carolyn took the microphone and smiled tightly at the crowd.  “I thought that Nigel and I had something special.  It’s possible that I was, um, misled.  Whatever, Nigel was a very special man, and I’m going to miss him.”

      “Anyone else want to add anything?” Richard asked.

      Chris took the microphone and then frowned.  “I had an idea of what I wanted to say, but the revelation that Nigel was using the bank as a place to entertain women, well, I just find that incredibly distasteful.  I was meant to be speaking on behalf of the bank, but I’m afraid I can’t do that.”

      He handed the microphone back to Richard and walked back to his seat.  A man in a brown suit jumped up and walked quickly to the front of the room.

      “Good afternoon,” he said.  “I’m Wayne Morris, assistant vice president for corporate relations at the corporate headquarters for the bank where Nigel worked.  On behalf of the entire community, I want to express my deep sadness on the loss of Nigel Corlett.  Whatever else can be said about the man, he was very popular with our customers.  He will be missed.”

      The loud laugh could only have come from Chris.  He began to cough loudly as Wayne walked back to his seat.

      “Well, this hasn’t gone the way I’d anticipated,” Richard muttered.

      Daniel stepped forward and whispered something to him.  He shrugged and then handed Daniel the microphone.

      “You’ve all heard speculation that Mr. Corlett was involved with several different woman,” Daniel said.  “Obviously, it’s important to the police that we identify and speak to all of the woman who were in a romantic relationship with the man.  We’d also like to speak to any and all women with whom he’d been involved in the past.  A murder investigation is like a giant jigsaw puzzle, and each piece is necessary to solve the whole.  Even if you don’t think you know anything relevant, it’s vital that we speak to you if you were ever involved with Mr. Corlett.  Inspector Brooks and I will be available after the service.”

      A murmur went through the crowd.  Fenella looked around, wondering which other women in the room had been dating Nigel.  No one spoke for a minute.

      “Does anyone else want to say anything?” Richard asked eventually.

      “I was going to say something,” the older woman whispered to Mabel.  “But I can’t follow all of that.”

      Mabel laughed loudly.

      Richard frowned and then turned around and said something to the man in the dark suit.  He nodded and then stepped forward.

      “You’re all invited to stay for tea or coffee.  Perhaps some of you would like to share your thoughts about Mr. Corlett with his cousin directly.  Mr. Townsend would very much enjoy hearing your memories.”

      Richard took a few steps backward and then looked around.  Daniel spoke to him and then led him back to his chair in the front row.  Everyone in the room seemed to stand up at once.  Fenella began to walk toward Daniel slowly.  Everyone around her seemed to be heading straight to the table along the wall where the tea, coffee, and biscuits were available.

      Before Fenella reached Daniel, raised voices stopped her in her tracks.

      “You’re delusional,” Ashley snapped.

      “You’re horrible,” Doreen replied.

      “Look, whatever you want to believe, Nigel wasn’t capable of truly loving anyone but himself,” Ashley told her.  “He loved being single and having lots of women in and out of his life, and he wasn’t about to tie himself down, not to you or to anyone else.”

      “I think you underestimate how much I meant to him,” Carolyn called from a few paces away.

      “I think you’re both crazy,” Ashley shot back.  “Nigel told me everything.  I knew about both of you, and I felt sorry for both of you.”

      “He was only with you because you blackmailed him into giving you a promotion,” Doreen said.

      Ashley looked at her and then slowly shook her head.  “How does that even work?  I blackmailed him into giving me a promotion?  And that was why he kept spending every Tuesday with me?  That makes no sense.”

      “Of course it does,” Doreen insisted.  “Doesn’t it?” she asked Carolyn.

      Carolyn shrugged.  “Not really.”

      Doreen started to cry again.  “Nigel would never have lied to me.”

      “I doubt he did lie to you,” Ashley said.  “He had no control over how you interpreted his remarks, though.”

      “I think we need to take this conversation elsewhere,” Daniel said.  Inspector Brooks was with him.

      They spoke very quietly to all three women, and then Daniel escorted Ashley out of the room.  Doreen and Inspector Brooks weren’t far behind them.  A moment later, Daniel came back and then left again with Carolyn. When Daniel came back in, he looked around and then walked over to Fenella.

      “I need to stay here to see if anyone else comes forward to admit to having had a relationship with Nigel,” he told her in a whisper.  “Tom is going to interview Ashley, Doreen, and Carolyn.  I don’t know how long I’m going to be here, but when I’m done, I’m going to have to join him at the station.”

      “I’ll get a taxi home,” she told him.  “No worries.”

      “I’m really sorry about dinner,” he said, kissing the top of her head before walking away.

      “Me too,” she muttered as she watched him skirt around the edge of the crowd.  As he walked, a pretty brunette intercepted him.  She looked as if she’d been crying, and Fenella could only imagine that she was another of Nigel’s former girlfriends.  Sighing, Fenella decided she’d had enough and headed outside.

      It didn’t take her long to walk into the center of Ramsey.  There she found a taxi rank and got a ride back to Douglas.  Feeling as if the afternoon had been something of a disaster, she let herself into her apartment and dropped onto one of the couches.

      “Meeww,” Katie said, leaping into Fenella’s lap and curling up in a ball.

      “Yes, I do need some love,” Fenella said with a sigh.

      A loud growling noise made her jump.  She glanced around the room and then gasped when she spotted the huge black dog.  His teeth were bared and he was growling and snarling as he walked toward her.  Katie opened one eye and then shut it again and began to purr more loudly.

      “I’m going to scream now,” Fenella said, feeling oddly detached from the scene.

      “Please don’t,” Mona said.  “M.D. is harmless enough.  He’s just a bit confused to be here.”

      “M.D.?  You brought the Moddey Dhoo to my apartment?”

      “It seemed easier than getting him to growl on command again, although it’s taken a lot of my energy to get him here.  Give him a pat and I’ll send him back to Peel Castle.”

      “Give him a pat?” Fenella echoed, staring at the ferocious looking beast who was at least twice the size of Winston.

      “Go on.  No one ever gives him any love.”

      “I can’t imagine why,” Fenella muttered as she held out a hand.  Ghosts can’t hurt me, she told herself desperately as the dog advanced.

      He stopped growling and sniffed her hand before giving Mona a quizzical look.

      “She’s a friend,” Mona said firmly.

      The Moddey Dhoo took another step closer to Fenella and then began to whine softly.  She was shocked when she reached out to pat him and could feel his furry head under her hand.

      “You’re just a big softy,” she said, rubbing his head and then sliding her hand down his neck.

      He nodded and then slowly faded from view.

      “How was the memorial service?” Mona asked.

      Fenella sighed.  “Some of the women who’d been dating Nigel got into something of a disagreement,” she told her.

      “Oh, do tell,” Mona said, sitting down next to Fenella.

      Fenella repeated what she could remember of the memorial service.  When she was done, Mona frowned.

      “It’s all very interesting, but I’m not sure it helps with the case,” she said.

      “Yes, well, Daniel is waiting to see if any other women come forward after the service to speak to him.  Maybe one of them knows something important.”

      “We can but hope.  You’re seeing Richard again tomorrow?”

      “I’m supposed to be seeing Richard again tomorrow, but I’m not sure why.”

      “You need to ask him about the long-lost uncle, if nothing else.”

      “I can’t imagine it matters.”

      “Didn’t you hear what Daniel said at the service?  It’s all part of the puzzle.  Maybe the uncle came to the island and discovered that Nigel was seeing multiple women at the same time.  Maybe he didn’t approve, so he killed Nigel.”

      “That seems a bit extreme.”

      “But it’s possible.”

      “There are a lot of things that are possible, but not likely.”

      “You still need to ask Richard about the uncle.”

      “Okay, I’ll ask Richard about the uncle.  For now, though, I need dinner.”

      She walked into the kitchen and went through the cupboards and refrigerator.  There was a serving of leftover beef stew in the very back of her freezer.  She put that into the microwave and then put some bread into the toaster.  Mona wandered into the room as she was buttering her toast.

      “That’s too much butter,” she said.

      “Thanks for the advice,” Fenella replied.

      “I’ve been thinking about all of the women in Nigel’s life,” Mona told her.  “You need to work out which one was most upset about the others.”

      “Why?  Surely, if she was upset about the others, she would have killed them, not Nigel.”

      “Maybe she decided to confront Nigel about them and they quarreled.  Maybe she killed him in an angry rage.”

      “As far as I know, Ashley was the only one who knew that he could get into the bank after closing.”

      “Which makes her less likely, in my opinion.  She admitted that she’d been there with Nigel.  You need to find the woman who knew about it, but hasn’t admitted to it yet.”

      “You think he was taking more than one woman there?”

      “I’m almost certain of it.  But now I must go.  Max and I are entertaining tonight.”  Mona faded away.

      “No scary dog next time,” Fenella muttered to the now empty room.

      She ate her dinner and then curled up with a book. Daniel called while she was getting ready for bed.

      “How are you?” Fenella asked.

      “Worn out,” he sighed.  “We had seven different woman admit to having been involved with Nigel.  I’ve spent all afternoon talking to all of them in addition to the other four, the three from the bank and Carolyn.”

      “So that’s eleven women?  When did he sleep?”

      Daniel chuckled.  “He wasn’t seeing all eleven of them when he died.  From what we’ve been able to ascertain, he was seeing six different women when he died.  The others had been in his life at different times over the past few years.  I’m sure if we went back further, we’d find even more, though.”

      “Were the six current women upset to learn that there were other women in Nigel’s life?”

      “It seems as if they all knew that he was seeing other people, but only Ashley seems to have known exactly how he arranged his social calendar.  She didn’t know the names of most of the other women, but she did know that he had a different woman for each day of the week, and Nigel had told her a few things about each of them.”

      “Oh?”

      He sighed.  “I can’t tell you anything else right now.  Let’s have dinner together tomorrow.  I’ll meet you at your flat at six, and we’ll go somewhere nearby.”

      “That sounds good.  I’ll call you if Richard says anything interesting when I see him at lunch.”

      Daniel muttered something that Fenella thought it was probably best she hadn’t understood.  “I forgot that you’re seeing him tomorrow.  Promise me that you’ll be careful.”

      “We’re meeting in a public place.  I promise not to go anywhere with him.  I’ll try to take Shelly with me as well.  Will that do?”

      “It’s going to have to do,” Daniel said.

      “I love you.”

      “I love you, too,” he replied.
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      “I’d be delighted to have lunch with you today,” Shelly said the next morning as she and Fenella walked down the promenade at a brisk pace.  “Why does Richard want to see you again?”

      “I’ve no idea.  He may not even want to see me again, actually.  A lot has happened since I first met him.  He may have forgotten that he asked me to come back.”

      “I don’t suppose it matters.  We’ll get lunch, anyway.”

      The two friends spent the morning together in Fenella’s apartment.  Shelly brought Smokey over so that the two animals could play together, and then she and Fenella sat down and went over the wedding plans for a short while.

      “It’s all a bit overwhelming, but I’m feeling much better about the whole thing now that I know that Jasper is going to take care of everything,” Shelly told her  “I’m almost looking forward to it.”

      “That’s good to hear.”

      A short while later, they walked from their building to the café around the corner.  Richard was standing near the door when they arrived.

      “I didn’t know if you’d remember or not,” he said to Fenella.

      “I wasn’t sure you still wanted to talk to me,” she replied.

      He shrugged.  “Yesterday was, well, not what I’d hoped for when I planned a memorial service for Nigel.  I never expected his former lovers to start squabbling over which of them mattered the most to him.”

      “I’m sure at least some of them were surprised to discover that he had other women,” Fenella suggested.

      “Let me show you to a table,” Richard said, leading them to a table for two in the corner of the room.  “For what it’s worth, Nigel told me that he was always perfectly clear with the women in his life.  He never agreed to any sort of commitment, and he was totally honest about seeing other women when he wasn’t with them.”

      “Interesting,” Fenella said.  She picked up her menu and sighed behind it.  She was tired of talking about Nigel and all of the women in his life.

      “Are you ready to order?” he asked a moment later.

      She chose something at random.  Shelly looked surprised and then requested the chicken and leek pie.  Richard nodded and then shuffled away.

      “What’s wrong?” Shelly asked.

      “Would you get involved with a man if you knew that he was seeing a different woman every night of the week?”

      “No, but we’re a different generation from the women that Nigel was seeing.  Things have changed.”

      “Some of the women yesterday didn’t seem to think so.”

      “Then they should have ended things with him.”

      “Maybe they did,” Fenella replied flatly.

      “There’s a big difference between ending a relationship and killing someone.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I know.  I think I’m just fed up with the whole case.  There almost seem to be too many people with too many motives.”

      “I can see the women in his life being upset.  What else is there?”

      “I don’t know that anyone at the bank liked him,” Fenella said.  She could see Richard out of the corner of her eye.  He was clearing the table behind them, and he seemed to be listening to her every word.

      “Presumably, besides the three women he was seeing who worked there.”

      “Except one of them was only dating him to try to find out how he was getting into the bank building after hours.”

      Shelly looked surprised.  “This is more complicated than I realized.”

      “I haven’t seen you to tell you any of this,” Fenella laughed.  “We’ll talk more later.  I just remembered what I need to ask Richard.”

      “What do you need to ask Richard?” Shelly wanted to know.

      “Someone mentioned that Nigel had a long-lost uncle somewhere,” Fenella said.  Before she could continue, a loud crashing noise behind her interrupted.

      When she turned around, it was obvious that Richard had dropped the tray full of dishes that he’d been collecting.

      He looked at Fenella and then turned and left the room.

      “That was odd,” Shelly said.

      “Very odd,” Fenella agreed.  She reached for her mobile and sent a quick text to Daniel.

      Richard overheard me mention the long-long uncle to Shelly and he dropped a tray full of dishes and disappeared.

      A moment later, she had a reply.

      #$%@*$#

      “What did Daniel say?” Shelly asked.

      Fenella held up her phone.  Shelly looked at the screen and laughed.  “He isn’t happy.”

      “Not at all.”

      A moment later, someone emerged from the kitchen and began to clean up the mess that Richard had left behind.  Once that was done, he walked over to Shelly and Fenella’s table.

      “I’m sorry, but your waiter had to leave suddenly.  He was unwell.  I’m not sure what you’d ordered?” he said sounding confused.

      They told him, and he nodded and then went to the next table and repeated the same thing.  Shelly and Fenella ate and then headed for home.  Richard hadn’t reappeared and Fenella hadn’t heard anything else from Daniel.

      “Of course, the long-lost uncle is the key,” Mona said when Fenella told her what had happened.  “I said that all along.”

      “No, you didn’t,” Fenella told her.

      “Well, I thought it all along,” Mona replied with a wave of her hand.  “All of the women were just a convenient smokescreen for Richard to hide behind.”

      “I’m not sure where the uncle fits in to everything.”

      “It will be something to do with money,” Mona predicted.  “Daniel will know.”

      Daniel called just before six.  “I’m not going to be able to meet you for dinner tonight,” he said apologetically.  “I’ll try to come and see you after I get out of here, but I’m not sure what time that will be.”

      “I’ll be up until midnight,” Fenella said impulsively.  She was nearly always in bed before ten, but she wanted a chance to see Daniel.  “Have you found Richard?”

      “Yes,” he replied flatly.

      After a quick internal debate, she ordered pizza, taking care to order enough so that she could reheat some for Daniel if he did manage to get to her apartment before midnight.  Mona paced back and forth across the living room for about an hour before she gave up.

      “I’ll be back if Daniel arrives,” she said before disappearing in a shower of fireworks.

      “That was impressive,” Fenella told Katie.

      Katie didn’t look the least bit impressed.

      It was eleven-thirty when someone finally knocked on Fenella’s door.

      Daniel pulled her into a kiss and then held her tightly for several seconds.

      “What’s wrong?” she asked when he released her.

      “Richard killed Nigel, and I can’t stop thinking about how you sat and talked to him for nearly an hour the other day.”

      “We were sitting on a bench outside a busy café,” she reminded him.  “I was never actually alone with him.  Has he confessed, then?”

      Daniel sighed.  “Can I have a bowl of cereal or something?  Anything?  I didn’t get any dinner and I don’t remember lunch, either.”

      “Reheated pizza?”

      “Would be amazing and would make me love you even more.”

      Fenella slid a piece into the microwave and then turned on the oven.  “It’s nicer warmed up in the oven,” she said.  “But I’ll give you one piece to keep you going while the oven gets hot.”

      “Just throw it all into the microwave.  I’m not interested in how it tastes.  I’m just hungry.”

      Fenella handed him his first piece and then put three more slices into the microwave.  He had the first piece gone by the time the next three were ready.  She stood back and watched as he devoured the rest of the pizza.

      When the oven was up to temperature, she threw the leftover slices of garlic bread in and gave them to Daniel as he ate the last bite of pizza.

      “Wonderful,” he sighed as he wiped his fingers after the last of the garlic bread had been eaten.

      “Does that mean you’re going to tell me everything now?” she asked.  As soon as the words were out of her mouth, Mona appeared on the stool next to Daniel.

      He sighed.  “I can’t tell you everything, but I’ll tell you a few things.  Richard hasn’t confessed to the murder, but he’s told us about half a dozen different stories about the night that Nigel died.  He keeps changing the story and getting himself increasingly tangled up every time he tries to tell us what happened.  His advocate finally insisted that we stop questioning him for today so that Richard has time to get his mind straight.  I believe the advocate is going to suggest to Richard that it might be best if he simply confesses, though.  It was very obvious to all of us that Richard killed Nigel.”

      “Why?” Fenella asked.

      “Money,” Mona said.

      “Apparently, Richard found their long-lost uncle.  His father and Nigel’s father had a third brother.  He moved to the Outer Hebrides decades ago and never had any additional contact with the family.  Richard went looking for him and found him.”

      “How does that lead to Nigel’s murder?”

      “Uncle Oscar is incredibly wealthy,” Daniel told her.  “And he and Richard’s father had a falling out before he moved away.  Apparently, when Richard spoke to him, he told Richard that he was leaving his entire fortune to Nigel, because Nigel’s father was a better brother.”

      “Oh dear.”

      “Uncle Oscar passed away a few weeks ago.  Richard found the death notice and realized that Nigel had just inherited a fortune, he just didn’t know it yet.”

      “So he killed Nigel because he was Nigel’s heir?” Fenella asked.

      “It certainly looks that way,” Daniel replied.  “He’s admitted to knowing that Nigel could get into the bank after hours.  He also admitted to occasionally meeting him there.  He even took a woman there once so that they could, um, have some fun in one of the vaults.”

      Fenella made a face.  “I’m surprised no one from the bank realized what was happening.”

      “Nigel was very lucky, but he was also very clever.  He had ways around the entire security system, including the cameras that were meant to be recording everything that happened in the building.”

      “So Richard has admitted to knowing that Nigel could get in after hours.  Has he admitted to texting Nigel the evening that he died?” Mona asked.

      Fenella waited a moment for Daniel to reply, and then flushed as she remembered that Daniel couldn’t see or hear Mona.

      “He must have texted Nigel the night he died, then,” she suggested.

      “We’re requesting his phone records now.  He got very upset when I mentioned that the mobile phone company would have a record of his texts.”

      “So he met Nigel at the bank and killed him in the vault,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “Nigel had at least six different women in his life, and he worked with a bunch of people who disliked him, but he was killed by his only living family member.”

      Daniel nodded.  “I spent some time on the phone with Uncle Oscar’s solicitor this afternoon,” he said sadly.  “Apparently, in spite of what Uncle Oscar told Richard, he’d recently changed his will.  In his new will, he divided his fortune between Richard and Nigel.  Both men would have been very wealthy men once the will was settled.”

      Fenella frowned.  “So Richard killed Nigel for nothing.”

      Daniel pulled her close and kissed her.  “I love you,” he told her.

      “I love you, too,” she replied.

      “I’m going,” Mona announced.  “I won’t be back until midday tomorrow, just in case Daniel wants to stay.”

      She vanished as Daniel kissed Fenella again.
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      When Fenella learns that her friend, Breesha, is going to be in a play, she reserves a box at the theater for herself and her friends.  The show turns out to be a complicated mess, but even worse is the body surrounded by blood in the next box.

      Fenella is relieved to learn that the body is just a mannequin, but things take a more dramatic turn the next day at a different theater as a man falls to his death just before the curtain is meant to go up.   Threatening letters, a reclusive playwright, and quite possibly the worst play ever written combine to complicate Fenella’s life.

      Can she help her boyfriend, CID Inspector Daniel Robinson, work out who is behind the anonymous letters?  Can they find the person responsible for the deadly accident?  And is there any way that Three Gentlewomen from Bologna will ever make any sense at all?
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