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      Fenella Woods paced back and forth in the airport’s arrivals area.  The plane had landed five minutes earlier and she could barely wait to see two familiar faces coming toward her.  It was another five minutes before she spotted her nieces in the small crowd.  They joined the group at baggage claim, waiting for their suitcases.  A short while later, bags in hand, they walked out into the airport terminal.

      “Margaret, Megan,” Fenella called as she walked toward them.  “It’s so good to see you again.”

      She hugged Margaret and then Megan, squeezing them both tightly.

      “It’s good to see you too, Aunt Margaret,” Megan said as Fenella released her.

      Fenella grinned.  “I haven’t heard that in a long time.”

      “Aunt Margaret?” Megan asked.  “I suppose we’re the only people in the world who call you that.”

      “And I go by Fenella here.”

      “Do you?  Why?” Megan wondered.

      “Because that’s my name,” Fenella laughed.  “I’m Fenella Margaret, but I always used Margaret when I lived in the US.  It was just easier for everyone to spell and pronounce.  Fenella is a Manx name.”

      “And now you live on the Isle of Man, so it’s perfect,” Margaret said.  “I’ll try to remember to call you Aunt Fenella, but it may take me a while.”

      “You can drop the ‘aunt’ if you want,” Fenella told them both.  “But really, call me anything you like.  I’m just really glad you’re here.”

      “Dad was disappointed that he and Mom couldn’t come,” Megan told her.  “He said to tell you that he’ll be here next year, whether you want him to visit or not.”

      Fenella laughed.  “He’s more than welcome.  I’d love to have all four of my brothers visit, just not all at once.”

      The sisters laughed.

      “I can’t believe you’ve been living here for nearly two years and this is the first time we’ve visited,” Megan said.  “We’ve been talking about it since you left Buffalo.”

      “Can we talk in the car?” Margaret asked.  “I’m sorry, but I’m feeling a bit jetlagged and tired.”

      “Of course,” Fenella replied.  “I’m parked nearby.”

      She led the pair out of the building and into the large parking lot.  Her large and sensible car had plenty of room for both large suitcases.  Megan climbed into the back of the car, while Margaret very nearly sat in the driver’s seat.

      “The steering wheel is on the wrong side,” she said as she walked around the car to the passenger side.  “And you’re going to drive on the wrong side of the road, too, aren’t you?”

      Fenella laughed.  “It’s the correct side of the road over here.  I hope you won’t mind if I don’t let you borrow my car while you’re here.”

      “No offense, but I’m not especially interested in driving this,” Margaret replied.

      “You haven’t seen Mona’s car yet,” Fenella replied.

      “You said something in one of your emails about Mona having a little red sports car,” Megan said from the backseat.  “Is it nice?”

      “It’s fabulous, but it’s a stick shift, and the steering wheel is on the, um, wrong side, so it’s probably best if you leave the driving to me,” Fenella replied.

      “Right now, I just want to sleep for an hour or two,” Margaret told her.  “We had to take four different flights to get here, and we’ve been traveling for thirty hours.  I couldn’t sleep on any of the planes.”

      “I slept like a baby,” Megan interjected.  “Which means I woke up every two hours hungry and grumpy, but at least I got some sleep.”

      “If you don’t want to sleep when we get to my apartment, I’m sure we’ll be able to find something for you to do,” Fenella assured her.

      “Oh, I’ll take a nap.  That’s the sensible thing to do, and when I travel with Big Sister Sensible, I try to behave,” Megan replied.

      Margaret rolled her eyes.  “She’s thirty-four, and she’s still calling me names.”

      “I hope you don’t actually think that I’m ever going to grow up,” Megan laughed.  “But I won’t call you too many names in front of Aunt Fenella.”

      “Gee, thanks,” Margaret replied dryly.

      “I wasn’t expecting palm trees,” Megan said a moment later.  “It makes the island feel tropical, even though the weather definitely isn’t tropical.”

      “I love the palm trees,” Fenella told her.  “You’ll see them all over the island.”

      “I’ve read zillions of books set in England, and I’ve read about roundabouts, but they aren’t exactly what I was expecting,” Megan said as Fenella made her way around a large roundabout.

      “They come in all shapes and sizes,” Fenella replied.  “Actually, that isn’t true.  They come in all sizes, but they are mostly all round.  But there are mini roundabouts and double roundabouts and all sorts.”

      “I’m glad I’m not going to have to do any of the driving,” Margaret said.

      A few minutes later, they turned onto the Douglas promenade.

      “Beautiful,” Megan said.  “I’d love to live near the sea.”

      “For the next two weeks, you do,” Fenella told her.  “This is my building.”  She turned to enter the parking garage under the building and then drove to her assigned space.  Mona’s little red car took up her other spot.

      “That’s Mona’s car?” Megan asked as she got out of the back.  “Is it what I think it is?”

      “Maybe,” Fenella replied.  “What do you think it is?”

      “Oh my goodness, it is what I think it is.  Do you have any idea how much this car is worth?  They only made like a dozen, or maybe two dozen, of them.  I’ve changed my mind.  I want to drive Mona’s car,” Megan told her.

      “I know exactly how much it’s worth, because it is very well insured,” Fenella told her.  “Do you know how to drive a stick shift?”

      Megan frowned.  “No, but if you agree to let me drive this car, I’ll learn.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Let’s not worry about that for now.  Let’s get you both upstairs so you can get some rest.”

      She unloaded the trunk and then led them to the elevators.

      “The sign says ‘lifts,’” Megan said.  “Do you speak in British English now?”

      “Sometimes, but not often,” Fenella told her.  “I still think in American English, but I sometimes remember to translate myself.  If I’m honest, though, I usually forget.  Luckily, most people I know are used to American English now.”

      “I’m going to try to use British English while I’m here,” Megan told her.  “Oh, look, the lift is here.”

      “Oh, please,” Margaret said.  “Get in the elevator.”

      All three women laughed as they walked into the elevator car.  It whisked them to the top floor a moment later.

      “I have spare keycards for both of you,” Fenella said as they approached her apartment.  “This is me, or rather, us.”

      She unlocked the door and then led the other women inside.  Megan dropped her suitcase right inside the door and then rushed forward.

      “The view is amazing,” she said.  “If I can’t sleep, I want to sit here and stare at the view instead.”

      “It’s lovely,” Margaret agreed.  “The apartment is gorgeous as well.”

      “Thanks,” Fenella replied.  “But I don’t get any credit for that.  I haven’t changed a thing since I moved in.”

      “So your Aunt Mona had very good and very expensive taste,” Margaret said.

      “She did, indeed,” Fenella agreed.  “I am sorry that you have to share a bedroom,” she added as she walked to the door to the guest room.  “I did take out the large bed and substitute two smaller beds, though, so you don’t have to share a bed.”

      The women both laughed.

      “We could have lived with sharing,” Megan told her.  “We do when we visit Uncle James.”

      “And when we go on vacation,” Margaret added with a wry smile.

      Megan laughed.  “Did we ever tell you about our last vacation?” she asked Fenella before yawning.  “Okay, maybe that’s a story for later.”

      The sisters carried their suitcases into the bedroom, and then Fenella hugged them both again.

      “We’ll be up in two hours,” Margaret told her.  “That should give us enough energy to get through the rest of the day.  We’ll need an early bedtime tonight.  Hopefully, by morning, our body clocks will be mostly reset.”

      “Big Sister Sensible,” Megan whispered as Fenella headed out of the room.

      Margaret rolled her eyes and then shut the door behind Fenella.

      “There’s a definite family resemblance,” Mona said as Fenella sat down on one of the couches in the living room.

      Fenella jumped and then sighed.  While Mona had passed away nearly two years earlier, she still hadn’t moved out of her luxury apartment.  While Fenella sometimes enjoyed having the woman around, Mona’s ability to appear and disappear without warning meant she often took Fenella by surprise.

      “They both look like their father,” she replied in a low voice.

      Mona nodded.  “I’m glad they’ve arrived safely.”

      “Will they be able to see you?”

      Mona shrugged.  “I doubt it.  James couldn’t see me.  I’m still not entirely certain why you can see me.”

      “Oh?  Interesting.” Fenella knew it was pointless to ask Mona anything about the afterlife, as Mona could never be counted on to tell the truth.

      “I may not be around very much over the next fortnight,” Mona added.  “The flat is going to feel quite crowded with two extra people living in it.  It might be best if I stay out of the way.”

      “That’s up to you, of course.  I don’t know how much Margaret and Megan will be here, though.  They’re eager to see everything the island has to offer.”

      “Too bad they decided to visit in December, then.  There’s a great deal more to see in the spring and summer.”

      “They’re only here for two weeks, and it will be Christmas next week.  I’m sure we’ll find plenty to do.”

      “I hope so.  Just don’t worry if you don’t see as much of me, that’s all.”

      “I won’t worry, but I’ll miss you.”

      Mona smiled.  “Of course you will,” she said before she disappeared in a small cloud of blue smoke.

      “Meeroow.”

      Fenella smiled at Katie, her cat, as she wandered out of the master bedroom.

      “You’ve missed your chance to meet the sisters,” Fenella told her.  “They’re going to be staying with us for two whole weeks, though, so you’ll get to spend lots of time with them, once they’ve recovered from their jetlag.”

      “Mewww.”

      “I really don’t think you need a treat just because we have visitors.”

      “Mewwww.”

      “Maybe just one, then, but only because you asked so nicely.”

      Fenella followed Katie into the kitchen and got her a handful of treats.  “Nothing else now until dinner time,” she told her pet.

      Katie ate her treats and then curled up in a sunny spot in front of the windows.

      “If everyone is going to take a nap, I should, too,” Fenella muttered.  After a moment, she found a book and settled into her favorite chair to read until her nieces got up.  Almost exactly two hours later, the door to the guest room swung open.

      “We’re up,” Megan said.  “Some of us don’t want to be, but we’re up.”

      “If we sleep too long, we won’t sleep tonight.  We want to reset our body clocks,” Margaret told her.

      Megan rolled her eyes.  “My body clock is hopelessly confused.  I was fast asleep, and could have slept until morning if Maggie’s alarm hadn’t gone off.”

      “It’s for your own good, and don’t call me Maggie,” Margaret snapped.

      Megan frowned.  “Sorry, Sis,” she said, pulling Margaret into a hug.  “Can I have coffee?” she asked as she released her.

      Margaret shrugged.  “Coffee sounds wonderful, actually.”

      “Five minutes,” Fenella promised as she crossed to the kitchen.

      The sisters followed her.

      “This is beautiful,” Megan said.  “Everything is modern and shiny and gorgeous, but the layout is really practical.  I’m going to take a million pictures so that I can have a kitchen just like this one day.”

      “It is nice,” Margaret agreed.  “But I think I’d prefer something a bit less modern for my perfect kitchen.”

      The trio debated about kitchen design while Fenella got out a box of cookies and piled them onto a plate.  Then she poured them all cups of coffee and gestured toward the table in the corner.

      “Sit down,” she suggested.  “Don’t eat too many cookies or you’ll spoil your dinner,” she added as she put the plate down in the center of the table.

      “Just a few,” Megan agreed, as she helped herself.

      Margaret took one cookie and took a bite of it before she sipped her coffee.

      “You both look wonderful,” Fenella said, studying each of them in turn.

      Margaret was two years older than her sister and had always been the more serious of the pair.  Her dark brown hair was cut in a chin-length bob, and Fenella could see just a few strands of grey starting to appear.  Her green eyes looked tired, but also intelligent and kind.  To Fenella, Margaret also looked a bit too thin.

      Megan was four inches taller than her older sister.  Her curves were more generous and her personality was more playful.  She was currently blonde with pink highlights, and she had multiple piercings in each ear.  Fenella could see their father’s features in both of their faces, and she felt a sudden rush of nostalgia for the life she’d left behind in the US.

      “Okay, so now that we’re here, tell us everything,” Megan said after she’d finished her first cup of coffee.  “I mean, Dad never mentioned his Aunt Mona to us.  The first I knew about her was when Dad said you’d inherited her estate.”

      Fenella nodded.  “She was our mother’s sister,” she explained.  “You know your father and I were born on the island.”

      “Yes, because Dad talks about his idyllic childhood on the beach all the time,” Megan replied.

      “And he talks about how different the schools were, too,” Margaret added.

      “He was sixteen or seventeen when we moved to the US.  It was a huge change for him.  I was only two, so I didn’t even notice the differences,” Fenella told them.

      “But your father was American,” Megan said.

      “Yes, and he and Mom had been planning to move to the US for years.  As I understand it, they’d had their bags packed and were making travel arrangements when Mom found out she was expecting me.  That put their plans on hold for a few years,” Fenella explained.

      “And Aunt Mona was here, living in this fabulous apartment the whole time?” Megan asked.

      Fenella smiled.  “My Aunt Mona — your Great-Aunt Mona — lived something of a scandalous life.”

      “No way,” Megan said.  “Really?”

      “When she was eighteen, she fell in love with a man named Maxwell Martin.  He was a wealthy businessman who owned properties all over the island, including this one.  When he and Mona met, this was a luxury hotel, not an apartment building.”

      “Don’t tell me – he was married, and he kept Mona in his hotel behind his wife’s back,” Megan said.

      Fenella shook her head.  “He wasn’t married, but he didn’t marry Mona, either.  Instead, he, well, kept her in his hotel and showered her with gifts.”

      “Gifts?” Margaret asked.

      “Everything from fabulous jewelry to cars to property,” Fenella explained.  “When he had the hotel transformed into apartments, he had this one built specifically for Mona.  I’m told it’s the nicest apartment in the building.”

      “It’s beautiful,” Megan said.  “And everything in it is the best of the best.”

      Fenella nodded.

      “And Mona left it all to you?” Margaret asked.

      “She did.  This apartment, her car, three safe deposit boxes full of jewelry, stocks, bonds, and properties all over the island,” Fenella replied.

      “Why you?” Megan asked.  As soon as the words were out of her mouth, she blushed.  “I didn’t mean that the way it sounded.  I mean, of course Mona could leave her things to whomever she chose, I just wondered if there was any particular reason why she picked you and not any of her nephews.  I think, if I were her, I’d have divided everything between the five of you.”

      “I don’t know why Mona picked me, but it may have been because I’m the only girl.”  Fenella had never asked Mona to explain the decision.  There were some things that might be better left unknown.

      “I don’t know that Dad or any of our uncles would want to come and live here,” Margaret said, looking around the room.  “I mean, I was surprised when you decided to move here.”

      “I was, too,” Fenella admitted.  “It was a big decision, and I made it almost on a whim.”

      “And then you sold everything in the US and disappeared, almost overnight,” Megan said.

      “It wasn’t quite that fast, but once I’d decided to change everything, I couldn’t wait to start my new life.  I’d been teaching at the same university I’d attended ever since I’d earned my doctorate, and I suddenly realized that I very rarely went anywhere or did anything.  It was time for a change.”

      “And it was time to get rid of Jack Dawson,” Megan added.  “I never understood what you saw in him.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Jack and I worked together, and when I was first hired, I found him quite intimidating.  I was flattered when he asked me out on a date, and, well, things just progressed from there.”

      “But were you happy with him?” Megan demanded.

      “We weren’t unhappy, but we were held together by inertia more than anything else.  He’s a wonderful person and a brilliant historian, but we were never going to live happily ever after together,” Fenella replied.

      “Inertia is a powerful force,” Margaret said in a low voice.  “I stayed with Doug for a lot longer than I should have because it was simply easier than making the necessary change.”

      “Doug was a nice guy,” Megan said.  “Nice, but dull.”

      Margaret shrugged.  “He was nice and we had some fun together, but we had our fair share of disagreements, too.”

      “I find that hard to believe,” Megan said.  “He was too dull to argue.”

      “You’d be surprised,” Margaret told her.

      Megan looked at her sister for a minute and then back at Fenella.  “So, you sold your wonderful little house in Buffalo, quit your job, dumped Jack, and moved to the island.  What happened next?”

      Fenella grinned at her.  “I loved that house.  I still miss it, but what happened next is that I found a dead body.”

      Both women looked shocked.

      “Say that again,” Megan said after a moment.

      “I found a dead body,” Fenella repeated.  While she’d shared some stories about her new life with her brothers, she’d done her best not to talk about the number of murder investigations that had involved her since she’d been on the island.

      “You never mentioned that in any of your emails,” Margaret said.

      “It isn’t something about which I enjoy talking,” Fenella replied.  “But since you’re here, you should know the whole story.”

      “It wasn’t Aunt Mona, was it?” Megan asked.

      Fenella shook her head.  “It was a man named Alan Collins.  I’d only just met him briefly the morning before I stumbled across his body.”

      “How did you meet him?” Margaret wanted to know.

      “He came to the door and asked me to consider listing the apartment with him.  He’d assumed that I’d want to sell it immediately.”

      “Why would you do that?” Megan asked.

      “He didn’t know that I’d moved to the island.  He thought that I’d just come to settle Mona’s estate and that I would then go back to the US with my financial windfall,” Fenella explained.

      “So how did he end up dead?  And where did you find him?” Megan demanded.

      “He was murdered in the alley behind this building, and I found him when I was walking home from the grocery store,” Fenella told her.  “Luckily, I’d also purchased a mobile phone, so I was able to call 999.”

      “999?” Megan looked confused.

      “It’s their equivalent of 911,” Margaret told her.  “It was one of the facts I sent you before we left home.  You were supposed to read through them all.”

      Megan shrugged.  “I skimmed them.  I didn’t remember that one, though.”

      “Which reminds me,” Fenella said.  “I got you both mobile phones to use while you’re here.”  She crossed to the counter and opened a drawer.

      “I hope these are okay,” she said, handing them each a smart phone.  “You have unlimited calls, texts, and data, and my number is already in your list of contacts.”

      “Thanks,” Megan said.  “I may have to take this home with me.  It’s much nicer than my phone.  It probably won’t work at home, will it?”

      “I’ve no idea, but you’re welcome to take it and try,” Fenella replied.

      “So you called 999,” Margaret said after she’d thanked Fenella for the phone.  “What happened next?”

      “A constable appeared, closely followed by an inspector.”  Fenella felt herself blushing as she spoke.

      “Ah, that has to be Daniel,” Megan said with a laugh.  “Dad told us you were engaged to a police inspector named Daniel.”

      “He’s Daniel Robinson, and yes, we are engaged,” Fenella replied.  “It took ages to get from that first meeting over Alan Collins’s body to where we are now, but things are good.”

      “Tell us all about him,” Megan suggested.

      “He’s about my age, so nearly fifty.  He’s been married and divorced once.  I think he’s incredibly handsome, but he’s also really smart and a brilliant police inspector.  He lives in an apartment just a short distance away, and you’ll get to meet him tomorrow night.”

      “Why not until tomorrow?” Megan demanded.

      “He thought you might be tired tonight, so he suggested that he give you tonight to get settled in, and then we’ll all meet for drinks tomorrow night,” Fenella replied.

      “I suppose that makes sense,” Megan said.  “So you found a body and then Daniel found the killer?”

      “More or less,” Fenella replied, choosing not to even think about the second body or being chased down the beach by the killer.

      “And you haven’t been caught up in any murder investigations since, I assume,” Megan said teasingly.

      “Actually,” Fenella said, “there have been a few.”

      Both women looked stunned as Fenella told them about some of what had happened since she’d been on the island.  She did her best to gloss over the worst of the various investigations in which she’d been involved, but even so, the list was worryingly long.

      “I never would have expected the island to have such a high crime rate,” Megan said when Fenella was done speaking.

      “I did my research, so I knew that there have been several murders on the island in the past two years, but nothing I read mentioned that my Aunt Fenella had been tangled up in all of the investigations,” Margaret said.

      “My advocate does his best to keep my name out of the newspapers,” Fenella said.

      “Advocate?” Megan asked.

      “It’s the Manx term for a lawyer,” Fenella explained.  “There you go.  I do use British English sometimes, although in this case, it’s Manx English.”

      “And have you learned any Manx?” Margaret asked.

      Fenella shook her head.  “I have been thinking about taking a class in the language, but I’m told it’s very difficult.”

      “I read the same thing,” Margaret told her.

      A knock on the door interrupted the conversation.

      “Shelly, hello,” Fenella said after she’d opened the door.

      “I just wanted to pop over and meet your nieces, if they’re awake and willing to meet new people,” Shelly said.  “I was going to wait until tomorrow, but Tim is going across for a meeting, and he’s invited me to go along.”

      “Across?  Where?” Fenella asked.

      “London.  He’s flying over on the company plane, and there was room for one more person.  I’ll do some sightseeing while he’s in his meeting, and then we’ll have dinner somewhere before we fly back.”

      “That sounds like fun.”

      “I was telling him that I wanted to travel more.  This isn’t exactly what I had in mind, but it’s a chance to get away from here for a few hours.  I need to stop thinking about next month.”

      Fenella nodded.  “The wedding is going to be wonderful.”

      “Yes, I know, and I’m sure I’ll agree, once it’s over.”

      They both laughed and then Fenella led Shelly into the kitchen.

      “Margaret, Megan, this is my next-door neighbor and closest friend, Shelly Quirk.  Shelly, these are my nieces, Margaret and Megan.”

      “It’s lovely to meet you both,” Shelly said.

      “Shelly was one of the first people I met when I moved to the island,” Fenella added.

      “I’m hard to miss,” Shelly laughed.  She looked down at her bright red shirt and blue skirt that had huge green polka dots on it.  “I always dress in bright colors, but that’s thanks to Fenella’s Aunt Mona.”

      “Oh, tell us more,” Megan suggested.

      Fenella poured Shelly a cup of coffee and then handed her a plate for cookies as Shelly sat down between the sisters.

      “I bought the flat next to Mona’s just a few weeks after my husband died unexpectedly,” Shelly told them.  “I was devastated and I, well, I decided to change everything to try to get away from my grief.  I took early retirement and sold the house that had been our home for years.”

      “From what did you retire?” Megan asked.

      “I’d been a primary school teacher,” Shelly told her.

      “Elementary school,” Fenella translated.

      Shelly nodded.  “Anyway, I bought the flat and moved in and then sat inside and cried for days on end.  One afternoon, Mona knocked on my door and demanded that I let her in.  She, well, she told me a few hard truths about life and death and mourning and moving on and reminded me that I needed to look after myself.  After that, she visited me every day.  Slowly, very slowly, I began to appreciate her efforts.  Eventually, she helped me start to embrace life again, which included buying lots of brightly colored clothes to remind me to celebrate every day.”

      “Maybe you should try that,” Megan said to her sister.

      Margaret frowned at her.  “I’m fine,” she snapped.

      Megan shrugged.  “Mona sounds wonderful.”

      “She was wonderful, and I still miss her every day.  She passed away about six months after I’d moved in.  I feel fortunate that Fenella was the one who inherited her flat, though, as we’ve become good friends,” Shelly replied.

      “And I’m lucky to have such a wonderful neighbor,” Fenella added.

      “Not long after Fenella moved in, I met someone,” Shelly continued.  “His name is Tim Blake, and we’re getting married next month.”

      “Congratulations,” Megan exclaimed.

      “Thanks,” Shelly replied, blushing.  “It still seems odd, getting married at my age, but Fenella is helping us have the most amazing wedding.  Tim is completely different from my first husband, but he’s wonderful and kind and amazing and I’m a little bit crazy about him.”

      “Congratulations,” Margaret said.  “I hope we’ll have a chance to meet him while we’re here.”

      “I expect so,” Shelly said.

      “I didn’t want to plan too much, not until you were here and we could talk,” Fenella told her nieces.  “I’m sure you’ll have things you want to do while you’re here, and I didn’t want to fill your days with visits with my friends, not unless you want to meet them all.”

      “We want to meet Tim,” Megan said.  “And, of course, Daniel.”

      Fenella laughed.  “You’re going to have to meet Daniel, whether you want to or not.  I’m not going two weeks without seeing him just because you’re here.”

      The sisters both laughed.

      “We aren’t that demanding,” Margaret said.  “But we are really happy to see you.”

      “I’m happy to see you, too,” Fenella assured them.

      “And now I should go and get ready.  Tim and I are going out for dinner.  Now that his big project is mostly over, I’m seeing a lot more of him.”

      “I’m glad, and I suppose I’m excited about the new ShopFast location as well,” Fenella replied.

      “But it isn’t just a new ShopFast location,” Shelly told her.  “It’s going to be the most modern, super-efficient, super-superstore the island has ever seen.  And Tim designed it all himself.  Well, with a lot of help from an architectural firm in the UK, but most of it was Tim.”

      “We’re all very proud of him,” Fenella said, patting Shelly’s arm.

      She laughed.  “Good.  When the building wins all sorts of architectural awards, if there are such things, you can say you knew him when.”

      Fenella walked Shelly to the door and then shut it behind her.  Back in the kitchen, Megan and Margaret were sitting at the table in silence.

      “You’re both really tired,” Fenella said.

      Megan nodded.  “We can’t go to bed yet, though.  It’s only four o’clock in the afternoon.”

      “Why don’t we have an early dinner and then watch some television until bedtime?” Fenella suggested.  “I thought I could just make spaghetti, as it’s quick and easy.”

      “We don’t want you to go to any trouble,” Margaret said.  “Megan and I planned to take you out for meals while we were here.  You are putting us up for two weeks, after all.”

      “And I can afford to pay for my own meals, and yours as well,” Fenella replied.  “But for tonight, I don’t think either of you wants to go out.  And I have all of the ingredients for spaghetti, including a jar of sauce and some dried pasta.  It isn’t like I’m offering to make my own sauce or anything.”

      The sisters laughed.

      “In that case, we’ll help,” Margaret said.  As she stood up, Katie strolled into the kitchen.

      “Oh, hello,” Megan said.  “You must be Katie.”

      Katie looked at her for a minute and then nodded slowly.

      “What a smart baby you are,” Megan said, bending down to pet Katie.

      “I thought you said you got her when you first moved in,” Margaret said.

      “She walked into the apartment and made herself at home right after I arrived,” Fenella replied.

      “But she’s only a kitten,” Margaret argued.

      “She’s simply not grown very much,” Fenella told her.  “According to the vet, she’s perfectly healthy.  She’s just tiny.”

      “And adorable and sweet and gorgeous and soft and wonderful,” Megan said.

      Margaret laughed.  “I think my sister needs a cat.”

      “Or a dog,” Megan added.  “I need something to love, and I’m really not looking for a man.”

      “That makes two of us,” Margaret said flatly.

      “Who wants to chop lettuce for the salad?” Fenella asked.  “And who wants to make garlic butter for the bread?”

      An hour later, the trio sat down to a delicious meal.  After they’d eaten and put the dishes into the dishwasher, they settled in front of the television and watched old movies until Megan and Margaret couldn’t keep their eyes open any longer.  Once they were settled in their beds, Fenella crawled into her own bed with Katie and a good book, switching off the light only after the fictional killer was safely behind bars.
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      Nearly every morning, Katie woke Fenella by tapping on her nose at exactly seven o’clock.  It was only six-thirty the next morning when Fenella heard someone moving around the apartment.  She slid out of bed and pulled on her bathrobe.

      “Good morning,” Margaret said when Fenella emerged from her bedroom.  “I slept like a rock and then woke up craving coffee.   Sadly, I couldn’t figure out how to make your coffee machine work, though.”

      Fenella laughed.  “It isn’t very complicated, really.  I’ll show you now, and you’ll be set for the rest of your stay.”

      Megan strolled into the kitchen a few minutes later.  “I smelled coffee,” she said, her eyes still mostly closed.

      Margaret pressed a cup of the hot liquid into Megan’s hands.  Megan put it to her lips and inhaled deeply.  After her first sip, she smiled brightly.

      “That’s much better,” she said, blinking several times.

      “Good morning,” Fenella said.

      “Good morning.  I slept really well, so much so that I was afraid it was noon or something when I woke up,” Megan told her.

      “I told you that I’d set an alarm for seven,” Margaret said.

      Megan shrugged.  “Most of yesterday is something of a blur.  I don’t think I remember a single thing after dinner.  We did have spaghetti, didn’t we?”

      Fenella laughed.  “We did, and you made wonderful garlic bread.”

      “That was the one thing I got out of my relationship with Brendan, the chef,” Megan said.  “He taught me how to make all sorts of flavored butters and sauces.”

      “I’m surprised he had time,” Margaret said.

      Megan laughed.  “We dated for three or four weeks.”

      “A long time for you,” Margaret replied.

      “He worked a lot,” Megan said with a shrug.

      “I can make eggs or pancakes with bacon,” Fenella suggested.  “What do you usually have for breakfast?”

      “Toast or cereal and yoghurt,” Margaret said.  “And a piece of fruit.”

      “I don’t usually bother with breakfast,” Megan said in a whisper.  “Don’t tell Margaret.”

      “I’m right here,” Margaret replied.  “And we’ve talked a million times about how important it is to eat breakfast.  If you don’t want to listen, that’s up to you.”

      “I have toast and yoghurt and fruit,” Fenella said.  “If anything else sounds good, just ask.”

      “I’ll have a yoghurt,” Megan said as Margaret opened the refrigerator.  “I’m starving this morning.”

      Fenella made them each some toast, and they each had a banana as well.  While she’d been hoping they’d want pancakes and bacon, Fenella ate toast and yoghurt instead, knowing that they were a healthier choice.

      “And now I need a shower,” Fenella said after Katie had been fed.

      An hour later, all three women were showered and dressed and ready for the day.

      “What should we do today?” Fenella asked.

      The sisters exchanged glances.

      “Tell her,” Margaret said.

      Megan flushed and then laughed.  “At some point today, I need to get to some sort of store that sells some things that I may have forgotten to pack.”

      “I sent her a list of everything she needed,” Margaret said.

      “And I packed the list,” Megan replied.

      Fenella laughed.  “What sort of things?”

      “Deodorant, socks, and contact lens solution,” Megan said.

      “So a grocery store would do, although maybe not for socks,” Fenella said.

      “I hope we’ll still have time to see a few interesting things today,” Margaret said.

      “A quick trip to the grocery store won’t take long,” Megan assured her.  “Assuming the store isn’t too far away.”

      “I had planned to spend one day taking you around the stores in Douglas,” Fenella said.  “I want you to see how different things are here to the US and also give you a chance to do some souvenir shopping.  Besides that, there’s an amazing little chocolate shop that I thought you both might like.”

      “I’m in,” Megan said quickly.

      Margaret laughed.  “I’m all about healthy eating most of the time, but you know I can’t resist really good chocolate.”

      “And this is good chocolate, and amazing little truffles.  They even have some in fruit flavors that you can pretend are practically healthy,” Fenella told her.

      “Do you think we’ll be shopping all day?” Margaret asked.

      “I think we can spend the morning shopping and then, after lunch, maybe we can visit the Manx Museum.  It’s a great introduction to the island’s history,” Fenella said.  “And we can walk everywhere from here, if you don’t mind a bit of walking.”

      “I love to walk,” Margaret said.

      “And I won’t complain,” Megan said.  “But I do want to ride in Mona’s car at least once before I go home.”

      “I’ll take you each for a ride at least once.  It only seats two, so you’ll have to take turns,” Fenella promised.

      “Knowing Megan, she’ll find at least one man to date while she’s here,” Margaret said.  “You and I might be spending a lot of time together, just the two of us.”

      “It wouldn’t hurt you to have a little romance while you’re here,” Megan told her sister.  “It would help push Doug right out of your head.”

      “Doug and I were together for eleven years.  I don’t think I’m going to be able to forget him that quickly,” Margaret replied.

      “Shall we?” Fenella said.  “Some of the stores won’t be open yet, but the grocery store is always open.  You might want to spend a few minutes looking around it, seeing what’s different from home.”

      Megan gave Katie a quick pat, and then they headed for the elevators.  Once they reached street level, Fenella started walking toward the grocery store, which was only a short distance away.

      “This is unbelievably convenient,” Megan said as they reached the store.  “You can’t walk anywhere in the US.”

      “I don’t think that’s true in the entire country,” Margaret said.  “But it’s certainly true in most parts of it.”

      They wandered around the store for several minutes, talking about the things they recognized and the things that were foreign to them.

      “Even things with the same name aren’t necessarily the same,” Fenella warned them.  “I’m happy to help if you want to buy anything.”

      Megan found what she needed.  “They don’t have socks,” she said as they headed toward the check-outs.

      “We can get those elsewhere.  There are lots of stores,” Fenella assured her.

      A short while later, they dropped Megan’s shopping off at Fenella’s apartment and went back out.

      “I’m exhausted,” Megan said as she slid into the booth at the little restaurant that they’d decided on for lunch.

      “The high street is probably less walking than a typical American mall,” Fenella said.  “But it feels like more because you’re constantly going in and out of shops and walking outdoors.”

      “High street?” Megan echoed.

      “British English,” Fenella laughed.  “It’s just a street with shops all along it.”

      “It’s charming,” Margaret said.  “But there isn’t anywhere near as much selection as we’re used to.”

      Fenella nodded.  “That took some getting used to, but thanks to the Internet, I still have access to just about everything I could ever possibly want.”

      They ordered sandwiches and cold drinks and then settled back in their chairs.

      “I can’t wait until later to try my truffles,” Megan said, patting the bag from the chocolate shop.  “They all sound so good.”

      “I can’t believe you actually talked me into buying a dozen of them,” Margaret said.

      “They’re all different, though,” Fenella pointed out.  “How else will you know which ones you like?”

      Margaret laughed.  “I’m really hoping I don’t like many of them, but I’m afraid they’re all going to be delicious.”

      “I’ve never found one there that I didn’t like,” Fenella replied.

      After lunch, they took all of their shopping back to the apartment before heading in the opposite direction to the Manx Museum.

      “I forgot to mention that a lot of it is uphill,” Fenella said as they walked.

      “Just a little bit,” Megan said, gasping for air.  “I should have brought a few chocolates for extra energy.”

      “We’re nearly there,” Fenella promised.  “And the first thing we’ll do when we get inside is sit down and watch a short movie.”

      “A movie?” Margaret asked.

      “It’s a brief history of the island,” Fenella explained.  “You’ll see.”

      They arrived just minutes before the next showing of the movie was due to start.  They were the only people in the small cinema right inside the museum’s entrance.

      “That was fabulous,” Megan said twenty minutes later as the lights came back on around them.  “I feel as if I learned a ton.”

      “I thought I knew some of the island’s history, but that was still very informative,” Margaret agreed.

      They made their way into the art gallery that was the start of the tour.  Two hours later, they found themselves outside the gift shop.

      “I want one of everything,” Megan said as she stood in the middle of the large shop.

      “Except you already have some things, as Aunt Fenella sent us scarves and jewelry and books for Christmas and our birthdays,” Margaret reminded her.

      Megan nodded.  “But look at all the gorgeous things.  I’m sure there are lots of wonderful things that I don’t have.  Not yet, anyway.”

      “Just remember that we walked here,” Margaret said.  “Whatever you buy, you have to carry home.”

      “But it’s all downhill from here,” Megan said happily.

      An hour later, they were all carrying shopping bags as they made their way back down into the center of town.

      “That was amazing,” Megan said when they finally got to Fenella’s building.  “What a perfect start to our vacation.”

      “I love it here,” Margaret said.  “Maybe it’s time for me to make some big changes in my life.”

      “You already have.  You split up from Doug and you quit your job,” Megan said.

      “What’s it really like, living here?” Margaret asked Fenella.

      “It’s different.  When I first arrived, things seemed a lot like home, because the language was the same and so much in the stores seemed familiar, but it really is a foreign country and the longer I’ve been here, the more that’s become apparent.  I’ve come to love it, though, and I can’t imagine living in the US again, but I’ll never say never, either.”

      Margaret nodded.  “It’s a lot to think about.”

      “You’ve only just arrived.  You’re still jetlagged,” Megan said.  “Don’t make any rush decisions.”

      Margaret laughed.  “How long have you known me?  I’ve never made a rush decision in my life.”

      “So sadly true,” Megan replied.

      “We want to buy you dinner,” Margaret said to Fenella once they were all back in her apartment.  “Let’s go somewhere nice.”

      “How nice?” Fenella asked.

      “Not too nice, not yet,” Megan said.  “I want to be totally over my jetlag and very hungry before we go anywhere too fancy.”

      Fenella laughed.  “There are lots of great restaurants on the island.  Most of them aren’t too fancy.”

      “Daniel is coming, too, isn’t he?” Megan asked.

      “I’m supposed to call him once we’ve made our plans.  He went into work today to give us more time together on our own, but I know he’s anxious to meet you,” Fenella replied.

      “So anxious, that he went to work on a Saturday,” Margaret teased.

      Fenella laughed.  “It’s nearly the end of the year.  Apparently, he has a lot of reports to write and forms to complete before the new year.  He’d probably have been working today, whether you were here or not.”

      They talked about the various options and finally settled on a restaurant that was within easy walking distance of Fenella’s apartment.

      “And after dinner, we can go to the pub,” Fenella said.

      Megan frowned.  “Are British pubs like the ones on television?  Dark and crowded and full of smoke?”

      “What have you been watching?” Margaret asked.

      Fenella laughed.  “The pub I frequent isn’t anything like that, but I’m not telling you anything else about it.  You’ll have to wait until we get there to find out why it’s one of my favorite places in the world.”

      When she called Daniel, she found him still fighting his way through his paperwork.

      “If you don’t mind, I’ll get a sandwich and work for a few more hours.  I’ll meet you at the pub by seven at the latest.”

      “That works for me,” Fenella agreed.

      “Should we dress up?” Megan asked when Fenella suggested it was time to get ready to go out.

      “I don’t think that’s necessary,” Fenella replied.  “But there are probably some lovely things in Mona’s wardrobe that would suit you both.”

      Along with everything else she’d inherited from Mona, Fenella had also been left a very full wardrobe that was, to Fenella’s mind, something close to magical.  The clothes inside all seemed to fit Fenella perfectly, even though she and Mona had very different figures.

      “Mona’s wardrobe?” Megan asked.

      “Mona had nearly all of her clothes custom made by a local designer named Timothy.  I think he sewed some sort of magic into the fabric, because everything in the wardrobe seems to fit me perfectly, aside from a few dresses that I’ve given to Shelly,” Fenella explained.

      “I don’t mean to be rude, but I can’t imagine anything that belonged to Mona would suit me,” Megan said.

      “Let’s go and see,” Fenella suggested.  “You too,” she told Margaret.

      The sisters followed Fenella into the master bedroom.  Mona was sitting on the bed.

      “They’ll want something pretty, but not too over the top,” Mona said.  “It’s only dinner and the pub, but I wouldn’t be surprised if they decide to go elsewhere after the pub, so they’ll want to look as if they put in some effort.”

      Fenella swallowed a dozen replies.  Where else would they go? she wondered.

      “They’re beautiful women and it’s a Saturday night.  Even though you never go anywhere other than the Tale and Tail, your nieces might appreciate some of the other nightlife available in Douglas,” Mona replied.

      Stop reading my mind, Fenella thought.  She crossed to the wardrobe and opened the door.

      “The blue dress on the left for Margaret,” Mona said.

      Fenella pulled out the dress and studied it.  She was certain she’d never seen it before.  “This looks like something Margaret would wear,” she said, holding it out to her niece.

      Margaret took the hanger and held the dress against herself.  “Maybe,” she conceded.  “I’ll try it on, anyway.”

      “And the red dress for Megan,” Mona said.

      Fenella pulled out the dress in question.  It was dark red and lovely.

      “What do you think?” she asked Megan.

      “It’s beautiful.  I’m sure it won’t fit, though, or not properly.”

      “Try it on,” Fenella urged.

      Megan changed quickly.  Fenella helped her with the zipper on the back of the dress.  While she was still straightening the skirt, Margaret walked back into the room.

      “It fits perfectly,” she said, sounding surprised.  “And it’s very glamorous.  I’m not sure it’s me.”

      “It’s totally you,” Megan told her.  “It’s perfect on you.  Don’t you dare change out of it.”

      Margaret flushed.  “What do you think?” she asked Fenella.

      “I think you look fabulous,” Fenella replied.  “The color suits you and so does the style.  The dress is yours if you want it.”

      “Oh, I can’t let you give me the dress.  I’m happy to borrow it for tonight, but I can’t keep it,” Margaret protested.

      “It fits you perfectly, so there’s no way it will fit me,” Fenella pointed out.  “If you don’t want it, I’ll simply donate it to charity.”

      “Keep it,” Megan urged.  “I’m keeping this one.”  She twirled in front of the large mirror in the corner of the room.  “I look amazing.  I want this dress in ten different colors so I can wear it nearly every day.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I’m afraid there’s only one of them, but that doesn’t mean there won’t be more in the wardrobe the next time we look.”

      “It’s magic, then,” Megan said. “I mean, look at me.  It’s definitely magic.”

      Margaret shook her head.  “I don’t believe in magic, but Megan is right.  That dress is perfect on her.”

      “And yours is perfect on you,” Megan interjected.  “Thank you so much, Aunt Fenella.”

      “Thank Mona,” Fenella suggested.

      Megan nodded.  “Thank you, Great-Aunt Mona, wherever you are,” she said loudly.

      “She doesn’t need to shout,” Mona complained.  “And now I must go.  I’m taking an early flight to Paris for a few days.  Picasso needs some inspiration.”

      “Picasso?” Fenella blurted out.

      “Picasso?” Megan echoed.

      Mona laughed and then slowly faded from view.

      “Sorry, I was just, oh, never mind,” Fenella said.  “I need to find something for me to wear and then we can go and get dinner.”

      The sisters left to fix their hair and makeup while Fenella flipped through the wardrobe.  Eventually, she settled on a grey dress she’d worn before.  A few minutes later, the trio was walking toward the restaurant.

      “These shoes are amazing,” Megan said.  “I’ve never worn heels that were so comfortable.”

      “Timothy worked with a man named Samuel,” Fenella told her.  “He made all of Mona’s shoes and handbags to match Timothy’s dresses.”

      “Whatever you want to believe about the wardrobe, you have to admit that the shoes are magical,” Megan said to Margaret.

      “These are far and away the most comfortable shoes I’ve ever worn,” Margaret admitted.  “I feel as if I could walk for hours in them.  I love the handbag, too.  It seems to hold a lot more than it looks like it should hold.”

      “I thought that with my bag, too,” Megan said.  “I put everything I needed inside and still had room for a few extras.  If I hadn’t been so hungry, I might have kept going, adding things until the bag was finally full.”

      The restaurant was busy, but they managed to get a table in a quiet corner.  The food was delicious, and Fenella insisted on dessert.

      “It all sounds good,” Megan said as she read the sweet menu.

      “I’m sure it’s all wonderful.  I’m going to have the chocolate sponge with chocolate sauce,” Fenella told her.

      “Me, too,” Megan said.

      “Me, three,” Margaret laughed.

      After they’d all eaten every bite of their dessert, Margaret insisted on paying the bill.

      “I know you can afford to treat us, but we want to treat you, to thank you for letting us come and stay with you,” she told Fenella.  “I sort of felt as if Dad didn’t ask, really, that he simply called you and told you that we were coming.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Even if he did, I didn’t mind in the slightest.  He actually called and said that all four of you were coming, which was wonderful news.”

      “And now the pub?” Megan asked as they walked back outside.

      “Yes, indeed.  It’s only a short distance away,” Fenella replied.  “It’s called the Tale and Tail.  In a previous life, it was the library in one of the mansions along the promenade.  When it was sold, the new owners turned the mansion into a luxury hotel, but they decided not to do much of anything to the library.”

      “So there are still books on the shelves?” Megan asked.

      “See for yourself,” Fenella said, opening the door to the pub.

      The sisters followed her inside and then they both stopped to stare at the walls that were covered in shelves full of books.

      “I want to read them all,” Megan exclaimed.

      “It would take years just to read all of the back covers,” Margaret said.  “I’m prepared to try, though.”

      Fenella smiled.  “I started here, at the door, once, but I only managed about half a shelf before I decided that I’d rather get a drink and browse the shelves near the couches upstairs.”

      “Is that a winding staircase?” Megan asked.  “I love it, and I want to go up and down a million times.”

      “Be very careful if you go down it,” Fenella warned her.  “Most people use it to get upstairs and then use the elevators to get back down.”

      “I suppose that makes sense, especially if people are drinking,” Margaret said.

      “Cats?” Megan asked as a large black and white cat raced across the room, a smaller white animal chasing behind it.

      “There are about a dozen or so who live here,” Fenella explained.  “They’re rescued cats.  You can see their beds all around the place.”

      “I was so overwhelmed by the books that I missed them,” Megan laughed.  “But what a wonderful life for a cat.”

      “Some of them get adopted by customers, but if they don’t, they get to stay here forever,” Fenella said.

      “I want to live here,” Megan announced.  “I’m sure I couldn’t afford to live right on the promenade, but as long as I could live within walking distance of this place, I’d be happy.”

      “We can talk about that later in your stay,” Fenella suggested.  “For now, let’s get drinks.”

      They crossed to the bar.  The bartender smiled.  “Your usual?” he asked Fenella.

      “Yes, please,” she replied.

      He poured her wine and then looked at the sisters.  “Ladies?”

      “I’ll have the same thing,” Margaret said, nodding at Fenella’s glass.

      “Me too,” Megan added.  “Keeps things simple.”

      The man nodded and then filled two more glasses.  “There’s a definite family resemblance,” he said as he put the drinks on the bar.

      “These are my nieces, Margaret and Megan Woods,” Fenella told him.  She stared at the man for a moment and then blushed.  Although she’d been coming to the pub several times a week ever since she’d arrived on the island and the same man was always behind the bar, she suddenly realized that she didn’t know his name.

      “I’m Jake Turner,” the man said.  “It’s very nice to meet you both.”

      “Likewise,” Megan said.

      “Are you hiring?” Margaret asked.

      Jake grinned at her.  “It’s a wonderful pub, isn’t it?  Don’t tell the owners, but I’d work here for free, just to be surrounded by books and cats.  I don’t think we have any openings, but the hotel might be hiring.”

      Margaret shrugged.  “I’m not normally impulsive, but this pub is very special.”

      “So is the island,” Jake replied.

      Margaret nodded.  “Thank you,” she said as she picked up her drink.

      “There’s a big group upstairs,” Jake warned them.  “I think they’re celebrating something, but I’m not sure what.”

      “Oh, great,” Fenella said with a sigh.

      “They’re an older group.  I think everyone is over thirty, so they probably won’t be too bad,” Jake replied.

      Fenella nodded and then walked with her nieces to the winding staircase.  It led to the upper level, which was dotted with couches, chairs, and low tables.  The large group seemed to take up a lot of space, but they weren’t terribly noisy.  After glancing over to see if she knew anyone, Fenella walked to the corner as far away from the group as she could get.

      “They’re fairly quiet for such a large group,” Megan said as she sat down next to Fenella.

      A ripple of laughter went through the group, but it seemed somewhat muted.

      “They don’t really seem to be celebrating,” Fenella said.

      “I was thinking that same thing,” Margaret told her.  “Maybe it’s a wake.”

      Another burst of laughter made Fenella shrug.  “Maybe they just arrived and haven’t had much to drink yet.”

      “I’ll get the next round,” one of the men said as he got to his feet.  “Same again, everyone?”

      A chorus of “yeses” followed the man as he headed for the elevators.  He stopped when he got close to Fenella and the sisters.

      “Hello,” he said.  “I’m afraid we’re going to be noisy and spoil your evening.  Let me buy you a round of drinks.”

      Megan grinned at him.  “Thanks.  That would be much appreciated.”

      He nodded.  “Does the bartender know what you’re drinking?”

      “He sure does,” Megan assured him.

      “I’ll be right back,” he promised.

      “We haven’t even started our first drinks yet,” Margaret said as the man disappeared into an elevator car.

      “Speak for yourself,” Megan said as she took a large drink from her glass.  “You know I never turn down a free drink, not when I’m not driving.”

      Margaret sighed.  “We’re still jetlagged.  I’m not sure we should be drinking excessively.”

      “Two drinks isn’t excessive.  Talk to me after my fourth or fifth,” Megan replied.

      “There’s Daniel,” Fenella said, waving to the man.  He smiled, which made her heart skip a beat.

      “He’s very handsome,” Megan said.

      “Why, thank you,” Daniel replied when he reached the table.  He sat down next to Fenella and gave her a quick kiss before smiling at the other two women.

      “Megan is the one who thinks you’re handsome,” Fenella told him.

      “I think he’s handsome as well,” Margaret protested.  “I just didn’t blurt it out.”

      Everyone laughed.

      “What did you do today, then?” Daniel asked.

      Megan was still telling him about the Manx Museum when the man from the other table walked out of the elevator carrying a large tray.

      “I won’t be two minutes,” he said, winking at Megan before he crossed to his own group.  Fenella and the others watched as he passed out drinks to everyone.  Then he carefully carried the tray with three wine glasses over to their table.

      “Here we are,” he said brightly.  “Wine for everyone, except your new arrival.  Sorry about that.”

      “I’m fine,” Daniel assured him.

      The man held out the tray and the women each took a glass.

      “I’m Zack Jacobs,” he said as he dropped the tray onto an empty table.  “Was that an American accent I heard earlier?” he asked Megan.

      She grinned at him.  “It was.  I’m Megan Woods, and I’m just on the island visiting my aunt.”  She nodded at Fenella.

      “It’s lovely to meet you,” Zack said.  He sat down next to Megan and spoke in a low voice.  “That fun bunch over there is a group of my work colleagues, including my boss.  He thinks it’s important that we socialize once in a while, so he drags us out for drinks once or month or so.”

      “How nice,” Megan said.  “It wouldn’t take much to persuade me to come to this pub.”

      Zack nodded.  “I love the Tale and Tail, but no one wants to drink much, not in front of the boss.  Everyone is being careful about what they say because no one wants to offend him.  It’s all just a bit boring and tedious.  What would you be doing on a Saturday night if you were back in the USA?”

      Megan shrugged.  “I don’t go out drinking or dancing all that often.”

      “Why not?  You’re beautiful.”  He flushed.  “I’d have thought you’d have lots of men wanting to take you out, both of you,” he added, nodding toward Margaret.

      “Thanks,” Margaret said dryly.

      He shrugged.  “I should get back to my friends – not that they are my friends, but they’ll think I’m being rude if I stay over here too long.”  He got to his feet.  “Would you both like to go dancing later?” he asked.  “I’d love to show you some of what the island has to offer in the way of nightlife.  You can tell me how it compares to the US.  I’m fascinated by what I see on telly and in the movies, but the reality is probably very different.”

      Megan looked at her sister.  “We could go, just for an hour or so,” she suggested.

      “We don’t want to inconvenience Aunt Fenella,” Margaret said.

      “You have your own key to the apartment.  Go and have fun, if you want to,” Fenella said.

      “I think we should,” Megan said.  “If there is even the slightest chance that either of us might be thinking of moving here, we should be doing everything we can to learn what life on the island would really be like.”

      “I promise it will be fun,” Zack said.  “I’ll invite one or two of the less boring members of the other group, and I’m sure we’ll run into lots of people that I know.”

      “Where would we be going?” Margaret asked.

      “There are clubs and pubs all along the promenade,” Zack told her.  “We’ll start from here and visit as many as we can until we get too tired or too drunk to continue.”

      “I’m not much of a drinker,” Margaret told him.  “And I’m still suffering from jetlag.”

      “Did you walk here?” he asked.

      Margaret nodded.

      “Then you’ll never be more than a short walk from where you’re staying,” he replied.  “If you get tired, or even if you simply get tired of me, you can go home at any time.”

      “One hour,” Margaret said firmly.

      “We’ll leave in twenty minutes or less,” Zack said.  “Let me just wrap things up with the others.”

      They watched as he walked back across the room to the other group.

      “We don’t have to go,” Megan said as Zack sat down between two of the women.

      “No, but you want to go and I can’t see any harm in it,” Margaret replied.  “I’ll stop drinking so one of us can find the way back to Aunt Fenella’s eventually.”

      Megan laughed.  “I don’t intend to drink that much,” she said.

      “Just be careful,” Daniel told them.  “The island is very safe, but that doesn’t mean that everyone you meet can be trusted.”

      “We’ll be fine,” Megan assured him.  “We’ll stick together and watch out for one another.”

      While they waited for Zack, the sisters got to know Daniel a bit better.  Zack came back over about twenty-five minutes later.

      “Ready?” he asked Megan.

      “Sure, let’s go,” Megan said.  She got to her feet and then waited while Margaret picked up her handbag and stood up.  “We won’t be too late,” she told Fenella.

      “No worries,” Fenella replied.  “Call me if you get lost.”

      Megan laughed.  “I hope it won’t come to that.”

      Zack put his arm around her shoulders and then led her and Margaret to the elevators.  A man and a woman who’d been in the other group joined them, and Fenella could hear Zack performing introductions as the elevator’s doors slid shut.

      “They’re lovely,” Daniel said.  “I can see why you’d like one or both of them to move here.”

      “I can’t honestly see either of them moving here unless they both do,” Fenella told him.  “They’re very close.”

      “And they both seem ready to make big changes in their lives.”

      “They do.  I’m a bit worried about Zack.”

      “Margaret will make sure Megan doesn’t do anything crazy.”

      “I hope you’re right.”  Fenella shook her head.  “I think I’ve simply forgotten what it’s like to be young and single.”

      As the rest of Zack’s work colleagues began to leave the pub, another large group suddenly arrived.  They appeared to be in their early twenties, and they were clearly and loudly celebrating someone’s engagement.

      “Maybe we should go,” Daniel suggested as the group began to spread themselves out around the entire upper level.

      “I think that’s a great idea.”

      They walked back to Fenella’s apartment hand in hand.

      “Do you want me to stay until Megan and Margaret get back?” Daniel asked as they snuggled up together on one of the couches.

      “That isn’t necessary.  I don’t intend to wait up, at least not for too long.  They are in their mid-thirties.  I’m sure they’ll be fine.”

      “Of course they will,” Daniel said, lowering his head for a kiss.

      The phone interrupted the animated movie they were watching an hour later.

      “It’s my mobile,” Fenella said, digging in her handbag for the device.

      “Hello?”

      “Aunt Margaret?  It’s Megan.”

      “You sound like you’re crying.  What’s wrong?” Fenella demanded, putting the phone into speaker mode and holding it out so Daniel could hear the conversation.

      “It’s Zack, but he’s, I can’t…”  Fenella heard the sounds of someone retching before she heard another voice.

      “This is Margaret.  We were on our way back to your apartment, but we’ve, um, stumbled across a body.”

      “A body?” Fenella echoed.

      “Where are you?” Daniel snapped.

      “In the alley behind the building,” Margaret replied.

      “We’re on our way,” Daniel told her.
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      Fenella slid her feet into the first pair of shoes she found, pulling on a coat while Daniel got out his mobile.

      “I’m not going to ring for backup yet,” he told Fenella as they rushed to the elevators.

      “I’m really hoping they haven’t found what they think they’ve found,” Fenella replied.

      Two minutes later, they rushed out the door at the back of the building.  A single streetlight illuminated the far end of the alley.  Fenella could see her nieces huddled together under the light.  Megan was sobbing in Margaret’s arms.

      “What’s going on?” Fenella asked when she and Daniel reached them.

      “We thought it would be faster to cut through the alley,” Margaret said.  “Except it was really dark.  Megan turned on the flashlight on her mobile and we, well, saw the body.”

      “Where?” Daniel asked.

      Margaret gestured.  “You can’t see it at all in the dark, but you’ll see it as soon as you shine a light in that direction,” she told him.

      Daniel pulled a large flashlight out of his coat pocket and switched it on.  Fenella watched as he swung the light from side to side.  She gasped when it picked up the figure lying on the ground.

      “It’s Zack,” Megan sobbed.

      Daniel was already pushing buttons on his phone.  After a short conversation, he turned to Megan and Margaret.

      “I’ve rung for backup.  Because of my connection to the case, it’s highly likely that someone else will be put in charge of the investigation.  For now, I need you both to take a few deep breaths.  You’ll need to remember as much as you can about your evening,” he told them.

      “I can’t,” Megan said.  “It’s all too awful.”

      “The most important thing you can do for Zack is tell the police exactly what happened tonight,” Fenella said.  “They need to find out who did this and put that person behind bars.  You can help them do that.”

      Megan stared at her for a moment and then slowly inhaled.  “I don’t usually fall apart,” she said softly.

      “And for right now, I need you to not talk,” Daniel said apologetically.  “Save everything for whichever inspector arrives to interview you.”

      “You can’t do it?” Megan asked.

      “I wish I could, but I think I’m too close to this one,” Daniel replied.

      “Inspector Robinson?” the voice seemed to echo around them in the dark alley.

      Daniel turned and waved.  “Constable Corlett, that was quick.”

      “I was on patrol nearby,” he replied.  “Ms. Woods,” he said, nodding at Fenella.

      “Constable Corlett, how’s Odin?” Fenella asked.

      “Who’s Odin?” Megan whispered.

      Fenella smiled.  “I met Constable Corlett in this alley the day I found that dead body I told you about earlier.  He was the first on the scene that day, too.  His wife was just about to give birth.”

      “Odin is doing great and he’s excited about becoming a big brother,” the constable said.  “I’d show you pictures, but this may not be the time.”

      Fenella nodded.  “It’s not the time,” she agreed.  She introduced the man to her nieces, and then they all stood together and waited for another inspector to arrive.

      “Daniel?”  Even though she’d been expecting it, Fenella still jumped when someone shouted.

      Daniel waved, and the man who’d just appeared around the side of the building walked briskly toward them.

      “What do we have?” he asked when he reached them.

      Daniel took a few steps away from Fenella and her nieces.  The other man followed.  Fenella watched as Daniel switched on his flashlight and led the other man toward the body.  They stood between the body and the others, deliberately blocking their view.

      “Who is that?” Megan whispered.

      Fenella shrugged.  “No one I know,” she replied.

      “He’s gorgeous,” Megan added.

      “That’s Inspector Ted Hart,” Constable Corlett said.  “He’s been on a two-year secondment in Liverpool.  He’s only just come back to the island recently.”

      “Is he single?” Megan asked.

      “Megan!” Margaret said.  “A man is dead.  This is not the time to be worrying about your love life.”

      “I was just curious,” Megan replied.

      “Here they come,” the constable said helpfully.

      Fenella watched as Daniel and the other inspector walked back toward them.

      “Good evening.  I’m Inspector Hart.  Daniel has kindly provided me with everyone’s name.  I’m going to need to speak to each of you individually.  The management in the building is clearing a space that I can use for interviews and as a temporary headquarters during the initial investigation.  We just need to wait for the crime scene team to arrive before we start.”

      “I don’t suppose it’s possible that he died of natural causes,” Megan said.  “Maybe had a heart attack and then accidentally stabbed himself?”

      “We won’t have a definite answer until the post mortem is complete,” the inspector replied.  “Until that time, I’ll be treating this as a murder investigation, though.”

      Megan nodded, and then a single tear slid down her cheek.  “He was a really nice guy,” she said softly.

      “Save that for the interview,” Inspector Hart told her.

      A few minutes later the alley began to fill with people.  Fenella recognized a few of them, including one or two of the men in white suits from the crime scene team.  Inspector Hart spoke to several different people before he returned to them.

      “Let’s go inside,” he said.  “It’s cold out here.”

      Fenella nodded, even though she’d been too distracted to notice the cold.  As they headed back toward the building, Daniel took her hand.  Megan and Margaret kept their arms around each other as they walked slowly behind them.

      A uniformed constable held the building’s back door open for them.  They followed Inspector Hart down a long corridor and into the building’s brightly lit lobby.  Fenella frowned as the light seemed too bright, under the circumstances.

      “Ah, Inspector Hart?  If you’ll follow me, please,” one of the building’s assistant managers said.  He didn’t wait for a reply before turning and leading the little group through the lobby and then through a door marked “Staff Only.”

      “You’re welcome to this entire suite for as long as you need it,” the man said as he stopped in front of a door.  He handed the inspector a keycard.  “That opens all of the doors,” he added before bowing slightly and then walking away.

      Inspector Hart opened the door and switched on the lights.  The room was small, with a large couch and two oversized chairs taking up nearly all of the floor space.  The inspector walked through it and opened the door on the wall opposite the entrance.  Fenella could see the small office behind it.  There was another door that opened off of the office.  Maybe a bathroom, Fenella thought.

      “If you could all have seats, I’ll talk to each of you in turn,” Inspector Hart said.  “Daniel, if I could start with you, please?”

      Daniel gave Fenella’s hand a squeeze and then he followed Inspector Hart into the small office.

      “Aunt Margaret, it was awful,” Megan began.  The words were hardly out of her mouth when the door to the corridor swung open and a uniformed constable walked into the room.

      “We shouldn’t talk,” Fenella told Megan, patting her shoulder.  “Save it all for Inspector Hart.”

      Megan nodded, but Fenella could see tears in Megan’s eyes.  She glanced over at Margaret.  She looked almost as if she was in shock, staring straight ahead with a blank look on her face.

      Daniel emerged about twenty minutes later.

      “Megan, are you ready to talk to the inspector?” he asked.

      Megan shook her head.  “No, but I don’t suppose I have much choice.”

      “Margaret can go first, if you’d rather,” Daniel suggested.

      Megan shook her head.  “The sooner I get this over with, the better,” she said as she got to her feet.

      Daniel took her arm and led her into the other room.

      As soon as the door shut behind Megan, Margaret slid closer to Fenella and then took her hand.

      “It’s going to be okay,” Fenella said.

      Margaret nodded and then sat back and shut her eyes.  They sat like that for over an hour before Megan finally emerged from the office.  Her eyes were red-rimmed and swollen, and she looked far younger than her years as Daniel helped her into a chair.

      “You did great,” he told her.

      “Thank you,” Megan replied.

      Daniel turned to Margaret.  “Ready?” he asked.

      She nodded and then stood up and marched into the office.

      Fenella leaned over and put her hand on Megan’s knee.  “Are you okay?” she asked.

      Megan shook her head.  “I’m never going to be okay again, but I’m glad that’s over.”

      “Go upstairs and go to bed,” Fenella suggested.

      “I’ll stay here and wait for Maggie.  I don’t want to be alone right now.”

      Fenella nodded.  “It will get better,” she promised.

      Another hour ticked past slowly.  Fenella could feel herself drifting off to sleep as she waited.  Megan jumped when the door finally opened.

      “Thank you,” Daniel said as he ushered Margaret out of the office.

      “You two go and get some sleep, or some food, or whatever you need,” Fenella suggested as she stood up.

      “Thanks, Aunt Fenella,” Margaret said.  “I’m not ready to try to sleep, but I could do with some coffee.”

      “Help yourselves.”

      “Ready?” Daniel asked Fenella.

      “Sure,” she replied, feeling a sudden rush of nerves.

      “Ah, Ms. Woods, it’s nice to meet you,” Inspector Hart said as Fenella took a seat in one of the two chairs in front of the desk.

      “Please call me Fenella,” she replied.

      He nodded.  “And you’re welcome to call me Ted.  Daniel often talks about you.  I had hoped to meet you under more pleasant circumstances.”

      “Constable Corlett said you’ve been in Liverpool.”

      “Yes, on a two-year secondment.  I spent much of it working on the narcotics team.  We’re fortunate not to have as many problems with drugs on the island as they have in big cities, but that doesn’t mean we don’t have any concerns.  One of the reasons I went to Liverpool was to learn how big cities are tackling those issues.”

      “And now you’re tangled up in a murder investigation,” Fenella said.

      He shrugged.  “I’d love to turn the case over to Daniel, but he’s too closely connected to it for that to happen.  With your permission, I’m going to allow him to stay for our conversation.”

      “Of course I want him to stay,” Fenella replied.

      Daniel chuckled as he sat down in the other chair and took her hand.  “He has to ask.  Megan and Margaret were both happy to have me here as well.”

      “I’m sure they felt better having someone they knew with them,” Fenella replied.

      “And I’m sure they’re going to talk about the case with you and Daniel at their first opportunity,” Ted said.  “I warned them, and I’ll warn you, that anything you say in front of Daniel will get reported to me.”

      Fenella stared at him for a moment.  “Of course,” she said.

      “Let’s start by having you take me through your day,” the inspector said.  “Start with what time you got up and go from there.”

      Swallowing a sigh, Fenella told the two inspectors about waking up when she’d heard Margaret moving around the apartment.  “And then Megan called and said they’d found a body,” she concluded eventually.

      “Take me back through the conversation with Zack,” Ted said.  “Just repeat everything you can remember a second time, please.”

      After she’d done that, he had her repeat the conversation she’d had with Megan and then Margaret after the body had been found.  Ted took her through that conversation three times before he finally stopped.

      “Had you ever met Zack Jacobs before today?” he asked.

      “Not to the best of my knowledge,” Fenella replied.  “When I first arrived on the island, I dated Donald Donaldson for a short while.  He took me to an endless round of charity events and introduced me to dozens and dozens of people.  It’s a small island, so it’s possible that I met Zack at one of those events.  If I did, I don’t remember it, though.”

      The inspector made a note.  “What about anyone else that was in the group he was with tonight?”

      “Same answer.  I could have met any of them at a charity event, but I don’t remember any of them.  It might help if I knew where they all worked.”

      He smiled.  “I could tell you that I’m not here to answer your questions, but in truth, Zack is going to be all over tomorrow’s news.  He worked for one of the large investment banks on the island.”  He named the bank.

      “I’m vaguely familiar with it, but I don’t think I have any investments there,” Fenella told him.

      “They’ve had offices on the island for years, but they recently expanded quite dramatically,” Daniel said.  “I believe they’ve created at least a dozen new positions in the past three months.”

      “Was Zack new to the island, then?” Fenella asked.

      Ted made a noise.  “We aren’t supposed to be answering her questions,” he said to Daniel, sounding amused.

      “But as you say, Zack’s murder is going to be tomorrow’s headline,” Daniel replied.  “Dan Ross is probably already digging into Zack’s life.”

      “I was hoping Dan Ross had retired while I was away,” the inspector muttered.

      “He hasn’t,” Daniel told him.

      “Zack has been on the island for three years,” Ted told her.  “He worked for another investment bank until recently.”

      “How recently?” Fenella wondered.

      Ted raised an eyebrow.  “I think you’re going to have to get that information from the local news websites.  I’ve told you more than enough for now.”

      Fenella flushed.  “Sorry,” she said.

      “It’s fine.  I understand your curiosity.  You’ve been involved in a fair few murder investigations since you’ve been on the island, after all.”

      She nodded.  “And I’m sure my nieces will both feel a lot better when the killer is behind bars,” she added.

      “You have to understand that they’re both suspects,” he replied.

      “I know, but they’d only just met the man.  Neither of them would have had any reason to kill him,” Fenella argued.

      “You’ll have to talk to them about that,” was the reply.

      “I hope I’m not a suspect,” Fenella said.

      “You and Daniel have provided alibis for each other,” the man said.  “At this point, we’ve no reason to doubt those alibis.  Daniel is certain that he’d never met the man before tonight, and there was nothing in your conversation with the victim earlier in the evening that suggests that you knew one another.”

      “But Margaret and Megan are suspects,” Fenella said.

      “But certainly not the only ones,” Ted told her.  “You know how murder investigations work.  I’ll be talking to everyone connected to Zack’s life in any way, from his wife to his work colleagues to his parents.”

      “He was married?” Fenella asked.

      Ted frowned.  “Forget I said that.”

      “It will be in tomorrow’s paper, anyway,” Daniel reminded him.

      “He didn’t act married,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “And he wasn’t wearing a wedding ring.”

      “You looked specifically?” Ted asked.

      Fenella nodded.  “He was flirting with Megan.  I checked.”

      Ted made a note and then shrugged.  “I think we’re done for tonight.”

      “Do you want me to stay?” Daniel asked.

      Ted shook his head.  “I want you to go home with your fiancée and listen while her nieces tell her what happened tonight.”

      Fenella frowned.

      “I’m not suggesting that they lied to me,” Ted told her.  “But I wouldn’t be surprised if they remember more once they start telling you the story.  Very few people are comfortable being interviewed by the police.”

      “I can’t argue with that,” Fenella said.

      “Ring me immediately if either of them remember anything, whether it seems relevant or not,” Ted told Daniel.  “You know how it works, and you were here for their interviews, so you’ll know if they say anything that’s different to what they told me.”

      Daniel nodded.  “Ready to go?” he asked Fenella.

      “More than,” she murmured as she got to her feet.

      Ted walked them out of the room and then back through the building’s lobby.  “Ring me later,” he said to Daniel.

      “I will,” Daniel promised.

      “It’s already the middle of the night,” Fenella said as they rode the elevator up to the sixth floor.  “Margaret and Megan may have already gone to bed.”

      “If they have, I won’t wake them, but I suspect they’re waiting up for you.  I would imagine they’d like to discuss their evening with someone who understands how murder investigations work.”

      “It’s a good thing you’re with me, then.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “After all the cases you’ve been involved in, I think you know as much as I do.”

      Fenella opened her door and then Daniel followed her inside.  Margaret and Megan were sitting together on one of the couches.  They were holding hands, and Katie was stretched out across both of their laps. Mona was sitting on a nearby chair.

      “They’re both very upset.  I assume about the body in the alley, but neither of them has said anything since they returned,” Mona said.

      Fenella nodded and then sighed.  “Are you okay?” she asked her nieces.

      Megan shook her head.  “I’m trying not to be overly dramatic,” she said, glancing at her sister.  “But I truly don’t think I’m ever going to feel okay again.  I’ve seen dead people before, in caskets at funeral homes.  This was very different and very horrible.”

      Fenella nodded and then walked over and sat down next to her on the couch.  “It does get easier, eventually,” she assured her as Daniel settled into the chair next to Margaret.

      “I just don’t understand what happened,” Margaret said flatly.  “We were drinking and dancing and having fun.  How could someone have murdered Zack?”

      “Let’s start at the beginning,” Fenella suggested.  “You left the Tale and Tail with Zack and two of his friends.  Tell me about them.”

      Margaret and Megan exchanged glances.  After a moment, Margaret cleared her throat.

      “They weren’t friends, exactly, more like work colleagues who didn’t actively dislike one another.  Zack didn’t want me feeling awkward while he flirted with Meggie all night, so he invited them along so that I’d have someone to talk to.”

      “It wasn’t like that,” Megan said.

      “It was exactly like that,” Margaret countered, patting her sister’s knee.  “Zack wanted to get to know you better, but he was too polite to ask you out and ignore me.”

      Megan shrugged.  “I won’t argue.  It hardly matters now.”

      “It might matter,” Fenella said.  “But for now, tell me about the other two people who joined you.”

      “The man was Robert Briggs.  He’s only been on the island for a few months, and he said this was one of the first times he’d gone out in the evening since he’d arrived,” Margaret told her.  “He’s married, but separated.  Apparently, his wife didn’t want to come to the island, and he didn’t want to pass up a good job opportunity.  In the end, they decided to separate.”

      “How odd,” Megan said.

      “I wasn’t sure if he was telling me the truth or if he was lying,” Margaret replied.  “He hit on me a little bit and then backtracked and said he wasn’t ready to start dating again.  I politely told him that I wasn’t interested.  After that, we mostly ignored one another.”

      “He looked around forty,” Fenella said.

      “He’s forty-two.  I didn’t ask.  He said something about never expecting to be single at forty-two and that he’d thought he’d have kids by now as well,” Margaret told her.

      “But he wasn’t Maggie’s type,” Megan interjected.

      “I don’t have a type, but I wasn’t attracted to him,” Margaret replied.  “He seemed nice enough, but he was right that he isn’t ready to date yet.”

      “Did he seem to get along with Zack?” Fenella asked.

      Megan inhaled sharply.  “You don’t think Robert killed Zack, do you?”

      “Someone did,” Fenella pointed out.  “Everyone who knew the man is a suspect, although it’s always possible that he was killed by a random stranger.”

      “Possible, but highly unlikely,” Daniel said.

      Megan shivered.  “You’re suggesting that Zack was killed by someone we met tonight.”

      “Not necessarily, but let’s worry about that later,” Fenella said.  “For now, I want to know what happened after you left the Tale and Tail.  Tell me about the woman who left with you.”

      Megan made a face.  “Lori Shaw.  Let’s just say she wasn’t very friendly.”

      “What do you mean?” Fenella asked.

      “She means that Lori didn’t like watching Zack flirt with Megan,” Margaret explained.  “She made several very pointed comments about vacation romances and one-night stands before Clark joined us and she decided she’d rather flirt with him than worry about Zack.”

      “Clark?  Wait, don’t tell me,” Fenella said.  “Let’s take this slowly.  So you left with Lori and Robert and Lori wasn’t very friendly.  Take me through the conversation on the elevator at the pub.”

      “Zack introduced us to the others while we were waiting for the elevator.  Once we were inside, Robert said something about this being his first night out since he’d been on the island, and Zack said that was disgraceful,” Megan told her.  “He said the island had great nightlife and that Robert should be out enjoying it at every possible opportunity.”

      “And then I asked Lori if she went out much,” Margaret said.  “And she muttered something about a lack of available men.  By that time, we’d left the pub and started walking.”

      “Which way did you go when you left the pub?” Fenella asked.

      “Left,” Megan said.  “We only went a short distance, and then Zack led us all into another pub, but one that was more like what I’d been imagining.  It was dark and crowded, but Zack found us a booth in the back of the room.”

      “We all crammed into it,” Margaret took up the story.  “Megan sat on one side, and then Zack sat next to her and told me to squeeze in as well.  Lori sat opposite Megan with Robert next to her.”

      “It was a tight fit,” Megan said.  “So much so that Zack had to put his hand on my knee.”

      Margaret chuckled.  “Luckily for him, he found a place to put his other hand that didn’t involve my knee.”

      Megan blushed.  “It seemed harmless enough.”

      “And then Lori started asking us how long we were going to be on the island.  When I said we were both considering moving over here, she told us that we’d never get work permits or visas being American,” Margaret added.  “I probably shouldn’t have, but I told her that our father was Manx and that we didn’t need either to come and live and work here.”

      “That was when she started talking about one-night stands and vacation romances,” Megan said.  “She was clearly implying that Zack was only looking to take me to bed and nothing more, but I wasn’t really interested in her opinion on the matter.”

      “How did Zack respond?” Fenella asked.

      “He just laughed and told her to chill out,” Megan replied.  “If I had gotten upset, he might have asked her to stop, but he could tell that I didn’t care, so he just sat back and let her talk.”

      “And while Lori was being horrible to Megan, Robert and I had our short chat,” Margaret said.  “He suggested we might get dinner together one night, and then immediately took the invitation back and said he wasn’t ready to date.  I think we were both relieved when one of Zack’s friends joined us.”

      “Zack wasn’t as excited,” Megan said.  “He told me that Ed Andrews was his neighbor, not really a friend, and he didn’t seem at all pleased to see him.”

      “Tell me about Ed,” Fenella said.

      “He’s forty-something, bald, and he sells used cars for a living,” Margaret told her.  “And as much as I hate stereotypes, he was a used car salesman through and through.”

      Megan giggled.  “He actually tried to sell us a car,” she told them.  “He said it would make it easier for us to get around the island if we had our own transportation.”  She frowned.  “And he said that you have plenty of money, so you could easily afford to treat us to our own car.”

      “Everyone on the island knows who I am,” Fenella said with a sigh.  “How did he make the connection between me and you, though?”

      “Zack told him.  He’d obviously recognized you, because he introduced us to everyone as your nieces, and everyone knew your name,” Margaret said.

      “It’s a small island,” Fenella said dryly.

      “Anyway, Ed tried to sell us a car, and then he started flirting with Margaret,” Megan said.

      “He said a few flirty things, and then I asked him if he was married.  After he’d admitted that he was, he stopped flirting,” Margaret said.

      “Zack hadn’t been happy to see him?” Fenella asked.

      “I wouldn’t say that, exactly,” Megan replied.  “I don’t think Ed was one of his friends, but he wasn’t unhappy to see him, if that makes sense.”

      “Maybe,” Fenella replied.  “But we can come back to that.”

      “And then we moved on to the next place,” Megan told them.  “Everyone came along, and Ed started talking to Lori as we walked along the promenade.”

      “I probably should have told her that he was married, but I figured she could ask for herself,” Margaret added.

      “Where did you go next?” Fenella asked.

      “A sort of bar or club that was only a few doors down from where we’d just been,” Margaret replied.  “It was noisy and busy, though, so we only had one round of drinks and then we left.”

      “By that time, Margaret and I had both switched to soda, which made the company a bit less interesting,” Megan added.

      Fenella smiled.  “What happened next?”

      “Robert suggested a club that he’d heard about.  It was a little bit further away,” Megan told them.  “We had to walk down an alley and then along this back road.  Margaret and I were just about to give up and go home when we finally got there.”

      “And it was actually really nice,” Margaret said.  “It was a lot quieter than anywhere else we’d been.  We got a table with enough chairs for everyone, and we could hear ourselves talking, which made a nice change.”

      Megan grinned.  “It was actually lovely,” she agreed.  “I even had another glass of wine.  We were all talking about American television when Clark joined us.”

      “Clark Stanley,” Margaret said.  “Forty-something, tall, thin, handsome, if you like blond surfer types.”

      “He did look like a surfer,” Megan giggled.  “Zack said they’d known each other for years.  Apparently, he and Clark had worked together a decade ago in London and had only recently discovered that they were both now living on the Isle of Man.”

      “Lori immediately started flirting with him,” Margaret said.  “And he seemed quite happy to flirt back.”

      “And he and Zack were friends?” Fenella asked.

      “They had been friends in London, and then they’d lost touch.  If I’m remembering correctly, Clark has only been on the island for a few months,” Megan told her.  “Zack said they’d been friendly rivals in London, whatever that means.”

      “Friendly rivals?” Fenella repeated the phrase and then looked at Daniel.

      He shrugged.  “Inspector Hart will be looking at their shared history,” he said.

      “You can’t think, I mean, I know someone killed Zack, but Clark was really nice, even if he did flirt with Lori,” Megan said.

      “Inspector Hart is going to be looking closely at everyone,” Fenella told her.  “And people who seem nice can sometimes turn out to be killers.”

      Megan shook her head.  “I just want to wake up and find out that this has all been a bad dream.”
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      “Let’s get back to your evening,” Fenella said.  “Clark joined you and was flirting with Lori.  What happened next?”

      “Zack’s mobile rang,” Megan said.  “We were talking, just the two of us, making plans to see each other again, actually, when his mobile rang.  He frowned at it and said he needed to take the call.  Then he walked away.”

      “And while he was gone, I told Megan that I was ready to go,” Margaret said.  “I was getting tired, and I’d had enough of Ed’s endless sales pitch.”

      Megan grinned.  “I thought she was exaggerating, but once Zack had walked away, Ed started on me, too.  He was very pushy.”

      “Everyone else was still there?  Ed and Lori and Robert?” Fenella checked.

      “Yes, although Robert had already said he’d be leaving when he finished his drink,” Margaret told her.  “I got the impression that Clark and Lori were planning to go somewhere together when we all went our separate ways.  They might have struggled to get rid of Ed, though, as he didn’t seem interested in going home.”

      “And then Zack came back and said he had to leave,” Megan said.  “He said one of his friends from London had just been dumped and needed to talk to someone.  Zack was going to go home and call him back so that they could talk.  We exchanged numbers, and then Zack left.”

      “And I jumped up as soon as he walked away,” Margaret said.  “As I said, I was tired and wanted to get home.”

      “Ed got up, too, and tried to persuade us to give him one of our numbers.  I very nearly made up a number, just to get rid of him,” Megan added.

      “And while we were talking, Lori excused herself to use the bathroom,” Margaret interjected.  “As soon as she’d disappeared, Clark said a quick goodbye and rushed out.”

      “Oh?” Fenella asked.

      “He said something about Lori getting the wrong idea, and that he didn’t want to be rude to her, but that he wasn’t interested,” Megan explained.  “He disappeared while we were still trying to politely get away from Ed.”

      “And then we felt as if we had to wait until Lori returned,” Margaret added.  “Because it quickly became clear that Robert wasn’t going to hang around.  He said something about not wanting to be there for the explosion and ran out the door.”

      “What about Ed?” Fenella asked.

      “He said he didn’t think he ought to be there when Lori came out.  He said he was worried that she might have the wrong idea about him from earlier and then he left, too,” Margaret replied.

      “He’d been flirting with her earlier,” Fenella remembered.

      “Just a bit,” Megan said.  “But seeing as he was married, it was more than he should have been.”

      Fenella nodded.  “So you were left on your own, waiting for Lori to return.”

      “Yeah, which was awkward,” Megan said.  “We both just stood there for what felt like ages.”

      “It was over ten minutes,” Margaret said.  “I timed it because I was that bored.  I was starting to wonder what Lori was doing in there, and when she emerged, it became obvious.”

      “Oh?” Fenella asked.

      “She’d clearly washed her face and completely redone her makeup,” Margaret explained.  “And when she got to the table, it was obvious that she’d poked herself in the eye with her mascara wand.”

      “Oh, dear,” Fenella said.

      “The eye was watering, and her eye makeup was running down her face,” Margaret said.  “It was rather sad, but I’m sorry to say that I almost laughed.”

      “But then she realized that Clark had disappeared, and she got really upset,” Megan said.  “She looked around and then looked at us and asked us where Clark had gone.”

      “And I lied,” Margaret admitted.  “I told her that he’d gotten a phone call and rushed away.”

      “Lori didn’t believe her, though,” Megan said.  “She sort of laughed and then started to cry.”

      “Then she started asking what was wrong with her and why she couldn’t find a nice guy and why all the good men in the world were already taken,” Margaret said.  “You know the sort of thing.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Impossible questions.”

      “Exactly.  We did our best to calm her down, but we barely knew the woman, so it wasn’t easy.  Eventually, she got angry with us and accused us of just staying at the club to watch her humiliation.  At that point, Megan and I decided we’d had enough.”

      “So we left,” Megan said.  “And once we got outside, we realized that we weren’t entirely sure where we were.”

      “And I was just upset enough to start walking, regardless,” Margaret said.  “We hadn’t gone far when Lori rushed past us.  She was on her mobile, and she completely ignored us.”

      “Let me get a map, and you can show me where you were,” Fenella said.

      She had several maps of the island in one of the kitchen drawers.  It didn’t take the sisters long to show her where they’d gone.

      “But then we went left when we should have gone right,” Margaret said.  “We walked for several minutes before Megan suggested that we were going the wrong way.”

      “So we turned around and started retracing our steps,” Megan said.  “But nothing looked right.  It was dark, and there weren’t many streetlights.  The whole thing felt creepy and scary.”

      “Then I had the bright idea that we should find the water,” Margaret said.  “I knew we could stand on the promenade and find your building from there.”

      “Sensible,” Fenella said.

      “We started looking for a road or an alley or something that would take us down to the promenade, and then Margaret suddenly realized that we were standing right behind your building,” Megan said.  “We just had to walk through the alley to get there.”  She burst into tears.

      Margaret pulled her into an awkward hug.  “It’s okay,” she said.  “It was awful, but we’re safe now.”

      Fenella rubbed Megan’s back until the woman finally sat back up and wiped her eyes.

      “Sorry,” she said.  “Zack and I really hit it off.  I thought he was maybe going to be someone special to me.  Obviously, we’d only just met, but he had a lot more potential than any man I’ve met in the past few years.  Seeing his body in the alley like that was one of the worst things that’s ever happened to me.”

      “It was very dark in that corner of the alley.  How did you happen to see the body?” Fenella asked.

      “We heard a noise,” Margaret said.  “We’d taken only a few steps when we heard a noise from that dark corner.”

      “I switched on the flashlight on my mobile,” Megan said.  “I had the phone in my hand anyway, because I was slightly creeped out by, well, everything.  When I turned the light on that corner, we spotted Zack.  At first, I thought maybe he was just goofing around, or that maybe he’d suddenly gotten sick or something.  It was only when Margaret said something about the knife that I realized what had happened.”

      “You didn’t see the knife?” Fenella wondered.

      “I saw it, but it didn’t register, if that makes sense.  I was too busy trying to figure out why Zack was there to realize that he was dead,” Megan replied.

      “And then Megan called you,” Margaret said as tears slid down Megan’s cheeks.

      “Where did you enter the alley?” Fenella asked.

      Margaret showed her on the map exactly where they’d walked.  “We were far enough away from the body that we never would have seen it if we hadn’t heard that noise,” she explained.

      “What sort of noise?” Fenella asked.

      Margaret frowned.  “It may have been a mobile text tone or the sound you get when you get a notification of some sort.  It was that sort of sound.”

      “It was Zack’s text tone,” Megan told them.  “I’d heard it three or four times during the evening.  He kept apologizing for it, but he kept checking his phone after every text.”

      Fenella nodded and then looked at Daniel.

      “Can you remember anything else about the evening that might be significant?” Daniel asked.

      The sisters exchanged glances.

      “Nothing seemed significant,” Megan said.  “Not significant to the murder, anyway.  I thought Zack and I made a real connection, but no one killed him because of me.”

      “Maybe Lori was really jealous of you,” Margaret suggested.

      “Zack wasn’t going to go out with her, regardless,” Megan said.  “They’d known each other for over a year.  He wasn’t interested in her.”

      “So, if one of the people you met tonight killed him, which one was it?” Fenella asked.

      Daniel held up a hand.  “Don’t say anything,” he said.  “I want you each to think about it, and then write down your answers on separate sheets of paper before either of you say anything.”

      Fenella found some blank paper and handed each woman a sheet, along with a pen.

      “I know you don’t want me to influence Margaret’s answer, but we could have just taken turns answering,” Megan said as she wrote her answer on her sheet and handed it to Daniel.

      “As soon as one of you heard what the other thought, it would have colored your answer,” Daniel told her.

      “It’s an impossible question,” Margaret complained.  “We barely got to know anyone.”

      “No one is going to hold you to your answers,” Daniel promised.  “I just want your initial impressions.”

      “Lori,” Mona said as Margaret wrote.  “She probably bumped into Zack on her walk home and confronted him with all of the questions she’d thrown at Margaret and Megan earlier.  No doubt he didn’t know how to answer her, which probably made her even angrier.”

      Fenella shrugged.  She couldn’t reply, even if she’d wanted to, but she also knew something that Mona didn’t, something that might be relevant.

      “Right.  Let’s see what we have,” Daniel said as Margaret handed him her sheet.

      He opened one of the sheets.  “Clark,” he said.

      “Never,” Megan said.  “He was charming and smart and sweet.”

      “But he and Zack had some history,” Margaret argued.  “And he wasn’t very nice in the way he treated Lori.”

      Megan thought for a minute.  “He was pretty awful to Lori,” she admitted.  “He seemed to find it all amusing as well, which wasn’t very nice.”

      “Exactly, and he was suddenly in a huge hurry to get away,” Margaret added.  “Maybe he was in a hurry to catch up to Zack before he got too far.”

      Megan frowned.  “I hadn’t thought of that.”

      “So who did you pick?” Fenella asked.

      Daniel opened the other sheet.  “Ed,” he said.

      “Only because I liked him the least of everyone we met tonight,” Megan told him.  “He was slimy and oily and aggressive and unpleasant.”

      “But none of that makes him a killer,” Margaret said.

      “No,” Megan agreed.  “But of everyone we met, he’s the one I’d most like to see behind bars.”

      Margaret laughed.  “I don’t hate that idea,” she said.  “But I’d much rather the police actually catch Zack’s killer and put him or her behind bars.”

      “It could have been Ed,” Megan argued.

      “It could have been,” Margaret conceded.  “And if it was, I hope he goes to jail for a long time.”

      “And if it wasn’t, maybe you could arrest Ed for something else,” Megan suggested to Daniel.

      He smiled at her.  “I’m afraid it doesn’t really work that way.”

      Megan sighed.  “Never mind.  We’ll probably never see him again, anyway.”

      Margaret yawned.  “I’m ready for bed,” she said.

      “Me too,” Megan said, getting to her feet.  “I’m afraid I’m not going to be able to sleep and that I’ll have terrible nightmares if I do, but I’m also exhausted.”

      “Sit down for a minute,” Fenella said.  “There’s one more thing.”

      “One more thing?” Megan echoed as she and Margaret sat back down.  “What’s wrong?”

      “Tomorrow’s paper is going to be all about Zack and the murder,” Fenella told her.

      “Of course it is,” Megan sighed.

      “One of the things that’s going to be discussed is the fact that Zack was married,” Fenella told her.

      Megan stared at her for a moment and then slowly shook her head.  “He wasn’t.  We talked about that.  We laughed about it, actually, about how we’d both managed to get to our age without ever having been married.  He said he’d come close once, but that he’d come to his senses just a month before the wedding.  Luckily, his fiancée was more than happy to call everything off.  She ran away with one of Zack’s friends a few weeks later, on the day they were supposed to have gotten married.”

      “When was that?” Daniel asked, pulling out a notebook.

      Megan shook her head.  “He didn’t say, and I didn’t ask.  He just said it in passing while we were talking about being single.  It wasn’t anything important.”

      Fenella frowned.  “The man has been murdered.  Everything from his past could be important.”

      “Except he may have been lying,” Margaret said.  “It sounds very much as if he lied about everything.”

      “I don’t believe it,” Megan said softly.  “He wasn’t lying.  I’m a good judge of character.  I can tell when men are just trying to get me into bed.  I’ve been hit on by my fair share of married men as well.  He didn’t do or say anything that raised any red flags.  I met his friends and his co-workers.  None of them said anything about him having a wife.”

      “Nevertheless, he was married,” Daniel told her.  “His wife is Erin Carter Jacobs.  As Fenella said, this will all be in the papers and on the local news sites by morning.”

      “So, now,” Margaret said with a glance at the clock.

      Daniel nodded.  “It’s probably already there.”

      “I want to see it,” Megan said.

      Fenella walked over to the table and opened her laptop.  A minute later, she pulled up the website for the Isle of Man Times.

      “’Banker Killed in Deserted Alley’” Megan read, sounding dazed.  “’Body discovered by the nieces of Fenella Woods, who is no stranger to finding dead men in alleys,’” she read.

      Fenella sighed.  “I don’t suppose I can sue anyone for that,” she muttered.

      Megan clicked on a link and then gasped.  Fenella looked at the wedding picture that had appeared.  Zack was standing next to a pretty blonde.  While he was looking at the camera, she was staring at him, looking deliriously happy.  “According to this, the pair got married fifteen years ago in London.”

      “I wonder if she was happy when they moved to the island,” Margaret said.

      “They have two children,” Megan said in a strangled tone.  “He lied to me.  He said he didn’t even want children, that he’d realized he was too selfish to be a father.”

      Margaret joined her in front of the computer and then pulled her sister into a hug.  “Men are pigs,” she said fiercely.

      “I’m not going to try to defend Zack,” Daniel said.  “But regardless of his lies, he didn’t deserve to die.”

      “Why didn’t anyone tell me?” Megan asked.  “His friends and the people he works with must know about his wife, right?  And the kids.  Surely someone should have told me.”

      “Lori should have told you,” Margaret said.  “In between all of her comments about one-night stands and vacation romances, she should have mentioned married men cheating on their wives.”

      “How could he do that?” Megan demanded.  “How could he go out and flirt with me and say all of the things that he said while he had a wife and children at home?”

      “Maybe he and his wife are separated,” Fenella suggested.

      “Not according to this,” Megan said as she went back to the computer.  “According to this, he and Erin had just celebrated their fifteen-year anniversary with a long weekend in Edinburgh, just the two of them.  They left the kids with Erin’s parents, who live near them on the island.”

      “I’m surprised no one told you that he was married,” Daniel said.  “It’s something I’m going to suggest that Inspector Hart discuss with all of the witnesses.”

      “I want to discuss it with all of the witnesses, too,” Megan said angrily.  “It’s bad enough that Zack lied, but everyone there could see that he was flirting with me.  One of them could have said something.  I deserved to know the truth.”

      “I just want to be clear that you asked him directly whether he was married or not and he said no,” Daniel said.

      Megan shut her eyes and then took several deep breaths.  “Not exactly,” she said eventually.  “I said something about having reached thirty-four without so much as an engagement ring to my name, and he laughed and said something about me simply not having met the right man before tonight.  Then he said he was in a similar situation and told me about how he’d nearly gotten married once, but I already told you that story.”

      “Which may or may not have ever happened,” Fenella sighed.

      “His poor wife,” Margaret said.  “He must have cheated on her constantly.”

      Megan sighed.  “We talked about that, too.  I said something about having been cheated on in the past, and he said he had been as well.  He said he’d never ever cheat on anyone, because he knew how much it hurt.  He even said that he knew it was too soon for us to make any sort of commitment to one another, but that he doubted very much that he was going to notice other women now that he’d met me.”  Tears slid down her cheeks, but she ignored them.

      “He’d done this before,” Margaret said.

      Megan nodded.  “But it didn’t sound practiced or rehearsed or too smooth.  You know what I mean.  Men who do that sort of thing are usually too smooth, too quick with the next compliment, too fast to flatter and too quick to say what they think you want to hear.  This wasn’t like that, not at all.  He sounded so sincere, as if he couldn’t quite believe what was happening, which was exactly how I felt.  Like I couldn’t quite believe that I’d met someone so wonderful and that he was as interested in me as I was in him.”

      Margaret hugged her again.  “I’m sorry, Baby Sister,” she said.

      “I even told him that I have trust issues with men,” Megan said with a bitter laugh.  “I told him that I’d been lied to too many times.  He actually said that he’d never lie to me, that he would never do anything to hurt me, and that he wanted to do whatever it took to find out where we could take our relationship.  We were going to take it slow and steady and see where things went between now and Christmas – and all the while, he had a wife and two babies at home.”

      “Does knowing he was married change your mind about who killed him?” Daniel asked.

      Megan stared at him for a minute and then slowly shook her head.  “I don’t even know what to think.  That he could sit there and lie to me and whisper sweet nothings while his wife was at home with their children means that I can’t trust a single thing he said.  Everything he said about everyone else we met could have been lies.  I don’t even know if he told me the truth about his job.”

      “You need some sleep,” Margaret said firmly.  “This has been the most horrible day ever.  You need sleep and time to think.  We need to stop talking about all of this.”

      Daniel hesitated and then nodded.  “I think you should both try to get some sleep,” he said.  “Fenella, do you have any sleeping tablets or anything?”

      She nodded.  “Just over-the-counter stuff, but it might help.”

      “I don’t want anything,” Megan said quickly.  “I’m exhausted, and I’m sure I’ll be able to cry myself to sleep in no time at all.”

      “We’ll be fine,” Margaret said.  “I’m sure we’ll both feel better in the morning.”

      “It all feels like a bad dream,” Megan said.  “I can’t quite believe that any of it actually happened.  I know that’s partly because I’m so overtired, but there is a part of me that thinks I’m going to wake up and we’ll have only just arrived and everything will be fine.”

      “If we get a chance to do today over again, let’s not go anywhere with Zack,” Margaret suggested.

      “Do you think, if we hadn’t gone with him, that he’d still be alive?” Megan asked.

      “No,” Daniel said firmly.  “Someone wanted him dead, and that someone killed him.  It was nothing to do with you.”

      Megan nodded, but she didn’t look convinced.

      “Come on, Baby Sister.  Let’s get some sleep,” Margaret said softly.

      Fenella walked the sisters to their bedroom door.  “You know where I am if you need anything,” she said.  “Please don’t hesitate to wake me.”

      They went into their room, and Fenella shut the door behind them.

      “Megan was really upset when she learned that Zack was married,” Fenella said as she walked back over to where Daniel was standing.

      He was looking at the laptop screen.  “They look really happy,” he said.  “And that was just fifteen years ago.”

      “From what Megan said, Zack was an expert liar.  He must have cheated in the past.  Megan said he got several text messages and a phone call while they were together.  I wonder how many women he had in his life.”

      “I wonder how much his wife knew,” Daniel said.  “But that’s Ted’s problem, not mine.  He let me sit in on a few interviews tonight, but this is his case.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I hope he isn’t seriously considering Margaret or Megan as suspects.”

      “He has to consider everyone, but I’m pretty sure they’re low on the list.  If Megan had found out that Zack was married while he was still alive, I might have a different opinion.”

      “She’s angry that he lied to her, but if she’d found out when he was alive, she wouldn’t have done anything to him.  She would have gone and talked to his wife, though.”

      Daniel looked surprised and then nodded.  “I can see that, actually.”  He sighed.  “What a mess.  I know this wasn’t what you were hoping for when your nieces came to visit.”

      “Not at all.  I just wish they’d have walked home a different way.  I know they’d still be involved in the investigation, but at least they wouldn’t have had to see the body.”

      They chatted for several more minutes before Fenella found herself yawning too frequently to keep track of the conversation.

      “I’d better get home,” Daniel said.  “What are your plans for tomorrow?”

      “You mean today?” Fenella asked.  “Katie will be wanting breakfast in just a few hours.  As for our plans, we hadn’t made any, but I was thinking about taking Margaret and Megan to Ramsey for the day.  I thought we could do some last-minute Christmas shopping and get lunch there and then maybe visit the Gibbs of the Grove museum before getting dinner somewhere nice.”

      “Would you mind terribly staying in Douglas tomorrow?” he asked.  “Just in case Ted needs to talk to any of you.”

      “We can do that,” Fenella agreed.  “I suspect we’ll all sleep until noon, anyway.”

      “I’ll ring you later.  It’s Sunday tomorrow.  There are several places along the promenade to get brunch,” he suggested as they walked toward the door.

      “Sunday brunch sounds good, but I’m not sure I’m going to be awake in time for that.  I may have to settle for whatever is in my kitchen and then take the sisters out for dinner.”

      “Do me a favor and text me whenever you go out.  Just let me know where you’re going.  If you don’t mind.”

      “I don’t mind, but I’m curious what you’re worried about.”

      He shrugged.  “You have a habit of bumping into people involved in the case,” he told her.  “I suppose I just want to know where that’s going to happen.”

      “We aren’t going to go anywhere.  I doubt we’ll see anyone at all, let alone anyone involved in the case.”

      “I can’t help but worry.  I love you.”

      “I love you, too,” she said before kissing him.  She let him out and then leaned against the door for a moment.

      “Time to talk about the suspects,” Mona said.  “Who wanted Zack dead?”

      “I need sleep,” Fenella told her as she headed for her bedroom.

      “We’ll talk while you wash your face,” Mona said.  “Don’t forget your moisturizer.  It’s important to take good care of your skin.”

      Fenella sighed and sat down at the bathroom vanity.  As she waited for the water to get warm, she looked at her aunt.

      “Who do you think killed Zack?  You said Lori earlier.  Do you still think she did it?”

      “I said Lori before I knew Zack was married,” Mona replied.  “That changes everything.  If I were Daniel, I’d be taking a very close look at where Erin Jacobs was tonight.”

      “Daniel isn’t investigating.  Ted Hart is in charge.”

      “Daniel mentioned Ted, but I hadn’t realized that he was back on the island.  He’s very good at his job, but he used to be more interested in drugs and smuggling than murder.  I thought he’d gone across somewhere, though.”

      “He was on a secondment, but he’s back now.  He did say that he learned a lot about drugs and dealers while he was gone, though.  I doubt this is his first murder investigation, but he may not have done many.”

      “Daniel would be a better choice for this.”

      “Except he’s involved.  He even met the man earlier tonight.”

      Mona frowned.  “Tell me about that.  I missed that part.”

      As she washed her face and then changed into her pajamas, Fenella told her aunt about how they’d met Zack.  When she was done, she headed for bed.  Katie was curled up in the very center of the huge bed.

      “Put her breakfast out now,” Mona suggested.  “Then you don’t have to get up in an hour to get it for her.”

      Sighing, Fenella walked back out to the kitchen.

      “If I were Daniel, I’d start with the wife, but then I’d also look at Zack’s girlfriends, because he must have had at least one.  Maybe he’d recently ended a relationship.  That would have given him some room in his schedule for Megan,” Mona said thoughtfully.  “I’m surprised that none of his friends told Megan he was married.  Even if they kept quiet in front of Zack, I can’t imagine why none of them said anything once he’d gone.”

      “That’s a good point, actually.  Although, Lori rushed off to the bathroom as soon as Zack left, and then Clark ran away.  Ed and Robert seem to have dashed off because they didn’t want to be there when Lori came back.”

      “And then Lori came back and got all upset about Clark.  I can imagine her saying something nasty to Megan about Zack at that point.”

      “That would have been the perfect time.”

      “And yet she stayed quiet.  Why?  Why would you keep quiet about such a thing?”

      Fenella thought for a minute and then shook her head.  “I’m too tired to try to imagine knowing that sort of thing and not telling.  I’ll think about it in the morning.”

      “It’s already morning.  Think about it in the afternoon,” Mona advised.

      Walking back toward her bedroom, Fenella was suddenly tempted to simply lie down on the floor and go to sleep.  The distance to the bedroom seemed far too great to her tired body.

      “You’re nearly there,” Mona said.  “Just a few more steps.”

      “I’m too old for this,” Fenella said as she lifted the duvet.

      “If Zack was telling the truth about nearly getting married once, is it possible that Clark was the friend who ran away with Zack’s former fiancée?” Mona asked.  “Maybe that relationship went badly wrong, and Clark blames Zack for what happened.”

      Fenella frowned.  “I suppose that’s possible.”  She settled back against her pillow.  “And now I can’t stop thinking about it.  I should be sleeping.”

      “You sleep,” Mona told her.  “I’m going to go and see what else is in the article on the paper’s website.”

      “There won’t be anything there that we haven’t discussed.”

      “There was a link to the website for the bank where Zack worked,” Mona told her.  “I want to find out more about the men and women with whom he worked.”

      “Don’t ghosts need to sleep?”

      “We rest, but we don’t sleep.  Our bodies, such as they are, recharge differently to yours.”

      “Recharge?  Can you plug yourself in?”

      “You’re overtired and talking nonsense.  Go to sleep.”

      “You keep talking.”

      “I wonder if Zack was sleeping with anyone from his work.  Clearly, he wasn’t involved with Lori, but maybe he had been.  I hope the bank includes photos of everyone.  Everything I’ve heard about the man suggests that he’d have at least flirted with any attractive woman around his age.”

      “Please stop talking,” Fenella muttered.  She switched off the light and burrowed down under the duvet.

      “We can talk tomorrow,” Mona said as the room went dark.
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      When Katie started tapping on her nose, Fenella sighed.  “I left your breakfast in the kitchen,” she muttered as she rolled over, away from the animal.

      “Meeooww,” Katie complained.

      Fenella squinted at the clock and then gasped.  “It’s noon,” she said.  “I can’t believe I slept until noon.”

      “Mew,” Katie told her before she jumped off the bed and walked away.

      “Yes, okay, you were right to wake me,” Fenella called after her.  She slid out of bed and then debated what to do next.  “Coffee,” she decided as she yawned twice in quick succession.

      The door to the second bedroom was shut, so Fenella walked into the kitchen as quietly as she could.  Once she’d started the coffee maker, she took a quick shower and got dressed.  Back in the kitchen, she poured herself a cup of the wonderful hot liquid and then sighed.

      “Breakfast, lunch, brunch, which should I prepare?” she muttered to herself as she got Katie’s lunch ready.  Feeling as if the day called for something indulgent and sweet, she decided to make the pancakes and bacon she had wanted the day before.  She got the bacon sizzling in the pan and then mixed up pancake batter.  A moment later, the door to the spare bedroom opened and Megan and Margaret walked out.

      “I told you I could smell bacon,” Megan said to her sister as they joined Fenella in the kitchen.

      “Whereas my nose was only interested in the coffee,” Margaret replied.  She got a mug out of the cupboard and filled it.  After her first sip, she smiled at Fenella.  “Good morning,” she said.

      “Good morning,” Fenella replied.  “Although it is half past twelve.”

      Margaret made a face.  “I never sleep this late.”

      “It’s Sunday,” Megan said as she poured her own cup of coffee.  “Sundays are made for sleeping late.”

      “How are you both feeling this afternoon?” Fenella asked.

      “I’m tired, of course, but mostly I’m disappointed that something rather awful happened in the middle of our vacation,” Margaret said.  “Which sounds really selfish when said out loud, because someone is dead, and that’s far more horrible for his family and friends than it is for us.”

      “And I’m tired and angry,” Megan told her.  “I’m angry that I thought that Zack was someone special and he wasn’t, and I’m angry that someone killed him, and I’m angry that I never got to tell him how angry I am that he lied to me.  And I’m angry about a bunch of other things, too.”

      Fenella pulled her into a hug.  “I understand your anger, and I’m sorry that you’re going through all of this.”  She released her.  “I’m sorry both of you are having to go through a murder investigation.  I’ve been through several, and they are always unpleasant.”

      “What happens next?” Margaret asked.

      “Next, we eat pancakes and bacon,” Fenella told her as she started filling plates.  “There’s real maple syrup and also a bottle of the fake stuff.  That’s all we had when I was a kid, and I actually prefer it to real syrup.”

      They sat down together and enjoyed their meal.  Margaret insisted that they all have a piece of fruit with their pancakes.  Once they were finished, they loaded everything into the dishwasher and then walked together into the living room.

      “What should we do with what’s left of the day?” Megan asked.  “I don’t suppose we have time to visit any castles or historical sites, do we?”

      “Daniel asked that we stay in Douglas today,” Fenella replied.  “Inspector Hart may have more questions for one or both of you.”

      “So what can we do in Douglas?” Margaret wondered.

      “We can walk up and down the promenade to get some exercise,” Fenella suggested.  “And then we can visit the bookstore, since we didn’t go there yesterday.”

      “And then we can come home and curl up with a new book or two and relax,” Margaret suggested.  “Maybe we could get dinner delivered.”

      “We can do that, or I can pop out and pick something up from somewhere nearby,” Fenella replied.

      “I want an early night,” Megan said with a yawn.

      “We all want an early night,” Margaret told her after mirroring her sister’s yawn.

      Going for a walk along the promenade and then going to the bookstore, Fenella texted Daniel while the sisters got ready to go out.

      Thanks, was all the reply that she received.

      A short while later, the trio was walking briskly down the promenade.  The skies were grey, but it was dry with only a gentle breeze blowing across the water.

      “It doesn’t feel like December,” Margaret said.  “It’s almost warm.”

      “It’s in the forties, which doesn’t often happen in Buffalo in the winter,” Fenella told her.  “I thought I might miss snow, but I don’t.”

      “Does it ever snow here?” Megan asked.

      “We get an odd dusting, but it rarely stays around for more than an hour or so,” Fenella replied.  “Sometimes there’s a bit more on the top of the mountains.”

      “I hope we aren’t going to be stuck in Douglas every day,” Margaret said.

      “We can find ways to fill the time, but I was hoping to show you the entire island.  Still, Daniel isn’t trying to ruin your fun.  He’s investigating a murder,” Fenella said.

      Margaret nodded.  “I was going to check the news websites this morning to see if any new information had been added.  Did you look at the news?”

      Fenella shook her head. “I didn’t even think about it.  We’ll take a look when we get home.”

      “Woof, woof!” The familiar sound made Fenella smile. She looked around and then spotted the huge dog running down the promenade.

      “Brace yourselves,” she told her nieces as the dog reached her and eagerly jumped into her embrace.  Once she’d given him a thorough body rub, he turned his attention to Megan and then Margaret.

      “This is Winston,” Fenella said as the sisters took turns petting and fussing over the animal.  “I look after him very occasionally when his owner travels.  He’s an incredibly sweet monster of a dog.”

      “That’s a very accurate description,” the man holding Winston’s leash said as he reached them.  “He’s very loving, but he’s also hard work,” he added.

      “Margaret, Megan, this is Harvey Garus,” Fenella said.  “He and Winston live in the building next door to mine.”

      “With Fiona,” Harvey added.  He looked back down the promenade.

      Fenella followed his gaze and spotted Harvey’s much smaller dog strolling slowly toward them.  As she watched, Fiona stopped to sniff at something.  Then she simply sat down and put her head on her front paws.

      “Oh, dear,” Megan laughed.  “I think she’s worn out.”

      “Winston could walk for hours and hours, but Fiona gets tired,” Harvey explained.  “I’ve tried leaving her home for some of Winston’s walks, but she hates being left at home alone.”

      “Does Winston need a longer walk?” Fenella asked.  “We’re going all the way to the end.  We can take him with us and then meet you back here.”

      “Would you?  I’d be very grateful, and so would Winston and Fiona,” Harvey replied.

      “We’ll be back soon,” Fenella told him.  He handed her Winston’s leash, and then she set off at a brisk pace.  Margaret and Megan rushed to keep up.

      “You’d love a good run, wouldn’t you?” Fenella asked as Winston bounced along.

      “I’ll take him for a run,” Megan offered.  “It would do me some good.”

      “If you want to, just run in a straight line,” Fenella told her.  “Stay off the beach.”

      “Why?” Megan asked.

      “Because Winston loves the water, and once he manages to get onto the beach, he’ll find a way to get into the water.  Harvey has to take him to the groomers at least once a week because Winston will insist on jumping into the sea.”

      “You just want to have a run, don’t you?” Megan said to Winston.  She took the leash from Fenella and then set off at a slow jog.  Winston kept up easily.

      “Later,” Megan laughed as she picked up the pace.

      “How is she, really?” Fenella asked Margaret as Megan and Winston raced away.

      “Angry and sad.  It’s been a while since she’s been interested in a man, and she really thought Zack was someone special.  She was badly shaken when we found the body, but I think learning that he was married upset her even more.  She’s usually pretty good at picking up on when people are lying to her.”

      “Maybe he wasn’t lying, at least not totally.  Maybe he and his wife were separated or something.  We don’t know the whole story.”

      “Even if they are separated, he should have told Megan.”

      “Oh, yes, of course.”

      Margaret sighed.  “I know you said the island is very safe, but you’ve found quite a few dead bodies since you’ve been here.  We’ve only been on the island for a day, and now we’ve found a dead body as well.  Are you sure the island is safe?”

      “Daniel has solved every murder that he’s investigated since he’s been here,” Fenella told her.  “And he’s even solved a few cold cases.  And aside from the oddly high murder rate, the island is very safe.”

      “Aside from the murders,” Margaret repeated dryly.

      Fenella flushed.  “It’s really very safe.”

      “Megan and I have both been talking about moving here.  We’re both ready to make some changes in our lives, and we’ve both always loved the idea of living in a foreign country as well.  I’m not planning it as a permanent move, but more of a chance to do something completely different, something that most Americans never get to do.”

      “Is Megan thinking about it as a permanent move?”

      “We were both talking about coming over and staying for a year or two and then going home.  Now that I’m here, though, I can see why you’re planning to stay forever.  I like a lot of what I’ve seen so far, and we haven’t even been out of Douglas yet.”

      “We’re going to keep going,” Megan shouted as she ran past them.  “He never gets tired.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I’ve run with him before,” she told Margaret.  “I’m always done long before he’s tired.”

      “I’ve been thinking about having a baby.”

      Fenella stopped and stared at her niece.  “A baby?”

      Blushing, Margaret nodded.  “Doug and I talked about it a lot, but it was never the right time.  That was his opinion, anyway.  I told him it might never be the right time, but maybe we should do it anyway.”

      “That sounds odd coming from you.”

      “I know.  I’ve been planning everything I do for years, but this trip was something of an impulse and, in spite of the murder, I’m really glad I came.”

      “I’m glad to hear that.”

      Margaret sighed.  “I’m thirty-six years old.  I may already be too old to have a baby, at least without help.  Apparently, your chances of conceiving naturally drop dramatically after thirty-five.”

      “There are a lot of different treatments available to help, though,” Fenella said.  “And if you decide that you really want to do it, I can help with the costs.”

      “Thank you, but I have plenty of money saved.  I’ve been saving for the future since I got my first job.  I thought I’d be married with children by now, though.  Things haven’t exactly gone to plan.”

      “There are some things you can’t plan.”

      “Like falling in love with the right man.”

      “Exactly.”

      “This seems like a good place to raise a child,” Margaret said thoughtfully.  “I read a lot about the island before we came.  The schools are good, and there are lots of activities for children.  The only negative is that kids leave the island for university and often don’t return, but university seems a long way off when we’re talking about having a baby.”

      “It does seem a long way off, but I’m told the years fly past when you have children.”

      “I thought Doug and I were going to be together forever,” Margaret sighed.  “We were good together for a long time, and then, one day, we just couldn’t get along anymore.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “It took me ages to realize that he’d met someone else.  He never cheated, not physically, but he did cheat emotionally.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said again.

      Margaret grinned at her.  “I know.  It sucked, but I’ve come to realize that Doug was right.  We were never going to get married or have children or live happily ever after.  After a while, we were simply going through the motions.  Neither of us was unhappy, exactly, but we weren’t happy, either.  Doug said that he hadn’t realized what he was missing until he fell in love with someone else.  I’m happy for him, mostly. I just want to fall in love, too.”

      “Maybe we should try to find you someone here.”

      “It’s a small island.  What are the chances that I’ll find anyone here?”

      “You never know.”

      “It’s us again,” Megan called as she ran past again.  “We’re going to stop at the end and catch our breath.”

      “Winston doesn’t look as if he needs to catch his breath,” Margaret said with a laugh.

      Five minutes later, Fenella and Margaret reached the end of the promenade.  Megan was breathing heavily and leaning against a lamppost.  Winston was strolling back and forth, clearly eager to start moving again.

      “I’m done,” Megan said, holding out the leash.  “I did my best, but I can’t run another step.  I’m not even sure I’ll be able to walk all the way home.”

      Fenella laughed as she took the leash.  “Winston has enough energy for two dogs.”

      They turned around and began a leisurely stroll back toward home.

      “I told Aunt Fenella that I might want a baby,” Margaret said to Megan.

      Megan nodded.  “And when Margaret told me what she was thinking, that made me think that maybe I should have a baby, too.  The babies could be best friends, since I doubt either of them will ever have a sibling.  But then I realized that I’m too selfish to take care of a baby.  Maybe I’ll get a dog, though.  A dog could play with Margaret’s baby and give me unconditional love, but it would be a lot less work than an actual human baby.”

      Margaret nodded at Winston.  “He seems to be a lot of work.”

      “Yeah, maybe a cat would be better.  Your baby would love a cat, wouldn’t it?”

      “Are you calling my unborn, theoretical child, it?” Margaret demanded.

      Megan laughed.  “Sorry. Your baby would love a cat, wouldn’t he or she?”

      Margaret laughed.  “I’ve no idea.  Kids seem to love animals, but it would be just my luck that I’d get one with allergies or something.”

      “Your baby can’t be allergic to my baby,” Megan said.  “And if I get a dog or a cat, that will be my baby.”

      “This is all getting far too complicated,” Margaret said.

      “And there’s Harvey,” Fenella said.

      He was sitting on a bench with Fiona on his lap.  As they approached, Fiona began to bark excitedly.  Harvey put her on the ground, and she raced over to Fenella, who bent down and gave her a pat.

      “Fiona, these are my nieces,” Fenella told her.  “I’m sure they’re delighted to meet you.”

      Margaret and Megan took turns fussing over the small dog, who barked excitedly throughout.

      “I hope Winston didn’t tire you out too much,” Harvey said to Megan.

      She chuckled.  “It was good for me and fun, but I’m going to need a few days to recover, I think.”

      Harvey nodded.  “Daniel takes him out three or four times a week, but never two days in a row.”

      Everyone laughed.

      “He’s a lovely animal,” Megan said.  “I hope we’ll see him and you again while we’re here.”

      “If you get bored and want to go for another run, feel free to come over and get Winston any day,” Harvey told her.  “Especially if it’s raining.”

      They walked back to Harvey’s building together, talking about the dogs and the weather.  As Harvey took Winston and Fiona inside, the three women kept walking.  They weren’t far from the town’s large bookstore.

      “I love it,” Megan said as they stepped inside.  “I’ll see you in a few hours.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I could happily stay that long, actually.”

      “Let’s say an hour,” Margaret suggested.  “We can meet back here and then, if anyone needs more time, we can discuss it.”

      “She always has a plan,” Megan told Fenella.

      “And she never does,” Margaret said.

      Megan laughed.  “See you in an hour,” she said as she headed for the stairs.

      “Why is she starting upstairs?” Margaret asked.

      “I think she’s simply exploring.”

      “I’m going to start at the front of the store.”

      “I’ve been here many times before, so I’m going to start in the back with the mysteries and go from there.  I’ll see you back here in an hour.”

      Fenella found three new books that she wanted to read in the mystery section.  Then she wandered over to non-fiction and spent a happy half hour looking at the books in the history section.  She’d studied and then taught history for decades, and the subject still fascinated her.  After adding another book to her pile, she wandered through best sellers and a few other sections until it was time to meet the sisters.

      “I may have gone overboard,” Megan said.

      Fenella smiled at the number of books in her arms.

      “I was a bit more careful,” Margaret said.  “But I still found more than I was expecting.”

      “That top book looks familiar,” Fenella told her.  She checked her own selections.  “Yup, I have that one, too.”

      “Me too,” Megan said with a laugh.  “It looks really good.”

      “But I think we can share a single copy,” Fenella suggested.

      They took a minute to go through all three piles and discovered a few more books that were duplicated.

      After returning the unneeded copies back to the shelves, they headed for the checkouts.

      “Let me pay for everything,” Fenella suggested.  “You’ll probably end up leaving all of the books in my apartment, anyway.”

      “I doubt I’ll want to haul them home,” Megan agreed.  “But then, if I do come over here to live, I’ll want them back.”

      Fenella laughed.  “And I’ll happily give them back to you,” she promised.  “I’m running out of shelf space at home, anyway, although there are a few corners in the apartment that might have room for another bookshelf.”

      They carried everything back to the apartment.

      “Aunt Fenella, I was wondering if we could take another walk,” Megan said as Fenella was trying to decide which book to read first.

      “Another walk?  I suppose so.  Are you hoping to see the dogs again?” Fenella asked.

      Megan shook her head.  “I’m not ready to run into them again, no pun intended.  I was wondering if we could sort of retrace our steps from last night.  It was dark and Zack was leading the way, so I didn’t pay all that much attention to where we went.  I’d like to walk back along the promenade and see if I can work out which pubs and clubs we were in last night.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’ll just let Daniel know what we’re doing,” she said.

      She sent a quick text, explaining their plan.

      You aren’t planning to go inside any of the places? he texted back.

      Nope.

      Take care and stay out of the alley behind your building.

      Fenella told the sisters what Daniel had said.

      “The warning was unnecessary,” Megan told her.  “I have no intention of going anywhere near that alley.”

      They rode the elevator to the ground floor and then walked outside.  A light rain was falling and the wind had picked up.  Megan frowned and then began to walk briskly down the sidewalk.

      “I didn’t realize it was raining,” she said as she pulled her jacket tighter.

      “Me either,” Margaret replied, doing the same.

      They stopped when they reached the Tale and Tail.

      “Daniel didn’t say we couldn’t go inside here,” Fenella suggested.

      “Do they do tea or coffee?” Margaret asked.

      “I suspect so, but I’ve never asked,” Fenella replied.

      “Let’s get a quick coffee before we go on,” Megan said.  “My nerves are failing me a bit now that we’re actually out here.”

      “Maybe you need something stronger than coffee,” Fenella said as they walked into the pub.

      “After last night, I’m not drinking for a while,” Megan replied.

      “It’s cold and rainy and we need hot drinks,” Fenella told the bartender.

      Jake grinned at her.  “No one ever gets tea or coffee in here, but I can do either.  I also make a mean cup of hot chocolate, given the opportunity.”

      “Oh, hot chocolate sounds wonderful,” Megan exclaimed.

      “Yes, please,” Margaret added.

      “Make it three,” Fenella said.

      Jake nodded.  “I’ll just be a few minutes,” he told them before walking to the far side of the bar.  When he returned, he was carrying three mugs.  They’d been topped with a generous amount of whipped cream, and Fenella could see steam rising from all of them.

      “That looks wonderful,” Megan said.

      “Much nicer than what we get at home,” Margaret said.

      “Thank you,” Fenella told Jake.

      “Enjoy,” he said as they each picked up a mug.

      They carried the drinks to the upper level and then settled onto one of the long couches.

      “It feels weird to be here again,” Megan said after a sip of her drink.  “We were just here last night, less than twenty-four hours ago, and Zack was alive and well.”

      “I wonder if his killer was already planning the murder or if it was done on impulse,” Margaret said.

      Megan sighed.  “I hate the idea that someone planned to kill him, but I hate the idea of his having been killed on impulse as well.”

      “The hot chocolate is delicious,” Fenella said, hoping to change the subject.

      “Remember when we were little and we used to play in the snow when we visited Aunt Fenella?” Megan asked her sister.  “And then she used to make us hot chocolate with cinnamon and sugar toast.”

      “I haven’t made cinnamon and sugar toast in years,” Fenella said.  “I always used to have a piece when I made it for you guys, though.”

      “I don’t think I’ve ever made it,” Megan said.  “It seems too indulgent for everyday life.  I don’t have hot chocolate very often, either.”

      “I can make cinnamon and sugar toast while you’re here, if you want,” Fenella offered.  “You can have it for breakfast tomorrow.”

      Margaret and Megan were still talking about their childhood memories from when they’d visited Fenella as the trio walked out of the pub half an hour later.  The rain had stopped, but the skies were still filled with clouds.  They turned left and walked a short distance.

      “This was our first stop,” Megan said, gesturing toward another pub.

      Fenella pulled out her mobile phone and took a picture of the front of the building.  “Just in case Daniel has any questions,” she said as she put her phone away.

      Only a moment later, Megan stopped again.  “This is the other place,” she said.

      “It is,” Margaret agreed.

      Fenella took another picture.

      “And then we went off to find the place that Robert wanted to go,” Megan said.  “It seemed like quite a long walk at the time, but it probably isn’t that far away.  We went down this road.  I remember that much.”

      She led the other two down a road that led behind the buildings on the promenade.

      “Where did we go from here?” Megan asked as they quickly reached a dead end.

      Margaret frowned.  “Isn’t this where Robert went left and Ed went right and then they had a brief debate before we all went left?” she asked.

      Megan nodded.  “I think that’s right.”

      They turned and walked uphill for a short distance.

      “It’s just down there,” Margaret said, pointing down a short side street.

      Megan nodded.  “We got about this far, and then Lori started complaining about the long walk.  Robert said he was sorry that he’d ever suggested the place, but that we were nearly there.  Then we turned the corner and there it was.”  She pointed to a small building about halfway down the short street.  They walked down the road, and Fenella stopped to take a picture.

      “And then, when we came out, we got lost,” Margaret said.  “We went left, which is clearly a dead end, but we didn’t know that at the time.”

      “It felt as if we walked for ages,” Megan said.  “But the road isn’t that long.”

      They walked along it until they reached the end.

      “We didn’t get this far last night,” Megan said.  “The only streetlight is at the other end of the road, so this was all dark.  I didn’t realize the road ended just here.”

      “There’s a footpath,” Margaret said.  “We should have switched on our phone flashlights.  We probably could have taken this footpath somewhere.”

      Fenella walked over and looked down the path.  “It probably leads to the promenade,” she said.

      “But we didn’t know it was there, and we were tired and a little bit drunk and dangerously close to arguing,” Margaret told her.  “As Megan said, we never even got to the end of the road.  We stopped next to the red telephone box and then turned around.”

      “I wanted to take a picture,” Megan said softly.  “I thought the red telephone box was really neat, but Margaret didn’t want to stop.”

      “It was late and dark, and we were a little bit lost,” Margaret said.  “As I said at the time, we’ll have other chances to take pictures in telephone boxes.”

      “Like now,” Fenella suggested.

      Megan shrugged.  “I’m not sure I even want to anymore.  I’m afraid any pictures I take now will just be reminders of what happened to Zack.”

      “I won’t argue,” Fenella replied.  “There are plenty of other red telephone boxes on the island.  We can get a picture at one of them another day.”

      Megan nodded.  “So we got this far and then we turned around,” she said.  “But then we missed the road that we’d come up and just kept walking.”

      The trio made their way back past the building and down the road.

      “And then we turned around again,” Margaret said.  “About here, I think.”

      Megan nodded.  “I think you’re right.  There isn’t any handy telephone box here to help us remember, but it feels about right.”

      They turned around and started to walk back again.

      “And then we must have gone down there,” Margaret said, nodding toward another road that intersected their path diagonally.

      Megan stopped and closed her eyes.  She took several deep breaths and then opened them again.  “We did,” she said.  “I can almost picture it.  We were stumbling along in the dark, but then a car went past and we could see that road.  That’s when you said that we should head for the promenade.”

      “That’s right.  There was a car,” Margaret agreed.  “By that time, I wasn’t certain which road we’d come up on, but that one definitely looked as if it was going in the right direction.”

      “It’s called Douglas Street,” Megan said.  “That’s not very original.”

      They crossed the street and then walked slowly down Douglas Street.  It ended almost directly behind Fenella’s building.  As they approached, they could see the police tape that had been strung across the alley.

      “I think I want to turn around,” Megan said, grabbing Fenella’s arm.

      “We can do that,” she said.

      It only took them a few minutes to walk back the way they’d come.  When they reached the promenade again, Megan finally let go of Fenella.

      “Sorry,” she muttered.

      “Don’t be,” Fenella told her.  “As I said before, I avoid that alley, and it’s been a long time since I found a body there.”

      “But why was he killed there?” Margaret asked.  “Do you think he used Douglas Street as a shortcut back to wherever he’d left his car?”

      “He didn’t have a car with him,” Megan said.  “Not unless he lied about that, too,” she added with a sigh.

      “How was he going to get home?” Fenella asked.

      “He said he was going to get a taxi,” Megan told her.  “I said something about how much he was drinking, and how I hoped he wasn’t planning on driving, and he told me that he’d gotten a ride down to the Tale and Tail with one of the other people from his office.  Then he said that he was planning to get a taxi home.”

      “So maybe he cut down Douglas Street to get to a taxi rank,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “Did you tell Daniel or Inspector Hart what you just told me?”

      Megan frowned.  “I don’t remember.  I don’t think it came up, but I may have.”

      “I’ll ring Daniel when we get back to the apartment,” Fenella told her.  “Which is where we should go now before the rain starts again.”

      They were only a few steps away from Fenella’s building when she heard someone calling her name.

      “Ms. Woods?  Ms. Woods?  I’m sorry, but please stop.”

      The three women turned and then watched as a pretty blonde ran down the sidewalk toward them.

      “You are Fenella Woods, aren’t you?” the woman asked when she reached them.  “I’ve been watching for you for the last hour, and I was starting to feel as if everyone looked like you, assuming you are you.”  She shook her head.  “I’m not making sense.”

      “I have no comment for anyone,” Fenella said politely.

      “And you must be her nieces,” the woman continued.  “I know one of you is Margaret and the other is Megan.  There were some very badly out of focus pictures of you in today’s paper.”

      “Were there?” Megan asked.  “I hadn’t realized.”

      “You must be Megan,” the woman said.  “The article said you were the younger sister and you look younger.”

      “Thanks,” Margaret said.

      “Oh, I am sorry,” the woman replied, blushing.  “I didn’t mean it that way.”

      “We have no comment on anything,” Fenella said firmly, suspecting that the woman was a reporter from across, come to cover the murder investigation.

      “But I’m not with the paper,” was the reply.  “And I’d really appreciate it if you’d give me five minutes of your time.  All three of you, although it’s mostly Megan I want to talk to.”

      “Me?” Megan asked.

      “I’m Erin Carter Jacobs, Zack’s wife,” was the unexpected reply.
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      Megan gasped.  “I don’t, that is I didn’t know, he never told me…”

      The other woman held up a hand.  “I know you didn’t know he was married.  It was complicated, and I’d really appreciate an opportunity to explain.  I have some questions for you as well.  You’ll understand after I’ve explained some things.”

      Megan looked at Fenella.

      “Why don’t we get coffee?” Fenella suggested, gesturing toward the nearby coffee shop.

      The other three women just nodded and then followed Fenella the short distance to the nearby building.  Fenella held the door open as the others filed inside.  She followed and then led them all to a table in the very back corner of the room.

      “Hello,” the waitress said brightly.  “We have Victoria sponge and lemon tart today as well as freshly baked shortbread.”

      “Coffee and shortbread,” Fenella told her.

      The others were all quick to order the same thing.  As the waitress walked away, Fenella sat back in her seat.

      “Mrs. Jacobs, I’m very sorry for your loss,” she said.

      “Oh, you must call me Erin,” was the reply.  “And thank you.  I’m devastated, and I’ve no idea what to tell the children.  They’re only babies.  I can’t imagine them growing up without Zack in their lives.”  She reached into the bag she’d been carrying and pulled out a large box of tissues.

      As Erin wiped her eyes, Megan sighed.  “I’m really sorry,” she said.

      Erin shook her head.  “You’ve nothing to be sorry for.  I know you didn’t do anything wrong.  As I said earlier, it was complicated.”

      “Here we are,” the waitress said brightly.  She glanced at Erin and then quickly began passing around cups of coffee and plates of shortbread.  “If you need anything else, just let me know,” she added before she rushed away.

      “I suppose they aren’t used to people crying at their tables,” Erin said.

      “What do you mean by complicated?” Megan asked after her first sip of coffee.

      “Zack and I met in primary school,” Erin replied.  “I was six and he was seven, and we became friends before we learned that boys and girls weren’t supposed to play together.  By the time we’d reached our teens, our friendship had grown into something else.  Zack proposed when I was sixteen, and we got married two weeks after my nineteenth birthday.”

      “Wow,” Megan said.  “I can’t even remember who I was dating when I was sixteen, or nineteen for that matter.”

      “You were dating Scott Lang when you were sixteen,” Margaret told her.  “You dumped him when he tried to kiss me one night after you’d gone to get drinks from the kitchen.”

      Megan laughed.  “I remember that.  You were watching television when we came back from wherever we’d been, so we joined you.  I went to get sodas for everyone and when I came back, you’d just slapped Scott across the face.”

      “Oh, my,” Erin said.

      “He tried to tell me that Margaret had thrown herself at him as soon as I’d left the room,” Megan told her.  “I just laughed and told him to get out.”

      “For what it’s worth, you were dating George Jensen when you were nineteen,” Margaret added.  “He was nice, but you weren’t ready to settle down.”

      Megan frowned.  “I wonder what happened to him.  He was a great guy, but he wanted me to go to college with him, and I didn’t want to go to college in Wisconsin.”

      “You should look him up on social media,” Erin suggested.  “Maybe he’s still available.”

      “He’s probably still in Wisconsin, though,” Megan said with a laugh.  “I will look him up, though, now that Margaret has mentioned him.”

      “But you were telling us about you and Zack,” Margaret said.  “I’m sorry we wandered off topic a bit.”

      “It’s fine.  This is a difficult conversation for me to have.  It helps to talk about other things in between, really.”

      “Everything okay?” the waitress asked.

      “It’s great,” Fenella said, realizing that she’d taken only a single sip from her drink and hadn’t tried her shortbread.  She smiled at the waitress and then took a big bite of shortbread.  “Delicious,” she said after a moment.

      “It’s very good,” Margaret added.

      The waitress nodded and walked away.

      “It’s a bit dry,” Megan whispered.  “But I wasn’t going to complain.”

      “So you and Zack got married very young,” Fenella said to Erin.

      She nodded.  “I wish I could tell you when I knew that Zack was the only man in the world for me, but it was just something that I feel as if I always knew from the day we first met.  I never had any doubt that we belonged together, or that we’d be together forever.”

      Tears slid down her face as she finished speaking.  After wiping them away, she took a deep breath.

      “I’m sorry.  I’m not doing this at all well.  I practiced what I was going to say and everything.  It’s a lot more difficult than I thought it would be, though.”

      “Maybe we should be doing this with wine,” Megan suggested.

      Erin smiled.  “As tempting as that is, I’d rather not.  I have two small children to look after once I get home.”  She glanced at her watch.  “And I need to get home fairly soon as well.”

      “Would you rather meet again later?” Fenella asked.  “We can arrange something for this evening, if you’d prefer.”

      “No.  I’m sorry.  I’m usually better at, well, everything.  The thing is, I never had any doubts about marrying Zack and being with him forever, but he had doubts, especially after we had our first child.”

      “How awful for you,” Megan said.

      “We’d already been married for ten years by that point, but he said having a baby suddenly made him realize that we’d been together for our entire lives, that he’d never kissed anyone else, that he’d never, um, been intimate with anyone else, that he’d never even held hands with another woman,” Erin told them.  “It wasn’t that he didn’t love me.  It was that he felt as if he’d missed out on something.”

      “So had you,” Margaret pointed out.

      “Yes, but I didn’t mind.  I wasn’t interested in kissing anyone else.  I was more than happy with Zack and our new baby.”

      “So what happened next?” Fenella asked after a moment.

      “I gave Zack permission to go out and pretend to be single,” Erin replied.  “I told him to go and see if he could find another woman that he wanted to hold hands with or kiss or be intimate with and then to come home and we would talk about it.”

      “That was very brave of you,” Megan said.

      “I didn’t know what else to do,” Erin replied.  “I didn’t want to lose him, but I also didn’t want him to feel trapped.  They say if you love someone, you should set them free, so I set him free.  He wanted to know how it felt to be single, so I told him to go and see.”

      “I’m afraid to ask what happened,” Fenella told her.

      “That’s just it.  Nothing happened.  He told me everything when he got home.  He’d gone to a pub and talked to half a dozen different women and he hadn’t felt at all interested in any of them.  He said the evening had made him realize how lucky he was to have found me when he did.  He apologized a million times for having doubted our relationship and our love.”  Erin stopped and buried her face in a tissue.

      Fenella exchanged glances with Megan and Margaret.

      “Maybe a coffee shop wasn’t the best place for this conversation,” Megan said in a low voice.

      “I’m sorry,” Erin said through her tears.  “I should have waited a few days, until the pain was less raw, but I really wanted to meet you, Megan, and I didn’t know how long you’re planning on staying on the island.”  She wiped her eyes and then took a slow sip of her drink.

      “We’re going to be here until after Christmas,” Megan replied.  “We can talk again another day.”

      “No, I’m going to get through this,” Erin replied.  “So Zack apologized and we got on with our lives.  A year later, we decided to have another baby and then, not long after the baby arrived, we moved to the island.  A few months later, Zack told me that he was feeling restless again.”

      “Restless?” Margaret echoed.

      “That was how he put it.  He said he was feeling trapped in his job and in his private life.  He couldn’t quit his job, but he wanted my permission to have another night out as a single man.  I didn’t want to agree, but as I said earlier, I didn’t want him to feel trapped, so I gave in.”

      “I wouldn’t have,” Megan said.

      “Maybe I shouldn’t have, but I’m pretty sure that if I hadn’t agreed, he would have ended up leaving me eventually.  He was bored with our marriage and probably bored with me.  All he wanted was a chance to see what else was out there.”

      “Except he’d already made a forever commitment to you,” Margaret said.

      “Except no one stays together forever anymore, do they?” Erin asked.  “I decided it would be better to let him have his night out, assuming he’d tell me everything that happened, than to refuse and then find out later that he was cheating.  After what had happened the first time he’d tried it, I will admit to a bit of over-confidence as well.  I didn’t expect him to meet anyone else that he would find attractive.”

      “And did he?” Megan asked as Erin stopped for a sip of coffee.

      “No,” she replied.  “It was an almost exact replay of the first time.  He came home and apologized and insisted that he’d realized there wasn’t anyone else in the world for him.  He, we, that is, the experience brought us closer together.  We started talking about having another baby and about buying a holiday home somewhere.  Things were better than they’d ever been.”

      “So what went wrong?” Fenella asked after a moment.

      “We decided not to try for another baby right away, but Zack got a lot of brochures from estate agents about properties abroad.  We talked about them for weeks on end, but then we simply got busy, and the brochures got tucked into a drawer, and life went back to normal.  A few months later, Zack said he wanted another night out.”

      “Oh, dear,” Megan said.

      Erin shrugged.  “After everything that had happened after the first two nights, I didn’t argue.  The third time was an almost exact replay of the nights that had gone before them.  After that time, though, the requests started getting closer together.  This year, Zack had been going out about once a month, and I’d been seriously starting to think about leaving him.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella told her.

      “I never wanted him to feel trapped in our marriage, but if he needed to go out and pretend to be single on a regular basis, then clearly our marriage wasn’t working for him,” Erin told her.  “He was still coming home and apologizing and insisting that he still loved me and wanted to be with me, but it was all starting to sound a bit hollow.  I was starting to realize that he was telling me all of that because he hadn’t met anyone else that he found attractive.  I was also starting to realize that it was just a matter of time before the right, or rather the wrong, woman came along.”

      “What a horrible position for you to be in,” Megan said.

      “And then he met you,” Erin said, blinking hard as she looked at Megan.  “We’d had a long talk that day.  It was only yesterday, but it feels as if it was a million years ago.  We talked about how I felt every time he had one of his nights out, and I told him that I couldn’t do it any longer.  I told him he had to stop and commit to working on our marriage or that I was going to file for divorce.”

      “Good for you,” Margaret said.

      “He asked me for one more night,” Erin said bitterly.  “He promised it would be the last one.  One more chance to remind himself that he’d already married the most wonderful woman in the world.  One last chance to prove to himself that no one else could ever take my place in his heart.”

      “And you didn’t feel as if you could refuse,” Fenella guessed.

      Erin shook her head.  “After all the times he’d gone out, I couldn’t refuse to let him go one last time.  He promised to text me every half hour and keep me informed, and for the first hour he did just that.  He’d gone out with some work colleagues, and he kept texting to say how bored he was and what a boring group of people they were.  Then he stopped texting.”

      “I’m so very sorry,” Megan said.

      “I waited an hour before I started nagging him.  Then I sent a quick text, just to say that I was worried.  He texted back that he was busy, which broke my heart.”

      “I never knew…” Megan whispered.

      “I know.  I waited a while longer, and then I texted again.  When he didn’t reply, well, I texted him a lot more.  Eventually, he rang me to get me to stop.  He told me that he’d met a wonderful woman, one that actually made him think that maybe we weren’t meant to be together forever.”  She grabbed several tissues and pressed them to her eyes.

      “If I’d known, I wouldn’t have said two words to him,” Megan told her.

      “He told me your name and said that you were American,” Erin continued eventually.  “He even said that maybe that gave you some novelty value that he was mistaking for attraction, but we both knew he was lying.  He’d already started falling for you, and there was nothing I could do about it.”

      “I never would have gone out with him a single time once I’d found out he was married,” Megan told her.  “And he wouldn’t have been able to keep that from me for long.”

      “He could be so persuasive, though,” Erin told her.  “He’d have found a way to convince you that it didn’t matter, that he hadn’t exactly lied, that the love that you shared was more important than anything else.”

      “What happened after you talked to him?” Fenella asked.

      “I begged him to come home, and then I, well, I’m not proud of it, but I threatened to come and find him and to tell his new girlfriend all about his marriage and his children.  He got angry, but he agreed to come home.  He said it didn’t matter, that Megan would understand, and that he and Megan would still end up together, no matter what.”

      Megan sighed.  “I still can’t believe that he lied to me.”

      “He’d tell you that he wasn’t lying,” Erin replied.  “In his mind, on the nights he went out, he was single and available.  We’d agreed to that, after all.  He had my permission to be there and to tell everyone he met that he was single.  He just wasn’t supposed to meet anyone else.”  She wiped angrily at her tears.

      “He lied to me,” Megan said.  “And I’m angry and disappointed, because I’d thought he was someone special.  Mostly, though, I’m angry and disappointed for you.  You deserved better.”

      “We had a lot of very happy times together.  We created two amazing children together as well.  I can’t help but feel as if I lost him in the hour or two before he died, though,” Erin replied.

      “He was on his way home,” Fenella said.  “Do you know why he took the shortcut through that alley?”

      Erin shrugged.  “He was heading for the nearest taxi rank.  He’d gone out right from work.  Someone from his office had taken him down to the Tale and Tail.  The entire office went, I believe.  I assume he simply walked from there to wherever else he went.”

      “He did,” Megan told her.

      “And then, after we’d talked, he went to find a taxi,” Erin continued.  “There are several taxi ranks along the promenade.  He wouldn’t have had any trouble finding one there.”

      Fenella nodded.

      “But who could have killed him?” Megan asked.  As soon as the words were out of her mouth, she flushed.  “I’m sorry,” she said quickly.

      “It’s fine.  Don’t you think I’ve been asking myself that very question since the moment I heard the news?  It’s all I can think about.  Zack is dead and that’s almost impossible to bear, even if he was going to leave me, but the idea that someone murdered him, that someone hated Zack enough to take his life, well, I can’t even get my head around that.  It simply feels impossible,” Erin told her.

      “It’s possible that he was killed by accident or mistaken for someone else,” Margaret said.

      Erin nodded slowly.  “My mother suggested that maybe someone tried to mug him and threatened him with the knife and then accidentally stabbed him.  Can you accidentally stab someone?”

      “Maybe whoever did it didn’t mean to kill Zack.  Maybe he or she just wanted to scare Zack to get him to hand over his wallet or something,” Margaret said.

      “His wallet was still in his pocket,” Erin told her.  “And he was still wearing his watch, too.  It was an expensive one.  I bought it for him for our tenth anniversary.  I was pregnant with our first child and we laughed about how, after the baby arrived, we wouldn’t have money for fancy presents any longer.  He gave me diamond earrings that year.”  She touched a hand to her ear and then pulled it away.

      “So maybe the killer…” Margaret began.

      Fenella held up a hand.  “There’s very little point in speculating,” she said.  “The police will be doing everything in their power to work out what happened to Zack.”

      “He didn’t have any enemies,” Erin said.  “Everyone loved him, actually.  He loved his job, and he got along well with everyone at the office.  My parents thought he was wonderful.  Of course, they never knew about his occasional nights out, but I’m sure they would have understood.  My, um, my father had an affair once, so I know he would have understood, anyway.”

      “Do you know Lori Shaw or Robert Briggs?” Megan asked.

      Erin shrugged.  “I’ve met them, but only in passing.  Lori seemed nice enough.  I only spoke to Robert briefly, but I also met his wife.  She was lovely.”

      “He told me that she hadn’t come to the island with him,” Margaret said.

      “She came with him when he first arrived,” Erin told her.  “Zack changed jobs about five months ago while the bank was hiring a lot of new people.  They had a party for the new hires about three or four months ago.  They wanted everyone to meet one another and their families.  I think they were hoping that some of us who had been on the island for a while would help the new arrivals get settled in faster.”

      “But it didn’t work out that way?” Fenella asked.

      “Not as far as I was concerned, anyway.  I only spoke to a few people, and none of them seemed the least bit interested in learning more about the island.  Robert’s wife was the only one who asked me any questions.  We were going to have lunch one day the next week, but then Robert told Zack to let me know that his wife had decided to go back across.”

      “What’s her name?” Fenella asked.

      “Clara,” Erin replied.  “Clara Briggs.  As I said, she was really nice, but she did tell me that she was struggling to adjust to life on a small island.  They’d been living in Manchester before Robert had taken the job over here, and she said she missed the shopping, the restaurants, and just about everything about life in a big city.  I wasn’t really surprised when I heard that she’d gone back across.”

      “And you didn’t really get to know Lori?” Fenella checked.

      “She was at the same party.  She and Zack seemed to get along well.  They talked while I was chatting with Clara.  When I think about it now, they may have been a little too friendly, but at the time I didn’t pay much attention.”

      “What do you mean?” Fenella asked.

      Erin sighed.  “Looking back now, Lori was flirting with Zack and he wasn’t stopping her, but I didn’t really think about that at the time.  It was just friendly and she knew all about me, anyway, so it was just harmless flirting.”

      “Unless she was interested in having an affair with him,” Megan suggested.

      Erin frowned.  “How could you possibly get involved with a man if you knew he was married?  She’d even met me.  I’d shown her pictures of the babies.”

      “Did you meet anyone else from Zack’s office?” Fenella asked.

      “I met a dozen or more people that night, but I really don’t remember any of them particularly well.”

      “And that was the only time you socialized with Zack’s work colleagues?” Fenella asked.

      “He’d only been with that bank for six months or so.  That one party was the only social occasion they’d had that included partners.  Zack’s boss, Walter, insisted on taking his staff out for drinks nearly every Friday, but that was for staff only.”

      “We met Zack yesterday, which was Saturday,” Fenella said.

      Erin nodded.  “Yeah, the bank has an audit coming up, so Walter had everyone come in on Saturday to spend the day getting things in order.  He ordered in pizza for lunch and then took them all out for a drink at the end of the day,” she explained.

      “Walter?”

      “Walter Quincy.  He’s the department manager at the investment bank where Zack worked.”

      “Why did Zack change jobs?” Fenella asked.

      “The bank where he had been working got bought by another, larger bank.  They’re moving all of their operations to Guernsey, but slowly.  Zack could have stayed there through the transition, but this other opportunity came up, and he decided to take it rather than wait to be made redundant.”

      “And there were no hard feelings?” Margaret wondered.

      Erin stared at her for a moment and then shook her head.  “Everyone understood.  There were only six of them on the island anyway, and three of them left before Zack did.  The last two have been offered substantial bonuses if they stay until the end now.  Zack said that they all knew something like that was going to be offered, so the two that stayed behind were probably glad to see him go.  The other three have all left the island.”

      “And Zack and Walter got along well?” was Margaret’s next question.

      “Zack thought Walter was boring, but they got along fine.  Walter is in his fifties, and he’s moved up as far as he ever will.  That doesn’t mean he isn’t still ambitious, but from what Zack told me, he’s not really smart enough or dynamic enough to move beyond managing a single department.  Zack reckoned that Walter might get moved around from department to department a bit, to make him feel as if he’s still making progress, but Zack thought that Walter was really just going to be plodding along now until he was ready to retire.”

      “Is Walter married?” Fenella asked.

      “He’s a widower,” Erin replied.  “He and his wife got married young, like Zack and I did.  He told me that much when we met, but not much else.  Zack said that she’d had cancer, and she’d passed away quite quickly after her diagnosis.  I’m not sure who told him the story.”

      “And you don’t remember anyone else?” Fenella asked.

      “I remember Stephanie Richards,” Erin said after a moment.  “She’s Walter’s assistant.  We talked for a short while at that party I was telling you about.  She asked me a lot of questions about Zack and our relationship.  At first, I just thought she was being friendly, but after a while, it started to feel like an interrogation.  Now that I think back, I wonder if she was interested in Zack and was trying to work out how strong our marriage actually was.”

      “You don’t think Zack ever cheated on you?” Margaret asked.

      Erin flushed and then picked up her empty coffee cup.  She stared into it for a moment and then set it back down.  “If you’d have asked me that yesterday afternoon, I would have said definitely not, but since last evening I’ve started to question everything I thought I knew about Zack and about our relationship.  Now I simply don’t know how to answer that question.”

      “If he told you when he met Megan that he was attracted to her, then surely he would have done the same thing if he’d ever met anyone else,” Margaret suggested.

      “I want to believe that, but I don’t know.  Megan may have been the first woman he’d met that he felt an emotional connection with, but maybe he’d met plenty of others that he’d been physically attracted to and maybe, just maybe, he’d acted on that attraction.  I can even see him justifying it to himself in some way.  If he was allowed to pretend that he was single on a night out, surely there was no harm in him having sex with some random stranger before going home.  Single people do that, don’t they?”

      “I don’t,” Margaret said.

      Erin chuckled.  “And I can’t imagine I ever would, either, but some single people do, and for Zack, on those nights, he was single.”  She sighed.  “I don’t know what to think.  It’s painful to think that he might have cheated on me, but in some ways it’s easier to be angry with him.  If I’m angry, I don’t miss him quite as much.”

      “Anyone need a refill?” the waitress asked, waving a coffee pot.

      “Do you know Ed Andrews?” Fenella asked Erin after the waitress had refilled all of their cups.

      She sighed.  “He lives in the house next door to ours.  He’s not one of my favorite people.”

      “Oh?” Fenella said.

      “His wife, Estelle, is a lovely woman who deserves better than Ed,” Erin told her.  “Ed flirts with every woman he meets, assuming they’re somewhere between eighteen and eighty.  He made some very inappropriate suggestions to me when we first met, right after we’d bought our house.  Zack just laughed it off when I told him, but I was really angry.”

      “He’s not terribly attractive,” Margaret said.

      Erin giggled.  “I couldn’t agree more.  I don’t know why, but he seems to think that women should be flattered by his attention.  I wasn’t flattered in the slightest.  He knew I was married as well, but, of course, I also knew he was married.”

      “Does he often go out drinking on a Saturday night?” Fenella asked.

      Erin shrugged.  “I’ve no idea.  Zack and I rarely went out.  My parents moved to the island a few years ago to help me with the kids, but they both like to watch their telly programs and then go to bed early, so I rarely ask them to watch the kids at night.  Babysitters are expensive, though, so we rarely went out more than once a month.”

      “Do Ed and Estelle have children?” Margaret wondered.

      “Not yet, but they are trying.  Estelle told me a little about their struggles, but I don’t want to repeat anything she said.  Let’s just say that they’ve been trying for quite some time and still haven’t managed to conceive.”

      “How sad,” Fenella said.

      “Ed said something once that made me think that he’s a lot less sad about the situation than Estelle is,” Erin replied.  “But then he also offered me a huge discount on a car if I, er, um, performed a sexual act on him.”

      “Ewwww,” Megan said.

      Margaret made a face.

      “I told Zack that we were never ever buying a car from Ed, no matter how badly we needed one,” Erin said.

      “Erin, I’m sure this is really difficult for you, but can you think of any reason why anyone would want to harm Zack?  Who benefits from his death?” Fenella asked.

      “I suppose I do,” Erin replied, sounding a bit surprised.  “We wrote new wills when we moved to the island.  Whichever of us dies first, the other one inherits everything.  We had insurance on the mortgage, so that should pay off the house for me, and Zack had a couple of life insurance policies as well.  I suppose I’ll end up reasonably well provided for, once everything is settled.”

      “You should be,” Megan said firmly.

      “Thank you, but I’m not sure how I feel about it, really.  It’s all a big mess,” Erin sighed.

      “I am so sorry for everything that I did,” Megan told her.

      “And I’m sorry that Zack lied to you,” Erin replied.  “And I’m sorry for all the horrible things I thought about you last night when Zack told me about you.  I truly thought he was going to leave me for you, though.”

      “I wish I could rewind time and do things differently,” Megan said.

      “That makes two of us,” Erin said.  “I’d like to rewind myself right back to age six and stay well away from Zack, except that would take away the children, and I love them too much to do that.  I suppose I’d simply rewind back to last night and not tell Zack to come home.  If he’d have stayed out drinking with you and his other friends, he’d still be alive today.”

      A single tear slid down Erin’s cheek.

      “You’ve no way to know that,” Fenella said.  “You mustn’t blame yourself in any way for what happened in that alley.”

      Erin shrugged.  “I’ll always feel responsible, though.  And I’ll never recover from losing Zack.”
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      “That was awful,” Megan said as she and Margaret and Fenella rode the elevator to the sixth floor in Fenella’s building.  “I felt so guilty and horrible and awful the entire time.”

      “It was very difficult,” Fenella agreed.  “Zack treated her very badly.”

      Megan nodded.  “And now I even feel terrible for feeling bad about losing the chance to get to know him, because he was a horrible person, and I’m lucky I never got to know him any better.”

      “We need to call Daniel and tell him all about everything that’s happened today,” Fenella said as she unlocked her door.

      “What did I miss?” Mona asked from her seat near the windows.

      “Lots,” Fenella replied.

      “What’s lots?” Margaret asked.

      Fenella frowned as Mona laughed.  “We have lots to tell Daniel,” she said.

      Margaret gave her an odd look, but didn’t question her any further.  Fenella picked up the phone and dialed Daniel’s office number.  It was still ringing when someone knocked on the door.

      Megan was closest, so she opened it.

      “Hi, Daniel,” she said.

      Fenella put the phone down and then crossed the room to greet her fiancé.

      “I was pretty sure you’d have things to tell me,” he said after their greeting.  “I thought it would be easier to simply come over than wait for you to ring me.”

      “We just got back,” Fenella told him.  “After we retraced the route from last night, we bumped into someone who wanted to talk to us.”

      Daniel sighed.  “Let me guess – one of my suspects.”

      “Erin Carter Jacobs,” Fenella replied.

      Daniel frowned.  “I haven’t spoken to her myself.  Ted interviewed her.  Tell me everything.”

      Fenella glanced at the clock.  “I’m starving.  Is anyone else hungry?”

      “I could eat,” Margaret said.

      “I don’t know that I’ll ever be hungry again,” Megan sighed.  “But I’ll eat something, I suppose.”

      “What sounds good?” Fenella asked Daniel.

      “Pizza, salad, and garlic bread,” he suggested.  “Maybe because I spent an hour this afternoon writing up a report about a meeting that took place in a pizza place.  One of the witnesses went into great detail about the pizza that they ate.  Sadly, he had a lot less to say about the meeting.”

      Fenella ordered the food, and then they all sat down together and Fenella told him everything she could remember from the day.  Daniel took notes and had Fenella email him the pictures that she’d taken of the places they’d walked past.  Margaret showed him their exact route in the map Fenella provided.

      “We were close last night,” Megan said.  “But now we can be certain.”

      The food arrived as Fenella told him about hearing her name being called in the street.  After everyone had filled a plate and gotten a cold drink, she continued.

      “And then we came home and I tried to call you, but you were at my door,” Fenella finally concluded when the pizza and garlic bread were all gone.  Only a small amount of salad remained uneaten.

      “I’m going to have to ring Ted and tell him what you’ve told me.  There’s a very good chance he’s going to want to come over and speak to each of you,” Daniel replied.

      “He’s more than welcome,” Fenella said.  “I think I’ll bake brownies.”

      Daniel raised an eyebrow.  “Bake brownies?”

      She flushed.  “Whenever Margaret and Megan used to visit me, I always used to bake brownies. Having them here makes me want brownies.”

      “I want brownies, too,” Megan said.

      “At the risk of sounding like a spoiled five-year-old, me too,” Margaret added.

      Daniel laughed.  “I’ll be more than happy to eat my share.  I’ll even help with the baking after I ring Ted.”

      By the time he walked back into the kitchen ten minutes later, though, the brownies were nearly ready for the oven.

      “Megan and Margaret did all the work,” Fenella told him.  “I always used to make them help, of course.”

      Margaret laughed.  “Our mom didn’t let us help much in the kitchen because we always made such a huge mess, but Aunt Fenella didn’t mind the mess.”

      “Because you only visited once a year,” Fenella laughed.  “I didn’t have to live with it year-round.”

      She slid the tray of brownies into the oven and set the timer.

      “We need ice cream,” she said as she looked in the freezer.  “There’s nothing better than vanilla ice cream on a warm brownie.”

      “Where can we get ice cream?” Megan asked.

      “There’s a shop just down the road,” Fenella told her.  “I can run there and back in five minutes, assuming the elevators cooperate.”

      “Or we can go,” Margaret offered.  “That will give you and Daniel five whole minutes alone together.”

      Fenella and Daniel both laughed and then Fenella got some money out of her handbag.  “You don’t have any Manx money yet, do you?” she asked the sisters.

      “Not yet.  We need to get to a bank,” Margaret replied.

      “Or you can just let me pay for everything,” Fenella suggested with a wink.

      She let the women out of the apartment and then walked over to Daniel.

      “We only have five minutes,” she whispered as he pulled her close.

      “The elevators are slow.  They’ll be gone at least ten,” he replied before he kissed her.

      Their lips had only just touched when someone knocked on the door.

      “They can’t be back already,” Fenella said as she walked back across the room.

      “Inspector Hart, hello,” she said as she opened the door.

      “Hello,” he replied.  “I ran into your nieces as I was getting off the lift.  They said something about an ice cream emergency.”

      Fenella laughed.  “We’re having brownies,” she explained.

      “And for that you need ice cream?” he asked.

      She nodded.  “Warm brownies are best when served with a scoop of vanilla ice cream on top.  A thick drizzle of hot fudge is good, too.”

      The inspector’s face flushed as his stomach rumbled loudly.

      “We’ll share,” Fenella told him.

      “Did you get dinner?” Daniel asked.

      Inspector Hart shook his head.  “I had a sandwich around midday, I think.”

      “Too bad we don’t have any leftover pizza,” Daniel replied.  “But maybe we can find something healthy for you to eat before your brownie.”

      Fenella was already looking through the cupboards and refrigerator.  “I could make you a sandwich or an omelet or spaghetti,” she said.  “What sounds good?”

      “I don’t want to put you to any trouble.  I’m supposed to be here to get an official statement.  Once I’ve done that, I can go and get some dinner,” he protested.

      “Or you can let Fen make you something, and then you can join us for brownies and ice cream,” Daniel suggested.

      “Ham sandwich or ham and cheese omelet?” Fenella asked.

      “Just a sandwich would be great,” the inspector said eventually.  “If it isn’t too much bother.”

      “How about if I just get out the ingredients and you make your own sandwich?” Fenella suggested.  “Then you can have it exactly the way you want it, and you’ll know that I went to no bother at all.”

      He laughed.  “Perfect.”

      He was still putting the sandwich together when Margaret and Megan returned.  Fenella put the ice cream in the freezer, and then they all sat down around the kitchen table.

      “Tell me everything about today, then,” Inspector Hart said after his first bite.

      The three women exchanged glances.

      “I’ll talk and Margaret and Megan can correct me when I go wrong,” Fenella said.  “We didn’t get up until after noon,” she began.

      As soon as she started talking about walking past the various places that her nieces had visited the previous evening, the inspector pulled out a notebook and started taking notes.  Fenella had just explained how they’d met Erin in the street when the timer on the oven buzzed.

      “How long do they have to cool?” Megan asked.

      “At least a few minutes,” Fenella told her.

      “Mom always made us wait a full hour,” Margaret said.  “I don’t know why.”

      “Because brownies are easier to cut once they’ve cooled,” Fenella suggested.  “If you care about perfectly cut brownies, that is.  I’m quite happy with a hot squishy mess of a brownie if I can eat it faster.”

      She sat back down and started to tell the inspector what she could remember from their conversation with Erin.  Exactly five minutes later, though, she jumped back up and got down bowls for the brownies.

      “Who wants hot fudge?” she asked as she carefully cut generous squares of the chocolate treat.

      “Me,” Megan said quickly.

      “Me too,” Margaret added.

      “Why not,” Daniel said.

      Fenella looked at Inspector Hart.  “No?”

      He flushed.  “Go on, then.  I try not to eat pudding very often.”

      “I don’t usually eat pudding, either,” Margaret told him.  “But Aunt Fenella makes the best brownies in the world, and they are even better when she adds ice cream and hot fudge.  I’ll go for a long walk tomorrow morning to burn off all of the extra calories.”

      “I think you’ll have to walk to Peel and back,” the inspector muttered as Fenella put a bowl in front of him.

      Everyone laughed as Fenella gave everyone else his or her treat.

      “Delicious,” Daniel said.  “Why don’t you make brownies more often?”

      “I don’t do much baking, but I should,” she replied.

      “This is really good,” Inspector Hart said.  “It’s worth every single calorie, even if I’ll have to jog to Ramsey and back later.”

      While everyone ate, Fenella finished telling the inspector about the conversation with Erin.  When she was done, he looked up from his notebook.

      “Do either of you have anything to add to what your aunt told me?” he asked Megan and Margaret.

      “I think she got most of it right,” Megan said.  “It was a weird and sad conversation.  I feel really sorry for Erin.”

      “I’d have left the first time Zack said he had doubts,” Margaret said.  “I don’t know why she put up with his behavior.”

      “For the children, maybe,” Megan suggested.

      Margaret shrugged.  “They deserved better, too.”

      “Thank you for the sandwich and the brownie,” Inspector Hart said.  “I probably should get back to the station and write up my report on our conversation.”

      “Or you could stay and we could have a friendly chat about the murder,” Daniel suggested.  “Just informally, between friends.”

      “I don’t know…” Inspector Hart began.

      “Who wants coffee?” Fenella asked.  She started a pot brewing and then cut what was left of the brownies into small squares.  After arranging them on a plate, she put them in the middle of the table and then poured coffee for everyone.

      “I never talk about cases with witnesses,” Inspector Hart said.

      “But we aren’t going to talk about the case as police inspectors,” Daniel told him.  “I can pretty much guarantee that everyone on the island is talking about the case tonight.  It’s been all over the local news, and I’m sure tomorrow’s paper will have pages and pages of in-depth coverage.”

      “The newspaper’s website is already full of the story,” the other inspector said with a sigh.

      “Has Dan been speculating about the suspects again this time?” Fenella asked.

      “He was smart enough to identify them as key players in the investigation, rather than suspects,” Daniel told her.

      “I’m going to grab my laptop,” Fenella said.  “We can take a look at the coverage together.”

      “Inspector Hart, I hope you don’t really think that Margaret or I could have had anything to do with Zack’s death,” Megan said as Fenella walked into the living room to get her computer.

      “For tonight, while we’re just chatting, please call me Ted,” he replied.  “And no, I don’t think either of you had anything to do with Zack’s death, but officially you’re both still suspects.”

      “Along with dozens of other people, according to this,” Fenella said as she opened the website for the Isle of Man Times.

      “Maybe Dan gets paid by the word,” Daniel suggested.

      Fenella laughed.  “I suspect he wanted to be sure to list everyone who could be a possibility just so that when the case is solved he can point out that the killer was on his list.”

      “So who is on the list?” Megan asked.

      “Erin is at the top,” Fenella told her.

      Megan frowned.  “Erin?  There’s no way she killed him.”

      “He’d just called her and told her that he’d met someone else,” Margaret said.  “She told us she thought he was going to file for divorce.  Maybe she decided to get rid of him before he could do that.”

      “I can’t believe you’re saying that,” Megan said.  “We talked to the woman for an hour today.  She was lovely and sweet and kind and devastated to have lost Zack.”

      “But she did say that she felt she’d lost him before he actually died,” Margaret reminded her.  “If they were still talking as he left the building, maybe he told her exactly where he was.  Maybe she even offered to come and pick him up, to save him the taxi fare.  Maybe she told him to wait in the alley and she’d meet him there.”

      Megan shook her head.  “None of that is possible.  She was at home with the children, waiting for Zack to get back.  She loved him.  She wouldn’t have killed him.”

      “She knew she’d lost him.  Maybe she didn’t want anyone else to have him,” Margaret said.

      “I can’t believe that.  It’s too horrible,” Megan nearly shouted.

      Margaret patted her arm.  “I’m not trying to upset you, but if we’re going to discuss the suspects, we need to discuss them all, including the ones that you don’t think could have done it.”

      “But Erin?  I can’t believe she’d do anything to hurt Zack.  He was the father of her children and the man she loved,” Megan argued.

      “Or, she’s a brilliant actor,” Fenella said.  “Maybe everything she told us today was a lie.”

      Megan gasped and then sighed.  “I’m probably too trusting, but I believed everything she said, and I really hate the idea that she might have been lying about anything, let alone everything.”

      “As police inspectors, we have to question everything that we’re told,” Daniel said.  “We look at motive, means, and opportunity for every single person who knew the victim.  In this case, I think we can all agree that Erin had a motive.”

      Megan frowned and then nodded slowly.  “I suppose so.”

      “The knife that was used wasn’t anything special,” Ted said.  “It’s readily available in the kitchen shop in Douglas and the kitchen shop in Ramsey.  Just about every kitchen on the island probably has one similar to it.”

      “So the weapon used won’t rule anyone out,” Daniel said.  “Opportunity is trickier.  Who knew where to find Zack?”

      “Erin,” Megan said dully.

      “Among other people,” Daniel replied.

      Megan nodded.  “So she’s at the top of the list of suspects.”

      “She’s at the top of Dan Ross’s list of suspects,” Fenella said.  “And he doesn’t even know about you and Zack.  He just speculates that Zack probably cheated on his wife.”

      “He doesn’t actually say that, does he?” Megan demanded.

      “Not in so many words, but he implies it,” Fenella told her.  “He talks about how Zack was out drinking with work colleagues and questions how often Zack left Erin at home with the children while he went out and had fun on his own or with friends.”

      “Poor Erin,” Megan said.  “It’s bad enough she lost her husband.  Now she has to deal with not only being a suspect in his murder, but also with the papers speculating that he’d been cheating on her.”

      “He was cheating on her,” Margaret said.  “Maybe things hadn’t gone very far yet, but he was out looking for other women.  That’s cheating in my book.”

      “Mine too,” Megan agreed.  “And if I’d known he was married.…”  She trailed off and then sighed.  “I can’t believe I never suspected anything.”

      “Let’s talk about who else is on the suspect list,” Margaret suggested.

      “Dan claims his list isn’t in any particular order,” Fenella said.  “But Robert Briggs is next.”

      “I think the police need to talk to Clara,” Margaret said.  “Robert told me that he and his wife agreed to separate when he was offered the job on the island, but Erin met Clara here.”

      Ted nodded.  “It’s an inconsistency, for sure.”

      “Just remember that Robert was making small talk with you,” Daniel told Margaret.  “Perhaps he simply didn’t want to bother with lengthy explanations about how his wife came over, but didn’t care for the island and then left shortly after.”

      “I suppose that’s possible,” Margaret conceded.  “But it was less than honest, at the very least.”

      “Dan doesn’t mention Clara,” Fenella said after she’d skimmed the paragraph about the man.  “He does question whether Zack and Robert were rivals at work, competing against one another for clients.”

      “That doesn’t seem like a legitimate motive,” Megan said.

      Daniel shrugged.  “People get killed every day over things that don’t seem as if they should be motives for murder.  It’s enough to keep Robert on the list, anyway.”

      “Does that mean that Lori is next on Dan Ross’s list?” Megan asked as she reached for another brownie.

      “She is, and Dan suggests that she and Zack had had an affair,” Fenella said.  “Not in so many words, of course, but that’s what he’s suggesting.”

      “What does he say, exactly?” Megan demanded.

      “’Lori Shaw was another work colleague of the dead man,’” Fenella read off the screen.  “’The attractive blonde was out drinking with Zack on the night he died.  Who knows how much time the pair spent in one another’s company during the months when they worked together?  Does that give Lori a motive for murder?  Maybe.’”

      “I’d sue if I were her,” Megan said.

      “Wait until I read you what he wrote about you,” Fenella told her.  “You may want to sue him yourself.”

      “What did he write?” Megan demanded.

      “Actually, it’s not that bad,” Fenella assured her.  “He mentions both you and Margaret in the same paragraph, identifying you as my nieces, on the island for a visit.  Then he says ‘The pretty pair were having drinks with their aunt and her fiancé before they met Zack.  He apparently persuaded them to join him for the rest of the evening.  This reporter wouldn’t be surprised to learn that Zack was interested in one or both of the sisters.’”

      “I suppose it could be worse,” Megan admitted.

      “We just have to hope that Dan doesn’t talk to Erin,” Fenella said.  “Dan would love the headline he’d get if she tells him about how Zack was leaving her for you.”

      “He wasn’t, though,” Megan protested.

      “But she thought he was,” Margaret said.

      Megan sighed.  “It was just one night, a few hours, nothing more.  I probably never would have seen the man again.”

      “But what about Lori?” Margaret asked as she pushed the plate of brownies toward her sister.

      Megan took another square and then sighed.  “I didn’t care for Lori, but that was because I thought she was trying to get between Zack and me.  Now I don’t care for her because she didn’t tell me that Zack was married.”

      “If she hadn’t wanted to say anything to you about it, she could have mentioned it to me,” Margaret said.  “If she had, I would have questioned Zack until he admitted it.”

      Megan nodded.  “I can’t understand why she kept quiet.”

      “That’s something I’m going to discuss with her,” Ted said.

      “While you’re asking Robert about Clara, you might ask him the same question,” Fenella suggested.  “He could have told Megan or Margaret that Zack was married.”

      “Except men look out for one another when it comes to such things,” Megan sighed.  “I’m not surprised that he didn’t tell me, but I have higher expectations from other women.”

      Fenella got up and got the coffee pot.  Then she refilled all of the cups.

      “I miss coffee,” Mona said as she slid onto one of the counter stools.  “But just ignore me.  You didn’t even notice that I’d gone, did you?”

      Fenella sighed and then slowly shook her head.  Things are a bit crazy here right now, she thought.

      “Yes, of course, you have Megan and Margaret to worry about, and now Daniel and Ted are here as well.  He looks good, by the way.  I’d forgotten how handsome he is,” Mona said.

      “Where were we?” Fenella asked as she sat back down.

      “You were going through the suspects,” Mona told her.  “I had to slip away, but I was still listening.”

      I don’t want to know, Fenella thought.  It was bad enough Mona could come and go as she pleased.  The idea that she could hear what was happening in the apartment, even when she wasn’t there, was deeply unsettling.

      “Erin, Robert, and then Lori,” Megan said.  “Who is next?”

      Fenella looked back at the computer screen.  “Ed Andrews, because he was with Zack the night he died.”

      “I think the police should talk to Estelle,” Margaret said.  “I’d love to have a chat with her myself, actually.  She ought to know that her husband was flirting with every woman he met on Saturday night.”

      “Do you really think she doesn’t know?” Megan asked.  “Although, Erin said they were trying for a baby.  I hate the thought of Ed reproducing.”

      Margaret frowned.  “I wonder if we should pay her a visit.”

      Ted cleared his throat.  “I’d be grateful if you all could do your best to stay as far away from the investigation as possible,” he said.  “It’s a small island, which means you may bump into some of the suspects over the next few days, but I’d really appreciate it if you wouldn’t go looking for them.”

      “I just think Estelle deserves to know the truth about her husband,” Margaret said.

      Ted nodded.  “So tell Dan Ross all about it,” he suggested.  “Dan would love to share that information with the entire island.”

      Margaret shook her head.  “Maybe I’ll just wait until the case is solved and then, assuming Ed didn’t kill Zack, I’ll track down Estelle and have a conversation with her.”

      “Do you really think Ed might have killed Zack?” Megan asked.

      “I’ve no idea.  I can’t imagine what sort of motive he might have had, but he did have the means and the opportunity,” Margaret replied.

      “Dan suggests that the pair could have fought over anything from women to property lines,” Fenella said.

      “Erin said that she told Zack about Ed’s inappropriate suggestions and that Zack just laughed,” Megan remembered.

      “Which is why men keep getting away with such ghastly behavior,” Margaret said sharply.

      “I wonder if Zack was interested in Estelle,” Megan said softly.

      “Erin didn’t seem to think so,” Margaret said.  “She would have mentioned it if she’d had any suspicions in that area.”

      “Dan doesn’t include Estelle on the list of suspects,” Fenella said.  “Is it possible that she had something to do with Zack’s death?”

      “Maybe she was secretly in love with Zack, and when she told him, he rejected her,” Megan suggested.  “Maybe she sent Ed out on Saturday night and told him to find Zack so that he could keep her informed as to where Zack was.”

      “Actually, Estelle has an alibi for Saturday night,” Ted said.  “As it eliminates her from consideration, I don’t mind sharing it with you.  I suspect Dan Ross will have the same information by tomorrow, anyway.”

      “There’s no way she could have killed Zack?” Megan asked.

      He shook his head.  “None at all.  I checked her alibi myself and it’s solid.”

      “But Ed is still a possibility,” Megan said.  “And I didn’t care for him in the slightest.”

      Ted grinned.  “We can’t charge someone for murder based on that, but I will keep it in mind.”

      “He’s another one who could have told me that Zack was married,” Megan added.  “Even if some of the others thought maybe Zack and Erin had separated, Ed had to know that they were still living together.”

      “Who else is on the list?” Margaret asked after a moment.

      “Clark Stanley,” Fenella replied.

      “Finally,” Margaret said.

      Ted looked curiously at her.  “Daniel told me that you picked him as the most likely suspect.”

      Margaret blushed.  “He and Zack had some sort of shared history,” she explained.  “But they’d lost touch and only recently reconnected.  The timing seemed odd to me.”

      Ted nodded.  “Did Zack tell you anything about his history with Clark?” he asked Megan.

      She shook her head.  “He said that they’d been friendly rivals.  I assumed he meant professionally, but I could be wrong about that.”

      “What does Dan suggest as his motive?” Margaret asked.

      “He just says something about how they’d known each other years ago in London and that their shared history was a mystery to everyone,” she replied.

      “Clearly, it’s a mystery to Dan Ross, anyway,” Megan laughed.  “We should have asked Erin about him.”

      “I didn’t even think about Clark when we were talking to Erin,” Fenella admitted.

      “I did,” Margaret said.  “I kept waiting to see if Erin would bring him up, but she didn’t.”

      “Maybe she doesn’t know him, or maybe she doesn’t know he’s on the island,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “If we ever see her again, we’ll have to ask.”

      “Or you could just make polite conversation and leave the investigating to the police,” Daniel suggested with a grin.

      Fenella laughed. “We’ll see,” she said.

      “I wonder if he knew that Zack was married,” Megan said.  “Of course, I’m really wondering if he knew and didn’t tell me, but maybe he didn’t even know.”

      “I could imagine Clark dropping Erin’s name into the conversation, just to upset Zack, if he knew about her,” Margaret said thoughtfully.  “He seemed the sort that would find that sort of thing amusing.”

      Megan nodded.  “He’d have done it in a way that startled Zack, but didn’t totally give the game away,” she said.  “I wonder why he didn’t.”

      “Maybe he and Zack never talked about their personal lives,” Fenella said.

      “Who else is on the list?” Megan asked as Fenella sipped her coffee.

      “You and Margaret round out the list of people who were drinking with Zack on the night he died,” Fenella said.  “The only other two people Dan mentions are his boss, Walter Quincy, and Walter’s assistant, Stephanie Richards.  They were both at the Tale and Tail with Zack.”

      “And either of them could have followed him and us from there,” Megan said.

      “According to Dan, Walter was less than happy with Zack’s work over the last few months,” Fenella said as she read the paragraph on the screen.  “Dan claims that Zack had been given two written warnings about his job performance and that his job was in jeopardy.”

      “I wish I knew who Dan’s sources were,” Ted said as he scribbled something in his notebook.

      “He has sources everywhere,” Daniel told him.  “And some of them are even trustworthy.”

      Everyone laughed.

      “I’m not sure why, if Zack was having trouble at work, that gives Walter a motive for murdering him,” Margaret said eventually.  “I mean, it might have given Zack a motive for murdering Walter, but surely Walter didn’t have any reason to kill Zack?”

      “Maybe Zack arranged to meet Walter in the alley and then tried to stab him,” Megan suggested.  “Maybe Walter managed to get the knife away and then stabbed Zack in self-defense.”

      “But if he’d managed to get the knife away, all he had to do was run away,” Margaret suggested.

      Megan sighed.  “I’m just throwing out ideas.”

      “Does Dan say anything about Stephanie Richards?” Margaret asked.  “We don’t know anything about her at all.”

      “He just says that she’s Walter’s assistant and that she’s another pretty blonde who may or may not have been friendly with Zack,” Fenella told her.

      Megan sighed.  “As far as we know, Zack never cheated on Erin.”

      “But money or sex are the two big motives for murder,” Fenella told her.  “It doesn’t seem as if Zack had a lot of money.”

      “He did work for an investment bank,” Megan said.  “Maybe there is some sort of motive there.  Is there a picture of Stephanie?”

      Fenella turned the screen around so Megan could see the photo that Dan had published.

      “She’s very pretty,” Megan said.  “If I were Erin, I think I’d have been jealous.”

      “Erin did say that Stephanie asked her a lot of questions about their marriage,” Margaret remembered.  “Maybe she was interested in Zack.”

      “Maybe she was sleeping with Zack,” Megan said bitterly.  “Maybe he was sleeping with half a dozen women aside from his wife, the wife he never bothered to mention to me.”

      Margaret patted her arm.  “He had us both fooled,” she said. “I never suspected anything, either.  I was really happy for you because you seemed to have found an actually nice guy.”

      “There are some out there,” Daniel said.

      “Where?” Megan demanded.

      Daniel looked over at Ted, who flushed and looked down at the table.

      “And that’s the list,” Fenella said after an awkward moment.  “I don’t envy you the job of trying to narrow that down,” she told Ted.

      “We’ll get there,” he replied.  “It’s going to take some time to work through all of the suspects and to process all of the evidence from the crime scene, but I’m confident that we’ll find Zack’s killer and put him or her behind bars.”

      “That’s good to hear,” Fenella said.

      “And on that note, I should go,” he added.  “I didn’t get much sleep last night, and tomorrow is going to be a busy day.”

      He stood up.  “Thank you for the sandwich, the pudding, and the conversation.  It was useful, talking about the case in this way.”

      “I’m glad we could help.  You’re welcome to come back anytime to talk again,” Fenella said as she got to her feet and then walked him to the door.

      “Thanks.  I may take you up on that,” he said.

      She let him out and then walked back into the kitchen.  Daniel was washing the dishes.

      “We offered to help,” Megan said quickly.

      Fenella laughed.  “You both look exhausted.  Why don’t you go to bed?  I’ll help Daniel and then get to bed myself.”

      “Is Daniel staying?” Megan asked before she blushed bright red.  “It isn’t really any of my business.  I was just wondering if I needed to worry about throwing on a bathrobe before breakfast, that’s all.  I don’t need an answer, though.  You just do what you want.  I’ll be in my room, hiding under the covers.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Daniel won’t be staying,” she told her.  “If we want to spend a night together, I’ll stay with Daniel at his apartment.  We already agreed to that before you arrived, but tonight I’m too tired to want to do anything more than crawl into bed and go to sleep.”

      “That makes two of us,” Daniel said as he rinsed the last dish.  “I might muster up the energy for a kiss at the door, though.”

      Megan and Margaret both laughed and then quickly disappeared into their bedroom.  Fenella walked Daniel to the door.

      “Good night, darling,” he said before he kissed her.

      “Good night,” she said some time later.  She watched as he walked down the corridor and disappeared into the elevator.
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      “We have to work out who killed Zack Jacobs,” Mona said as Fenella walked into her bedroom.  “Otherwise, Ted and Margaret won’t have a chance of living happily ever after.”

      “Ted and Margaret?” Fenella repeated.

      “They’re perfect for one another, but Ted can’t do much until after the case is solved.  Margaret is still a suspect, after all.”

      “Ted and Margaret?” Fenella said again as she tried to think.

      Mona sighed.  “Never mind about that.  We have to work out who killed Zack, regardless.  Even if he did treat Megan rather appallingly.”

      “He didn’t deserve to get murdered, regardless of how he treated Megan,” Fenella said.  “He was even worse to Erin, of course.”

      Mona nodded.  “She certainly had a motive for his murder.  You’ve met her.  Do you think she killed him?”

      Fenella walked to the bathroom and sat down at the vanity.  As she started to take off her makeup, she thought about the question.  “No, but maybe,” she said eventually.  “She seemed genuinely devastated by his death, but that doesn’t mean that she didn’t kill him.  Maybe, after he was dead, she suddenly realized how much he’d meant to her.”

      “So she’s on the list,” Mona said.  She reached into the pocket of her dress and pulled out a small notebook and a pen.

      “Don’t put her at the top,” Fenella said.  “Zack was still the father of her children.  I can’t see her killing him, even if she did feel as if she’d already lost him.”

      Mona nodded and then wrote something in her notebook.  “Who would you put at the top of the list, then?” she asked.

      “That’s a difficult question as I haven’t met any of the other suspects.  Probably Clark because he’s at the top of Margaret’s list, and I respect her opinion.”

      “More so than Megan’s?”

      “Not exactly, but I think Megan may be too close and too emotionally involved to be objective about the case.”

      “Megan picked Ed,” Mona commented.  “Where is he on your list?”

      “He can go right after Clark.  Clark, then Ed, then Robert, because he behaved oddly with Margaret, asking her out and then changing his mind.”

      “I want to know more about Clara.”

      “Don’t we all?  That’s another reason why Robert is on the list.  He lied to Margaret about Clara.”

      Mona made another note.  “And then?”

      “Lori, I suppose, because I know more about her than the other two people that Dan listed.  I know nothing about Walter or Stephanie.”

      “And where does Erin fit into the list?”

      Fenella shrugged.  “Based on the fact that I’ve met her, put her after Lori and before Walter and Stephanie.  Those two get to be last simply due to lack of information.”

      “Tomorrow, then, you need to go and visit the bank where Zack worked,” Mona told her.  “You’ve plenty of money to invest, after all.  I’m sure they’d be delighted to see you.  No doubt Walter, as the senior manager, will want to deal with you personally.  Hopefully, he’ll need his assistant to sit in on the conversation as well.”

      “I’m not going to visit the bank,” Fenella said firmly.  “This isn’t even Daniel’s case, and the last thing I want to do is get in Ted’s way.  I was thinking about taking Margaret and Megan to Peel tomorrow to visit the House of Manannan.”

      “Peel?  I might be able to work with that,” Mona said.  “You’ve quite a few people that you need to meet, after all.”

      “What does that mean?  What are you going to do?  If we go to the House of Manannan tomorrow, are you going to arrange for Walter to be there, somehow?  You shouldn’t be interfering in a police investigation.  You know that.”

      “How could I possibly interfere?” Mona asked innocently.  “And now I must go and see what I can arrange for tomorrow.  Sleep well, darling.”

      A shower of fireworks seemed to fall from the ceiling as Mona vanished.  Fenella sighed and then finished getting ready for bed.  When she crawled under the duvet, Katie sighed and then snuggled back down into her spot.

      “Mona is going to make someone visit the House of Manannan tomorrow,” Fenella told her.  “I don’t know how she does it, but I do know that if we visit the museum, someone involved in the case is going to be there.  I should take the sisters to Ramsey, instead.”

      She switched off the light and then shut her eyes.  “Maybe we should go to Port St. Mary or simply stay home,” she muttered to herself as she drifted off to sleep.
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      “I didn’t mean to upset anyone,” Zack said as he sat down next to her in the Tale and Tail.  “As soon as I saw Megan, I fell in love with her.  I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her.”

      “And then you did,” Erin snapped.  “You were with her right up until a few moments before you died.”

      Zack shook his head.  “Why are you here?  We were finished.”

      “What about the children?” Erin demanded.

      “I would still have been a good father, even after we’d separated.  They would always have been my second priority,” he replied.

      “Second, not first?” Erin asked.

      “Megan was going to be my first priority.  She’s really special.  And she’s going to be really rich one day, too,” he said.

      “Rich?” Erin repeated.

      “She’s Fenella’s heir, of course.  She and her sister, but even half of Mona Kelly’s fortune is a lot of money.  Once I’d talked Megan into letting me manage her investments, I’d have been untouchable at work.  I’m sure I could have persuaded Margaret to do the same, and then I’d have had the two biggest clients at the entire bank.  Walter would have had to treat me a lot better, or I’d have taken my two clients elsewhere.”

      “You were only interested in Megan for her money,” Fenella gasped.

      Zack shrugged.  “Everyone in the world is going to be interested in Megan for her money.  Margaret, too, but she seemed as if she’d be more difficult to attract.”

      “What makes you think Megan and Margaret are my heirs?” Fenella asked.

      “I wasn’t sure until after I’d talked to Megan for a while.  She told me that you have four brothers.  Only two of them have children, though, and the other child is a nephew.  I just assumed that you’d do the same as Mona and leave your fortune to your nieces.”

      “Maybe I’m leaving it all to charity,” Fenella replied.

      “I can’t see why it matters now,” Erin said.  “Fenella is still alive and you’re dead,” she told Zack.

      He shrugged.  “Dead isn’t so bad.”

      “But who killed you?” Fenella asked.

      He stared at her for a moment and then laughed.  “Oh, no.  I’m not going to make this easy for you.  If you want to find my killer, you’re going to have to work at it.”

      “That’s just dumb,” Erin said.  “Don’t you want your killer behind bars?”

      Zack shrugged.  “I’ll still be just as dead.  Once the killer is behind bars, it won’t be nearly as much fun haunting him or her, anyway.  I’ve quite enjoyed wandering through the killer’s dreams.”

      “I didn’t kill you,” Fenella said flatly.

      “I’m not sure why I’m here, actually,” Zack said.  “Why don’t you dream about something more pleasant so that I can go and upset my killer?”

      “Why don’t you tell me who killed you so that the police can solve the case?” she countered.

      “That would be too easy,” he replied, laughing as he slowly faded from view.

      “Why does he keep leaving me?” Erin asked.  “I dream about him every night, and he always leaves me before morning.”

      “Every night?”

      Erin nodded.  “And now you’re thinking that he’s haunting me because I killed him.  Maybe I did.  You can’t prove anything.  Maybe I’ll kill Megan next.  She ruined my life, you know, even before Zack died.”

      “Stay away from Megan,” Fenella shouted.

      Erin laughed and then pulled a large box of tissues out of the bag she was carrying.  “There’s always room for so much in these boxes,” she said as she reached into the tissue box and pulled out a knife.  “If I kill you, you won’t be able to warn Megan.”

      “But this is just a bad dream.  I’m going to wake up now,” Fenella said loudly.  She opened her eyes and then jumped when she realized that she was safely in her own bedroom.

      “Meeoooww,” Katie said tiredly.

      “I woke myself up.  It was very strange,” Fenella told her.  She looked at the clock and sighed.  “I don’t have to be awake for six more hours,” she added before rolling over and shutting her eyes tightly.
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      When Katie tapped on her nose at seven, Fenella was more than ready to get up.  After her nightmare, she’d tossed and turned for the rest of the night.  In the kitchen, she gave Katie her breakfast and then started a pot of coffee.  Margaret joined her a few minutes later.

      “What are we doing today?” she asked after her first sip of coffee.

      “I thought we’d go to Peel and the House of Manannan,” Fenella replied.  “It’s a wonderful museum.  We could spend the morning there and get lunch nearby and then drive over to Peel Castle.  It’s closed at the moment, but you can get a look at the outside, and if it stays dry, we can take a walk along the paths around it.   That would give you a peek at the site.”

      “What time do we need to leave here, then?  Should I wake Megan?”

      “I don’t think the museum opens until ten, so we don’t need to leave here until nine-thirty.  Megan can sleep for at least another hour.”

      “In that case, I think I’m going to go for a walk,” Margaret told her. “I said I would last night, when I was eating all those brownies.  Now I feel as if I really ought to do it.”

      “I’d come with you, but I don’t want Megan to wake up to an empty apartment.”

      “I’m happy on my own,” Margaret assured her.  “I try to walk nearly every morning at home.  I usually walk to the gym and then work out.”

      “There’s a gym in the building.”

      “Yeah, but I’m on vacation,” Margaret laughed.  She ate a piece of toast and then slipped on her sneakers and let herself out of the apartment.

      As soon as she was gone, Fenella took a quick shower and then made herself a light breakfast.  Megan got up about forty minutes later.

      “I feel as if I could have slept all day,” she said as she hugged Fenella.  “Where’s my sister gone?”

      “She wanted a walk on the promenade.”

      “I don’t blame her.  It’s beautiful out there.  Maybe I’ll set an alarm for tomorrow and join her.  But what are we doing today?”

      Fenella told her about the tentative plans she’d made with Margaret.

      “Wonderful,” Megan said when Fenella was finished.  “I’ll go and get my shower so that I’m ready in plenty of time.  I’d hate to be late and keep Margaret waiting.”

      While Megan was in the shower, Margaret returned.  Her face was flushed, and she seemed distracted as she walked into the apartment.

      “Did you have a nice walk?” Fenella asked.

      “It was lovely,” Margaret replied.  “I’m sure I’m a mess now, though.   I need to comb my hair and…” she trailed off and then disappeared into her bedroom.

      “We’re here, and we’re ready for an adventure,” Megan announced a short while later as she and Margaret emerged from their room.

      “Let’s go,” Fenella said.

      They took the elevators down to the parking garage and then got into Fenella’s car.

      “Don’t forget you promised to give us each a ride in Mona’s car,” Megan said as she climbed into the back seat.  “I’m looking forward to it.”

      “Me too,” Margaret said from the passenger seat.

      “I won’t forget, but do keep reminding me,” Fenella replied with a laugh.

      “It’s a lovely day for December,” Fenella said as they headed out of Douglas.  “Was it much colder when you were walking?” she asked Margaret.

      “It wasn’t bad.  I had my coat and a sweater on,” Margaret replied.  “I saw Harvey and the dogs, but they were quite far away, and I was walking in the wrong direction to catch up with them.”

      “Why didn’t you turn around?” Megan asked.  “I would have turned around.”

      “I was, um, walking with Ted,” Margaret replied in a voice barely above a whisper.

      “With Ted?” Megan echoed.  “Tell me everything.”

      Margaret laughed.  “There’s nothing to tell.  Apparently, he has an apartment somewhere near Aunt Fenella’s, and he often walks on the promenade in the early morning.  It was just a coincidence that we crossed paths.”

      “And then you walked together?” Megan asked.  “For how long?”

      “I don’t know.  I wasn’t watching the clock.  I was watching the sea and the sunshine and the dogs playing in the water.”

      “And you were enjoying Ted’s company,” Megan suggested.

      “I was, yes,” Margaret replied.  “We’re too old for you to tease me about it.  Ted is nice and handsome and smart, and I enjoyed walking with him.  We had a nice conversation about our lives.  He’s only been back on the island for a short while, and he had a fairly disastrous relationship while he was in Liverpool.”

      “Oh dear,” Fenella said.  “The poor man.”

      Margaret nodded.  “She was another inspector, also on secondment, but from Glasgow.  I won’t go into detail, but they were a couple for most of the two years that he was in Liverpool, and he was expecting the relationship to continue, but when it came time for him to return to the island, she ended things.”

      “What a shame,” Megan said.

      “He’s still upset, obviously.  I told him a little bit about Doug and how we’d been together for years and years before it all went terribly wrong.  I think, if Ted and I had met six months from now, we might have tried exploring a relationship.  As it is, neither one of us is ready to start something new, not yet,” Margaret told them.

      “Maybe you could just be friends for a while,” Megan suggested.  “And then, after six months or more, you could try dating.”

      “Except I’m going back to the US in ten or eleven days,” Margaret countered.

      “So maybe you should just have a wild fling with Ted,” Megan said.  “As long as you both know it isn’t going anywhere, you could just, you know, have great sex.”

      Margaret flushed and shook her head.  “I’ve never been the type for wild flings, and I’m not about to start now.”

      “So you need to go home and pack your things and move to the island,” Megan said.  “By the time you get settled in here, six months will be gone, and Ted will be ready to fall in love with you.”

      “I’m considering it,” Margaret replied.  “The moving part, anyway.  I’ve no control over Ted falling in love with anyone.”

      “He’s very handsome,” Megan said thoughtfully.  “You’d have beautiful babies together.”

      “Yes, well, it’s definitely far too soon to be talking about that,” Margaret replied.

      “Does he want kids?” Megan wondered.

      Margaret sighed.  “Yes, he does, which is another reason why his relationship in Liverpool didn’t work out.  She already had two kids from a previous relationship, and she wasn’t interested in having any more.  And even though they were together for nearly two years, she never introduced him to her children.”

      “Never?  That should have been a red flag,” Megan said.

      “They’d stayed behind in London, for school, staying with her mother some of the time and their father the rest of the time,” Margaret explained.  “She used to go back to visit them one weekend every month, sometimes more, but she never let him go with her.”

      “That’s suspicious,” Fenella said.

      “Ted said that at the time it didn’t seem like a big deal.  She always had an excuse as to why he couldn’t come.  At first, it was just too soon, but then it was birthdays or school sports day or one of a dozen other things that made it not the right weekend.  It wasn’t until after she’d ended things that he really started to think about it, though.”

      “Maybe she wasn’t really divorced,” Megan said.  “Maybe she was going home to spend time with her husband and the kids.”

      “I suggested that to Ted,” Margaret admitted.  “He laughed, and then he frowned, and then he said he was going to have to give the idea some thought.  For what it’s worth, I think she was probably divorced and just looking for some fun while she was away from home.  Ted is gorgeous.  If I were the type to enjoy a casual fling, he’d be at the top of my list of men with whom to, um, fling.”

      Megan laughed.  “I don’t think you can use the word fling that way.”

      “Probably not, but you know what I mean,” Margaret replied.

      “I had a really strange dream last night,” Fenella said.  “I’m not going to go into any detail about the dream, but it did make me worry about something.”

      “What are you worried about?” Megan asked when Fenella fell silent.

      “This isn’t about Ted,” she said after a moment.  “But you’ve both already seen that everyone on the island knows who I am.  They also all know that I inherited a fortune from Mona.”

      “We know that, too,” Megan laughed.  “What does that have to do with anything?”

      “People may assume, when they meet you, that you two are next in line to inherit Mona’s millions,” Fenella said.

      There was a long silence in the car.

      “That’s Tynwald Hill,” Fenella said after a while, pointing to the grassy, stepped hill they were driving past.

      “Zack was only interested in me because he thought I was going to be rich one day,” Megan said eventually.

      “I don’t believe that,” Margaret said.

      “I do,” Megan told her flatly.   “He said all the right things and had me believing that he’d fallen for me the moment he’d seen me, but what he’d really fallen for was the idea of getting to manage my money.  He made a few comments about his job and about managing millions of pounds for people, but I just laughed them off.  I thought he was just bragging about his job, but he was actually trying to sell me his services.”

      “But he has no way of knowing what’s in Aunt Fenella’s will,” Margaret argued.  “She might be leaving everything to her brothers, or to charity, or to her next-door neighbor.”

      “I’m leaving everything to you two,” Fenella said.  “Well, nearly everything.  Matthew gets something, as he’s my only nephew, and if any of my brothers are still alive when I die, they’ll get a small amount each, but the bulk of the estate is going to be divided between the two of you.”

      “You don’t have to do that,” Margaret said.  “What about Daniel?  What if you two decide to have children?”

      “I can’t have children,” Fenella replied.

      “You could adopt,” Megan countered.

      “But Daniel and I aren’t planning on having children, and he’s already said he doesn’t want any of my money.  Once we’re married, I’ll rewrite my will so that he’s provided for in some way if I go before him, but otherwise, the money, the cars, the properties, the jewelry, everything is going to you guys.  You’ll have to agree between yourselves who gets what, though.”

      “We could start fighting now,” Megan suggested.  “I’m sure Aunt Fenella will change her mind if we start arguing over who gets her gorgeous apartment.”

      “You can have it,” Margaret told her.  “I don’t want to live in a modern apartment in Douglas.  I want a little cottage somewhere in the middle of nowhere.”

      “I own a few of those.  They’re all rented out at the moment, but once you inherit, you can do what you like with them,” Fenella said.

      “We’re getting much too far ahead of ourselves,” Margaret said.  “Aunt Fenella is going to be alive for many, many years to come.  A lot can happen in those years, too.  She may change her mind about what’s in her will, or she may decide to travel the world and spend every penny she has and then some.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I do want to travel, but Daniel loves his job and hates the idea of traveling using my money.  I didn’t mean to start a long conversation or a debate about anything.  I just wanted to warn you that some people may be drawing certain conclusions and treating you differently than they might otherwise.”

      “You were warning me about Ted,” Margaret said.

      “Not at all.  I don’t think Ted has given the idea any thought at all,” Fenella replied.

      “I’ll bet Zack thought about it a lot,” Megan said.  “He said something about how his boss was pushing them a lot harder to sign on new clients.  It was while he was complaining about the team bonding session at the Tale and Tail, though, so I didn’t think much of it.  Now that I look back, though, it seems so obvious.”

      “Since the man is dead, it hardly matters,” Margaret said.

      Megan sighed.  “I suppose it doesn’t matter, but it still hurts.  It’s bad enough he was a lying, cheating jerk, but now I’ve discovered that he was also only interested in me for my money.  He was so charming and sweet that I never suspected a thing.”

      “He might not have even thought about the money,” Fenella said.

      “Oh, he’d thought about it, all right,” Megan told her.  “Because I had no idea that Margaret and I were in your will, all of his subtle references went right over my head, but now that I think back, there were tons of them, and they weren’t all that subtle.  He never came right out and asked me if I expected to inherit anything from you, but he came darn close.”

      “And there’s the House of Manannan,” Fenella said as they headed down a hill.  “You can see the Viking ship almost sailing right through the window.”

      “Okay, that’s much cooler than anything I’ve ever seen in a museum before,” Megan said.

      “It’s very impressive,” Margaret said.  “I hope the rest of the museum is as good.”

      “It’s an excellent, but very non-traditional museum,” Fenella told them.  “They don’t have exhibits in the way you may be expecting.  Instead, we’re going to walk into scenes from the island’s past and listen to conversations that may have taken place back in time.”

      “I’m excited,” Megan said.  “If nothing else, this sounds as if it might just take my mind off Zack and his murder.”

      “I hope so,” Fenella replied.

      She parked in the large parking lot behind the building, and then they all got out of the car.  As Fenella led her nieces toward the front of the building, she found herself looking around, as if expecting to see someone.

      “Is something wrong?” Margaret asked as Fenella stopped to stare at a man on the opposite side of the road.

      She shook her head. “It’s a small island.  I feel as if we may bump into someone involved in the case if we aren’t careful,” she explained.

      “I wouldn’t mind talking to Erin again,” Megan said.  “I could let her know that Zack wasn’t truly interested in me.  He just wanted to manage my money.”

      “I think it’s far more likely that he wanted to marry you for your money,” Margaret told her.

      Megan flushed.  “That’s ever so much worse.”

      “But it’s probably realistic,” Margaret countered.

      “Look, Viking ship,” Fenella said as they rounded the corner.

      “Wow, look at the Vikings,” Megan said.  “That one is rather handsome.”

      “He is, isn’t he?” Margaret replied.

      They were debating over which of the Vikings was most attractive as they walked into the museum.  Fenella bought their tickets, and then they walked to the entrance of the first room.

      “It’s all timed,” she explained.  “Each room has a short presentation that will teach you about a different period in the island’s history.”

      A moment later, the first set of doors swung open, and the trio went inside.  They sat together for a few minutes before a family of four joined them.  Then the doors swung shut and the lights went down.

      “After the movie at the Manx Museum yesterday, I thought I knew a bit of Manx history,” Megan said when the lights came back up.  “But that was fascinating.”

      They walked into the next room and then the next.  Eventually, they reached the museum’s centerpiece, the Viking ship.  It was sitting in a shallow pool of water that gently lapped against a sandy beach.  Touch screen computers identified the people and the objects inside the ship.

      “I’m learning so much,” Megan said after several minutes.  “Why weren’t history lessons like this in school?”

      “Don’t ask Aunt Fenella that,” Margaret warned her.  “She was a history professor, remember?”

      Fenella laughed.  “If I’d had the budget, I would have taught history like this,” she told them.  “Sadly, I never got a grant to build my own Viking ship.  I do think the children on the island are very fortunate to have this museum to visit, though.  And they have two real castles that they can tour as well.  It all brings history to life in a way that books never can.”

      “But we aren’t going to get to see the castles on this trip, are we?” Margaret asked.

      “We’re going to drive over to Peel Castle after lunch,” Fenella told her.  “If it isn’t too cold or raining, we’ll walk along the footpath that goes around the castle.  That’s the best we can do for Peel.  As for Castle Rushen, I have tickets to Christmas at the Castle for later in the week.  You’ll get to see the castle at its very best, all decorated for the holidays.”

      “We can go inside and everything?” Megan asked excitedly.

      “Yes, and we can have a few drinks and some food and even bid on some auction items,” Fenella replied.  “And we can vote on which room is best decorated, too.”

      “That sounds amazing,” Megan said.

      “It’s one of my favorite things to do at Christmas on the island,” Fenella told her.  “But for now, we still have more to see here.”

      She led them through displays about fishing and the herring industry before they finally reached the end of the tour.

      “And there’s Peel Castle,” she said, gesturing toward the windows.  The castle, just across the water from them, looked like something from a book of fairytales.

      “Lunch first,” Megan said. “Because I’m pretty confident that the castle will still be there after lunch.”

      “It’s been there for hundreds and hundreds of years,” Fenella replied.  “I think we’ll be okay to get lunch first.”

      After an extended look around the museum’s large gift shop, they headed back to Fenella’s car with all of their shopping bags.

      “What do you want to do for lunch?” Fenella asked as she slammed the car’s trunk.

      “How about that pub?” Megan suggested, gesturing behind Fenella.  “It looks nice, and the sign says that they do food.”

      “Sure,” Fenella agreed.  “If it’s okay with Margaret?”

      “I’m happy anywhere that does food right now.  I’m starving,” Margaret replied.

      Two minutes later, they walked into the small building.  It was dark, and Fenella found herself blinking repeatedly as her eyes adjusted to the change.

      “Sit anywhere,” a voice called from behind the bar.

      “Let’s find a quiet corner,” Megan suggested as they looked around the busy pub.

      “You’re welcome to join me,” a man’s voice said.

      “Clark?” Megan exclaimed.  “What are you doing here?”
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      Wondering how Mona had done it, Fenella turned and smiled at the attractive man.  Megan and Margaret had said that he looked like a surfer, and she could immediately see what they’d meant, even in the dimly-lit pub.

      “There was hardly anyone here when I came in,” Clark said.  “So I sat at this table for four.  Now it’s getting busy, and I’m feeling really guilty about that.  Please join me.”

      They took seats around the table.  As soon as everyone was seated, Megan performed the necessary introductions.

      “It’s nice to meet you,” Fenella said to Clark.

      “Likewise,” he replied.  “But how are you both?” he asked the sisters.  “I hope you weren’t too badly upset when you heard about Zack?”

      “We found the body,” Megan told him.

      Clark’s eyes went wide.  “I don’t remember reading that in the local paper,” he exclaimed.

      “Unfortunately, it was there,” Margaret said.

      Clark frowned.  “I’m really sorry.  That must have been horrible for you.”

      “It was,” Megan agreed.

      He shook his head.  “You and Zack seemed to get along really well.  I thought maybe he’d finally found someone special.”

      “You mean aside from his wife?” Megan asked dryly.

      Clark shrugged.  “They were separated, or about to be.”

      “Really?  That isn’t what she says,” Megan told him.

      He looked surprised.  “I’m only going on what Zack told me.  He said they’d been having problems for years.”

      “I don’t suppose it really matters now,” Fenella said.  “I’ll go and get drinks.  What does everyone want?”

      She crossed to the bar and ordered three sodas.  Clark had already had a full glass in front of him when they’d joined him.  Fenella wasn’t sure what he was drinking, but she suspected it had alcohol in it.  Both sisters were studying the menu when she returned to the table.

      “What’s good here?” Margaret asked her as Fenella handed out the drinks.

      “Pies,” Clark replied.  “They do wonderful pies.  My favorite is the steak and kidney, but the chicken and leek is nice, too.”

      “I’ll try it,” Megan said, putting her menu down.  “Chicken and leek, that is.”

      “Me too,” Margaret said.

      “Make it three,” Clark said with a grin.  “I only came in for a quick drink, but now that I have company, I’ll happily stay for lunch.”

      “So four chicken and leek pies,” Fenella said as she got back to her feet.

      Clark shook his head.  “But where are my manners?  You sit down and relax.  I’ll order lunch.”

      He was gone before Fenella could object.

      “Is he going to buy lunch?” Megan asked.

      “Probably.  You usually pay when you order in pubs,” Fenella replied.

      “We can offer him something toward it when he gets back,” Margaret suggested.

      “I will,” Fenella told her.

      Clark was back a moment later.  “The kitchen is busy, but it shouldn’t be too long,” he told them as he sat back down, another drink in his hand.

      “How much for our share?” Fenella asked as she pulled out her wallet.

      “Lunch is on me,” Clark countered.  “It’s the least I can do after the horrible introduction to the island that Megan and Margaret have had.  I’d hate for them to think that people get murdered regularly around here.”

      Fenella bit her tongue.

      “Thank you,” Megan said.  “But we both already love the island.  We’re both thinking about moving over here, actually.”

      “Really?  I hope you both do.  The island needs more young, smart, beautiful women.”

      “We aren’t exactly young,” Margaret said.

      Clark waved a hand.  “Age is only a number.  I’m going to be forty this year, but I’ve decided not to worry about that, even if I haven’t quite hit all of the goals that I’d set for myself.”

      “How long had you known Zack?” Megan asked.

      “That’s a sudden change of subject,” Clark said with a chuckle.  “I suppose I’d known him for about ten years.  We worked together in London – or rather, we worked for the same investment firm in London.  We didn’t actually work together.”

      “Zack said you’d been friendly rivals,” Megan told him.

      He stared at her for a moment and then laughed.  “I suppose that’s one way to put it.  We competed for the same clients, anyway.  I don’t want to sound as if I’m bragging, but I was always a good deal more successful than Zack.  He was charming, but he lacked a certain killer instinct that’s necessary to be really successful in our line of work.”

      “Killer instinct?” Fenella echoed.

      Clark frowned.  “That was a poor choice of words, wasn’t it?  I’m sure you know what I mean, though.”

      “So you and Zack competed for clients, but you were more successful?” Megan asked.

      He nodded.  “But Zack didn’t mind.  He had other things that filled his time.  I’m a workaholic.  My clients get my time and attention twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, every single day of the year.  Zack was already married, and he simply didn’t put in the hours that I did.  He was never going to be hugely successful, but he did okay.”

      “Did you get to know Erin at all?” Margaret asked.

      “When I say I work all day, every day, I mean it,” Clark told her.  “I very rarely waste my time with social gatherings.  The firm we were working with had a Christmas party every year, and attendance was more or less required.  I’m sure I met her there, but she failed to make much of an impression on me all those years ago.”

      “She’s very pretty,” Megan said.

      Clark shrugged.  “I’m sure she is.  Zack wouldn’t have married her otherwise.”

      “Oh?” Megan asked.

      “He loved beautiful women.  We had that in common,” Clark replied.

      “Did he cheat on Erin, then?” Margaret asked.

      “I’m afraid I’ve no idea,” Clark said.  “We weren’t friends.  We were friendly at work but never spent time together outside of work.  I’ve no idea what Zack did with his spare time.  I spent mine at the office.”

      “And then you lost touch?” Fenella asked.

      “He changed jobs, or maybe I changed jobs.  I forget which one of us moved first, but one of us changed jobs and the other wasn’t far behind.  I moved to a better company and a better position.  I believe Zack’s move was more lateral.”

      “So how did you both end up on the island?” Margaret wondered.

      “Zack came over years ago,” Clark replied.  “He’d been moving around from place to place, unable to keep any one job for very long.  As I said, he could be charming, but he didn’t want to do all of the hard work necessary to keep clients happy.  I believe he’d already changed jobs once after he’d arrived on the island as well.”

      “And you haven’t moved around as much?” Megan asked.

      Clark chuckled.  “Actually, I’ve probably moved around just as much, but I’ve been moving around to keep moving up.  Zack was moving around just to keep a job.  There’s a difference.”

      “How long have you been on the island?” Fenella asked.

      “Four months,” he replied.  “I came over the first week of September, and so far, I’m loving it here.  It’s quite a change from London.  The entire pace of living is entirely different, but that’s a good thing, I think.  I’m having to learn to slow myself down and take more breaks.  I think that’s probably good for me.”

      “So you aren’t working all the time anymore?” Megan asked.

      “My clients are still the most important people in the world to me.  I still put in all of the hours that are needed to get the job done right.  But I’m finding that I can work a few less hours every week and still get my work done.  I can even have lunch with some wonderful new friends once in a while and not worry if the kitchen is a bit slow.”

      “When did you first discover that Zack was also living here?” Megan asked.

      “Later in September.  One Friday night, when I was out with some clients, having a few drinks.  We visited a couple of different pubs, and Zack was drinking in one of them.”

      “Alone?” Megan wanted to know.

      Clark shook his head.  “He was with a group of people from his office.  We saw each other across the room, and I waved.  After a few minutes, he came over, and we spoke briefly.”

      “Were you happy to see him?” Margaret wondered.

      “I wasn’t unhappy,” Clark said after a moment.  “As I said before, we weren’t friends, but we were friendly.  We spent a few minutes catching up on each other’s lives and then went our separate ways.  At that point, I hadn’t really realized just how small the island actually is.  I didn’t realize that I’d probably see Zack just about every time I went out for the next three months.”

      Fenella laughed.  “It can feel that way, living here,” she said.  “I mean, you just met Megan and Margaret a few days ago, and now we’re on the other side of the island and we still managed to bump into you.”

      He nodded.  “As I said before, it’s very different to London.”

      “What did Zack tell you?” Megan asked.

      “What do you mean?” Clark replied.

      “You said you caught up on each other’s lives.  What did Zack tell you about his?” she explained.

      “Ah, he said he’d been on the island for a few years and that he really liked it over here.  He told me that he and his wife had had a couple of kids, but that they were talking about separating.  Then he urged me to stay single, as married life was hard work and that was before the children had even arrived,” Clark told her.

      “Talking about separating,” Megan repeated.

      Clark shrugged.  “I didn’t have any reason to doubt him.  I asked him about the group he was with, and he told me that they were work colleagues and that they weren’t any fun.  He suggested going out together, once I was done with my clients and he was done with his work group, but I declined.”

      “Did you see him often after that?” Fenella wondered.

      “Just about every Friday,” Clark told her.  “I never used to go out drinking with clients, not regularly, but it seems to be more of a thing over here than it was in the UK.  I seem to go out just about every Friday now, with work colleagues or clients.”

      “We met on a Saturday,” Megan pointed out.

      Clark laughed.  “Just sometimes, I like to go out on my own as well,” he said in a confiding tone.  “I’d just signed a new client on Friday, a big one, and I wanted to celebrate.  I’d been at the office until nearly midnight on Friday, though, so I left the celebrating until Saturday.”

      “Here we are,” a waitress said.  She put plates of food in front of everyone.  “Hope that’s okay.  Sorry it took so long.  Must dash,” she said.

      “It looks good,” Megan said doubtfully.

      “It smells wonderful,” Margaret added.

      Fenella picked up her fork and took a bite.  “It’s very good,” she told her nieces.

      As Megan and Margaret started to eat, Fenella took a sip of her drink.  “Had you met any of Zack’s colleagues before Saturday night?” she asked as she put her glass down.

      Clark looked up from his plate and shook his head.  “No, at least I don’t think so.  I may have.  Zack introduced me to everyone at the table on at least one occasion, but I never paid much attention to names or faces.  I was usually with clients, which meant I never stayed to talk to Zack or his friends.”

      “So you’d never met Lori before?” Megan asked.

      Clark flushed.  “I really hope I never see her again,” he said.  “I feel terrible about everything that happened with Lori.”

      “What happened?” Fenella asked, wanting to get his version of events.

      He sighed.  “I simply don’t understand women,” he replied.  “I was having a quiet drink at one of my favorite pubs, just having a quiet celebration by myself, you know?  And then I spotted Zack.  He was with a big group, and you all looked as if you were having a wonderful time.  I thought it might be fun to join you, so I did.”

      “And you and Lori started talking immediately,” Megan said.

      Clark nodded.  “I mentioned that I was celebrating signing a new client, and she started asking me questions about my job and my clients.  She’s in the same line of work, of course, so we had a lengthy discussion about ethics and about one of the new tax laws that may impact what we do.  I enjoyed the conversation, even if it wasn’t what I’d really wanted to talk about on a night out.”

      “You looked as if you were flirting,” Margaret said.

      Clark nodded.  “Later, when I’d had time to think about everything that had happened, I realized that Lori had been chatting me up.  She was very, um, she kept touching my arm and patting my shoulder and that sort of thing.  I didn’t really think much of it at the time, though.  We were talking about tax law, after all.”

      “It didn’t look like that sort of conversation,” Megan told him.

      “After a while, it did move on,” he admitted.  “She started complaining about her job.  I did wonder if she was hoping I’d put in a good word for her where I work, but she didn’t ask.  She just complained about Walter for a while and then started complaining about Zack.”

      “What did she say about Zack?” Fenella asked as Clark finished the last bite of his pie.

      “She said something about some men always chasing what was new and different rather than appreciating what was familiar and good for them.”

      Megan blushed.  “But she had to have known he was married.”

      “I didn’t ask.  It wasn’t any of my business.  I just told her that I barely knew Zack, and then the conversation moved on.”

      “To what?” Fenella asked as a waiter cleared their empty plates.

      “Pudding menus?” he asked.

      “Yes, please,” Fenella replied.

      “They do great pies for pudding as well,” Clark said.

      “I’m not sure I want more pie,” Megan said.  “All that pastry can’t be healthy.”

      “But it’s delicious,” he countered.

      She shrugged.  “I’m sure everything on the dessert menu is delicious.”

      The waiter was back a moment later.  He handed them all small cards with the dessert options neatly printed on them.

      “Chocolate cake,” Megan said after a moment.

      “Me too,” Margaret added.

      “Three,” Fenella said with a laugh.

      “I’m going to be wildly different and have a piece of the apple pie,” Clark told them.  “I’ll go and order at the bar.”

      “Let us pay for dessert,” Fenella suggested.

      “I’ve got it,” he replied.

      “He still hasn’t explained why he ran out on poor Lori,” Megan said as the man walked away.

      “We’ll get there,” Fenella assured her.  “Daniel isn’t going to be happy when I tell him we had lunch with Clark.  Maybe I won’t mention that he insisted on paying for everything.”

      “They’ve assured me that pudding should be out more quickly than lunch was,” Clark said as he sat back down, a third drink in his hand.  He swallowed about a quarter of the liquid in the glass before he put it down on the table.

      “You were telling us about your conversation with Lori,” Fenella said.  “You said she’d complained about Zack, and then the conversation moved on.”

      He looked at her for a moment and then shrugged.  “Yeah, we talked about ethics and taxes and then her supervisor and then Zack.  After that, she started asking me some more personal questions.  She wanted to know if I’d ever been married and that sort of thing.”

      “Have you ever been married?” Megan asked.

      “Is that a proposal?” he countered with an exaggerated wink.  “I told you earlier that I’m a workaholic.  I’ve had plenty of women in my life, but I’m afraid I’ve yet to meet anyone that interests me more than my work does, at least not long term.  The first few days or weeks of a new relationship can be exciting and distracting, but eventually it all starts to feel as if it’s hard work.  If I’m going to work hard, I want to be paid well for my time.”

      Lori was lucky to get away when she did, Fenella thought.  She glanced at her nieces.  They were both frowning and Fenella suspected that they were thinking something similar.

      “Has Lori ever been married?” Margaret asked.

      “I’ve no idea.  She said something about struggling to find men who appreciated women who worked long hours or something.  I don’t really remember.”

      “Three chocolate cakes and one apple pie.”  The same waitress who had brought their food now handed around plates full of dessert.

      “Wonderful,” Fenella said after her first bite.

      “It’s very good,” Megan agreed.

      “So what happened next between you and Lori?” Margaret asked.

      Clark shrugged.  “Zack got a phone call and said he had to go.  That seemed to break up the party, really.  I was just finishing my drink when Lori said she needed to freshen up.  Before I could say anything, she leaned over and whispered in my ear.  She, um, told me what she wanted to do next.  It involved me going home with her and, well, I’m just going to leave the rest to your imaginations.”

      “And you weren’t interested in the idea?” Megan asked.

      “As Lori walked away, I suddenly realized that she’d been chatting me up the entire night,” he told her.  “What I’d thought was just friendly conversation had been something else altogether.  I will admit that I behaved very badly.  I should have stayed and apologized to Lori for the misunderstanding.  As it was, though, I felt that it was time to make a hasty retreat.  I’m sure your nieces have told you that I ran out of the pub within seconds after Lori had walked away,” he said to Fenella.

      She nodded.  “They also told me how upset Lori was when she returned.”

      He sighed.  “I never meant to upset anyone.  As I said, I should have stayed and apologized to her, but it was late, and I’d had more to drink than I should have.  I suspect Lori would say the same, by the way.  I’m afraid I simply did what I could to avoid any confrontation.  It was cowardly and rude, and I’m embarrassed to admit to it now, though.”

      “You should apologize to Lori,” Fenella suggested.

      “I’ll do that the next time I see her,” he promised.  “It’s a small island.  I’m sure I’ll see her somewhere one day.”

      “No doubt,” Fenella agreed.

      “She’ll probably be at the memorial gathering.  That’s going to be an ordeal,” he added.

      “Memorial gathering?” Fenella repeated.

      He nodded.  “Erin is organizing something.  She rang me and asked me if I had any thoughts about where to have it or what to do.  She seems to think that Zack and I were actually friends, and I didn’t have the heart to tell her otherwise.”

      “What is she planning?” Megan asked.

      “I’m not sure.  She said she didn’t want to do anything in a church, as Zack wasn’t religious.  I suggested that she just invite all of his friends and family to one of his favorite pubs for a drink one night.  I think that may be what she decides to do.”

      Fenella made a mental note to ask Daniel about the plans.

      “I would imagine everyone from Zack’s office would attend something like that,” Megan said.

      “So I’ll have my chance to apologize to Lori,” Clark said.  “If she’ll even speak to me.”

      “Maybe you should call her,” Fenella suggested.  “The last thing you want to do is cause a scene at Zack’s memorial.”

      Clark chuckled.  “You can say that again.  Maybe I’ll find an excuse to skip the whole thing.”

      “That was amazing,” Megan said as she pushed her empty plate away from her.  “One of the best chocolate cakes I’ve ever had.”

      “It’s very good,” Margaret agreed as she forked up another bite.

      “The apple pie is good, too,” Clark said.

      “Had you ever met Robert before?” Fenella asked.

      “Robert?” he repeated.

      “Robert Briggs,” she replied.

      “Was that the tall guy who just sat and stared at everyone?” Clark asked.

      Megan laughed.  “That’s a fair description, really.  I’m sure Zack introduced you to one another, though.”

      Clark shrugged.  “I wasn’t paying that much attention, really.  I’ll be honest and admit that I’d already had a couple of drinks, and I was feeling odd about drinking alone.  I only joined you guys to make myself feel better about how much I was drinking.”

      “If you don’t remember Robert, you won’t know anything about his wife,” Megan said.

      “He’s married?  Maybe there truly is someone for everyone,” Clark said.

      “I thought he was quite attractive,” Margaret said.

      “I won’t argue, but my comment was more to do with his personality, or lack thereof, than his appearance,” Clark replied.

      “What about Ed?” Fenella asked.

      “Why are used car salesmen so annoying?  I barely spoke to the man, but he managed to try to talk me into three different cars in as many minutes.  It might have been impressive, if I’d been looking for a car.”

      “Did he say anything about his wife?” Megan wondered.

      “Only when comparing the cars he was trying to sell me.  He said something about one being safer and that his wife would pick that one every day of the week.  To be honest, I thought he was probably lying about being married.  If he really is married, then there definitely truly is someone for everyone.”

      “You said that Lori complained about Walter.  Do you know much about him?” Fenella asked as the waiter cleared their plates.

      “I know him professionally, but only slightly.  I’ve been told he works hard and he has very high expectations for his team.  I’ve also been told that he has unrealistic expectations for them, but I don’t know the particulars, so I can’t really comment on that.”

      “Did you ever meet his wife?” Fenella wondered.

      “No, I hadn’t even known he’d been married until I saw it on the paper’s website in the article about Zack.  According to Dan Ross, Walter’s wife died from a very aggressive form of cancer about six months ago.”

      Fenella nodded.  “What about Stephanie Richards?”

      Clark grinned.  “She’s gorgeous and smart and I’d love to get to know her better, but she’s also as cold as ice.”

      “Oh?” Megan asked.

      “Zack introduced us once and I did my best to strike up a conversation, but she wasn’t interested in even being polite to me.  She gave me monosyllabic answers to every question I asked her, and then, when I started telling her a funny story, she excused herself and disappeared.”

      Smart woman, Fenella thought.

      “I did wonder if she and Zack were involved,” he added.  “When she came back, she sat down next to him, and they had a long, whispered conversation.  It looked very friendly.”

      “Interesting,” Fenella said.

      “And now, if you’re done interrogating me, I want to ask you a few questions,” he said.

      “Me?” Fenella asked.

      Clark nodded.  “Let’s start with the basics.  Who is currently managing your money?”

      “I’m not sure that that’s any of your business,” she replied.

      He nodded.  “It probably isn’t, but I’ve answered all of your questions, let you play amateur detective – even though I know that everything I’ve said is going to get repeated to your boyfriend, the police inspector.  I thought maybe I’d done enough to have earned a few answers of my own.”

      Fenella sighed.  “It’s not like it’s a secret.  Doncan Quayle, my advocate, manages my money for me.  He did the same for Mona.”

      Clark nodded.  “I thought as much.  As I understand it, he’s an excellent advocate, but he isn’t necessarily the best at making investment decisions.  Have you ever considered moving some of your money to an investment professional?”

      Fenella shook her head. “I’m very happy with what Doncan does.”

      “What if I told you that I knew about an investment opportunity coming up in the near future that will secure forty to fifty percent returns on your investment within five years?”

      “I’d tell you to call Doncan and tell him all about it,” she replied.

      “Surely the money is yours, so you can make investments on your own behalf,” he argued.

      “But why would I?  Doncan does all of the necessary work to find safe investments that earn me a good return.”

      “Safe investments?  A good return?  You’re worth a fortune.  You should try putting some money into somewhat riskier investments that would give you an excellent return.”

      “The key word being riskier,” she countered.  “I’m not interested in losing money while chasing bigger returns.”

      He sighed and then pulled out his wallet.  He fished out a business card and then handed it to her.  “If you change your mind, even if you just want to chat, let me know.  I’d be more than happy to look over your investment portfolio and give you an unbiased opinion as to how your money is working for you.”

      “Thanks for the offer.  I’ll keep it in mind,” she said as she slipped the card into her handbag.

      Clark started to put his wallet away and then shook his head.  He pulled out two more cards and put them on the table in front of Margaret and Megan.

      “If your aunt isn’t interested, maybe one of you might be,” he said.  “You’re both young enough to be willing to entertain more risk.  I have a number of interesting investment opportunities that I could offer either or both of you.  Why don’t you both plan to come and talk to me before you leave?”

      “I don’t think you’d be so interested if you knew what was currently in my bank account,” Megan said dryly.

      “And I just quit my job,” Margaret added.  “Every penny I have is going to be needed to support me while I’m job hunting.”

      Clark frowned.  “I’m sure your aunt could help you both out a bit, maybe start investment accounts in both of your names.”

      Margaret held up a hand.  “Aunt Fenella has her own life to live.  The last thing Megan and I want is her spending any of her money on us.”

      “Well, you know how to find me if you change your minds,” he said.  “Or if you suddenly come into an unexpected inheritance or something.”

      He got up and walked away before anyone could reply.

      “Did he really just say that?” Megan demanded as the man walked out of the building.  “Did he really just suggest that we should call him if you died suddenly?” she asked Fenella.

      “I’m not sure he meant it quite that way,” Fenella said.

      “I think he meant it exactly that way,” Margaret said angrily.  “I was thinking about moving him down my list of suspects, but now he’s back at the top.”

      They gathered up their handbags and jackets and then walked out of the pub together.

      “It’s a lovely day for a walk around Peel Castle,” Fenella said.  “I’d much rather walk around the grounds than the footpath outside, but we’ll have to settle for that today.”

      She drove them across the causeway and on to the small island where Peel Castle was located.  After parking in the castle’s parking lot, she led the sisters to the nearby footpath.

      “The castle looks wonderful,” Megan sighed as they began to walk.  “We’re going to have to come back one day when we can get inside.”

      They walked in silence for several minutes, enjoying the dry, cool weather and the stunning scenery.  Eventually, Margaret spoke.

      “If Clark did kill Zack, what was his motive?” she asked.

      “Maybe he was lying about how much more successful he was than Zack,” Megan suggested.  “Maybe Zack was doing better and Clark’s fragile ego couldn’t take it.”

      “I hate to say it, but you could be right,” Fenella said.  “But we do know that Zack was having problems at work.”

      “That doesn’t mean that Clark wasn’t having problems, too.  Maybe Zack’s job was better or more prestigious, or maybe Zack was making more money than Clark,” Megan said.  “Or maybe they fought over a woman.  Maybe they fought over Stephanie.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Having met Clark, I’d be willing to believe just about any of those things.  I didn’t really start to dislike him until he tried to persuade me to invest with him, though.”

      “You probably get that a lot,” Margaret said.  “It was his sales pitch to Megan and me that really upset me.”

      “Let’s talk about other things,” Fenella suggested.  “Like why this walk has been uphill the entire time, and just how tired I’m getting, and how sorry I am that I ate so much lunch.”

      They chatted about the scenery and the castle as they walked for another hour before heading back to the car.  Before she started the car, Fenella texted Daniel.

      We had lunch with Clark Stanley.  We’ve lots to report.  Just leaving Peel now.

      She had a reply a minute later.

      Can you all come to the station on your way home?  We can meet in my office and you can tell all.

      Fenella read out the text to Margaret and Megan.  “I hope you don’t mind,” she said.

      “Not at all, but then we’ll have to start thinking about dinner,” Megan said.  “I can’t believe I’m going to say this after all the lunch I ate, but I’m getting hungry.”

      “It’s the sea air,” Fenella told her.  “You’ll get used to it eventually, if you move here.”

      “But before that, I’ll probably gain twenty pounds,” Megan replied.

      They talked about their options for dinner as they drove back across the island, heading for the Douglas police station.
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      “Thanks for coming in,” Daniel said as he met them in the building’s lobby.  “I’ve booked a conference room so that we’d have a bit of space.”

      He led them through the station and into a room furnished with a large table and several comfortable-looking chairs.

      “This is much nicer than your interview rooms,” Fenella said as she sat down.

      Daniel grinned.  “Ted has connections.  He’s the one who booked the room, actually.  I was only vaguely aware that we had conference rooms.”

      He picked up the telephone on the wall and punched in a few numbers.  “They’re here,” he said after a moment.

      Megan and Margaret sat on either side of Fenella.  Daniel took a seat on the opposite side of the table.  A moment later, the door opened and Ted walked in, carrying a tray.

      “I brought coffee and cold drinks,” he said.  “I hope everyone can find something they want, because I only brought three of each.  That was all that would fit on the tray.”

      “I’m happy with anything,” Fenella said quickly.

      “Me too,” Daniel said.

      Ted put the tray down and then looked at Margaret.  “Which do you prefer?” he asked.

      “I think you should choose first, since you went to all the trouble to bring the drinks,” she replied.

      He grinned at her and then took one of the coffee cups and moved over to sit on the other side of her.

      She picked up a can of soda and then looked at Megan.  “I know you’ll want soda,” she said.

      Megan nodded.  “I try not to drink coffee after lunch.  And I need the extra sugar today.  I’m still feeling a bit jetlagged, and I know I haven’t caught up on my sleep from the other night.”

      Fenella took a cup of coffee and Daniel took the last soda.  As everyone settled back in their seats, Fenella cleared her throat.

      “We went to visit the House of Manannan,” she began.  “After we’d been through the museum, we decided to have lunch at the pub across the road.  We had no idea that Clark was already there, having a drink.”

      “Or three,” Margaret muttered.

      Daniel and Ted both got out their notebooks and pens.  They took notes as Fenella continued the story.

      “I’d love to compare his version of events with Lori’s,” Megan said when Fenella was done.  “I was there, and it didn’t seem like they were talking about ethics and taxes or anything else to do with work,” she said.

      Margaret nodded.  “I thought it was odd at the time that Clark suddenly decided to leave.  I’m sure I overheard him planning to go to some other club with Lori.”

      “So maybe he needed to rush away so he could kill Zack,” Megan said.  “Clark left only a minute or two behind him.  If he knew which way Zack was walking, he could have caught up to him easily.”

      “But did he know which way Zack was walking?” Margaret asked.

      Megan shrugged.  “Maybe he texted Zack as he left the pub.  He could have suggested that they catch a taxi together or something.”

      “I assume you have Zack’s mobile,” Fenella said, looking at Daniel.

      He frowned and then shook his head.  “He didn’t have a phone with him when he was found.”

      Before she could be too surprised that he’d shared the information with her, Ted leaned forward.

      “Dan Ross got that information from Erin, along with a picture of the device,” he told her.  “The photo was from when she gave him the phone for Christmas and it was at the top of the page on the Isle of Man Times website today.”

      “I didn’t look at the website today,” Fenella told him.

      “But we heard his ringtone as we were walking across the alley.  That’s why we stopped,” Megan said.

      “Which has to mean that the killer was still there, in the alley, when we found the body,” Margaret added.

      Megan shivered.  “He or she must have run away while we were calling Aunt Fenella.”

      “It was dark and once we’d seen the body, we were both deliberately not looking back in that direction,” Margaret admitted.  “If we had been, we might have seen the killer.”

      “I’m very glad you didn’t,” Fenella said.  “If you had, you both would be in danger.”

      “The killer probably texted Zack and arranged for them to meet in that alley,” Megan speculated.  “And then he or she had to steal the phone to cover his or her tracks.”

      “Can’t you get a record of the texts that were received by the phone that night?” Fenella asked.

      “Maybe.  We’re working on it, but it would be easier if we could find the phone,” Daniel said.

      “But if you find the phone, you’ll find the killer,” Megan said.  “He or she must have the phone.”

      “Did you have any more questions for us?” Fenella asked as she put her coffee cup back on the table.

      “I don’t think so,” Daniel replied.  “Thank you for sharing your conversation with Clark with us.  Obviously, if you speak to anyone else involved in the case, let me know.”

      “I don’t go out looking for them,” Fenella told him.

      He laughed.  “I know, but you do have a knack for finding them anyway.”

      She shrugged.  It’s probably Mona’s fault, but I can’t exactly blame her, she thought.

      “What are your plans for the rest of the day?” he asked as the three women stood up.

      “We’re going back home to get Katie some dinner, and then we’re going to Laxey to have dinner ourselves at that little place near the beach,” Fenella told him.  “If it stays dry, we might take a stroll along the beach before or after we’ve eaten.”

      “Laxey?  That should be far enough away that you shouldn’t see anyone from the case,” he remarked.

      “I thought that about Peel,” Fenella replied.

      He nodded.  “I’d love to join you for dinner, even though you didn’t invite me, but Ted and I are going to be working.”

      Fenella laughed and then walked around the table and pulled him into a hug.  “You know you are more than welcome to join us at any time.  I’m not including you in our plans because I know work has to come first, especially during a murder investigation, but if you find yourself suddenly available, just call me, and I’ll tell you where to find me.”

      “Technically, this isn’t my murder investigation,” he replied.  “But I’m doing what I can to assist Ted.”

      “And Ted is very grateful,” Ted said as he stood up.  “I’d love to join you for dinner as well, as I love that restaurant, but Daniel is right.  We have a lot of work to do.”

      “Maybe you could both join us at the Tale and Tail for drinks later,” Margaret suggested, her cheeks turning pink as she glanced at Ted and then down at the table.  “We should be back in Douglas by nine, right?” she asked Fenella.

      “Definitely, even if we take that walk on the beach,” Fenella replied.

      “I think we’ll both need a drink by that time of night,” Ted said with a chuckle.  “I’ll be there, even if Daniel won’t.”

      “I’ll be there,” Daniel promised.  He pulled Fenella close and then kissed her.  “Love you,” he said softly when he lifted his head.

      “Love you, too,” she whispered.

      “And now we have to get back to work,” Ted said.  He opened the door and held it open so that the women could exit.  Daniel and Ted followed them out, and then Daniel walked them back to the building’s entrance.

      “See you around nine,” he said when they reached the door.

      “I’m looking forward to it,” Fenella replied.

      “Ted’s really into you,” Megan said to Margaret after they were all back in the car.

      “He’s just being nice,” Margaret countered.

      “He gave you first choice of the drinks, and I’d be willing to bet he only brought them because you were going to be there,” she replied.

      “I’m not sixteen, and he isn’t my first crush.  I’m not going to spend hours agonizing over everything he did and said and the possible meaning behind it,” Margaret said.  “Bringing us drinks was kind, but it wasn’t a grand romantic gesture.”

      “For what it’s worth, I like Ted a lot,” Megan said.  “If you do decide to have a relationship with him, I think I’d like him as a brother-in-law.  And I’d quite like one niece and one nephew, please.  Maybe the boy first and then the girl.  I always wanted an older brother.”

      “Gee, thanks,” Margaret replied.

      Megan laughed.  “You were a wonderful big sister, but I always thought that a big brother would mean lots of boys in and out of the house all the time.  Boys that I could date with hearts that I could break, you understand.  Besides, an older brother would have helped me learn more about men, because they really are a mystery to me.”

      Margaret nodded while Fenella laughed.

      “I have four older brothers, and I don’t understand men in the slightest,” she told them.  “Of course, my brothers are much older, so that may be part of it.  I just tell myself that life would be boring if women could understand men or vice versa.”

      She pulled her car into the parking garage under her building and then parked in her spot.  As she got out and walked around the car, she gave Mona’s car a pat.  “We’ll go somewhere soon,” she told the little red vehicle.

      The short honk that followed the words had to have come from somewhere else in the garage, she told herself as she and the sisters headed for the elevators.

      Back in her apartment, the three women sat together in the living room for a short while.  Katie took it in turns to demand attention from each of them before she got bored with them all and headed for the kitchen to demand her dinner.

      “We should go,” Fenella said after she’d fed the demanding animal.  “Do you guys want to change clothes or anything?”

      “Don’t we look okay?” Megan demanded.

      Fenella laughed.  “You look fine, and the place we’re going isn’t at all fancy.  I was just asking.”

      “You did say we might walk on the beach,” Margaret said.  “I don’t want to wear anything too nice if we’re going to be walking in the sand.”

      “That’s a good point, actually,” Fenella said.  “I’m going to change my shoes.”

      A few minutes later they were in the car, heading for Laxey.

      “I’m going to drive through the village and show you the Laxey Wheel before we go to dinner,” Fenella said as she approached the village.  “It was once the largest working water wheel in the world.”

      After the sisters had admired the wheel, Fenella turned the car around and drove down to the beach.

      “It’s going to be too dark to walk on the beach after dinner,” Megan said as they got out of the car in the restaurant’s parking lot.

      “I wasn’t thinking about how dark it would be,” Fenella replied.  “I’m used to the promenade, which is very well lit after dark.”

      “Should we take a short walk first?” Margaret asked.

      “It’s already getting dark,” Fenella replied.  “And I’m starving.  We can come back one afternoon for a walk on the beach if you really want a change of scenery.”

      “The island has beaches everywhere,” Megan said.  “I sort of love it.”

      “I love it, too,” Fenella told her.  “It also has excellent restaurants everywhere.  This is one of my favorites, though.”

      They walked inside and found a short queue of people waiting for tables.  After giving her name, Fenella led the sisters to a small waiting area.

      “It shouldn’t be long,” she told them.

      They were chatting about the décor when raised voices reached them.

      “What do you mean, we have to wait?” the man at the entrance demanded.  “I booked a table for seven.  It’s now seven.”

      “I’m afraid you didn’t book with us,” the hostess replied.  “We don’t take bookings for groups smaller than six.”

      He shook his head.  “I rang this afternoon and spoke to someone who agreed to hold a table for me at seven.  This is unacceptable.”

      “I’m not sure who you think you spoke to, but I’ve been here all day, and I can assure you that I didn’t agree to hold any tables for two,” the woman replied.  “If you want to wait, we should have a table for you in the next ten minutes or so.”

      “Ten minutes?  Where is your manager?  Or better yet, where is the owner?” the man demanded.  “Do you know who I am?”  He shook his head and then reached into his pocket and pulled out his wallet.  “What will it cost me to get a table now?” he asked, pulling out a twenty-pound note.

      The woman behind the hostess stand sighed and then shook her head.  “I can’t be bought,” she told him.  “I suppose you could try going around the restaurant and offering money to some of our diners.  Maybe someone would be willing to eat a bit faster if you paid them enough.  You’d have to get rid of five tables of people, though, as you’re the fifth person on my list.”

      “We’ll be leaving, then,” the man announced.  He spun around and then looked back and forth.  “Lori?  Where have you gone?” he shouted.

      Fenella gasped when she saw Lori Shaw take a step toward the man.

      “I’m here,” she replied.  “And I’m quite happy to wait for a table.”

      The man shook his head.  “You’ll be waiting alone,” he said crossly.

      “That’s fine,” she replied.  “Have a nice life.”

      He stared at her for a moment.  “I knew this wasn’t going to work out as soon as I saw you.  You don’t look anything like your profile picture, and you lied about your age.”

      Lori shrugged.  “And you’re a pompous, demanding idiot with an over-inflated ego.  Life is full of disappointments.”

      After a minute, the man simply stalked out of the room, his head held high.  As the door shut behind him, a few people began to applaud.  Lori flushed and then burst into tears.

      “You are much better off without him,” Megan said loudly as she walked over to Lori.  “He was a complete….”

      “Megan?  Oh, goodness, I suppose you and everyone else in here heard all of that,” Lori said, looking around the room.

      Fenella chuckled as a dozen people suddenly switched their attention back to their phones.

      “Why don’t you join us?” she asked Lori as she and Margaret joined Megan.

      Lori shrugged.  “I should just go home.  Having said that, the, um, idiot who just stormed out of here actually drove.  I don’t have any way to get home.”

      “You live in Douglas, don’t you?” Fenella asked.

      Lori nodded.  “Near the promenade.  I can see the sea from one of my first-floor windows.”

      “We’ll give you a ride home after we’ve had dinner,” Fenella offered.  “It won’t even be out of our way.”

      Lori hesitated.

      “This is my Aunt Fenella,” Megan told her.  “We can talk over dinner about the losers we’ve all dated.  Aunt Fenella has more than her fair share of stories.”

      Everyone laughed.  Lori reached into her handbag and dug out a tissue.  She wiped her eyes and then took a deep breath.

      “I’d love to join you for dinner.  Maybe, between us, we’ll be able to work out why I keep attracting such awful men,” she said.

      Fenella asked the hostess to change her table request to a table for four rather than three.

      “That’s no problem.  We don’t have tables for three, anyway.  If you hadn’t invited that poor woman to join you, you’d have simply had an empty chair at your table,” was the reply.

      Their table was ready a few minutes later.

      “This is lovely,” Megan said as she slid into her seat.  “And something smells good.”

      “The food here is excellent,” Lori told her.  “I try to eat here at least once a month, and it’s one of my favorite places to come on a night out as well.  Not that I go out with very many men, and not that my nights out go well, when I do go.”

      Megan patted her arm.  “We’ve all had horrible dates.  Was this your first date with the guy you were with tonight?”

      “First and last,” Lori replied firmly.  “I’m not that desperate for companionship – not yet, anyway.”

      “He was rather awful,” Margaret said.

      “I never understand people who treat other people badly,” Megan said.

      “And he was wrong,” Lori added.  “I come here a lot, and they never take bookings for parties of less than six people.  I knew that, even if he didn’t.”

      “Where did you meet him?” Megan asked.

      “Online.  Where else is there to meet men these days?” Lori replied.  “I belong to six different online dating sites, but finding men that live on the island on any of them is a tough job.  I actually went across for a weekend recently, just to meet in person four different men whom I’d met online.”

      “How did that go?” Megan asked after the waitress took their drink order.

      “Going across to meet men?  It was awful,” Lori said matter-of-factly.  “Two of the four were married, although only one of them was willing to admit to it.  The other one claimed that he was single, even though he insisted that we meet in a restaurant in the middle of nowhere and then sat with his back to the door looking furtive while we ate.”

      Megan laughed.  “I’ve gone on a few dates like that.  Once I told the guy that some angry-looking woman had just walked into the room, and that I felt sorry for his wife when she found him.  He practically crawled under the table, even while he insisted that he was totally single.”

      Lori grinned at her.  “I might try that next time.  Anyway, one of the other two guys said I was getting too serious too fast after I suggested that we might see one another again one day.  The fourth guy was really nice and decent-looking, and I thought we’d really connected.  However, when I got back to the island, he’d sent me an email and said he didn’t think it was going to work because of the distance between us.  He wants a woman in his life that he can see regularly.  I totally understand, but it was disappointing.”

      “That was a lot better than tonight, anyway,” Fenella suggested.

      Lori made a face.  “I had my worries about tonight just based on the conversations we’d had previously, but I kept telling myself to give the man a chance.  He was charming on the telephone, but with a hint of arrogance.  I keep telling myself that I’m being too fussy and that I should give more men a chance, but when I try it, I end up being disappointed.”

      “Been there, done that,” Megan muttered.

      “Sometimes the perfect man appears when you least expect it,” Fenella said.

      Lori shrugged.  “Maybe I’ll just get a dozen cats and resign myself to being single forever.”

      “I thought I’d met someone special on Saturday,” Megan said.  “Zack seemed charming and intelligent and wonderful.”

      Lori flushed and looked down at the table.  “I should have told you he was married,” she said.  “I’m sorry.”

      “So am I,” Megan replied.

      “Ready to order?” the waitress asked as she handed out their drinks.

      Fenella glanced at the menu and then sighed.  “I always get the same thing here because I know it’s wonderful,” she said before she ordered.

      “That sounds good,” Margaret said, ordering the same thing.

      “Me too,” Megan laughed.

      Lori looked at the menu for a moment and then shrugged.  “I’ll try it as well.  It’s one of the few things on the menu I haven’t had.”

      As the waitress walked away, Lori looked at Megan.

      “I am really sorry,” she said.  “Zack went over and spoke to you and then, when he came back to our table, he told me who he had met.  He was really excited.”  She looked at Fenella and then flushed.  “Every investment advisor on the island wants to meet you,” she said.  “Landing you as a client would be an incredible success for anyone.”

      “I’m quite happy leaving my money where it is,” Fenella replied.

      Lori nodded.  “And no one can argue that Doncan Quayle and his team don’t do a good job managing investments,” she said.  “They’ve been managing investments for very select clients for generations, and no one has ever moved as much as a penny elsewhere.  But Zack thought maybe he could get Megan and Margaret on his side, and that they could persuade you to invest something with him.  Even if you’d only moved a million or two over to him, Walter would have been thrilled.”

      “And his job was at stake,” Fenella added.

      Lori shrugged.  “I heard that, too, but I’m not sure I believe it.  Walter is tough, but I think Zack was doing okay.  I’m not sure where the rumor about his job being at risk started, but I’d not heard it before his death, and I’m pretty sure I would have heard about it, if it were true.”

      “So Zack wanted to persuade Megan and Margaret to get me to invest with him,” Fenella said.

      “That was his plan.  He said that Megan was beautiful and smart and funny, and that he and his wife were on the verge of separating anyway, so he’d appreciate it if I didn’t tell her that he was married.”  Lori looked down at the table and blushed.  “He promised to add me as assistant advisor on the account if he ever got you to sign with him,” she added.

      “He said he and his wife were separating?” Fenella asked.

      She nodded.  “He told me that they’d been having problems for a while and that he was probably going to be moving out in the new year.  He said he didn’t want to do anything to spoil Christmas for the children, but once that was out of the way, he was going to be looking for an affordable apartment for himself and start talking to advocates about a divorce.”

      “Here we are,” the waitress said, putting a steaming plate in front of Fenella.  A minute later, everyone had their food.  “Anything else right now?” she asked.

      As the four women shook their heads, the waitress walked away.

      “Delicious,” Fenella said after a few bites.

      “It’s really good,” Megan agreed.

      “So who killed him?” Margaret asked.

      Lori blinked several times.  “Who killed him?” she echoed after a moment.

      “You must have given the question some thought,” Margaret said.  “I can’t stop thinking about it and I barely knew the man.”

      Lori frowned.  “I haven’t really thought about it, though.  Maybe he interrupted a drug deal when he cut through the alley.  Or maybe someone tried to mug him.  Or maybe someone thought he was someone else.  There are lots of possibilities.”

      “And it’s most likely that he was killed by someone he knew,” Fenella told her.  “Maybe even someone he’d been drinking with that evening.”

      Lori sighed.  “I’ve been doing everything I can not to think about that.”

      “Tell us about Robert,” Margaret said.

      “Robert?  I don’t know him well.  I mean, we work in the same building, but we rarely speak.  Technically, we work in the same department, but his office is on the other side of the building from mine, so we never cross paths at work,” Lori told her.

      “Why is his office not closer to yours?” Fenella wondered.

      “It’s an old building with an odd layout,” she explained.  “Previously, the bank was only leasing the ground floor, but when they decided to expand, they took over the lease for the entire building.  It had been cut up into three or four different businesses, though, and they didn’t bother to take down any of the extra walls or doors or anything.  Walter complains about it all the time, because half of his staff is on the ground floor and the rest is spread out everywhere.  Robert has an office on the third floor, in what used to be a small accountancy firm.  I very rarely see him in the communal kitchen, but that group of offices has its own tiny kitchen, so he may just eat his lunch and take his breaks up there.”

      “But you socialize with him regularly,” Fenella suggested.

      “We socialize when Walter says we have to socialize, but mostly we sit around and listen to Walter talk,” she replied.  “The only time I’d really spoken to Robert before last Saturday was when we had a small gathering right after we were both hired.  His wife was there, too.”

      “Robert’s wife?  Clara?” Fenella asked.

      Lori nodded.  “She was lovely, and I found myself wondering why she was married to Robert, but then she told me that she wasn’t staying on the island for much longer.  She thought it was nice enough, but it wasn’t for her.”

      “Why did you think she and Robert weren’t well suited?” Margaret wanted to know.

      “Robert is just, well, odd.  He’s pleasant enough, but he isn’t friendly, if you see what I mean.  Clara was bright and bubbly and she seemed eager to make friends, something that seemed to make Robert uncomfortable.”

      “Uncomfortable?” Fenella echoed.

      “He just stood next to her and sort of glared the entire time,” Lori explained.  “Clara told me how lonely she’d been since they’d arrived and how difficult she’d found it, getting where she needed to go and sorting out their new flat.  I got the feeling that Robert hadn’t been any help at all and that poor Clara had been doing everything on her own.”

      “And now that all the work was done, she was leaving?” Megan asked.

      “She said she’d done her best to try to make the island her home, but that she wasn’t happy here.  She missed her family and her friends back wherever they’d been before, and she said she felt as if making new friends was too difficult at her age,” Lori said.

      “How old is she?” Megan asked.

      “Around thirty-five,” Lori replied.  “I actually laughed at her when she said that, because we’re around the same age, and I was doing everything I could to make new friends.  After that, Clara admitted that she probably could have tried harder, but she’d made up her mind to go back across.  Then she said something about having done everything she could and it still not being enough, which made Robert angry.”

      “Angry?  What did he say?” Megan wanted to know.

      “He just rolled his eyes and then walked away.  Clara looked as if she wanted to cry, but after a moment, she smiled at me and said something about relationships being harder work than she’d ever realized.  Robert came back before I could reply.”

      “And then what happened?”

      “He offered Clara a drink, and then he said something about trying to make their relationship work, even if they had to do it at a distance for a while. Clara just nodded and smiled, and then Robert started talking about some movie that he’d seen, and we spent the ten minutes or so talking about superhero movies until Walter joined us and took over the conversation.”

      “Do you know when Clara left?” Fenella asked after her last bite.

      “We actually arranged to have lunch together a few days later, but when I went to work on the following Monday, Robert told me that she’d already gone back across,” Lori replied.  “That was about three months ago.”

      “Pudding menus?” the waitress asked as she cleared away the empty plates.

      “I’d rather not,” Lori said.  “I’m tired and ready for bed.”

      Fenella looked at the sisters.  “Dessert?” she asked.

      “Could we get something to go?” Megan asked.  “I think I’ll be ready for something sweet in about an hour.”

      The waitress brought the menus, and Fenella and her nieces ordered slices of cake to go.

      “Robert didn’t have any reason to kill Zack,” Lori said as the woman walked away.  “But neither did anyone else.”

      “What if Erin didn’t know that Zack was out flirting with other women?” Megan suggested.

      “I suppose Erin might have had a motive, if she and Zack weren’t ready to separate,” Lori replied.

      “What about Ed Andrews?” Fenella asked.

      “The car salesman?  When he wasn’t trying to sell me a car, he was trying to get me to sleep with him.  I can’t see him caring enough about anyone or anything to kill anyone,” Lori replied.

      “Clark?”

      Lori frowned.  “I don’t want to talk about Clark.  The man spent the entire night sweet-talking me, telling me how beautiful I was and how surprised he was that I was single.  He kept making suggestions about where we could go and trying to talk me into sneaking away with him.  When I finally agreed, he disappeared on me.  He’s good to look at, but you can’t believe a single word that comes out of his mouth.  I wouldn’t trust him to invest my money, and I wouldn’t cross the street to save him from danger, either.”

      Good thing she didn’t want to talk about him, Fenella thought.

      “Can you think of any possible motive for Walter?” Margaret asked.

      “If Walter wanted someone dead, he’d hire someone else to do the job,” Lori told her.  “He’s far too important, in his own mind, to do anything for himself.  That’s why he has Stephanie.”

      “Would Stephanie kill someone for Walter?” Megan wondered.

      Lori shrugged.  “Stephanie does whatever Walter asks her to do.  When he has a problem with someone, he sends her to take care of it.  If he thought Zack was a problem and that the problem could only be dealt with if Zack was dead, then I can see Walter telling Stephanie to kill him.  Stephanie wouldn’t have done the dirty work, either, though.  She’d have rung around and found the best possible price for the job and then invoiced it through the bank.”

      Fenella frowned.  “Can you imagine any reason why Walter would have wanted Zack dead?”

      “Not at all.  If Walter wasn’t happy with Zack’s work, he’d have terminated his employment.  Walter doesn’t have a private life, not since his wife died.  That’s why we have to go out with him regularly, because otherwise he sits at home and misses her.”

      “Here we are,” the waitress put a bag on the table.

      Fenella peeked inside at the three small boxes and then handed her credit card to the waitress.

      “How much do I owe you?” Lori asked.

      “It’s on me,” Fenella said.

      Lori was still protesting as they walked out of the building together.  Megan got Lori talking about her childhood on the drive back to Douglas.  By the time they’d dropped her off at her apartment, Fenella felt as if Lori and Megan were nearly friends.

      “I like her,” Megan said as Fenella headed toward home.  “I can’t believe I actually just said that, after Saturday, but I actually like her.”

      “Let’s get our desserts eaten so we can get to the pub,” Fenella said as she pulled her car into the parking garage.  “Daniel and Ted are going to want to hear all about our conversation with Lori.”
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      They sat together in the kitchen and ate their cake slices.  While they ate, they talked about Lori.  Mona appeared just moments after the woman’s name was first mentioned.

      “You should find a way to tell me everything that was said,” she told Fenella.

      We’ll be telling Ted and Daniel everything soon, Fenella thought.  You just need to come to the pub with us.

      Mona sighed.  “I’m not sure I have that much energy tonight.  Maybe I’ll just come back later, after Margaret and Megan are in bed.  You can tell me everything, and then we can talk about the suspects.  I feel as if I’m barely involved in this case.”

      Fenella nodded and then turned her attention back to her cake.

      “Maybe Walter did it,” Megan announced as she scraped up her last bite of cake.  “But I don’t think he would have had Stephanie take care of it.  I think he’d have done the job himself.”

      “Based on what?” Margaret asked.

      Megan shrugged.  “Lori doesn’t seem to like Walter, for a start.”

      “Let’s save this conversation for later,” Fenella suggested.  “Let’s go and talk to Ted and Daniel.  When we get home, we can go through the suspects again.”

      “Are murder investigations always like this?” Margaret asked as they headed for the door.  “I suppose I thought the police just questioned everyone and then arrested the killer.  I didn’t realize that it can take days and that while the investigation is ongoing, all of the suspects just keep getting on with their normal lives.”

      “Which is good for us, since we’re suspects,” Megan pointed out.

      Margaret nodded.  “I suppose so, but it’s hard for me to think of us as suspects.  I suppose the police can’t imprison everyone who was out with Zack the night he died while they search for clues, though.”

      “Surely they don’t have room in prisons for everyone involved in every murder case,” Megan said.  “In this case, they’d have to lock up Robert and Lori and Ed and Clark and both of us, at the very least.  If you include the other three or four people who were with Zack earlier in the evening, you’re into double figures.  And then there are people like Erin.  She wasn’t there that night, but she’s still a suspect.”

      They walked out of the elevators into the building’s lobby.

      Margaret nodded as they walked out of the building.  “I know they can’t arrest everyone, but it still feels odd when we run into someone that we know is a suspect in the case.  What if it turns out that Lori killed Zack?  We had dinner with her.”

      “Lori didn’t kill Zack,” Megan said confidently.  “Even if she didn’t have dessert.  I still can’t believe that she didn’t have dessert.”

      The other two women laughed.

      “And we’re here,” Fenella said as she pulled open the door to the pub.

      “Good evening,” Jake said from behind the bar.  “Daniel told me to expect you.  Same as last time?”

      “Yes, please,” Fenella replied as the sisters both nodded.

      He poured their drinks and then set them on the bar.  “Yesterday was a first for me,” he told Fenella.  “I spent half an hour with Daniel, being interviewed.  Of course, I called him Inspector Robinson during the interview.”

      “Because Zack was here having drinks the night he died,” Fenella said.

      Jake nodded.  “I didn’t know him well, but I knew him.  He used to come in with different people nearly every visit.  Sometimes he would be with his wife, but not very often.  He told me once that she didn’t really enjoy going to the pub.  She preferred to stay at home with the children.”

      “So you knew he was married,” Megan sighed.  “Everyone knew, aside from me.”

      “He introduced me to his wife the first time he came in,” Jake replied.  “And then, the next time he came in, he asked me to forget that I’d met her, unless he happened to actually be with her, if that makes sense.”

      “Did he often bring other women here, then?” Fenella asked.

      “Not often, but occasionally.  As I said, he was usually with different people every time he came in.  I know Walter, the man Zack used to work with.  He came in with Walter a couple of times.”

      “How often did he bring other women here?” Megan wondered.

      Jake frowned and then shrugged.  “Daniel asked me that same question, and I struggled to answer it at the time.  I can remember at least two times when he came in with women other than his wife, but I’ve no idea if he was having an affair or two, or if he was just having drinks with a female friend or acquaintance.”

      “You didn’t know the other women?” Fenella asked.

      “I recognized one of them when I saw her picture in the paper,” he replied.  “Zack came in with the woman who was married to one of the guys from his office.”

      “Clara Briggs?” Fenella asked.

      Jake nodded.  “They came in one Friday night, pretty early, actually.  They had a few drinks and then, later, Walter and some of the other people from Zack’s office arrived and joined them.”

      “Interesting,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “I already told Daniel all of this,” Jake added.  “He didn’t seem to find it very interesting.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Maybe it isn’t interesting, then,” she said.  “But I appreciate you sharing it with me.”

      Jake shrugged.  “I’m anxious to hear that the police have made an arrest.  I don’t like knowing there is a killer wandering around the island.  And Zack seemed like a good guy as well.”

      “Aside from the cheating on his wife,” Megan suggested.

      “I’ve no evidence that he was cheating on his wife,” Jake countered.  “He was really friendly, and he enjoyed going out.  It’s possible that everything he did was totally innocent.”

      “That seems unlikely, since he asked you to forget that he had a wife,” Margaret suggested.

      Jake shrugged.  “Lots of guys come here to forget they have wives.”

      “I hope you’re kidding,” Fenella told him.

      He grinned at her.  “I am.  Mostly, anyway.”

      They picked up their drinks and headed for the stairs.  As soon as she reached the top, Fenella spotted Daniel and Ted.  They were sitting at a table in the back of the room.

      “Good evening,” Daniel said as he got to his feet as they approached.

      “Hi,” Fenella replied, giving him a quick kiss before she sat down next to him on one of the couches around the table.

      Megan slid into the only chair, leaving Margaret to sit next to Ted on the other couch.

      “How was the rest of your day?” Daniel asked as he slid an arm around Fenella.

      “We had dinner with Lori Shaw,” Fenella replied.

      Daniel sighed and removed his arm so that he could dig out his notebook.  Across the table, Ted was doing the same thing.

      “How did that come about?” Ted asked.

      Fenella told them about going to Laxey and about Lori’s disastrous date.  Both men took notes as she then took them through the entire meal.

      “I liked her by the end of the evening,” Megan said when Fenella was done.  “I don’t think she killed Zack.”

      Ted put his notebook away.  “Do you think we could talk about something other than the murder for the next twenty minutes or so?” he asked.

      Fenella smiled.  “Who’s your favorite author?” she asked.

      Half an hour later, they were still discussing books and authors when a familiar face appeared at the top of the stairs.

      “Isn’t that…” Megan asked.

      “It’s Robert Briggs,” Margaret said.  “I hope that doesn’t mean that the entire group from the office is here.”

      “Surely they wouldn’t come here again, not so soon after…”  Megan trailed off.

      Robert stood on the top step for a moment, slowly looking around the room.  He looked startled when he spotted them, but after another minute, he slowly walked over to their table.

      “Good evening” he said.  “I felt the need for a drink, and I’d rather not drink alone.  Would I be imposing terribly if I joined you?”

      “Not at all,” Megan said.  “Pull up a chair.”

      He nodded and then set his drink on the table before walking over to another table and grabbing one of the chairs.  He pulled it into place at their table and then sat down and reached for his drink.

      “Robert, this is our aunt, Fenella Woods,” Margaret told him after he’d taken his first sip.

      He nodded.  “I know who she is,” he replied.  “I suspect everyone on the island knows her.”

      Fenella sighed.  “It’s nice to meet you.”

      “Likewise.  I’m sure you’re happy with Doncan Quayle managing your money, but if you ever want to explore other options, I’d appreciate it if you’d ring me.”  Robert reached into his pocket and pulled out a silver card case.  He opened it and took out a card that he handed to Fenella.

      She glanced at it and then dropped it into her handbag.  “As you say, I’m very happy with Doncan,” she told him.

      He nodded.  “I told Zack he was wasting his time chasing you as a client, but he didn’t want to listen.”

      “So he was just after my aunt’s money,” Megan sighed.

      Robert looked at her for a moment and then shook his head.  “I don’t know how to put this, exactly, but he was also interested in, um, sleeping with you.  He was very attracted to you.”

      “Great,” Megan muttered as she drained her glass.

      “You should have warned Megan that he was married,” Margaret suggested.

      Robert flushed.  “I should have.  I would have, actually, except Zack told me that he and Erin were separating soon.  Apparently, they’d been having problems for a while.”

      “When did he tell you that they were separating?” Megan asked.

      “Weeks ago,” Robert replied.  “I said something about missing Clara, my wife, and he said he didn’t think he was going to miss Erin in the slightest once they’d actually separated.”

      “On Saturday you told me that you and Clara separated when you decided to move here,” Margaret said.

      Robert nodded.  “She didn’t want to move to the island.”

      “But I’ve spoken to several people here who met her on the island,” Margaret told him.

      “Oh, dear,” Robert said, looking down at his glass.  “I didn’t mean to lie to you.  It’s complicated, and I didn’t want to go into too many details with you.  We’d only just met, after all.”  He looked up at her and sighed.  “You’re a very beautiful woman, and I found myself attracted to you.  It took me two drinks to work up the nerve to ask you to have dinner with me, and as soon as the words were out of my mouth, I panicked and backtracked.  I can’t imagine what you must think of me.”

      “I just assumed you’re struggling with your marriage ending,” Margaret told him.

      “That’s very true.  I’m not sure I’m going to get through it.  It’s much more difficult than I ever imagined it would be.”  He finished what was in his drink and then looked around the table.  “I’ll get the next round,” he said.  “Does Jake know what you’re all drinking?”

      As everyone nodded, he stood up and walked to the elevators.

      “He still didn’t explain why he lied to you, not properly,” Megan whispered as the elevator doors shut behind the man.

      “I don’t think he can hear from downstairs,” Margaret replied.  “And I’m not sure I want any more of an explanation.  Every time he talks about Clara, he looks as if he might start crying.”

      “Jake said that Clara came in with Zack once,” Megan said. “I wonder if they were having an affair.  Maybe that’s why the marriage fell apart.”

      “Jake told you that?” Ted asked.

      Margaret nodded.  “He said they came in together once, but after a while they were joined by some of the other people from Zack’s office.”

      “Did Jake say anything that made you think that Zack and Clara were having an affair?” Daniel asked.

      “No, but they might have been,” Megan replied.  “And maybe Robert found out and killed Zack.”

      “If they were having an affair, why would Clara leave the island?” Fenella asked.  “And once she’d gone, why would Robert bother killing Zack?”

      “Maybe Clara had been planning to come back, but to be with Zack and not Robert,” Megan suggested.

      “Let’s not have this conversation now,” Daniel suggested.  “Robert will be back shortly.”

      They were talking about books again when Robert rejoined them.  He put the tray full of drinks onto the table and then sat down.

      “I feel as if I was rude earlier,” he said after everyone had taken their drinks.  “I find it difficult to talk about Clara.  It was easier for me to tell you that she’d opted not to come with me than to tell you the whole story.”

      “You don’t have to tell me anything,” Margaret assured him.

      He shrugged.  “I lied to you, and I didn’t tell your sister that Zack was married.  I’m sure you must think I’m a terrible person.”

      “Not at all,” Megan said.  “We were strangers having drinks in a pub.  You didn’t think you’d ever see us again.”

      He looked at her for a moment and then nodded slowly.  “That’s probably true.  I’m only here tonight because, well, because of what happened on Saturday.  I felt this odd compulsion to come here again.  I suppose I’m simply trying to make sense of everything that’s happened.”

      “I think we all feel that way,” Megan replied.

      “Let’s start over,” he said to Margaret.  “Hi, I’m Robert.  It’s really nice to meet you.”

      Margaret glanced at Fenella and then smiled tightly at Robert.  “We really don’t need to…” she began.

      He held up a hand.  “Humor me, please?  I’m not going to ask you out again.  You’re clearly involved with Inspector Hart now, anyway, but I’d really appreciate a chance to explain things properly.”

      “It’s nice to meet you, too,” Margaret said.

      Robert grinned at her.  “Thank you.  I work with Zack and Lori.  I’ve only been on the island for about four months, maybe five.  Time seems to slow down and then speed up all on its own, don’t you think?”

      “Sometimes,” Margaret said, looking at Fenella again.

      “We were talking about books,” Fenella said.

      “My wife, Clara, she likes to read,” he told her.  “She reads a lot, mostly biographies and autobiographies.  She’s fascinated by other people’s lives.  I feel as if it makes her unhappy with her own life, though.  If you spend all your spare time reading about millionaires in Hollywood, you’re going to end up feeling dissatisfied with your rather more ordinary life in Liverpool or on the Isle of Man, aren’t you?”

      “I don’t know,” Megan said.  “Most of the time, when I read about Hollywood millionaires, I end up thinking my life is pretty good.  None of them seem particularly happy, even with their money, and I’d hate to have to put that much time and effort into my appearance all the time.”

      “And I’d hate to be photographed every time I leave my house,” Margaret added.  “I can’t imagine how that must feel.”

      Robert shrugged.  “I don’t know.  Clara seems to think that they have perfect lives.  That’s one of the things that we fought about, but there were other things.  I hate to say that, but we started fighting a lot once we moved to the island.”

      “I love it here, but it isn’t for everyone,” Fenella said.  “I can understand why some people don’t want to stay here.”

      “I love it here, too,” Robert told her.  “I fell in love with the island when I came over to interview for the job.  When I got home, I told Clara that I wanted to move, even if I didn’t get the job.  I was sure that I could find some job over here.  I didn’t really care what the job was, either, I was that enchanted by the island.”

      “But Clara didn’t feel the same way?” Fenella asked.

      “It never even crossed my mind that she might not like the island,” he said ruefully.  “I loved it so much that I assumed she’d love it too.  We rarely fought in those days.  I was sure that the island was exactly what we both wanted.”

      “I’m sorry it didn’t work out,” Fenella said.

      “Thank you.  It’s kind of you to say that.  When I talk about it now, it sounds terrible.  It sounds as if I didn’t care about her thoughts or her opinions, but that wasn’t it at all.  I felt as if I’d discovered this amazing place to live, one that I’d known nothing about before my visit.  I thought I’d stumbled into the most wonderful secret, really, and I made the mistake of thinking that she’d see it the same way I did.”

      “But she didn’t like it here,” Margaret said.

      “She hated being so far from home,” he told her.  “She hated not knowing anyone, and she actually missed her old job, even though she’d done nothing but complain about it for years.  With the differences in the taxes over here, we could have lived on just one income, and I thought she’d enjoy being able to stay home and relax.  We were even talking about starting a family, but then she decided that she wanted to look for a job.  Unfortunately, she had trouble finding anything she felt was suitable.”

      He stopped talking and stared into the bottom of his glass.  Fenella exchanged glances with Daniel.  He shrugged.

      “You gave me a mobile number for her,” he said. “I’m having trouble reaching her on that number.”

      Robert sighed.  “She may have changed her number.  I suppose she probably did, actually.  We had a horrible fight.  I told you that we’d been fighting a lot more since we’d been on the island.  After a few weeks, maybe a month, she decided that she wanted to go back across.  I tried to persuade her to stay.  I didn’t think she’d given the island a fair trial, you know?”

      He looked at Megan, who nodded.

      “It takes time to settle into a new place,” she said.

      “Exactly, but she’d made up her mind, and I couldn’t change it.  I knew she was missing her friends and family back home, so I took her with me to every social occasion that I could.  I introduced her to everyone I knew, hoping they might try to help convince her to stay.  She and Zack hit it off and even met for drinks a few times, just the two of them.  I didn’t really mind, because I knew Zack was married.  It did worry me a bit, when he said he and his wife were separating, but only a little bit.”

      “Did Zack try to persuade her to stay?” Fenella asked.

      He shrugged.  “I don’t know what Zack did.  He told me that he’d try to convince her to give the island a fair try, but I don’t know that I believe that.  It was after one of the nights when she’d met Zack for drinks that we had our big fight.”

      “When was this?” Daniel checked.

      “Just before she left,” he replied.  “Three months ago, maybe four.  She’d gone out with Zack, and when she came home, she told me that she’d made her decision and that she was going to be leaving the following weekend.  I begged her to give the island more time, to give me more time.  I was willing to do anything to change her mind, but she was determined to leave.  After a while, it turned into a horrible shouting match.  When I woke up the next morning, she’d gone.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said, patting his arm.

      “Thank you.  She left me a note, saying that she didn’t even want to spend one more minute with me.  During our fight the previous night, I’d offered to move back with her, if she’d give me enough time to find another job, but she insisted that that was the last thing she wanted.  She knew that I loved the island and was happy here, and she didn’t want to make me unhappy by forcing me to go back across.  She just wanted me to understand that she didn’t want to be here.”  He stopped and then covered his eyes.

      “Did you still have a house across?” Fenella asked after a minute.

      Robert lifted his head and looked at her.  “No, we’d been renting.  I thought maybe we’d be able to buy something here, once we were properly settled, but we never even looked for a house.  We’d rented a flat near the office when we’d first come over, just on a month-to-month basis.  I’m still there, though.”

      “So where did Clara go?” Megan asked.

      “I wish I knew.  I’ve rung her mobile at least a dozen times every day since she left.  The first few times she answered, but only to tell me to leave her alone.  Now it just rings and rings, and no one ever answers,” he replied sadly.

      “What about her family?” Fenella wondered.

      “I don’t have any numbers for any of them,” he said.  “Clara did all the communicating with her family, and I do all of the communicating with mine.  I’m not really close to my family, but she’s close to her mother and her aunt.  Their numbers were all in Clara’s phone, and I never bothered to write them down.  I never thought I’d need them for anything.”

      “What’s her mother’s name?” Daniel asked as he pulled his notebook out of his pocket.

      “Sara,” Robert replied, spelling it slowly.  “Sara Hopkins.  She’s been married twice since Clara’s father died, so they didn’t have the same surname.”

      “And the aunt?” was Daniel’s next question.

      “Cindy Stuart,” Robert said.  “She’s Sara’s sister, and they live near one another in the Lake District.”

      “Is there anyone else you can suggest that might know where I could find Clara?” Daniel asked.

      “I’m not certain why you want to find her,” Robert replied.

      “I just want to ask her a few questions about Zack,” Daniel explained.  “You said they had drinks together a few times.  He may have told her something that could be relevant to his murder.”

      Robert frowned.  “I never thought of that.  I doubt she’s following the island’s news, considering how much she disliked the island.  That means she won’t have heard about Zack’s death.  When you find her, please break it to her gently.  She liked Zack a lot.  His death will come as a shock to her.”

      Daniel nodded.  “Do you know of anyone else who might know where to find her?” he asked again.

      “I wish I did.  If I had numbers for any of her friends, I’d try ringing them,” he replied.  “I’ve been looking for jobs back in the UK.  I thought I’d surprise Clara and tell her that I’m coming back, but I can’t do that if I can’t find her.  I’ve made a huge mess of everything, haven’t I?”

      “Maybe you just need to give her time,” Fenella said.  “Maybe, once she’s settled somewhere across, she’ll ring you.”

      “I hope so.  I jump every time my phone rings, hoping it’s her.  I rush home every night to check the post, in case she’s sent me a letter.  I’m fairly certain that one day soon I’m just going to get divorce papers, but even that’s better than nothing.  Once I have those, I’ll have a means of reaching out to her, even if it has to be through her solicitor or whatever.  I’m not giving up on getting her back – not yet, anyway.”

      “Are you really planning to go back across?” Fenella asked.

      He shrugged.  “If that’s what it takes.  I still think the island is a wonderful place and I’d love to stay, but I’ve found that I don’t enjoy it nearly as much without Clara by my side.  I should have brought her with me when I came for my interview, and I never should have taken the job before she’d ever visited the island.  I know I made a lot of mistakes, but if I get a chance, I’m going to do everything I can to make amends.  Zack’s death is a big part of that, too.  It’s made me realize that life is really short.  I can’t quite believe that he’s gone.”

      “What do you think happened to him?” Margaret asked.

      Robert stared at her for a moment.  “He was murdered.”

      “Yes, of course, but I meant who do you think killed him?” she asked.

      “Oh, that’s a very different question.  I’m afraid I don’t know what to think, really.  I’d hate to think that someone was trying to steal his wallet or his watch.  I looked at the island’s crime rates before we moved here, and it didn’t seem as if that sort of thing happens very often over here.”

      “Not very often at all,” Ted said.

      “In that case, I have to think that someone must have mistaken Zack for someone else,” Robert said.  “I can’t imagine that anyone who knew him would have killed him.  He was a nice guy.”

      “His wife may not have thought so, if he was leaving her,” Megan suggested.

      “Erin is really sweet and was totally devoted to Zack and their children.  She would never have done anything to hurt him, not even if he was leaving her,” Robert said firmly.

      “If he was leaving her?” Daniel repeated.  “Do you think that Zack lied to you about the state of his marriage?”

      “I don’t know.  I’d hate to think that Zack lied, but he may have stretched the truth.  Some men cheat, but I don’t think Zack was a cheater.  I think Zack liked pretending that he was a cheater.  I think he wanted to chat up pretty girls and act as if he was single, but I think he loved knowing that Erin was at home, waiting for him as well.  I think he told people that he was separated so they wouldn’t stop him from talking to other women, but that he wasn’t actually planning to leave Erin.”

      “If I were Erin, I wouldn’t have put up with that,” Megan said sharply.

      “But she didn’t know a thing,” Robert said.  “She probably thought they had the perfect marriage.  I thought I had the perfect marriage for a long time, too.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to reply, but Robert got to his feet before she could speak.

      “I’m sorry, but I need to go,” he said.  “Thank you for the conversation.  I’ve enjoyed talking to you, even though it’s been difficult.”

      He turned and rushed down the stairs, leaving the others staring after him.

      “He’s very unhappy,” Megan said after a moment.

      “Because his wife left him or because he killed Zack, though?” Margaret asked.

      “What motive did he have for killing Zack?” Ted asked.

      “Maybe Clara was having an affair with Zack,” Margaret replied.  “He’s obviously crazy about her.”

      “Or maybe just crazy,” Megan suggested.

      “We should learn a lot more once we’ve spoken to Clara,” Ted said.  “Thanks for asking him about her family and friends,” he told Daniel.  “I was going to ring him tomorrow to ask him for that information.”

      “I don’t know that it gets us any closer to finding Clara,” Daniel replied.  “I was hoping he’d have numbers for a family member or a friend.”

      “We’ll find her eventually,” Ted said.  “For now, let’s get back to our conversation about books.  I’m afraid I don’t agree with Margaret about John Steinbeck, not even a little bit.”
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      The little group talked for another hour, arguing good-naturedly about books, movies, and television.  Eventually, Fenella found herself yawning over her empty glass.

      “I need sleep,” she said as she put the glass down on the table.

      “That makes two of us,” Megan said.

      “I’ll walk you home,” Daniel offered.

      They rode the elevator to the ground floor and then walked out together into the cold night air.

      As they started down the sidewalk, Ted offered his arm to Margaret.  Fenella noticed and urged Daniel to walk a bit faster.  Megan caught her aunt’s eye and then rushed to keep up with her, leaving Ted and Margaret a few steps behind.

      “It’s a lovely night for a walk,” Ted said after a few paces.

      “It is, isn’t it?” Margaret replied.

      “I’m cold and tired,” Fenella said.  “I’m going up to bed.”

      “Me too,” Megan added.  “Do you have your key?” she asked Margaret.

      “Yes, but if you’re all going to bed, I don’t want to come in later and disturb you,” Margaret protested.

      “Daniel is going to come up with us,” Fenella said.  “We’ll probably sit and chat for an hour or more, anyway.”

      Daniel looked surprised, but then he nodded quickly.  “Go and enjoy your walk,” he said to Ted as they reached the entrance to Fenella’s building.

      “They’re throwing us together,” Ted said to Margaret as they continued walking.

      “They are, in the nicest possible way,” she agreed with a laugh.

      Fenella, Daniel, and Megan took the elevators to the sixth floor.  When Fenella opened her door and flipped on the lights, Katie jumped off of Mona’s lap and raced into the kitchen.

      “Time for a treat for the little monster?” Daniel asked.

      Fenella nodded.  “Can you get her something while I change into jeans and a sweatshirt?”

      “No problem,” he replied.

      “I’m going to change, too,” Megan said.  “Then we can talk about the case.  Maybe we can solve it before Margaret gets back.”

      “I knew I liked her,” Mona said as she slowly got to her feet.  “I need to hear all about all of the conversations you’ve been having.”

      Fenella went into her bedroom and shut the door.  It took her only a minute to change clothes.  She was combing her hair back into place when Mona glided in through the door.

      “Fill me in quickly,” Mona said.  “Tell me about everyone you’ve seen and what they’ve said.”

      Deciding it was easier to comply than argue, Fenella gave her aunt a short summary of the conversations that they’d had with Lori and Robert.  While she talked, she took out her contacts and pulled her hair into a ponytail.  When she was done, she headed for the living room.

      “Daniel is going to think I fell asleep in here,” she muttered as she opened the bedroom door.

      “We were starting to think that you’d gone to bed,” Megan laughed as Fenella joined her and Daniel in the kitchen.

      “I thought about it,” she replied.  “I tore one of my contact lenses when I was taking it out of my eye.  Then I spent ages trying to fish out the torn piece.”

      “Ouch,” Megan said.

      Fenella shrugged.  “It was just elusive, not particularly painful.  I got it in the end, at least.”

      Daniel pulled her into a hug.  “I started a pot of coffee,” he said.  “I thought we might need it, if we really are going to talk about the case.”

      “And if we aren’t?” Fenella asked.

      “Then Daniel and I will drink it all while you go to bed,” Megan said, pouring herself a cup of coffee.  “I’m not ready for bed, and I really want to talk about the case with Daniel.”

      “Pour me a cup,” Fenella told her.

      Megan filled another cup with coffee and then looked at Daniel.  “Coffee?” she asked.

      “Yes, of course,” he replied.

      “I rather miss coffee,” Mona said.  “Not as much as I miss chocolate, but still.”

      There isn’t any chocolate after death? Fenella thought.  That’s horrible.

      “If I moved on to the next stage, I could have chocolate and coffee,” Mona replied.  “But I’d rather stay here and help you for the time being.”

      “What about a snack?” Megan asked.  “Dinner was a long time ago.”

      “You had cake after dinner,” Fenella reminded her as she opened the cupboard to see what she had in the way of cookies.

      “Oh, yeah, but that was ages ago, too,” Megan laughed.

      Fenella piled several different types of cookies onto a large plate and then put it on the counter.  Daniel and Megan had taken seats on the stools on the other side of it.  She grabbed her coffee and then stood behind the counter and picked up a cookie.

      Daniel moved over to stand next to her, slipping an arm around her waist as he reached for a cookie.  “Thanks,” he said softly.

      She smiled at him and then took a sip of her drink.

      “So, the suspects,” Megan said.  “We’ve talked to so many of them now.  It makes me realize just how small the island actually is.”

      “I think your aunt just has an unusual talent for bumping into people who are involved in murder investigations,” Daniel told her.

      “Whatever, let’s talk about the suspects,” Megan said.  “I thought Robert was odd tonight.”

      “I wish I could talk to Clara,” Fenella said.  “I’d love to hear her side of the story.”

      “I know Ted is anxious to speak to her,” Daniel said.  “But he has a lot of other things to worry about as well.  We know she didn’t kill Zack.  She left the island months ago.”

      “Maybe she sneaked back and killed him,” Megan said.  “Maybe they did have an affair, or maybe she wanted to have an affair and he didn’t.  Or maybe he wanted to have an affair and she didn’t.  Or maybe…”

      Fenella held up a hand.  “I don’t think we’ll be able to prove or disprove any of those theories until Ted has spoken to Clara.”

      Megan nodded.  “I do let my imagination run away with me sometimes.  I’ve been thinking about writing a book, full of all my crazy ideas.  But now that I’m in the middle of a murder investigation, I think I might write a murder mystery instead.  I’d make it a lot more interesting, though, by letting my main character know everything the police know.”

      Daniel chuckled.  “You know nearly everything that I know, and I don’t think Ted is keeping much from me.  We can’t talk about what people say in their statements, but you’ve spoken to nearly everyone that Ted has interviewed.”

      “We haven’t talked to Ed or Estelle,” Megan said.  “And we haven’t talked to Walter or Stephanie.  Let’s hope Aunt Fenella’s luck holds and we bump into all of them tomorrow.”

      “I think that’s highly unlikely,” Fenella said.

      “You need to go car shopping,” Mona suggested.

      “We don’t,” Fenella replied.

      “We don’t what?” Megan asked.

      Fenella sighed.  “We don’t have any plans for tomorrow.  I can’t imagine what we could do that would bring us into contact with any of those people.”

      “We could go car shopping,” Megan suggested.

      Fenella glared at Mona, certain that the woman had put the idea into Megan’s head.  “I don’t think so.”

      “Why not?  If Margaret is actually thinking of moving here, she ought to investigate what things are going to cost.  If she does move here, I’ll probably come and stay with her for a few months or more.  I’m on sabbatical, after all.   I can do that.  I’ll need a car of my own, too,” Megan argued.

      “So check out a few websites,” Fenella suggested.  “That will give you a rough idea of what cars cost, which is all that is needed for now.”

      “But it would be much more fun to visit a car dealership or two,” Megan replied.  “And Ed told us that we were welcome to visit him anytime.”

      “It’s probably best if you stay away from the suspects,” Daniel said.

      “We haven’t been looking for them, but we keep finding them anyway,” Megan replied.  “I’m simply suggesting that for once we go looking.”

      Daniel shrugged.  “I’m not going to tell you that you can’t go car shopping.”

      “You aren’t helping,” Fenella muttered.

      He laughed and then kissed her neck.  “If Margaret and Megan weren’t here, but you were still tangled up in this case, you’d go car shopping tomorrow,” he said.

      Fenella opened her mouth to argue, but then thought better of it.  Daniel was probably right.

      “What about Stephanie and Walter?” Megan asked.  “Can we go and talk to them about investments?”

      “Sorry, but that’s a step too far,” Fenella told her.  “You and/or Margaret may actually want to buy a car here in the foreseeable future, but there is no way that I’m going to move my investments away from Doncan.  I’m not prepared to lie to Walter about that, just so we can chat with him about Zack’s death.”

      Megan frowned.  “So we need to work out where he goes in a typical day and then arrange to cross paths with him.”

      “I know his picture was in the local paper, but I don’t really know what he looks like,” Fenella argued.  “We may have walked past him a dozen times today.”

      “He’s a very ordinary looking man,” Daniel said.  “You’d be more likely to recognize Stephanie.  She’s tall and blonde.”

      “I’ve always wanted to be tall and blonde,” Megan said.

      “You’re fairly tall and you are blonde,” Fenella pointed out.

      “I’m five feet, six.  I don’t think that counts as tall.  And I’m only blonde because I spend a fortune on my hair.  I want to be five feet, ten or eleven with naturally blonde hair,” Megan replied.

      “For what it is worth, Stephanie is probably a few inches taller than you, but her hair isn’t any more natural than yours,” Daniel told her.

      Megan shrugged.  “A few more inches would be wonderful, although Margaret would be even more annoyed with me if I were any taller.  She always complains about our height difference now.”

      “So have you changed your mind about who killed Zack?” Daniel asked as Fenella reached for another cookie.

      Megan thought for a moment and then shook her head.  “I may change my mind after tomorrow, though.  Maybe I’ll like Ed better when we see him again.  I can’t like him any less, I suppose.”

      “I wonder about Robert,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “I’d like to know if he’s actually looking for another job back in the UK or if he just told us that so that it would seem as if he really loved Clara and is heart-broken.  There was something off about what he said, but I’m not sure what it was.”

      “I think he’s just now realizing what he’s lost,” Megan said.  “One of the guys in my office was a lot like him, actually.  He and his wife split up because she wanted a baby and he didn’t.  For the first few weeks, he went out every night and flirted with every woman he met.  Like Robert, he backtracked every time he actually asked someone out, though, making dates and then cancelling them at the last minute because he couldn’t go through with it.”

      “How sad,” Fenella said.

      Megan nodded.  “After a while, he started to realize that his former wife was pretty special and that he’d made a huge mistake.  By that time, though, she’d found someone else.  Eventually, he ended up moving to Kentucky because he’d decided that he needed a complete change of scenery if he was ever going to get over her.”

      “Kentucky?” Daniel echoed.

      “Yeah, he found a good, but not great, job there and went with very little notice.  A few weeks later, his ex-wife got remarried.  She actually invited me to the wedding, because we’d always been friendly.  She wasn’t drinking at the reception because she’d just found out she was pregnant.”

      “So she got a happy ending, anyway,” Fenella said.

      “If you think that children make you happy,” Mona murmured.

      Megan nodded.  “The last time I saw her, they were up to three kids and were still happy together.  Her ex-husband, meanwhile, ended up marrying a young widow with four children.  He sends me a Christmas card every year, and they’ve now added two more of their own.”

      “Six kids?” Daniel sighed.  “I can’t imagine.”

      “Me either,” Megan said.  “Sometimes I think I might want kids one day, but mostly I think I’d rather have a dog.  Margaret should have kids, though.  I quite fancy being an aunt.”

      Fenella laughed.  “It’s a good job.”

      “And we still don’t know who killed Zack,” Mona said.

      “Anyone have any other thoughts on who killed Zack?” Fenella asked.

      Daniel shook his head.  “I’m doing what I can to help Ted, but I’m rather glad this is his case and not mine.  It’s a difficult one.”

      “I think the lack of a clear motive is complicating things,” Fenella said.  “I suppose Erin had a motive, of sorts, but did anyone else?”

      “Ed hated Zack because he was younger and better looking,” Megan suggested.

      “Sadly, I know of murders that have been committed over less,” Daniel told her.

      “Or maybe Zack was having an affair with Estelle,” Megan added.

      “You need to meet Ed and Estelle,” Mona said.

      Fenella sighed.  “I hope Ted can find out more about Clark and his relationship with Zack.  I can’t help but think there might be something there.”

      “We’re just going around in circles,” Daniel said.  “And I’m tired.  I was going to stay until Margaret got back, but I hope you won’t mind if I go.”

      “Not at all,” Fenella assured him.  She walked him to the door and then let him pull her into an embrace.  After the kiss, she sighed.

      “Will I see you tomorrow?” she asked.

      “If you bump into any of the other suspects, then definitely – otherwise only probably,” he replied.  “Actually, let’s plan on meeting at the pub around six, shall we?”

      “That sounds good,” Fenella agreed.  She kissed him again and then opened the door.

      “We should have made more noise,” Daniel suggested.

      Margaret pulled away from Ted’s arms, her face bright red.

      “We were just saying good night,” she said, her eyes on the ground.

      “We can go back inside and give you another minute,” Fenella offered.

      Margaret shook her head.  “We’re good,” she said, rushing into the apartment.

      “Good night,” Ted called after her.

      “Night,” she shouted back as she disappeared into the kitchen.

      “We didn’t mean to interrupt,” Fenella said.

      Ted grinned.  “It’s fine.  We probably needed to be interrupted.  It’s late, and we all need sleep.”

      Daniel gave Fenella another quick kiss, and then he and Ted walked down the corridor together.  They were discussing football as they walked out of Fenella’s earshot.  She pushed the door shut and then joined the sisters in the kitchen.

      “We talked all about the case while you were out,” Megan told Margaret.  “We’ve decided that Ed did it.”

      Margaret laughed.  “I don’t believe it.  I know he’s your favorite suspect, but I can’t believe Aunt Fenella thinks he did it.”

      “I still haven’t met him,” Fenella said.

      “Which is why we’re going car shopping tomorrow,” Megan added.  “Aunt Fenella can meet Ed, and then she’ll be able to persuade Daniel that Ed killed Zack.”

      “Daniel will insist on evidence, though,” Fenella told her.

      Megan shrugged.  “I’m sure he and Ted will be able to find some once they know that Ed is the killer.”

      “Unless it was Clark,” Margaret argued.

      “Or Robert,” Fenella suggested.

      “He was odd tonight, wasn’t he?” Margaret asked.  “I felt really sorry for him most of the evening, because he seems really upset about his marriage ending, but sometimes I found myself feeling more sorry for Clara, even though I’ve never met her.”

      “I wonder if we could arrange a way to meet her,” Megan said thoughtfully.  “Robert said her mother is in the Lake District.  Maybe we should go there for a weekend or something.”

      “The Lake District is a big place,” Fenella told her.  “Even if we went, which is impossible, we’d never manage to bump into Clara.  We’ve no idea what she looks like or where to start looking.”

      “Once Ted finds her, maybe he’ll give us her address,” Megan said.

      “He won’t,” Margaret replied.  “The only chance we have for getting her address is if Dan Ross tracks her down.”

      “And now I find myself in the odd position of hoping that Dan Ross succeeds at something,” Fenella said.

      The sisters were still talking about Clara as they headed into their bedrooms.  Fenella walked into her room and frowned at Mona.

      “I’m tired and I need sleep,” she said.

      “Yes, I know you do,” Mona replied.  “You’re already grumpy.  You’ll be impossible in the morning if you don’t get to sleep soon.  I hope Katie lets you sleep until eight.”

      “She might, or she might not.”

      “I’ve been thinking about Clara,” Mona said.  “I’m afraid something awful has happened to her.”

      Fenella stared at her.  “She went back across.”

      “Did she, though?  Ted needs to look for her as a matter of urgency.”

      Before Fenella could reply, Mona disappeared in a cloud of white smoke.  As the smoke faded, glitter seemed to sparkle through the air.  Fenella reached out to touch it, but there was nothing there.

      “I’m going to come back and haunt someone,” she told Katie.  “Just so I can do those sorts of tricks.”

      She crawled into bed and closed her eyes.  “No nightmares,” she told herself firmly.  “And no nose tapping until eight,” she said to Katie.

      The small animal looked at her for a moment and then shut her eyes tightly.
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      “It can’t possibly be eight,” Fenella said as Katie tapped on her nose.

      “Meeoorwww,” Katie replied before jumping off the bed and disappearing through the door.

      Fenella opened one eye and squinted at the clock.  “It’s eight,” she sighed.  “I can’t even be cross with the little beast.”

      She slid out of the bed and pushed her feet into her slippers.  In the kitchen, she started a pot of coffee before she got Katie’s breakfast ready.  While Katie was happily eating, Fenella stumbled through a shower and pulled on some clothes.  Back in the kitchen, she poured herself her first cup of coffee and then stood and inhaled the scent for a full minute.

      “It helps,” she told Katie, who was staring at her.  Katie didn’t look convinced.

      “We’re up,” Megan said as she walked into the kitchen wrapped in a fluffy bathrobe.  “Margaret is in the shower, but I need coffee before I’ll be ready to face hot water and soap.  If I don’t have coffee first, I’ll end up washing my hair with shaving cream and shaving my legs with bubble bath or something.”

      Fenella poured her a cup of the hot liquid and put it on the counter.

      “Why did we stay up so late?” Megan asked after her first sip.  “Remind me tonight that I’m not nineteen anymore.  I can’t stay up until all hours and still function the next day.”

      “Tell me about it,” Fenella said.

      “Good morning, everyone,” Mona said as she appeared in the doorway.  She looked bright-eyed and full of energy.

      I guess ghosts don’t need sleep, Fenella thought.

      “We recharge ourselves in different ways,” Mona told her.  “It’s complicated.”

      You’d tell me that even if you just need batteries, Fenella thought.

      Mona laughed.  “Batteries?  What an interesting idea.  I wonder if that’s ever been considered.  It would be a good deal easier than....”  She trailed off, leaving Fenella staring at her.

      “Did you have plans for today?” Megan asked.  “I mean, before we started talking about car shopping?”

      “We still have a lot more of the island to see,” Fenella told her.  “We’ll see Castle Rushen when we visit Christmas at the Castle, but I thought it might be fun to spend a day in Castletown before then.  It’s a lovely little town with some interesting shops and restaurants.  I was also planning for a day in Ramsey.  Again, great shops and restaurants and a small and fascinating museum as well.”

      “But car shopping is more important,” Megan suggested.

      Fenella sighed.  “I don’t know about more important, but it feels more urgent.  I’d really like to see the case wrapped up as quickly as possible.  I don’t expect Ed to confess to us or anything, but I have to admit that I’m interested in meeting him.  I’ve met just about everyone else.”

      “And then we’ll have to find a way to meet Walter and Stephanie,” Megan said thoughtfully.

      “Or we could do our best to stay out of Ted’s way,” Margaret suggested as she joined them.  Her hair was still wet and she wasn’t wearing any makeup, but she was dressed for the day.

      “He doesn’t know we’re going car shopping, does he?” Megan asked.

      “I’m sure Daniel told him,” Margaret countered.  “I’m surprised he hasn’t called me to tell me to stay away from Ed.”

      As if on cue, the phone in her pocket began to ring.  Frowning, she pulled it out and glanced at the screen.  “Speak of the devil,” she murmured as she pressed the button to answer the call.

      “He isn’t going to tell her to stay away from Ed, is he?” Megan asked Fenella as Margaret walked briskly away.

      “I’ve no idea what he’s going to do.  Daniel didn’t mind, but Daniel is used to me getting mixed up in his investigations.  Ted may feel very different about the whole thing.”

      Margaret was back a few minutes later.  She poured herself a cup of coffee and took a sip.  “What?” she asked as she looked at Megan.

      “What did Ted want?” Megan demanded.

      “He just told me to be very careful,” Margaret replied.  “He said he wasn’t going to try to talk me out of going to the car dealership, but that he wanted me, or rather, all of us, to be very careful.  Ed is a suspect in a murder investigation.  We need to stay together and stay outside where people can see us.  If Ed suggests stepping into his dark and dingy garage, we should run away.”

      “Ed has a dark and dingy garage?” Megan asked, shivering.

      Margaret laughed.  “I’ve no idea.  He might, but I doubt it.  He probably has a huge used car showroom.”

      An hour later, Fenella pulled her car into a small parking lot.

      “Maybe not a huge used car showroom,” she said, looking at the business in front of her.

      “It’s just a big parking lot full of cars,” Megan said.  “With a tiny little shack in the center.”

      “It’s a bit nicer than a shack,” Fenella said.

      “Do you really think so?” Megan asked.  “It looks as if a strong wind might blow it over.”

      “Let’s go and look at the cars,” Fenella suggested.

      They got out of the car and walked slowly toward the rows of obviously used cars.

      “Everything looks at least five years old,” Megan whispered.  “Does he keep the nicer cars hidden somewhere else?”

      “Why don’t we ask the saleswoman?” Fenella suggested, nodding toward the woman who was approaching slowly.  She was a pretty brunette who looked to be in her thirties.

      “Ah, good morning,” she said as she got closer.  “How are you today?”

      “Good, thanks,” Fenella answered.

      “Are you looking for a car?” was the next question.

      Fenella nodded.  “My nieces are just visiting, but one or both of them might be moving to the island in the near future.  We want to see what is available in case they do move.”

      “How nice,” the woman said.  “We have lots of lovely cars.  What sort of car are you looking for?”

      Megan and Margaret exchanged glances.

      “It’s just for getting around the island,” Megan said after a moment.  “So it doesn’t have to be anything special.”

      “We thought that Ed might be here,” Margaret said.

      The woman froze and then turned and looked at her.  “You know Ed?”

      “We met him on Saturday,” Margaret replied.

      “On Saturday?  Here?” the woman asked.

      Margaret shook her head.  “In Douglas on Saturday evening.  We were out having drinks with Zack Jacobs.”

      The color drained from the woman’s cheeks.  “Have you heard…  I mean, did you know…  You must have heard about poor Zack.”

      Margaret nodded.  “We did hear, yes.”

      “It was so sad.  He was our neighbor, you see.  Such a lovely man and such a devoted father.  Ed and I are talking about starting a family.  If he can be as good a father to our children as Zack was to his, I’ll be happy.”

      “You’re Ed’s wife?” Fenella asked.

      She nodded.  “I’m Estelle Andrews.  Don’t tell me. Ed didn’t bother to mention that he was married.”  She sighed.  “I’m sure he isn’t cheating, but I would feel a lot better if he’d wear his wedding ring and tell everyone about me.”

      “It’s nice to meet you,” Fenella replied before she introduced herself and her nieces.

      “It’s nice to meet you all, too.  Ed didn’t mention that he’d met you.  Of course, I know who you are, and I saw in the paper that your nieces had been with Zack on Saturday night, but I didn’t realize that you’d been there, too,” Estelle replied.

      “I had one drink in the Tale and Tail with my nieces and my fiancé,” Fenella explained.  “Then Margaret and Megan went off with Zack and a few of his friends while I went home.”

      Estelle nodded.  “So you didn’t get to meet Ed.”

      “No, I didn’t,” Fenella agreed.

      Estelle turned to Margaret and Megan.  “Did Ed tell you that he was married?” she demanded.

      “Yes,” Margaret replied.  “I asked, and he told me he was married.”

      Estelle beamed.  “Thank goodness.  Sometimes I’m afraid he regrets getting married, but we’re really happy together, nearly all the time.”

      “Where is he today?” Megan asked.

      “He had to go and help a customer who was having car trouble,” Estelle explained.  “We don’t just sell you a car, you see.  We offer assistance after you’ve bought the car.”

      “I didn’t realize that Ed did car repairs,” Megan said.

      “He tries, anyway,” Estelle replied.  “He can do simple things, like replace headlamps or bring you petrol if you run out.  He’s pretty good at popping open locks when people lock their keys inside their cars, too.”

      “What a useful skill,” Margaret said.

      Estelle shrugged.  “You’d be surprised how often people lock their keys inside their vehicles.”

      “And that assistance doesn’t cost anything?” Fenella asked.

      “Not for the first month after you’ve bought your car,” Estelle told her.  “Then we charge a very reasonable monthly fee.  It’s much lower than what the large national organizations charge for their similar service.”

      “They can do basic repairs, though, can’t they?” Fenella asked.

      Estelle shrugged.  “You’d have to talk to Ed about the finer details.  All I know is that people ring at all hours of the day and night, and Ed always drops everything and rushes away to help.  That’s what he was doing on Saturday night, before he bumped into Zack.”

      “Is it?” Margaret asked.

      “He’d gone down to the center of Douglas to help out someone who’d locked his keys inside his car, actually,” Estelle told her.  “He was just walking back to his car when he bumped into Zack.  He didn’t want to be rude and refuse when Zack invited him to join your little group for a drink.”

      Megan and Margaret exchanged glances.

      “But let’s talk about the cars,” Estelle suggested.  “Ed will never forgive me if I don’t show you a few cars.  That’s why I’m here, after all.”

      “What’s the newest car you have on the lot?” Megan asked.

      “Newest?” Estelle repeated.  “Let me see.  The newer cars are all parked over here.”  She led them across the lot, toward a row of cars that appeared to be in slightly better condition.

      “I’ve never heard of most of these manufacturers,” Megan said as they looked down the row.

      “They’re all excellent cars in good condition,” Estelle assured her.  “Some of them are better than new, having been improved by their previous owners.”

      Fenella looked at the small car that was sitting on oversized tires.  She could see a huge set of speakers filling the car’s backseat.

      “Do you consider that an improvement?” she asked, gesturing toward the car.

      Estelle laughed.  “Maybe not for you or your nieces, but we do have customers who would consider everything that’s been done to that car to be desirable.”

      A car pulled into the parking lot and parked next to Fenella’s car.  Estelle turned and then smiled brightly.

      “Ed’s back,” she said happily before she dashed away toward her husband.

      “Oh, goody,” Megan said softly.

      “She’s awfully happy to see him,” Margaret said.

      “I think she was afraid we were going to start asking questions about the cars,” Fenella told her.  “I don’t think she knows anything about cars.”

      “She doesn’t appear to know much about her husband, either,” Megan said.

      “He must be using that assistance scheme as his excuse to go out at all hours,” Margaret said.  “I almost told her that Ed was already in the pub when we arrived, but I didn’t have the heart.”

      “I think we may need to take Estelle out for a drink one night,” Megan suggested.

      “What a great idea,” Margaret said with a grin.

      “My goodness,” a loud voice said.  “What a lovely surprise.”

      “And that’s Ed,” Margaret whispered to Fenella as the man crossed the parking lot toward them.
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      “How lovely to see you both again,” he said when he reached them.  “And this must be your lovely older sister,” he said, looking at Fenella.

      “This is our Aunt Fenella,” Megan said.

      “Aunt?  I don’t believe it.  She’s far too young,” Ed protested.  “I’m really pleased that you decided to come and look at cars, though.  I did tell you that buying your own car was a sensible choice.”

      “We’re just looking,” Megan said quickly.  “Mostly, we want to get an idea of what cars cost over here, in case either of us decides to move here.”

      “Move?  What a wonderful idea.  The island would be lucky to have either or both of you here,” Ed said.

      “There are rules, though,” Estelle interjected.  “You can’t just decide to move here and just do it.  You’re American, aren’t you?  There are visa regulations.”

      “Estelle, Fenella owns half of the island.  I’m sure she can buy her nieces visas,” Ed said.  “Nothing like a little rhyme in the morning,” he added with a laugh.

      “Actually, we don’t need visas,” Margaret said.  “Our father was born on the island and lived here long enough to give us the legal right to live here.”

      Estelle frowned.  “How nice,” she muttered.

      “So you’re Manx,” Ed said.  “I didn’t realize.  We have special deals for our Manx customers.”

      “On Saturday, you said you had special deals for American customers,” Margaret said.

      Ed laughed  “We do, of course, but Manx customers get the very best deals.  It’s always best to support our local economy and our local residents.”

      Megan nodded.  “I was looking for something fairly new,” she said.  “Not much more than two or three years old.”

      “We can get you whatever you want,” Ed assured her.  “I don’t have a lot of recent model cars on the forecourt right now, but I can get exactly what you want, given a bit of notice.”

      “Really?  How does that work?” Megan asked.

      “I have connections all over the island and across.  I can ring a few people, find what you want, and get it sent here.  It won’t take long.”

      “But surely it would be less costly if I went directly to whoever has the car,” Megan suggested.

      “Not at all,” Ed assured her.  “I’ll buy the car from them at cost and sell it to you with only the smallest of profits.  I have to do what I can to keep the lights on, of course, but I’m not looking to make a fortune here.  I’m much more interested in helping good people drive excellent cars.”

      “Estelle was telling us about your assistance scheme,” Megan said.

      Ed glanced at his wife and then looked back at Megan.  “We can talk about adding that to your purchase.”

      “Adding it?  Estelle said it was included,” Megan replied.

      “Did she?” Ed asked, frowning at Estelle.

      “That’s what you told me,” Estelle said.  “Free for the first month and then a small monthly fee.”

      Ed shrugged.  “Let’s leave the finer details for another time,” he suggested.  “I haven’t even found you your car yet.”

      “Estelle told us how you were in Douglas on Saturday because someone had run out of gas,” Megan said.  “She said you went into Douglas to help them and then bumped into Zack.”

      Ed flushed and then shrugged.  “It was something like that.”

      “I thought you said that someone had locked their keys in their car,” Estelle said tartly.

      “Yeah, that was it,” Ed said quickly.  “It happens all the time.”

      “So what would a car like this cost?” Fenella asked, pointing to the closest car.

      “Estelle, honey, go and get the book, won’t you?” Ed asked.

      She frowned and then sighed.  “Sure, I’ll go,” she said as she began to walk away.

      “You both look really lovely today,” Ed said as Estelle disappeared into the small building near the center of the lot.  “I’d be more than happy to give either of you a wonderful price on a car.  We need to talk when Estelle isn’t here, though, if I’m going to give you the best possible price.”

      “Why?” Margaret demanded.

      He shrugged.  “She gets suspicious.  She thinks if I give a pretty woman a good price that I must be sleeping with her or at least that I’m interested in sleeping with her.  I’ve done everything I can to convince her that I’m not cheating, but she doesn’t believe me.”

      “Maybe it would help if you stopped lying to her about where you’re going in the evenings,” Margaret suggested.

      Ed flushed.  “I don’t lie to her, not exactly.  I will admit that I don’t always go straight home after I’ve helped out a customer, but sometimes I just need a few minutes on my own.  A drink never hurts, either.”

      “She’s too good for you,” Megan said.

      Ed shrugged.  “I make her happy.  For what it’s worth, I don’t cheat, either, even if I don’t always tell her what I’m doing every minute of every day.”

      “But you would cheat, given the opportunity,” Margaret suggested.

      “Are you offering?” he asked.

      Margaret laughed.  “Not if you were the last man on earth.”

      “So I guess we’ll never know,” Ed said.

      “You could have told me that Zack was married,” Megan interjected.

      Ed looked startled.  “It wasn’t my place to tell you anything,” he said.  “You and Zack were clearly together by the time I met you.  I assumed that you knew he was married and didn’t care.”

      “I didn’t know, and I most definitely did care,” Megan replied.

      “In that case, I’m sorry,” he replied.  “I may have tried to chat up your sister, but when she asked, I told her straight up that I was married.  I’ve met a few women over the years who haven’t minded, but I never lie.”

      “Well, Zack lied,” Megan told him.

      “Maybe that’s what got him killed,” Ed suggested.

      “What do you mean?” Margaret asked.

      “He was murdered.  Someone was clearly very angry with him.  If he lied to you, maybe he’d lied to someone else, someone who waited for the perfect opportunity to get rid of him,” Ed replied.

      “To whom might he have lied?” Megan wondered.

      “His wife, for a start,” Ed replied with a chuckle.  “If he hadn’t told you he was married, he probably hadn’t told her he was looking for some fun elsewhere, either.”

      “Who else?” Margaret asked after a moment.

      “Look, I don’t go out drinking very often, but I used to see Zack just about every time I did go out.  He was always with a woman, sometimes more than one.  Maybe they were all just friends.  I don’t know.  But maybe he was involved with one or more of them.  Maybe he’d forgotten to tell any of them about Erin, and maybe one of them found out,” he replied.

      “I hope you’ve told the police all of this,” Fenella said.

      Ed shrugged.  “I’ve answered all of their questions.”

      Which isn’t an answer, Fenella thought as she watched Estelle walk back toward them.

      “I can’t find the book,” Estelle said when she reached them.  “I looked everywhere.”

      Ed frowned.  “I’ll have to come and find it, then.  I hope you don’t mind waiting a short while?” he asked Fenella.

      “Actually, I think we’ve seen enough for today,” she replied.  “We now know that you have a good selection of vehicles, should either Margaret or Megan decide to move to the island.  Thank you for your time.”

      “Don’t rush away,” Ed replied.  “Margaret, Megan, why don’t I let you borrow a car for a few days?  You can borrow any car you see.  Drive it around and see if you don’t appreciate the extra freedom.”

      Margaret smiled as she shook her head.  “Thank you, but we’re fine for now.”

      She turned and began to walk back toward Fenella’s car.  Megan and Fenella followed with Ed and Estelle on their heels.  Ed kept offering to lend them cars or give them special pricing as they went.

      “Thank you for your time,” Fenella said, interrupting yet another sales pitch.  “We may be back one day, depending on what decisions are made.”

      “I’ll look forward to it,” Ed told her.

      “Thank you as well,” Fenella said to Estelle.

      “I just wish you’d have bought a car,” she laughed.  “Ed said he’d put me on commission if I ever actually sold anything.”

      “If we do come back, we’ll buy from you,” Megan told her.

      Estelle grinned.  “That’s very kind of you.”

      “Your money is my money,” Ed said.  “And my money is your money.  I can’t see why you need a commission.”

      “Thanks again,” Fenella said as she unlocked her car.  She and the sisters climbed inside and Fenella drove away slowly.

      “That was awful,” Megan said with a sigh.  “He’s unpleasant.”

      “Estelle seemed nice enough,” Margaret said.  “I wonder why she married him, and I really wonder why she stays with him.”

      “Let’s stop at the police station and see if Daniel or Ted have time to hear about our morning,” Fenella suggested.  “We’re driving right past the station, after all.”

      A minute later, she turned into the parking lot and found a space marked “Visitor” for her car.  After parking, she pulled out her mobile.

      Went car shopping and met Estelle and Ed.  We’re in the parking lot of your station if you want to hear how it went, she texted Daniel.

      “He’s probably busy chasing down dangerous criminals,” Megan said after a minute.

      Fenella’s phone beeped a moment later.

      “‘Come up to my office,’” she read off the screen.  “Let’s go.”

      Daniel actually met them in the building’s lobby.  “Ted is going to meet us in one of the interview rooms,” he told them as he escorted them onto one of the elevators.  “The conference room is in use this morning.”

      Fenella frowned.  “I’m not terribly fond of elevators, but I think I prefer them to your interview rooms,” she said.

      “Sorry,” Daniel told her.  “I don’t have enough time this morning to do this anywhere else.  Ted and I have a meeting with the chief constable in half an hour.”

      “At least that means we won’t be in the interview room for long,” Fenella replied.

      “This is awful,” Megan announced as Daniel ushered them into a small square room.

      The table at the center of the room looked as if it might collapse under its own weight at any moment.  There were three chairs on each side of the table, and Fenella knew from experience that they would all be hard and uncomfortable.

      “Hi,” Ted said as he joined them.  He smiled and nodded at Fenella and Megan and then gave Margaret a much bigger smile.  “Good morning,” he said quietly.

      “Good morning,” she replied.

      “Sit anywhere,” he suggested.  “This isn’t a proper interview, even if we are using an interview room.”

      Fenella sat down and frowned.  “Do you order these extra hard chairs from somewhere special?  I can’t believe the company that makes them could ever sell them to anyone else.”

      Daniel chuckled as he sat down next to her.  “They are pretty dreadful.  I’ve no idea where we get them from, but I suspect we have hundreds of them in a storage room somewhere.  They’re in every station, and whenever one gets broken or falls apart, a new one is produced from somewhere.”

      “They had the exact same ones in Liverpool,” Ted said as he sat down next to Margaret.  “One of the inspectors used to bring his own cushion with him to interviews.  He used to always want to be first into the room, so he could put his cushion down and get seated before anyone noticed.”

      “That’s not a bad idea,” Fenella said as she shifted in her seat, trying to get comfortable.

      “How was car shopping?” Daniel asked.

      “Interesting, although we never did find out how much any of the cars cost,” Fenella replied.  She told the two inspectors about the conversation that they’d had with Estelle and Ed.  Ted took notes, but Daniel simply listened.

      “Thanks for sharing all of that,” Ted said.  “Ed didn’t tell us everything that he told you, but that doesn’t surprise me.  It also doesn’t surprise me that he’s lying to his wife about what he’s doing in the evenings.”

      “Does that move him up the list of suspects?” Megan asked.

      Ted smiled at her.  “I know he’s at the top of your list.  He’s somewhere near the middle of mine.”

      “Mine too,” Daniel said.  “What are you three doing now?” he asked as he got to his feet.

      “Lunch?” Megan suggested.

      “Yes, please,” Margaret said.

      “I think we’re going to go and get lunch,” Fenella laughed.  “Probably somewhere back on the promenade.  It’s too late in the day to head down to Castletown or up to Ramsey today.”

      “I’ll see you at the Tale and Tail around six,” Daniel told her.

      “I may tag along,” Ted added.  “I hope no one minds?”   He looked at Margaret.

      She flushed and then looked away. “The more the merrier,” she said softly.

      Megan got up and headed for the door.  Fenella and Daniel were right behind her.  As Margaret got up, Ted touched her arm.  Daniel escorted the other two women out of the room as Ted and Margaret had a short conversation.

      “They’re clearly crazy about one another,” Megan said in the corridor.  “I can’t wait to be an aunty.”

      “You may be rushing things a bit,” Fenella suggested.

      Megan shook her head.  “Margaret is falling in love, and this time I think she’s found a keeper.  I like Ted, and I think he and Margaret could be really good together, as long as he appreciates what a wonderful woman he’s found.”

      “He just doesn’t want to rush anything,” Daniel said.  “He’s still recovering from his last relationship.”

      The door opened and Margaret and Ted walked out together.

      “Lunch?” Margaret asked.

      “Definitely,” Megan said.

      “I’ll see you at six,” Daniel told Fenella, kissing the top of her head.

      The three women walked back down the corridor and took the elevator to the ground floor.

      “I’m just going to drive home,” Fenella said as she started the car.  “We can walk somewhere for lunch from there.”

      Twenty minutes later they were walking down the promenade.  Margaret and Megan were discussing the various restaurants as they passed them.  Fenella felt her stomach rumble as the sisters seemed to be taking turns rejecting each possibility.

      “What about this one?” she asked as they walked past a small pub.  “They do traditional British food,” she told them.  “It’s a bit dark and cave-like inside, though.”

      Megan laughed.  “Sounds perfect,” she said.

      Margaret shrugged.  “I’m starting to get too hungry to care.  Let’s have lunch in the cave.”

      They walked into the pub and stood in the doorway, blinking for several seconds while their eyes adjusted to the darkness.

      “Table for three?” a waitress asked as she approached them.

      “Yes, please,” Fenella told her.

      The other woman shrugged.  “You can really sit anywhere, but the booths at the back are the most comfortable.  I’ll bring you menus.”

      They walked to the back of the room and slid into a booth.  Fenella sank into the thickly padded bench seat.

      “This is so much better than the police interview room,” she said with a happy sigh.

      “It really is,” Megan agreed as she sat down opposite her aunt.

      “I wonder if the chairs in the interview room make people more likely to confess or if they’re just really inexpensive,” Margaret said.

      “If I’d have had to stay there much longer, I think I might have been tempted to confess to something, anything, just to get out of there,” Megan said.

      “But I’m told the chairs in prison are worse,” Fenella told her.

      “Is that even possible?” Megan asked.

      “I don’t want to find out,” Fenella told her.

      “Menus,” the waitress said as she put a pile of them on the table.  “You can order at the bar when you’re ready.”

      “Thank you,” Fenella told her.  She picked up a menu and began to read through the options.

      “Cottage pie sounds interesting,” Megan said after a moment.

      “It’s very good here,” Fenella told her.  “The shepherd’s pie is good too, if you like lamb.”

      “Lambs are too cute to eat,” Megan replied.

      “And cows aren’t?” Margaret asked.

      Megan shrugged.  “They aren’t as cute, anyway.  I’ll try the cottage pie.”

      “I’ll try the shepherd’s pie if Megan promises not to say anything about cute little lambs while we’re eating,” Margaret said.

      “I’ll just baaa softly once in a while,” Megan teased.

      “I’m going to go and order,” Fenella said, getting to her feet.

      She returned a short while later, carrying three glasses of soda.

      “It shouldn’t be long,” she told the sisters as she handed around the drinks.

      The door to the pub swung open and a man in a dark business suit walked into the room.  He looked around and then strode through the room, taking a seat at the table next to Fenella and her nieces.

      “That man looks a lot like Walter Quincy,” Megan whispered.

      Fenella looked at the man again and then back to Megan.  “He does, rather.”

      The man who may have been Walter sat back in his seat and pulled out his mobile phone.  He stared at it for a moment and then put it back into his pocket.

      “Menus?” the waitress asked as she approached his table.

      “Yes, two please.  A friend is joining me,” he replied.

      “Order at the bar when you’re ready,” the waitress told him before she walked away.

      A moment later the door opened again.  Fenella watched with interest as the tall blonde crossed the room to where Walter was sitting.  When she reached the table, Walter stood up and greeted her with a kiss.  They both sat down and picked up menus.

      “That was very friendly,” Megan said softly.

      “And that’s Stephanie, isn’t it?” Margaret asked.  “It looks like her.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I didn’t think they were a couple, though.”

      “I’m sorry I’m late,” Stephanie said as she put her menu down.  “Lori had a question about one of Zack’s clients, and I had to help her find an answer quickly.”

      “It’s fine,” Walter assured her.  “I only just arrived myself.  I had to stop for petrol on my way down here.”

      Stephanie nodded.  “I’ll have my usual, I suppose,” she said.

      “I’ll go and order,” Walter replied.  He looked as if he wanted to add something, but after a moment he got to his feet and walked to the bar.

      Stephanie had her back to Fenella, but she turned her head and watched Walter as he walked away.

      “She looks really unhappy,” Megan whispered.

      When Walter returned, Stephanie took a deep breath.  “We have to stop meeting this way,” she said in a rush.

      Walter looked surprised.  “Why?”

      “It’s just not, that is, I’m just not happy.  I want the man I’m with to be happy to be seen with me.  I want to be in a relationship that I can talk about with my friends.  I’m tired of sneaking around and having all of our meals in dark pubs so that no one will see us together.”

      Walter sighed.  “We won’t have to keep doing this for much longer,” he said.

      “You’ve been saying that for years,” Stephanie countered.  “I understood it when your wife was alive, but she’s been gone for months now.”

      Walter winced.  “I need to be seen to be mourning for her for a decent amount of time,” he argued.

      Stephanie sighed.  “You were about to file for divorce when she was diagnosed with cancer.  You stayed with her during her treatment and after she’d been told that they couldn’t do anything further.  Surely you’ve done enough.”

      “It’s your reputation that I’m trying to protect,” Walter said.  “If we wait a while longer, people will believe that we fell in love while I was recovering from the sudden loss of my wife.  No one will know that we’d been together for nearly a year before she fell ill.  No one will know that you and I had an affair.  Surely you’d rather people didn’t know.”

      “I don’t care anymore,” Stephanie countered.  “I never wanted to hurt your wife.  It wasn’t her fault that you fell out of love with her and into love with me.  I felt sorry for her, really.  I never meant to break up your marriage.  You know that.”

      “And I’ve told you a million times that my wife and I were already discussing a separation when I met you.  Neither of us was happy with our marriage and neither of us wanted to do any more work to try to save it.  If she hadn’t fallen ill, we’d have been divorced by now.”

      “But she did fall ill, and now, months after her death, we’re still hiding our relationship.  I’ve had enough,” Stephanie said firmly.

      “Let’s get through the murder investigation and then talk about it,” Walter suggested.

      “The murder investigation?  What does that have to do with anything?” Stephanie asked.

      “I just don’t think now is the time to start revealing secrets,” Walter said.

      “You’re never going to give me what I want.”

      “What if the police find out that we’re together?” Walter asked.  “They’ll start to wonder if maybe Zack found out somehow, and then they’ll start to wonder if maybe I killed Zack to keep him quiet about us.”

      Stephanie sat back in her seat.  “Pardon?  I can’t believe what I just heard.  You wouldn’t have killed Zack just because he’d found out about us.  Had Zack found out about us?”

      “I don’t believe so.”

      “So you don’t have any motive.”

      “But maybe the police will think that I did,” Walter argued.  “I can’t prove that Zack didn’t find out about us.”

      Stephanie shook her head.  “This is crazy.  You’re crazy.  Zack didn’t know anything.  No one knows anything.  Even my mother doesn’t know anything.  She keeps nagging me, telling me that I need to get out more.  Do you know how much I hate lying to her?”

      “It won’t be long now,” Walter said.  “Once the police have Zack’s killer behind bars, we can start spending more time together in public, just gradually, as if we’re just starting to see one another as more than business associates.”

      “What if the police don’t find Zack’s killer?  Not all murders get solved, you know.”

      “They’ll find the killer.  It can only be one of a very few number of people.”

      “Shepherd’s pie,” the waitress said, making Fenella jump.  She’d been so focused on the conversation at the next table that she hadn’t noticed the woman approaching.

      “That’s mine,” Margaret said.

      She handed Margaret the plate and then gave Fenella and Megan their cottage pies.  “Anything else right now?” she asked.

      “No, thanks,” Fenella replied quickly.

      “…the list,” Stephanie was saying as the waitress walked away.

      “Robert is more successful than Lori, so if one of them did it, I hope it was Lori,” Walter said.

      “I prefer Lori as a person, though,” Stephanie told him.  “Robert is slightly creepy.”

      “But he has a few good clients.  I don’t want to lose them.”

      “Lori has a few good clients, too, and she has most of Zack’s list now.”

      Walter laughed.  “Zack’s list was rubbish and you know it.”

      “I think you’re underestimating a few of the people on there.  Some of them made small initial investments, but I think they were just testing the water.  I think one or two of them are going to be worth a lot more, once Lori has spent some time cultivating them.”

      “Assuming she isn’t arrested for murder.”

      Stephanie sighed.  “Let’s just hope that Zack’s wife killed him, shall we?  Or that used car salesman who was mentioned in the paper.”

      “If I can’t persuade Clark Stanley to come to work for us, I’d be quite happy to see him arrested,” Walter told her.

      “I told you I can get Clark if you really want him.”

      Walter frowned.  “I want him, but I don’t want you to sleep with him to get him.”

      “I didn’t say I was going to sleep with him.  I just said he seems as if he’d be open to that sort of persuasion.  He tries to chat me up every time he sees me.”

      “He’s not happy where he is.  I’m pretty sure we can get him to move over to us with a few small incentives that don’t include you.”

      Stephanie laughed.  “Or maybe I’d enjoy being an incentive.  I’m pretty sure Clark would be more than happy to be seen with me all over the island.”

      “Two steak and kidney pies,” the waitress announced as she delivered the food to Walter and Stephanie.  “Did you need anything else right now?”

      “We’re good,” Walter said.  “And I really hope you don’t mean that,” he said to Stephanie as the waitress walked away.

      “I don’t know what I mean anymore.  I told you earlier that I’m tired of sneaking around.  You keep telling me that I just have to wait a bit longer, but you’ve been saying that since we met.”

      “Are you attracted to Clark?”

      “He’s attractive.”

      Walter laughed.  “And I’m older and balder.  That’s what this is all about, isn’t it?  You’ve decided that you want to sleep with Clark.”

      “My wanting to stop sneaking around isn’t about Clark.  I want us to have a proper relationship, one that includes everyone in the world knowing that we’re together.  I want to get married and I want to talk about children as well.”

      Walter held up a hand.  “We talked about children before.  I don’t want children.”

      “What if I do?”

      “Then you may as well start chasing after Clark now.”

      Stephanie took a bite of her lunch and then put down her fork.  “I may give that idea some thought, once I’m sure he didn’t kill Zack,” she said as she reached for her drink.

      “You do that,” Walter said.  “Just do me a favor and get him to sign with us before you do anything else.”

      “Maybe.  Or maybe I’ll go and work where he’s working.”

      “What do I have to do to make things right between us?” Walter asked.  “You know that I love you.  You know that I want us to get married and live happily ever after.  You know I just need more time.”

      “I’m starting to feel as if I’ve given you more than enough time, though.  I love you, but I’m starting to wonder if that’s enough.”

      “I’ll get you more money,” Walter offered.  “What about a bigger office, maybe with a sea view?  An extra week’s holiday every year?  A new title?  What will it take?”

      “I’ll think about it,” Stephanie replied coolly.

      Walter sighed.  “You should think quickly before I get tired of your demands and decide to end things.”

      “You say that at least once a week and have done since we met,” Stephanie countered.  “And you know what?  Thus far my demands have been fairly reasonable.  Maybe it’s time to raise the stakes.”

      “What do you what?” Walter asked flatly.

      “Everything you just mentioned, along with a firm date.”

      “A firm date?”

      “The date when we’re going public with our relationship.  Name it now and then stick to it.”

      “And what if I don’t?”

      “Then I go to the police and tell them that we’ve been seeing each other since before your wife died.  I’ll also tell them that Zack knew all about it, thus giving you a motive for his murder.”

      Fenella watched the color drain out of Walter’s face.

      “You wouldn’t do that,” he said, sounding anything but certain.

      “On the contrary, I would and I will.  I’m speaking to some inspector again tomorrow for a follow-up interview.  I think it’s time I told him all about how kind Zack was when I cried on his shoulder.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      “Do you remember last month, when we had that little disagreement?”

      Walter sighed.  “We fight almost constantly.”

      Stephanie giggled.  “Yes, of course.  But this was after you’d been so attentive to that woman from the main office across.  I’m sure you remember her.”

      “Yes, of course.  I told you at the time that I had to spend a lot of time with her, show her the island, keep her entertained.”

      “And I told you that I was insanely jealous.”

      “Without reason.”

      “Whatever.  I was upset.  I ended up in a pub somewhere.  I can’t even remember which pub it was, but I was sitting there, drowning my sorrows, when Zack came in.  He was alone as well, so he joined me at my table, and we started talking.  Eventually, I found myself telling him exactly why I was so miserable.”

      “You told Zack about us.”

      “I did.”

      “That explains a lot.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, last week I had a word with Zack about his client list.  When I suggested that his job might be in danger if he didn’t start finding more clients, he suggested that he was probably spending too much of his time keeping other people’s secrets.”

      Stephanie laughed.  “He was blackmailing you to keep his job.”

      “It certainly felt that way.”

      “He was a very smart man.”

      “I can’t believe you trusted him with our secret.”

      “The thing is, Walter, it’s your secret, not mine.  I’d be much happier if everyone in the world knew that we were together.  I would never have trusted Zack with any of my secrets, and goodness knows I have plenty of them, but I didn’t mind trusting him with yours.”

      “Did you want to see pudding menus?” the waitress asked as she cleared away the empty plates in front of Fenella and the sisters.

      “Yes, please,” Megan said.

      “You want the melting middle chocolate cake,” Fenella told her.

      Megan laughed.  “Or maybe we don’t need to see menus.”

      “I’d like to see one,” Margaret said.  “Even though I’m sure I’m going to get that cake.”

      The waitress laughed.  “It’s amazing, but we do have some other nice options.  I’ll get menus for you.”

      As she walked away, Fenella looked back at the other table.

      “…Valentine’s Day is perfect,” Stephanie was saying.  “You can arrange everything else, the office and the money and the extra holiday immediately, but you have until Valentine’s Day to make the relationship public.”

      “If the police find the killer between now and then, you’ll lose your hold over me,” Walter said.

      “On the contrary,” Stephanie replied.  “I’ve been your assistant for years.  I know where the bodies are buried, so to speak.  If I don’t get what I want, I’ll ruin you.”  She got to her feet and strode out of the restaurant, leaving Walter at the table with a shocked look on his face.

      “I can’t believe she didn’t want dessert,” Megan whispered.

      Fenella and Margaret both laughed as Walter slowly stood up.  He patted his pockets and then picked up his briefcase.  The three women watched as he walked out the door.

      “Stephanie better hope that Walter didn’t kill Zack,” Megan said.  “If he did, she’ll be next.”

      Fenella shuddered.  “What a horrible thought.”
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      Fenella, Margaret, and Megan all ordered the melting middle cake, and it was every bit as delicious as Fenella had promised.  Once they’d finished, they headed back out onto the promenade.

      “I think we’re going to be seeing Ted and Daniel again,” Fenella said as she reached for her mobile phone.

      “I won’t complain,” Megan said.  “And I know Margaret won’t either.”

      Margaret flushed.  “For the first time, I feel as if we may have learned something useful, anyway.”

      After a few texts back and forth, Fenella put her phone away.  “Daniel and Ted will be at my apartment around five.  They’re going to bring dinner with them so we can eat while we tell them about Walter and Stephanie.  Then we can still go to the pub as planned.”

      “What should we do until then?” Margaret asked.

      “Let’s go shopping,” Megan suggested.  “I’ve eaten all of the gorgeous truffles that I bought the last time we went into Douglas.  I need quite a lot more.”

      Margaret laughed.  “Now that you mention it, I’ve eaten most of mine as well.  And I’ve run out of shower gel.  I thought I had two small bottles of it in my bag, but I only had one, and it was only half full.”

      They walked slowly down the promenade and then turned down the street to the shops.  After a leisurely couple of hours, they returned to Fenella’s apartment to get ready for their guests.  Daniel and Ted arrived just after five, carrying several large boxes.

      “What have you brought?” Megan demanded as she followed them into the kitchen.

      “There’s a new Indian restaurant near the station,” Ted told her.  “Everyone has been raving about the food, so we thought we should try it.”

      “We got one of just about everything,” Daniel added.  “That includes a few plainer dishes, in case you don’t care for Indian spices.”

      They spread over a dozen boxes of food across the counters.  Fenella handed out plates, and then everyone filled them with their choices.  Megan passed out cold drinks, and then they all sat together at the kitchen table.  As Fenella picked up her fork, Mona glided into the room and perched on the edge of one of the counters.

      “So tell us about lunch with Walter and Stephanie,” Daniel said once everyone was seated.

      Fenella took a deep breath and then began.  Mona leaned forward, obviously eager to hear every detail.  Daniel pulled out his notebook and a pen almost immediately, but Ted seemed more focused on his dinner than what Fenella was saying.

      “And then Stephanie left,” Fenella finally concluded.  She took a sip of her drink and then began eating the food that had been neglected while she’d been talking.

      “You already knew all of that,” Margaret said to Ted.

      He looked surprised and then shrugged.  “Stephanie was very forthcoming in her interview.  I won’t say anything more than that.”

      “But if Stephanie has already told you all about her relationship with Walter, and you knew that Zack knew about it, she doesn’t have anything she can use to threaten Walter,” Megan said.

      “Except Walter doesn’t know what Stephanie has already told the police,” Margaret said.

      “Why would she tell the police about their relationship?” Megan asked.  She seemed to think for a moment before she gasped. “Stephanie thinks that Walter killed Zack,” she said.

      “That’s certainly one possibility,” Ted replied.

      “What a mess,” Fenella said.

      “I think Stephanie is interested in Clark,” Megan said after a moment.  “Maybe she was hoping that the police would arrest Walter and get him out of the way.”

      “If she’s interested in Clark, she can simply end things with Walter,” Margaret suggested.

      “I don’t know what she sees in him,” Megan said.  “He must be fifteen years older than she is, and from everything I’ve heard and seen, he isn’t very bright.  I’m sure she could do much better.”

      “Maybe she loves him,” Daniel suggested.

      Mona laughed.  “Maybe he rewards her well.”

      “He did suggest that he could get her more money and a better office and things,” Fenella said.  “Maybe she’s using him to get ahead at work.”

      “It certainly sounds that way,” Megan agreed.  “I wonder if Walter knows that she’s just using him?”

      “It doesn’t seem as if he treats her very well,” Margaret said.  “I can’t imagine trying to keep a relationship secret for over a year.”

      “But he was married when they met,” Megan said.  “I do wonder if Walter was actually going to leave his wife for Stephanie.”

      “I doubt it,” Margaret said.  “He was probably planning to string Stephanie along for years, always promising to leave his wife soon.”

      “Is he a serious suspect in the case?” Fenella asked.

      “Everyone who knew Zack is a serious suspect,” Ted replied.

      “How’s the food?” Daniel asked when the silence that followed Ted’s words started to feel uncomfortable.

      “Really good,” Fenella said.

      “Delicious,” Megan agreed.

      “But very filling,” Margaret added.  “I’m stuffed.”

      The men each got small second helpings while Fenella started to tidy up the kitchen.  Katie ran in and demanded her dinner while Megan was packing up the boxes of food.

      “Can she have Indian food?” Megan asked as Katie rubbed her head against Megan’s leg.

      “No, she can have cat food,” Fenella replied.  “Her vet is quite insistent that I never give her people food, especially not people food from restaurants where I don’t know all of the ingredients.  The good news is that she loves her cat food, even though she likes to pretend that she’s deprived.”

      “She is acting as if she hasn’t been fed in weeks,” Margaret said.

      Fenella poured cat food into Katie’s bowl and then gave her some fresh water.

      “We’re going to the pub,” she told the animal.  “Behave while we’re gone.”

      “Meeoowww,” Katie said before starting to eat.

      A few minutes later, the little group headed out to the pub.  Daniel and Fenella walked hand in hand along the promenade.  Megan followed, while Margaret and Ted brought up the rear.

      “Good evening,” Jake said when they reached the bar.  “There are quite a few people upstairs, but I think you know them all.”

      “Oh?” Fenella asked.

      Jake shrugged.  “I don’t think it was planned, but it seems to be turning into something of a memorial for poor Zack.”

      Daniel sighed.  “Just when I thought we could get away from the case for an hour.”

      “I’ll have a fizzy drink,” Ted said.

      “Me too,” Daniel added with another sigh.

      “We’ll have wine,” Fenella said.  She glanced at her nieces, who both nodded.

      “Right away,” Jake replied.

      A few minutes later, they headed up the winding staircase.  At the top of the stairs, Fenella looked around.  Erin caught her eye and waved.

      “Come and join us,” she called.  “I came in to have a drink in memory of the lying and cheating man I thought I loved.  It turned out lots of people had the same idea today.”

      As Fenella and the others walked across the room, Fenella ticked off her mental list of suspects.  Robert, Lori, Ed, Estelle, Clark, Stephanie, and Walter were all sitting on couches and chairs in an irregular cluster near Erin.  The other member of the group was Dan Ross, who was smiling broadly as he sipped on a soda.

      “How are you?” Fenella asked Erin as Daniel and Ted carried over more chairs and another couch.

      “I wish I knew.  Sometimes I think I’m coping okay, and other times I just sit and cry.  I’m trying to stay strong for the sake of the children, but they keep asking for Zack, and I don’t even know what to tell them,” she replied, wiping away a tear as she spoke.

      “It’s going to take time for all of you to get through this,” Fenella said.

      “The kids are with my parents tonight.  They’ve been staying with them off and on since Saturday.  It’s easier in some ways and harder in others.  I miss them, but they’re a constant reminder of Zack as well.  There’s so much to do, though.  I never knew how much paperwork needed to be completed when someone dies.  I feel as if I’m filling out forms and signing things all day, every day.”

      “I hope you have a good lawyer,” Margaret said.  “He or she should be helping.”

      “I have a good advocate and she’s trying to help, but I’m still working on tracking down all of the accounts and insurance policies and everything that Zack had.  He had a few that I didn’t know anything about, and now I’m worried that there may be more that I’ll never find.”

      “He had accounts that he kept secret from you?” Megan asked.

      Erin shrugged.  “I don’t think he was deliberately trying to keep them a secret from me.  He took care of the money, for the most part, anyway.  We had a joint account for household expenses, but he managed all of our investments and savings.  It’s what he did for a living, after all.  All of those accounts were in just his name.”

      “We’re helping her find everything that she had with us,” Walter said.  “I’m Walter Quincy, the manager of the bank where Zack worked, by the way,” he added.

      Fenella introduced herself and her nieces.

      He nodded.  “I know who you are.  I’d very much like to speak to you about your investment strategies, actually.  I know Doncan Quayle does a reasonable job managing investments for his clients, but he’s an advocate first and foremost.  Someone in your position needs an investment manager, maybe more than one, if I understand the extent of your assets.”

      “I’m happy with Doncan,” Fenella replied.

      “Perhaps Doncan would prefer to rid himself of the responsibility,” Walter suggested.  “He’s a very busy man, even without having to look after your properties and your investments.  Decades ago, when his father or maybe his grandfather did some investing for Bessie Cubbon after her inheritance, I’m certain he had no idea that that part of his business would grow in the way that it has.”

      Fenella smiled.  “If Doncan wants to make any changes, I’m sure he’ll have some recommendations as to where I might move my money.”

      “Yes, of course, but I would appreciate the chance to make a proposal or two to you, at your convenience, of course,” Walter replied.

      “I’ll call you if I decide I’m interested,” Fenella offered.

      Walter patted his pockets and then frowned.  “Stephanie, I don’t have any cards on me,” he said.

      Stephanie opened her handbag and pulled out a card case.  She handed Walter a card and then smiled at Fenella. “I’m Stephanie Richards.  I’m Walter’s assistant,” she said.

      “It’s nice to meet you,” Fenella replied as Walter thrust the card at her.

      “Ring me, please.  I’m certain I could help you improve your investment strategy,” he said.

      Fenella took the card and dropped it into her handbag.  “Thanks,” she said.

      “How are you?” Erin asked Megan as Walter sat back in his chair.

      “Me?  I’m fine,” Megan replied.

      “I can’t help but wonder what would have happened if Zack had lived,” Erin said.  “I suppose I would have hated you.  As it is, I don’t know how I feel about anything anymore.”

      “I have reason to believe that Zack was showing interest in me only because he was hoping to get my aunt to invest with him,” Megan told her.

      Erin looked shocked.  “Is that better or worse?” she asked after a moment.  “The thought that he’d found someone else that he thought he might want to leave me for has been eating away at me.  But I’m not sure that I want to know that he was prepared to end our marriage simply to get himself a client.”

      “Ms. Woods isn’t just any client, though,” Walter interjected.  “Her net worth is substantial.”

      Fenella frowned.  “And it’s fine right where it is,” she muttered.

      Daniel patted her arm.

      “If he truly was just interested in you to get to Fenella, then he lied to me,” Erin added.  “I don’t know why that surprises me after everything else I’ve heard over the past few days, but it does.  He told me that he’d met someone special.  I truly believed that until right now.”

      “Do you think it’s possible that he was interested in Megan only as a way to get to Fenella?” Ted asked.

      “I want to say no.  I want to say that my husband had too much integrity to do anything like that.  I want to say a lot of things, and most of them aren’t very polite,” Erin replied.  “What I have to say is that I just don’t know anymore.”  She put her hand over her eyes.

      “Believe whatever makes you feel better,” Fenella said.

      “I wish I knew what would make me feel better,” Erin told her.  “If you’d have asked me last Saturday afternoon about my marriage and about Zack, I would have told you that we were happy together.  Sure, it bothered me when he went out drinking with his friends, deliberately pretending to be single, but up until last Saturday, he’d always come home convinced that he was pretty lucky to have me.  What happened that night turned my world upside down, even before Zack was killed.”

      “Have another drink,” Lori suggested.  “It won’t really help, but it will give the illusion of helping for an hour or two.”

      Erin frowned.  “I’m not much of a drinker,” she said.

      “Maybe now would be a good time to start,” Lori replied, downing what was left in her glass.

      “I just keep thinking that I’m going to wake up and all of this is just going to have been a bad dream,” Erin said.  “Zack and I had been together forever.  I know I’m never going to meet anyone else, and I don’t want to grow old alone.”

      “You won’t have any trouble finding another man,” Lori told her.  “You’re pretty and you’re smart.”

      “I’d ask you out, if I weren’t married,” Ed said.

      Fenella hid a laugh behind her glass as Erin looked both shocked and slightly disgusted by the suggestion.

      “That’s very kind of you,” Erin said after an awkward moment.  “But I’m glad you have Estelle.”

      “Aren’t we all?” Megan murmured quietly.

      No one wants Ed back in the dating pool, Fenella thought as she sipped her drink again.

      “You need time to get over your loss,” Clark said.  “Once that’s happened, give me a ring.”

      Erin shook her head.  “I think I’m going to go back across,” she said.  “My parents moved over here for me, but they aren’t happy here.  We’ve been talking since Saturday, and I think we’re probably going to go back.  My sister has kids around the same age as mine.  We’d love to have our kids grow up together.”

      “What a shame,” Walter said.  “I’ve been in mourning for months now, but I’ve only recently begun to feel as if I’m ready to think about getting back out there a bit.  If you were going to be staying on the island, I’d invite you to have dinner with me one night soon.”

      “Would you really?” Stephanie asked.

      Walter glanced at her and then nodded.  “When she’s ready, obviously.  Everyone has to mourn at his or her own pace.  I would never want to rush anyone.”

      “No, of course not,” Stephanie replied sharply.

      “Thank you,” Erin said.  “But I’m certainly not ready to even think about getting involved with anyone else.  I don’t know that I’ll ever be ready, though.”

      “Zack was pretty special,” Lori said.  “And I need another drink.”  She stood up and then swayed for a moment.

      “Are you okay?” Daniel asked.

      Lori shrugged.  “I started drinking hours ago.  I may have had a bit too much.  I’ll get a soda this round.”

      “I’ll go,” Ted said, getting to his feet.  “What does everyone want?”

      As people requested various drinks, Margaret stood up.  “I’ll come and help,” she offered.  “I’ll remember what all of the women want.”

      “That would be great,” Ted said, giving her a smile.

      “They’re cute together,” Estelle said as the pair walked away.

      “They’re just friends for now,” Megan told her.  “We go back to the states after Christmas.”

      “But you might be moving here,” Ed said.  “Isn’t that what you told me?”

      “We’re both considering it,” Megan agreed.  “Margaret might move here, and I might come and stay with her for a few months or so.  I’m on sabbatical for a year from my job.”

      Megan and Estelle chatted about Megan’s job and her life back in the US until Ted and Margaret returned, each carrying a tray full of drinks.  They passed them out and then sat back down.

      “To Zack,” Erin said, holding up her glass.

      “To Zack,” everyone echoed.

      “I wasn’t expecting to see you here,” Ted said to Dan Ross.

      The newspaper reporter shrugged.  “I was walking past when Erin arrived.  She said she didn’t mind if I joined her.”

      “I didn’t know anyone else was here,” Erin said defensively.  “I didn’t want to drink alone.  If I’d known that Lori and Clark and Robert were already here, I, that is, perhaps, I mean…”  She trailed off, her face bright red.

      You wouldn’t have even spoken to Dan, Fenella thought.

      “Robert and I were talking at work today, and we agreed to come and have one quick drink together in memory of Zack,” Lori said.  “We bumped into Clark on the promenade and invited him to join us.”

      “And then I arrived,” Walter said.  “I didn’t know any of the others were here, of course.  I was especially surprised when Stephanie walked in.”

      Stephanie smiled tightly.  “Yeah, surprise,” she said.  “I come in once in a while to borrow a book or two.  I’ve never seen any of the others here.”

      “And I’ve been nagging Ed to take me out for weeks,” Estelle said.  “He’s usually so busy with customers that he never has time for me, but tonight we managed to get away before anyone rang with car trouble.”

      “And, touch wood, my mobile has been very quiet ever since,” Ed said.

      “We were going to talk about Zack,” Clark said after a moment.  “We were going to share our memories of the man.”

      Erin nodded.  “I want to hear your best memories, just the good things.  I don’t think I can take the bad things, not yet.  I don’t know if I’ll ever want to hear those types of stories.”

      “I remember one night, back in London,” Clark said.  “I was out with a client and Zack was on his own…”  He told them all a long and boring story filled with banking jargon that meant nothing to Fenella.  “I’m going to miss Zack,” he concluded eventually.

      “Thank you,” Erin said, wiping her eyes.

      “I remember when you first bought your house,” Ed said.  “Zack came over to introduce himself.  I was in the middle of trying to put down new flooring.  Zack hadn’t said more than three words when Estelle roped him into helping me with the tiles and the grout.”

      Erin laughed.  “I remember that.  Zack said he was going to go and meet the neighbors, and then he didn’t come back for ages.  Eventually, I went looking for him.”

      “And I felt so bad,” Estelle chimed in.  “I’d asked him if he knew how to cut tiles to get around odd angles.  I hadn’t expected him to jump in and actually help Ed do the job.  I think we’d still be trying to get that floor finished now if Zack hadn’t helped, though.  Ed was pretty lost.”

      “I’d have managed, eventually,” Ed told her.

      “Well, every time I walk on that tile, I still think of Zack and how helpful he was,” Estelle told Erin.  “I’ll never forget his kindness.”

      Erin wiped away the tears that were flowing down her cheeks.  “Thank you,” she said softly.

      Dan Ross pulled out a notebook and started writing rapidly.

      “This is all off the record,” Daniel said firmly.

      Dan looked at Erin.  “Off the record?” he asked.

      Erin nodded.  “Yes, please,” she replied.

      He sighed and then slipped the notebook back into his pocket.  Fenella watched as he slouched in his seat, an angry look on his face.

      “He was very kind to me when I first moved to the island,” Lori said.  “He took me out for lunch every day for the first week I was here, taking me to a different place each day so I could try different restaurants.  I really appreciated it.”

      “Did you know he was married?” Stephanie asked.

      Lori flushed.  “He didn’t mention it right away,” she replied.  “But only because it didn’t come up,” she added quickly.

      Erin flushed.  “You thought he was interested in you, didn’t you?”

      “I can’t see that it matters,” Lori told her.  “He wasn’t, and he made it clear that he was simply being friendly after a while.”

      “Did he take you out for lunch every day when you first started?” Erin asked Robert.

      He blinked several times and then slowly shook his head.  “He did take Clara out a few times, though.  He knew she was having trouble getting settled, and he offered to show her a few of his favorite places on the island.  They went for lunch or dinner or drinks several times, actually.”

      Erin sighed.  “He never told me that he was spending so much time with other women.”

      “He knew Clara and I were married, and Clara knew that he was married.  It was all completely innocent,” Robert replied.

      “It may have been with Clara, but was it with all of the other women?” Erin asked.

      “It was innocent with me,” Lori told her.

      “Did he ever take you out?” Erin asked Stephanie.

      “We had lunch together a few times,” Stephanie replied.  “But it wasn’t anything special.  I often have lunch with different work colleagues.”

      “She had lunch with me today,” Walter volunteered.

      “I wish Clara was here,” Erin said, looking at Robert.  “I’m sorry.  I’m sure you miss her.”

      He shrugged.  “I’m starting to get used to being on my own.”

      “I hope that means it will get easier for me,” Erin said.

      “I’ve been trying to reach Clara,” Lori said.  “She isn’t answering her mobile.”

      Robert shrugged.  “I think she may have changed her number.  I think she’s trying to avoid me.”

      “That’s odd,” Lori said.  “When she gave me her number, she said she was planning to keep that number forever, because the last four digits just happened to be her birthday.  She said it was just a coincidence, but it felt oddly significant to her.”

      “She never answers me when I ring,” Robert said sadly.  “And she hasn’t been answering her texts, either.”

      “I think I must have a different number for her,” Erin said as she pulled out her mobile.  “Because the last four digits of the number I have for her can’t possibly be anyone’s birthday.”

      Lori pulled out her phone and read out a phone number.  Erin shook her head and then dictated a different number.

      “Which one is Clara’s?” Erin asked Robert.

      “The one you have is the one that I have,” Robert told Erin.  “I think she must have given Lori the wrong number.”

      “The wrong number that just happened to be her birthday?” Lori asked.

      “Is it possible that she had another phone, one you didn’t know she had?” Ted asked Robert.

      “No, of course not,” he replied.  “We didn’t keep secrets from one another.”

      “Maybe she got herself another phone when she decided to leave,” Erin suggested.  “You said yourself that you thought she’d changed her number.  Maybe she did it before she left and then gave that number to Lori.”

      “She gave me the number the day before she left,” Lori said. “Although, when we spoke, she didn’t say anything about leaving.”

      “When did she give you her number?” Ted asked Erin.

      “At a company party, while Zack and I were chatting with her and Robert.  If she did get a second phone that she didn’t want Robert to know she had, then it makes sense that she gave me the number he knew she had,” Erin replied.

      “And you’ve been trying to reach Clara on the number she gave you?” Ted asked Lori.

      “Yeah, for like a week or more,” Lori replied.  “I wanted to tell her about Zack, in case she hadn’t heard.  She really liked Zack.”

      Ted pulled out his notebook.  “Give me that number again,” he said to Lori.

      She read out the number.

      “And is that her birthdate?” Ted asked Robert.

      He frowned and then nodded.  “It is, yes, but I can’t believe that she went out and got herself a second phone while we were still together.  We were still talking about a friendly separation at that point.”

      “I think I need to make finding Clara a priority,” Ted said.

      “Why?” Robert demanded.  “She left me.  What else do you need to know?”

      “Maybe why she got herself a second phone, one that she kept secret from you,” Megan said.

      “It can’t possibly matter,” Robert said flatly.  “We’re not together any longer, and she was long gone before Zack died.  You’ve no need to look for her.”

      “Unless she came back and killed Zack,” Lori said.

      “Why would she do that?” Robert demanded.  “She and Zack were friends.”

      “Maybe they were more than friends,” Lori suggested.  “And maybe he ended things, or maybe he became obsessed with her and wouldn’t let her go.  Maybe he was ringing her constantly, driving her crazy.”

      “She could have changed her number,” Robert said dismissively.

      “But she loved that number,” Lori argued.

      “I don’t think Zack was killed over a phone number,” Erin said.

      “As you’ve all been drinking, I’m not going to take anyone in for questioning tonight,” Ted said.  “But tomorrow I’m going to want to talk to each of you about Clara Briggs.  Robert, I’m going to start with you, first thing tomorrow morning.”

      Robert shook his head.  “I have plans for tomorrow,” he said.  “And they don’t include speaking to you about something that’s none of your business.”

      “Everything is my business in a murder investigation,” Ted replied.

      “Clara didn’t have anything to do with your murder investigation, though.  She’s not even on the island,” Robert argued.

      “You say that as if you know where she is,” Ted replied.  “When did you last speak to her?”

      Robert inhaled slowly.  “Obviously I don’t know where she is.  She left the island and me some months ago.  She could be anywhere in the world.  The one place she won’t be, though, is the Isle of Man. She hated it here.  She hated it here more than she loved me.  This is the last place she’d be.”

      “Not if she’d fallen in love with Zack,” Lori said.

      “She wasn’t in love with Zack.  They were friends.  Nothing more,” Robert said angrily.

      “She did disappear rather suddenly,” Stephanie said.  “She was supposed to be coming in to see me to finish some paperwork to do with getting her a work permit, but she never turned up.”

      “Because she’d decided she didn’t need a work permit because she wasn’t staying,” Robert said tightly.

      Daniel leaned over and said something to Ted, who nodded.

      “I’ve had enough of this,” Robert said, standing up. “I’m going home.”

      “I’d rather you came with me,” Ted said, rising.  “I need to ask you a few questions, and after giving the matter some additional thought, I think it might be best if we have our conversation tonight.”

      “Am I being arrested?” Robert demanded.

      “Not unless that’s what it takes to get you down to the station,” Ted replied.

      Robert stared at him for a moment and then slowly shook his head.  “I didn’t do anything,” he said.  “You can’t arrest me.”

      “I’d rather not arrest you.  I’d much rather you simply cooperated with me,” Ted replied.

      “I have nothing to say,” Robert replied.  He looked past Ted.  “What’s that?” he asked.

      As Ted turned his head, Robert took off running.  Fenella gasped as he reached the spiral staircase and seemed to try to jump to the bottom in a single step.  She heard a loud crashing noise before the shrieking began.  Ted crossed to the stairs and looked down.

      “We’re going to have to take the lifts,” he told Daniel.  “It looks as if Robert is in a bad way.”

      “I’ve already rung for an ambulance,” Daniel replied.

      “We need you all to stay here,” Ted told them.  “We need to get Robert to hospital, and then we’re going to need statements from each of you.”

      “Love you,” Daniel said to Fenella as the two men headed for the elevators.

      Fenella could hear Robert whimpering in pain as she sat back in her chair.

      “What just happened?” Erin asked.

      “I suspect we just found out who killed Zack,” Margaret replied.  “And I’m pretty sure that he killed Clara as well.”
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      The group sat in silence for several minutes.  Fenella struggled to process what Margaret had said.  It made sense, but it was a horrible solution to the case.

      “Why did Robert kill Zack?” Erin asked eventually.

      “Maybe Zack found out that Robert had killed Clara,” Megan suggested.

      “But how would he have found that out?” Erin asked.

      “Maybe Clara told him something that made him suspicious,” Megan replied.  “They spent some time together in the days before she disappeared, didn’t they?”

      Erin nodded.  “Zack said something about her being troubled, but I don’t know what he meant.”

      “Maybe she was afraid of Robert,” Margaret suggested.  “And maybe she told Zack how she felt.”

      “Good evening,” a voice said.

      Fenella smiled at the young police constable who was approaching their table.  “Good evening.”

      “I’ve been asked to keep you all company until the inspectors are available to take statements,” he said.  “I’m sorry, but I’ve been told to ask you not to speak to one another while you wait.”

      Fenella nodded and then sat back and closed her eyes.  She opened them again quickly as her memory insisted on replaying Robert’s face just before he’d started running for the stairs.  He’d looked angry but also something else, something that Fenella suspected might have been guilt.

      Daniel and Ted returned an hour later.  They brought coffee and biscuits with them.  After everyone had been given a drink, they began to interview each person, one after another.  Fenella imagined that she and her nieces would be last and she wasn’t wrong.  After everyone else had spoken to the police and then left the pub, Ted and Daniel joined them at the table.

      “That was awful,” Megan said.  “Do you really need our statements?”

      Ted shook his head.  “We’ll get statements from you at some point, but it isn’t critical.  We needed to talk to each of the others in order to find out everything we could about Robert and Clara, but none of you knew either of them before Saturday.”

      Daniel sat down next to Fenella and put his arm around her.  “I’m ready for sleep,” he said tiredly.

      “That makes two of us,” she replied as she leaned against him.

      The loud buzzing noise made them all jump.  Ted frowned and then pulled his mobile out of his pocket.  He read the screen and then looked at Daniel.

      “The team just went into Robert’s flat.  We need to go and see what they’ve found,” he said.

      “That doesn’t sound good,” Fenella said.

      “It isn’t,” Ted agreed.

      “I’ll ring you when I can,” Daniel promised before he followed Ted to the elevators.

      “Let’s go home,” Fenella suggested to Margaret and Megan.

      They rode the elevator down to the ground floor in silence.  Jake was standing behind the bar in the empty room.  He waved, but didn’t try to speak.

      “That was the worst night of my life,” Megan said when they finally reached Fenella’s apartment.

      “It was pretty awful,” Margaret agreed.

      “What happened?” Mona demanded from her seat on one of the couches.  “I saw police cars and ambulances everywhere.”

      Robert decided he didn’t want to answer any questions, so he threw himself down the stairs at the pub, Fenella thought.

      “Robert?  So he killed Zack?  How odd.  It must have been something to do with his wife, Clara.  Was she having an affair with Zack?” Mona asked.

      We think he might have killed her, too, Fenella replied.

      Mona looked shocked before she nodded slowly.  “I suppose that makes sense.”

      Nothing makes sense, was Fenella’s next thought.

      She walked into the kitchen and got out a treat for Katie.  The small animal ran in and gobbled it down before demanding to be picked up.  Fenella held her close as tears slid down her cheeks.  A moment later, she found herself being hugged tightly by her nieces.

      “I think we’re all in shock,” Margaret said a short while later as they stepped apart.

      “We’re all crying,” Megan said.

      “We’re all tired,” Fenella suggested.  “I think we all need sleep.”

      “I think we all need to forget all about Zack and Robert and Clara,” Margaret added.
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      They spent the next day in Castletown and then the evening at Christmas at the Castle.  Daniel and Ted were too busy with the case to join them, but the next day they all had dinner together at Fenella’s apartment.

      “The chief constable is going to issue a press release in about an hour,” Ted said after they’d eaten.  “After Robert’s accident, we received a search warrant to search his property.  The body of his wife, Clara, was found in one of the bedrooms in the property.”

      “He was keeping her in one of the bedrooms?” Megan asked.

      Ted nodded.  “He told everyone she’d left, and because she’d been talking about leaving, everyone believed him.”

      “He claims that it was an accident,” Daniel added.  “According to him, they were arguing and he pushed her, just gently, to get her to give him some space.  Allegedly, she tripped over a chair and fell over backwards.  He claims she was knocked unconscious, but quickly recovered.  That’s when he put her to bed in the spare bedroom.  He insists that he kept checking on her, but that somehow she simply died.”

      “Even if all of that is true, it doesn’t explain what happened to Zack,” Fenella said.

      “According to Robert, that was an accident, too,” Ted told her.

      “How do you stab someone by accident?” Megan asked.

      “Robert keeps changing his story, and I’m not going to try to remember which one is current.  He had Clara’s body wrapped in several layers of plastic to prevent his neighbors from noticing any smell, which makes it seem unlikely that she died accidentally.  Let’s just say that none of the stories about either death is believable and leave it at that,” Ted replied.

      “Poor Clara,” Fenella sighed.

      “And poor Zack,” Megan added.  “Did he figure out that Robert had killed Clara, then?”

      “Robert isn’t sure how Zack knew that he’d killed Clara, but apparently Zack had started asking Robert to share clients with him.  When Robert refused, Zack started making comments about knowing Robert’s secrets,” Ted told her.

      “Which could have meant anything,” Margaret said.  “But to a man with a very guilty conscience, it could only mean one thing.”

      Ted nodded.  “We’ll never know what Zack actually knew, but it may not have been anything to do with Clara.”

      Megan sighed.  “Zack was nothing but trouble, but I’m still sad that he’s gone.”

      “And now we should talk about other things,” Fenella suggested.  “It’s nearly Christmas, after all.”

      “And after Christmas, we need to talk about the new year,” Margaret said.  “We have a lot to figure out for the future.”

      “Does that mean you are moving here?” Fenella asked.

      Margaret shrugged.  “Let’s talk about that another time,” she said as she glanced at Ted.

      He reached over and took her hand.  “I think we have some talking to do, too,” he said.

      Margaret flushed and then nodded.  “I’d like that,” she said.

      “Once Margaret moves here, I shall have to have a chat with her,” Mona said.  “I’m looking forward to getting to know her better.”

      Before Fenella could reply, Mona vanished in a shower of sparks.

      “Merooww,” Katie said.

      “Exactly,” Fenella replied.
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      It’s nearly Shelly Quirk’s wedding day, and her closest friend, Fenella Woods, is doing everything she can to help Shelly celebrate.  Shelly’s Aunt Elaine is visiting, and the three women have plans to spend the final days before the wedding at the Seaview Hotel, enjoying spa treatments and room service.  No one is expecting to find a dead body in what’s meant to be an empty room.

      Rebecca Drury had stayed at the hotel with five of her friends in November, celebrating her divorce.  They all left together just before the hotel shut for the season, but it seems as if Rebecca didn’t go far.

      Can Fenella and her friends help the police work out how Rebecca managed to stay in what was supposed to be a closed hotel?  Can they discover who killed Rebecca?  And will Shelly and Tim get the wedding of their dreams or will the murder investigation get in the way of their happily ever after?
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      After months of planning, sisters Abigail and Amanda Clark have finally purchased a historic resort property in the Finger Lakes.  Abigail has years of experience managing hotels and restaurants, so she’s sure she’s ready for this new challenge.  She isn’t even bothered when her sister takes her dream job and decides not to move to Nightshade right away.

      When a guest turns up dead in one of the rooms, though, Abigail finds herself caught up in the middle of a murder investigation.  That definitely wasn’t in her plans.  

      The dead man had a lot of enemies in the small town of Nightshade, New York, and it isn’t long before Abigail has met several of them.  Her nosy neighbor is eager to poke her nose into the police investigation, but all Abigail wants to do is find some guests for Sunset Lodge.

      Can Abigail fix up the historic hotel on a shoestring budget?  Will she be able to find guests who don’t mind that a man was murdered in the hotel’s annex?  Or will Abigail’s neighbor say the wrong thing to the wrong person and get someone else murdered before the police find the killer?
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