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      “Her flight landed twenty-five minutes ago,” Shelly Quirk said to her closest friend.  “I’m sure everyone else has already come through baggage claim.  Where can she be?”

      “Are you sure she got on the flight?” Fenella Woods asked.

      Shelly shrugged.  “She promised to ring me if she missed her flight again, but she also promised to leave in plenty of time today.”

      “Unlike yesterday,” Fenella suggested.

      “Exactly.  She was very apologetic once I reached her.  Apparently, in all of the excitement of missing her flight, she didn’t think to ring the person who was waiting at the airport for her to arrive.”

      “So now you get to do it all again.”

      “And so do you.  Have I ever told you how much I appreciate having you as a friend?”

      Fenella chuckled.  “You tell me that all the time.”

      “But it’s especially true right now.  I can’t believe I’m getting married in just a few days.  I can’t believe I agreed to let you pay for the wedding.  But right now, I mostly can’t believe that Aunty Elaine is coming to my wedding.”

      “Tell me again about Aunty Elaine,” Fenella said.  It wasn’t that she’d forgotten what Shelly had told her.  She simply wanted to give Shelly something to do before her nerves got any worse.

      “She’s my father’s younger sister.  There was quite a large gap between them, more than ten years, so Aunty Elaine is only seventy-six, just twelve years older than me.  My father would have been getting close to ninety if he were still alive.”

      “And she lives in Chesterfield,” Fenella remembered.

      “Actually, she lives in Bolsover, but that’s quite near Chesterfield.  She worked as an accountant and never married, something my father always felt was a bad thing.”

      “Oh?”

      “He didn’t think women should live on their own.  She went to university in Liverpool and then took a job as an accountant in Sheffield.  Eventually, she went to work for a company in Chesterfield, and that’s when she bought her little house in Bolsover.”

      “And your father didn’t approve.”

      “He’d been less than keen on her going to university, actually.  He was a bit old-fashioned in his ideas about what women should or shouldn’t do.  When I decided I wanted to go to university, Aunty Elaine talked my father into agreeing.  If it weren’t for her, I probably would have left school and gone to work in a shop or some such thing until I’d met a man to marry.”

      “Good for Aunty Elaine.”

      Shelly nodded.  “I’ve always been very fond of her.  I used to go and visit her every summer when I was teaching.  There are quite a few stately homes in that part of the country.  We used to go and tour them together, always talking loudly about what we’d change if we were to buy the house.”

      Fenella laughed.  “That sounds like good fun.”

      “It was great fun.  John went with me when we were first married, but he didn’t enjoy Aunty Elaine’s company as much as I did, so after the first few years, I used to go on my own.”

      “When did you see her last, then?”

      “The last few years that John was alive, we did some traveling in the summers, so I didn’t make it over to see Aunty Elaine.  Then she had some health problems and couldn’t make it to John’s funeral.  I’m ashamed to admit that I haven’t visited her since I’ve been retired.”

      “So this will be a nice reunion for you both.”

      “Yes, I hope so.  I was looking forward to her arriving yesterday so we’d have some time together before things get busy with the wedding, but that didn’t work out.”

      Fenella nodded.  “We don’t have that much to do today.”

      “We’re moving to the Seaview today, though.  Mostly, sort of, kind of.”

      Fenella laughed.  “It’s all going to be a bit odd, but it gives us a lot more options.”

      “I know.  I think I may be getting cold feet, that’s all.  The idea of moving to the Seaview makes me feel quite sick to my stomach, and that’s only if I don’t let myself think about the wedding.  Thinking about the wedding is another whole level of terror.”

      Fenella pulled her friend into a hug.  “You love Tim, and you want to marry him, right?”

      Shelly nodded.  “I’m starting to wish we’d just run away to Gretna Green, though.”

      “It’s going to be a wonderful celebration for you and Tim and all of the people who love you.”

      Shelly nodded.  “And there’s Aunty Elaine,” she said.

      Fenella turned around and looked at the woman who was slowly making her way down the corridor toward baggage claim.  Shelly had said she was seventy-six, and Fenella thought she looked her age.  Her hair was grey and short, and she moved as if walking took some effort.  She was wearing a black skirt that was covered in red dots, and a red sweater.  Her sneakers were neon pink.

      “I hope she can manage her bags,” Shelly said, sounding concerned.

      Only passengers were allowed in the baggage claim area, so Fenella and Shelly could only watch as the older woman approached the belt where the same two bags had been rotating past for twenty minutes or more.  Elaine stopped and then looked around.  A moment later, a handsome young man in an airline uniform rushed forward.  He said something to Elaine that made them both laugh before he took her bags off the conveyor belt and offered her his arm.  Elaine took it, and they walked together into the main terminal building.

      “Aunty Elaine,” Shelly called as she rushed forward.

      “Shelly, there you are,” Elaine said.

      Shelly pulled the woman into a hug.  Both women had tears in their eyes when the hug ended.

      “I can’t believe it’s been so long since I’ve seen you,” Shelly said, her tone apologetic.

      “Yes, well, I’ve been quite busy, you know,” Elaine replied.  “I’ve started two very different book clubs, I’ve begun taking piano lessons, and I’ve been learning Italian.”

      “I can take those,” Fenella said to the young man, gesturing toward Elaine’s bags.

      He grinned.  “It was a real pleasure meeting you,” he said to Elaine.  “I hope we didn’t keep you waiting too long,” he added, addressing Shelly.  “We were talking as the plane landed, and I’m afraid we lost track of time.”

      “I was giving him advice about his love life,” Elaine said loudly.  “It’s quite sad, really.  He’s madly in love with a woman who doesn’t even know he’s alive.  I’ve told him that he’s wasting his time, and I’ve offered to introduce him to a few young women I know, but he’s insistent that he’s going to find a way to win Jennifer’s heart.”

      The man blushed.  “I need to get back to work,” he said.  He gave Elaine a hug and then turned and rushed away.

      “That’s Jennifer,” Elaine added in a low voice, nodding toward a pretty brunette who was also in the airline’s uniform.  She was standing nearby, and she was staring after the man who’d just left, looking somewhat confused.

      “Let’s hope that’s done the trick,” Elaine said before she turned back to Shelly.  “Now, let’s take a look at you.  Twirl.”

      Shelly turned in a slow circle.

      “I like the bright colors,” Elaine said.  “So many women start dressing in black and grey as they get older, as if they’re trying to be invisible.  Your red trousers and bright blue shirt are demanding that people notice you.  Good for you.”

      “After John died and I moved into my flat, my new neighbor persuaded me to celebrate life with color,” Shelly explained.

      “You know I’ve always loved color,” Elaine said.  “Which is a very good thing, really.  My doctor insists that I need to wear certain types of trainers now, and they only seem to come in bright colors.”  She gestured toward her feet.  “They don’t go well with my outfit, but my feet are incredibly comfortable.”

      “I think comfort is very important,” Fenella said.

      Shelly flushed.  “Aunty Elaine, this is my friend, Fenella Woods.  Fenella, this is my Aunty Elaine Coleman.”

      “It’s very nice to meet you,” Fenella said.

      Elaine studied her for a moment and then nodded slowly.  “Are you the new neighbor, then, the one who talked Shelly into wearing colors?”

      “That was my aunt, Mona,” Fenella replied.  “Sadly, she passed away a few years ago.”

      “You’ll have to explain it all to me,” Elaine said.  “But first, I need to sit down.  Everything still works, but some things are a bit slower than they used to be, and everything gets tired more quickly than it should.”

      “I’m parked right outside,” Fenella assured her.  She picked up the bags and then began to walk toward the doors.

      Shelly offered Elaine her arm and the pair followed Fenella.  By the time Shelly and Elaine reached the car, Fenella had put the bags into the trunk and had opened the passenger door for Elaine.

      “This is very nice,” Elaine said as Shelly helped her into the car.  “Do you not have a car?” she asked Shelly.

      “I do have a car, but Fenella’s is larger and more comfortable,” Shelly replied after she’d climbed into the backseat.  “And Fenella is being kind enough to go just about everywhere with me at the moment, as I keep forgetting where I’m supposed to be.”

      Fenella laughed.  “She isn’t that bad,” she told Elaine.  “She just has a lot on her mind.”

      “A wedding is a very important event.  Most people only get married once or twice in a lifetime, after all.  I’ve never quite managed it myself.  Are you married?” Elaine asked Fenella.

      “No, but I’m engaged.  Daniel and I aren’t in any rush to get married, though,” Fenella replied.

      “No?  If I’d ever found the right man, I’d have married him as quickly as I could have.  Good men are awfully hard to find.”

      “Daniel is wonderful,” Shelly told her.  “And I think Tim is pretty special, too.”

      “Yes, well, I’ll be the judge of that,” Elaine replied sharply.  “As your last surviving relative, well, aside from a few insignificant cousins, it will be up to me whether you and Tim are permitted to marry or not.  He better be ready to impress me, or I might refuse to let you marry him.”

      There was an awkward silence in the car.  Fenella was trying to find the right way to disagree with the woman when Elaine suddenly burst out laughing.

      “I can’t keep a straight face,” she said, tears streaming down her cheeks.  “You were both trying so hard to be polite that you couldn’t think of a single thing to say.  Although I do hope that I’ll approve of Tim, I’m perfectly aware that Shelly doesn’t need my permission to do anything.  I shouldn’t tease, though, should I?  When you get to my age, you suddenly find that everyone starts treating you with kid gloves.  I’m not above using that to my advantage, of course, but I would never do anything to hurt the niece that I love.”

      “You’re going to love Tim, too,” Shelly assured her.  “He’s very nervous about meeting you, so I’m not going to tell him about this conversation.”

      Elaine laughed again.  “He should be nervous.  It shows that he cares.  And I am your only living relative.”

      “Aside from a few insignificant cousins,” Fenella interjected.

      Shelly and Elaine both laughed.

      “If you’d met any of them, you’d agree,” Elaine told her.

      “I didn’t even invite any of them to the wedding,” Shelly said.  “I should feel guilty about that, but I don’t.”

      “You should have felt horrible if you hadn’t invited me, but I’m the only one who truly matters,” Elaine told her.

      “Welcome to Douglas,” Fenella said as the laughter in the car died down again.

      “It’s changed a lot, but also not changed much,” Elaine said.  “I haven’t been back in decades.”

      “I always enjoyed visiting you,” Shelly said.

      “And here we are,” Fenella said a few minutes later as she turned into the parking garage under the building where she and Shelly lived.

      “Right on the promenade.  How very fancy,” Elaine said with a chuckle.

      Fenella pulled her car into her parking space and then got out and walked around to open Elaine’s door for her.

      “We’ll be moving to the Seaview this afternoon,” Shelly said.  “Do you want your bags now, or should we just leave them in the boot?”

      Elaine thought for a moment.  “I don’t need anything out of them for now,” she said as they began to walk toward the elevators.  “Have I mentioned how excited I am about staying at the Seaview?  It was closed for years when I was young, and every time we went past it, I’d try to imagine what it was like inside.  I’m told the current owners spent a fortune bringing it back to its former glory, although that was quite a few years ago now.”

      Shelly nodded.  “It’s still beautiful, though.  Wait until you see the ballroom.”

      “That’s where you’re having your reception?”

      “Yes, and it’s going to be spectacular.”

      “Even if she didn’t want the thrones,” Fenella added.

      Elaine stopped and stared at Shelly.  “You could have had thrones and you aren’t?”

      Shelly laughed.  “They’re huge and they’re hideous.  The hotel owners got them when some millionaire was marrying his third or fourth wife, and they’re every bit as tacky as you’d expect.”

      “Now I want to get married and have the thrones,” Elaine said.  “Are they very expensive?”

      “I suspect Jasper would be happy to let you use them for free,” Fenella said as they walked into the elevator.

      Elaine grinned.  “Now I just have to find a man.”

      “Who do I know that’s single?” Fenella said.

      “I don’t think Aunty Elaine is actually…” Shelly began.

      “Aunty Elaine can speak for herself,” Elaine interrupted.  “And I’d love to meet any single male friends of yours,” she told Fenella.  “I haven’t been out with a man in many years.”

      “I’ll give it some thought,” Fenella promised.

      “Here we are,” Shelly said as they walked down the corridor on the sixth floor.

      “This is mine,” Fenella said, pointing to her door as the trio continued past it.

      “And I’m right next door,” Shelly added.

      “How long have you known one another?” Elaine asked.

      Shelly laughed.  “I put a shepherd’s pie in the oven when we left for the airport.  It should be lovely and hot and ready to eat.  Let’s talk about all of that over lunch.”

      She opened her door and then stepped back to let Elaine and Fenella enter first.

      “I didn’t realize you had a cat,” Elaine said as she stopped right inside Shelly’s comfortable living room.

      “That’s Smokey,” Shelly told her.  “I adopted her just after Fenella acquired Katie.  She’s an older cat with impeccable manners.”

      “Unlike Katie,” Fenella laughed.  “Who is still a kitten at heart, and has no manners at all.”

      Elaine laughed.  “Over the years I sometimes thought about getting a cat, but I didn’t want to be a lonely spinster with just a cat for company.  I did have a few dogs years ago, but after my last one passed away I decided that I’d had enough.”

      “You had some wonderful animals over the years,” Shelly said.

      Elaine nodded.  “My favorite was always Buster.  He was a lovely beast.”

      “With far too much fur,” Shelly added.

      “He did shed everywhere,” Elaine agreed.  “But it was worth it.  He was loyal and loving and I still miss him, even though I had two other dogs after he’d passed.”

      “Make yourself comfortable while I get lunch,” Shelly suggested.

      “Where will we eat lunch?” Elaine asked.

      “We can eat at the dining table or we can eat at the kitchen table,” Shelly replied.

      “Let’s eat in the kitchen,” Elaine said.  “That sounds cozier.”

      Shelly led them all into the kitchen.  Elaine and Fenella settled at the table while Shelly bustled around, getting the meal ready.

      “So, how did you meet my niece?” Elaine asked Fenella.

      “I inherited the apartment next door when my aunt died,” Fenella explained.

      “Where were you living at the time?” was the next question.

      “I was in Buffalo, New York,” Fenella replied.  “I’d been born on the island, but my parents had decided to move to America with me and my four brothers when I was two.”

      “Did you not need some sort of visa or permission?  I’d always thought it would be interesting to move to the US, but I didn’t think it was possible to just go.”

      “My father was American,” Fenella explained.  “My mother was Manx, and they’d settled here when they were first married, but after a while, they decided to move to the US.”

      “And you stayed there until you inherited Mona’s estate?”

      “Exactly.  I went to university in Buffalo and never left.”

      “The city or the university?”

      “Either.  I stayed at the university until I’d earned a doctorate degree, and then I started teaching there.”

      “So you quit your job when you moved here?”

      Fenella nodded.  “I quit my job.  I sold my little house, and I ended a relationship that was going nowhere.”

      “How long had you been together?”

      “Ten years, which was nine and a half years longer than I should have stayed with him.”

      “So why did you stay?”

      Fenella frowned.  “It’s complicated.  He was another professor at the university.  When we first started dating, I was flattered by his attention.  He was ten years older, and he seemed incredibly smart and worldly.  He very quickly came to rely on me, though, for lots of little things.  He had a near-genius level IQ, but very few practical skills.  Within weeks, I was doing his laundry, his grocery shopping, and running all of his errands.”

      “And you enjoyed being needed.”

      “Sadly, I did.”

      “But when you inherited from Mona, you ended things with him and moved here.”

      “Exactly.  The inheritance from Mona was the push I needed to change everything in my life.”

      “Did you inherit much besides the flat next door?”

      Fenella and Shelly both laughed.

      “I didn’t realize it at the time, but Mona was worth a considerable fortune,” Fenella explained.  “She’d become involved with a man named Maxwell Martin when she was just eighteen.  They never married, but he showered her with gifts.  This used to be a hotel, and Mona lived in one of the rooms for many years.  When he had the hotel converted into apartments, he had the largest one built for Mona.”

      “Showered with gifts?” Elaine asked.

      “Mostly jewelry and property,” Fenella told her.  “Also the little red sports car that was parked next to my more sensible car.  He gave her stocks and shares as well.”

      “How nice for you.  I assume you no longer work, then.”

      “When I first moved to the island, I was planning to write a book, but once I’d discovered just how much I’d actually inherited, I gave up on that idea.”

      “I don’t blame you.  I saved every penny I could for decades so that I could retire early.  It’s lovely, not having to work.”

      “I won’t argue,” Shelly said.

      “Of course, you retired when John passed away,” Elaine said.  “And did much the same as Fenella, changing your entire life.”

      Shelly nodded.  “I sold the house that John and I had shared, took early retirement, and moved in here.  I was lucky that Mona was next door.  She helped me through those terrible first few months.”

      Elaine looked at her for a moment and then looked back at Fenella.  “You must worry that the men you meet are only interested in your money.  Is that a worry with your Daniel?”

      Fenella shook her head.  “My money makes Daniel uncomfortable.  I’m pretty sure he’d prefer it if I still needed to work for a living.”

      “What does he do?”

      “He’s a police inspector.  We met over a dead body.”

      “A dead body?  Tell me more.”

      Fenella sighed.  “I’d only been on the island for a single night.  I went out to get some groceries because I was starving, and there wasn’t any food in my apartment.  On my way back, I found a dead man in the alley behind the building.”

      “My goodness, how unfortunate.”

      “Daniel was put in charge of the investigation, and things moved on from there,” Fenella explained.

      “I do try to keep up with island news.  It seems as if there have been quite a few murders on the island in the past few years.”

      “Yes, there have been, and I’ve been caught up in nearly every investigation,” Fenella replied, sighing again.

      “And now you and Daniel are engaged?” Elaine asked.

      Fenella nodded and then looked down at her gorgeous engagement ring.  “As I said earlier, we aren’t in any rush to get married, though.”

      “Here we are,” Shelly said, putting plates of steaming food in front of Fenella and Elaine.  She turned back to the counter and then added her own plate to the table.  “Drinks?”

      “Just water for me,” Elaine said.

      “I’ll have the same,” Fenella added.

      A minute later, they were all enjoying Shelly’s delicious cooking.

      “Tell me all about Tim, then,” Elaine said to Shelly.

      Shelly blushed.  “We met last October,” she said.  “He’s in a band called The Islanders and they were performing at the Hop-tu-Naa festivities at Cregneash.”

      “I’d forgotten all about Hop-tu-Naa,” Elaine exclaimed.  “Do the children still sing, or has Halloween overtaken the old Celtic traditions?”

      “The children still sing – some of them, anyway,” Shelly told her.  “Manx National Heritage does its best to promote Hop-tu-Naa, which is why we were at Cregneash.  It was Fenella’s first Hop-tu-Naa.”

      “Did you enjoy it?” Elaine asked.

      “As a historian, I was fascinated by everything that I learned,” Fenella replied.  “I was less excited when I found a dead body, though.”

      Elaine frowned.  “Another one?”

      “Anyway,” Shelly said quickly, “I met Tim there, and then, a few days later, his band started performing a few nights a week at our local pub.  That was when Tim and I really started to get to know one another.”

      “And is the band Tim’s only job?” Elaine asked.

      “He’s actually an architect,” Shelly replied.  “He works for ShopFast, the island’s local grocery shop chain.  They’ve only just recently announced that they’re going to be opening two shops in Liverpool, and Tim is responsible for designing them both.”

      “I thought you told me you were taking a month-long honeymoon,” Elaine said.  “I would have thought that designing shops would take a lot of time.”

      “It has already taken up a lot of time,” Shelly explained.  “He’s been working on his designs for months.  The whole project was just recently announced, but he’s been working on it for ages.  He hasn’t had a proper day off in months, and they were happy to agree that he can take a month for our honeymoon after the number of hours he’s been working lately.”

      “But he’ll be going back to work when you return?” Elaine wondered.

      “Oh, yes, he’s not going to be ready to retire for another four or five years,” Shelly told her.  “He loves his job.  He may never want to retire.”

      “I suppose that’s nice for ShopFast, anyway,” Elaine replied.

      “I made a Victoria sponge for pudding,” Shelly said as she cleared away their empty plates.  “Shall I put the kettle on as well?”

      “Tea goes well with Victoria sponge,” Elaine said.  “But what time are we supposed to be at the hotel?”

      “Jasper said we can arrive any time after three,” Fenella told her.  “We’ve a few hours before we need to leave here.”

      “I have to finish packing,” Shelly said.  “I hope I don’t forget anything.”

      “As you’re going to be stopping back here every day to feed Smokey and check your mail, I can’t see why it matters,” Fenella laughed.

      Shelly laughed as well.  “I just don’t want to feel as if I’m forgetting things, that’s all.  I want to feel as if I’m well organized and ready for the wedding.”

      The kettle boiled and Fenella made tea while Shelly cut them each a slice of cake.  They were just sitting back down when someone knocked at the door.

      “Who could that be?” Shelly asked.  “I’m not expecting anyone.”

      “Perhaps, if you open the door, you’ll find out,” Elaine suggested.

      Shelly laughed as she got up and left the room.  She was back a moment later, escorting a handsome man into the kitchen with her.

      “Aunty Elaine, this is Peter Cannell.  He lives on the other side of Fenella’s flat.  Peter, this is my aunt, Elaine Coleman.  She’s come across for the wedding.”

      “It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Peter said, offering his hand.

      “Likewise,” Elaine replied.

      “I’m sorry to interrupt,” Peter added.

      “Not at all,” Shelly said.  “Sit down, and I’ll cut you a piece of cake.”

      Peter hesitated and then shrugged.  “Thank you.  I’d appreciate that.  I’m in something of a muddle today.”

      “So you came to see me?” Shelly asked.  “I’ve been in a muddle since Tim proposed.”

      Peter chuckled.  “I was actually looking for both you and Fenella.  I know you’re both busy with the wedding plans, but I wanted to invite you to a small celebration tonight.”

      “A celebration?  How exciting,” Shelly said.

      Peter nodded.  “Ms. Coleman, you’re more than welcome as well, as are Tim and Daniel, of course.”

      “I’m not sure what Daniel is doing tonight,” Fenella said.  “We’re moving up to the Seaview this afternoon so that we can enjoy their spa treatments tomorrow and be ready for the wedding on Friday.”

      Peter frowned.  “I didn’t realize you were going to Ramsey this early.  I hope coming back to Douglas won’t be too much of an inconvenience.”

      “It’s a twenty minute drive,” Fenella said.  “I used to drive farther nearly every day when I lived in the US.”

      “But what are we celebrating?” Elaine asked.

      “I’m getting married,” Peter told her.  “Or rather, I’m getting remarried.  My first wife has finally forgiven me for being a complete idiot and has agreed to remarry me.”

      “Congratulations,” Elaine said.  “I’m going to guess that you divorced her for another woman, maybe a much younger woman.”

      Peter flushed.  “I wish I could tell you that you’re wrong, but you aren’t.  I behaved badly, and I don’t really deserve her back.  Fortunately for me, she doesn’t realize that.”

      Everyone chuckled.

      “You’re getting married tonight, then?” Fenella asked.

      Peter nodded.  “We’re having the actual ceremony in the drawing room at the hotel to which the Tale and Tail is attached.  Then we’re having the reception in the Tale and Tail.”

      “The Tale and Tail?” Elaine asked.

      “It’s a pub nearby,” Shelly explained.  “Years ago, it was the library of a mansion on the promenade, but the original owners sold the building to new owners who turned the mansion into a luxury hotel.  They decided not to do much with the library, though.  They put a bar in the center of the room and added a bunch of tables and couches and chairs to the upper level and then opened it as the most wonderful pub on the island.”

      “You forgot about the cats,” Fenella said.

      Shelly grinned.  “Oh, yes, of course.  They also put in a dozen or more cat beds and a dozen or more rescued cats.  The cats have the run of the place, and sometimes you can find yourself with a cuddly companion while you’re drinking.”

      “I’m intrigued,” Elaine said.

      “It’s going to be a small ceremony and reception with only a few of our friends,” Peter said.  “We talked about just having a registry office ceremony and not even telling anyone, but then we decided that we ought to celebrate in a small way, anyway.”

      “Of course you should,” Elaine told him.

      “What time do you want us at the hotel?” Fenella asked.

      “The ceremony will be at six with the reception immediately after,” he replied.  “There will be food and drinks and cake.”

      “We’ll be there,” Shelly said.  “Or at least, I’ll be there.  I’m not sure what Tim has planned for tonight.”

      “And if Shelly is going to be there, I will be there,” Elaine said.  “Now I want to see this pub, if nothing else.”

      “And I’ll be there,” Fenella added.  “With or without Daniel.”

      They talked about both of the upcoming weddings while they finished their cake and tea.  Then Shelly walked Peter to the door while Fenella put all of the dirty dishes into the dishwasher.

      “We should get moving if we’re going to get checked in at the Seaview and then back here for a wedding at six,” Fenella said after a glance at her watch.

      “I hate being rushed,” Shelly sighed.  “But I’d hate to miss Peter’s wedding more,” she added quickly.

      “I’ll go and finish my packing,” Fenella said.  “Let’s meet in the corridor in ten minutes.”

      Shelly sighed.  “I don’t know if I can pack that quickly.”

      “We’ll be there,” Elaine interjected.  “I’ll see to it that Shelly doesn’t dawdle.”

      “I never dawdle,” Shelly protested as Fenella left the room.

      She went back to her apartment and quickly checked that she had everything she was going to need in her suitcase.  “That’s everything for Shelly’s wedding.  What should I wear to Peter’s?” she muttered.

      Music began to play from somewhere, making Fenella reach for her phone.  It was only when she recognized the tune as “Unchained Melody” that she realized what was happening.

      “Hello, Mona,” she said as her ghostly roommate floated into view.

      “Good afternoon,” Mona replied.

      “You look lovely today,” Fenella said, staring at her aunt’s dress.  The Mona that haunted her apartment didn’t look a day over thirty, even though Mona had been in her early nineties when she’d died.  Today she looked even more lovely than normal, though, in a white dress that was almost iridescent and seemed to shimmer as Mona moved.

      “What were you saying about Peter?” Mona asked.

      “He’s getting married again, later today.”

      Mona nodded.  “It’s about time he and his wife reunited.  He’s been miserable ever since he left her.  Wear the blue dress on the left side of the wardrobe.”  She then faded away, leaving behind a cloud of bubbles that slowly burst as Fenella watched.

      “Blue dress, left side,” Fenella muttered as she walked back into her bedroom.

      Along with the money, the car, and the apartment, Mona had also left Fenella a wardrobe full of beautiful clothes.  Oddly, though she and Mona had very different body shapes, everything in the wardrobe seemed to fit Fenella perfectly.  She opened the door and immediately spotted the blue dress Mona had mentioned.  It was lovely but understated, so there was no chance that Fenella would upstage the bride.

      “I may as well leave it here and change here before the ceremony,” Fenella said to Katie, who was stretched out on the bed.  “And now I must dash so I’m not late.  I’ll see you later.”

      Katie opened one eye and then shut it again, clearly not at all bothered that Fenella was leaving with a large suitcase.
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      “I think this would be much more fun in your other car,” Elaine said as Fenella drove them across the mountain on their way to Ramsey.

      “It definitely would, but there’s room for only one passenger in that car,” Fenella replied.

      “I shall have to find an excuse to get you to take me somewhere in that car while I’m here,” Elaine mused.

      “I’m happy to take you for a ride around the island,” Fenella offered.  “I love to drive that car, and I’ll take any excuse to take it for a spin.”

      “Excellent. We’ll do that tomorrow,” Elaine replied.

      Fenella nodded.  “I’ll look forward to it,” she said as she tried to work out where she could fit a drive around the island into her already busy schedule.

      “Will the hotel be fully booked while we’re there?” Elaine asked.

      “Not at all,” Fenella told her.  “They are usually shut for a few months in the winter, actually, because business is so slow.  The owners, Jasper and Stuart, go to France for a few months.  They actually shut in November last year and reopened only a few days ago.”

      “They didn’t just reopen for Shelly’s wedding, did they?” Elaine wondered.

      “No,” Fenella said.

      “Maybe,” Shelly replied.  “I haven’t mentioned it, but Fenella is paying for nearly everything.  It’s just possible that she kept throwing money at them until they agreed to come back and reopen just for her.”

      “I would have done just that if I’d had to,” Fenella said with a laugh.  “Luckily, I didn’t have to, as Jasper and Stuart were already planning to be back on the island for a fortnight in January.  Shelly and Tim weren’t given much choice as to dates for their wedding, but at least they are getting to have their reception at the Seaview.”

      “Will we be the only ones there, then?” Elaine wondered.

      “When I spoke to Jasper yesterday, he said that they had a few other guests, but not many.  He’s putting us on the top floor and keeping all of the other guests on the third floor, so we probably won’t see very many other people,” Fenella replied.

      “How very fancy,” Elaine said.  “Didn’t you say something about a spa day tomorrow?”

      “Yes, but the spa is run by one of their managers, and it’s open all year, even when the hotel is closed,” Fenella explained.  “You’ll probably get to meet Sandra Cook tomorrow.  She’s the spa manager, and she’s nearly always there.”

      A few minutes later, Fenella drove down into Ramsey and then headed for the hotel.

      “It looks lovely,” Elaine said as they approached.

      Elaine was right.  It was lovely. The hotel was lit by spotlights that seemed to give off a soft glow as the sun was setting in the January sky.  Fenella slowed down and stared at the beautiful old building.

      She pulled into the large parking lot and then found a space near the entrance.  Before they’d even opened the car doors, Jasper Coventry rushed out of the building toward them.

      “Hello, hello,” he called.  “Where’s my beautiful bride?”

      Shelly blushed as Jasper pulled her into a hug.

      “Are you as excited about all of this as I am?” he asked as he released her.

      “I hope so,” Shelly replied.

      Jasper laughed.  “I’ve been arguing with the chef all afternoon.  I’m just excited to have something to do, really.  We’ve barely any guests.  The restaurant is mostly empty.  I’m just standing around all day annoying the lovely men and women who work at reception, really.”

      “Then you must spend the next several days dancing attendance on us,” Elaine said.

      Jasper nodded and then bowed.  “That would be my pleasure,” he said.

      Shelly quickly introduced Jasper to her aunt. “But there is no need for you to fuss over us,” she added.

      “There’s every need for me to fuss over you,” Jasper countered.  “You are our most important and fabulous guest this week.  We’re all very much looking forward to your wedding.”

      “Thank you,” Shelly replied.

      While they’d been talking, Fenella had removed all of the suitcases from the car’s trunk.  Jasper waved a hand, and two young men rushed out and took the bags from her.

      “As I said earlier, we’ve put you on the top floor,” Jasper said as the three women began to follow him toward the hotel’s entrance.  “It will be just the wedding party and guests up there, as most of the rest of the hotel is empty.”

      “You do have some other guests, though, don’t you?” Fenella asked.

      “We’ve two couples from across who were booked at a hotel in Douglas,” he replied.  “When they arrived, they discovered that what they had booked was not to their standards, so they came to us.”

      “I hope they aren’t too demanding,” Fenella said.

      Jasper grinned.  “They’re a bit more demanding than some guests, but at the moment we’ve plenty of staff to take care of their needs.  Aside from them, we have a few businessmen and women who are here for meetings or whatever it is that businessmen and women do.  Otherwise, we’re simply waiting for the wedding guests to arrive.”

      “I believe our guests have booked nearly the entire top floor of the hotel,” Shelly said as they walked into the building’s sumptuous lobby.

      “You have,” Jasper agreed.

      “Which is odd, because almost all of the guests live on the island,” Shelly replied.

      “But no one wants to drink and then drive home,” Jasper said.  “Especially in January when it gets dark so early.  Your guests are all old enough to be sensible.”

      “I won’t be drink driving, but I’m not entirely sure I want to be sensible the entire time,” Elaine said.

      Jasper laughed.  “If you want to get a little wild, make sure you find me first.  Stuart and I will be attending the wedding, as Shelly was kind enough to invite us.”

      “We’ve invited everyone who works with The Islanders, and the Seaview has been wonderful to them,” Shelly said.

      “We like to encourage people to book them for events here because we know they’ll behave in a professional manner,” Jasper replied.  “I can’t tell you how many bands we’ve had problems with over the years, but The Islanders have always been an excellent band with which to work.”

      “I’m glad to hear that,” Shelly said.

      “It’s a shame I won’t get to see them perform while I’m here,” Elaine said.

      “They’ll be doing at least one set at the reception,” Shelly told her.  “Tim loves performing, and he really wanted to play on our special day.”

      “But this is lovely,” Elaine said, turning in a slow circle to admire the lobby.  “The chandeliers are stunning, and the furniture is gorgeous.  I could simply sit here all day and watch people.”

      “Unfortunately, there aren’t very many people for you to watch right now,” Jasper said.  “You could always watch the man behind the reception desk for a short while, but I suspect you’d quickly grow bored with watching him play on his mobile.”

      “Oh, I wouldn’t let him get away with that,” Elaine chuckled.  “If he didn’t have any work to do, he would have plenty of time to chat with me.  He could tell me his entire life story.  I’m sure it would be fascinating.”

      Fenella glanced over at the young man behind the desk.  He looked no more than twenty, and his attention seemed to be entirely focused on the phone in his hand.

      “But let’s get you checked in and up to your rooms,” Jasper said.  He led them to the desk and then cleared his throat loudly.

      The young man glanced up and then frowned.  “I just need to, I mean, sorry, that is, give me a second.”  He tapped on his screen twice and then a third time, his expression anxious.

      “How will you pay for that phone if you aren’t working any longer?” Jasper asked in a low voice.

      The man flushed and then dropped the phone into his pocket.  “I am sorry,” he said.  “A friend texted me and told me about something that I’ve been wanting to try on a game we both play.  It was so quiet, that I thought I’d have time to run through the level, but.…”  He trailed off as he looked from Jasper to the others.  “I’m very, very sorry,” he said.

      “This is Shelly Quirk.  She’s getting married on Saturday,” Jasper said.  “She’ll be staying in our Royal suite from tonight.”

      The man nodded and then typed something into the computer.  After a moment, he took two keycards from a pile and swiped them through a card reader.  “Here you are,” he said to Shelly.  “Did you want more than two cards?”

      “I think two will be enough,” Shelly said.  “One for me and one for my future husband, but he won’t need his until Saturday.”

      The man nodded and then looked at Jasper.

      “This is Fenella Woods.  She’s staying in the Douglas suite,” Jasper said.

      After some additional typing, the younger man handed Fenella two keycards.  “Did you need more than two cards?” he asked.

      She shook her head.

      “And this is Elaine Coleman.  She’s staying in the Ramsey suite,” Jasper said.

      More typing and then another set of keycards were offered.

      “I only need one,” Elaine said.  “I’ll be staying on my own.”

      “Do you want me to take the spare?” Shelly asked.  “Just in case you lock yourself out of your room or misplace your card?”

      Elaine frowned and then shrugged.  “I suppose that’s sensible, really, although I resent the implication that I’m likely to do either of those things.”

      “I didn’t mean to imply anything,” Shelly told her.  “It’s just what I would do, if it were me.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’m going to give Daniel my spare tonight, even though he won’t be staying here until after the wedding.  I’ll feel better knowing that someone else can let me into my room if I lose my key.”

      “You can always stop here and get an extra key,” Jasper assured them.

      “Let’s go and see the rooms, then,” Elaine suggested.

      Fenella glanced at her watch.  “We’ve plenty of time, but we do need to keep an eye on it as well.  I don’t want to be late for Peter’s wedding.”

      “You’re going to a wedding tonight?” Jasper asked.

      “Our neighbor, Peter, is remarrying his first wife,” Fenella explained.

      Jasper chuckled.  “I know Peter, although not well.  I met him when he was married to his second wife, and I could tell immediately that that relationship was never going to last.  I’m very pleased that he and his first wife have reconciled.”

      “They have, and they’re getting remarried tonight,” Fenella told him.  “He invited us this afternoon.”

      “I suspect he was afraid his ex-wife might change her mind,” Jasper laughed.

      The elevator doors opened on the top floor.  As they stepped out, Fenella smiled at the huge windows that gave them a view of the beach and the sea.

      “I never get tired of seeing the sea,” she said as they followed Jasper down the corridor.

      “That’s good to hear, because you’ll have the same view from your suite,” Jasper replied.  “All of the suites are on the sea side of the property.  I happen to think that the view on the other side is almost as nice, as we spend a fortune on the gardens, but I’d much rather have a sea view as well.”

      “It is the name of the hotel,” Shelly said with a laugh.

      Jasper nodded.  “We’ll start here,” he said, stopping in front of a door.  “This is the Royal suite, which is the nicest set of rooms in the hotel.  I hope you’ll like it.”

      Shelly waved her keycard in front of the lock, and then Jasper opened the door.  They all stepped inside.

      “How much is this costing Fenella?” Shelly asked as they walked into a large living area.

      Jasper laughed.  “The suite is a little wedding gift from the hotel to the happy couple.  We always give our wedding couples a room for their wedding night, but since Stuart and I think the world of Tim, we were a bit more generous this time.”

      Shelly stood in the middle of the room and waved her arms.  “A little more generous?  This room is bigger than the sitting room in my flat.  There’s a kitchen as well.  And the windows are huge.”  She walked to the far wall, which was mostly windows, and looked out at the sea.

      “You haven’t seen the rest.  Maybe the bedroom or the en-suite will disappoint you,” Jasper said.

      When Shelly turned around, she had tears streaming down her cheeks.  “I just can’t quite believe how fortunate I am,” she said softly.

      “Now that’s enough of that,” Elaine told her.  “Go and look at the bedroom and come back with a complaint or two.”

      Shelly laughed and then walked to the closed door that was near the small kitchen.  She opened it and then walked through the doorway.

      “Here’s a complaint,” she said when she emerged a moment later.  “I’m going to be far too spoiled by all of this luxury.  I’ve never seen a bed that large before.”

      Fenella and Elaine walked over to join Shelly in the bedroom.

      “If I were you, I’d get into that bed and never get out again,” Elaine said.  “It’s wonderful.”

      “Come and see the shower,” Shelly called from the bathroom.  “It’s enormous.”

      The other two women admired the spacious and gorgeously appointed bathroom before rejoining Jasper in the main room.

      “You do realize that you should have shown us our rooms first,” Elaine said.  “Having seen this, wherever I’m staying is going to be a huge disappointment.”

      “Oh, I hope not,” Jasper said.  “Fenella’s suite is next door.  Let’s go and see that next, shall we?”

      As they moved back out into the corridor, the bellhop appeared with their luggage.  The women quickly claimed their bags, and Shelly put hers into her room.

      “It’s so much more wonderful than I’d ever imagined,” she told Jasper as she shut the door behind herself.  “If we didn’t have an amazing honeymoon to look forward to, I might not ever want to leave.”

      “Where are you going?” Jasper asked.

      “Todd insisted on paying for us to take a cruise,” Shelly explained.

      “Who is Todd?” Elaine demanded.

      “Todd Hughes is another musician from the band, but he plays with them only occasionally.  He spent his career working as a session musician with some of the most famous bands in the world,” Shelly explained.

      “And he made millions,” Jasper added.  “He can well afford to spoil Shelly and Tim.”

      Shelly sighed.  “After the wedding and then thirty-odd days on a cruise around the Caribbean, I’m never going to want to go back to real life.”

      “Enjoy it while you can,” Elaine told her.  “You’ve worked hard all of your life.  Now is the time for you to enjoy yourself.”

      “Here we are,” Jasper said, gesturing toward the next door.  “Our Douglas suite.”

      Fenella grinned and then used her keycard to open the door.  “I promise not to be disappointed, no matter what,” she said to Jasper as she followed him into the room.

      “Wow,” Shelly said.  “This is gorgeous in a completely different way.”

      The door had opened into a room that was small and cozy.  There was a fireplace, and bookshelves lined one wall.  Fenella crossed to it and pulled out a book at random.

      “They’re all classics,” Jasper told her.  “Aside from a few mysteries and thrillers that sneaked in.  There’s also a shelf of non-fiction, including a number of biographies and autobiographies.”

      “I’m never leaving,” Fenella said.

      Shelly laughed.  “At least I’ll know where to find you if I need you.”

      “Peter will understand if I miss the wedding,” Fenella said as she walked back and forth, looking at the books.

      “There’s a view,” Elaine said, gesturing toward the large windows on the wall opposite the bookshelves.

      Fenella nodded.  “And I’ll enjoy it every time I look up from my reading.”

      “We only just finished this room recently,” Jasper said.  “The shelves were in place when we bought the hotel, and originally we filled them with sculptures and the like, but our library downstairs was starting to get too full, so we started moving a few books up here.  Now the shelves in here are full, and the library is full, and we still keep buying books.”

      “You can never have too many books,” Fenella assured him.

      “You have a kitchen,” Shelly told her.

      “I doubt I’ll use it, but I may get a few snacks to have in, just in case,” Fenella replied.

      “You’ll find a few things in the refrigerator and in one of the cupboards in every suite,” Jasper said.  “Just light snacks and a few drinks.”

      “Thank you,” Fenella said.

      “Did you want to see the bedroom?” Shelly asked.

      Fenella shrugged.  “I’m sure it’s lovely.”  She grinned and then crossed the room and opened the door into the bedroom.

      “The bed is huge,” she called over her shoulder.  “Come and see.”

      The other two women followed her into the bedroom and then on to the large en-suite bathroom as well.

      “It’s gorgeous,” Fenella told Jasper when they emerged a minute later.  “I love the shelf across the bathtub.  It’s the perfect place to rest a book while you read in the tub.”

      “That’s why it’s there.  I use the one in my bathtub nearly every night,” Jasper replied.

      “Just my suite to go,” Elaine said.  “I’m not at all certain what to expect now, having seen these two suites.”

      “We try to make every suite unique,” Jasper told her after he’d moved Fenella’s bags into the suite.  “I hope you’re going to love the Ramsey suite.”

      The three women followed Jasper back out into the corridor.  He escorted them to the very end of the hall and then smiled at Elaine.  “The Ramsey suite,” he said.

      Elaine pulled out her keycard and unlocked the door.  “Here goes nothing,” she muttered as she followed Jasper into the room.  Fenella and Shelly followed.  Just inside the door, Elaine stopped and gasped.

      “Wow,” Shelly said.

      “I’d be jealous if I didn’t have all those lovely books,” Fenella said.

      The first large room was on the corner of the building.  Instead of a single wall of windows, two adjoining walls were nearly entirely made of glass and spectacularly showcased the beach and the sea outside.  Fenella barely noticed the comfortable furniture and the small kitchen in the corner as she took in the incredible view.

      “This is wonderful,” Shelly said.

      “It runs along the entire length of this side of the building,” Jasper told them.  “That means the bedroom and the en-suite have amazing views as well.”

      “You can say that again,” Elaine said as she opened the door into the bedroom.

      Fenella followed and could only stare at the two walls of windows in the bedroom.

      “I’m not sure how I feel about having windows in here,” Elaine said from the adjoining bathroom.

      Fenella walked in and grinned.  One wall in the bathroom was also almost entirely glass.

      Jasper followed her into the room and then turned a dial near the door.  The window slowly frosted over, starting in the center and slowly moving outwards.  He stopped when about half of the window was frosted, leaving the top and bottom clear.

      “Obviously, you can adjust it to suit your needs,” he told Elaine.  “When we had the window installed, Stuart and I checked from both the beach and from a boat in the sea, and I promise you that the frosted glass cannot be seen through.  I can also assure you that it’s highly unlikely that there will be anyone on the beach or at sea during your stay.  It’s January and not exactly beach or sailing weather.”

      “Are you suggesting that I could shower with the glass unfrosted?” Elaine asked.

      “You could, if you wanted to admire the view while you were in there,” Jasper replied.

      Elaine laughed and then blushed.  “I’m not sure I’m brave enough to do that, but I just might try it anyway.”

      “The shower itself has frosted panels,” Jasper pointed out.

      Fenella looked at the huge walk-in shower.  The glass partition that separated it from the rest of the bathroom had also been frosted, but just in the center.

      “It’s incredible,” Elaine said.  “I’m going to feel very spoiled while I’m here.”

      “I’m glad you like it,” Jasper said.  “We tried to design each suite to be unique and special in its own way.  There are three additional suites available, though, if you aren’t completely happy with the ones I’ve arranged for you.”

      “I’m completely happy,” Shelly said quickly.

      “Me too,” Fenella said.

      “I love this suite, but I’m nosy enough to want to see the rest,” Elaine told Jasper.  “Is that terrible?”

      He shook his head.  “I’m more than happy to show you the other three suites.  They’re all large and comfortable, and I have the master key.”

      Elaine laughed.  “I can’t imagine having a key to every room in a hotel.  I’m afraid I’d be popping into different rooms all the time, just being nosy.”

      “I would never go into a guest’s room without permission,” Jasper told her.  “After all of the years that we’ve been running the Seaview, I’m not even tempted any longer, really.  I know what I’ll find in most rooms, and that’s a mess.  People can be incredibly careless in hotel rooms.”

      “Well, I shall take excellent care of my beautiful suite,” Elaine assured him.  “I imagine I shall spend nearly every spare minute just sitting on that couch, staring at the view.”

      Jasper nodded.  “I thought you would appreciate this room the most, since Fenella and Shelly have sea views at home.”

      “Yes, indeed,” Elaine agreed.  “But do show us the other suites.”

      “Do you want me to put your bags in here, or do you want to wait and see the other suites first?” Jasper asked.

      “Oh, put my bags in here,” Elaine replied.  “I’m not giving up my corner suite.”

      Jasper nodded and then went back out into the corridor to get Elaine’s bags.  He carried them into her bedroom and set the largest case on the suitcase rack in the corner.

      “Shall we?” he asked.

      The women followed him back down the hall past the Douglas suite and the Royal suite.  Jasper stopped in front of the next door.

      “This is the Onchan suite,” he said.  “I should add that the suites all had their names when we bought the hotel. Otherwise, Stuart and I would have given them much more clever names.  If the names hadn’t been engraved on the doors, we might have changed them, but the cost for replacing these fancy doors was incredible.”

      He opened the door and escorted them inside the suite.

      “It’s lovely,” Fenella said as she looked around the first room.  The furniture was all white, and the décor was minimalist.  “But it’s cold.”

      Jasper nodded.  “We have several guests who love this suite.  Most of them have small children, and they come here to enjoy living without any mess or clutter in a room where you would never bring a child.  Then they go back to their own chaos.”

      “I can see that,” Elaine said.  “If I’d seen this suite first, I think I’d have liked it a good deal more.  As it is, it’s my least favorite of the ones we’ve seen so far.”

      The Peel suite was next.  It had a cozy and comfortable feel, with a fireplace but no books.

      “It’s almost perfect,” Elaine told Jasper.  “It would be my second choice after my own suite.”

      “And finally, the Castletown suite,” Jasper said.  “We’re on the other end of the building now, but the windows are only along the back wall because the side of the building faces towards the town, and the builders didn’t think anyone would want a view of the town.”

      “Ramsey is lovely,” Fenella said as they walked into the suite.

      “But the bits you can see from here aren’t all that wonderful,” Jasper told her.

      Fenella walked to the window.  Behind them and to the left was the sea, but to the right was a vast expanse of parking lot and beyond that, rows of houses and shops.  “It isn’t the best view,” she conceded.

      “But the suite is lovely,” Shelly said.  “I love the color scheme.  It feels like the beach.”

      Jasper nodded.  “That’s what we were hoping for in here, although I will admit that the idea came from what was already here when we bought the hotel.  This suite was the one we’ve changed the least.”

      “They’re all wonderful,” Fenella said as they walked back out into the corridor together.

      “I thought you said we were the only guests on this floor at the moment,” Elaine said.

      Jasper nodded.  “You’ll be alone up here until the rest of the wedding guests start to arrive on Thursday.”

      “So why are there Do Not Disturb signs on these doors?” Elaine asked, pointing to the doors directly across the corridor from the door to the Castletown suite.

      Jasper frowned.  “I’d almost forgotten about them,” he said.  “Those are rooms that still need cleaning and preparing for the guests who will be arriving on Thursday.  All of the rooms will get a visit from housekeeping before any of your guests arrive, but those rooms need a bit more work.”

      “Oh?” Elaine replied.

      “I hate to admit it, but they were used in November and then left while the hotel was closed,” Jasper said, flushing.  “Every other room in the hotel was cleaned and made ready for guests upon our return, but those three rooms were occupied right up until Stuart and I had to leave.”

      “There must be a story to go along with that,” Shelly said.

      “It was a party of young women,” Jasper told her.  “And by young, I mean women in their early forties.  They were from Port St. Mary, if I’m remembering correctly, and they were celebrating a divorce.”

      “Celebrating a divorce?” Elaine echoed.  “Who does that?”

      “It’s becoming more of a thing,” Jasper replied.  “We’ve had several women in the last year or two having celebratory weekends after their paperwork is finalized.  The groups are broadly similar to hen groups, really, although I do think that the newly divorced women are more badly behaved than brides-to-be.”

      “Hen groups?” Fenella asked.

      “You don’t have hen parties in the US?” Shelly asked.  “It’s a good thing I didn’t ask for one.”

      “Hen parties are celebrations for brides,” Jasper explained.  “Men have stag parties and women have hen parties.”

      “Women in the US tend to have bridal showers,” Fenella told them.  “Showers are usually held in the afternoon and involve games and food and gifts for the bride-to-be.”

      “Hen parties take place at night and tend to involve far too much alcohol and lots of inappropriate behavior,” Shelly laughed.

      “More and more young people are taking trips with their friends and having hen and stag weekends,” Jasper added.  “We’ve had groups from across stay here, but not very often.  Apparently, there is a lot more to do in Ibiza or Amsterdam than on the Isle of Man.”

      “I suppose that depends on what you want to do,” Fenella said.

      Jasper laughed.  “Anyway, it was a group of women celebrating that one of them had finalized her divorce.  There were six of them, and they stayed two to a room, and we almost had to physically escort them out in the end.  They didn’t want to leave, and Stuart and I had a plane to catch.”

      “So their rooms didn’t get cleaned before you went,” Fenella said.

      “I wasn’t going to make anyone from housekeeping stay and clean after Stuart and I had gone,” Jasper said.  “Now we’re working our way through the hotel, getting rooms ready as we need them.  I wish I’d remembered that these weren’t done, though, as they’ll need a good deal more preparation than most of the rooms.”

      “How bad can they be?” Shelly asked.

      Jasper laughed. “We could find out, but it might shake your faith in humanity.  People can be incredibly thoughtless, especially if they’ve been drinking.”

      He walked to the first door and used his master keycard to open the door.  “It’s not as bad as I’d feared,” he said after a moment.

      Fenella looked past him at the two unmade beds and shrugged.  “It’s not bad at all.”

      The next room was a bit messier, with a few glasses and an empty wine bottle sitting on the table in the corner, along with the unmade beds and piles of towels in the bathroom.

      “Again, I’ve seen much worse,” Jasper said.  “One more to go.”

      As he opened the last door, Fenella frowned.  “What’s that smell?” she asked.

      “It smells like pizza,” Jasper said.  “They better not have left pizza in here for the last two months.”  He sighed and then pushed the door open.

      There was a pizza box on the table with three slices still inside it, but Fenella’s attention was immediately drawn to one of the beds.

      “We should have knocked,” she said, nodding toward the obviously occupied bed.  Even as she spoke, though, her heart was sinking.

      “She’s dead, isn’t she?” Elaine said flatly.  “She looks dead from here.”

      “I’ll ring Daniel,” Fenella said with a sigh.
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      “Hello, darling,” Daniel said when he answered his mobile.  “I got your message about Peter’s wedding tonight, and I should be able to make it.”

      “You may have to rethink that,” Fenella said sadly.  “I’m at the Seaview, and we seem to have discovered a body.”

      “Tell me more.”

      “Jasper showed us to our suites, and then Elaine noticed that some of the rooms had Do Not Disturb signs on the doors.  Jasper explained that they’d been occupied right up until they shut the hotel back in November, so those rooms still had to be cleaned and made ready for guests.  When he opened the rooms to check them, we found someone in one of them.  We’re assuming she’s dead.”

      “Are you still in the room?”

      “No, we’re in the corridor.  Jasper shut the door and we’re all standing here, trying not to cry.”

      “And the body has been there since November?”

      “I don’t know.  If it had been, wouldn’t it have decomposed some?  From where we were standing, it almost looked as if the woman was sleeping.  Surely, if she’d been dead for months, she wouldn’t have looked quite right?”

      Fenella could hear Daniel talking to someone in the background before he got back to her.

      “I have a team on its way to you,” he said.  “Ramsey is outside my jurisdiction, but I’ll be there as quickly as I can be.  Are you quite certain she’s dead?”

      “Not at all.  Maybe she’s just asleep and didn’t hear us come in.  Jasper shouted at her a few times, but we never left the doorway.  We didn’t want to interfere with a crime scene, assuming it is a crime scene.”

      “If the body hasn’t been there since November, how did it get there?” Daniel asked.

      “Jasper, how did she get in there?” Fenella asked.

      He shrugged.  “The women staying in these rooms all left together.  I watched them go myself, and then I sent housekeeping home and told them that we’d sort out these rooms when I got back.  Stuart and I locked up the building and headed for the airport.”

      Fenella repeated his words to Daniel.

      “How good are his locks?” Daniel replied.  Before Fenella could speak, Daniel continued.  “You don’t need to ask Jasper that,” he said.  “The inspector in charge will ask him all of the necessary questions.  I’m just thinking out loud while I’m walking to my car.”

      “There was pizza,” Fenella said.

      “I’m sorry?”

      “There was pizza in the room with the body.  It hadn’t been there for two months, either.”

      “Did the room smell bad?”

      “It smelled of pizza.”

      “Interesting,” Daniel said.  “Tell Jasper to let the front desk know that several constables and a crime scene team are on their way.  I would imagine that Dan Ross won’t be far behind.”

      Fenella made a face and then repeated everything Daniel had said to Jasper.

      “Dan Ross?  My least favorite person,” Jasper muttered as he pulled out his mobile.

      As Jasper gave instructions to the front desk, Elaine looked at Fenella.

      “Who is Dan Ross?” she asked.

      “He’s an investigative journalist for the Isle of Man Times, our local newspaper and news website,” Fenella explained.

      “He’s nosy and unpleasant,” Shelly added.  “I’m sure you’ll get to meet him, because he’ll be poking his nose into everything once the story breaks.”

      “I’m on my way,” Daniel said in Fenella’s ear.  “Hopefully the Chief Constable will work out how to assign the case by the time I get there.”

      “You could be put in charge,” Fenella said.  “The case is nothing to do with me.”

      “Do you know who the victim is?” Daniel asked.

      “No, of course not.”

      “Then you don’t know that you aren’t connected to her in some way.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Just get here quickly, please,” she said before he ended the call.  She dropped her phone into her bag and then blinked back tears.  “Why do I keep finding dead bodies?” she muttered as she took several deep breaths.

      “I’ve never seen anyone who was murdered before,” Elaine said.  “It was far less exciting than I would have expected it to be.”

      “She may just be sleeping,” Jasper said.

      “But what was she doing here?” Shelly asked.

      “Maybe she was one of the women from the divorce party,” Fenella said.  “Maybe she decided to stay here after everyone else left.  Maybe she propped the door open somehow and then came back once the hotel was closed.

      “How did she get in and out of the building?” Shelly asked.

      “Maybe she didn’t ever leave.  Maybe she just had pizza delivered once a day or something,” Fenella said.

      Jasper shook his head.  “We watched them all leave, all six of them.  No one should have been able to get back inside.  We have good locks on all of the doors and alarms on most of them.”

      “Only most of them?” Shelly asked.

      “The front door doesn’t have an alarm on it because it’s normally kept open twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week.  It’s just the other entrances that have alarms,” Jasper explained.

      A soft chiming noise let them know that the elevator had arrived.  A moment later two uniformed constables emerged from the car.

      “Good afternoon,” one of them said.  “We were told that there is a body here somewhere?”

      “In there,” Jasper said, gesturing toward the door that he’d shut behind them.  “Do you want to go inside?”

      “Are you quite certain that what you’ve found is a real person and that the person is dead?” the constable asked.

      Jasper frowned.  “Maybe our guests thought it would funny to leave a mannequin in the bed for housekeeping to find,” he said.  “Maybe we’re wasting your time.”

      “Mannequins don’t eat pizza,” Fenella said.

      “The hotel was empty from early November until this past Saturday, the sixth,” Jasper explained to the constables.  “We’ve now reopened for a fortnight, mostly for a wedding, although we are allowing other guests to stay with us since we’re here.  This room is meant to be empty, but besides the woman in the bed, there’s a half-eaten pizza on the table.”

      “We’ll wait for an inspector,” the constable decided.

      “That may take a while,” the other constable said.  He looked at Jasper and shrugged.  “Several of the inspectors in Ramsey are across on a course.  They’re meant to be back on Monday, but I doubt you want to wait until then to find out what you’ve found.”

      “I have guests booked into this room starting on Thursday,” Jasper said.

      “If there is a body in there, you’re going to have to move them to another room,” the constable replied.  “This room will be a crime scene for several days or maybe even a week.”

      Jasper sighed.  “Luckily, I have plenty of empty rooms at the moment.”

      “Are you okay?” Fenella asked Shelly, who looked close to tears.

      “It’s just so awful,” Shelly replied.  “We should have stopped after we’d seen the suites.  I’m so sorry we asked about these rooms.”

      “That was my fault,” Elaine said.  “I didn’t mean to cause all this trouble.”

      “None of this is your fault,” Fenella said sternly.  “Not unless you killed that woman in there, that is.”

      Elaine shrugged.  “Not guilty.”

      “Then none of this is your fault, and we should all be grateful to you for suggesting that we look at these rooms.  It’s in everyone’s best interest that the body be found and reported to the police as quickly as possible.  The sooner an inspector can begin an investigation, the better,” Fenella said.

      “It’s not in the murderer’s best interest,” Shelly said.

      “Exactly, and the murderer is the last person we want to help,” Fenella said.

      “What if it isn’t a body?” Elaine asked.  “I’ll feel terrible about all of this fuss.”

      “If you hadn’t asked to see the rooms, one of the young women from housekeeping would have found whatever is in there tomorrow morning,” Jasper said.  “It would have been a horrible shock to her, and if it is a dead body, she probably would have contaminated the scene terribly before she’d realized what she’d discovered.”

      “It sounds to me as if you’ve done us a huge favor,” one of the constables told Elaine.

      “I still feel terrible about it all,” she replied.

      “It would have been considerably worse if it had been left until February, when we’re meant to be reopening for the year,” Jasper said.  “And that’s what would have happened if Shelly wasn’t having her wedding here.”

      The elevator chimed again.  When Daniel walked out with another pair of constables, Fenella rushed toward him.  He pulled her into a tight hug, one hand gently stroking the back of her head.

      “It’s okay,” he murmured repeatedly for a minute.

      “I’m sorry,” she said eventually as she lifted her head from his shoulder.

      “It’s okay,” he said again.

      They walked back to where the others were standing.  Fenella introduced Daniel to Elaine.

      “I can see why she isn’t worried about you marrying her for her money,” Elaine said.  “Not only is it clear that you’re crazy about her, but you’re also awfully handsome.”

      “Thanks,” Daniel said, flushing.  “We just need to wait for a few more people, and then we’ll go in and see what we have.”

      “We?” Elaine repeated.  “Does that mean that you’re going to let us see what’s in there?”

      Daniel shook his head.  “I’ll be going in with one of our crime scene experts.  Everyone else will have to remain out here.  If the woman in there truly is dead, then we don’t want to risk contaminating the scene.”

      “Maybe she killed herself,” Elaine said.  “Maybe she was the one who’d recently divorced, and maybe she was upset about it.”

      “Recently divorced?” Daniel asked.

      Jasper told him about the six women who’d booked the three rooms.  “From where I was standing, the woman on the bed did resemble one of the women, but I was too far away to be certain,” he added.

      “I may ask you to take a closer look at the body, assuming that’s what we have,” Daniel said.

      “Does that mean you’re in charge of the case?” Fenella asked.

      “Only because I’m on the scene right now.  The Chief Constable is going to send someone else, but he’s having some difficulty finding anyone because most of the Ramsey inspectors are away at the moment,” Daniel replied.

      The elevator doors slid open again, and a group of men and women in white suits joined them.  Most of them were carrying suitcases, and Fenella knew that the cases contained everything they needed to thoroughly investigate the scene.

      “What do we have?” one of the men asked Daniel.

      “The hotel manager opened up a room that was supposed to be empty and saw someone lying on one of the beds,” Daniel replied.  “When he shouted at her and she didn’t respond, he closed the door and rang us.”

      “It’s a good thing your fiancée was here,” the man replied.  “She’s had plenty of practice when it comes to finding bodies.”

      Daniel frowned but didn’t reply.

      “I’m ready to go in,” the man said a moment later.

      As Daniel nodded, the elevator doors opened again.  Fenella smiled as she recognized a familiar face.

      “Ted, what brings you here?” Daniel asked.

      Inspector Ted Hart grinned at him.  “I’ve been sent to be officially in charge of the case,” he explained.  “But I’ve no idea what’s happening.”

      Daniel quickly filled him in, and then he took a step backward.  “If it’s your case, you should go in with Phillip.”

      Ted glanced at the man from the crime scene team and then looked back at Daniel.  “Let’s do this together,” he suggested.  “You haven’t been taken off the case, and I feel as if I might need all the help I can get on this one.”

      Daniel nodded and then looked at Jasper.  “Is the door locked?” he asked.

      “They lock automatically,” Jasper replied.  “This is my master keycard. It opens every door in the building.”  He handed the plastic card to Daniel, who used it to unlock the door.

      “Here goes nothing,” Ted muttered as he and Daniel and Phillip walked into the room.

      Fenella took a step closer to the door and then flushed as she realized what she’d done.  She shuffled backward as casually as she could.  Elaine and Shelly were both staring at the door that had slowly swung shut behind the three men.

      “Maybe it’s a mannequin,” Shelly said.

      “Or maybe she’s just really deeply asleep,” Elaine suggested.

      “Either of those things would be good news,” Fenella said.

      “If she’s just asleep, she has a lot of explaining to do,” Jasper said sharply.

      Even though they were all watching the door intently, anticipating when it might open again, they all jumped when it suddenly swung open.  Daniel’s face was grim as he walked out of the room.  Ted was right behind him, talking on his mobile phone.  Daniel patted Fenella’s shoulder as he walked past her and began speaking to one of the women from the crime scene team.  Fenella knew that could only mean one thing.

      “I’m going to have to ask the four of you to move elsewhere,” Ted said to Fenella, Shelly, Elaine, and Jasper a minute later.  “I’d really appreciate it if you could find us a space we could use for interviews, actually,” he told Jasper.

      “I can put you in the suite across the corridor,” Jasper offered.  “No one has stayed in that suite since September.”  He frowned.  “Of course, an hour ago I didn’t think anyone had been in any of these rooms while we’d been away.”

      Ted nodded.  “I’m sure this has come as a huge shock to you for many reasons,” he said sympathetically.  “I’m going to have many questions about how our victim in there managed to get into the hotel while it was closed.”

      Jasper nodded and then crossed to the door to the Castletown suite.  He used his keycard to unlock it and then gestured to Ted.  “Make yourselves at home,” he said.  “We do have guests booked for this suite on Thursday and Friday, but I can move them elsewhere if you still need the space.”

      “You may have to move them,” Ted replied.  “Processing the scene is going to take time.”

      Jasper nodded.  “That won’t be a problem,” he assured Ted.

      “We’re going to need statements from all of you,” Ted said.

      Fenella glanced at her watch.  “We should let Peter know that we aren’t going to make it to the wedding,” she said.

      Daniel looked at the time and then at Ted.  “Can we get all three women out of here in half an hour?” he asked.

      Ted grinned.  “I’d hate to make you miss a wedding,” he told the women.  “As long as there isn’t any connection between any of you and the dead woman, we can probably manage it.”

      “As we’ve no idea who is dead, there may be some connection of which we are unaware,” Fenella said.

      Ted nodded.  “We may have to wait until the body is properly identified before we discuss that, actually.  For now, let’s get statements on how you happened to find the body, and then you can get away for your friend’s wedding.”

      Daniel escorted Jasper and the three women into the suite that Jasper had opened and then looked around.  “Would you mind waiting in the bedroom?” he asked after a moment.  “We can use this room for interviews.”

      As the women began to walk toward the bedroom, Daniel stopped Jasper.

      “Before you do anything else, can you get me a handful of keycards for the room where the body was found and two cards for this suite?” he asked the hotel’s owner.  “I’d rather you didn’t say anything to anyone about what’s happening up here while you’re doing that,” Daniel added.

      “I’d rather no one ever found out what’s happening up here,” Jasper replied before he left the room.

      The three women walked into the bedroom.  Elaine sat down on the bed and frowned.

      “This is quite awful,” she said.

      Fenella nodded.  “At least we don’t know the victim.  Getting our statements shouldn’t take long.”

      “We might know the victim,” Shelly said with a sigh.  “If we do, that will complicate things, won’t it?”

      “It might, especially if you knew her well,” Fenella replied.  “I wonder if it’s someone from the divorce celebration.”

      Before anyone could reply, a uniformed constable walked into the room.  “Good afternoon,” she said curtly.  “I’ve been asked to keep you all company while the inspectors speak to each of you in turn.”

      “Good afternoon,” Fenella replied.

      The constable stared at her for a moment, and Fenella was certain that the other woman knew who she was and about her relationship with Daniel.  She swallowed a sigh and then walked over and sat down next to Elaine.

      “Hang in there,” she told the older woman.

      Elaine nodded.  “I’ll be fine.  I just hope we aren’t late to the wedding.  I hate being late for anything.”

      Daniel stuck his head into the room.  “I’m going to start with Shelly, please,” he said.  He looked at the constable.  “You may want to put the telly on,” he suggested, nodding toward the large flat-panel television on the wall.

      She nodded.  As Daniel and Shelly left the room, the constable walked over to the desk in the corner and picked up the television’s remote control.  Fenella frowned as she changed channels, eventually stopping on the sort of show that Fenella never watched.

      “Is this one of these programs where they do DNA tests to find out the father of the baby, and then everyone cries?” Elaine asked.  “I’ve never watched one, but I’ve heard about them.”

      “I suppose so,” Fenella replied. “I never watch television in the afternoon.”

      The constable turned up the volume until conversation was impossible.  Fenella found herself watching as two women argued over the same man.  She found it difficult to follow, but it seemed as if one of the women was married to the man, but the other one had been his girlfriend first and had never gotten over him.  They shouted at each other for several minutes before a very long commercial break.  Daniel came back for Elaine before the show resumed.  Elaine left the room shaking her head.

      By the time Daniel returned, the young man in question had emerged from the wings and Fenella had found herself wondering why either woman was at all interested in him.  He was clearly more interested in himself than either of them.

      “I hope they both leave him,” Fenella muttered as Daniel told the constable that she could go.

      He switched the television off and then escorted Fenella into the other room.

      “That was the worst bit of television I’ve ever seen,” she said as she sat down opposite Ted.

      Ted laughed.  “We wanted to be certain that you couldn’t overhear what was being said out here, but the constable was responsible for choosing the show.  I’m sorry you didn’t enjoy it.”

      Daniel sat down next to her and took her hand.  “Are you okay?  Besides being fed up with afternoon telly, I mean.”

      “I’m fine,” Fenella told him.  “I hate finding dead bodies, but I didn’t really see anything other than a shape in the bed.”

      “I know you need to get somewhere,” Ted said. “But I need you to run me through everything that happened once you and Shelly and Elaine arrived at the Seaview.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Jasper met us outside,” she began.  “And then Daniel arrived,” she finally concluded several minutes later.

      Ted and Daniel exchanged glances.

      “You’ve clearly done this before,” Ted said.  “I don’t have any additional questions for you at the moment.  I’ll have some after the body has been identified and as the investigation progresses, though.”

      “I’m going to be staying here for the next five nights,” she replied.  “You can always reach me on my mobile, but I’m in the Douglas suite if you call the hotel.”

      Ted made a note.  “We’re going to let you go to your wedding,” he told her.  “But we would be grateful if you would refrain from mentioning anything about the body to anyone for the time being.  We’d like to be able to notify the next of kin before the story is all over the Internet.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’m more than happy to not talk about it,” she said.

      Daniel walked her to the door.  “Tell Peter that I’m sorry I couldn’t be there,” he said.  “Have fun.”

      “It would be more fun if I didn’t have to drive back out here afterward,” she replied.

      “Why are you staying here tonight, again?” he asked.

      “Shelly and Elaine and I are having a spa day tomorrow,” she reminded him.  “So when you see me tomorrow night, assuming you see me tomorrow night, make sure you tell me that I look younger and more relaxed.”

      He nodded.  “I hope I’ll see you tomorrow night, even if I have to drive into Ramsey to accomplish that.”

      “You’ll be in Ramsey, anyway,” Ted remarked.  “We’re both going to be working on this case for the next week, at least.”

      “Unless we solve it today,” Daniel replied with a grin.

      Ted laughed.  “Unbridled optimism. I like it.”

      Daniel pulled Fenella into a kiss that she cut short, feeling odd about kissing him with an audience.

      “We’ll probably still be here when you get back,” he told her.  “Text me when you get to your suite, please.  We’ll probably have more questions for you at that time.”

      “And you’ll want to see me because you’ll have missed me,” she suggested with a wink.

      He laughed.  “I always miss you,” he told her before he opened the door.

      She walked out into a corridor that was full of people, all coming and going out of the room where they’d found the body.  Jasper was standing in the corner, frowning at the scene.  Fenella waved to him and then turned and made her way to her suite.

      After letting herself in, she shut the door and then leaned against it, taking a few deep breaths.  It felt almost unreal that she’d found another body.

      “Just put it out of your head,” she told herself sternly.  “It’s time to celebrate with Peter.”

      She quickly brushed her hair and twisted the bob into a knot at the back of her head.  After touching up her makeup, she grabbed her phone.

      “Shelly?  Are you ready to go?” she asked when Shelly answered her mobile.

      “Yes, and so is Elaine, although we’re both a bit shaken up,” Shelly replied.

      “That makes three of us.  Let’s talk in the car, though.  We don’t want to be late.”

      Shelly and Elaine met her in the corridor.

      “It’s a lovely night for a wedding,” Fenella said as they walked toward the elevators.

      “Indeed,” Shelly replied.  “It’s cool, but not cold, and it’s dry.  You can’t ask for better weather in January.”

      The trio chatted about the weather while they waited for the elevators, all carefully avoiding looking down the corridor at all of the people and activity at the far end.  When the elevator doors opened, two uniformed constables and a man in a dark suit walked out before Fenella and the others could board.

      “Who was that?” Elaine hissed as the elevator started its descent.

      “I’ve no idea,” Fenella replied.  “But he looked important.”

      They rode down to the lobby.  The man behind the desk waved.  Fenella thought he looked as if he wanted to ask them a dozen questions, but she simply waved back and kept walking.  When they stepped outside, Elaine gasped.

      There were half a dozen police vehicles parked right outside the door.  A uniformed constable was directing traffic in the parking lot, directing people to park in the secondary lot that was generally used for the restaurant.  As Fenella and her friends took a few steps forward, someone shouted her name.

      “Fenella, why am I not surprised to see you here?” a familiar voice said.

      “Dan Ross,” Shelly whispered to Elaine.

      Elaine looked over at the man and frowned.  “Must you shout?” she asked.

      He shrugged.  “I just wanted to get Fenella’s attention.  What’s going on in there?”

      Elaine smiled brightly.  “You must introduce me to this lovely young man,” she said to Shelly.

      “Aunty Elaine, this is Dan Ross from the Isle of Man Times,” Shelly said.

      Fenella hid a smile, certain that Elaine had something up her sleeve.

      “I’m an investigative journalist,” Dan said.

      “How lovely.  I knew that my niece’s fiancé was a rather famous musician, but I didn’t expect the local paper to have such a keen interest.  Imagine sending a journalist to talk to the bride-to-be as she’s getting settled into the hotel where she’s planning to wed,” Elaine gushed.

      “I’m not here…” Dan began.

      “We’ve only just arrived, of course,” Elaine said, talking over Dan.  “We’re all in the most beautiful suites.  I’ve never stayed anywhere as lovely as the Seaview.  Have you ever been in any of the suites?”

      Dan stared at her for a moment and then slowly shook his head.

      “Well, they are spectacular.  Each one is different, you know.”

      Fenella tried not to laugh as Elaine launched into a very detailed description of each of the suites.  Dan looked increasingly annoyed, but he didn’t interrupt.

      “Aunty Elaine, we’re going to be late,” Shelly said when Elaine stopped for a breath.

      “Oh, but darling, this young man has come all the way to Ramsey to talk to you about your wedding.  I’d hate to disappoint him,” Elaine protested.

      “I’m not here about the wedding,” Dan snapped.

      “Then why on Earth are you wasting my time?” Elaine demanded.  She looked at Fenella and Shelly and then shook her head.  “We really must dash, mustn’t we?” she asked.

      Shelly took her arm and the trio quickly walked toward Fenella’s car.

      “But what’s going on in there?” Dan shouted at their backs.

      Elaine stopped.  “They’re getting things ready for Shelly’s wedding, of course.  There’s ever so much to do to make things perfect for her special day.  But you said you didn’t want to talk about the wedding.”

      Dan opened his mouth and then snapped it shut again.

      “Let’s go,” Fenella said, struggling not to laugh out loud at the confused and frustrated look on Dan’s face.

      As soon as they were all safely inside Fenella’s car, they all burst out laughing.

      “I’m sure he thinks I’m an idiot,” Elaine said as Fenella began to drive carefully out of the parking lot.

      “You were brilliant,” Fenella said.  “He wasn’t sure what to think.  I don’t know that I’ve ever seen him speechless before.”

      “I can’t believe he even bothered calling your name,” Shelly said.  “He had to know that you weren’t going to tell him anything.”

      “He lives in hope,” Fenella said.  “I’m just glad he isn’t following us.”

      Shelly glanced out the back window and then shrugged.  “I don’t think he’d dare leave the hotel, not with that many police cars there.”

      “I’m sure you’re right about that,” Fenella agreed.

      “I think we should discuss what happened before we get to the wedding,” Elaine said as Fenella started up the mountain road.  “I’ve never seen a murder victim before, not that I saw much this time.”

      “We don’t know that she was murdered,” Fenella replied.

      “Well, the police certainly seem to think she was,” Elaine said.  “I’ve never seen so many police people in one place before.  And with a proper crime scene team as well.  I’ve seen them on telly, but never in real life.”

      “Any unexplained death is investigated as if it were murder, until it can be officially determined to be something else,” Fenella explained.  “She may have accidentally overdosed, or committed suicide, or even simply crawled into bed and had a heart attack.  Daniel and Ted will treat it as a murder investigation until they’re told otherwise.”

      “That’s very interesting, and it makes me feel somewhat better,” Elaine said.  “Maybe the poor woman had a heart condition about which she was unaware.  Perhaps she simply passed away in her sleep.”

      “That’s one possibility,” Shelly agreed.

      “Of course, it’s nonsense,” Elaine added.  “We all know that she was murdered.  I just hope Ted and Daniel can quickly discover what happened to her.  I want to know everything before I go home.”

      “I’m more worried that I might not get to go on my honeymoon,” Shelly said.  “The police can make me stay here.”

      “But you’ve no connection to the case,” Fenella said.  “You were simply in the wrong place when the body was discovered.”

      “Unless I knew the dead woman,” Shelly argued.  “We have no idea who she was.  Maybe I used to teach with her, or she lived in my neighborhood.  Until we know who was found, I’m going to worry.”

      “She could have come to the island from across or even farther afield,” Fenella suggested.  “Maybe she didn’t know anyone on the island, so she broke into the hotel and settled in.”

      “Jasper said the doors were all locked.  How was she getting in and out?” Shelly asked.

      Fenella shrugged.  “I’ve no idea, but I’m sure that question is on Daniel’s list of things to discover.”

      “We’re nearly at the Tale and Tail,” Shelly said.  “We need to talk about other things and get the dead woman out of our minds.  Daniel will be furious if we say anything about the case to anyone.”

      “I’m looking forward to seeing this pub full of books and cats, anyway,” Elaine said.  “Tell me more about Peter.”

      The trio chatted about Peter and the pub as Fenella pulled her car into the parking garage under their building.  They rushed to their apartments to get changed for the wedding, and then they walked the short distance to the Tale and Tail.

      “The wedding is in the hotel’s drawing room,” Fenella recalled.

      They walked up the steps into the main building.  Fenella pulled open the heavy door and then held it while Shelly and Elaine walked inside.  Then she followed them into the large lobby.
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      “Good evening,” the man behind the reception desk said.  “How can I help you this evening?”

      “We’re here for Peter Cannell’s wedding,” Fenella told him.

      He nodded.  “The ceremony is being held in the drawing room.”  He gestured to his left.

      The three women walked through the double doors into a large room.

      “Look at the furniture,” Elaine whispered.  “Everything in here is antique and some of it very valuable indeed.  That table is probably worth more than my house.”

      Shelly chuckled.  “It’s not the most attractive table I’ve ever seen.”

      “No, but if it’s genuine, it’s worth a fortune,” Elaine told her.  “I went out with an antique dealer for a few years, and I learned a lot from him.  That bookshelf on the back wall is worth a great deal as well.  The couches are….”  She stopped and then shrugged.  “You probably don’t care.”

      “Ah, there you are,” Peter called as the trio took a few steps into the room.  “I heard on the radio that there was an incident at the Seaview, and I was worried that you might not make it to the wedding.”

      “We’re here,” Fenella said too brightly.

      Peter grinned.  “And no doubt you can’t tell me anything about the incident at the Seaview.”

      “That’s for the police to worry about,” Elaine told him.  “We’re here to celebrate your happy occasion.”

      Peter nodded.  “We’re set up over here,” he told them, leading them farther into the room.

      Several dozen chairs had been arranged in rows.  Fenella didn’t recognize any of the six or seven people who were already seated.  Shelly waved at someone as Peter stopped and shrugged.

      “You can sit anywhere, really,” he said.

      “This is fine,” Elaine told him, moving into the row where they’d stopped.  She moved over three seats and then sat down.  Shelly took the seat next to her, leaving the last one for Fenella.

      “I’m sorry Daniel couldn’t make it,” Fenella told Peter.

      “Ramsey is outside his jurisdiction, isn’t it?  He has had extra training in dealing with homicide investigations, though.  Does that mean that someone has been murdered?”

      Although Peter was speaking quietly, the words seemed to echo around the room.  Fenella felt every pair of eyes on her as she tried to work out how to answer the man’s questions.

      “Several inspectors from Ramsey are across at the moment,” she said eventually.  “Daniel is helping out due to the, um, incident.”

      “Someone was murdered, then,” a woman in front of them said.

      “I hope it wasn’t Jasper,” someone else said.  “Or Stuart.”

      “Oh, it won’t have been either of them,” another voice chimed in.  “The hotel has been closed up for the last two months.  Maybe some drug addict broke in and then overdosed in one of the rooms.”

      “I hope he or she hasn’t been there since November,” the woman in front of them said.  “The smell would be terrible.  But Jasper and Stuart came back on Saturday.  If there was a decomposing body anywhere in the hotel when they got back, they’d have noticed the smell immediately.”

      “There’s Tim,” Shelly said, getting to her feet.  “I’d forgotten he was coming,” she added in a low voice as Fenella moved to let her out so that she could greet the man.

      “I’ll move over,” Elaine said.  She moved to the next seat and then watched as Shelly and Tim embraced and had a short, whispered conversation.  When they joined the others, Shelly quickly introduced Tim to Elaine.

      “It’s very nice to meet you,” Elaine said.  “I’m looking forward to getting to know you better before you marry Shelly.  I must be certain that she isn’t making a huge mistake.”

      Tim nodded.  “I hope I can convince you that I’m crazy in love with her and that I’ll do everything in my power to make her happy every minute of every day for the rest of my life.”

      Elaine laughed.  “I think you can probably have a few minutes off, now and again,” she told him.  “But come and sit by me and tell me all about yourself.”

      Tim took the seat next to Elaine and the pair began to talk in low voices.  Shelly looked at Fenella and sighed.

      “I did warn him,” she said.

      “He’ll charm her,” Fenella replied.  She looked back at Peter, who was staring into space.

      “Are you okay?” she asked.

      He jumped a bit and then shrugged.  “I’m nervous.  I’m absolutely terrified that she’s going to change her mind at the last minute.  And then I start to worry that she isn’t going to change her mind, that she never actually intended to go through with it, and that she’s only done this to upset and embarrass me.  Of course, I know I deserve to be upset and embarrassed after the way I treated her, which doesn’t make me feel any better.”

      “At least there’s a pub downstairs,” one of the men sitting nearby said.

      Peter smiled grimly.  “There is that,” he said.

      “I believe we’re just about ready to start,” a man in a dark suit told Peter.

      “Excellent,” Peter said.  He took a deep breath and then straightened his shoulders and marched the handful of paces he needed to get to the small platform that had been set up in front of the chairs.

      He stood with his back to the room for several seconds before slowly turning around.  The man in the suit nodded toward the woman sitting at the grand piano.  She began to play.  A few moments later, a door opened and a pretty grey-haired woman walked out.  She was carrying a small bouquet of flowers and she looked nervous, but determined, as she walked toward Peter.

      “You look beautiful,” Peter said when she reached him.

      “I had to do my makeup three times because I kept crying,” she replied.  “I’m still not sure I’m doing the right thing.”

      “You are,” Peter told her firmly.  “Leaving you was the biggest mistake of my life and I’m going to spend the rest of our forever making it up to you.”

      For a moment, Fenella thought the woman looked uncertain, but then she nodded and gave Peter a small smile.  “You’d better mean that,” she said.

      “I do,” he told her.

      “You’re getting ahead of me,” the man in the dark suit said.  Everyone chuckled, and the mood in the room lightened considerably.

      “Shall we begin?” he said after a moment.

      The ceremony itself was short.  Fenella brushed away tears as the pair spoke their vows.  It was clear that Peter meant every word of the promises that he was making.  Tim and Shelly held hands throughout the ceremony, making Fenella miss Daniel even more.   And then it was all over, and it was time to celebrate.

      Peter and his wife led the little group through the hotel lobby and down a small staircase that led directly into the pub.  Jake, behind the bar, waved.

      “Go on upstairs,” he told them.  “The food is set up, and there are bottles of champagne on every table.”

      “Thanks,” Peter called.

      As everyone else rushed toward the stairs and the elevator, Elaine stopped and slowly looked around the room.

      “This is fabulous,” she said.  “I never want to leave.”

      “That’s how I feel every time I’m here,” Fenella told her.

      Elaine looked down as a large cat ran up to her and began to rub his head on her leg.

      “That’s Clarkson,” the bartender said.  “He has to say hello to every woman who comes in the place.”

      “Just the women?” Fenella asked as the cat moved over to greet her as well.

      “Just the women who are on their own,” Jake replied.  “He won’t go near Shelly, not while she’s with Tim.”

      Fenella wasn’t sure Jake was telling the truth, but after a moment Clarkson went back to Elaine, ignoring Shelly completely.

      “He’ll follow you upstairs and sit on one of your laps,” Jake told them.  “Shelly will have to wait for her turn the next time she comes in alone, though.”

      Shelly laughed.  “Maybe I should have Tim sit on the other side of the room.”

      “Thanks,” Tim said.

      “Should we take the lift?” Shelly asked Elaine.

      Elaine looked at the winding staircase in the middle of the room and shook her head.  “It might take me several minutes to climb those stairs, but I haven’t climbed a winding staircase in a very long time, and I’m not going to miss this opportunity.”

      “What makes winding staircases so special?” Fenella asked as they walked toward the stairs.

      “Perhaps it’s simply because they are so unusual,” Shelly speculated.  “You certainly don’t see them every day.”

      Elaine managed the stairs without too much difficulty.  On the upper level, many of the couches and chairs that were normally scattered around the space had been collected into an informal cluster in one corner.  There was a long table covered in food and a second table set up as a makeshift bar.

      “You go and get food,” Tim told the women.  “I’ll find us a table and some chairs.”

      By the time Fenella had filled a plate with a little bit of everything, Tim had moved four chairs around one of the small tables.  When she reached the table, he jumped up.

      “Everything looks good,” he said.  “And I didn’t get any dinner.”

      “We didn’t get any dinner, either, did we?” Elaine asked as she sat down next to Fenella.  “I don’t remember having dinner and I’m starving, but I do sometimes forget things.”

      “We didn’t get any dinner,” Fenella told her.  “We were going to get something after we’d checked in at the hotel, but things got away from us there.”

      “Yes, indeed,” Elaine said with a sigh.

      “What is going on at the Seaview?” someone asked.  “If anyone on the island knows anything, it will be you, seeing that you’re engaged to a police inspector.”

      Fenella flushed and then shrugged.  “Whatever is happening, I can’t talk about it.”

      “If she was there, someone must be dead,” someone muttered.

      A few people laughed as Fenella felt her cheeks redden.

      “Aren’t weddings lovely?” Elaine asked in a loud voice.  “Has anyone ever been to a particularly special one?”

      “I went to mine,” someone replied.

      “I didn’t go to mine,” someone else added with a laugh.

      A low murmur went through the crowd.

      “She stood the poor man up at the altar,” Shelly told Fenella and Elaine as she joined them.  “It was the talk of the island for five minutes about ten years ago.”

      “A toast to the happy couple,” Tim said, waving his glass in the air.

      Everyone drank, including Fenella, who was sipping soda.

      “I really shouldn’t be drinking,” Shelly said.  “I think I’m going to drive myself back to Ramsey.”

      “Why?” Fenella asked.

      She shrugged.  “It just feels odd being so far from home without my car.  What if I want to go somewhere and you’re busy?  I may leave it in the car park at the hotel all day every day, but at least if it’s there, I’ll have options.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Then you better stop drinking.  You know the hotel will still be full of police when we get back.”

      Shelly sighed and then pushed her glass of champagne away.  “It’s so good, too.”

      “You can drink champagne every night for thirty nights,” Tim told her.  “I promise you won’t be driving once while we are on our cruise.”

      Shelly laughed.  “They’d be in trouble if they wanted me to drive the boat.”

      “I believe they call them ships,” Elaine said.  “And I think they are piloted, not driven.  I’ve taken a few cruises over the years, and the captains can be very fussy about what you call their vessels.”

      “Do you like to cruise?” Fenella asked.

      “Yes and no,” Elaine said.  “It’s lovely to be able to visit many different places while never having to pack or unpack your things, but after a few days I always start to feel a bit trapped when on the ship.  And if you don’t care for your dining companions, it can be a very long holiday.”

      “I don’t care about dining companions,” Tim said.  “I’m going to be focused on Shelly.”

      Elaine nodded.  “I’ve always gone on my own, which makes a difference.  I’ve always found it was mostly couples on cruises.  Most people have been very nice, but there were a few incidents that were less than pleasant.”

      “Don’t stop there,” Tim said.  “Tell us everything.”

      Elaine laughed.  “None of it was anything unusual, but there were a couple of times when men holidaying with their wives took an inappropriate interest in me.  There were also a few occasions when wives objected to my presence on the grounds that I must be looking for an affair because I was traveling on my own.  On the whole, I preferred when the husbands behaved badly because they were easily put in their place.  Jealous wives are much more difficult to endure.”

      “You’ve had an interesting life,” Tim said.

      “I have, and I’m not finished yet,” Elaine replied.  “My last doctor used to lecture me about my health all the time, but then he had a massive heart attack and had to retire.  My current doctor is only twenty-seven, so I have high hopes that he’ll be around for a while yet.”

      Peter and his wife made their way around the room, speaking to each table in turn as the evening wore on.  After the first hour, Fenella found herself checking her watch every few minutes.

      “You’re eager to get back to the Seaview, aren’t you?” Shelly asked as Fenella checked the time on her watch to the clock on the wall.

      “I’m sure Daniel has more questions for us now,” she replied.  “I’m hoping they’ve identified the body,” she added in a whisper.

      “I don’t think Peter will mind if we go,” Shelly said.  “He looks as if he wants to leave anyway.”

      Fenella looked over at Peter, who was standing at the bar with his arm around his wife.  He was looking at her as if she were the only person in the room.

      “I think he’ll be glad to see us go,” Fenella said.  “I think he wants to be alone with his bride.”

      They congratulated the happy couple again and then made their way to the elevators.  Once on the ground floor, Shelly looked at Tim.

      “Are you coming back to the Seaview with us?” she asked.

      “Do you want me to come back with you?” he replied.

      She shrugged.  “As much as I love spending time with you, it might be best if you didn’t.  You have to work in the morning.  Fenella and Aunty Elaine and I are having a relaxing day at the spa, so it won’t matter if we stay up a bit late tonight.”

      “I can’t really take any time off now, not before the wedding,” Tim said apologetically.  “Thursday is my last day for almost a month and a half, after all.”

      He walked with them to the building where Fenella and Shelly lived and then pulled Shelly into an embrace.

      “Shelly said she wants to take her own car back to Ramsey,” Elaine said to Fenella.

      Fenella nodded.

      “Maybe we could take the red car, then,” Elaine suggested with a wink.

      Fenella grinned. “I didn’t think of that, but you’re right.  We could take the red car, if Shelly wants to drive herself.”

      “If she doesn’t, I shall have to change her mind,” Elaine laughed.

      “I’ll see you tomorrow,” Shelly told Tim.

      “Six o’clock in the restaurant at the Seaview.  I’ll be there,” he promised before giving her an additional kiss.

      Shelly sighed as he walked away.  “I loved John dearly, but Tim makes my heart flutter in ways I never imagined it would.”

      “That’s just lust,” Elaine told her.  “He’s a very attractive man.  John was a wonderful person, but he wasn’t as attractive as your Tim.”

      Shelly flushed.  “John was very handsome,” she protested.

      “Yes, dear,” Elaine replied, patting her arm.  “And now, we should get back to Ramsey and find out what’s happening.”

      “I need to pop upstairs and get my car keys,” Shelly said.

      “Fenella and I will wait here,” Elaine told her.  “We’re going to take the little red car when we go.”

      Shelly grinned.  “I’ll bet that was your idea, but that Fenella didn’t need any persuading.  She loves driving that car.”

      “I can’t wait to ride in it,” Elaine replied.

      She and Fenella sat on a comfortable couch in the lobby while they waited for Shelly to return.  She was back only a few minutes later.

      “Let’s go,” she said.

      They took the elevator into the garage and then walked to Shelly’s car.

      “You’ll be a lot faster than I will,” Shelly said as she climbed into her car.  “I’ll see you in Ramsey.”

      As Fenella and Elaine walked to Mona’s car, they heard Shelly driving out of the garage.

      “She’s getting a head start,” Elaine complained.

      “It isn’t a race,” Fenella replied with a laugh.  She unlocked the car and then helped Elaine climb into the passenger seat.

      “I feel as if I’m sitting on the ground,” Elaine said as she fastened her seatbelt.  “You may never get me back out of here.”

      “Ready?” Fenella asked before she turned the key.  The engine roared to life.  Fenella put the car into gear and pulled away slowly.

      “I love it already,” Elaine said as they emerged from the parking garage.

      “We took the mountain road earlier,” Fenella said.  “Would you like to take the coast road this time?  I’m not sure how much you’ll be able to see in the dark.”

      “Which way will Shelly be going?”

      “I suspect she’ll take the mountain road.  It’s faster and more direct.”

      “Then let’s take the coast road,” Elaine said.  “I can see a bit more of the island, even if it is dark, and we won’t have to feel as if we’re trying to catch up to Shelly.”

      “It’s a lovely drive as well,” Fenella said.

      “You’ve been involved in many murder investigations,” Elaine said after another minute.  “What happens next?”

      “Every case is different, of course, but the first priority will have to be identifying the body,” Fenella said.  “Actually, the first priority will be determining if the woman was murdered or not.  And actually, we keep saying woman, but that’s only because of what we could see from the doorway.  It’s possible that the body was a man.”

      “The body had long blonde hair,” Elaine argued.

      “Or a long blonde wig.  From where I was standing, I can’t say for certain that it was the person’s actual hair.”

      “I hadn’t thought of that,” Elaine said.  “If it was a man, that changes everything.”

      “Does it?”

      Elaine chuckled.  “I’ve been assuming that the victim was one of the women who’d been celebrating that divorce.  Of course, I’ve nothing whatsoever upon which to base that assumption, but I’d made it anyway.  If it wasn’t one of those women, who could it have been?”

      “Anyone in the world,” Fenella said.  “If the police can’t make an immediate identification, they’ll start going through missing person reports.  They’ll start on the island, but if they don’t find her there, they’ll start looking farther afield.”

      “Him or her,” Elaine suggested.

      “Yes, of course.  By now, I would hope that the police have determined the gender of the body, at the very least.  They may have worked out his or her identity as well.  If she was one of the women from the divorce celebration, then Jasper may have been able to give them a tentative identification.”

      “Does he actually meet all of the guests that stay in the hotel?”

      “I doubt it, but he said some things that suggested he’d met those six women.”

      “He’ll have their names, at the very least, so the police will be able to go and speak to all of them,” Elaine said thoughtfully.

      “And that’s one of the first places they’ll go,” Fenella said.  “Ted will probably start with the two women who were actually staying in that room the night before the hotel shut, and then move on to speak to the other four women as well.  That’s if they haven’t identified the body yet.”

      “And if they have?”

      “Then everything will depend on who they’ve found.  If it is one of the women from the divorce party, the police will start with the other five women and probably the woman’s former husband.”

      “Oh, that’s very good,” Elaine exclaimed.  “Aren’t we considerably more likely to be killed by a loved one than a stranger?”

      “We are.  It almost makes a person want to stay single.”

      “That worked well for me.”

      “I love Daniel a lot, though.”

      “He’s good to look at, anyway.  I haven’t talked to him enough to form a proper opinion of him, but he’s clearly in love with you, and he seems to be an excellent inspector.”

      “He’s definitely that.”

      “You said earlier that you’d been in a long relationship before you moved to the island.”

      “I had.  Jack Dawson and I were together for ten years.”

      “Which of you didn’t want to get married?”

      “It wasn’t that I didn’t want to get married. I simply didn’t want to marry Jack.  He didn’t want to marry me, either.  We never really talked about marriage, but I’m pretty sure that if I had wanted to get married, he would have agreed.”

      “Do you ever speak to him now?”

      “Actually, Daniel and I went back to Buffalo in August for his wedding,” Fenella replied.

      Elaine gasped and then laughed.  “I wasn’t expecting that reply.”

      “It may have been a bit odd, him inviting me to his wedding, but we’d shared ten years together, and we remained friends after the relationship ended.  If I’m honest, we weren’t much more than friends for most of the relationship.”

      “Is his wife anything like you?”

      “She’s another history professor, but she’d been a teacher for most of her career.  She went back and earned her doctorate years later.  She was also married for many years to a man who treated her quite badly.”

      “Oh, dear.”

      “He, um, got murdered in the days just before the wedding,” Fenella explained.

      “And you were there.”

      “Daniel and I were there when the body was found, and we were there when the killer was discovered.”

      “You said that he’d treated his wife quite badly.  I hope she didn’t kill him.”

      “She didn’t, and luckily the killer was discovered in time for Jack and Linda to have their honeymoon.”

      “And they’re happy together now?”

      “They are incredibly happy together.  Linda and I have become long-distance friends now.  We email back and forth pretty regularly.  She doesn’t usually talk about Jack, but what she does say makes it clear that they’re both really enjoying married life.  They’re working together on setting up a couple of special study abroad sessions for the summer where they can travel with the students and teach them classes in different places.  They may spend six weeks in London, if things go to plan.”

      “And you’ll go over and see them,” Elaine guessed.

      “I’ll probably go over and teach a class.  British history was always my area of expertise.  I’d love to teach a class that includes field trips to a dozen or more castles and museums.  For all the years that I taught in Buffalo, we had to be satisfied with photos.”

      “The views are incredible,” Elaine said as they rounded a corner.  Moonlight shimmered off the water as waves gently rolled onto the beach beside them.

      “I don’t often drive this way at night.  It’s beautiful.”

      “If I had this car, I’d drive everywhere at all hours of the day and night.”

      Fenella laughed.  “It’s a great car and I love driving it, but I’m also quite happy to be home after dark.  Having said that, I do find myself at the pub a lot of evenings as well.”

      “If I had that pub near home, I’d be there every night, too.  I wouldn’t mind driving to it, though.  I’d be quite happy to sit there with a fizzy drink or a cup of tea, cuddling Clarkson, and reading every book in the room.”

      “You should move to the island,” Fenella suggested.

      Elaine inhaled slowly.  “I haven’t said anything to Shelly yet, but I have been thinking about it.  I’ve loved living in Bolsover and it has taken me years to get my little house exactly the way I want it, but now that I’m back on the island, well, it’s tempting to move back.  I need to give it a lot more thought, though.”

      “Daniel lives in a building right next to the Tale and Tail,” Fenella told her.  “I believe there are a few apartments for sale in his building.”

      “Interesting.  I’ll keep that in mind.  Do you know how much is being asked for any of them?”

      “I know what Daniel’s apartment cost.”  Fenella told her what Daniel had paid.

      “That’s not as bad as I’d feared.  I’m sure you pay a premium for living right on the water.”

      “You do, but I believe at least one of the available apartments is on the back of the building.  You wouldn’t get sea views, but you’d still have the wonderful location.”

      “Oh, no.  I’m not moving to the island if I can’t have sea views,” Elaine replied.  “As I said, I need to give the matter some more thought.”

      “My niece, Margaret, is moving to the island soon.  She and her sister, Megan, came to visit me last month, and they both fell in love with the place.”

      “Is she in America?”

      “She is, but not for long.  She was already planning to make some big changes to her life anyway, having just ended a long-term relationship and been let go from her job.  She’d put off making any final decisions until after her vacation here.”

      “And now she’s decided to move here.  How lovely for you.  She’ll miss her sister, though.”

      “Megan is on a sabbatical year from her job, so she’s going to come and stay with Margaret for a while once Margaret is settled,” Fenella explained.

      “Is she a university professor, too?”

      “No, she works in management for a huge multi-national corporation.  They started offering their managers sabbatical years in an effort to prevent burnout.  Apparently, three-quarters of the ones who’ve taken it never go back to work, so now they’re thinking about doing away with the program, but she’s already on leave so she’s good for a year.”

      “We seemed to get here very quickly,” Elaine said, sounding disappointed, as Fenella pulled her car into the Seaview’s parking lot.

      “Mona’s car is very fast.”

      There were still a few police cars in front of the building, but there wasn’t anyone in the parking lot directing people to park elsewhere.  Fenella pulled into a spot near the door and then looked around.

      “I don’t see Shelly’s car, but she should have arrived before us,” she said.

      “She’ll be here before I manage to get out of this seat,” Elaine replied with a laugh.

      Fenella got out of the car and walked around to Elaine’s door.  She opened it and then helped the woman climb out.

      “That was difficult, but totally worth it,” Elaine said.  “I want to ride in that car every chance I get while I’m here.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind,” Fenella promised.

      They were making their way toward the entrance when Shelly pulled into the parking lot.  Fenella stopped to wait for her friend.

      “I’ll keep going,” Elaine said.  “You’ll catch up to me in no time, anyway.”

      “Which way did you go?” Shelly asked when she reached Fenella’s side.  “I kept watching for you in my rearview mirror, all the way across the mountain.”

      “We took the coast road.”

      “And you still got here before me?”

      “Apparently.”

      They caught up to Elaine in the lobby.

      “What are we going to find up there?” Elaine asked as the elevator carried them upwards.

      “Probably not much,” Fenella said.  “The police will probably be working for days in the room where the body was found, but they’ll be doing so with the door shut.  We probably won’t even know they’re there most of the time.”

      The elevators doors opened into an empty corridor.

      “No one,” Elaine said.

      Fenella pulled out her phone and sent Daniel a quick text as she walked down the corridor.  We’re back at the hotel.  I’m in the Douglas suite, she sent.

      When they reached Shelly’s door, the three women stopped.

      “I’m not ready to go to bed,” Shelly said.

      “Let’s get a bottle of wine and talk,” Elaine suggested.  “I would prefer to do that in my suite.  I have the best views.”

      “That’s true,” Fenella said.  “And I could use a drink.”  Just as she pulled out her phone to let Daniel know where to find her, a door opened at the other end of the corridor.  She smiled as Daniel walked toward her.

      “Hello,” he said before he gave her a quick kiss.

      “We just got back,” she said.  “You missed a lovely wedding.”

      “I wish I could have been there, but we’ve been rather busy here.”

      “Can you tell us anything?” Fenella asked.

      “A few things.”

      “Let’s get settled in my suite,” Elaine suggested.  “And then Daniel can share what he knows.”

      They continued down the hall until they reached the last suite.  Elaine opened the door, and they all walked inside.

      “This is spectacular,” Daniel said as he looked around.

      “Wine,” Elaine said.  She picked up the telephone and ordered two bottles of wine, one red and one white.  “That should keep everyone happy,” she said as she put the receiver down.

      Shelly went into the kitchen to get glasses while the others settled onto couches.  Only a few minutes later, someone knocked on the door.

      “That was quick,” Fenella said as Daniel walked to the door.

      “Good evening,” Jasper said.  “I brought your wine myself in the hopes that we could talk about the murder while you drink it.”
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      Daniel smiled at him.  “Come in,” he invited.  “The ladies were just about to demand that I tell them everything that happened while they were away.”

      “We would have asked nicely,” Elaine protested.

      “You might have, but Fen can be very demanding,” Daniel replied, winking at Fenella.

      “I’ll get another glass,” Shelly said, heading back into the kitchen area.

      “Red or white?” Jasper asked as he expertly opened the bottles.

      A few minutes later, they were all sitting comfortably, glasses of wine in hand.  Daniel had opted for a soda from the supply in Elaine’s refrigerator, because he would be driving eventually.

      “How was the wedding?” Jasper asked after his first sip of wine.

      “It was lovely,” Shelly told him.  “Peter looked incredibly happy.”

      “And how was the food at the reception?” Jasper wondered.  “This is professional curiosity.  I know the chef at the hotel, and I’m curious what he produced for a wedding reception in the pub.”

      Shelly spent a few minutes telling Jasper about the food with Elaine and Fenella occasionally adding to the conversation.

      “I’m going to have to ring the chef and ask him about the chicken you all loved.  It sounds similar to something that we do, but just different enough to intrigue me,” Jasper said.

      “Do you think he’ll actually tell you anything?” Elaine asked. “I mean, you are competitors, aren’t you?”

      “On paper, maybe, but in reality, most hotels and restaurants on the island do whatever they can to work with one another.  It’s difficult enough to make a living in this business without having to worry about other hotels trying to steal your customers,” Jasper replied.

      “Now can we talk about the murder?” Elaine asked after a moment.  “Fenella said that you’d first have to work out if the dead person was male or female, and then you’d have to try to identify him or her,” she said to Daniel.

      He nodded.  “We’ve managed to do both of those things.”

      “So quickly?” Shelly asked.  “I thought identifying the body might take a while.”

      “We were fortunate to have someone on site who could give us a preliminary identification,” Daniel said.

      “It was one of the women from the divorce party,” Fenella guessed, looking at Jasper.

      He flushed.  “I’m not certain I’m allowed to talk about it,” he said, glancing at Daniel.

      “The name of the victim is going to be released to the press in the morning,” Daniel said.  “As long as no one in here is planning to speak to the press before nine tomorrow morning, I don’t mind if you tell them what you know.”

      “I can’t see any of them talking to the press, ever,” Jasper said.  “I know I don’t plan to ever say anything to Dan Ross if I can avoid it.”

      “So who was it?” Elaine asked.

      “A woman named Rebecca Drury.  It was her divorce that she and her friends were celebrating,” Jasper told them.

      “So you’ll be speaking to her ex-husband,” Elaine said to Daniel.

      “I’ve already spoken to him briefly.  We’ll be questioning him again as the case progresses,” Daniel replied.

      “And you’re sure she was murdered?” Shelly wondered.

      “Until we have an official verdict, we’re treating the death as suspicious,” Daniel replied.

      “I couldn’t help but notice the knife in her chest when I was identifying the body,” Jasper added.  “That seems pretty suspicious to me.”

      Daniel shrugged.  “It isn’t my place to make that decision.”

      “Someone stabbed the poor woman,” Elaine said.  “But when?  Surely the body hadn’t been there since November.”

      “We don’t have an exact answer to that yet, but we should have one soon,” Daniel told her.

      “The pizza had been ordered yesterday,” Jasper added.  When Daniel looked at him, he flushed.  “When you took me across the room to see if I could identify the body, I noticed the date on the receipt that was taped to the box,” he explained.

      “That’s not conclusive evidence of anything,” Daniel said.  “Ted is going to speak to the pizza place and see what he can learn.”

      “They make good pizza,” Jasper offered.  “Stuart and I eat there about once a week.  We haven’t been in there since we returned from France, though.”

      “Tell us about Rebecca,” Fenella said to Jasper.

      He sighed.  “I’ve been trying not to think about her.  I already told Ted and Daniel all of this, though.  It should be easier a second time, shouldn’t it?”

      Fenella leaned over and patted his arm.  “You don’t have to tell us anything.”

      “But we’ll be very disappointed if you don’t,” Elaine added.

      Jasper chuckled and then finished his drink.  After he’d refilled his glass, he settled back in his chair.  “The wine should make it easier as well,” he said with a grin.  “And after all that build up, I’m afraid I don’t actually know all that much about the woman.”

      “You know more than we do,” Elaine pointed out.

      Jasper nodded.  “She was probably in her early forties, but she may have been a bit older.  Her hair was blonde, but it was clearly not natural.  She worked for one of the insurance companies in Douglas, processing claims.”

      “You know more than I was expecting,” Fenella said.

      “We were quiet during those last few days before we shut,” Jasper told her.  “With only a few guests in residence, we cut our staff back as well.  That meant that I was doing a bit more than normal, including a few stints behind the bar on more than one occasion.  Rebecca and her friends talked a great deal at rather high volumes.  They also talked to me quite a bit, as I was the only other person in the bar the night they arrived.”

      “So you got to hear all about why they were celebrating,” Fenella said.

      Jasper nodded.  “And under normal circumstances, I’d never repeat any conversation that I had or overheard with guests.  This is an unusual circumstance, though.”

      “And you know none of us will repeat anything you tell us,” Shelly said.

      “I hope not.  The murder is going to hurt our business.  If people start to think that I’m talking about guests, that could hurt us even more,” he replied.

      “It’s imperative that nothing that Jasper tells you leaves this room,” Daniel said as he refilled a few wine glasses.  “We aren’t releasing anything to the press at this stage except for the name of the victim.”

      “I don’t even know anyone on the island to tell,” Elaine said.

      “We’d appreciate it if you didn’t ring your friends back home and tell them what’s happening,” Daniel told her.

      “No worries there,” she replied.

      “So what did you learn about Rebecca?” Fenella asked Jasper.

      “She was celebrating the end of her marriage,” he said.  “She and Nathan had been married for eleven years, and she’d finally decided that she’d had enough.”

      “Did he treat her badly, then?” Elaine asked.

      Jasper shrugged. “From what I could make out, not especially.  She complained a bit about how he took her for granted and expected her to do more than her fair share of things around the house, but I really got the feeling that she’d simply grown tired of the man and decided that she didn’t want to be married any longer.”

      “No one takes commitment seriously anymore,” Elaine said.  “In my day, when you got married, it was forever.  If divorce had been this easy when I was younger, I might have given marriage a try myself.  As it was, I never met anyone with whom I could imagine spending the rest of my life.”

      “Did you find out anything else about Nathan?” Fenella asked.

      “Apparently he’s two years older than Rebecca.  One of the women commented on how attractive he was, and Rebecca remarked that he was pretty good in bed, too, which made them all laugh.  I got the feeling that one of the woman was interested in getting to know Nathan better now that the divorce was final.”

      “Which one?” Elaine wondered.

      “Let me tell you about each of them in turn,” Jasper suggested.

      “Is there anything else we should know about Rebecca?” Shelly asked.

      “She seemed to be a perfectly ordinary woman, even if I did find the idea of celebrating a divorce a bit odd,” Jasper replied.  “She didn’t do or say anything that made me think she was likely to get murdered.”

      Fenella frowned.  “She seemed to get along with all of the other women?”

      “Yes, from what I could see.  It was clear that she was better friends with some than others, but they all seemed to be having fun together,” Jasper said.

      “Tell us about the others, then,” Shelly said.

      “Rebecca was sharing a room with Colleen Owens.  They’d been friends for over twenty years, having met at university,” Jasper said.  “Colleen grew up in Belfast, but went to university in Manchester, which is where she met Rebecca.”

      “Was Rebecca from the island?” Fenella asked.

      “She was born and raised here,” Jasper replied.  “Her parents both passed away not long after she married Nathan.  She made a comment about how they’d both be furious if they were still alive, because they’d both preferred Nathan to her.”

      “That’s very sad if it’s true,” Elaine said.

      “Everyone laughed when she said it, so I think it was meant as a joke,” Jasper replied.

      “So Rebecca was born and raised on the island and then went to university across,” Fenella said.

      Jasper nodded.  “And at some point, while she was there, she met Colleen, and they became friends.  After they’d finished university, they moved to London together, but they weren’t there for long.  Rebecca said something about it being too expensive, and Colleen agreed.  I gathered, from what was said, that Rebecca then persuaded Colleen to move to the island with her.  Colleen said something about them getting a horrible little flat in Port St. Mary and spending all of their time driving back and forth between Port St. Mary and Douglas until they could afford to move.”

      “You learned a great deal,” Elaine said.  “And you seem to remember it all.  I’m going to have to be careful with what I say in front of you.”

      Jasper smiled.  “Understanding people is a large part of my job.  A hotel’s reputation can be won or lost by the behavior of its staff.  I’ve become an expert at blending into the background in any situation, but I’m always watching and listening.  I want to hear the small complaints before they become big complaints, and I want to learn what I can about our guests in case that information becomes useful.”

      “What does that mean?” Elaine asked.  “What constitutes useful information?”

      “That may have been an unfortunate way to phrase things,” Jasper said with a grin.  “I may have just hinted that I’m blackmailing our customers, which isn’t at all what I meant.”

      “I’m happy to hear that,” Daniel said.

      “What I meant was that I’m always looking for ways to build our business,” Jasper explained.  “If Daniel and Fenella were talking at the bar about how happy they are to be engaged, I might find a few brochures about our wedding packages and leave them on the bar near them.  If a couple is fighting about one of the mothers-in-law coming to stay, I might suggest that one of our guest rooms would be considerably more comfortable for her than their home.  That sort of thing.”

      “So you were listening to the six women talk, just in case one of them was looking for a place to celebrate something or to put her mother-in-law for a few days,” Shelly said.

      Jasper shrugged.  “And because I was bored and there was nothing else to do but to listen to the women talk,” he added.

      Everyone laughed.

      “So Rebecca and Colleen met at university,” Shelly said.  “Is Colleen married?”

      “No, from what was said at the bar, she keeps her relationships short,” Jasper replied.  “Rebecca said something about having wasted ten years of her life with Nathan, and Colleen said she’d never wasted more than ten weeks of her life with any man.”

      “My goodness,” Elaine exclaimed.  “I always gave a man at least six months to prove his worth.”

      “And did any of them ever last longer than six months?” Jasper asked.

      Elaine shrugged.  “One managed to keep my interest for an extra month, but he traveled a great deal.  I suspect if we’d seen more of one another I’d have ended things much sooner.”

      “What else did you learn about Colleen?” Fenella asked after she’d sipped her wine.

      “Not much.  She works for one of the local banks, but she hasn’t been there for long.  One of the women said something about her having a short attention span, and she agreed.  I gather she changes jobs almost as often as she changes boyfriends.”

      “She must have an interesting resumé,” Fenella said.

      “She did say that she really likes her current job and that she might stay there for a while, but then she laughed and said she always thinks that in the first few months at a new place.  She likened it to a honeymoon, and said she thought the honeymoon would probably be over before the end of the year.”

      “And you didn’t notice any tension between her and Rebecca?” Elaine asked.

      “Not at all.  They seemed very close,” Jasper said.

      “Is it odd that someone who changes jobs and boyfriends all the time still has the same female friend from decades earlier?” Shelly wondered.

      “It’s something to think about, anyway,” Fenella said.

      “The women in the next room didn’t get along nearly as well,” Jasper said before he took a sip of wine.

      “Tell us everything,” Elaine said.

      Jasper grinned.  “Jackie Bower was one of Rebecca’s work colleagues.  I got the impression that they didn’t know each other terribly well, but that Jackie was Rebecca’s closest friend at the insurance company.  I would have guessed that she was a few years older than Rebecca and Colleen.”

      “Any idea why she was included in the celebration?” Fenella asked.

      “Someone said something about Colleen planning the entire thing.  At some point Rebecca said she hadn’t expected to make a weekend out of it, she’d just wanted to go out for a few drinks, but apparently Colleen had decided that they needed to celebrate for more than a single night,” Jasper told them.

      “So who made up the guest list?” Shelly wondered.

      “That’s one of the questions we’re going to be trying to get answered tomorrow,” Daniel said.

      “If I had to guess, I’d say that it was Colleen, with input from Rebecca, but that’s just based on my impressions of everyone,” Jasper said.  “Colleen seemed the type to take it upon herself to plan a weekend away without actually talking to Rebecca about it first.  Colleen seemed to be the one in the group who always takes charge of everything, if you know what I mean.”

      “Did they go out together often?” Elaine asked.

      “From what I could gather, Rebecca and Colleen spent a lot of time together, even more so since Rebecca’s marriage had ended.  One of the women said something about monthly nights out, but I got the feeling that not all six of them were a part of that.  I sort of felt as if Jackie didn’t fit in with the others.  At the time, I wondered if this was the first time she’d met some of them.”

      Shelly frowned.  “Do you think she was sharing a room with a stranger?”

      “Possibly.  She was sharing her room with Lindsay Lowe and they were always very polite with one another, but they didn’t really seem friendly,” Jasper replied.

      “Tell us about Lindsay,” Fenella suggested.

      “She was Rebecca’s oldest friend,” Jasper told her.  “They’d known one another since childhood.  Lindsay didn’t go to university.  She stayed here to work in the family business.”

      “Her family owns Lowe’s Dairy Farms,” Shelly said.

      “They do,” Jasper agreed.  “She’s been working there since she was old enough to milk a cow, or so she claimed after a few drinks.  She’s married to Gavin Duncan, but she kept her maiden name because of the family business.”

      “Do they have children?” Elaine wondered.

      “No.  That came up in the conversation, actually, when Lindsay was complaining about how hard she has to work every day.  She said something about never wanting to put a child through the same miserable existence that she’s had to endure.”

      “My goodness, how dreadful,” Elaine said.

      “Rebecca reminded her that there were some benefits to her family business.  Apparently, Lindsay and her husband spend a month in the Bahamas every year on holiday, and they travel a great deal the rest of the year promoting the company’s cheese and ice cream.”

      “The ice cream is very good,” Shelly said.

      “We serve it in our restaurant,” Jasper told them.  “I’d never met Lindsay before, though.  I’ve always dealt with her father, but I gathered that she does more of the international contracts while he deals with local businesses.”

      “And Jackie and Lindsay didn’t get along?” Fenella asked.

      “I wouldn’t put it quite that way,” Jasper said.  “They were polite to one another, but I don’t think either of them was particularly happy that they were sharing a room.  Lindsay said something about preferring to have her own space.  Colleen just laughed and said that the whole point of the weekend was to spend time with great friends, and sharing rooms was part of that experience.  That was when Jackie muttered something about great friends and total strangers, but I didn’t catch it all.”

      Shelly nodded.  “Was there any tension between Lindsay and Rebecca?”

      “Not that I noticed.  They seemed to get along well, laughing and teasing one another about things that had happened in their childhood.  I got the impression that they didn’t get together all that often.  Lindsay told the others a few funny stories about Rebecca,” Jasper said.

      “And Rebecca didn’t mind?” Shelly checked.

      “She didn’t seem to mind.”

      “Who does that leave?  I really should be taking notes,” Elaine said.  “Except this is all top secret information, so I’d have to burn my notes after I’d taken them.  Or maybe I’d tear them into little tiny pieces and eat them all.  I read that in a spy novel once.”

      “I believe the suites all have safes,” Daniel said.  “If you did want to take notes, as long as you leave them in your safe, I won’t object.”

      “I have a safe?” Elaine said excitedly.  “How very fancy.  I shall have to put something in it, maybe my watch, even though it only cost me ten pounds, just so I can feel important.”

      “Remind me to show you where it is and how to operate it before I leave,” Jasper told her.

      “We still have two more women to discuss,” Shelly said.  “And I’m dying to hear about the one who might be interested in Nathan.”

      Jasper grinned.  “I’m saving her for last, so let me tell you about Minnie Rhodes next.  Minnie is thirty-seven, twice divorced, and engaged to Stan.”

      “Stan?” Elaine echoed.

      “I never heard his surname.  If I had, I might be tempted to drop him an anonymous note suggesting that he’s making a big mistake,” Jasper said.

      “Oh?  Tell us more,” Shelly demanded.

      “Minnie might be a perfectly lovely woman, but when she’s drinking she talks loudly and at length about the men she’s known in the past.  I know more about her former husbands than anyone should, and I know a great deal about Stan as well.”

      “What sort of things did you learn?” Shelly asked.

      Jasper flushed.  “I learned a lot about Stan’s inability to please Minnie in bed,” he replied.  “I’d rather not go into any more detail about that, but I will add that he doesn’t seem to have much more success with pleasing her out of bed.  She doesn’t like his job, his car, his flat, or his family.  I very nearly said something when she suggested that they book rooms now to celebrate her divorce in a year’s time.”

      Fenella frowned.  “Didn’t you say that they’re engaged, not married?”

      “They’re getting married on Valentine’s Day, apparently, and she reckoned they’d be lucky to make it through Christmas,” he replied.

      “Then why are they getting married?” Shelly wondered.

      “I’ve no idea.  If I were Daniel, I’d ask her that question,” Jasper said.

      Daniel nodded.  “I suspect we’ll see a very different side of Ms. Rhodes when we interview her, but if the subject comes up, I’ll try to find a way to ask.”

      “Surely she’ll talk about the man she’s going to marry,” Shelly said.

      “I’m sure she will, and she’ll probably tell us all about how much she loves him and can’t wait to be his wife,” Daniel replied.

      “And if you ask her about the things that she said at the bar here, then she’ll know that Jasper has been talking, which would be bad for his business,” Fenella said.

      “And bad for us,” Daniel added.  “We try not to reveal our sources when we have information.  People might start being more guarded in what they say in front of bartenders or waitresses if they realized how much we learn from them.”

      “Is there anything else interesting about Minnie?” Shelly asked.

      Jasper shrugged.  “There may be, but I stopped listening to her after she’d shared her third story about holidaying in Ibiza and getting lost while naked.”

      Fenella raised an eyebrow.  “How does that even happen?”

      “I’d tell you, but it would scar you forever,” Jasper said with a laugh.

      “But you didn’t tell us how she knew Rebecca,” Elaine said.

      “They lived next door to one another,” Jasper said.  “Rebecca had a flat in Douglas before she got married.  I believe it was the same flat that she’d once shared with Colleen, but Colleen had moved out first.”

      “Why?” Shelly asked.

      “I’ve no idea, but it was years ago, before Rebecca got married,” Jasper told her.  “After the wedding, Rebecca and Nathan bought a house together, but Rebecca didn’t sell her flat.  Apparently, she used to stay there from time to time, when she and Nathan weren’t getting along.  After the marriage ended, she moved back into the flat and they put the house on the market.”

      “And Minnie was still living in the flat next door?” Shelly checked.

      “She was.  Apparently, she’d shared the flat with each of her husbands in turn, and Stan is now living with her.  She said she loves the location, and she’s spent a fortune on getting it the way she wants it, so if someone wants to live with her, he has to move in there,” Jasper explained.

      “That just leaves us with one other woman to discuss,” Elaine said.

      Jasper nodded.  “Darla Stokes,” he said.  “And I really hope she didn’t have anything to do with Rebecca’s death.”

      “Why?” Shelly asked.

      “Of the six of them, Darla was far and away the nicest,” Jasper explained.  “She took the time to thank me several times during the evening they spent drinking in the bar.  She was hugely apologetic when they were leaving as well.  It was clear that she felt bad about keeping us waiting, even if the other five women were practically oblivious to the situation.”

      Fenella frowned.  “What do you know about her?”

      “She’s thirty-five, so the youngest of the women.  She lives in a flat near Colleen, which is how she met the others.  I got the feeling that she might have known Nathan before he met Rebecca, but it wasn’t totally clear,” Jasper told her.

      “Interesting,” Fenella said.  “And you think she might be interested in him now that he’s single again?”

      “A few of the others teased her a bit about having more reason to celebrate than anyone, because now she could make a move on Nathan.  She tried to laugh it off, but I think it bothered her a little bit.”

      “What did Rebecca have to say about the idea?” Shelly asked.

      “She laughed at it and said something about Darla being welcome to him, but again, I think it bothered her a little bit.  I suspect that she would have been upset if Darla and Nathan got together,” Jasper replied.

      “What does she do?” Elaine asked.  “And what does Nathan do, for that matter?”

      “Nathan works with computers for one of the island’s banks, but I’m not certain which one.  It wasn’t the one that employed Rebecca, though.  I know that much,” Jasper said.  “Darla owns a small café in Port St. Mary called Tea and Cake.”

      “I’ve been there,” Shelly said.  “It’s cozy and charming.  The menu is limited, but everything we had was delicious.”

      “But her flat is in Douglas?” Fenella asked.

      Jasper shrugged.  “I’m not sure if she still lives in the same flat where she was living when she met Colleen or not.  They were talking about neighbors, which is how I found out that Colleen and Rebecca once lived together and a great deal more, but they didn’t always go into detail.  Of course, they all probably knew the whole story.”

      Fenella nodded.  “Isn’t it annoying when you’re listening to other people talk and they don’t fill in every detail?” she asked.

      Everyone laughed.

      “I learned quite a lot, because they were drinking so much,” Jasper said.  “That led to a lot of reminiscing, which meant stories that started ‘Remember when we had our flat together, just before I moved out, when that guy brought you dead flowers,’ and stories like that.”

      “I assume, if everyone thinks she’s after Nathan, that Darla isn’t married,” Shelly said.

      “No, she’s not married, and I don’t believe she has a man in her life at the moment.  Someone said something about her having spent the last ten years pining after Nathan, but she insisted that she’d been involved with several men during those years.”

      “Did she name names?” Shelly wondered.

      “She did, but I don’t remember them,” Jasper laughed.  “She said something along the lines of ‘you’re forgetting Bill and Bob and Brian and Brett,’ except those weren’t the names she used.  When I told Daniel and Ted about the conversation, I tried to remember more, but I simply can’t.”

      “And she seemed to get along with Rebecca?” Fenella asked.

      “As I said before, they all seemed to get along just fine.  There was a little tension between Jackie and Lindsay, which I assumed was because they were sharing a room, but otherwise, they all seemed happy together.”

      “No tension between Darla and Minnie, who were also sharing a room?” Elaine asked.

      “Not that I noticed.  I really spent only that one evening with them, though.  It’s possible that they spent most of the weekend fighting aside from that one night.”

      “Were they fighting as they left?” Shelly wondered.

      “Not at all.  They were all clearly hung over.  As I said before, Darla was apologetic, but the other five just seemed as if they wanted to get away and go back to bed.  Actually, Darla seemed as if she was just as tired and ready to crawl back into bed, but at least she made an effort to apologize as she stumbled out the door,” Jasper said.

      “And you checked them out yourself?” Elaine asked.

      Jasper shook his head.  “Karl was working at the front desk that morning.  Guests are meant to check out before eleven, and we had housekeeping ready to finish the last few rooms before we were going to close at midday.  I sent housekeeping home when midday came and went and the rooms remained occupied.  I was just about to send Karl home as well when the women finally emerged.”

      “Let’s start back at the beginning,” Fenella said.  “When did they arrive?”

      “They arrived on Friday afternoon, the third of November.  They were booked for two nights.  After they’d checked in, they went into Ramsey for dinner.  Then they came back with bottles of wine and went up and drank in one of their rooms.  Housekeeping found four empty bottles in one of the rooms the next morning when they cleaned.”

      “Four bottles between six women?  And they’d probably been drinking at dinner as well,” Elaine said. “They really were celebrating.”

      Jasper nodded.  “They spent most of Saturday in the spa.  They’d signed up for just about everything we offer, including a light lunch at midday.”

      “We’re doing that tomorrow,” Fenella said.

      “Sandra, the spa’s manager, may be able to tell you more about the women.  I’m going to be talking to her in the morning, but Ted and Daniel have already questioned her,” Jasper added.

      Fenella looked at Daniel.  “You aren’t going to tell us anything, are you?”

      “You know I can’t,” he replied.  “But you’re going to see her tomorrow.  I’m sure you won’t hesitate to question her yourself.”

      “I just hope she’ll talk to us,” Fenella replied.

      “We asked her not to talk to the press, but we didn’t say anything about nosy guests,” Daniel said with a laugh.

      “I’ll tell her to talk to you,” Jasper said.  “But not until after I’ve spoken with her.”

      “So they spent Saturday in the spa,” Fenella said.  “And then what?”

      “And then they had dinner in our restaurant and spent the rest of the night at the bar.  They stayed until last call, although I did get them to drink some water and soda in between their alcoholic drinks to try to slow them down a bit.”

      “And then they left the next morning, or rather the next afternoon,” Shelly said.  “So what was Rebecca doing here two months later?”

      “I wish I knew,” Jasper said.

      “How did she even get back inside the hotel?” Fenella asked.

      “I may know something about that,” Jasper replied.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            6

          

        

      

    

    
      “Don’t leave us in suspense,” Elaine said as Jasper poured himself some more wine and took a sip.

      He chuckled.  “Sorry, but it’s not often I have so many people hanging on my every word.  I was at the reception desk when the six women left, but as soon as I saw that they were all accounted for, I headed up to the top floor.  I checked that all three rooms were empty, and then I put Do Not Disturb signs on all three doors.  That was meant to remind me that the rooms still needed cleaning.  I wish now that I’d remembered sooner and discovered Rebecca before she was murdered.”

      “How long do you think she’d been staying here?” Elaine asked.

      “I haven’t had a chance to go through the room yet, but from what I could see when I was in there, she’d been there for quite a while.  It seemed possible, judging from the mess, that she’d been staying there the entire time we were closed.”

      “I only glanced into the room and then looked away when I saw the woman on the bed,” Elaine said.  “What sort of mess did I miss?”

      “There were quite a few pizza boxes and takeaway containers on the table in the corner,” Jasper told her.  “And what looked to be a collection of empty fizzy drink cans.  I counted three empty wine bottles as I walked over to the bed as well.”

      “You’re very observant,” Daniel remarked.

      “I know exactly how our rooms should look before guests arrive.  Over the years, I’ve learned to glance into a room and spot anything out of place in an instant.  In this case, there was so much out of place that my brain struggled to process it all.”

      “But you said you might know how she got in,” Fenella reminded him.

      He nodded.  “I spoke to Karl after Ted and Daniel questioned him.  Apparently, when they checked out, Rebecca asked if she could keep her keycard.  She said that she and her husband had spent their first night as a married couple at the Seaview, before they’d gone on their honeymoon.  She told Karl that she’d been permitted to keep that keycard, and it was the first item in her honeymoon scrapbook.”

      Fenella frowned.  “Did they actually spend their wedding night here?”

      “Not as far as I can tell,” Jasper said.  “I couldn’t find a booking in her name or in Nathan’s name from ten years ago, but I suppose someone else could have made the booking on their behalf.”

      “So when she was leaving, she asked Karl to let her keep her keycard?” Elaine asked.

      “That’s exactly what she did, and Karl agreed,” Jasper replied.

      “I hope he isn’t in too much trouble,” Fenella said.

      “He’s not in any trouble.  Those keycards cost us very little, and guests leave with them all the time.  If they ring and tell us, we simply tell them to throw them away.  Rebecca wasn’t the first guest to ask to keep a keycard, either, and we’re always happy to allow people to retain a small souvenir from their stay with us,” Jasper told her.

      “But surely the keycard wasn’t valid once they’d checked out,” Elaine said.

      Jasper frowned.  “We’re checking the system now, but it appears that someone may have forgotten to set expiry dates and times on the cards that were given to the guests who stayed with us on those last few days.”

      “Because you didn’t think they would be necessary,” Fenella said.

      “Exactly.  We have an automatic system that programs the cards based on the dates of the booking, but it’s been giving us a bit of trouble lately, so we switched it off towards the end of October and started entering everything manually.  It takes only an extra second or two to do it that way, but everyone at the front desk complains about it constantly.  Someone may have suggested to the desk staff that they didn’t have to enter end dates for guests who were leaving on the fifth of November because there weren’t going to be any guests after them – not for several months, anyway.”

      “Someone?” Fenella asked.

      Jasper flushed.  “I’m someone,” he muttered.  “I told the front desk staff not to worry about setting expiry dates and times on cards for guests leaving on the fifth,” he admitted.  “It didn’t seem to matter, and it made them happy because it saved them a few keystrokes for every keycard.”

      “So Rebecca’s keycard could still have opened her door while you were away,” Shelly said.

      “It appears so,” Jasper replied.  “We recode all of the locks periodically.  It’s one of the things that we’ll do when we return in April after the second half of our holiday, actually.  We’ll recode every lock in the hotel, which means that even if everyone had taken home working keys, none of them would still be working keys after that.”

      “But you didn’t do any recoding when you got back this time?” Elaine wondered.

      He sighed and shook his head.  “We’re only here for a fortnight, and we have only a handful of bookings, mostly to do with Shelly’s wedding.  We aren’t truly fully open.  We’re only using two floors of the building and only a handful of rooms.  Recoding the locks isn’t difficult, but it is time-consuming.  It will fill an entire day when we return properly.”

      “So we know how she could get into her room.  How could she get into the building?” Fenella asked.

      “That’s a different question,” Jasper said.  “Technically, because her keycard didn’t expire, she could have used it on the outside doors to gain access.  We have four entrances, and three of them are typically locked between six at night and six in the morning.  The main entrance is usually open at all times when we are here.  A valid keycard unlocks the other three doors.”

      “So she could just go in and out as she pleased,” Elaine said.

      Jasper shook his head.  “Because we were leaving the hotel empty, we disabled access on all three of those doors and locked the front door as well.  Rebecca’s keycard shouldn’t have been able to unlock any of them.”

      “Do you have security cameras on the doors?” Fenella asked.

      “Yes, but the camera footage gets written over every twenty-four hours.  We’ve turned what we have over to the police.  Hopefully they’ll be able to find something,” Jasper said.

      “I can’t believe you didn’t see her once you got back,” Fenella said.

      “Once we got back, her keycard would have started working again on the outside doors,” Jasper replied.  “If she used the door at the back of the building, she could have come and gone unnoticed.  Our security team watches the cameras, but they’re looking for unusual activity, not people simply coming and going.”

      “They wouldn’t have recognized her from her previous stay?” Shelly asked.

      “They may have, but they don’t have access to our booking database.  They aren’t expected to keep track of who should or shouldn’t be here.  They just watch for anything unusual or suspicious,” Jasper explained.

      “Maybe Rebecca just returned on Saturday or even later,” Fenella suggested.

      “If she did, she ate a ton of pizza and other takeaway in a very short space of time,” Jasper replied.

      “Maybe she had a party in her room,” Elaine said.

      Jasper frowned.  “I suppose that’s possible.  I actually prefer that idea to thinking that she’d been staying here while the hotel was closed, actually.  Maybe she was simply driving past after we’d reopened and got curious about whether her key would still work or not.  And maybe, once she’d realized that it did, she rang up her friends and invited them to a party.”

      “And then one of them killed her,” Elaine said sadly.

      Jasper winced.  “Her friends aren’t going to admit that they were here with her illegally, of course.”

      “And if they’ve left any fingerprints, they can simply claim the prints were from when they were here in November,” Shelly said.

      “Unless they left fingerprints on something that is clearly dated later,” Fenella pointed out.  “Jasper said there was a dated receipt on the pizza box, for example.  Maybe more of the food containers have dates on them.  That would help the police work out exactly how long Rebecca had been staying here as well.”

      All three women looked expectantly at Daniel.  He sighed.

      “I can’t tell you anything,” he said.  “To be fair, at this point, I don’t know anything, anyway.  The crime scene team is still processing the body and the bed.  It will be a while before they move on to the rest of the room.”

      “Were the security team working while you were away?” Shelly asked Jasper.

      He shook his head.  “We gave them several weeks off, along with everyone else aside from the spa staff.  Our spa is too popular to shut down, so it kept operating.”

      “And you can get from the hotel into the spa,” Fenella said. “So maybe Rebecca was coming and going through the spa entrance.”

      Jasper frowned.  “There’s a locked door between the spa and the hotel, but guests can open it with their keycards.  I didn’t include that door earlier, when I said there were four entrances.”

      “And you didn’t mention it to me,” Daniel interjected.

      “Surely someone at the spa would have stopped her from entering the hotel,” Shelly protested.

      “It’s possible that she managed to get in without being seen,” Jasper said.  “It would be difficult, but I suspect it could be done, if someone was very careful.”

      “I need to see that door,” Daniel said.

      Jasper frowned.  “I wish I hadn’t had so much to drink,” he said as he got to his feet.

      “Can we come along?” Elaine asked.  “I know I’m being nosy, but I won’t apologize for that.”

      Daniel chuckled.   “You’ll see it tomorrow when you go to the spa, so I can’t see any reason to stop you from coming with me now.”

      It took everyone a few minutes to get ready to leave the room.  Daniel waited at the door, texting back and forth with someone while looking impatient.  As the little group stepped out into the corridor, Ted joined them.

      “So there’s a door from the hotel into the spa,” he said as they all walked toward the elevators.  “And the spa was open while you were closed.”

      Jasper nodded.  “And it’s my fault again for not disabling keycard access to the hotel through that door.  I never think about it, because it isn’t a door that opens directly outside, but Rebecca could have used it if she was very careful.”

      They took the elevator to the ground floor and then walked down a long corridor.  Several signs directed them to the spa, which was through a door at the very end of the hall.

      Jasper pushed the door open and then led them all into the spa’s small foyer.

      “Of course, they’re closed now,” he said.  “And guests’ keycards don’t open that door,” he added, gesturing toward the door on the far wall that opened to the outside.

      The foyer was tastefully decorated.  A small desk sat in front of another door that led into the spa itself.  Several couches were arranged in front of the desk.  On the tables between the couches were piles of magazines and also brochures about the various available treatments.

      “When the spa is open, there’s nearly always someone at the desk,” Jasper told Daniel and Ted.  “But part of the receptionist's job is to escort our spa guests into their treatment rooms.  That leaves the reception desk empty for a few minutes every once in a while.”

      “Can you open the spa?” Ted asked.

      Jasper nodded and then dug into his pocket, pulling out a ring of keys.  It took him a moment to find the right one, but eventually he unlocked the door.

      “Right, the ladies here are going to be spa guests,” Ted told Jasper.  “You’ll need to act as receptionist while Daniel and I time how long it takes for you to take a guest back for a treatment.”

      Jasper nodded.  “So guests come in and give their name to the receptionist, and then she buzzes the appropriate therapist to let her know that her guest has arrived.”

      “Take us through it all slowly,” Ted suggested.  “Fenella, can you and Shelly and Elaine pretend to be guests, please.”

      Ted and Daniel sat down on one of the couches while Fenella and Shelly and Elaine walked over to the door.  Once Jasper was behind the reception desk, they walked over to greet him.

      “Hi, I’m Fenella Fluffybathrobe, and I’m here for my spa treatment,” Fenella said.

      “I’m Shelly Shampoo, and I’m ready for my treatment.”

      “And I’m Maxine Manicure,” Elaine said, giggling.  “I couldn’t think of anything that went with Elaine.”

      Jasper laughed.  “Good morning, ladies,” he said.  “If you’d all please take a seat, I’ll let our experts know that you’re here.”

      “What are we having done tomorrow?” Elaine asked Fenella as they took seats on one of the couches.

      Fenella passed her a brochure.  “We can have anything and everything on the list,” she explained.  “It’s a special package for wedding guests.”

      “Anything and everything?” Elaine asked.  “My goodness, if I have everything, I may come out looking and feeling twenty-five again.”

      “How long would it be before you’d take the first woman back?” Ted asked Jasper.

      “That depends on how busy it is back there,” Jasper explained.  “The receptionist doesn’t take anyone back until the technician is ready, which means that the previous guest has departed and the therapist has had time to clean the room and prepare things for the next guest.”

      “Okay, let’s pretend that Shelly’s technician is ready,” Ted said.  “What happens next?”

      Jasper looked at his computer and then smiled brightly.  “Ms. Shampoo?  They’re ready for you.”

      As Shelly stood up, Jasper did the same.  Then he escorted Shelly through the door to the spa.  Ted and Daniel both started timing how long they were gone.

      “My goodness, half a dozen people could have come through here by now,” Elaine said after the first minute.

      Three minutes later, Jasper emerged.  Shelly was right behind him.

      “That took quite a while,” Ted said.

      “I had to show Shelly where to put her things and get her a bathrobe,” Jasper explained.  “It would have taken longer if I’d taken back a group of women who were having treatments together.”

      “And while you were gone, anyone could have come in through the spa door and then let themselves into the hotel,” Daniel said.

      Jasper frowned.  “And even if there had been other customers waiting, none of them would have questioned it.  People often use that door to get into the hotel because it’s the closest door to the overflow car park.”

      “Someone might have said something now, though, because the hotel is supposed to be closed,” Elaine objected.

      “Someone might have wondered about it, but I don’t know that he or she would have actually said anything to the person walking through,” Jasper said.

      “If Rebecca was smart, she’d have come through dressed like one of the housekeepers or something,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “If I’d seen her, and she’d been wearing a uniform, I’d have simply assumed that housekeeping was doing some extra cleaning while the hotel was empty.”

      “We often do, actually,” Jasper said with a sigh.  “And we’re going to this time as well, but through February and March, not now.  We’ve been closing for five months in the winter for the last several years, and in that time we’ve developed several routines, including ones for getting extra maintenance and cleaning done while we’re away.  This year everything changed because we’d decided to come back to the island for this fortnight.  I’ve never wanted to go back and change my mind about something as much as I do right now.”

      “But if you hadn’t come back, the body might have been there for months,” Shelly reminded him.

      “Except if we hadn’t decided to come back, we’d have had our cleaning crew come in back in November, which is when they’d always started in the past.  They would have noticed if a guest was wandering in and out while they were here,” Jasper replied.

      “I suspect Rebecca was more than clever enough to evade them,” Daniel said.  “She seems to have managed to get in and out without being seen once you’d reopened, after all.”

      Jasper nodded.  “I’m just feeling so terrible about not setting up her keycard to expire,” he explained.  “I can’t help but feel as if whatever happened to her was my fault.”

      “You mustn’t feel that way,” Fenella said firmly.  “If someone wanted to kill her, they’d have found a way to do so, wherever they happened to find her.”

      Jasper shrugged.  “I made it easy for someone to kill her and walk away.”

      “The hotel was open when she died,” Daniel pointed out.  “You made it easier for her to stay here illegally, but that didn’t make things any easier for her killer.”

      “But why was she here?” Elaine asked.

      “That’s a question that we’re going to need time to answer,” Ted said.

      “Isn’t there a door between the hotel and the restaurant?” Fenella asked.

      Jasper nodded.  “But the restaurant was closed while we were away.  While I didn’t disable guest keycard access on the door between the restaurant and the hotel, I did disable guest keycard access on the restaurant’s outside door.  Rebecca wasn’t getting in that way.”

      “But she may well have been getting in through here,” Daniel said.  “What are the spa’s opening hours?”

      “During November and early December they were open from ten to four each day, Monday through Saturday,” Jasper replied.  “In the lead-up to Christmas, the hours were extended from nine to nine, again, Monday through Saturday.  At the moment, they’re open those same days from nine to six, because we’re hoping people will use up the gift certificates they received at Christmas before spring.”

      “If Rebecca was working in Douglas, she’d have struggled to get back here by four,” Fenella said thoughtfully.  “That suggests that she wasn’t staying here in November and early December, at least.”

      “It’s too soon to start drawing any conclusions,” Daniel told her.

      What does he know that I don’t? Fenella wondered.

      “Are we done down here?” Jasper asked.  “Did you want to see the spa or try anything else?”

      “One more thing,” Daniel said.  He walked past them to the door that led outside.  “Can you open this door?” he asked Jasper.

      Jasper dug out his keys again and unlocked the door.

      “What do guests do if they have to park in the overflow car park and the spa is closed?” Daniel asked as he opened the door.

      “The next entrance isn’t that far away,” Jasper told him.  “There are signs.  This door is never unlocked unless the spa is open.”

      Daniel nodded and then stepped outside.  “Fen, can you walk over to the desk and then count to twenty?  After twenty, have Jasper take you back into the spa.”

      Fenella got up and followed Daniel’s instructions.  He’d disappeared through the door, but Fenella could make out his shadow through the fancy frosted glass.

      “Back we go,” Jasper said brightly as he led Fenella into the spa.

      “It’s beautiful back here,” she said as they walked into a small room that was filled with elegant furniture.  The walls, carpets, and furnishings were all soft pastels, and everything looked expensive.

      “Tomorrow, you’ll get to see the rest,” Jasper said.  “That’s assuming you haven’t been here before.  I don’t keep track of all of our spa guests, or of our hotel guests, for that matter.”

      “I haven’t,” Fenella told him.  “I haven’t ever spent an entire day at a spa.  I’m not even sure what to expect.”

      “Expect to be spoiled and to not want to go back outside,” he replied with a laugh.  “That just might be me, though.  I love coming here and having a massage or a soak in one of our baths.  There’s something wonderful about our wraps as well.  You get covered in all this lovely gloopy stuff, and then you just have to lie there while it soaks into your skin and makes you feel amazing.”

      “Lovely gloopy stuff?” Fenella repeated.

      He laughed again.  “Oh, there are much more sophisticated names for it all, but it’s all much of a muchness to me.  Sandra will help you work out which gloop you want tomorrow.  She’s an expert on what it’s all meant to do.”

      “I’m looking forward to it,” Fenella said, but she couldn’t keep the doubt out of her tone.

      “I promise you’ll love it,” Jasper assured her.

      “Can you come back in now?” Ted called loudly.

      Fenella and Jasper walked back into the foyer.

      “You can lock the door again,” Daniel told Jasper.

      “What did you learn?” Fenella asked.

      He sighed.  “Nothing that you can’t learn yourself in five minutes.  If you stand outside the door, you can easily determine when the receptionist is at the desk.  You can also see how many people are in the room.  It would have been simple enough for Rebecca to get in and out without being seen.”

      “Assuming she was willing to stand outside and wait for the room to be empty,” Fenella said.  “And that might not have happened very often.”

      Jasper sat down at the desk and switched on the computer.  “Give me a minute,” he said.

      “Surely she didn’t have time every day to stand around and wait for the room to be empty,” Fenella said.  “And what about when she wanted to go out?”

      “Going out wasn’t a problem,” Ted told her.  “Aside from the front entrance, the other doors can be opened from the inside without a key.”

      “It’s a fire hazard thing,” Jasper muttered.

      “So she could leave through any door at any hour of the day or night,” Fenella mused.  “She only needed to worry about how she was going to get back inside when she returned.”

      “What about her car?” Shelly asked as Jasper tapped keys.

      “We’re investigating,” Ted said.

      Shelly frowned.  “While the hotel was empty, she couldn’t have left her car in any of the car parks, could she?  People would have noticed.”

      “People might have noticed, but no one would have complained,” Jasper said.  “I suspect a few of our neighbors take advantage of our car park whether we’re open or closed.  If anyone saw the car, he or she would probably have simply assumed that it belonged to someone visiting one of the houses nearby.”

      “If she was smart enough to get in and out unseen, she’d have parked her car somewhere out of sight,” Fenella said.

      “Here we are,” Jasper said.  “This is the spa schedule for November.”  He waved a hand at the screen in front of him.  “You can see a few blank spaces, where there were gaps in between appointments.  When that happens, the receptionist sometimes goes into the spa and gets herself a cuppa or a biscuit.  During those times, the foyer would have been empty.”

      Daniel and Ted joined Jasper at the desk.

      “What about these blocks?” Daniel asked, pointing at the screen.

      “Those are large groups,” Jasper explained.  “When we have groups of five or more, we don’t take any additional bookings for that time slot.  We can usually accommodate six or seven individuals, if they are all having different treatments, but large groups present different challenges.”

      “So if the entire group arrived at the same time, the receptionist would have taken them all back into the spa together,” Daniel said.

      Jasper nodded.  “And therefore left the foyer empty for several minutes while she got them all organized.  When people come in individually, they get taken back one at a time, but large groups are dealt with as a group.”

      “What does the receptionist do while the large group is back there having their treatments?” Ted asked.  “This one was booked for six hours, for example.”

      “She’s meant to spend her time ringing people to confirm appointments and also sending customer satisfaction surveys via email,” Jasper said.  “I know our current receptionist is also a student at the university, and she spends her spare time studying.”

      “But she stays at her desk?” Ted checked.

      Jasper shrugged. “Mostly, but it isn’t a strict requirement or anything.  As I said before, she’ll go back and get a drink, and she takes a lunch break every day as well.  If there are guests expected, then someone else will come and cover reception while she’s out, but if no one is expected, then she’ll leave the desk unoccupied.”

      “What happens if a customer walks in while she’s away?” Fenella asked.

      Jasper reached into the drawer and pulled out a small bell and a sign.  The sign said, ‘Please Ring Bell For Service.’  “She always leaves this on the desk when she isn’t here,” he explained.  He put it down on the desk and tapped lightly.  The bell “dinged” softly.

      “Surely no one in the back can hear that,” Fenella exclaimed.

      Jasper grinned and then flipped the bell over.  The ringing mechanism had something attached to it.  “It’s some sort of magic wireless device,” Jasper explained.  “Stuart loves gadgets, and this is one of his favorites.  When someone taps the bell, even very quietly, it buzzes loudly in the manager’s office.  Sandra then makes certain that someone rushes out to deal with our guest.”

      “Where is Sandra’s office?” Daniel asked.

      “In the very back of the spa, tucked between two of our smallest treatment rooms,” Jasper told him.  “She does have a window, at least.”

      “And what does Sandra do all day?” Ted asked.

      “She’s responsible for recruiting and retaining all of the spa’s staff.  She schedules everyone’s hours, always making sure to have the right technicians here for the treatments that are scheduled for any given day.  She handles ordering all of the supplies that the spa needs, including all of the gloopy goo that gets slathered on our clients.”

      “Gloopy goo?” Ted asked.

      Jasper laughed.  “Sandra can give you the proper names, but it’s all the same to me.  But where was I?  What else does Sandra do?  She writes the brochures and all of our advertising copy.  She also places all of the spa’s advertising and monitors its results.  She orders equipment and keeps track of any necessary maintenance as well as finding the right person to repair anything that breaks down.  Additionally, she’s a fully trained technician in her own right, able to take over for any member of the staff who may fall ill.”

      “I hope you pay her well,” Elaine said.

      Jasper laughed.  “I pay her very well.  She’s been with us for sixteen or seventeen years now.  She was taking classes at the college when she first started here, working at the reception desk.  Over the years, she finished a degree and then earned an MBA through the Open University on top of taking the classes she needed to be a spa technician.  Her partner, Peter, works for us as well.  He’s the general manager of the restaurant now.  He earned his MBA six months after Sandra finished hers.”

      “I’m looking forward to meeting her tomorrow,” Fenella said.

      “I think we’re done here,” Daniel said, looking at Ted.

      He nodded.  “This has been a very useful exercise.  It seems likely that Rebecca was using this as her way into the building.”

      “She wouldn’t have been able to get back in on a Sunday, then,” Fenella pointed out.  “Does that mean she didn’t go out on Sundays at all?”

      “We still haven’t determined how long she was staying here,” Daniel said.  “Once we do that, we’ll worry more about the logistics of the operation.”

      Jasper locked up the spa, and then they all walked back to the elevators together.

      “I’m going to leave you all here,” Jasper said.  “I’m exhausted, and I have a million things to do before tomorrow.  The entire island will be talking about Rebecca’s death by morning, and things will be crazy here.  I’ll be helping out at reception for most of the day.  I can’t leave my staff to deal with the crazy by themselves.”

      “We’ll try to be as discreet as possible as we move in and out,” Ted told him.  “Would you prefer it if we used a different entrance?”

      Jasper thought for a minute and then sighed and shook his head.  “You do what is easiest for you.  Everyone will know that a body was found here.  Maybe it will make people feel better if they see the police going in and out regularly.”

      “Thank you for talking with us,” Fenella said.

      “Thank you for talking with me,” he countered.  “I needed that, and the wine, tonight.”

      Jasper watched as they all boarded the elevator.  “Good night,” he said as the doors slid shut.

      “Good night,” a few people replied.

      Daniel slid an arm around Fenella.  “How are you?” he whispered in her ear.

      “Better now,” she replied as she leaned against him.
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      As they emerged from the elevator, Fenella told herself not to look in the direction of the room where they’d found the body.  She couldn’t seem to stop herself from glancing that way, though.  The doors were all shut, and the only thing that looked out of place was the strip of police tape across the door.

      “Have the police finished for the night?” Shelly asked as they began to walk in the opposite direction.

      Daniel shook his head.  “Murder investigations are around the clock operations.  There will be a few crime scene techs working in the room gathering evidence, and at least one or two people working in the temporary office on the other side of the hall, starting on the huge pile of paperwork that goes along with every investigation.”

      Ted sighed.  “Which reminds me, I need to go and write a report about the things we learned tonight.”

      “I’ll come and help,” Daniel said.

      “Give me half an hour to get through all of the other things I need to do,” Ted suggested.

      “I’ll see you in the Castletown suite in about thirty minutes,” Daniel promised.

      “Good night, all,” Ted said before turning and walking back down the corridor.

      “He’s a lovely young man,” Elaine said, possibly before Ted was actually out of earshot.  “I hope his wife or girlfriend is understanding about the hours he keeps.”

      “He’s single at the moment,” Daniel said.  “Although he is interested in a certain woman who is moving to the island soon.”

      “And she won’t tell me anything about their relationship at all,” Fenella said with a laugh.  “Ted and my niece, Margaret, became friends when she was visiting me,” she explained to Elaine.  “I think they’re both looking forward to seeing where the relationship goes once Margaret is living here.”

      “You’ll be able to tell her all about the difficulties of being involved with a police inspector,” Elaine said.  “I was once very briefly involved with someone with the police.  I’m afraid I was too selfish to put up with the constant demands of his job, though.”

      They’d stopped at the end of the corridor, in front of Elaine’s door.  Now Elaine yawned and then sighed.

      “I hate to go to bed,” she said.  “I feel as if I might miss something with the investigation.”

      “You aren’t going to miss anything,” Daniel assured her.  “Ted and I will write our reports, and then we’ll have a quick conversation with the techs at the scene.  Even if they’ve solved the murder, I couldn’t tell you, but I highly doubt it will be that simple.”

      “And we’ll get a chance to talk to Sandra in the spa ourselves tomorrow,” Shelly reminded her.  “I’m looking forward to hearing what she has to say about the six women.”

      “I want to meet them for myself,” Elaine replied.  “Can we arrange that somehow?”

      “We aren’t going to interfere in a police investigation,” Fenella said firmly.

      “But Fenella does have a history of bumping into suspects whenever she’s involved in a murder investigation,” Shelly said.  “If we stick close to her, we may well meet everyone concerned.”

      “We refer to them as witnesses at this stage,” Daniel said with a wry smile.  “We’ve no reason to believe that any of the women had anything to do with Rebecca’s death.”

      “I hope you’re taking a close look at her ex-husband,” Elaine said.  “If I were you, he’d be at the top of my list of suspects, even if you do prefer to call them witnesses.”

      “We’re taking a close look at everyone who knew Rebecca,” Daniel assured her.  “Considering the circumstances of her death, it seems unlikely that she was killed by a random stranger.”

      Elaine yawned.  “I should go to bed,” she said.  “And we’re taking up your valuable time with Fenella as well.  Ted only gave you thirty minutes, and I’m sure you’re anxious to spend as much of that alone together as you can.  Good night, all.”

      She gave Fenella and Shelly hugs and then, after a moment’s hesitation, pulled Daniel into an embrace as well.  “Shelly is family, which makes the people who are important to her family as well,” she explained as she released him.

      Daniel and Fenella walked to Shelly’s door with her.

      “I won’t keep you, because you have only twenty-odd minutes left,” Shelly said.  “But I did want to thank you,” she said to Fenella.  “When we first started making my wedding plans, I didn’t expect to be staying in one of the most gorgeous suites at the Seaview for several extra days.  I feel as if I’m a princess at the moment.  Thank you.”

      Fenella hugged her tightly.  “You deserve to feel like a princess, especially for the next few days.”

      “And then there were two,” Daniel said as Shelly shut her door.

      “And we only have twenty-three minutes left,” Fenella said.

      She let them into her suite.  Daniel pulled her into a kiss as soon as the door was shut behind them.

      “I love you,” he said when he lifted his head.

      “I love you, too.”

      He sighed.  “I know Elaine is having fun playing at being a detective, but I want you to promise me that you’ll be careful.  We’re ninety-nine percent certain that Rebecca was murdered, and that means that there’s a killer out there somewhere.  At the moment, it’s all quite messy and complicated as well, so it could be a while before we find the killer.”

      “The murder won’t have any impact on Shelly’s wedding, will it?”

      “Aside from making a few of the rooms up here unavailable for her guests, I don’t think so.  Not unless, as the investigation goes on, we find some sort of link between her or Tim and the dead woman.”

      “That won’t happen,” Fenella said, feeling far from confident.

      Daniel nodded.  “I really hope not.  I know they have an amazing honeymoon planned, and I don’t want to have to tell them that they have to delay their departure.”

      “I’m not going to think about that for now,” Fenella said.  “Maybe you’ll have the case solved by Saturday, when they are due to leave.”

      “We’re going to do our best, of course.  And on that note, I should go and get back to work.  Ted types with two fingers.  He’ll be here all night, typing up reports, if I don’t go and help.”

      “Are you a touch typist?” Fenella asked, trying to think if she’d ever seen the man at a keyboard.

      “Nope.  I type with two fingers, too, but if I’m there, we can double our output.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I wish I could help.  I took typing classes in high school and I’m still pretty quick, although I’m out of practice.”

      “I wish you could help, too, just so we could spend more time together, but unless you want to join the police, I can’t let you help.”

      “Could I join the police?”

      Daniel laughed.  “I’ve no idea.  I believe they’re generally looking for younger men and women, but maybe you should ask the Chief Constable the next time you see him at a social event.”

      Fenella made a face.  “I never talk to him at social events, even though he’s often at the charity functions that I feel I have to attend, at least now and again.  I find him rather scary, though.”

      “We all find him rather scary,” Daniel told her.  “But he’s very good at his job.”

      “That’s good to know.”

      Daniel kissed her again, and then she let him out.  “Ring me after your spa visit tomorrow.  We’ve already questioned Sandra, but I’ll still want to hear everything she tells you.”

      “We’re going to be there all day.  We’re meant to finish around four, I think.”

      “I may well be here, anyway.”

      They kissed again, quickly, and then Daniel turned and walked away while Fenella pushed her door shut.

      “One of those five women killed her,” Mona said as she suddenly appeared on one of the couches.

      Fenella jumped and then frowned.   “How are you here?” she asked.

      “By using up a great deal of energy.  I came to help, but if my help won’t be appreciated, I’ll go.”  Mona looked angry as she slowly began to fade away.

      “Don’t go,” Fenella said with a sigh.  “How was Katie when you left my apartment?”

      “Katie was fine.  Mrs. Jacobson fussed over her for ages and then gave her several extra treats.  Katie will be completely spoiled by the time you return home.”

      Fenella smiled.  Mrs. Jacobson was a cat lover who lived across the hall from Fenella and Shelly.  An older woman with mobility issues, she lived with her daughter.  The daughter was allergic to cats, so Mrs. Jacobson doted on Katie and Smokey and was always happy to help look after the two animals if Fenella and Shelly were busy elsewhere.

      “Now can we talk about the murder?” Mona demanded.

      “There’s nothing to talk about,” Fenella countered.  “We’ve no idea what happened, and it may not have even been murder.”

      “Daniel said it was murder, and I’m quite certain that one of the other women killed her.”

      “Why?”

      “Why did they kill her, or why am I certain of it?”

      “Yes, both of those.”

      Mona sighed.  “It’s the only thing that makes sense.  They all must have known that Rebecca was going to continue staying here after they were meant to have left.”

      “You think she stayed the entire time the hotel was closed?”

      “Of course she did.  If you suddenly discovered that you had a free hotel room, you’d make the most of it, wouldn’t you?”

      Fenella shrugged.  “I’d never stay illegally in a closed hotel.”

      “Put yourself in Rebecca’s shoes, though.  She’d come to stay here to celebrate her divorce, and after it was time to go home, she discovered that her key still worked, and she could stay for longer.  Of course she decided to prolong the celebration.”

      “If that’s the case, why didn’t she invite the other five women to stay as well?”

      “Who says she didn’t?” Mona asked.

      Fenella thought for a moment.  “Do you really think they were all staying here for the last two months?”

      “Not at all.  I think Rebecca would have been very particular as to whom she told about her plans.  I suspect she invited her closest friend, or maybe two friends, to stay as well, but a great deal depends on whether any of them had kept their keys.  If they only had one room to use, then she probably invited only one friend.”

      “But how did she even discover that she could still get in?” Fenella asked.

      Mona shrugged. “Maybe she had a spa appointment later that day and decided to try her keycard on the door into the hotel, just because she was still carrying it around.  She knew the hotel was closed.  Maybe she thought it would be exciting to walk around an empty hotel.”

      Fenella thought for a moment.  “Actually, I can understand that.  In her shoes, I might even have been tempted to do the same thing.”

      “Except you’re too much of a rule follower to actually do it.”

      “Probably.  So you think Rebecca was at the spa and on her way out she decided to try her keycard on the door?”

      “And then, once she was inside the otherwise empty hotel, she probably started to wonder if her card would still open the door to the room where she’d been staying,” Mona said.  “And once she’d realized that it did, she simply made herself at home.”

      “Surely she would have been worried that her keycard might stop working at any time.”

      “Maybe, but maybe she left her door open when she went out.  The hotel was empty.  She didn’t need to lock it behind herself.”

      “I only glanced into the room, but I didn’t see any suitcases or bags.  Maybe she was simply coming here once in a while to get away from home.”

      “Maybe, but I wouldn’t be surprised to hear that the wardrobe was full of the woman’s clothes.  I think she’d been living here right up until she was murdered.”

      “And you think one of her friends was staying with her?”

      “Maybe, but maybe not.  Maybe her friend wasn’t interested in sleeping in a deserted hotel.  But maybe that friend was happy to come and have a few drinks and some pizza with Rebecca.  And maybe that friend then killed Rebecca.”

      Fenella yawned.  “I’m too tired to think.”

      “You need to be alert when you visit the spa tomorrow.  You should learn a great deal from Sandra.  She’ll have a better idea than Jasper did of how well the women were actually getting along.”

      “If she actually spent any time with them.”

      “Jasper said that she had,” Mona reminded her.  “I’m going to try to join you, but being here for so much of today has drained my energy.  I was fading while you were in the spa with Jasper.  Tomorrow you must try to speak to Sandra as quickly as possible.”

      “It isn’t going to be up to me,” Fenella protested.  “She may be too busy to speak to us at all.”

      “Jasper will arrange something.  If I’m not there, you’ll have to tell me everything tomorrow night.”

      Before Fenella could protest, Mona disappeared in a shower of rose petals.  Fenella reached for one, but it disintegrated as soon as she touched it.  The others did the same thing as they touched the floor.

      “That was lovely,” Fenella said as she walked toward her bathroom.

      As she crawled into bed a few minutes later, she sighed.  It didn’t feel quite right without Katie sleeping in the exact center of the bed.  She tossed and turned for several minutes before falling into a restless sleep.
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      What is that? Fenella wondered when a loud buzzing noise woke her.  She sat up in bed and looked around.  It took several moments for her brain to engage and for her to remember where she was and why.  Once that mystery was solved, she picked up her mobile and switched off the alarm that she’d set before she’d gone to bed the previous evening.

      “It’s spa day,” she reminded herself as she slid out of bed.

      The kitchen had one of those machines that makes coffee from pods.  Fenella snapped one into the machine and watched impatiently as it brewed her a cup of coffee.  She removed the cup and then immediately set a second one brewing.  When she was halfway through the second cup, she decided she was ready to take a shower.

      “What do I do first?” she muttered as she looked at the combination of dials and switches on the shower unit.  After studying it for several seconds, she shut her eyes and pressed several buttons at random.  When she opened her eyes, different colored lights were flashing, and she could smell oranges, but no water was emerging from anywhere.

      Frowning, she looked around the room, exclaiming happily when she spotted the card labeled “Shower Instructions.”  A few minutes later, she was standing in the middle of dozens of jets of hot water, the lights were cycling through a calming mix of blues and purples, and the scents of sea air and lavender were wafting through the steamy air.

      “I should get a set-up like this at home,” Fenella said to herself as she finished.  When it took her several seconds to find the right buttons to turn everything off, though, she started to reconsider.

      “How was your shower?” Shelly asked when she met her friend in the corridor on schedule.

      “Complicated, but lovely once I’d worked out how to make it work,” Fenella replied.

      “I took one look at it and ran a bath,” Shelly told her.  “It was lovely, but I’m determined to take a shower tomorrow.”

      “There should be an instruction card in the bathroom somewhere,” Fenella told her.

      “That was incredible,” Elaine said as she joined them.  “My shower has about a million different buttons and dials and settings.  I just kept pushing things until I got water.”

      “There should be an instruction card,” Fenella said again.

      Elaine nodded.  “There is, but what fun would that be?  As it was, it seemed to be set to seventies disco mode, if that’s a thing.  The lights all flashed, and there was music, and I swear I could smell champagne and roses.”

      “There’s an aromatherapy setting,” Fenella told her.  “I set mine to sea air and lavender.”

      “Maybe I’ll take a look at the instructions, but I’m not sure I’ll find anything I’ll like better than this morning’s adventure,” Elaine replied.

      Fenella laughed.  “According to the instruction card, the shower resets to a different set of random options after each use to give each user a unique experience every time, if he or she doesn’t want to take the time to program everything individually.  The card said there were over fifteen hundred different possible combinations of music, lights, and scents.”

      “So I could stay for over four years and never have the same shower twice,” Elaine mused.  “I must say it is tempting.”

      “I’m starving,” Shelly said.

      The trio took the elevator to the ground floor and then made their way to the hotel’s restaurant.

      “Table for three, please,” Fenella said.

      They were shown to a table in the corner of the room.

      “Everything sounds good,” Shelly said as she read through the menu.

      “I’m going to have a full English breakfast,” Fenella said.  “It sounds like a lot of food and it all sounds good, aside from the beans.  Who eats baked beans at breakfast?”

      Shelly and Elaine laughed.

      “The English, clearly,” Shelly told her.  “But if you’re having that, I shall have to have the American breakfast.”

      “Pancakes with butter and maple syrup, bacon, fried potatoes, and toast with jam,” Elaine read.  “That sounds good, too.  I may have to flip a coin.”

      When the waiter returned, Shelly and Fenella ordered.

      “I can’t decide,” Elaine said.  “Full English or American?”

      The waiter grinned.  “I suggest the American.  You can get a full English breakfast anywhere, but no one makes pancakes as good as our chef, and he imports the maple syrup from Canada.  It’s delicious.”

      “I’m sold,” Elaine told him.

      “So am I,” Fenella laughed.  “Please change my order to the American breakfast.”

      He sighed.  “I should be on commission for pancake sales,” he said with a laugh as he made a note on his order pad.

      A short while later, stuffed full of pancakes and syrup, they made their way to the spa.

      “Good morning,” said the pretty brunette behind the reception desk.  “You must be our wedding party.”

      Shelly nodded.  “I’m Shelly Quirk and this is my friend, Fenella Woods, and my Aunt Elaine Coleman.”

      “It’s lovely to meet you all.  I’m Charlotte, and we’re all so thrilled that you decided to have a day with us before your big day,” she replied.

      “Fenella insisted on it,” Shelly told her.

      Charlotte laughed.  “Surely that’s what friends are for?  I got married last year and one of my bridesmaids dragged me to the spa for a massage two days before my wedding.  I complained the entire time about how I didn’t have time to do anything because I had to get ready for the wedding, but it was fabulous to take a few hours out from the craziness in those last few days.  After it was over, I thanked her a million times, and I felt much more energized and ready for the days ahead.”

      “I think I’m a bit less worried as this is my second marriage,” Shelly said.  “Besides, Jasper has taken care of nearly everything for me.”

      Charlotte laughed.  “He’s brilliant, isn’t he?  We had our wedding and reception in Castletown because my husband’s family is all down there, but I was really sorry we couldn’t have it here, because weddings here are amazing.”

      “I hope so,” Shelly replied.

      “But that’s for Friday.  Today is all about spoiling and pampering yourself,” Charlotte said.  “I have menus for each of you.  You can choose to all do the same things, or have entirely different sessions.  We do have a few other guests coming through at different times today, but I’m confident we can make you each a personalized schedule that will meet all of your requests.”

      She handed them each a small clipboard with the spa’s menu attached.

      “Thanks,” Shelly said.

      “If you have any questions about any of the treatments, just ask.  If you have any allergies or sensitivities, let me know, and I’ll help you find the best and safest treatments for you.  Otherwise, sit down and relax and start planning your day.”

      The women sat together and began to go through the options.

      “I’d rather do everything together if we can,” Shelly said in a low voice.  “Unless you’d rather not,” she added.

      “I’m happy to do everything together,” Fenella said.

      “And I’d much rather be with you than on my own,” Elaine told her.  “I can go to the spa on my own at home any time I want.  I only have a few days with my favorite niece.”

      “I’m your only niece,” Shelly pointed out.

      “That doesn’t make what I said any less true,” Elaine replied.

      Fenella and Shelly both laughed, and then they got on with the business of choosing their treatments.  It didn’t take all that long, as both Fenella and Elaine were happy to let Shelly make most of the choices.

      “It’s your wedding, after all,” Fenella reminded her.  “You should do the things that will make you feel the most wonderful.”

      “I don’t go to spas very often, so I’m really just guessing,” Shelly admitted.  “But I love the sound of softer skin from head to toe, and the facials sound amazing.”

      They all ticked various boxes on their forms and then handed them back to Charlotte.

      “You’ve made it easy for me,” she laughed as she compared them.  “This looks as if it’s going to be an amazing day.  Let me put everything into the computer, and then I’ll take you back and introduce you to our therapy team.  They’ll take care of you from there.”

      The woman spent a short while entering things into the computer before she reached for the telephone.

      “I’m going to bring our bridal party back now,” she said to someone.

      “If you’d like to follow me,” she told them, as she got to her feet.  She opened the door into the spa and then led them inside.

      Twenty minutes later, the three women were stretched out on tables, covered in black goo and then wrapped in towels.

      “We’re going to leave you for a few minutes to let the mud perform its magic,” one of the technicians told them.  “The best thing you can do is simply relax and unwind.”

      “I’m bored,” Shelly whispered five minutes later.

      Fenella laughed.  “I was just thinking that same thing.  They could at least put a television in here or something.”

      “I believe most people fall asleep,” Elaine said.

      “I could do that, if my nose didn’t itch,” Shelly said.  “I’m afraid to move my arm, though.  I’m afraid my mud might crack or the wrapping might start to unravel.”

      The door opened a moment later.  Fenella couldn’t really see who’d come in from where she was lying.

      “Good morning,” a voice said.  “I hope you’re all comfortable?”

      “We’re fine,” Shelly told her.  “Just a bit bored.”

      The new arrival laughed.  “Most of our guests take advantage of the opportunity to nap while they wait for the mud to soak in.”

      “We were up late last night.  I’m surprised I haven’t fallen asleep yet,” Shelly said.

      “Yes, I understand you were there when the body was found,” the other woman said.  “I’m Sandra Cook, the spa manager.  Mr. Coventry asked me to come and speak to you about the victim and her friends.”

      “It’s nice to meet you,” Fenella said.  “Jasper speaks very highly of you.”

      “That’s good to hear,” Sandra replied.  “I love working here.  Mr. Coventry has been very good to me, helping me advance my career, and encouraging me to get my degree and then my MBA.  He did the same for my partner, Peter, who’d never quite been able to work out what he wanted to do with his life before he took the job here.”

      “I believe Jasper said he was the restaurant manager now,” Fenella recalled.

      Sandra laughed.  “I’m nodding my head, but you can’t see me,” she said.  “He is the general manager of the restaurant and he loves the job.  He and our chef have become great friends, which is especially useful because Chef and Mr. Coventry have a difficult relationship.”

      Fenella could hear her moving, and then she smiled as Sandra came and stood between her and Shelly.

      “That’s much better,” Shelly said.  “It’s odd enough lying flat on my back without a pillow, trying to have a conversation.  At least now I can see you.”

      Sandra nodded.  “Mr. Coventry said that I should tell you everything that I told the police about the six women.  Is this a good time for that conversation, or would you rather do it later?”

      “It works for me,” Shelly said.  “We’re rather stuck at the moment.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I don’t know how long we’re meant to, um, soak, but we can certainly start now.”

      “I don’t have all that much to tell you, really,” Sandra replied.  “I met the women only because one of our regular therapists called off sick that day.  I ended up helping with several of their therapies and with lunch.”

      “I take it the police have already spoken to everyone who was working that day,” Fenella said.

      “They have, and so have I.  I can give you a summary of what everyone else said, to save you having to try to speak to everyone,” Sandra offered.

      “We weren’t planning on trying to speak to everyone,” Fenella told her.  “Jasper offered to have you speak with us just because we were curious, having found the body, that’s all.”

      “But everyone on the island knows that you’ve helped the police solve many murders over the past few years,” Sandra countered.  “We all want to do everything we can to help you solve this one.”

      “I’m certain the police will solve this one,” Fenella said.

      Sandra nodded, but she didn’t look convinced.

      “Jasper said the six women came in together on a Saturday,” Elaine said.  “Did they all have the same things booked, or did they do different things?”

      “A bit of both,” Sandra replied.  “They all started with the same mud wrap that you are all having, but then split up and had different treatments for a while.  They all had lunch together, and then they each had one further treatment separately before they reunited for manicures and pedicures in the salon section of the spa.”

      “Why don’t you tell us about each of the women in turn?” Shelly suggested.

      Sandra sighed.  “I’m sorry, but it’s all so sad.  Rebecca was so vibrant and alive when she was here.  She was celebrating her divorce, which seemed a bit odd, but also sort of wonderful.  She was embracing a new life, one that was going to look different to what she’d previously planned, but one that she was looking forward to experiencing.  Having said that, she also drank way too much and was a bit snappy and rude to her friends.”

      “Which of her friends?” Fenella asked.

      “Probably all of them by the end of the day,” Sandra replied, looking thoughtful.  “The police had me take them through the day, almost minute by minute, repeating each conversation I could remember.  You’re asking me to remember things in a different way.”

      “You can tell us about the day however you like,” Fenella said.

      “It’s fine, but please don’t think I’m rude if I have to stop and think a lot,” Sandra told her.  “I told the police everything, and then I told Jasper everything that I’d told the police, and then we had a staff meeting and we went back through everything a third time, as a group.  I feel as if the information is now in neat piles and you’re asking for something from several sheets in the middle of several different piles.”

      “Maybe you’ll remember something different, doing it this way,” Elaine suggested.

      “I can’t imagine that I will, having gone over it so many times before, but I suppose it’s possible,” Sandra said.  “But you were asking who she was snappy with and I said everyone.  It wasn’t as if they were all fighting or anything.  It felt more as if they were all getting slightly tired of spending so much time together.  Rebecca seemed to be in a bad mood when they first arrived, and she was at her most difficult during their mud wrap.  When they were all together again at lunch, she seemed to be feeling better.  By the time they were having their nails done, she was all sweetness and light to them again.”

      “I think we need to talk about each woman in turn,” Shelly said.

      “Everyone ready for the – oh, Sandra, I didn’t know you were in here,” one of the technicians said as she walked back into the room.

      “Is it time for them to rinse away the mud?” Sandra asked.

      “Yes, and then it’s time for their first set of facials,” the other woman replied.

      “I’ll see you in the facial treatment room,” Sandra said.  “Once those are in place, you’ll have at least twenty minutes to wait.  We can continue our conversation there.”

      She was gone before anyone could argue.
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      Fenella, Shelly, and Elaine were sent into individual shower cubicles to rinse away the mud that covered them.  Once they were finished, they were taken to another room where they were each questioned about their skin and their skin care routines before the therapists carefully prepared unique facials for each of them.  Once their faces had been thickly coated, they were left alone again.

      “Those want to work for at least twenty minutes,” one of the technicians explained.  “I know Sandra is going to come back and talk to you while you wait.  Try not to talk much, as you don’t want to disturb the facial.”

      As the door shut behind the woman, Fenella frowned and then quickly forced herself to relax her facial muscles.  “How can we not talk?” she asked, frowning again as her mouth had to work against the cream that seemed to be drying and setting on her face.

      “Hush,” Elaine replied.

      Shelly giggled.  “My face is getting stiff,” she said.  “Soon I won’t be able to talk.”

      “I’m back,” Sandra said as she walked into the room.  “I brought you copies of the local paper.  We don’t usually encourage our guests to worry about the news while they are here, but I thought you might be interested in seeing today’s headline and the accompanying article.”

      She held up the paper and then read out the headline.  “’Woman Murdered at Seaview Hotel.’  Jasper is furious about it, but there isn’t much he can do, because it’s completely accurate.”

      “Murder?” Fenella asked.

      Sandra nodded.  “According to the article, Rebecca was stabbed multiple times.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “How know?”

      “How does Dan Ross know that?” Sandra asked.

      Fenella nodded.

      “He says he heard it from an anonymous source,” Sandra told her.

      “Poor woman,” Shelly said.

      “Dan speculates in his article that she was asleep,” Sandra added.  “I hope he’s right about that.”

      Fenella shuddered.  “Me too,” she said.

      “I thought you might want to see this,” Sandra told them, holding up the paper.  “Dan found photographs of all six women, although some of them aren’t terribly recent.”

      “Yes,” Shelly said.

      Sandra laughed.  “I know you aren’t supposed to talk, and I’m sure it isn’t easy, talking with all of that stuff on your face anyway.  I have copies for all of you.”

      She handed each of them a newspaper.  They all immediately opened to the page with the photographs.

      “Pretty,” Elaine said.

      “The victim?  She was very pretty,” Sandra said.  “The other five women were also pretty, but I think Rebecca was the most attractive.”

      Fenella looked at the six pictures.  Most of them appeared to be professional photographs.  Presumably, Dan had found them on the various company websites where the women worked.  A couple were more candid, though.

      “Tell us about them,” Fenella said, although it came out sounding somewhat garbled as she could now barely move her lips.

      Sandra nodded.  “I’ll start by saying that I didn’t really care for any of them.  I’m sure part of that is due to the fact that I don’t really see divorce as something to celebrate.  Maybe, if you were escaping an abusive situation, it would make sense, but in this case, the only negative thing I heard Rebecca say about her former husband was that he was boring.  She, um, told her friends that he was boring in and out of bed.”

      Elaine chuckled.  “TMI,” she murmured.

      “She told them because she was teasing one of the other women about being interested in the man,” Sandra explained.  “She told Darla that she was welcome to Nathan, as long as she had low expectations for the physical side of the relationship – although she put it a good deal more bluntly than that.”

      “I’m sure,” Fenella said as she found Darla’s photo in the paper.

      “Darla is the blonde in the bottom row,” Sandra told them.  “It’s an unflattering picture, and she isn’t even looking at the camera.  She’s much prettier in real life.  I’m not sure where the paper got that photo from.”

      “Pub?” Fenella asked.

      Sandra shrugged.  “I think it was taken at Darla’s café in Port St. Mary.”

      “Was,” Shelly said.

      “You recognize it?” Sandra asked.

      Shelly nodded slowly.

      “Of the six women, Darla seemed the nicest,” Sandra said.

      “Seemed?” Fenella repeated.

      Sandra shrugged.  “She was always polite and went out of her way to thank everyone who’d worked with them that day, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that it was all superficial.  It felt as if she were doing and saying the things she thought she should, but that there wasn’t any true feeling behind it.  I’m explaining myself badly.”

      “You didn’t like her,” Elaine concluded.

      “As I said before, I didn’t really like any of them.  They were all loud and demanding, and they all drank several glasses of wine, starting at ten in the morning and continuing through the day,” Sandra said.  “And I’ll just add that I would never ever talk about our guests with other guests under normal circumstances.  Mr. Coventry himself told me to talk to you, though.”

      “It’s fine,” Fenella assured her.

      “But we were talking about Darla,” Sandra said.  “I’m not sure what else I can tell you about her, though.”

      Fenella picked up a pen that was on the table in front of her and carefully wrote her question along the edge of the newspaper.  “How did she get along with Rebecca?” she wrote.

      Sandra read the question and then grinned.  “You’ll want me to answer that about every woman, won’t you?”

      Fenella nodded.

      “They seemed to get along fine.  As I said, Rebecca made that comment about Darla needing to have low expectations about Nathan in bed, but otherwise, I don’t remember them talking much.  It wasn’t as if they were avoiding one another.  It was just that there were six of them and they were all talking back and forth a lot.  The conversation about how boring Nathan was is the only conversation I can remember specifically between Darla and Rebecca.”

      Fenella looked at the woman’s picture again.  It seemed to have been taken when Darla hadn’t been expecting it, and Fenella wondered if the photographer had even had Darla’s permission to take it.  Only part of Darla’s face was visible, and Fenella doubted that she’d recognize the woman if she saw her on the street.

      “I’m just going to keep going,” Sandra said after a moment.  “I don’t want you to talk if you don’t have to, so I’ll just keep babbling away.”

      The trio behind the masks all chuckled.

      “So Darla was sharing a room with Minnie Rhodes,” Sandra continued.  “She’s the brunette in the tiny red dress.”

      Fenella looked at the candid picture.  Minnie had a stunning figure that was showcased in the small tightly-fitted dress.

      “She’s been married and divorced twice and is currently working on her third divorce by planning a Valentine’s Day wedding,” Sandra said.  “She had nothing nice to say about the man she’s marrying or any of her former husbands, but she seemed to get along with the other women really well.”

      “Job?” Fenella asked.

      “She works with computers, of all things,” Sandra replied.  “From what she said, I gather she works on a consultancy basis, taking assignments for six or nine months at a time.  Apparently, she enjoys taking long holidays between assignments, and her work is so well paid that she can do so.  She spends a lot of time in Ibiza.”

      “Naked,” Fenella suggested, remembering what Jasper had told them.

      Sandra laughed.  “She was naked in quite a few of the stories she told, actually.  Apparently, she doesn’t wear much more than a bikini there when she has clothes on, anyway.”

      Fenella held up the paper where she’d written her question.

      “Oh, yes, she seemed to get along fine with Rebecca.  I don’t remember them talking directly to one another at any point, though.  She and Jackie had words, but Rebecca ignored that.”

      “What happened?” Fenella asked.

      Sandra shrugged.  “It was later in the day, after they’d all had quite a bit to drink.  Someone said something about older men, and Minnie told them all a story about a man she’d been involved with who’d been in his sixties.  Then someone said something about younger men and Minnie spoke up again.  She’d only just started talking about some guy when Jackie interrupted and said that she was quite tired of hearing about Minnie’s wild and varied sex life, and that maybe it would be nice to hear from someone else for a change.”

      “Ouch,” Shelly said.

      “There was an awkward silence, and then Lindsay said something about no one else having anywhere near as many stories as Minnie, and they all laughed, and then Minnie finished her story and the conversation moved on to other things,” Sandra concluded.

      Fenella picked up the pen and wrote another note on the paper’s margins.  “Any other fights between any of the women?” she wrote.

      Sandra read it and then shook her head.  “I wouldn’t call what happened between Minnie and Jackie a fight, either, but that was the only unpleasantness between the women that I overheard.  Having said that, it seemed as if Jackie and Lindsay weren’t getting along particularly well, but that was just the impression that I got.  They were perfectly polite to one another while they were here, but I felt as if there was some underlying tension there.”

      Fenella nodded.

      Sandra grinned.  “Since I’ve mentioned her twice, I’ll tell you about Jackie next.  She’s Jackie Bower, and she’s the one who looks angry in her photograph.”

      Sandra’s words made it easy for Fenella to spot Jackie.  It looked like a formal headshot done in a photography studio, but Jackie was frowning at the camera as if she’d been dragged there against her will.

      “She worked with Rebecca, but I got the impression that she didn’t know her very well.  When Rebecca mentioned Nathan at one point, she did say that she’d always found him pleasant enough, which made Rebecca laugh, but beyond that, I don’t remember them talking much,” Sandra continued.

      “Pleasant enough?” Elaine said.

      Sandra nodded.  “Apparently, she’d met Nathan at a handful of social functions held by the insurance company where Jackie and Rebecca both worked.  Rebecca said something about feeling bad about leaving him because without her, he would never do another interesting thing, ever.  Then she asked them all what they thought of Nathan.”

      “What did they all say?” Fenella scribbled on the paper.

      “Jackie was sitting next to her and she went first.  I’ve just told you what she said.  I can’t really remember the order from there, but Minnie said something about how she barely knew the man because Rebecca and Nathan had bought a house together and Rebecca stayed in her flat only when she and Nathan weren’t getting along.  Then she laughed and said that she’d seen the divorce coming, based on how many more nights Rebecca was staying at the flat in the last year or so,” Sandra continued.

      “Interesting,” Fenella said.

      “Lindsay said something about having to work too hard to have ever had a chance to get to know the man, but then Rebecca reminded her that Lindsay and her husband and she and Nathan had all spent a fortnight in Portugal together a few years ago.  Then Lindsay laughed and said that the entire fortnight was nothing but a blur, but that must have meant that Nathan had been fun to be around.”

      Fenella looked at Lindsay’s photo in the paper.  She was wearing a white lab coat and standing in front of a sign that advertised her family’s business.  Her smile was bright, but she looked tired.

      “Rebecca replied that Nathan had been fun back then, but times had changed,” Sandra added.  “Then Colleen said something along the lines of always knowing that Nathan wasn’t good enough for her dearest friend.  Once she’d finished speaking, Rebecca looked at Darla and said something about not needing to hear what she was going to say because they all knew exactly how Darla felt about Nathan.”

      “Poor girl,” Shelly said.

      Sandra nodded.  “Darla went bright red and tried to say something, but everyone was laughing too much to hear her.  She finally gave up, but she looked quite miserable for a few minutes,” Sandra said.

      “Lindsay?” Fenella asked.

      “She’d known Rebecca the longest, something that seemed to be a badge of honor within the group,” Sandra said.  “It was clear that Colleen was Rebecca’s closest friend, but they hadn’t met until university.  Lindsay seemed oddly pleased about that.”

      Fenella held up her paper.

      “Oh, Lindsay and Rebecca seemed to get along well.  Lindsay made a point of referencing a few incidents from their shared childhood, nothing big, but a few little things.  She’d drop the name of their year two teacher into the conversation or talk about that time in year six when one of the boys tried to chat them both up at the same time.”

      “Showing off,” Fenella said.

      “It did feel that way, as if she was subtly bragging about how long she’d known Rebecca,” Sandra agreed.  “I couldn’t work out why it mattered to her, but it didn’t seem to bother any of the other women, at least.  Rebecca didn’t seem to see it as anything significant.”

      “Colleen?” Fenella asked as she looked at the woman’s professional photograph.  Colleen was pretty, but looked rather ordinary in the picture.  Her hair was carefully messy, as if the woman had spent time arranging each hair into careful disarray.

      Sandra frowned.  “This is going to sound weird, but I felt as if Colleen was someone who plans her entire life in great detail so that it will appear to others as if she’s completely carefree and just going where life takes her.”

      “More,” Fenella said.

      “I’m explaining myself badly,” Sandra said with a sigh.  “From what Colleen said, she’s never been in a relationship for more than six or seven weeks, and she changes jobs yearly or thereabouts, but I got the feeling that, in spite of how it sounds, every single move is always carefully planned.  I don’t think she’d get involved with a man that she thought she might want to spend more than a few weeks with, and I’m sure she is already thinking about her next job whenever she starts a new one.”

      “Interesting,” Elaine said.

      Fenella held up her question again.

      Sandra laughed.  “I keep forgetting that.  They were clearly close friends, but again, it seemed almost as if it was part of some sort of master plan.”  She sighed.  “I wish I could explain it better.  It wasn’t anything she said, exactly, it was just an impression I got from what she did say.”

      “How?” Fenella asked.

      “She was the one who’d planned the entire weekend,” Sandra told her.  “And she had the entire schedule in her phone.  She checked it at least once an hour, even when they were at the spa, supposedly relaxing for the day.  Rebecca teased her about how tied to her phone she was and suggested that the schedule didn’t really matter, an idea that seemed to shock Colleen.”

      “Did they disagree?” Fenella asked.

      “Not at all, but I got the feeling there was some underlying tension there.  Not so much between Rebecca and Colleen as between Colleen and everyone.  It was clear that she’d made the plans for the weekend and that she expected everyone to stick to the schedule and do as they were told.  Jackie made a comment about maybe skipping her last treatment so that she could have half an hour to herself, and Colleen gave her a really nasty look.  Rebecca jumped in and said something about not wanting Jackie to miss the best part and the idea was dropped, but it was clear that Colleen was upset.”

      “Upset with Jackie?” Fenella clarified.

      “Yes, although it was more that she seemed upset with the world,” Sandra replied.  “She’d planned everything, and people weren’t doing as they’d been told.  It was just a passing thing, though, fairly early in the day.  By the time they’d had lunch and their afternoon sessions, Colleen seemed to be in a much better mood.  She’d also had a lot to drink, which may have helped.”

      “They all drank a lot?” Fenella scribbled on her paper.

      Sandra nodded.  “They finished three bottles of wine during the course of the day, which is half a bottle each, although some of them were drinking more than others, of course.”

      “Who?” Fenella wondered.

      “I think Rebecca drank the most, but she kept saying that she was celebrating as she refilled her glass.  Minnie drank quite a lot as well and so did Lindsay, who kept saying that she never got any time off and that she was determined to enjoy it.  Darla probably drank the least,” Sandra replied.

      Fenella looked at the pictures again.  “If one of them killed her, which one?” she scribbled on the page.

      Sandra read the question and then shook her head.  “None of them would have killed her.  They were her friends.”

      “But she’s dead,” Fenella reminded her.

      “But she could have had anyone in the room with her,” Sandra argued.  “She’d broken into an empty hotel and made herself at home.  We’ve no idea who she might have invited to join her for a night or two.”

      Fenella held up the question again.  “Please,” she said.

      Sandra sighed.  “The police asked me the same question, and I’m going to give you the same answer I gave them.  They were all friends, and they all seemed to care about Rebecca, even if there were some tensions within the group.  I can’t imagine a motive for any of them, but if I were investigating and I thought one of the five women was behind the murder, I’d take a closer look at Lindsay and Colleen.”

      “Lindsay?” Elaine asked.

      “Colleen?” Fenella blurted out.

      Sandra shrugged.  “I don’t have any good reasons for my choices, but the police insisted that I pick someone.  Lindsay because she had known Rebecca for the longest, so maybe she had some motive from back in year one or something.  And Colleen because I feel as if she’s the one Rebecca would have told about her plans to stay here after the hotel closed.”

      “You think she planned her stay?” Fenella wrote.

      “I think she might have,” Sandra replied.  “One of the women teased her about coming away for a weekend with four or five suitcases, for a start.  Rebecca said something about bringing all of the clothes that reminded her of Nathan and that she was going to wear each thing once and then throw it away, but if that was the plan, surely she should have been changing clothes every hour or so.”

      Except you don’t wear clothes in the spa, Fenella thought, glancing down at the plush bathrobe that had the hotel’s name embroidered on it.

      “I know she wasn’t wearing her clothes in the spa,” Sandra said.  “But Mr. Coventry said that he saw her several times each day, and he never noticed that she’d changed clothes from morning to evening.”

      Fenella grabbed the pen.  “How could she have known that her keycard would still work?” she wrote.

      Sandra shrugged.  “Maybe she was just hoping it might.  Maybe she left the door propped open and never even knew that the key did work.  Maybe she had some other plan if the keycard didn’t work.  It’s a huge hotel with several comfortable seating areas, a library, a restaurant, a bar, and more.  Maybe she was planning to simply sleep on a couch in a quiet corner and having a room was a bonus.”

      “But how could she know that she’d be able to get into the hotel at all?” Fenella wrote.

      “Again, maybe she had a plan, or maybe she knew how to pick locks,” Sandra said.  “Maybe, on her way out, she stopped at the door between the spa and the hotel and found a way to prop the door open or disable the lock or something.  I could be completely wrong about everything, but I can’t help but think that it was planned.”

      “It will be interesting to hear what her friends have to say about that,” Fenella wrote.

      Sandra nodded. “Dan Ross says he’s going to have exclusive interviews with all five of what he’s calling the witnesses,” she said, pointing to a box of text next to the photos.

      Fenella read the note, which was just the promise that Sandra had shared.

      “That should make tomorrow’s paper worth getting,” Sandra said.  “Although we get dozens of copies every day, even when the headline is about cats stuck in trees or school fêtes or whatever.”

      Fenella nodded.  It seemed to her that everyone on the island felt the same way about the local paper.  It was always worth buying it, regardless of the headlines.  She could never quite understand Dan’s obsession with big news stories.

      “Time to wash faces,” one of the technicians said as she walked into the room.

      “I’ll meet you in the dining room,” Sandra told them.  “We can talk more over lunch.”

      For some reason, it seemed to take longer to wash the goo off their faces than it had putting it on.  Fenella was feeling a bit frustrated with the entire procedure by the time they were finished and ready for lunch.

      “I’m starving,” Shelly said.

      “Me too,” Elaine replied.  “And I’m happy to have that stuff off my face.  It got really hard, and I felt as if I couldn’t move my mouth.”

      “But my skin does look fabulous,” Shelly said.  “I think I look at least a year younger.”

      Fenella laughed.  “After all of that, I feel as if we should have lost at least a decade.”

      “As long as Tim tells me I look wonderful, I’ll be happy,” Shelly replied.  “And he should, because I warned him that we were going to the spa and that I was going to get loads of treatments.”

      “I told Daniel the same thing,” Fenella laughed.

      The small dining room held only four tables, each surrounded by four chairs.  The trio were led to one of the tables and then handed menus.

      “We only do a light lunch,” the therapist told them.  “We hope you’ll find something to enjoy from the menu, but if you would prefer something else, we’ll do our best to accommodate you.”

      “Everything sounds good,” Shelly said with a sigh.  “I hope there’s pudding.”

      The woman smiled.  “We do light puddings, such as a fruit plate or light vanilla sponge.  We also have chocolate mousse.”

      “Perfect,” Shelly said.  “One of everything.”

      The woman laughed.  “If that’s what you want, we’ll make it happen.”

      “I should probably have lunch first,” Shelly said, looking back down at the menu in her hand.

      A few minutes later, they had ordered sandwiches and were sipping herbal tea when Sandra joined them.

      “Now that you can talk, do you have any more questions for me?” she asked when she reached the table.

      “Sit down,” Fenella invited.

      Sandra slid into the fourth seat at the table.  “Thank you,” she said.

      “You’ve told us that you don’t think that any of the other five women would have killed Rebecca,” Fenella said.  “What do you think happened to her?”

      Sandra frowned.  “I’ve been giving that question a lot of thought.  I wish I had an answer.  Whether Rebecca stayed here for the entire time the hotel was shut or not, she was clearly staying here illegally when she died.  The question I most want answered is why.  She talked about her flat in Douglas.  She wanted to paint some of the rooms, change it to reflect how much she’d changed over the last ten years.  When she’d originally bought the flat, she’d been young and single.  Now she was older and divorced, and she said it was time for the flat to reflect those changes.”

      “So maybe she was painting and didn’t want have to sleep with the smell,” Shelly said.

      “I can’t imagine driving all the way to Ramsey every night, just to get away from paint fumes,” Fenella said.  “There are plenty of hotels in Douglas.”

      “But her room here was free,” Shelly reminded her.  “Maybe she was short on money because of the divorce.”

      “It didn’t sound as if she was short of funds,” Sandra said.  “When the women were teasing Darla about chasing after Nathan, Rebecca said something about how she’d feel terrible if Darla got involved with him, because not only was he boring and bad in bed, but he was also broke because she’d made sure to get more than her fair share in the divorce.”

      “You didn’t mention that before,” Fenella said.

      “I’d forgotten about it until money was mentioned,” Sandra replied, flushing.  “I’m going to have to ring the police and add that to my statement.  I hope they won’t think that I was deliberately withholding information.”

      “They’ll know better than that,” Fenella assured her.  “You deal with dozens of customers every day, and I’m sure you overhear a great many conversations.  I’m surprised you’ve remembered as much as you have, really.”

      “I love watching people,” Sandra admitted.  “And I don’t often get to spend time with guests.  As I said before, I was simply helping out because someone had fallen ill.  Besides that, it’s been really quiet here since that weekend.  When the hotel is closed, the spa loses about half of its business.  We’re still busy enough that it’s worth staying open, but we haven’t had any large groups or any guests that have really made an impression on me.”

      “At least not as much as Rebecca and her friends did,” Shelly said.

      “Exactly,” Sandra nodded.

      “We were with the police and Jasper last night when they surmised that Rebecca was getting in and out of the hotel through the spa,” Fenella said.  “Do you think that’s possible?”

      Sandra sighed.  “I hate to say it, because I feel responsible, but yes, I do think it’s possible.  The door from the car park into the spa is unlocked when we’re open, and she had a keycard that would have let her into the hotel itself.  Mr. Coventry and I are currently discussing ways to make things more secure.  We’ll probably make changes in how our reception desk employees do their job.  We never worried about it before, but it now seems desirable to have someone at the desk at all times.”

      “At least when the hotel is closed,” Fenella said.

      Sandra nodded.  “We don’t want our receptionists to have to stop legitimate hotel guests from walking through the spa foyer and into the hotel, but we need to keep a closer eye on things when the hotel is closed.”

      “Surely it wouldn’t have been a problem if Jasper had made the keycard expire as normal,” Shelly said.

      “That’s a question for the police,” Sandra told her.  “Mr. Coventry was telling us the other day that criminals are finding ways to reactivate expired keycards or something similar.  I didn’t follow everything he said, but he did tell the front desk staff that they were to try harder to get guests to return their keys.”

      “And that was before the body was found,” Fenella said.

      Sandra nodded.  “Before the body was found, but after Rebecca had asked to be allowed to keep her key.  Karl feels simply terrible about letting her keep it, but at the time it seemed an innocent request.”

      “And it may have been,” Shelly said.  “Maybe she didn’t even use the keycard to get back into the hotel.  Maybe she simply walked in once the hotel had reopened.  Maybe she’d left the door to the room where she’d stayed propped open, and once the hotel reopened, she went back up and made herself at home.”

      “But once the hotel had reopened, she must have known that there was a chance that she’d be discovered,” Elaine said.  “She must have already been dead when the hotel reopened.”

      “I don’t think she’d been dead that long,” Fenella said.  “I think we’d have smelled something if she had.”

      Shelly made a face.  “And now we have to eat,” she complained as the waitress brought out their lunches.

      “Sorry,” Fenella said.

      “I should leave you to eat in peace,” Sandra said, getting to her feet.  “If you have any more questions for me, please ring me any time.”  She handed Fenella a card.  “I put my mobile number on the back.  You’re welcome to use it.  The police have it as well.”

      “Thank you for your time,” Fenella told her.  “You’ve given us a lot of useful information.”

      “I just hope you can help the police find out what happened to Rebecca,” Sandra replied.  “It’s rather unnerving to think that someone was murdered here.”

      “Thanks again,” Fenella said before Sandra turned and walked away.

      “We need to find out a great deal more,” Elaine said as Fenella picked up her sandwich.  “We need to talk to those five women.”

      “I can’t imagine that’s ever going to happen,” Fenella said.  “Daniel and Ted will be talking to them, though.”

      “But Daniel and Ted aren’t going to tell us anything,” Elaine complained.

      “Dan Ross is going to be speaking to them as well,” Shelly reminded her.  “His interviews are going to be in tomorrow’s paper.”

      “That’s more like it,” Elaine said happily.  “What time can I get a paper?”

      “They usually get to the shops around ten,” Fenella said.  “They should have some in the lobby of the hotel around that same time.”

      “I hope we don’t have any plans for tomorrow morning,” Elaine said.  “I’m going to be busy.”

      Shelly and Fenella both laughed.

      “We all want to read the paper tomorrow,” Shelly said.  “For now though, let’s enjoy lunch.”

      “If we can’t talk to the five women, I’d settle for Nathan,” Elaine said thoughtfully as she picked up her sandwich.  “He might be better, actually, as Dan Ross doesn’t mention interviewing him.”

      They enjoyed sandwiches and cake and chocolate mousse and then had a second round of facials before manicures and pedicures.  Eventually, they made their way back toward their suites.

      “Daniel just texted and invited all of us to join him for dinner,” Fenella told them on the elevator.  “He’s booked a table at one of my favorite restaurants.”

      “And he’s invited Tim,” Shelly said happily.  “He just texted me to tell me that he’ll see me there.”

      “We need to leave in an hour,” Fenella said when they’d reached the door to Shelly’s suite.

      “I’ll be ready,” Shelly promised.  “But you only have Mona’s car here, don’t you?”

      “I do, so we’ll take a taxi,” Fenella decided.  “Then we can all have a drink or two.”

      “Perfect,” Shelly agreed.  “I’ll see you out here in an hour.”

      Elaine continued down the corridor while Fenella let herself into her suite.  She shut the door and then sat down on one of the couches and stared out to sea.

      “That was fascinating,” Mona said as she appeared on the couch next to Fenella.  “I can’t decide if Sandra is a good judge of character or not.  What did you think?”

      Fenella sighed.  “I think I was going to curl up with a good book and relax for an hour.”

      “But we have a murder to solve,” Mona argued.
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      “There’s nothing we can do,” Fenella said flatly.  “We need to wait and see what we can learn from tomorrow’s paper, but I doubt it will make any difference.  Daniel and Ted are going to have to solve this one.  Even you can’t magic up those five women, and I think they’re going to be the key to solving this case.”

      Mona frowned.  “I’m going to have to see what I can do,” she said before she faded away.

      “Don’t do anything,” Fenella called after her.  She waited a moment and then sighed deeply.  “And now I’m going to start bumping into susp, er, witnesses, everywhere we go,” she muttered as she got to her feet.

      She walked to the bookshelves and began to browse through the selections.  After finding half a dozen titles that sounded interesting, she curled up with the pile and picked one at random.  Half an hour later, she’d tried four of them and found that none of them could hold her interest.

      “I’m too distracted by the murder,” she admitted to herself in a low voice.  “I want to relax and enjoy a good book, but more than that, I want to find out who killed Rebecca Drury and why.  What was she even doing here?  How long had she been staying here?  Why am I talking to myself?  And why am I doing it out loud?”  Shaking her head at her own behavior, Fenella went into the bathroom and started getting ready for dinner.

      “I’m starving again,” Shelly said when Fenella joined her in the corridor.  “That light lunch was too light.”

      “I’m really hungry, too,” Fenella admitted.  “And I had two desserts.”

      “We all had two puddings,” Elaine said as she approached.  “But that was a very long time ago.  I hope this restaurant we’re going to tonight has a nice pudding menu.”

      “It’s one of the nicest restaurants on the island,” Shelly told her.  “They do fabulous puddings, if you can manage to save room.”

      “I’ll save room,” Elaine promised.

      They chatted about the restaurant’s constantly changing menu as they took the elevator to the ground floor.  Fenella waved to Jasper, who was behind the reception desk, as they headed for the hotel’s exit.  He waved back, but he was on the telephone and couldn’t do more than that.

      As the women stepped outside, a taxi pulled to a stop at the door.

      “Ms. Woods?” the driver asked.

      Fenella nodded and then she helped Elaine into the car’s passenger seat.  She and Shelly sat in the back on the drive into Douglas.  The driver left them at the restaurant only a few minutes early.  Tim was already there and he greeted Shelly with an embrace.

      “You look absolutely fabulous,” he told her after the kiss.  “Younger and refreshed and glowing.”

      Shelly laughed.  “You got it all, just the way I told you,” she teased.  “Thank you.”

      Tim grinned at her.  “You really do look great,” he said.

      Daniel arrived a moment later.  “You look wonderful,” he told Fenella.  “Glowing and younger and something else I’ve forgotten.”

      “Refreshed,” Tim suggested.

      “Refreshed,” Daniel agreed.

      They were all still laughing as they were shown to their table.

      “Did Sandra call you to tell you the little bit of conversation she remembered when she was talking to us?” Fenella asked Daniel once they were seated.

      “She did,” he replied.  “And now I think we should talk about anything other than the case.”

      “We could tell you about our spa day,” Elaine offered.  “First, they covered us in mud and wrapped us in old bed sheets, then they piled a ton of something on our faces that set hard and made it impossible for us to talk.  Once they’d chiseled that off, they fed us tiny sandwiches and then sent us back for more mud on the face.”

      “That sounds, um, fun,” Tim said doubtfully.

      “Elaine forgot to mention the continuous supply of champagne and that we each had two puddings with our lunch,” Shelly added.

      “That part actually does sound fun,” Daniel said.

      They ate their way through three delicious courses, including generous helpings of wonderful desserts.  Tim kept them entertained with stories from his decades in the band while they ate.

      “It’s too early to go back to the hotel,” Elaine said as they walked out of the restaurant.  “Let’s go to the pub.”

      Fenella laughed.  “The Tale and Tail, or do you want to try somewhere else?”

      “Is there anywhere else as wonderful?” Elaine asked.

      Everyone exchanged glances before they all said “no” at the same time.

      “We can walk, can’t we?” Elaine wondered.  “I think I know where I am, anyway.”

      “We can walk, if you’re sure you’re up to it,” Daniel told her.

      Elaine chuckled.  “I’m slow, but I still get around.  I walk a lot at home.  It just takes me a while to get anywhere.”

      “The weather is lovely for January,” Shelly said as they began their slow stroll along the promenade.

      “I can’t believe it’s this warm in January,” Tim said.  “I’m not complaining, though.  I hope it stays nice for the wedding.”

      “Don’t say it,” Shelly said with a laugh.  “We’ll get snow now for sure.”

      “They aren’t giving snow for Friday,” Tim assured her.  “And after Saturday it can snow here as much as it likes.  We’ll be on a cruise ship, soaking up the sun.”

      “Hey, some of us will still be here,” Fenella reminded him.  “Not that I’d complain about a dusting of snow.  I miss it, just the tiniest bit.”

      On the way past their building, Shelly and Fenella went inside to spend a few minutes with their pets.  Katie didn’t seem at all interested in Fenella.

      “I know Mrs. Jacobson is taking good care of you,” Fenella told her.  “But you could at least pretend that you’ve missed me.”

      She joined Shelly in the corridor a minute later.

      “Smokey was surprised and not excited to see me,” Shelly said with a laugh.  “Which is good, as I’m about to go away for a lot longer.”

      “Mrs. Jacobson spoils them both,” Fenella replied.  “We’re lucky to have her.”

      “She’s going to have Smokey completely spoiled by the time I get back from my honeymoon,” Shelly said as they reached the lobby.

      The others were waiting on one of the couches.  From there, it was just a short walk to the pub.

      “You go on up and find a table,” Daniel told them. “I’ll get the drinks.”

      “I’ll help Daniel,” Tim said.

      The three women made their way up the stairs to the upper level.  There were a handful of people scattered around the space.  It took them a moment to find a table with enough chairs near it for their little group.  Elaine sat down while Shelly and Fenella dragged over chairs for Tim and Daniel.  Then they all settled in to wait for the men.

      “Is this chair taken?” someone asked a minute later.

      Fenella looked up at the man who looked oddly familiar.  “I’m sorry, but it is,” she said while trying to work out who he was.

      “You’re Nathan Drury,” Elaine blurted out.

      The man looked surprised and then nodded.  “I suppose, since my picture was in the paper today, I should expect to get recognized.  It’s been a rough twenty-four hours, though.”

      “I’m very sorry for your loss,” Fenella said.

      He shrugged.  “We were divorced.  I feel as if I shouldn’t feel as awful about her death as I do.”

      “Maybe it’s more to do with the circumstances surrounding her death,” Shelly suggested.  “Murder is horrible, even if you don’t know the victim at all.”

      Nathan nodded.  “I think I’m in shock more than anything.  Rebecca and I had our differences, but she was basically a good person and also a very ordinary person.  I can’t imagine why anyone would want to hurt her.”

      “Why was she staying at the Seaview?” Elaine asked.

      “I wish I knew,” Nathan replied.  “I knew she was going up to Ramsey for a weekend with her friends to celebrate the divorce.  Col, er, someone let me know that Rebecca wanted to celebrate ending our marriage.  But I haven’t spoken to Rebecca in months, not since we sat down with our advocates and worked out how to split our assets.”

      “I’m going to guess that wasn’t friendly,” Elaine said.

      Nathan shrugged.  “It wasn’t too bad.  I still love Rebecca, and I’m a pretty simple guy.  I just gave her everything she wanted, really.  She ended up with more than half, but I have a decent job.  I’ll be fine.”

      “What happens to everything now that she’s, er, gone?” Elaine asked.

      “I suppose everything will go to her next of kin,” Nathan replied.  “Her parents are both gone now, but she probably has some cousins or something somewhere.  I’m sure the advocates will spend every penny she has looking for someone and then stop when the money runs out.”

      “It seems as if you should get something,” Elaine said.

      “I suppose I might, if Rebecca hadn’t redone her will yet,” he replied.  “We had wills made when we first got married, naming each other as beneficiary.  I’ve already redone mine, but Rebecca might not have found the time for that yet.”

      “Why do you think she was staying at the Seaview?” Elaine asked.

      “Why don’t you sit down?” Fenella suggested.  “I should warn you, though, that we have two other people joining us, including Daniel Robinson, who is a police inspector.”

      “I met Inspector Robinson today,” Nathan said with a sigh.  “And I know who you are as well.  I read in the papers that you found Rebecca.”

      “We were there when the body was discovered,” Fenella replied.  “We’re staying at the Seaview at the moment, getting ready for a wedding on Friday.”

      The man sat down in the chair next to Fenella.  “I understand that you’re curious.  The entire island is curious.  I’m sure you are all even more so because you found the body, though.  I came out to get drunk so that I could forget all about what happened, but talking about it seems to be making me feel a bit better.  If I suddenly stop and just walk away, please understand that my emotions are all over the place right now.”

      “We can talk about other things – the weather or the local economy,” Fenella offered.

      Nathan chuckled.  “I’ll answer that last question, anyway, before we change the subject.  I didn’t know exactly where Rebecca was staying, but I know she’s always been fascinated by the Seaview.  Her parents used to go and stay there for their wedding anniversary every year, while she went and stayed with her grandmother.  To her, the Seaview was a sort of magical place that only adults were allowed to visit.  Once she got a bit older, her mother used to take her for afternoon tea once in a while, which just added to her love of the place.”

      “It is lovely,” Fenella said as the man stared into his half-empty glass.

      “We spent our wedding night there,” Nathan said eventually.  “Rebecca’s parents paid for it as a surprise.  It was every bit as special as Rebecca hoped it would be.  Every year after that, we talked about going back for our anniversary, but something always came up.  We were saving for a house, then we’d bought a house, then the house needed work.  It was always something, right up until Rebecca decided that she didn’t want to celebrate any more anniversaries with me.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said as the man used the back of his hand to wipe his eyes.

      After a deep breath, he continued.  “I really did think that I was over her and ready to move on, but I’m starting to wonder now if I’ll ever recover from losing her.  I think there was a little bit of me that thought I might win her back one day.  That was never actually going to happen, but now it can’t happen, and that’s really hard.”

      “Why did she want a divorce?” Elaine asked.

      Fenella gave her a shocked look.  “You don’t have to answer that,” she told Nathan.

      He shook his head.  “It’s fine.  I’ve asked myself that question a million times, actually.  She said she’d simply become tired of being married.  She insisted that there wasn’t anyone else and that we’d grown apart.  I wish I knew what to believe.  One of her friends told me that Rebecca was simply bored with me, that I was dull and ordinary and that Rebecca deserved excitement and adventure.  I hope that isn’t true.”

      “Why?” Shelly asked.

      “Because if Rebecca had told me that she felt that way, we could have worked on it.  We could have started travelling more or going out more often.  When we first got married, we used to go out drinking and clubbing every weekend.  Then we started saving up for a house.  After we bought the house, there was always so much to do there that we were nearly always exhausted.  Things had been better lately.  We were less busy with the house, and we’d started going out again once in a while.  If that was what Rebecca was missing, we could have fixed that.  I hate the thought that our marriage fell apart just because Rebecca was bored.”

      “No one seems willing to work to save his or her marriage anymore,” Elaine said.

      “I was willing to do whatever work was necessary,” Nathan replied in a low voice.  “When Rebecca said she was thinking about leaving, I suggested that we get counseling.  I was prepared to do whatever it took, but Rebecca wasn’t interested.  She said she’d think about it, but then she moved out and went and got an advocate and started the paperwork for the divorce.  I hadn’t even known she was unhappy.”

      “How awful for you,” Shelly said.

      “But we’ve wandered away from the question,” Nathan said.  “I was telling you about how Rebecca was a bit obsessed with the Seaview.  When I’d heard that she was going to have a weekend at a hotel to celebrate our divorce, I immediately guessed that they were going to the Seaview.  I’m sure Rebecca loved staying there for the weekend.  I can imagine she hated the idea of the hotel being shut for the next few months.  Maybe, once she’d learned that they were closing, she started looking for a way she could get back in.  Being able to stay there, while the hotel was empty, was probably like a dream come true for her.”

      “I think it would be creepy,” Elaine said bluntly.

      Nathan chuckled.  “Rebecca wouldn’t have thought so.  I can imagine her walking up and down every corridor, feeling as if she were the queen of all that she surveyed.  She’d have explored every inch of the place, spending time in every room she could find a way into.  I hope the owners had good locks on their offices.  Otherwise, I’m sure Rebecca went through them.”

      “How long do you think she stayed there?” Shelly asked.

      “I don’t know how to answer that, because I don’t know when she went back the first time.  Knowing her, once she’d discovered that she could get back in, however she managed it, she’d have stayed there every night until she couldn’t stay there any longer,” Nathan told her.

      “Did she know that the hotel was going to be open for a short while in January?” Fenella asked.

      “I’ve no idea.  As I said, we hadn’t spoken for some time before her death, and when we did talk, it wasn’t about the Seaview.  For what it’s worth, I didn’t realize that it was going to be open in January.  For years, they’ve shut from November until March or whenever, and I assumed they’d be doing the same thing this year.  I don’t pay that much attention to what’s happening at the Seaview, though.  As obsessed as she was, Rebecca might have known more.”

      “How well do you know the women with whom she was celebrating?” Elaine asked.

      Nathan frowned.  “I don’t know that I want to talk about them.”

      “None of them?” Elaine wondered.

      “I mean, I barely know some of them.  I’d met them all, but in some cases only once or twice,” Nathan told her.

      “But they were all Rebecca’s close friends,” Shelly said.

      Nathan shrugged.  “I don’t know that they were all close friends.  I suspect that Rebecca was talking to someone about the divorce and that someone suggested a celebration.  Once Rebecca agreed to that, things probably snowballed from there.  I’m fairly certain that Rebecca didn’t draw up the guest list.”

      “You think Colleen Owens planned the weekend at the Seaview,” Elaine said.

      Nathan flushed and then nodded.  “It’s the sort of thing she’d do.  She was always taking Rebecca’s off-hand comments and turning them into big things.”

      “You also think that Colleen talked Rebecca into the divorce,” Elaine added.

      “Do I?  Maybe.  Colleen doesn’t believe in marriage or in long-term relationships.  I’m fairly certain, if Rebecca mentioned that she wasn’t happy, that Colleen would have suggested divorce immediately and then, well, kept bringing up the idea until Rebecca agreed,” Nathan said.  “Wow, I’ve never put that into words quite that way before.  Usually, I just try not to think about Colleen.  Let’s talk about something else.”

      “Tell us about the other women who were at the Seaview with Rebecca,” Elaine suggested.  “How well do you know Jackie, for instance?”

      “Barely at all,” he replied.  “She and Rebecca worked together, and they were friendly, but I wouldn’t have said they were friends.  I suspect that she was invited to make up the numbers, but then, I could say the same about most of the women.  I’d imagine Colleen had a picture in her head of the perfect weekend, and that required six women.  Then she simply had to find another four women willing to attend.”

      “What do you think of Jackie?” Elaine asked.

      “I’ve only met her a handful of times at those awful business slash social events that companies insist on having.  You know the sort I mean, where everyone stands around and sips a drink slowly so they don’t do or say anything they shouldn’t in front of the managers, and the partners and spouses all feel awkward and out of place because they don’t know anyone.  Jackie was always nice enough to try to include me in conversations if we happened to be standing awkwardly near one another.  Beyond that, I can’t tell you much more.”

      “You said she and Rebecca were friendly?” Fenella made the statement a question.

      “Friendly, yes.  They’d get lunch together once in a while or maybe go out for a drink after a particularly long day.  It wasn’t often, though.  I’d say they went out after work maybe three times in a year and for lunch not much more often than that.  Rebecca took her lunch with her most days because going out gets expensive.  I don’t know how often Jackie brings her own lunch, though.”

      “Can you think of any reason why Jackie might have wanted to get rid of Rebecca?” Elaine asked.

      Nathan shook his head.  “But the answer will be no for all five of the women who were with her,” he replied.  “They were her friends.  I don’t know what happened to Rebecca at the Seaview, but I’m fairly certain her friends weren’t involved.  If she had been staying there since November, then anything could have happened.  Maybe there was a homeless person also staying at the hotel.  Maybe a drug dealer was using it as a temporary base of operations while it was empty.  Maybe someone broke into the hotel to rob the place and Rebecca interrupted him or her.  All of those are more possible than the idea that one of her friends killed her.”

      Elaine nodded.  “It’s still good to hear about her friends,” she said.  “I’m sure they’re all very upset about Rebecca’s death.”

      “I’m sure some of them are devastated,” Nathan replied.  “The others will be sad for a day or two and then get on with their lives.”

      “What about Minnie Rhodes?” Elaine asked.  “Is she devastated or just sad?”

      “I’ve no idea.  If I had to guess, I’d say just sad and maybe not even that.  She and Rebecca were neighbors, years ago, before I even met Rebecca.  They used to go out a lot together, clubbing and whatnot, with Colleen as well, of course.  Even if I don’t mention her, assume that Colleen was always with Rebecca.”

      “But they didn’t live together,” Fenella pointed out.

      “No, they had, in the past, in Port St. Mary for a very brief period and then in Douglas.  When Rebecca decided to purchase her flat, Colleen decided to get her own place, rather than move in with Rebecca and pay her rent.  It made sense, financially, for them both to own.  Unfortunately, or maybe fortunately, they couldn’t find two flats in the same building,” Nathan told her.

      “And Rebecca still had that same flat when she died?” Elaine asked.

      Nathan nodded.  “She kept it after we bought our house.  We had more than one disagreement about it, but I couldn’t change her mind.  We had trouble getting a mortgage for the house because she still had the mortgage on the flat to pay, and it would have been nice to use the equity in the flat as a down payment on our house as well.”

      “Why did she keep it?” Shelly wondered.

      “It was close to her office, which meant she often had lunch there, just to get away from work for an hour,” Nathan explained.  “And she always said that it was her place to escape to whenever we had a fight.  We didn’t really fight very often, but Rebecca probably stayed in her flat at least one night a week, just about every week after we’d bought the house.”

      “So she saw Minnie a great deal more than you did,” Fenella concluded.

      “When we were first married, I moved in with Rebecca,” Nathan said.  “We were only there for six months or so before we bought the house, and for the first three or four months, Minnie was away.  I’d met her once or twice during the year that Rebecca and I were dating and then engaged, but only in passing.  It wasn’t until Minnie got home from her long holiday that we ever actually spent any time together.”

      “And what did you think of her?” Elaine asked.

      “She’s the sort of woman my mother always warned me about,” he replied with a laugh.  “Not that she was at all interested in me.  She prefers men with bulging bank accounts.  When she finds one, she marries him quickly and then, when she starts to tire of him, she gets him to divorce her, making sure he leaves behind a generous settlement.”

      “How does she do that?” Shelly wondered.

      Nathan shrugged.  “I never met either of her first two husbands, but I have met her current fiancé.  Stan is crazy about her, even though she treats him badly.  I’m fairly certain that Minnie is already making lists of what she wants out of the divorce, and they aren’t even married yet.”

      Elaine frowned.  “Stan is wealthy, then?”

      “He has his own small business that’s fairly successful,” Nathan told her.  “He has a big house in Onchan with a five-car garage for his classic car collection.  Cars are his passion.  I wouldn’t be surprised if Minnie ends up owning a few of his babies, though.”

      “The poor man,” Elaine said.

      “I’d feel bad for him, but several people have tried to warn him, and he simply won’t listen.  Minnie even teases him that she’s never stayed married for long and that she knows which cars she’s going to take when she goes, but he just laughs and insists that she’s joking,” Nathan said with a sigh.

      “How did Minnie get along with Rebecca?” Shelly wondered.

      “They were friends, but not great friends.  It helped that Rebecca was never interested in the same sort of men that Minnie goes after, and Minnie had absolutely no interest in me,” he said with a shrug.

      Elaine nodded.  “You don’t think that Minnie had any reason to kill Rebecca, then?”

      “I can’t imagine why she’d do anything to hurt Rebecca.  Even if Rebecca had taken leave of her senses and gone after Stan, I can’t see Minnie caring enough to even complain, let alone kill someone over it.  I will admit that I don’t know Minnie all that well, though.  Maybe she’s hiding big secrets, secrets that Rebecca discovered, or something.”

      “What is keeping Tim and Daniel?” Shelly asked.

      Fenella frowned.  “We’ve been waiting ages.  I hope everything is okay down there.”

      “Do you think I should go and check?” Shelly asked.

      “I’ll text Daniel,” Fenella said.   She dug out her mobile and sent a quick text.  Starting to worry about you, she said.

      The reply buzzed in almost immediately.  It’s really busy down here and the bartender is new and can’t seem to find anything.  We’re next, though.  I hope.

      Fenella read out the reply and then looked back at Nathan.  “What about Lindsay?” she asked.

      He grinned.  “Lindsay is terrific,” he said.  “She and Rebecca had been friends since they were little kids, and she was the one person in Rebecca’s life that I knew Rebecca could always count on.”

      Not Colleen?  Interesting, Fenella thought.  “Do you know her well?”

      “Not long after we were married, Rebecca and I spent a fortnight in Portugal with her and her husband.  We had a wonderful time, and we all promised that we’d do it again soon, but then, well, you know.  Life got in the way.  But I thought both Lindsay and her husband were terrific.”

      “And she and Rebecca got along well?” Elaine asked.

      “They were great friends, even if they didn’t see each other all that often.  Lindsay works really hard, and she and her husband travel a lot for work as well.  I was surprised when I heard that Lindsay had been at the Seaview with Rebecca, actually, because I didn’t think she’d be willing to give up an entire weekend, not even for Rebecca.”

      Fenella ran through her mental list of the witnesses.  “What about Darla Stokes?”

      Nathan flushed.  “Darla is a very sweet person,” he said.  “She lives in the same building as Colleen, or at least she used to.  She was the one who introduced me to Rebecca and the others.  She’s kind of shy, so when we all went out together, I always used to make an effort to include her in conversations.  It wasn’t long before Colleen started hinting that I was having an affair with her, though, which made it all very awkward.”

      “We were told that the other women teased Darla about getting together with you now that you’re divorced,” Elaine said.

      Nathan sighed.  “That doesn’t surprise me.  I’m sure most of the teasing came from Colleen.  That’s the sort of thing that she’d find funny.”

      “Is there any truth to it?” Elaine asked.  “Are you interested in Darla?”

      Fenella nearly gasped audibly at the blunt question, but Nathan didn’t seem to mind.

      “She’s pretty and she’s kind and a guy could do a lot worse,” he said after a moment.  “I’m not ready to get involved with anyone yet, but once I am, if Darla is still available, I think I’d enjoy getting to know her better.”

      “Are there any other of Rebecca’s friends that you’d consider taking out?” was Elaine’s next direct question.

      Fenella exchanged glances with Shelly.  He’s going to get up and walk away at any moment, Fenella thought.  Shelly just shook her head.

      “Not really,” Nathan said.  “Jackie isn’t my type.  Lindsay is already married.  Minnie wouldn’t be interested and she’s a bit too, um, wild for me, anyway.  And Colleen is just a hard no.”

      “Why?” Elaine demanded.

      Nathan sighed.  “How long do you have?” he asked.  “I said before that I’d rather not talk about Colleen, and I meant it.  She was the biggest problem in my marriage for ten years.  I don’t know if she didn’t want to see Rebecca happy or if she truly thought that Rebecca could do better or what, but she never cared for me.  Of course, she never made any effort to actually get to know me, either.”

      “What a shame,” Shelly said.

      “Rebecca and I had gone out only once or twice before she insisted on introducing me to Colleen,” Nathan said.  “We met in a pub in Ramsey and Rebecca told me on the way there that if Colleen didn’t care for me that she’d break up with me immediately.”

      “No pressure, then,” Fenella muttered.

      Nathan nodded.  “I was more than a little nervous, because I was already falling for Rebecca.  We walked into the pub and Colleen took one look at me and just said ‘Next,’ and then left.”

      There was a short, stunned silence around the table.

      “But Rebecca didn’t end things,” Fenella said eventually.

      “I think she was as shocked as I was.  We already had a booking for dinner, so we went and ate and talked a lot about how she needed to make her own decisions in life.  I, well, I told her that she couldn’t let Colleen talk her into ending a relationship entirely on a whim.  I convinced her that she had to at least let Colleen get to know me before she’d let Colleen express an opinion about me.”

      “Which is fair enough,” Fenella said.

      Nathan nodded.  “And then Colleen and Rebecca had a huge fight.  They didn’t speak to one another for months.  By the time they made up, Rebecca and I were engaged.  When I met Colleen the second time, she pretended to want to get to know me, and she kept up a pretense of friendship for years.  Mostly, though, she avoided me, which was fair, because I avoided her, too.”

      “Here we are,” Daniel said as he joined them.  “It’s crazy down there.  I was expecting it to be busier up here.”

      Tim helped Daniel pass around the drinks, and then he went and grabbed another chair.  As the two men sat down, Nathan got to his feet.

      “It’s been nice talking with you,” he said.  “I need to go.”

      Before anyone could protest, he disappeared down the winding staircase.

      “Darn,” Elaine said.  “Things were just getting interesting, too.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            10

          

        

      

    

    
      “Do I want to ask why you were talking with Nathan Drury?” Daniel asked.

      “He came over to ask if we could spare a chair,” Fenella explained.

      Daniel looked around the nearly empty room.  “Why?”

      “It was busier then,” Fenella said.  “Shelly and I brought over chairs for you and Tim before we sat down, and there weren’t many empty chairs left at that point.”

      Daniel nodded.  “So then he joined you?”

      “That was my fault,” Elaine said.  “I recognized him from the paper and I, well, I blurted out his name.”

      “So why did he join you?” Daniel asked.

      “I kept asking him questions,” Elaine admitted sheepishly.  “I’m not usually nosy, but I’d been wanting to meet him and ask him questions since we found Rebecca, and it seemed serendipitous that he turned up here.”

      “I’m going to need to know what he said,” Daniel replied.

      “He said a lot,” Elaine told him.  “Get your notebook ready.”

      Daniel grinned and then pulled out his notebook.  “I’m ready,” he told her.

      Fenella sat back and sipped her drink while Elaine repeated the conversation they’d had with Nathan.  Whenever she stumbled over anything, Shelly jumped in, leaving Fenella to simply listen.

      “Anything to add?” Daniel asked Fenella when Elaine was finished.

      “I think she remembered it all better than I did,” Fenella told him.

      He nodded and slid the notebook back into his pocket.  “I’m going to finish my drink and then go and ring Ted.  He’s going to want to hear what was said, even though none of it was anything new.”

      “It wasn’t?  What a shame,” Elaine said.  “For what it’s worth, I don’t think he killed Rebecca.  He seemed genuinely sad about her death.  I think he was still in love with her, and I hope he stays well away from Darla until he’s had time to recover.  Everything I’ve heard about her suggests that he could break her heart if he gets involved with her before he’s fully over Rebecca.”

      “What did you think of Nathan?” Daniel asked Fenella.

      “I agree with Elaine,” Fenella said after a moment’s thought.  “I also think he was still in love with Rebecca, and I suspect he would have taken her back if she’d asked.”

      “But why would she?” Shelly wondered.  “He’s boring.”

      Fenella frowned.  “He didn’t seem boring.  He seemed like a hard-working and reliable sort of person.  That may not be terribly exciting, but it’s what you build marriages around.”

      “I hope I’m not boring,” Tim interjected.

      Shelly laughed.  “You play in a band in your spare time.  I’ve had more late nights and been to more parties since I met you than in all the years I was married the first time.  Life with you won’t ever get boring.”

      “That’s good to hear, but we can cut back on the late nights and the parties if you’d rather,” Tim told her.  “Having said that, the band is booked for quite a few gigs once we get back from our honeymoon.”

      “As long as I don’t have to get up in the mornings, and I never have to get up in the mornings, I’m fine,” Shelly assured him.

      Tim grinned.  “Whereas, I often have to get up in the mornings.  I’m nearly ready to retire, but not quite yet.  Two more years, maybe three, and then I’ll take my retirement and do nothing but play in the band and travel the world with my bride.”

      “Excellent plans,” Daniel said.

      “What about you?” Tim asked.  “When are you going to retire and travel with your lovely bride-to-be?”

      Daniel looked at Fenella and then shrugged.  “We need to talk about that, actually.  I’ve been thinking…”  He stopped and then looked at his watch.  “I need to go and ring Ted, though.  I’ll see you all at the rehearsal tomorrow night.”

      Fenella gave him a quick kiss and then sighed as he walked away.  “He’s always working,” she muttered before she finished her drink.

      “He’s so handsome, though, that you have to forgive him, don’t you?” Elaine asked with a giggle.  “If I were a few years younger, I’d be tempted to try to get him away from you.”

      “He is very handsome,” Fenella agreed.  “And I love how devoted he is to his job.  It would just be nice to be able to have a drink or two with him and not have him have to rush away to talk to Ted.”

      “I just hope they can solve the case before the wedding,” Shelly said.

      Tim put his arm around her.  “Whether they solve it or not, we’re getting married,” he said firmly.  “And then we’re going to go on the most amazing cruise ever and have a wonderful time.”

      “I’m afraid the police are going to make us stay here,” Shelly said.

      Tim shook his head.  “Daniel and I talked about that while we were waiting at the bar.  Daniel has already spoken to the Chief Constable about it, and unless something changes, he can’t see any reason to keep you here.  You were one of several people who found the body, but you didn’t know the dead woman, after all.”

      Shelly blew out a sigh.  “That’s good news.  I wasn’t really worried, or at least, I told myself not to worry, but I was worried, just a tiny bit.”

      “Well, stop worrying,” Tim said.  “Or maybe, start worrying about other things.  We’re getting married the day after tomorrow, and then you’re going to have to put up with me for the rest of your life.”

      Shelly laughed.  “That’s the part I’m looking forward to most,” she said softly.

      Fenella and Elaine exchanged glances as Tim pulled Shelly into a kiss.

      “Should we have another round?” Shelly asked a short while later.

      “I’m ready to go back to the hotel,” Elaine said.  “We can have another drink in the bar there.”

      Shelly looked at Tim.  “Do you want to come back to Ramsey with us?”

      He sighed.  “I’d love to, but I do have to work in the morning.”

      “I’ll call a taxi,” Fenella said.

      “Don’t do that,” Tim said.  “I’ll take you back to Ramsey.  That way I can spend a few more minutes with Shelly and save you the cost of a taxi at the same time.”

      “Are you sure?” Shelly asked.  “You just said you have to work tomorrow.”

      “I do, but then I’m off for over four weeks.  I’ll be fine,” he replied.  “Besides, I’m just going to drive you to the Seaview and leave you at the entrance.  I won’t even get out of the car.”

      They took the elevators to the ground floor and then walked through the pub together.  Jake, behind the bar, waved.

      “Sorry about earlier,” he called.  “I had a minor emergency at home to deal with, and I had to leave our newest employee behind the bar.  He had no idea where to find anything or how to make half the drinks people wanted.”

      “It wasn’t a problem,” Tim assured him.  “I hope nothing was wrong.”

      Jake shook his head.  “It turned out to be nothing in the end.  Sorry again for the inconvenience.”

      “It worked out for us,” Elaine said to Fenella.  “Nathan left as soon as Daniel arrived.  I almost wish they’d taken longer at the bar.”

      Fenella shrugged.  “We learned a lot from Nathan, anyway.”

      Elaine nodded.  “Which has me thinking.…” she began.  “But we can talk in the car.”

      Tim was parked just a short distance away.  He helped Shelly into the passenger seat and then held the door for Elaine, who climbed into the back slowly.  Fenella followed her inside before Tim shut the door.

      “Mountain or coast road?” Tim asked as he started the engine.

      “Whichever you prefer,” Fenella suggested.

      Tim grinned.  “The coast road will give me an extra five minutes with Shelly.”

      Elaine laughed.  “You’re going to be spending the rest of your life with her.”

      “And that can’t start soon enough,” Tim replied.

      As he turned the car toward the coast road, Fenella settled back in her seat.

      “What are our plans for tomorrow?” Elaine asked after a moment.

      “We have the rehearsal for the wedding and then the rehearsal dinner,” Fenella told her.  “But that’s in the early evening, starting around four.  Our morning and early afternoon are free.  Did you want to do something?”

      “I keep hearing about different places around the island,” Elaine replied.  “I thought maybe we could drive down to Port St. Mary so that I could see it.”

      “Port St. Mary?”

      “I’ve heard it’s a beautiful little village.”

      “It’s lovely, and it has wonderful beaches.”

      “Maybe we could go down and explore the village for a bit and then have tea somewhere,” Elaine said.

      Fenella frowned.  “Have tea somewhere?” she echoed.

      “I assume there are several tearooms or cafés in the village.”

      “There are,” Fenella agreed.  “I quite like one called The Tea Spot.”

      “Oh, that’s very clever,” Elaine said.  She looked at Fenella for a minute and then grinned.  “Of course, it might be nice to try Tea and Cake.  Having heard so much about Darla over the past two days, I’d quite like to meet her.”

      “I thought that was where you were going with your desire to visit Port St. Mary,” Fenella said.  “I understand your desire to meet Darla, but we can’t interfere in the police investigation.”

      “We talked to Nathan tonight, and Daniel didn’t accuse us of interfering.”

      “But we didn’t go out looking for Nathan.”

      “And we won’t go out looking for Darla.  We’ll just go out to explore Port St. Mary.  And if we happen to need a brief rest and we happen to be standing outside Tea and Cake when we need that rest, well, Daniel can’t get angry with you for that.”

      Fenella frowned.  “I’m going to tell him what we’re planning.”

      “We aren’t planning anything more than a day in Port St. Mary.  I shouldn’t have even mentioned stopping for tea.  Maybe we won’t actually want tea once we’re there.  Or maybe the café will be shut because the owner is in mourning.  Or maybe it will be open, but Darla won’t be there.  If I were you, I wouldn’t bother Daniel with all of that, not tonight.  You can tell him about it all tomorrow, at the rehearsal, maybe.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I appreciate the advice, but I’ll probably call him tonight.”

      “He can’t stop me from getting tea anywhere I want to go,” Elaine said.

      “I’ll make sure I tell him that, too.”

      Elaine frowned and then sighed.  “I really want to meet Darla.”

      “I do as well, but I also don’t want to get in Daniel’s way.  Besides, as you said, she may not be working at the moment.  She may be in mourning.”

      “I wonder what it will tell us if she is or if she isn’t.  If you lost a dear friend, would you keep working?”

      Fenella thought for a moment.  “I suppose that depends on how much I enjoyed or needed my job.  As I understand it, she owns the café, so she must have a strong incentive for keeping it open.  Having said that, she may have plenty of employees who can cover for her while she takes a few days off.”

      “We’ll have to see tomorrow,” Elaine said.

      Fenella didn’t bother to object.  She suspected that Daniel wouldn’t mind if they went to see Darla or not, but it seemed likely that Darla wouldn’t be at the café.

      “What is there to see in Port St. Mary, then?” Elaine asked a moment later.

      They were still talking about the various sites in the south of the island when Tim pulled into the parking lot for the Seaview.  Fenella and Elaine got out of the car, leaving Shelly and Tim saying their goodbyes.

      “We’ll be in the bar,” Elaine told Shelly before they shut the door.

      Jasper was behind the desk when they reached the lobby.

      “Good evening,” he called.  “How are you tonight?”

      “We’re fine,” Fenella told him as she walked closer to the desk.  “We had a lovely time in the spa.  Sandra was incredibly helpful as well.”

      Jasper nodded.  “We’re all hoping you can help Daniel and Ted solve the case as quickly as possible,” he told her.  “We’ll all sleep better when the killer is behind bars.”

      “We’re doing what we can,” Elaine said.  “But for now, we’re going to get a drink.”

      “In that case, I’ll escort you to the bar,” Jasper said.  He pushed a button on the desk and then walked out from behind it.  As he walked, the door behind him opened and a young woman rushed out to take his place behind the desk.

      “Ladies?” Jasper said.

      Fenella and Elaine each took an offered arm and let Jasper escort them down the corridor to the large bar at the back of the building.  The bartender was chatting with several young women who were sitting at one end of the bar. Jasper waved to him to stay where he was and then went behind the bar himself.

      “What can I get you?” he asked as Elaine and Fenella settled onto bar stools.

      “Dry white wine,” Fenella said.

      “I’ll have the same,” Elaine added.

      Jasper walked away and then came back a moment later.  “We don’t have anything good back here.  I’ll be right back.”

      The women watched as he disappeared into the adjoining restaurant.  He returned a few minutes later with a bottle of wine in his hand.  After getting down three glasses, he opened the bottle and then poured.

      “Cheers,” he said, picking up one of the glasses and tapping it against the other two.

      Fenella took one of the glasses and took a sip.  “Delicious,” she said.

      “It’s very good,” Elaine said after her first sip.  “Much nicer than anything else we’ve had tonight.”

      “I only drink good wine,” Jasper told her.  “And since I decided to join you, I thought I’d share.”

      The two women chuckled.

      “Shelly’s coming too,” Fenella warned him.  “Tim gave us a ride back to Ramsey, but she’ll be here soon.”

      “I’ll have to get another bottle,” Jasper said.  “Although I can’t have more than one drink, not when we’re this busy.”

      “Does that mean that the murder hasn’t hurt your business?” Elaine asked.

      “It actually seems to have had the opposite effect,” Jasper told her.  “I keep telling myself it’s just because most people didn’t know we were going to be open for this week and once they found out, they rushed to book, but I know a lot of our last-minute guests are only here out of a morbid sense of curiosity.  At least half of our new arrivals have asked to see the room where the body was found.”

      Elaine shivered.  “I’ve seen the room where the body was found.  It wasn’t an experience I’d ever want to repeat.”

      Jasper nodded.  “I feel the same way.  Which reminds me, we’ve reprogrammed the lifts.  You now need a valid keycard for the penthouse level in order to get the lifts to go that high.  Each of the lifts has a slot for your keycard.  Once you slide it in, you can choose the penthouse level and then remove your card.  If at all possible, try to take lifts on your own, please, so you don’t end up with half a dozen people riding to the top with you.”

      “Now I feel very posh,” Elaine said.

      Shelly joined them a minute later.  Jasper was quick to pour her a glass of wine.

      “Thank you,” she said.  “How are you tonight?”

      “I’m fine, thank you,” he said.  “I was just telling Fenella and Elaine that we’re much busier than I was expecting.”

      “Is that going to be a problem?” Shelly asked.

      “Not at all.  Your guests are still all booked for the penthouse level,” he replied, before telling her the same thing he’d already told Fenella and Elaine about the elevators.  “The police are still using the Castletown suite and obviously we can’t use the room where the body was found, but we still have plenty of rooms.  We won’t be putting your guests into rooms on either side of the room where the body was found, either, or into the rooms where Rebecca’s friends stayed.  Basically, we’re not using that entire end of the corridor, but we still have plenty of space.”

      “Thank you,” Shelly said.  “People are going to be arriving tomorrow, and I’m getting married the very next day.  I can’t quite believe it.”

      “We’re going to do everything we can to make your day as special as it can be,” Jasper assured her.

      Shelly nodded and then yawned.  “But now I’m exhausted.  All those spa treatments wore me out, I think.”

      “Let’s get to bed, then,” Elaine said.  “We’ve a busy day tomorrow.”

      “I think I’m going to lie in tomorrow,” Shelly said as they headed toward the elevators.  “Maybe I won’t get up until midday.”

      “You do that,” Elaine said.  “Fenella and I are going down to Port St. Mary for the morning, but if you don’t come along, we can take Mona’s car.”

      Shelly laughed.  “That sounds as if it will be more fun for both of you.  I think I’ll let you go and question poor Darla, as I know that’s what you’re really planning. I shall have a lazy morning and get room service to deliver my lunch.  By the time you get back, it will be nearly time for the rehearsal, which is both exciting and terrifying.”

      Fenella used her keycard to request access to the penthouse level.  The elevator car slid there smoothly.

      “Have a wonderful time in Port St. Mary,” Shelly said at her door.  “I’ll text you when I’m up and find out where you are.”

      Fenella gave her a hug and followed Elaine down the corridor.

      “How long will it take to get to Port St. Mary?” Elaine asked.

      “Forty minutes or so,” Fenella replied.  “Maybe a bit less in Mona’s car.”

      Elaine laughed.  “I’ll be ready to go at eight.  If we’re there by nine, we should have plenty of time to explore before we’ll need a tea break.”

      Fenella nodded and then let herself into her suite.  As she sat down, she pulled out her mobile and texted Daniel.  Elaine and I are going to Port St. Mary tomorrow.  She wants to see the south of the island.

      A moment later, she had a reply.  She wants to see Darla, and I suspect she isn’t the only one.  Ring me as soon as you’ve seen her and tell me what was said.

      After replying in the affirmative, with an ‘I love you’ added in, Fenella put down her phone and started getting ready for bed.

      “I can’t stay,” Mona said as she appeared behind Fenella in the bathroom.  “I was able to sneak into a corner of the pub to hear your conversation with Nathan tonight.  Did I miss anything else?”

      Fenella shook her head.  “We’re going to Port St. Mary tomorrow.”

      “Excellent.  Darla should have a lot to say,” Mona replied before she disappeared in a shower of confetti.  “Who is going to clear this up?” Fenella demanded as she looked at the piles of glittery paper that seemed to cover the bathroom floor.  As she bent down to pick some of it up, it seemed to disintegrate before her eyes.

      “I need sleep,” she sighed before heading to bed.
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        * * *

      

      “Let’s go,” Elaine said eagerly when Fenella joined her in the corridor outside of her suite.

      “I need coffee,” Fenella groaned.  “I didn’t sleep well.”

      “We can get some as takeaway from the restaurant, can’t we?”

      Fenella shrugged. “I’m sure we’ll be able to get some somewhere.”

      They took the elevator to the ground floor, and then Fenella followed her nose to the table that was set up in the hotel’s lobby.  Both coffee and tea were available to pour into large takeaway containers.

      Fenella poured herself a cup of coffee and then stood and inhaled the aroma while she waited for it to cool to a drinkable temperature.  Elaine chose tea.

      “Ready now?” Elaine asked after Fenella had taken her first sip.

      “You’re very eager to see the sights,” Fenella replied as she reached for one of the fancy pastries on the tray next to the coffee pot.

      “I’ve been thinking about moving back to the island,” Elaine told her.  “But I’ve no idea where I’d want to live if I did move back.  I’m only here for a few days on this visit, and I want to see as much of the island as I can.”

      Fenella wasn’t certain that she believed the woman, but she didn’t see any point in arguing.  They both knew that they were going to Port St. Mary to talk to Darla, whatever else the trip accomplished.

      Five minutes later, the pair was on their way.  Fenella took the mountain road.

      “Do you think you’d like to live in Douglas?” Fenella asked as she drove through the island’s capital.

      Elaine shrugged.  “Maybe.  It certainly has the best location for the biggest shops, but there are pros and cons to every town and village on the island.  Of course, there’s a lot to be said for living right on the Douglas promenade.  If I could afford a flat there, that would probably be my first choice.”

      As they made their way south, Fenella took Elaine for a short drive through Castletown.

      “I’m often tempted by the idea of moving down here, just so I could have a view of the castle,” Fenella said.  “But I’m a historian.  That might not tempt you at all.”

      “It’s a beautiful castle, and I would love to see it every morning when I woke up, but I think I’d prefer to see the sea.”

      “Of course, there are places in Castletown where you can see both,” Fenella said.

      “I doubt those properties come available very often.”

      “You’re probably right about that.”

      Some minutes later, they arrived in Port St. Mary.  Fenella parked near the small row of shops, and they got out of the car.

      “There isn’t much in the way of shopping here, then,” Elaine said as they walked.

      “No, but there are a few nice cafés and restaurants.”

      It took them only five minutes to walk from one end of the street to the other.  Elaine stopped to look at the houses being showcased in an estate agent’s window.

      “I don’t want a house,” Elaine said thoughtfully.  “I’m tired of all of the maintenance that houses need.  What I need is a little flat.”

      Fenella pointed out a few apartments among the listings.

      “None of them are exactly right,” Elaine sighed.  “Not that I’m certain I want to live in Port St. Mary, anyway.  It’s lovely and quiet, but it may be too quiet for me.  I’d like to be within walking distance of a pub or two and some restaurants.”

      “There are pubs in Port St. Mary,” Fenella assured her.  “And we’ve walked past three restaurants already this morning.”

      “And now I’m getting quite tired and a bit cold.  I think we should get tea somewhere and maybe some cake as well.”

      “That sounds good.  Where would you like to go?”

      “That place is called Tea and Cake, which seems a good sign.”

      Fenella swallowed a sigh.  All of the unnecessary pretense out of the way, she and Elaine crossed the road and walked into the small café.  Two of the dozen or so tables in the room each had a single person sitting at them.

      The older man who was sipping a drink glared at them for a moment before looking back down at his newspaper.  The woman at the other table looked up from her book and frowned.

      “It’s starting again,” she said loudly.  “Nosy people coming in to stare at poor Darla.  It got quite out of hand yesterday.  At one point, nearly every table was full, which never happens.”

      “Maybe people just wanted cake,” a voice said.

      Fenella forced herself to smile as the woman who’d been hidden behind the counter stood up.

      “Sorry, I dropped a bowl of sugar packets and they went everywhere,” she explained, holding up the bowl.  “You can sit anywhere,” she added.

      Elaine walked over to a table as far from the other two customers as possible.

      “Don’t think we don’t know who you are, too,” the woman shouted after Fenella as she walked over to join Elaine.  “We know you found the body, and we know that you’re engaged to a police inspector.  No doubt he sent you down here to spy on poor Darla.  Isn’t it bad enough that she lost a good friend?  I don’t know how you sleep at night.”

      Darla walked out from behind the counter and crossed to the table where Fenella and Elaine were sitting.

      “Don’t mind Mrs. Johnson.  She’s just a bit protective of me, that’s all,” she explained.

      “If she isn’t careful, she’ll drive away paying customers,” Elaine replied.

      “Yes, I know,” Darla agreed.  “And she’d be fine with that, actually.  She hates when it gets busy in here.  I’ve tried to explain to her that I need customers to stay in business, but it’s usually very quiet and I’m still here, so I don’t think she believes me.”

      “Have you known her for long?” Fenella asked.

      “I grew up in the house next door to hers, and she was my year three teacher as well.  She’s retired now and nearly eighty, and she doesn’t have a lot to do with herself all day.  Her children are both across, and neither visit very often.  She comes and has her morning tea every morning and then stays until midday when the lunch crowd, such as it is, begins to arrive.”

      “Were you really busy yesterday because of the murder?” Elaine asked.

      Darla nodded.  “I had about five times my usual number of customers yesterday, although some of them simply came in and stared at me for a bit and then left.  Quite a few people simply drove past as well, which made the street awfully busy.  Most people were polite and ordered drinks and cakes or sandwiches, though, and only a few asked terribly rude questions.”

      Fenella shot a look at Elaine, certain that rude questions were on the way.

      Elaine smiled innocently and then picked up her menu.  “What is your favorite thing that you make?” she asked Darla.

      “Oh, the chocolate sponge,” Darla replied.  “I’ve spent years working on the recipe, making tiny changes here and there until I finally got it exactly the way I want it.  But it’s a bit early in the day for chocolate sponge.”

      “It’s never too early for chocolate sponge,” Elaine replied.  “I’ll have a slice of that and a cup of tea, please.”

      “I’ll have the same,” Fenella replied.

      “I won’t be five minutes,” Darla promised before she turned and walked away.

      As she disappeared through the door behind the counter, Mrs. Johnson spoke again.  “You tell that fiancé of yours that Darla didn’t have anything to do with her friend’s death,” she shouted across the room.  “And Darla didn’t know that her friend was staying in that hotel, either.  It was meant to be shut, after all.  Her friend was probably killed by some homeless man who’d broken into the hotel, trying to find a place to stay.  You tell your inspector that.”

      Fenella smiled tightly.  “I will,” she promised.

      Darla was back a moment later.

      “Here we are,” she said, putting cups of tea and plates full of cake on the table.

      “This looks delicious,” Fenella said.

      “Thanks.” Darla replied.  She looked around the room and then back at Fenella.  “Do you have a few minutes to talk?” she asked.  “If I can get Mrs. Johnson and Mr. Blake to go, I’d like to talk to you privately.”

      Fenella nodded.  “We could always meet later, if that would be better for you,” she suggested.

      Darla shook her head.  “I have plans for later,” she said.  “Let me get rid of my other customers.”

      Fenella watched as she walked over to the man with the newspaper and had a short chat with him.  He nodded several times and then finished what was in his cup and left the café.  It took Darla a bit longer to get rid of Mrs. Johnson.

      “I don’t understand,” she said as she put her cup down.  “You’ve never asked me to leave before.  This is all her doing, isn’t it?” she asked, glaring at Fenella.  “She’s rung the police and they’re coming to question you again.  That must be it.”

      “Ms. Woods hasn’t done anything of the kind,” Darla protested.  “As I said, I’m suddenly feeling under the weather.  I’m going to shut the café and have a lie-down for a short while.”

      “I don’t believe it,” Mrs. Johnson said as she stood up.  “There’s something fishy going on here.”

      She marched to the door and then turned back around.  “I’ll see you tomorrow, or maybe I won’t,” she said before she walked out the door.

      “She was very angry,” Elaine said.  “I hope you haven’t lost her as a customer.”

      Darla shrugged.  “I give her such a large discount that I don’t make any profit on her anyway, and she always leaves me a pound coin as a tip.  I think I’ll survive if she never comes back.”

      She walked to the door and locked it before turning the “Open” sign to “Closed.”  Then she pulled large curtains across the front windows, hiding the café’s interior from outside view.

      “I’m sorry,” she said as she sat down at their table.  “I will miss Mrs. Johnson if she never comes back, but I need to talk to someone.  Mrs. Johnson was wrong earlier.  I did know that Rebecca was staying at the Seaview.”
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      “You do realize that I’m going to tell Daniel everything you tell me,” Fenella said.  “That’s Police Inspector Daniel Robinson.”

      Darla sighed.  “That’s why I wanted to talk to you.  I want the police to know everything, but I couldn’t bring myself to tell them.  I was afraid that they’d arrest me too, for being an accomplice or something.  I know they can still arrest me, once they find out, but I was hoping maybe you could persuade them that I didn’t mean to do anything wrong.”

      “We’ll do our best,” Elaine said, patting the woman’s arm.  “Tell us everything, and we’ll go from there.”

      Fenella frowned at Elaine, but the older woman ignored her.

      Darla nodded.  “I don’t know how much you know about the weekend that we spent at the Seaview.  It was mentioned in the paper yesterday, but only briefly.”

      “We’ve heard a bit about it,” Elaine replied.  “Jasper mentioned it when the body was found.”

      “We were celebrating Rebecca’s divorce.  I thought it was really sad that she and Nathan got divorced.  He’s a really nice guy.”  She stopped and then flushed.  “I think I need a drink,” she muttered.

      “Go and get yourself a cuppa,” Elaine suggested.  “Everything is better with tea.”

      Darla gave her a small smile and then left the room.

      “The poor woman knows something and she didn’t tell Daniel,” Elaine said excitedly.  “It’s a good thing we came.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’m glad we came.  I think Darla will feel better once she’s shared what she knows.”

      Darla returned, carrying a cup of tea and a plate with a slice of chocolate cake on it.  “I thought I ought to treat myself,” she said as she sat down.  “Just in case I get arrested once you tell the police what I’m going to tell you.  Do they have chocolate cake in prison?  Or any cake at all?”

      “I’ve no idea, but please don’t worry too much about getting arrested,” Fenella said.

      “I can’t help it.  I’ve always been wary of the police.  When I was a little girl, every time I was a bit naughty, my mother would ring the police and tell them to come and arrest me.”  She shook her head.  “I know now that she must have been only pretending to ring the police, otherwise someone probably would have come out and told her to stop, but when I was five or six, it all seemed too real.  I used to hide under my bed for hours, terrified that they were going to come and take me away.”

      “What a horrible thing to do to a child,” Elaine said.

      “My mother didn’t enjoy being a parent,” Darla told her.  “She’d wanted a little girl that she could dress up and take out and about, a sort of mini-me that could be her best friend.  Sadly, I had a mind of my own, and I wasn’t interested in wearing frilly dresses and going out to the theater or to tea parties with my mother’s friends.  Actually, I think I might have enjoyed a lot of the things she wanted to do, but by the time I was actually old enough to behave properly at such things, my mother had given up on me.  Apparently, tiny babies are very demanding and give nothing in return.”

      Elaine shook her head.  “She never should have had children.”

      “No, and now she’s desperate to be a grandmother, for some reason,” Darla replied.  “She rings me twice a week, on a very strict schedule, and nags me for exactly twenty minutes about giving her grandchildren.  I rather suspect that she doesn’t even think about me at all in between the conversations, but I may be wrong about that.  She’ll tell you that she thinks of me often, every time one of her friends in the community where she lives shows her a photo of his or her latest grandchild.”

      “Is she on the island?” Elaine asked.

      “No, she and her second husband, my stepfather, Ralph, opted to retire to Blackpool.  Ralph had been raised in that area, and he didn’t have much difficulty persuading my mother to go,” Darla replied.

      “But we were talking about your weekend at the Seaview,” Elaine said.  “You’d said you were celebrating Rebecca’s divorce.”

      Darla flushed and looked down at her teacup.  “I’m not even certain why I was invited, really.  I didn’t even know Rebecca all that well.  I used to live in the same building as her closest friend, Colleen, and we all became friends over time, but once Rebecca got married, I rarely saw her.”

      “Perhaps the weekend in Ramsey was meant to help her move back into your social circle,” Elaine suggested.  “Presumably, now that she was divorced, she was going to be going out with you all more regularly again.”

      “But that’s just it, we aren’t going out regularly, not anymore.  I moved into the flat in Douglas twelve or so years ago.  That’s where I met Colleen and we became friends.  At that point, we were all going out clubbing on the weekends and I was working at a coffee shop in Douglas.  That’s where I met Nathan, actually.  He was one of our best customers.”  She blushed and then picked up her fork and took a bite of cake.

      “So you met him before he met Rebecca?” Fenella asked.

      “Yeah, we used to talk every day, or rather, every time he came into the coffee shop.”  She sighed.  “I told him all about my plans, how I wanted to open my own little café and how I wanted to move out of Douglas.  He used to offer all sorts of encouragement, and every time he visited, he’d give me a five-pound note and tell me that it was to go into the fund for starting my own business.”

      “That was kind of him,” Elaine said.

      “After a while, maybe six months, of seeing him at least three times a week, I invited him to join me for a drink one evening,” Darla continued.  “It was just casual, though.  A bunch of us were going out, and I suggested that he could join us.  That was when he met Rebecca.”

      Fenella frowned.  “How disappointing for you.”

      “It was fine,” Darla insisted.

      Fenella was sure she was lying, though.

      “Anyway, they started seeing one another and then they got married.  A short while later, I sold my flat in Douglas and bought this building.  There’s a small flat upstairs and I lived there for the first two years that I was running the café.  Once I’d made a bit of money, I bought a flat nearby so I could get away from work after hours.  Because I’m so far away, I don’t see much of Colleen anymore, or anyone else, for that matter.”

      “So you were surprised when she invited you to join them for the weekend?” Fenella asked.

      “I was really surprised, but pleased as well, because I have become rather isolated down here.  Some days, Mrs. Johnson is the only person with whom I have a proper conversation.  Most of my customers aren’t interested in having a chat.”

      “Colleen made all of the arrangements?” Fenella asked.

      “She did, because she always does,” Darla replied.  “She arranges and schedules everything in her life, and she was always responsible for organizing all of our nights out.  Rebecca will have said something about wanting to celebrate the divorce, and Colleen would have taken the idea and run with it.  Colleen always wants to do everything on a grand scale, even if none of us have the budget for most of her ideas.”

      “Was the weekend at the Seaview terribly expensive?” Elaine asked.

      “Not for me,” Darla told her.  “Colleen paid for everything.  Apparently, she’d just received a bonus at work, and instead of doing the sensible thing and paying down her mortgage, she’d decided to do something fabulous with it.  Those are her words, not mine.  Anyway, she paid for the entire weekend – all three rooms, the day at the spa, all of our meals, and goodness only knows how many bottles of wine.”

      “Interesting,” Elaine said.

      “Did you enjoy the weekend?” Fenella asked.

      “Yes, of course,” Darla replied, staring at what was left of her cake.  “It was great fun spending time with some of my old friends and making some new friends as well.”

      Elaine looked up.  “You didn’t know all of the women before the weekend?”

      “I knew Rebecca and Colleen, of course, and Minnie used to go out with us years ago, too.  I’d met Lindsay a few times over the years.  She’d known Rebecca since childhood and she was always great fun to spend time with, but she travels a lot for work, so she wasn’t often around.”

      “But you didn’t know Jackie,” Fenella concluded.

      “I’d never met her before the weekend at the Seaview,” Darla told her.  “She worked with Rebecca, but I got the impression that they were more work colleagues than friends.  I suspect that Colleen needed one more person to make up the numbers and Jackie happened to be available.”

      “Is there someone else you would have expected to be there, but wasn’t?” Fenella asked.

      “What a great question,” Elaine said.

      Darla smiled.  “Do you think one of Rebecca’s other friends got angry because she wasn’t included and killed Rebecca?  I can’t see that happening.  If I hadn’t been included and I’d found out about the weekend, I’d have killed Colleen if I’d been angry about it.  Anyone who knew Rebecca must have known that Colleen planned the entire weekend.”

      “That doesn’t answer the question,” Elaine replied.

      “No, it doesn’t, does it?  I’m trying to think, but I can’t really think of anyone else that might have been included.  There were other women with whom we used to go clubbing, but none that were a part of the group for more than a few months, here or there.  Most of them are married with children now, or they’ve left the island, or both.”

      “So if Colleen really wanted six women, she had to invite Jackie,” Fenella concluded.

      Darla nodded slowly.  “I can’t think of anyone else she could have invited, but it’s possible that Colleen has made some new friends in the past five or six years, people I’ve never met.  From some of the things that were said over the weekend, though, I don’t know that Rebecca would have met them, either.  Colleen said something about Rebecca having been completely missing from her social calendar since the day she got married and how happy she was to have her dear friend back.”

      “So Colleen was happy about the divorce, anyway,” Elaine remarked.

      “I think she was happier than Rebecca,” Darla told her.

      “Oh?” Fenella’s hand froze with her fork halfway to her mouth.  “Rebecca wasn’t happy?”

      “I’m not sure, but I think she was having second thoughts,” Darla said.  She blushed and then shrugged.  “Everyone there knew that I’d known Nathan first and from the very beginning of the weekend, they all started teasing me about getting a second chance with him.  I kept telling them all that I wasn’t interested, but they all seemed to find it funny – or rather, all of them except Rebecca.”

      “She didn’t like the idea?” Elaine asked.

      “She laughed about it when we were all together, telling me that he was terrible in bed and that he was broke because she’d taken everything he had in the divorce, but that I was welcome to him. But then later she pulled me aside and told me in no uncertain terms that I was to stay well away from Nathan.”

      “What did she say, exactly?” Elaine demanded.

      “Just that, really, that friends didn’t get involved with each other’s ex-boyfriends or ex-husbands, and that she expected me to stay away from Nathan now that he was single.”

      “Did you point out that you’d seen him first?” Elaine wondered.

      Darla laughed.  “I might have, if I’d thought of it, but I wasn’t going to argue with her.  She seemed really upset.  I asked her if she was regretting the divorce and she said something about having a lot of regrets, but then Colleen joined us, and we started talking about that guy from that new superhero film – you know the one I mean.”

      “With the great abs?” Elaine asked.  “I know exactly who you mean.”

      Fenella laughed.  “Every woman in the world knows exactly who you mean.”

      Darla nodded.  “That conversation took up the rest of the evening.”

      “I can see that,” Elaine said.  “And the subject of you and Nathan didn’t come up again?”

      “No, and although there was a bit more teasing the next day, it wasn’t as bad.  I think the others could tell that Rebecca wasn’t finding it funny.  We didn’t talk much on Sunday morning, anyway.  We’d all overslept and we were all hung over.  I don’t think any of us thought about how we’re all a lot older now, and none of us drink very often any longer.  The drinking and the late nights really caught up with us on Sunday.”

      “So you all checked out and went home,” Fenella said.

      Darla nodded and then sighed.  “Most of us went home,” she said.  “Colleen had driven Rebecca to the hotel, but then Rebecca decided that she wasn’t ready to go home yet.  She told Colleen to leave without her, that she was going to take a walk on the beach and that she’d get a taxi home when she was ready to go.  Colleen took her bags and promised to leave them in her flat.”

      “You’ve told the police all of this?” Fenella asked.

      Darla nodded.  “I’ve told them nearly everything.  I only left out a tiny bit.”

      Elaine frowned.  “What tiny bit?”

      “The next bit, really,” Darla replied.  “I drove home, back down here, to Port St. Mary, but once I got here, I started to worry about Rebecca.”

      She sighed and then took a bite of cake.  After washing it down with tea, she took a deep breath.  “That wasn’t strictly true,” she admitted.  “Once I got here, I started to think about Nathan and about how I’d really liked him all those years ago.  And I started to get angry with Rebecca for telling me that I couldn’t have him, especially since she’d basically stolen him from me in the first place.  So I got back in my car and drove back to Ramsey, hoping to find Rebecca still walking on the beach.  It was a lovely warm day, especially for November, so it seemed possible.”

      She stopped and took another bite of cake.

      “You didn’t tell the police about going back to Ramsey?” Fenella checked.

      “I told them that, and I told them a bit about my conversation with Rebecca, too,” Darla countered.  “I just left out part of what she said.  But now we’re getting ahead of everything.  I drove back and parked at the hotel and then started walking.  Rebecca was sitting on one of the benches, and she was crying.”

      “Crying?” Fenella echoed.

      “I sat down next to her and handed her a tissue.  After a few minutes, she stopped.  Of course, I asked her what was wrong.  She just said that she was feeling overwhelmed.  Apparently, she was having some problems at work, and the divorce had been more difficult than she’d thought it would be, and she’d had a fight with a friend as well.  She was just overwhelmed.”

      “A fight with a friend?  Which friend?” Fenella asked.

      “I don’t know.  I asked her what had happened, and she said it wasn’t anything to do with anyone I knew.  That surprised me, but then I hadn’t really been close to her in years, so it made sense that she had some new friends.”

      Elaine pushed her empty cake plate toward the center of the table.  “What happened next?”

      “I told the police that I took her home, which is true,” Darla replied.  “But I didn’t tell them what she said on the journey.”

      “What did she say?” Fenella asked after Darla fell silent.

      “She told me she was going to disappear for a few days,” Darla said eventually.  “She said she needed to get away, that she needed to think about a few things.  She, well, she asked me to stay away from Nathan while she was doing her thinking.  I assumed that meant she was going to be thinking about getting back with him.”

      “I hope you told her that you wouldn’t do any such thing,” Elaine said.

      Darla grinned.  “I thought about it, but it seemed a simple enough request at the time.  She said she’d only be away for a few days.  It wasn’t as if I had plans to see Nathan, anyway.  The only way I’d see him is if he’d come down here, and that wasn’t likely, was it?”

      “Why not?” Fenella wondered.

      She shrugged.  “He’s never been here.  I don’t even know if he knows where I am.  Colleen and Rebecca came to my grand opening seven years ago, but Nathan didn’t come with Rebecca, even though I’d included him on the invitation.”

      Fenella swallowed a dozen questions, telling herself to focus.  “Did Rebecca tell you where she was going?” she asked.

      “No, but the thing is, she had me take her back to Douglas.  We went back to her flat and she went inside and got some things she needed, and then I gave her a ride back to Ramsey.  She had me leave her in the car park for the Seaview.”

      “But you didn’t know she was going to be staying there,” Fenella said.

      “I had my suspicions, though.  I mean, there isn’t much else around the hotel, is there?  She said something on the drive back about loving being places she shouldn’t be as well.  I just laughed and then changed the subject because I didn’t want to hear what I suspected.  If I’d known for sure that she was going to be staying at the Seaview, I probably would have rung the police.”

      “She said she loved being places she shouldn’t be?” Elaine asked.

      Darla nodded.  “Apparently, it was something that she and Colleen used to do when they were at university, find ways into buildings that were meant to be closed.  It all started one night when Colleen accidentally left a textbook that she needed in a classroom.  She didn’t realize that she’d forgotten it until late that night, so she and Rebecca went back over and managed to find a way into the building.  After that, they started finding ways into all sorts of buildings, just for fun.”

      Elaine frowned.  “Do you know how they managed it?”

      “They told me about it years and years ago,” Darla replied.  “I don’t really remember the specifics, but they both said that there are lots of ways into every building, and that no one is as security conscious as they want us to think they are.  Colleen said something about having trained herself to look for ways into buildings every time she went into one, and Rebecca agreed that it had become habit for her as well.  I got the impression that they both thought they could get into just about any building anywhere.”

      “But that was years ago,” Fenella said.  “I’d like to think that security has improved since then.”

      “But Rebecca did manage to get herself into the Seaview,” Darla pointed out.

      Fenella nodded.  “That’s very true.  And it sounds as if Colleen could easily have joined her there.”

      Darla frowned.  “I hope you aren’t suggesting that Colleen killed her.  She was Rebecca’s closest friend.  I spoke to her yesterday, and she’s absolutely devastated.”

      “Rebecca did say that she’d fought with a friend,” Elaine reminded her.

      “But she said it wasn’t anyone that I knew,” Darla argued.  She shook her head.  “Anyway, Colleen didn’t know where she was.  No one did.  Rebecca made me promise that I wouldn’t tell anyone I saw her again after we’d checked out of the hotel.  I didn’t break that promise to her until after her death.”

      “That doesn’t mean that Colleen didn’t know where she was,” Fenella said.

      “But Colleen rang me the very next day and asked if I’d spoken to Rebecca.  When I said that I hadn’t, she told me she was really worried about her.  She’d rung the insurance company, but they wouldn’t tell her anything.  I suggested that she ring Jackie.  She did, and then she rang me back.  Apparently, Rebecca had asked her boss for a week’s holiday, or sick leave if she couldn’t have the holiday time.  She’d rung the man at home on the Sunday afternoon after we’d left the hotel and told him that she had a family emergency that needed her immediate attention.  He’d agreed that she could have a week off.  As far as I know, that was the last time anyone heard from her.”

      Fenella frowned.  “But she was missing for a lot longer than a week.”

      “Colleen rang me again after the week and asked if I thought she should report Rebecca missing.  We talked about it, and in the end we agreed that she’d gone away voluntarily and that we needed to just wait for her to come back.  If I’d had any idea that her life was in danger, obviously I would have rung the police immediately.”

      “So she was planning to be away for a week,” Elaine said thoughtfully.  “I wonder what happened after that week.”

      “Maybe she was simply enjoying life at the Seaview too much to come back,” Darla said.  “She loved everything about that hotel.  She said it felt like home in the best possible way and that if she could have her way, she’d never leave.”

      “But she had to have known that she was going to have to leave once the hotel reopened,” Elaine said.

      “I think she thought she had until April, though,” Darla said.  “We were talking about having another weekend away some other time, and she said it was a shame the hotel was going to be shut until April.  Lindsay said that was probably for the best, because she wouldn’t be able to take another weekend off for at least six months, which made everyone laugh because we all know that she and her husband take holidays nearly every other month.”

      “Rebecca didn’t know that the hotel was reopening for two weeks in January?” Fenella asked.

      Darla shrugged.  “I don’t think any of us knew.  We were all talking about how lucky we’d been to get our weekend in before the hotel shut for the season, and then we talked about doing it again in the spring.  No one mentioned January, and I certainly didn’t know that they were going to be open again before April.  They’ve never done that before, at least not as far as I know.”

      Fenella flushed.  “They had to come back for something,” she said.  “And my friend, Shelly, wanted to get married there, so they agreed to reopen for the wedding.  I don’t think they were originally going to be open to other guests, besides the wedding group, but then they decided that they might as well.  I’m pretty sure they didn’t advertise that fact, though.”

      “Now that I think about it, they had a sign at the front desk that said something about the winter closing,” Darla said.  “I’m sure it said that everyone was looking forward to welcoming guests back in the spring without any mention of January at all.”

      Fenella shook her head.  “We keep wandering off topic.  You left Rebecca in the hotel’s parking lot?”

      Darla nodded.  “She had me leave her by the door to the spa, though, not the front door.  She said it was closer to where she was going, but she wouldn’t tell me anything further.  She also asked me not to text or ring her, and also not to worry if I did and she didn’t reply.  She said something about switching off her mobile for a few days so that she could really think.”

      “About what did she need to think?” Elaine wondered.

      “As I said before, I thought she was thinking about trying to reconcile with Nathan, but I could be wrong.”

      “She was crying when you found her on the beach.  Was she in a better mood when you left her at the hotel?” Fenella asked.

      “Much better,” Darla told her.  “We talked a lot on the drive back and forth.  She’d seemed confused and unhappy on the beach, but once we were in the car it was clear that she’d made the decision to disappear for a while and that the idea excited her.  I think knowing that she was going to be able to stay at the Seaview for longer, while it was closed, was what was exciting her, but at the time I didn’t want to think that that was what she was going to be doing.”

      “Were you starting to worry about her?” Elaine asked.  “I mean, she’d been missing for months.”

      “If I hadn’t spoken to her myself before she’d disappeared, I might have been worried, but she clearly needed some time to herself.  I know Colleen meant well, having the big divorce celebration for her, but it must have been a long and difficult weekend for her if she was having regrets about the whole thing.”

      “And you think she was,” Fenella said.

      “I didn’t, during the weekend.  We were drinking a lot and having a lot of fun, but after I got home, after I’d driven Rebecca back to the Seaview, I thought back through everything that had happened, and that’s when I started to wonder if she’d had fun or not.”

      “And what did you decide?” was Fenella’s next question.

      Darla shrugged.  “When I thought back through it all, I could remember little things, things like Rebecca wincing slightly every time Colleen toasted the end of her marriage.  Rebecca had said a lot of nasty things about Nathan over the course of the weekend, but at one point, she’d started reminiscing about some of their good times.  She’d asked us all what we really thought of Nathan, and Lindsay had started talking about a holiday that she and her husband had taken with Nathan and Rebecca.  They were talking about some of the sightseeing they’d done when Colleen interrupted and reminded everyone that Rebecca was much better off without Nathan.  And then we all drank to that.”

      “Poor Rebecca,” Elaine murmured.

      “And then, of course, there was her discussion with me about staying away from Nathan,” Darla added.  “That was a pretty clear signal that she was having second thoughts.  By the time I’d thought back through everything, I could understand why Rebecca wanted some time to herself, but I never expected her to be gone for such a long time.”

      She pushed her half-eaten cake away and then looked at Fenella with tears in her eyes.  “I rang her mobile every day, at least twice a day, starting on the first of December.  She never answered.  I even went up and sat on that same bench in Ramsey and watched for her.  I did that every weekend that it wasn’t too cold to sit outside, always at different times of the day.”  She sighed.  “The only reason I didn’t ring the police and report her missing was because I was afraid that they might find her at the Seaview.  I didn’t want to get her into any trouble.  It’s my fault she got murdered.”

      As she burst into tears, Fenella looked at Elaine.

      “Now, now, none of that,” Elaine said sharply.  “You were trying to be a good friend.  The only person responsible for her murder is the person who actually killed her.”

      Darla nodded and then slowly lifted her head.  “Thank you for saying that.  I hope I can come to believe it one day,” she said through her tears.  “I hope you won’t think I’m being rude, but I need to go and rest.  I’m sure the police will want to talk to me later, won’t they?”

      “Probably,” Fenella said.

      She nodded and then got up and walked to the counter.  There was a small stack of cards near the register with the café’s name and address printed on them.  Darla wrote on the back of one and then walked back to the table.

      “That’s my mobile number,” she said.  “The police can reach me there any time.”

      “Thank you,” Fenella said.

      “Thank you for listening to me.  I needed to tell someone all of that, and I couldn’t bring myself to tell the police.  I just hope it helps them find her killer.”

      “Every little bit of information helps,” Fenella replied.  “How much do I owe you for the cake and tea?”

      Darla shook her head.  “It’s the least I can do after taking up so much of your time.”

      She ignored Fenella’s protests as she walked to the door and then waited for Fenella and Elaine to leave.  As they walked outside, Fenella heard the lock turn behind them.

      “I need to ring Daniel,” she said with a sigh as she and Elaine began to walk back toward the car.
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      The pair sat in the car while Fenella told Daniel about the conversation.

      When she was finished, he sighed deeply.  “Why can’t people just tell us these things when we interview them?” he asked.  “Ted and I already have a long list of people to interview today, and now I’m going to have to find time to speak to Darla again as well.”

      “I’m sorry?” Fenella said, feeling mixed emotions.  She hadn’t meant to make more work for the man, but the information was definitely useful.

      “Don’t be sorry.  I’m really grateful that you were able to get Darla to tell you what she wouldn’t tell me.  And I do understand why she was reluctant to speak to me.  Parents don’t seem to realize how much trouble they cause us when they tell their children that we’ll arrest them if they’re naughty.”

      “I felt quite sorry for her when she told us that, but I wish she would have told you everything when you spoke to her.  At least now we have some idea of what Rebecca was doing at the Seaview.”

      “According to Darla, she was planning on staying there for only a week, though,” Daniel said thoughtfully.  “I wonder why she changed her mind.”

      “I wonder if she’d decided that she wanted Nathan back.”

      “That’s another good question,” Daniel admitted.  “And it’s already midday.  I’m expected at the rehearsal at five?”

      “Yes, please.”

      “I’ll do my best.”

      Fenella ended the call and then dropped her phone into her handbag with a sigh.

      “What’s wrong?” Elaine asked.

      “Daniel may not make it to the rehearsal tonight.  He has a lot of people to interview, and now we’ve added Darla back onto his list.”

      “It must be difficult, being in love with a police inspector.”

      “It has its moments.”

      “We should get some lunch,” Elaine suggested as Fenella started the car.  “I know I just had a huge piece of cake, but I’m still hungry.”

      Fenella nodded.  “The cake was really good, and it should have been filling, but it wasn’t, really.  Or maybe it was, but I’m just greedy.”

      “Let’s agree that it wasn’t very filling.  I don’t want to think of myself as greedy.”

      Fenella laughed.  “How about lunch in Castletown?  There’s a lovely little café with wonderful views of Castle Rushen.”

      “That sounds perfect.  You can tell me the history of the castle while we eat.”

      An hour later, after an enjoyable lunch, the pair was back on the road, this time heading for Douglas.

      “I hope you don’t mind stopping at my apartment,” Fenella said as she drove.  “I miss Katie.”

      “I’m looking forward to meeting her,” Elaine replied.  “And seeing your flat.  Shelly tells me that it’s the nicest one in the building.  I must say I can’t imagine it being much nicer than hers, though.  Her flat is beautiful.”

      “Mine is a bit larger and stuffed full of wonderful antiques.  It feels very different to Shelly's apartment, which is cozy and inviting.”

      A short while later, Fenella pulled the car into its parking space under the apartment building.  They took the elevators to the top floor and then made their way down the hall.

      Mona was sitting on the couch, staring out to sea, as they walked into the room.

      “Merroww,” Katie said as she jumped off Mona’s lap and ran to Fenella.

      “There’s my girl,” Fenella said, picking up the tiny cat.

      “She’s very small,” Elaine said.  “How old is she?”

      “I’m not sure, but she’s definitely fully grown.  The vet says that she’s just a small animal and that there’s nothing wrong with her.”

      “And she’s been given lunch and a handful of treats,” Mona said.  “Don’t let her tell you otherwise.”

      Fenella grinned at her, but didn’t reply.  She wasn’t about to try to explain Mona to Elaine.

      “Do you need to get her some lunch?” Elaine asked as Fenella put Katie back on the floor.

      “No, our neighbor, Mrs. Jacobson, is giving her all of her meals while we’re staying in Ramsey.  I told her that I wouldn’t give Katie anything if I stopped home at any point so as to not confuse things.”

      “But this is gorgeous,” Elaine said, turning in a slow circle.  “Now that I’ve admired Katie, I can properly admire your flat.  It does feel rather different to Shelly’s flat, but it’s beautiful.  I’m sure that table must be worth a great deal.  I saw one similar to it in a museum once.”

      Fenella looked at the table and then at Mona.

      “Max bought it for me,” Mona said with a small smile.  “It came from a stately home in the Lake District.  They needed to raise a bit of extra money to replace the roof, so they sold off a few of their antiques.  I have a few of their pieces scattered throughout the flat, actually.”

      Wishing she could share what she’d learned with Elaine, Fenella just sighed.  “Feel free to look around the rest of the place,” she told Elaine.  “I’m just going to go through the mail.”

      She’d emptied her box on the way into the building.  Now she sorted through a handful of charitable requests, an invitation to a wedding from complete strangers, and a sales flyer for one of the local grocery stores.

      “Anything interesting?” Elaine asked when she rejoined Fenella after having peeked into both bedrooms and their en-suite bathrooms.

      “I’ve been invited to Dwight and Lorna’s wedding.”

      “Who are Dwight and Lorna?”

      “I’ve no idea,” Fenella told her.  “I get invited to a lot of weddings and parties by random strangers.  Apparently, the same thing used to happen to Mona.”

      “Because you’re wealthy?  Are they hoping you’ll send a gift, but not attend?”

      “I suppose so, although someone told me that people used to invite Mona because it was considered good luck if she came to your wedding.  Knowing Mona, she didn’t go to very many, though.”

      “I was very careful to only attend a select few,” Mona told her.  “If I’d gone to all of them, my attending would no longer have been a happy surprise.”

      Fenella nodded and then turned the gesture into a series of stretches when she realized that Elaine was watching.  “All that driving has made my neck a bit stiff,” she explained as Mona laughed softly.

      “So do you go to the parties and weddings?” Elaine asked.

      “No.  I’m not interested in going to an event where I won’t know anyone and everyone will point and stare at me.”

      “I hope you don’t send a gift.  Surely that would simply encourage more people to invite you to more things you don’t want to attend.”

      Fenella laughed.  “It probably does, but I do send a gift anyway.  Years ago, probably decades ago, Mona bought a huge number of silver picture frames.  I send one to everyone who invites me to anything.  There’s a large box of them in Mona’s storage area on the ground floor of the building, and there may be a second box as well.  I’ll keep sending them until they run out, and then I may stop sending anything, or I may order more.”

      “That’s very kind of you.”

      “I just hope Dwight and Laura appreciate it.”

      “Lorna,” Elaine corrected her.

      Fenella laughed.  “Yes, of course.  I hope Dwight and Lorna appreciate it.  Must make sure to get their names right on the card.”

      “Did Mona buy a lot of cards, too?”

      “She did, actually.  There is a stack of them in the desk up here and more in a box in the storage room.  There seem to be cards for just about every occasion, although I must say I don’t recall seeing any that said ‘Congratulations on your Divorce,’ when I went through them.”

      “And now it seems likely that Rebecca didn’t actually want to celebrate her divorce.”

      “I wish I knew why she stayed at the Seaview for so long.  Surely, if she was regretting her divorce, she should have rushed back to Douglas and called Nathan.”

      “Maybe she decided that she did want the divorce after all,” Elaine suggested.  “Or maybe she was having so much fun having an empty hotel to herself that she couldn’t bring herself to go back home, not even for Nathan.”

      “Surely she knew that she’d have to go back to Douglas eventually.  She couldn’t stay at the Seaview forever.  Surely, she needed to go back to work, if nothing else.”

      “I suppose that depends on just how much she’d managed to get out of poor Nathan.”

      Fenella frowned.  “I hadn’t thought about that.  If she got some sort of lump sum from him, maybe she could have taken a long break from work.  She was staying at the hotel for free, but she’d have needed to buy food.”

      “The restaurant wasn’t open, but the spa was,” Elaine said thoughtfully.  “And the spa provides lunches to its guests.  Maybe Rebecca was breaking into the spa at night and stealing their food.”

      “That’s an interesting idea.  I’ll have to mention it to Daniel.”

      “You need to get back to Ramsey,” Mona said.  “You don’t want to be late for the rehearsal.”

      Fenella glanced at the clock.  “We should probably get back to Ramsey,” she said to Elaine.  “I’ll just freshen up a bit.”

      Elaine nodded.  “I hope you don’t mind if I use the loo in the spare bedroom.”

      “Help yourself,” Fenella replied.

      She went into the master bedroom and crossed to the en-suite bathroom.  Mona followed.

      “I was able to hear your conversation with Daniel after your visit with Darla,” she said as Fenella picked up her hairbrush.

      “Oh?”

      “It was my car,” Mona said with a shrug.

      “What do you think of it all?”

      “I think that if Darla knew what Rebecca was doing, then so did at least one of the other women.  Darla wasn’t even close friends with Rebecca.”

      “You think Colleen knew.”

      “Colleen must have known.”

      “Unless Rebecca and Colleen had quarreled.  Rebecca told Darla that she’d had a disagreement with someone, and then she’d opted not to ride back to Douglas with Colleen.”

      “But she also told Darla that Darla didn’t know the friend with whom she’d quarreled.  That means it was unlikely to have been Colleen.”

      “Maybe.  Who would be your second choice, after Colleen, if Rebecca did tell someone?”

      Mona shrugged.  “Not Jackie.  I can’t see Jackie approving.  Maybe Lindsay, as they’d obviously been great friends when they were younger, even if they had drifted apart over the years.  Also maybe Minnie.  I can imagine Minnie finding the whole thing funny.  From what I’ve heard about her, she might have wanted to join Rebecca for a night or two, simply for the experience.”

      “I wouldn’t do it,” Fenella said.

      “Why not?  Imagine having an entire hotel to yourself.  You could walk up and down every corridor, peek into closets and cupboards, and stand behind the reception desk and pretend you were the owner.  I think it would be quite fun for a night or two.”

      “But not for months.”

      “But maybe Rebecca was still having fun.  She must have been, otherwise, she’d have moved back home and gone back to her old life.”

      “I can imagine not wanting to go back to her old life, but I can’t work out what she was planning to do once the hotel reopened.  She doesn’t seem to have known about the January opening.  Does that mean she was planning to stay there until April?”

      “A better question might be whether the killer knew about the January opening,” Mona said.  “And did that January reopening have anything to do with Rebecca’s death?”

      “In what way could the reopening have had something to do with the murder?”

      “What if the killer needed to keep Rebecca tucked away somewhere until April?  Maybe he or she was keeping her at the Seaview, either with or without her cooperation.  And maybe, when the Seaview reopened, the killer realized that he or she needed to kill Rebecca after all.”

      “Why would anyone need to keep Rebecca tucked away, though?  That doesn’t make sense.”

      “Maybe someone wanted to prevent her from having an opportunity to get back together with Nathan,” Mona suggested.  “Or maybe it has something to do with Rebecca’s job.  Maybe Rebecca was due to get a promotion, but when she disappeared, Jackie got the job.  There are hundreds of other possibilities, of course, but those two provide two of our suspects with motives.”

      “At this point, they’re witnesses,” Fenella told her.

      Mona chuckled.  “Of course,” she said.  “Witnesses who are suspected of murder, though.”

      Fenella stood up.  “I need to go.  I don’t want to be late.”

      “Have a wonderful time at the rehearsal and the dinner after.  I imagine things will get a good deal more interesting after dinner.”

      “Interesting in what way?” Fenella asked.

      Mona shook her head.  “Have a lovely evening,” she said, waving a hand.  A huge wave of water seemed to swirl around her before she vanished.  A few drops landed on Fenella’s cheek, but the rest of it evaporated almost instantly.

      “How did she do that?” Fenella demanded.  She ran a hand along the carpet where Mona had been standing, but it was dry.  Shaking her head, she rejoined Elaine in the living room.

      After fussing over Katie for a few minutes, the pair headed back down to the parking garage.

      “I should probably take the sensible car,” Fenella said.

      “Why?” Elaine asked.

      Fenella laughed.  “What if I need to take more than one person somewhere?”

      “You could make two trips.”

      “I suppose I could,” Fenella conceded as she unlocked Mona’s car.  “This one is faster, and we need to hurry, anyway.”

      The car roared and then purred as Fenella drove it across the mountain.  They turned down into Ramsey a short while later.

      “We need to leave in half an hour,” Fenella told Elaine as they approached their suites.  “Hopefully, Shelly will be riding with Tim.”

      In her suite, Fenella changed into the outfit she’d selected for the rehearsal and the rehearsal dinner.  It took her only a moment to move what she needed from one handbag to another, which left her with five minutes to spend on the book she’d been reading.  Shelly was with Elaine when Fenella emerged from her suite ten minutes later.

      “Sorry I’m late,” she said.

      “You’re fine,” Shelly assured her.  “We’re only two minutes away from the registry office.  I think they thought I was a bit mad when I rang and asked if we could have a rehearsal.  I don’t think anyone has ever done one before.  They went over everything with us when we filled out our paperwork, but that was weeks ago.  That’s usually all they do.”

      “But they did agree, didn’t they?” Fenella asked as the trio began to walk down the corridor.

      “They did.  I told them that it’s important to me to have everything go right tomorrow, and they agreed that we could walk through it all tonight.  I’m sure that the idea appealed to me because you told me that Americans have a rehearsal the night before the wedding, but I didn’t tell the registrar that.”

      “I hope we aren’t going to be turning up in the middle of someone else’s wedding,” Elaine said.

      Shelly shook her head.  “The woman I spoke with said that they don’t have any bookings at the moment, aside from ours, so a rehearsal will actually break up her day a bit and give her something to do for a short while.”

      Fenella laughed.  “I don’t suppose a lot of people get married in Ramsey on an odd Thursday in January.”

      “Or any other day of the week in January,” Shelly added.  “Although, apparently, they’re very busy around Valentine’s Day.”

      “I wonder if Minnie is getting married there,” Elaine said.

      “You could ask, but I don’t know if they’d tell you,” Shelly replied.

      When they reached the lobby, Tim was sitting on one of the couches.

      “There’s my beautiful bride,” he said, getting to his feet.  “I’m now done with work until after I’m married and well and truly honeymooned.”

      The women laughed.

      “That isn’t a word,” Shelly said.

      “It is now,” Tim told her.  “Are you all riding with me?”

      Elaine and Fenella exchanged glances.

      “We’ll meet you there,” Elaine said.

      “They have Mona’s car,” Shelly explained to Tim.

      He nodded.  “In that case, you’ll probably be there before us.  What about Daniel?”

      “He’s going to meet us there, if he can get away,” Fenella explained.  “If he can’t, I’ll record the whole thing on my phone so Daniel knows what he’s supposed to do tomorrow.”

      Five minutes later, Fenella parked outside the registry office.  Tim and Shelly pulled up a moment later.  Daniel was right behind them.

      “Ready?” Tim asked Shelly after they’d all emerged from their cars.

      She shook head.  “I’m terrified.  Maybe that’s a good thing.  Maybe I’ll get my nerves out of the way today so I can properly enjoy tomorrow.”

      Tim pulled her close and whispered something in her ear.  Shelly giggled and then replied in a low voice.

      “Maybe we should just go inside and wait for them,” Elaine suggested.

      “Sorry,” Shelly said.  “We’re ready.”

      They were expected, and it took only a few minutes for the registrar to walk them through what would happen the next day.

      Fenella got tears in her eyes as she watched Shelly and Tim laugh their way through practicing their vows.

      “Thank you for doing this,” Tim said to Daniel as they walked out of the building.

      “I’m honored you asked me to be one of your witnesses,” Daniel replied.

      Tim shrugged.  “I might have asked someone in the band, but that would have just caused everyone else in the band to feel left out.  I might have asked Todd, but he didn’t know if he was even going to be on the island this January.”

      “He is going to be at the wedding, though, isn’t he?” Fenella asked.

      Tim nodded.  “He spent Christmas in Dubai,” he replied, adding the name of the sixties rocker that the man had been visiting.  “He said it was wild there, and he’s ready for a much more sedate event.”

      “So we can’t be wild tomorrow?” Shelly asked.

      Tim laughed.  “Even at your most wild, you can’t compete with the sort of things that Todd experienced last month.  When he tells me about them, it makes me glad our band was never terribly successful.  That sort of lifestyle isn’t for me.”

      “Well, I’m happy to step aside if you’d rather ask Todd, then,” Daniel offered.

      Tim shook his head.  “Shelly suggested asking you, and I was happy to agree.  You and Fenella have been great friends to Shelly and me, ever since we met.”

      “And now it’s time for dinner,” Shelly said when they reached the cars.  “I ordered room service for lunch when I woke up, but that was many, many hours ago.  I’m starving, and Jasper put together a special menu for us for tonight.”

      Fenella drove Elaine back to the Seaview in Mona’s car.  The others followed, and they all met again in the hotel’s huge lobby.

      “Good evening,” Jasper said as he walked out from behind the reception desk.  “Did you have a successful rehearsal?”

      “I think so,” Shelly replied.  “Walking through it all one last time has calmed some of my nerves, anyway.  It helped that the registrar was lovely and very understanding.  When I got married the first time, my mother arranged everything, and all I really had to do was turn up on time.  Of course, I was also still living at home, so she woke me up that day and made sure I ate breakfast and then she and my father drove me to the church, so I wasn’t actually even responsible for turning up on time.”

      Everyone laughed.

      “I’d just as soon not talk about my previous weddings,” Tim muttered.

      Shelly gave him a hug.  “None of that matters now.  This is your last wedding.”

      “That’s one thing I’m absolutely positive about,” Tim replied.  “Having somehow managed to win your heart, I’m going to spend the rest of my life protecting my most precious possession.”

      Fenella blinked back an unwanted tear as Tim and Shelly kissed.

      “And now, you need dinner,” Jasper said.  “I’ve put you in one of our private dining rooms.  The restaurant isn’t busy, if you’d prefer to eat in there, but I believe the private dining rooms are nicer.”

      “I think we’d prefer the private room,” Tim said, looking at Shelly.

      She nodded.  “Then we can get as wild as we like.”

      Everyone laughed again, and then Jasper led them through the hotel and into the restaurant.  There were a few private rooms along the wall at the back of the room.  He ushered them into the largest of the rooms and then looked at Tim and Shelly.

      “I hope this meets your needs,” he said.

      “It’s perfect,” Shelly said, looking around the room.  The large table was covered with a snowy white tablecloth.  The glasses and silverware on the table seemed to sparkle under the elaborate chandelier that hung above it.  Several vases of flowers were dotted around the room, including a huge bouquet in the center of the table.

      Jasper nodded.  “I’ll send in your waiter with your menus.”  He took a step toward the door and then stopped and turned to Daniel.  “Are you aware that the five women who were here with Rebecca in November are currently staying in the hotel?” he asked.

      Daniel frowned.  “I was not aware of that,” he said, pulling out his mobile phone.  “When did they arrive?”

      “Colleen arrived first,” Jasper replied.  “She was here not long after three, which is check-in time, of course.”

      “Had she booked a room?” was Daniel’s next question.

      “No, she had not.  She asked for me when she arrived.  When I came to the desk, she told me that she and the other four women were all coming to stay for just one night.  She said that it was their way of paying tribute to Rebecca, who’d loved the Seaview.  Then she added that she was hoping that staying here would let her feel closer to her dearest friend again.”

      Daniel frowned.  “Did any of the women make bookings?”

      “They did not, but once Colleen had explained their plans, I was able to set aside a block of rooms for them.  This time they all preferred to have their own rooms, and each woman is paying for her stay herself, rather than Colleen paying for everyone,” Jasper explained.

      “Where did you put them?” Fenella asked.

      Jasper smiled.  “Colleen actually requested rooms on the top floor again.  She said something about wanting to keep things as similar to their previous visit as possible, but I told her access to the top floor was currently restricted due to the murder.”

      Daniel nodded.  “How did she respond to that?”

      “She seemed a bit angry, but she didn’t really argue.  She was even more disappointed when I told her that they’d be staying on the third floor.  She said that wasn’t really high enough to have the best views, but I explained that the hotel wasn’t fully open for this fortnight and that that was the best I could do.  I did offer her a discount if she wanted to wait to stay with us in April, when we reopen.”

      “And she decided that the third floor would do,” Fenella guessed.

      Jasper nodded.  “I offered to give them sea view rooms for this stay, without charging a premium.  That seemed to make her happier, even though they didn’t have sea views when they stayed in November.”

      “That was kind of you,” Shelly said.

      “It doesn’t cost the hotel anything extra to have them in sea view rooms rather than standard rooms,” Jasper replied.  “Eighty percent of the hotel is empty, so I could afford to look generous.”

      “When did the others arrive?” Daniel asked.

      “They trickled in throughout the afternoon and early evening,” Jasper told him.  “Minnie arrived around four, I believe.  Jackie turned up about half five, muttering something about last-minute plans and emotional blackmail.  I asked her if she was okay, and she just nodded.”

      “Colleen emotionally blackmailed them into coming for the night,” Elaine said.  “She probably rang them all and demanded that they come, and they were all too nice to refuse.”

      “Possibly,” Jasper said.  “I wasn’t at the desk when Minnie arrived, so I can’t tell you what sort of mood she was in, but Lindsay was not happy when she got here.”

      “Oh?  Why not?” Fenella asked.

      “She said she didn’t have time to drop everything and stay in Ramsey for a night just because someone was feeling sad and nostalgic.  She arrived just after six, and it took ages to get her checked in because people kept ringing her every few minutes.  From what I could overhear, they were all work-related calls, and Lindsay didn’t seem at all pleased to be having to deal with them while she was here.”

      “It sounds as if everything was arranged at the last minute, then,” Fenella said.

      “Darla arrived just a few minutes before you returned,” Jasper added.  “She seemed flustered, but she still took the time to ask me if I was okay, having found the body.”

      “Did you have a chance to question her today?” Fenella asked Daniel.

      He hesitated and then nodded.  “We spoke this afternoon and, as I said before, I didn’t know that the women were here.”

      “So did she deliberately not tell you, or had the arrangements not been made yet?” Elaine wondered.

      “I think she would have told you if the plans had been made,” Jasper said.  “It isn’t as if it’s a secret or anything.  They’re all booked under their own names, and they’ve booked a table in the dining room for dinner.”

      “Have they?” Daniel asked.  “Interesting.”

      Jasper nodded.  “They should be coming down any time now.”

      Daniel grinned.  “I appreciate the information,” he said.  “I believe Ted may be having dinner in the dining room as well.”  He sent a quick text message and then waited for a reply.

      “Ted is actually in the building,” he told Jasper.  “He was revisiting the crime scene.  He’s on his way down now and would prefer to be seated near Rebecca’s friends if at all possible.”

      “Of course,” Jasper said.

      “Should we move out into the dining room?” Shelly asked.  “If you’d rather sit out there, we can do that.”

      Daniel smiled at her.  “Thank you for the kind offer, but I know you’d prefer to be in here and so would I.  Ted can keep an eye on the women while they eat, and I’ll sit back and enjoy myself in here.”

      “I’d rather eat out there,” Elaine said.  “We’re going to miss everything if we’re in here.  Ted will probably have the murder solved by the time we’ve finished.”

      “Do you really think one of those women killed her?” Shelly asked.

      Elaine shrugged.  “It seems most likely to me.  Regardless, they’re going to be talking and drinking and one or more of them could say something really useful.”

      “Which is why Ted will be there,” Daniel assured her.

      “They’ll probably go to the bar after dinner,” Jasper said.  “You’ll be able to sit with them there.”

      Elaine frowned and then shrugged.  “I suppose.”

      “Let’s focus on celebrating Tim and Shelly,” Fenella suggested.  “I’m starving.”

      Jasper nodded.  “Your waiter will be right with you.”

      They’d only just taken seats around the table when the waiter arrived.  He handed out the special three-course menus that had been created for the evening.

      “Everything sounds wonderful,” Fenella said as she read through the options.

      “Get the chicken,” the waiter advised.  “It’s one of the chef’s best dishes and he doesn’t prepare it very often.  It’s not on the regular menu.”

      Fenella ordered the French onion soup and then the chicken dish that the waiter had recommended.  “And the melting-middle chocolate cake for dessert,” she added.

      Once everyone had ordered, the waiter opened bottles of wine and poured drinks for everyone.  Daniel shook his head when he was offered a choice of red or white.

      “I have a feeling I may be working later,” he explained.

      Daniel’s soft drink arrived with the appetizers.

      “Eat quickly, everyone,” Elaine said as she picked up her fork.

      “Or relax and enjoy your meal,” Tim suggested.

      Elaine glared at him for a moment and then laughed.  “I’m sorry.  We should be celebrating, not obsessing over a murder mystery.  It may be just me who is obsessing, though.  I’ll try to behave for a short while.”

      “We all want to see the murder solved,” Fenella said.  “But this food is too good to rush.”

      The chicken dish was everything the waiter had promised, and Fenella found herself almost too full to enjoy her dessert.

      “I may never eat again,” she said after her last bite of cake.

      “I hope you’ll change your mind tomorrow,” Shelly said.  “The food for the wedding should be good, too.”

      Fenella nodded.  “I’ll probably be hungry in an hour,” she admitted.

      Jasper arrived as the waiter cleared their dessert plates.  “How was everything?”

      After everyone had shared how much they had enjoyed everything, Jasper turned to Daniel.

      “Rebecca’s friends had a fairly quick meal, choosing not to have starters or puddings.  They are now settled in the bar.  Ted is at the table next to theirs, and we’ve set up a table on the other side of the group for your party,” he said.

      “Excellent,” Daniel said.  “Shall we?” he asked the others.

      Elaine was the first one on her feet and she was halfway to the door before Fenella had even picked up her handbag.
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      Jasper showed them to where the bar staff had put together two tables to make room for them.  The five women were sitting at a second set of two tables right next to them.   Fenella recognized all of them from the pictures that had been in the local paper.

      Ted was by himself on the other side of the women, sipping from a glass with a clear liquid in it.  Elaine quickly chose a seat as close to the table full of women as possible.  Daniel smiled as he sat down next to her.  Fenella slid into the seat on his other side, while Shelly and Tim sat across the table from Daniel and Elaine.

      While they were getting settled, the five women at the next table seemed to be watching them closely.  It wasn’t until Jasper had brought over a round of drinks for them that anyone spoke.

      “Aren’t you Inspector Roberts?” Colleen demanded.

      Daniel turned around in his chair to reply.  “It’s Robinson.  I’m Inspector Robinson.”

      “What are you doing here?” Colleen asked angrily.  “My dearest friend in the entire world was brutally murdered.  Shouldn’t you be working?”

      Fenella forced herself to inhale slowly and count to ten before she started defending Daniel.  She was only on five when Daniel spoke.

      “The constabulary is hard at work twenty-four hours a day, every single day of the year,” he said calmly.  “Individual constables and inspectors, however, work only forty or fifty hours each week.  I’ve put in about ten hours of work so far today, and I’ll be back to work after I’ve spent a bit of time with my friends who are getting married tomorrow.  I can assure you, though, that as I’m speaking to you, there is a team hard at work in the rooms where you stayed during your November visit.  They’re busy processing the crime scene while another team is tucked away at one of the stations, processing witness statements.”

      “They’ve had days and days to process things.  Someone should have been arrested by now,” Colleen replied.

      “Murder investigations take time,” Daniel said.  “Even if we’re fairly certain we know who was behind the crime, we have to investigate thoroughly.  Every case is different as well.  In this case, for instance, there were a great many items found at the crime scene that all need to be individually scrutinized.”

      “How do you do that?” Minnie asked, sounding genuinely curious.

      “And what sort of items?” Jackie wondered.

      Daniel stood up and turned his chair around so that he didn’t have to twist his body to speak to the women.  “I can’t go into too much detail as to what was found at the scene, but Rebecca was found in a hotel room where we believe she’d been staying for some time, so you can imagine what sorts of things were there.”

      “Clothes and toiletries,” Lindsay said.  “And knowing Rebecca, wine bottles.”

      “Those might have still been there from November, though,” Colleen said.  “Can you get fingerprints from wine bottles?”

      “Sometimes,” Daniel replied.

      “But even if all of us had left fingerprints on the wine bottles you found in the room with Rebecca, that won’t prove anything,” Colleen said.  “Because we’d all been in that room with her when we were here in November.”

      “Part of the crime scene team’s job is to work out how long each thing had been in the room,” Daniel told her.  “Another part is to take fingerprints from each item.  If they find something in the room that didn’t arrive there until December or January and they can find usable fingerprints on that item, then they’ll know that someone was in the room with Rebecca.  The next job, of course, will be matching those fingerprints to their owner.”

      Fenella tried to watch all five women at the same time.  She may have been imagining things, but it seemed as if at least a few of the women looked nervous as they thought about Daniel’s words.

      “How could they possibly work out how long an empty wine bottle had been in the room?” Jackie asked.

      Daniel shook his head.  “That’s a job for the experts,” he told her.  “I just work with what they can give me.”

      “What difference does it all make?” Minnie asked.  “I mean, who cares how long the wine bottles or the clothes or whatever had been there?  All you need to worry about is who killed her.”

      “Rebecca was staying here without the knowledge or permission of the hotel’s owners,” Daniel explained.

      Fenella smiled to herself.  He was clearly choosing his words very carefully.

      “Working out who knew she was here could play a large part in working out who killed her,” Daniel added.

      “No one knew she was here,” Jackie said flatly.  “She rang our supervisor on the Sunday afternoon after our weekend away and said she needed a week off to get some things sorted.  That was the last time anyone at our office spoke to her.”

      “Or so they claim,” Colleen said.  “Maybe she rang back a few days later and happened to mention to someone where she was staying.  And maybe that someone decided to visit her here and then killed her.”

      “No one in our office wanted to kill her,” Jackie argued.  “Actually, after the first few days, we all talked about wanting to kill her for not turning up for work, but what we really wanted was for her to come back and start working again so we didn’t have to keep doing her job for her.”

      “I certainly didn’t know she was here,” Lindsay said.  “But I didn’t even know she was missing.  November and December are busy times at the dairy.  We have a lot of butter, cheese, and ice cream to ship out for the holidays, which usually means working twelve to fourteen hours a day for six weeks or more.  My friends all know not to bother trying to ring me until the new year.”

      “I knew she was missing,” Minnie said.  “Or rather, I noticed that she wasn’t ever at home.  It took me a while to realize it, because before she was divorced, she was there only occasionally, but one day I suddenly realized that I hadn’t seen her at all since the weekend in November, and then I remembered that her divorce was final, and she was supposed to be living in her flat again.  I should have been seeing her nearly every day.”

      “But you didn’t do anything about it,” Colleen said angrily.  “You didn’t report her missing or even ring me to ask me if I’d heard from her.”

      Minnie shrugged.  “I wasn’t about to ring the police.  For all I knew, she’d gone away for work, or maybe she’d moved back in with Nathan.  I started knocking on her door every time I walked past it, trying to catch her at home, and I started ringing her mobile once in a while as well.  But I was traveling a lot for work, which meant I wasn’t home all that often, either.  I noticed that I hadn’t seen her lately, but I wasn’t worried about it.  I just assumed we’d catch up eventually.”  A single tear slid down her cheek.  She wiped it away and then took a large drink of wine.

      “So Lindsay was too busy with work to notice that one of her closest friends had disappeared.  Jackie noticed, but was just angry about it.  Minnie noticed, but just assumed that everything was fine.  What about you?” Colleen asked Darla.

      Darla flushed.  “You know the answer to that.  We talked about it several times during November and December.  Since we knew she’d rung her supervisor and asked for time off, we agreed that we shouldn’t report her missing.  I thought she just needed some time to think, to adjust to being single again, something.”

      “So you noticed she was missing back in November?” Minnie asked Colleen.

      Colleen shrugged.  “I tried to ring her on Sunday night, after the weekend away.”

      “And she didn’t answer?” Minnie asked.

      “No,” Colleen said flatly.

      “I thought she always answered when you rang,” Lindsay said with a laugh.  “We had lunch together one day and we both agreed that we’d ignore our phones while we ate, but then Rebecca added that she’d have to answer if you rang, because she always answered you.”

      “When was that?” Daniel asked.

      Lindsay looked over at him and flushed.  “I’d almost forgotten you were there,” she muttered.  “It had to have been a year or so ago, though.  Rebecca and Nathan were just starting to have problems, serious problems, that is, and she asked me to meet her so she could get a different perspective on things.”

      “Of course, we all know that Rebecca and Nathan had already been having problems for nine years by that point,” Colleen added.

      “I don’t think that’s strictly true,” Darla said.  “I think they were really happy when they first got married.”

      “Maybe for a week or two,” Colleen conceded.

      Darla shook her head.  “I think they were happy for several years.”

      “They certainly seemed happy to me,” Lindsay interjected.  “I was surprised when Rebecca told me why she’d wanted to have lunch that day.  It was the first time I’d heard that they were having any serious problems.”

      “But you knew that they’d been having problems,” Colleen said.

      Lindsay shrugged.  “All couples have problems.  They’d been married for nine years.  Of course they’d had a few disagreements.  I just assumed that they were working through them in the same way that my husband and I are always working through ours.”

      “So what changed?” Daniel asked.

      The women all exchanged glances.

      “They simply grew apart,” Colleen said eventually.

      “I need another drink,” Lindsay said.  She got up from the table and walked to the bar.  When she returned, she was carrying a tray full of drinks for everyone at her table.  After she’d passed them around, she looked at Daniel.

      “Do you think Nathan killed her?” she asked.  “It’s the only thing that makes sense, even though it doesn’t make any sense.”

      “Why does it make sense?” Elaine interjected.

      “Aren’t most murder victims killed by their nearest and dearest?” Lindsay asked.  “We all knew that Nathan was upset about the divorce.  Rebecca told us that he kept ringing her and insisting that he still loved her, even after everything was finalized.  Presumably he couldn’t stand the thought of letting her go.”

      “So he killed her?” Elaine asked.  “That doesn’t really make sense.”

      “Maybe he killed her so that no one else could have her,” Colleen said.

      “Was Rebecca involved with someone else?” Elaine asked.

      Again, the women all looked at one another.  After a moment, Colleen spoke.

      “Maybe,” she said.

      “Maybe?” Elaine repeated.

      Colleen sighed.  “I’ve already told the police all of this.  I think Rebecca had a new man in her life, one she wouldn’t tell any of us about.”

      “I don’t believe that,” Darla said.  “I think she was still in love with Nathan.”

      Colleen laughed.  “Nathan?  She fell out of love with Nathan on their honeymoon, or not long after.  She rang me when they got back and told me that she’d made the biggest mistake of her life when she’d married him.  I urged her then to get a divorce, and I kept reminding her of that option just about every time we spoke for the next ten years.”

      “Way to support your friend who is trying to make her marriage work,” Lindsay said.

      “She wasn’t happy,” Colleen said angrily.

      “Just because you didn’t think she was happy, doesn’t mean that you’re right,” Darla argued.  “She seemed happy to me.”

      Colleen rolled her eyes.  “You, of all people, should appreciate that I finally managed to persuade Rebecca to leave Nathan.  We all know you’ve been in love with him since before he even met Rebecca.”

      Darla flushed.  “I think he’s a really nice person.  I’m not in love with him.  I don’t even know him all that well, really, but he and Rebecca seemed really happy together, especially in the first few years after the wedding.  And Rebecca told me all about her honeymoon when she got home as well.  She said it was the happiest fortnight of her entire life.”

      Colleen sighed.  “She was probably afraid that, if you knew how unhappy she was, you’d go after Nathan.”

      “If she was that unhappy, I can’t see why she would have minded if I did,” Darla retorted.

      “For what it’s worth,” Minnie interjected, “I spoke to her a few weeks after her honeymoon, and she told me the same thing she’d told Darla.  She said it was the best fortnight of her life.  She even showed me a few pictures of her and Nathan on the beach.  They looked crazy happy together.”

      Colleen sighed.  “She did her best to show you all what she thought you’d want to see.  I was the only one she trusted enough to share the truth with.  I was the only one who knew her real secrets.”

      “I spent an entire fortnight in Portugal with her and Nathan, and I can promise you that they were happy together,” Lindsay said.  “We stayed in a little house with very thin walls.  We would have heard any fights, and we did hear quite the opposite, if you know what I mean.”

      Colleen sighed.  “Never mind.  I never should have said anything.  You can go back to believing what you want to believe.  I’m sure it makes you feel better in some way.”

      “Why did you think that she had a new man in her life?” Minnie asked Colleen.

      Colleen shrugged.  “She always told me everything, so I’m probably wrong about that, actually.  If there was anyone new, she would have told me.”

      “But maybe she met someone while she was staying here,” Darla said.  “I mean, it’s been two months since we were all here together.  She could have met anyone in that time.”

      “Because we all know she wouldn’t have just sat in her room,” Colleen laughed.  “I did wonder if she managed to get in here.  She could have helped herself to a bottle of wine every night.  You didn’t say how many wine bottles you found in the room, did you?” she asked Daniel.

      He shook his head.

      “I’ll bet there were lots,” Colleen laughed.  “One for every day, maybe.  Or maybe even more than that, if she truly was helping herself to whatever was behind the bar.  Or maybe she started making herself all sorts of fancy drinks.  I think that’s what I would do, if I could get myself into a bar after hours.”

      “She should have invited us to join her,” Lindsay said.

      “Maybe she did invite some of you,” Elaine suggested.

      Lindsay looked at her friends.  “Did some of you know Rebecca was staying here?” she demanded.  “Colleen, you were her closest friend.  I couldn’t understand why you didn’t report her missing over the past two months, but if you knew she was here, it all makes sense.”

      Colleen shook her head.  “If I’d known, I would have talked her into going home,” she said.  “It clearly wasn’t safe here.”

      “I can’t see why it wasn’t safe,” Lindsay said.  “I can’t understand how anyone else got into the hotel to kill her.”

      “Clearly, there are ways into the building, even when it’s meant to be closed,” Colleen said.  “If Rebecca truly was staying here for two months, then she had to be getting in and out regularly.  I can’t see her sitting around in her room for long.”

      “And she needed to eat,” Lindsay said.  “But maybe she was able to get into the restaurant’s kitchen.  Then she could simply help herself to whatever she wanted.”

      “Except the hotel was closed and so was the restaurant,” Darla said.  “There wouldn’t have been any food in the kitchen.”

      “The spa was open,” Minnie said.  “I come up for facials every month,” she said defensively when everyone looked at her.  “They didn’t shut, even though the rest of the building was closed.  And they were still offering light lunches, so there must have been someone working in the restaurant kitchen.”

      “So maybe, once she’d managed to get inside, Rebecca didn’t leave again,” Darla said.  “Ever,” she added sadly.

      “What would she have done all day?” Lindsay asked.  “The rooms here are nice, but they aren’t very large.  A person can only watch so much television before she goes nuts.”

      “She had the entire building to explore,” Darla replied.  “Maybe she found a master key and could let herself into every room.  Maybe she simply walked up and down every corridor and pretended that she was the owner.  Maybe she simply curled up in the library and read books.”

      “There’s a library?” Lindsay asked.

      “I can see Rebecca doing all of that,” Colleen said.  “But she’d have grown bored eventually.  Two months is a long time.  She had to have been going in and out.  I hope the police are speaking to the owner or managers of all of the pubs and clubs in the area.  No doubt Rebecca had a drink or two in most of them while she was here.”

      Everyone turned to look at Daniel.  He smiled and then nodded.

      “We’ve had constables question the owners and managers of every business nearby,” he said.

      “And had Rebecca visited any of them?” Colleen asked.

      “I’m afraid I can’t share that information with you,” Daniel replied.

      Colleen glared at him for a moment and then turned back to her friends.  “You all knew Rebecca.  Can you see her just sitting around in a room for two months?  We should go and see if we can find the places she went.  We could try to work out how long she was staying up here and see if we can find anyone who remembers her.”

      “Isn’t that a job for the police?” Lindsay asked, glancing at Daniel and then back at Colleen.

      “But think how satisfying it would be if we could find the man who killed her,” Colleen said.  “She must have met a man in one of the area pubs while she was here.”

      “Even if she had, she wouldn’t have invited him back to her room here,” Darla argued.  “She wouldn’t have trusted a stranger enough to bring him back to her hotel room, even if the hotel was open and she was staying here legally.”

      “Not the night she met him,” Colleen agreed.  “But maybe she met him that first night, back in November, right after our weekend away.  And maybe she got to know him better and better over the weeks that followed.  Maybe she came to believe that she could trust him.”

      “She didn’t tell us where she was,” Lindsay pointed out.  “Why would she trust a total stranger with that information?”

      “Because he didn’t know who she was,” Colleen suggested.  “She could have told him any sort of story, and knowing her, she would have done just that.  She’d have made up some name and pretended to be related to one of the Seaview’s owners in order to explain why she was staying at the hotel even though it was closed, or something similar.”

      “It almost sounds as if you know exactly what she did,” Elaine said.

      Colleen flushed.  “Not at all.  But I knew Rebecca.  It’s exactly the sort of thing she would have done.  She’d have found it all funny.”

      “Even if she did meet someone and tell him all sorts of lies, I can’t see her bringing him back here,” Darla said.  “She had to know that it wouldn’t have been safe to have anyone else here while the hotel was closed.”

      “But she wasn’t killed until after the hotel had reopened,” Colleen pointed out.  “Maybe she waited until it felt safe, without realizing just how dangerous it still was.”

      “And at that point, she and the new man in her life could simply have walked in and out of the hotel through the front doors,” Minnie added.

      “She must have known that she was about to get discovered, though,” Darla said.  “She had to have been planning to leave once she’d realized that the hotel was open again.”

      “I don’t suppose we’ll ever know what she was thinking in those last days,” Colleen said.  “Maybe she was hiding in the room, hoping that the management wasn’t planning to use the top floor during their short reopening.”

      “If she’d met a new man, she’d have rung one of us,” Minnie said.  “She never would have gone to bed with a man that none of us had met.”

      The women all laughed.

      “She did prefer to gather opinions before she got involved with anyone,” Darla agreed.  “When we first met, I felt as if Rebecca introduced me to a new man nearly every week.”

      “And she wouldn’t go to bed with anyone until at least one of us approved,” Lindsay added.  “In our school days, she didn’t even let anyone kiss her until after I’d met him and given an opinion.”

      “So maybe she’d made a new female friend or two,” Colleen suggested.  “Maybe she’d started an entirely new life up here.”

      “Did she?” Darla asked Daniel.  “I mean, surely if she’d made new friends, they would have come forward when the body was discovered, wouldn’t they?”

      “As I said before, we’re questioning everyone at the various businesses nearby.  Rebecca didn’t bring her car with her, so we’ve started with businesses that are within easy walking distance.  Then we’ll work with bus and taxi drivers and move on from there,” he replied.

      Colleen chuckled.  “You don’t need to talk to bus drivers,” she said firmly.  “Rebecca wouldn’t have taken a bus anywhere, ever.”

      “She didn’t care for taxis, either,” Darla added.  “Really, she preferred to have her own car and take herself wherever she needed or wanted to go.  She didn’t usually even want to ride along with friends, not unless she was planning to drink a lot.”

      “Which was a lot of the time,” Colleen said.

      Darla looked at her for a minute and then shrugged.  “I wouldn’t say a lot of the time, but I’m sure she was drinking a bit more at the moment, as she was working through the divorce.”

      Colleen sighed.  “She was celebrating,” she said flatly.

      “Was she, though?” Lindsay asked.  “She didn’t seem all that happy about the divorce when we were all together that weekend.”

      “She was the one who’d wanted to celebrate,” Colleen insisted.

      “Well, she didn’t seem especially happy,” Minnie said.  “I mean, she did her best to keep laughing and partying, but every once in a while, I’d catch her looking really sad.”

      Colleen sighed deeply and then gulped down half her glass of wine.  “I didn’t want to go there, but then, I didn’t want to do any of this.  We’ve lost Rebecca and nothing we do or say will bring her back.”

      “Didn’t want to go where?” Elaine asked as Colleen used a tissue to wipe away her tears.

      Colleen shook her head.  “I think we’ve talked enough about the bad stuff.  We’re supposed to be sharing our memories of the woman we loved.  Lindsay, you’d known Rebecca the longest, why don’t you go first?”

      Lindsay looked surprised and then nodded.  “I’ll tell you one of my favorite memories of her,” she said.  “We were in year three or maybe year four and we were supposed to be doing maths.  We were learning about fractions and Rebecca leaned over and said ‘only a third of me wants to learn this crap.’  I burst out laughing and got into all sorts of trouble, but it was worth it.”

      Everyone chuckled.

      “Rebecca didn’t get into trouble?” Minnie asked.

      Lindsay shook her head.  “I told the teacher that I was laughing at something that Mark Anderson had said.  He got sent to the head teacher’s office, but he was always getting sent to the head teacher’s office and he usually didn’t know why.”

      “Poor Mark,” Darla said.

      Lindsay shrugged.  “He used to tell me every day that I smelled like a cow.  He deserved to get into trouble for something.”

      “Rebecca had a great sense of humor,” Darla said.  “And she was just fun to be around.  We used to go to the movies once in a while when we first met, but we had to stop because we kept getting shushed by everyone around us.  We simply couldn’t stop talking, though, talking and laughing together.”

      “She came over to see me, just a few months ago,” Minnie said.  “She told me that she’d filed for a divorce, and she asked me to start introducing her to new men.  She said she didn’t want to be single for long, that being on her own felt really strange and lonely.”

      “That isn’t a fun memory,” Colleen complained.

      Minnie shrugged.  “It was one of the last times that I really got to speak to her, one on one.  I think she wanted to get back together with Nathan.”

      Colleen sighed.  “I said I didn’t want to go there,” she said loudly.

      “Why?” Lindsay demanded.

      Colleen stared at her for a moment and then shrugged.  “Because I don’t want to be the one accusing Nathan of murder, especially not in front of a police inspector.”

      “No one is accusing Nathan of anything,” Darla said quickly.

      “Of course not,” Colleen said, shaking her head.  “Are you really that naïve, or are you simply blind to any possible criticism of Nathan?”

      “I’m more than happy to criticize Nathan myself,” Darla replied. “But that’s a long way from accusing him of murder.”

      “And yet you all keep suggesting that Rebecca wanted him back,” Colleen said.  “You can’t have it both ways.”

      “What does wanting him back have to do with Rebecca’s murder?” Lindsay asked.

      “Let’s say you’re right,” Colleen said.  “Let’s say Rebecca did decide she wanted Nathan back.  She’s decided to stay here, at the Seaview, for a few days, maybe a week.  That’s given her time to think, and she’s decided that the divorce was a mistake.  What does she do next?”

      “She rings Nathan and asks him to take her back,” Lindsay replied.

      “Or at least asks him to meet her somewhere so they can talk,” Minnie suggested.

      Colleen nodded.  “So they start meeting somewhere near to here.  Hopefully, the police will be able to work out where they went.  What do you think happened next?”

      The little group was silent for a moment.

      “They either got back together or they didn’t,” Darla said eventually.

      “Very good,” Colleen said patronizingly.  “And can’t you just imagine Rebecca inviting Nathan to share her room at the Seaview if they’d just reunited?  It would be almost as if they were reliving their honeymoon, wouldn’t it?  So romantic.  And she’d definitely trust him, wouldn’t she?  Right up until he wrapped his fingers around her neck and choked the life out of her.”

      “Is that what happened?” Darla asked, shuddering.

      Colleen shrugged.  “I’ve no idea, and I doubt our friend Inspector Robinson will tell us anything.”

      “I won’t,” Daniel replied.

      Colleen chuckled.  “So maybe he strangled her, or maybe he poisoned her, or maybe he stabbed her, or maybe he hit her over the head with a big stick.  It will all come out at the inquest, I would imagine.”

      “You think Nathan killed her?” Darla demanded.

      “I’m just saying that if you are all correct and Rebecca did want to get back together with Nathan, that seems the most likely scenario.  If she truly did want him back, she wouldn’t have been inviting any other men back to her room, would she?”

      The other women exchanged glances.

      “Maybe they talked and agreed not to get back together,” Lindsay said eventually.

      “And maybe Nathan was just mad enough, after everything Rebecca had put him through, to decide to end things for good,” Colleen suggested.

      “I think that’s enough,” Darla said tightly.  “You’ve never cared for Nathan.  We all know that.  No matter how you feel about him, he isn’t a killer.”

      “I hope you’re right, for your sake.  But if Nathan didn’t kill her, then it must have been something random,” Colleen said.  “But maybe we could go back to sharing memories.  I’d rather forget about the murder for an hour or two.”

      As the women began to talk again about what a wonderful person and friend Rebecca had been, Daniel leaned over to whisper in Fenella’s ear.

      “I need to go.  Ted is going to stay here until the women head up to bed, but I need to go and talk to one of the crime scene experts to get caught up to date on what they’ve found today.  Ring me when you head upstairs and I’ll meet you at your suite.”

      “I thought it was going to be our suite tonight,” she replied in a low voice.  “I thought you wanted to be here for the wedding tomorrow.”

      “I have my suitcase in the car, but we’ll have to see how the rest of the evening goes.  If these five keep talking, one of them might say something that opens up a whole new line of inquiry.”

      “You’re still going to be at the wedding, though, right?”

      “I’ll be there,” he promised.  “Ring me when you head upstairs.  I’m sure I’ll be here somewhere.”

      Fenella watched as he walked out of the room.  Minnie was telling the others a long story about Rebecca and some man she’d briefly dated not long before she’d met Nathan.  Stifling a yawn, Fenella took a sip of her drink and settled back to listen.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            14

          

        

      

    

    
      “This isn’t how I imagined spending the night before our wedding,” Tim said in a low voice half an hour later as the stories at the next table continued.

      “We should go,” Shelly said.  “We both need to get some sleep.”

      Tim nodded.  “We’re having breakfast together at ten in the restaurant, aren’t we?”

      Shelly nodded.

      “It’s bad luck to see your bride before the wedding,” Elaine said.

      “That’s just a silly superstition,” Shelly replied.  “I’m going to need to see Tim so that he can calm my nerves and remind me of why I’m doing this, and he’s going to need to see me – otherwise he might find someone else.”

      Tim laughed and then took Shelly’s hand.  “There isn’t anyone else for me – not today, not tomorrow, not ever.  I’ve been waiting all of my life to find you, and I still can’t believe that tomorrow we’re going to be legally united for the rest of our lives.  I’m the luckiest and most blessed man on the planet.”

      Shelly blushed and then kissed him.  “You can walk me to my room,” she suggested.

      He grinned.  “It’s going to be our room tomorrow night,” he said.  “But for tonight, Jasper put me in a room right across the corridor from yours.”

      “And the rest of the rooms in the corridor will be full of wedding guests tomorrow night,” Shelly added.

      “It’s going to be a wonderful, perfect day,” Tim said.

      “I hope so,” Shelly replied.  She glanced at the women at the next table, a nervous look on her face.  They were laughing and talking about something that had happened at Minnie’s second wedding, ignoring everyone else in the room.

      “Don’t you worry about them,” Elaine told her.  “The murder is all but solved already.”

      Shelly looked surprised, but she didn’t argue.  Instead, she gave Fenella and Elaine hugs, and then she and Tim left the room.

      “And then there were two,” Elaine said with a grin.  “I’m fairly certain I could drink you under the table.”

      “You probably could.  I don’t drink much or often,” Fenella replied.

      Elaine laughed.  “I don’t either, but we need to keep drinking if we’re going to keep eavesdropping.”

      “Or we could head up to bed and leave the eavesdropping to the experts,” Fenella suggested, nodding toward Ted.

      Elaine shrugged.  “But we might miss something interesting.”

      “And that, my friends, is how I ended up divorced a second time,” Minnie concluded.

      Everyone at the table laughed.

      “I think we should move this upstairs,” Colleen said after downing what was left in her wine glass.  “I have three bottles of wine in my room.  Drinking them will be a lot cheaper than staying down here.”

      “Only three?” Minnie asked as the women began to get to their feet.

      “We can get more from room service,” Colleen promised.

      As the group of five began to walk toward the door, Colleen looked back at Fenella.

      “Inspector Robinson slipped away, then,” she said.  “I missed his exit, but I’m sure you’ll tell him everything that was said after he left.”

      “Only the interesting things,” Fenella replied.

      Colleen laughed.  “I’m sure nothing we said was all that interesting to you.  He’s probably finding his wine bottles and pizza boxes more interesting than anything else.”

      She turned and walked out of the room with her friends on her heels.  Elaine and Fenella looked at one another.

      “How did she know about the pizza boxes?” Elaine demanded.

      “That’s a very good question,” Fenella replied.  “One that I think we’ll leave for Daniel to explore.”

      “We could go after them,” Elaine suggested, getting to her feet.  “The lifts are slow.  They’re probably still waiting for the next one.”

      “I think Fenella is correct,” Ted said, putting a hand on Elaine’s shoulder.  “You need to leave that question to the police.”

      “But the only way she could have known about the pizza boxes is if she was in the room with Rebecca,” Elaine argued.  “She killed her.  It’s the only thing that makes sense.”

      “You’re jumping to a lot of conclusions,” Ted replied.  “First of all, some of the pizza boxes may have been there from when the women stayed in November, in which case all five women would have known about them.”

      Elaine’s face fell.  “Were some of them from November?” she asked.

      “You know I can’t answer any questions about what was found at the scene,” he replied, while slowly shaking his head.

      “Ah, so she had to have been in the room after Rebecca came back,” Elaine said excitedly.

      “Maybe she simply assumed that there would be pizza boxes,” Fenella said.

      “Or maybe she brought Rebecca pizza one night,” Ted added.  “It’s possible, maybe even likely, that one or more of Rebecca’s friends knew she was here.  Colleen seems the most likely of the five to have been informed.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Will you tell Daniel or shall I?”

      He grinned at her.  “I’ll probably see him before you will.  Now that the women have gone up to one of their rooms, I’m supposed to go up and hear what the crime scene team has found so far.  First, though, I need a quick trip to a loo.  I’ve been sipping water for hours.”

      Fenella and Elaine laughed and then made their way to the elevators.  When they reached their floor, they emerged.

      “I half expected to see Colleen and the others here,” Elaine remarked as they walked toward their suites.  “I can see her persuading the others that they should make a pilgrimage up here to the rooms where they shared their last happy times with Rebecca.”

      “Except their keycards won’t get them to this floor,” Fenella reminded her.  “And I can’t see any of them doing anything to draw attention to themselves, not when they know Daniel is in the building.”

      As she spoke, she pulled out her mobile and texted Daniel.  Back at our suite.  Ted on his way to tell you the interesting stuff.

      “Good night, then,” Elaine said.  “Tim and Shelly are having breakfast together at ten.  That’s far too late for breakfast, of course.  Would you care to join me earlier?”

      “Yes, of course,” Fenella agreed.

      “Excellent.  I’ll see you out here at seven,” Elaine said before she disappeared into her suite.

      “Seven?” Fenella echoed as she watched the door shut behind Elaine.  “I was thinking nine.”  Shaking her head, she let herself into her suite and sank into the chair closest to the door.  While she tried to decide whether she should try to change her breakfast plans or not, her mobile buzzed.

      I expect to be busy for at least a few more hours.  Get some sleep.  I’ll see you in the morning.

      Fenella frowned at the reply from Daniel.  When and where will you sleep? she texted back.

      I’ll get Jasper to let me use an empty room when I’m ready to sleep.  I don’t want to disturb you in the middle of the night.  Love you.

      Sighing, she typed her reply.  I love you, too, but I’m not so fond of your job right now.

      In the large en-suite, she washed her face and then got ready for bed.

      “No Daniel?” Mona asked as she wandered in.

      Fenella jumped and nearly choked on her toothbrush.

      “Sorry,” Mona said.  “I forgot to announce myself.  Let me try again.”

      She faded away as Fenella rinsed her mouth.  “There’s not much point in you doing it again,” she called as she waited for Mona to reappear.

      The tapping sound started quietly and slowly.  Fenella looked around the bathroom, momentarily wondering if she’d left a tap dripping or something.  As the noise grew louder and the beats got closer together, she recognized the drum roll.  Mona appeared as cymbals crashed.

      “Hey,” Fenella said with a sigh.

      “Hey?  What sort of greeting is that?”

      “Sorry, but the drum roll was a bit much, especially since you’d already been here.”

      “You’re upset because Daniel isn’t here with you.”

      “I’m upset because someone was murdered at the other end of this corridor.  I’m sad that Daniel can’t be here, but I want him to find the killer.  I’m also sad because I suspect that I know who killed Rebecca Drury and if I’m right, it’s rather awful.”

      “What did I miss?” Mona demanded.

      Fenella changed into her pajamas as she told her aunt everything that had happened since they’d last spoken.

      “Colleen knew about the pizza boxes because she’d been in the room with Rebecca,” Mona said thoughtfully when Fenella was done.  “And now you think Colleen killed her.”

      “If Colleen didn’t kill her, why doesn’t she just admit that she was here?” Fenella asked.  “It isn’t as if there’s any risk that she’ll get Rebecca into any trouble, and I can’t see the police or Jasper caring about her being here if it helps the police solve the murder.”

      “Why would she have been here?” Mona asked.  “Why would Rebecca have let her know that she was here?”

      “Because Colleen was her closest friend?  Maybe she wanted to share the experience with someone.  If I were doing something wild and outrageous, like staying in a hotel that was supposed to be closed and empty, I’d want to share that experience with someone.”

      “Maybe.  Or maybe Colleen tracked her down.”

      Fenella shivered.  “They were friends.”

      “But Rebecca told Darla that she’d had a fight with a friend.”

      “She also told Darla that it was a friend that Darla didn’t know.”

      “You’ve spoken to all five of the women with whom she celebrated her divorce.  Did any of them mention Rebecca having any other friends?”

      Fenella thought for a moment.  “No, but that doesn’t mean she didn’t have other friends.”

      “I would have thought, if she did have another friend on the island, that that friend would have been included in the weekend away, rather than Jackie.  Everyone with whom you’ve spoken has said that Jackie and Rebecca weren’t particularly good friends.”

      Fenella sighed.  “Let’s leave the murder solving to Daniel, shall we?  I have to get up early and have breakfast with Elaine.”

      “How early?”

      “We’re meeting at seven.”

      Mona chuckled.  “That’s even earlier than Katie gets you up.  You mustn’t tell her or she’ll decide to start waking you at half six.”

      Fenella groaned.  “Seven is bad enough, thank you.  But tomorrow, I’m going to have get up at half six, which isn’t very many hours from now.”

      “No,” Mona said thoughtfully.  “Are you having breakfast in the restaurant here?”

      “Yes, of course.  I’m not willing to try to drive anywhere at that hour, not until I’ve had a pot or two of coffee.  I’ll probably come back up after breakfast and take a nap until it’s time to start getting ready for the wedding.”

      “What time is that?”

      “Shelly and Elaine and I are due at the spa at noon.  They’re going to provide us with a light lunch while we have our hair and makeup and nails done.  Then a car will take us to the registry office for the ceremony.  Then Shelly and Tim are having some pictures taken before we come back here for the reception.”

      “Not until midday?  Elaine planned that well.”

      “What do you mean?”

      Mona smiled.  “Clearly Elaine is planning to confront Colleen and solve the murder before the wedding.  She’s given herself five hours to find Colleen and get her to confess.  I’ll have to see what I can do to help.”

      “I’m sure Elaine isn’t planning anything of the kind,” Fenella said quickly.  “We’re going to let Daniel and Ted deal with Colleen and the murder.  Elaine and I are going to focus on making sure that Shelly has the wedding of her dreams.”

      “At seven o’clock tomorrow, Shelly will still be dreaming.  You’ll have plenty of time to do both things, especially if I lend a hand.”

      “You’re going to be very disappointed when Elaine and I do nothing more than have breakfast at seven.”

      “We’ll see about that,” Mona replied.  “Get some sleep for now.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      A swirl of pink and purple clouds that reminded Fenella of cotton candy seemed to wrap themselves around Mona.  They slowly evaporated, seemingly taking Mona with them.

      “Whatever,” Fenella whispered as she slid into bed.  She closed her eyes and told herself to think of anything other than Rebecca and the murder.  After tossing and turning for half an hour, unable to think of anything else, she finally fell into a restless sleep.
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      “Good morning,” Elaine said when Fenella stumbled out of her suite the next morning.  “If I’d had your mobile number, I would have rung you last night after I got into my room.  I don’t know what I was thinking, saying seven.  Eight would have been much more sensible.”

      “Or nine,” Fenella suggested with a rueful grin.

      Elaine laughed.  “Or nine, although I’d have been starving by nine.  Whatever, we’re both up and ready for breakfast now.  Let’s go.”

      They took the elevator to the ground floor and walked to the restaurant.  Elaine seemed to be looking in every direction as they walked.

      “Are you okay?” Fenella finally asked as they reached the restaurant.

      “I’m hoping to see Colleen,” Elaine admitted.  “I have a lot of questions for her after last night.”

      “We need to leave the questions to Daniel and Ted,” Fenella said firmly.  “If they didn’t speak to her last night, they’ll be talking to her today.”

      “But today is the wedding, and Daniel needs to be there.  Besides, Shelly and Tim don’t want to get married with a murder investigation hanging over them.”

      “It isn’t hanging over them,” Fenella said.  “It’s nothing to do with them.”

      “Table for two?”

      Fenella smiled at the man behind the small desk near the door.  “Yes, please.”

      He led them to a table near the center of the room.  “How is this?” he asked.

      “Perfect,” Elaine said happily as she sat down and looked eagerly around the nearly empty room.

      “It’s fine,” Fenella told him.

      “Coffee?” he asked.

      “Yes, please,” Fenella replied enthusiastically.

      He handed them menus and then brought them coffee.  Fenella felt a good deal more human after her first sip.

      “You do have a coffee machine in your suite,” Elaine reminded her as Fenella took another sip.

      “I didn’t have time to make coffee,” Fenella replied.  “I slept through my first alarm and barely had time for a shower before I had to meet you.”

      “I don’t know why I’m looking at the menu,” Elaine said a moment later.  “I’m going to have the American breakfast again.  I could have it for breakfast every day, I think.”

      When the waiter returned, Fenella ordered the same thing.

      “Now, what shall we talk about?” Elaine asked as he walked away.  “Why do you think Colleen killed Rebecca?”

      “Why are you so sure that Colleen did it?”

      “Because it makes perfect sense.  If Rebecca had been going to tell anyone where she was, it would have been Colleen.  So she either told Colleen and Colleen killed her, or she didn’t tell Colleen because they were fighting, and Colleen found her and killed her.”

      “There are dozens, maybe hundreds, of other possibilities.”

      “Name one other possibility that explains why Colleen never reported Rebecca missing,” Elaine said.

      Fenella frowned.  “Darla didn’t either.”

      “But Darla knew where Rebecca was and didn’t want to get her into trouble.  Which brings us back to whether or not Colleen knew where Rebecca was hiding.  I would argue that if she didn’t know, she would have reported Rebecca missing, no matter what Darla thought.”

      “You may be right,” Fenella said.  “I’ll agree that it seems likely that she knew where Rebecca was hiding, but that still doesn’t mean that she killed her.”

      “I will admit that I’m struggling to work out her motive,” Elaine said with a sigh.  “I have a feeling it’s going to be rather sad or even foolish, something that no one should ever kill anyone over.”

      “Maybe Colleen was angry that Rebecca was considering getting back together with Nathan,” Fenella suggested.

      “That’s what I’ve been thinking, but it seems an odd reason to kill someone.”

      “Let’s hope that Daniel finds out more when he questions her, then,” Fenella said as the waiter delivered their breakfast.

      Half an hour later, Fenella was stuffed.  “My hands are sticky with syrup, even though I’m not sure why,” she told Elaine.

      “I feel the same way.  I need to wash my hands before I do anything else.”

      Fenella charged both breakfasts to her room, and then she and Elaine walked to the large restrooms that were just outside of the restaurant.  The door opened into a large sitting area with comfortable couches and chairs.  Sinks and stalls were in the room behind it.

      As the women crossed to the sinks, they heard a toilet flush.  A moment later, Colleen walked out of one of the stalls.  Her hair was sticking out in every direction, and she looked as if she’d been crying.

      “Good morning,” Fenella said politely.

      Colleen stared at her for a moment and then slowly shook her head.  “Are they still out there?” she asked dully.

      “Are who still out where?” Fenella asked.

      Colleen washed her hands and then stared at her reflection in the mirror for a moment.  “The police.  They’re waiting to question me, but I don’t want to talk to them.”

      “Have you been hiding in here all night?” Elaine demanded.

      Colleen shrugged.  “I don’t want to talk to them,” she repeated herself.

      “But they’re trying to work out who killed Rebecca.  Surely you want to help them find Rebecca’s killer,” Fenella said.

      “Do I?” Colleen asked.  She sighed and then walked into the sitting area and dropped heavily into a chair.  “They aren’t as comfortable as they look,” she told them.

      Elaine walked over and sat down next to Colleen.  “Of course you want the police to find Rebecca’s killer.  He or she killed your dearest friend.”

      Colleen made a noise and then looked longingly at the door.  “They’re waiting outside for me, aren’t they?” she asked.

      “The police?  I doubt it,” Fenella said honestly.  As she spoke, she started digging around in her handbag, trying to find her mobile phone. Hopefully they will be soon, she added to herself.

      Colleen looked down at her hands.  “We were dear friends, once,” she said in a low voice.

      “What happened?” Elaine asked.

      “Nathan happened,” Colleen snapped.  “I should have killed him, really.  That would have improved my life a million times over.”

      “You don’t care for Nathan?” Fenella asked as her fingers closed over her mobile.  She started to ease it out of her bag, trying to be subtle, as Colleen replied.

      “He took Rebecca away from me.  Before he came along, we went out together at least two or three nights a week.  We used to go out with guys on Fridays and Saturdays, but then spend all day Sunday together, talking about how awful men can be.  And then Nathan came along.”

      “And Rebecca fell in love,” Elaine suggested.

      Colleen made a disgusted noise.  “I only suggested that she chat him up a bit because I knew that Darla was crazy about him.  I thought it would be funny if he fell for Rebecca and ignored Darla all night.  It was funny, too – that night, at least.”

      “Poor Darla,” Fenella said.  Deciding that she didn’t care what Colleen thought, she pulled her phone out of her bag and sent Daniel a text.

      Chatting with Colleen in the bathroom outside the restaurant.  She’s hiding from the police in here.  She hasn’t confessed yet, but Elaine is doing her best.  She pushed send and then sat down next to Elaine.

      Colleen was still staring at her hands.  “I shouldn’t have done it,” she admitted.  “I’ve regretted it every single day since that night.  I should have left him to Darla.  I would have enjoyed their wedding.  No doubt they’d have had a kid or two by now.  Nathan wants children, and he very nearly talked Rebecca into having one.”

      “Rebecca didn’t want children?” Elaine asked.

      Colleen shrugged.  “She wasn’t certain, but I couldn’t let her ruin our friendship any longer.   It was bad enough that she married Nathan.  Don’t get me wrong, Nathan is very nice.  That’s his biggest fault, actually.  He’s nice and kind and sweet and caring and all sorts of other boring things.  Rebecca deserved so much more, though.  She was beautiful and smart and funny and she loved adventures, our adventures.  We used to have adventures together.”

      Elaine nodded.  “And that all stopped once she got married,” she said, sounding sympathetic.

      “It all stopped as soon as she met Nathan.  We went from spending hours and hours together every week to nothing but odd phone conversations.  Even then, I’d have to ring her a dozen times before she’d ring me back.  Eventually, I told her that I was done with our friendship if she didn’t start putting in a bit more effort.  That helped for a while, anyway.”

      “She started always answering when you rang,” Elaine said.

      Fenella remembered that one of the other women had commented on that very thing.

      Colleen nodded.  “She valued our friendship so much.  She promised she’d do better, and she did.  Sometimes she’d answer and she’d tell me she’d have to ring me back, but at least she’d answer.”

      “So she tried to be a good friend,” Fenella suggested.

      “We both tried.  It isn’t as if I was all that demanding,” Colleen replied.  “I wasn’t ringing her every five minutes or anything.  I only rang her when I had something to tell her or to make plans to get together.”

      “How often did you ring, then?” Elaine wondered.

      Colleen shrugged.  “Maybe every other day, maybe a bit more.”

      Maybe a lot more, Fenella thought.

      “Anyway, it doesn’t matter now, does it?  We had a small disagreement and then we found a solution.  She got better about answering when I rang, and I tried to limit how often I rang her.  I assumed that things would go back to normal once she got tired of Nathan, but I was wrong about that.”

      Fenella’s phone buzzed.  She glanced down at the screen.  Keep her there if you can.  We’ll have a female inspector here shortly.

      Colleen watched as Fenella typed a reply.  Have her wait outside. It might be best not to interrupt right now.  She pressed send and then smiled at Colleen.

      “Were you upset when they got engaged, then?” she asked.

      “I was furious, but I had to pretend to be happy.  Rebecca said it was the best thing that had ever happened to her and I couldn’t really argue, could I?”  She smiled.  “I did, though.  I argued with her a lot, actually.  I knew she could do so much better, you see. We had a holiday booked to the US.  We were going to go to New York City and to Las Vegas.  I knew we could find ourselves some American millionaires who would shower us with gifts.  We were supposed to be going a few months later, but once she got engaged, Rebecca canceled the trip.”

      “How disappointing for you,” Elaine said.  “You should have gone anyway and had fun without her.”

      “I thought about it, but I didn’t want to go on my own, and none of my other friends wanted to go.  I didn’t want to take any of my other friends, anyway.  I wanted to go with Rebecca.  We’d started taking holidays together not long after we’d met, and we’d always had so much fun together.  I couldn’t quite believe it when she told me she couldn’t go to the US with me because she needed all of her holiday leave for her honeymoon.”

      “And you’re still angry, ten years later,” Elaine suggested.

      Colleen sighed.  “Angry is the wrong word.  I’m still hurt and disappointed.  It was all Nathan’s fault, of course.  He’d ruined everything, but I couldn’t get Rebecca to see it that way.  I kept telling her how much better she could do and reminding her of how much fun we always had together, but she didn’t want to hear any of that.  She actually threatened to end our friendship if I didn’t stop saying negative things about Nathan.”

      “My goodness,” Elaine said.  “Imagine that.”

      “So I tried to do better.  I was very careful at her hen night not to say a single bad thing about Nathan.  Several of her other friends made comments about how dull he was and how surprised they were that she was marrying him, but she just laughed at their remarks.  Then, a few days later, I went to her wedding and forced myself to keep smiling even though I knew she was making a big mistake.”

      “Didn’t you say last night that she admitted as much as soon as she’d returned home from her honeymoon?” Elaine asked.

      “She rang me when they got back and then said something about how the honeymoon was over and maybe it was time to talk about divorce.  When I pushed her, she told me she was only teasing, but I knew better.”

      Fenella and Elaine exchanged glances.

      “I spent the next nine years trying to help her get out of her miserable marriage,” Colleen told them.  “She used to ring me from her flat whenever they’d had a fight.  She’d tell me how much she wanted out of the marriage, and I’d offer to help in any way I could.  She wanted to end things for a long time before she actually did it.”

      “How long before?” Elaine wondered.

      “I didn’t really keep track,” Colleen replied, “but she used to stay in her flat at least once or twice a month.  That started within weeks or months of the marriage.”

      Fenella frowned.  “Why did they stay together for so long, then?”

      “Apparently, Nathan could be very persuasive.  He’d ring her or go to see her and convince her to give him another chance.  I already told you that he nearly persuaded her to try for a baby.  It took me a long time to convince her that that would be a huge mistake.”

      Fenella swallowed a dozen different replies as her phone buzzed again.

      An inspector is outside the door.  Shout or text when you want her to come in.

      She sent a quick “okay” and then looked back at Colleen.

      “And then the marriage fell apart,” she said to Colleen.  “You must have been pleased.”

      “Of course, I had to pretend to be sad, just for a short while,” Colleen said with a laugh.  “But then I found Rebecca the best advocate I could, and I helped her get a huge settlement.  I knew Nathan was too stupid to fight back, so Rebecca got nearly everything.  Once it was all over, I was going to start planning our US trip again.  We might have been ten years older, but I was still confident that we’d find some rich American men to spoil us for a fortnight or so.”

      “Was Rebecca looking forward to the trip?” Elaine asked.

      “We hadn’t really talked about it before our weekend away.  Rebecca had a lot going on with the divorce and with work, so I didn’t want to bring it up, not until she was ready to get excited about it.  I thought our weekend here would be a sneak peek at what was to come.”

      “But when you mentioned it to her, she wasn’t interested,” Elaine guessed.

      “I barely got a chance to mention it to her,” Colleen said bitterly.  “We had so much fun that weekend, right up through Sunday morning.  When we got up that morning, Rebecca said something about wanting to stay longer, that she wasn’t ready to go back to real life just yet.  That seemed the perfect opportunity for me to remind her that we’d never had our dream holiday and that now was the time to start planning for it.”

      Tears began to fall as Colleen stopped talking.  She looked down at her hands and then back up at Elaine.  “You understand, don’t you?” she asked.

      “She wasn’t excited about going to the US, was she?” Elaine asked, her tone soft.

      “She said she didn’t want to go.  She said that the trip was my dream, not hers.  She said that all she’d ever wanted was to find a nice guy, get married, and have some beautiful babies.  Then she told me that she wasn’t going back to Douglas with me, that she needed some time to think.  I was so angry by that point that I agreed and left her here.  I didn’t really know what else to do.”

      “Then what happened?” Elaine asked after a long pause.

      “I knew where she was.  Or rather, I knew where she had to be.  This hotel was her favorite place in the world.  I knew she must have found a way back inside and that she was staying here.  For a long time, I simply didn’t care.  I got on with my life and told myself it didn’t matter.  But it did matter.  Rebecca was my closest friend and I missed her.  So, I came up here, and I sat outside and watched for her.  Eventually, I saw her going in through the spa entrance.  I rushed to catch up.  She was surprised, but happy to see me.”

      “When was this?” Fenella asked.

      “Just a few days after Christmas,” Colleen replied.  She was staring at the wall now, talking, but almost unaware that the other women were there.  “She took me up to her room, the one we’d shared in November, laughing and talking about how her keycard still worked and how she was hiding here until she could work out what she wanted to do with the rest of her life.”

      “And then what happened?” Fenella prompted her after a moment.

      “Then she started telling me all sorts of horrible lies,” Colleen replied.  “She said she was still in love with Nathan.  She’d left him because she couldn’t get pregnant and she knew he wanted children, but she’d decided that, if he was willing, she’d go back to him and they could consider adoption or fostering or something else.  She was going back to Nathan.”

      “But you think she was lying?” Elaine asked.

      “She had to be lying,” Colleen said.  “I reminded her of all the nights she’d spent in Douglas, away from Nathan, but she told me that she’d often stayed there after her fertility treatments.  It was easier to stay there, close to her doctors, than to drive back home.  She said that a lot of the times when she told me that she and Nathan were fighting, she was simply humoring me because she knew that was what I wanted to hear, but that she was still madly in love with him and that, if he’d take her back, she was going to go.”

      “Why was she still in Ramsey, then?” Fenella asked.

      “She said she was taking a break from real life and that she’d needed it so that she could work out what she really wanted.  She, well, she said I’d had too much influence on her over the years and that she needed to put some distance between us in order to work that out.  Then she said that she still wanted us to be friends, but that Nathan was always going to come first for her.”

      “That must have been really hard for you to hear,” Elaine said.

      “I told her that Nathan was sleeping with Darla,” Colleen replied.  “And then I told her that I’d bring proof as soon as I could.  She’d deliberately run her mobile phone battery down so that no one could ring her, but I persuaded her to charge it back up so that I could reach her when I had the evidence.  Neither of us knew that the hotel was going to reopen, of course, or I’d have done things differently.”

      “You wouldn’t have killed her?” Elaine asked.

      “I wouldn’t have killed her here,” Colleen corrected her.  “I would have met her on the beach and then dumped her body into the sea or something, instead.”

      “Now would be a good time,” Fenella yelled loudly.
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      Fenella was only slightly acquainted with the police inspector who walked into the room a moment later.  She looked at Fenella and raised an eyebrow.

      “Colleen just confessed to killing Rebecca,” Fenella said sadly.

      “She lied to me.  We promised, back when we first met, that we’d never let a man get between us,” Colleen said bitterly.  “Then she fell in love with Nathan and everything changed.  I waited ten long years for her to realize that she’d made a huge mistake.  She kept encouraging me to believe that she was unhappy.  I did my best to stand by her, but she was lying to me.”

      “I don’t understand why she lied,” Elaine said.

      “She said she’d told me what she thought I wanted to hear.  She said she felt sorry for me, because my relationships never lasted.  And she said it helped her feel better about not being able to get pregnant if she told herself that her marriage wasn’t happy anyway.  She knew she’d have to leave Nathan eventually, to give him a chance to find someone else so that he could still become a father,” Colleen told her.

      “I think we need to have this conversation at the station,” the inspector said.

      Colleen sighed.  “You can’t prove that I did anything,” she said.  “My fingerprints were already all over the room, and I was very careful not to leave any on the wine bottle that I brought the last time that I visited.”

      “You brought wine?” Elaine asked.

      “I put some sleeping tablets in it,” Colleen told her.  “I knew Rebecca was upset and I didn’t want us to argue, so I decided it would be best if she were too tired to fight with me.”

      “You drugged her before you killed her,” Elaine said flatly.

      “But the drugs made her talk too much,” Colleen replied.  “She told me about all of the lies and accused me of controlling her life.  I got so angry that I grabbed the knife out of my bag and stabbed her.”

      “I’d prefer to listen to your confession at the station,” the police inspector interjected.

      “But I’m not going to tell you anything once we get there,” Colleen replied.  “You won’t be able to prove anything, and I won’t be talking, so you’ll have to let me go.”

      “I’m afraid it doesn’t work that way,” the inspector told her.  “You’ve just confessed to murder in front of witnesses.”

      Colleen shrugged.  “It was self-defense.”

      “You admitted that you drugged her,” Elaine argued.  “And that you had a knife in your handbag.”

      “I was going to visit Rebecca in a hotel that I thought was closed,” Colleen argued.  “I was worried that there might be homeless people or criminals staying in the hotel.  I was simply trying to protect myself.”

      Elaine opened her mouth to reply, but the police inspector held up a hand.  “We need to go down to the station,” she said firmly.

      Colleen looked as if she wanted to argue but, after a moment, she stood up.  “I won’t say a word once we get there,” she told the inspector as the woman took her arm and began to lead her out of the room.

      “Daniel is waiting outside to get your statements,” the inspector said to Fenella and Elaine as she escorted Colleen out of the room.

      “That was rather horrible,” Elaine said.  “But at least I was right.”

      Fenella didn’t reply.  She simply stood up and walked to the door.  Elaine followed.  When Fenella got outside, Daniel pulled her into an embrace.

      “It’s all over,” he whispered as tears slid down her cheeks.

      “It was awful,” she told him.  “Rebecca had been lying to her for years, telling her that her marriage was in trouble because she knew that was what Colleen wanted to hear.  In reality, though, she and Nathan were struggling with infertility.”

      Daniel rubbed her back.  “Ted and I will need a full statement from both you and Elaine.”

      Fenella nodded.  “She killed Rebecca because Rebecca didn’t want to go to Las Vegas,” she said.  “That’s not all of it, of course, but after everything that Colleen said, I feel as if that was the thing that made Colleen snap.”

      A few minutes later, Jasper showed Fenella, Elaine, Daniel, and Ted into one of the private dining rooms where Fenella and Elaine gave the men their statements.

      “And now it’s time to head to the spa,” Elaine said as they emerged an hour later.  “We have a lot to tell Shelly while we’re having our hair and makeup done.”

      “After we tell her, let’s agree to not talk about any of it again until, well, maybe never,” Fenella suggested.

      “Once we tell Shelly, I won’t mention it again until after the wedding and reception, at least,” Elaine replied.

      The retelling in the spa didn’t take very long, and once that was out of the way, Fenella was determined to enjoy her best friend’s wedding.  With their hair and makeup nearly perfect, the three women went back up to their rooms and changed into their wedding finery.

      “You look fabulous,” Fenella told Shelly when they met in the corridor a short while later.

      “Thanks.  I’m trying really hard not to cry.  I don’t want to ruin my makeup,” Shelly replied.

      “Happy tears?  Nervous tears?  Cold feet tears?” Elaine asked.

      Shelly shrugged.  “All of the above?”

      They laughed as they boarded the elevator and rode down to the ground floor.

      An hour later, Shelly and Tim were married.  Fenella shed more than a few tears as they said their vows.  Shelly managed to get through them without crying, but a tear slid down Tim’s cheek as he promised to love Shelly forever.

      While Shelly and Tim were having what seemed like a million pictures taken to commemorate the day, Daniel’s phone buzzed.  He read the text and then smiled at Fenella and Elaine.

      “Colleen has started talking,” he said.  “Ted thinks it is going to be difficult to get her to stop now that she’s started.  Her advocate isn’t happy, but Colleen doesn’t seem to care what he thinks.”

      “That’s good news,” Fenella said.

      “Does that mean I won’t have to come back and testify at the trial?” Elaine asked.

      “I don’t know that you would have had to come back anyway, but Ted seems to think that we’re going to get a full confession,” Daniel replied.

      “What a shame,” Elaine said.  “I was looking forward to coming back to the island again soon.”

      “You don’t need an excuse to come back,” Fenella told her.  “You know we’d all love to see you again anytime.”

      Elaine smiled brightly.  “That’s good to know.”

      After pictures, they all went back to the Seaview.  All of the guests applauded as Shelly and Tim walked into the beautifully decorated ballroom.

      “It’s perfect,” Shelly told Fenella.  “It’s exactly what I wanted in every single way.”

      “I’m so glad,” Fenella replied.

      The rest of the day passed in a blur of champagne, food, music, and celebration.  Fenella was standing next to Daniel when Shelly and Tim finally said their good-byes and headed up to their suite.

      “They look incredibly happy,” Fenella said as Daniel put his arm around her.

      “Does all of this make you want to start planning our wedding?” he asked.

      She laughed.  “I think I need a few days to recover from this one before I start thinking about another wedding.”

      Daniel nodded.  “But it would be nice to be married.  And after all the hours I’ve put in this week, a honeymoon sounds wonderful right now.”

      “We could go away for months on end, except you probably couldn’t take that much time off work.”

      “Let’s worry about that later,” Daniel suggested.  “For now, let’s dance.”

      He led her to the dance floor as a slow song began to play.  As he pulled her close, Fenella shut her eyes and relaxed into his arms.  Maybe I am ready to get married, she thought as they moved around the dance floor.
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      Margaret Woods, Fenella’s niece, is back on the island, and she’s planning to stay this time.  A late-night stroll on the promenade that leaves Fenella with a broken arm isn’t a great start to Margaret’s new beginning, though.  When Fenella’s doctor, Rachel, asks for help in locating her missing boyfriend, Ben, Fenella tells her to call the police.  Fenella’s neighbor’s aunt, Elaine, is more willing to help out, though.  Elaine insists on accompanying Rachel to the missing man’s apartment to see if he may be simply avoiding Rachel.

      No one is expecting to find a dead man on Ben’s kitchen floor.  Rachel is relieved that the body isn’t Ben’s, but that just raises a lot of questions for the police to try to answer.

      Can Fenella and her friends help the police find Ben?  Can they work out the identity of the dead man and find out why he was in Ben’s apartment?  And is it possible that Heather Bryant, the new reporter for the Isle of Man Times, is even more annoying than Dan Ross?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALIBIS IN ALPHA SECTOR

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Now available to pre-order – the first book in Diana’s latest new series:

      

      

      
        
        Alibis in Alpha Sector

        A Lady Elizabeth Cozy in Space

        Click here to pre-order.

      

      

      
        
        Release date:  September 14, 2022.

      

      

      

      When I lost my low paying, dead-end job, a friend offered me a one-way ticket to Val Segas. I didn’t want to take advantage of his generosity, but we both knew that that ticket was probably the only way I’d ever get off Cenclare.

      He surprised me with a ticket on the Lady Elizabeth, InmonCorp’s newest luxury spacecraft. Even the cheapest, smallest cabins were supposed to be loaded with luxuries. When my elevator made an unscheduled stop on an unfinished deck before I’d even made it to my cabin, things got complicated fast.

      After finding a dying man in what was meant to be an empty corridor, I found myself being bribed with a long list of upgrades, clearly designed to get me to keep quiet about what I’d seen. The bribes might have worked, too, if it wasn’t for the man I’d been sharing the elevator with when it made its unscheduled stop.

      Colonel Jonathan Brazee is determined to conduct his own investigation into what he is convinced was murder, and he seems equally insistent on dragging me along for the ride. All I know is that I’ll be a lot happier if I don’t have to spend the next twenty-six sectors traveling with a killer.
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