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      “This doesn’t look good,” Margaret Woods said as she and her aunt, Fenella Woods, approached their apartment building.

      “No, it doesn’t,” Fenella agreed, studying the scene in front of her.

      There were at least a half dozen people standing outside the building’s front door. It looked as if they were arguing with the complex’s security team, who were blocking them from entering. As they got closer, Fenella was able to get a better look at the tall man at the center of the group. He was holding the leashes of two large brown dogs who were sitting on either side of him.

      “Are they not letting them in because of the dogs?” Margaret whispered.

      Fenella shrugged. “Management has been tightening up security lately. I don’t think anyone other than residents and their guests are supposed to be allowed into the building any longer.”

      She thought about turning around and continuing their morning stroll along the promenade, but her ankle was already aching and she was tired. What she really wanted to do was go inside and sit down with a cup of coffee and a few cookies. It looked as if she and Margaret were going to have to fight their way through the crowd in order to do that, though.

      “…isn’t possible. Mona was invincible,” the man was saying to the head of security.

      “I’m very sorry, but Mona Kelly passed away over two years ago,” the man replied. He looked around and then smiled when his eyes met Fenella’s. “You are more than welcome to talk to Mona’s niece. She inherited the estate, including the flat in this building,” he said, nodding towards Fenella.

      The entire group turned around and Fenella felt everyone staring at her. Wishing she’d spent more time on her appearance that morning, she forced herself to smile.

      “She’s Fenella Woods,” the security man said helpfully. “And that’s her niece, Margaret, with her.”

      Fenella and Margaret stopped and exchanged glances.

      “Maybe we should just keep walking,” Margaret whispered as the small group continued to stare at them.

      “That’s one option,” Fenella murmured back.

      The tall man sighed and then cleared his throat. The people with him all stepped aside to clear a path for him to Fenella. As he walked forward, the two dogs kept pace with him. Everything about him whispered money, from his perfectly tailored clothing to his carefully styled brown hair that was lightly sprinkled with grey. Fenella guessed him to be somewhere in his fifties.

      “What beautiful animals,” Margaret said as they approached. “They look regal.”

      “They’re Pharaoh Hounds,” the man said in clipped tones, his accent unusual. “This is Ramesses and this is Nefertiti,” he told them, nodding at each animal in turn.

      “May I pet them?” Margaret asked.

      The man inclined his head slightly. Margaret reached out and gave Nefertiti a pat and then a scratch behind the ears. While Margaret murmured happily at the dog, Fenella turned her attention to the owner.

      “Good morning,” she said.

      The man sighed. “I’m looking for Mona Kelly.”

      “I’m very sorry, but Mona passed away over two years ago.”

      “Why wasn’t I notified?”

      Fenella frowned. “I’ve no idea. Mona’s advocate took care of everything. Were you and Mona close friends?”

      “Mona and I were very close, yes, so close that I’m certain I must have been named in her will. She had several items that I’d admired over the years, and she often told me that she’d leave me one or two of them when she was gone.”

      “You’ll have to speak to Doncan Quayle about that,” Fenella told him.

      “Doncan Quayle?”

      “He was Mona’s advocate. That’s the Manx word for a lawyer or a solicitor or whatever you’d use wherever you’re from.”

      “I’m a citizen of the world,” the man replied.

      “Yes, well, as I said, Doncan should be able to help you if you believe Mona may have left you anything in her will.”

      The man sighed deeply. “I’m going about this all wrong,” he said. “I’m Thornton Gerhard Grayson DeVries.” He stopped, seemingly expecting Fenella to recognize the name.

      “I’m Fenella Woods,” she said after an awkward moment. “Mona was my aunt.”

      “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Ms. Woods. I was unaware that Mona had family on the island. I can’t recall her ever mentioning you when we used to spend time together.”

      “Oh, please call me Fenella. My mother was Mona’s sister. I was born on the Isle of Man, but my parents moved my four brothers and me to the US when I was just a toddler. Mona occasionally visited us in the US, but I didn’t come back to the island until after Mona died.”

      He raised an eyebrow. “So you didn’t actually know Mona? But you still inherited her considerable fortune. How odd. Or did she divide it among you and your brothers?”

      “I inherited everything,” Fenella replied. Not that it’s any of your business, she added silently.

      “Thornton, introduce us.” The woman who’d spoken was standing right behind the man. She was a tall blonde who was probably in her mid-twenties.

      “Ms. Woods, er, Fenella, this is my wife, Danyelle.”

      She giggled and then spelled her name. “I know it’s an unusual spelling,” she said. “But it’s so much fun.”

      Fenella nodded. “It’s very nice to meet you,” she said. “And you, Mr. DeVries.”

      “Call me Thornton,” he said. “Mona and I were, well, I’m not certain what we were. More than friends. Less than lovers. We were very special to one another. I was very much looking forward to seeing her again.”

      “I’m very sorry,” Fenella said.

      He nodded. “Perhaps you could invite us in,” he suggested. “If you don’t want us in the flat, we could sit in the building’s lobby and talk, just for a moment or two. I’d like to share a few stories about Mona with you.”

      “Of course. We can do that,” Fenella said.

      Thornton made a noise and the people with him all fell back to allow Fenella and Margaret to walk to the building’s front door. The head of security smiled at her.

      “I was just doing my job,” he said.

      She nodded. “I hope you don’t mind if we take up a corner of the lobby for a few minutes.”

      “Not at all, but you understand that I couldn’t let them into the building without you being here.”

      “Yes, of course, thank you.”

      The guard stepped back and watched as Fenella and Margaret walked inside. Thornton, the dogs, his wife, and the rest of his entourage followed. The large foyer was mostly empty, so Fenella crossed to one of the large couches and sat down. Margaret sat next to her. Thornton frowned at the couch and then looked around.

      “Garrett, bring chairs,” he snapped.

      A young man, maybe still in his teens, detached himself from the group and began to gather up some of the large chairs that were scattered around the space. Everyone else watched as he began to arrange them in a sort of half-circle in front of the couch. He’d only moved two before Margaret jumped to her feet.

      “I’m not going to sit here and watch him do all the work,” she said, before crossing the room and grabbing a chair. As she put it into place, she glanced at Fenella. “You stay put. Your arm isn’t fully recovered and your ankle is still weak. We’ll manage.”

      Frowning, Fenella watched as the pair quickly finished collecting enough chairs for the entire group. It wasn’t until the last chair was in place that Thornton finally sat down. He selected a chair near the center of the half-circle. Danyelle sat down on his right side. For a moment, no one else moved, then one of the men and one of the women both lunged toward the chair on the other side of Thornton. He glanced sideways at them.

      “Terry,” he snapped.

      The man slid into the chair and shot a triumphant look at the woman. She scowled back at him and then walked as far away from him as she could get and sat down. Once she was seated, the other three men and two women quickly took seats, seemingly at random. The young man who’d gathered up the chairs stood at attention behind Thornton as Margaret sat back down next to Fenella. The two dogs sat upright on either side of their owner, staring straight ahead.

      “You were telling me that you moved to the island only after Mona’s death,” Thornton said. “Prior to her death, did you know that you were Mona’s heir?”

      Fenella shook her head. “No, and I also didn’t have any idea of what I’d inherited, even after I’d learned that I’d inherited Mona’s entire estate.”

      Thornton looked surprised. “You were unaware of the extent of Mona’s wealth?”

      “Completely unaware. When Doncan called me to tell me that I’d inherited Mona’s estate, he told me that I’d inherited some property, including a flat on Douglas promenade, and a few bank accounts. I was ready for a change, so I sold my house and quit my job to move back to the island, all the while assuming that I’d need to find a way to make some money once I’d settled in.”

      “Find a way to make some money?” Thornton echoed.

      Fenella flushed. “I was planning to write a book, actually. I’m a historian, and I’d always planned to write a book when I retired. I came to the island hoping that I’d inherited enough to support me while I researched and wrote the book. I was also hoping that the book would sell millions of copies, of course.”

      Thornton chuckled. “And then you discovered that you were already incredibly wealthy and that you didn’t need to write that book after all.”

      Fenella nodded.

      “I’m surprised you’ve stayed on the island. In your place, I think I would be traveling the world,” Thornton continued.

      “I do want to travel, but I’ve been taking my time, getting to know the island first. My fiancé is here, too, which complicates things.”

      “Ah, of course. No doubt, you were very popular when you first arrived. While women are often accused of marrying for money, men quite commonly do the same thing.” He glanced at one of the men sitting nearby and then back at Fenella.

      “Yes, well, Daniel isn’t marrying me for my money,” Fenella said firmly.

      “Get a prenuptial agreement,” Thornton told her. He patted his wife’s arm. “Danny knows she won’t get a thing if we divorce, not until after we’ve been married for at least five years. That seemed long enough to ensure that she was marrying me because she loved me and not for my money.”

      Yeah, sure, Fenella thought, looking at the beautiful blonde. She’s half your age and gorgeous.

      Thornton waved a hand. “But let me introduce you to everyone else.” He looked at the man on his left. “This is my son, Thornton Gerhard Grayson DeVries II. We call him Terry.”

      “Nice to meet you,” the younger man said, nodding at Fenella before yawning in obvious boredom. He was probably around thirty-five, with dark brown hair that was already receding.

      “Next to Terry is his wife, CeeCee,” Thornton continued.

      The beautiful brunette looked up and shrugged before going back to studying her nails. She looked no more than twenty-one or twenty-two, and in her tiny cotton sundress, she must have been freezing in the island’s cold March air.

      “Next to CeeCee is Delia Reid. She’s one of Terry’s friends,” Thornton said.

      The blonde, dressed in shorts and a tight T-shirt, giggled and then gave Fenella a small wave. “Hey,” she said. “I’m American, too. I’ve never been to the Isle of Man before. From what I’ve seen, it’s nice.”

      “How much have you seen?” Margaret asked.

      The woman made a face. “As much as you can see from here to the Sea Terminal. We just arrived a few hours ago.”

      “On the luxury yacht that we saw in the harbor?” Margaret asked.

      “That’s right,” Delia said. “That’s Mr. DeVries’s yacht.”

      “I’m certain I told you to call me Thornton,” he said to Delia.

      She flushed and then nodded. “Yes, thank you.”

      “We all need to get along well while we travel the world,” he added, giving her a look that Fenella thought was highly suggestive.

      Delia blushed. “Yes, of course.”

      Danyelle put her hand on Thornton’s arm. “Stop flirting with Terry’s friends,” she said in a teasing voice. “I’ll get jealous.”

      “If CeeCee isn’t jealous, you’ve no need to be,” Thornton told her.

      “Yes, dear,” Danyelle replied.

      Thornton frowned and then looked down the row of chairs. “That’s my daughter, Courtney Marie,” he said, nodding at the woman at the other end of the row.

      Courtney tossed her head and then frowned. “Lovely,” she said flatly.

      She was clearly the oldest of the women, probably in her mid-thirties, and she was the only one who’d dressed sensibly for the current wet, cold weather.

      “Next to her is her friend, Alan Anderson,” Thornton continued.

      The forty-something man gave Fenella what appeared to be a genuine smile. “It’s nice to meet you,” he said.

      “Likewise,” Fenella replied.

      “Next to him is Peter Harvey. He’s Terry’s assistant,” Thornton told them.

      The man, who appeared to be in his fifties, looked up from his mobile phone and grunted at them before turning his attention back to the screen.

      “And last but not least is my assistant, Dean Hamilton,” Thornton concluded.

      The man in question, who looked to be around thirty-five, was also on his phone. He looked up and smiled at Fenella. “I’ve heard quite a few stories about Mona. I’m very sorry to hear that she’s passed away.”

      “Thank you. Everything I’ve heard about her suggests that she was truly someone special,” Fenella replied.

      “She was one of a kind,” Thornton said. “Of course, she was some years older than I was, but if she hadn’t been so oddly devoted to Maxwell Martin, I would have married her in a heartbeat.”

      “She never would have married you,” Terry said. “She and Max were devoted to one another.”

      Fenella bit her tongue. She knew a great deal more about the relationship between Mona and Max than they did, of course, but she wasn’t about to share Mona’s secrets with strangers. “And the man behind you?” Fenella asked, looking at the young man who was still standing.

      Thornton frowned. “Garrett is staff.”

      “It’s nice to meet you,” Fenella said to the man, who blushed and looked away from her.

      “Did the man at the door say that this was your niece?” Thornton asked.

      “Oh, of course, I’m sorry,” Fenella said, flushing. “I didn’t introduce you, did I? This is my niece, Margaret Woods. Her father is my older brother, Joseph.”

      “Hi,” Margaret said, smiling at everyone.

      “How did you come to live on the island?” Thornton asked. “I assume, from your accent, that you grew up in America.”

      “I did, yes. I’ve only just moved to the island in the last few months, actually. I was unhappy with my job, and my relationship had just ended, so I decided to come and visit Aunt Fenella. She persuaded me to relocate to the island,” Margaret explained.

      “And now you’ve no need to find another job,” Thornton suggested. “You can simply live off of Mona’s money.”

      Margaret laughed. “That’s Aunt Fenella’s money now, not mine. She’s been kind enough to let me stay with her while I’m getting settled, but I’m looking for a job. Once I find one, I’ll start looking for a place to live as well.”

      “What do you do?” he asked.

      “I’m a chemical engineer.”

      Fenella nearly laughed out loud at the surprised look that passed over Thornton’s face. He quickly composed himself, though.

      “And do you have many other nieces or nephews?” he asked Fenella.

      “My brother Jacob has a son, Matthew. Jacob is a dentist and Matthew is following in his footsteps. And Margaret has a younger sister, Megan. She’s going to be coming back to the island soon for an extended visit. She’s on sabbatical from her job with a large multinational company right now.”

      “My children have always worked for me,” Thornton said. “This is our first visit to the island. We were looking forward to surprising Mona and then having her act as our tour guide.”

      Fenella looked at Margaret. The last thing she wanted to do was act as a tour guide for this bunch. “I’m sure Mona would have been happy to see you,” she said.

      “But tell me about your fiancé,” Thornton said. “Did you say that you met him on the island?”

      Fenella frowned as she tried to remember what she’d told the man. “I did meet him here, over a dead body,” she said eventually, enjoying the surprised looks on every face that her words generated. Both Peter and Dean even looked up from their phones for a moment.

      “A dead body?” Thornton echoed. “How unusual.”

      “Not for me,” Fenella said with a sigh. “I’ve stumbled across more than one since I’ve been on the island.”

      “How many more than one?” Terry asked.

      Fenella shrugged. “I’ve never counted, but several.”

      “You’ve found several dead bodies since you’ve been on the island?” Thornton asked. “I’m surprised the police haven’t put you into prison.”

      “I haven’t killed anyone,” Fenella said quickly. “I’ve simply been dragged into a number of murder investigations, that’s all. That’s partly because my fiancé is a police inspector, of course.”

      “Your fiancé is a police inspector? And he doesn’t mind that you keep finding dead bodies? I shouldn’t assume that any of the bodies were victims of any unpleasantness, I suppose. Have you simply a habit of discovering men and women who’ve died of natural causes?” Thornton asked.

      “Sadly, I believe everyone I’ve found was murdered,” Fenella said. “Daniel, my fiancé, is a homicide inspector.”

      “I’m amazed that he hasn’t arrested you,” Terry said.

      “Aunt Fenella wouldn’t hurt a fly,” Margaret said angrily. “Okay, maybe a fly, but certainly not a person.”

      “I was unaware that the island’s murder rate was so high,” Thornton said. “Mona never mentioned any such thing. Perhaps coming here was a mistake.”

      “We could leave,” Courtney called. “How long would it take to get to the Bahamas?”

      “We aren’t leaving,” Thornton snapped. “We need to be here in case we can finally sign off on the Dutton project. You know that, or you should know that, anyway. Do you read the business briefings that I send you?”

      Courtney shrugged. “Sometimes. It would be easier to keep up with everything if I had an assistant, though. Maybe I could borrow Terry’s sometimes.”

      “I have more than enough work to keep Peter busy,” Terry said. “I can’t imagine why you need an assistant, though. It isn’t as if you’re involved in the business at all.”

      “I’d be involved if I felt welcome there,” Courtney shot back. “Like if our father gave me an assistant and an office and fancy business cards with my name on them.”

      Terry laughed. “You had all of that and you decided you didn’t want it, remember?”

      “That is not what happened,” Courtney replied angrily. “And this isn’t the place for this conversation.”

      But it’s just getting interesting, Fenella thought. She glanced at Thornton, who looked amused.

      “Have you and Daniel set a wedding date yet?” he asked her.

      It took Fenella a moment to process the sudden change of subject. “Um, no, not yet. We aren’t in any rush, though,” she finally replied.

      “Why not? If you are certain you want to be married, you should get married immediately. If you aren’t certain, then you should end things so that you can both move on with your lives,” Thornton told her.

      “I’m just not ready to get married,” Fenella said.

      “How old are you? You must be around fifty. If you aren’t ready now, you’ll never be ready,” Thornton said. “Of course, there is nothing wrong with staying single and keeping your options open. I don’t know how old Daniel is, but with your money, you could easily find yourself a much younger man.”

      Fenella felt herself blush brightly as Margaret burst out laughing.

      “Daniel and I are both around fifty,” Fenella said eventually. “And we are going to get married soon.”

      Thornton shrugged. “If you get married while we’re still visiting the island, you’d be more than welcome to join us on my yacht for as long as you’d like. I’m not certain where we’ll be going when we leave here, but the yacht itself is a wonderful place to spend time.”

      “I thought we were heading for the Bahamas soon,” Courtney said.

      Her father shrugged. “Our plans are still developing.”

      “That isn’t what you said when you invited me to join you on the ship,” she snapped.

      “Like you would have said no if you’d known,” Terry said with a laugh.

      “I might have,” Courtney replied.

      “I can put you on a flight back to London this afternoon,” Thornton offered.

      Courtney blushed and then slowly shook her head. “I’m here because I wanted to spend more time with you,” she told her father. “I barely see you any longer.”

      Thornton nodded at her and then turned his attention back to Fenella. “Mona often talked about the island’s historical sites. Where would you…” He trailed off as a woman in her sixties wearing a bright red dress and matching heels walked toward them.

      “Fenella? Is everything okay?” she asked.

      Fenella smiled at her. “Everything is fine,” she replied. “These are some people who knew Mona. They came to the island to surprise her.”

      The other woman nodded slowly.

      “Everyone, this is my next-door neighbor, Shelly Quirk,” Fenella said. “Shelly, this is Thornton DeVries and his family and friends.”

      Shelly smiled and nodded at Thornton. “It’s very nice to meet you. Mona was a very special woman.”

      “You knew Mona?” Thornton asked.

      “I bought the flat next door to hers just a few months after my husband passed away unexpectedly,” Shelly explained. “Mona helped me get through some of the worst months of my life.”

      “When was this?” was Thornton’s next question.

      Shelly looked surprised. “It was a few years ago now. I’ve actually just recently remarried.” She looked down at her left hand and then shrugged. “Technically, I’m Shelly Blake now, but I’m still getting used to my new surname.”

      “Mona never mentioned you,” Thornton said, sounding bored.

      “When did you last see Mona?” Fenella asked.

      Thornton frowned. “I’m not entirely certain.”

      “I never met her,” Danyelle said. “And Thornton and I have been married for over a year.”

      “She passed away over two years ago,” Fenella said.

      Thornton shrugged. “Dean, when did Mona last visit us in London?”

      The man looked up from his phone and frowned. “I’m not certain I have access to that information. I can try looking at the data that has been uploaded from your personal diary.  I assume you didn’t see her to discuss the business.”

      “I did do a great deal of business with Maxwell Martin, of course, but everything with Mona was strictly personal,” Thornton replied.

      “I’ll see what I can find,” Dean replied before turning his attention back to his phone.

      “I can’t see that it matters,” Terry said. “Clearly, we aren’t going to be able to see her today.”

      Fenella and Margaret exchanged glances. Fenella knew they were both eager to get up to their apartment so that they could ask Mona about Thornton DeVries and his family. While Mona had passed away, she hadn’t actually gone anywhere. Her ghost was still living quite happily in the luxury apartment that Fenella had inherited. Fenella had been the only person who could see and speak to Mona, but now that Margaret was living on the island, she was also able to interact with the ghostly presence.

      “But you were going to tell me which historical sites are worth visiting,” Thornton said to Fenella. “I don’t want to waste my time with ruins or museums. I’m certain Mona said something about a proper castle.”

      “Ruins and museums are not a waste of time,” Fenella said firmly. “But there is also a medieval castle in the south of the island that’s worth visiting. Castle Rushen is in Castletown, but I’m not actually certain that it’s open in March.”

      Thornton frowned. “Why would it not be open? Surely the island gets visitors at all times of the year.”

      “I’m sure it does, but some of the historical sites are closed during the winter months,” Fenella explained. “I’m sure that information is available on the Manx National Heritage website.”

      Thornton sighed deeply. “We’ve several days to fill. We were expecting the island to be a good deal more interesting, quite frankly. Of course, we were relying on Mona to entertain us. I’m certain she would have done an excellent job of it.”

      “No doubt,” Fenella said.

      Thornton looked at Margaret. “You said you’re unemployed. I’ll pay you something to take us around the island and show us the sights. I’ll pay you extra if you can get that castle opened up for us.”

      Margaret smiled tightly. “Thank you for the kind offer, but I’m afraid I have several job interviews lined up over the next several days. I simply won’t have time to do any sightseeing.”

      “Really?” Shelly said. “How exciting. Where are you interviewing?”

      “We can talk about that later,” Margaret said, winking at Shelly.

      Shelly flushed and then nodded. “Sorry, of course, later.”

      Fenella slowly got to her feet. As she did so, one of the dogs jumped up and yelped. She sat back down.

      “They’re very protective,” Thornton said, stroking the dog’s back. “I should be the one to end the conversation.”

      “Have we anything else to discuss?” Fenella asked.

      Thornton stared at her for a moment and then slowly shook his head. “I don’t believe we do.”

      “I found a mention of dinner with Mona Kelly in your personal diary,” Dean interrupted.

      “The date?” Thornton asked.

      “May 2000,” Dean replied.

      Thornton frowned. “I’m certain we saw Mona after that. It can’t possibly have been eighteen years since I last saw her.”

      “That was the only reference I could find,” Dean told him. “Perhaps someone else recorded the appointments for when you saw Ms. Kelly.”

      “Someone else?” Thornton scowled. “My former wife did not maintain my appointments for me. And she didn’t care for Mona. She was always afraid that I’d leave her for Mona.”

      “And then you left her for someone far less interesting,” Terry said.

      “Thanks,” Danyelle snapped.

      Terry looked at her and laughed. “My father didn’t leave my mother for you,” he said. “There were several other women after my mother and before you.”

      Danyelle frowned. “That isn’t what you told me,” she said to Thornton.

      “It hardly matters,” he replied with a wave of his hand. “We should be going.”

      “It does matter,” Danyelle argued as Thornton got to his feet. The dogs immediately jumped up and looked around the room.

      “Ms. Woods, would you care to have dinner with us tomorrow evening?” Thornton asked. “Obviously, your niece is welcome to join us. Ms. Quirk, you are welcome as well. We can have Garrett come and collect you and bring you out to the yacht.”

      “I’m not sure what I’m doing tomorrow night,” Fenella said. “If Daniel isn’t working, I’d like to have dinner with him.”

      “But you must bring him as well. I’m very interested in meeting the man who has won the heart of the island’s wealthiest woman. Margaret, if you have a man in your life, he’s also welcome. Ms. Quirk, please bring your new husband. We’ll expect all six of you around seven. Garrett will collect you around ten to the hour.”

      Before anyone could reply, Thornton turned and walked away, one dog on either side of him. His wife rushed after him while the others followed more slowly. Dean and Peter were at the back, eyes still mostly on their phones as they walked out of the building.

      “I’m not certain I want to have dinner with that man,” Shelly said as she dropped into one of the now-vacant chairs.

      “I’m pretty sure I don’t want to have dinner with him or his family, but I feel as if it would be rude not to turn up,” Fenella replied. “You don’t have to come, though. I can make up some excuse for you.”

      “I’m sorry that I asked about your job interviews,” Shelly told Margaret. “I was so excited for you that it never occurred to me that you were simply trying to get out of taking them sightseeing.”

      “I was merely exaggerating. I truly do have an interview tomorrow,” Margaret told her. “It’s with the local commercial bakery. They’re actually looking for a chemical engineer.”

      “How exciting. Do you think you want the job?”

      “I definitely want the job,” Margaret laughed. “I worked for a frozen food manufacturing company in the US, so the work would be broadly similar, but I love the idea of working with a bakery. I’ll probably eat bread all day, every day, and gain a million pounds.”

      The trio headed to the elevators, still talking about Margaret’s job prospects. They parted ways in the corridor outside of their respective apartments.

      “Aunt Elaine is back in Bolsover, getting her house ready to go on the market,” Shelly told them as Fenella tried to find her keycard. “If all goes well, she should be back next month. I’ve told her that she’s welcome to stay here once she comes back. While she’s gone, though, Tim and I are going to be staying in my flat.”

      “So you’ll be right next door,” Fenella said happily.

      “Most of the time, anyway,” Shelly agreed.

      As soon as Fenella and Margaret were inside Fenella’s flat, Fenella started calling for Mona.

      “Mona? Where are you? We need to talk to you,” she said.

      “Meroowww,” Katie, Fenella’s pet cat, complained.

      “What does that mean?” Fenella asked.

      Katie shrugged and then shut her eyes and went back to sleep in the warm sunny spot near the huge windows that showcased the promenade below them.

      “There they go,” Margaret said as she looked out the window.

      “Thornton and his entourage?” Fenella asked.

      “Yep. He’s marching along with the dogs with his wife and children trailing behind. Everyone looks bored, and Dean just tripped over something and dropped his phone.”

      Fenella rushed to the window and watched as Dean slowly picked himself up and then grabbed his phone. He frowned at the screen and then rushed after the others who hadn’t even slowed down.

      “He’s lucky he didn’t break his arm,” Fenella said, rubbing hers where the cast had just recently been removed.

      “He may have broken his phone.”

      “Thornton probably has spares on the boat,” Fenella replied, waving at the large yacht that was bobbing in the water not far from the Sea Terminal.

      “It’s a yacht, darling,” Mona said as she appeared in a burst of glitter and sequins. “But since when does Thornton DeVries keep animals?”
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      “At least he wasn’t lying about knowing you,” Fenella said. “He said you were very close.”

      Mona raised an eyebrow. “I wouldn’t have said that. I haven’t seen the man in years. He and Max worked together on a project or two,and we very occasionally visited him in London when we were there, but I can’t remember having had more than a handful of conversations with him when I did see him.”

      “He told us that he was sure you left him something in your will,” Margaret said.

      Mona laughed. “We were never that close. We were barely just friends.”

      “He also said you told him all about the historical sites on the island,” Margaret said.

      “I may well have done. I often talked about the island with people with whom I had nothing in common. The duller I found them, the more I would talk about the island. I suppose that tells you something about Thornton Gerhard Something or Other DeVries.”

      “He seemed to think that Margaret or I should offer to show them around the island,” Fenella said.

      “That’s because he hates to spend money. No doubt he’d expect you to hire a bus or something to get him and his entourage everywhere they wanted to go. Oh, he’d make vague promises about paying you back, but he never would. I’m certain he still owes Max thousands of pounds from one of our trips to London. He convinced Max that we should all fly over to Paris for the weekend. Of course, Max hired a private plane, but Thornton was meant to pay half of the cost of that and of the luxury hotel where Max booked a huge suite that we could all share. Thornton never gave him a single penny, and if I remember correctly, he never even paid for any of our meals while we were in Paris.”

      “I’m awfully glad I told him I’m too busy to show him the sights,” Fenella said.

      “You didn’t actually tell him that,” Margaret said. “You simply didn’t offer.”

      “At least you told him that you were too busy,” Fenella replied.

      Margaret nodded. “But we’re still supposed to have dinner with him and his family tomorrow night. We need to pack our schedules with lots of appointments before we go so we can be honest with him when he asks us again.”

      “You’re having dinner with him tomorrow?” Mona asked.

      Fenella shrugged. “He invited us to come out to his yacht for dinner. I’m supposed to bring Daniel, and Margaret is supposed to bring Ted. He even included Shelly and Tim in the invitation. He walked away before we actually agreed, but it would be awfully rude of us to not turn up.”

      “Of course you must go. But now tell me about the people with him. I didn’t see Lillian. Where was she?”

      “Lillian? He didn’t mention anyone named Lillian,” Fenella replied.

      “Lillian is his wife. I’m certain I would have heard if she’d passed away.”

      “I think he’s probably divorced,” Margaret said. “He said something about his former wife at one point and someone said something about him leaving her. Besides, we met his current wife. She’s around twenty-five and called Danyelle, spelled very oddly.”

      Mona frowned. “He and Lillian divorced? I don’t believe it. They must have done so after I, well, after I, whatever. If they’d separated while I was still alive, I would have heard about it.”

      “You seem surprised,” Fenella said.

      “I am surprised. While Thornton came from a well-off family, Lillian was worth a good deal more. I always thought that Thornton stayed with her because if he left he’d be virtually penniless, at least by his own standards.”

      Fenella waved at the yacht. “It doesn’t look as if he’s virtually penniless.”

      “Indeed. How interesting. I wonder if Thornton came into some money from somewhere, or if Lillian decided that she’d had enough and paid him to go away. Of course, there are hundreds of other possibilities. How interesting.”

      “You said that already,” Fenella said. “We’ll do what we can to find out more tomorrow night. It might be fun.”

      Mona chuckled. “Whatever happened, I suspect Thornton will not want to talk about it. You’ll probably do better to talk to the others in his entourage. They’re all sitting on the promenade. Tell me who is who.”

      Fenella walked to the window and looked down at the tiny people far below them. She could barely recognize Thornton and his family and friends.

      “The dogs are Ramesses and Nefertiti,” Margaret said. “They’re Pharaoh Hounds.”

      “They’re magnificent beasts, exactly the sort of animals that I can see Lillian keeping, actually. I never pictured Thornton with dogs, though. Perhaps they were Lillian’s and he got custody of them in the divorce,” Mona speculated.

      “The blonde in the red dress is Danyelle,” Margaret continued. “She’s the one sitting next to Thornton on the bench.”

      Mona looked down and then slowly faded away. When she reappeared a moment later, she was holding a small pair of binoculars. “Ah, that’s much better,” she said as she stared down at the group on the promenade.

      “Why didn’t I think of that?” Fenella asked. She crossed to one of the small tables and pulled open the drawer in one end. With two pairs of binoculars in hand, she walked back to the window. She handed a pair to Margaret and then focused the other pair on Thornton.

      “The woman to Thornton’s left is Danyelle,” she said. “The one on his right is Delia Reid. She’s American, and she’s friends with Thornton’s son, Terry.”

      “Friends?” Mona echoed. “What does that mean?”

      “I’ve no idea, but she looks as if she’s crying right now,” Margaret said.

      Fenella studied the young woman. “She does look as if she’s crying,” she agreed. “And from here it looks as if everyone else is ignoring her.”

      “Who is the man next to her, then?” Mona asked.

      “That’s Terry, Thornton’s son,” Margaret said.

      “That’s Terry?” Mona echoed. “The last time I saw him he was a spotty teenager with an attitude problem. I thought he’d be a much more attractive adult than he has become.”

      Fenella and Margaret both laughed.

      “He’d be more attractive if he didn’t look as if he thought everyone and everything around him was beneath him,” Margaret said.

      “The woman standing next to him is CeeCee, his wife,” Fenella said.

      “She must be freezing, but then none of them are dressed for the island’s weather,” Mona replied.

      “I believe they’re supposed to be heading to the Bahamas soon,” Margaret said.

      “Who is the man next to CeeCee, then?” Mona asked.

      “That’s Garrett. I don’t think anyone said his last name,” Margaret replied. “He works for Thornton in some capacity.”

      “He looks very young.”

      “I doubt he’s out of his teens,” Fenella said. “But he’s strong, and he worked hard and fast when Thornton wanted all of the chairs rearranged.”

      “Who is left?” Mona asked, looking back down at the group.

      “The woman standing next to Danyelle is Courtney, Thornton’s daughter.”

      “Ah, I should have guessed. She looks a great deal like Lillian, but then, she always did.”

      “The man next to her is her friend, Alan Anderson,” Margaret said.

      “Friend? There is that word again. In this case, I’m fairly certain it means that the pair are in a relationship, though,” Mona replied.

      “I got that impression,” Fenella said.

      “And the two men on their phones?” Mona asked.

      “The younger one is Dean Hamilton, who is Thornton’s assistant, and Peter Harvey, who is Terry’s assistant,” Fenella explained.

      “Interesting. So Thornton has replaced Kyle. I never thought that would happen,” Mona said.

      “Who is Kyle?” Fenella asked.

      “He was Thornton’s assistant for many years, all the years that I knew him, actually. He and Thornton were around the same age, and I always assumed that he and Thornton would work together until Thornton was ready to retire. By the time I met Thornton, Kyle already knew so many of Thornton’s secrets that I never imagined that he’d get rid of him.”

      “Maybe he passed away,” Margaret suggested. “Or maybe he decided he didn’t want to work for Thornton any longer.”

      “Or maybe Lillian got custody of him in the divorce,” Fenella suggested with a laugh.

      “That’s something else you can try to find out tomorrow night,” Mona said. “I’m very curious to know what happened to Kyle.”

      Fenella focused her binoculars on the group again. “It looks as if they’re moving on,” she said.

      Thornton stood up and then handed the dogs’ leashes to Dean. Then he and the others began to walk away, back toward the Sea Terminal. Dean and the dogs took off at a brisk pace in the opposite direction.

      “I didn’t realize that was in Dean’s job description,” Margaret said as they watched him clean up after both of the dogs.

      “I think I’d rather do that than spend more time with Thornton,” Fenella said.

      Margaret laughed. “That’s fair enough. I definitely preferred the dogs to their owner.”

      Now that that job was out of the way, Dean and the animals turned around and quickly caught up to the rest of the group. Fenella watched them until they’d all disappeared into the Sea Terminal building.

      “And now they’re on their way back to the yacht,” Margaret guessed.

      “If we watch, we should see them in their small boat any minute now,” Mona said.

      They watched for several minutes before Fenella got bored. “Well, that was fun, but it’s been a long morning, and I’m starving.”

      Mona and Margaret didn’t move as Fenella walked into the kitchen and started going through the cupboards and refrigerator, trying to decide what to make for lunch.

      “Soup and sandwiches?” she called to Margaret a short while later.

      “Sure, that sounds good,” Margaret replied. “We’re meeting Daniel and Ted for dinner, aren’t we?”

      “They’re supposed to be here at six,” Fenella told her. “Daniel suggested that we walk over to the Indian place behind the shops, if that sounds good to everyone.”

      “That sounds wonderful. I haven’t had Indian food in at least a week.”

      Fenella laughed. “Me either, and they have the best Indian food on the island. It’s never busy because it’s just that little bit out of the way.”

      They chatted about food while Fenella heated up a can of soup and divided it between two small bowls. She added the bowls to the table where she’d already laid out the sandwich fixings and then walked back into the living room.

      “Are you still waiting to see Thornton and his friends sail back to the yacht?” she asked Margaret and Mona, who were still at the window with their binoculars.

      “I was just curious about the small boat,” Margaret replied. “If we’re going to ride in it tomorrow, I wanted some idea of what to expect.”

      “I can’t imagine what’s keeping them,” Mona said.

      “Maybe they decided to have lunch in the Sea Terminal before they went back to the yacht,” Fenella suggested. “There are a couple of restaurants in the Sea Terminal.”

      “Yes, but none that would meet Thornton’s standards,” Mona replied. “Although, perhaps he’s had to lower them now that he’s no longer with Lillian.”

      While Fenella and Margaret ate their lunch, Mona stayed at the window, watching the yacht anchored just offshore.

      “Maybe you missed them,” Fenella suggested as she started to clear the table.

      “Perhaps. It doesn’t matter, of course. You’ll be seeing them again tomorrow. Perhaps I’ll accompany you, actually. I’ve so many questions for Thornton, and you’ll probably forget half of them.”

      “You want to know about Lillian and Kyle,” Margaret said. “Was there anything else?”

      Mona shrugged. “That rather depends on what has happened to Lillian and Kyle. I can’t imagine Lillian becoming involved with one of her husband’s employees, but I do find it rather odd that they’ve both disappeared from Thornton’s life.”

      “We’ll find out everything we can,” Fenella promised. “But we can’t just come out and ask. We aren’t supposed to know anything about Lillian or Kyle.”

      “I’m certain you’ll find photos of me with Thornton in one of the desk drawers. Lillian must be in some of them, even if Kyle is not.”

      “There aren’t any pictures in any of the desk drawers,” Fenella replied. “I’ve been all through the desk on numerous occasions.”

      “There are several boxes of photos in the bottom drawer,” Mona countered. “And I’m certain some of the photos include Thornton. There may even be extra copies of some of them. Copies you could take with you tomorrow and offer to Thornton.”

      “Why would there be extra copies?” Fenella asked.

      Mona waved a hand. “The little shop where I used to have my photos printed was nearly always having some sort of special offer if you had two sets of prints made instead of just one. Sometimes they only charged pennies more and other times the second set was free. I used to share the duplicates with the other people in the photos, but I so rarely saw Thornton that I never bothered to share with him.”

      Fenella frowned. “I’m fairly certain there aren’t any pictures in the bottom desk drawer.”

      “And yet,” Margaret said as she pulled open the drawer in question. She lifted out a large box that had the word “photos” neatly printed on the lid.

      “Magic,” Fenella muttered with a sigh.

      She and Margaret sat down at the kitchen counter. Margaret opened the box and pulled out a small envelope.

      “They’re all pictures from Castle Rushen,” Margaret said after she’d flipped through them. “And they’re all of Mona.”

      “Max used to enjoy taking my picture,” Mona said as she slid onto the stool next to Fenella’s. “We used to visit different places on the island, and then I would spend hours posing for Max. It all helped build on the illusion, you understand.”

      Fenella nodded. “I don’t suppose you have any idea where the pictures of you and Thornton are in this pile?”

      “I’d always intended to organize the pictures in some way, but I never found the time to actually do so. If you each take a stack of envelopes, it shouldn’t take you all that long to go through them, though.”

      Margaret held up a hand. “Let’s mark each envelope with what we find inside,” she suggested. “Mona can help us date them all appropriately as well. Then, if we ever need to find a particular photo again, we won’t have to work so hard.”

      Fenella found a pen. “When were these pictures taken?” she asked Mona, gesturing toward the photos from Castle Rushen.

      “I’d imagine about twenty-five years ago, based on what I’m wearing,” Mona replied. “Maybe as much as thirty, but no more than that.”

      Fenella made a note on the envelope and then put it to one side. “What’s next?” she asked Margaret, who was looking through another stack of pictures.

      “It’s a lighthouse,” she said, holding up a photo. “Most of the pictures are of Mona in front of the lighthouse.”

      “That’s the lighthouse at the Point of Ayre,” Mona told her. “And those pictures were taken in the early eighties. I remember it as if it were just yesterday.”

      Fenella made a note on the envelope and then moved it to the side. Half an hour later, they had a neat stack of labeled envelopes, but still hadn’t found the pictures of Mona with Thornton.

      “This is taking forever,” Margaret said as she picked up the next envelope. “I don’t feel as if the pile in the box is going down at all.”

      Fenella looked at the box suspiciously. “Mona, is this more of your magic? We’re never going to be able to empty the box, are we?”

      “Magic?” Mona echoed. “What a lovely idea.”

      Fenella looked at Margaret and sighed. “Next?”

      After another half hour, Fenella had had enough.

      “As much as I’m enjoying this walk down memory lane, I’m really not that interested in Thornton or his ex-wife,” she said. “This is the last envelope I’m prepared to open today.”

      She picked up the next envelope in the box and turned it over. As she pulled out the stack of pictures, she sighed deeply. “And there’s Thornton,” she said.

      “Seriously? You should have threatened to quit forty-five minutes ago,” Margaret said.

      Fenella laughed. “I wish I knew how Mona did that, but she’ll never tell.”

      Both women looked at Mona, but she was standing near the window and either hadn’t heard them or was pretending she hadn’t heard them.

      “We found some pictures with Thornton,” Fenella said loudly.

      “Oh, excellent,” Mona replied. She glided over and stood next to Fenella as Fenella began to lay the pictures out on the countertop.

      “She doesn’t look as if she’d be much fun,” Margaret said, pointing to a frowning woman who was standing next to Thornton in one of the snapshots.

      “That’s Lillian,” Mona told her. “And she wasn’t much fun. She was jealous of every other woman in the world, especially any who spoke to Thornton. He cheated, of course, as men in their social circle were wont to do, but he was a good deal more discreet about it than most of the men I knew. Lillian was always suspicious of everyone he spoke to, though, even me, despite knowing that I was madly in love with Max.”

      Fenella finished laying out the pictures, stacking copies on top of one another and then looked at what they’d found.

      “That must be Terry,” she said, pointing to a scowling teenaged boy in one of the photos.

      “It is. He was upset because he wanted to have pizza for dinner and his father insisted that we go out somewhere fancy instead. I told Thornton to let Terry stay at home, but Thornton refused to allow that,” Mona explained.

      “And this must be Courtney,” Margaret said.

      Fenella looked at the young teenager in the picture. She had braces on her teeth and her smile looked forced. “Those earrings are stunning,” she said.

      Mona looked at the picture. “I remember those earrings. They’re Lillian’s, of course. No teenaged girl needs emerald and diamond earrings, not in that sort of size, at least. Lillian wasn’t happy that Thornton suggested that she let Courtney wear them to dinner. She said she didn’t trust Courtney, but Thornton just laughed and reminded her that the earrings were insured.”

      “They must be worth a fortune,” Margaret said.

      “I believe they were insured for a low six-figure sum back then. No doubt they’ve gone up in value since,” Mona replied.

      “I hope Courtney was careful with them,” Fenella said.

      “Actually, she wasn’t. After the first hour, she began to complain that they were too heavy for her ears, and she ended up taking them out and leaving them on the table,” Mona told her. “Then she forgot all about them. When we were leaving, I picked them up because no one else had bothered. There was a small part of me that was tempted to simply keep them, but I did give them back to Lillian at the end of the evening.”

      Fenella looked over the pictures again. “I don’t recognize anyone else in the pictures,” she said.

      “That’s Kyle,” Mona told her, pointing to a tall, distinguished-looking man who was in the background of one of the pictures. “I wish I’d thought to take a picture of him, but he probably wouldn’t have agreed. He always did his best to seem invisible until he was needed.”

      Fenella picked up the picture and studied the man. “He looks too nice to work for Thornton.”

      Mona laughed. “He was incredibly kind, and endlessly patient with Thornton, but he could also be completely ruthless when it came to Thornton’s business dealings. He was much smarter than Thornton, of course, but while he was running Thornton’s businesses, no one tried to cheat or take advantage of Thornton.”

      “I wonder if that’s changed now,” Fenella said thoughtfully.

      “No offense to Dean, but he didn’t seem all that bright,” Margaret said.

      “I can’t imagine Thornton getting rid of Kyle,” Mona said thoughtfully. “Either Kyle decided to leave, or he passed away. Those are the only options that make sense.”

      “We’ll take the duplicate photos and offer them to Thornton,” Fenella said as she began to collect them all. “Hopefully, we’ll be able to find out more about everyone in them.”

      Mona nodded. “But that isn’t until tomorrow night. Perhaps I should go and investigate the yacht this evening.”

      “Can you do that?” Margaret asked.

      Mona shrugged. “I’m not entirely certain. I should be able to be there while you are there, because of my connection to you and Fenella. Whether I had a close enough connection to Thornton to allow me to materialize on the yacht otherwise, I don’t know.”

      “If you do manage it and you learn anything interesting, please let us know,” Fenella said.

      “Yes, of course,” Mona said. “I think I shall go and rest for a short while. Looking at all of these old photos has drained a great deal of my energy. If I’m going to try to go anywhere later, I need to recharge.”

      “How does that work?” Margaret asked.

      “I have a special platform that slowly recharges me while I lie on it,” Mona told her. “The ghostly current runs up and down the platform and the charge slowly feeds into my spirit.”

      “Ghostly current? Spirit?” Fenella echoed. “You’re making this stuff up.”

      “I may be,” Mona admitted. “Or I may not be. You’ll have to wait until after you die to find out.” She smiled at Margaret. “I simply can’t reveal all of the secrets of life after death, can I?”

      Before Margaret could reply, there was a small explosion that seemed to blow Mona into a million tiny bubbles filled with glitter. Fenella reached out and popped one. As purple glitter drifted through the air and then slowly vanished, Margaret spoke.

      “She didn’t really explode, did she? I mean, she’s fine, right?”

      “I believe so,” Fenella replied. “It was quite an impressive exit, though.”

      “I’m also tempted to want to be dead.”

      “I’m afraid that when I die, I’ll somehow miss out on the chance to come back. Mona always says that most people choose not to do so.”

      “I wish I knew how it all worked.”

      “Don’t we all?”

      They were still discussing death and life after death and Mona when someone knocked on the door several hours later.

      “Hello,” Daniel Robinson said when Fenella opened the door. Before she could reply, he pulled her into a kiss.

      “Hi,” she said breathlessly when he released her.

      “It’s been a long and very strange day,” he said. “I missed you.”

      “I missed you, too. We had something of a strange day, too, actually. But you tell me about your day first.”

      Daniel sighed. “Let’s just say that some people have more money than sense and that threatening a police constable is not a wise idea when you’re just visiting the island.”

      “Threatening a police constable?” Fenella repeated.

      “Threatening and then attempting to bribe,” Daniel added. “If you ever decide you want to do something similar, please don’t try it where there are a huge number of witnesses, okay?”

      “I’ll try to keep that in mind.”

      “Are you going to tell us the whole story or just keep talking vaguely and making me crazy?” Margaret demanded.

      Daniel laughed. “I suppose I could tell you the whole story, but it’s rather dull, really.”

      “The bits you’ve told us thus far haven’t sounded dull,” she countered.

      “Basically, a very rich man arrived on the island today with his own ideas of what he should and shouldn’t be allowed to do. When the restaurant at the Sea Terminal refused to allow him to take his dogs into the restaurant, he got belligerent with the staff. Eventually, one of our constables stepped in and asked the man to leave the building. That led to threats that didn’t work and then bribes, which also didn’t work.”

      “Were the dogs called Ramesses and Nefertiti?” Margaret asked.

      Daniel stared at her for a moment. “I’ve no idea what the dogs were called.”

      “Was the man Thornton DeVries?” Fenella asked.

      Daniel sighed. “Why am I surprised that you know him? This happens all the time with you.”

      “I don’t know him,” Fenella said quickly. “But I met him earlier today. He came here, looking for Mona.”

      “So he knew Mona? Clearly he didn’t know her very well if he hadn’t heard that she’d passed away.”

      “According to him, he and Mona were very close,” Fenella replied. “But they hadn’t seen each other in a few years, maybe as many as eighteen.”

      Daniel chuckled. “That’s quite a lot more than a few, but whatever. What did he want with Mona?”

      “Apparently, she’d told him a lot about the island, and he was hoping that she’d agree to act as their tour guide while they’re here,” Fenella explained.

      “I hope that doesn’t mean that you’ve agreed to act as a tour guide for the man. Everything I’ve heard about him suggests that he’s thoroughly unpleasant.”

      “No, I have not. He offered Margaret money to take him and his entourage around the island, but she turned him down.”

      “That’s good to hear.”

      “Um, but, well, we have been invited to have dinner with him tomorrow night,” Fenella added.

      “We?”

      “Yes, we. I told him that I had a fiancé and he invited us, along with Margaret and anyone she was seeing and Shelly and Tim to all go out to his yacht for dinner tomorrow,” Fenella explained.

      Daniel frowned. “I’m not certain that’s a wise idea. The entire station is talking about the man and how unpleasant he was to everyone who spoke to him.”

      “You don’t have to come along, but I feel obliged to go. He didn’t actually give us time to refuse. But since we’ve been back here, we’ve found some old photos of him with Mona. I want to give the pictures to him.”

      “So at least he wasn’t lying about knowing Mona,” Daniel said.

      “Exactly,” Fenella replied as someone knocked on the door.

      Margaret opened it to Ted Hart. Ted was another police inspector with the Douglas Constabulary. He’d been temporarily stationed in Liverpool when Fenella had first moved to the island and had only been back for a few months. One of the first cases he’d investigated on his return had taken place when Margaret and Megan had been visiting the island. He and Margaret had been immediately attracted to one another, but due to various circumstances, they were taking their relationship very slowly. Now that Margaret was living on the island, though, he seemed to be spending as much time with Margaret as he could fit into his busy schedule.

      “Hello,” he said, giving her a bright smile.

      “Hi,” she replied, blushing.

      He put his arms around her and kissed the top of her head. “How was your day?” he asked.

      “It was good. We met Thornton DeVries, which was interesting, especially since I believe he’s now the talk of the island.”

      Ted laughed. “He’s the talk at the constabulary, anyway. He was rude and obnoxious to one of our youngest and least experienced constables. We’re all going to be keeping a very close eye on Mr. DeVries and his associates.”

      “You can do that over dinner tomorrow,” Daniel suggested.

      Ted looked surprised. “Dinner tomorrow?”

      “Thornton has invited all of us to join him on his yacht for dinner tomorrow,” Fenella explained. “He came here, looking for Mona, and we ended up talking for a short while. In the end, he invited the four of us and Shelly and Tim to dinner.”

      “I’m not certain I want to socialize with the man,” Ted said.

      “None of us want to socialize with the man,” Margaret laughed. “But we found some old pictures of him with Mona and we thought it might be nice to give him copies of them.”

      “And we’re curious about the people in the pictures with him,” Fenella added. “He mentioned an ex-wife, and we’re pretty sure she’s in some of the photos.”

      Daniel stared at her for a moment. “You want to have dinner with him so you can show him pictures of his ex-wife and see how upset he gets.”

      Fenella laughed. “Something like that, anyway.”

      “Count me in,” Ted said quickly.

      Daniel sighed. “It’s a terrible idea, but I’m not going to miss it.”

      They were still talking about their plans for the next evening as they walked to the restaurant a short while later. As they turned to head down an alley, Fenella stopped.

      “What’s that sound?” she asked.

      “It sounds like a dog barking,” Daniel said.

      Ted shook his head. “It’s more like yelps than barks. It sounds as if something is wrong somewhere.”

      “It sounds like Ramesses and Nefertiti,” Margaret said to Fenella. “I only heard one of them yelp earlier, but it was a rather distinctive sound.”

      The foursome turned around and started walking toward the unusual sounds. They hadn’t gone far before Daniel stopped. “It’s coming from that alley,” he said, pulling out a flashlight.

      Ted took out his flashlight and then he looked at Margaret. “Maybe you two should stay here.”

      “We know the dogs, though. If they’re upset, we may be able to help,” Margaret replied.

      Ted frowned and then looked at Daniel. “What do you think?”

      “I think we need to find out what’s going on in that alley. If Fen and Margaret want to come along, we can’t stop them.”

      He turned and walked into the dark alley. Ted was right behind him. Fenella looked at her niece and then they both quickly followed. They hadn’t gone more than a few steps before two large shapes rushed toward them, barking and yelping loudly.

      “Ramesses, Nefertiti, sit,” Margaret snapped.

      The dogs stopped in their tracks and then sat down where they were. As the foursome approached, one of them began to whine quietly. Margaret patted each of them in turn.

      “It’s okay,” she said softly. “It’s okay.”

      Daniel and Ted kept walking, shining their lights into every corner. Fenella gasped when the light flickered across what looked like a pile of old clothes. That was all that she needed to see to know that something terrible had happened in the alley.

      “I don’t suppose either of you recognize her,” Ted said as he and Daniel shined their lights on the young woman’s face.

      Fenella looked at her and then looked away. “It’s Delia Reid,” she said, swallowing hard. “And you need to find out where she got those earrings,” she added quietly.
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      Fenella and Margaret stood with their arms around one another as Daniel and Ted went to work. As constables and members of the crime scene team began to arrive, the women moved themselves backward slowly. They watched silently as the two dogs were loaded into a van and taken away.

      “At least we can’t see anything from here,” Margaret said as another van full of people and equipment arrived.

      “We can’t tell Daniel and Ted about Mona,” Fenella replied. “But we need to tell them about the earrings.”

      “Just say that you recognized them from the photos and that you thought they looked expensive.”

      Fenella nodded. “Or maybe it’s time to tell Daniel about Mona.”

      Margaret looked at her curiously. “I’m surprised you haven’t already told him, really.”

      “When we first met, I didn’t want him to think that I was crazy. We had a bit of a rocky patch early in the relationship as well. Once we’d come through that, it just never seemed to be the right time to bring it up. Now, of course, it will be awkward because I waited so long to tell him.”

      Margaret gave her a squeeze. “Maybe I should tell Ted about Mona now. I mean, not until you’ve told Daniel, obviously, but right after. I’d hate for him to think that I’m keeping secrets from him.”

      Fenella sighed. “I don’t want Daniel to think that, but I also hate that I haven’t told him.”

      “It’s a lot to take in, though, and he won’t be able to see or hear Mona.”

      “In this case, though, it might be helpful for him to know all of the things that she told us about Thornton and his associates. She knows a lot about them.”

      “Maybe I should tell Ted that I can see and talk to her, and you can pretend that you can’t.”

      “I don’t think that would work,” Fenella said with a laugh. “It sounds as if you and Ted are getting serious, though.”

      Margaret flushed. “I’m not certain what we are, really. We both agreed that we don’t want to play any stupid games and that we’d talk about our relationship and our feelings as we go along, but thus far neither of us seems to want to initiate that sort of conversation. I think we’re both happy to just keep things as they are and give the relationship time to develop.”

      “Maybe you should ask Ted if that’s what he thinks is happening.”

      “Yeah, I probably should, but I don’t want to make things awkward between us. I mean, things are already a little bit awkward, because we’re both stumbling around, trying to figure out what we want, but actually talking about it would be even worse.”

      “Or maybe it would be better. Maybe it would clear the air between you.”

      “I know, and I know we need to have the conversation soon. I want to get married, and I want to have children, and I’m not getting any younger. If Ted isn’t thinking about those things in his future, then I need to end things with him and start looking for someone else.”

      “I thought you and Ted talked about marriage and children.”

      “Oh, we did, back when we first met. At that point, marriage and children were things he wanted, but he wasn’t in any hurry. He’d been badly hurt when his last relationship had ended, and he wasn’t ready to rush into a new one. I was still recovering from my years with Dan, too, but I’m the one with the ticking clock.”

      “There are all sorts of ways to become a mother that don’t involve your biological clock.”

      Margaret nodded. “And if I can’t have my own children, I fully intend to explore them all. But in a perfect world, I’d have at least one of my own. I want to experience carrying a child, even if I’m not excited about the whole labor and delivery thing.”

      Fenella chuckled. “I can understand that.”

      “Sorry to interrupt,” Daniel said, “but we’re ready to take statements from both of you. Because we’re reasonably close to the station, we’re going to take you there, if that’s okay?”

      “You know I’d rather be interviewed in this alley in the rain than in one of your tiny interview rooms at the station,” Fenella said. “But I’ll do whatever is best for you and Ted. At this point, I just want the killer found and put behind bars as quickly as possible.”

      Daniel nodded. “I’m going to take Margaret with me and send you with Ted. I expect you’ll be giving your statements to one of the other inspectors once we get to the station.”

      “One of the other inspectors?” Margaret repeated questioningly.

      “Whoever is working tonight and doesn’t have a personal relationship with either of you,” Daniel explained.

      Margaret looked at Fenella. “We can’t possibly be suspects.”

      “Of course not. We didn’t even know the victim,” she replied.

      “I’m going to keep telling myself that all the way to the police station,” Margaret said.

      “Let’s go,” Daniel told her. “Fen, you can wait here for Ted. He shouldn’t be long.”

      Fenella nodded and then took another step away from the large group of people who were clustered around the body. She turned away and began to count the bricks in the wall of the building behind her. At three hundred and nine, someone touched her arm.

      “Fenella? Ready to go?” Ted asked.

      “Definitely.”

      They walked back to his car, which he’d parked on the promenade. The police station wasn’t far away. Inside, he escorted her into an elevator and then down a corridor and into an interview room. It was small, badly lit, and the chairs were hard and uncomfortable. Fenella sat down and took a few deep breaths. Now was not the time for her claustrophobia to start bothering her.

      “Can I get you a drink?” Ted asked.

      “A soda would be great, any flavor.”

      “I’ll be right back.”

      He shut the door behind himself, leaving Fenella alone in the windowless room. When he returned, he had a young constable with him.

      “Dwight is going to take notes,” he told Fenella as he handed her a cold can of soda. “This shouldn’t take long.”

      “I hope not. This chair is quite awful,” she replied.

      Dwight let out a sharp burst of laughter and then snapped his mouth shut and blushed bright red. Ted winked at Fenella and then sat down opposite her. Dwight took the chair next to Ted’s and pulled out a notebook.

      “We’re going to record the conversation as well,” Ted said. “With your permission.”

      “Of course.”

      Ted set up the recorder and then sat back in his seat. “You were able to identify the body. How did you know the young woman?”

      “I met her earlier today. She was with Thornton DeVries. They came to my apartment building, hoping to see Mona.”

      “They didn’t know that Mona had passed away?”

      “Apparently not. Thornton seemed to think that Mona would be happy to play tour guide for him and his entourage while they were here.”

      Ted took a few notes. “Take me through the entire conversation you had with Thornton.”

      Fenella sighed and took a sip of her drink. Then she settled back in her chair and began. “After the dinner invitation, Thornton and the others left, before I had a chance to accept or refuse,” she ended her account eventually.

      “You said something earlier about pictures that you’d found?”

      “After we got back to my apartment, I remembered that Mona had a box of old photographs in one of the desks. I’d never been through them all, but it seemed possible that there might be some of Mona with Thornton. I thought it was worth a look, anyway.”

      “And you found some?”

      “Yes, of Mona with Thornton and also of Thornton with other people. There was one of him with his son and another of him with his daughter. They were teenagers in the photos, but still recognizable. Margaret and I assumed that the woman in some of the pictures was Thornton’s first wife. Otherwise, there was a man in the background of one of the photos that we didn’t recognize, but the rest were just of Thornton and Mona.”

      “I’m going to want to see the pictures.”

      “Of course.”

      He asked her a few more questions about her talk with Thornton and his family, clarifying things she’d already told him.

      “Tell me about Delia Reid. Repeat what everyone said about her and then tell me what you thought of her.”

      “I don’t think anyone said much of anything, besides her name. She told me that she was American and that she liked the island, or what she’d seen of it so far, anyway. As for what I thought of her, she seemed very young. I can’t begin to guess what was going on between her and Terry, but one of Thornton’s comments to her felt inappropriately flirty, in my opinion.”

      “Inappropriate because he’s married?”

      “And because she was his son’s friend. I’d add the large age gap, but I think Delia was probably around the same age as Danyelle, Thornton’s wife.”

      “You said something to Daniel about earrings. What was that about?”

      “Delia was wearing a pair of large emerald and diamond earrings when we found her. She hadn’t been wearing them earlier in the day. I’m not certain, but they looked very much like a pair that Courtney was wearing in those pictures I was just telling you about. Margaret and I both agreed that they must have belonged to her mother. No one would buy a teenager earrings that valuable.”

      Ted frowned. “I noticed her earrings. I assumed they were costume jewelry because of the size of the stones.”

      “Assuming the earrings were hers, the woman in the photos doesn’t look the type to wear costume jewelry. That doesn’t mean that Delia’s earrings were definitely the real thing, but it would be an odd coincidence if she had costume jewelry earrings that looked exactly the same as Thornton’s wife’s expensive pair.”

      “Assuming the woman in the photo was Thornton’s wife.”

      “Yes, of course.”

      “I think that’s all for tonight,” Ted said after making another note. “You must be starving. We were supposed to be on our way to get dinner, after all. Do you want me to see where Margaret is?”

      “I’d appreciate that.”

      Ted and Dwight both stood up. Dwight opened the door and then let Ted exit first. As he shut the door behind them, Fenella sat back and sighed. Closing her eyes, she tried to imagine herself walking on a beach, any beach, but her brain refused to cooperate. All she could see was Delia, lying in the alley with Lillian DeVries’s very valuable earrings in her ears.

      “I can’t stay,” Daniel said as he opened the door. “But I wanted to make sure you were okay before I head out to the yacht to start questioning people.”

      “I’m fine. I’m upset and sad, and I wish I could have done something to stop what happened, but otherwise, I’m fine.”

      As Daniel reached for her, Fenella stood up. He pulled her into a tight hug.

      “I’m sorry,” he said.

      Fenella buried her head in Daniel’s shoulder. “Why does this keep happening?” she whispered. “I don’t want to be involved in any more murder investigations, ever.”

      “Maybe we should get married and start traveling,” Daniel said. “Maybe we could get away from all of the awful things that have happened in the past two years.”

      “We’ve been to the UK and the US and both times we found dead bodies. I think I must be cursed in some horrible way.”

      “You have had an odd run of, well, I hate to call it bad luck, but what’s happened has been rather unusual. Crimes can sometimes come in odd clusters, though. I really hope this cluster is just about finished.”

      “Do you really want to get married and start traveling? What about your job?”

      “I’ve been talking with the Chief Constable about taking a sabbatical for a year or even eighteen months. Now that Ted is back, he’s prepared to consider the idea.”

      “When can we leave?”

      Daniel laughed. “Not in the middle of a murder investigation. At the very least, we need to get this case solved. If you really like the idea, though, maybe you should start planning a wedding.”

      Fenella flushed. “I could do that.”

      “I’d rather not have anything big and fancy. Aside from my sister and her family, I don’t have many people to invite. The entire constabulary will want to come, of course, but otherwise, most of the guests will be yours.”

      “I’d love to have all of my brothers here, and their families, but that may not be possible, not if we want to get married in the next six months or so.”

      “I was sort of hoping for April. I have my request form for my sabbatical ready to go, requesting leave from the first of May.”

      Fenella stared at him. “You’ve given this a lot of thought.”

      “And I was planning to talk about it with you over dinner and drinks one night very soon. Instead, I’m blurting it all out in an interview room because what happened tonight has reinforced just how burnt out I’m beginning to feel.” He sighed. “I don’t want you to think that I’ve been making plans behind your back. I talked to the Chief Constable first because I was afraid he might say no outright. Once we’d talked, I did the paperwork because I wanted that out of the way. You know how I feel about paperwork.”

      Fenella laughed. “It’s fine. I’m just a bit overwhelmed, that’s all. We’ve never even talked about setting a date, and now you’re suggesting that we get married next month. It’s a lot to take in.”

      “And we can’t even talk properly now, because I have a murder to investigate.”

      “You go and find out what happened to poor Delia. I’ll start thinking about weddings and traveling and how much I love you.”

      “I love you, too, more than I can put into words.”

      A knock on the door ended the kiss.

      “Ah, sorry, but Margaret is ready to go,” Ted said as he stuck his head around the door. “Shall I drive the ladies home and meet you at the Sea Terminal?” he asked Daniel.

      “That would be great. I’ll see you there,” he replied. “Remember that I love you,” he told Fenella before he escorted her out of the room.

      Margaret and Fenella held hands in the back of Ted’s car as he drove them back to Promenade View.

      “I’ll ring you later, or maybe tomorrow,” Ted told Margaret as they got out of the car. “I’m not sure what the murder is going to do to our dinner plans for tomorrow night.”

      Fenella gasped. “I’d forgotten all about that.”

      “We should still go,” Margaret said. “I still want to see what Thornton has to say about the pictures.”

      “If you do go, Daniel and I are coming with you,” Ted said. “And I’m not certain we’ll be welcome. We’re about to go out and wake everyone up and question them about a murder, after all.”

      The two women watched as Ted drove away, heading toward the Sea Terminal.

      “We never got dinner,” Fenella said as his taillights disappeared into the distance.

      “I’m an odd mix of hungry and nauseous.”

      “Yeah, me too. We should eat, though.” Fenella looked around and then sighed. “We could get Indian food, or we could buy sandwiches in the shop.”

      “Their sandwiches aren’t good.”

      “I know, but I’d rather not wait for our order in the Indian restaurant. Someone is bound to start asking difficult questions.”

      “We could go up to your apartment and order pizza.”

      “Fenella? Is that you? Just a few quick questions, please.” The voice seemed to come from halfway down the promenade.

      “It’s Heather Bryant,” Margaret said.

      “Pizza from the apartment it is,” Fenella replied, rushing into the building with Margaret on her heels.

      As they reached the elevators, Fenella glanced back over her shoulder just in time to see Heather being stopped at the door by security.

      “I should have been expecting that,” Fenella sighed as she leaned against the back wall of the elevator car.

      “I’m surprised she wasn’t still at the crime scene.”

      “Maybe Dan Ross is there and she’s out hunting down witnesses.”

      Margaret sighed. “I’d never have expected the Isle of Man Times to have two investigative journalists on staff.”

      “They used to have only one, and Dan Ross was far less ruthless than Heather is. She’s trying to make a name for herself so she can get a job with one of the big papers across, of course. I think Dan has resigned himself to the fact that he’s going to be on the island forever.”

      “It’s a lovely island.”

      “It is, but Dan had grand ambitions in the past.”

      Fenella opened the door to her apartment and switched on the light. “Food first,” she told Mona, who was standing near the windows with a frown on her face.

      “There’s a frozen pizza in the freezer,” Mona told her. “And some garlic bread. There’s also a bag of salad in the refrigerator for you to eat while you wait for the pizza to heat.”

      Fenella looked at Margaret. “Did you know we had a pizza in the freezer?”

      “No, and I definitely didn’t know about the garlic bread, either. As for the salad, I was looking for something to eat yesterday and I didn’t see any bags of salad anywhere.”

      “If you can fill up my refrigerator and freezer, why don’t you do it more often?” Fenella asked Mona as she crossed to the kitchen.

      “What happened out there?” Mona demanded. “I know it was something awful, and I’m certain Thornton is involved in some way. Several police boats have been going back and forth between the Sea Terminal and his yacht for the past half hour.”

      Fenella put the oven on and then found the pizza and the garlic bread. While she was getting them ready to cook, Margaret emptied the salad into bowls and put them and a bottle of dressing on the small kitchen table.

      “Wine?” she asked Fenella.

      “Why not? We aren’t going out again, are we?”

      “I certainly hope not. What wine goes with pizza?”

      “The closest bottle.”

      Margaret laughed and then opened a bottle and poured them each a glass. Fenella took a large sip before she slid the pizza and bread into the oven.

      “Twenty minutes,” she said before she sat down and picked up her fork.

      Mona sat down next to her. “Is Thornton okay?” she asked quietly.

      “As far as I know, he’s fine,” Fenella assured her. “Sadly, we found Delia Reid’s body in an alley, though.”

      Mona frowned. “The young woman who was with Terry?”

      “Yes,” Fenella said before digging into her salad.

      “The dogs were with her,” Margaret said.

      “The dogs were with her?” Mona repeated. “That’s odd.”

      “It is odd,” Fenella agreed. “I hadn’t really thought about it, but why were the dogs with her?”

      “Daniel and I talked about it for a short while,” Margaret told her. “When we saw them, Thornton was the only one who held their leashes, until Dean took them for a quick walk to do their business. As soon as he got back to the others, Thornton took the leashes back again. I didn’t see Delia interact with the dogs at all.”

      “I didn’t either,” Fenella said. “They sat next to Thornton when we were talking in the lobby here and never looked at anyone else.”

      “The earrings were more interesting,” Margaret added.

      Fenella nodded. “It looked very much like Delia was wearing Lillian’s emerald earrings,” she told Mona.

      Mona looked shocked. “They can’t have been the same earrings. There’s no way Lillian would have let Thornton get those earrings away from her. After that dinner, Max and I laughed that we thought that Lillian cared a great deal more for the earrings than she did for either Thornton or Courtney, but we were only partly kidding. She loved those earrings. If Thornton had them, then she must have passed away.”

      “Even if Thornton did have them, how did Delia get them?” Margaret asked.

      “Maybe she stole them,” Mona said. “Men can be very stupid when it comes to young, beautiful women. Perhaps young Delia befriended Terry in order to steal what she could from him.”

      Fenella made a face. “The woman was murdered.”

      “Perhaps because she’d stolen something from the yacht,” Mona replied.

      “If I’d stolen earrings that were that distinctive, I certainly wouldn’t have put them on and started wearing them,” Margaret said. “And even if I’d been given them, I wouldn’t have worn them in a dark alley.”

      “Perhaps she didn’t know how much they were worth,” Fenella suggested. “Ted said that when he saw them, he assumed they were costume jewelry because the stones were so large.”

      “If Thornton or Terry gave them to her, she had to know exactly what they were worth,” Mona replied. “But neither of them would have given them to her. One of them might have lent them to her, just for an evening, if they matched her outfit or something, I suppose.”

      “She was still wearing the same jeans and T-shirt she’d been wearing earlier,” Margaret told her.

      “Then her having the earrings makes no sense at all,” Mona said flatly.

      “Why was she even in that alley?” Margaret asked. “And where were the rest of the group? Were they all back on the yacht?”

      “I assume Daniel and Ted are investigating,” Mona said. “We’ll have to discuss what you’re going to ask Thornton when you see him tomorrow.”

      “I don’t think we’re going to have dinner with Thornton tomorrow,” Fenella said. “I’m not even certain we’d still be welcome, not after Daniel and Ted get done questioning everyone on the yacht.”

      “Everyone on the yacht will have some sort of alibi,” Mona said. “Even if they have to lie in order to cover for one another.”

      “That’s very reassuring,” Margaret said dryly.

      “I do wonder if Thornton will try to leave immediately,” Mona said thoughtfully. “Of course, Daniel and Ted will try to stop him, but Thornton has connections in high places. Of course, many of his connections were through Lillian. I do wonder if he’s burned any bridges there.”

      “I suppose we’ll have to wait and see what happens next,” Fenella said as the oven timer sounded.

      Five minutes later, she sat down to pepperoni pizza and crusty garlic bread. Everyone was silent as she and Margaret ate for several minutes.

      “In other news,” Fenella said eventually, “Daniel wants to get married next month and then start traveling.”

      “It’s about time,” Mona said.

      Fenella looked at her. “Did you do something? Have you been whispering subliminal messages in Daniel’s ear?”

      “I assume you’re happy with the idea,” Mona said.

      Fenella frowned. “I’d be happy with the idea if I didn’t think you were behind it in some way.”

      Mona smiled. “Then don’t think that. It really is quite simple.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to object, but Margaret held up a hand.

      “I think it’s a wonderful idea,” she said. “Ted said that he thought Daniel was in danger of burning out. He’s had an intense couple of years since he’s been here. There’s been a murder investigation almost every month, apparently.”

      “Yeah, and I’ve been tangled up in every one of them,” Fenella replied.

      “But that doesn’t give you much time to plan a wedding,” Margaret added. “Maybe you should skip that part and just start traveling.”

      Fenella shook her head. “If we’re going to go off on a year-long adventure, I want us to be married before we go. It makes sense for all sorts of reasons.”

      “Does that mean you’re only going to have a small wedding? That seems a shame, since it’s your first wedding,” Margaret said.

      “Years ago, I would have agreed with you,” Fenella told her. “I’d always imagined myself getting married in a huge white wedding dress with five or six attendants and a massive reception with drinking and dancing until all hours of the night. Now, though, I can see the appeal of a small ceremony somewhere and then maybe dinner with a few friends.”

      Margaret put down her pizza and walked to the desk. She came back with a small notebook and a pen. “Who do you want to invite, then?”

      “All four of my brothers, of course, but I doubt any of them will come on such short notice.”

      “James might. He’s self-employed and has money to spare now. He’s the only one I can see dropping everything to come over, though,” Margaret said.

      “I hope Megan will be able to come,” Fenella said.

      “I’m sure she will. She’s supposed to be coming to stay for a long while, but she keeps changing her plans. Things keep coming up, apparently,” Margaret told her.

      “Oh? What’s keeping her in the US?”

      “I suspect she doesn’t want to leave her new boyfriend, but she won’t admit to that. She’s also having trouble renting out her house. The person who was going to rent it decided to buy something instead. She was counting on the rental money to pay her mortgage while she was away, though,” Margaret explained.

      “Tell her that I’ll cover her mortgage for the year,” Fenella offered. “I’d offer to just pay off the entire mortgage, but I don’t think she’d accept that.”

      Margaret laughed. “I’m sure she would refuse. Neither one of us wants to take advantage of our favorite aunt.”

      “I do have more than enough money, though, and I want to help. Tell her I offered to pay off the mortgage first, and then when she refuses to accept, tell her that I’ll make her payments for the year.”

      “That might actually work,” Margaret said. “If she can drag herself away from the new man in her life.”

      “What do you know about him?”

      “Nothing at all. She only just casually mentioned that there is a new man in her life.  She won’t tell me anything about him.”

      “That’s worrying.”

      “I know. But let’s get back to your list for now. We can worry about my baby sister later.”

      “Daniel said that he wants to invite the entire constabulary.”

      “That’s a lot of people,” Margaret said. “There are stations all over the island.”

      “I’m hoping he meant just the Douglas Constabulary.”

      “Even so, there must be over a hundred people working there.”

      Fenella frowned. “We can’t arrange a wedding with over a hundred guests in a month.”

      “Of course you can,” Mona said. “You have more than enough money to make it happen. Ring Jasper at the Seaview and tell him that you want to have your wedding there next month. He’ll take care of everything.”

      “I’m not even sure the Seaview is open again. He and Stuart went back across after Shelly’s wedding.”

      “They reopen on the fifteenth of March,” Mona told her. “But they are already there now, getting things ready.”

      Fenella frowned. “I don’t think Daniel and I want a big wedding. The Seaview is awfully fancy.”

      “They can do whatever you want. They have a lot of different spaces they can use, besides the ballroom that Shelly used,” Mona replied.

      “Are you on some sort of commission with the Seaview?” Fenella demanded.

      Mona laughed. “Of course not, darling, but I do think that it’s high time that you and Daniel get married and then start enjoying life a bit. He works far too hard, and you’ve both been involved in too many murder investigations over the past years. I want what’s best for you, and I think that marrying Daniel and seeing some of the world will be perfect.”

      “I wish I had your confidence. I’m not sure I’m ready to get married.”

      “Let’s finish the invitation list,” Margaret suggested.

      “Shelly and Tim, Doncan Quayle and his wife, his assistant Breesha and a guest,” Fenella replied. She added a few more names of people she’d met since she’d been on the island. “I’m sure there will be more to add later. I just can’t think of anyone else right now.”

      “No one from Buffalo?” Margaret asked.

      “I’ll invite Jack and Linda, but I doubt they’ll be able to get away. I should probably invite the entire history department where I used to teach, but none of them will be able to come, not in the middle of the semester. Maybe I should invite Jack’s mother. She was very fond of Daniel when she met him.”

      “I only met her once in all the years that you and Jack were dating, and I thought she was quite horrible,” Margaret said.

      “She is quite horrible,” Fenella agreed.

      They talked about wedding plans for another hour before Fenella found it impossible to keep her eyes open any longer.

      “We did a good job avoiding talking about the case, anyway,” she said as she walked toward her bedroom.

      “We’ll have to talk about it tomorrow. I’m sure the entire island will be talking about it tomorrow,” Margaret replied.

      “Good night,” Mona said before she seemingly burst into flames.

      Fenella could feel the heat coming off of the short-lived fire before it vanished.

      “That was some exit,” Margaret said.

      “I can’t top that,” Fenella replied before she walked into her bedroom.
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      When Katie began tapping on her nose at exactly seven the next morning, Fenella opened one eye and then sighed.

      “We weren’t even up all that late,” she said as she sat up in bed. “We did split a bottle of wine, but we drank it over several hours. I shouldn’t feel this miserable.”

      She made her way into the kitchen and got Katie her breakfast. After filling the coffee maker, she stood next to it, waiting anxiously for it to create the hot liquid she needed to wake her up properly. While she waited, she glanced at the calendar next to the phone. It took her a minute to work out what day it was.

      “’Job Interview – 9AM,’” she read from the circled words on the date. “I hope Margaret remembered to set an alarm.”

      “Coffee?” Margaret called a moment later as she opened her door.

      “It’s ready,” Fenella said, quickly pouring some into a cup that she handed to her niece.

      “I have a job interview in less than two hours, and I feel as if I didn’t sleep a wink.”

      “Drink your coffee and then go take a cold shower.”

      Margaret made a face. “That might be a bit much. I’ll take a warm shower and then I’ll put on my power suit and go kick butt.”

      “Exactly!”

      “I’m very spoiled,” Fenella said to Katie as Margaret disappeared back into her bedroom, coffee cup in hand. “I’ll never have to work again. There’s a part of me that’s tempted to tell Margaret not to worry about finding a job. She can live here, especially if Daniel and I are going traveling. She can use my car, and there’s enough money in the bank to cover what she would need and my traveling expenses. But I’m pretty sure she’d say no.”

      “Merooww,” Katie replied.

      “Yes, exactly,” Fenella sighed.

      An hour later, Margaret emerged from her bedroom. She looked professional and wide-awake as she crossed the room carrying a small briefcase.

      “How do I look?”

      “Wonderful. Ready to kick butt.”

      She laughed. “I just want to impress them. It’s difficult moving into a new job market. I’ve no idea what sort of competition I’m up against, and I’m not certain that my qualifications are exactly what they’re looking for. US degrees and UK degrees are not necessarily the same things, and the differences could be significant in such a technical field.”

      “At least you might learn something today. If your qualifications aren’t sufficient, you could always go back to school. I’d be happy to help.”

      “I’d rather not, if I don’t have to. I’d much rather have an opportunity to learn on the job. Even if my skills are exactly what they want, I’m going to have to learn a lot about the company and their products. I’m used to working in a frozen food environment. Fresh baked goods are a very different thing.”

      “Just do your best at the interview and we’ll talk all about it when you get home.”

      “That sounds good. Are you sure you don’t mind me taking your car? I haven’t passed my driving test yet.”

      “But you’ve taken plenty of lessons and you’ve driven my car a lot. I trust you with it.”

      “If I do get the job, I won’t be able to start until I’ve passed my driving test. Otherwise, I’ll have to take time off work to go take the stupid test.”

      “Worry about that later. For now, drive carefully, and good luck.”

      Fenella gave her niece a hug and then walked her to the door. “It’s going to be fine,” she told her. “You know there’s no rush for you to start working.”

      “I know, but I have a feeling that chemical engineering jobs on the island don’t come along very often. I’m afraid if I don’t get this one, it may be months before another one opens up.”

      “That would give you plenty of time to pass your driving test.”

      Margaret laughed. “And then I can start worrying about learning to drive a stick shift so that I can drive Mona’s car.”

      She gave Fenella another hug and then squared her shoulders and opened the door. She and Fenella both gasped when they saw the man in the doorway.

      “I just wanted to wish you luck today,” Ted said, dropping the hand that was about to knock. “I’ve been up all night, but I’m about to go home and go to bed for an hour or two. Ring me when you’re finished.”

      “I will not,” Margaret said. “You go home and get some sleep and then call me when you wake up.”

      He shrugged. “I won’t be able to sleep for much more than an hour or two. I have a murder to investigate.”

      “And I have an interview to get to,” Margaret said. She gave Ted a quick hug and then walked off down the corridor.

      “She’s nervous,” Ted said. “I told her not to worry, that if she doesn’t get the job, I can help her out until she does find something.”

      Fenella smiled at him. “I told her the same thing, but she’s a very independent woman.”

      “Yeah, that’s one of the best things about her.” Ted finished the sentence on a yawn that seemed to go on forever. “I should go home,” he said when he finally finished.

      “Or you could come in and sleep on my couch,” Fenella offered. “It’s not as nice as a bed, but it’s quite comfortable, and you could get to sleep that much faster.”

      “I don’t want to be in your way.”

      “You wouldn’t be in my way. I’ll be in the kitchen going through some preliminary wedding plans.”

      “Wedding plans? Have you and Daniel set a date?”

      “Not exactly, but we’ll talk about that later. For now, come in and go to sleep.”

      Ted looked as if he wanted to protest, but it was clear that he was exhausted. After a moment, he simply shrugged and then walked into the apartment. He slipped off his shoes and sat down on the couch.

      “Do stretch out,” Fenella told him. She went into her bedroom and returned with a pillow and a blanket. “Make yourself comfortable. I’ll be in the kitchen if you need me.”

      Fenella worked on the invitation list and then started trying to decide what she actually wanted in terms of a ceremony and reception. She told herself that the loud snoring was like white noise, but that didn’t make it any less disruptive. Eventually, she gave up on her lists and sneaked into her bedroom and curled up with a book. Margaret returned three hours later. Fenella rushed to the living room when she heard the door opening. Ted was on his feet near the couch, looking confused.

      “Hi,” Margaret said. “You jumped up when I opened the door, but you don’t look awake.”

      Ted laughed. “It took me a minute to remember where I was and why I was here.”

      “How did the interview go?” Fenella asked.

      Margaret shrugged. “It was decidedly odd. I got the distinct impression that they were doing their very best to find a reason to not hire me, if that makes any sense.”

      “Maybe they have an internal candidate, but they have to interview all of the qualified applicants,” Fenella suggested.

      “That may be it. They went over my resume, er, CV with a fine-toothed comb, and then they quizzed me about every single thing I’d done in my previous position. Every time I was able to answer their questions, they seemed almost disappointed.”

      “That’s odd,” Ted said.

      Margaret shrugged. “Then they gave me a tour of the building. I made a few comments on things that I saw that were either similar or very different to the frozen food factory. Every time I spoke, the man who would be my supervisor just sighed and made a note on his phone.”

      “So you don’t think you got the job?” Ted asked.

      “I don’t think I got the job. As Aunt Fenella said, I suspect it has already been filled. I doubt they were expecting anyone else to apply, at least not someone with the background and experience that I have.”

      Fenella frowned. “Are they supposed to let you know?”

      “They said that someone would call me by the end of next week either way, but I suspect they’ll just ghost me.”

      “Ahem,” Mona said as she appeared. “I find that term rather offensive.”

      Fenella and Margaret exchanged glances as they both struggled not to laugh. Ted looked from one to the other and then frowned.

      “Did I miss something funny?”

      “No, sorry, we were just talking about ghosts last night, that’s all,” Margaret said. “But it doesn’t matter. What matters is that I’m starving. It must be time for lunch.”

      “Nearly, anyway,” Fenella said. “Where should we go? And do you want to join us?” she asked Ted.

      “I wish I could, but I need to get back to work. I can’t believe I slept as long as I did. I’m surprised no one rang while I was sleeping.” He pulled his mobile out of his pocket and frowned at the screen. “Daniel is back at the scene and wants me to meet him there.”

      “I hope he got some sleep last night,” Fenella said.

      “I made him go home just after midnight,” Ted assured her. “Only one of us needed to be there, so he went home for a few hours.”

      “That’s good to hear,” Fenella replied.

      “But now I need to go,” Ted said.

      Fenella took herself into the kitchen so that Ted could say goodbye to Margaret. When she heard Daniel’s voice, though, she quickly returned to the living room.

      “I thought I was supposed to join you at the scene,” Ted was saying as Fenella entered.

      “I sent that text three hours ago,” Daniel told him with a laugh. “I’ve left the experts to get on with their job and decided to get some lunch.”

      “We were just talking about lunch,” Margaret said. “We were thinking of going out somewhere.”

      “Count me in, unless Ted wants to get back to work,” Daniel said, looking at the younger man.

      “We need to eat,” Ted said. “And I know just the place. There’s a new café that just opened not far from here. It’s a short walk away, but the food is excellent.”

      Fenella pulled on comfortable shoes and a jacket and then checked that she had everything she needed in her handbag. Five minutes later, the foursome was on their way to the café.

      “I hope Thornton and his family and friends were cooperative last night,” Margaret said as they walked.

      “They all claimed to be shocked and saddened,” Ted told her. “On the whole, they were more cooperative than I’d been expecting.”

      “What about the dogs? Where are they now?” Fenella asked.

      “They’ve been released back to Thornton. He was quite concerned about them,” Daniel told her.

      “And you can’t tell us why Delia had the dogs or why she was wearing Lillian’s earrings,” Margaret said with a sigh.

      “Lillian?” Ted asked.

      Margaret looked at Fenella. “Um, someone said that was Thornton’s ex-wife’s name. I don’t remember who.”

      Fenella nodded. “I remember hearing it, but I can’t recall when or where.”

      “That’s a bit worrying,” Daniel said.

      “It may not be right,” Margaret said.

      “It is right,” Ted told her. “And it’s already in the news headlines on the newspaper’s website.”

      “Maybe that’s where I saw it,” Margaret murmured.

      “I didn’t see the headlines today,” Fenella admitted. As they walked into the café, she pulled out her phone and quickly found the website for the Isle of Man Times.

      “’Woman Murdered in Million Pound Earrings,’” she read out after they’d taken seats around a table in the back of the room.

      Margaret laughed. “I’m still not used to pounds being money. For a moment, I was very confused.”

      Fenella skimmed the article and then shrugged. “It’s Heather’s byline. She says that the earrings that Delia had been wearing had formerly belonged to Lillian DeVries, Thornton’s ex-wife. Apparently, the couple fought over every single thing they owned, but Thornton ended up with what Heather calls ‘what appeared to be more than his fair share’ because Lillian had cheated on him.”

      “That isn’t fair at all. Thornton probably cheated on her, too,” Margaret said.

      “According to Heather, the children sided with their father in the divorce and haven’t spoken to their mother in over a year,” Fenella added.

      “How dreadful for poor Lillian,” Margaret said. “Where is she now? Is she still with the person with whom she cheated?”

      “The article doesn’t give any of that information,” Fenella said.

      “Are you ready to order?” the waitress asked.

      Fenella flushed and picked up her menu. “I’ll make a decision by the time you’ve all ordered,” she told the others before starting to read.

      “It won’t be long,” they were assured after they’d all ordered.

      “What else does the article say?” Margaret asked.

      “It gives more information about Delia. Apparently, she was from a fairly wealthy family herself. Her parents are flying to the island later today. Thornton has offered them a cabin on his yacht while they’re here.”

      “I wouldn’t want to stay on the yacht,” Margaret said. “Surely someone in that group killed their daughter.”

      “Unless she knew other people on the island,” Fenella said. “She said she’d never been here before, but that doesn’t mean she didn’t know anyone here.”

      “But someone had to get close enough to her to kill her. Surely the dogs would have stopped anyone they didn’t know,” Margaret said.

      “I hadn’t thought of that,” Fenella admitted. “But maybe the killer was able to distract the dogs with food or something.”

      “You’re both being very quiet,” Margaret said to Daniel and Ted.

      “You know we can’t talk about the case,” Daniel replied.

      “And here’s the food,” Ted added, nodding toward the waiter, who’d just arrived with a very full tray.

      “This is very good,” Fenella said after a few bites.

      “It is good,” Margaret agreed.

      They talked about the food and about more general topics as they finished eating. It wasn’t until they were walking back to Fenella’s apartment that Margaret mentioned the murder again.

      “We should make a list of suspects and their motives,” she suggested as they strolled along the promenade. “Unless, of course, an arrest is imminent?” She looked at Ted.

      He sighed. “Unfortunately, an arrest is not imminent. We’re still gathering information and processing the scene.”

      “Maybe you’ll get lucky and find the killer’s wallet in a trash can near where the body was found,” Margaret said.

      “That would be a lucky find, although if we were to find a wallet in the trash near where the body was found, that wouldn’t guarantee that we’d found the killer. In fact, I’d probably suspect the opposite. I’d probably think that the killer put it there to frame someone else,” Ted replied.

      “That’s a good point,” Margaret said. “So maybe you’ll just find the killer’s fingerprints on the knife or the, well, I don’t know what. I’ve only just realized that I’ve no idea how she died.”

      “And we’re keeping that information to ourselves for now,” Daniel said.

      “I didn’t see any blood,” Margaret said thoughtfully. “But I didn’t see much, really. It was pretty dark, and I was focused on the dogs.”

      “I didn’t see any blood, either,” Fenella told her. “But I did my best not to see much of anything.”

      The men walked the women to Fenella’s door. As she unlocked it, she could hear the phone ringing.

      “You want to answer that and put it on speaker,” Mona told her as they all walked into the apartment.

      “Hello?” Fenella said as she picked up the receiver.

      “Ms. Fenella Woods?”

      “Yes?”

      “This is Dean Hamilton, personal assistant to Mr. DeVries. I am ringing to confirm the arrangements for this evening.”

      Fenella switched the conversation to speaker mode and looked at Daniel as she replied. “The arrangements for this evening?” she repeated.

      “Yes, Mr. DeVries was concerned that you might have changed your mind about joining us for dinner tonight in light of last night’s unfortunate incident.”

      “A woman was brutally murdered,” Fenella replied.

      “Yes, of course, and we’re all terribly sad and concerned, but Mr. DeVries won’t be staying in the area for long, and he is eager to become better acquainted with you before he returns to the UK.”

      “How nice,” Fenella said faintly.

      “Yesterday, you mentioned your fiancé, Daniel Robinson. Will he be joining us tonight?”

      Fenella looked at Daniel, who nodded. “Yes.”

      “Very good. And does your niece, Margaret, intend to bring a guest?”

      Ted nodded at Fenella. “Yes, she’ll be bringing her, um, friend, Ted Hart.”

      “The police inspector?”

      “Yes.”

      “Ah, very good.” The man’s tone suggested that he was thinking something else entirely. “And what about your neighbor, Ms. Quirk? Is she still planning to join us?”

      “I believe so, but I haven’t spoken to her today to ask. If you want to leave a number, I can call you back after I speak to her.”

      “That won’t be necessary. We’ll plan on her attending with a guest.”

      “That would be her husband, Tim Blake.”

      “And does Mr. Blake also work for the local constabulary?”

      “No, Tim is an architect.”

      “How interesting.”

      “It is, yes.”

      “Garrett will collect you at the Sea Terminal. If you tell the staff that you are guests of Mr. DeVries, they will show you to a private lounge where you can wait in comfort. Garrett should be there shortly before seven, as previously arranged.”

      “Very good,” Fenella replied, winking at Margaret, who laughed quietly.

      “Do you have any questions or concerns about the arrangements?” Dean asked.

      “I don’t think so,” Fenella replied, looking at the others. Everyone shook their heads.

      “Until this evening, then,” Dean said before ending the call.

      “So I guess we have plans for dinner,” Margaret said.

      “I’ve no idea what to wear,” Fenella said.

      “I know just the thing,” Mona assured her. “For you and for Margaret.”

      “We need to get back to work,” Daniel said. “But we’ll be here at six to discuss things before we head to the ship.”

      “Perfect,” Fenella told him. She gave him a quick kiss and then let him out. Ted was right behind him.

      As Fenella shut the door behind them, Margaret sighed deeply. “I need to tell Ted about Mona. I’m terrible at keeping her a secret.”

      “We probably should tell both of them, especially since her input might help with this case,” Fenella admitted.

      “And then they’ll walk around the flat, staring at shadows and wondering if I’m here all the time,” Mona said. “It will be awkward and uncomfortable for all of us.”

      “So you’d rather we didn’t tell them,” Fenella said.

      “I think it would be best not to tell them. If they believe you, they’ll find being here uncomfortable, and if they don’t believe you, well, that would be quite difficult for your relationships.”

      “Let’s not do anything hasty,” Fenella said. “For now, let’s find something to wear tonight. Maybe I should talk to Shelly first, though.”

      “I have the perfect dress for her, too,” Mona said.

      Fenella nodded. “I’ll just go and see if she’s home.”

      “She is,” Mona told her.

      “Hi,” Shelly said. “I’m just here packing some boxes of things that I want to move into our new house, when we find a new house,” Shelly told her when she opened the door to Fenella’s knock. “Elaine is going to be staying here when she returns, so I want to give her plenty of room for her things.”

      “Have you been looking at houses?” Fenella asked.

      “Not yet. Tim is rather busy at work, but he’s promised that we can start looking next month, even if things don’t get any less busy. We talked to an estate agent about putting his flat on the market, and the man seemed to think that the flat will sell very quickly, so we haven’t even done that yet.”

      “I’ll let you get back to your packing, then. I just wanted to check and see if you are still joining us for dinner on Thornton’s yacht tonight.”

      Shelly flushed. “I didn’t think he really intended to include me. We’d never met before, and we don’t exactly move in the same social circle.”

      Fenella laughed. “We’d never met before, either, and I don’t think I have a social circle, but I just got off the phone with his assistant, and you and Tim are definitely invited.”

      Shelly frowned. “What time?”

      “We’re to meet Garrett at the Sea Terminal at ten to seven.”

      “I don’t have anything better to do, but I’m not certain how I feel about dinner on a luxury yacht with an unpleasant millionaire and his family and friends.”

      “You forgot to mention that they’re involved in a murder investigation,” Fenella said with a sigh.

      “I’m sorry, but pardon?”

      “I assumed you’d heard about the body that was found in the alley last night.”

      “I heard that a body had been found, but I didn’t realize that it was connected to Thornton in any way. I haven’t looked at the news today.”

      “It was Delia Reid’s body,” Fenella told her. “Daniel, Margaret, Ted, and I found her.”

      “Which one was Delia Reid?”

      “The blonde in the T-shirt advertising beer.”

      “She was stunning. And so very young.”

      Fenella nodded. “Thornton introduced her as one of Terry’s friends. Terry is his son. I forgot you weren’t there when everyone was introduced.”

      “Terry was the angry-looking man sitting next to Thornton?”

      “Yes.”

      Shelly shook her head. “Let’s start at the beginning. Tell me who everyone was yesterday.”

      Fenella did her best to name and describe each of the people in Thornton’s entourage.

      “And last night you found Delia’s body?” Shelly asked.

      “Yes, because the dogs were barking.”

      “The dogs? The two gorgeous animals who were with Thornton? Why were they with Delia?”

      “We’ve no idea. Daniel and Ted probably know, but they won’t tell us anything.”

      “How very frustrating. Of course, we can ask Thornton tonight.”

      “I’d like to ask him why Delia was wearing his ex-wife’s very valuable earrings as well,” Fenella said.

      “She was wearing plain gold hoop earrings when I saw her.”

      “She was wearing large emerald and diamond earrings when she died.”

      “My goodness, and they belonged to Thornton’s ex-wife?”

      “Yes. According to the newspaper’s website, Thornton got them in the divorce. Apparently, Lillian cheated on him, which meant he got quite a lot when they divorced.”

      “We’ve a great deal to discuss with Thornton tonight, don’t we?” Shelly asked with a laugh.

      “So you are coming?”

      “I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

      “Daniel and Ted are going to be here at six. I suggest you and Tim join us in my apartment at that time.”

      “Are they going to give us an update on the case?”

      “I doubt it, but I’m sure they’ll tell us anything that they think we might need to know in order to stay safe.”

      Shelly nodded. “I’m excited and apprehensive at the same time. But more than that, what am I going to wear?”

      “You’re more than welcome to come over and look through Mona’s wardrobe. She probably had the perfect dress for you for tonight.”

      “You’ve already given me several of her gorgeous dresses. I can’t possibly let you give me anything else.”

      “Everything I’ve given you has fit you perfectly. None of those dresses would have fit me. Come over and let’s see we can find.”

      Shelly hesitated for a moment and then nodded. “Okay, but only because otherwise I’ve no idea what to wear on a luxury yacht, especially not one that may be sailing with a murderer.”

      Fenella shuddered. “Maybe we shouldn’t go.”

      “It will be fine,” Shelly assured her. “No one is going to do anything stupid in front of two police inspectors.”

      Shelly locked her door and then followed Fenella to her apartment. When they walked in, Margaret was slowly twirling in a circle in a gorgeous, crimson-colored gown.

      “That is fabulous,” Shelly said. “And it fits you perfectly.”

      “I hope you don’t mind if I borrow it,” Margaret said to Fenella.

      “Please just keep it. It’s perfect for you and it would never fit me,” Fenella replied.

      Mona was sitting on the bed playing with Katie when they walked into the bedroom.

      “The blue dress is for Shelly,” she said. “And the grey one is for you.”

      Fenella opened the wardrobe that was nothing short of magic. While it was packed full of clothes, the two dresses that Mona had mentioned were at the center of the rack with space on either side of them.

      “Try this,” Fenella said, holding the blue dress out to Shelly.

      “It’s fabulous,” Shelly said. “But it doesn’t look as if it will fit.”

      She went into the en-suite. When she emerged a few minutes later, she was beaming. “It fits, and it’s so, so, so beautiful.”

      “It’s perfect for you. While you were gone, I found the matching shoes and handbag,” Fenella told her, gesturing toward the bed.

      Shelly slipped on the shoes and sighed. “Why are Mona’s shoes so comfortable? I swear these are more comfortable than my trainers. I don’t even notice the height of the heels when I walk, and usually high heels bother my feet within minutes.”

      “What do you think?” Fenella asked, holding up the grey dress.

      “It’s a bit dull on the hanger, but you need to try it on,” Shelly replied.

      Fenella nodded. As she walked into the en-suite, Margaret walked into the bedroom and began to gush over Shelly’s dress.

      “It’s less boring now,” Fenella said when she emerged from the bathroom. The grey dress fell perfectly over her curves and the color seemed to accentuate her eyes. She felt fabulous and maybe even a bit younger.

      “It’s wonderful,” Margaret said. “The grey is almost silvery when it catches the light. I almost wish it would fit me.”

      “But you look amazing in red,” Shelly said. “We all look amazing, actually.”

      Fenella laughed. “Thank you, Mona.”

      “You’re very welcome,” Mona said before she disappeared in a cloud of pink smoke.

      Margaret quickly waved a hand to get rid of it before Shelly noticed. Luckily, Shelly was staring at herself in the mirror again and missed the special effects.

      “I’d better get back and tidy up the mess I left in my flat,” Shelly said after she’d changed back into her regular clothes. “I’ll be back around six, hopefully with Tim. He may have to work late, but that’s true just about every day at the moment.”

      “You’ll be welcome with or without Tim,” Fenella assured her.

      She and Margaret changed out of their evening wear and then looked at one another.

      “What should we do now?” Fenella asked.

      Before Margaret could reply, her mobile phone rang. “I’m going to answer my phone,” she laughed before tapping the screen and then disappearing into her bedroom. She emerged a few minutes later.

      “You look bemused,” Fenella said.

      Margaret laughed. “That’s a good word for it. That was Mike, the head of human resources at the bakery where I interviewed this morning.”

      “Oh? I take it he didn’t have good news.”

      “Actually, I think it was good news, but I’m not one hundred percent sure.”

      “What did he say?”

      “You were right. The job for which I interviewed has already been filled. The owner’s nephew just earned a degree in chemical engineering, and they pretty much created the job with him in mind.”

      “That’s disappointing.”

      “It is, but it isn’t. Apparently, after they spoke to me this morning, the management team had an emergency meeting. Some of the things that I said about what I’d done in my previous position got them thinking that they probably could do with more than just one newly graduated chemical engineer on staff. Basically, the plant manager and the head of research want to create a new job for me, as head of a new department. I’d have an assistant and the owner’s nephew working for me.”

      “How wonderful.”

      Margaret sighed. “But, of course, it isn’t that simple. They need to talk to the owner and to several other stakeholders and convince them that this new department is needed. Then, if they get approval, they need to advertise the job they want to give me and then interview any qualified candidates that come forward. Assuming no one else is a better fit, then they can offer me the job. I’d be responsible for hiring my own assistant.”

      “But you’d be stuck with the owner’s nephew.”

      “Exactly. I did tell Mike that I wanted to meet the nephew before I agreed to anything.”

      “Does Mike expect you to sit around and wait for them to decide what they want to do?”

      “No, but he wanted to make sure that I knew that he was hoping to put an offer to me in the next six to eight weeks. He seemed to think that I wouldn’t be able to find anything else in that time, but he did tell me that if I got another offer, he’d appreciate twenty-four hours’ notice before I accept anything so that he could try to push things through on his end and make me a better offer.”

      “So you might have a job.”

      “I might.”

      “Or maybe not.”

      “Exactly. I think I should definitely keep job hunting, just in case.”

      Fenella nodded. While they got changed and ready for their dinner engagement, they talked about the bakery and the possible job offer. By the time Tim and Daniel knocked, they were both ready to go.
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      Shelly and Tim were right behind Daniel and Ted. Once they were all sitting comfortably in Fenella’s living room, Daniel cleared his throat.

      “Obviously, we can’t discuss an active murder investigation with you,” he said. “But Ted and I wanted to share a few things with you before we head over to the yacht.”

      “That’s not at all worrying,” Shelly said.

      Daniel smiled at her. “If we thought that anyone would be in any danger, we wouldn’t be going. But everyone on the ship is a suspect in an active murder investigation. I’m not entirely certain that going is the best idea.”

      “But we’re committed now,” Margaret said. “And we all want to see what Thornton has to say about the pictures we found.”

      “He won’t want to talk about his ex-wife,” Ted said. “I found that out last night.”

      “I don’t suppose I blame him,” Margaret said. “She did cheat on him, after all.”

      “What do we need to know?” Fenella asked Daniel.

      “Mostly, what I just said. Everyone on that ship is a suspect in the investigation. Just be sensible. Don’t wander around the ship on your own. Don’t confront anyone. Don’t ask any difficult questions. We’re going to have dinner with one of your aunt’s former friends. If at all possible, try to put the murder out of your head and keep it out of the conversation,” he replied.

      “But how can we solve the case if we do that?” Mona asked.

      Fenella looked at her aunt and slowly shook her head.

      Margaret frowned at Mona. “Is there anything else?” she asked Ted.

      He shrugged. “I believe at some point the victim’s parents may arrive. They’re meant to be staying on the yacht once they reach the island. Daniel and I need to question them, but that has been scheduled for tomorrow. Ideally, I’d prefer to be off the yacht before they get there.”

      “What time is their flight expected on the island?” Fenella asked.

      “They’re flying in on a private jet, so they’ll arrive when they arrive,” Ted replied. “They should have landed in London by now, but I’ve not heard anything definite. They don’t have to report their movements to us, of course. They aren’t suspects, and they are grieving the loss of their daughter.”

      “What do you know about them?” Margaret asked.

      “Not much more than their names,” Ted told her. “They’re Dalton and Desiray Reid.” He spelled the wife’s name. “They live in Texas, and according to Heather, they own a lot of oil fields.”

      “According to Heather?” Shelly repeated.

      Ted shrugged. “I’ve been talking to witnesses and investigating the murder all day. She’s been sitting in her office, doing research on the main players in the case. I hate to admit it, but she sometimes gets information more quickly than we do when it comes to people’s backgrounds and that sort of thing.”

      Fenella opened her laptop and quickly opened the newspaper’s website. “According to this, Dalton and Desiray are both wealthy and extravagant with their money. Delia was their youngest child of four, two boys and two girls. Heather was unable to get a comment from anyone in Texas thus far, but she does say that she’ll be at the airport tonight to offer her sympathies and see if either of them has any idea who might have done such a horrible thing.”

      Ted sighed. “That last part wasn’t in the article when I read it earlier.”

      “I’ll ring the station,” Daniel said. “It might be best if we have a constable or two at the airport to help Mr. and Mrs. Reid get through the building without being harassed by members of the press.”

      While Daniel made his phone call, Fenella continued to scan the website.

      “Is there anything else interesting on there?” he asked when he was finished.

      “I don’t think so, not unless you think that it’s interesting that every single byline related to the murder is Heather’s. Dan Ross must be beside himself,” Fenella replied.

      “Is his byline anywhere on the site?” Margaret asked.

      “Not on the front page,” Fenella replied. She scrolled for a moment, clicking random links. “Ah, here’s an article about the opening of a new café in Port St. Mary. Dan wrote that. He also wrote a piece about a local author’s new book and covered a fistfight that broke out in a pub in Foxdale over the weekend.”

      “The poor man,” Shelly said. “I almost feel sorry for him.”

      “Almost, but not quite,” Fenella said.

      Shelly laughed. “No, not quite, because he can be very obnoxious – but I do think that Heather is worse.”

      “She’s very pushy and very smart,” Ted said. “I don’t think she’ll be on the island for much longer.”

      “That will be good news for Dan, anyway,” Fenella said.

      “We should be going,” Daniel said after glancing at his watch. “I assume you’d all rather walk than drive to the Sea Terminal.”

      “It isn’t far, and the weather is good,” Fenella replied. “It’s surprisingly warm for March.”

      “And dry,” Shelly added. “It usually rains a lot in the spring.”

      “We can always get a taxi if it’s raining when we get back to the Sea Terminal,” Daniel said. “Or if it gets colder.”

      They took the elevator to the ground floor and then walked across the lobby together. Outside, they hadn’t gone more than a few steps, when they were interrupted.

      “Inspector Robinson, Inspector Hart, so lovely to see you out enjoying an evening with your friends,” Heather said.

      Fenella looked over at the young woman who was standing there with a notebook and pen in her hands. She could just make out the mobile phone that was tucked in between the pages of the notebook. No doubt it was set to record their conversation.

      “Good evening,” Daniel replied.

      “Of course, poor Dalton and Desiray Reid won’t be enjoying their evening. They’re on their way to the island to collect their darling daughter’s body. Do you have any words of encouragement for them? Is there any chance of an arrest any time soon, for example?” Heather asked.

      “The investigation is ongoing,” Ted said.

      “Yes, of course, but it doesn’t seem as if there’s much happening tonight. Not if you’re all going out for a meal somewhere. From your outfits, I’m going to guess that you’re going somewhere very nice as well,” Heather replied.

      Daniel pulled out his phone and glanced at the screen. “Landed,” he said to Ted.

      Ted nodded and then took out his phone and sent a quick text message.

      Heather frowned. “Landed? Who has landed?  Mr. and Mrs. Reid haven’t even left London yet. Who else is coming to the island?”

      “Twenty-seven,” Ted said to Daniel after checking his phone again.

      “Twenty-seven?” Daniel echoed. “That can’t be right.”

      They stopped and put their heads together, speaking in low voices.

      “So, are you still enjoying life on the island?” Fenella asked Heather, determined to keep her from overhearing what the two men were discussing.

      “Yes, of course,” Heather replied, her eyes pinned on Daniel and Ted, who’d stopped walking to talk.

      “Sorry about that,” Daniel said a moment later as he caught up to the group. “Ted is just going to be a minute. He has to arrange a police escort for someone.”

      “Who?” Heather demanded.

      “I’m afraid I can’t share that information with anyone,” Daniel replied.

      “Escort from the airport?” Heather asked.

      Daniel frowned and then shrugged. “I suppose it can’t hurt to tell you that much. Yes, from the airport.”

      “And that someone has already landed,” Heather muttered. “And I can’t possibly get to the airport in time to see who it is. I wonder where Dan Ross is right now.”

      “Have a lovely evening,” Fenella said as Heather rushed away, her phone in her hand.

      “Who has just landed?” Shelly asked as Heather disappeared up a side street.

      “I didn’t say anyone had just landed,” Daniel replied. “Ted was just confirming the arrangements for Mr. and Mrs. Reid’s arrival.”

      “You did say ‘landed,’” Fenella said.

      “Yes, well, sometimes random words just pop out of my mouth,” Daniel said with a chuckle.

      “Like twenty-seven,” Ted said. “Which was not at all an appropriate response to Daniel, but it was the first thing that popped into my head.”

      “You were just trying to get rid of Heather,” Tim said.

      “And it seems to have worked,” Ted replied happily.

      “I really don’t want her to know that we’re going to Thornton’s yacht for dinner,” Daniel said. “Obviously, we have permission from the Chief Constable to do so, but in general he doesn’t approve of his inspectors socializing with witnesses in a murder investigation.”

      “I hadn’t even thought of that,” Fenella said.

      “Where are we meant to go now?” Daniel asked as they walked into the Sea Terminal.

      “Thornton said to tell someone that we’re waiting to go to his yacht and that they would direct us as to where to wait,” Fenella replied.

      Daniel found a member of staff, and a moment later they were escorted into a small private room near the main waiting area.

      “Does anyone want a drink or a snack while you’re waiting?” they were asked.

      “We’re fine,” Daniel assured the young man.

      “This is lovely,” Shelly said as she looked around the cozy room. “The couches are very comfortable,” she added as she sat down on one of them.

      “We’re a few minutes early, but Thornton said that Garrett would come and find us here,” Fenella said. She sat down next to Daniel on another couch. The group was talking about an American sitcom that had recently been shown on UK television when Garrett walked into the room several minutes later.

      “I hope I haven’t kept you waiting long,” he said as everyone got to their feet.

      “Not at all,” Fenella assured him.

      “If you’d like to follow me, then,” he said, “I’ll take you out to the yacht.”

      “I hope I don’t get seasick,” Shelly said, eyeing up the small boat to which Garrett led them.

      “That makes two of us,” Fenella replied.

      “Three,” Margaret said.

      “It’s a very short journey,” Garrett assured them. “And you’ll barely feel any movement at all on the yacht. It’s securely anchored and the sea is very calm tonight.”

      Fenella climbed into the small boat and sat down in a chair. Daniel sat next to her.

      “I’m just going to close my eyes and slowly count to one million while we make the journey,” she whispered to Daniel. “If I squeeze your hand, I’m feeling sick.”

      Daniel nodded. “You’ll be fine. It’s a very short journey.”

      Fenella didn’t get anywhere near one million before the tiny craft pulled up next to the much larger yacht. Garrett helped them transfer onto the yacht. The man waiting for them onboard looked like an older version of Garrett.

      “Good evening and welcome aboard,” he said. “I’m Captain Bruce Brown. We’re delighted to have you as guests on the Serenity. If you need anything at all during your visit, please ask any member of the crew for assistance.”

      “Thank you,” Daniel replied.

      “If you’ll follow me, Mr. DeVries and his companions are on the outer deck, enjoying the pleasant weather and some pre-dinner drinks,” the man said.

      “Pre-dinner drinks,” Fenella said as they followed the captain. “It’s already after seven. I don’t want pre-dinner drinks. I want dinner. I’m starving.”

      “Maybe we should have taken advantage of the snacks we were offered at the Sea Terminal,” Daniel replied.

      The outer deck was illuminated by several strings of lights, stretched from poles in a vaguely rectangular shape. Fenella smiled at Thornton and the others as they approached.

      “Ah, some of our guests have arrived,” Thornton said, slowly getting to his feet. “After yesterday’s tragedy, we’ve met the two police inspectors, but this is the first time we’ve had a chance to meet this gentleman.”

      He stared at Tim, who flushed and then introduced himself. When he’d finished, Thornton quickly rattled off the names of the other people on the deck. Fenella was glad to see all of the same people who had been with Thornton the previous day aside from Delia, of course.

      “We were all shocked and saddened to hear what happened to Delia,” Shelly said as Thornton waved them all into seats.

      The group had agreed among themselves that it would be best to have Shelly make that statement, to avoid mentioning that Margaret, Ted, Fenella, and Daniel had found the body.

      “Ah, thank you,” Thornton replied. “It’s a terrible tragedy, of course. She was so very young and beautiful. Her parents are on their way here. I’ve invited them to stay on the yacht with me during their time on the island. It’s the very least I can do, really. I can’t help but feel somewhat responsible for what happened to poor Delia. I never should have let her go off on her own in that way. I simply never imagined that the island was so dangerous.”

      “The Isle of Man is one of the safest places to live in the world,” Ted replied.

      Thornton shrugged. “It wasn’t until after last night’s unfortunate incident that I discovered that the murder rate on the island is shockingly high.”

      “Many of the murders on the island involve people from across. We can’t stop people from coming to the island and bringing their problems with them,” Ted said.

      “And in this case, the victim was not from the island,” Thornton conceded. “I hope you aren’t suggesting that Delia brought any troubles with her, though. That might make me think that you suspect someone here of having killed her, which simply isn’t possible.”

      “At the moment, we’re considering all possibilities,” Ted said flatly.

      Thornton looked surprised and then nodded slowly. “Yes, of course. In the absence of any solid evidence, you have to consider all possibilities, even those that are extremely unlikely. I suppose I can understand that.”

      “But no one here had any reason to kill Delia,” Terry said.

      “Champagne?” The man in the black trousers and shirt was carrying a large tray filled with glasses of the sparkling drink.

      Fenella took a glass and then sat back and watched as nearly everyone else did the same. Only Daniel and Ted politely refused.

      “As my son was saying,” Thornton said as the waiter walked away, “no one here had any reason to kill Delia. She was a part of our family, or nearly, and she will be very much missed.”

      “So what do you think happened to her?” Shelly asked.

      “She wanted to take the dogs for a walk. The rest of us were tired and eager to get back to the yacht, but she insisted that we let her go. It worried me. I should have stopped her. I’ll always regret allowing her to take Ramesses and Nefertiti for a walk,” Thornton replied.

      When he said the dogs’ names, they both barked, startling Fenella, who hadn’t noticed them lying in large beds in one corner of the deck.

      “Where did she want to take them?” Tim asked.

      “She didn’t say. I don’t think she had a particular destination in mind, actually. She said she was going to walk them up and down the promenade and then anywhere else that looked interesting. I can only imagine that someone led her or dragged her into the alley where she was found,” he said.

      “I’m surprised the dogs didn’t intervene,” Tim replied.

      Thornton sighed. “They’re gorgeous creatures, but they aren’t terribly protective. I’m afraid they could have been distracted with a bit of food or some sort of toy. They’ll go with anyone as well, so if the killer had an accomplice, he or she could have simply taken their leads and walked away with them while the killer acted.”

      “So you think she was killed by a random stranger?” Shelly asked.

      “That much seems obvious. It’s remotely possible that she knew someone on the island, but I think she would have mentioned it to one of us if that were the case,” Thornton replied.

      “Maybe someone she knew elsewhere followed her here,” Shelly suggested.

      “That’s also a possibility,” Thornton conceded. “I tend to think it was random, though. Or rather, targeted after someone saw her walking the dogs. I’ll never forgive myself for letting her wear those earrings.”

      “The local news had a lot to say about her earrings,” Shelly said.

      “But, of course, they weren’t her earrings,” Thornton replied. “They belonged to my former wife. When Delia asked to borrow them, I simply couldn’t say no.”

      “You always say no when I ask,” Courtney said.

      Thornton glanced at her. “The last time you borrowed the earrings, you left them on a table in a restaurant. Besides, the earrings will be yours one day. You can wait.”

      “But why should I? It isn’t as if you’re going to wear them,” Courtney replied.

      “He likes to let the women he plans to sleep with borrow them,” Terry said. “He expects them to show their gratitude in the bedroom.”

      Thornton frowned and then looked at Daniel and Ted. “Please don’t mind Terry,” he said. “He’s simply babbling.”

      “Delia wasn’t going to sleep with Thornton,” CeeCee said. “She was too busy jumping in and out of bed with my husband to have time for anyone else.”

      “Darling, we’ve talked about this,” Terry said to his wife.

      She stared at him for a moment and then looked away.

      “Happy families,” Courtney said. “At least she wasn’t sleeping with Alan. I hope she wasn’t sleeping with Alan, anyway. You weren’t sleeping with Delia, were you?” she asked Alan.

      He looked surprised and then shook his head. “No, of course not.”

      “After we met yesterday, I went through some of Mona’s old photographs,” Fenella said as the silence that followed Alan’s words became awkward. “I found a few of you.”

      She reached into her bag and pulled out the pictures. After a moment, she handed Thornton one of the pictures of Terry.

      He glanced at it and then shrugged. “He was a gawky and unattractive teenager,” he said before passing the picture to Terry.

      “Thanks, Dad,” Terry muttered. He looked at the picture and sighed. “It’s not a great photo.”

      “Let me see,” his wife demanded.

      Terry passed her the picture. She took one look and began to laugh.

      “At least you outgrew the worst of it,” she said eventually before handing the picture to Courtney.

      “Ah, yes, my scowling big brother. He scowled at everything from the age of ten to the age of twenty.” She looked over at Terry and laughed. “Of course, he’s scowling now, too. Old habits die hard.”

      “And this has to be Courtney,” Fenella said, passing the next photo to Thornton.

      He looked at it and frowned. “That was the night you borrowed the earrings,” he said to his daughter. “I’d forgotten that Mona was there that night, but of course she was. She was the one who noticed your carelessness and picked up the earrings from where you’d forgotten them.”

      Courtney looked at the picture. “I was only eleven or twelve, maybe thirteen. I’ll admit that I behaved badly, but that was a long time ago. I assure you that I can be trusted with the earrings now.”

      “Now the earrings are in police custody,” Thornton snapped. “It may be some time before we get them back.”

      “This is you, of course,” Fenella said, passing the next photo to Thornton. “I’m not certain who the man in the background is, though.”

      Thornton stared at the picture for a moment. “Just a former employee,” he said with a wave of his hand. “No one important.”

      Instead of passing the picture to anyone else, he held it back out to Fenella.

      “Which former employee?” Courtney asked, grabbing the picture. “Ah, Kyle,” she said. “Now I understand.”

      “Understand what?” Shelly asked.

      “My father’s reaction to the photo,” Courtney told her. “Kyle was my father’s assistant for many years. They didn’t part on the best terms.”

      “It’s all water under the bridge now,” Thornton said. “Is that all of the pictures?”

      “There was just one more,” Fenella said, passing the picture of him with Lillian. In the photo, he had his arm around her and she was gazing at him with an adoring look on her face.

      Thornton stared at it for a moment and then slowly tore it in half. As he put the pieces together and moved to tear them again, Danyelle took them out of his hands.

      “Is this your former wife, then?” she asked. “She’s not what I was expecting.”

      “Why not?” Thornton snapped.

      “I don’t know. She’s pretty, but she’s older than I thought she’d be,” Danyelle replied.

      Terry took the pieces and held them together. “Now I remember that night. Mum told us that you were going to be going out with Mona and that we’d order pizza. She was sad, because she thought you were having an affair with Mona.”

      Thornton laughed. “Your mother suspected me of sleeping with every woman who crossed my path. Mona was gorgeous and fabulous, and if I’d had the chance, I definitely would have slept with her, but she was truly devoted to Max.”

      “I just remember being disappointed that we couldn’t get pizza,” Terry said. “And then Courtney refused to go anywhere if she couldn’t wear some of Mum’s jewelry.”

      Courtney nodded. “And then you made Mum really angry because you told her to let me wear the emerald earrings. She loved those earrings more than she loved me.”

      “Indeed,” Thornton said with a nasty smile.

      “We have some starters ready, sir,” Garrett said as he approached them. “Would you prefer to be served up here or down in the dining room?”

      “We’ll have them here,” Thornton replied. As Garrett walked away, Thornton looked at Fenella and shrugged. “We’re waiting for two more guests before dinner. A few starters will keep us going.”

      “Two more guests?” she repeated.

      “As I said earlier, Dalton and Desiray Reid are on their way,” he told her. “We’ll wait for them to join us before we sit down to dinner, of course.”

      “When do you expect them to arrive?” Shelly asked.

      “Whenever,” Thornton replied with a wave of his hand. “We usually dine around nine, so they have plenty of time.”

      Nine? Fenella thought. I might start eating the furniture by that time.

      It took all of her self-control to politely take only a few of the appetizers that she was offered a moment later. Garrett passed around small plates, and then a trio of waiters presented trays full of options to each of them. Fenella and her friends all took as much as they thought they could, but no one else seemed particularly interested in the food. Courtney took a single item while Alan took two, but the others simply waved the waiters away.

      “We need more champagne,” Thornton told Garrett before he walked away.

      “Right away,” was the reply.

      When Garrett returned with bottles of champagne in both hands, he quickly refilled all of the glasses.

      “Can I get you something?” he asked Daniel and Ted.

      “Anything fizzy is fine with me,” Daniel replied.

      “Me too,” Ted added.

      “They can’t drink in case they decide one of us killed Delia,” Terry said. “It must be awful, always thinking the worst of everyone.”

      Daniel shrugged. “I wouldn’t say that I always think of the worst of everyone. I believe most people are good, actually.”

      “So have a drink,” Thornton suggested.

      Daniel shook his head. “I don’t drink when I’m in the middle of a murder investigation. Our crime scene team works around the clock. They could find something at any moment that could change the entire course of the investigation. I always need to be ready to do what’s needed.”

      “Surely you both don’t have to stay sober,” Courtney said. “One of you could relax and have a few drinks.”

      Daniel and Ted exchanged glances.

      “Actually, for a case as serious as this one, it’s best if we’re both ready to go back to work at any time,” Ted said. “At the moment, the investigation is moving in several different directions at once, so it’s possible we might both be needed at any time.”

      “How fascinating,” Thornton said, yawning widely. “What about a tour of the ship? Of course, the inspectors have already seen everything, because they insisted on doing so when they came out to question all of us, but the rest of you have yet to see just how magnificent our floating home actually is.”

      “I’d love a tour,” Fenella said, jumping to her feet. And if we wander through the kitchen and I can grab more food, all the better, she thought.

      “Oh, yes, please,” Margaret said as she stood up.

      “I’d love to see it all, too,” Shelly said.

      “I’ll wait here,” Daniel said. “As was just pointed out, I’ve already seen everything.”

      “I’ll stay here with Daniel,” Ted said. “I’ve seen it, too.”

      Tim frowned. “What a decision,” he said. “Do I stay here with the other guys or join the tour with the ladies?”

      “Let’s go,” Thornton said, ignoring Tim’s indecision.

      He walked toward a staircase that disappeared under the deck. Fenella followed, with Shelly and Margaret behind her. Tim hesitated and then slowly sat back down in his seat.

      Thornton took them through a large living area with huge couches and deep armchairs before nodding toward the corridor through a door in one wall.

      “The kitchen, or rather, the galley is through there,” he said. “It’s all state of the art, of course, with every modern appliance and enough storage space to let us sail for up to a fortnight without having to restock our food supplies.”

      “How nice,” Shelly said.

      “The rooms, or rather cabins, are through here,” Thornton said, turning in the other direction.

      They followed him down a short corridor. He stopped at the end. “This is my cabin,” he said before he opened the door.

      The door opened into a large living room with a row of couches facing the huge windows that showcased the sea. A sliding door opened onto a small balcony. Thornton opened the door and Fenella stepped outside.

      “It’s amazing,” she said as she breathed in the sea air.

      “Haven’t you ever taken a cruise?” he asked.

      “Not yet, but I’m hoping to one day soon,” she replied.

      “It’s a wonderful way to travel,” Shelly said. “Tim and I took a cruise for our honeymoon,” she told Thornton.

      “I bought this yacht when I married Danyelle. We’ve been sailing around the world ever since,” he replied. “But come and see the bedroom.”

      The bedroom had the same expansive windows and another balcony. The en-suite bathroom was huge and also had large windows to the sea.

      “I’m not sure I’d want to take a bath in that tub,” Margaret said. “It would be just my luck that I’d start getting out as another ship sailed past.”

      “The windows can be frosted at the touch of a button,” Thornton told her. He touched a button on the wall and the windows immediately became cloudy and opaque.

      “That’s neat,” Margaret said.

      “There’s another large cabin on this deck,” Thornton said as they followed him out of the room. “That’s where Terry and CeeCee are staying. The rest of the cabins are down on the next deck.”

      He led them down another flight of stairs and then down a long corridor with doors on both sides of it.

      “Courtney and Alan are staying here,” he said, touching a door as they walked past it. “This is Dean’s cabin. Peter’s is the one right across from it,” he said as they kept walking. “And this was Delia’s cabin,” he added as he stopped in front of a door that had several strips of police tape across it.

      “I’d love to show it to you, but clearly I can’t,” he said. “Unless you want to look the other way while I peel back the police tape.”

      Fenella frowned. “The police have sealed the door as part of the investigation into Delia’s murder,” she said.

      “Yes, yes, of course. I was only teasing,” he replied quickly. “Let me show you the cabin where I’m going to put Dalton and Desiray.”

      The cabin was spacious and spotlessly clean. While it was noticeably smaller than Thornton’s cabin, it still had a small living room and two balconies.

      “I hope they’ll be happy here. As I said, I will never forgive myself for letting Delia go off on her own in the way that she did, especially after I’d lent her those very valuable earrings,” he said as they walked out of the cabin.

      “She wasn’t wearing them in the morning when we met her,” Fenella said.

      “No, but then we all came back here to decide how best to spend the rest of the day,” Thornton explained. “No one could agree on anything, so we all went our separate ways. When Delia knocked on my cabin door and asked if she could borrow the emerald earrings, I simply couldn’t refuse.”

      “Why did she want to borrow them?” Shelly asked.

      Thornton smiled at her. “She simply loved jewelry, especially very expensive jewelry. Courtney had mentioned the earrings over lunch, actually. She’d asked if she could borrow them for dinner and I’d told her no.”

      “So why let Delia borrow them?” Margaret asked.

      Thornton sighed. “I’m not proud of the decision,” he said. “We were all a bit upset with one another. I’d had certain expectations about the island that hadn’t been met, and I was seriously considering going elsewhere. I’d wanted us all to have dinner together, but everyone was angry, and it was impossible to make plans.” He sighed. “Okay, I’ll admit it. I was very angry with Courtney, and I knew that she’d be furious when she saw that I’d let Delia borrow the earrings. It was a horrible thing to do and I’ll always regret it.”

      “No doubt Delia was thrilled,” Margaret said.

      Thornton nodded. “I hold on to the idea that the earrings made her happy for her last few hours on Earth. It isn’t much, but it’s all I have.”
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      On that solemn note, they followed Thornton back down the corridor.

      “The ship’s employees have cabins on the deck below this one,” Thornton said, gesturing toward another flight of stairs. “But you’ve seen the interesting areas, anyway.”

      “It’s all incredibly beautiful,” Margaret said. “I can’t imagine what it must be like, living on a ship.”

      “You’re welcome to come and stay for a few days,” Thornton offered as they slowly climbed back up to the deck. “I’m told we won’t be permitted to leave until the police have finished their investigation. You can stay with us until that’s happened.”

      “Thank you for the kind offer, but I’m afraid I have too many job interviews and other commitments right now to accept,” Margaret replied.

      “The offer will remain open while we’re here,” he told her. “And you’ll be able to tell if we’re here or not by looking out your windows, won’t you?”

      Margaret laughed. “We can definitely see the yacht from our apartment.”

      As they returned to their seats on the deck, the waiters came around again with the appetizers. Fenella decided that she’d had enough of being polite and filled her plate with as much as it would easily hold. The others in her group did the same. Thornton took one piece of chicken while the others just waved the waiters away.

      “So what happened after you left us yesterday?” Margaret asked. “Did you find somewhere interesting to spend the day?”

      Thornton shook his head. “We went back to the Sea Terminal, intent on coming back out to the yacht, but then we decided to have lunch there. Unfortunately, the manager of the restaurant there took exception to Ramesses and Nefertiti and refused to let us into the restaurant. There was an unpleasant scene.”

      “That could have been avoided if you’d just left the dogs on the boat,” Terry muttered.

      “Ramesses and Nefertiti are far more loving and loyal than either of my children have ever been,” Thornton snapped. “And they both know exactly how to behave in a restaurant. I take them everywhere with me in London and no one complains.”

      “That isn’t fair,” Courtney said. “We took your side in the divorce.”

      Thornton shrugged. “You were smart enough to follow the money. That isn’t really the same thing as taking my side.”

      “Does that mean you didn’t get any lunch?” Margaret asked.

      Thornton looked at her for a moment. “No, of course not. We decided to return to the ship for lunch, as we’d originally planned. We were then supposed to go back over to the island to spend the afternoon exploring the shops in Douglas. We had something of a minor disagreement about the plans, though.”

      “Oh, what a shame,” Margaret said.

      “It was inconsequential,” Thornton replied with a wave of his hand.

      “Because ultimately, Daddy controls all of us,” Courtney said. “We all told him that we didn’t want to go back to the island and go shopping, and then he told us that we were leaving at three and that we’d better be ready to go.”

      “Garrett has better things to do than ferry us back and forth all day long,” Thornton said. “I knew that if I went back over by myself, within minutes someone else would decide he or she wanted to go, too. And then, the next person would make the same decision, et cetera, until everyone was over there. Then Garrett would have had to start taking people back again. This way, we all went together, and then went our separate ways.”

      “Where did you all go?” Margaret asked. “We have some lovely shops.”

      “I had the dogs with me, of course,” Thornton said. “That made it difficult for me to go anywhere. Danyelle and I walked through the center of town, and then I went and sat on the promenade while she went back and did some shopping. I was just sitting there, on my own, when Delia found me.”

      “Do you know where she’d been?” was Margaret’s next question.

      “She told me that she’d wandered through the shops and then found a little coffee shop and had a sandwich. She was planning to stroll up and down the promenade until it was time for us to return to the ship. When she saw me, she thought she’d offer to take the dogs for a while so I could get some dinner somewhere.”

      “What time was that?” Fenella asked, earning herself a frown from Daniel.

      “Half five, maybe. I wasn’t watching the clock. Delia took the dogs and started walking down the promenade. I stayed where I was, waiting for Danyelle. When she finally rejoined me, we went and had a very quick meal at some little café that served quite ghastly Mexican food,” Thornton replied. “Then we walked back to the Sea Terminal, where we were supposed to meet everyone for the return trip back to the Serenity. Instead, we were met by the police.”

      “CeeCee, did you enjoy the shopping?” Margaret asked.

      The woman looked surprised and then shrugged. “I’m used to rather different sorts of shops, ones with designer clothing and the like. The ones on the island are, um, fine.”

      “I take it you didn’t buy much,” Margaret laughed.

      “Just a bit of jewelry,” CeeCee replied.

      “A bit?” Terry demanded. He looked at Margaret. “She spent a bloody fortune, she did. She was angry at me, because I’d invited Delia to join us for dinner, so as soon as we got out of the Sea Terminal, she took off on her own and went straight to a jewelry shop and bought herself two rings and a pair of earrings.”

      “I’m not going to apologize for it, either,” CeeCee said.

      “Where did you and Delia go, then?” Margaret asked Terry.

      “That was the best part. As soon as CeeCee stormed off, Delia told me that she wanted to be alone for a short while and took off in the opposite direction. After thinking it over, I decided that I couldn’t be bothered to look for either of them. I found a quiet pub and had a few drinks and some food until it was time to go back to the Sea Terminal.”

      “Before you ask, darling, because I know you will,” Courtney said, “I don’t have an alibi for Delia’s murder, either. Alan and I went off together, but he quickly got bored with the shops and left me on my own. I wandered around for a bit and then texted him to see if he wanted to get dinner, but he’d found a pub and was watching some sporting event, so I went and got dinner by myself in a random café before walking back to the Sea Terminal.”

      Margaret flushed. “I was simply making conversation,” she said.

      “Of course,” Courtney replied. “Alan, tell Margaret where you went after you tired of shopping with me.”

      “I believe you’ve already done that,” he replied. “I went into the nearest pub and had a few drinks. For what it’s worth, I didn’t see Delia again after we left the Sea Terminal.”

      Courtney laughed. “Of course you didn’t. We’re all going to say that, aren’t we? No one is going to admit to having seen her again, not after she ended up dead.”

      “I saw her again,” Dean said. “Mr. DeVries sent me to get him some things that he needed. It took me ages to find everything, because the shops were all unfamiliar to me. Once I was finished, I texted Mr. DeVries, and he told me where I could find him. Delia was just walking away with the dogs. I offered to take them, as walking them is one of my responsibilities, but she insisted that she wanted to spend some time with them.”

      “And then what did you do?” Courtney asked.

      Dean flushed. “I spoke briefly to your father, and then I went back to one of the shops and bought myself a sandwich and a bag of crisps. Then I found a convenient bench and ate my dinner while watching the tide come in.”

      “That just leaves you,” Courtney said to Peter. “Where did you go yesterday afternoon?”

      “The younger Mr. DeVries gave me a short list of things that he needed,” Peter replied. “His wife also had a list, as did Ms. Reid. I spent the entire time we were in Douglas trying to find everything on the list.”

      “And did you manage it?” Courtney asked.

      “I was unable to find a few of the things that Mrs. CeeCee DeVries requested,” Peter replied. “I was planning to try again today, but we’ve not left the ship today.”

      “What do you need so badly?” Terry asked his wife.

      She shrugged. “I just asked him to get me some shampoo and conditioner. The ones I use may not be that easy to find outside of London salons, though.”

      “I’ve found them,” Peter said. “There’s a salon in Douglas that carries the brand, actually. I simply didn’t realize that it was sold only in salons. I rang around to a few different places this morning and discovered where I can get what you need the next time we go into Douglas.”

      “If there is a next time,” Thornton said. “If we could, I’d leave the island tonight.”

      “You’ve barely seen any of it,” Margaret told him.

      “Exactly. We’ve spent not much more than a handful of hours on the island, and one of my guests was murdered there. That doesn’t make me want to spend more time exploring more,” he countered.

      “But Daddy, Margaret is on the case,” Courtney said. “No doubt she’ll have picked out one of us as the killer by the end of the day.”

      Margaret blushed. “I was simply trying to make conversation,” she said again. “But if you want to believe that I’m interfering in the case, who had a reason to want Delia dead?”

      The long silence that followed Margaret’s question was interrupted only when Garrett came back through with more glasses of champagne. Fenella grabbed a glass and took a sip while she tried to work out if she should say anything or not.

      “No one had any reason to want Delia dead,” Thornton insisted as Garrett disappeared down the stairs to the deck below.

      “I didn’t care for her,” CeeCee admitted. “But that doesn’t mean that I killed her.”

      “Of course not,” Terry said quickly. “No one killed her. Or rather, no one here killed her.”

      “And yet most murder victims knew their killer, often intimately,” Peter said. “I just read that somewhere,” he added hastily as everyone turned to stare at him.

      “It’s true,” Daniel said. “People are very rarely killed by random strangers.”

      “So Delia was very unlucky,” Thornton said.

      “Or someone on this deck killed her,” Courtney said in a dramatic voice. As everyone turned their heads to look at her, she laughed loudly. “Oh, come on. You know I’m only kidding. None of us had any reason to want her dead. She was just another of the type of woman that Terry always drags along when he goes anywhere. She wasn’t any different to CeeCee, really, although CeeCee did manage to get a wedding ring out of Terry. I still haven’t worked out how she managed that.”

      “He happens to be in love with me,” CeeCee snapped.

      “Yes, of course,” Courtney replied with a wave of her hand. “He’s always in love with whatever blonde he’s with at any given time. And then another pretty blonde crosses his path and he loses interest in the one he claimed to have been so in love with the day before. You’ve had surprising staying power, but then he added Delia to the mix, and I realized you’re no different to any of the previous women who’ve been in his life.”

      “I’m his wife,” CeeCee said loudly.

      “For today,” Courtney replied.

      “That’s quite enough,” Thornton interjected. “We have guests.”

      “Guests who think one of us killed someone,” Terry said.

      “All the more reason not to argue pointlessly among ourselves,” Dean said.

      “That’s all we’ve done since we got here,” Danyelle said softly.

      Thornton glared at her. “If you aren’t happy, we can talk to my solicitors in the morning.”

      She shook her head. “I wasn’t suggesting that I’m not happy. Of course I’m happy. I’m with you.”

      Courtney laughed. “While we’re on the subject, I’m also surprised that you’ve been around as long as you have. Once Daddy got his divorce, I didn’t think he’d ever get married again.”

      “We aren’t going to talk about my personal life,” Thornton said.

      “For what it’s worth, I thought Delia was invited along to keep him company, if you know what I mean,” Courtney continued. “I actually thought that Terry and CeeCee were still happy together.”

      “We are happy together,” CeeCee said.

      “So happy that your husband brought another woman along on your holiday,” Courtney laughed.

      “She was a friend, nothing more,” Terry said.

      “If she was just your friend, then she must have been sleeping with Daddy,” Courtney said. “Which gives the lovely Danyelle a very strong motive for her murder, doesn’t it?”

      “I didn’t do anything. I would never have done such a thing. Thornton, are you going to let your daughter say horrible things about me?” Danyelle demanded.

      Thornton sighed. “I can’t imagine what you all must think of us,” he said to Fenella. “Clearly, Delia’s tragic death has deeply upset each and every one of us.”

      “Perhaps it would be better if we rescheduled tonight’s dinner for another day,” Fenella said, feeling tired of Thornton and his family.

      “Not at all,” he replied. “Let’s find something pleasant to discuss while we wait for Dalton and Desiray. What should we do tomorrow? We started talking about the castles on the island, but you said they aren’t open. Is there anyone I could ring to see about getting one opened for us?”

      Fenella looked at Shelly, who shrugged.

      “You could try ringing Manx National Heritage,” Shelly said. “They manage all of the historical sites on the island. They should be able to suggest sites that are open if they can’t help you with the castles.”

      “But I want to see the castles,” Danyelle said.

      Thornton nodded. “Mona told me a great deal about the two castles on the island. I want to visit both of them while we’re here.”

      “If anyone can help, it will be someone at Manx National Heritage,” Shelly said. “But please don’t be too disappointed if they can’t accommodate you. I know they use the winter months to refresh the rooms and take care of necessary repairs at the sites. It may not be safe to go around the castles at the moment, not if they are painting or having a leaky roof mended.”

      “We’ll have to see what they say when I ring,” Thornton said.

      “Aside from the castles, there are two museums, both of which are open all year,” Fenella said.

      “Museums are boring,” Danyelle replied. “Every time I go around one, I feel like a small child again, being dragged past endless cases full of useless artifacts. Who cares what sort of pottery people were making years ago?”

      “I do,” Fenella replied flatly.

      Danyelle put a hand to her mouth. “Oops, sorry,” she said, laughing.

      Garrett reappeared with another tray full of champagne glasses. Fenella wanted to take another one, but with only a handful of appetizers in her stomach, she didn’t dare.

      “When is dinner?” Ted asked as Garrett disappeared again.

      “Soon,” Thornton said with a wave of his hand. “As soon as Dalton and Desiray arrive.”

      “We usually eat around nine or ten when we’re in London,” Courtney said.

      Fenella looked at her watch and swallowed a sigh. It was late. She was starving and there didn’t seem to be any polite way to demand food.

      “Aside from castles and museums, what else is there to do here?” Terry asked.

      “There’s a very nice wildlife park,” Shelly said.

      “Lions and tigers and bears?” CeeCee asked.

      “Well, lynx and red pandas and capybara, at least,” Shelly replied.

      “Lynx? Are those big cats?” Danyelle asked.

      “They are,” Shelly said. “They have lemurs and wallabies and several bird species, too.”

      “I hope we don’t get that bored,” Courtney said flatly.

      “I think we should go,” Danyelle said. “Thornton, can we do that tomorrow?”

      “Go and see birds? I don’t think so,” he replied.

      Danyelle frowned. “It isn’t as if we have anything else to do.”

      “I thought you wanted to see the castles,” he snapped. “Make up your mind.”

      Danyelle sighed deeply and then sat back in her seat and finished what was left in her glass. “I need another drink,” she said angrily.

      “Garrett!” Thornton shouted.

      The young man appeared at the top of the stairs. “Yes?”

      “More champagne,” Thornton said.

      As Garrett disappeared from view again, a loud ringing sound filled the air.

      “My mobile,” Thornton said. “Where did I leave it?”

      “It’s here,” Fenella said, picking up the device that had been left on a table near to where she was sitting.

      “Ah, yes, hello?” Thornton said after he’d tapped on the device.

      “Ah, yes, Dalton. How are you? Safely on the island?

      “Is that so?

      “I see.

      “In that case, yes, well, we’ll see, shall we?

      “Very good.”

      He handed the phone to Danyelle, who pushed the button to end the call.

      “What’s wrong?” she asked as Thornton sat back in his seat, an angry scowl on his face.

      “Dalton and Desiray have just arrived on the island,” he said. “Apparently, while they were traveling, they started talking, and they’ve decided that they’d very much prefer to stay in a hotel, rather than on the Serenity.”

      “I can’t say as I blame them,” Terry muttered.

      Thornton shot him an angry look. “Someone has been putting ideas in their heads,” he said.

      “What do you mean?” Danyelle asked.

      “I mean, Dalton said that they’d decided to stay in a hotel because they didn’t feel comfortable staying here, not while the case remained unsolved,” Thornton explained. “Dalton seems to think that one of us killed Delia.”

      Courtney laughed. “Everyone in the world thinks that one of us killed Delia,” she said. “It’s the most likely solution, even if it’s unpleasant to think about.”

      Thornton stared at her for a moment. “One of us?” he echoed eventually. “Would you care to suggest which one of us you think killed that poor girl?”

      “As Margaret was so keen to determine earlier, no one here has an alibi,” Courtney said. “And we all knew her, which gave us all a motive.”

      “That isn’t very nice,” Terry said.

      “I didn’t mean that just knowing her was enough to make me want to kill her,” Courtney said. “It was far more complicated than that.”

      “You wanted to kill her?” CeeCee asked.

      “Not especially, but I didn’t care for her,” Courtney replied.

      “Maybe Courtney killed her to get her hands on Mum’s earrings,” Terry suggested. “Maybe someone interrupted her before she could get them out of Delia’s ears.”

      “I think that’s quite enough,” Thornton said. He looked at Fenella. “I do apologize, but I think it might be best if we reschedule our dinner to another day. I did want you to have an opportunity to meet Dalton and Desiray. I’m certain they’ll be visiting us, even if they aren’t staying here. Please give Dean your mobile number. He’ll arrange something for later in the week.”

      Fenella hesitated and then slowly recited her mobile number. Dean wrote it down in a small notebook and then read it back to her.

      “That’s right,” she said.

      “Good night,” Thornton said before getting to his feet and walking toward the stairs. Danyelle followed right behind him. The others weren’t far behind. As the last of the group disappeared down the stairs, Fenella and her friends exchanged glances.

      “Now what?” Shelly asked.

      “Maybe we have to swim back,” Ted said.

      “I’m just about hungry enough to do it,” Fenella muttered.

      “Ah, sorry, but I’ll just be a minute,” Garrett said from the stairs. “I just need to serve the first course and then I’ll take you back across.” He disappeared before anyone could reply.

      “They’re down there eating dinner,” Shelly said. “And they’ve told us to just go home.”

      “We won’t be coming back,” Fenella said.

      Margaret nodded. “You can say that again.”

      A few minutes later, Garrett and Bruce helped them all back into the small boat.

      “Everyone is very upset about poor Delia,” Garrett said as he steered them back toward shore. “I hope you can forgive them for their, um, unusual behavior.”

      “Have you been working for the family for long?” Shelly asked.

      “My father has been working for Mr. DeVries for around five years. My father used to captain Mr. DeVries’s former, smaller boat, the Sunstar. Actually, it was the first Mrs. DeVries who bought the Sunstar, but they always sailed together.”

      “Thornton got the Sunstar in the divorce?” Margaret asked.

      Garrett shrugged. “All I know is that we now work for Mr. DeVries. My father pays more attention to such things than I do. Mr. DeVries traded the Sunstar in when he bought the Serenity. That was when my father rang me and asked me to come and help out. I’m only working on the Serenity temporarily. I’m supposed to be going back to school in September.”

      “What did you think of Delia?” Margaret asked.

      “She was lovely,” he replied. “Mr. DeVries always has beautiful young women on the boat now that he and the first Mrs. DeVries are no longer together. Most of them can be quite demanding and difficult, but Ms. Reid was very polite and never asked me for anything the entire time she was on board.”

      “How long was that?” was Margaret’s next question.

      “We left London a week or so ago and spent several days sailing around the French coast. Then Mr. DeVries decided that he wanted to visit the Isle of Man.”

      “And here you are,” Margaret said.

      Garrett nodded. “And here you are,” he replied, nodding at the dock in front of them.

      Five minutes later they were all standing on the dock, watching as Garrett headed back toward the Serenity.

      “Where can we get food immediately?” Shelly demanded.

      “The fish and chips shop is the first thing that springs to mind,” Tim replied.

      “Fish and chips it is,” Shelly said. “Would it be faster if we grabbed a taxi?”

      “I doubt it,” Tim told her. “It’s only a short walk away.”

      Shelly nodded and then turned and began to walk briskly along the promenade. The others rushed to keep up with her.

      “Ms. Woods? Oh, Ms. Woods? How was dinner with Thornton DeVries?”

      The voice made Fenella frown.

      “Heather?” Margaret asked.

      “Indeed,” Fenella replied.

      “I thought she was going to the airport to harass Dalton and Desiray Reid,” Shelly said.

      They’d kept walking quickly, but Heather still managed to catch up with them.

      “So, dinner with Thornton DeVries and his family on his luxury yacht,” Heather said as she reached them.  “That seems dangerous, doesn’t it, considering someone on that yacht probably killed Delia Reid?”

      “No comment,” Fenella said flatly as they all continued walking.

      “Did you at least have something delicious to eat? It can’t do any harm if you tell me about the food. I haven’t had time to get any dinner tonight, so food is very much on my mind,” Heather said with a small grin.

      “We’re going for fish and chips,” Shelly told her.

      Heather frowned. “Why are you going for fish and chips? Are you telling me that Thornton didn’t give you any dinner, or was it all that sort of horrid fancy stuff that comes in tiny portions and leaves you even more hungry than you were when you started?”

      “No comment,” Fenella said.

      “If you weren’t on the DeVries yacht for dinner, why were you there? You’re all dressed for dinner, and I can’t imagine why Thornton would have the six of you come out for a visit, not unless Ms. Woods is thinking of buying the Serenity. Is that it? Ms. Woods, are you considering using some of your extensive wealth to purchase a luxury yacht?”

      “What an interesting idea,” Fenella said.

      “Is that a no, then?”

      Tim pulled open the door to the shop and everyone rushed inside. The girl behind the counter in the otherwise empty shop looked surprised.

      “Can I help you?” she asked.

      “Six orders of fish and chips as quickly as you can make them,” Shelly said.

      “Seven,” Heather interjected. When everyone looked at her, she shrugged. “I did say that I didn’t get any dinner.”

      “It will be a few minutes,” the girl replied after they’d paid, each contributing the same amount to the total. She disappeared into the kitchen, calling loudly to the cook.

      “So you didn’t have dinner on the yacht,” Heather said thoughtfully. “Maybe you were there to meet Dalton and Desiray Reid. I suppose I can see why Thornton might have invited you to come out to the Serenity to meet them. They were meant to be staying with him, of course.”

      Fenella frowned as a smug smile flashed over Heather’s face.

      “Did you have an opportunity to meet them, then?” she asked Heather.

      “I did,” Heather confirmed. “I was at the airport when they arrived. They didn’t want to talk to me, but I did manage to ask them a few questions. They didn’t answer, but I know I made them think.”

      “What sort of questions?” Daniel asked.

      “Oh, you know, how do you feel now that you’re on the island where your beloved daughter died? Can you think of any reason why one of Thornton DeVries’s associates might have wanted your daughter dead? Are you quite certain that you want to stay with him, on his yacht, knowing that the person who killed your daughter might be sleeping in the next cabin? Those sorts of questions.”

      “Charming,” Shelly muttered.

      “Here we are,” the girl walked out of the kitchen with a large tray. It took her only a moment to distribute the hot fish and chips to everyone.

      “Hot, hot, hot,” Shelly said after her first bite.

      “But very good,” Ted added.

      Fifteen minutes later, everyone had eaten every bite of their delicious meal.

      “Ice cream,” Shelly said.

      “Perfect,” Tim replied.

      “Where can we get ice cream at this hour?” Ted asked.

      “The shop near our building is open late,” Fenella said. “And they have a freezer full of ice cream bars and sandwiches and other treats.”

      “I hope they have those cones with the peppermint ice cream inside,” Margaret said. “I got one of those when we visited, and it was delicious.”

      They’d walked only a few paces when Fenella noticed that Heather was still tagging along.

      “Do you really think that someone in Thornton’s party killed Delia?” Fenella asked Heather.

      Heather opened her mouth and then shut it again. After a moment, she smiled. “It isn’t my place to have an opinion,” she said. “My job is to report the news.”

      “Yes, of course, but you must have an opinion,” Fenella pressed her.

      “I’m far more interested in your opinion, though,” Heather countered. “I’m not certain I’d go out and spend time on the Serenity right now, not until Delia’s killer is safely behind bars.”

      Ha, if Thornton invited you, you’d be out there in a heartbeat, even if you had to swim, Fenella thought. “Really? So you do think that someone on the yacht killed Delia,” she said.

      “Let’s just say I’m being cautious,” Heather countered. “I’d rather not find myself alone on a luxury yacht with a murderer.”

      “We weren’t exactly alone out there,” Shelly said with a laugh.

      “Here we are,” Tim said brightly. “Ice cream for everyone. My treat.”

      Fenella didn’t bother to argue. She picked out an ice cream sandwich and then waited while Tim paid for the various selections. Heather tried to insist that she should pay for her own, but Tim just waved her away.

      “Should we eat them out here?” Margaret asked. As she was speaking, Fenella was opening her ice cream.

      “I’m not waiting,” she said with a laugh before she took a large bite.

      The little group walked slowly back past Promenade View apartments and then kept walking while they ate their dessert.

      “That was the perfect treat after fish and chips,” Shelly said as she wiped her fingers and her mouth.

      “It was wonderful,” Margaret agreed. “But now I’m ready for bed.”

      “That makes two of us,” Fenella said.

      “I think we’re all tired,” Daniel said as they turned and began to walk back down the road.

      “Ms. Woods, I’d like to think that I’ve been very patient for the last hour,” Heather said as they went. “I’d really appreciate just one small comment from you on the murder.”

      Fenella shook her head. “I don’t have any comment to make.”

      “Inspector Robinson? Inspector Hart? Do either of you have anything to tell the men and women of the island? I know we’d all be grateful if you could tell them something that would help them all sleep tonight. Knowing that there is a killer on the loose is a worrying thing.”

      “We’re doing everything in our power to work out exactly what happened to Delia Reid,” Daniel said. “And that’s all I’ll say on the subject.”

      “Inspector Hart?” Heather asked.

      “I believe Inspector Robinson has already answered your question,” Ted said. “Good night.”

      They walked together into the brightly lit lobby of the apartment building. Heather started to follow but was stopped by the security guard at the door.

      “Good night,” Fenella said, waving at the woman before heading toward the elevators.

      “What a horrible night,” Shelly said as Fenella pushed the button to call the elevator car.

      “Psst, Fenella,” a voice whispered. “Over here.”
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      Fenella looked around. It took her a moment to spot Dan Ross, who was peeking out from a small storage closet. “Dan? What are you doing here?”

      He glanced back and forth and then slowly emerged from the closet. “Is security around?” he whispered.

      “They’re at the door,” Shelly replied. “How did you get past them?”

      Dan shrugged. “I have my ways,” he said.

      Fenella laughed. “Someone left the back door propped open again,” she guessed.

      Dan flushed. “I need to talk to you,” he told Fenella.

      “Why?” she demanded.

      Dan looked around again. “Can we talk upstairs in your flat? I don’t mind talking to you in front of Shelly and Tim and your niece and both police inspectors, but I’d rather not try to talk here. Security will throw me out if I’m discovered.”

      Fenella looked at her friends and then shrugged. “You may have five minutes of my time,” she said, too curious about what the man wanted to refuse his request.

      “And when the time is up, Daniel and I will escort you out,” Ted added.

      Dan nodded. “Let’s go,” he said as the elevator doors slid open.

      A few minutes later, Fenella let everyone into her apartment. Mona was sitting on one of the couches with Katie curled up on her lap.

      “We’re having a party?” Mona asked as she slowly got to her feet.

      “Meeroow,” Katie said as she jumped off the chair and quickly ran into Fenella’s bedroom.

      “I’m going to make myself a cup of coffee,” Margaret said. “Does anyone else want one?”

      “Yes, please,” Dan said quickly.

      “You aren’t going to be here long enough to drink it,” Fenella told him.

      Dan shrugged. “She offered.”

      “I’ll have some,” Ted said. “Do you want any help?”

      Margaret shook her head. “I won’t be long. I’ll just start the machine and then I’ll be back.”

      Fenella crossed to one of the large couches and sat down. A moment later, Daniel joined her. Shelly and Tim sat on the couch next to them. Ted slid into one of the chairs. That left just Dan hovering uncertainly in the middle of the room.

      “Have a seat,” Fenella suggested.

      He shrugged. “As I’m not staying long, maybe I should just stand.”

      “Suit yourself,” Fenella replied. “What do you want?”

      Dan opened his mouth and then closed it again. He inhaled slowly and then sighed and walked over to a chair. After dropping heavily into it, he let his head fall backward against the back of the chair.

      Fenella counted slowly to thirty before she spoke again. “I only agreed to five minutes,” she reminded him.

      “Yeah, I know,” he muttered. “But now that I’m actually here, I’m not sure I can – that is, I don’t know what to say.”

      Margaret walked back into the room and perched on the arm of the chair where Ted was sitting. He slid an arm around her.

      “Maybe you should be going, then,” Daniel suggested.

      Dan sighed again. “I need help.”

      “What sort of help?” Fenella asked. “My advocate handles all of my charitable donations. If you’re looking for financial help, you’ll need to talk to him.”

      Dan stared at her for a moment and then let out a sharp bark of laughter. “I suppose you get that all the time,” he said. “People must ask you for money whenever they meet you. I never really thought about that, but it must be awfully annoying.”

      “Does that mean you don’t want money?” Fenella asked.

      “Oh, I’d love some money, if you wanted to just hand me a pile of it. I’m not certain how much I’d need. How much do you think it would take to bribe Heather to leave the island?” he replied.

      “I think she’s quite happy here,” Shelly said.

      Dan made a face. “She’s very happy here. She’s only been here for a short while, and she’s already made more connections in more places than I have in all of my years on the island. She’s writing all of the headline articles and I’ve been left to cover craft fairs and school sports days. It isn’t right, and it isn’t fair, and something needs to be done about it.”

      “Have you tried talking to your boss?” Margaret asked.

      “I’ve tried. I pointed out that I’ve been working for the Isle of Man Times for decades and that I should be the one writing the most important articles for the paper, but he just laughed and told me Heather is a better investigative journalist than I am. He said he was going to take advantage of having her here, because he’s fairly certain that she’ll get a much better job across soon.”

      “Surely that made you happy,” Fenella suggested.

      “Soon isn’t now. I want her gone now,” Dan replied.

      “I can’t imagine what you think I can do about any of this,” Fenella said as Margaret went back into the kitchen.

      “The thing is, I know you,” Dan said. “I know you’re busy poking your nose into the murder investigation and that you’ve probably already spoken to all of the suspects at least twice.”

      “I’m not poking my nose anywhere,” Fenella said tightly.

      “Yeah, yeah, of course not, but you have spoken to the suspects, haven’t you?” Dan asked. “You’ve spoken to Thornton DeVries and his wife and children. I’m certain you have.”

      Fenella looked at Daniel, who shrugged.  “I’m going to tell you the same thing I told Heather: no comment.”

      Dan smiled. “That’s brilliant. I’m really happy to hear that you said that to Heather. She seems to have a knack for getting people to tell her things. I wish I knew how she did it. But that doesn’t matter. What matters is that you didn’t tell her anything.”

      “And I’m not going to tell you anything, either,” Fenella said.

      “Yes, of course, but the thing is, we both know that you’re going to solve the murder before the police do,” Dan said.

      Ted and Daniel both frowned.

      “I don’t think…” Daniel began.

      He stopped when Margaret came back into the room, carrying a tray full of coffee mugs. She passed them around, even handing one to Dan.

      “Thank you,” he said.

      Fenella took a sip of her coffee and then looked at Dan. “I’m not involved in the investigation, so there’s no way I’m going to solve the case. Daniel and Ted are working hard to discover what happened to poor Delia Reid. I’m confident in their ability to find the killer.”

      Dan waved a hand. “Yes, of course, that’s the official line. But I know you well enough to know that you’ve had a hand in solving any number of murders. You can’t deny that.”

      “No comment,” Fenella said.

      “Exactly,” Dan replied. “So what I need now is for you to solve this one. And then, once you’ve done that, I need you to tell me who did it so that I can write the article for the website and the paper while Heather is still going around pestering the grieving parents for a quote.”

      His request articulated, he sat back in his seat and took a sip of his coffee. Fenella stared at him for a moment before slowly shaking her head.

      “I’m not involved in the investigation, but even if I were, I wouldn’t be willing to tell you anything that I discovered,” she said.

      “Trust me when I say that you don’t want Heather on the island,” Dan said. “In between murder investigations, she’s digging into anything and everything she can find. I believe she’s planning to write a series about Mona and the men with whom she was involved over the years.”

      “Based on what sources?” Fenella asked.

      Dan shrugged. “She’s been speaking to a number of different women who knew Mona.”

      “And they’ll all have stories to tell,” Mona said with a sigh. “Most of them will be complete lies, of course, but no one has ever let that stop them.”

      “I’ll be interested in reading the series when it comes out,” Fenella said. “Maybe I’ll learn something new about Mona.”

      “The series isn’t just going to be about Mona. Heather is oddly fascinated by Maxwell Martin,” Dan said. “She seems to think that she’s uncovered some sort of evidence that he and Mona were only pretending to be a couple. She’s going to keep digging until she uncovers the whole story.”

      “She needs to be stopped,” Mona said in a low voice. “I won’t have Max’s reputation called into question now, years after his death. She has no right to pry into his personal life.”

      “It’s been years since Max died,” Fenella said. “It’s been years since Mona died, too, actually. I can’t imagine anyone on the island still cares about either of them, aside from me and Margaret, of course.”

      “You’d be surprised how much interest there still is in Mona’s life,” Dan told her. “If Heather stays on the island, I hope you’re prepared to see every detail of Mona’s life put under a microscope and then discussed all over the newspaper’s front page.”

      Fenella laughed. “In spite of all of the hints and innuendos that go along with Mona’s name, from what I can tell, she was actually a quite boring person.”

      “I beg your pardon?” Mona snapped.

      “I hope, for your sake, that that’s true,” Dan said with a shrug. “Because her entire life is about to be splashed all over the front page.”

      “It’s hardly news, though,” Fenella said. “It’s speculation about a woman who’s been dead for two years. I wouldn’t think that would be worthy of the front page of any newspaper.”

      Dan laughed. “Did you see the paper last week? This week we have the murder, but last week was a very slow news week. Our front page had articles about a new pub in Ramsey, a lost cat in Peel, and the women’s guild in Foxdale. They had a cake decorating competition that ended in tears and smashed cakes.”

      “All of those things are more interesting than Mona’s past,” Fenella said.

      “Maybe, but they won’t be happening next week. Assuming the murder is solved, there may not be anything to put on the front page next week. Which is why Heather has been given permission to put together her series. My editor is anticipating another slow news week.”

      “But surely, if you want Heather to leave the island, it would be better if she were the one who wrote the article when the killer was found,” Shelly said. “The more successful she is, the more likely she is to get an offer from elsewhere.”

      Dan opened his mouth and then snapped it shut again. After a minute, he nodded slowly. “You make a good point. When you solve the case, ring me,” he told Fenella. “I’ll ring Heather and share the information with her. We can both write articles and then we can see which one the editor chooses.”

      “I’m not certain what that will accomplish,” Shelly said.

      “If we both have the same information at the same time, the byline will go to whichever of us writes the better story. Heather may be better at getting people to talk to her, but I’d stake my career on the fact that I’m a better writer.”

      Fenella thought back to the articles that Heather had written, and that she’d read. She couldn’t remember enough about them to pass judgment on the woman’s skill as a writer.  Mostly, she’d just skimmed them, looking for relevant information.

      “Or we could just give Heather the information and let her write the article,” Shelly suggested. “Then you simply have to hope that her article is good enough to get her a job offer across.”

      “Or, you could ring me and I could write a brilliant article and submit it under Heather’s byline,” Dan suggested. “That’s probably the best idea. I’ll write the article to the best of my ability and then, when it’s published, some paper from across will offer Heather a job and we’ll be free of her.”

      “Except I’m not going to solve the case,” Fenella said. “And the police aren’t going to ring anyone when they solve the case. I’m afraid you’re going to have to find a way to get rid of Heather yourself.”

      “Don’t tempt me,” Dan growled.

      Ted raised an eyebrow. “If she turns up dead, you’ll be on the top of the list of suspects,” he said.

      Dan looked at him and then choked out a laugh. “I’d never do anything to hurt anyone,” he said, somewhat unconvincingly.

      “Is there anything else?” Fenella asked.

      “Have you seen any of the suspects since the murder?” Dan asked.

      “No comment,” Fenella replied.

      “Which means yes, of course,” Dan said excitedly. “Who have you seen, and when did you see them?”

      “No comment means I have nothing to say,” Fenella told him. “I think you should probably go now.”

      Dan opened his mouth to reply but was interrupted by a cacophonous sound. “It’s my phone,” he said. “I usually don’t hear it.”

      He pulled the device out of his pocket and then smiled as he looked at the screen. “Hello?

      “Yes.

      “Excellent.”

      Tapping the screen to end the call, he jumped to his feet and then put his coffee mug down on the nearest table. “Must dash,” he said as he headed for the door. “Interesting things are happening.”

      He pulled the door open and then rushed through it, disappearing down the corridor without bothering to close the door behind himself.

      “Well, that was rude,” Margaret said as she got up and shut the door.

      “I wonder who was on the phone,” Shelly said.

      “I’d very much like to know that myself,” Daniel said.

      “Maybe it was about something not connected to the murder,” Fenella said.

      “Maybe, but I can’t imagine Dan getting that excited about anything else,” Shelly said.

      They chatted for a few additional minutes about the mystery caller but stopped when Daniel yawned several times in the middle of his own sentence.

      “I think you need some sleep, darling,” Fenella said.

      He nodded. “I was afraid the coffee would keep me awake, but it doesn’t seem to be doing any such thing.”

      “It’s decaffeinated,” Margaret said. “I always make decaf after dinner.”

      Daniel laughed. “I should have suspected. But I am tired, and tomorrow is going to be a busy day.”

      “It is,” Ted agreed as he got to his feet. “I should get home and get some sleep, too.”

      Fenella and Margaret walked the men to the door. They each got a quick kiss and hug before Ted and Daniel left together. Shelly and Tim were on their feet when Fenella turned back around.

      “We’ll get out of the way, too,” Shelly said. “Then you and Margaret can get some sleep.”

      Fenella would have protested if she hadn’t suddenly yawned.

      Shelly laughed. “It’s time for you to go to bed,” she said.

      Margaret let them out and then locked the door.

      “You need to stop Heather before she writes a series about me,” Mona said.

      “I can’t imagine what we could do to stop her,” Fenella replied.

      “You can do exactly what Dan suggested: solve the murder and tell her everything so she can grab the headline and get a better job offer,” Mona said.

      “I’m not involved in the case and I’m not going to tell Heather anything,” Fenella countered.

      “In that case, I may have to intervene,” Mona said with a sigh. As she faded away, a small pink cloud appeared in her place.

      Margaret walked through it, waving her hand to help it dissipate. “What are we doing tomorrow?” she asked Fenella.

      “What do you need to do about the job hunt?”

      “There isn’t a lot I can do. I’ve applied for every job on the island that might possibly suit me. I’ll check the various websites that post jobs first thing tomorrow morning, but I’m not expecting anything new, really. Right now, I’m mostly sitting around waiting for my phone to ring.”

      “In that case, let’s go shopping,” Fenella suggested. “It’s been a while since I’ve been to Tynwald Mills.”

      “Have I ever been there?” Margaret asked.

      Fenella laughed. “I think you’d remember it. It’s a small shopping center with some very fancy shops, an art gallery, and a café or two.”

      “I would remember that. Why didn’t we go when Megan and I were here before?”

      “It’s a bit out of the way,” Fenella told her. “Every time I drive out there, I wonder how they stay in business, really.”

      “Now I’m intrigued.”

      “Get some sleep and tomorrow you can see what I mean for yourself.”

      When Fenella walked into her bedroom, Katie was already asleep in the exact center of her huge bed. Lately, Katie seemed to be taking turns sleeping with either Fenella or Margaret, depending on her mood.

      “I’m the lucky one tonight, then?” Fenella asked as she walked past the sleeping animal.

      Once ready for bed, she carefully slid under the covers, trying not to disturb Katie more than necessary. Then she switched off the light and shut her eyes.
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      “I don’t even like the earrings,” Delia told her. “They’re heavy and they look fake. I mean, I know they’re real, but no one else will.”

      “So why wear them?” Fenella asked.

      “Thornton offered them to me. I hated to say no. He’s been very kind, really, allowing me to join his family on their holiday. But the entire trip has all been rather odd.”

      “Odd? In what way?”

      “Odd in that I’m the odd one out all the time. Everyone else is half of a couple, which makes me feel quite awkward. I mean, Dean and Peter aren’t a couple, but they’re employees, not guests. I should have asked if I could bring a friend or two.”

      “Why didn’t you?”

      Delia sighed. “I wish I knew. You only know what you were told, and we never really talked while I was still alive.”

      “Maybe you didn’t actually have any friends over here. Maybe all of your friends are in America,” Fenella speculated.

      “Maybe. I hope I had friends. This conversation isn’t going well. You’re too tired to imagine me properly.”

      The girl sighed deeply and then slowly faded away. Fenella blinked and then stared as Thornton DeVries appeared in her place.

      “You weren’t expecting me?” he asked.

      “I wasn’t expecting anyone.”

      “The subconscious is a strange place. If I were you, I’d be watching out for ghosts and goblins and things that go bump in the night.”

      Fenella frowned as something suddenly crashed somewhere. When she heard someone swearing loudly, she opened her eyes.

      “Meroow,” Katie said.

      Holding her breath, Fenella waited to see if the sound would continue.

      “Darn, darn, darn,” she heard coming from outside of her room.

      She got out of bed, pulling on her glasses as she went. When she walked into the living room, she flipped on the lights. Margaret yelped and then sighed.

      “It’s you,” she said.

      “Were you expecting someone else?”

      She shook her head. “I wasn’t expecting anyone. I was trying to be really quiet. I just wanted a drink of water.”

      Fenella looked at the coffee mug that had smashed on the floor in front of Margaret. “What happened?”

      “I was slowly making my way across the room when I tripped over that side table and knocked the coffee mug over. It must have hit something on its way to the floor. I heard it break, so I was afraid to move, convinced that I’d probably slice my foot open.”

      “I’m glad I put the light on,” Fenella said. “It looks like the coffee mug fell from the opposite side of the table to where you are. I can’t imagine how it broke, landing on the carpet, but it clearly did.”

      “Yeah, and if I’d known that it was that far away from me, I could have just kept walking.”

      “Go and get your water. I’ll clean up the mess.”

      “It’s my fault. I’ll clean it up.”

      “Let’s not argue at this hour of the morning.”

      “I didn’t even look at the time,” Margaret said as she glanced at the clock. “It’s three o’clock. I can’t remember the last time I woke up in the middle of the night and wanted a drink.”

      “I remember you doing so quite a lot when you were a child,” Fenella laughed as she carried a small wastebasket over to where Margaret was standing. Together, they began to pick up the pieces from the broken mug.

      “I’m really sorry that I woke you,” Margaret said as Fenella got out the vacuum cleaner to finish the job.

      “I’m not. I was having a rather unpleasant dream.”

      After the broken mug was cleared away, both women went into the kitchen. Fenella filled two glasses with water and handed one to Margaret.

      “Can we switch off the lights and just watch the sea for a minute?” Margaret asked.

      “Sure,” Fenella replied. She turned off the lights and then stood, blinking in the dark, while her eyes tried to adjust.

      “That’s odd,” Margaret said.

      “What’s odd?”

      “Thornton’s yacht appears to be moving.”

      Fenella frowned and then turned her focus onto the yacht in the distance. “It does appear to be moving,” she said after a moment. “But I’m fairly certain they were all told that they couldn’t leave the island.”

      “Maybe they’re just going for a sail around the coast.”

      “In the middle of the night?”

      “I don’t know. I like that idea better than the thought that they might be trying to get away.”

      Fenella frowned. “I don’t want to wake up Daniel.”

      Margaret laughed. “I can wake Ted. He won’t mind.”

      She left the room before Fenella could reply. When she returned a moment later, she had her phone in her hand.

      “Sorry to bother you,” she said after a minute. “But I’m just standing in Aunt Fenella’s kitchen, watching Thornton’s yacht sail away.”

      Even though the phone wasn’t in speaker mode, Fenella heard the expletive that came down the line.

      Margaret laughed. “I thought something similar. It’s just possible that it only looks as if it’s moving, because we’re at an odd angle, but the longer I stand here, the more obvious it becomes that it is definitely moving.”

      After a short pause, Margaret spoke again. “You’re welcome,” she said.

      She ended the call and then slid her phone into the pocket of her bathrobe. “He’s going to send someone to investigate,” she told Fenella.

      “Whoever is going had better hurry,” Fenella said. The yacht now seemed to be quite far away.

      “That must be the police,” Margaret said a short while later as two small boats appeared in the harbor.

      Fenella and Margaret moved into the living room, taking seats on one of the couches to watch and see what was going to happen next.

      “I can’t believe Thornton thought he could simply sail away,” Mona said as she appeared next to Fenella. “He’s going to be very cross with the police when they stop him.”

      “He’ll be lucky if they don’t arrest him,” Fenella said.

      “No doubt he’ll blame everything on the ship’s captain,” Margaret said.

      “Poor Bruce. I hope he’s being paid well,” Fenella replied.

      “Does this mean that Thornton knows who killed Delia and is trying to help them get away?” Margaret asked. “Or does it mean that Thornton killed her and is trying to make his escape?”

      “It could mean either of those things,” Mona said. “Or it could simply be that Thornton woke up in the middle of the night and decided that he wanted to be somewhere else. It would be like him to simply demand that they set sail, regardless of what the police told him about having to stay here.”

      “Is there any chance he got permission to leave?” Fenella asked. “He said something about having friends in high places or some such thing.”

      “Ted certainly didn’t seem to think he should have been allowed to go,” Margaret said. “And even if Thornton had somehow gotten permission to leave, I can’t see the Chief Constable letting everyone on the yacht leave. Each and every one of them is a suspect in an active murder investigation.”

      They watched in silence as another three small boats hurried past. Half an hour later, Margaret’s phone rang.

      “Yes?

      “Interesting.

      “Okay, thanks for letting us know.”

      Margaret slid the phone back into her pocket. “That was Ted. Apparently, if we keep watching, we’ll see the Serenity slowly making its way back into Douglas harbor.”

      “Oh?” Fenella replied.

      “Ted told me that there was some sort of misunderstanding between the police and Thornton. He didn’t fully appreciate that he wasn’t allowed to leave the area. He’s claiming that he was so distressed to hear about Delia’s death that he wasn’t capable of understanding anything that was said to him subsequently.”

      “He told us himself that he wasn’t allowed to leave the island,” Fenella said. “He even invited you to stay with them while they were still here.”

      Margaret nodded. “I’ll have to tell Ted about that conversation. I should have told him earlier, but I’ll admit that I forgot all about it.” The last word was said around a yawn.

      “We should all go back to sleep,” Fenella said. “There isn’t anything else to see, really. A ship slowly sailing into the harbor isn’t exactly exciting.”

      “Especially since we can only really see the lights from here.”

      “You two go to bed,” Mona said. “I’ll keep watch and wake you again if anything else interesting happens.”

      “Did you wake us this time?” Margaret asked.

      “Get some sleep,” Mona replied. “We can talk tomorrow.”

      Fenella might have argued, but she was too tired to do anything more than head to bed. Katie hadn’t moved from her spot, so Fenella crawled in next to her and shut her eyes.
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      What felt like only a moment later, Katie began to tap on her nose.

      “I’m too tired to move,” Fenella moaned as she opened one eye and looked at the clock. “And you even let me sleep late,” she said, surprised to see that it was eight, rather than seven.

      “Meeroow,” Katie replied.

      Sighing, Fenella slid out of bed and shuffled into the kitchen. She poured Katie’s food into a bowl and then started a pot of coffee.

      “All the caffeine,” she muttered as she measured coffee grounds into the machine. “Need all the caffeine.”

      Her eyes were closed and she may have nodded off, just briefly, when Margaret walked into the room.

      “I smelled coffee,” she said.

      “I made coffee,” Fenella told her.

      After her first few sips, Fenella started to feel a bit more awake. “I didn’t even look to see if the Serenity is back where it belongs,” she said, turning to look out the window.

      “It is,” Margaret said. “And there are two other boats next to it, one on either side.”

      “I wonder if they’re going to stay there until the killer is behind bars.”

      “But where is Mona this morning?” Margaret asked. “She was going to keep an eye on the yacht.”

      “Maybe she got tired, or maybe she got bored once it was safely back in its place.”

      “Does she get tired? How does that even work?”

      “I wish I knew.”

      Margaret sighed. “It would be lovely to know all about the afterlife. I must say that I’m slightly less worried about dying now that I’ve met Mona, but I do wonder if everyone gets the same options that she got. I can see her finding a way to charm a passing angel into being allowed to come back as a ghost, even though she wasn’t supposed to do any such thing.”

      Fenella laughed. “That does seem all too possible.”

      She made pancakes for breakfast, making them healthier by adding blueberries to the batter. That had to make up for the generous amount of maple syrup that she smothered them in before she ate.

      “And now, Tynwald Mills,” she told Margaret. “Or rather, showers and clothes and then Tynwald Mills.”

      Margaret nodded. “I’m curious to see it.”

      A short while later they were in Mona’s little red sports car on their way across the island.

      “It feels as if we’re flying,” Margaret said.

      “Once you get your license and learn to drive a stick shift, you can try driving it.”

      “We’ll see. I’m not even all that happy driving your far-more-sensible automatic car yet. I much prefer the one my driving instructor uses. It has two sets of controls.”

      Fenella laughed. “Does Mel use his set often when you’re driving?”

      “He hasn’t had to use them yet, but I feel better knowing that he could.”

      When they reached Tynwald Hill, Fenella turned down the narrow, twisty road next to it. There was room for only a single car in some places, but they were fortunate not to meet anyone coming the other way. At the end of the road, Fenella turned and drove into a large parking lot.

      “Did the sign on that fence say ‘overflow car park’”? Margaret asked.

      “Yes.”

      “But it’s a field. There were sheep grazing in it.”

      “The gate was closed. They aren’t using it as a parking lot today.”

      “What do they do with the sheep when it gets busy?”

      Fenella shrugged. “I suppose they must have another field for them somewhere.”

      “Sometimes I forget just how far from home I am, and then sometimes I see something like that and it feels like my old life is a million miles away.”

      Fenella pulled the car into a parking space and switched off the engine. “Wait until you see the shops. They’re lovely and expensive, and in the US they would be in a fancy shopping mall in a posh suburb.”

      The pair spent the next couple of hours wandering through the collection of shops. They were walking into the small art gallery when someone called Fenella’s name.

      “Ms. Woods? I’m sorry to bother you,” the voice said.

      Fenella stopped and looked around. “Victor?” she asked, studying the short, nearly bald man who was walking toward her across the gallery floor.

      He grinned. “Hello. I’m sorry to bother you, but I wanted to say hello.”

      “Margaret, this is Victor Miles. Victor, my niece, Margaret Woods.”

      The man bowed. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

      “How are you?” Fenella asked. “I haven’t seen you since, well, since Mr. Allen’s unfortunate passing.”

      “He was my employer,” Victor told Margaret. “And he fell off a balcony to his death.”

      “My goodness,” Margaret said.

      “It was a rather horrible evening,” Victor said. “And your aunt was kind enough to allow me to cry on her shoulder, quite literally. I’d worked for Mr. Allen for twenty-seven years before his untimely death.”

      “You must have started working for him when you were very young,” Margaret said.

      “I was sixteen. Working for him was all that I knew, really. I was devastated when he died.”

      “And you weren’t sure what you were going to do next,” Fenella said. “I hope you’ve managed to find another job.”

      Victor shook his head. “And I’m not looking,” he added with a grin. “Mr. Allen always told me that he’d make sure I was looked after once he’d gone. It turns out that he left his entire estate to me. I’m, well, I’ve inherited a very large fortune.”

      “Congratulations,” Fenella and Margaret said at the same time.

      Victor flushed. “I wasn’t sure about accepting it, because I was looking for another job when Mr. Allen passed. I felt as if I didn’t really deserve it, but Mr. Allen left me a letter, one that he’d written after he’d found out that I was looking for another job, and in it he said that he felt that I’d earned everything he was leaving me, even if I was planning to find another employer.”

      “That was good of him,” Fenella said.

      Victor shrugged. “I suppose I should be grateful that I was never a suspect in his death. I clearly had a strong motive.”

      “What are you going to do now?” Fenella asked.

      He shrugged. “I ask myself that every day. I’m still getting used to being on my own. I don’t think I’ll ever get used to having money. Mr. Allen used to buy art from the gallery here, so I came down today to buy something, but I couldn’t do it. It’s going to take me time to learn how to spend money on things I don’t need.”

      “I thought you wanted to travel,” Fenella said.

      “I’ve booked a trip to New York for later this month. I had to pretend that I was booking it for me and for Mr. Allen in order to get myself to do it, but I managed it.” He shook his head. “I’m sure I sound quite ridiculous, but it’s all still quite new to me.”

      “I understand, probably more than most people would,” Fenella assured him.

      He nodded. “I want to thank you for having been so kind to me on the night that Mr. Allen died.”

      “I’m glad I was there to help.”

      “I believe I told you about the woman that I left behind in New York,” he added. “She’s not currently seeing anyone. We’ve made arrangements to meet for dinner the day after I arrive.”

      “Good luck,” Fenella told him.

      He nodded. “Thank you. It was nice meeting you,” he told Margaret before he walked away.

      “What a lovely man,” Margaret said as they watched him walk back toward the parking lot.

      “I hope he lives happily ever after,” Fenella said.

      “I’m going to buy that sweater,” Margaret said as they walked out of the gallery. “The one that I tried on and said was too expensive. I love it too much to leave it behind.”

      “Let me buy it for you,” Fenella offered. “It can be an early Christmas present.”

      “It’s March.”

      Fenella laughed. “It can be a late Christmas present,” she corrected herself.

      They headed back to the very first shop, which was full of beautiful clothing. As they walked inside, Fenella heard someone talking loudly.

      “…but I want three of them,” the woman was saying.

      “I’m sorry, but we only have one of that particular shirt,” the sales clerk told her. “We can order more, but they’ll take at least a week to get here.”

      “I won’t still be here in a week. I’m not even certain why I’m here now,” the woman snapped.

      Fenella and Margaret walked around a corner and then stopped when they saw the pair they’d overheard.

      “Isn’t that…” Margaret began.

      “Lillian DeVries,” Fenella said in a whisper.
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      “I am sorry,” the sales clerk said again. “We very rarely have customers request more than one of anything. We’re a small shop with an even smaller storage space. We’ve simply nowhere to keep extra inventory.”

      The woman Fenella thought was Lillian sighed deeply. “I’m extremely disappointed,” she said. Everything about Lillian said “money” loudly and proudly. Her clothes fit as if they’d been made for her. Fenella recognized the handbag as one that she’d seen described in a magazine as “the season’s hottest and most impossible-to-get bag for only the wealthiest of women.” She was wearing huge diamond earrings and had large rings on nearly every finger. A row of diamond bracelets went up one arm and a gold and diamond watch sparkled from the other.

      “I’ve ordered three and had them shipped to you,” a man’s voice said.

      Fenella watched as the tall man pushed off from the wall he’d been leaning against. He walked over to Lillian and smiled at her.

      “They’ll be there when we get back to London,” he said.

      “Excellent,” Lillian replied. She looked at the shirt she was still holding. “I won’t be needing this, then,” she said, handing the shirt to the clerk.

      Then she spun on her heel and headed for the door. Fenella automatically stepped out of the way, but Margaret stayed right where she was. As Lillian tried to get around her, Margaret spoke.

      “I recognize you,” she said. “You’re Lillian DeVries.”

      The woman froze and then glared at Margaret. “I’ve no comment for the press. I suppose it was naïve of me to think that none of your kind would find me here.”

      Margaret gasped. “Oh, I’m not a reporter. We met Thornton yesterday, that’s all.”

      “I find it difficult to believe that my former husband showed you any photographs of me and as far as I know, my picture has not yet been published on the island in connection with the recent unfortunate events,” Lillian replied.

      “No, but Mona had photos of you,” Fenella interjected. “After we met Thornton, we dug out a box of her old photos to look for pictures of Thornton. You were in one of the photos that we found.”

      Lillian turned her icy stare to Fenella. “Mona? I would imagine Mona has a great many pictures of my husband. I do hope she keeps the racier ones away from other prying eyes.”

      “There definitely weren’t any racy pictures in the box,” Fenella said. “If Mona had any, she may have destroyed them before she died.”

      Lillian had taken a step away from them, but she stopped when Fenella finished speaking and turned around, her hand to her face.

      “Mona passed away? I’m so sorry. I didn’t know,” she said.

      “She passed away over two years ago,” Fenella replied.

      “I see. And was she a relative of yours or something?”

      “She was my aunt, my mother’s sister,” Fenella explained.

      “Ah, so you must be Fenella,” Lillian replied.

      “I am, yes. How did you know?”

      “Oh, Mona told me all about you once. It must have been fifteen or twenty years ago now. Time just rushes past so very quickly. She’d come over to London with Max. The children were still teenagers, so it must have been closer to twenty years ago, though I hate to admit it.”

      “And Mona told you about me?”

      “We’d had more than a few drinks, and we’d started talking about a friend of mine who’d died rather unexpectedly. He’d been visiting his girlfriend and had had a massive heart attack in her bed. His wife was more upset to learn that he hadn’t updated his will in years than she was about the affair. Thornton asked Mona what was going to happen to her estate when she died, since she’d never had children. She told us that she’d decided to leave everything to her niece, Fenella Woods, who was a smart young woman who deserved to live her life in luxury.”

      Fenella felt herself blush. “My goodness,” she said. “I’ve always wondered why she left everything to me.”

      Lillian laughed. “She said you had four older brothers and had suffered quite enough.”

      “She wasn’t wrong,” Fenella said with a smile.

      “And you are?” Lillian asked Margaret.

      “I’m Aunt Fenella’s niece, Margaret.”

      “My brother Joseph’s daughter,” Fenella added.

      Lillian looked at her watch. “I’m starving. Shall we get lunch somewhere? I’ve a meeting with a police inspector later this afternoon, but I thought it wise to stay out of Douglas until I have to be there.”

      “The café here is very good,” Fenella said.

      “Let’s see if they have a table for four, then,” Lillian replied.

      She turned and walked out of the shop. Fenella and Margaret rushed to keep up with her. The man who’d ordered her shirts followed them. The café was mostly empty, and they were told that they could sit anywhere.

      “This is nicer than I was expecting,” Lillian said as she sat down and looked around the light, airy room. “I’ve never been to the island before, but I can already see why Mona loved it so much.”

      The man with her sat down and pulled out his oversized mobile. Within seconds, he was busy clicking and scrolling through screens.

      “I was born here, but we moved to the US when I was two,” Fenella told her. “When I came back after Mona’s death, I found that I felt right at home.”

      “Of course, you inherited all of Mona’s money. With enough money, anywhere can feel like home,” Lillian told her.

      Fenella shrugged. “Maybe.”

      “What’s brought you to the island, then?” Margaret asked.

      Lillian smiled at her. “I do hope you weren’t lying about not being a reporter.”

      Margaret laughed. “I’m not a reporter, and we won’t repeat anything you tell us. I’m just nosy.”

      The women were all laughing as the waiter approached. The man with them looked up and ordered a sandwich before turning his attention back to his phone. Once the rest of them had ordered, Lillian sat back and studied Margaret for a moment.

      “I’m here because my former husband and my children are involved in a murder investigation. When I heard what had happened over here, I thought very seriously about flying to America or maybe Paris, just to get away. When I woke up this morning, though, I realized that I needed to come over here and find out for myself what is going on.”

      “Did you know Delia?” Margaret asked.

      Lillian looked amused. “You are nosy, aren’t you, darling?”

      “We should tell you that we’re both romantically involved with police inspectors,” Fenella said. “I’m engaged to Daniel Robinson and Margaret is dating Ted Hart.”

      “The two gentlemen with whom I’m meeting later.  What a coincidence – although, I can’t imagine an island this size has very many police inspectors,” Lillian replied. “I suppose I should assume that you’ll be repeating everything I say to one or the other of the inspectors, then?”

      “Yes, of course,” Fenella said.

      Lillian nodded. “That’s good to know. The weather has been quite interesting lately, hasn’t it?”

      “Here we are,” the waiter said as he delivered their drinks. “The food won’t be long now,” he added before he walked away.

      “I do think that maybe I should ask a few questions, actually,” Lillian said after a sip of her tea. “For a start, where did you meet Thornton?”

      “He came to Mona’s apartment building, looking for Mona,” Fenella explained.

      “No doubt he was devastated to hear that she’d passed away. She was many years older than he was, but that didn’t stop him from having a bit of a thing with her when they first met.” Lillian frowned. “Actually, now that I think back, he may simply have lusted after her. Mona may well have turned him down. At the time, I simply assumed that they’d had a bit of a tumble, because Thornton was jumping in and out of different beds all the time, but Mona was always a good deal more selective. Thornton said quite a few things that suggested that they were lovers, but it wouldn’t surprise me to learn that it was all just talk on his part and that he and Mona were never anything more than friends.”

      “I believe Mona was devoted to Max,” Fenella said.

      Lillian chuckled. “Yes, of course. No doubt that’s what you’ve been told. How well did you know Mona?”

      “I didn’t really know her at all,” Fenella replied. “She visited us in the US a few times, but I never had the chance to get to know her.”

      “Yes, well, this is just speculation on my part, but I always thought that Max was in love with Bryan, his business partner. Thornton just laughed when I said that, but what does he know?”

      Fenella smiled. “He was certainly disappointed to hear that Mona is no longer with us. He seemed to think that she would have been happy to play tour guide around the island for him.”

      “Mona always told us that she’d show us everything wonderful about the island if we came to visit,” Lillian replied. “Thornton and I used to talk about it. We even went so far as to plan a trip once, but then something came up. I can’t remember what now, but it was enough to make us cancel our plans. In those days, we made and cancelled plans all the time, though. Life was a constant blur of travel and parties. I didn’t realize how exhausted I was until I fell ill and had to slow down.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that,” Fenella said.

      Lillian shrugged. “We’re still talking years ago. Fortunately, it was after I’d had the children, so it didn’t matter that my treatments meant I couldn’t have any more. Thornton hadn’t wanted more than one, anyway, so I’d already pushed my luck. I knew better than to try for any more.”

      “Soup and sandwich?” the waiter asked.

      Margaret raised her hand. He put the plate in front of her and then passed out the rest of the food.

      “Let me know if you need anything else,” he told them before he walked away so quickly that no one had time to reply.

      “It’s a good thing I’m only sipping my tea,” Lillian said.

      “Do you need more?” the man with her asked as he lifted his sandwich from his plate, his attention still on his screen.

      She shook her head. “It’s fine.”

      Fenella opened her mouth to ask to be introduced to their lunch companion, but Lillian spoke again.

      “Where was I? Oh, yes, I struggled to recover from my various ailments and when I finally did, I found that I had less interest in traveling and socializing. Of course, that gave Thornton carte blanche to travel and socialize without me. He’d been doing so while I’d been poorly. Things were different after I’d recovered, though. I believe he’d felt somewhat guilty about cheating on me while I was unwell, but that guilt went away when I refused to return to our former lifestyle. I found I actually enjoyed spending time with our children and that reading a book wasn’t a bad way to spend an afternoon. Thornton didn’t agree.”

      “Is that why you got divorced?” Margaret asked.

      Lillian looked at her and then slowly shook her head. “Not at all. We simply settled into a different lifestyle. Thornton kept traveling and going to parties, and I stayed home unless I absolutely had to accompany him somewhere. He went through a number of different women, but I was more than happy to turn a blind eye to his activities. I should add that I had a few, um, activities of my own. I wasn’t sitting at home, waiting for Thornton to get back. I made some new friends and found a few lovers along the way.”

      “How is everything?” the waiter asked.

      “We could use another round of drinks,” Fenella told him.

      He nodded. “Anything else?”

      “We’re good,” Margaret replied.

      “Where was I?” Lillian asked. “Oh, yes, the middle years of our marriage. They were less exciting, but also less exhausting. I was quite happy with the situation, really, and then Thornton made a mess of everything.”

      “What did he do?” Margaret asked.

      Lillian sighed. “He fell in love.”

      “With Danyelle?” Fenella wondered.

      “Danyelle? Oh, goodness, no. No, my darling former husband fell in love with a woman named Mandy. She was twenty-seven, not much more than half his age and she was so very clearly just after Thornton’s money that it was almost laughable.”

      “Almost,” the man said solemnly without looking up.

      “And now we get to the part that you must never ever reveal to Thornton,” Lillian said.

      “Lillian,” the man said, his word clearly a warning.

      “It’s fine. I trust Fenella and Margaret,” Lillian replied. “Thornton filed for divorce. He managed to get a private detective to gather evidence that I was cheating. I was, of course, but so was Thornton. I didn’t bother to gather evidence of that, though. I couldn’t be bothered. Instead, I let Thornton push everything through the courts and let him have just about everything he wanted.”

      “Why?” Margaret demanded. “We were told that he got more than his fair share.”

      “He may have. I have more than enough to let me live out the rest of my life in luxury, though. It wasn’t worth the time or the effort to fight for more than I need.”

      “So you let him divorce you,” Fenella said. “What happened to Mandy?”

      A nasty smile appeared and disappeared across Lillian’s face. “I had to act quickly, of course, while I still had access to Thornton’s accounts. This is the bit that Thornton doesn’t know. I went to see Mandy in her fancy flat in the center of London. I’d done my homework, so I knew that she was involved with three different men, one of whom was paying her rent and another who was meeting her living expenses. Thornton was merely showering her with expensive gifts, but none of the men knew about the others.”

      “My goodness,” Margaret exclaimed.

      “How did Thornton think she was paying her bills?” Fenella asked.

      “Oh, Mandy insisted to all who would listen that she was the daughter of some wealthy businessman who lived in South Africa. That wasn’t true, either, of course, but Thornton was willing to believe everything that Mandy said.”

      “What happened when you went to see her?” Margaret asked.

      “We had a very civilized conversation. I suggested that she should end things with Thornton and she refused. I then told her that I was going to do everything in my power to destroy her and I left.”

      Fenella gasped.

      Lillian looked over at her and smiled. “I wanted to make Thornton suffer. I won’t apologize for that. He was leaving me, forcing the children to choose between us, and taking a great deal of my money with him. Ending his relationship with Mandy didn’t really seem punishment enough, but it was all that I had.”

      “So what happened?” Margaret demanded as the waiter passed around their refills.

      Lillian waited until he’d walked away to continue. “Mandy simply laughed at me when I told her that I was going to destroy her. She had no idea what I knew. She thought I was just an angry wife, trying to win back my husband. But getting Thornton back was never my aim. I simply wanted to make him unhappy. That was not at all difficult.”

      She stopped for a sip of her tea. While she was drinking, Fenella and Margaret exchanged glances.

      The story is fascinating, but how much of it is true? Fenella wondered.

      “Where was I?” Lillian asked as she set her cup down. “Oh, yes, so I walked away from Mandy’s flat and started ringing people. I rang the man who was paying for the flat and told him that Mandy was having dinner with my husband that evening. I knew Thornton was planning to propose, you see. He’d bought a ring, a much nicer ring than mine, I should add. Anyway, I rang him, and I rang the man paying her bills, and I told them both where Mandy and Thornton would be that evening. Then I went home and got dressed for dinner.”

      “You went to the restaurant, too?” Margaret asked.

      “Of course I did. Having arranged it all, I wasn’t going to miss the show,” Lillian laughed. “It was one of my favorite restaurants, one where I was well known and well looked after. I was careful to arrive before Thornton so that I could arrange things to my liking. Everyone there knew that Thornton and I were divorcing, and all of the sympathy was on my side, so it was easy enough to arrange for Thornton to have a table in a particular section with me and the two other men with whom Mandy was involved at the tables around them. The lighting was already dim, but they were happy to turn it down even lower for me. Once everything was in place, I just had to sit back and wait.”

      “You were lucky Thornton didn’t spot you,” Margaret said.

      “Luck had nothing to do with it. I sat at a table for two with a menu on the table in the front of the empty chair. Then I held up my menu until Thornton and Mandy were seated. The other two men did something similar, but they only had to worry about Mandy seeing them, as Thornton had no idea who they were.”

      “And then you all confronted them?” Fenella asked.

      “Pudding?” the waiter interrupted, holding out a stack of menus.

      “Oh, no. I don’t eat sweets,” Lillian said.

      “I’ll have the chocolate cake,” Fenella said, determined not to move from her seat until she’d heard the end of the story.

      “Me too,” Margaret said quickly.

      The man just shook his head.

      The waiter nodded and then walked away.

      “So what happened next?” Margaret asked.

      “We all had a lovely dinner,” Lillian replied with a sweet smile. “I didn’t see any point in going hungry. I knew Thornton would wait to propose until after they’d eaten. I suspected he’d have the ring brought out with pudding, which he did. He’s very predictable, really,” she said with a sigh.

      “And then he proposed. Did Mandy say yes?” Fenella asked.

      “The waiter brought out some sort of chocolate dome thing. I’m not certain what it was, but he’d put the ring in the center of the dome. Mandy pulled it out, thinking it was just a decoration, but then Thornton got down on one knee. It was quite romantic, really, or it would have been if it had been anyone other than my husband on the floor.”

      “How awful for you,” Margaret said.

      “It wasn’t awful for long, though,” Lillian replied. “Thornton had only just asked. Mandy was clearly thrilled, nodding her head, holding the ring that was covered in cake and icing in her hands. And then one of the other men stood up and walked over. Mandy took one look at him and started to cry. All he said to her was, ‘You have one hour to vacate my flat,’ before he turned and walked out of the restaurant.”

      “My goodness,” Fenella said.

      “Before Mandy could do anything, the second man walked over and had his say. ‘I want everything I’ve paid for over the past year back, or I’ll take you to court and enjoy watching you have to sell everything to pay for your solicitors,’ he told her. And then he walked out of the room.”

      “Chocolate cakes,” the waiter said. He put the plates on the table. “Can I get you anything else right now?”

      “No, we’re good,” Fenella said, wishing the man would hurry up and leave.

      Instead, he began to stack up and clear away their empty lunch dishes. Fenella took a bite of cake and chewed slowly to keep herself calm while she waited.

      “That was quite amusing,” Lillian said when he’d finally walked away. “You both looked as if you might burst from having to wait to hear the rest of the story.”

      “Please continue,” Fenella said.

      “There isn’t much to tell after that. As soon as the second man left, Mandy turned to Thornton and said ‘Yes,’ which was quite entertaining. He demanded to know who the two men were, and she did her best to come up with a believable story, but she was also in a rush to get back to her flat so that she could pack her things and get away. After about two minutes, she grabbed her handbag and ran out the door, leaving Thornton on his own at the table.”

      “What about the ring?” Margaret asked.

      “Oh, she took the ring. Luckily for Thornton, it was a cheap imitation of the ring he’d actually purchased. He didn’t trust the restaurant staff to keep track of the very expensive real ring, so he’d had a cheap copy made for the proposal. It looked good, especially in the dimly lit restaurant, but I suspect Mandy realized it was fake as soon as she took a good look at it outside.”

      “So where is she now?” Fenella wondered.

      Lillian shrugged. “I don’t keep track of her.”

      “Australia,” the man said.

      Lillian grinned. “I should have said that I don’t keep track of her personally. I do have her watched, and I do everything I can to make her life as difficult as possible. Actually, that isn’t entirely true. What I do is everything I can to keep her from using any other men. She’s had to get a job now, and she has to pay her own bills. My friend Down Under keeps an eye on the company she keeps, and if she happens to meet a particularly wealthy man, he has a quiet word with him, just to make certain that the man is fully aware of Mandy’s questionable past. I should add that he intervenes only when he’s certain that Mandy has lied to the man in question. If Mandy were to tell someone the truth about herself and her past, then I’d wish them well.”

      Fenella sighed. “Maybe she’ll decide to stop lying one day.”

      Lillian shrugged. “I may grow tired of having her watched eventually. I do sometimes think, as she’s half a world away, that perhaps it’s time to stop. We’ll see.”

      “So where does Danyelle fit into all of this?” Margaret asked after she’d eaten her last bite of cake.

      Lillian chuckled. “Ah, the lovely Danyelle. She’s a very sweet girl, really. I’m not certain where Thornton met her, but he was still reeling from everything that had happened with Mandy when they met. They had a whirlwind romance and got married almost before the ink was dry on our divorce papers.”

      “Were you expecting him to change his mind on the divorce after Mandy left?” Margaret asked.

      “Not at all.  Even if he had, I wasn’t interested. As far as I was concerned, the marriage was over. Oh, I’m prepared to consider taking him back one day. He and Danyelle will never last, of course. She’s far too young for him, but I don’t think he’s realized that yet. Then again, knowing Thornton, he’ll simply move on from her to another young blonde and then keep repeating the process forever.” She sighed. “I shouldn’t expect him to come back to me until he’s run out of money.”

      “And if he does run out of money, will you take him back?” Fenella had to ask.

      “I wish I could say no, but I suspect I’ll be very tempted. I’m still in love with him, but more than that, I miss being his wife. I enjoyed being half of a couple, and our relationship was comfortable and easy. I’m not interested in starting over with someone new.”

      “What about the man you were seeing before your divorce?” Margaret asked.

      “Oh, he’s very married and not interested in anything more than an occasional dirty weekend while his wife is otherwise occupied. She was upset when Thornton fussed about the affair, but she was willing to believe her husband when he insisted that our relationship was completely innocent.”

      “She can’t truly believe that,” Fenella said.

      “No, of course not, but sometimes marriages are held together by a great deal of pretense on both sides. But that’s their problem and no longer mine. Once the affair was common knowledge, neither of us was particularly interested in continuing it.”

      “So you got divorced and your children took Thornton’s side?” Margaret asked.

      “They took the money’s side,” Lillian countered. “As I said earlier, I let Thornton take far more than his share in the divorce because I simply didn’t care. I was born into a very wealthy family, and if I’ve learned anything over the past fifty-one years, it is that money truly can’t buy happiness. I was an only child and my parents put most of their fortune in a trust that will keep me in luxury until I die. Then the trust will be broken up and my children will inherit the money. I have no way of changing that. Terry and Courtney are going to get that money no matter how they treat me.”

      “That’s very sad,” Margaret said.

      “It’s just a fact,” Lillian replied. “Thornton came from a much less wealthy family, but he used my money to build up several businesses over the years. I worked as hard as he did in the businesses, but I signed them all over to him in the divorce. No, it wasn’t fair, and I can see now that I wasn’t thinking clearly at the time, but it’s far too late now to do anything differently.”

      “I still don’t understand why your children took his side,” Margaret said.

      “Because after the divorce, Thornton had most of the money. I made it clear to both of them that I intended to live out my days quietly in the little flat that I’d bought in London. Thornton, on the other hand, offered them travel and adventure and a chance to work for him, which meant that they had to do next to nothing in exchange for an inflated salary and a fancy title. Besides all of that, he made it clear that anyone who didn’t support him would find himself or herself written out of his will. All of Thornton’s assets are his own to dispose of as he chooses. Terry and Courtney will be doing everything in their power to stay on his good side so that they can keep their places in his will.”

      “I’m surprised you let him off so easily,” Fenella said. “Oh, I know you broke up his relationship, but otherwise, he seems to have done very well out of the divorce.”

      “He thinks he has, anyway,” Lillian replied with a smug smile.

      “What do you mean?” Margaret asked.

      “Can I clear some plates and cups for you?” the waiter asked.

      Fenella frowned as he cleared away everything on the table. She still had a lot more questions for Thornton’s ex-wife.

      “We haven’t had the check,” Margaret told him before he walked away.

      “Ah, that’s been taken care of,” he replied.

      “What does that mean?” Fenella asked. She looked around the room, but didn’t recognize anyone at any of the other tables.

      “I sorted it,” the man said, his eyes still pinned to his phone.

      How did you manage that? You haven’t moved or looked up from your phone since we sat down, Fenella thought.

      “And that’s why I’ve won, even though Thornton thinks he has,” Lillian said with a laugh.

      “I’m not sure what you mean,” Fenella said.

      Lillian nodded toward the man next to her. “Thornton got most of the money, the businesses, and the children when we divorced. I let all of that go, but I got custody of Kyle.”
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      “Custody?” the man echoed with an amused grin.

      Lillian shrugged. “It would be more accurate to say that I bribed you away from Thornton, but it doesn’t sound as nice.”

      “You can say whatever you want,” Kyle told her. “I don’t much care either way.”

      “Now I recognize him,” Fenella said. “He was in one of the photos, too.”

      “Was I? That surprises me,” Kyle said.

      “Kyle is never in pictures,” Lillian said. “He’s almost obsessive about it.”

      “My job is to disappear into the background,” Kyle countered. “The presence or absence of a camera doesn’t matter.”

      “Thornton is not a good manager,” Lillian told them. “He lacks imagination. He’s impulsive. He gets bored far too easily, and he’s too quick to act when things aren’t working the way he wants them to work. I could go on, but that’s enough to give you an idea of why I did most of the work involved with keeping the businesses running when we were married. I should say, Kyle and I, though, because he was just as much a part of our successes as I was.”

      “I did my best,” Kyle replied.

      “And then Thornton left me and I decided that the only thing I wanted in the divorce was Kyle,” Lillian continued. “He’s a tremendous luxury, of course, but he does make everything in my life run so much more smoothly. More importantly, he isn’t doing that service for Thornton any longer.”

      “Thornton has an assistant with him,” Fenella said.

      “Ah, yes, Dean Hamilton,” Lillian replied. “He’s a lovely man, truly he is, but he’s only just barely competent. If all Thornton needed was someone to book appointments for him and keep track of his schedule, Dean would be ideal. Sadly, Thornton needs a great deal more than that, and I don’t really believe that Dean is up to the challenge.”

      “He seemed smarter than Peter,” Margaret said.

      Lillian smiled. “Peter Harvey is a very smart man. He’s also a very lazy man. He’ll always do the very least amount of work he can in order to keep his job. Working for Terry, that probably means doing not much more than sitting on his, um, bottom all day long, waiting for Terry to ask him to ring Thornton and beg for more spending money.”

      “Oh dear,” Fenella said.

      “The only one with any brains in that group is Courtney, but unless something has changed in the past year, Thornton still won’t let her do anything much with the businesses. He’s still resentful that I was more successful at running them than he was. It would kill his fragile ego if his daughter proved to be smarter at managing things than he is.”

      “She said something about wanting her own assistant, but Thornton just laughed it off,” Margaret said.

      “He may start taking her more seriously when the money starts running out,” Lillian said. “And make no mistake, it will start running out eventually. Kyle and I were the ones who kept Thornton’s spending under control. Dean and Danyelle aren’t up to that challenge. He’s bought himself a massive yacht and two fancy dogs, for goodness’ sake.”

      Kyle chuckled. “I’ve worked out what the Serenity is costing him on a daily basis. It’s shocking.”

      Lillian nodded. “By my estimates, Thornton will have to start selling off some of his smaller businesses before the end of the year if he’s going to be able to maintain his current lifestyle. He won’t want to do that, of course, but I can’t see that he’ll have much choice. Once he begins to realize just how desperate his financial situation is becoming, I expect he’ll ring me.”

      “If I were you, I wouldn’t answer the phone,” Margaret said.

      Lillian laughed. “Ah, but think how satisfying it will be to hear him admit that he was wrong. I’m prepared to consider letting him borrow Kyle for a few months or even a year if Thornton begs enough. I may even contemplate giving our relationship another try, but that rather depends on Thornton.”

      “Why would you even think of taking him back?” Fenella asked.

      “Because if he comes crawling back to me, I’ll have won, darling. Right now, he’s still convinced that he came out ahead in the divorce. He got more money and he got to keep his businesses. The children have sided with him. Everything is going exactly the way he planned. I’m so looking forward to watching it all crumble around him. I’d do anything to be a fly on the wall when he realizes that he’s going broke and I’m thriving on my own.”

      “And now he’s tangled up in a murder investigation,” Margaret said.

      “I feel quite sorry for the young woman who was killed. I know her parents, but only socially. No doubt they’re devastated. I can’t imagine how horrible it must be to lose a child.”

      “Who do you think killed her?” Margaret asked.

      Lillian looked shocked. “How can I possibly answer that? She was wearing my emerald earrings. I assume someone hit her over the head or stuck a knife into her in order to get the earrings.”

      “Your earrings?” Fenella repeated.

      “Oh, yes, they were mine. They were actually my mother’s,” Lillian replied.

      “Did Thornton get them as part of the divorce settlement?” Margaret asked.

      Lillian chuckled. “I gave them to Thornton as part of the divorce settlement. He demanded that I give him jewelry to a certain value or those earrings. I opted to give him the earrings.”

      “The local paper speculated that they must be worth hundreds of thousands of pounds,” Margaret said.

      “The local paper is quite wrong,” Lillian said with a smug smile. “My mother loved jewelry and my father spoiled her with many valuable pieces over the years. He gave her a pair of emerald earrings before I was even born. Eventually, my mother decided to have the stones reset into a necklace.”

      Lillian put her hand to her neck, her fingers resting lightly on the large green stones set in her necklace.

      “That necklace is beautiful,” Margaret said.

      “It was my mother’s favorite. After it was finished, she had some imitation emeralds set into the old mountings for the earrings and she continued to wear them. No one knew they weren’t genuine stones, and they matched her favorite necklace perfectly, for obvious reasons.”

      “So the stones in the earrings that Delia was wearing are fake,” Fenella said.

      Lillian nodded. “My mother gave them to me when I got married. I knew they weren’t real, but I never bothered to tell Thornton. The settings are platinum, which gives the earrings some value, and the stones are good fakes, but they aren’t worth hundreds of thousands of pounds.”

      “But the necklace must be,” Fenella said.

      “Oh, yes, of course. Mother added a few diamonds here and there, which raised the value even further,” Lillian said, running a finger along the stones. “Mother passed away only a few months ago. This is the first time I’ve actually worn the necklace. You can’t imagine how expensive it was to get an insurance policy that will allow me to actually wear the stupid thing, but it was worth it because I love it very much.”

      “If the earrings are fake, why didn’t you ever want Courtney to wear them?” Margaret asked.

      Lillian raised an eyebrow. “You’ve heard a lot of stories about my family, then.”

      Margaret flushed. “Courtney was wearing the earrings in the photos that we found, the ones from when Mona visited you in London.”

      “Ah, yes, of course, that was the night that Courtney took them off and left them on the table in the restaurant. Mona was kind enough to collect them and give them back to me. I didn’t want Courtney wearing them because I knew she wouldn’t take proper care of them, and I was correct. Regardless of their value, they were my earrings, and she should have taken extra special care of them.”

      “So you think that Delia was killed by someone who wanted the earrings,” Fenella said.

      “Is there any other possibility?” Lillian replied.

      “There are a number of other possibilities,” Fenella said. “It’s possible that someone who knew Delia killed her.”

      “Especially since Delia was still wearing the earrings when she was found,” Margaret said.

      “The backs have to be screwed on and off. It’s possible that the thief couldn’t work out how to remove them or was interrupted before he managed to do so,” Kyle said.

      “When you say, ‘someone who knew Delia,’ you mean someone from Thornton’s group, don’t you?” Lillian asked.

      “Yes,” Fenella replied.

      Lillian sat back in her chair and stared into the distance for a moment. “The thought did cross my mind,” she said eventually. “But I immediately buried it. I suppose that’s what your police inspector friends want to discuss with me this afternoon, though, isn’t it? They’ll want to know everything I know about the men and women who were traveling with Delia.”

      “I would imagine so,” Fenella said. “Daniel doesn’t discuss his work with me.”

      “I need to think about what I’m going to tell him,” Lillian said. “I’m not even certain where to start.”

      “How well do you know the various suspects?” Margaret asked.

      Lillian gasped. “Suspects? I suppose that’s technically correct, but it feels wrong.”

      “She should have said witnesses,” Fenella said.

      “I suppose that’s better, but only marginally. I would hope that none of them actually witnessed anything to do with the murder. If they had, they should have gone straight to the police.”

      “Yes, of course, but they are the people who knew Delia best. Do you know how she came to be sailing on the Serenity?” Margaret asked.

      Margaret looked at Kyle. He slowly shook his head. She sighed.

      “Perhaps we should go,” Fenella said reluctantly.

      The waiter was standing behind the counter, glaring at them. There were customers at two other tables, but the café was empty otherwise.

      “We aren’t hurting anything,” Lillian said. “And I need to think.”

      “About what?” Margaret asked.

      Lillian looked at her and laughed. “Yes, indeed, you are nosy,” she said. “The thing is, even though Thornton and I are divorced, I still take an active interest in his life. As I said earlier, I’m enjoying watching things slowly fall apart for him. I have, well, let’s say a source or sources who are sailing on the Serenity with him, people who keep me informed as to what is happening on a daily basis.”

      “Courtney?” Margaret guessed.

      Lillian laughed. “I do speak to Courtney much more regularly than her father realizes, but she’s not the only person who shares information with me.”

      “So what did you know about Delia?”

      “She was beautiful, not terribly bright, and both Thornton and Terry wanted to sleep with her,” Lillian replied. “That was why she was invited to sail with them on the Serenity. To the best of my knowledge, neither had accomplished that aim before her death.”

      “That would seem to give CeeCee and Danyelle a motive,” Fenella said.

      “CeeCee couldn’t care less what Terry gets up to,” Lillian said. “She’s just grateful that she got a ring out of Terry. He wasn’t ever especially interested in settling down, but he started seeing CeeCee at the same time as Thornton started suggesting that it was time that Terry got married and had a child or two. Both of my children are far too inclined to do what their father tells them to do, whether it’s what they want or not.”

      “So he simply married CeeCee because she happened to be in the right place at the right time?” Margaret asked.

      “I’m certain he managed to persuade himself that he was in love with her before he proposed, but CeeCee comes from a similar background, and I’m certain they both went into the marriage knowing that they’d both have affairs now and again after the honeymoon period was over. CeeCee may have expected that period to last a bit longer than it actually did, but she knew what she was getting herself into.”

      “And they’re planning to have children?” Margaret asked, clearly not approving.

      Lillian chuckled. “They will, eventually, but not until Thornton pushes them a bit harder. CeeCee isn’t excited about the idea, but she knows she needs to provide an heir, preferably with a spare. The children will be farmed out to nannies and then boarding school, of course. I can’t see either Terry or CeeCee taking an active role in their upbringing.”

      “Then why have them?” Margaret asked.

      Fenella could hear the tension in her niece’s voice.

      “Biological clock ticking, is it?” Lillian asked. “But people have babies for all sorts of reasons. I suspect you’d disagree with many of them.”

      Margaret shook her head. “We’ve wandered way off topic. We were talking about who might have killed Delia.”

      “Were we? I thought we were simply discussing the people on the Serenity,” Lillian replied. “I refuse to believe that any of them killed Delia, but I’m prepared to talk about them as, well, as you said, witnesses.”

      “You said Delia was invited because Thornton and Terry both wanted to sleep with her. Does that give Danyelle a motive?” Fenella asked.

      “She’s another one who should be grateful to have been given a ring,” Lillian said scornfully. “But she’s not from our social circle, so she may not be fully aware of how marriages are meant to work within it. I can see her being surprised and disappointed if she found out that Thornton was cheating.”

      “Was he cheating?” Fenella asked.

      “I don’t believe so, not yet,” Lillian replied. “Oh, I’m certain he’s had the odd tumble with an old friend or a random new one, but to the best of my knowledge, he’s not yet started an affair of any significance since his marriage.”

      “Haven’t they only been married for a year or so?” Margaret asked.

      “My dear, Thornton became involved with another woman during our rather lengthy engagement, and they carried on their affair for the first three years of our marriage. I knew all about it, of course, but only thanks to someone who was kind enough to share the information with me.” She gave Kyle an affectionate smile.

      “So Thornton and Terry wanted to sleep with her,” Margaret said. “How angry would either of them have been if she refused?”

      “Thornton wouldn’t have batted an eyelash. He’s old enough to realize that not all young women want to sleep with much older men, not even if the man in question lets them borrow fancy emerald earrings for a night. Terry might have been less understanding. I can imagine him kicking Delia off the boat if she continually refused to entertain his advances.”

      “Do you think that Delia knew that that was why she’d been invited onto the boat?” Fenella asked.

      Lillian thought for a moment. “She was young and she was American. It’s possible that things are done differently there. It’s an interesting question, actually. I don’t know who invited her, but she may have thought that the ship was going to be full of men and women her age, rather than the small family party that was actually on board.”

      “What about Courtney? What did she think of Delia?” Margaret asked.

      Lillian shrugged. “I doubt very much she thought anything of her at all. Courtney can be incredibly self-absorbed. She probably barely noticed the woman’s existence.”

      “Until Thornton let Delia borrow the emerald earrings,” Fenella said.

      “Yes, of course, but you can’t possibly be suggesting that Courtney killed her because Thornton lent her the earrings,” Lillian replied.

      “What if Alan was also interested in taking Delia to bed?” Margaret asked.

      “I’ve not actually met Alan, so I can’t possibly comment on the likelihood of that. He and Courtney haven’t been together for long, though, so I doubt he’s looking to cheat already. He comes from a nice enough family, but they’ve nowhere near as much money as ours. He should be feeling fortunate that Courtney is interested in him, really.”

      “I’ve spent several hours in his company, and I don’t feel as if I know him at all,” Margaret said. “He’s very quiet and quite polite, but he seems completely lacking in personality.”

      “Is he attractive?” Lillian asked.

      Margaret nodded. “He’s movie star handsome, if you like the sort of bland attractiveness that Hollywood seems to prefer.”

      Lillian laughed. “Bland attractiveness is what Courtney prefers, too. She isn’t particularly interested in personality. I suspect she’s ready to get married and start a family, although I doubt Thornton approves of the idea.”

      “Why wouldn’t Thornton want her to get married and have children?” Margaret asked.

      “He’d much rather keep the family tree as small as possible. After we had Terry, he didn’t want any additional children. He insisted that it would be much easier if we had only one person in line to inherit from us. I’d wanted a large family, but in the end, we agreed to have one more and then stop. I’ve never quite forgiven him for that.”

      “So you don’t think he’ll have children with Danyelle?” Margaret asked.

      Lillian laughed. “I’m quite certain he won’t have children with Danyelle. After we had Courtney, he made certain that he wouldn’t be fathering any additional children.”

      “How well do you know Dean and Peter?” was Margaret’s next question.

      “Barely at all, but Kyle knows them both,” Lillian replied, nodding at Kyle, who was staring at his phone.

      “What can you tell us about them?” Margaret asked him.

      He looked up and then shrugged. “Not much. Dean was hired about six years ago to work for one of Thornton’s businesses. He did a decent job and got moved up until he was managing several of Thornton’s smaller companies. When I left Thornton’s service, he decided to offer Dean my former position.”

      “As I said before, he’s not up to the job,” Lillian said. “He’s not nearly sneaky or cutthroat enough.”

      Margaret raised an eyebrow. “Sneaky?”

      Lillian laughed. “Underhanded, devious, whichever word you prefer, it’s just not in Dean’s nature.”

      Fenella found herself looking curiously at Kyle.

      “Oh, yes,” Lillian said with another laugh. “Kyle can be devious when the situation requires it.”

      “The business world is fraught with challenges,” Kyle said. “In order to be successful, one must adopt any number of different tactics.”

      “What about Peter?” Fenella asked, eager to change the uncomfortable subject.

      An amused look flashed over Kyle’s face. “He started working for Thornton about two years ago. When Terry demanded an assistant, Thornton offered him Peter.”

      “Why?” Margaret asked.

      “Because Peter looks brilliant on paper. He went to Oxford, and he had a lengthy career with several different large companies. He ought to be absolutely brilliant at his job.”

      Margaret frowned. “But he isn’t?”

      “He’s adequate, but he’s lacking in imagination,” Lillian explained. “If you give him very specific jobs to do, he’ll do them exactly as instructed, but if you need him to think outside the box or deal with something that arises unexpectedly, well, he’ll struggle.”

      “He’ll fail,” Kyle said flatly.

      “Can you see either of them being involved in Delia’s murder?” Margaret asked.

      Lillian and Kyle exchanged glances.

      “I suppose it’s remotely possible that Delia was romantically involved with one or the other of them,” Lillian said eventually. “Although, if that were the case, I can’t imagine why the man in question would want to kill her.”

      “Maybe she ended things and he, whichever he we’re talking about, wasn’t ready to end things,” Fenella suggested.

      “The other alternative is that Thornton or Terry told his assistant to get rid of her,” Lillian said.

      “Do you really think that either of them would murder someone on demand?” Margaret asked, clearly appalled by the idea.

      Lillian shrugged. “It has been known to happen.”

      Fenella looked at Kyle. “Would you kill someone if your boss asked you to?”

      He chuckled. “I’m hardly going to say yes to that, am I? No matter how I actually feel.”

      Fenella looked into his eyes and felt a chill run through her. “Where were you when Delia died?” she asked.

      Lillian and Kyle both laughed.

      “We were in London,” Lillian said. “And we can prove it. We were at a dinner party with dozens of other guests, including a cabinet minister and some B-list actress who is always in the papers these days. We’re definitely not suspects.”

      “That’s good to know,” Margaret said.

      “And on that rather odd note, I think we should go,” Lillian said to Kyle. “We don’t want to be late for our appointment with the police inspectors, do we? Especially not now that we’ve been thoroughly questioned by their girlfriends.”

      Fenella felt herself blushing as Lillian got to her feet. Kyle jumped up and then offered the woman his arm.

      “Thank you for an interesting lunch,” Lillian said. “I enjoyed talking about Thornton and the others, and I very much enjoyed being accused of murder.”

      She and Kyle walked away before either Fenella or Margaret could reply.

      “I didn’t accuse her of murder,” Fenella said after a moment.

      “No, of course not. We didn’t thoroughly question them, either.”

      Fenella sighed. “We need to call Daniel and Ted and tell them about the conversation.”

      “Do we really have to?”

      “Yes, we really do. I do, anyway. I always call Daniel when I talk to suspects in a current investigation.”

      “I’d better call Ted, then. I’d hate for him to think that I’m keeping anything from him.”

      Fenella looked around the mostly empty café. “I think we should probably go outside to make our calls,” she said. “I feel as if we’ve been taking up space in here for far too long.”

      Margaret nodded. “I don’t think we’ll be welcome back in a hurry, even though they aren’t busy.”

      The pair walked outside and then found a bench in a quiet corner. Fenella called Daniel’s mobile number.

      “I’m about to go into an interview, so if this won’t be quick, you’ll have to ring me back later,” he said when he answered.

      “If the interview is with Lillian DeVries, you probably want to talk to me first,” she replied.

      Daniel sighed. “You talked to Lillian today? How is that even possible?”

      “I didn’t plan for it or anything. Margaret and I are out at Tynwald Mills. We wanted to do some shopping and have some lunch. I didn’t even know that Lillian DeVries was on the island.”

      “Tell me everything.”

      When Fenella was finally finished, Daniel had only a few questions for her. Once she’d answered them, he sighed again.

      “I don’t know how you do it,” he said. “I’d be willing to bet that Heather and Dan would do just about anything to have been in your shoes this morning.”

      “Lillian was here trying to hide from the press.”

      “And instead, she stumbled across you and Margaret. I suspect Heather or Dan would have asked fewer questions.”

      “We were just making conversation.”

      “Yes, of course, and I’m grateful to you for ringing and letting me know what was said. Now I’m ten minutes late for the interview, though. I hope Mrs. DeVries won’t hold it against me.”

      “Sorry about that.”

      “Love you anyway.”

      “Love you, too.”

      Fenella dropped her phone into her handbag and looked over at Margaret. She was frowning as she held her phone to her ear.

      “I do understand. I’m just disappointed,” she said. “Call me later?”

      “Is everything okay?” Fenella asked as Margaret put her phone into her pocket.

      “Everything is fine. Ted and I were talking about having dinner together tonight, that’s all. Now he reckons he’s going to be tied up all day with the investigation. I understand that work has to come first, but I don’t have to like it.”

      Fenella nodded. “I know exactly what you mean.”

      Margaret sighed. “Want to get dinner somewhere?”

      “Yes, of course, in about five hours.”

      Margaret laughed. “Sorry, yes, of course, in about five hours. Let’s do some more shopping.”

      The pair wandered back to the shop where they’d found Lillian and spent an hour trying on clothes. Margaret bought the sweater she’d admired, and Fenella found two pairs of trousers that she loved. Then they slowly strolled through the rest of the shops again, chatting about the weather and the movie they’d watched recently. Eventually, they headed back to the car.

      “Are there any other little shopping areas tucked away in the middle of nowhere?” Margaret asked as they went.

      Fenella thought for a moment. “Not really. There are shops in all of the towns around the island, but since Jurby Junk shut, I don’t think there are any other shops in the middle of nowhere.”

      “Jurby Junk?”

      “It was a huge warehouse up in Jurby that was filled with everything from books to knickknacks to well, just about anything you can imagine. Most of it was just piled up here, there, and everywhere, and you could spend hours wandering up and down the rows of stuff, just trying to take it all in.”

      “And I missed it?”

      Fenella nodded. “Sadly, the shop closed recently. If you’re still in the mood to shop, we could head into Ramsey or Peel or Castletown.”

      “What shops are there in Peel?”

      “I’m not entirely sure. Let’s go and find out.”

      It didn’t take them long to exhaust the shopping possibilities in Peel.

      “Home?” Fenella asked as they got back into her car. “Or do you want to try somewhere else?”

      Margaret glanced at her watch and sighed. “I’m getting tired and we didn’t even buy anything in Peel. Let’s go back to Douglas and wander around the shops there. Maybe I’ll find something I want at one of them.”

      “What are you looking for?”

      Margaret chuckled. “Inner peace. What I need is a job. What I also need is for Delia’s killer to be found so that I can spend some time with Ted. I’m giving our relationship until the end of the year.”

      “And then what happens?”

      “Then I start exploring my options. I want to be a mother by the end of next year.”

      Fenella glanced at her. “Good for you. I wish I’d explored some options years ago. I knew I could never have children myself, so I told myself that I didn’t want them, but that wasn’t true.”

      “It’s never too late.”

      Fenella laughed. “I’m too old and too selfish to have children now. I’ll stick to being your favorite aunt. I’m looking forward to spoiling your baby, though.”

      Margaret laughed. “You’re going to have to fight Mom and Dad over that. Mom tries hard not to mention it, but she’s rather desperate for grandbabies. Dad never says a word, but the last time I was there, one of his friends was visiting with his granddaughter, and Dad just lit up around the little one. That’s one of the reasons why they didn’t want me to move to the island, actually.”

      “They didn’t want you to move to the island?”

      “Not really. I mean, they were very supportive, but only after they’d asked me a dozen times if I was really certain that this was where I wanted to be. They don’t think it’s a great career move.”

      “They could be right about that.”

      “Yeah, I know, but my career isn’t the only thing that matters in my life. I fell in love with the island when we visited. Besides that, I needed a change. I wasn’t happy where I was, either personally or professionally. It may take me some time to find a job here, but I’m already happier than I was in the US.”

      “And Ted is here.”

      Margaret blushed. “And Ted is here. He was definitely a factor in my decision to move.”

      “Does he know about your end of the year deadline?”

      “He does. It isn’t as if I’m demanding that he propose or get me pregnant or anything. He understands that my biological clock is ticking and that I’m ready to start a family. If he isn’t in the same place, then that’s fine, but I’m not going to put off my plans to wait for him to get to where I am.”

      “When you put it that way, I’m surprised you gave him until the end of the year.”

      “I need some time to get settled here. Actually, I need some time to make sure that moving here was the right decision. I don’t want to move a child across the ocean, so I need to be sure that the island is where I want to raise my child, or I need to move back to the US before I start my family.”

      “Dogs are easier,” Fenella said as she reached the promenade. There were a handful of men and women walking dogs in both directions.

      “Yes, and they’re gorgeous and furry and wonderful. I may even get one someday, but right now I really want a human baby.”

      Fenella parked Mona’s car in its space. “Let’s take a walk on the promenade,” she suggested. “After we take our shopping upstairs.”

      Mona was waiting for them when they got back to the apartment.

      “How was your trip to Tynwald Mills?” she asked as they entered.

      “It was good. We had lunch with Lillian DeVries,” Fenella replied. “I suppose you had something to do with that.”

      Mona frowned. “Lillian is on the island? Tell me everything she said.”

      Fenella looked at Margaret. “Do you want to tell her?”

      Between them, the women told Mona everything they could remember from their conversation over lunch with Lillian and Kyle.

      Mona laughed when she heard that the emerald earrings had imitation stones. “Thornton deserved that,” she said.

      “And then Lillian and Kyle headed for Douglas so that she could talk to Daniel and Ted,” Fenella finally concluded.

      “Fascinating. I’m certain I’ll have questions for you, but for now I must go. I’m having dinner with a small party of angels and cherubim, and if I’m late, the cherubim will eat all of the starters.”

      She disappeared in a huge cloud of pink smoke. As it cleared, tiny drops of pink rain dropped to the ground and then vanished in small bursts.

      “I want to be able to make an exit like that,” Margaret said.

      “I know, right? But she said starters and now I’m hungry.”

      Margaret laughed. “Now that you mention it, I’m hungry, too.”

      “Get Chinese.” The voice seemed to come from somewhere above them.

      “Chinese? I’m not really in the mood for Chinese,” Margaret said.

      “Get Chinese,” the voice said again.

      Fenella and Margaret exchanged glances.

      “We could get Chinese,” Margaret said.

      “Let’s go. We can decide once we get downstairs,” Fenella suggested.

      “Get Chinese!” the voice said angrily.

      Ten minutes later, the pair walked into the nearest Chinese restaurant. As they waited to be seated in the busy dining room, Fenella heard her voice being called.

      “Fenella? Margaret? Why don’t you join us?”

      “That’s CeeCee,” Margaret said in Fenella’s ear. “With Terry and Peter.”

      “Should we join them?”

      “I don’t see any reason why not.”

      Fenella could see several reasons not to, but there were at least three parties in front of them waiting for tables and she was hungry.

      “No questions about the murder,” she whispered to Margaret as they took a few steps toward CeeCee and the others.

      “What fun is that?” Margaret hissed back.
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      “Please join us,” CeeCee said as they approached. “There are only three of us, but they’ve given us a table for six. We feel terrible about the empty seats, especially since it’s so busy.”

      “We were thinking about inviting some random strangers to join us,” Peter added.

      “This is much better,” CeeCee said.

      “Thank you,” Fenella replied as she took the seat next to CeeCee.

      Margaret sat next to her, leaving an empty chair between herself and Peter.

      “We’ve only ordered drinks,” CeeCee said. “We’ll wait to order food until you’ve ordered yours.”

      The waiter looked slightly confused when he arrived with the drinks a moment later.

      “We invited some friends to join us,” CeeCee told him as he handed her a glass of wine.

      “Very good,” he replied politely.

      Fenella and Margaret ordered drinks and then studied the menu. When the waiter returned, they were ready to order.

      “So, how are you?” Margaret asked CeeCee as the waiter walked away.

      “Me? I’m fine. I mean, I want to go home, but otherwise, I’m fine,” she replied.

      “I thought the ship was lovely,” Margaret said.

      CeeCee shrugged. “The ship is very nice. The company is, well, it can be difficult, especially under the circumstances.”

      “She means my father can be difficult,” Terry said with a grin. “She’s just too polite to actually be that specific.”

      “To be fair, it isn’t just your father,” CeeCee replied.

      Terry laughed. “It’s probably right to say that we’re all difficult at the moment. It’s the first time any of us have been tangled up in a murder investigation. We’re all finding it quite difficult.”

      “His father is the worst, though,” CeeCee said, winking at Fenella and Margaret.

      “My father is not used to being told what to do,” Terry said. “Last night, in the wee small hours of the morning, he decided that he was ready to sail back to London. We hadn’t gone far, though, before we were stopped by the police and made to come back to the island.”

      “They’ll let you go as soon as they finish their investigation,” Fenella said.

      “Yes, of course, but how long will that take?” Terry demanded.

      “We’ve no way of knowing,” Fenella replied.

      CeeCee sighed. “They’d be a good deal quicker if they had to spend their spare time making small talk with Thornton.”

      Terry patted her arm. “It’s been a very long day,” he told Fenella and Margaret. “One of the reasons that my father was suddenly so eager to get back to London was that one of his business deals is starting to look a little bit shaky. Dad could deal with it in minutes if he were in London, but since he’s here, he’s been stuck ringing people and then waiting for them to ring back.”

      “And he hates waiting for people to ring back,” CeeCee added.

      Terry nodded. “Tensions are high on the Serenity, so we decided to get our dinner elsewhere.”

      “Thornton won’t be happy about that, of course,” CeeCee said. “But if we’re very lucky, he’ll be busy when we get back, and we’ll be able to sneak to our cabin and go to bed. He can shout at us in the morning.”

      Terry shook his head. “He won’t actually shout at us,” he said quickly. “It’s just that he invited all of us on the Serenity so that we could spend some time together as a family. We haven’t had much opportunity to do that, though.”

      “If it was a family cruise, why was Delia invited?” Margaret asked.

      Terry raised his eyebrows and then sighed. “I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised that people have all sorts of intrusive questions about Delia on their minds. I might be the same in your place.”

      “I don’t mind telling you,” CeeCee said. “I know you won’t repeat anything we tell you.”

      “Actually, I’ll tell Daniel everything you tell me,” Fenella said.

      “Daniel? The dreamy-looking police inspector you brought to dinner last night?” CeeCee asked. “Oh, you can tell him anything and everything. We’d just rather keep it all out of the papers.”

      “CeeCee, I think that’s enough,” Terry said.

      “Margaret asked a perfectly legitimate question,” CeeCee countered. “And I don’t mind answering it. Actually, I don’t even mind if it gets in the papers. It was such a silly little thing.”

      “Oh?” Margaret said.

      CeeCee laughed. “Terry invited her, along with a half-dozen other friends. We were trying to fill the boat with fun people. When Thornton originally suggested the cruise, we were under the mistaken impression that he was going to lend us the boat for a month or so. It was all just a misunderstanding.”

      “So what happened to the other five people?” Margaret asked.

      “Oh, once Thornton made it clear that this was going to be a family outing, I rang them all and told them not to come. Terry was supposed to ring Delia, but he forgot,” CeeCee replied, frowning at her husband.

      “I did ring her, but she didn’t answer,” he snapped. “We’ve been over this a dozen times. I rang her. She didn’t reply. It wasn’t my fault she turned up anyway.”

      Margaret nodded. “When did you find out that it was going to be a family thing?”

      “Oh, a week or so ago. But we’d only heard about it all about a fortnight ago. Thornton rang and said that he had bought a new boat. Or maybe he’s only rented it. I forget which.”

      “He bought it,” Terry said. “He traded in the much smaller boat that he and my mother used to own.”

      “Whatever,” CeeCee said. “He rang and said there was a boat and that we should go for a sail. He said something about not wanting to see it empty if he could help it and that we should all plan on taking turns going sailing throughout the year. We assumed that that meant that he was offering us use of the boat.”

      “And then you invited a bunch of friends,” Margaret said.

      “Exactly. We rang six or so of our friends, some singles and a few couples, and invited them to join us for a fortnight on the Serenity. Some of them were busy, but most of them were happy to say yes,” CeeCee replied.

      “They must have been disappointed when you called them back and cancelled,” Margaret said.

      CeeCee shrugged. “Plans change. No one was terribly upset. We didn’t actually cancel. We just told them that Thornton and his wife and Courtney and whomever she could scare up were all going to be onboard, too. That was enough to put everyone off. Well, everyone except for Delia, who never got the message.”

      “I’m surprised she didn’t change her mind when she finally discovered the truth,” Fenella said.

      “She was a bit uncomfortable, but Terry did everything he could to make her feel at home,” CeeCee replied.

      Terry flushed. “I didn’t do much.”

      “And Thornton did quite a lot, too,” CeeCee added. “I got the impression that he was quite interested in Delia, actually.”

      “He’s old enough to be her grandfather,” Terry snapped.

      “Maybe, but she was around the same age as his current wife,” CeeCee countered.

      “Whatever,” Terry said with a wave of his hand.

      “We had lunch with your mother today,” Margaret said after a short lull in the conversation.

      Terry nearly dropped his drink. “Pardon?”

      “We had lunch with your mother today,” Margaret repeated. “We went out to Tynwald Mills to do some shopping and she was there with Kyle. We started talking and then had lunch together.”

      “Your mother is on the island?” CeeCee asked.

      “Apparently,” Terry replied tightly.

      “I take it you aren’t in contact with her, then,” Margaret said.

      “I am not, and I’m not interested in hearing anything further about her,” he snapped.

      “Sorry. I was just making conversation,” Margaret said.

      “What’s Tynwald Mills?” CeeCee asked.

      “It’s a small shopping center with a handful of boutique shops, an art gallery, and a café,” Fenella told her.

      “Oh, that sounds lovely,” CeeCee said. “We can go there tomorrow,” she told Terry.

      “I don’t think so,” he replied.

      “Oh, come on. If your mother was there today, she won’t be there tomorrow,” CeeCee said.

      “I think we’ll stay on the ship tomorrow,” Terry told her. He looked at Fenella. “I was wrong a moment ago. I do want to hear one thing about her. If you learn that she’s left the island, please do let me know.”

      “Sure,” Fenella replied.

      “We can’t hide from her on the boat,” CeeCee said. “It’s impossible there. Your father is grumpy and miserable. Dean wanders around like a man who is down to his last pound. Courtney just sits and drinks herself into a stupor every day. And Alan is so devoid of personality that I’ve yet to even notice what he does at all.”

      “You didn’t mention Danyelle,” Terry said.

      “Ah, the lovely Danyelle. She who spends all of her time walking up and down the deck in a tiny bikini and stilettos trying to get your father’s attention,” CeeCee replied. “I have the distinct impression that things have cooled off considerably in their bedroom.”

      Terry made a face. “I’d rather not discuss my father’s sex life.”

      “Or lack thereof,” CeeCee laughed.

      “Sorry about the wait,” the waiter said as he began to deliver their food. “Does anyone need anything else?”

      “We’re good,” Terry said curtly.

      “How long had you been sailing?” Margaret asked after everyone started eating.

      “Just a few days. We started sailing around the French coast, and then my father decided that we should go and visit his friend Mona,” Terry replied.

      “Why?” Fenella asked. “I mean, he hadn’t spoken to Mona in years.”

      Terry shrugged. “Why does my father do anything? I don’t understand the man at all.”

      “I do,” CeeCee said. “He does everything that he does in order to upset other people.”

      Terry sighed. “She truly does love my father,” he said to Margaret and Fenella.

      “I don’t,” CeeCee countered. “I don’t even like him. He’s rude and demanding and awful, and I just know he was trying to get Delia to sleep with him. She said no, of course. He's old.”

      “Has he ever tried anything with you?” Margaret asked.

      CeeCee flushed and looked at her husband before she slowly shook her head. “He made a few comments before Terry and I got engaged, but he never actually tried anything.”

      “My father loves beautiful women, and he’s not shy about telling them that he’s attracted to them,” Terry said. “He may even suggest that they should sleep together. But he’d never try to force a woman into his bed.”

      “What about bribing one?” Margaret asked. “Why did he let Delia wear those earrings?”

      Terry laughed. “I said something about that last night, didn’t I? I may have suggested that he’d lent them to her in an effort to get her into his bed. I was angry and upset and more than a little drunk last night. The truth is far less interesting.”

      “So what is the truth?” Margaret asked as Terry took a big bite of his dinner.

      “Oh, I can answer that,” CeeCee said. “Thornton let Delia wear the earrings because Courtney wanted to wear them so badly.”

      “I don’t understand,” Margaret said.

      “Thornton and Courtney have a difficult relationship,” CeeCee said. “Courtney is very smart, and she really should be running her father’s companies by now. She’d do a much better job than he’s doing, and – sorry, darling – she’d do a better job than Terry could, too.”

      “Thank you, dear,” Terry said sharply.

      CeeCee shrugged. “It isn’t nice, but it’s true. The thing is, Thornton hates the thought that anyone could do anything better than he does, and he really hates the idea that his daughter is smarter than he is. He’s a bit of a misogynist, my father-in-law.”

      “That isn’t fair,” Terry said.

      “But it’s true,” CeeCee replied.

      “There are other issues,” Terry said tightly.

      CeeCee grinned. “You mean your father is convinced that Courtney is still in contact with your mother, even though he’s strictly forbidden both of you to talk to her.”

      “He hasn’t done any such thing,” Terry countered. “When they decided to divorce, we all tried to keep things amicable, but my mother demanded that we choose a side. Unfortunately for her, both Courtney and I chose to maintain our relationship with our father, rather than with her.”

      “Because she can’t cut you out of her father’s will,” CeeCee said.

      “Because of a lot of different things,” Terry said. “My point is that she was the one who wanted us to take sides. Now she has to live with the consequences.”

      “Except we all know that Courtney still talks to her, at least now and then,” CeeCee said.

      “We don’t know any such thing,” Terry said. “If you know that, then I’d like to know how you know that.”

      CeeCee laughed. “You called her out over it the other day. She said something about her mother’s new dress or some such thing. Don’t you remember?”

      Terry stared at her. “I do not,” he said flatly.

      CeeCee raised an eyebrow. “Okay, then. Forget I said anything. Sorry.” She looked at Fenella. “Courtney still speaks to Lillian, but I don’t officially know that, even though Thornton does. He does everything he can to punish Courtney for her transgression, even though he never actually confronts her about the issue.”

      “It isn’t like that,” Terry said.

      “It’s exactly like that,” CeeCee countered. “Thornton spends all of his spare time trying to keep Courtney in line. He does his best to monitor her every move. He keeps a close eye on her spending. And he won’t let her have any part in the business, not since he gave her a few failing businesses to manage.”

      “What happened?” Fenella asked.

      “Oh, she turned them all around and made them all profitable in less than two years,” CeeCee said. “One of them is now Thornton’s most profitable company, but if you ask, he’ll tell you that that’s all due to the work he’s put in since he took it back over.”

      “I’m surprised she puts up with that,” Margaret said.

      “The thing is, she doesn’t need to work,” CeeCee explained. “Thornton provides her with a very generous income. He gave her a flat in London when she turned eighteen, and he’s added to her property portfolio several times since. She wants to work for him, but if she can’t do that, why should she work anywhere else?”

      “I think I would go to work for his biggest competitor,” Margaret said.

      CeeCee laughed. “That might be fun to watch, but Thornton is already having money issues. Courtney doesn’t want to do anything to make it worse.”

      “Everything is fine,” Terry said.

      CeeCee stared at him. “You know better than that.”

      “Everything is fine,” he repeated. “My father has been doing this for a very long time. He knows what he’s doing.”

      “Your father used to have your mother and Kyle to help him,” CeeCee said. “Things are different now that they’re gone.”

      “Says the woman who has only been a part of the family for a year,” Terry said.

      “Your parents were still together when we started seeing one another,” she countered.

      He shrugged. “My father has Dean now. He’s doing a good job keeping things running.”

      “He’s doing an okay job keeping your father happy, but he’s not managing the business the way that Kyle did,” CeeCee replied.

      “I’m sure all of this is fascinating to you,” Terry said, frowning at Margaret and Fenella. “But none of it is your concern.”

      “Darling, if we stop talking about the business, we’ll have to talk about the murder,” CeeCee said in a loud whisper.

      Terry chuckled. “Did you know my father owns a small company in Scotland that manufactures shoelaces?”

      “Does he?” Margaret replied.

      “Oh, yes. In a variety of interesting colors, including rainbow laces. Apparently, the younger generation finds shoelaces quite interesting,” Terry said. “He has another company that manufactures beer bottles.”

      “How nice,” Margaret said.

      CeeCee laughed. “We should just talk about the murder,” she suggested.

      Terry frowned. “I don’t think so.”

      “Peter, what do you think happened to Delia?” Margaret asked.

      The man looked up from his phone and stared at her for a moment. “I’ve no idea,” he said eventually.

      “How well did you know her?” was Margaret’s next question.

      “Not well.”

      “She was very beautiful,” Margaret said.

      Peter blinked twice and then went back to his phone.

      “It’s not that large of a ship,” Margaret said. “Surely you all got to be good friends quite quickly.”

      Peter sighed. “I wasn’t there to make friends. I work for Mr. DeVries.”

      “All work and no play?” Margaret made the words a question.

      “Yes,” was Peter’s snapped reply.

      Margaret looked at Terry. “You should let the man have some time off.”

      Terry shrugged. “I’ve no idea what he does all day. He’s meant to be my assistant, but I never give him anything to do. My father won’t let me actually do anything, but he likes to pretend that he’s training me to take over one day.”

      “Your father thinks he’s immortal,” CeeCee murmured.

      “I know,” Terry replied.

      “Can I get these empty plates out of your way?” the waiter interrupted.

      After he’d cleared them away, he gave them each a fortune cookie. “And who gets the bill?” he asked, holding up the folder.

      “I’ll take it,” Terry said quickly.

      “We can pay for our own dinners,” Fenella said as the waiter walked away.

      “I don’t mind. It was cheap, compared to London,” Terry told her.

      Fenella opened her fortune cookie. “’Expect the unexpected,’” she read.

      “Mine says ‘See tomorrow as a new beginning,’” Margaret said.

      CeeCee laughed. “I wonder what mine says.” She cracked it open and then stared at it for several seconds.

      “What does it say?” Margaret asked.

      “It says ‘You could do better in every area of your life,’” she said.

      Terry laughed. “Is your fortune cookie telling you to find a better husband?” he asked.

      CeeCee shrugged. “I mean, it’s right. I could do better.”

      Terry shook his head. “You know better than that. I’m the best thing that ever happened to you.”

      “What about yours?” Margaret asked him.

      He smashed his cookie with his fist and then dug the fortune out of the crumbs. “’The truth will win out,’” he read. “What a load of rubbish.”

      “Peter, your turn,” Margaret said.

      He looked up from his phone and frowned. “I don’t eat sweets,” he said.

      “You can still break it open and see your fortune,” Margaret told him.

      “Thank you, but I’m not interested in pseudo-knowledge from a random piece of paper,” he replied.

      Margaret looked as if she wanted to argue, but CeeCee just laughed and reached across the table. She picked up Peter’s fortune cookie and snapped it open.

      “Well, that’s odd,” she said as she looked at the slip of paper that had been inside. “It’s blank.”

      “I guess Peter doesn’t have a future,” Terry said with a laugh.

      “Don’t say that,” CeeCee snapped. “Someone murdered Delia. Don’t even joke about anyone else dying.”

      “I was just teasing,” Terry said. “I can’t see that it matters.”

      “It doesn’t matter to me,” Peter said.

      “And on that note, we should go,” Terry said. “It was lovely being questioned over dinner. We should do this more often. Not.”

      He stood up and headed for the door. Peter quickly followed him.

      “I may have said some things before that suggested that I thought that Terry and Delia were having an affair,” CeeCee said as she got to her feet. “I was in shock after the body was found. I didn’t really mean it.”

      “You don’t think your husband was involved with Delia?” Margaret asked.

      CeeCee shook her head. “Of course not. He’s a married man. A happily married man, I should add. We’ve only been married for a year. There’s no way he was cheating on me.”

      “Who do you think killed Delia?” Margaret asked.

      CeeCee flushed. “It must have been a random stranger, probably someone who wanted those amazing earrings. That’s the only thing that makes sense.”

      “Very few people are actually killed by random strangers,” Margaret told her.

      “I should have rung her myself,” CeeCee said. “I never should have left it to Terry to ring her. I don’t really know why he wanted to be the one to ring her. He left everything else to me.”

      Margaret and Fenella exchanged glances.

      CeeCee sighed. “You both think that Terry was having an affair with her, don’t you? He wasn’t, though. I won’t say that he wasn’t thinking about it, but if he was, he hadn’t actually managed it yet. You’ve been on the Serenity. You know that it’s actually quite small. There’s no way my husband and Delia could have sneaked away for a quick tryst on board that ship.”

      “What about Delia and Thornton?” Margaret asked.

      CeeCee laughed. “I keep a very close eye on my husband when there are other women around. Danyelle is even worse, though. Thornton doesn’t even get to go the loo unattended. She follows him around like a lost puppy, keeping track of his every move. The dogs were her idea.”

      “The dogs?” Margaret echoed.

      “Yeah, I think she thought they’d be guard dogs or something.  I’m sure she hoped that they’d keep other women away. Sadly, Ramesses and Nefertiti love everyone, and even worse, I’ve seen dozens of women flock to talk to Thornton when he’s out walking them. The only good part of having them is that they insist on sleeping in the bed with Thornton and Danyelle. She’s quite happy with that.  Again, I think she thinks that letting them sleep in their bedroom will mean that Thornton will have a more difficult time cheating.”

      “All he’d have to do is leave the dogs outside the room,” Margaret suggested.

      “No, all he’d have to do is send them for a walk with Dean,” CeeCee replied. “He does that anyway, whenever he gets bored with them.”

      “The poor dogs,” Margaret said.

      “Delia was quite upset about them, actually. She didn’t think that Thornton was taking proper care of them. She said they didn’t belong on a boat, even a large boat, that they needed grass and room to run.”

      “She was probably right,” Fenella said.

      CeeCee nodded. “No doubt, but none of us were going to confront Thornton about them. If he wants to keep a pair of large dogs on his boat, that’s his business. As I said, it was Danyelle who wanted them in the first place.”

      “CeeCee!” The voice from the doorway was loud and sharp. She jumped and then inhaled slowly.

      “I need to go. Thank you for caring about what happened to Delia. Whatever I thought of her, she didn’t deserve to die,” she said before she rushed out of the restaurant.

      “That was interesting,” Fenella said as she got to her feet.

      “Indeed,” Margaret said. “And now we have to ring our police inspectors again and tell them about dinner.”

      “Daniel seems to think that I do it on purpose,” Fenella said with a sigh.

      “Ted suggested something similar. I’m afraid I blamed you for today’s plans.”

      Fenella laughed. “It was Mona who insisted that we have Chinese for dinner. Maybe it’s time we told the guys about Mona.”

      Margaret frowned. “I’m not quite ready to do that. Not just yet.”

      “Let’s call them while we walk on the promenade,” Fenella suggested. “It’s warm tonight, for March, anyway, and I’m not in a rush to get home.”

      “If we call them from the apartment, Mona can listen in and we won’t have to repeat ourselves.”

      “But we both think that Mona somehow set us up tonight. Let’s make her wait a little bit longer before we tell her what she missed.”

      Margaret laughed. “Is it very awful, living with Mona?”

      “You’ve been living with her for a while now. What do you think?”

      “I think it’s quite fun, really, but for me it still has novelty value.”

      “You may get along with her better than I do. Just don’t ask her to explain the afterlife to you.”

      “I wish she would, and I wish she’d teach me how to disappear in a cloud of smoke.”

      Fenella laughed. “She does fireworks sometimes, and sometimes she has music played for her when she arrives. I don’t think we can use any of her tricks, though, not while we’re still alive, anyway.”

      “When you die, are you going to haunt the apartment, too?”

      “I’m not planning on dying for a long time yet. After that, who knows? Maybe I’ll haunt the house I used to own in Buffalo. Or maybe Daniel and I will start traveling and I’ll end up buying a tiny cottage in the South of France or somewhere and then I’ll want to haunt that. For now, I think I’d better call Daniel.   Otherwise, I may end up traveling alone.”

      Margaret laughed and then they both pulled out their phones. They walked to the far end of the promenade and almost all of the way back to their apartment building before they’d both finished their conversations.

      “Good night, darling. I am sorry about bumping into witnesses everywhere,” Fenella told Daniel.

      “Are you going home for the night now?” he asked.

      “Actually, I was thinking about grabbing a drink in the pub,” she admitted.

      Daniel sighed. “The only smart thing for me to do is join you. Then, when the rest of our witnesses come wandering in, I can be there while you speak to them.”

      “I’ll see you there in a few minutes,” Fenella replied happily.

      “Is Ted angry?” she asked as Margaret put her phone away.

      “Not really. He was just surprised that it happened again. I hope you don’t mind, but I’ve invited him to meet me for a drink in the pub.”

      “I don’t mind. Daniel is meeting me there in a few minutes.”

      Margaret laughed. “Great minds think alike.”

      Two minutes later they walked into one of Fenella’s favorite places in the world. The Tale and Tail had once been the library in a large mansion on the promenade. When it was sold to new owners, they’d turned the entire building into a luxury hotel, but they’d barely touched the library. A large bar was added to the center of the room, and couches, chairs, and tables were scattered around the upper level. A dozen or more cat beds were added, spread throughout both levels, and then a handful of rescued cats were welcomed into the new pub. The books had stayed exactly where they’d always been and the pub’s customers were welcome to read them while they were visiting or to take home a title at a time.

      “It’s perfect in here,” Margaret said as she sat down with her glass of wine.

      A large black and white cat jumped into her lap and settled down for a nap.

      “Okay, now it’s perfect,” Margaret said with a laugh.

      Fenella took the chair opposite hers and looked around. “If I don’t get a cat, I’ll have to get a book,” she said. A moment later, a small grey kitten jumped off one of the shelves and landed on her lap. “Perfect,” Fenella said as the animal curled up under her hand.

      Daniel and Ted found them there a short while later.

      “I thought you’d be surrounded by witnesses,” Ted said as he sat down next to Margaret.

      “Not unless one of these cats saw something,” Fenella replied. “But neither of them is talking.”

      The foursome enjoyed an hour of chatting about a variety of topics, none of which had anything to do with the murder. Then Ted and Daniel walked the women home.

      “What are your plans for tomorrow?” Daniel asked. “Maybe I’ll send a constable along with you so that he or she can keep an eye on my suspects.”

      “We don’t have plans for tomorrow,” Fenella replied. “Although I probably need groceries.”

      “We always need groceries,” Margaret said.

      Fenella laughed. “That’s very true.”

      “Have fun at the grocery shop, then,” Daniel said. “And ring me when you bump into Thornton in the bakery.”

      “Very funny,” Fenella said before she kissed Daniel good night.

      As soon as the door was shut behind the men, Mona appeared in a bright flash of light.

      “Tell me everything you learned from CeeCee and Terry,” she demanded.

      Fenella yawned. “I’m tired,” she said.

      “Go to bed,” Mona replied. “Margaret can tell me everything.”

      In the end, they sat in the kitchen with tea and cookies while Fenella and Margaret took turns telling Mona what she’d missed.

      “And now I need sleep,” Fenella said after she’d put their cups and plates into the dishwasher.

      “We need to talk to Thornton again,” Margaret said. “And Danyelle and Dean.”

      “I’ll work on it,” Mona promised before she slowly faded away.

      “Why are you encouraging her?” Fenella asked.

      Margaret grinned. “Because I barely get to see Ted when he’s investigating a murder. I want this case solved as quickly as possible.”
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      “What do you want to do today?” Fenella asked Margaret over breakfast the next morning.

      “We need to wait and see if Mona can arrange for us to talk to some of the other suspects,” Margaret replied.

      “Or we just live our lives and leave the murder investigation to someone who actually knows what he or she is doing. Someone like, maybe, the police?”

      Margaret laughed. “I know we need to leave the investigation to Daniel and Ted, but I am enjoying getting to talk to the various suspects. Who is at the top of your list of potential killers?”

      “Probably Terry. He was quite odd last night, wasn’t he?”

      “He was, but I feel as if everyone we’ve met on this case has been odd.”

      Fenella nodded. “Starting with Thornton, who simply turned up here and expected Mona to entertain him.”

      “I wonder if there is more to it than that. Maybe he had an ulterior motive for coming to the island.”

      “Like what?”

      “Like maybe he was looking for a good place to kill someone and he thought the island would be ideal.”

      “Why would anyone think that this is a good place to commit murder?”

      “There have been a lot of murders on the island over the past few years.”

      “Yes, I know. And there was a similar cluster fifteen years ago or so, but the police have done an excellent job of investigating every murder, and I’m fairly certain that every single killer is now behind bars.”

      Margaret nodded. “But maybe Thornton didn’t do his research properly. Maybe he saw something about the high murder rate and assumed that people were being killed by random strangers all over the island. Maybe he thought that he could murder Delia and that no one would connect her death to him.”

      As she ate her cereal, Fenella thought about that for a few minutes. “It’s possible,” she said eventually. “But if he did kill her, what was his motive?”

      “Maybe she turned down his advances.”

      “Do you really think that he would kill someone over that? I mean, I know he’s wealthy, and he probably thinks that he’s irresistible to women, but surely he’s been turned down before?”

      “Maybe. It isn’t the strongest motive, but it’s all that I can come up with. Do you have any better ideas?”

      “She was his long-lost daughter. She’d found out that he was cheating on Danyelle and was blackmailing him over that. She’d found out that he was doing something illegal and was blackmailing him over it. She was trying to steal the dogs or the earrings or both and he killed her to stop her,” Mona said as she appeared at the table.

      Fenella held up a hand. “Okay, yes, there are a lot of possibilities. Let’s try to stick to what we know for now.”

      Mona sighed. “We’ll never solve the case that way.”

      “We might,” Margaret said. “Let’s start a proper list.” She got up from the table and got some paper and a pen out of the desk. “Where does Thornton go on the list? I want to put him at the top.”

      “I’d put Terry above him,” Fenella said. “But I’d put him second.”

      Margaret wrote Terry and then put Thornton’s name under his. “Do we have a motive for Terry?” she asked.

      “I can see him killing her simply because she refused to sleep with him,” Mona said.

      “What is wrong with men?” Fenella asked. “Surely they get turned down all the time. I can’t imagine killing someone just because he didn’t find me attractive.”

      “Can you think of a better motive for Terry?” Margaret asked.

      Fenella looked at Mona. “We know you can,” she said quickly. “But let’s leave out the wild speculation for now.”

      “Maybe Delia was having an affair with CeeCee,” Mona suggested.

      “Can you see Terry killing Delia over that?” Margaret asked.

      Fenella thought for a moment. “I’m not sure. I suspect he’d have just divorced CeeCee. He doesn’t seem all that fond of her, really.”

      Margaret nodded. “I’m not certain why he married her. Wasn’t it Courtney who said that she was surprised that he’d bothered?”

      “I think it was, and I tend to agree with her. They don’t seem particularly happy together, even though they’ve only been married for a year or so.”

      “They must have gotten married around the same time as Thornton and Danyelle,” Margaret said. “No one has mentioned that, but it seems odd. I’m not sure why Thornton married Danyelle, either.”

      Mona frowned. “That’s a very good question. If he truly did leave Lillian for another woman who turned out to be after his money, why did he marry the next woman he met?”

      “Maybe to prove to the world and to himself that the other woman didn’t matter to him,” Margaret suggested.

      “You could be right about that,” Mona said. “I wonder if Terry was in a similar situation, then. Maybe he’d been broken up with, and he married CeeCee to show the world that he’d moved on.”

      “Short of asking a long list of rude questions, we may never know why either man got married,” Fenella said. “Maybe we should talk about the other suspects.”

      “Danyelle,” Margaret said. “Where is she on your list?”

      “Near the bottom. Even if she was worried about Delia having an affair with Thornton, she didn’t need to kill her,” Fenella said.

      “Unless they had some shared history about which we know nothing,” Mona said.

      “That’s true for everyone. We could sit all day dreaming up all kinds of ways they might have known one another in the past, or we can stick to what we actually know,” Fenella said.

      “I’ll put her in the middle of the page,” Margaret said, making a note. “What about CeeCee?”

      “I don’t know what to think of her. She seemed sweet and a bit naïve over dinner last night, but sometimes she almost seemed to be playing a part rather than anything else,” Fenella replied.

      Margaret nodded. “I liked her, but I don’t trust her. She’s going above Danyelle.”

      “With what motive? Just that Delia might have been having an affair with Terry?” Mona asked.

      “Maybe. Or maybe Delia and CeeCee knew one another years ago. Maybe CeeCee lied to Terry about her past, and Delia threatened to tell him the truth,” Margaret replied.

      “Maybe you’ve been spending too much time with Mona,” Fenella muttered.

      Margaret and Mona both laughed.

      “We need to consider all of the possibilities,” Mona said. “Everyone we’re discussing seems to have had the means and the opportunity, after all.”

      “Actually, we don’t know that,” Fenella said. “I didn’t see any blood. We don’t know how she died.”

      “She was hit over the head from behind,” Margaret said, blushing when Fenella looked at her. “Ted told me last night, but it’s going to be in today’s paper, anyway. Ted reckons that any of the suspects could have done it. Delia was the shortest of the group.”

      “Have they found the weapon?” Mona asked.

      Margaret shook her head. “Ted said it could have been something as simple as a large rock. She was only hit once, and she would have collapsed immediately. The evidence suggests that she was then dragged some distance into the alley.”

      Fenella shuddered. “The poor woman.”

      “Ted said it’s entirely possible, maybe even likely, that the killer then dropped whatever he or she had used to hit Delia into the sea,” Margaret added.

      “Where all of the evidence would have quickly washed away, even if the police were able to find whatever was used,” Fenella said. “Not that they would ever be able to find it, because they don’t even know where to look.”

      “So everyone had the means and the opportunity,” Mona said. “Motive becomes important. Where were we with the list of suspects?”

      “We haven’t talked about Courtney or Alan,” Margaret said.

      “They seem to be on the fringes of all of this,” Fenella said. “I can’t imagine a motive for Courtney.”

      “What about the earrings?” Mona asked.

      “You think Courtney killed her because her father had let Delia wear those earrings?” Fenella asked.

      “What if Courtney thought Delia was planning to steal them?” Mona countered.

      “First of all, we’ve no evidence that Delia was doing any such thing. If she wanted to steal the earrings, she never should have offered to take the dogs for a walk. Without them, she probably could have disappeared, or at least tried to. But by taking the dogs, she made herself a lot more noticeable,” Fenella said.

      “And yet someone followed her, murdered her, and hid her body without anyone noticing,” Mona replied.

      “Maybe she was trying to steal the dogs, too,” Margaret said. “She had protested about their treatment.”

      “Even if she was trying to steal the dogs and the earrings, I can’t see Courtney killing her,” Fenella said.

      “What if Delia was having an affair with Alan?” Margaret asked.

      “I think Courtney would have just ended things with Alan. They don’t seem madly in love or anything,” Fenella said.

      “I feel as if we don’t know anything about Alan. He’s barely said two words every time we’ve seen him,” Margaret said.

      Fenella nodded. “He’s very quiet. He mostly just sits and watches everyone else.”

      “Perhaps you need to talk to him,” Mona suggested. “Maybe he’ll have some ideas about the murder.”

      “Maybe, but we can’t exactly call him up and ask him to lunch,” Margaret replied.

      “Let me see what I can do,” Mona said with a smile.

      Fenella opened her mouth to protest, but Margaret spoke first.

      “Is that everyone? We didn’t talk about Bruce or Garrett. I suppose either or both of them could have made a play for Delia and been turned down.”

      “I thought they were both on the Serenity that evening,” Mona said.

      Margaret frowned. “You may be right. That leaves Dean and Peter. Again, either of them could have been interested in Delia.”

      “Not everyone gets killed over sex,” Fenella said.

      Margaret shrugged. “It was the first thing that came to mind.”

      “But Dean and Peter both work for Thornton. Maybe Delia found out that one of them was stealing from the company or selling its secrets,” Mona suggested.

      “That’s not bad,” Fenella said. “But I’m not sure how we’d ever prove it.”

      Margaret added their names to the list, putting them near the middle, with nearly everyone else. “So Thornton and Terry are at the top of the list, and everyone else is in a muddle in the middle.”

      Fenella sighed. “That was an exercise in futility.”

      “Let’s go for a walk,” Margaret suggested. “We can go up and down the promenade until we bump into someone involved in the case.”

      “I don’t want to see anyone involved in the case.”

      “We can just go for a walk, then.”

      Fenella thought about objecting, but the sun was shining and it was a beautiful morning in Douglas. Besides that, she’d eaten far too much for breakfast and really needed the exercise.

      “I’ll try to be here when you get back,” Mona said as they headed for the door. “Just in case you see anyone interesting.” She winked at Margaret and then seemed to shrink down smaller and smaller until she disappeared into a loud “pop.”

      “She popped,” Fenella said.

      “Maybe she imploded. I’m not sure how that works.”

      “I’m not sure how anything that Mona does works.”

      The pair set out at a brisk pace, walking toward the far end of the promenade. They hadn’t gone far before Fenella stopped.

      “Isn’t that…” she began.

      “Ramesses and Nefertiti,” Margaret said. “But who is walking them?”

      “I’ve no idea.”

      As they got closer to the dogs who were walking toward them, Fenella took a good look at the couple holding their leashes. They appeared to be in their fifties. He was bald, with a small potbelly and an angry frown on his face. Her brown hair was liberally streaked with grey. It had been pulled back into a tight ponytail. She was wearing a lot of makeup that only seemed to highlight the fact that she’d been crying. The dogs clearly recognized Fenella and Margaret when they approached.

      “Hello, Ramesses. Hello, Nefertiti,” Margaret said.

      “You know them?” the man demanded.

      “Yes, of course. They’re Thornton’s dogs,” Margaret replied. “Good morning.”

      “Good morning,” the woman said. “How do you know Thornton?”

      “That’s a long story,” Margaret laughed. “Are you sure you want to hear it all?”

      The couple exchanged glances. “Have you known him for long?” the woman asked eventually.

      “Not at all,” Margaret replied. “We met him the day he arrived on the island. He came looking for an old friend, but sadly, she’d passed away since the last time he saw her.”

      “Oh, you’re Mona’s family,” the woman said. She looked from Margaret to Fenella and back again. “You must be Margaret and you must be Fenella. Thornton told us all about you both.”

      “Did he?” Fenella said.

      The woman nodded. “Don’t worry. We took it all with a grain of salt. We know Thornton well enough to know not to believe much of what he says.”

      “I wish we didn’t have to believe what he said about Delia when he called to tell us she’s been murdered,” the man muttered.

      The woman inhaled slowly. “We aren’t supposed to be talking about that,” she said softly.

      “You must be Dalton and Desiray Reid,” Margaret said. “We’re so very sorry for your loss.”

      The woman nodded. “Thank you. It’s terribly difficult in all sorts of odd ways, really. Sometimes I think I’m coping incredibly well, and then I realize that I’ve put my coffee in the bathtub and then turned on the shower. I’m rather numb and not entirely aware of anything, actually.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said.

      “And I’m just angry,” Dalton said sharply. “I’m angry that Thornton sent my daughter around the streets of a strange city wearing earrings worth hundreds of thousands of dollars. I’m angry that he let her take the dogs for a walk instead of having someone from his staff take care of them. I’m angry that someone living on this tiny island thought so little of my beautiful daughter that he or she was prepared to bash her over the head just to steal those damned earrings!”

      The man’s voice had gotten louder and louder as he’d spoken so that he was shouting by the end. The dogs clearly picked up on his tension and began to bark loudly. Desiray burst into tears.

      “Let’s go and get a coffee,” Fenella suggested. “I think you both need to sit down.”

      “We would, but we can’t take the dogs in anywhere. We’ve tried,” Desiray said as she wiped her eyes with back of her hand.

      “I’ll find somewhere,” Fenella said. She led the pair across the street and, after a moment’s hesitation, up the steps and into the building that housed the Tale and Tail. Even if the pub had been open, she didn’t want to take the dogs in there and upset the cats. But the hotel itself had a large foyer with plenty of couches and chairs. It would be comfortable and private for their conversation.

      “Find a comfy corner,” Fenella told Margaret as they walked inside. “I’ll talk to the manager.”

      “Ah, Ms. Woods, hello,” the man behind the desk said, giving the dogs a wary look.

      “I’m very sorry to barge in like this, but my friends are a bit upset. It was their daughter who was killed the other night. I was hoping we might be permitted to sit in the lobby for a few minutes with them. I’m sure the dogs will behave, but obviously I’ll cover the cost of cleaning up after them should one of them have an accident,” she said quickly.

      “Yes, of course,” he replied. “But don’t normally allow pets in the building, you see.”

      “I do see, and I am sorry. Perhaps I could rent a room for a few hours? Would that be allowed?”

      The man sighed. “You can have fifteen minutes, but then the dogs need to be out of the lobby.”

      “Thank you,” Fenella said quickly. She turned and walked back to where Margaret was sitting with the Reids. The two dogs were sitting at their feet.

      “We can’t stay for long,” she said apologetically. “But at least you can take a few deep breaths and relax for a few minutes.”

      “I’m sorry that I shouted,” Dalton said. “But it’s very difficult, being here, thinking that someone on this island killed my baby girl.”

      “I thought you suspected someone on the Serenity,” Margaret said.

      Dalton shrugged. “Some reporter tried to tell us that someone from the yacht had killed Delia, but Thornton is convinced that it was someone who was after the earrings, and I’m inclined to agree with him.”

      “But she was still wearing the earrings,” Margaret said.

      “Yes, because the would-be thief was interrupted,” Desiray said. “At least that’s what Thornton thinks happened.”

      “Because he doesn’t want anyone to think he did it,” Margaret said.

      Desiray looked stunned. “You can’t be serious. Why would Thornton DeVries have killed our daughter?”

      Margaret shrugged. “I’ve no idea, but he’s definitely a suspect. Everyone on the Serenity is a suspect.”

      “The captain and his helper seem very nice,” Dalton said. “I can’t see why either of them would have done anything to hurt Delia. Surely, if they wanted the earrings, they could simply have stolen them from Thornton’s cabin.”

      “I was thinking more of Thornton and the others in his party,” Margaret said.

      Dalton shook his head. “Why would any of them have wanted to steal the earrings?”

      Desiray put her hand on her husband’s arm. “I think what Margaret is suggesting is that one of them killed Delia for some other reason, that her death had nothing to do with the earrings.”

      “If not the earrings, then what was the motive?” Dalton demanded.

      “We’ve no idea,” Margaret admitted. “Do you know why she was sailing with Thornton?”

      Desiray shrugged. “She called a few days ago and said that she was taking some time off work. She works for us, or rather, she used to work for us, and we were always, well, indulgent when she wanted to take off from work.”

      “Too indulgent,” Dalton muttered. “If we’d said no, she’d still be alive.”

      “If we’d said no, she would have gone anyway,” Desiray replied. “It was something she really wanted to do and she was determined to do it. She told me that several of her friends were going and that she thought her perfect man was going to be onboard, too.”

      “Her perfect man?” Margaret repeated.

      “She’d developed something of a crush on someone,” Desiray explained. “I suppose I should say that she’d found someone to whom she was very attracted. She was twenty-four and far too old for crushes, wasn’t she? But she was my baby, and I still thought of her as a child.”

      “Do you know the identity of the man in question?” Margaret asked.

      Desiray shook her head. “She never said, and I never pushed her. The police were quite keen to know it, too, but I can’t imagine why. Clearly, he wasn’t on the ship after all.”

      “What makes you say that?” Fenella asked.

      Desiray looked at her for a moment and then frowned. “It wasn’t Thornton. He’s far too old for her. And Terry is married. Delia would never have become involved with a married man. Her sister’s marriage blew up recently because her husband had an affair. Delia got to see for herself, firsthand, just how horrible such things can be. Who else was there?”

      “Alan Anderson?” Margaret suggested.

      “Courtney’s friend? I don’t think so.” Desiray frowned and then sat back and shut her eyes. “I barely spoke to him,” she said eventually. “But he seemed the wrong type. Besides, I got the impression that he’s quite devoted to Courtney. I don’t think it was him.”

      “What about Dean Hamilton or Peter Harvey?” Margaret asked.

      “Thornton’s assistants?” Dalton asked. “Don’t be ridiculous. Delia would never have been interested in the hired help.”

      Desiray frowned. “I’m not so sure,” she said slowly. “She once dated one of our gardeners, after all.”

      Dalton shook his head. “She was seventeen, and she’d been told to stay away from the gardeners. She simply wanted to test her limits.”

      “She definitely did that,” Desiray said. She looked back at Margaret. “I can’t see her being interested in becoming involved with anyone who worked for Thornton. She was heir to a considerable fortune, and she was well aware that some men might be interested in her only for her money. After the unfortunate incident with the gardener, she tended to limit herself to men with money of their own.”

      “So her perfect man must have been one of the men who was invited and then uninvited to the Serenity,” Fenella said.

      “People were uninvited?” Desiray asked.

      Fenella nodded. “Terry and CeeCee initially thought that Thornton was letting them borrow the ship, so they invited some friends to join them. When they found out that it was actually meant to be a family trip, they called everyone back and explained.”

      “They said that they didn’t actually uninvite anyone,” Margaret added. “They just said that everyone else decided not to come once they found that Thornton and the others were going to be onboard.”

      “But Delia still decided to go,” Desiray said thoughtfully.

      “Terry was supposed to call her and tell her about the change in plans,” Margaret said. “But he forgot. She didn’t find out until she arrived at the dock, ready to sail.”

      “At which point, she should have changed her mind,” Dalton said.

      “Unless the man she was hoping to see was still part of the sailing party,” Desiray said excitedly. “That’s it. Her perfect man was on the ship. We just have to work out who he is.”

      “Why?” Dalton asked.

      Desiray stared at him. “Because I want to know.”

      “And because it could have had something to do with her murder,” Fenella said.

      “You think the man she thought was perfect killed her?” Desiray demanded.

      “Not necessarily. If the man in question was married, though, his wife might have had a reason to want to get rid of Delia,” Fenella replied.

      Desiray shook her head. “She was killed by a street thief who wanted the earrings. That’s hard enough to deal with. I don’t want to even consider any other possibility.”

      Margaret opened her mouth to protest, but Fenella put a hand on her arm.

      “We are very sorry for your loss,” Fenella said.

      Desiray nodded. “Thank you for talking to us. Thornton and the others on the ship, they get upset when we talk about Delia. All they want to do is leave the island, but the police won’t let them.”

      “The police have to finish their preliminary investigation first,” Fenella explained. “It shouldn’t be much longer now.”

      “I hope not. We want to take Delia home. We’ve a family plot on our ranch. I never imagined that I’d be burying one of my own children there, but at least she’ll always be close to me now,” Desiray said. “I hated that she was in London, so far away from home.”

      “But she loved it there,” Dalton said. “And when she could be bothered to work, she was very good at advancing our business interests.”

      “Was there anything unusual happening with the business lately?” Margaret asked.

      “Nothing unusual,” Dalton replied. “We were buying a few small businesses and selling a few others. That’s what we do, mostly, aside from the ranch and the oil fields.”

      “Were any of them Thornton’s businesses?” Margaret asked.

      Dalton looked at Desiray. “Maybe?” he said questioningly after a moment. “Delia was responsible for the various deals that were going through over here. I did my best to stay out of it. I’d have to check the accounts and see what she was actually working on recently.”

      “It might be helpful if you did that,” Fenella said.

      Dalton nodded. “The police asked me about it, but I didn’t think it really mattered. They didn’t connect what Delia was doing with Thornton, though. They just asked me what she’d been working on.”

      “Let’s go back to the hotel and start digging,” Desiray said. “I want to know exactly what Delia was doing, and I want to know who she was spending time with in the weeks before her death.”

      She got to her feet and then jumped as the dogs both stood up.

      “You forgot about them, didn’t you?” Dalton asked. “We can’t take them back to the room with us.”

      Desiray frowned. “No, I suppose we can’t. What can we do with them?”

      “What were you supposed to do with them?” Margaret asked.

      “We were supposed to call Dean when we were done walking them. He’s on the island somewhere. He was going to meet us to collect them,” Dalton said.

      “We’ll take them,” Margaret said. “We can call Dean and he can meet us. You go and see what you can find out about what Delia was doing. It feels as if it may be important.”

      Dalton hesitated and then nodded. “It does feel important.”

      “And it’s just the distraction we need right now,” Desiray added. “Give me your number. We’ll call you if we find out anything interesting.”

      She handed Margaret her phone, and Margaret entered herself into the woman’s list of contacts. “You should call the police, too,” she added as she passed the phone back.

      “Yes, of course, we will,” Desiray replied. “We’ll call you later.”

      “And now we have to walk the dogs,” Fenella said, looking at the two animals who were standing at attention next to them.

      “Yes, let’s,” Margaret said. “And while we walk, we can call Ted and Daniel.”

      They walked all the way to the end of the promenade while they talked to the two inspectors.

      “My feet are getting tired,” Fenella said when they finally turned around.

      “The dogs don’t look at all tired,” Margaret replied.

      Fenella looked at the two animals who were happily trotting along and sighed. “This is why I have a cat.”

      “I suppose I should call Dean and let him know that we have them,” Margaret said. “I’m not in a rush to give them back, though. I don’t think they’re getting nearly enough exercise on that ship.”

      “No, probably not.”

      “Maybe we should just keep going for a little while longer.”

      “We can do that, but I’ll warn you now that eventually I’m going to want to get some lunch, and I’d rather not have to take the dogs into a restaurant with us.”

      “We can take them home and eat there.”

      Fenella laughed. “By which time Thornton will probably have reported them stolen.”

      “There is that. He may start to miss them eventually. We’ll call Dean soon.”

      They walked together in silence for a few minutes.

      “After our conversation with the Reids, I’m a little worried that Dean might have killed Delia,” Margaret said eventually.

      “I was thinking the same thing. If Delia was working on some sort of business deal with one of Thornton’s businesses, then she must have been working with Dean.”

      “It’s possible she was working with Peter.”

      “I can’t see her thinking of Peter as her perfect man, though.”

      “And you think the perfect man was Dean?”

      “I think he’s a likely candidate. If Delia’s perfect man was someone on the ship, then it had to be Thornton or Terry or Dean or Peter. Of those four, Dean actually seems the most likely.”

      Fenella nodded. “He’s definitely the most attractive of the bunch. We’re making an awful lot of assumptions, though. It’s possible that the perfect man was someone else entirely and that Delia’s business deals were in no way related to Thornton’s companies.”

      “Maybe, but I think we’re seeing everything starting to come together.”

      “I hope you’re right. I felt so sorry for Dalton and Desiray.”

      “I did, too. I can’t imagine losing a child. It must be the worst pain the world.”

      “It is,” Fenella said sadly.

      Margaret flushed. “I’m sorry. I forgot about the baby you lost.”

      “When it happened, I was told that miscarriages barely counted, and that I couldn’t consider myself a mother or as someone who’d lost a child. People didn’t mean to be cruel, but they were.”

      “You were someone’s mother, even if you did lose the baby,” Margaret told her. “And you’ve as much right to mourn that loss as Dalton and Desiray have to mourn Delia.”

      Fenella blinked back tears. “Thank you. The loss was difficult, as was finding out that I’d never be able to have children of my own. That’s one reason why you and your sister are so dear to me.”

      Margaret stopped and pulled her into a hug. Both dogs began to whine.

      “And you wonder why I have a cat,” Fenella said as they released each other and continued walking.

      “I was wondering why you have my father’s dogs, actually,” Courtney said with a frown.
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      “Courtney, Alan, hello,” Fenella said, wishing she’d spotted the pair a minute earlier.

      “Hello,” Alan said.

      “Yes, hello,” Courtney said. “And why exactly are you walking Ramesses and Nefertiti?”

      “We bumped into Dalton and Desiray Reid,” Margaret explained. “They were walking the dogs, but Desiray was feeling quite tired and upset, so they wanted to go back to their hotel for a rest. We offered to take the dogs to Dean.”

      “Really? Have you spoken to Dean?” Courtney asked.

      “Not yet. We were going to call him in a little bit, once we’d had a short stroll with the dogs,” Margaret explained.

      Courtney nodded and then pulled out her mobile. “Let’s ring him now, shall we?”

      She tapped a button on her device and then put it into speaker mode.

      “Dean Hamilton.”

      “Dean, it’s Courtney. I just bumped into Fenella and Margaret. They have Ramesses and Nefertiti. Where should they meet you to give the dogs back to you?”

      Dean muttered something under his breath and then sighed. “I’m right in the middle of something here. I can meet them at the Sea Terminal in an hour. I’m afraid I can’t be there any sooner than that.”

      “That’s fine,” Fenella said. “We’re enjoying strolling up and down the promenade with them.”

      “Great.”

      Courtney frowned when the phone clicked as Dean ended the call.

      “We weren’t trying to steal the dogs,” Margaret said as Courtney put her phone back into the pocket.

      Courtney flushed. “I’m quite protective of them, especially after what happened the other night. I can’t imagine why my father let Delia take them. They’re very valuable animals. Once we’re back in London, my father intends to start breeding them. Their puppies will be worth a considerable amount of money.”

      “I’m surprised he let the Reids take them this morning, then,” Fenella said.

      “He feels terrible about what happened to Delia, almost as if he were responsible for her death. I believe he thought that walking the dogs would give them something useful to do. They are rather at loose ends at the moment,” Courtney said.

      “We should keep walking,” Margaret suggested as the dogs began to pace back and forth the length of their leashes.

      “We’ll walk with you for a while,” Courtney said.  She and Alan fell into step with Fenella and Margaret.

      “Have you had a chance to see anything of the island, aside from Douglas?” Fenella asked after a moment.

      “Sadly, no,” Courtney replied. “My father keeps talking about going to see something, but he never follows through and makes any actual plans. We don’t dare make plans ourselves, though. This is supposed to be a family holiday, after all. We’re supposed to be together all the time.”

      “And yet here you are,” Margaret said.

      Courtney chuckled. “Exactly. My father got annoyed with everyone this morning and threw us all off the boat. Not everyone, actually, just me and Alan and Terry and CeeCee. Oh, and Danyelle. He kept Dean and Peter, so he’s probably hard at work, buying something or selling something or maybe a bit of both.”

      “We had lunch with your mother yesterday,” Margaret said.

      Courtney froze for a moment and then slowly shook her head. “I didn’t know she was on the island,” she said eventually.

      “I gather she came over to talk to the police,” Margaret replied.

      “Did she? That’s odd. She didn’t know Delia, and she wasn’t on the island when Delia died,” Courtney said.

      “She had a lot of interesting things to say about the family,” Margaret said.

      Courtney’s laugh sounded angry. “I’m sure she did. None of it nice, I’m certain. She and my father had a bitter divorce, and Terry and I got stuck at the center of their anger.”

      “Mostly we talked about who might have killed Delia,” Margaret said.

      “Of course you did. The entire island is probably speculating about who killed Delia. No one here will want to admit that she was killed by someone from the island – someone who wanted the earrings or the dogs or both.”

      “That would seem more likely if either the dogs or the earrings had gone missing,” Fenella said.

      “The killer was interrupted. It happens. I find that more believable than thinking that someone from our little group killed her,” Courtney replied.

      “There’s been a lot of speculation as to why she was even on the boat,” Margaret said.

      “Yes, well, I couldn’t possibly comment on that. I didn’t invite her, and I’ve no idea why she was invited. She was Terry’s friend, which meant I automatically assumed that she was sleeping with him. Terry doesn’t have much time for friends, especially female friends, not unless he’s getting something from them. In most cases, with women, that means sex.”

      “Most cases?” Alan asked with a wry grin.

      Courtney laughed. “Fair enough. With my brother and women, it’s always about sex. That’s all he’s interested in from them.”

      “But he and CeeCee haven’t been married for very long,” Margaret said.

      “That’s true, and I actually believe that he cares about her, which was a surprise to me when I first met her. She’s not nearly as dumb as she seems, though, and she appears to have found a way to captivate my brother. Up until this week, I thought they were actually happy together.”

      “What was different this week?” Margaret asked.

      “They just haven’t been getting along very well this week. I assumed it was because of Delia, but it hasn’t been any better since her death. I’m starting to think that Terry is getting tired of CeeCee. I can’t see their marriage lasting much longer. Terry isn’t going to want to work at the relationship, and CeeCee won’t stick around if she knows he’s cheating.”

      “How well did you know Delia?” Margaret asked.

      “Not at all. I met her when we arrived on the Serenity, and we said about six words to one another before her untimely death.”

      “Does that mean you didn’t like her?” was Margaret’s next question.

      “I wouldn’t say that. I just wasn’t interested in getting to know her. My father sold me on the trip as a chance to get away and spend some quality time with him. I was hoping to use the time to persuade him to let me have a larger role in the business. Barring that, I was hoping to talk him into giving Alan a job in the company. I was focused on those things and not really paying any attention to Delia.”

      Fenella glanced at Alan. “We’ve barely spoken, really. Do you want to go to work for Thornton?”

      “Very much,” he replied.

      “Have you and Courtney been seeing one another for long?” Margaret asked.

      Courtney and Alan exchanged glances.

      “We’ve been together for over a year,” Courtney said eventually. “But he only met my father and my brother last week. I’ve kept our relationship quiet until now.”

      Margaret frowned. “Why?”

      Courtney stared at her and then laughed. “I shouldn’t be surprised by the direct question from you, but I was. Why has a very complicated answer, and I don’t think I know you well enough to share it.”

      “Sorry,” Margaret said, flushing. “I’m just nosy. Don’t mind me.”

      “I suppose I’d probably be the same in your place. We turned up at your home, unannounced and uninvited, and then one of our little group got murdered. I can understand your curiosity.”

      “Did Delia seem especially friendly with anyone on the ship?” Fenella asked after an awkward silence.

      Courtney thought for a moment and then slowly shook her head. “As I said before, my focus was on my father. I really wanted to persuade him to give me a job. Every time I saw Delia, she was on the deck in a bikini.”

      “I saw her talking to Dean once,” Alan said. “And I saw her talking to Peter a couple of times.”

      “Alan spent more time walking around the ship than I did,” Courtney said. “I got a bit seasick over the first few days of sailing, so I spent a lot of time in our cabin, feeling sorry for myself.”

      “I hope you’re feeling better,” Margaret said.

      “Oh, I am. It always takes me a few days to get my sea legs. CeeCee takes tablets so that she can cope, but I prefer to push my way through it.”

      “Was Delia working at all?” Fenella asked. “Her parents told us that she helped run the London arm of their business.”

      Courtney shrugged. “The only thing I saw her working on was her tan.”

      “I believe she was talking to Dean about something to do with business when I saw them,” Alan said. “I overheard only a bit of the conversation, but she was talking about selling something. As soon as they saw me, they both went quiet, though.”

      “Do you know what she was talking about with Peter?” Fenella asked.

      Alan shook his head. “Both times I saw them together, they were too far away for me to hear their conversation, and they stopped talking as soon as I got closer.”

      “Interesting,” Fenella said.

      “Is it?” Courtney asked. “You can’t possibly think that Delia was killed over some sort of business deal that she was arranging with Dean or Peter.”

      “Why not?” Margaret asked.

      “Because she was killed by a stranger who wanted the earrings,” Courtney said flatly.

      “Or maybe not,” Alan said quietly.

      Courtney looked at him. “We’ve already been through this.”

      “Your father has already been through this. He’s told us all what we’re supposed to believe, and now he won’t even consider any other alternative. While I appreciate that he’s simply trying to protect himself and us, I don’t necessarily agree with his conclusions.”

      Courtney sighed and then put her arm around Alan and rested her head on chest. “This is why I love you,” she said.

      “Because I don’t agree with your father?”

      She laughed. “Because you don’t believe everything he tells you to believe. Most men I know would agree with him, at least in public, whatever they actually thought.”

      Alan sighed. “I want to believe him. I want this whole thing to have been random and unconnected to any of us, but I think that’s unlikely. I think someone on the Serenity killed Delia. My biggest fear is that he or she might strike again.”

      Courtney frowned. “Now you’re scaring me.”

      “I don’t want to scare you, but I do want you to be careful.”

      “Who do you think killed Delia?” Margaret asked.

      “I’ve been trying to work that out since I found out that she’d been killed,” he replied. “No one has an alibi. I’m struggling to come up with a motive for anyone, though.”

      Courtney stared at him. “You’ve given this a lot of thought.”

      “Yes, I have.”

      “I forget sometimes how smart you are.”

      He chuckled. “And I thought you were only attracted to me for my looks.”

      She stopped and pulled him into an embrace. “He’s really smart,” she told Fenella and Margaret as she let him go. “He has degrees from three different universities. His father won’t let him run his family business, though.”

      Alan made a face. “It’s complicated.”

      “His loss is my gain,” Courtney said with a laugh. “Alan is helping me start my own little business. My father doesn’t know anything about it, but we’ve already put a few things into place. By this time next year, we may well be my father’s biggest competitor.”

      Fenella laughed. “Good luck to you both.”

      “Thank you,” Alan said. “We’d rather work with Thornton than against him, but he seems determined to keep Courtney out of the business.”

      “I thought it was just because I’m a woman. I thought he’d be happy to bring Alan into the company, but he doesn’t seem at all interested. He seems convinced that Dean can manage it all on his own.”

      “Which is demonstratively wrong,” Alan said. “It really ought to be obvious to both your father and your brother that there are problems developing within the company.”

      Courtney nodded. “I don’t think my father truly understands how much Kyle did for him. Kyle ran the business and managed my father’s life so successfully that my father actually thought he was the one doing all of the work. Dean is nowhere near as clever. When he focuses on the business, my father’s life starts to fall apart, but when he focuses on my father, the business struggles.”

      “What about Peter?” Margaret asked.

      Courtney laughed. “He’s Terry’s assistant, which means he does nothing much except keep track of Terry’s schedule. While my father has given Terry a job in the company, he doesn’t actually let Terry do much of anything. Peter has even less to do, which suits him down to the ground.”

      “Does any of this add up to a motive for murder?” Alan asked. “That’s what I keep wondering.”

      “Maybe there’s a hidden reason why your father doesn’t want you involved in the business,” Margaret said. “One that Delia discovered.”

      “There is another reason, but it isn’t exactly a secret. He doesn’t want me involved because he thinks that I’m still in contact with my mother. When they separated, he demanded that Terry and I take sides, and he dangled our inheritance in front of us as an incentive to choose him. There was too much money at stake to do anything else, really.”

      “He made you choose?” Margaret asked.

      “Oh, yes, although I’m sure he tells everyone that my mother was the one who insisted that we choose, or even that he tried to keep things friendly, but my mother cut off all contact as soon as the papers were signed.”

      “I’m sorry,” Fenella said.

      Courtney shrugged. “My father is correct. I am still in contact with my mother, although that contact is sporadic. I have to be incredibly careful when I arrange to see her. We have to hide our relationship, which is another reason why I’m eager to start my own business. Ideally, we’ll be successful enough that I will no longer have to care about my inheritance.”

      “We’ll get there,” Alan told her.

      She rested her head on his arm for a moment. “Alan has confidence in us, anyway.”

      They’d reached the far end of the promenade. Now they turned back around to make their way to the Sea Terminal. Even the dogs were starting to slow down as they continued the walk.

      “Alan, had you ever met Delia before the cruise?” Margaret asked.

      He shook his head. “We have some of the same friends, but I don’t socialize much when I’m in London.”

      “You don’t socialize much anywhere,” Courtney said.

      Alan smiled. “That’s very true. Delia hadn’t been in the UK for long, and I’m quite a few years older than she was. Considering how little I socialize, it’s hardly surprising that we hadn’t met.”

      “Do you socialize much?” Fenella asked Courtney.

      She looked surprised and then shrugged. “I used to, but I haven’t done much in the past year.” She looked at Alan and then squeezed his arm. “I’ve been rather busy. Delia only moved to London about a year ago, so our paths never crossed, even though we had some mutual friends.”

      “It’s been suggested that Delia was interested in one of the men on the Serenity,” Margaret said. “Do either of you have any idea which man that might have been?”

      Courtney and Alan exchanged glances.

      “She didn’t seem particularly interested in anyone,” Courtney said after a minute. “As I said earlier, I was in my cabin a lot, feeling unwell, but when I was on deck, Delia mostly kept to herself. At the time, I assumed that she and Terry were ignoring one another in order to be discreet about their relationship.”

      “You didn’t think she was involved with your father?” Margaret asked.

      Courtney made a face. “I know his wife is around the same age, but I hate the idea of a man in his fifties sleeping with a woman in her twenties. From what I saw, my father and Delia were polite with one another, but I didn’t detect anything between them.”

      “Thornton was definitely interested,” Alan said. “Sorry, darling. He made a few comments on the first day of the cruise, suggestive ones about Delia getting lonely since none of her other friends had joined her. She very politely, but very firmly, let him know that she wasn’t interested. It all could have been an act, of course, but at the time I believed it.”

      “What about her relationship with Terry?” Margaret asked Alan.

      “I think Terry was interested, but CeeCee keeps close to him every second of every day. Delia was friendly toward him, but only as much as was polite,” he replied.

      “Which leaves us with Peter and Dean,” Margaret said.

      “Delia would not have become romantically entangled with either of them,” Courtney said. “She was heir to a large fortune. She chose her boyfriends from a large pool of similarly wealthy men. Peter and Dean are not dipping their toes even in the shallow end of that pool.”

      “We haven’t talked about Bruce and Garrett,” Alan said. “I’m only putting their names out there because they’re both on the Serenity, not because I think one of them had anything to do with Delia’s murder. I believe they were both on the ship when she died, but even if they had been in Douglas, I can’t see either of them doing anything to hurt Delia.”

      “Did they interact with her much?” Margaret asked.

      “No more so than anyone else on the ship,” Alan replied. “Bruce was kept busy with all of the things that have to be done to keep the ship running successfully. I don’t know that he ever said anything to Delia. We still haven’t spoken, aside from polite greetings when we pass one another on board. Garrett deals with the passengers, and he’s brilliant at it. He will have talked to Delia a bit, but he’s smart and ambitious and not dumb enough to try anything with one of Thornton’s guests.”

      “I agree,” Courtney said. “They both work incredibly hard, and I can’t imagine that either of them had time to kill Delia, even if we could come up with a motive for one of them.”

      They were nearly at the Sea Terminal building. Alan stopped and sat down on a bench.

      “We’ll be able to watch for Dean from here,” he said. “I don’t know about you, but I’m tired.”

      Fenella laughed and then sat down on the opposite end of the bench. Margaret sat next to her. The dogs both flopped to the ground and shut their eyes.

      “You wore them out, anyway,” Courtney said as she sat down next to Alan. “And they needed it. They don’t get nearly enough exercise on the Serenity.”

      “I can’t imagine taking two large dogs on a ship,” Margaret said.

      Courtney sighed. “One of Daddy’s friends bought his wife some sort of designer puppy. Danyelle immediately demanded a designer dog of her own. My father did some research, discovered Pharaoh Hounds, and decided that they were just what he needed. They are gorgeous and regal animals, and they feed my father’s ego when he walks around with them.”

      “It seems as if he usually passes them off to someone else, though,” Margaret said.

      “He’s already grown tired of them. It didn’t take long. I suspect he’ll send them back to London to board soon,” Courtney replied.

      “The poor things,” Fenella said, scratching Ramesses’ head.

      “As I said earlier, he wants to breed them. That is best done in a controlled environment. The last thing he wants is for Nefertiti to be birthing puppies on the yacht,” Courtney added.

      “How long do you think you’ll be sailing?” Margaret asked.

      Courtney shrugged. “I’ve no idea. Until my father decides that he wants to go back to London. He’s waiting for a big deal to either go through or fall apart. He got tired of waiting in London, so he decided we should go sailing. I suspect, if it takes too much longer, he’ll get bored with sailing and we’ll move to a villa in the South of France or maybe a flat in Portugal.”

      “Or we could go home and work on our business plans,” Alan said.

      Courtney leaned against him and sighed. “There is that, of course. We could tell my father that we want to go home. That’s easier said than done. He wants us to be together as a family right now. Maybe he’ll get bored with us one day soon.”

      “Do you usually spend this much time together?” Margaret asked.

      “My mother used to nag us all into spending time together as a family,” Courtney told her. “We used to have month-long holidays all over the world, from the time we were babies until, well, until the divorce. Mum loved to travel, and she preferred to do it as a family. I always thought that my father went along only reluctantly. He would often leave us wherever we were holidaying to fly back to London for work. About three months after the divorce was finalized, though, just after my father made us choose sides, he told me and Terry that it was time for a family holiday. His relationship had just fallen apart, and he needed to get away. We spent six weeks in America, traveling from coast to coast, visiting several of the major cities.”

      “That sounds like fun,” Margaret said.

      “It was fascinating to see just how different America is to England and also how different each part is to all the other parts,” Courtney replied. “I’d like to spend a lot more time there one day.”

      “I’ve always wanted to visit the US,” Alan said.

      “We’ll honeymoon there,” Courtney said.

      He laughed. “Too late,” he said, kissing her forehead.

      “Alan,” Courtney said tightly.

      He shrugged. “You know what I mean.”

      “I do, but they don’t, and now you’ve gone and told them.”

      “I haven’t told them anything.”

      Courtney looked at Fenella. “Please don’t tell anyone.”

      “I’m not sure what you mean,” she replied, trying to decipher the conversation.

      “We got married six months ago,” Courtney said in a low voice. “We ran away to Gretna Green. No one knows – well, no one except my mother. She came to Scotland and acted as a witness.” She looked at Alan. “It was a very special day, wasn’t it?”

      “It was,” he agreed. “The best day of my life.”

      “Why do you need to keep it a secret?” Margaret asked.

      Courtney sighed. “We don’t need to keep it a secret so much as want to keep it private. I didn’t have the energy to try to get my father’s permission, and I shouldn’t need it. I’m thirty-three years old. I should be allowed to do whatever I want to do.”

      “Yes, dear,” Alan said, squeezing her close.

      She laughed ruefully. “My father has always controlled my life. I never even considered trying to keep secrets from him, but then he and Mum split, and I realized that I couldn’t cut her out of my life. Once I’d started keeping my relationship with her a secret, I found it easier and easier to keep other things from him.”

      “My family has some money, but we did sign a pre-nuptial agreement to protect Courtney,” Alan said. “I married her because I fell in love with her, not to get my hands on her money.”

      Margaret nodded. “Are you planning on telling your father some day?” she asked.

      “Sort of. We’re planning to get engaged soon. Then we’ll have a proper big wedding in London, and no one will know that it’s our second wedding. After that, we’ll start thinking about adding to our family,” Courtney told her.

      “Well, congratulations,” Fenella said. “On the marriage, on the engagement, and on the upcoming wedding.”

      Courtney laughed. “Thank you. We’ll send you an invitation, both of you.”

      “And there’s Dean,” Alan said, nodding at the man who was rushing toward them.

      “Thank you,” he said as he took the leashes out of Fenella’s hand. “I need to get back.”

      He turned around and began to walk away. The dogs didn’t seem to be in any hurry, though. They walked slowly, stopping to sniff the ground and look around as Dean frowned at them.

      “We wore them out,” Fenella said apologetically.

      “Yes, well, I’m afraid they’re going to have to keep up. I need to get back,” Dean snapped.

      Courtney got to her feet. “We’ll take the dogs back,” she offered. “You go and get Garrett to take you back and then send him back across to get us. Even if the dogs walk slowly, we should be at the dock by that time.”

      Dean hesitated and then nodded. “Thank you,” he said, handing the leashes to Courtney. He rushed away before she replied.

      “That was kind of you,” Alan said.

      “I couldn’t sit here and watch him drag the poor animals down the promenade,” she replied. “We’re ready to go back to the ship, anyway, aren’t we?”

      “I think so. I need to ring a few people,” Alan said.

      “How mysterious,” Courtney laughed. “But if you’re ringing who I think you’re ringing, that’s also very exciting.”

      “You know exactly who I’m ringing. We don’t have any secrets from one another,” Alan said.

      Courtney nodded. “Let’s go.”

      “It was nice talking to you,” Margaret said as the pair began to walk away.

      “Likewise,” Courtney called over her shoulder.

      “That was interesting,” Fenella said.

      “It was, indeed,” Margaret replied. “She’s keeping a lot of secrets from her father.”

      “She is. I couldn’t help but wonder what she might be willing to do to protect those secrets.”

      Margaret sighed. “I quite liked her. I’d hate to think that she or Alan killed Delia.”

      “But we can’t rule out either of them as suspects.”

      “They’re at the bottom of my list.”

      “Mine, too. The more I think about it, the more I want to put Dean at the top. I want to know more about Delia’s business plans.”

      “So do I. Who can we ask?”

      “I don’t think there’s anyone left to ask. I think we need to leave the investigation to Daniel and Ted. Let’s call them and tell them about our latest conversations and then leave it to them.”

      As they slowly walked back to their building, the two women shared everything they’d learned with Daniel and Ted.

      “And now it’s time for some lunch,” Fenella said as she opened the door to her apartment.

      “Tell me everything,” Mona demanded from her seat on one of the couches.

      “We will,” Margaret promised. “But in the kitchen, because we’re starving.”

      “I don’t miss getting hungry,” Mona said as she followed them into the kitchen. “I sometimes miss the taste of food, though – really excellent dark chocolate or the very best champagne. Those I miss.”

      Fenella and Margaret made themselves sandwiches while they told Mona about the conversations they’d had with Dalton and Desiray and Courtney and Alan. They were polishing off their lunch with small pieces of chocolate cake when they finished.

      “I think you may be on to something,” Mona said thoughtfully. “You need to talk to Dean, of course.”

      “I’d rather not,” Fenella said with a small shudder. “He’s at the top of my list of suspects right now.”

      “Maybe Terry, then,” Mona said. “That would be easier to arrange as well. Leave it with me. Plan on dinner elsewhere. I’ll let you know where.”

      She vanished in a shower of glitter, leaving Fenella shaking her head.

      “How does she do it?” Margaret asked. “How does she manipulate people so that we run into them when we’re out?”

      “I wish I knew. She never used to do it, or maybe she did, but she never used to admit that she was doing it.” Fenella sighed. “She’s probably been doing it all along, and I just thought it was all coincidental. I should have guessed that she was behind it all, though. It’s a small island, but it isn’t so small that I should have always kept running into people involved in each case.”

      Before Margaret could reply, her mobile rang.

      “It’s a job thing,” she said excitedly as she got to her feet. “Hello?” she said as she walked across the living room, heading for her bedroom.

      Fenella cleared away the lunch dishes, loading them all into the dishwasher. It was nearly full, so she added a tablet and set it running. Margaret was back a moment later.

      “Good news?” Fenella asked.

      “Maybe. I have an interview next week with a company on the west side of the island, near Peel. It isn’t exactly the sort of job I want, but it’s close to my field, and it may be the best thing I’m going to find, at least in the short term.”

      “Good.”

      “I got the impression, during that phone call, that they can’t actually afford to pay me what I’m worth, though, so even if they do make an offer, I may turn them down.”

      Fenella sighed. “It’s a small island. There are always going to be a limited number of opportunities.”

      “I know, and I thought I was prepared for that, but now I’m starting to wonder if I thought this through properly. Maybe I need to rethink my decision to move to the island.”

      “The first company might still get back to you.”

      “They might. I’m hoping they will.” She sighed. “In the meantime, though, I have an interview tomorrow. I need to learn everything I can about the company and what they do.”

      “You do that. I’m going to curl up with a book.”

      Margaret laughed. “How much did you job hunt when you first got here?”

      “I didn’t job hunt at all. I tried to live frugally while I tried to write a book.”

      “Oh, yes, didn’t you say it was going to be about Anne Boleyn?”

      “It was. It was going to be a fictionalized autobiography, or maybe a collection of letters to a friend, or something like that. I hadn’t quite worked out exactly what I wanted to do, but I did do a lot of research.”

      “And then you learned that you were incredibly wealthy and that you didn’t need to work at all.”

      “Exactly.”

      Fenella sat down on one of the couches and read while Margaret surfed the Internet looking for information about the company she would be interviewing with the following week. A loud boom and a flash of bright light interrupted them both.

      “You need to go to Port Erin for dinner,” Mona’s voice seemed to come from nowhere. “Tell Ted and Daniel that you’re going to the Rose and Bramble.”
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      “Daniel Robinson.”

      “Do you have a minute?” Fenella asked.

      He sighed. “Don’t tell me you’ve run into another suspect. We only just finished talking about Courtney and Alan.”

      “I haven’t seen anyone else. I just wanted to let you know our plans for later.”

      “Our plans? We have plans?” he asked teasingly.

      Fenella laughed. “Margaret and I have plans, but you’re welcome to join us.”

      “That’s not easy during a murder investigation, but tell me your plans anyway. Maybe I can sneak away at some point.”

      “We’re going down to Port Erin for dinner. Someone told us about a pub down there called the Rose and Bramble.”

      There was a long silence at the other end of the phone line. “Someone?” Daniel asked eventually.

      “Is there a problem?”

      “Let’s just say the Rose and Bramble isn’t well known for its food.”

      “What is it well known for?”

      Daniel chuckled. “I’ve never been there, you understand, but I’m told it’s the place to go if you want to spend time with someone without your partner finding out.”

      “Oh dear.”

      “The car park is at the back of the building, so no one can drive past and see who is there. I’m told the pub itself is kept very dark and that there are rooms upstairs that can be rented by the hour.”

      “My goodness.”

      “They do offer food, but I don’t know that very many customers actually order anything.”

      Fenella sighed. “We looked for it on the map, and it looks as if it’s right on the water. I thought it would have lovely views.”

      “I’m pretty sure the windows are all covered in blackout curtains.”

      “Maybe we should make other plans.”

      “Maybe Ted and I should go with you.”

      “That would be fun. It would be an adventure.”

      Daniel laughed. “Sadly, I have at least another two hours of paperwork to get through. I have to type up reports on the two conversations we had today.”

      “I’m really sorry about that.”

      “So am I. I’d love to visit the Rose and Bramble with you.”

      “I’d offer to take pictures, but I think that would probably be frowned upon.”

      “Most definitely. There are quite a few lovely pubs on the island that you could try instead.”

      “I’ll talk to Margaret and see what she wants to do. I suspect she may have heard the same things about the Rose and Bramble from Ted and now be even more eager to go there, though.”

      “Ring me if you find yourselves in any trouble, and don’t be surprised if Ted and I turn up at some point.”

      “We’ll watch for you,” she promised.

      “So Ted warned me about the place,” Margaret said when Fenella rejoined her in the living room. “He said the only people who go there are people who are having affairs.”

      “Daniel said much the same thing. Maybe we should go elsewhere.”

      “Don’t be silly,” Mona said as she appeared. “You need to go to the Rose and Bramble. You should have left already, actually.”

      “Who is going to be there?” Fenella asked. “According to Daniel, we won’t be able to see anyone, anyway.”

      “Don’t worry about that. Just get moving,” Mona snapped.

      Fenella looked at Margaret. “Are we going?”

      “I think we should. It could be important.”

      Fenella combed her hair and touched up her makeup before grabbing her handbag and slipping on her shoes. Margaret walked out of her bedroom a moment later.

      “Let’s go,” she said.

      A few minutes later, they were on their way to Port Erin.

      “We still could go somewhere else,” Fenella said. “We don’t have to let Mona tell us what to do.”

      Margaret shrugged. “She wouldn’t be sending us there if it wasn’t important.”

      “I just don’t like the idea of a dark pub full of people looking to have affairs.”

      “The question is, who are we going to find there? It must be someone connected to the case.”

      “Thornton? Danyelle? This is silly. It could be any of them.”

      “Except none of them have access to a car, do they? How would any of them get to Port Erin?”

      “You can easily get a taxi at the Sea Terminal. A better question might be how any of them heard about the Rose and Bramble. I’ve lived here for years, and I’ve never heard of it before.”

      “I can’t believe there aren’t any places closer to Douglas for the same sort of thing,” Margaret said.

      Fenella shrugged. “I didn’t know about this place. I also don’t know about any other, similar place. But it isn’t something I’d ever go looking to find, either.”

      The car seemed to fly along the road, getting them to Port Erin much more quickly than they’d expected. As they reached the town, Fenella slowed down.

      “I can’t remember if it’s left or right here,” she said as she approached a stop sign.

      “So why are you signaling left?” Margaret asked.

      “I didn’t touch the turn signal.” Fenella frowned at the blinking light. “The car could be wrong.”

      “But it probably isn’t.”

      “It has a fifty-fifty chance.” Fenella turned left and then drove a short distance. As she reached the end of the road, she saw the pub’s sign on their left. Later, she couldn’t remember if she’d signaled or if the car had done it for her before she turned into the lane that ran next to the pub. There was a large parking lot behind the building. Fenella slid into a space and then looked around.

      “I don’t recognize any of the cars, but then if someone from the case is here, he or she must have come in a taxi.”

      The pair walked to the door at the back of the building.

      “Here goes nothing,” Fenella said as she reached for the handle.

      They walked inside and then stood, blinking, in the very dimly lit space.

      “Hello,” someone said from behind Fenella.

      She turned around and squinted at the man. “Hi. We, um, came for dinner.”

      “How nice,” he replied, sounding slightly surprised. “We have some booths open, or you can sit at the bar.”

      “I think we’d prefer a booth,” Margaret said.

      “Yes, of course. Right this way.” He turned and then led them through a narrow corridor that ran the length of the large room. There were booths along the back wall with a long bar that ran along the entire front wall. Several men on bar stools looked at them as they walked past, but no one said anything.

      “There are menus on the table,” the man said. “You can order food and drinks at the bar.”

      “I need a drink,” Margaret muttered. “It’s creepy in here.”

      “It is. I’m ready to go home.”

      “But we don’t know why we’re here yet.”

      “We’re here because we were dumb enough to listen to a ghost,” Fenella snapped.

      “There you are,” a voice said.

      Margaret and Fenella exchanged glances.

      She pulled out her mobile and typed something. Then she held it up so that Fenella could read the screen.

      “CeeCee?”

      Fenella nodded and then typed “Maybe” on her phone.

      “I couldn’t get away,” was the reply.

      Fenella felt her seat shake as someone sat down in the booth behind her.

      “Peter?” Margaret typed.

      Fenella nodded. “Drinks? Food?” she typed.

      Margaret used her phone as a light and quickly skimmed the menu. “Cottage pie and a soda,” she typed on her phone.

      Fenella nodded and then got up and crossed to the bar.

      “Hey, sexy,” the man on the stool next to her said.

      “Not interested,” she replied.

      He shrugged. “I thought the women here were supposed to be eager, but you’re the second one who has turned me down. I should have just gone to my local. I can get turned down just as much there, and I can see if I’m getting a clean glass or not, too.”

      Fenella laughed. “We just came for the food,” she explained.

      “They do food?” he asked. Then he looked around and shook his head. “I don’t trust the glasses. I really don’t trust the food.”

      Fenella frowned. He had a point.

      “What can I get you?” the bartender asked Fenella.

      She ordered and then paid before carrying their drinks back to the table.

      “Not a sound,” Margaret showed her as Fenella sat down.

      “How did you find this place?” Peter’s voice made Fenella jump.

      “I asked around. They rent rooms by the hour if you want privacy,” CeeCee replied.

      Peter laughed. “I think this is private enough for our purposes.”

      “Suit yourself.”

      “Unless you wanted to have this conversation naked?”

      CeeCee giggled. “I might be able to be persuaded, but not tonight.”

      “Let’s have that conversation another time. What did you find out?”

      “Not much. Thornton doesn’t want to talk about the business with me. I asked him if he’d been planning some sort of business deal with Delia, and he just laughed and said that he supposed that made a change from me accusing him of sleeping with her.”

      Peter sighed. “We need to know what they were planning.”

      “Why? She’s not around to finish the deal.”

      “But her parents are, and they might be interested in picking up negotiations where Delia left them. We have to do whatever is necessary to make certain that doesn’t happen.”

      CeeCee sighed. “I don’t suppose a convenient thief could be persuaded to kill one of them, too? I mean, I know that sounds terrible, but I was so relieved when I heard that some random person had eliminated Delia. I really thought our troubles were over.”

      “We have two problems now, though. We have Delia’s parents to worry about, and we have the police poking their noses into everything that we do. We have to be extra cautious.”

      “That’s why we’re here, isn’t it? No one is going to be looking for us here.”

      “They could look, but they’d never see us,” Peter laughed.

      “Cottage pie,” a waiter said, putting a plate on the table.

      He walked away before Fenella or Margaret could speak.

      “You did order two, didn’t you?” Margaret whispered.

      Fenella nodded. “I paid for two.”

      “We can share this one until the other one turns up,” Margaret suggested.

      “You have it. I’m sure mine will be here soon.”

      Margaret nodded and then picked up a fork. She took a bite and then made a face.

      “That good?” Fenella asked.

      “It’s not terrible.” She took another bite as the conversation resumed in the next booth.

      “What we need is for the police to let us go,” CeeCee said. “Once we get away from the island, we won’t have to worry about Delia’s parents any longer.”

      “I wish I agreed. Thornton has invited them to join us on the ship. If they agree, the deal will go through whatever we do.”

      “So we just have to make them not want to sail with us.”

      “Do you have any suggestions for how we could do that?”

      “They aren’t staying on the ship because that reporter told them that we were all suspects in Delia’s murder. Surely, if they continue to think that, they won’t want to sail with us, either.”

      “We are all suspects in Delia’s murder.”

      CeeCee laughed. “Yes, of course, but no one on the Serenity had any reason to kill her. She was killed for those stupid earrings.”

      “We both had a good reason to want her gone.”

      “Well, yes, but neither of us would ever kill someone over a business deal. I’m fairly confident that I could have talked Terry out of the deal if I’d had to.”

      “I’m afraid I don’t share your confidence. Remember that I do talk business with Terry. He was very excited about the deal his father was negotiating, even though his father hadn’t told him anything important.”

      CeeCee sighed. “Let’s stop worrying about all of this and talk about what we’re going to do with the money.”

      Peter laughed. “You say that as if we already have the money. We won’t get a penny if we don’t get those papers signed soon.”

      “We’ll get them signed. We just need to get Thornton away from Delia’s parents. Once we’re away from the island, I’ll be able to work on Thornton and Terry. You need to focus on Danyelle.”

      “It’s not going to be difficult to seduce her.”

      “You don’t actually have to sleep with her, just get her support for our proposal.”

      “Except it isn’t our proposal – not officially.”

      “Oh, no, of course not. How much does Dean know?”

      “Only as much as makes him useful,” Peter laughed again. “He’s just smart enough to see how easily we can make a fortune off of Thornton and his idiot son, but not bright enough to realize that once the paperwork is signed, you and I are going to disappear with the money.”

      “He was very upset when Delia turned up onboard. He thought we’d be able to get everything signed and completed during the first few days at sea. Delia messed up everything.”

      “You were supposed to ring her and tell her not to come.”

      “I was going to do just that, but my darling husband intervened. He insisted that he’d talk to Delia himself, and then he didn’t ring her.”

      “Because he was planning on sleeping with her.”

      CeeCee laughed. “I wish. He didn’t cancel because he knew she had some part in whatever Thornton is planning. Terry thought he could get on his father’s good side by inviting her along on the holiday. He was right, too. Thornton was delighted.”

      “I tried talking to the Reids earlier to see if I could get them to say anything, but they both insisted that they didn’t know what Delia was planning.”

      “If they didn’t know, then surely the deal is off.”

      “Not if Thornton fills them in and they agree.”

      “We need to get away from here. How much longer can the police keep us here?”

      “I wish I knew. They’re still investigating, of course.”

      “Which is fine, but nothing to do with us.”

      “Unless someone on the Serenity did kill Delia.”

      During the long silence that followed Peter’s words, Fenella went up to the bar.

      “I ordered and paid for two cottage pies and we only got one,” she told the bartender.

      He sighed. “I’ll let them know in the kitchen.”

      As Fenella sat back down, CeeCee spoke again.

      “That wasn’t funny.”

      “It wasn’t meant to be funny.  Surely the idea had already occurred to you.”

      “No, it had not. I know people keep saying it, but it simply isn’t possible. Why would any of us kill her?”

      “We both wanted her dead.”

      “I didn’t want her dead, just gone. She would have been more than welcome back on the boat after Thornton had signed all of our papers. I just wanted her gone for the next week or so. That would have given us enough time.”

      “I’m not certain we’re going to be able to talk Thornton around that easily.”

      CeeCee laughed throatily. “I can be very persuasive.”

      Fenella made a face.

      “She’s married to his son,” Margaret said in a low voice.

      “Shepherd’s pie,” a man said, dropping a plate on the table.

      “It was supposed to be cottage pie,” Fenella said to his departing back.

      “I’ll go to the bar and complain,” Margaret offered.

      Fenella shook her head. “I’ll just eat it. How bad can it be?” She found out a moment later as she took her first bite.

      “Is it awful?” Margaret asked.

      “It’s not great, but I’m too hungry to care.” As Fenella took another bite, the conversation next to them started up again.

      “You know what would be really good?” CeeCee asked. “If Terry killed Delia.”

      “Why would that be good?” Peter asked.

      “Because then he would get thrown into prison, and I could cry and sob and then divorce him quietly. I can see Thornton agreeing to just about anything if I went quietly.”

      “Because you know all of Terry’s secrets.”

      CeeCee laughed. “Because I know all of the DeVries family secrets. Oh, not all of them, but enough of them to embarrass Thornton quite badly. He’s still holding out hope for some sort of an Honour at some point, you know.”

      “So now you want to frame Terry for Delia’s murder?”

      “I didn’t say that. Maybe Terry actually killed her. It’s possible.”

      “But he was one of the few people on the Serenity who didn’t want her dead.”

      “We don’t know that. Maybe they had a disagreement. Maybe he followed her into the alley and made an inappropriate suggestion. Maybe he grabbed her for some rough sex and accidentally killed her.”

      “You have a very active imagination.”

      “But any of those things could have happened.”

      “Maybe. Or maybe Dean killed her.”

      There was another long silence. Fenella ate a few more bites of her dinner and then decided that she wasn’t all that hungry after all. Margaret had eaten less than half of what she’d been given as well.

      “We’ll get pizza when we get home,” Fenella whispered.

      “Yes, please,” Margaret replied.

      “He was very upset about her being on the ship,” CeeCee said eventually. “He seemed convinced that she was going to ruin everything.”

      “I know.”

      “I wish you hadn’t said that. Now I’m genuinely concerned that Dean killed her.”

      “You should be. Take care not to find yourself alone with him.”

      “You’re kidding, right? I mean, you don’t really think that Dean killed Delia, do you?”

      A buzzing noise interrupted Peter’s reply.

      “I need to get back. Terry has noticed my absence,” he said.

      CeeCee sighed. “It won’t be long before he’ll notice mine. Let’s hope he doesn’t put two and two together.”

      “Math isn’t his strong suit,” Peter said.

      CeeCee laughed. “You go. I’ll follow in half an hour or so.”

      “I’m going to see if I can persuade Terry to meet me for a drink somewhere in Douglas. I suggest you get back to the Serenity and start working on Thornton.”

      “See if you can get Danyelle to join you. She’s always in the way.”

      “She’s smart enough to know that Thornton can’t be trusted. I’ll invite her to join us, but I doubt she’ll agree.”

      Margaret made a face as they heard the kiss end.

      “See you soon,” Peter said before he headed for the door.

      The light from the bar was enough for Fenella and Margaret to be certain of his identity. Five minutes later, as the pair sipped their drinks, CeeCee followed him out of the pub.

      “That was interesting,” Fenella said as the door shut behind CeeCee.

      “She seemed genuinely surprised by the idea that Dean might have killed Delia.”

      “And she didn’t seem to give any thought at all to the idea that Peter is also a suspect.”

      “We need to call Ted and Daniel.”

      “Urgently.”

      They left the pub and then Fenella called Daniel from the car.

      “Ted and I were just talking about coming down to join you in Port Erin,” he said when he answered.

      “We’re just leaving, but we wanted to tell you what we overheard before we headed back,” Fenella said. “Margaret is here, too, but Mona’s car is too small for two conversations at the same time.”

      Daniel laughed. “Is it urgent?”

      “It’s pretty important.”

      “I’ll put you on speaker. Ted is here. You can tell us both everything.”

      Fenella and Margaret did their best to repeat what they’d overheard in the pub. When they were finished, the detectives had a few questions.

      “Interesting,” Daniel said eventually. “I think we need to pull CeeCee, Peter, and Dean in for some more questioning.”

      “There’s no time like the present,” Ted said.

      “We’d probably have to go out to the Serenity to speak to them,” Daniel replied. “I’d rather wait to do that in the morning.”

      “If you aren’t going to question them tonight, you could meet us at the pub,” Margaret suggested.

      “The Rose and Bramble?” Ted asked.

      Margaret laughed. “If you really want to, but I was thinking of the Tale and Tail.”

      “Let’s do that,” Ted said. “We’ll be there in fifteen minutes.”

      “We won’t,” Fenella replied. “We’re still in Port Erin.”

      “But we have Mona’s car. We’ll be there soon,” Margaret said.

      Twenty minutes later, Fenella pulled the car into the parking garage under her building. She parked it in the space next to her far more sensible car, and then the two women took the elevator up to the ground floor. The pub was only a short walk away.

      “Hello,” Ted said, standing up as they approached, drinks in hand.

      “Hi,” Margaret replied, letting him pull her into a quick embrace.

      Daniel looked up from the book he was reading. “Hello, darling,” he said, getting up to hug Fenella.

      “What are you reading?” she asked.

      “I was just going through the shelves and found a book by one of my favorite authors that I haven’t read. I thought I’d just read a few pages to see if it’s any good, and now I’m rather caught up in the story,” he replied.

      Fenella laughed. “So now you’d rather go home with your book than have a drink with us?”

      Daniel looked thoughtful for a moment. “I suppose I don’t mind having one quick drink.”

      Everyone laughed as they settled in on the couches. A large cat waited until they were comfortable and then jumped into Fenella’s lap.

      “Hello, Bruno,” Fenella said as the cat curled up in her lap.

      “I’m surprised he’s still here,” Daniel said. “I thought someone would have adopted him by now.”

      “I’m glad he’s still here. He’s such a lovely and cuddly friend,” Fenella replied.

      “How was the Rose and Bramble?” Ted asked.

      “Dark and probably not very clean. The food was dreadful,” Margaret told him.

      “We were going to get pizza,” Fenella said.

      Margaret shrugged. “We can get pizza later.”

      “Or we could just have a few drinks and go to bed,” Fenella suggested.

      Margaret nodded. “Also a good option.”

      “What do you think about what we overheard?” Fenella asked Daniel.

      “I think we need to ask some difficult questions of some of our witnesses,” he replied.

      Fenella and Margaret both laughed.

      “Yes, of course, but what do you really think?” Margaret asked.

      “I think that conversation has moved Dean and Peter up my list of suspects,” Ted said. “I just can’t quite work out how you managed to be there to overhear them.”

      Fenella and Margaret exchanged glances.

      “Someone mentioned the pub to us,” Margaret said eventually. “And we wanted to get away from Douglas. We actually thought that we’d be less likely to bump into anyone involved in the case if we went down there.”

      Fenella frowned. Now wasn’t the time to tell Daniel and Ted about Mona, but maybe that time was coming.

      “Another round?” Margaret asked after they’d talked a bit more about the Rose and Bramble.

      “I don’t think so,” Daniel said. “We have a lot to do tomorrow.”

      “And you want to read more of your book,” Fenella teased.

      Daniel grinned. “You’re great company, but this is an excellent book.”

      Fenella laughed. “I can’t compete with that.”

      “Let’s go home and get pizza,” Margaret suggested.

      “That’s a great idea,” Fenella replied as her stomach rumbled.

      “Do you want to come?” Margaret asked Ted.

      He thought for a minute and then shook his head. “Thanks, but I think I’m going to have an early night. I want to go back over some of the witnesses’ original statements and compare them to what you learned tonight so that I’m ready to ask the right questions tomorrow.”

      “I should do that, too,” Daniel said.

      “Only one of us needs to do it,” Ted replied. “You enjoy your book.”

      They were still debating the issue as they walked outside with Fenella and Margaret. Daniel was carrying his book in one hand and holding Fenella’s hand with the other. They’d gone only a few steps when they were interrupted.

      “Ah, there you are,” a loud voice from the other side of the road said.

      Fenella looked across the promenade and then smiled and waved at Thornton. He and Danyelle were walking with the dogs.

      “Wait there,” Thornton demanded as the pair moved toward the street. The road was busy with traffic, but eventually there was a break that let Thornton and Danyelle cross.

      “Hello, good evening,” Thornton said when they finally reached Fenella and the others.

      “Good evening,” Fenella replied.

      “I was going to have Dean ring you in the morning,” Thornton said. “We wanted to invite you to lunch tomorrow. I promise you’ll get food this time.”

      Everyone chuckled.

      “I don’t know about lunch tomorrow,” Fenella said.

      “Please?” Thornton asked. “We’re hoping to get permission to leave the island soon, and I feel as if we haven’t had nearly enough time to get to know you.”

      Fenella looked at Margaret and then at Daniel. “What are we doing tomorrow?” she asked.

      Daniel shrugged. “I have to work.”

      “Ah, but even so, you need to have lunch,” Thornton countered. “You may as well have lunch with us on the Serenity. You’re both more than welcome, along with Fenella and Margaret.”

      “What time?” Margaret asked.

      “Let’s say midday,” Thornton replied.

      Margaret looked at Fenella. “Is that noon?” she asked.

      Fenella nodded. “We don’t use that term in the US,” she told the others.

      “How very odd,” Thornton said. “Do you use midnight?”

      “Yes,” Fenella said. “I’ve no idea why we don’t also use midday.”

      “I’m going to start using it,” Margaret said. “It’s much more elegant than noon.”

      “Whatever you want to call it, will you join us?” Thornton asked.

      Fenella hesitated for a moment and then nodded. “We’ll be at the Sea Terminal just before twelve,” she said.

      “Excellent. Garrett will be there to collect you,” Thornton replied. “Hopefully all four of you?” he said questioningly.

      “Probably,” Ted said. “We have some questions for a few of the people on the ship. Maybe we could talk to them after lunch.”

      “I’d be more than happy to let you use one of the empty cabins for your questions,” Thornton said. “I’m willing to do just about anything to get us through this ordeal. I’m certain you can understand that I’m quite eager to get away from the island, even though it’s lovely.”

      “Yes, of course,” Ted said.

      “So, we’ll see you tomorrow,” Danyelle said, turning and starting to walk away with the dogs.

      “See you tomorrow,” Thornton said before he hurried after his wife.

      “That was odd,” Margaret said as they watched the pair cross the street again.

      “It was odd,” Fenella agreed.

      “But it simplifies questioning the various suspects,” Ted said. “We can chat informally over lunch and then take it in turns to question everyone, one at a time. That way it won’t be obvious which suspects we’re most interested in questioning.”

      “Suspects?” Margaret asked. “They were witnesses earlier.”

      Ted laughed. “You know what I meant.”

      “I know exactly what you meant. They’re suspects,” she replied.

      The men walked them back to their apartment.

      “We’ll collect you around half eleven,” Daniel said. “And we may bring a few constables with us.”

      “To lunch?” Fenella asked.

      Daniel shrugged. “We may want them there when we start asking questions.”

      Mona appeared in a fiery burst as Fenella shut the door behind Daniel and Ted.

      “You could have come back here before you went to the pub,” Mona said angrily. “I’ve been waiting all night to hear what happened in Port Erin.”

      “Sorry,” Margaret said. “How is that you can arrange for us to end up sitting next to two suspects having a secret meeting in Port Erin, but you can’t sneak into the pub and overhear the conversation yourself?”

      “I didn’t arrange for anything,” Mona replied. “I may have overheard someone making plans for a clandestine meeting but going all the way to Port Erin would have seriously drained my energy. I thought I could rely on my niece and my great-niece to tell me what I missed.”

      “And we will, just as soon as I order a pizza,” Fenella told her.

      “The food at the Rose and Bramble was terrible,” Margaret explained as Fenella reached for the phone.

      “You should have expected that,” Mona said. “No one goes there for the food.”

      While they waited for their pizza to arrive, Margaret and Fenella told Mona about the conversation they’d overheard. When they were finished, Mona sat back with a smug smile on her face.

      “That solves the murder, then,” she said.

      “I don’t think it’s quite that simple,” Fenella replied.

      The doorbell interrupted the conversation. It didn’t resume until Fenella and Margaret had slices of pizza and sodas in front of them at the kitchen table.

      “It’s obvious that Delia was killed over some sort of business deal that she was planning with Thornton,” Mona said as Fenella took her first bite of pizza.

      “That certainly seems likely,” Margaret agreed.

      “So either Dean or Peter killed her,” Mona said. “They’re working on some sort of rival deal, and they wanted to eliminate the competition.”

      “What about CeeCee?” Fenella asked.

      Mona shook her head. “I suppose she’s a possibility, but she’s definitely third on my list. I don’t think she’s smart enough to get away with murder.”

      “No one has gotten away with murder,” Margaret said. “I have a feeling that the case is going to be solved tomorrow on the Serenity.”

      They talked about the case as they ate their way through the pizza and then loaded the dishwasher. Fenella felt as if she could barely keep her eyes open as she made her way into her bedroom.

      “Good night,” she called over her shoulder.

      “Good night,” Margaret replied as she settled on the couch with the remote control for the television. “I won’t be far behind you, but I want to watch one thing before I go to bed.”

      Fenella nodded and then shut her door. She was asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow.
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      “Yelp.”

      Fenella frowned. “Is there a dog in here?”

      “It’s me,” a voice replied.

      She looked around and then gasped. “Ramesses? Or are you Nefertiti?”

      “I’m Ramesses.”

      “And you can talk?”

      “Apparently.”

      “Then you can tell me who killed Delia.”

      “If only it were that simple,” Ramesses replied. “I’m afraid you’re going to have to work that out for yourself.”

      “I’m trying, but it isn’t easy. What if I guess someone? Will you tell me if I’m right or wrong?”

      The animal shrugged. “You could try, but I’m getting bored. I want to go for a walk.”

      “We can walk. You can tell me as we walk.”

      Fenella hesitated. “I need shoes. Where are my shoes?”

      “I have them. I’ve been chewing on them,” another voice said.

      “Nefertiti? Why have you been chewing on my shoes?”

      “That’s what dogs do, isn’t it?”

      “I don’t know. Winston and Fiona have never chewed on my shoes.”

      “And you have limited experience with other dogs. That’s why this is such a weird dream,” Nefertiti told her.

      “I’m dreaming? Ah, that makes more sense. I think I’d much rather wake up now than see where this dream goes,” Fenella said.

      “You were going to try to get me to tell you who killed Delia,” Ramesses reminded her.

      “But if this is a dream, then you don’t know, because I don’t know,” Fenella replied.

      “Unless you do know,” Ramesses said with an enigmatic grin.

      Fenella shook her head and then frowned and opened her eyes. Katie was staring at her, one paw poised to tap on Fenella’s nose.

      “You couldn’t tap my nose because I was shaking my head,” Fenella said. “Or maybe I was only shaking it in my dream. I have no idea, but I do know that it’s definitely seven o’clock and time I got up and got you some breakfast.”

      Katie looked slightly confused as she turned away. Then she jumped down and ran toward the door.

      “Yes, I know. I almost always complain when you wake me, but today I’m rather grateful as I wasn’t enjoying that dream at all.”

      After getting Katie’s breakfast for her, Fenella made herself coffee and drank a cup of it before she took a shower and got dressed. When she walked back into the kitchen, Margaret was pouring cereal into a bowl.

      “I had a very disturbing dream,” she told Fenella.

      “Did it involve talking dogs?”

      “Talking dogs? No, there weren’t any talking dogs. But it did involve everyone on the Serenity.”

      “What happened?”

      “We were all out there, having lunch, when the ship suddenly caught on fire,” Margaret said, shivering. “We were in the dining room and the stairs were on fire, so we couldn’t get out. It was terrifying.”

      “It sounds awful.” Fenella pulled her niece into a hug. “As much as I didn’t enjoy my talking dogs, they were better than that.”

      “Tell me more about the talking dogs.”

      Fenella shook her head. “I’d rather just forget all about them. What shall we do with our morning?”

      “I need a trip to a drugstore, although that isn’t what they call them here, is it?”

      Fenella shook her head. “You need a trip to the chemist shop.”

      “Okay, that, then. I don’t need much, but I’m nearly out of shampoo and I am out of my favorite lipstick. I have other lipsticks, but none I like as much.”

      “We can walk into the center of town. There’s an excellent chemist shop, right across the street from the chocolate shop.”

      “Is that your way of saying you want chocolates?”

      Fenella laughed. “I was just using it as a reference point. I know you know where the chocolate shop is.”

      “I know where the chemist shop is, too, but now that you’ve mentioned it, I want some chocolates. The kind with the chocolate cream in the middle and maybe some champagne ones, too. Maybe, by the end of the day, we’ll have something to celebrate, like seeing Delia’s killer behind bars.”

      “That would be wonderful.”

      The two women got ready to go out and then walked slowly toward the street of shops that was only a short walk away. Margaret got what she needed, then they spent several minutes picking out truffles and other treats at the chocolate shop. After an hour in the bookstore, they made their way back to the apartment. There they curled up with books until someone knocked on their door not long after eleven.

      “Hello,” Fenella said as she let Daniel and Ted into the apartment.

      “Hi,” Daniel replied, kissing the top of her head as he walked past her.

      “Hello,” Ted said. He nodded at Fenella and then crossed the room to sit next to Margaret. She put her book down and gave him a quick kiss.

      “Are we all ready for this?” Ted asked as Daniel and Fenella sat down.

      “Is there anything we aren’t supposed to talk about?” Fenella asked.

      “I’d rather you didn’t mention the Rose and Bramble or anything you overheard last night,” Daniel said. “We’re hoping to shake up a few people when we start asking questions about Delia’s business dealings.”

      Fenella nodded. “I’ll do my best.”

      “Me too,” Margaret said. “Although I may find it difficult to be polite to CeeCee at lunch.”

      “Just CeeCee?” Ted asked.

      She shrugged. “What we heard last night suggests that she’s trying to steal a lot of money from Thornton. Although I don’t like the man, I do feel sorry for Terry.”

      Fenella nodded. “It’s bad enough that Dean and Peter are working together behind Thornton’s back, but CeeCee is his daughter-in-law. He should be able to trust her.”

      “I wonder if she married Terry to try to advance their scheme, or if Dean and Peter brought her into the plan after they were already married,” Margaret said.

      “We’ll be asking her that question later today,” Ted told them.

      They talked for a while longer until it was time to head for the Sea Terminal. A light rain had begun to fall, but they decided to walk to the building, regardless of the weather.

      “I hope we can eat on the outside deck,” Margaret said from under her umbrella. “After my nightmare last night, I really don’t want to go down to the dining room.”

      “It’s raining,” Ted said.

      “But the top deck is partially covered,” Margaret replied. “We can eat there.”

      “I just hope we get food this time,” Fenella said.

      “That would make a nice change,” Daniel said as everyone laughed.

      Garrett was waiting for them just inside the Sea Terminal building.

      “Everyone else has been taken across,” he said to Daniel as they approached.

      “Everyone else?” Fenella asked.

      “We’ve had a few uniformed constables sent out to the ship,” Ted explained. “They’re there to help with the questioning that we’re going to do after lunch.”

      “And in the meantime, just knowing that they’re on the ship might put some pressure on some people,” Daniel added.

      Garrett frowned. “Does that mean that you think that someone on the Serenity killed Delia Reid?” he asked.

      “We’ve acquired some new information that makes it necessary for us to question everyone on the ship again,” Daniel told him.

      “You don’t suspect the senior Mr. DeVries, do you? I really hope he didn’t have anything to do with what happened to Delia,” Garrett said.

      “At this point, everyone is a suspect,” Daniel said.

      “But our new information suggests suspects other than Thornton,” Ted added.

      Garrett nodded. “Thank you. Obviously, if Mr. DeVries is the killer, I want him caught and put behind bars, but he’s been very good to my father and to me. I really hope he didn’t have anything to do with the murder.”

      “We should get out there,” Daniel said.

      “Right this way,” Garrett replied.

      He led through the building and out to the dock. A few minutes later, they were on their way to the yacht in a much smaller boat.

      “I hear another yacht is on the way to the island,” Garrett said as he steered them toward the Serenity.

      “Really? Who else is coming here?” Margaret asked.

      “The rumor is that Lillian DeVries has hired herself a yacht that’s even bigger than the Serenity, and that she’ll be arriving in Douglas tomorrow,” Garrett told her.

      “Why would Lillian want to do that?” Fenella asked.

      Garrett shrugged. “Someone said that they thought she was trying to win Mr. DeVries back. Someone else said that she’s probably hired something even larger than the Serenity and is coming to try to embarrass Mr. DeVries.”

      “The rich really are quite different to the rest of us,” Margaret laughed. “Imagine spending a fortune hiring a yacht, just to embarrass your ex.”

      “Will it bother Mr. DeVries?” Fenella asked,

      Garrett nodded. “He’s really bitter about the divorce. I heard him complaining to Dean about it.”

      “What was he saying?” Margaret asked.

      Garrett slowed the boat. “He said something about how life would be a lot easier if he still had Kyle on his side. He said Kyle had been his chief advisor in the business for years and that he missed having someone else go over business deals before he signed them.”

      “He was signing some sort of business deal with Dean?” Ted asked.

      “Maybe. I know he got a stack of paperwork delivered yesterday and that he spent a lot of the day reading through it,” Garrett said. “And here we are,” he added as he pulled up next to the Serenity.

      Bruce had been waiting for them. He helped Margaret and Fenella onto the deck. Ted and Daniel followed while Garrett tied up the smaller boat.

      “If the rain stops, we’ll be dining on the top deck,” Bruce told them. “Mr. DeVries would rather be outside than inside, whatever the weather,” Bruce told them.

      “The deck is mostly covered,” Margaret said as a cold breeze blew past.

      “We have heaters set up out there now, warming the space,” Bruce told Fenella as she shivered.

      He led them to the deck, which was empty. “If you want to make yourselves comfortable, I’m certain the others will be here soon,” he said, gesturing toward the chairs and tables that were clustered together under the deck’s awning.

      “We should spread out a bit,” Ted suggested as they approached the seats. “Leave some space for the others to join us.”

      Fenella guessed that he wanted some of the others to have to sit among their group. She picked a chair at a table near the small heater that seemed to be generating very little heat. Daniel took a seat across from her, leaving two empty seats at the table for four.

      Margaret sat at the next table. Ted selected a seat at the table behind hers, moving his chair until it was directly behind Margaret’s.

      “This is fun,” Fenella said as they sat and watched the rain for a few minutes.

      “Here comes someone,” Ted said as a figure emerged from below the deck. The day was now getting foggy, which meant that Fenella didn’t recognize Dean until he’d nearly reached them.

      “It’s not a nice day,” he said as a greeting. “We need to move lunch into the dining room, I think.”

      “It’s not bad with the heaters running,” Margaret said quickly.

      Dean shrugged. “We’ll have to see what Thornton thinks. I was told to be here at midday, so here I am.”

      “So where is everyone else?” Fenella asked.

      “They’ll wander in eventually. No one else pays much attention to the time, really. Of course, everyone else is on holiday,” Dean replied.

      “Peter’s not on vacation, er, holiday, is he?” Margaret asked.

      Dean glanced at her and then laughed harshly. “I suppose that depends on how you define holiday. Nominally, he’s working, but he doesn’t do all that much. I work a good deal harder, and for not much more money.”

      “What a shame,” Fenella said. “I can’t imagine how difficult it must be, keeping track of Thornton’s businesses and his personal life.”

      “At least he doesn’t have much of a personal life,” Dean said with a chuckle.

      “But surely, if he’s on holiday, he isn’t doing much work,” Margaret said.

      “Except he’s not really on holiday,” Dean said. “He’s waiting for a few business deals to go through, so he thought it would be nice to wait for them out on his yacht. Sadly, due to various circumstances, we’re all now stuck here, unable to do anything.”

      “I’m sure Delia would rather be stuck here with you than dead,” Margaret said sharply.

      Dean flushed. “Yes, of course. Her death was a great tragedy, and none of us begrudge the amount of time it’s taking the police to solve the case.”

      The words sounded good, but Dean’s tone suggested that he was saying what he thought was expected of him, rather than what he actually thought.

      “Good afternoon,” a voice called. “I can just about see you through the pea soup.”

      Having listened to that same voice for more than an hour the previous evening, Fenella wasn’t surprised when CeeCee joined them.

      “Surely we’re moving this meal below deck,” she said as she sat down next to Dean. “If we stay out here, we won’t be able to see our food.”

      “We’re all just waiting for Thornton to give us permission to go inside,” Dean told her.

      CeeCee sighed. “Take a good look at my hair,” she said. “It looked great when I left my cabin. It will be as flat as a pancake soon.”

      “It looks lovely,” Margaret told her. “But how are you? How are you coping with being stuck on the island? Have you managed to see a bit more of it now?”

      “I’m fine, thanks,” CeeCee replied. “And while the island is probably lovely, I’m not really enjoying it. I know that’s partly because I feel so trapped here.  Every time I start to think about exploring a bit of it, we get told that we might be allowed to leave, though.  I know Thornton is going to want to sail away the very instant he’s told we can go. I’d hate to feel as if I held him up because I was out seeing the sights.”

      “You should have plenty of time to enjoy the sights,” Ted told her.

      CeeCee frowned. “Are you saying that you haven’t worked out who killed Delia yet? I must say that her death has made me a good deal more cautious about exploring the island. I told Terry that I don’t want to go anywhere without him.”

      “And then you vanish for hours,” another voice said. A moment later, Terry emerged from the gloom.

      CeeCee patted the chair next to hers. “I didn’t, though. You simply didn’t come and find me.”

      “We weren’t playing hide and seek, though,” Terry said as he sat down. “I went back to the cabin for a nap. If you were tired, you should have joined me.”

      CeeCee laughed. “But if I’d gone back to our cabin with you, we wouldn’t have slept,” she purred.

      Terry shrugged. “So you went off and took a nap in one of the extra cabins, instead of with me.”

      “I went into one of the extra cabins to read,” CeeCee replied. “And then I fell asleep over my book. I hadn’t planned to sleep. I just wanted some peace and quiet, away from everyone else.”

      “I can understand you getting tired of the others, but I’m your husband.”

      “I know that, darling,” CeeCee said, patting his arm. “But you wanted to sleep, and I wanted to read. I wanted to let you get the sleep you needed. You haven’t slept well since, well, since what happened to Delia.”

      Terry frowned and looked at Ted and Daniel. “She’s truly not trying to suggest that guilt is keeping me awake at night,” he said. “She simply isn’t thinking.”

      CeeCee looked surprised and then laughed. “Oh, goodness, no, of course not. None of us have been sleeping well since the murder. I didn’t mean to suggest anything else.”

      “Good evening,” Thornton said as he approached. “I’ll have Bruce bring out some more lights. Otherwise, lunch will get lost in the fog.”

      “We could eat inside,” Dean suggested.

      Thornton shook his head. “I get claustrophobic down there. I’m starting to hate this damned ship. When can we go home?” he asked Daniel.

      “They just told us that we’re probably going to be here for a lot longer,” CeeCee said.

      “That isn’t exactly what I said,” Ted protested. “But we do need to speak to each of you again today. A new line of questioning has been suggested that we need to discuss with everyone.”

      “Ooooh, how exciting,” CeeCee said. “A new line of questioning? What does that mean?”

      “It means someone has suggested some other motive for the murder,” Terry said. “Or maybe someone has come forward with some evidence for something. Or maybe they found the murder weapon, whatever it was.”

      “I thought I read in the paper that she was hit from behind with a large rock,” CeeCee said. “I suppose they might have found the rock, but I’d have thought that the killer would have thrown it into the sea.”

      “Good evening,” Danyelle said as she reached them. She had the two dogs with her. They immediately walked to Thornton and then sat down on the deck on either side of him.

      “That’s gratitude for you,” Danyelle laughed. “I walked you and gave you treats, and you go and sit with Thornton.”

      She dropped into the chair next to her husband and then looked around. “Are we truly going to have lunch out here in the damp and the cold?” she asked.

      “Yes, we are,” Thornton replied. “If you don’t want to stay, you can go and eat in the cabin.”

      Danyelle shook her head. “The cabin is warm and dry and cramped and claustrophobic.”

      “Exactly. Which is why we’re eating out here,” Thornton replied.

      “There is a large dining room,” Courtney said as she and Alan joined them.

      “We’re eating here,” Thornton said flatly.

      “I don’t mind,” Courtney replied as she took a seat. Alan sat down next to her and took her hand.

      “Good,” Thornton said. “Now we just have to wait for Peter. Where is he?”

      “He had to ring someone,” CeeCee said. “He won’t be long.”

      “Why do you know that?” Terry demanded. “Where were you this morning?”

      “I told you that I was going into Douglas to do a bit of shopping,” CeeCee replied. “When I got back to the Sea Terminal to wait for Garrett, Peter was already there. He told me that he had to ring a few people as soon as he was back on board.”

      “He’s supposed to be my assistant,” Terry snapped. “And I haven’t seen him since some time yesterday.”

      “He’s busy, doing things for you,” CeeCee said.

      “What makes you so sure?” Terry asked. “Maybe he’s doing things for himself.”

      CeeCee inhaled slowly. “Maybe. I’ve always thought we could trust him, but if you don’t, then I won’t, either.”

      “I don’t know if I trust him or not,” Terry said. “He’s been a bit strange lately.”

      “Who’s strange?” Peter asked as he joined them.

      “You are, apparently,” CeeCee replied with a laugh.

      Terry frowned at her.

      “What have I done?” Peter asked.

      “I’ve no idea. What has he done?” CeeCee asked Terry.

      Terry shook his head. “Everyone has been behaving oddly since, well, since the unfortunate incident the other night.”

      “Unfortunate incident?” Danyelle echoed. “Delia was murdered. Someone hit her over the head and crushed her skull. And we all sit here and complain about how we’re stuck in Douglas until the police say we can go when we should be considering ourselves lucky to be alive and to be here to help the police with the investigation.”

      “See how lucky you feel after another round of questioning,” CeeCee said.

      “There’s going to be another round of questioning?” Peter asked.

      A few people nodded.

      “Apparently, our police inspector friends didn’t just come to have lunch with us,” CeeCee said. “Once we’ve eaten, they’re going to drag us off in turn to some police dungeon where we’re to have confessions beaten out of us.”

      Peter frowned and then looked at Daniel. “What is she talking about?”

      “We’ve received some new information, and we need to ask each of you a few questions about what we’ve been told,” he explained. “Thornton has kindly agreed to let us use one of the empty cabins. There are already a few constables on the ship, waiting to help us once we’ve had lunch.”

      “Constables?” Peter repeated.

      “To take notes and otherwise assist,” Daniel told him.

      “And to arrest whichever of us can be coerced into confessing,” CeeCee added with a laugh.

      “That isn’t funny,” Peter snapped.

      “It really isn’t,” Danyelle said. “We all want Delia’s killer behind bars, don’t we?”

      “I suppose that rather depends on who killed her,” CeeCee replied. “How would you feel if Thornton was the killer? Would you want him arrested and put into prison?”

      “Yes, of course,” Danyelle said. “But I know Thornton would never do such a horrible thing.”

      CeeCee waved a hand. “She was killed by someone who walked past her and saw those ridiculous earrings. Then that someone was scared away by a noise or the dogs or something. That’s an idea, actually. Maybe you could walk the dogs through the streets of Douglas late at night. Maybe they’d find our killer out looking for his next victim.”

      “I think that’s quite enough talk about unpleasant topics,” Thornton said. “Let’s talk about something else.”

      “Tell me more about your business,” Margaret said. “What do you do, exactly?”

      Thornton chuckled. “I buy and sell other businesses, mostly. I own some residential properties as well, large buildings where I can rent out the flats. I also own a few commercial sites, small shopping centers, and that sort of thing.”

      “Fascinating,” Margaret said.

      Ted put a hand on her arm. “We should probably have lunch,” he said. “The constables are being paid by the hour, and they’re just sitting around, waiting for us to finish.”

      “Perhaps they could help serve,” Thornton suggested, “as they’ve nothing else to do.”

      “They’re going through Delia’s cabin again,” Daniel said. “In light of the new information we’ve been given, we’ve asked them to search it again.”

      “What are they looking for?” Terry asked.

      Daniel shrugged. “Things that might confirm or refute the new information we’ve been given.”

      “Maybe one of us could confirm or refute that information,” Dean said.

      “Quite possibly, which is why we’re going to question each of you after lunch,” Daniel replied.

      “Does the new information have anything to do with the earrings?” CeeCee asked.

      “No,” Ted said.

      CeeCee frowned. “Does it have anything to do with the dogs?”

      Ted held up a hand. “Let’s find something else to discuss. We’ll talk about the new information with each of you individually later.”

      “Can you at least give us a hint?” CeeCee asked.

      Ted laughed. “No, I can’t. Do you think the fog will lift before the end of the day?”

      “Oh, please. We can talk about anything else, but not the weather,” CeeCee said. “It’s been miserable here ever since we arrived.”

      “Actually, it was quite pleasant the day we arrived,” Danyelle said. “How I’d love to go back in time and relive that day.”

      “Relive it? Really?” CeeCee asked.

      Danyelle flushed. “Of course, I’d change things so that I could save Delia’s life.”

      “What would you change?” CeeCee wanted to know.

      “I simply wouldn’t let her go off on her own,” Danyelle said. “If we would have stayed together, she’d still be here.”

      “Or you’d both be dead,” CeeCee replied.

      Danyelle flushed. “What a horrible thing to say.”

      “It’s true, though,” CeeCee told her. “You weren’t wearing emerald earrings that night, but your engagement ring looks as if it’s worth a fortune.”

      Danyelle looked down at her left hand and smiled. “It is,” she said softly.

      “So you could have been just as much a target as Delia, really,” CeeCee concluded.

      “Your ring is pretty large, too,” Danyelle pointed out.

      CeeCee glanced at it and shrugged. “Which is why I’m very careful when I’m out on my own, especially now.”

      “But you went out last night,” Danyelle said. “And when I warned you to be careful, you just laughed.”

      “Last night?” Terry asked. “Where did you go last night?”

      “Nowhere,” CeeCee replied. “I didn’t go anywhere.”

      “I saw you leaving,” Danyelle said. “We even had a conversation.”

      “I just had Garrett take me for a sail,” CeeCee said. She glanced at Terry and then sighed. “And then I popped into Douglas for a few little things. I knew that you’d worry if I told you I was going.”

      “Of course I’d worry. Delia was killed in Douglas,” Terry said tightly.

      “As everyone else has been saying, the ship gets a bit claustrophobic at times. I just wanted to get away for a short while. You went down to our cabin for a nap. I had Bruce open one of the other cabins for me so that I could read, but I got bored, so I went into Douglas and got a few things. I was back before dinner.”

      “Where exactly did you go?” Terry asked.

      CeeCee frowned at him. “Do you need the whole list? I went to a few different shops, that’s all. I walked up and down the high street. It was boring, but it was better than being out here, bobbing in the water and waiting for the police to let us go.”

      Terry frowned. “Which shops?”

      “I don’t remember. I wasn’t paying that much attention. I didn’t buy anything. What difference does it make?” CeeCee asked.

      Terry looked past her and focused on Peter. “Where were you last night?” he asked.

      “I told you, before you went down to get some sleep, that I was going into Douglas to get some things from the shops,” he replied.

      “And then you came back to the ship empty-handed,” Terry said.

      “I couldn’t find any of the things on my list,” Peter said with a shrug. “The island is sadly lacking in shops.”

      “Lunch?” CeeCee asked Thornton.

      He shrugged. “Garrett will be here soon. What I want to know is where Dean was last night.”

      Dean looked up from his phone. “Did you say something to me?” he asked.

      “Where were you last night?” Thornton repeated.

      “I needed some things from the chemist,” he said. “And then I took a walk, just to clear my head.”

      “So all three of you were in Douglas last night,” Terry said.

      “Is that okay?” CeeCee asked sarcastically.

      “I don’t know,” he replied.

      Thornton sat up and frowned. “What were you all doing in Douglas last night?”

      “We’ve already told you what we were doing,” CeeCee replied. “Different things in different places.”

      “I had an interesting conversation with Dalton Reid last night,” Thornton said.

      “That surprises me,” Peter said. “When I talked to him, he started babbling about all sorts of things. He’s in mourning, of course, but he seemed very confused about a number of different things.”

      “He didn’t seem at all confused to me,” Thornton said.

      Daniel cleared his throat. “Maybe we should start speaking to each of you in turn,” he said. “Garrett can work lunch around us.”

      “We were working on a business deal, Delia and I,” Thornton continued. “Dalton thinks that’s what got her killed.”

      “The deal wasn’t anything special,” Dean said.

      “No, but Dalton thinks maybe someone else wanted the company I was going to sell to Delia,” Thornton replied.

      “First of all, it’s just a small manufacturing company in Chesterfield. No one else could possibly have been interested. Secondly, no one even knew that you were thinking of selling it to Delia,” Dean said.

      “Except for you,” Thornton replied.

      Dean looked shocked. “You can’t possibly be suggesting that I killed Delia to keep her from buying some stupid little manufacturing plant in the East Midlands.”

      “Let’s have this conversation elsewhere,” Daniel suggested. He and Ted got to their feet.

      “We don’t need to have this conversation at all,” Dean said.

      “Maybe you told someone else,” Thornton said. “And maybe that someone had a reason to want to stop the sale from going through.”

      Dean frowned and then nodded slowly. “I told Peter,” he said. “We were talking about Delia and why she’d been invited on the Serenity, and I said that besides being Terry’s friend, she was here to do some business with you. He laughed and asked for more information. I didn’t see any harm in telling him.”

      “You didn’t see any harm in telling him?” Thornton repeated.

      Dean shrugged. “He works for your son. I assumed you’d discussed the sale with your son. He works for the business, after all.”

      “I didn’t know anything about it,” Terry said quickly. “But if I had, I wouldn’t have cared. My father buys and sells small businesses every day.”

      “And I don’t even remember the conversation,” Peter said.

      Dean stood up. “Yes, you do,” he said softly. “And I remember you saying something about not wanting the deal to go through. You said you’d do just about anything to stop it.”

      Peter laughed. “You’re only making things worse for yourself,” he said. “You can’t keep lying about me and expect to get away with it.”

      “Let’s go downstairs,” Daniel suggested to Dean. “We’ll take your statement and then we’ll talk to everyone else.”

      He shook his head. “You need to talk to Peter. He’s the one who wanted to stop the deal. He’s been planning something. I can prove it.”

      “I’d be very careful with what you say next,” Peter said icily.

      Dean began to slowly back away. “I’m not going to say anything else. I didn’t do anything wrong. You need to talk to Peter. He’s the one who wanted to stop the deal from going through.”

      Daniel slowly followed as Dean kept walking backward across the deck. Ted was a step behind him. They all stopped when Dean reached the ship’s railing.

      “We’ll just take your statement and then we’ll talk to Peter,” Daniel told him. “Let’s get out of the rain.”

      Dean looked up at the sky and then shrugged. “Ask him about CeeCee,” he said. “That should make for an interesting conversation.”

      “What does that mean?” Terry demanded.

      As everyone turned to look at CeeCee, Dean took off in a run. As he went past Daniel, he gave him a hard shove. Fenella looked up just in time to see a section of railing give away. Daniel fell backward off the deck and splashed into the dark sea below.
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      Fenella screamed as Dean jumped into the water after Daniel. Ted was only a step behind.

      “It’s going to be okay,” Margaret said as she pulled Fenella into a hug.

      Time seemed to slow until it had almost stopped. Fenella didn’t want to look, but couldn’t stop herself from approaching the gap in the railing. Margaret held onto her tightly as the pair tried to work out what was happening below them. The rain and fog meant they could hear lots of splashing, but could see very little.

      “Everything is fine,” a voice said.

      Fenella looked over at Mona, who was glowing softly in the gloom.

      “Are you sure?” she asked, struggling to choke out words.

      “I’m quite certain,” Mona told her before she slowly faded away.

      Several small boats suddenly seemed to be approaching from every direction. Their bright lights illuminated the scene just below the Serenity. Daniel and Ted both appeared to be treading water as they waited to be picked up.

      “Where’s Dean?” Margaret asked.

      Fenella shrugged. “He must have headed toward Douglas.” She watched as Ted and Daniel were pulled into one of the boats that then headed back toward the Sea Terminal.

      “Do you want a ride into Douglas?” a voice asked.

      Fenella looked at Garrett and then nodded. “Yes, please.” When she turned around, she saw that several police constables were standing around Thornton and his family. No one was speaking, but CeeCee was crying softly. Terry had turned his back to her and was staring out at the sea.

      “We’re going to go,” Fenella told Thornton.

      He nodded. “I suspect we’re going to be answering questions for hours.”

      “Most likely,” Fenella agreed. She nodded at Mark Hammersmith, another police inspector, as he crossed the deck toward them.

      “Ted and Daniel are both fine,” he told Fenella. “Cold and wet, but otherwise, fine. They’re being taken to Noble’s to be checked over, just in case.”

      “Thank you. We’re on our way,” Fenella told him.

      He frowned. “I should get statements from both of you before you leave the scene.”

      “But you’ll pretend that we slipped away in the confusion and talk to us later,” Margaret suggested.

      Mark sighed. “Go quickly, before I see you.”

      They were on the boat with Garrett before either of them spoke again.

      “I didn’t know you knew Mark,” Fenella said. “I was sure he was going to make us stay.”

      “Ted introduced us. They’re quite good friends, and they hang out together a lot. Mark’s girlfriend is really sweet, too. We’re supposed to go out, the four of us, one night soon.”

      Fenella nodded, but she wasn’t really listening. She wasn’t going to be happy until she could see Daniel for herself. There was a line of taxis at the taxi rank right outside of the Sea Terminal.

      “Noble’s,” she told the driver of the first car as she and Margaret climbed inside. “As quickly as you can get there safely.”

      He nodded and then pulled out of the parking lot with screeching tires. Margaret grabbed Fenella’s arm and held on tightly until they reached the hospital.

      It took Fenella a moment to convince the woman at the desk to tell her where to find Daniel, but as soon as she’d told them, Fenella took off, almost running to the elevators.

      “It’s good that she verified your identity before she told us where to find Daniel,” Margaret said as they waited.

      “Yes, of course, which is why I didn’t shout at her or punch her or anything else that I thought about doing,” Fenella replied as she paced back and forth in front of the row of elevator cars.

      Two minutes later they arrived outside Daniel’s room. Two uniformed constables were standing guard. They checked the women’s identification before they stepped aside to let them into the room.

      Daniel was in bed, his eyes closed, looking pale and exhausted. Ted was standing next to the bed in clothes that he’d clearly borrowed from a smaller person. Margaret threw herself into Ted’s arms as Fenella approached the bed.

      “Daniel?” she said softly, touching his cheek.

      His eyes opened and smiled at her. “I’m fine. I hit the water at an awkward angle and just about everything hurts, but otherwise, I’m fine.”

      “You don’t look fine.”

      He chuckled. “Thanks.”

      “As soon as I leave here, I’m going to start planning. How soon can you be ready?”

      “Planning? Planning what?”

      “Our wedding. I’m not waiting any longer. I want to be your wife.”

      Daniel smiled. “So something good has come out of my unexpected dip in the sea, at least.”

      Fenella burst into tears, burying her head on Daniel’s shoulder. “I was so scared,” she whispered. “I was afraid I’d lost you.”

      “Not even close,” Daniel replied with a chuckle.

      “But what happened to Dean?” Fenella asked some time later.

      “We’re still trying to find out,” Ted replied. “He jumped into the water right behind Daniel and seems to have disappeared. We have a team checking the Tower of Refuge, in case he swam there to hide.”

      “He could have swum halfway down the promenade and then come to shore,” Fenella said.

      “If he did, we’ll find him,” Ted told her. “He won’t get far.”

      “Do you think he killed Delia?” Fenella asked.

      Ted hesitated and then nodded. “He’s now at the top of my list, mostly because he panicked and fled. I think what happened to Delia is all tied up in whatever CeeCee, Peter, and Dean were planning. Once we get to the bottom of that, we’ll know a lot more.”

      “Poor Delia,” Margaret said.

      Daniel’s doctor insisted that Daniel had to stay overnight. Fenella settled herself in the chair in the corner of the room and refused to leave. Ted went back to work, joining in the hunt for Dean. Margaret went out and brought back enough sandwiches and snacks to feed a dozen people.

      “I can’t believe we went out to the Serenity for another meal and didn’t get fed again,” Fenella said as she wiped her fingers.

      “Maybe they don’t actually have any food on the boat,” Margaret said.

      They all laughed.

      “There’s a lot left,” Daniel said as he pushed away his empty plate.

      “I thought I’d offer it to the guys guarding the door,” Margaret replied.

      “That’s a great idea,” Daniel said.

      Ted returned several hours later, carrying pizzas and a bottle of soda.

      “Please tell us you’ve found Dean,” Fenella said as he opened a pizza box.

      “We haven’t, but I have news,” he replied. “It seems that Dean managed to swim some distance, until he happened across a fishing boat. He shouted for help and then, when the fisherman pulled him onto the boat, he pushed the man overboard and sailed away.”

      “Oh, my goodness,” Fenella gasped.

      “I hope the fisherman is okay,” Margaret said.

      “He’s fine. He’s a stronger swimmer. He swam to shore and then rang the police. We already had boats in the water, of course, ferrying people back and forth to the Serenity, so a pair were sent in pursuit. Unfortunately, when the weather got worse, they had to turn back.”

      Fenella looked out the window. “Is the weather bad?” she asked.

      Ted nodded. “Gale force winds and heavy rains.”

      “So Dean got away,” Margaret said.

      “As of right now, he’s out at sea somewhere,” Ted told her. “We’re monitoring everything approaching the island, although at this point, no one should be out. We’ve also sent alerts to the towns up and down the British and Irish coasts. I can’t imagine he’ll be able to sail as far as France, but we’ve alerted them, too.”

      “I wonder how much experience he has with sailing,” Fenella said.

      “It’s doubtful he has much experience with fishing boats, even if he’s done some sailing in the past,” Ted replied. “The boat he’s taken isn’t designed for crossing the sea. I’m afraid he’s going to find himself out of his depth in more ways than one.”

      Margaret shivered. “I feel sorry for him, even though it’s likely he killed Delia.”

      “I’d feel sorrier for him if he hadn’t pushed Daniel into the sea,” Fenella said.

      “And now, because of him, you have to plan a wedding,” Daniel teased.

      Fenella laughed. “Right now, all I want to do is run away to the nearest registry office and say our vows. We probably should have a proper wedding, though.”

      “I’d like a proper wedding,” Daniel replied. “Just a small one, but something more than just a trip to the registry office.”

      “I’m happy to do whatever you want, but I don’t want to wait much longer. How do you feel about an April wedding?”

      “April? As in next month?” Daniel asked. “As it happens, I don’t have any other plans.”

      “So, April it is,” Fenella replied. “We can set the exact date once we find a venue for the reception and see what they have available. How about the Seaview?”

      “The ballroom?” Daniel asked.

      “Maybe not. Maybe we could use one of their smaller rooms. I’ll call Jasper tomorrow.”

      They talked about wedding plans while they ate pizza and drank soda. When that was gone, Margaret and Ted went and got a cake from the nearest bakery, and they enjoyed that before Margaret and Ted left for the night. Fenella slept intermittently in the uncomfortable chair while Daniel snored in the bed.
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        * * *

      

      “You’re free to go,” the doctor said the next morning.

      Dan Ross was waiting for them as Fenella and Daniel walked out of the hospital.

      “Inspector Robinson, what can you tell us about the investigation into Delia Reid’s death?” he asked.

      Daniel looked at him and shrugged. “I’ve been a bit busy being monitored and poked and prodded. Ted and Mark are in charge of the investigation now.”

      Dan nodded. “I heard that you’ve been given a lengthy sabbatical.”

      “That’s news to me,” Daniel said.

      “Do you have any comment on the fact that the boat that Dean Hamilton stole sent a distress signal around midnight last night and then disappeared?”

      “Nope,” Daniel said with a smile.

      He and Fenella climbed into a waiting taxi. As it pulled away, Fenella looked at him.

      “Dean’s boat sent a distress signal and disappeared?”

      Daniel had his phone out, sending a message. When he got a reply, he looked at Fenella.

      “Yes, Dean’s boat sent a distress signal around midnight last night. Attempts to contact him on the ship’s radio failed. It’s possible that he didn’t know how to operate the radio. When a rescue boat arrived at the approximate location given by the distress signal, there was no sign of the boat or of any people. The captain of another rescue boat, dispatched a short while later, reported seeing some debris in the water.”

      “Debris?”

      “The captain’s best guess was that the boat was swamped and then sank. What he could see in the water was consistent with what would have been on the deck of a typical fishing boat. He picked up as much as he could.”

      Fenella sighed. “That doesn’t sound good for Dean.”
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      Two days later, Fenella and Margaret met Ted and Daniel for drinks at the Tale and Tail.

      “How are our wedding plans going?” Daniel asked as the women sat down at the table.

      “I have a meeting with the wedding planner at the Seaview next week. If she can’t arrange things so that we can be married by the end of April, we’ll look elsewhere,” Fenella replied.

      “I had a long talk with the Chief Constable today,” Daniel replied. “He’s approved my request for a year-long sabbatical, starting the day of the wedding, whatever day that happens to be.”

      “A year is a long time,” Margaret said.

      “He’s earned it,” Ted told her.

      “What will you do with all that time off?” Margaret asked.

      “My future wife suggested that we could travel the world,” Daniel replied. “I can’t think of anything I’d rather do.”

      “How exciting for both of you,” Margaret replied.

      “If I let you stay in the apartment, will you look after Katie for me?” Fenella asked.

      Margaret nodded. “I’d be happy to.”

      “Before we start celebrating, there is some news about Dean,” Ted said.

      “Oh? Do tell,” Margaret replied.

      Ted and Daniel exchanged glances.

      “A body washed up on shore in Port Erin earlier today,” Ted told them. “It hasn’t been positively identified yet, but we’re fairly certain it’s Dean.”

      Fenella sighed. “How dreadful.”

      “We may never know what happened to Delia,” Margaret said.

      “We know quite a lot, actually,” Ted told her. “CeeCee and Peter have both been talking. While they’ve both admitted to helping Dean with his plans to steal a fortune from Thornton, they both claim that they thought they were simply helping to negotiate a legitimate business deal.”

      “No one believes that,” Margaret scoffed.

      “As it never got past the planning stages, we may not be able to charge either of them with anything, but Terry has filed for divorce and Peter has, obviously, lost his job,” Ted continued. “From what I’ve been able to determine, Peter was fairly certain that Dean killed Delia, but he kept his mouth shut about it to protect their plans. CeeCee appears to have genuinely believed that Delia was killed by someone who was hoping to steal her earrings.”

      Fenella sighed. “It’s all really awful, but at least the case is closed.”

      “Which means we can focus on what really matters,” Daniel said. “Starting our new life together.”

      “I can’t wait,” Fenella told him.
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