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      Eyes closed against the brilliance of the sun, I lay on my back, floating on the turquoise sea. Nearby, Josh was snorkeling, occasionally surfacing to give me detailed descriptions of the exotic fish swimming below us. It was calm and peaceful, the silence broken only by the sound of waves sighing softly on the white sand and the chirp of crickets in the palm trees beyond.

      But the beauty of the moment was lost on me. Dread lay like a rock in my stomach, threatening to drag me under. I just had a feeling something bad was going to happen.

      Even so, when Josh yelled, the urgency in his voice took me by surprise. Panicked, I rolled over, face down, inhaling water into my nose and throat. Coughing and gasping for air, I blinked the stinging saltwater out of my eyes to see that he was swimming away from me, further out to sea, towards a piece of driftwood that bobbed on the gentle swell.

      Confused, I swam after him. It took me a few moments to realize the object wasn’t driftwood. It was a person, floating face down, arms and legs outstretched on the blue water.

      Don’t let it be Danny, I thought. Not Danny.

      Fear propelled me forward, and I quickly caught up with Josh. Treading water, we peered at the victim, a man, I guessed, although at first glance it was hard to be sure. The body was bloated, legs and arms mottled and covered with lacerations and bruises.

      At least I knew it wasn’t Danny, as I’d seen him just a couple of hours before. But my chest was tight, making it hard to breathe. The rank smell from the body didn’t help.

      “It’s Grigor,” I said, after a few more moments of staring at the bloated corpse. I recognized the grey, straggly hair that floated on the water and the tattered remnants of his forest-green t-shirt.

      I’d known that Grigor was in danger, but there had been no time to work out how to save him. A wave of guilt washed over me, and I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to ward off the nausea building in my stomach.

      “We should get him back to shore,” Josh said.

      “You have to be kidding. How on earth do we do that?”

      Josh swam around to the other side of the body and grabbed one of Grigor’s hands. I took the other hand and dropped it abruptly. The flesh was cold and spongy, as though the bones underneath had dissolved. Bile rose in my throat.

      Josh let go, too. “Tell you what,” he said after a long pause. “I’ll stay here with him while you find help.”

      Glad to be away from the corpse, I swam fast and soon reached the beach. It was deserted, apart from a single customer sitting at the hotel’s outdoor bar, chatting with the friendly bartender. The hot sand burned the soles of my feet as I ran straight to them.

      “Can you call emergency services? There’s a body in the water.” I turned to point.

      The bartender hurried into the hotel lobby, presumably to the nearest phone, while the other man jumped up and kicked off his sandals. “I can help.”

      I watched him run into the surf and swim out at a fast crawl towards Josh. It seemed to take forever but, eventually, they towed Grigor in and laid him face up on the sand just beyond the water’s edge, the waves lapping at his feet. Josh covered him with one of our beach towels.

      By then, about a dozen villagers had arrived, most of them quietly respectful of the body laid out on the sand, a few chattering nervously.

      “Doctor coming through,” someone called, and the crowd parted to make way for an attractive woman carrying a leather medical bag. She knelt down beside the corpse and asked everyone to move away. I stood well back, and Josh came to stand next to me, gripping my hand.

      We’d arrived on Adrienne, a tiny island in the Seychelles, two days earlier, both of us excited about our holiday in this tropical paradise and being part of Danny’s wedding. Josh was going to be best man for his closest friend. Envisaging blissful days of doing nothing except lounging on the beach, drinking cocktails and reading books, we’d taken a week off work to relax before the big event. With our fast-paced jobs at an architectural firm in London, we never seemed to have enough time together.

      But our plans had quickly unraveled. Within minutes of disembarking from the inter-island ferry, I’d seen two men with auras. Grigor had been one of them. The second was Danny.

      To me, swirling air over someone’s head is a sign of their imminent death. I call it an aura, and I’ve seen many of them over the three years since I was given this unusual gift. I’ve learned, over time, to ignore auras over the heads of strangers but, sometimes, I am able to intervene to save people I know or have just met. All too often, though, my best efforts fail. I hadn’t even found a way to warn poor Grigor.

      I was hellbent on saving Danny, however. As always, my first step was to identify the source of the danger. Which is what I should have been doing instead of lazing around in the water. More guilt oozed through my veins.

      Josh gently tugged me further away from the crowd. “Let’s go. There’s nothing we can do here,” he said.

      We collected our things, minus one of our towels, and set off for our hotel room, a cabin right next to the beach, nestled in a grove of palm trees.

      “What the heck happened to Grigor?” Josh asked. “Did he fall off a boat or was it something else?”

      I’d been pondering the possibilities in my head. Was Grigor’s death an accident? Or something more sinister?

      When we reached our room, I rushed to the shower, turned the water to the hottest setting, and used handfuls of shower gel to wash away any vestiges of contact with the drowned corpse. Afterwards, while Josh showered, I stood at the open wardrobe door, staring at my sundresses without really seeing them. My mind raced. All I could think about was Danny and whatever it was that threatened him.

      I’d told Josh about Grigor’s aura when I first saw it, but I hadn’t found the courage, yet, to tell him about Danny’s. He was going to be devastated, and I wasn’t ready for that. I had no idea how to break the news.

      Josh came out of the bathroom, his dark hair combed back, revealing a faint tan line on his forehead. He stood next to me at the wardrobe. “I like the blue one,” he said.

      Relieved not to have to make a decision right now, I took the dress from its hanger and slipped it on. Josh, still damp, sat on the edge of the bed and patted the space beside him.

      “Are you all right?” he asked, as I settled next to him, resting my head on his shoulder. “I know it upsets you when you see an aura and can’t help.”

      That was my cue to tell him about Danny, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. My mouth wouldn’t form the words.

      “I’m sad about Grigor,” I said instead. And I was. He’d been pleasant and friendly when we’d met him while checking in at the hotel’s reception desk in the lobby. He’d been there delivering vegetables and had offered us a tour of his organic farm. For an hour or so, we’d walked around the fields, looking at tomato plants, passionfruit vines and avocado trees, while I hoped to learn something that might explain that swirling air over his head. And now he was dead.

      I was suddenly impatient to see Danny, to make sure he was all right, but I couldn’t exactly say that to Josh.

      “Let’s go find Felix,” I suggested. “Maybe he will have heard something about Grigor’s death by the time we get there.”

      Danny was staying with Felix, the mayor of Adrienne. The two of them had met at university in England and had stayed close over the years. When Danny and his fiancée, Zola, had announced their engagement, Felix offered up his house for an exotic destination wedding, and everyone was thrilled. Danny had flown out ahead of the wedding party to spend some time with us and Felix before the ceremony on Sunday.

      But, if Danny died, there would be no wedding. I had to find a way to save him and, so far, I’d come up with nothing.

      We got ready quickly and took the tree-shaded trail that led from the hotel to Felix’s house. It was more of a mansion, really, and he’d told us it had been in his family for generations. Built of stone and painted white, it had a slate roof, lots of windows with black wrought-iron balconies, and sat proudly amid lush green grass bordered by trees and flowering shrubs. The lawns sloped gently to a white crescent beach and, beyond, the Indian Ocean stretched to the horizon.

      As we emerged from the trail into the gardens, I saw Danny and Felix on the spacious terrace that ran along one side of the house. Its latticed roof, laced with white clematis, cast welcome shade on the long oval table where they sat.

      “Did you hear about Grigor?” Felix asked as soon as we arrived.

      “Josh was the one who found him in the water,” I said.

      “Oh dear.” Felix rubbed at his temples. His skin was the color of butterscotch, and he had black wavy hair and long-lashed tawny eyes that lit up when he smiled. Right now, they were clouded, his face somber.

      “Doing all right there, mate?” Danny asked Josh. “A close encounter with a dead body can’t have been much fun.”

      I tried not to look at the air that rippled over Danny’s fair hair. I felt sick, remembering the first time I saw the aura when he’d met us off the ferry. He turned to me now, his hazel, gold-flecked eyes full of concern. “Were you there? Are you okay?”

      I nodded. Yet again, my voice was failing me. I had to get a grip because time was not on my side. Danny’s aura was moving fast. And the faster that air moved, the sooner death would come.

      A young man in shorts and a blue gingham shirt came through the French doors that connected the house to the terrace.

      “Tea or something stronger?” Felix asked us.

      Josh pointed to the half-drunk coffee in front of Danny. “Whatever he’s having.”

      “Tea for me please, Sadibou.” I shifted on my chair, uncomfortable with the idea of being waited on, even though the young man had told me yesterday he liked working at the mansion. That made me feel a little better.

      “Have you heard anything? Do you know what happened to Grigor?” I asked Felix when Sadibou went back inside.

      “Not much, yet. Doctor Grace called me to say she saw definite signs of drowning, but his body will be sent to the morgue in Victoria for an autopsy. There were cuts and bruises on his legs, probably from scraping against underwater rocks and coral after he drowned, and some damage to his head, again possibly inflicted post-mortem. So, it was, most likely, an accidental death.”

      If Grigor had accidentally drowned, what did that mean for Danny? Even though the two of them didn’t know each other, I had been looking for a link between them, something to explain why they might both be in danger. But now I was stumped.

      Felix frowned, tapping his fingertips on the table. “It’s a bit of a mystery. Grigor never went in the ocean. He hated boats. I doubt he’d left the island in the last ten years.”

      “Could he swim?” I asked. “Perhaps he avoided the water because he didn’t know how.”

      Felix shrugged. “I don’t know. I assumed everyone who lives on an island of this size would know how to swim, but he came here from Russia, so maybe not.”

      Sadibou arrived with our coffee and tea and gave me a sweet smile before heading back inside.

      “Did the doctor say when he drowned?” Josh asked.

      “She estimated between forty-eight and seventy-two hours ago, given the state of the body. With the warm water temperatures here, the body would have started decomposing and bloating rather quickly.” He glanced at me. “Sorry to be so graphic.”

      I smiled. “I saw it, Felix. No need to be delicate around me.” The sight of Grigor’s body had made me feel like throwing up, but I wasn’t going to admit that.

      “Oh, of course. Well, the doctor couldn’t be much more precise than that on the timing.”

      I glanced at my watch. It was 12.30. “It can’t have been more than forty-eight hours,” I said. “We left his farm around noon the day before yesterday. He was definitely alive and well then.”

      Danny’s brows drew together. “Remind me how you ended up visiting his farm?”

      “Grigor’s always happy to show people around,” Felix said. “He is— he was— very proud of his work there.”

      “Quite rightly,” Josh said. “He had an amazing irrigation system, very ingenious.”

      Danny chuckled. “Trust you to get excited about a water sprinkler.”

      I smiled at Danny. He was right about Josh, who was a country boy at heart, with strong ties to the Scottish Highlands. We lived in a flat in London and didn’t have a garden, but he looked after the potted herbs on our kitchen windowsill, tending them with loving care. Whenever I touched them, they died.

      A yellow butterfly danced over my head, as fluttery as my scattered thoughts. I had to focus. And I had to tell Josh about Danny’s aura very soon, however painful that was going to be.
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      I was still thinking about how to talk to Josh about Danny when Sadibou reappeared at the French door with three men, workmen, judging from the tool belts around their waists. “We’re here to set up for the wedding,” one of them said.

      “I can show them,” Sadibou volunteered. “The arbor will go there.” He pointed. “And the tent to the left?”

      Danny nodded, a huge smile on his face. My thoughts went straight to Zola, happily preparing for her big day, completely unaware that Danny was in grave danger.

      “When does Zola arrive, exactly?” I asked him.

      “They’re getting here at about ten on Saturday morning. You already know her sister, and her parents are a hoot. You’ll like them. They’re traveling with my mum and dad, who, by the way, are really looking forward to seeing you two again.”

      Saturday was five days away. Only five days for me to identify the threat and save Danny. I should be coming up with ideas and theories, but my brain seemed slow and uncooperative. Maybe it was the heat. Maybe I was still slightly in shock after seeing two auras so soon after arriving. Whatever my excuse was, it had run thin.

      “It’s too bad Zola isn’t coming earlier,” Felix said. “I would have liked to spend some time with her.”

      “Yeah, she would have liked that, too. But it’s been a bit crazy with her starting her new job. And I know she’s running around with her mum this week, getting her dress fitted and packing for our honeymoon. In her family, tradition demands that the lead-up to the wedding is mother-daughter time.” Danny grinned. “But she’s so excited to be here and to see you all.”

      He checked his watch and stood, unfolding his lanky frame from the chair. “Time for me to hit my desk. I have a conference call with the London office in thirty minutes.”

      “Yay, get ye to the grindstone,” Josh said with a smile. “Me, I’m off to the beach.”

      Danny laughed. “You know I’m saving my holiday allowance for the honeymoon, and I’m lucky my boss was happy for me to work remotely for a week. But I’ll see you at the bar later. The first round is on you. Must dash now. I have to get some work done before the call.”

      With a lump in my throat, I watched him go.

      Josh and Felix carried on chatting for a while. Felix was quieter and more reserved than Josh and Danny, but I liked him. We were talking about his university years in England when Noah, his administrative assistant, appeared. Felix had told us, with some amusement, that Noah came with the mayor’s job and had some funny quirks, but they got on very well.

      Middle-aged and rail thin, Noah looked as though he’d slept in his grey knee-length shorts and rumpled blue polo shirt, a striking contrast to Felix’s heavily starched white shirt and pressed tan slacks.

      “Mr. Frederick Tipton is here to see you,” Noah announced and then waved the visitor forward like some fancy footman in the court of the Sun King.

      Mr. Tipton strode onto the terrace and shook Felix’s hand, pumping it hard.

      “Mayor Sinclair, thank you for seeing me.” He had an English Midlands accent, from Birmingham, I thought.

      His rounded stomach strained the buttons of the vibrant lavender shirt that he wore underneath a white linen suit. Under thinning brown hair slicked back from his forehead, his face was tanned and leathery, suggesting that he’d spent a lot of time in the tropical sun, far from rainy England. He seemed affable enough, but his smile didn’t quite reach his eyes.

      “I didn’t know you were visiting this afternoon,” Felix said, as Tipton took the offered chair and accepted a cup of tea. “Josh and Kate, this is Mr. Tipton, the Development Manager from World Hotel Enterprises.”

      “WHE is excited to be building a beautiful new resort hotel here,” Tipton said. “I would—”

      Felix interrupted. “It hasn’t been approved yet.” He beckoned Noah over. “Can you ask Danny to come back down for a few minutes please?”

      I glanced at Josh. Why on earth would Danny need to be here?

      Tipton stirred three spoonfuls of sugar into his tea. No wonder his shirt didn’t quite fit. “I have no doubt that the project will be approved,” he said. “Over the past twenty years, WHE has enjoyed considerable success in building luxury hotels around the world.” He turned up the corners of his mouth in a self-satisfied smile.

      Felix sighed before responding. “Mr. Tipton, I am putting your company’s proposal to the islanders, which I plan to do at a town hall meeting tomorrow. Then they’ll have the opportunity to vote and decide for themselves. However, it’s only fair to tell you that if it were up to me, I wouldn’t let your company build a luxury shack on the island, let alone a resort. We already have a hotel adequate for our needs.”

      Tipton laughed. “I appreciate your sense of humor, Mayor. I hope you’re not referring to the place where I’m staying? Because that, sir, is not what I would call a hotel.” He made an air quote motion with his hands. “You need a luxury resort that mirrors the beauty of your little island, and that can’t be said of Emile’s establishment.”

      “We’re staying at Emile’s,” I said, taking an instant dislike to Tipton. “It’s a lovely hotel.”

      Before our disagreement could escalate, Danny arrived and took a seat opposite me. “Good afternoon, Mr. Tipton. Felix and I have some questions regarding the contract, but we need more time to complete our review.”

      I was surprised. How did Danny know anything about a potential construction project? He’d only arrived a few days before us.

      “Danny is helping me review the proposal and the contract,” Felix explained.

      As Danny worked for a large law firm in London, that made some sense. He grinned at Felix. “It’s the least I can do to thank you for letting us have our wedding here.”

      “You don’t have your own legal advisers?” Josh asked Felix.

      “Yes, of course. But in this case, the contract is being handled by the GLD, the Government Legal Department. Frankly, they don’t feel it’s necessary for me to know what’s in the contract even though, as mayor, I have to co-sign it. But I’m responsible for this island, and I want to know exactly what’s being built. So, I’m reading the small print— well, Danny’s doing it for me and telling me what I need to know.”

      Tipton placed his empty teacup on the table. “Might I be allowed to present our plans at the town hall meeting? That way, the people will know exactly what they’re voting on.”

      Felix thought for a moment and then nodded. “Very well. You get fifteen minutes.”

      The hotel representative stood and smoothed the creases from his white linen trousers. “Thank you,” he said. “I’m confident we can persuade you and your citizens of the benefits. I look forward to tomorrow evening.”

      After he’d gone, Felix apologized. “I didn’t know Tipton planned to turn up unannounced. Sorry to disturb you, Danny.”

      “What do you think?” Josh asked. “Will the islanders want the hotel development to go ahead? Will it provide jobs for them?”

      “It isn’t clear yet,” Felix said. “Most of the island’s men and women work at the factory. We manufacture rope and fishing nets using high-quality coir from our coconut plantations.”

      “Coir?” I asked.

      “The outer husk of the coconut, the fibrous part. The factory is a good place to work.” He shrugged. “But who knows? Times change. We’ll find out more tomorrow evening.”

      Danny got to his feet. “Back to work for me. Felix, I’ll finish reading the hotel contract as soon as I’ve got my calls done. Then I’ll give you a summary. See you all later.”

      It was hard to watch Danny leave. His aura was circling rapidly. For now, though, I had to assume he would be safe, working in his room.

      “If you have time, come back for tea,” Felix said to Josh. “Danny usually takes an afternoon break.”

      Josh thanked him, and then he and I headed across the lawns towards the trail to the hotel. The hotel receptionist had told us we could avoid the hot and dusty main road by taking the trail that ran alongside it. A row of palm trees formed a green tunnel over the sandy path, and the air was several degrees cooler than out in the glare of the sun. Colorful birds darted from branch to branch, filling the air with their song, making me feel as though I was walking through an aviary. The air was sweet with the smell of jasmine.

      As we walked, a rumbling noise caught my attention.

      “Sounds like the oxcart is on the move again.” I laughed. “I wonder how long it will be before they get a new taxi.”

      On the day we’d arrived, we’d seen a group of men using chains to drag a battered green Jeep from the bottom of the harbor. Apparently, the island’s only taxi had run into the water when its brakes failed. Happily, the driver had jumped clear first. An enterprising local had loaded our luggage into the back of the oxcart and delivered our bags to the hotel just a few minutes after we’d walked there.

      Peering through the trees, I saw the two placid oxen pulling the cart. But instead of luggage, it now held a coffin covered with flowers. Behind it walked a priest in an ankle-length black robe and a gold crucifix, followed by a crowd of about fifty people, silent for the most part. Several women were crying, and someone rang a handbell every few seconds.

      “A funeral,” I whispered to Josh.

      Just what I needed, a stark reminder of death. But it wasn’t my problem, and I turned away. People died, even on beautiful islands like this one. Just like Grigor. I wondered when his funeral would be. For now, though, my sole concern had to be for Danny. I took Josh’s hand and squeezed hard as we carried on walking.

      We soon reached the hotel, a rustic but pretty building nestled among palm trees and festooned with red bougainvillea. We stopped at reception to get our key, which was secured to a conch shell— charming but impractical, too heavy to carry around all day. The lobby had polished wood floors and a high ceiling where overhead fans turned silently, ruffling potted ferns. Rattan sofas and chairs, adorned with sunny yellow cushions, offered comfortable seating from which to admire the sea views.

      “A late lunch?” Josh asked.

      I hadn’t eaten much in the last two days. The sight of those auras over Grigor and Danny had killed my appetite. But now, in spite of the upset of finding Grigor’s body, I was hungry. And while we ate, I would work out how to tell Josh about Danny.

      The hotel bar and restaurant were right on the beach, the dining tables arranged on a low deck, protected from the sun by a thatched roof supported with four sturdy posts, leaving the sides open to maximize the beautiful views and the breeze. A few hotel guests were there, finishing their meals.

      Josh and I sat at the bar, where our only companion turned out to be the man who’d helped Josh bring Grigor’s body onto the beach. He told us he was the island’s scuba diving instructor. His name was Dutch, and he came, somewhat unsurprisingly, from the Netherlands. He had untidy, sun-bleached hair and had several empty beer bottles lined up in front of him.

      “Lots of water in my home country,” he joked. “But not the sort you’d want to dive in.”

      Funnily enough, I’d spent a week in Amsterdam for work a few months before. Although the city was delightful, aura complications had marred my stay there. I hoped to go back under better circumstances some time.

      “Did you know Grigor?” I asked him.

      He nodded. “Well, I knew of him. He was a nice guy, from what I heard. But I didn’t talk to him much, so I can’t say I really knew him. Too bad, though. Drowning like that.”

      He launched into a highly descriptive discourse on what it felt like to drown and how quickly it could happen. Maybe not realizing the irony of the timing, he handed me a flyer that advertised his diving services and promised a close encounter with sharks and rays.

      I was dubious, but Josh immediately booked a time for a scuba lesson the following day. Dutch finished his beer and wandered off.

      To my surprise, I enjoyed our delicious lunch of seafood salad and sliced papaya. Feeling a little more settled, I walked with Josh back to our room, along a sandy path that meandered through a grove of palm trees. Our cabin, with white wood siding and a palm-thatched roof, was at the far end of the property, the largest and most private, according to the receptionist who’d checked us in. Danny had chosen it for us.

      While Josh changed into his swimming trunks, I stood at the open window, looking out over the sea, listening to the soothing sound of the waves. Josh wanted to swim, and I’d agreed to go back to the beach for a while, even though I knew I should be doing something proactive about Danny. The problem was that I didn’t know where to start.

      “Is something bothering you?” Josh came to stand next to me. “Are you still upset about Grigor?”

      “Yes,” I said after a moment’s hesitation. I hated keeping things from Josh. “He had an aura, and I didn’t do anything about it.”

      “You only met him two days ago. What could you possibly have done? It’s hard to tell a complete stranger that you know he’s going to die.”

      I knew that. Inevitably, in a population the size of London’s, I saw auras every day. Old, young, male, female, skin of every hue. But there was no way to walk up to someone on the street and tell them to be careful because I knew they would die in the next few days.

      When I didn’t answer, Josh went on. “Besides, although I hate to sound callous, we are here for Danny’s wedding and for a relaxing week on the beach. I want you to enjoy yourself. You’ve been working ridiculously hard for the last few months, and you deserve a break.”

      I knew I wasn’t going to get a break until I knew Danny was safe, but I managed to smile. “Let’s go then,” I said.

      I put on my blue bikini and loaded my tote bag with three bottles of high SPF waterproof sunscreen and a paperback book. On our way to the hotel beach, we walked past the cabin next door, where the hotel porter was carrying a suitcase inside. The new guest, a well-dressed young woman with auburn hair, lingered on the doorstep with a pained expression on her face.

      Josh, always the outgoing one, said hello and introduced us. The woman scowled a bit but stuck her hand out. “Anna Morgan,” she said.

      She had flawless pale skin and wide green eyes. Without the perma-frown, she’d be stunning.

      “Are you here for the wedding?” Josh asked. We wouldn’t know all the guests, as some were friends from Danny’s office.

      “Wedding? No, thank God. I’m working. I write articles for Exclusive Travel magazine. You must have heard of it.” She was American, I realized.

      “Sounds lovely,” I said. “You probably visit loads of interesting places. Are you writing about the island?”

      “Perhaps. From what I’ve seen so far, it might not make the cut. There was no taxi, and I had to walk from the harbor. Now, you must excuse me. I need to unpack.”

      Josh chuckled as we walked away. “I don’t think we’ll be spending any time with Ms. Anna Morgan,” he said. “You’d think people could just leave their prejudices behind when they travel.”

      We strolled onto the hotel beach, empty now that the crowd had dispersed and Grigor’s body had been taken away, and I chose a spot far from where he’d lain. After making ourselves comfortable on towels spread out close to the water, Josh rubbed sunscreen on my back, and I propped myself up on my elbows to read my book. But the words seemed to melt on the page before I could read them and, after a few minutes, I gave up and turned over. Sitting up, hugging my knees, I gazed at the beautiful yet perfidious ocean.

      “Are you all right?” Josh asked, putting his book down.

      “Yes, fine. Still a little jet-lagged, I think.”

      Josh gazed at me, his turquoise eyes almost translucent in the sunlight. As usual, they saw straight through me.

      “Kate.” He didn’t need to say any more.

      “It’s Danny. He has an aura.”

      Josh bolted upright. “What?”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Are you sure?” His cheeks had drained of color. “Never mind. I know you wouldn’t have said anything if you weren’t.”

      “We can help. We’ve done it before.”

      Even though I hadn’t helped Grigor.

      “Danny and I have been best mates since we were six,” he said. “We walked to school together every day.”

      “I know.”

      He rubbed his temples for a few seconds and then squared his shoulders. “Right then. We need a plan of action.”
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      I felt better for having opened up about Danny’s aura. The situation was no less dire, but at least I could share my fears with Josh now, and we could work together. Still, I felt terrible about ruining his holiday.

      As if sensing my thoughts, he reached out to squeeze my hand. “Don’t worry about me, okay? Whatever happens, I’ll be all right. And we’ll do everything we can, together, for Danny.”

      I touched his cheek, grateful for his reassurance, and turned to sit facing him, cross-legged on my beach towel.

      “Let’s start by reviewing what we know about Danny’s current situation,” I suggested. “Maybe something will show up to give us a clue to the source of the danger.”

      We talked about Danny’s job at a law firm in London where he’d worked for five years. He and Zola had been dating for almost as long, and her family adored him. Josh knew Danny’s family and most of Danny’s friends. We couldn’t think of a single thing in his daily life that would indicate possible threats.

      “It has to be related to being here on the island.” I scanned the quiet beach, watching the gentle waves lapping on the sand. “Which means it’s most likely a medical issue.” I swallowed. “Or another accident in the water, like Grigor.”

      “Danny’s a strong swimmer,” Josh said. “He won a bunch of medals when we were on the school swim team.”

      I fidgeted on my towel. One of my legs was going to sleep. “Danny is helping Felix with the paperwork for the proposed hotel,” I said. “Do you think that is relevant? I can imagine the development being quite controversial. People for and against, and Felix does seem quite agitated. I suppose there’s a risk that it could stir up feelings, maybe even incite violence?”

      “It’s possible, but Danny’s only reading the contract to summarize it for Felix. I doubt any of the islanders even know who he is. Still, we need to watch that, and we should go to the town hall meeting tomorrow, so we can check things out there.”

      I nodded. “And we have to keep a close eye on Danny. Do you think he’s safe at the mansion?”

      “I think we have to accept that he is,” Josh said. “Because there’s not much we can do about him staying there.”

      “Shouldn’t we warn him about the aura?”

      “No.” Josh’s tone was as abrupt as his response. He stood up, brushed sand off his shorts and walked to the water’s edge. I scrambled to my feet and hurried to join him.

      “I’m really sorry.” I caught hold of his hand. “But, sometimes, it helps to tell people. They can be more alert to danger that way.”

      We took a few steps into the water. It was warm, the sand under my feet soft and yielding.

      “I know,” Josh said. “I didn’t mean to snap at you. But Danny’s… well, he’s a good sort. He doesn’t deserve this, whatever it is. And I don’t want to tell him, not if we can avoid it.”

      “I can understand that.” In general, I hated telling people about my strange gift. Their reactions typically ranged from mild amusement to overt hostility. Some were curious, many skeptical. More than one acquaintance had shunned us after learning about my aura-sightings.

      We stood, holding hands, but not speaking for a minute or two. “Let’s go for a walk,” Josh said finally. “Explore the island a bit? Maybe we’ll see something that will give us a hint about the danger.”

      We packed up our things and returned to our cabin to change. I was looking forward to getting out.

      Ten minutes later, we passed through the lobby to drop off our key and found a crowd at the reception desk. A group of six people, three couples, were checking in, all wearing matching yellow t-shirts emblazoned with the words, ‘We’re with Willy.’

      “Willy Wright,” I heard one of them telling the receptionist. “We have three rooms booked.” He had an accent from the north of England, Yorkshire perhaps. I glanced over and felt the floor tilt under my feet.

      His grey hair stood up like brush bristles, and he had a neatly trimmed beard. But my attention was focused on the air over his head. The bright sunlight made it hard for me to be sure at first, so I stared a little longer than was polite. But there it was. He had an aura.

      “We’re here to celebrate Willy’s sixtieth birthday,” one of the women added.

      The young receptionist gave them all a radiant smile. “We’ll make sure you have a wonderful and memorable stay with us. Happy Birthday, Mr. Wright.”

      Danny, Grigor, Willy Wright. Three unrelated auras turning up on one tiny island seemed very unlikely. It had to be more than a coincidence. But Grigor had drowned, so it was hard to see how his death could be linked in any way to two British tourists.

      I told Josh about Willy Wright’s aura as we walked the trail towards the village. The palm trees rustled in a light breeze, and a chorus of crickets drowned out the sound of the waves.

      “I don’t get it,” Josh said after a while. “It has to be random. Grigor drowned, and Danny and this Wright chap haven’t even met. I can’t see a connection.”

      I couldn’t either.

      As we drew closer to the village, the trail merged onto the paved road. Three figures were walking towards us, two of whom I didn’t recognize. One was a tall muscular man in shorts and a Manchester City football shirt, with an unusual silver streak in his black hair, and the other a handsome man in navy trousers and a pale blue shirt.

      The third was Frederick Tipton, the hotel development representative in his white linen suit. “We meet again,” he said when they reached us.

      The man in the blue shirt held out his hand to shake ours. “Emile Dureault,” he said. “The hotel proprietor. And this is Hugo Chastain. He’s the foreman at the factory over on Coco Island.”

      Hugo shook our hands when we introduced ourselves. “I think you met Grigor a couple of days ago?” he asked. “He told me a nice young British couple had visited his farm.”

      “You’re a friend of his? I’m so sorry,” I said.

      Hugo’s face creased with emotion. “It’s a terrible thing, losing him. I’m finding it hard to believe he’s gone.” He shook his head as though trying to clear it. “We were about to take Mr. Tipton up to see the river and the waterfall,” he said. “You’re welcome to join us if you have time? It’s an easy enough walk.” Like the hotel staff, he spoke English with a lilting, French-tinged accent.

      Grigor had talked about the waterfall while we were looking around the farm, and had offered to take us there another day. He’d said it was spectacular.

      I glanced at Josh, and he nodded. “Yes, we’d love to join you, thank you,” I said.

      “I’ve been explaining to Mr. Tipton that we have problems with water shortages and that some people in the village are concerned about building a new hotel, which will further strain our supply,” Hugo told us, as we started walking along the same path that Josh and I had used to visit the farm. After a couple of minutes, Tipton stopped to wipe his brow with a handkerchief. He was perspiring heavily, his thin brown hair plastered to his scalp.

      I noticed that Emile wasn’t saying much and, whenever he glanced at Tipton, his eyes narrowed. That wasn’t too surprising. Tipton’s company was planning to build a luxury resort to compete with his hotel. Emile couldn’t be happy about that.

      We walked past the gate that led to the farm, and Hugo paused to look towards the small, rather ramshackle house where Grigor had lived. Josh and I had sat at the picnic table outside, drinking lemonade that Grigor made for us. A lump formed in my throat. He’d seemed like a gentle, kind man, at one with his land.

      “This way to the river and the waterfall,” Hugo said, gesturing for us to follow him along a narrow gravel path that led from the farm to open land beyond. He pointed at a black tube bordering the path. “That’s the water pipe that feeds Grigor’s irrigation system.”

      Ahead, like metal glinting in the sunlight, lay the river. When we reached its grassy bank, we stopped to watch the water drifting past, eddying around smooth, grey boulders. On the far side was a jungle of tall, broad-leafed trees and thick undergrowth. The foliage was such a bright green that it seemed unreal, like the plastic lettuce they tuck in between the salmon fillets at the fish counter. It was actually a tropical rainforest, Felix had explained, which covered most of the hilly, uninhabited center of the island.

      “This is where the river is at its slowest,” Hugo said. “About a half mile downstream from here, the water is diverted into holding tanks and cleaned for supply to the village. The source is higher up. The Fount of Minyra.”

      “The Fount of what?” Tipton asked. He was sweating profusely now, the front of his lavender shirt dark with moisture, his face red with exertion. I was almost surprised not to see an aura over him. He looked as though he might have a heart attack at any moment.

      “Minyra,” Hugo responded. “The water goddess.” He laughed. “It’s a myth, of course, but many people believe she’s real, up there protecting the river and the spring that is its source.”

      “Ah, I see.” Tipton looked as though he didn’t see at all, but he quickly replaced his scowl with that fake smile of his. “Jolly good.”

      “We’ll just go as far as the bottom of the waterfall,” Hugo said. “The trail from here is nice and flat.”

      We followed the path along the river for a few hundred yards. Across the narrow waterway, the rainforest was alive with birdsong, the chirp of crickets, and the rustle of what I imagined to be furry woodland creatures in the shrubs.

      As we walked on, the sounds of rushing water grew louder and, when we turned a bend in the path, the fall came into view, an undulating white curtain of water that fell from the height of a church tower into the blue-green depths of the river. Around it, a fine mist of water droplets captured a rainbow of colors, dancing in the sunlight.

      We were fifty yards away, but I could already feel the spray on my skin, cool and refreshing.

      “Can we go closer?” Josh asked.

      Hugo smiled. “Yes, of course. I’ll take you to the grotto behind the fall, if you like. It’s called Lagrot Dereve, Creole for the Grotto of Dreams, but the kids call it Lagrot Labyer because they go up there to drink beer. Still, they respect the place enough to keep it clean. It’s quite breath-taking.”

      A few steps further on, the path forked. To the left, it wound away from the river, disappearing from sight through a stand of trees. To the right, it angled steeply, up a sort of stairway of water-slicked rocks.

      Tipton took one look at the climb and refused to go any further. “The waterfall is very nice,” he said. “But I’ve seen enough, thank you.”

      “I’ll stay here with Mr. Tipton,” Emile said. “You go take a look.”

      Josh and I followed Hugo up the trail, stepping on the unevenly spaced rocks as the water thundered beside us.

      I stopped to clean the moisture off my sunglasses with the hem of my dress. When I’d finished, I looked up to find that Hugo and Josh had disappeared from sight. They’d only been a few feet in front of me. Panicked, I rushed up the next few steps to try to catch up. About halfway to the top of the waterfall, a narrow path ran off to my right and led me into a hollow space behind the cascade.

      The water formed a lacy veil over the mouth of the grotto where Josh stood, facing the opening. He looked as relaxed as if he were waiting at a bus stop. Hugo waved me over, and I took a tentative step towards them, feeling a tremor of fear. I stayed close to the back wall of the grotto, about eight feet from the edge. I wasn’t good with heights. My heart raced, all thoughts obliterated by the roar of the cascade. But my nerves settled when I ventured over to reach Josh, and he took my hand.

      Hugo pointed upwards. “We’re underneath the river here,” he shouted. “The water flows over the roof.”

      The ground was uneven and mossy, soaked with spray. Still, I began to feel more relaxed as I gazed at the waterfall’s glimmering effervescence. It emanated energy and life, and I had a strange impulse to rush forward, to wrap myself in its embrace. I must have moved, because I felt Josh’s hand tighten on mine.

      After another minute or two, when Hugo motioned that we should go, we made our way carefully out of the grotto into the sunlight and down the steep path to the flat land below. Tipton and Emile stood several yards apart, not talking. I could feel the hostility rising from Emile like heat from a fire.

      “You mentioned the Fount of Minyra?” I said to Hugo. “Where is it? Can we see it?”

      “It’s a little further up the hill.” Hugo looked at Emile, who gave a nod.

      Tipton looked appalled. “Listen, I’m happy to talk about water all you like, but maybe we can do that sitting down somewhere. The hotel bar, perhaps?”

      Hugo ignored him and turned to walk along the path that turned to the left. It climbed gently through groves of trees, the greenery sometimes broken by bursts of red and yellow, clusters of flowered plants that I didn’t recognize.

      We walked uphill for another ten minutes, the time punctuated by Tipton’s frequent stops to mop his brow. Eventually, we reached an expanse of granite, searing hot in the sun, bordered on one side by a dense thicket of shrubs and vines. Hugo strode towards it and pushed aside a trailing creeper to reveal the mouth of a cave. He beckoned us to join him. “Welcome to Minyra’s Caves.”

      Even at the entrance, the temperature dropped. Enjoying the respite from the sun’s heat, I inhaled a smell of damp stone, mingled with a faint odor of soot and ash. Beyond the opening was intense darkness.

      Emile moved ahead and flicked on his mobile phone torch, which made me smile. The technology seemed completely out of place here. We entered a huge cavern, its high ceiling hung with stalactites. Iron brackets, holding unlit tiki torches, were secured to the moisture-glazed walls. It resembled a medieval church.

      “What is this?” Tipton asked.

      “It is a sanctuary, dedicated to Minyra.” Emile had a deep voice that echoed off the cave walls. “It was used as a place of worship for hundreds of years. The elders used to come here whenever they needed to invoke the special powers of the goddess. In cases of natural disaster, for example.”

      He pointed to what resembled a mini Stonehenge, a circle of squat boulders around a fire pit that held a pile of ash and a half-burned log. “This is where they held their meetings. They also conducted trials here. The judges would sit to debate and decide on appropriate sentences. Of course, we have a proper court in Victoria now.”

      “Is the place still used?” I asked, looking towards the pit where a fire had obviously been lit somewhat recently.

      “Oh, yes. We sometimes get together up here to talk about issues that affect the village.” Emile eyed Tipton. “Like new construction projects. And the villagers often come to escape the heat or the rain. During the last big storm, many people sheltered in here.”

      Hugo produced a lighter from his shirt pocket. “Let’s see if these have any fuel left in them,” he said, holding the flame to one of the tiki torches. It smoked and then caught, casting a flickering light. After he lit a couple more, we could see how vast the cave was.

      “It’s incredible,” I said. “And this is supposed to be the birthplace of the goddess?”

      “It is her birthplace,” Hugo said. “Not this particular cavern, but a smaller chamber further in. I’ll show you, if you like.”

      “I’ll wait here.” Tipton settled on one of the stones around the fire pit. Emile took a seat opposite him and skewered him with an intense glare. I looked at Josh, who gave me a nod. He would stay to keep an eye on them both.

      Gripping one of the lit torches, Hugo led me to a passageway at the back of the cave. Narrow, with a low ceiling, it wound deeper into the heart of the island as he pointed out other passages that forked from the one we were on.

      “There are dozens of caves,” he said. “I doubt anyone has explored all of them. It’d be very easy to get lost in here.”

      To my surprise, my claustrophobia didn’t kick in. Usually, an enclosed place like this one would raise my heart rate and make my palms sweat. Instead, I felt calm and centered, curious to visit what Hugo called the goddess’s birthplace.

      Our narrow path emerged into another cavern, far smaller than the first one. The domed ceiling sparkled in the torchlight, and I stared up at it, mesmerized.

      “Quartz, in the rock,” Hugo explained. “Now, listen.”

      With my eyes still raised to the shimmering dome above me, I focused on listening. “Water,” I said. “A gurgle of water.”

      “Follow me.” He walked to what seemed to be a blank wall, and in the shifting shadows, he disappeared. My heart clenched as I was left in perfect darkness. Before I had time to panic, though, the torch reappeared.

      “Come on.” Hugo’s voice echoed.

      I realized now that there was an opening, and I slid through it into a passage that led to another chamber. Here, the noise of the water sounded like the tinkle of wind chimes. Hugo paused at the arched entrance, and then gestured for me to follow him in. The chamber wasn’t huge, not much bigger than our hotel room, but the ceiling was high and domed. On the far wall was a semi-circular, natural stone basin of water that bubbled and sparkled.

      “This is the place where the spring first appears. The true source is deep in the stone below us. From here, it flows to the head of the river.” He pointed to a channel that disappeared into the back wall of the chamber. I knelt down next to him. “Dip your fingers in,” he said. “Tell me what you feel.”

      The water was icy, fizzing against my skin. “It’s making my whole arm tingle. It’s freezing cold.”

      “That is the energy of Minyra that you’re feeling.”

      For a minute, we stayed there, on our knees, as though performing some religious rite. Which, in a way, we were. The back of my neck prickled. I felt as though another person was in the chamber with us, but it was just me and Hugo.

      “Some people have seen her in her other form,” he whispered. “A true goddess with flowing silver hair.”

      Intrigued, I peered around the chamber, at the shadows beyond the circle of light from the torch.

      “Have you seen her?” I asked.

      “No.” He sounded regretful. “The sightings were a long time ago, in the age when the elders still made offerings to her. But the stories have been passed down from one generation to another.”

      He stood and held the torch aloft, making the shadows dance.

      “Thank you for showing me this,” I said. “I’m honored.”

      He tilted his head. “I sensed that you are different, that you can see things not visible to others. Maybe the goddess will show herself to you.” For a second, he looked afraid. “Can you read minds?”

      Smiling, I shook my head. “Of course not. We should get back. Josh will be worried.”

      We walked back in silence to the giant cavern, where we collected the others and began the walk back down to the village. My whole body was still tingling from touching the spring water.

      As we passed the waterfall, Emile stopped. “Are you sure you don’t want to visit the grotto behind the fall?” he asked Tipton. “It’s an experience you won’t forget.”

      “Thank you, not today. I have work to do.”

      “Work on plans for your hotel?” Emile took a step closer to him. “You shouldn’t bother. We don’t want your resort here. Grigor had started a petition against it, and many villagers are already signing it.”

      Tipton opened his mouth to respond, but Josh tapped him on the arm. “Let’s keep going, shall we? Kate and I need to get back.”
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      When we reached the road, Hugo said goodbye and turned towards the village. Emile and Tipton didn’t speak during our walk back towards the hotel. Tipton looked ready to collapse, and Emile maintained an icy silence, so I was relieved when we reached the hotel, and the two of them turned in towards the lobby. Josh and I walked on to Felix’s house, anxious now to see Danny again.

      The terrace was empty, but Noah appeared and motioned us into the salon, as he called the living room. It was a lovely space, decorated with plump white sofas and a rustic, hand-carved wood coffee table. To my surprise, Felix was sitting in an armchair, talking with Anna Morgan, the hotel guest with the frown and the auburn hair. He seemed pleased to see us and invited us to sit with them while Noah went to tell Danny we were back.

      “Your email didn’t explain much,” Felix said to Anna, once we were seated. “You’re here to write a travel article about the island? That is fortuitous. You being assigned here of all places, I mean.”

      “Believe me, it wasn’t my choice,” Anna said. “My editor insisted.”

      “Well, I’m delighted you’re here.” But Felix didn’t look the least bit delighted. His brows were drawn together and one leg bounced nervously.

      She looked at me. “Felix and I… dated.” She stumbled over the word. “In New York. Bad idea. It didn’t work out, obviously. And now here we are.”

      Happily, Sadibou arrived just then with a tray of tea and a plate of small sandwiches, exquisitely cut into perfect triangles. Felix passed the plate around, and Josh took one, but Anna sat stiff and upright, glowering at Felix, draining all the energy from the room. I glimpsed the blue water beyond the lawns and longed to be outside. Getting caught up in someone else’s domestic upset wasn’t high on my list of fun things to do on holiday. Besides, I had far more important issues to worry about.

      For now, I busied myself with handing out tea. The Seychelles had a fraught history under the rule of French and then British colonialists. It had been part of the British Empire until achieving independence in 1976, and it seemed that some of the English traditions had hung on. In the short time we’d been here, I’d drunk more tea than I did at home. Or maybe that was just Felix’s influence. He’d told us how much he had enjoyed living in England.

      “Remind me, Felix.” I turned to him in an attempt to break the uncomfortable silence. “How long have you been here?”

      “Three years, now. I came back after finishing graduate school in New York. Family ties. I won’t be here forever. But it was the right thing to do at the time.” He looked at Anna while he spoke, as though explaining it to her. She shifted in her seat and said nothing.

      Danny arrived and sat down next to Josh. I flinched on seeing his aura again. It seemed to be moving faster, and I leaned back against the sofa cushions, confused and angry. How could he be in danger? He was getting married, for goodness’ sake, looking forward to a joyful life with Zola. They planned to have children. It was so unfair.

      I breathed in slowly, remembering that controlled breathing usually helped to settle my anxiety when confronted with an aura. Besides, my railing against the universe wouldn’t save him. I had to take responsibility for that. Somehow, with Josh’s help, I would protect him while we worked out where the danger came from.

      Danny sat down and poured himself a cup of tea. He looked at Felix. “I checked through the contract, and there are a couple of things we should talk about.”

      Felix nodded. “Thank you. We don’t have much time.”

      That comment resonated. I didn’t have much time either.

      “Time for what?” Anna asked.

      “A hotel development company has submitted a proposal to build a luxury resort here on the island,” Felix said.

      “Who’s the developer?”

      “WHE Group,” Felix said. “They build hotels all over the world, apparently. I’m not convinced we need another one on Adrienne, but I intend to get input from the islanders. It’s only fair they have a say about something that will affect them all.”

      Josh settled in his seat with his cup of tea. “We spent some time at the river this afternoon with Frederick Tipton and Emile Dureault. Emile didn’t seem too happy about the idea of a new hotel on Adrienne.”

      Felix raised an eyebrow. “I can’t imagine Emile spending ten seconds with Tipton, let alone going for a walk with him. He’s vehemently against the new development. Many tourists stay on the main island of Mahé, or the islands of Praslin or La Digue, and some villagers think we should do more to attract visitors here. Good for the economy and all that. But we’d need more accommodations, as Emile only has twenty rooms and is fully booked most of the time.”

      “Do you have any plans or drawings of the proposed hotel?” I asked. I could never resist looking at an architectural plan.

      Felix looked at Noah. “Can you bring the tablet from my office, please?”

      Noah soon reappeared, holding a tablet out in front of him as though it were a writhing snake. He thrust it at Felix and scurried to the other side of the room.

      “Noah has a morbid fear of technology,” Felix explained as he brought up some images.

      “Yikes,” I blurted out on viewing the first one.

      Danny laughed. “That was my reaction too.”

      Her interest obviously piqued, Anna leaned forward to take a look. She, too, laughed at the image of a massive edifice of pink stucco adorned with faux marble columns. “Now I know what WHE stands for,” she said. “Worst Hotel Ever.”

      “I don’t know the island well, obviously,” I said. “But that doesn’t seem right for this place. It would be more at home on the Strip in Las Vegas.”

      Felix sighed. “My sentiments exactly.”

      “I’d like to have more information about the scope of the new resort,” Anna said. “Since I plan to write an article about Adrienne, I want to talk about both the current and proposed accommodations. Can you get me some facts and figures?”

      Felix contemplated her warily. “I can. And let me show you around the island. I want you to understand everything it offers. Marvelous beaches, incredible marine life, beautiful sunsets and fine dining.”

      “You sound like a bad travel brochure.” Anna smirked. “I appreciate the offer, but I’ll probably do my own research, thank you.”

      “As you wish, but come to the town hall meeting tomorrow evening if you like,” Felix said. “You can hear all about the proposed hotel construction then.” He looked at Josh and me. “You’ll come too?”

      “Definitely,” I said. As Danny was going to be there, we intended to go.

      “Good, thank you.” Felix checked his watch. As though on cue, shadows started to creep into the room. I looked outside to see that the sky had turned pale mauve. The sun was setting, rapidly and early as it did this close to the equator, turning the sea into molten gold. Already, the first of the stars began to appear.

      “Time for a drink,” Danny said. “Shall we head to the hotel?”

      Ten minutes later, we were seated at the outdoor bar, which glistened under the light of candles in glass lanterns. The three British couples were sitting there, talking with the bartender about some rare bird that nested on the island. I caught a glimpse of Willy Wright’s aura and turned away. I didn’t want to think about it tonight. But I couldn’t help wondering about it and whether it was connected to Danny’s.

      We were about to order when we heard shouting close by, raising goosebumps on my arms. There was an urgency to them that suggested something disastrous had happened.

      “Look! Look!” cried Noah, swinging around to point across the beach. We all turned to see a lurid orange glow over the dark sea.

      “It’s a fire,” the barman said, throwing his tea towel on the bar. “On Coco Island.” He ran off into the darkness.

      “Get the motorboat ready,” Felix ordered Noah. “I need to get over there right now.”

      Josh and Danny jumped up. “We’re coming,” Danny said.

      Felix looked at Anna and me.

      “Don’t even think about telling us to wait here,” Anna said, already on her feet.
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      Minutes after Noah alerted us to the fire, we were all clambering into a motorboat at the hotel’s dock. A few other people joined us, rushing aboard in the dark, volunteering to help. Felix took the helm, and we shot away from the dock. Guided by the orange glow from Coco Island, the boat roared across the wide stretch of black water, which glistened and twinkled under the starlit sky.

      I shivered, thinking of Grigor out here in the ocean. If we sank, we’d be in trouble. I saw no sign of life jackets.

      Taking a deep breath, I calmed myself. Apart from Danny, no one else had an aura.

      But that wasn’t true, I realized suddenly, when I caught sight of Willy Wright at the back of the boat. Were they both fated to drown? More likely, the fire could be the threat to them. Now we were getting closer, I could see a large building engulfed by flames.

      Noah grabbed my arm. “That’s the coir factory.”

      “Are there any houses on the island?”

      “No, only the factory and a warehouse where the finished products are stored before they’re shipped out.”

      The noise of the crackling blaze reached us, and the black smoke made my nose burn. An explosion made everyone jump.

      Fifty yards from the shore, Felix reduced speed and steered the boat towards a long wooden jetty. He came in with a gentle bump, cut the engine and jumped out to secure the boat to a metal cleat on the dock. Danny and Josh leapt out to help him, while the rest of us disembarked in a disorderly rush.

      Another boat, laden with islanders and piloted by Hugo, the factory foreman, pulled up beside us. The islanders, shouting in English and Creole began scrambling off, vaulting from the boat to the dock, which vibrated under the onslaught.

      Felix took the lead, racing along the jetty to a paved road that cut across the beach and ended in front of the burning building. Thick smoke swirled like sea fog, blurring the flames into a rosy effulgence. I held my hand over my mouth and nose, coughing and sneezing.

      We ventured closer until I could feel the heat pulsing from the old wooden building. From inside came a noise like artillery fire.

      “Coconuts exploding,” Noah explained.

      Felix and Hugo started organizing groups to drag out the hosepipes that lay coiled in a metal shed to one side of the building. They were attached to several pumps that pulled water from the sea. I squeezed Josh’s arm. “Look after Danny.”

      “I will.”

      When he and Danny raced off to help with the hoses, I looked around, hoping to find something useful to do. Anna, standing well back, was taking photos with her phone. I noticed Willy Wright was taking photos too, although from a spot much closer to the factory. When he walked off, heading along a paved track alongside the building, I followed him.

      The roar of the inferno was so loud that it took a minute or two for Willy to notice I was there. “You should go back,” he said. “It’s dangerous.”

      “For you, too,” I said. More than he could possibly imagine. His aura was circling fast in the light from the flames. “What are you doing?”

      “I’m a forensic scientist. I wanted to poke around a bit, see if I can identify the source of the fire.” He raised a hand, even though I hadn’t spoken. “I won’t touch anything. Don’t want to upset the local authorities or do their job for them. Now, please, go back to the beach. It’s not safe here.”

      “Not an option.” I was intrigued. I’d never seen a forensic specialist at work before. Besides, Willy was in danger, and I had to try to protect him. “I work for the mayor,” I added, stretching the truth to give myself some kind of credential. “My name’s Kate Benedict.”

      With a nod, Willy began walking again, picking up the pace as the blaze thundered ever louder. He stopped a few times to take more photos.

      I wondered how he could decipher any information about the fire amidst the chaos of flames, sparks and smoke. The noise was deafening, and the heat coming off the building was immense and terrifying.

      When we reached a clearing at the back of the factory, he slowed down and looked around. Two trucks that looked as though they dated back to the Second World War were parked perilously close to a set of blazing factory doors. About twenty yards away stood another, smaller, wooden building.

      “I think that’s the warehouse,” I said, remembering what Noah told me on the boat. “Where they store the finished product.”

      Willy walked across the open area, and I followed, glad to get a little further away from the heat of the flames. I noticed a faint smell of fuel, that odor that lingers in the air around petrol stations. Willy sniffed and then crouched down to dig his fingers into the bare earth, crumbling a handful of soil between his fingers.

      He shouted above the roar of the fire as he got to his feet. “There’s oil or petrol on the ground.”

      I looked around and spotted an old-fashioned petrol pump out at the edge of the clearing. “Maybe that thing is leaking.”

      Willy grabbed my arm. “We need to get out of here, now. One spark and this whole area will go up.”

      A loud bang set my heart racing. A section of the factory roof had fallen in, and the supporting wall bulged outwards, partially blocking the paved track we’d used to get here. Willy detoured, taking a wide arc away from the inferno. The area was rough and rocky, dotted with shrubs and weeds.

      With a pounding heart, I ran beside him, my sandals slipping on the uneven ground. Sharp stones and twigs stabbed at my feet and legs, but I ignored them, glad that I jogged regularly and had learned to run through pain and discomfort. Willy was surprisingly fit for his age, I realized, as he pounded along beside me.

      The parking area came into view, swarming with people who were directing hoses at the front of the building. I searched the crowd for Josh and saw him with Danny, both of them gripping a hose, their faces ruddy in the light of the flames.

      “Get back!” someone yelled. Everyone obeyed, falling back a few yards towards the sea. Willy and I ran to join them. Seconds later, there was a colossal crash as the last of the roof timbers snapped and fell, taking the roof down. The dying building gushed sparks and clots of ash. We all stood mesmerized, gazing at the fiery traces in the sky.

      A blast behind what remained of the building shook the ground underneath us. I glanced at Willy and he gave me a nod. The fuel on the ground must have caught, and the fire had reached the warehouse. The next few minutes were chaotic as people argued about what to do next.

      Finally, Felix raised his voice and ordered everyone back to the boats. There was nothing to be done. Even if the hoses could reach the warehouse, they wouldn’t suffice to quell the flames that already shot high into the sky.

      When Felix repeated the instruction to board the boats, people filed back to the jetty. Many of them looked exhausted and disconsolate, faces and clothes blackened with soot and streaked with sweat.

      Anna joined me. “Got a bunch of photos,” she said. “Where did you go?”

      “Just watching,” I replied, focused on scanning the crowd to make sure Danny and Willy Wright had got on board. They were both there, but their auras still circled. Whatever the danger to them was, it hadn’t been the fire. I was disappointed the auras hadn’t gone. But, for as long as the men were alive, there was hope.

      The journey back was fast and uneventful. When we’d docked and disembarked, most of the islanders wandered off quietly, some lingering for a few minutes to stare across the sea at the burning building. The factory was their source of employment. What would happen to them now?

      Hugo and Felix stood to one side, talking. The big foreman looked defeated, his shoulders slumped under his soot-streaked football shirt. They finished their conversation and walked over to join us.

      “We could all do with a drink,” Felix said. “And I’m buying.”

      The barman had managed to beat us back. With ashes still sprinkled in his hair, he was wiping down the counter when we arrived.

      Willy Wright’s companions were sitting at the bar, talking with the proprietor, Emile. Willy went over to say something to them before he and Emile came to join us at one of the dining tables. Apart from Emile, we were all smudged with soot and reeked of smoke, and it was a relief to breathe in the clean sea air and the scent of jasmine.

      Everyone began to talk at once, asking questions or expressing opinions on how the fire had started. Felix raised a hand. “Let’s slow down. We need a plan for what to do next.”

      “It’s the devil’s work,” Hugo said. He looked as though he was ready to cry.

      “More likely an electrical fault,” Felix answered.

      I looked at Willy. It was up to him to tell the others about what he’d found. He gave a slight nod.

      “Thank goodness the factory was empty,” Felix went on. “At least there were no casualties. That’s some consolation.”

      “That’s true,” Hugo said. “But I worry about my workers and what they will do for money now.”

      “We have the means to look after everyone until we rebuild the factory.” Felix gestured to the barman to take our order.

      Hugo looked dejected. “Won’t it take months though, to get it up and running again? We need special machinery.”

      “Oh, cheer up,” Anna muttered. “It can’t be as bad as all that.”

      “You’re right, I suppose. I’ll get the crew over there tomorrow to start cleaning up.”

      “We can’t touch the site until the insurance agent has taken a look at it,” Felix said. “We’ll need to file a claim.”

      Willy Wright coughed. “If I may, I have something to say. I’m a forensic scientist and crime scene analyst, and I took the liberty of poking about a bit over there.” He looked at me. “Kate was with me the whole time. She can verify that I didn’t touch or move anything.”

      My cheeks burned when everyone looked at me.

      “Anyway,” Willy continued. “I could be wrong, although I never am. That’s what they say about me. One hundred percent Wright.”

      Anna sighed. “Get to the point, please.”

      “Well, I did a bit of prying and I would say there’s a possibility that this fire was started deliberately.”

      She gasped. “Who would do such a thing?”

      “An arsonist, usually,” said Willy. “I mean, that’s what they do, is start fires.”

      “Yes, I got that. I meant, who, which person, why would anyone do it?”

      “What makes you think it was deliberate?” asked Felix.

      “There was fuel on the ground at the back of the factory.” Willy nodded in my direction. “Kate saw it too. There are a couple of possibilities. One is that it may have been an accidental leak. There’s a petrol pump back there, which means there’s a holding tank underground. A pipe could have rusted out. But option two is that the fuel was spilled when someone carried containers from the pump into the main building.”

      For a long moment, everyone was quiet.

      “I couldn’t get into the factory building, obviously, but it’s possible the investigators will find signs of arson in there.”

      “How on earth can you tell?” Anna asked. “The building was destroyed.”

      “I noted telltale elements like flame and smoke conditions. You can deduce a lot, you know, from the color, size and location of the flames. Same with smoke. Taking into account wind direction and humidity, of course.”

      “Genius,” Anna said. “I had no idea.”

      Willy took a sip of beer. “It’s just science. I took a lot of photos I’d be happy to share with the investigative team.”

      “Arson?” Emile questioned. “That’s a wild accusation. Who would deliberately destroy the main source of employment for the island?”

      Willy shook his head. “I’m not accusing anyone. I’m only pointing out the facts.”

      “But who?” Emile persisted.

      “I’m sorry to disagree with Willy here, but it seems unlikely that the fire was set deliberately,” Hugo said. “Sadly, that factory was a tinderbox. The structure is fifty years old. And with all those dried coconut husks and ancient machinery, it was an accident waiting to happen.” He sighed. “We did our best to safeguard the place, with upgrades to the hoses and the pumps last year. And we had a new fire detector system installed.”

      “Yes, that’s true,” Felix said. “But we’ll never know if the fire alarm went off, because there was no one there to hear it. The safety features may well have worked had the fire started during the day, but not when the place was empty.”

      Hugo rubbed at his eyes. “We should have had a night watchman. We’ll do that once we’re up and running.”

      “You seem confident you’ll get the place going again,” Anna commented.

      “I am.” The foreman straightened up, his broad chest swelling under his sooty shirt. “That place is my second home, my life’s work. I don’t intend to let it fail.”

      Willy opened his mouth to speak, but Felix intervened. “Let’s discuss this when we have more information. We will bring in the investigators from Victoria and, once we know the cause, we can act accordingly.”

      “Not that the cause will make much of a difference to the workers,” Hugo said. “All they’ll care about is how quickly we can get the factory going again.”

      “We’ll get started on that as soon as possible,” Felix promised. “Let’s talk tomorrow, Hugo.”

      The foreman drained the last of his beer. “All right. Enjoy your dinner, everyone.”

      Willy stood too. “I’d better get back to my group,” he said.

      He wandered off to join his wife and friends. They were already having a good time, and the noise level was rising. I still hadn’t found a good time to tell Willy about death-predicting auras.
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      The following morning, at Felix’s suggestion, we gathered for coffee on the terrace at the mansion. I’d showered the night before and again this morning, but I could still smell smoke in my hair.

      Sadibou brought a tray while Felix finished a phone call. Danny was typing on his smartphone. “Just telling Zola about the fire,” he said as we sat down at the terrace table. “But I didn’t tell her that Josh and I were manning the hoses there. She’d be horrified. So maybe we won’t mention that bit when she gets here, right?”

      That had made me nervous too, but clearly the fire hadn’t been the source of danger to Danny. I tried to not stare at his aura, which was circling faster. I’d had a dream, I recalled now, that it had disappeared, that he was safe. The reality was crushing. I really felt we should tell him, but for now, I wouldn’t say anything, not until I’d convinced Josh that it was the best thing to do.

      “Where’s Anna?” Josh wondered out loud.

      “Not coming, with any luck,” Noah muttered. But he was to be disappointed. We heard voices inside, and Anna appeared at the French door, clutching a black notebook.

      “Did I miss anything?” she asked. “Who’s Felix talking to?”

      “Sit down. Have a cup of coffee,” I suggested.

      “The official investigator from Victoria will be here early this afternoon,” Felix said as he came out to join us on the terrace. “I just got off the phone. He’s squeezing us in between a couple of other cases.”

      “How surprisingly efficient,” Anna said, stirring cream into her coffee.

      “What’s next?” I asked Felix.

      “Once he’s finished his examination of the factory site, we can start the clean-up. That will keep some of the workers employed. The others will need financial support until we can get the factory going again. I need to work on that today.”

      “What if the investigator finds evidence that the fire was started deliberately?” Anna tapped a pencil on the cover of her notebook. “Willy Wright seems quite convinced he will. That will unleash a crime investigation, which could delay the clean-up and getting people back to work.”

      Felix shook his head. “I hope we’re not dealing with that scenario. I was thinking about it during the night, though. When exactly could this putative arson have taken place? The workers were at the factory yesterday. It would be hard for someone to be sloshing petrol around without being noticed.”

      “The arsonist returned after everyone went home for the day,” Anna said.

      “But how would anyone get to Coco Island and back without being seen?” Josh asked. “There’s an open stretch of water between it and us.”

      “Boats run back and forth all the time.” Noah held up his fingers to tick off the list. “There are the fishing vessels, the scuba boat, a few private sailboats. It would be easy enough. No one would think twice about seeing a boat out there.”

      “I agree with Noah, but I’ll check with the harbormaster, anyway, and ask if he saw anyone go out or come back in the early evening,” Felix said.

      “Good,” said Anna. “Now we’re getting somewhere. Call him. Let’s see what he says.”

      Felix sighed but went inside to make the call. He came out as Sadibou was refilling our coffee cups. “As a safety measure, Captain Leroux keeps records of any boats leaving or returning,” Felix said. “He’ll look into it.”

      “Excellent.” Anna scrawled something in her notebook.

      “Felix, I know you have a lot on your plate with the fire and the investigation,” Danny said. “But I have a few questions about the hotel contract for when you have time.”

      Felix waited while Sadibou brought out a dish of fresh fruit, a heaping plate of buttered toast and a bowl of scrambled eggs. My stomach growled. Josh and I had skipped breakfast at the hotel as we’d come straight over to check on Danny. I loaded my plate with slices of mango and papaya, my favorite fruits.

      “I have time now,” Felix said, taking a piece of toast.

      I tuned out while Danny quoted a couple of clauses he’d like to see changed. “They are too vague,” he explained. “And they lean in WHE’s favor. I suggested some rewording.”

      I thought about the proposed hotel for a moment.

      “I have a question,” I said. “Where is the development company planning to build?”

      Felix asked Noah to fetch the site plan. He came back and spread it out on the table, moving a few plates to make room.

      Felix pointed to a plot of land outlined in green. “That’s the place. It’s about three hectares. Just rough land, but zoned for building.”

      I peered at the map. The land was slightly north of the village on the west side of the island. It had a good half mile of coastline. “What is this red line for?” I pointed.

      “The area below the site is Turtle Beach. The turtles are protected. That beach has been their nesting ground for centuries, which means that any development of the adjacent lot has to ensure there is no disruption to their habitat. The Coastal Agency has reviewed the plan and approved it, contingent on the access road being moved further north.”

      “Is the building lot on government-owned land?”

      “No, it’s private. The owners are the Colberts,” Felix said. “But they don’t live there. They have a house just outside the village.”

      “And they’ve already agreed to sell?”

      “Yes, we have a copy of the letter of intent to sell the land to WHE,” Danny said. “Tipton’s company negotiated hard, but still, it’s a lot of money. They’ll do very well out of it.”

      “Poor Celeste,” Noah said. “Her husband died over the weekend.”

      The comment seemed out of the blue, but Felix’s head jolted up, and he stared at Noah. “Paul Colbert died?”

      “He was buried yesterday. I entered the information in the register this morning.”

      That must have been Colbert’s funeral procession I’d seen going past on the road the day before.

      “Won’t that change the land purchase agreement with Tipton?” Josh asked.

      “It depends on how the will was written,” Danny said. “If it was a straightforward passing of assets to the surviving spouse, then the wife still owns the land and can sell it if she wants to. Is that right, Felix? That principle applies here too?”

      Felix nodded. “We use the same basic tenets of law as the United Kingdom, for historical reasons. Celeste will have to pay an inheritance tax, but it’s minimal. We should review the paperwork, though, just to be sure she’s still entitled to sell.”

      Danny nodded. “And that she still wants to sell. It might have been her husband’s wish, but not hers. I should go talk with her, I think. And I’ll double check the land sale paperwork, too.”

      Felix stood up. “Thanks again for the help with all this, Danny. Now, I need to get on. I hope you’ll all excuse me.” He went back inside, and Noah got up to follow him.

      Josh looked at me. “Danny and I want to spend some time on the wedding preparations before he has a phone call with his company later. Will you be okay for a while? I’ll meet you at the hotel in time for our scuba lesson.”

      I’d forgotten all about that.

      “Sounds good.” I was glad Josh and Danny would have some time together. And I knew Josh would watch out for him. When they got up and went inside, I was left with Anna.

      “Any plans?” she asked.

      “I was thinking of going to talk to Captain Leroux to see what he knows about the boat activity yesterday. That would save Felix some time. He needs all the help he can get.”

      “Good idea.” She slammed her notebook shut and stood up.

      Ten minutes later, my unlikely new collaborator and I reached the picturesque harbor. We walked along a wooden jetty to a white timber building, topped with a mast and a fluttering multi-colored Seychelles flag. The water in the harbor was flat and still, but a light breeze stirred the fishing boats moored there. The sound of creaking wood was strangely soothing.

      I knocked on the blue-painted front door of the harbormaster’s office and heard a man’s voice. “Come in.”

      Anna and I stepped into the office, which was furnished with a scarred wooden table, a desk, and a glass-fronted cabinet full of nautical instruments. Several aged and faded maps hung in frames on the bare wood walls.

      The harbormaster looked to be as old as the maps. With a grizzled beard and a mop of grey hair escaping from a white naval captain’s cap, he had deep lines etched across his forehead. But he was upright and robust, with broad shoulders that strained the seams of his short-sleeved white shirt.

      I made the introductions. “Kate Benedict and Anna Morgan,” I said. “We’re friends of Felix.”

      “Captain Leroux. Glad to meet you,” he said. “Are you here for the wedding?”

      When I nodded, he smiled. “It’s always uplifting to see young people making a commitment to each other,” he said. “I hope you enjoy the festivities.”

      I thanked him, wondering how that would be possible if I couldn’t save Danny.

      “We’re hoping to look at the boat logs for yesterday,” I said. “Felix called you about them?”

      Leroux motioned us towards the straight-backed chairs at the desk in the corner. Light poured through an open window, the clock ticked, and the office smelled of sun-warmed timber with an undertone of brine. It was a comforting scent.

      He took a seat opposite us and tapped a page in a large leather-bound book that lay open on the desk in front of him. “I was just looking into that.” He ran a calloused finger down a handwritten list. “Lots going on, but nothing out of the usual,” he said. “Two of the worker boats went out to Coco Island at eight in the morning and came back at four, as always.”

      He carried on tracing letters with his finger. “Let’s see. Eight fishing boats came in around ten. One had a leak and is in the marina being fixed. The ferry from Victoria came in at eleven, at two, and again at five. One of the worker boats did a round-trip run at midday to pick up some supplies that had come in the day before. That’s about it.”

      “So, no one went out to Coco Island late in the afternoon, after the workers had left?” I asked.

      Captain Leroux shrugged. “Not that I logged. But that doesn’t mean it didn’t happen. I only record vessels going in and out of the harbor.”

      Anna leaned forward over the desk. “You mean there are boats out there you don’t know about?”

      “There must be a couple of dozen I can’t track, or I don’t track closely,” Leroux said. “Felix’s for one. When he goes in or out of the mansion dock, I can’t see him come or go. Same with the hotel dock. And there are private yachts that sail out of Victoria that I don’t always get informed about.”

      Anna slumped back in her chair. “This isn’t very helpful.”

      Nervous that she was about to start ranting about the inadequacies of the nation’s maritime procedures, I jumped in. “Thank you for checking, at least.”

      “This is about the fire, I’d guess,” Leroux said. “Working out who could have got to Coco Island and back without being noticed.” He chuckled when he saw my eyebrows go up. “There aren’t many secrets on Adrienne. Everyone’s heard the rumors of arson.”
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      Back out on the jetty, Anna jotted something in her notebook. “Any theories?” she asked. “Who’s our arsonist?”

      “We don’t know yet that there is one. We’ll have to wait for the investigator’s report,” I said. But I’d been thinking about it too, ever since Willy Wright had raised the possibility of the fire being started deliberately. Who would want to see the factory destroyed?

      My first thought was Frederick Tipton. The sudden loss of employment in the village might swing the vote towards constructing the resort. There had to be job opportunities there.

      “What about the hotel rep?” Anna asked, obviously thinking along the same lines as me. “You met him, right?”

      “Yes, and I can’t say I liked him. But how would he have got to Coco Island? It seems from what Captain Leroux said that it’s perfectly possible to get to and from there without raising suspicion, but someone must have taken him. He’s a visitor, so he can’t have a boat of his own, and he doesn’t look like the sailing type.”

      “I’ll look into Tipton some more, then,” Anna said as we reached the main road.

      “But there are other possibilities. It could well be an islander with a grudge, maybe someone who was sacked recently. We could ask the foreman, Hugo, if he has any ideas.”

      Anna nodded. “I’m going into the village to talk to people about the proposed hotel. I’ll let you know what I find out.”

      I set off for the mansion to rejoin Danny and Josh but, before I got there, I saw them coming towards me on the trail.

      “We were on our way to find you,” Josh said. “Any news from the harbormaster?”

      I told them what Captain Leroux had said about not being able to track all the boats. “So nothing helpful, I’m afraid.”

      Danny looked at his watch. “Too early for lunch, but shall we get a drink?”

      We walked to the hotel bar, where our congenial barman took our order. He set out a bowl of fried plantain crisps, and I took one, swearing to hold off on any more. They were addictive. When we’d settled at a table, I kicked off my sandals and felt the warmth of the decking against the soles of my feet.

      For a few seconds, I was able to pretend that life was normal, that we were having a fabulous holiday on a beautiful tropical island, looking forward to seeing two lovely people being married on a beach.

      But when Danny laughed at something Josh had said, I looked over to see that aura circling, and my moment of happiness quickly evaporated. I felt even worse when I heard someone call my name and turned to see Willy Wright walking up the beach towards us, the air over his spiky grey hair rippling in the bright sun. Behind him, Emile was securing a boat to the hotel jetty.

      Willy was carrying a ziplock bag that he waved in the air. “I got some soil samples,” he said when he was closer. “And we had a look inside what’s left of the factory.”

      He turned to beckon Emile over, but the hotelier raised his hand in farewell and walked away.

      “Sit down,” Josh invited Willy. “Something to drink?”

      “I wouldn’t say no to a cold beer,” Willy said.

      I put my glass down. Two men with auras sitting at the same table. Piling on, as my brother would say. And Grigor was dead, lying in the morgue in Victoria.

      “What were you doing back at the factory?” I asked Willy.

      “Emile wanted to follow up on my arson theory. We got a handful of earth from the firebreak space at the back of the factory. Along one edge, there was an area that hadn’t been touched by the fire. With any luck, there’ll be some ILR left.”

      “ILR?” Josh asked.

      “Ignitable liquid residue.”

      “Why is Emile pursuing this?” I asked.

      Willy took a sip of beer and leaned forward to speak more quietly. “He reckons that someone called Tipton set the fire. The hotel development manager? With a bunch of factory people unemployed, they’d be more likely to vote for the new hotel.”

      “And if he can implicate Tipton either as the arsonist, or as having hired one, there’s no way the government would approve the hotel,” Josh said. “Which means the threat to Emile’s business goes away.”

      Willy nodded. “That’s my reading.”

      “We’ll know more soon,” Danny said. “The investigator will be here this afternoon. Maybe you should talk with him, share your views.”

      “Not sure about that,” Willy said. “I have no sort of official position here.”

      “With your training and profession, you’d count as an expert witness.”

      “Yes, well, I have no intention of telling the investigator how to do his job.”

      “I was thinking.” I succumbed and took another plantain crisp. “If it is arson, whoever started it would have had to be there, right? They wouldn’t have had time to get back to Adrienne before we saw the fire. That would narrow down the list of suspects.”

      Willy tapped his lips with his fingers. “Not necessarily, not if he used a delayed starter of some kind. An explosive device on a timer. Or possibly something as simple as a small, contained fire that would eventually throw out a spark to ignite the fuel around it. Many, many fires begin during the night when no one is around to stop them. Did you know that William the Conqueror issued an edict commanding household fires to be banked down before bedtime so they couldn’t flare up overnight? That’s the origin of our word ‘curfew,’ from ‘couvre feu’ or cover the fire. Anyway, back to your excellent question. There are ways around the timing issue.”

      “Well, let’s wait for the investigator’s report before we delve too deeply into how or when,” Danny suggested.

      Willy picked up his plastic bag. “Agreed. I’ll hang on to this, anyway. Thanks for the beer. I’m off on a bird-watching tour soon and I need to get going. Let me know if there’s anything I can do to help.”

      “Thank you,” Danny said. “Much appreciated.”

      As Willy wandered off across the sand and into the hotel lobby, I felt pressure building in my chest. He was in danger. And now he was involved in a possible arson investigation. He had volunteered, I reminded myself, but he didn’t know about the aura, about the threat it signified. Of course, it could be entirely unrelated. It could indicate a health issue or an accident on one of his bird-watching tours. But, regardless of the source of the danger, I should talk to him, warn him to be careful.

      I looked at Danny’s aura, sure it was moving faster. He began telling us a funny story about his boss, but our peaceful moment didn’t last long. Anna appeared at our table and sat down.

      “It’s so hot today,” she said, waving the barman over. “I talked to some people in the village, hoping to get their views on the proposed hotel, but all anyone wants to talk about is the fire. And the lost jobs. It’s a big problem for some of those families.”

      “Felix is working on it,” Danny said. “He’ll get them back to work as soon as he can.” He finished his mineral water and got to his feet. “I’ve got to dash. I have a conference call soon. Afterwards, I’ll come and find you, Josh. Maybe we can swim for a while?”

      I gave Josh a pointed look.

      “I’ll walk back with you,” he said to Danny. “I want to check on how far they got with building the arbor and make sure the tent’s going to be in the right place.”

      I mentally gave Josh kudos for coming up with a good excuse to walk Danny home. But we had to tell Danny about his aura soon, I decided. He needed to be alert to any possible danger.

      Anna stood up, too. “I’ll come with you. I have some questions for Felix.”

      “We have our scuba lesson this afternoon,” Josh reminded me. “I’ll meet you back at our cabin.”

      Thirty minutes later, Josh and I were in our swimsuits and standing in front of the scuba diving business, a weathered wooden hut on the far end of the hotel beach, close to the hotel dock. A pile of surf boards and air tanks were stacked up against an outer wall. “Back soon” was scrawled in black marker on a sign on the padlocked door.

      “That’s okay,” I told Josh. “I don’t mind waiting. I’ll sunbathe for a while.”

      I took off my blue cover-up, spread my towel on the sand and lay down while Josh sat, leaning against the hut wall. Fifteen minutes later, there was still no sign of Dutch, and I was feeling hot. “Let’s go in the water,” I suggested. “I need to cool down.”

      We hurried across the white sand, feeling the heat rising up our feet and legs. The first touch of cold water was blissful. I waded in until I was waist deep, and Josh came up beside me.

      “Look.” He pointed. The soft movement of the water cast moving shadows on the sun-dappled white sand below. A shoal of tiny, multi-colored fish swam around us, brushing up against our legs. Rays of sun cut through the water, setting mounds of pink coral alight. A larger fish, glinting silver, glided past.

      “It’s beautiful,” I said.

      Josh checked his watch, and we looked back at the beach. Still no sign of Dutch, but I was happy to stay where we were, watching the little fish darting by. After twenty minutes, though, my skin was tingling from the sun. Josh checked my shoulders and said I’d had enough for the day. I’d inherited my pale skin from my mother. Josh had his Scottish mother’s fair skin too, but, somehow, his tanned easily without burning.

      “I wonder how Dutch’s business is going,” he commented when we reached the hut. “It can’t be great if he doesn’t bother to turn up for his bookings.”

      “It’s okay. I don’t mind missing it. I saw lots of fish anyway.”

      “We’ll rebook for another time,” Josh promised as he spread a towel out on the sand and lay down. “Danny said he’d come over as soon as he’s done his call.”

      “This might be a good time to talk to him about the aura.” I busied myself with my towel, making sure it was smooth and unwrinkled, and not looking at Josh when I made the suggestion.

      “Maybe later,” he said. “For now, we’ll just watch him carefully.”

      I didn’t think we should put off the conversation much longer, but Danny arrived just then, precluding any further discussion.

      It wasn’t long before Danny and Josh were splashing about in the warm, calm sea. Josh stuck to Danny like a barnacle. They’d borrowed snorkels and masks from the hotel, and I left the two of them to explore the underwater world together while I sat on my beach towel, worrying about what could threaten Danny.

      My original theory had been that Danny’s aura was connected to Grigor’s, but in the light of Grigor’s accidental death, that didn’t seem right. And I couldn’t see any connection between Danny and Willy Wright. Still, I found it hard to believe that all three men would die of completely unrelated causes. I wondered what the odds were of that happening. And if that were the case, the range of possible threats was huge. Willy was older. Maybe his threat was a medical condition. For Danny, drowning still topped my list, given the sheer amount of water around us and the fact that Grigor had drowned. But Danny was like a fish, I could see that now. He and Josh were having a great time.

      Then what? There was no risk here of car accidents. That thought raised goosebumps on my skin and, in spite of the sun, I began to shiver. My mother had been killed by a driver speeding through a pedestrian crossing. It was after her death, while I was in Italy for the funeral, that I’d seen my first aura. At first, I’d thought my strange new ability was the result of shock and would fade away, but that had been nearly three years ago. Since then, I’d also seen several visions in which dead people spoke to me. There were times when I hated it all, hoping fervently it would just disappear. But sometimes, like now, I was grateful for the chance to intervene. If not for the aura, we wouldn’t have known that Danny was in danger.

      Not that it had helped Grigor. Guilt pressed on my chest, making it hard to breathe properly. What could I have done? Told him to not go near the water? And could I help Willy Wright? I really hadn’t even given him much thought. I fidgeted on the towel, trying to get comfortable and failing. I was hot. The sand between my toes was itchy.

      Realizing I was letting my fears get the better of me, I stood up and stretched, taking a few deep breaths. Sitting here, fretting, wasn’t doing me any good. I needed to do something useful.
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      I remembered Danny saying earlier he wanted to visit Celeste Colbert to make sure she still planned to sell the land to Tipton’s company now that her husband was dead. I’d go see her, I decided. It would save Danny time later.

      After gathering my things and packing them in my tote, I went down to the water, where I managed to attract Josh’s attention to let him know I was leaving. He gave me a thumbs-up, and I headed back to our room to change.

      I had no idea where Celeste lived but, when I asked for directions at the front desk, the receptionist was happy to oblige.

      “Her house is close to the medical center. Do you know where that is? Off the main road about a quarter mile before you reach the village. Turn right, and Celeste’s house is the light blue one with white shutters.” The young woman took my key and hung it on the hook. “She’s in mourning, though,” she added, “and might not be receiving visitors.”

      Despite the warning, I rehearsed what I was going to say as I walked the trail in the direction of the village. The trees threw enough shade to make the temperature comfortable, and birds fluttered in the branches, flashes of bright color against the green leaves. A skinny grey cat appeared from under a bush and trotted alongside me, keeping me company until the trail merged with the paved road. There, it turned to run back the way we’d come.

      With the village still a few hundred yards further on, I found the right-hand turn and followed the narrow road to the house. The sky-blue paint had faded and peeled in places, and the open shutters hung askew. The garden was pretty, though, bursting with bright flowers and tomato vines. Several young children were running along the gravel paths, laughing and shouting to each other.

      Two wicker chairs flanked a small table on the porch, and one of the chairs was occupied. An older woman in a formal dark blue dress sat, her hands folded in her lap and her legs crossed at the ankles, watching me approach. When I hesitated, she waved me forward.

      “Mrs. Colbert?” I asked.

      “Yes, dear, and who are you?”

      I introduced myself, adding that I was an architect and helping the mayor with matters relating to the new hotel construction. It was sort of true.

      Through the open front door, I saw a cramped living room packed with people. “I can see you’re busy,” I said, half-turning to leave.

      “Come and sit with me,” she said. “Some of my family and friends are here, cooking enough food for the whole island. I sent all the others home. Needed a moment’s peace.”

      “I am very sorry about your husband.”

      She sighed. “He was a good man. He worked at the coir factory for thirty years and was still going strong. Would have had another few years there, but for the accident.”

      “An accident at the factory?”

      “No, no. Here. He and my sister’s boy were fixing a hole in the roof and my husband fell off. It’s not that far to fall, I know, but he landed badly. He hit his head on the stone patio at the back. The Lord does move in mysterious ways.”

      “Oh dear. That is very sad.”

      “How can I help you? You seem like a sweet girl, but I assume you didn’t come just to offer condolences?”

      “It’s about the hotel. We were wondering if you will go through with the land sale now that… Mr. Colbert…”

      “Is dead,” she finished for me. “Yes, of course. At first, we weren’t too keen on selling. My husband’s family has owned that land forever. But, to be honest, the money would be very helpful. I’d like to get this house fixed up. Not that I need as much as I’m going to get, though, so I plan to share the money—”

      She was interrupted by two women who came outside, filling the porch with their loud, energetic presence. Like many of the island women I’d seen, they wore vibrant, flower-patterned dresses and practical brown leather sandals. One held a dish of something that smelled delicious.

      Both broke off talking for a second to say hello to me and then demanded that Mrs. Colbert give her opinion on whether the food needed more salt. When three more women joined them, the porch floorboards creaking under their weight, I stood up and eased past them to leave. Mrs. Colbert called goodbye before disappearing from sight behind the growing crowd.

      As I walked the trail back to the hotel, I found myself almost hoping the hotel would be approved so that nice Mrs. Colbert would get the money for her land.

      The skinny cat must have been waiting for me. It joined me for the last part of my walk and then scurried away into the bushes when I reached the hotel beach. I walked across the sand towards the spot where I’d left Josh and Danny swimming and noticed a motorboat, white with a blue stripe along the side, chugging into the dock close to the hotel. The diving instructor, Dutch, clambered out. After securing the boat, he sauntered over to me.

      “Jeez. I missed your scuba lesson,” he said. “Damn, it went right out of my head, you know?”

      “Don’t worry about it.”

      “You want to do it tomorrow? No, wait, I forgot. I’m taking someone to Victoria. I ferry people about in my boat. Just got back from Praslin. If you want to go anywhere, I’m your guy.”

      Dutch wasn’t filling me with confidence that he’d turn up for a rescheduled lesson. And if he did, would he remember to fill the air tanks? He seemed a bit scattered.

      “That’s okay. Maybe later this week,” I said.

      “Great. See you at the meeting this evening.”

      He wandered back to the boat, while I went on to find Josh and Danny. They were sitting on towels on the sand, each of them holding a bottle of beer. If not for Danny’s aura, the scene would have been perfect, the two friends together, laughing, enjoying the sun.

      I sat, nudging Josh’s still damp leg aside to claim a corner of his towel. “Was it fun?”

      “We saw the most amazing fish,” Danny enthused. “And dolphins. Up close. It was incredible.”

      “What did you do?” Josh asked.

      I told them about my visit to Celeste Colbert. “Her husband died over the weekend, like Noah said. An accident. He fell off the roof when he was fixing it. But she still plans to sell the land. In fact, she needs the money to do some repairs on her house. She was very nice.”

      Danny was looking surprised.

      “What?” I asked.

      “I thought you were taking a nap or something.”

      “Well, I wanted to save you some time. And we want to help Felix, like you are, don’t we, Josh?”

      He nodded. “Which brings me to something we need to talk about.” He tapped Danny on the arm. “And now is as good a time as any.”

      My stomach coiled into a tight knot. I’d been the one insisting on telling Danny about his aura, but now the moment had come, I couldn’t do it. The silence dragged out.

      “Kate?” Josh prompted me.

      I plunged in. “The thing is, Danny, that you’re in danger. Danger of dying.” I stopped. Danny was staring at me, his gold-flecked eyes wide open. “I can see signs,” I went on. “I call them auras, air that spins in circles over your head. An aura, to me, is a sign of imminent death.”

      Danny scooped out a handful of sand and dug his half-empty beer bottle into the hole he’d made. Then he turned back to face me, arms clasped around his knees. “Go on.”

      “The faster the air moves, the sooner death will come. That’s why we decided we have to tell you. We have time to save you, but you need to be really cautious while we work out what the danger is.”

      “Save me? How does that work?”

      Josh leaned towards him. “Kate’s been seeing these signs for about three years now. By being aware of the threat, she’s been able to take action that changes the situation or moves potential victims out of harm’s way. She’s put herself in danger many times to help others.”

      “Right.” After a long pause, Danny grinned and leaned over to slap Josh’s shoulder. “Good one, mate. A bit weird, but better than getting me drunk and giving me an embarrassing tattoo.”

      Josh shook his head. “It’s not a prank, Danny.”

      I touched Danny’s knee. “It’s all true. I’m sorry. I wish it was only a silly wedding joke. But I’m serious. You’re in danger, and we have to find out why.”

      As a shadow passed over the beach, I looked up. A single cloud, white, fluffy and innocuous, floated slowly in front of the sun.

      “One more time, then,” Danny said. “Tell me exactly what this all means.”

      I did my best, describing past cases, including the ones where I’d failed. Those always came to mind first for me.

      But Josh jumped in. “But there have been spectacular saves, too. If not for Kate, we’d have a different prime minister.”

      Danny looked at me. “You were involved in that? The failed assassination attempt?”

      “Yep,” Josh said. “So, what we need to do for you is work out the source of the danger.”

      “I thought that maybe your aura was linked to Grigor’s,” I said. “But Grigor’s death was an accident.”

      “Grigor? He had an aura too?”

      I choked up and didn’t answer.

      Danny’s face paled. “He had an aura and he died.”

      “That’s not going to happen to you,” Josh said.

      “Willy Wright has an aura, as well,” I said. “He’s a guest at the hotel. But he doesn’t know you, and you two have nothing in common at all. That means we need to look elsewhere. Let’s start with health. Anything we should know?”

      “Nothing. I had a check-up two months ago. The company pays for an annual. All good.”

      We listed every danger we could think of. It was depressing, thinking about the myriad ways someone could die. And there was always murder, but who would want Danny dead? Especially here on this tiny island. Some jealous ex-boyfriend of Zola’s who’d turn up to stop the wedding? When I suggested it, Danny, as expected, shot the idea down at once. His eyes were clouded, and he chewed on his lip when we talked about Zola.

      “Should I tell her?” he asked. “About the aura and what it means?”

      My chest tightened, imagining that phone call.

      “Not yet,” Josh said. “There’s no point in worrying her when there’s nothing she can do to help. And between the three of us, we’re going to resolve it, I promise. You can tell her later, if you want to, once this is all over.”

      When Danny nodded his agreement, I breathed a sigh of relief. But the pressure was on. We had four days before Zola arrived. And, judging by the speed the air was circling, maybe far less time than that to save Danny.

      By late afternoon, with no new insights into what could threaten him, we packed up our things and headed out to get ready for the town hall meeting, which was set for six o’clock. Josh walked with Danny to the mansion to get ready there. With the hotel bathroom to myself, I took a long shower, hoping to shift the pain in my temples and the nausea that roiled my stomach.

      It was good that Danny knew. He’d agreed to be vigilant and careful, which was a step in the right direction. But we were running out of time.
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      I met Josh and Danny at the doors to the community hall, which was right next to a sweet little church with white timbered walls and a black slate steeple. The hall was the size of a school gymnasium, with scuffed beige walls and a waxed wood floor. Two overhead fans barely stirred the hot, still air.

      On a stage at one end of the hall, Felix was setting up a fancy modern mini-projector with Noah’s help. He asked Danny to sit on the stage with him and directed Josh and me to seats in the front row. Anna arrived not long afterwards, armed with her black notebook and pencil, looking ready for business.

      She sat down next to me. “No Tipton yet?” she asked. “With any luck, he won’t turn up.”

      The hall soon filled. Once the folding plastic seats were all taken, people stood against the walls and latecomers clustered around the open double doors at the back. A ripple of murmurs went through the assembly when Tipton finally appeared. He wore a sunny yellow shirt under his white suit. His brown leather boat shoes sported matching yellow laces and his hair was slicked flat to his head with gel.

      Anna nudged me. “His sartorial choices are almost as bad as his taste in hotel decor.”

      Felix welcomed everyone and reminded them they were there to learn about the proposed resort hotel and would have the opportunity to vote on it in a week’s time. “But before I hand the microphone to Mr. Tipton,” he said, “I want to assure you all that we are doing everything possible to get the factory up and running again. We know that many of you rely on that income, and we will begin rebuilding as soon as the insurance company gives us the approval. Meanwhile, Hugo Chastain and I will talk with each of you individually to assess your situation and provide the appropriate financial aid.”

      The hall erupted, with everyone talking at once until Hugo stood up and yelled for silence. The audience grew quiet, and Felix gave the microphone to Tipton.

      The hotel development manager made some very short introductory remarks and began his slide show with some rather dull overviews of WHE Group. The audience rustled and fidgeted. Perhaps sensing their impatience, Tipton moved on to bright, colorful pictures of other WHE resorts, pointing out their locations. They all looked the same, monolithic buildings of pink or yellow stucco with lots of marble. People whispered to each other. Someone laughed.

      But then Tipton brought up a new slide. It was a drawing of a low-profile building nestled among a grouping of rocks, its walls almost indistinguishable from the natural stone that surrounded it. The entry was accessed by a single wooden boardwalk, which wound its way across a sandy beach. The effect was elegant and discreet. From a distance, it would be hard to know the hotel existed at all.

      “This,” said Tipton, “is the mockup for the Adrienne resort.” He gestured towards Felix. “Following an initial meeting with the mayor and his associates, I realized that Adrienne deserves something different, something more in keeping with the natural beauty of the island. We will use green materials throughout. This, to use a topical term, will have a very tiny footprint, and have no negative impact on the island whatsoever.”

      Anna snorted loudly enough for Tipton to glance down at her.

      The final slide was an artistic rendition of the resort cradled among the granite rocks. Tipton turned to face his audience. Standing in the light of the projector, his silhouette threw a black shadow over the image of the hotel on the screen.

      Everyone applauded loudly and started speaking at once.

      “Wow. That new design was a surprise.” Anna leaned in to whisper to me. “How did he come up with that so quickly?”

      I had an idea, but I’d need access to a computer to check it out.

      “Are you going to offer employment to us locals?” a man at the back of the hall asked.

      Tipton nodded.  “Of course. We will have job openings for a wide range of abilities and interests. We’ll need cooks, maids, front desk staff, bellboys, laundry room workers, janitors and gardeners, as well as maintenance crew for the structure and grounds. And, I would add, some immediate positions will open up for ground-clearing and construction crews. That might be of interest to those of you who’ve lost jobs at the factory.”

      “Where do I sign up?” another man shouted.

      While the people talked among themselves, I thought again about Willy’s theory that the fire at the factory had been set deliberately. The timing was perfect from Tipton’s point of view. By promising jobs in the near future, his resort might well win popular support. However averse Felix was to the development, he would bow to the majority.

      Still, Felix had a few more arguments to present. “Hugo Chastain would like to offer an opinion,” he said, taking the microphone from Tipton. “Hugo, would you please come up?”

      There was loud applause as the factory foreman mounted the stage and took the microphone.

      “I’m going to speak first about my friend Grigor,” he said. “As most of you know, he was found dead yesterday.” Quiet murmurs rippled through the room. “We will miss him. And I will tell you what he would have said this evening.” He turned to look at Tipton. “He’d ask first about the turtles. How will they fare if there’s a huge hotel right next door? Tourists aren’t known for their care and attention to protected species.”

      The audience grew noisy, and Tipton waited for the noise to abate. “We have settled that issue,” he said. “The turtles are to be left alone in their little turtle habitat. There will be sufficient space between the hotel and the turtle sanctuary to ensure their safety, and the Coastal Agency has given its approval.”

      “We’d all like to see that document,” Hugo said.

      Tipton gave a curt nod.

      “The second and more important issue that concerned Grigor was the water supply,” Hugo went on. “A hotel of the size proposed by Mr. Tipton will require lots of water. We need to see some facts and figures on how much water the hotel will receive, its estimated usage, plans for recycling and that sort of thing.”

      “Our water pressure is already low,” someone shouted. “Some days, it’s hardly enough to shower with.”

      Danny leaned over to talk to Felix as the noise level in the hall rocketed. Anna scribbled notes in her book.

      “But what about jobs?” a man shouted. “Our wages are more important than turtles or water.”

      “I’m working with Felix on getting the factory up and running as soon as possible,” Hugo spoke above a growing swell of grumbles and shouts. He waited for the cacophony to die down and repeated his promise to get people back to work quickly. Then he left the stage and went back to his seat amid cheers and clapping.

      Felix had taken the microphone and now asked Father Quincy to come to the stage.

      A middle-aged priest with thinning brown hair and soft eyes walked to the stage. I’d seen him leading the funeral procession the previous day.

      “I want to speak this evening,” he said, “because I feel that we should be open to the addition of another hotel here.”

      Tipton nodded his agreement, and the audience remained respectfully silent.

      “There are many issues to be addressed, and we are not yet sufficiently informed about the potential impacts that a resort would have on our beautiful island,” the priest continued. “However, a new hotel will bring new jobs, which would improve quality of life for the less fortunate among us. For that reason, I would support this proposal.”

      “But do we want tourists coming here?” someone shouted.

      “They already come,” another man responded.

      “Yes, but in very small numbers,” the priest said.

      “Small enough that I can’t make a living.” That was Dutch’s voice. I turned to see him standing at the back. A few people cheered in support, while I thought his business would do better if he actually turned up for his customer appointments.

      The priest surrendered the microphone to Felix, who raised his hands for silence.

      “I have two points to add before we finish. First, what about Emile’s hotel? It’s been part of this island for many years, and I won’t see it put out of business.”

      A general murmuring signaled that Felix’s comment had struck home. He’d told us earlier that all the islanders liked Emile. No one would wish him ill.

      “Finally,” continued Felix. “Our essential services are, as you know, quite basic, and we need to know how the development company would provide enough electricity to run a hotel of the size they propose.”

      “And better internet,” someone called. “My kids want us to get Netflix, but our service is pathetic.”

      “Indeed,” Felix started, but his next words were drowned out as the audience started to chant. “We want Netflix. We want Netflix.”

      Tipton stood up. “I can promise you we will make major upgrades to the infrastructure for the island, including new electrical service.” He fanned himself with his hand. “Sufficient to run air conditioning in this hall.”

      A cheer went up, and he spread his hands, accepting the applause. “And we’ll bring fast internet to the island. The guests who will stay at our luxury hotel will be of a very high standard, looking for the very best services.”

      I raised my brows at Josh. Apparently the guests at Emile’s hotel weren’t considered high standard.

      “Does that mean you’ll give everyone fast internet?” someone shouted. “Everyone on the island?”

      “Absolutely.” Tipton folded his hands over his ample stomach and beamed.

      After a few more questions, Felix called the meeting to a close. As though a plug had been pulled from a drain, the hall emptied, people streaming out into the darkness, chattering and laughing. I guessed most of them, like me, were hungry and thinking about dinner.

      But Felix had other plans, it seemed. He called out to several people who were about to leave and asked them to remain. Danny was still up on the stage with him, so Josh and I stayed put too. Noah and Father Quincy disappeared through a door to one side of the stage and quickly re-emerged, carrying a long white plastic table. They went back for chairs, and Felix invited us all to sit around the table while Noah fussed with setting up a whiteboard on an easel.

      The doctor who’d examined Grigor on the beach yesterday was there. She was beautiful, with wise brown eyes and dark hair that coiled into curls over her forehead. Her white teeth flashed as she and Emile shared some private joke.

      Tipton, looking uncomfortable, sat at one end with Felix at the other. The factory foreman and Dutch sat together.

      “Can I ask why they are all here?” Emile asked, indicating Josh, Anna, Danny and me. I’d been wondering the same thing, and I shifted nervously on my plastic seat.

      Anna, however, pounced on him. “I know more about hotels, tourism and environmental impact than all of you combined. You should be grateful I’m here and willing to share my knowledge with you.”

      Josh rolled his eyes, and I wondered if she was this abrasive all the time, or there was something about being close to Felix that set her off.

      Felix tapped his pen on the table to get everyone’s attention. “I invited them. Danny, as a lawyer, is helping with the contractual details, and I value the insight of Josh and Kate, who are architects and have experience with planning issues.”

      Tipton raised his head to look at us. “I didn’t know that.”

      “And Anna, of course, for her expertise, which she has already pointed out,” Felix continued. “And to all of you, my thanks for volunteering to be members of this new committee.”

      “I don’t recall volunteering,” Dutch said. “But I am glad to be here,” he added quickly.

      As Noah scribbled our names on the whiteboard, the scent of marker permeated the air.

      “I’d like to review what we heard from Mr. Tipton today,” Felix continued. “The villagers will vote— that will be next Monday— but I want to gather your opinions in advance and clear up any questions you may have. Does that sound good to you all?”

      “Sure, although I don’t really have an opinion.” Dutch was lounging in his chair, his eyes half-closed.

      “Can you tell us more about the jobs you claim will become available?” Doctor Grace asked Tipton.

      He snapped his fingers at Danny. “Do you have that list?”

      Danny regarded him coolly. “I do.”

      I inwardly applauded Danny for not letting Tipton push him around. The more I saw of the hotel development manager, the less I liked him. However, obnoxious as he was, he didn’t strike me as being violent. He couldn’t be the threat to Danny, could he?

      Danny finally slid a piece of paper across the table, and Tipton smoothed it out and gave it to the doctor. “Here is the full list of jobs, together with staffing numbers.”

      “And the pay rates for each of these jobs?” Grace asked.

      Tipton looked flustered but quickly recovered. “Good point. I will get back to you on that very soon.”

      “I don’t want to lose my workforce,” Hugo grumbled, looking over the list. “We need to keep the factory going.”

      “How many rooms will there be?” I asked after a long silence.

      “Roughly one hundred,” Tipton replied. “Although that will depend on the final configuration. Also two restaurants, three bars, a gym and spa and an infinity edge pool.”

      Felix looked around. “Anything else? Emile?”

      The hotel proprietor hadn’t spoken. His jaw was tight, and he glared at Tipton. He had a lot to lose if a competing hotel went up on the island. Doctor Grace whispered something to him, perhaps trying to calm him down, which didn’t seem to help. If looks could kill, Tipton would be stone dead. I was relieved when Tipton gathered his papers and got to his feet.

      “Listen,” he said. “I have to rush off to take a conference call now, but I’m happy to answer any more questions you have. Give me a list, and I’ll get straight on it.”
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      Before we left the village hall, the five of us agreed to have dinner together in the hotel restaurant. Without anyone really saying anything, we’d formed a group of sorts, Felix, Danny, Anna, Josh and me. I wasn’t too happy about spending that much time with Anna, but I didn’t have much choice.

      Felix and Danny wanted to dump their presentation papers back at the mansion first and said they’d meet us at the bar. For a moment, I considered asking Josh to go with Danny. But Felix was with him, and I’d have to trust that Danny would be all right. Anna said she had to freshen up and would join us soon.

      Hand in hand, Josh and I strolled slowly, enjoying the cooler night air, which was still alive with a chorus of crickets. Stars shone, hundreds of thousands of them, diamond bright against velvety blackness. I’d never seen a night sky like it, a massive dome, sweeping down to the distant horizon with no city lights or clouds to mar its perfection. A lump rose in my throat.

      When we reached the hotel beach, we wandered down to the water’s edge. Leaving our sandals on the sand, we walked into the softly breaking waves.

      Two fishermen, rods slung over their shoulders, approached through the fading light. “Better not walk there,” one of them called out. “The stingrays like to sleep in the shallows, and you can’t see them in the dark.”

      “Thank you,” Josh called back as I stared down at the water, frozen. He took my hand and gently guided me back to the sand. “There,” he said. “All safe.”

      I thought of the array of beautiful fish I’d seen earlier and shuddered to think that this serene blue ocean could also harbor something as dangerous as stingrays. And jellyfish, sharks, sea snakes and stone fish. I’d read on a visit to the aquarium in London that the most venomous sea creature in the world was a small blue-ringed octopus. One bite was enough to kill nearly thirty humans. Death lurked in the most innocuous places. But then I already knew that.

      We put our shoes back on and walked up to the outdoor bar to find that Anna had beaten us there and was seated on a stool at the far end of the bar with a drink in front of her. To my surprise, the cocktail was tall and fluorescent green, packed with an arrangement of lemon slices and maraschino cherries and topped with a paper umbrella. It seemed too frivolous for her. I’d have thought she was more of a Scotch person.

      When we sat down next to her, she raised her glass. “And what did you two lovebirds think of the evening’s proceedings?” she asked.

      “Did you do any research on the hotel development company?” I asked, not answering her question. Her condescending tone irritated me.

      “Despite the glacially slow internet service here, yes.” She pointed to her mobile phone, resting on the counter in front of her. “They’re a legitimate outfit, with hotels all over the world, though mostly in Asia and the Middle East. Can’t say I like their taste, but most of their properties are doing well.”

      “Do you think Felix will let the development go ahead?” I picked up the drink Josh had ordered for me, something long, blue, and full of ice. We planned to work our way through the cocktail menu over the course of the week.

      Anna shrugged. “Felix will do whatever the people vote for. Although his father will have a say, I’m sure.”

      “Why, who’s his father?” Josh asked.

      “Interior Minister of the Republic, reporting to the president. He’s the reason Felix is here. That and the location, eight thousand miles away from New York and me. And far from his mother. She’s a New Yorker too, a socialite, heiress to her daddy’s fortune. You know the type. Entitled, self-absorbed, sitting on charity boards and giving away just enough money to salve their consciences.”

      Actually, I didn’t know any heiresses, but I gathered Anna didn’t like them.

      Danny’s arrival stopped Anna’s tirade about rich New Yorkers. In the candlelight, I could hardly see his aura, and my shoulders relaxed a little. Even though I knew the spinning air was there, at least I wouldn’t be watching it constantly.

      “Where’s Felix?” Josh asked.

      “He’s waiting for the phone call from the fire investigator. He said he’ll be along as soon as he hears something.”

      Danny took a seat next to Josh, ordered a drink, and soon the two of them were chatting about the rugby championships. That left me with Anna again. She was staring at her glass, tracing runs of condensation with her finger. Water pooled on the coaster.

      “Felix’s mother hated me,” she blurted out. “She thought I wasn’t good enough for her son. She called me loud-mouthed and common. And those were the nicer things she said about me.”

      “I’m sorry,” I said, meaning it. I was lucky. Josh’s parents were warm and welcoming, and we all got along really well. I imagined how hard it would be to date someone whose family didn’t accept you.

      “In the end, Felix couldn’t handle all the pressure from her, left New York and came here, of all places. I mean, it’s very cute and pretty and all that, but he gave me up for a barely inhabited island, surrounded by thousands of square miles of water. What does that say about me?”

      That would explain Anna’s barbed attitude towards Felix. But then, it seemed, she was prickly towards everyone. I wondered if the story was as clear-cut as Anna told it. Felix didn’t seem like the type to simply run out on anyone. From everything Danny had told us, Felix was a good and loyal friend.

      “What about his father?” I asked.

      “I’ve never met him. He was born here, educated in England, and came back to Victoria to kick off his political career.”

      “How did he and Felix’s mother meet then?”

      Anna took a sip of her drink. “Miriam? When she was eighteen, she left the cocooned security of her family’s Connecticut estate to see the world. Which, apparently, meant staying at the Ritz in London and achieving her personal goal of buying one item in every single department at Harrods. Then, tired of the English weather, she came here to meet up with some yachting friends. She was introduced to Philippe, fell in love and got married. That lasted for four years, after which she fled to New York, taking little Felix with her. When life got too busy and husband number two materialized, Felix was sent back here to live with his father, then to boarding school and university in England, which is where he met Danny.”

      “Goodness. Poor Felix.” I sipped my drink, which tasted of fresh lime.

      “Poor Felix?” Anna frowned. “He left me.” She waved a hand across the beach towards the sea. “For this. He came here to see his father and the next thing I know, he’s not coming back to New York. While he was here, the mayor of Adrienne died suddenly, and Philippe asked Felix to run for the position. Somehow, he won the election.”

      I raised my eyebrows at the ‘somehow.’ Felix seemed like a good candidate to me, educated, diligent and personable.

      “So, you know what the outcome was. Felix had finished his Master’s degree by then. He came back to New York for the graduation ceremony and to say goodbye to me. That was three years ago.”

      Three years seemed like a long time to harbor a grudge, as Anna clearly did.

      “And here you are, back in his life, like it or not,” I said.

      “Yeah.”

      “Well, I can see how this assignment must be hard for you, having to see him again. It was insensitive of your editor to insist.”

      Anna shook her head. “I lied about that. In fact, I volunteered. This is my chance to confront Felix and my demons. Over the last three years, I’ve spent a fortune I don’t have on yoga classes, trying to relax my way out of my misery. When I finally realized I’d never meditate my way to happiness, I decided the best thing was to see Felix one more time and give him a piece of my mind so I can move on.”

      “Is it going to work?”

      Anna’s green eyes softened. “I don’t know yet.”

      Felix arrived just then, striding towards the bar, obviously in good spirits.

      “I got the phone call from the investigator.” He smiled. “He’ll write up a full report tomorrow, but he wanted to let me know that he found no evidence of arson.”

      I was surprised. Willy had been sure that the fire had been started deliberately. “What about the fuel on the ground behind the factory?” I asked.

      “I asked him about that. Given the location of the pump, he thought there was a high chance of accidental leakage. That would have helped the fire to reach the warehouse, but it wasn’t the cause of the fire, which started in the factory.”

      Felix glanced at a piece of notepaper in his hand. “He said that the fire was most likely caused by a combination of highly flammable raw materials and a build-up of heat in the building.” He looked up at us. “He said it was possible someone had been careless, perhaps left a pile of oily rags near the coir stacks. That would be like putting a match to a haystack. But, in his opinion, it would be hard to prove if that were the case, and that accidents happen. So, the good news is that no crime was committed, and he’ll write up the report for the insurance company.” Felix dropped onto a stool next to Danny. “I have to say I feel much better knowing that we’re not dealing with an arsonist and all the complications that would bring.”

      “Excellent.” Danny raised his glass in a toast. “Cheers to that.”

      We all clinked our glasses together. But I was perplexed, wondering how Willy Wright could have been so wrong.

      I sipped my drink, thinking. Was it possible that Willy had manufactured the arson theory? If so, to what purpose? He was a visitor to the island, which made it hard to conceive of a reason for him to make up a crime. A cold shiver ran down my back. Perhaps he was making everything up. We took him at his word when he said he was a forensic scientist. He certainly seemed to know all the jargon, but that didn’t mean much. He could be an attention-seeker, the type who shows up at a crime scene to watch from beyond the Do Not Cross tape and gets a vicarious thrill at being close to tragedy and drama. I’d seen a television documentary about it once. But if that were the case, why did he have an aura? Would lying put him in danger? And from what or whom?

      “Kate?” Josh was waving his hand in front of my face. “Where did you go?”

      “Sorry,” I said. “Just thinking.”

      I spotted Emile walking towards the bar. He stopped to chat with Willy and the rest of the British crowd and then came over to us. “I wanted to thank you, Felix, for speaking up on my behalf at the town hall meeting.”

      Felix patted him warmly on the shoulder. “We’re going to do everything possible to protect your hotel, Emile. Join us for a drink?”

      Emile sat next to Josh at the far end of the bar. His comment about the town hall meeting reminded me of something, and I turned back to Anna. “Can I use your phone for a sec? I wanted to check on something.”

      Anna pushed it towards me. She was right about the appalling internet service, and it took several minutes before I managed to pull up the image I wanted. I turned the screen so she could see.

      “That revised hotel design Tipton presented this evening? He used these images of a coastal resort in Hawaii. I recognized it because it won awards for blending into the landscape and being environmentally friendly. I think he pulled the photos off the internet and passed them off as his own idea.”

      “But would his company actually build to that design? Or is it a con? He’ll say one thing and build another? I know of developers who’ve done that.”

      “I don’t know, to be honest. We should have Felix talk to him about it as soon as possible.”

      I turned to see if I could catch Felix’s attention just as Emile got to his feet. “Nice to see you all,” he said. “But I must go. It’s time to instruct the chef.”

      “Since when have you instructed the chef?” Felix asked, a note of incredulity in his voice.

      “Ha, you mock, but everyone loves the food here. And I want it to stay that way.” Emile laughed and walked away.

      “Emile is a good hotelier,” Felix told us. “But he’s tone deaf on food. His favorite dish is barbecued chicken covered in tomato ketchup. Luckily for us, the restaurant is now run by Gascoigne, who used to be head chef at one of the best Victoria hotels. He retired here two years ago.” Felix chuckled. “He volunteered himself for the position of chef here when he realized that the only way he would survive, gastronomically speaking, was to do the cooking himself.”

      “Well, the food is fabulous,” Danny said. “Thank goodness for retired chefs.”

      “It’s not bad,” Anna conceded. “But it can’t compete with the better New York places.”

      And with that, we adjourned to the restaurant for dinner.
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      The following morning, Josh and I walked to the mansion to meet up with Danny. Dinner had been weird. Felix and Anna were chatty and actually seemed to be enjoying each other’s company. Anna recounted some funny travel stories, and Felix was happy that the fire investigation was over so he could start the insurance claim. Danny appeared to have forgotten about the aura and what it meant. Perhaps, deep down, he didn’t really believe it. He was young and healthy and full of plans for the future. And denial was always a good coping strategy.

      Josh had kept smiling, but he was much quieter than usual. And I’d barely spoken. I’d joined in just enough to avoid any awkward questions about whether I felt all right.

      Now, after a sleepless night, I was feeling edgy and unsettled. Somehow, I had to work out what threatened Danny. I’d come prepared to convince him to leave Adrienne. A change of location might be all that was needed.

      When we arrived, Noah told us Danny was down at the private beach. My heart jumped into my mouth, and Josh and I hurried across the lawns to the long, crescent-shaped beach. At one end was an old, weathered boathouse and a short dock. At the other, a group of deck chairs sat in the shade of a stand of palm trees, and a hammock was slung between two tree trunks. Danny was sitting in one of the deckchairs, reading a document. I wanted to scold him for being alone so close to water, but that sounded ridiculous even to me.

      “I’m checking the latest version of the hotel property development contract for Felix,” he told us. “Then I thought we could swim?”

      “Danny, we need to talk.” I plunged in. “Your aura is moving fast. You may not have much time. I think you should leave the island. You could go to Mahé for a couple of days, although, honestly, I think you should consider flying back to London.”

      Danny stared at me, his mouth open.

      “You have to be kidding,” he said finally. “Zola will be here soon. We’re getting married here. I’m not going anywhere.” He paused. “What good would that do anyway?”

      “If the danger is here, on the island, it could do a lot of good,” I said, looking to Josh for support.

      He took a deep breath. Telling his best friend to abandon his wedding plans was hard, I knew. “It’s worth a try, Danny,” he said. “We don’t know what the danger is, so it’s not easy to protect you.”

      Danny stood up and gazed out to sea for a few moments before turning to face us. “And what would I tell Zola? How could I explain it to my family or hers? Or Felix? Not to mention the thousands of pounds we’ve spent on flights and hotel bookings.”

      He had a point. I couldn’t imagine him telling everyone that crazy Kate had said he might die if he stayed on the island.

      After another long silence, Josh shook his head. “I agree that won’t work. We just have to keep you safe. You can’t be alone. Someone should be with you all the time.” He paused. “Good grief, Danny. I’m sorry. But we’ll work it out, one way or another. Kate’s good at it. She’s done it before.”

      My stomach was churning so hard I felt sick.

      We heard voices just then, Anna’s mostly, and I turned to see her and Felix striding across the lawn towards us.

      “I have news,” she said, taking a seat on one of the deck chairs. Felix settled next to her, so we all sat down. “Someone found a shirt reeking of petrol in a recycling bin at the back of the hotel.”

      “How do you know?”

      “The hotel worker who found it took it to reception. I was working in the lounge there and overheard everything. The receptionist called Emile. He came out of his office and summoned several employees to ask them questions about it. And then he said he’d secure it for the investigator to look at.”

      “The investigation is closed.” Felix sounded irritated. “I received the written report this morning.”

      “So, what’s significant about the shirt?” Josh asked.

      “It’s probably the arsonist’s,” Anna said.

      Danny and Josh looked at each other with expressions of confusion.

      “There is no arsonist, Anna,” I said. “The investigator said so.”

      “Then why would a shirt with fuel on it be dumped in a hotel bin? The fact that it was found at the hotel suggests it could be a guest who set the fire.” She pulled her chunky black notebook and pencil from her bag and looked at some notes. “I chatted with the receptionist. The hotel is only about half-full until Friday or Saturday, when the rest of the rooms will be taken by wedding guests. That narrows down the list.”

      Of the twenty rooms, Josh and I had one, while Anna, Mr. Tipton, and Willy Wright’s party accounted for five more. I’d seen several other couples on the beach and assumed they were hotel guests too.

      “Did you see the shirt?” I asked.

      “No. It was in a plastic bag.”

      “Well, then, we can’t assume anything. Someone spilled petrol on their clothes and threw them away. It doesn’t sound particularly suspicious to me,” Danny said.

      “I think it’ll turn out to be Tipton’s shirt.” Anna continued, as though Danny hadn’t spoken. She leaned forward. “And no one knows where he is. No one has seen him since the town hall meeting last night. He rushed out, remember?  He wasn’t at the bar or the restaurant, and he didn’t have breakfast at the hotel this morning. The receptionist told me.”

      “He is probably staying out of everyone’s way while they talk about the development,” Danny said. “Which is the sensible thing to do.”

      “Well, that’s enough of this nonsense about petrol on a shirt,” Felix said. “And, really, Anna, enough of making accusations against Tipton. I don’t like him any more than you do, but it is ridiculous to think he’s up to anything nefarious.”

      I was still thinking about Willy and his confidence in his arson theory.

      “Why don’t we ask Willy Wright to check the shirt?” I suggested. “Just a quick look to see if there’s any connection between it and the fire? He has those soil samples. Maybe he could do a comparison.”

      “What soil samples?” Anna asked.

      Josh told her and Felix about Willy’s trip to Coco Island to have another look around the site of the fire.

      “What the…?” Felix exclaimed. “What if he had tampered with the site before the investigator got there?”

      “He wouldn’t do that,” I said. “I’m sure he didn’t mess with anything.”

      “Still,” Felix huffed and then he sighed. “Well, no damage done.”  He checked his watch. “I should get back to the house. I’m expecting a call from the insurance company.”

      “I’ll come with you,” Anna said, pushing herself up from the low deck chair.

      “I’ve got some comments on the contract.” Danny lifted the document he’d been reading. “No rush, just wanted you to know I’d finished it for whenever you want to take a look.”

      “We can do that now, if you like,” Felix said. “While I wait for that phone call.”

      “Good. I’ll follow you up in a few minutes.”

      After Felix and Anna had gone, I turned to look out over the sea. Calm and smooth, it was the opposite of the emotions raging inside me. Anger that this was happening to Danny, and guilt that I hadn’t come up with a plan on how to stop it. Yes, we were following him around, barely letting him out of our sight, but that wasn’t enough. I knew I needed to be more proactive in identifying the threat to him, but I didn’t know where to start.

      “Coming?” Josh asked.

      I wiped a tear from my cheek and dredged up a smile before turning to join him.

      Back at the mansion, Felix was on the phone, and Anna was sitting on the terrace, writing in her notebook, so we joined her there.

      Sadibou appeared as if by magic and set tall glasses of iced lime juice down in front of each of us. A few minutes later, Felix came out with Doctor Grace, who must have come on the main road and arrived at the front door.

      “The gang’s all here, I see,” she said, taking a seat between Danny and Anna. “That’s good. I’ll only have to explain this once. I just received Grigor’s pathology report from the coroner’s office in Victoria.”

      She grimaced, deepening the faint line between her brows, and then she closed her eyes for a second. A chill rushed down my spine.

      “The cause of death for Grigor was drowning, as I originally surmised. The lungs were heavy, with signs of pulmonary edema. However…” She paused. “The indication is that he didn’t drown at sea. The autopsy revealed traces of algae and vegetation in his airways, stomach, and lungs that are found only in fresh water. Further, there were signs of hemolysis, the destruction of red blood cells, and the release of hemoglobin, which typically results from drowning in fresh water. Salt water would have increased electrolyte levels, and that didn’t happen in Grigor’s case.”

      “Fresh water?” I asked. “Like river water?”

      “Possibly. The coroner’s office will conduct further tests. An analysis of diatoms— micro-algae— may help to determine the drowning site. Or at least rule out drowning at sea, by matching diatoms from the body and those from where the body was found. Those microscopic tests take time, though, so we may not have a definitive answer for a while. But I spoke directly with the coroner, and he believes Grigor did not drown in the ocean.”

      “So, he drowned in the river and got washed out to sea,” Anna said.

      “It’s not possible.” Felix waited while Sadibou set down drinks for him and Grace. “The river doesn’t run all the way to the sea,” he continued. “I mean, it should, of course, and it used to. About a quarter mile from the coast, the river is diverted into a processing plant to create the water supply for the whole island. Just a run-off stream actually reaches the ocean, and even then, only during the wet season. In the dry season, as it is now, there isn’t any run-off at all.”

      “Grigor told us about that when we visited his farm,” Josh said. “But are you saying that Grigor was moved? Someone took him out to sea from wherever he drowned?”

      “Yes, maybe in the hope that his body would never be found,” Grace said. “To be honest, it’s a miracle you did find it.” She gazed across the lawns to the blue water beyond.

      “And the injuries?” I asked. “Felix said you’d found a head wound and other things?”

      Grace opened her black bag, pulled out a sheet of paper and laid it on the table. “According to the report, the wound on his head might have been sufficient to render him unconscious. It certainly didn’t kill him. And the pathologist couldn’t determine whether it was sustained before or after he’d drowned. The other injuries were bruises and lacerations most likely inflicted post-mortem as the body hit rocks and reefs.”

      In the silence that followed, I heard the trill of a bird, the soft rhythmic sighing of the surf. The faintest of breezes wafted the scent of jasmine towards us. For a moment, I was suspended in a safe space, full of light and beauty.

      Anna broke the spell. “So, the report concludes that he was murdered?”

      Grace tapped her finger on the paper. “Not exactly. It says cause of death unclear, warranting further investigation. Drowning could certainly be accidental, but someone must have moved the body, which implies foul play.”

      She got to her feet. “I made a copy of the report and I’ll leave it with you, Felix. Have you heard from the Victoria police yet?”

      He shook his head.

      “Well, they’ll be notified of the suspicion of murder, so I expect you will hear from them soon.”

      “Officer Montague can handle it,” Felix said.

      “Officer Montague can barely handle his bicycle,” Grace replied. “When was the last crime committed on this island? When that kid urinated on the lawn in front of your house? Or was it when Mama P. walked out of the market after forgetting to pay for the mangoes she’d picked up? It’ll be good to have an experienced detective on the case.”

      After she’d gone, Felix rested his forehead on his hands for a few seconds. As usual, he wore a stiffly-starched shirt and impeccably-pressed slacks, but his hair wasn’t as groomed as it had been the first day we saw him. He had, I noticed when he lifted his head, dark circles under his eyes. The stress of the fire and the workload for the hotel contract seemed to be taking their toll.

      “Who on earth would kill Grigor?”

      His question seemed to be rhetorical, but Anna responded. “Frederick Tipton, of course. Grigor was threatening to stop the hotel project and had started a petition.”

      “But Grigor was just one person,” Felix argued. “If everyone else voted for the development, he’d have had to back down.”

      “I saw Grigor’s petition in the church,” Anna said. “Father Quincy let him put it on a table in the entry. There are a bunch of signatures.”

      “How did you… Why were you in the church?” Felix looked confused.

      “Oh Felix, haven’t you listened to anything I told you? I’m writing a piece about the island, an in-depth article. I carry out research, I talk to people. And what I saw was a groundswell of opinion against the hotel. Enough to worry Tipton, for sure.”

      “Putting aside the ‘who’ for now, let’s think about the ‘how,’ ” Danny said. “How was Grigor killed? How did his body end up in the ocean?”

      “I’ve been thinking about that.” I contemplated my glass of lime juice.  “If he drowned in the river, it seems the most likely place would have been downstream from the waterfall. Above the fall, the water is fast but shallow. Below, the river is deeper and wider.”

      “He could have been pushed off the floor of the grotto,” Josh suggested.

      When Anna and Danny asked what that meant, he described the opening behind the cascade.

      “Then he could have fallen in by accident?” Felix suggested. “And someone found the body.”

      “And dumped it at sea instead of reporting it? Why would anyone do that?” Anna raised her eyebrows.

      “No, that makes little sense. You’re right.”

      “As I so often am.” She smiled sweetly.

      “Kate and I did the walk from the waterfall to the village,” Josh continued. “I can’t imagine how anyone could get a body down that trail and into the sea. Grigor wasn’t a big man, but that’s quite a weight to haul for that distance. Not to mention the risk of being seen.”

      We lapsed into silence for a few moments. Danny’s hands were clasped tightly on the table in front of him, and I realized that the news of Grigor’s murder would hit him hard. It was as though someone had written a mathematical equation on a chalkboard. If Grigor plus aura equals murder, what does Danny plus aura equal?

      It certainly scared me.

      Felix stood up. “It’s very distressing. But I need to get on. Anyone else have plans for the day?”

      “I have another conference call later this afternoon,” Danny said. “And I want to take some time to review Tipton’s letter of intent to purchase that land. So I’ll be hanging out here for a while.”

      Josh and I looked at each other, and Danny caught our silent exchange. “I’ll be working in my room,” he said. “Not planning to go anywhere.”

      “I’m going back to interview people in the village,” Anna said. “I might find out something useful about Grigor.”

      “What about you two?” Danny asked.

      “Nothing much.” I glanced at Josh. “A couple of little things.”

      In fact, I had an idea, but Josh and I needed to check it out before I said anything more.
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      “Grigor’s being murdered changes everything,” I said to Josh as we took the trail away from the mansion. I usually enjoyed the moment of entering the shaded space with its green awning of palm tree branches but this time I’d hardly noticed. The shock of Grace’s news about the pathology report hadn’t worn off yet.

      “You mean everything changes in terms of the danger to Danny?” Josh asked.

      “Exactly. We have to assume that whoever killed Grigor also means harm to Danny. We need to discover who that is, before it’s too late.”

      “You have a plan?”

      “Well, not really. I’m not sure how much help it will be, but it’s worth a try. Let’s stop at our cabin and put on different shoes. I want to walk up to the waterfall.”

      Josh looked at me with his eyebrows raised. “You think there’ll be some evidence up there?”

      “Maybe.”

      Back in our room, Josh changed into his sneakers while I drew a rough map showing the waterfall, the river and the coastline. Then, working from memory of what Felix had shown us the day before, I added the proposed hotel site and the turtle sanctuary.

      The sun seemed hotter than ever as we trudged along the path past Grigor’s farm. I wondered what would become of it now. Grigor didn’t appear to have any family, but I hoped someone would tend to the plants and trees, to protect all the work he’d put into it.

      It wasn’t long before we reached the river, slow-moving, placid and blue-green, murmuring softly between its banks. I wondered if Grigor’s body had floated this far, if, indeed, Josh’s suggestion was correct, that he’d fallen or been thrown from the grotto at the waterfall.

      As we rounded the bend in the trail, we heard the thunderous sound of rushing water. The waterfall came into view, as stunning as I remembered, a shining silver torrent plunging into the river.

      I stopped walking and squinted in the bright sunlight, certain I’d glimpsed something move behind the waterfall. Was someone up there? Hugo had said that kids sometimes went up there to drink beer.

      The figure came slowly into focus, and I realized she wasn’t in the grotto but was somehow floating in the center of the cascade. It was a woman with silver hair that flowed to her waist, her arms spread wide and her face turned up to the sky.

      I gazed at her, transfixed. It had to be Minyra, the island’s water goddess, keeper of the spring from which the river flowed.

      Time stopped. Around me, the din of the falling water faded to a dulcet chime and the glare of the sun softened to a golden glow. As though floating alongside her, I saw the water through her eyes, elemental, sublime, the source of all life on this planet.

      And then the vision changed. Spread out before me was a ghostly forest of dead trees, parched and withered. Was it the beautiful green rainforest we could see on the other side of the river? I blinked, and the image faded. Now, night had fallen, and I was looking down on a sea of black water. In the middle of it, a body floated— Danny, his face white, his eyes staring, lifeless. I reeled back in horror.

      Then, just as suddenly, Danny's image vanished, and I was once again in the shining presence of the goddess, immersed in the crystalline cascade.

      A seagull squawked, snatching me from my trance. The goddess faded from my sight. I blinked in the sun's glare and felt a trickle of sweat run down my back. The clamor of the waterfall returned, and with a start, I saw that Josh was already twenty yards ahead of me, at the foot of the rocky path that led up to the opening behind the fall.

      I gulped in a mouthful of air, trying to make sense of what had happened.

      Since I’d started seeing auras, I had seen other visions like this one. A nun in a garden in Tuscany. A young woman murdered on a Scottish moor. Both had helped me, the nun giving me insight into my newfound gift, the young woman providing a clue to a mystery I was trying to solve.

      Was Minyra offering assistance too? She’d given me a glimpse of water as sacred, special, something to be protected. But she’d also shown me visions of a drought-stricken jungle and of Danny’s body. Were they premonitions or warnings? Were these terrible events destined to happen, regardless of my efforts, or could we change the outcome?

      Josh turned and called out to me. “Are you all right?”

      I hurried to where he waited and grasped his arm. “I saw Minyra,” I said. “The water goddess.”

      “You look upset. Did she frighten you? What happened?”

      “She just appeared, floating in the waterfall. She was beautiful, and I felt her presence like water on my skin. I saw water in the way she does, as something precious, something to be cherished. But…” I stopped, still shaken. “But she also showed me a dead rainforest, the trees brown and decaying. A drought, I think.”

      I couldn’t bring myself to tell Josh about the image of Danny. He already knew Danny had an aura. Why compound his fears?

      “A drought?” he said. “A warning, perhaps? The issue of the water supply?”

      “Yes, I think so. Grigor understood. He warned everyone that the hotel development brought great risk to the island’s limited water resources. That was why he was fighting against it and had started that petition.”

      Josh bit his lip and gazed into the distance before speaking again. “And the… er…goddess didn’t give you any clue who killed him?”

      I shook my head, frustrated for a moment. If the goddess cared so much about water, why didn’t she show me what I needed to do to save it? To save Danny?

      I thought about it. Maybe she had. The danger from the proposed new hotel went beyond harm to the rainforest and the turtles. Grigor was dead and, from what I could see, Danny was next. By showing me images of the dead trees and of Danny, Minyra had pointed to the connection. My best chance to prevent further tragedy was to find out more about whoever was so intent on getting the hotel built.

      “Do you want to go back?” Josh asked.

      “No, I’m okay, and we have work to do.”

      We climbed up through the rocks next to the waterfall and eased our way into the empty grotto. No kids, no beer bottles. Everything was just as it was on our first visit. I couldn’t imagine anything violent happening here in this beautiful place, but I had a strong feeling that this was where Grigor had met his death. He’d mentioned that he came here often.

      Feeling braver than last time, I walked to the edge and shuddered to think of him falling into the river from where we stood. The sheer force of the cascade was terrifying. Had someone pushed him? He had a gash on his head, but, according to Grace, it wasn’t severe enough to be fatal. It seemed possible then that the killer had struck him with a rock, sufficient to throw him off balance or even knock him unconscious. Then it would have been easy to shove him over the edge into the river below.

      I checked the moss-covered ground but saw no sign of a stone that could have been used as a weapon. The killer would have thrown it into the river, though, not left it lying around.

      I paused for a moment to admire the colors dancing in the spray and then edged back to the path, where I waited for Josh to join me.

      “It was worth looking,” he said. “But there’s nothing here to show conclusively what happened to Grigor.”

      With one last glance at the cascade, hoping for another glimpse of the goddess, I followed Josh back towards the farm. Then, after checking my hand-drawn map, I called to him to make a right-hand turn instead of going straight.

      “This leads to the site where Tipton wants to build,” I said. “And to Turtle Beach. It’s not very far.”

      The gently sloped track ran directly to the coast, through the proposed building location. After only a few minutes’ walk, we came to the site, an area that had been roped off with yellow nylon cord secured to wooden stakes. Following the rope, we noted the blue tags that indicated key features like incoming power and water lines.

      “It’s a massive site,” Josh said, looking into the distance where the yellow cord dipped and turned, following the contours of the land.

      We were standing about fifty feet above sea level, high enough to offer sweeping views of the ocean, but low enough for easy access to the beach. “It is an ideal location,” I said. “No wonder Tipton is pursuing it so hard.”

      I checked the map again. “That’s Turtle Beach.” I pointed south. “Let’s go take a peek.”

      To reach the beach, we had to cross a red rope, hung with notices in French and English. “Restricted Area. Do not disturb the turtles. No fishing. No egg collecting. No lights. Offenders will be prosecuted.”

      “Why no lights?” I wondered out loud.

      “Because the baby turtles find their way to the ocean at night, relying on moonlight on the surface of the sea to show them where to go. Light pollution is a big issue for turtles.” Josh looked back at the hotel site. “There will need to be a lot of tall trees or a barrier of some kind to block light from the resort.”

      Beyond the rope, the beach was wide and sloped down towards the water. The sand looked as though a drag race had taken place there. It was streaked with thousands of tracks.

      “Turtle footprints,” I said.

      “Flippers, I think, at the front at least,” Josh said. “And webbed back feet.”

      “And how do you suddenly know so much about turtles?”

      “Danny told me. He read up on them when the conservation issue was highlighted in one of the hotel development reports.”

      “Are those tracks from baby turtles heading to the sea then? Or left by mothers coming in to lay their eggs?”

      “Both,” Josh answered. “Nesting season lasts about six months here. And look over there.”

      I turned to see a mother turtle about thirty feet away from us. Her shell was gorgeous, a dark amber color, and she was big, maybe three feet or more across.

      I grabbed Josh’s arm, and we watched, mesmerized, as the turtle worked. She was covering her eggs, I thought, using her flippers to throw sand over a depression in the beach.

      After several minutes, the nest was hidden, and she began the trek back to the sea. Her flippers and back legs were a greenish color and clearly not designed for walking on land. She lumbered slowly, her flippers splayed out, pulling her weight forward.

      “They can weigh up to five hundred pounds,” Josh said.

      Despite her cumbersome gait, she was enchanting. It was all I could do to not run over and put my arms around her, to stroke that beautiful shell. When she reached the firm, wet sand near the water’s edge, she moved faster. Moments later, she glided into the sea, dived below an incoming wave and disappeared.

      For once, I was speechless. I squeezed Josh’s hand instead. He seemed lost in thought.

      “I’m very glad I saw that,” he said eventually. “But, apart from turtle-spotting, why are we here?”

      “Think about our walk down from the waterfall to this beach. Wide path, no obstacles, and short. This is the easiest access to the sea.”

      “The building site is closer than here.”

      “True, but it’s not very accessible, not yet anyway. The land needs leveling out. So, if you had to haul a body from the river to the sea, this would work best. And it’s remote enough that there would be little risk of witnesses. Plus, there’s that.” I waved my hand across the sand. “If there were any traces of a body being dragged across the beach, they’d be lost among all those tracks.”

      “Which also makes it impossible for us to find any evidence,” Josh pointed out. He turned to stare out over the ocean. “Okay, let’s assume Grigor’s body is brought here and rolled into the ocean. It is swept out to sea, and drifts back towards the shore near the hotel. But that doesn’t help us identify who the killer is.”

      I sighed, fighting the tightness in my chest as I thought of Grigor being hauled around like a bag of rubbish. Josh was right. I’d hoped to find a telltale footprint or the marks of a body being moved. But the waves had long since obliterated any signs at the surf line, and the track-strewn beach wasn’t likely to throw up any clues.

      “One thing I think our little jaunt proves is that Tipton didn’t kill Grigor,” Josh said. “He’s not fit enough to pull it off. As you say, the path was easy enough, but Tipton couldn’t carry Grigor’s weight for a couple of yards, let alone that far. So, either he’s not involved in this, or he has an accomplice.”

      A voice interrupted us. “Hey, what are you doing over there?”

      We turned to see a tall and well-built man in shorts and a pink t-shirt, standing on the other side of the red rope. With a flush of guilty heat rising to my cheeks, I followed Josh as he walked closer to where the man stood.

      “Sorry,” Josh said. “Just looking. We didn’t disturb the turtles at all.”

      The man’s handsome face creased into a frown as we climbed over the rope. “This is private property.”

      “We were looking around the site earlier,” I said. “We’re both architects and are helping the mayor with the review of the hotel construction proposal.”

      The scowl eased a bit. “It will be a very nice resort.” He gestured towards the sea. “Beautiful views. This land is magnificent, isn’t it?”

      His proprietorial tone made me wonder who he was. “I’m Kate,” I offered. “This is Josh.”

      “Samuel,” he responded. “I act as security guard for the land. There have been threats, you know. Three times, someone came and stole the cordon from around the site. It takes work to put it back in the proper place and attach the tags again. So now I keep watch.”

      “You work for the hotel development company?” Josh asked.

      “No, for Mrs. Colbert. I’m her nephew. She is eager to ensure the sale goes through, so she wants to keep the site safe and free of any problems.”

      “You’re her nephew?” I remembered my visit to Celeste’s home after her husband’s funeral. She’d told me ‘her sister’s boy’ had been on the roof, helping her husband to fix it. For some reason, I’d imagined a child, maybe a teenager. Not a man in his forties.

      Samuel’s eyes narrowed. “Do you have a problem with that?”

      “Gosh no, sorry. Are you here all the time?”

      He shrugged. “No, I have a day job, but I come during my break and also every evening to check on the place.”

      “Did you know Grigor, the farmer? You heard that he died? Did you see anything here?” I pointed back to the beach.

      “Grigor was a real troublemaker.” Samuel’s jaw tightened. “He was probably the one who messed with the ropes. He walked through here on his way to the turtles.”

      It struck me that Samuel might be happy Grigor was dead.

      “So Grigor visited this beach?”

      “Oh, yeah. He came most days. He’d check on the nests to make sure they weren’t being disturbed. People steal the eggs, the idiots. Occasionally a turtle comes ashore with plastic bags or wires tangled around her neck or flippers. Grigor knew how to handle them, look after them.” Samuel’s voice softened. “He wasn’t a bad man, but he didn’t respect other people’s property. And he was encouraging the villagers to protest against the new hotel.”

      “Grigor drowned,” I said. “Do you think he got swept out to sea while he was looking after the turtles?”

      I was betting that the pathology report wasn’t public yet.

      “Yes, maybe he got sideswiped by one of those turtles. They’re huge. Got knocked off his feet and pulled under. I heard someone found his body out by the hotel beach. Lucky, it came in there. Could have ended up way out past Coco Island and never been found.”

      “It would make sense then that he could have entered the water here and ended up where he did?”

      “Yup. Got pushed over by a turtle and carried out to sea. That’s probably what happened.”

      But Josh and I knew that wasn’t what had happened. Did Samuel know it too?
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      After our visit to Turtle Beach, Josh and I went straight back to the mansion. While we walked, I thought of our conversation with Celeste’s nephew, Samuel. He’d been quick to offer an explanation of how Grigor could have drowned after being knocked into the surf by a turtle. Suspiciously quick, I thought. I wanted to find out more about him.

      The house was quiet when we crossed the terrace into the salon, and, for a moment, panic clutched at my chest. “Where is everyone?” I asked, as if Josh could possibly know.

      I heard footsteps on the stairs and breathed a sigh of relief when Danny came in.

      “Got my work done and chatted with Zola for a while,” he said. “I didn’t tell her anything about Grigor being murdered, though. Between that and the fire, she’d be insisting I lock myself in my room.”

      That was exactly what I wanted him to do.

      He bit his lip. “I hate not telling her about the aura. We don’t usually keep anything from each other. I’ve been thinking that Kate is right and I should go back. If I’m going to… well, you know, I’d rather be with her.”

      “Definitely. That would be a good idea,” I said. “Not the dying part, of course, but leaving the island. That could be the solution.”

      We stopped talking when Noah came in with an armful of flowers.

      “These were just delivered,” he said. “They’re samples, apparently, for you to choose the ones you want for the arbor.”

      He thrust them into Danny’s hands and left.

      “You’ll have to help me with this,” Danny said. “I’m useless with anything to do with colors.” His features relaxed. “But I know yellow is Zola’s favorite, so we can start with that.”

      “So, about going back to London,” I said. “Shall we—”

      Danny interrupted. “Please forget I said it. I can’t do that. Everyone would be so upset. And who knows that the danger won’t follow me there? What if I put Zola in danger too?”

      Josh nodded. “You have a point. There are no guarantees that moving will solve the problem.” He glanced at me, looking for me to agree. “We’ll keep you safe, Danny. Won’t we, Kate?”

      I didn’t have time to answer because Sadibou came in and offered to take the flowers to the kitchen to put them in water.

      “We’ll decide on those later,” Danny said. He looked at Josh. “There’s a billiards table upstairs. Fancy a game?”

      “I’m in.” He turned to me. “Do you want to play?”

      The idea actually made me smile. “Thank you for offering, but no. Have fun. I’ll go shower and then catch up on my book.”

      In fact, I wanted time to jot down some notes. I wasn’t surprised that Danny didn’t intend to leave. I understood the reasoning, even if I didn’t agree with it. So, it was up to me to figure out what it was that threatened him. Sometimes, writing things out helped to clarify my thoughts.

      Back at the hotel, I saw Anna in the lobby, sitting on a sofa and writing in her black notebook. She jumped up when she saw me. “Did you find anything interesting?”

      I was about to tell her about the building site and the turtles when Willy Wright and his friends came in, back from a bird-watching tour, judging by the binoculars around their necks. I asked him if we could have a word, and he nodded and hung back when the rest of his group headed out to the beach bar.

      “The investigator said he found no evidence of arson.” I watched Willy to see how he’d respond.

      His head reared back, and his eyes widened. “Blimey. That’s not right. I’m sure of what I saw.”

      “Apparently, he said it could have been accidental, something about combustible raw materials and a hot building,” I said.

      He pulled on his grey beard. “Far be it from me to question another investigator. But it’s a puzzle.”

      “There’s more.” Anna leaned towards him and lowered her voice. “A hotel employee found a plastic bag containing a shirt in the bins outside. The shirt had fuel on it of some kind. I could smell the fumes from where I sat ten feet away.”

      “That’s very interesting. But if there was no arson, I’m not sure what that means.”

      “We were hoping you could take a look at it,” Anna said. “To see if you think it is connected in any way to the fire.”

      “It’d be better to send it to the investigator’s office.”

      “I think he’s done his job here, as far as he’s concerned,” I said. “And he’s got other cases to work on.”

      Willy chewed on his lower lip for a few seconds. “All right. I can’t promise anything, mind. But I’ll have a look-see.” He cast an anxious look at the door that opened to the beach. “I should get back to my wife.”

      “Of course. We’ll get the shirt and bring it out to you, okay?”

      When Willy strode off to join his group, Anna and I approached the receptionist to ask if we could talk to Emile. He appeared a few moments later, and I explained that Willy might be able to analyze the shirt that had been found in the rubbish. Andre pursed his lips, looking dubious.

      “What do you mean, analyze it?”

      “To be honest, I’m not sure. He’s a forensic scientist, though, as you know.”

      Emile nodded. “But it’s only a shirt that smells of petrol. That could be anything.”

      “Felix asked us to make the arrangements,” Anna said, without even blushing at the lie.

      “Oh. All right. One minute.”

      He went into his office behind the reception desk and returned holding a plastic bag that gave off a strong odor of fuel.

      It didn’t take long for us to locate Willy and his companions. They were playing cards at one of the dining tables on the deck. When we approached, Willy jumped up to introduce us to his wife and friends and told them he needed a minute. “A business matter,” he explained to them.

      As we walked a little way along the beach, I wondered again if Willy was genuine. Maybe this was all just a lark for him, a way to look important in front of his friends. A flush of self-reproach warmed my neck and face. He seemed so good-natured, with his soft Yorkshire accent and his interest in birds.

      We stopped, and Anna opened the bag. The lavender shirt was almost certainly Tipton’s. In fact, I thought it was the one he’d been wearing for the trip to the waterfall and Minyra’s Caves two days earlier.

      Willy sniffed. “Definitely has fuel on it.”

      “Which means it must belong to the arsonist,” Anna said.

      “You told me arson had been ruled out.” Willy looked confused.

      She cocked her head. “But you don’t believe that.”

      “There are many ways the fuel could have got on the shirt,” Willy argued. “Generators, motorboats, Felix’s car. There are lots of engines on the island.”

      “But Frederick Tipton doesn’t have a generator, a car or a boat.” Anna pulled the shirt from the bag and shook it out. It billowed like a sail in the sea breeze, releasing chemical fumes. “And it’s huge. His size, for sure. How else would he have got petrol onto his shirt?”

      Willy shrugged. The name Tipton clearly meant nothing to him. “It might not be petrol. There are other kinds of ignitable liquid, such as diesel, kerosene and turpentine.”

      “Is there any way to check whether the fuel on the shirt is the same as the fuel on the ground on Coco Island?” I asked. “Using those soil samples you took? If they match, then that would be evidence that the fire was set deliberately, wouldn’t it?”

      Willy looked alarmed. “You do know that whatever I tell you is supposition at best? I don’t have the equipment here that is essential for proper testing. I’d need a gas chromatograph to do that. The most I can do is an educated guess at whether the fuel on the shirt is the same as that in the soil samples. Even that doesn’t necessarily prove arson though.”

      Anna was glowering at the shirt as though challenging it to reveal its secret.

      Willy gently took the offending item from her and stuffed it back in the bag. “Let me take a look.” He glanced over at the table where his wife and friends waited. “I need to get back. I’ll have a go at it later today, okay?”

      I watched him go, his aura still circling over his head. Far from protecting him, I’d dragged him away from his holiday time and further into an investigation that had been officially closed. Was that the right thing to do?

      Anna had no such doubts, but she didn’t know about his aura. “Good. I’m still convinced that Tipton is somehow involved with the fire. Once we hear from Willy, we’ll talk to the police and convince them to review the fire investigation report.” She tapped her notebook with a well-manicured fingernail. “This is my chance to break a real story, you know. I’m so done with writing travel articles.”

      “Then you should focus on writing about Grigor’s death,” I said. “That’s a real crime. I’m not convinced about the fire being deliberate. How could the investigator get it wrong?”

      “We’ll know more when Willy checks his samples and the shirt side-by-side,” she said. “But I think they’re linked, the fire and Grigor’s murder.”

      I thought about my vision of the water goddess. It seemed to me that she’d pointed out the connection between the hotel development and Danny, but she hadn’t given any sign of linking the fire to Danny or the hotel. In fact, the fire hadn’t even featured in the images I’d seen.

      “I’d like to talk to Felix again about the hotel proposal,” Anna said. “Do you want to come to the mansion with me?”

      A little surprised by how friendly she was being, I joined her for the walk along the trail.

      “This is beautiful, isn’t it?” she said, gazing at the palm tree branches arching over our heads.

      That was another surprise, hearing her say something positive about the island. It seemed to me that she was still in love with Felix, but she hadn’t admitted it yet, probably not even to herself.

      We arrived at the mansion just as Danny and Josh were leaving.

      “We’re going to try find Mr. Tipton,” Danny said. “At the town hall meeting, he offered to answer any more questions we have, but we haven’t seen him since then. And he’s putting pressure on the Legal department to get the contract signed, but Felix won’t do that until he gets his responses to our questions.”

      “Okay. I’ll hang out here until you get back.”

      Anna went inside to find Felix, and I sat at the terrace table, where I had a spectacular view of the beach and the ocean. I was thinking about Danny when Noah and Anna came out to join me. Noah brought tea with him and had just put down the tray when the teacups started to shake and rattle. He yelped, grabbing the edge of the table.

      Anna looked alarmed. “Do you have earthquakes here?”

      “It’s a helicopter,” Felix said as he hurried out of the salon. “Although an earthquake would be preferable, to be honest.” He ran his hand through his hair and smoothed out his shirt.

      “What does that mean?” I asked.

      “There’s only one person who comes here by helicopter,” Noah explained. “The Interior Minister.” He rushed back inside.

      “Your father’s coming?” Anna stared at Felix. “Maybe I should leave, too.”

      “No, you shouldn’t,” he said.

      Besides, it was too late. The thumping of blades grew louder as the helicopter touched down on the lawn. As the rotors stopped moving, the cups settled in their saucers.

      Two men in dark suits and sunglasses got out first, waiting for a third man to exit. He waved as he strode along the path towards the house, his two bodyguards almost jogging to keep up with him. He was an impressive figure, over six feet tall, with a full head of black wavy hair. The perfect fit of his grey pinstriped suit made me wonder if it was custom made.

      He passed his briefcase to one of the men, freeing up both hands to give Felix a bear hug. “Good to see you, my boy.”

      “Dad, Philippe, I wasn’t expecting you. You should have called to let me know you were coming. I could have arranged a late lunch.” He checked his watch. “Well, maybe afternoon tea.”

      “No time for eating, son,” said his father. “I’ve come on serious business. Let’s sit down. Coffee would be nice. And be kind enough to introduce me to these two lovely ladies.”

      Anna rolled her eyes but stuck her hand out. “Anna Morgan.”

      If the name meant anything to Felix’s father, he didn’t show any sign of it.

      “And this is Kate Benedict,” Felix said. “A friend of Danny’s.”

      “Excellent. Call me Philippe, please. How is Danny?” He looked at Felix. “I always liked him, you know. Smart young man.”

      “I know, Dad.”

      The bodyguards took up their places, one on each corner of the terrace, sunglasses on. They both assumed a bored look that intimated they weren’t listening to anything that was being said.

      Noah came to the French door to ask Felix if his father wanted coffee.

      “Goodness, Felix, I didn’t realize you still had that weird man working for you,” Philippe said when Noah had gone. “I have a half dozen qualified people I could send over for you to choose from. Why would you put up with him when you could do so much better?”

      “I like Noah,” Felix murmured.

      “Caliber A people hire other caliber A people, son. Bs hire Cs. You’re not a B, Felix. You were raised and educated to be an A. I blame myself. I wasn’t there enough for you when you were younger. I tried, but I have to take some responsibility. God knows your mother doesn’t.”

      “Now’s not the time, Dad. Why are you here? If it’s about the factory fire, I have everything in hand.”

      “The fire, yes, we have to talk about that, too. But, first, the new hotel. The president wants it to happen, yet I’m hearing rumors that you’re considering turning it down. He wants me to find out why. And, Felix, he’s upset. You don’t want to upset your president, do you?”

      “No. But why is the president involved in this? He doesn’t usually bother with this level of detail. He’d leave it to you and his Tourism Secretary, wouldn’t he?”

      Philippe shifted in his chair, making the wicker creak. “Where is that coffee? Don’t you have any other help here?”

      “I’ll go see where it is.” Anna jumped up and hurried indoors.

      “Dad, why is the president so adamant about getting this hotel built?”

      Philippe pointed a finger at his bodyguards. “Take a stroll,” he ordered.

      Realizing that Anna hadn’t come back, I moved to stand up, but Philippe waved me down. “Stay, please. Maybe you can convince Felix to do the right thing.”

      He paused until the men had left the terrace.  When they were out of earshot, he spoke again. “If we let WHE build here, they’ve promised to develop another site, the old wooden building on Morphey Street in Victoria.”

      “The Morphey Street building that the president owns?” Felix looked shocked. “That’s not right, and you know it.”

      “That place is an eyesore, and tourists don’t come here to see buildings rotting on their foundations. They want pristine beaches, verdant rainforest and luxury hotels, shopping and restaurants. They want—”

      “Disneyland,” interrupted Felix. “If they want everything to be that perfect, they shouldn’t come to the islands. Those old buildings are part of our history and should be preserved, not torn down to make space for a faux hotel or luxury shop.”

      Philippe held up his hand. “Spare me, please. The fact remains that you are delaying approval to build, and that has really pissed off Mr. D., let me tell you.”

      “Mr. D., Avery Durand, famous for his bad temper,” Felix told me. He turned back to face his father. “The president should donate the Morphey site to the government, and then it can be cleaned up.”

      “The government doesn’t have that kind of money. Our tourist revenues have been hit badly, as you know. One disaster after another. Things are bouncing back, but we need to attract more high-spending visitors. Which is why I think the resort will be good for Adrienne.”

      “I don’t think it’s right for the island.”

      “Come on, Felix. Make sure the development meets your exacting standards and let it begin. The islanders need work, and the community needs the income. I know you think things are just fine as they are but consider what you could do with a bit more revenue. The community hall needs re-roofing, the medical center, such as it is, needs more equipment. You could hire another teacher for the school. Ratchet up the quality of life for everyone.”

      Felix shook his head. “I don’t agree that this is the way to do it.”

      “You inherited that stubbornness from your mother, sadly.” Philippe looked at his Rolex. “I need to go. I want you to drop your ridiculous opposition to the hotel and get your signature on that contract and back to Legal. Is that clear?” He stood and dropped a hand onto Felix’s shoulder. “It was good to see you, son. Come over for dinner sometime.”

      As the bodyguards rushed forward to escort Philippe back to the helicopter, Noah stepped out from the salon. For a moment, the chopper’s bulbous shadow blocked the sunlight flowing onto the terrace before swinging out over the ocean.

      “Well,” Felix said. “That wasn’t so bad, considering.”

      Noah tilted his head. “Considering your father violently disagrees with you and the president will be mad if you don’t do what he says?”

      I laughed. “Noah has a point, Felix,” I said.
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      When Josh and Danny got back, they said they hadn’t found Tipton at the hotel. He hadn’t checked out, but no one knew where he was.

      “But that’s his problem,” Josh said to Felix. “You just take the time you need on the hotel contract, and if he has to wait for a couple more days, it’s not a big deal.”

      “There’s pressure from the president to get it done,” Felix said. “But I don’t want to sign it yet.”

      “Then don’t. You can blame me if you like.” Danny grinned. “Tell him your advisor needs more time.”

      I wasn’t very happy about that. We didn’t want anyone to think Danny was responsible for holding up the hotel decision. That might upset whoever it was that was so intent on making sure it went through. The phone rang, and Felix rushed off to answer it after telling us he’d meet us at the restaurant for dinner.

      He was looking far more cheerful when he arrived later and sat down at our table. He told us the insurance company needed him to go to their office in Victoria to sign some papers. But things were looking good for compensation, which would get the factory rebuild started very soon.

      “I told Hugo he could start the clean-up work first thing tomorrow,” he said. “That’ll keep some of the workers employed for a while.”

      I was thrilled to see him so happy. But the hotel issue still hung over his head. And Danny’s aura hung over mine. Still, we somehow passed a pleasant evening, avoiding all discussion of the hotel and Tipton.

      My passionfruit sorbet was melting in its glass, and I’d just scooped out the last spoonful when Willy’s friends started cheering and clapping. I looked over to their table, where they were playing cards by candlelight, using what looked like jellybeans as chips. One of them had a mound of the multi-colored sweets in front of him. With a jolt, I noticed Willy wasn’t with them. There was an empty chair next to his wife’s.

      I checked my watch. He’d most likely gone to use the loo. But after ten minutes passed, and he hadn’t returned, I excused myself, hurried into the deserted hotel lobby and took a quick peek into the lavatory, which was empty.

      The way to the cabins was lit with lanterns hung among the trees and up-lights nestled in the grass along the edge of the path. Insects fluttered in the lights, and crickets chirped against the background sigh of surf on the sand.

      At Willy’s cabin door, I stopped, trying to come up with a good excuse for being there. He could have decided to have an early night. He might have been feeling unwell. The thoughts ran through my head, but really there was no choice. I had to be sure he was all right and then use this opportunity to tell him about his aura.

      The window blinds were down, but a soft light shone through them. I knocked on the door, listening for any sounds from inside the room. After trying again, I turned the handle. The door wasn’t locked, so I pushed it open a sliver, calling through the opening. “Willy? Are you there?”

      When there was no answer, I opened it wider. A strong odor, reminiscent of my school chemistry lab, wafted out. Across the room, Willy was lying on the floor, face up, his arms outspread. Calling his name, I rushed over and knelt down beside him. His aura was still spinning, which meant he was alive, but his face was white and clammy to the touch. His eyes were closed.

      There was no blood, and I wondered if he’d had a heart attack or a stroke. The coverlet had been half pulled off the bed, and the old-fashioned phone from the bedside table lay on top of it. Tubes and jars of makeup and face cream were strewn across the floor near the dressing table. Signs of a struggle? Or of Willy stumbling around, trying to stop himself from falling?

      I grabbed the phone and dialed ‘0,’ praying that the receptionist would answer, even though there’d been no sign of her in the lobby. The phone rang and rang. I was about to give up when she answered.

      “I need a doctor,” I said. “Cabin Three. It’s urgent.”

      Without waiting for a reply, I dropped the phone and rushed back to Willy. His breath was shallow and labored, and his lips had a blue tinge to them. I held his wrist, feeling his pulse. Time slowed. It felt like an hour, but it was probably just a few minutes before I heard voices and the rush of feet on the path. Doctor Grace hurried in, wearing cropped jeans and a t-shirt, her black bag in her hand. Emile was right behind her. I moved out of the way as she set her bag on the floor and checked Willy’s vital signs.

      “You need to call for an airlift to Victoria Hospital,” she said to Emile without looking up. “And find his wife.”

      While the hotelier made the call, I took a closer look around the room. A pen and a pad of lined paper lay on the dressing table. The top piece of paper was blank but bore faint indentations, indicating that someone had written on the sheet above it. I checked under the table but didn’t find any pages with writing. Nor was there any sign of the plastic bags containing the shirt or the soil samples Willy had retrieved earlier in the day.

      “I’m going to find Mrs. Wright,” Emile said when he’d finished on the phone.

      Grace nodded, still bent over Willy, tapping his chest. “Kate, please stay with me, in case I need you.”

      As the sound of Emile’s footsteps faded, I continued my inspection of the room, looking for the evidence bags. I opened the wardrobe. Like the one in our room, it was divided into two halves. One side, clearly Willy’s, held neatly folded shirts and shorts. Several pairs of sandals and hiking boots were carefully arranged on the floor under the shelves. The other side was a jumble of pink, green and yellow dresses, skirts and blouses, a few dangling drunkenly from hangers, but most shoved onto shelves alongside pairs of sandals and tubes of sunscreen. I quickly sifted through the chaos, but there was no plastic bag.

      Aware that Grace was watching me, I pushed open the bathroom door. No sign of the bag or the shirt.

      “What are you doing?” Grace asked.

      “Willy was helping Felix with some research into the cause of the fire,” I said. “But none of the items he collected are here.”

      “That’s interesting. I thought I could smell fuel when I first walked in,” Grace said.

      “Is there any chance that Willy was attacked?” I asked. It seemed unlikely. He showed no obvious signs of injury. “Or is it a heart attack?”

      “There’s a small contusion on the back of his head. He could have been hit with a blunt object, or he may have struck his head on the bedside table.” She straightened up, keeping one hand on Willy’s chest. I watched its barely perceptible rise and fall. “There was something else I noticed,” she said. “The smell of acetone.”

      “Acetone like nail polish remover?”

      “Yes. See if you can find a bottle of it anywhere.”

      I checked the dressing table and searched the cabinet and shelves in the bathroom. I found bottles of nail polish— Racy Red and Flamingo Pink— but no sign of any remover.

      Back in the bedroom, I looked under the furniture. A small plastic bottle lay on its side under the bed. “I think I see it,” I told Grace.

      She jutted her chin towards her bag. “Plastic gloves. See if you can retrieve it.”

      I pulled on a pair of the gloves and lay on my stomach to reach under the bed, scrabbling around for a few moments before feeling the bottle under my fingers. It was empty, and there was no cap.

      “It must have been knocked over and spilled,” I said.

      “I don’t think so.” She pulled down the neckline of Willy’s t-shirt. “See those marks?”

      Shocked, I stared at the faint blue stains on each side of his neck.

      “Bruises,” Grace said. “I think someone held him down and poured acetone down his throat. I can smell it around his mouth.”

      “Will it kill him?” The sign of his racing aura was knotting my stomach.

      “I don’t know, to be honest. It depends on his level of general health. Acetone poisoning can cause respiratory issues and a drop in blood pressure, which might explain why he’s unconscious. We need to get him to the hospital as quickly as possible.”

      Felix and Willy’s wife appeared at the door just then. Mrs. Wright seemed to be gasping for breath as Felix put his arm around her shoulder and helped her walk into the room. She sank onto the floor next to her husband and grabbed his hand.

      “What happened? Did he have a heart attack?” she asked, her voice shaking.

      Grace glanced at me and then spoke, calm and reassuring. “The doctors at the hospital in Victoria will be able to tell you more than I can. They have excellent facilities there. While we wait, I’d like to ask you a few questions about his medical history. Is that all right?”

      The poor woman started sobbing.

      “We should wait outside,” I said to Felix. I knew Grace would be able to settle her down.

      We stood on the path near the door. Seconds later, out over the sea, the distinctive thumping of rotors grew louder. Wasn’t it only this afternoon that Felix’s father had flown in? This time, the chopper, bright red with a white cross on the door, landed on the beach twenty feet away, and three medics sprinted across the sand to the room.

      When two of them came out with Willy on a stretcher, I moved closer. In the dim light, it was hard to be sure, but I thought his aura was slowing down. If he was safe, it would go away completely, but sometimes that could take a while.

      Or it could mean he was dying.

      “Excuse me, miss,” one of the men said, not too gently pushing me aside.

      They carried Willy to the helicopter while the other medic helped Mrs. Wright get on board. Grace joined us as we watched the chopper lift off.

      “What happened?” Felix asked. “I have a feeling this was not a natural medical emergency.”

      “It wasn’t,” Grace replied. “We have to hope we were in time. Thank goodness Kate found him when she did.”

      He looked at me. “We were wondering where you’d gone. What made you come here?”

      “I was worried about Willy,” I started. But I couldn’t tell them I knew he was in danger. “That is, I wanted to ask how he was doing with the analysis of the fuel on the shirt.”

      “Why?” Felix asked. “The investigator ruled out arson.”

      “I know. But… well, Anna and I asked Willy to take a look. Just to be sure. So I came to see how it was going.”

      “And it’s a darned good thing you did.” Grace stripped off her gloves. “Felix, have you heard from the detective about the investigation into Grigor’s murder yet? You need to let him know about this. Even if Willy survives, a criminal act took place here.  I believe someone tried to kill him.”

      Felix nodded. “Detective Patel met with the pathologist early this evening to go over Grigor’s pathology report and is planning to come here in the morning. Emile sent Noah to find Officer Montague. He can start a preliminary investigation into what happened to Willy.”

      I noticed that Grace rolled her eyes, but she didn’t say anything because a man came into view just then, pulling bicycle clips from the cuffs of his navy trousers as he walked up the path. As a silver badge was pinned to his untucked white shirt, I assumed he was the police officer. Bike clips in hand, he saluted Felix, who explained what had happened to Willy.

      “We need fingerprints,” Felix said. “The whole room. We’ll arrange to get prints from Willy and his wife, Grace, and Kate here, myself of course, and the maids, to eliminate everyone who had legitimate access to the room.”

      Montague sighed. “I know how to do my job, Felix. I have everything here I need.” He waved a brown leather bag in the air, walked inside and closed the door behind him. Grace, Felix and I headed back to the restaurant.

      “There are things missing from Willy’s room,” I told Felix. “The plastic bag with the petrol-covered shirt and the bag of soil samples. And I think Willy may have written some notes on a pad on the dressing table. The top page was missing. Maybe the attacker took it.”

      Felix failed to conceal a deep sigh. “I thought we were done with all this. There was no arson.”

      It wasn’t the right time to argue with him. When he stopped to talk to Willy’s four friends, Grace and I went to join the others.

      “What’s going on? Are you all right?” Danny asked.

      “Felix made the rest of us wait here,” Anna said. She didn’t look too happy about it.

      I expected Grace to tell them what had happened, but she shook her head. “Kate can explain. I’m officially off duty and I need a drink.” She held up her hand to attract the barman’s attention.

      I brought them all up to date. With shock on their faces, they listened quietly. Danny and Josh exchanged looks when I told them about the attempted murder. They both knew Willy had an aura.

      “Is he going to make it?” Danny asked.

      “Thanks to Kate finding him, I believe so,” Grace said. “The outcome would be more in doubt if he’d been there much longer. But he’ll get the care he needs at the hospital.”

      Felix came to join us and sat down. “Willy’s friends said he left about twenty minutes before Kate found him,” he said. “He’d told them he had a quick project to work on and promised not to be gone for more than an hour. Said he planned to come back out as soon as he was done.” He massaged his temples. “Although quite why you all thought he should be working at all, I don’t understand. The investigator had already ruled out arson.”

      Guilt was churning my stomach. We shouldn’t have asked Willy to look at the shirt. I was supposed to be watching out for him, not putting him in danger. Still, there was something nefarious going on.

      “It appears that someone attacked Willy to stop him from looking at the evidence,” I said. “That’s a strong clue that someone has something to hide. Something to do with the fire.”

      “It has to be Tipton,” Anna said. “He’d do anything to get that shirt back.”

      “He can’t be the one who attacked Willy.” Felix looked tired and wrung out. “He’s not even on the island anymore.”

      “What?”

      “He’s in Victoria, apparently. I had a call from my… from the Interior Minister to tell me Tipton had requested a meeting with him to talk in more detail about the hotel.”

      Grace sipped her drink and put the glass down on the table. “But, if not Tipton, who else on the island would have a motive to kill Willy?”

      “And Grigor,” Anna added.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            15

          

        

      

    

    
      The following morning, Josh, Anna and I walked to the mansion to have breakfast with Danny and Felix. Anna was unusually cheerful, full of plans for researching an article about the attack on Willy Wright.

      Her energy was irritating, and not just because I hadn’t slept well. I felt wretched. Grigor was dead, Willy was fighting for his life, and Danny was in imminent danger. But, if Anna could solve the mystery of who Willy’s attacker was, more power to her. I needed all the help I could get. Some of us, although not Felix, believed there was a link between the fire and the proposed new resort. Until we knew more, it seemed the best way to keep Danny safe was for him to disengage completely from any work on the hotel contract.

      Sadibou, now accustomed to having us turn up for breakfast, had laid the table on the terrace for all of us. He brought out pots of coffee, bowls of cubed mango, toast and soft-boiled eggs. I had a half-hearted go at a slice of toast, but I had no appetite.

      Felix was on his second cup of coffee when the phone rang in the salon. When he came back, he was smiling. “I have good news. The doctor says that Willy is out of danger, although he remains sedated.”

      Danny grinned at me, and Anna gave me a high five.

      “Outstanding work, Kate,” she said. “It’s lucky you went to check on his progress on the shirt analysis.” She tilted her head. “Although, that did seem unusually pushy, pestering the poor man at ten o'clock at night. You don’t strike me as the assertive type.”

      Josh snorted. “You don’t know Kate at all then.”

      “Anyway.” Danny glanced in my direction. “All’s well that ends well.”

      “Not really,” Anna said. “As it seems as though we have a killer on the loose.”

      Josh’s eyes met mine. A killer who might be after Danny next.

      I thought back to Grace’s question last night. Who had a motive to kill Grigor and Willy? We hadn’t come up with a credible suspect. Tipton had to be the man with the most to lose if Willy pursued his arson theory. I had no doubt that the shirt found in the rubbish bin belonged to him. But Felix was certain that he’d left the island hours before Willy was attacked.

      “Tipton could have a collaborator,” I said. “An islander perhaps, who wants the development to go ahead.”

      “You mean someone from the village might have assaulted Willy?” Felix looked shocked.

      “The only way Tipton could be involved was if he had help. He couldn’t have known enough about the factory to set the fire by himself. And you say he has an alibi for last night.”

      “No one set the fire.” Felix sighed. “The investigator found no evidence of arson.”

      Noah came out to the terrace just then, his eyes shining with excitement. “Officer Montague is here to take everyone’s fingerprints,” he announced. “One at a time in the salon, please. It’s a bit like a Hercule Poirot mystery, isn’t it?”

      “What about the detective from Victoria?” I asked. “Wasn’t he supposed to come last night after talking with the pathologist about Grigor?”

      “He went to the hospital to interview Mrs. Wright about the attack on Willy,” Felix said. “He’s coming over later today and told Montague to keep the ball rolling.” He stood up. “Shall I go first then?”

      We all filed through in turn, pressing our fingertips onto a black ink pad while Montague noted our names and passed out wipes to clean our hands. I was the last through. As I turned to leave, Montague stopped me. “Miss Benedict, I need to take a statement from you as it was you who discovered the victim.”

      “Oh, of course. Whatever I can do to help.”

      Montague’s questions were more of an interrogation. Apparently, he took his duties very seriously. Where exactly was Mr. Wright when I arrived? Why was I visiting his room at that time of night? Did I wear nail polish? When I told him I did but wasn’t in the habit of carrying remover around with me, he gave me a searching look and wrote something in his notebook. “You thought Mr. Wright might have written some notes relating to his research,” he went on. “Why would you think that?”

      “The writing pad appeared to have been used, because I could see indentations where the pen had pressed down hard.”

      “Could you read these words that Mr. Wright supposedly wrote?”

      “I couldn’t, no.”

      “And you claim some items were missing from his room?”

      “Yes. A ziplock bag containing soil samples from the factory site, and a plastic carrier bag containing a shirt that had fuel on it.”

      “Whose shirt?”

      “I’m not sure, but it looked like something Mr. Tipton would wear.” Montague looked blank. “Tipton, the hotel development manager,” I added.

      The officer put his notebook down and paced around the room with his hands clasped behind his back. If he’d had a mustache, he would surely have twirled the ends a few times. Fortunately, I was rescued when Sadibou came in to ask if either of us wanted coffee, and Montague accepted at once.

      “I’ll bring it outside for you.” Sadibou said with a wink. I escaped to the terrace, Officer Montague right behind me.

      “Do you know where Emile is?” the policeman asked Felix.

      “I have no idea. At the hotel, as usual, I’d think.”

      “No.” Montague shook his head. “I went there first. The receptionist said that he’s away for the whole day, but he didn’t say where he was going.”

      “Well, you’ll have to get his prints later. Did you find Doctor Grace?”

      “Oh yes, working in her office. She wasn’t very happy that I interrupted a consultation, but I informed her that police business has to take priority.”

      Felix failed to suppress a smile at that and took a big swallow of coffee to hide it. “I have to make some calls,” he said, putting his cup down. “Danny, do you mind giving me a hand?”

      When Danny jumped up to follow Felix into the salon, Montague sipped his coffee and looked at each one of us in turn. “I’d like to understand more about Willy Wright’s role. You said he was investigating the fire on Coco Island. He had some samples he’d taken from there and a shirt that had petrol on it. Correct?”

      “Yes, he showed us the bag of samples yesterday afternoon,” I answered. “And we gave him the shirt. But none of those items were in his cabin after he was attacked.”

      “And the shirt had been found by a maid in a rubbish bin behind the hotel?”

      “Exactly,” Anna jumped in. “She gave it to Emile, who gave it to us to give to Willy.”

      “A well-traveled shirt,” Noah commented, earning a glare from Montague and a smile from Josh.

      Montague took another sip of his coffee. “I find myself confused,” he said. “Why was Mr. Wright conducting his own examination of these items when the official investigator had already given his report, declaring no evidence of arson?”

      “Willy… well, Anna and I…” I was finding it hard to explain. The officer tapped a pencil against his notebook. “We just wanted to follow up, to double-check.”

      “So, three visitors to the island— three tourists— think they know better than local law enforcement?”

      My face felt hot. “No, not that. We’d already started… I apologize if that’s what it looks like. It wasn’t intended.”

      Apparently mollified, Montague checked a note in his book. “Have any of you seen Emile since our meeting this morning?”

      When we all said we hadn’t seen him, Montague tapped his pencil faster. “I need a statement from him. A crime was committed on his property. Two crimes, in fact, a theft and an assault. Why would he disappear at such a time? It doesn’t look good.”

      “It does seem odd,” I agreed. “But Emile has no motive. Exactly the opposite. He’d want Willy to present evidence of arson. Any hint of that would be enough to stop the hotel development in its tracks.”

      “Only if it could be proved that Frederick Tipton had something to do with the fire,” Montague answered. “If he didn’t, there would be no reason for the hotel development to be affected in any way. But we know Tipton didn’t start the fire, because the official investigator has ruled out arson.” He emphasized the word ‘official.’

      I sighed and leaned back in my chair. We were going round in circles, and Montague didn’t have any suspects. I was suddenly impatient for the Victoria detective to arrive. Someone needed to breathe some life into the investigation.

      I put my cup and saucer on the table. There was no need to wait for outside help. I knew what I had to do. And Josh and I were the only ones aware of the urgency. The officer and the detective had no idea that Danny was in danger, and there was no easy way to tell them. It was up to Josh and me to uncover the identity of the assailant.

      “Is there anything else, Officer Montague?” I stood up. “We have an appointment.”

      He shut his book. “Not for now. But I am sure I will see you again soon.”

      Josh waited until we were halfway up the lawn before he spoke. “We have an appointment?” he asked.

      “Sort of. We need to talk to everyone we know, dig deeper to find out who’s who and what their stance is on the new hotel. Ask questions to discover what they know, if anything, about Tipton, the factory fire, and if anyone had been quarreling with Grigor. We can start with Dutch, Hugo, Grace, Father Quincy, and Samuel. Definitely Samuel. And I don’t see how Emile is involved in this, but I’d like to know where he went today.”

      “Agreed. Let’s start at the hotel and see who we can find.”

      The lobby was busier than I’d ever seen it before. I wondered if the young couple checking in at the desk were wedding guests. Danny had said people would be arriving over the next few days.

      Willy Wright’s friends were preparing to go out bird-watching again, judging from the binoculars they had slung around their necks, but Willy’s wife wasn’t with them. I assumed she was at the Victoria hospital with her husband.

      Josh and I waited until the receptionist was free. As soon as she saw us, she turned and took our key from the hook.

      “No, it’s okay,” I said. “We’re going out again. But I’d like to talk with Emile. Is he in?”

      I knew he wasn’t but hoped the receptionist might tell us something useful.

      “No, he’s out for the day, sorry.”

      “It’s quite urgent,” I said. “Is there any way to reach him?”

      A thin line appeared on her wrinkle-free brow. “He left very early this morning and didn’t say where he was going.” Leaning forward, she whispered. “Officer Montague is looking for him too.”

      “Right, well, we’ll try again later. Thank you for your help.”

      “You’re welcome,” she said. “You’re friends with that nice man who’s getting married, aren’t you?” She giggled. “Too bad he’s not available. He’s very cute.”

      “Strange,” Josh said, as we walked out of the lobby. “That she should think Danny is so cute. I’m the same age, height and build, give or take. She didn’t even give me a second glance. What do you think? Is it my hair?”

      I rammed my elbow into his arm. “Focus, Josh.”

      “Where next then?”

      That question was answered when we saw the diving instructor crossing the beach towards us. He raised a hand in greeting. “Hi! How’re you all doing? How about that scuba lesson? I could fit you in today if you like.”

      “Sorry, not today,” I said. “But do you fancy a coffee?”

      “Sure, whatever.”

      We chatted with Dutch about the hot and sunny weather as we walked to the beach bar, where the bartender was polishing glasses. “What can I get you?” he asked.

      I ordered a lime juice, and Josh asked for an espresso and a glass of mineral water.

      “Beer,” Dutch said. “I’m thirsty. Been out on the boat a lot.”

      “We’ve been looking for Emile,” I said. “Did you take him out? Early this morning?”

      “Yep. Ran him over to Victoria. He said he’d find his own way back, on the ferry probably.”

      “Did he mention what he was planning to do there?”

      “Nah. He was pretty quiet actually. Barely said a word. But he goes over often, ordering supplies for the hotel, sorting out work permits for the staff. You know, that kind of thing.”

      It all sounded very reasonable, but why would Emile do something that could surely have been put off for a day when there was so much going on at the hotel?

      “What about Frederick Tipton?” Josh asked. “Did you take him to Victoria yesterday?”

      “Nope. He probably got the ferry.”

      For some reason, I didn’t believe Dutch. He’d shifted his weight on his barstool and started running his finger around the rim of his glass, producing an annoying screeching sound.

      “That’s good,” Josh said. “We can check that with the ferry operator then.”

      Dutch stared at him. “Why would you need to check? People can come and go as they please, can’t they? Last time I looked, this was a free society.”

      “Did you ever take Tipton out to Coco Island on the boat?” I asked to change the subject.

      “Why would he want to go out there?”

      To set fire to the place, I thought, but just said that maybe he would have been interested in learning more about the island’s economy. “You know, to gather some background information about the community where his company wants to build a hotel?”

      “I didn’t take him out there.” Dutch took a big swallow of beer and wiped his lips with the back of his hand.

      “What do you think about the hotel development?” I asked. “It’d be good for your business, I imagine? More tourists, more diving lessons.”

      Dutch shrugged. “I’m planning to move on, so can’t say I’ve given it much thought.”

      “Really? Where will you go?”

      “Praslin probably, or maybe Victoria.”

      “Make sure you go somewhere with an equally generous bar policy,” our bartender said, switching out Dutch’s empty glass for a full one.

      “Yeah, true that. Emile’s always been good to me that way.”

      “Emile must be very concerned about the new hotel,” I said as the bartender moved out of earshot. “It’s bound to affect his business here.”

      “He’s mad about it all,” Dutch agreed. “He’s been here a long time. His father built the hotel originally, and Emile has improved it over the years, with new bathrooms, windows, that sort of thing. It’s his whole life really. Still, times change, right? Like me, I know when it’s time to move on, do something new. I told him on the boat this morning. ‘You got to let go, Emile. Embrace change, man.’ ”

      I was quite sure Emile had really appreciated those words of wisdom.

      Dutch had almost sunk his second beer. He leaned towards Josh. “You want my opinion, Emile would love to see that Tipton guy gone.”

      “Gone?”

      “You know, like gone. Bottom of the ocean kind of gone. I know, that seems crazy. I can’t imagine anyone wanting someone dead over a stupid building project.”

      I looked at Josh. That was exactly what we were dealing with. I was sure Grigor was dead because of the stupid building project.

      Dutch went on. “There are some crazy rumors going around, that the factory fire was set deliberately, and that Tipton did it.”

      “Why would anyone think that Tipton set the factory on fire?” I asked.

      “Burn the factory down, and everyone will be looking for work.” Dutch took another swallow of beer. “Which means they’ll vote to build the hotel, which is exactly what Tipton wants.”

      “It’s true that someone who really wants the hotel built would have a motive to set the fire,” I said. “Apart from Tipton, can you think of anyone else who’d fit that bill?”

      Dutch twirled his almost empty glass on the counter. “No. Some tourist bloke was looking into it, but I heard he had an accident or something. He might know.”

      The barman asked if we wanted another round, but Dutch had apparently decided it was time to move on. He got to his feet. “I have things to do. Are you sure you don’t want to dive this afternoon?”

      Risk my life underwater with a tipsy dive instructor? “Not today, thanks.” I put on my sunglasses. “See you soon.”

      Josh and I headed across the sand towards the hotel lobby. “Dutch isn’t very discreet, is he?” Josh said. “He as good as accused Emile of planning to murder Tipton.”

      “He did. I still can’t see any motivation for Emile to be involved in the attack on Willy or killing Grigor. But it is strange that he disappeared today.”

      I stopped in mid-stride and put my hand on Josh’s arm. “Unless he’s trying to frame Tipton. If Tipton were accused of arson and murder, the developers would have to pull out.”

      “The fire maybe, although it’s a stretch. But I can’t imagine him killing Grigor simply to set Tipton up. Grigor was Emile’s friend, by all accounts.”

      “No, you’re right. But there’s something there that we’re missing.” I pulled at the neckline of my dress to let air circulate over my skin. It was hot. “If we can find the person most motivated to see the hotel built, we would find our arsonist and our murderer— and the threat to Danny.”

      “Tipton has to be high on the list of suspects. But we know he wasn’t on the island when Willy was attacked last night.”

      “Unless he came and went without anyone knowing,” I said. “He could have sneaked back.”

      We started walking again, heading towards the village. “Let’s check in with Captain Leroux,” Josh said. “He might know if a boat came in.”

      When we reached the harbor, I caught sight of Leroux talking with Felix outside the harbormaster’s office. My chest tightened. Where was Danny? Josh sped up, and I kept pace until we were almost jogging along the jetty.

      “Morning,” I called, slowing down so we wouldn’t look as though we were panicking, even though we were. Leroux waved, and Felix turned to greet us.

      “Where’s Danny?” Josh blurted out.

      “Using the facilities,” Felix said, nodding in the direction of the white building.

      I breathed again, filling my lungs with the clean sea air. “We had a question for Captain Leroux,” I said. “If that’s all right.”

      “Of course, what can I do to help?”

      “Do you know if Frederick Tipton came back to Adrienne yesterday evening? Either on the ferry or maybe in a private boat?”

      Felix raised an eyebrow. “What’s going on?”

      “We’re following up on a few things,” I said, which didn’t really explain anything.

      Leroux was tugging on his beard. “I don’t think so. I’d remember if I’d seen him. He stands out some with those white suits and colored shirts of his. But I can check with the ferry captain when he comes by later, if you like. Customers pay cash, and there’s no record of them by name, but he’d know for sure. And you might check with Dutch. He’s more or less the go-to water taxi around here.”

      Danny came out of the office, pausing to put on his sunglasses. His aura circled so fast it made me feel seasick. “Lunch, anyone?” he asked.

      Leroux shook his head. “Thanks, but I’m on duty.”

      “Me too,” Felix said. “I need to get back to the mansion. I’m expecting some phone calls.”

      “Righty-oh.” Danny grinned at us. “It’s the three of us then, and I found the perfect place. Mama P.’s Creole Shack. And while we walk over there, I can tell you something interesting I just found out.”
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      “I had a useful phone call earlier,” Danny started, once we were strolling along the main road. It was easier to walk three abreast there than on the shady trail. “I talked with the lawyer handling the Colbert estate.”

      ‘Estate’ conjured up visions of grand houses with sweeping lawns, something from a Jane Austen novel, and a far cry from the sweet but humble house where Celeste lived. But, I realized, he was talking about the proposed building site, the three hectares of land Josh and I had seen that morning.

      “He couldn’t tell me much, obviously, other than what I need to know to advise Felix about the land purchase. But he did say that Paul Colbert wrote his will about two weeks ago.”

      “Two weeks before he died?” Josh asked. “That’s a coincidence.”

      We moved aside to let a group of small children in school uniform rush past us, shouting and laughing, their satchels bouncing. Going home for lunch, maybe.

      “That’s what I thought,” Danny said. “But the lawyer explained that it was written at his recommendation after the purchase agreement for the land had been prepared. There’s a large sum involved.”

      “How much?” Josh asked.

      “The equivalent of about two million pounds.”

      Josh gave a low whistle. “That’s a lot of money. And Celeste inherits all of it?”

      “Well, here’s the interesting thing,” Danny continued. “The lawyer, Armand Ricard, mentioned an additional piece of paperwork which affects the distribution of the sale money. He wanted me to know about it, in the interests of full transparency.”

      “That’s definitely interesting,” I said. “I wonder if it has any bearing on what’s been happening here.”

      Or what could still be about to happen. I glanced at the space over Danny’s head.

      He saw me look and smoothed his fair hair down. I’d noticed in the past that, after I’d told people about their auras, they often touched their heads and hair, a subconscious effort to sense an aura’s presence, perhaps, or to push it away.

      I remembered my short conversation with Celeste. “Actually, when I talked with Celeste Colbert, she did mention sharing the money,” I said.

      “Well, that may explain the additional paperwork Ricard was talking about.”

      “How do we find out who the lucky recipient is?” I asked. “Whoever it is has a motive to get rid of all the impediments to the development, to make sure the sale goes through, and the money is received. Obviously, Celeste has a motive too, but it hardly seems likely she’d be able to pull this off— unless she’s using someone else as muscle.” I looked at Josh. “Samuel?”

      “Who’s that?” Danny asked.

      We told him about our visit to Turtle Beach and meeting Celeste’s nephew, his apparent hostility towards Grigor, and how he’d jumped on the idea of Grigor being pushed over by a turtle and carried out to sea.

      Danny nodded, looking thoughtful. “If I can meet Ricard in person, I might be able to find out something useful,” he said.

      Josh and I exchanged glances. We wanted Danny to do less on the hotel project, not more. “Let’s not worry about it for now,” Josh said.

      We’d arrived at a rustic food stall on the side of the road, with a crowd of people in front. Mouth-watering scents of roasting meat, curry and spices floated in the air. We joined the queue.

      “I’ve found you can glean a lot of extra information from facial expressions or the way someone talks or stands,” Danny continued, obviously not picking up on Josh’s comment. “Things that don’t come across on the phone.”

      “But you can’t claim in a court of law that someone is guilty because of their body language,” I said.

      Danny laughed. “No, but if you pick up a signal that someone is hiding something, for example, you can work with that, dig deeper to find something that validates your initial perceptions. It’s a bit like you and auras, I suppose. Just seeing one doesn’t help. It’s what you do with that knowledge that makes the difference.”

      I squeezed his arm, grateful for the observation.

      “Ricard is perfectly right not to divulge the details. It’s a confidential matter between him and his client, Celeste. But he might give something away if we meet face to face.”

      I was sure that if we knew who was going to receive money from Celeste, we’d know who our murderer was. But I was torn. If Danny could glean any information from the lawyer, it might help us. At the same time, I was sure that keeping Danny away from anything to do with the land purchase and the hotel contract was the best way to keep him safe.

      While I was thinking about how to dissuade Danny from going to see the lawyer, we reached the front of the queue, where we let Danny take charge of ordering. The woman behind the counter chatted and laughed with him while two young men worked over an open grill and a hotplate. Soon, I was holding a fragrant wax paper package of spicy shrimp and rice. Josh chose barbecued pork, and Danny had curried chicken.

      We slowly walked back along the main road, enjoying the food, which was messy but exquisite.

      “I could eat this every day.” I licked my fingers. “A bit more exciting than an egg salad sandwich from Pret, that’s for sure.”

      This is what the whole holiday should have felt like, I thought. Walking in the sun, swimming, cocktails on the beach.

      “Don’t let me forget,” Josh said between mouthfuls. “I have to call the caterers this afternoon.”

      We were all quiet for a moment. Talk of the wedding seemed pointless right now, but we’d all agreed to move forward with the planning. If Josh stopped the preparations, Felix would be asking a lot of questions, ones we couldn’t answer. Danny was adamant that we didn’t tell Felix, or anyone at all, about his aura.

      “How is that all going?” I asked. “Ready for Sunday?”

      “Almost. The arbor is finished, the big tent is up. Flowers are ordered, caterers are booked but need more details. Now, all we need is the bride.”

      And a groom still alive to marry her, I thought.

      Averting my eyes from Danny’s spinning aura, I finished my food and found a bin to dispose of the wrapper. When I looked up, I spotted the skinny grey cat stalking along the trail beside us. I called out to it.

      “Making friends on the island?” Danny teased as the kitty paused and looked back at me. For a moment, I thought it might come closer, but Doctor Grace and Father Quincy suddenly appeared on the road in front of us, emerging from the turnoff to the medical center. They spooked the cat, which ran off into the bushes.

      Grace’s usual calm and regal demeanor had vanished. Her eyes were wide, her breathing fast. Father Quincy’s face was beaded with sweat.

      “We’re on our way to the mansion.” Grace held her hand to her chest. “I tried ringing Felix, but the line was busy. Something happened at the hospital in Victoria.”

      She took a deep breath, and I did too. Had Willy died?

      “Willy Wright was attacked,” she went on. “Early this morning.”

      Father Quincy held his hand under her elbow. “Someone got into his cubicle and was trying to suffocate him with a pillow,” he said. “His wife had come back from the cafeteria, and she disturbed the intruder, who took off down the hall. They didn’t catch him.”

      “Did Mrs. Wright get a look at him?” I asked.

      “No idea. We only know this much because I called the hospital to see how Willy was doing,” Grace said. “The receptionist told me about the attack and put me through to the doctor who’s treating him.”

      “We were heading back to the mansion ourselves,” Danny said. “We’ll come with you.”

      Father Quincy set a brisk pace, and we stepped out to keep up with him. As soon as we arrived, Sadibou and Noah jumped into action with glasses of cold water and cups of tea.

      Felix came out to join us. He looked tired, I noticed, and unshaven. He rubbed at the dark stubble on his chin as Grace told him about the phone call with the hospital.

      “What the heck is going on?” he asked. “Why does someone want Willy Wright dead?”

      “To stop him from discovering the cause of the fire,” I said.

      Felix turned his amber eyes on me. “The fire was accidental.”

      “If that’s true, then why would someone try to kill Willy?”

      Felix raised his hands. “I don’t know. Perhaps Willy is having an affair with one of his friends’ wives, and the aggrieved husband went after him. There are lots of possibilities.”

      I didn’t want to openly contradict him, and I knew he wanted to believe the fire was an accident. And, come to think of it, he’d raised a valid idea. Willy was a visitor, after all, and perhaps the threat to him was completely unrelated to anything happening on the island. But, last night, when he was nearly killed in his cabin, the friends had all been playing cards together. Mrs. Wright might tell the police if one of them had been gone long enough to carry out the attack. I needed to follow up on that.

      The phone rang in the salon, and Felix jumped up to answer it. When he came back out, he slumped into a chair and knocked back a cup of tea as though it was a stiff drink. “That was the Victoria detective. He was on his way here when he got the news about the second attack on Willy, so he detoured to the hospital to interview Mrs. Wright and the staff on duty. He asked me to put together a list of possible suspects.” He gazed off into space for a moment. “We have some serious crimes on our hands. Grigor was killed, and Willy was attacked. Twice.”

      “And there’s the fire,” I said.

      Felix sighed.

      It seemed to me that the list was short. “Tipton has to be the prime suspect,” I said. “But there’s also Celeste Colbert. Not her directly, of course, but someone working for her. Her nephew, Samuel, for example. He’s a big, strong chap, perfectly capable of carrying Grigor’s body down from the river, and overpowering Willy.”

      Felix raised his brows at me. “How on earth do you know Samuel?” He picked up his empty cup and set it back down. “Never mind. Personally, I completely discount Celeste. She’s a lovely lady without a mean bone in her body.”

      “I agree.” Father Quincy looked sad. “I can’t believe that anyone in our community is responsible for this violence.”

      Danny frowned. “I don’t want to sound disrespectful, Father, but it’s easy to point fingers at outsiders and accuse them of being the problem. That happens all too often nowadays.”

      The priest bowed his head. He had a bald patch on top, fringed with brown hair. The effect was that of a monk’s tonsure. “You’re right. My apologies.”

      “What about Samuel working for Tipton then?” I persisted. “Samuel is guarding the hotel site for Celeste. It’s possible that Tipton met him there and enlisted him to do all the dirty work.”

      Grace frowned. “Samuel would never get mixed up with something like that.”

      So, Grace knew Samuel, and she was defending him. I wanted to ask her more questions, but perhaps later, without the others listening.

      “There’s also Emile,” I said. “He’s in Victoria today.”

      Felix tilted his head in query. “And?”

      “You said yourself it was odd that Emile chose to go there today, when the hotel clearly needs him here. Dutch took him by boat. Very early in the morning, before Willy was attacked in the hospital.”

      Grace lifted her hands, palms up. “That is ridiculous. I’m sure there’s a reasonable explanation.”

      I knew she and Emile were friends, but that shouldn’t stop her from seeing the obvious. He was behaving strangely.

      “You must excuse me.” Father Quincy got to his feet. “I have a busy day and a meeting to prepare for.”

      As he left, Sadibou came out with more tea. “Where is the nice lady with the hair?” he asked as he set out fresh cups.

      Felix looked at him with a bewildered expression. “Nice lady? Hair?”

      “I think you mean Anna,” I offered, and Sadibou nodded. “This morning, she told us she was going to talk to people in the village.”

      “No, she’s in Victoria,” Noah said. We all stared at him. “She came back here to see Felix, but he was on the phone. She wanted to do some online research for her article and told me the internet here is pathetic. She actually used a much stronger word than that. I was shocked. But I suggested the library in Victoria. She was going to get the lunchtime ferry over there.”

      “Well, everyone who’s anyone is in Victoria today, it seems,” Grace said.

      Felix checked his watch. “And I have a meeting there later this afternoon. With the insurance company.”

      Danny stood up. “As you’re going, let me ring Ricard, the lawyer, to see if I can get an appointment with him this afternoon. Will you give me a sec?”

      When Felix nodded, Danny went inside to make his call. A couple of minutes later, he came back. “All done. He’s happy to meet with me.”

      Josh was on his feet before Danny finished speaking. “Then I’ll come with you.”

      “I could talk with Mrs. Wright,” I said. “And if I can track down Tipton, I have a few questions for him too.”

      Felix clapped his hands together. “Get the motorboat ready,” he told Noah. “Looks like we’re all going on a field trip.”
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      Doctor Grace excused herself from our trip to Victoria, so the five of us were soon seated comfortably in the mayor’s motorboat, a Sensation 2600 with three hundred horsepower, Noah told us proudly. I don’t know much about boats, but it looked very fancy to me, sleek and white with a bold red stripe along each side. It had seating for ten people and a canopy over the console.

      Noah was the pilot for our trip, a glorious ride on a calm sea under a crystalline sky. I glimpsed a school of yellow fish swimming past the boat in perfect synchronicity, while, further away, several dolphins cavorted in the water. I could have spent all day watching them but, after about thirty minutes, we approached the main island of Mahé, with its multi-hued green hills rising above the capital city of Victoria on the north-east coast.

      Noah expertly steered the boat into the Victoria marina and pulled into an empty spot at the jetty. On the far side of the marina, a catamaran ferry was docked, boarding a crowd of newly arrived tourists. It seemed like weeks since we’d flown in and got on the ferry to Adrienne, but it had only been five not exactly fun-filled days.

      Josh and Danny planned to visit the lawyer while Felix went to his meeting. We agreed to meet at the library later in the afternoon, where we would pick Anna up too, assuming she was still there. Noah would stay with me for my visit to the hospital, at Felix’s insistence.

      “Someone got to Willy in his hospital bed,” Felix reminded me. “We don’t know who the attacker is or where he is now, so you need to be careful.”

      Not for the first time, I wondered if I had an aura. I’d never know. I couldn’t see auras in mirrors or any kind of reflection. And, in spite of trying, I’d never actually sensed one by touching it.

      Noah said we should get a taxi to the hospital as it was a thirty-minute walk. So, after assuring Felix I’d be cautious, I followed Noah over to the taxi rank. The cars were a motley collection of old and new, large and minuscule. A gleaming Japanese model pulled away as we got there, its windows rolled up.

      “Air conditioning,” Noah commented. “Not many have that.”

      Next up was an old Smart car, good for a solo passenger, followed by a massive minivan with tinted windows. We let those pass and waited for the next one, an ancient Volkswagen, its silver paint dulled to mousy grey. The windows were down, but that did nothing to cool the interior. The crimson vinyl upholstery was hot to the touch, and the seatbelt buckles burned my fingers.

      After a short drive, we arrived at the Seychelles Hospital, a white, two-story building next to the Botanical Gardens. A lush green lawn, fringed with flowering shrubs, lay in front of the entrance.

      After Noah had paid the driver, we went through the sliding glass doors into an air-conditioned lobby. Two women sat at the reception desk, one on the phone, the other leafing through paperwork. Noah explained to her that we’d come to see Mr. Wright. I was anxious to see if Willy’s aura had disappeared. If it had, then he was out of danger, despite the most recent attack.

      “No visitors allowed,” the woman said. She leaned closer to Noah and lowered her voice. “There’s a policeman on duty up there. Terrible thing. I’ve worked here for twenty years, and we’ve never had an incident like that before.”

      My hopes of seeing Willy dissolved. “Could you please let Mr. Wright’s wife know that we’re here and would like to talk to her?” I asked. At least we might find out more about what had happened.

      The administrator made a call and told us to wait. Some time passed before Mrs. Wright appeared. Her blonde hair was uncombed, her pink blouse rumpled and untucked from her flowered capris.

      “You’re Kate, aren’t you? The one who found Willy?” Her tone was brusque, although softened by the same Yorkshire accent as Willy’s.

      “We heard about the intruder and wanted to ask you a few questions, if you don’t mind.” I replied.

      “I told that detective everything I know. Which isn’t much. I was off grabbing a coffee in the cafeteria. I needed something to keep me awake. In fact, I could do with another one, to be honest.”

      “Let’s go get one then,” I suggested. “Noah, you can wait here?”

      “No way,” he said. “Felix said to look after you, and that’s what I will do.”

      So, with Noah in tow, we walked through a yellow-walled corridor to a cheerful cafe. One wall of sliding windows was open to a patio where tables under umbrellas dotted a pretty garden with a fountain whispering in the center. We chose a table, and I offered to go order.

      “What would you like, Mrs. Wright?”

      “Call me Iris, please. Coffee with sugar and extra cream. And one of those coconut cream pastries. I didn’t have breakfast or lunch today, what with… with everything.”

      Soon I was back at the table with our tray. While Noah passed our drinks around, I sat down opposite Iris.

      “Can you tell me what happened?”

      Tears welled in her eyes. “I’m sorry I was rude earlier. It’s all so overwhelming. I know you saved Willy’s life. I can’t thank you enough for that.” She reached her hand across the table and placed it on my arm. “You know what’s the worst part? That the attacker used my nail varnish remover to poison Willy. I’ll never wear nail varnish again, I swear.”

      She gazed at her fingertips. The polish was chipped and scratched as though she’d been chewing her nails all night. Racy Red. I remembered the color from my search in their bathroom.

      “What about the man who attacked Willy this morning?” I asked again. “Do you remember anything about him or her?”

      “Right, well, when I got back to Willy’s cubicle, there was a man in there, holding a pillow over Willy’s face. It was the pillow a nurse had given me to make me comfortable in that visitor’s chair. The man was wearing black clothes, gloves, and a ski mask thingy. I couldn’t see his face or hair, but I was sure it was a man, judging by his build.”

      “He didn’t say anything?”

      “No, he shoved me away and must have run off down the hallway. I screamed at the top of my voice, and a nurse came running. She was more concerned with looking after Willy than with chasing the intruder, so no one went after him straightaway. By the time they did, he was long gone. Now they have a policeman up there, keeping watch. On Willy’s birthday, of all things. We were here to celebrate, but now…”

      The tears began to fall then, rolling down Iris’s cheeks and dripping on the table. To my surprise, Noah grabbed a handful of paper serviettes and handed them to her.

      After a few minutes, Iris stopped sobbing. “Silly cow,” she muttered to herself. “No point in getting all worked up.” She looked up at me. “So sorry.”

      “Nothing to be sorry about. You must be exhausted. What about your friends? Can one of them come and sit with Willy for a few hours while you try to sleep?”

      “Yes, they’ve been offering, but I felt I should do it myself. And I told them to go on and enjoy their holiday. There’s no reason for everyone to be miserable.” She sighed. “Maybe it would help, though, to have one of them come over just for an hour or two. I’ll call the hotel and get a message to them.”

      I took a sip of my coffee. “Your friends, the ones you’re traveling with. You’ve known them a long time?”

      Iris narrowed her eyes. “Yes. Why?”

      “Did any of them leave the table after Willy went to his room last night?”

      “No. I’m not sure what you’re getting at, but you’re barking up the wrong tree there.” Her eyes brimmed with tears again. “I don’t get it. He’s a good man. Why would anyone want to hurt him?”

      “That’s what we are trying to find out. Can I ask you another question?”

      She nodded.

      “The man who attacked Willy here this morning. Was he big? You know, like overweight big?”

      She shook her head. “No, he was quite tall, but thin. Well, not exactly thin, but fit, if you know what I mean.”

      “Not Frederick Tipton then,” Noah said.

      “Tipton?” Iris asked. “Who’s he?”

      “The man who works for a company that wants to develop a new resort on Adrienne,” I said. “You may have seen him at the hotel. He wears white linen suits and colorful shirts.”

      “Oh, him. I remember seeing him around but didn’t know his name. No, definitely not him.”

      We finished our coffee and walked back to the lobby, where Iris gave me a hug. She smelled like the hospital did, a pervasive scent of antiseptic and disinfectant.

      “If you think of anything at all, will you let me know?” I asked. “Ring the hotel and leave a message, and I’ll get straight back to you.”

      Noah and I watched as she took the stairs up to the wards. On the third step, her foot caught on the tread. She wobbled but didn’t fall. She stopped though, looking down at her sandals, and then turned to look at me.

      “There was something,” she said. “His shoes. They didn’t match. One was a dirty white sneaker, and the other was a dark blue canvas shoe. I remember noticing them when he ran out of the cubicle. He swept the curtain aside, and it got wrapped around his legs for a second.” She screwed up her eyes, obviously thinking about it. “And I seem to remember that the blue shoe was bigger than the white one. It looked like it was slipping off his heel.” She sighed. “But it all happened so fast, I can’t be sure.”

      “That’s very strange. Anything else? Did the odd shoes hinder his movements?”

      Iris shook her head. “I don’t know. It’s possible he was limping, but the cubicle is tiny, and I didn’t watch him once he’d left because I ran straight over to Willy. I wouldn’t even have noticed the shoes if not for him getting caught up in the curtain.”

      “You should tell the police about it,” I said.

      “I will.” She climbed the rest of the stairs and turned a corner.

      “What now, then? We didn’t find out much, did we? I’d call it a waste of time.” That was Noah, blunt as ever.

      “We found out about the shoes,” I said, staring down at Noah’s well-worn leather sandals and his bony brown toes. Brilliant, I thought. Now I’ll be walking around staring at men’s feet. At least that would make a change from gazing at auras.

      We walked outside into a wall of heat. “What next?” Noah asked.

      “Let’s head to the library to find Felix and Anna.”

      “We can walk there,” Noah said. “It’s not too far.”

      We headed north, back towards the town center, past the fishing port, where boats were being unloaded and there was a strong smell of fish and brine. I was hot and perspiring by the time we reached the library, housed in a pretty building with a columned portico. The cooler air inside was a relief.

      I peeked past the reception desk to see a cavernous hall lined with shelves well-stacked with books. A row of tables and chairs bisected the space and, in a corner, was a desk holding a computer. The scent of warm paper filled the air. Several people were reading at the tables, but there was no sign of Anna or Felix.

      “We were supposed to meet some friends here,” I told the elderly man who was sorting books on the desk. “An American woman with red hair who came to use a computer?”

      “Oh, yes, a gentleman came in not long ago, asking about her. I’d remember a red-haired American if I’d seen her. I don’t think she’s been in the library, and she certainly didn’t use a computer.”

      “And the man who asked about her. What did he look like?”

      The librarian looked surprised at the question but, as soon as he described the tan pants and starched white shirt, Noah nodded. “That’s Felix.”

      “Did he say where he was going?” I asked.

      “No, dear. He looked upset and left.”
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      Disappointed that the librarian knew nothing helpful, I led Noah out of the library. While I thought about what to do next, we stood in the shade of the portico. Where had Felix gone?

      “Do you have a mobile phone?” I asked.

      Noah looked as shocked as if I’d asked him for a cigarette. “Certainly not,” he sniffed.

      I doubted my mobile would work here and, until this moment, that had been just fine. I’d used it as a camera and hadn’t checked emails or texts since leaving London. “Does Felix have one?”

      “He does, but he only uses it for emergencies.”

      “Hmm. I don’t think this counts, but I want to call him anyway. What’s the number?”

      Noah dug in his shorts pocket, found his wallet and pulled out a business card with Felix’s name on it. It took me a minute to work out how to get my phone to make a call to an overseas number, but finally I heard ringing on the other end. Felix didn’t answer, however. Next, I tried Josh, although I didn’t think he had his phone with him. The phone rang for a long time before disconnecting. It didn’t even put me through to voicemail.

      Contemplating the strangeness of life without working technology, I scanned the street for a taxi. But where would we go? I didn’t know what to make of Anna not coming to the library as planned. Where else could she be?

      “Any ideas on where Felix might have gone when he left here?” I asked Noah.

      “Let’s see. The list is quite long. The insurance meeting, of course, but we think he’s already done that, his father’s office, the president’s office, the shop where he gets his shirts made, his favorite sushi restaurant, the…”

      He must have noticed my expression. “Well, under the circumstances, probably none of those places. He probably went to find Anna.”

      “Yes, but where? How would he know where to look for her?”

      Noah shuffled his feet. “I don’t know.”

      “We may as well go meet Danny and Josh then. Maybe Felix is with them. Do you know where Armand Ricard’s office is?”

      “Not from memory, no.”

      “Okay, follow me.” I walked back into the library and asked the elderly librarian if we could look up an address in a Victoria directory.

      “Certainly. One minute.” He pulled out a thick book from a shelf under the desk, found what he needed and made a note of it for us.

      “That’s too far to walk,” Noah said when he saw the address.

      We had to wait a while for a taxi to pass by, an air-conditioned Toyota this time. I settled into the back seat, enjoying a brief respite from the heat. The drive was spectacular, up through the hills in the center of the island. We passed several substantial houses, some modern, others more traditional, all with perfect views down to the coast.

      “Most of the senior government ministers live on this road,” Noah said. “And some local industrialists. And there are a lot of summer homes for the international rich and famous. George Clooney owns that place.” He pointed.

      “Nope,” said the taxi driver. “He doesn’t. It’s just a rumor.”

      Noah glared at the back of the driver’s head and halted his running commentary, which gave me space to focus on what Iris had told us about the attacker and his shoes. I couldn’t make much sense of it, but whoever attacked Willy must have been desperate to silence him. Coming to a public place like a hospital was highly risky.

      The taxi finally pulled up outside a pretty four-story building with a grey stone facade, tall windows and balconies holding pots of red and white flowering plants. A bell plate on the wall listed several companies, and we pressed the buzzer for Armand Ricard, Attorney.

      A female voice answered, seemed to recognize Danny’s name when I said we were looking for him, and buzzed us in. We took a lift up to Ricard’s office on the top floor and entered a different world. The Persian rugs, gold-framed paintings, and plants in Chinese porcelain pots looked as though they’d been lifted from an English manor house. As did Armand Ricard, who came out to greet us. He wore a dark grey suit, a white shirt and a maroon tie with a perfect Windsor knot. I couldn’t help it. I checked his shoes. They were black lace-ups that looked Italian and expensive.

      He shook Noah’s hand when we introduced ourselves. “We’ve spoken on the telephone many times. How is Mayor Sinclair?” He spoke English very well, although with an accent that showed it wasn’t his first language.

      “He’s well, thank you,” Noah replied. “He hasn’t been here this afternoon, has he?”

      “No, but I did meet with the young lawyer who’s helping the mayor. He left about ten minutes ago.”

      “He? Only Danny? Wasn’t there another man with him?” I asked.

      “Ah yes, his associate, I believe he said. He waited out here in the reception area, as Danny Bryson and I were discussing a legal matter.”

      “Did Danny say where they were going?”

      “I think they mentioned the library.”

      I sighed. “We just came from there.”

      “In that case, let me ring the librarian and ask him to get a message to them when they arrive. What should I have him tell them?”

      “To meet us back at the boat,” Noah suggested.

      Ricard disappeared behind a solid walnut door and came out a few minutes later. “The librarian was happy to oblige,” he said.

      “Did your meeting with Danny go well?” I was eager for news of any kind. “I think he had a question about an addendum to the sale paperwork?”

      Ricard spread his hands. “I’m sorry. I can’t discuss a client situation. You understand.”

      I did. He was right, of course, to tell me nothing. I smiled. “It was worth asking.”

      He laughed. “I’m sure Danny will share everything with you. But it’s my job to be discreet.”

      “Well, thank you for making the call to the library. That was very helpful.”

      “Not at all. I hope you have a good rest of your day.  You too, Noah. Delighted to meet you in person at last.”

      We all shook hands, and then Noah and I went back to the lift and pressed the button. Soon it was whirring up towards us. When the doors opened, Father Quincy stepped out. He looked quite different, his usual long robe replaced by tan trousers, a black shirt, a white clerical collar and, I checked, a pair of burgundy leather loafers.

      His eyes widened when he saw us. “I didn’t expect to see you here,” he said.

      I hadn’t expected to see him either. I wanted to ask him why he was visiting Ricard but couldn’t think of a polite way to do it. Noah had no such qualms.

      “What are you doing here?” he asked.

      “Ricard is working on a conveyancing matter for one of my parishioners,” Father Quincy answered. “The man is elderly and can’t travel, so I volunteered to help with sorting out the paperwork. I know Ricard well. He works for half the people on the island one way or another. Estates, wills, divorces, the occasional property dispute. He’s a good man and keeps his fees low for us. In some cases, he doesn’t charge at all, if he knows the islander can’t afford it.”

      I turned my head to look at the rugs and art. “How does he manage that?” I asked.

      “He’s the legal counsel for two of the biggest companies in Victoria,” Father Quincy said. “I’m sure they pay him well.” He checked the gilt clock on the wall. “Time for my appointment. I’ll see you again soon.”

      Noah and I stepped into the vacated lift.

      “Did you know that?” I asked. “About Ricard doing a lot of work for the islanders?”

      “Oh, yes. I’ve never been to his office before, but I’ve talked to him on the phone quite often on Felix’s behalf. He also handled my father’s will.”

      “And yours?”

      “I don’t need a will. I have nothing to bequeath and no one to bequeath it to.” Noah spoke without a trace of self-pity. The lift came to a stop and, unable to find the words to respond, I walked outside.

      “We may as well walk to the main road, see if we can find a taxi to take us back,” Noah said.

      The same taxi that had dropped us off came to a halt in front of us.

      “You heading back?” the driver asked.

      “To the port,” Noah said, as we piled into the air-conditioned rear seats.

      “Shall we take the scenic route?”

      Noah looked at me and then nodded. “You may as well see something of the island before we go home,” he said.

      The drive back took far longer than the journey out, but I was delighted by the views of sandy beaches, giant granite rocks and turquoise sea. We drove through a village bustling with cars, ox-drawn carts, and crowds of pedestrians. Our speed dropped to less than ten miles an hour as we inched through the noise and chaos.

      Shops on each side of the road had their wares out on the pavements, displayed on tables covered with bright cloths. Fruit, vegetables, bolts of fabric, and kitchen gadgets all fought for space, while the tradesmen shouted out prices and promises of special deals to attract customers to their stalls. The smell of spices filled the car, mixed with the scent of warm oxen, manure, sweat and jasmine. I leaned my head out of the window to take it all in and snapped a few photos on my mobile phone.

      I was almost disappointed when the taxi pulled up at the port in Victoria, but I was anxious, too, to see Danny again and make sure he was safe. Noah and I walked out to the port and sat on the edge of the jetty near Felix’s boat, our legs dangling down towards the water.

      Two luxury yachts were docked on the other side of the marina, and I kept myself amused with watching the crew on one of them as they scurried around, setting out vases of flowers and bowls of fruit on a table at the stern. The crew members were young and good-looking and wore matching polo shirts with pressed tan shorts. And boat shoes. I couldn’t help but notice that most of them were an expensive brand I’d seen in London boutiques. I wondered if they could survive actually getting wet.

      A five-minute peek into the lives of the rich and famous was enough, and I grew increasingly impatient for the others to turn up. A harbor bell tolled as a boat came in and started to unload its passengers at the end of our jetty. It was one of the ferries that ran between Victoria and the islands.

      While the passengers disembarked, the queue to board grew longer. And in the middle of it, I realized, was Frederick Tipton. I scrambled to my feet.

      “Mr. Tipton!”

      He turned to look when I called his name.

      “Wait here, in case the others turn up,” I told Noah, before hurrying over to join the hotel development manager.

      “I wondered where you’d been,” I said as I approached him. “Are you heading back to Adrienne?”

      “I am.”

      “We thought you’d given up and left,” I said, voicing my wishful thinking.

      “Far from it. Yesterday, I had several video calls with my company’s management to finalize the plans. The internet on Adrienne is heinous, so I stayed in a hotel here, one with very good service. And I had a meeting with President Durand today. We met in person. Can you believe it? I’ve never met a president before. He wants the development to go ahead and he’s going to sign the contract, personally, the day after tomorrow. So, it’s a go. Adrienne gets a spanking new resort.”

      “Which one?” I asked. “The pink stucco version or the discreet eco-version?”

      He coughed, his face turning red. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

      “The question seems clear enough. Will your company build the design you came up with at the town hall meeting?”

      “I don’t have to answer your questions, you know. I’m working directly with the president and will answer to him.”

      Maybe it didn’t matter. Whether the hotel exterior was pink stucco or weathered timber, the impact on the island would be the same in terms of the strain on its water resources. Either way, Minyra would be unhappy.

      “Fair enough.” I lifted my hand to shield my eyes against the glare from the windscreen of a motorboat coming into dock. “You heard about Grigor, the farmer?”

      Tipton wiped sweat from his forehead. “Grigor? Oh, the turtle man who drowned. Dreadful, very sad.”

      “He was murdered,” I said.

      Tipton took a step back. “What?”

      “The pathology report came out yesterday. There are some concerns that his death is in some way related to the hotel development. You’re probably aware that it is rather controversial. Quite a few people are against it.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that.”

      The queue began to move, and Tipton took a few steps forward. I stayed with him. “You know about the fire at the factory? A shirt streaked with fuel was found at the hotel. It looked like one of yours.” I stared at the pink specimen he was wearing today. “The lavender one you wore when we met up at the waterfall.”

      Tipton turned to look at me. “That shirt was in my laundry bag, which I put out for cleaning before I left. There was no fuel on it, I can assure you.”

      I stood and watched as he scooted away to board the ferry. For some reason, I believed him.
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      I watched Tipton board the ferry before turning back to join Noah.

      So, Tipton was going to get his contract, signed and sealed by the president. It seemed inevitable now that WHE would build the hotel. It wasn’t what the goddess wanted, and, thanks to the visions she had shown me, I was well aware of the damage the resort could wreak on the island by jeopardizing the water supply. But the decision of whether or not to build was beyond my control. It lay in the hands of people I couldn’t possibly reach.

      If I couldn’t change the fate of the island, could I still change Danny’s? I allowed myself a moment of hope. Perhaps, now that the decision had been made, Danny would be safe. His review of the contract, his advice to Felix— all that was wasted, but that didn’t matter if the danger had passed. Eager to see him, I turned back to scan the road leading to the harbor.

      Finally, I saw two familiar figures and rushed to meet them, with Noah alongside me. But, as we got closer, I saw Danny’s aura still circling. It wasn’t over yet, whatever it was. I had a sinking feeling in my chest, but I plastered a bright smile on my face.

      “Any sign of Felix?” I asked.

      “He’s doing the rounds of the major hotels, the ones with free wi-fi and air-conditioning in the lobbies,” Danny said. “He thinks that’s where Anna might have decided to hang out.”

      “So, what do we do next?”

      “He’ll call me when he’s done, or when he finds Anna. I suggest we wait here. Maybe we can grab a drink. I’m parched.”

      We found a table at an outdoor bar and ordered glasses of juice and a bowl of my favorite fried plantain crisps.

      “Did you get to the hospital?” Josh asked.

      I told them about our meeting with Mrs. Wright, her description of the attacker, and about bumping into Father Quincy at Ricard’s office. “He said that Ricard does a lot of work, at very low fees, for people on the island,” I said. “But his office is rather opulent.”

      Danny laughed. “My law firm’s offices are palatial, and most of the cases we handle are very well-paid, but we all get to do some pro bono work, too. It’s very satisfying and helps keep us grounded in the real world. I work mostly with the local authority to help low-income families keep their houses.”

      I nodded, impressed. “So, did you get anything useful from Ricard?”

      Danny shook his head. “No, he’s very professional, and he even made Josh wait in reception so we could talk privately. He showed me the signed letter of intent to purchase the land, accepted and countersigned by Paul and Celeste Colbert. All as I’d expected. Then, a second document, confirming the transfer of the land to Celeste Colbert.” He paused to take a long swallow of juice. “Then, as Ricard had mentioned on the phone, he confirmed that a third document had also been signed and executed. It’s an agreement to share the proceeds of the land sale equally with one other party. A fifty-fifty split. But I didn’t get a name.”

      “So, this unnamed person stands to get a million pounds? That’s a huge amount of money,” Josh said. “A powerful incentive to get rid of anyone trying to stop the sale from going ahead.”

      “The sale is definitely going ahead,” I said. “I saw Tipton waiting for the ferry back to Adrienne.” I related the story of his meeting with the president. “The president is going to sign the contract personally.”

      “Darn. That means Tipton has everything he needs to proceed?” Josh asked. “What about the people’s vote?”

      “Apparently, the president can override that.” I sighed.

      “So, no one can stop it?” Josh sounded outraged. “The hotel will be built?”

      We contemplated that for a few moments. “Which means that these attacks should stop,” Noah said. “There would be no point anymore.”

      He was right to think that, but Danny’s aura still circled. Did that mean the danger lay elsewhere? That it had nothing to do with the hotel project?

      Josh and Danny both looked at me, eyebrows raised. I shook my head. The aura hadn’t gone.

      Danny’s mobile trilled. He answered and listened for what seemed to be a long time before finishing the call. “That was Felix. No sign of Anna anywhere. He suggested we go back to Adrienne, and he’ll keep looking for her. Noah can bring the boat back for him later.”

      I thought about that. Getting Danny back to Adrienne might be a good idea. Victoria wasn’t exactly a huge metropolis like London or New York, but it was crowded with people, cars and buses, which made it harder to keep an eye on him. And now we were unsure about the source of the threat, we needed to protect him from just about everything.

      “But I don’t want to leave Felix here alone,” Danny continued. “I think we should join up and help him find Anna. I don’t know why he’s so worried about her, but he is, so I want to give him some support. He’s heading back to the library now to see if she got there eventually.”

      “I want to stay, too,” Noah said.

      “Okay.” Josh finished his water and got to his feet. I knew I wouldn’t be able to persuade them to abandon Felix, so I picked up my bag.

      “Follow me,” Noah said. “I know a shortcut.”

      The shortcut turned out to be through a fish market. Stalls displaying a dazzling array of fish, squid, and sea urchins lined both sides of the road, and men in shorts and sandals kept the counters refilled from white plastic crates. Octopus tentacles hung over the edge of one stall, as though the poor creature was trying to run away. The smell was overwhelming, a potent mix of fish and brine.

      We slowed as customers swarmed around us. A vendor close by held up an eel and moved its head around as though it was talking.

      “Good price,” Noah translated.

      I really didn’t like eels, alive or dead, and pushed my way more forcefully through the crowds. I breathed more easily once we’d left the smells of the market behind and turned onto a boulevard with attractive buildings housing luxury boutiques and cafes. Pots of pink and red geraniums hung from iron brackets, while tall palm trees rose from grassy verges.

      When we passed a pretty stone clock tower set in the center of a roundabout, I realized that the afternoon was racing by. It was already five-thirty. I hoped that Felix had located Anna. It was important to get back to focusing on identifying Willy’s attacker, and I found myself resenting the time we were wasting on looking for her. It was fine that she was conducting research for her article, but it wouldn’t have taken much effort to stay in touch and let Felix know where she was.

      Finally, we arrived back at the library. “Wait here,” Noah said. He seemed to be enjoying his role as guide as he hurried into the building. Seconds later, he reappeared with Felix next to him.

      Poor Felix looked dejected. The last few days had taken their toll, and now, it seemed, his concern for Anna was making things worse. The circles under his eyes were darker, his hair a tousled mess. He had an unaccustomed air of vulnerability about him, the starch gone from his shirt and his posture. I thought his less well-groomed look was actually quite attractive, and I could see why Anna was having a hard time giving him up.

      “No sign of her?” I asked, even though the answer was obvious.

      “Nothing,” Felix replied.

      “Do we know for sure she came to Victoria? Perhaps she changed her mind and has been back on Adrienne the whole time?”

      Felix yanked his phone from his shirt pocket and pressed a button. He talked with the receptionist at the hotel. “Go check her room, please. If she doesn’t answer, let yourself in and make sure she’s all right. Ring me back as soon as possible.”

      “She’s probably in the bar,” Danny said. “Wondering where we all are.”

      “The bar sounds good right now.” Josh sighed. “It’s almost sundown.”

      It was true. The azure sky was fading to violet. It would be dark very soon.

      “Where do you want to go, sir?” Noah asked Felix. I’d never heard him call the mayor ‘sir’ before.

      “Back to the harbor,” Felix said. “I can’t think of anywhere else to look. I checked all the obvious places.”

      We turned back towards the port, and I was relieved when Noah took a turn to avoid another trek through the fish market. Instead, we walked through a residential area, along a side street busy with pedestrians who strolled past rows of neat, pastel-colored bungalows, each one a different shade. People sat on their porches, talking or reading or just watching the world go by.

      “Wait.” Felix came to a sudden halt.

      “Did you see Anna?” I asked.

      “No. Emile.” Felix pointed. Sure enough, the hotel proprietor was walking along the pavement, head down, apparently lost in thought.

      “Emile!” Felix called.

      Emile looked up, and his eyes widened in surprise.

      “What are you doing here?” Felix asked. “We’ve been wondering where you were.”

      Emile’s eyes shifted to the end of the road and back. “I had an appointment,” he said finally. “What about you? What on earth are you all doing here?”

      “It’s a long story. Join us. We’re heading to the harbor.”

      “No, I’m all right. I’ll get the ferry.”

      “The last one has already left for the day,” Noah said.

      “Come with us,” Felix said. “We’ve got the motorboat.”

      “Okay, thank you.”

      I took a good look at him. Could he fit Iris Wright’s description of the man who attacked Willy? He was tall and slender, which matched. He wore his usual navy-blue trousers, a clean white shirt, and a pair of chocolate brown loafers. But I noticed that he was dragging one foot slightly.

      “Are you hurt?” I asked.

      He gave me a rueful grin. “New shoes,” he said. “I shouldn’t have worn them today. I’ve got a huge blister on my heel.”

      Felix kept checking his phone. After a few minutes, he called the hotel again.

      I could hear a faint, female voice, talking rapidly.

      “Get Officer Montague in right now,” Felix ordered before finishing the call. “We need to get back,” he told us. “The receptionist said that Anna’s key isn’t at the desk. She didn’t drop it off when she went out, so the staff assumed she was still in her room. They checked just now, and it’s empty. But the bathroom tap was running, and a hand towel was on the floor. The room key was on her dressing table. It looked like she left in a hurry.”

      “Didn’t the cleaning staff go in this morning?” I asked.

      “Yes, but she must have gone back to her room after they were done. Probably after she had breakfast with all of us.”

      “Was there any sign of a struggle?”

      “That’s why I asked to get Officer Montague over there.” Felix said. “He’ll be able to tell if there was.”

      “But why? Why would anyone go after Anna?” Emile sounded bewildered. As was I. Anna didn’t have an aura. I couldn’t think of any reason for her to be in danger.

      “I’m sure she’s fine.” I patted Felix’s arm. “She was excited about writing her article. She probably had an idea and rushed out to interview someone in the village.”

      Maybe that was the problem, I reflected. Anna was talking to a lot of people about the hotel proposal. Had she dug too deep and run across someone with a secret? Nerves prickled on the back of my neck. I’d never missed an aura before, not that I knew of, anyway. That didn’t make me feel any better. This would be a terrible time to find out my aura-seeing ability wasn’t a hundred percent reliable.

      Darkness had fallen by the time we reached the marina. Music blared and lights blazed on one of the yachts, where a party was well underway. The decks were crowded with elegant women in cocktail dresses and jewelry, and men in blazers and ties. Noah stared, enthralled, until Felix prodded him along. We stepped off the jetty into the motorboat, which seemed minuscule by comparison to the yacht, and Noah resumed his place as skipper.

      The boat moved quickly and smoothly across the ocean, which was frosted white under a radiant moon. I wished I could have enjoyed the ride more, but I found myself thinking about Anna and where she could be.

      We soon pulled into the hotel dock and scrambled out of the boat. As we passed the candlelit beach bar, I half-expected to see her there, chatting with the bartender. But he was busy serving drinks to Willy Wright’s two male friends. Neither of the women were with them, and I hoped they’d gone to keep Iris company at the hospital.

      We passed through the lobby and hurried to Anna’s cabin. It felt like an eerie rerun of last night, when I’d found Willy lying on the floor.
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      Trying to push away the image of poor Willy spread-eagled on the floor of his cabin, I stepped into Anna’s room. There was no unconscious figure, no sign at all of Anna, only Officer Montague examining some things on the bedside table. The place was clean and tidy, but one item gave me pause. Anna’s mobile was on her dressing table. I couldn’t imagine that she would go anywhere without it. She’d been taking photos with it every day.

      “What do you think?” Felix asked Montague.

      “There’s no sign of forced entry, so Miss Morgan either left the room of her own accord or she opened the door to someone she knew.”

      Emile said he’d go talk with the staff, to ask if anyone had heard or seen anything untoward. As he walked out, it struck me that, if something had happened to Anna, Emile couldn’t be responsible. He’d been away from the hotel all day. He hadn’t mentioned what he was doing in Victoria, and I would have liked to know, but didn’t feel I could ask.

      “What next?” Josh asked Felix.

      “You should all go grab some dinner. I’m going to check in with Father Quincy, Grace and a few others, to see if they’ve seen Anna in the village at all today.”

      “Well, I’m not hungry,” I said. “We’ll come and help you look for her.”

      I didn’t need to ask. I knew Danny and Josh would want to help as well.

      Felix flashed a grateful smile. “Thank you. Noah, please go back to the mansion and stay by the phone, in case Anna or anyone else calls.”

      Noah nodded and set off towards the house. He’d been good company this afternoon, I thought.

      We agreed to split up, and Danny offered to go with Felix. They would call at Doctor Grace’s office, which was next door to her home, to see if Anna had been taken ill or hurt. Then, they’d walk the beach all the way to the mansion, while Josh and I would take the trail to the village and then double back along the main road. We’d meet up again at the house.

      It was dark under the trees, so Josh turned on his phone light. The path stretched ahead like a tunnel under the overhanging branches, sea-green and mystical. We called Anna’s name as we moved slowly, but there was no response.

      “I don’t get it,” Josh said. “Why would anyone harm her? She’s not advising Felix on the legal implications of the development like Danny, nor investigating possible arson like Willy.”

      “No, but she is asking a lot of questions. She’s writing an article about the proposed development and what a new hotel would mean for the island. I know she’s been interviewing anyone who’ll talk to her. Maybe she’s been too curious.” I stopped walking. “What if she worked out who killed Grigor and attacked Willy?”

      “But she doesn’t have an aura. If she had that sort of information, wouldn’t she be in extreme danger?”

      Resuming our walk, I thought about it. “That’s true. Which means this may be completely unrelated.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Anna is… she’s confused about her feelings for Felix. Maybe she just took off for a day or two to work it all out.”

      “But you said yourself that she wouldn’t leave her phone behind.”

      “Unless she really doesn’t want Felix to contact her. Maybe she’s in self-imposed radio silence. No phones, texts, emails, to give herself time to think.”

      “I remember you did that once.” Josh chuckled. “It lasted, what? One hour and twenty-two minutes?”

      “Very funny.”

      We’d reached the end of the trail, where we crossed onto the road that took us to the village center. Although it was dark, it wasn’t late, only a few minutes past eight, and plenty of people were out and about, buying food from two shops with open doors, or queuing for takeaway at one of several small restaurants. All the tables on the street outside a bar were full.

      We walked slowly, scanning the crowds, knowing that Anna’s auburn hair would stand out easily enough. I peeked into the first shop, where wooden crates were stacked against the walls, bearing a colorful cornucopia of fruit and vegetables. I wondered if they were from Grigor’s farm. The second shop was crammed full of mops, brooms and cleaning supplies, children’s toys, souvenirs, postcards and striped umbrellas. There was no sign of Anna in either one.

      At the end of the road, where the houses were further apart, we checked the grass verges for any sign of misadventure. There were no streetlights here, but there were lights on in the houses and people sitting or barbecuing in their front gardens and porches. We asked a few of them if they’d seen a white woman with red hair, but no one had.

      On the way back, we passed the little church and, as the entry doors were open, we went in. Most of my visits to churches had been in Italy, where my dad lived. There, they were built of stone, perfumed with incense, their walls bearing religious art that ranged from exquisite to dreadful, with stained glass windows that threw shimmering light on the marble floors.

      This church, although also Roman Catholic, was modern, with bare, white walls, windows set high under a white ceiling, and a plank floor the color of honey. A white cloth covered a simple altar. Several vases of bright flowers added splashes of red and yellow, and the air carried a faint scent of floor wax.

      At the front of the church, Father Quincy was talking with a group of people but, as soon as he saw us, he hurried over.

      “Is everything all right?” he asked, with a glance back at the parishioners who waited for him.

      “We were wondering if you’d seen Anna since you got back from Victoria?” I asked. “She told Noah she was going to the library, but she never went there. Felix is worried about her.”

      The priest shook his head. “I haven’t seen her, no. But she seems like the independent type. Perhaps she changed her plans and didn’t think to tell anyone?”

      “Yes, that’s possible. But, in light of the other incidents, I don’t blame Felix for being concerned,” Josh said.

      “Oh, dear.” Father Quincy frowned. “I hadn’t thought of it that way. And she is very inquisitive. I’ve had several people tell me she’s been asking a lot of questions in the village, all related to Grigor’s death and the fire at the factory.”

      That sounded ominous.

      “I should get back,” Father Quincy said. “Please feel free to look around.”

      As he strode back up the aisle, we headed towards the door. Behind the back pew, Josh stopped at a table that held a handful of leaflets showing the times of the services and an invitation to join the community of St. Luke in Adrienne. There was also a notebook with a signature on each line of the two open pages. I flipped through the book, which was filled with names, then turned to the front page.

      “Petition Against The WHE Hotel Development Plan” was handwritten in big block letters. Underneath, the title was repeated in French, and then scrawled underneath, was “Save The Turtles, Save Our Water.”

      I felt tears pricking my eyes when I thought of Grigor writing those words, determined to fight against the corporate invasion of his adopted home.

      Josh took my hand. “Come on,” he said. “We can carry on Grigor’s battle for him.”

      “I don’t think so,” I said. “That wretched hotel is going ahead, according to Mr. Tipton.”

      “Well, let’s focus on finding Anna for now.”

      We left the church and took the paved road out of the village. The houses stopped, giving way to the rainforest, which rustled and sighed under the starlit sky.

      “What if she went inland?” I asked. “Perhaps to see the waterfall? And she twisted an ankle and couldn’t walk back out?”

      “It’d be impossible to find our way around in the dark, but we could go up at first light,” Josh said. “Let’s talk to Felix about getting a search party together. I can’t see it, though, to be honest. She doesn’t seem to be the hiking or nature-loving type.”

      He was right about that, I thought, but I was becoming increasingly concerned. Anna had left a tap running in her bathroom and her key on a table, which suggested an unexpected departure. And, as Father Quincy had pointed out, she was asking a lot of questions in the village. Had she run into someone who didn’t want her poking around? I reminded myself again that she didn’t have an aura.

      There was enough light from the moon for us to see where we were going, but it was too dark to immediately identify a man who emerged from a side road and walked in our direction. He looked familiar, but I couldn’t see his features clearly. When he got closer, I realized it was Samuel, Celeste’s nephew, the security guard for the land she was selling to Tipton. And one of my prime suspects. He stopped in front of us.

      “Hello, Samuel,” I said.

      He squinted as though trying to place us.

      “We met on Turtle Beach,” I reminded him.

      “I know who you are,” he replied. He glanced behind him as though checking no one was there and then turned back to face us. He was dressed up this evening, his shorts and t-shirt replaced by dark slacks and a button-down shirt.

      “We’re looking for someone,” I said. “An American woman with red hair? You haven’t seen her by any chance?”

      “Why would you think I’d seen her?”

      I tried smiling, wondering why he was being so defensive. “We’re asking everyone. We’re just worried about her.”

      Samuel shook his head. “No, I haven’t seen her.” He stared at us, his eyes narrowed. “And you shouldn’t go around accusing people of things.”

      “I didn’t mean…” I stopped as Samuel strode away. Josh and I watched him go.

      “That was weird,” I said. “And didn’t it look as though he came from Grace’s place?” I pointed at the little cluster of buildings that comprised Grace’s house and the medical center.

      “Maybe he did, although there’s nothing wrong with that. It’s interesting, though. Do you remember how Grace defended Samuel when you suggested he could be working for Celeste?”

      I thought about it. If Samuel was somehow involved in all of this, did that mean Grace was too? Or had she told him what I’d said about him being on our suspect list?

      “Let’s pay him a visit tomorrow,” I said. “We need to find out more about him.”

      A few yards further on, Josh and I left the main road, crossed the trail and went onto the beach. We weren’t expecting to find Anna out there, but the siren call of the sea was strong. I loved watching it in the sunlight, blue and shimmering. But it was just as irresistible in the dark, its surface silvered by the moon.

      Several yellow lights bobbed up and down far out at sea. I pointed at them. “What are they?”

      “A fishing boat mostly likely,” Josh said, moving across the deserted beach towards the water’s edge. Staying well away from the shallows where the stingrays loitered, he stood still and gazed out over the ocean.

      “Look there,” he pointed to a neon blue cloud in the water. It took me a few seconds to realize the cloud was made up of thousands of tiny points of light. “Bioluminescence,” I said. “It’s beautiful.”

      For a while, we watched, entranced. The night air felt like velvet on my skin, and I could have stayed there forever, but Josh soon said we should go. “Or Felix will be sending out a search party for us, too.”

      We hurried back to the mansion, where we found Felix pacing the terrace, while Danny sat at the table, a glass of water in front of him.

      “Nothing,” Josh said, taking a seat. “There’s no sign of Anna anywhere. What about you? Any news?”

      “No,” Felix said. “But someone has tried to call several times. Whenever I answer, the line goes dead. What if it’s Anna, trying to reach me?” He looked really distressed.

      A moment later, it rang again, and Felix rushed inside to answer it. Josh, closest to the door, followed him in. As the loud ringing stopped, I heard something else. Shouting. And it seemed to come from the sea beyond the lawns.

      “Listen!”

      I heard it again. Someone shouting for help.

      Danny leapt up and raced across the grass. I followed close behind, but he was fast and was already running into the water by the time I’d scrambled down the dune to the beach.

      I glimpsed a pale hand raised above the surface, about a hundred yards from the shore. Danny was heading right towards it, and my heart pounded in time to his strokes. I knew he was a good swimmer and very comfortable in the water, but this was my worst nightmare. Danny in the sea at night.

      I felt sick. The memory of that terrible vision at the waterfall slammed into me like a blow to the head. Danny lying lifeless, floating on black water.

      For a second, I thought of following him into the sea, but I wasn’t a good swimmer. If the victim or Danny got into difficulties, I wouldn’t be able to help much. Instead, yelling for Felix and Josh, I ran back to the house.

      Felix was staring at the receiver on the phone. “It rang and got cut off again.”

      “Never mind that,” I said. “Someone is in trouble in the sea. Danny is out there.”
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      Josh appeared from the direction of the downstairs bathroom, rubbing his hands together to dry them. “What’s going on?”

      “We need the boat.” I was panicking, my breaths fast and shallow. I felt dizzy. “Someone in the water called for help. Danny’s out there.”

      Josh’s face blanched. “Oh jeez.”

      Felix grabbed a key from the side table. “Let’s go.”

      He dashed out across the terrace and rounded the corner of the mansion with Josh and me right behind him. But, as Felix headed across the lawns to the boathouse, Josh kept going straight towards the beach. I paused for long enough to see him kick off his shoes and run into the waves, and then I rushed to catch up with Felix. He had the boat ready to go when I got there, and I scrambled on board as he steered the craft out of the boathouse.

      “Life jackets and rings are in the lockers back there.” Felix sounded calm, for which I was grateful. I felt nauseous.

      I moved towards the stern, swaying on my feet as the boat shuddered its way through the surf. But, once we were out on the open water, it was calm, with a gentle swell that rocked the boat like a cradle. I pulled out two life jackets, donned one, and then grabbed a couple of red life rings too. Felix held the wheel with one hand while he used the radio to call the harbormaster.

      “He’ll get the Coast Guard out,” he said, putting the handset down. “Can you see Josh yet?”

      “Over to the left.” I pointed.

      Josh’s white shirt glowed in the moonlight as he came to the surface, took a few breaths, and then dove again. I couldn’t see Danny or any sign of the person in trouble.

      Felix brought the boat to within a few yards of where Josh went under and slowed to where we were barely moving. In the sudden quiet, I heard a loud splashing noise, and then Josh came up again. He took a deep breath and paused, seeming to ready himself to go back under. My heart thrashed in my chest. Where was Danny?

      Felix turned on a powerful spotlight and aimed it at the spot where Josh had gone down. It didn’t help much. In fact, the glare made it harder to see. He switched it off and throttled the engine back to a low purr.

      “Are we looking in the right place?” Felix asked.

      I looked back at the house, mentally drawing a line from the terrace to where we were. I was good at visualizing distances and angles, which was useful in my line of work.

      I nodded. “Yes. This is where I saw the person who was shouting. Well, not the person, just a raised hand. Danny swam straight towards it. He should be right here.”

      “Take the wheel, Kate. Keep the boat as steady as you can. The running lights are on, so we can see you.”

      Before I could say a word, he grabbed a life ring and jumped overboard. The boat rocked and slowly settled. Then he was back at the surface, grasping the floating life ring while he took a few breaths. Seconds later, he let go of it and dove.

      Engulfed in panic, I gripped the wheel. I’d never handled a boat before. On the console was a rev counter that seemed to indicate engine speed. We were idling with just enough power to let me steer. I held the wheel tightly and tried turning it. The boat lurched to the left and set my heart racing. Easing my grip, I tried again. This time, the boat responded by turning gently back to the right.

      Josh surfaced a good twenty yards away, coughing and gasping for air as he trod water.

      “Where’s Danny?” I shouted. He shook his head. And then he was gone again.

      Felix came up and took a few deep breaths. “I can’t see anything.”

      “But what about Danny? And the person who was shouting for help? Where are they?”

      Without responding, Felix ducked under the water.

      I screamed into the night. “Danny!”

      Scanning the surrounding area, I looked for any sign of motion. The sea was like a mirror, reflecting the light from the moon and revealing nothing under its silvered surface. I saw, in the distance, the yellow lights from the boat we’d seen from the other beach.

      I kept shouting Danny’s name. He was an excellent swimmer. The water was calm. What could have happened to him?

      Over the next ten minutes, Josh resurfaced, breathed and went back under. Felix did the same. As they swam in ever-widening circles, I kept adjusting the position of the boat, trying to stay close, terrified of losing sight of either of them.

      When Josh next surfaced, I called to him. “Come back in, Josh.”

      “I can’t. I have to find Danny.”

      “We’ll keep looking from the boat. Please get back in.” I could see Josh was exhausted. He treaded water for a few moments, and then swam over, clambered in and collapsed on the deck next to me. With one hand on the wheel, I crouched next to him. He was shivering and breathing heavily.

      “No sign at all?” I asked.

      “Nothing. I have to go back.”

      “It’s okay.” I put my hand on his chest to stop him from getting up. “Catch your breath. I’m going to get Felix.”

      I scanned the sea and spotted Felix. Either I had drifted, or he’d swum far away, so I guided the boat towards him. He was tired, barely able to grasp the wooden handrail. Leaning over, I reached out and helped to drag him in. He sank down next to Josh, his whole body shaking.

      What next? My mind was spinning. I stood up and yelled Danny’s name over and over.

      A minute later, Josh and Felix were back on their feet, and Felix took the wheel. As we moved slowly and effortlessly across the water, with Josh on one side of the boat and me on the other, we called for Danny, looking for any hint of movement.

      Felix steered in sweeping arcs around the place where I’d seen the drowning person. I felt the weight of the night sky pressing down on my shoulders, crushing me. No one could survive underwater for this long.

      Bright lights shone in the distance, and the roar of an engine shattered the quiet night. Seconds later, a Coast Guard launch came into view. When our radio crackled, Felix grabbed the handset and, after listening for a moment, he described the shouts for help and said that one or two persons were now missing.

      The Coast Guard vessel bore down on us at high speed and, once they were in shouting distance, they told us a helicopter was on its way.

      “We’ll take it from here,” the captain yelled. “Go back to shore.”

      “That might be a good idea,” I said to Felix. “It’s possible that Danny rescued whoever it was and has already swum back to the beach.”

      I didn’t really believe it, but it offered a much-needed moment of hope.

      Noah and Sadibou were waiting at the boathouse when we got back. They helped Felix secure the boat while peppering us with questions. When Felix said that Danny was still out there, an awful silence fell. Sadibou stopped coiling the rope he was working on, and Noah’s eyes brimmed.

      We left the boathouse and walked the length of the beach, spreading out to search for any sign that Danny had come back in. With the Coast Guard boat engine throbbing in the background, I scanned my area of the sand, hoping to see a footprint, a track, any sign at all that Danny had swum back here. My search finished at the group of deck chairs under the trees, where Josh and I had sat with him the day before. It hurt to think about it.

      As I retraced my steps to join Felix and Josh, I spotted Danny’s shoes lying on the sand where he’d kicked them off. Josh’s were close by. With one pair in each hand, I followed the others, trudging back to the house, my legs feeling like pillars of concrete.

      No one spoke as we settled on the chairs on the terrace.

      Sadibou disappeared inside and came back with a pile of towels and blankets. Josh and Felix were both shivering even though the night air was warm, and I was worried that Josh seemed to be going into shock. His eyes were unfocused, and he couldn’t stop shaking. When Noah came out with a tray of tea, I poured Josh a cup and put two spoons of sugar in it, something he’d never usually do. But I remembered my grandmother telling us that sweetened tea was good for trauma. Josh drank it down without question.

      Felix left for a few minutes to get out of his wet clothes. He came back with a clean t-shirt and a pair of navy shorts. “Try these.” He gave them to Josh. “We’re more or less the same size.”

      While Josh went to the bathroom to change, I put my hand over Felix’s. “What do we do now?”

      Felix rubbed his eyes. He looked haggard. “Nothing until we hear from the Coast Guard. They’re brilliant at what they do.” He summoned a ghost of a smile. “Try not to worry.”

      I was sure Danny was dead. He’d had an aura. And I’d seen that terrible vision at the waterfall. But Felix didn’t know any of that. Should I tell him, prepare him for the worst possible news?

      Before I could decide, Josh came out and slumped into a chair, nodding when Sadibou offered more tea. The clatter of a helicopter joined the buzz of the Coast Guard’s engine, and lights swept across the water. The landline phone rang in the salon.

      Noah came out to say that Doctor Grace had called to ask if any medical help was needed. She said many villagers were out on the beaches, drawn by the sight of the helicopter.

      Over the next fifteen minutes, the phone rang a dozen times. Noah answered it, relayed a message to Felix and refilled our teacups.

      “The person shouting for help. Was it a man or a woman?” Josh asked me.

      Felix bolted upright. “A woman? Do you think it was Anna?”

      “I’m not sure,” I answered. “The shouting had stopped by the time we reached the beach. Danny was ahead of me. He kicked his shoes off, ran into the water and swam straight towards whoever it was out there.”

      Josh closed his eyes for a few seconds. “Drowning victims often panic and grab at their rescuers. They can pull them under, and then both drown. But Danny is a strong swimmer. We both took a lifeguard class, and he’d know how to avoid being dragged under.”

      My stomach flipped. “Do you think a shark took them?”

      Felix shook his head. “Unlikely. We’ve never had a shark attack near Adrienne. And a shark might take one swimmer, but not two. I don’t think so, anyway.”

      Officer Montague arrived then, without his bicycle clips for a change. He had someone with him, a serious-looking man in a dark suit, with heavy bags under his eyes. He reminded me of my aunt’s basset hound.

      “This is Detective Hari Patel,” Montague said. “He’s here to assist with the investigation into Grigor’s murder and the attacks on Willy Wright.”

      The detective shook our hands. He took a smartphone from his pocket and turned it on. “I apologize for my late arrival. Something came up at the office. I need to ask you a few questions and will record your answers.”

      Josh pushed his chair back and stood up. “This is not the right time, Detective. My friend is missing at sea. Finding him is the only thing that matters.”

      Patel pursed his lips. “Of course it matters. But the Coast Guard is responsible for finding your friend. I am responsible for solving the mystery of a murder and an attack. Please, take a seat and give me a few minutes.”

      “It’s okay, Josh,” I said quietly. “There’s nothing we can do right now about Danny. We just need to let the Coast Guard people do their work.”

      Patel nodded at me. “Thank you.”

      “There’s something else you should know before you start,” Felix told the detective. “My friend… our friend, Anna, is missing. We’ve been out looking for her but, so far, we haven’t located her.”

      Patel looked at Montague, who raised his hands. “I was about to get to that part,” Montague said. “We examined her room earlier this evening, and I was in the process of writing up the report when you arrived.” He paused, his eyes on Felix. “Do you think Anna could be the drowning victim?”

      Felix looked at me.

      “It’s possible,” I said. “But I can’t be sure.”

      The detective pulled out a chair and sat down, gazing at each of us. “I always thought, to be honest, that Adrienne was a sleepy backwater where nothing ever happened,” he said. “Apparently, I was wrong.”
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      Detective Patel asked a lot of questions. We all did our best to answer them, but I was so distracted by thoughts of Danny that I wasn’t sure what I was saying half the time. By police standards, it was probably a messy interview. The more we talked, the more disturbed Patel seemed. He’d come to investigate Grigor’s murder and the attacks on Willy. Then he’d learned that Danny was missing at sea and Anna hadn’t been seen all day.

      The interview lasted nearly an hour. Finally, he turned off the recorder on his phone and sat quietly for a few moments. “And Frederick Tipton, where is he now?”

      “I assume he’s back at the hotel,” I said. “I saw him get on the ferry from Victoria.”

      “Good. I will talk to him in the morning.”

      Much as I disliked Tipton, I didn’t see him as our murderer. He wasn’t built for that kind of physical exertion. Still, it was good that Detective Patel would follow up with him. Innocent or not, Tipton seemed like the big fat spider at the center of a sticky web of violence and secrets.

      Not long after the police officers left, the phone rang. Josh and I stood at the door to the salon while Felix answered it. His shoulders slumped. He held one hand against his eyes. It had to be bad news. Had they found Danny’s body? I leaned into Josh, my legs shaking.

      “That was the Coast Guard captain,” Felix said when he put the receiver down. “They’re calling off the search for the night and will come back at dawn.”

      “No, they have to keep looking,” I cried. “They can’t give up yet.”

      Josh wrapped his arms around me, and I sobbed into his shoulder. I’d failed to save Danny. How could that have happened? Brilliant, gorgeous Danny, who was supposed to be getting married on Sunday.

      “Zola and her family are arriving on Saturday morning,” I said. “What on earth do we tell her?”

      Felix groaned. “Oh, my god. I’d almost forgotten. Do you know how to contact her?”

      “We shouldn’t do that,” Josh said. “Not yet. Let’s wait until the Coast Guard comes back in the morning.”

      “We need to tell her, Josh.” I pushed back. “If it were me, I’d want to know.”

      He led me back to my seat on the terrace. Felix followed us and sat down again. As the sound of the helicopter rotors faded into the distance, the chirp of crickets seemed to amplify until it was all I could think about. I dragged my thoughts back to Danny. Back to Zola.

      “We should call her,” I said again. I couldn’t even begin to imagine her heartbreak. Tears poured down my cheeks. Felix leaned over and rested his hand on mine for a few moments. “I know this is impossibly hard. But I agree with Josh. Let’s wait until morning. We’ll know more then.”

      We sat in uncomfortable silence for a minute. Maybe they were both right. And what could poor Zola do, five thousand miles and a ten-hour flight away?

      “Okay,” I said.

      “I won’t be able to sleep,” Josh said. “Without knowing if Danny is safe or not.”

      “Or Anna,” Felix added.

      I wiped my tears away. Should I tell Felix about the auras? I could assure him that Anna didn’t have one. Would it make him feel better? It might, but then I’d have to admit that Danny did, and that would destroy his lingering hope that our friend would show up alive.

      “I could do with some coffee,” Felix said.

      “I’ll get it.” I stood up, glad to have something to do. “Let Sadibou and Noah go to bed.”

      I worked my way around the unfamiliar kitchen, located mugs, coffee and a fancy espresso machine, and carried a tray back to the terrace. As I passed through the salon, I noticed the old-fashioned landline phone on the side table, which reminded me to ask Felix something.

      “Felix, remember you got a phone call just before we heard someone shouting? But it got cut off?” I set the tray down.

      “Yes, the phone rang several times, but no one spoke when I picked up. I just heard a buzzing sound on the line.”

      I thought about that.

      “What if it was a distraction?” I asked. “To keep you busy, and lure Danny into the sea by himself?”

      “But Josh was here.”

      “They didn’t know that. Danny is staying here with you. Josh isn’t. He could have been back at the hotel.”

      “They who?” Felix passed a mug to Josh.

      “I don’t know. But I have a feeling that this was a set-up. Someone cries for help in the sea close to the mansion. It’s nighttime, so not a casual beachgoer. And I read once that people who are really drowning don’t call for help. They’re too busy trying to breathe and survive.”

      Josh nodded. “That’s true.” He set his mug down. “It might make sense that whoever it was lost the fight and went under. But then what happened to Danny? Where did he go?”

      I remembered the lights on the boat further out at sea and reminded Josh about them.

      “Then maybe someone fell overboard from that boat,” he said. “But that still doesn’t explain what happened once Danny got there.”

      “Would the lights have been on a fishing vessel?” I asked. “The fishermen go out at night, don’t they, Felix?”

      “I could bore you with the specifics of the Seychelles fishing industry,” he replied. “But the easy answer is maybe. On our little island, we have several artisanal fisheries. They may go out at night, but their timing depends more on tides and weather. That said, it’s also possible that you saw a commercial fishing vessel, a deep-sea one from Victoria, heading out or returning from a three-or four-day trip.”

      “So, it was either a ship quite far out, or a smaller boat closer to shore,” I said. “And there’s probably no way to tell which.”

      “What are you getting at?” Felix asked.

      “Most likely, nothing. But maybe our mysterious drowning person came from that boat and then returned to it.”

      “Why though?” Josh asked. “If someone wanted to pretend to be drowning, all they’d have to do is swim out from the beach and start yelling. No need to go to the trouble of taking a boat out.”

      “They’d run more risk of being seen if they swam out from a beach,” I suggested. “And maybe they wanted to get Danny onto the boat for some reason.”

      Met with blank looks from Josh and Felix, I stood up, my coffee mug in hand, and walked down the terrace steps to the lawn. I peered out at the sea. The yellow lights had disappeared, and there was no sign of life all the way to the horizon. I shuddered, trying not to think of Danny down there under thousands of cubic tons of water.

      “Okay,” I said, after finishing my coffee and going back up the terrace steps. “Let’s put the boat part to one side. But what do you think about my idea that this was planned? What if someone lured Danny out there?” I looked at Josh. “Remember, we saw Samuel not long before this happened. He was out on the main road and behaving oddly. He could have got to the mansion beach on the trail and swum out from there.”

      Josh nodded. “Maybe.”

      I could tell he wasn’t really buying my set-up theory.

      “Why would anyone want to harm Danny?” Felix asked.

      “For the same reason that Grigor was killed and Willy Wright was assaulted twice. It’s all tied up with making sure the hotel project goes through.”

      “But Danny’s not responsible for that.” A look of alarm crossed Felix’s face. “I am. Does that mean I’m in danger?”

      “No, no, I’m sure you’re not.” This was not the time to talk about auras. “But quite a few people know that Danny is helping you.” I sat back in my chair and stretched my hands above my head, trying to ease an ache enveloping my neck and shoulders.

      Felix gazed at Josh and then me. “You two sometimes sound like a couple of amateur detectives. Chasing clues, following leads. Have you had experience with other situations like this?”

      I nodded. “Once or twice.”

      “I’d like to hear more about that sometime.” He looked inside his empty coffee mug. His hand was shaking, and he put the cup down quickly. “We need to talk about Anna. If someone is after Danny, maybe they’re after her as well. She’s been missing all day.” He looked out to sea. “What if she was out there?”

      “Don’t think that way,” I told him. “There’s almost certainly another explanation. Let’s take another look in her cabin. Maybe we’ll find a clue of some kind.”

      “It’s the site of a police investigation,” Felix objected. “I don’t think we’re allowed to go poking around in there.”

      “If you were Detective Patel, where would you be focusing your attention right now?” I asked.

      “Probably not on Anna,” he admitted.

      “Exactly. Let’s go.”
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      When we reached Anna’s cabin, there was no sign that it was being treated as a crime scene. But then neither was Willy’s room. No yellow tape criss-crossed the doors, and I wondered if Emile had convinced Officer Montague not to do it. It would certainly spook the other guests.

      As Anna’s door wasn’t locked, we hurried in and closed it behind us. I turned on a lamp.

      “What are we looking for?” Felix asked. He stood in the middle of the room, his arms held stiffly against his body, as though he was afraid to touch anything. He was uncomfortable about being in Anna’s personal space, I guessed, and he was definitely the type who played by the rules.

      “Anything that might show what she was working on,” I said. “Her notebook or any other notes or bits of paper.”

      Her mobile was still on the dressing table, as it had been when we first checked her room. I picked it up and turned it on. As I’d expected, it was locked. I’d seen movies where people guessed computer passwords by coming up with birthdates, or the names of children or dogs. In real life, it just didn’t work that way.

      I put it back down and went over to the bedside table, which held a half-full glass of water, an e-book reader and a pair of reading glasses. I wondered why I’d never seen Anna wearing them. That question was answered when I found a bottle of contact lens fluid in the bathroom. The glass shelf over the sink held travel-size bottles and jars of skin creams and serums, each one neatly labeled. Small bottles of shampoo and shower gel rested on the shower floor. The wardrobe was neat and tidy. Packing cubes held underwear and swimwear while dresses on hangers were arranged in some sort of color order. Anna was clearly an experienced traveler.

      “I found Anna’s notebook, that black one she was always carrying around.” Josh held it aloft.

      Felix rushed over to take it from him, handling it as gently as if it were made of glass. He set it down on the bedcover, perched on the edge of the bed and began leafing through the book. After a minute, he threw his hands up. “I can’t make any sense of it,” he said. “There are blank pages and then full ones. Wait…” His dark brows drew together in a frown. “Well, that’s… good grief. Does she really think that?”

      I sat down on the bed and turned the book so I could see it. Anna’s handwriting was neat, slanting towards the right of the page. The heading read ‘Notes on Felix.’ And they weren’t very complimentary. ‘Stuffy,’ she’d written. ‘Complacent. Working for daddy. House servants!! Graduate degree gone to waste.’ Then, ‘I shouldn’t have come.’

      Felix rubbed his eyes so hard it must have hurt.

      “Ignore it, Felix.” I pointed to the date. “She wrote this the day she got here. I’d call that prejudging. She’d hardly spent any time with you at all by then. Let it go, and we’ll focus on trying to find her, okay?”

      When he gave a hesitant nod, I started flipping through the pages. “These are the notes from the town hall meeting,” I said, scanning them. “Some interesting observations, although nothing we don’t already know. But Anna did highlight a note to ask questions about the design change.” I looked up. “Remember when Tipton presented that amazing low-profile design, completely unlike the first one he’d shown us? I recognized those photos and drawings.”

      I told Felix and Josh about the award-winning Hawaiian resort that had been featured in many of the architectural magazines.

      “I thought I’d seen that design before,” Josh said, settling on the bed and leaning against the pillows. “But it doesn’t mean that WHE couldn’t come up with something like it.”

      “No, but when I asked him today which design he would use for the new resort, he wouldn’t give me an answer. It was either very slick, to present a design he knows his company won’t build, or he knows they’ll come through and do what’s needed to satisfy everyone. In which case, he’s more savvy than I’ve been giving him credit for.”

      I turned another page.

      “Anything else about the mayor?” Josh asked, aiming a lop-sided grin at Felix, who responded by rolling his eyes.

      “No, but this is interesting. Oh. How on earth did Anna discover this?”

      I gave the book, page open, to Felix. After a few moments, he thrust the book back at me. “Perhaps we shouldn’t be reading this.”

      “What?” Josh asked.

      “It seems that our scuba instructor friend, Dutch, was involved in an unfortunate incident in Mauritius,” I said. “He dropped off a group of divers in the ocean, forgot they were there and went back to shore without them. They spent a terrifying night out at sea and were picked up by a fisherman the next morning. Dutch, who was drunk at the time, was politely asked to leave Mauritius and never return.”

      “Where would Anna have got that information?” Josh asked.

      “It might be in public records but, more likely, she picked up some gossip from the locals.” I turned the page, wondering if she’d uncovered any other scandals.

      Felix reached over and closed the book. “Anna shouldn’t be writing this stuff down. And we shouldn’t be looking at it.”

      “It could help us work out where she is,” I said.

      Josh shifted against the pillows and closed his eyes.

      “I want her back.” Felix drew in a breath and exhaled slowly.

      “Why did you two split up?” I asked. There was a lot of tension between them, but he seemed genuinely concerned, now and with all that rushing around in Victoria, looking for her.

      He ran his hand through his dark hair, leaving it sticking up in places. “Just after I arrived in New York for graduate school, I met Anna through a friend and I… I fell in love with her instantly. For a couple of years, we were happy. I mean, really happy. I’d never realized it was possible for two people to bond so closely. My parents were divorced when I was young.” He stopped, his eyes focused on the wall behind me. “So, love came as a bit of a revelation. But I had to make some hard decisions about where to live and what to do after graduation. When I brought up the idea of getting married, Anna… well, let’s just say she didn’t think she was ready. Actually, she freaked out. And my father, who’s in excellent shape now as you saw, had a heart attack at about the same time my student visa expired. I came back to Victoria while he was still in hospital and stayed with him for a while. I thought it would give Anna some time to think about what she wanted.”

      “And you ended up staying here.”

      “I did. There was also the question of my mother. After two years of living in New York, I couldn’t face the prospect of living in the same city as her. She’s all-consuming, an emotional black hole, and she really disliked Anna. I wanted to protect Anna, too. So, yes, I stayed.”

      “And the rest is history, as they say.” I leaned over to pat his arm. “We’ll find her, I’m certain of it. And then you can both talk about your future together.”

      Just the word ‘future’ sent my stomach into a knot. Danny’s future was an unknown. Maybe it was already over. I blinked away a tear as Josh opened his eyes and yawned.

      “I’m exhausted,” he said.

      I checked my watch. “It’s nearly four in the morning. The sun will be up in two hours. Why don’t you both take a nap?”

      “I can’t sleep until I know about Danny… and Anna.” Felix yawned too.

      “Yes, you can,” I said. “In fact, you should. We have to be awake and alert for the rest of the day, ready for whatever happens.”

      Josh’s eyes were already closed again. Felix stretched out next to him and was asleep within seconds.

      I took the notebook over to the dressing table and sat on the upright chair, still hoping to discover a clue to Anna’s whereabouts. Her last note in the book was a list of questions, ones she’d perhaps intended to find answers for at the library. They were mostly obvious enquiries into the development company, WHE— financial records, any history of lawsuits, last completed development. But on a separate line, she’d written ‘Emile?’

      What did that mean? A question mark after Emile? I thought about his somewhat irregular behavior, leaving the island in the midst of an enquiry taking place at his hotel.

      As far as I could tell, there were three people on the island with a financial interest in the fate of the new hotel. Celeste Colbert, who stood to make a couple of million if the development went ahead. Her unnamed relative who was going to get half of it. And Emile, current proprietor of the island’s only hotel and gourmet restaurant, who was at risk of losing a great deal of money.

      But I kept coming up against a brick wall. Emile would gain nothing by killing Grigor, his friend who’d been campaigning on his behalf. If Emile wanted to kill anyone, it would surely be Tipton. Dutch had told us as much when we were at the bar with him this morning. Yesterday morning, I realized. No wonder Josh and Felix were so tired. I was too, but I knew that, if I did fall asleep for an hour, I’d wake up groggy and disoriented. I wasn’t good at napping, and I wanted to face whatever came next with as clear a head as possible.

      I tiptoed out of the room and closed the door behind me. The air outside was perfumed and cool, still and quiet. I wondered what time the crickets had gone to sleep.

      In the deserted hotel lobby, I took a bottle of water from a tray on the hall table and, collapsing into a comfy lounge chair, took a long swallow. Something was nagging away at me in my head. Something I should be able to see and couldn’t.

      And then I did. Emile had tried to set Tipton up. He’d poured petrol over a shirt he’d found in Tipton’s laundry bag. And then he’d placed it where it could be easily spotted, at the top of a recycling bin. He’d counted on an employee finding it and handing it in. After it had been discovered, he had made sure that everyone knew about it. Anna had said that he’d summoned several members of staff to discuss it with them, openly, in the lobby.

      I guessed that Emile had planted the shirt after the investigator had discovered no evidence that the fire had been started deliberately. The hotelier wanted to ensure that speculation about arson would continue to circulate. By manufacturing evidence against Tipton, he hoped to discredit the developer enough to blow the resort plan out of the water.

      And then what about Willy? Feeling queasy, I stood up to walk outside. Was Emile worried that Willy would see through his ruse? Did he attack Willy to stop him from announcing his findings? That would put Emile’s actions in a completely different light. Manufacturing false evidence was one thing. Attempted murder was quite another. And Emile had been in Victoria during the time of the second attack on Willy, while he was lying in his hospital bed.

      But what about Danny? I couldn’t see how Emile could have anything to do what happened out there in the water. But Emile could have someone helping him. Someone like Samuel perhaps.

      I’d talk to Detective Patel, I decided, and tell him about my suspicions. He could interview them both, check if they had alibis for last night.

      I took a few deep breaths of the scented air. Far across the sea, the sky at the horizon was changing from grey to violet to pink, woven with threads of gold. The sun would be up soon, and the Coast Guard would be back.
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      When the distinctive beat of helicopter blades shattered the early morning calm, I rushed back to Anna’s cabin to wake Josh and Felix. Although they looked tired and rumpled, both of them were quickly on their feet. While Felix straightened the cover on the bed, I put the notebook in the drawer where Josh had found it.

      Felix looked around the room. “I’d sort of hoped she would turn up while I was sleeping.”

      “We’ll find her,” I said with a lot more confidence than I felt. I was perplexed. Where could she be? Her lack of an aura was bothering me, and I was increasingly nervous that I was missing something. But my fears for Danny overwhelmed my concerns for Anna. For now, all that mattered was finding him.

      We set off for the mansion almost at a jog, desperate for news from the Coast Guard. There, we found Noah already up and pacing anxiously.

      “Thank goodness,” he said. “I had no idea where you were. Captain Leroux called, and so did Doctor Grace.”

      From the steps of the terrace, we watched the helicopter circle out over the sea before making a turn to fly low along the beach.

      “They’ll follow the coastline,” Felix said, “looking for any signs of…”

      “Bodies washed up on the sand,” Josh finished.

      Felix went inside to return his calls. Josh followed him, saying he was going to wash his face. I walked out on the lawn to stretch out the kinks and knots generated by stress and lack of sleep.

      The sea was beautiful in the morning light, clear and sparkling. The sand was pale cream, the granite rocks silvery, and the emerald green lawns glittered with thousands of luminescent drops of dew. I stroked the papery petals of a pink bougainvillea, furious that everything was so perfect. The sky should be grey, the water dark and choppy. The flowers should have shriveled, and the lawns grown brown. Sadness and anger vied for control of my heart. I wanted to cry, to shout, to hit something.

      “Here.” Noah had come up beside me. He handed me a cup of tea. “They’ll find him.”

      We stood together in silence for a few moments before he turned away and walked slowly back to the house.

      I finished the tea and carried the empty cup inside to find Josh emerging from the downstairs bathroom, with his wet hair slicked back. He looked okay, considering. I was sure I looked hideous, but I didn’t really care.

      As he went towards the terrace to sit down, I stopped him, my hand on his arm. “Let’s walk to the village to do some investigating,” I suggested. “Sitting here doing nothing will drive me crazy.”

      “No, we can’t leave. What if the Coast Guard finds something? We need to know, but our mobile phones don’t work here.”

      “Okay.”

      “Give me a second.”

      He came back two minutes later with a mobile phone in his hand. “It’s Sadibou’s,” he said. “Felix promised to ring us the minute he hears anything.” He closed his eyes for a few seconds. “And then we must make that call to Zola.”

      He tucked the phone in his shorts pocket, and we set off. “What do you want to do first?” he asked.

      “I’d love to validate my theory that this whole drowning victim thing was a set-up.”

      “What difference does it make? Even if it was, the result is the same. Danny is dead.”

      I stopped and faced him. “We don’t know that.”

      “Then you’re not paying attention.”

      I rarely heard Josh speak in anger. It was a shock, as though he’d slapped me.

      “Danny went under the water eight hours ago,” Josh rushed on. “You think he swam back to shore and forgot to tell us he’s okay?”

      Tears burned at my eyes, and I blinked them away. “They haven’t found his body yet. Until they do, I’m going to believe that he’s alive.”

      Josh stalked off ahead of me, and I hurried to catch up. For several minutes, we walked along the trail without speaking. Then he slowed down and took my hand. “I’m sorry,” he said. “This is all just awful.”

      “I know.”

      “Tell me how this set-up theory of yours would work? Because, if it’s true, I’m going to catch the bastard that did it and kill him myself.”

      “No, you’re not. You open windows to let flies out instead of zapping them like any normal person does.”

      Josh grunted. When we emerged from the trail at the hotel, it was very quiet, but then I remembered it was also very early. Most of the guests were probably sleeping, in spite of the occasional clatter of the helicopter as it swept past on its reconnoitering mission.

      I turned my mind to the night before and the sequence of events leading up to Danny’s disappearance. But Josh was right. Whether it had been a trap or a genuine call for help, the outcome was the same. Danny was gone. There was no point in making Josh suffer through it all again.

      “Listen, let’s forget about my stupid theory,” I said. “We should head back to the mansion and see if we can help Felix with anything.”

      “I didn’t mean to discount your idea. We can keep going if you like.”

      We’d wandered out to the main road, and now we paused, undecided. I saw the harbormaster walking from the direction of the port. The lines on his face seemed deeper and darker.

      “Morning,” he said. “And not a good one.”

      My heart fluttered. “You have news about Danny?”

      “Nothing yet. I’m going to see Felix. You too?”

      We fell in step with him as he strode along. “I don’t think the Coast Guard chappies are going to find anything, to be honest,” he said.

      “Why do you think that?” I asked.

      “Usually, bodies turn up pretty quickly around here. The water’s so warm that they tend to bloat and float fast. Oh dear, I’m sorry. You already know that because of Grigor.”

      “But what would that mean?” Josh asked. “That there aren’t any bodies?”

      Captain Leroux pulled on his beard. “The current off the mansion beach would have carried a drowned man farther out to sea, meaning there’s a huge area to search. Which, of course, the chaps are covering, no doubt about that. But if the bodies aren’t recovered soon, then, well, there are a lot of scavengers out there.”

      I was feeling sick. I hadn’t eaten the night before, hadn’t slept at all and was probably a little dehydrated as well. Now, Captain Leroux was talking as though it was inevitable that Danny had drowned. Worse, that his body might not be recovered. To never know what happened would be torment.

      “Listen,” I said, coming to a stop. “I’m going to run to our room to change and brush my teeth.”

      Leroux looked at me with concern. “I’m sorry, lass. I didn’t mean to upset you.”

      “It’s not your fault. I’m glad you’re being honest with us.”

      “I’ll stay with you,” Josh said, putting his arm around me.

      “I’m fine,” I assured him. “I just need to get cleaned up. You go see what’s happening with the Coast Guard, and I’ll be there soon.”

      Once Josh and Captain Leroux started walking again, I hurried back to the hotel and passed through reception to pick up my key. When I reached Anna’s room, I stopped and pushed the door open with a sliver of hope that she’d be there. But the room was empty, just as we’d left it. With a sigh, I closed the door and hurried on to my cabin.

      There, I stripped off yesterday’s clothes and took a shower. The warm water soothed the churning in my stomach. The scent of my lavender shampoo calmed me a little. Five minutes later, I grabbed shorts and a shirt from the wardrobe and slipped on a pair of sandals. I was looking for my watch when I heard a knock at the door.

      I opened it to see Dutch on the step, his hand raised to knock again. “Oh, good, you’re in,” he said. “I found something you should take a look at. It might be to do with that missing woman. What’s her name, Anna?”

      “What is it?”

      Dutch shifted his weight and flinched. I looked down to see that he was wearing open-toed sandals, and that one foot was heavily bandaged.

      “What did you do to yourself?” I nodded towards the injury.

      “Dropped an air tank on my toe. I’m an idiot. I’ve been handling those tanks for years without any problem. I think I broke it.”

      I thought back to what Iris had said about Willy’s attacker at the hospital. He’d been wearing odd shoes, one bigger than the other. Had Dutch put on a loose canvas shoe to make room for the bandage? Why not wear sandals as he was now? Because, I realized, sandals would show his feet, which were tanned but unmistakably white. And if Iris identified the attacker as white, the number of suspects would be more than halved.

      Dutch followed my gaze down to his feet. “We should go,” he said. “It’s important.”

      I hesitated. If Dutch was the assailant, then I’d be walking into a trap. He must have been watching our cabin, waiting for me to be alone.

      “I need to wait for Josh,” I lied. “He should be here any minute. Then I’ll come to find you. Or you could just tell me what you think is so important?”

      He took a step over the threshold and into the room. I backed up as he closed the door. The blinds were down, the room half dark. His face was angled with shadows, his dirty blonde, unkempt hair spiking from his head like serpents.

      “Leave right now,” I said. “I’ll call security if you don’t.”

      “You shouldn’t do that. Because I know where Anna is. If you come with me, I’ll show you. And if you don’t, then… who knows what will happen to her?”

      Anna didn’t have an aura. But that didn’t mean I could leave her to fend for herself.

      “Who are you working for?” I asked, playing for time, desperately hoping that a staff member would walk by or that Josh would actually come back.

      Dutch looked offended. “I don’t work for anyone. No one tells me what to do. Now, are you coming to help your friend, or what?”

      I thought of screaming, but we were in the end cabin, far from the reception area and the bar. I doubted anyone would hear me. Anna’s cabin was next to ours and it was empty. Still, maybe someone would be within earshot. I took another step back and opened my mouth.

      Dutch moved so fast, I had no time to react. He slammed a hand over my mouth. In his other hand, a knife appeared as though by magic. Its silver blade gleamed in the splinters of light coming through the blind. “Let’s go, Kate. I don’t want to hurt you, but I will.”

      All traces of the dozy, tipsy beach bum had vanished. This version of Dutch was a revelation, and a very unhappy one.

      He held the knife to my ribs, walked me from the cabin and pulled the door closed behind us. Half-dragging, half-pushing me, he set off through the undergrowth between the path and the beach, and over a sand dune. The beach was deserted.

      Over at the restaurant, a single member of staff was laying the tables for breakfast. Could I take my chances and scream now, hoping to get her attention?

      As if guessing my intention, Dutch pushed the point of the knife a little deeper. It hurt. We were heading towards the diving hut, I realized. When we reached it, he pulled me up against him while he unlocked the door. Then he shoved me inside and closed the door behind us.

      It took a moment for my eyes to adjust to the gloom. Beams of sunlight shone through gaps in the plank walls, sufficient to illuminate the tiny space. Diving suits hung from hooks, and surfboards were stacked on a rack in one corner. Snorkels and masks overflowed from open top crates on a rickety shelving unit, and air tanks lay on their sides on what was left of the floor space. The hut smelled musty, of rubber and saltwater and damp wood. In a dark corner, I made out a shape, a lumpy blanket.

      “Anna?”

      The shape twitched.

      “What have you done to her?” I demanded.

      Dutch, gripping my wrist in one hand, kicked away the blanket. Anna was lying on her back, looking like an Egyptian mummy, her feet tied together with rope, her bound hands resting on her stomach, and her mouth covered with duct tape. Her eyes were open and darting around.

      Why Anna? Had Dutch taken her because she’d found out about his misconduct in Mauritius? If so, this seemed like an extreme response.

      Dutch pointed towards the floor close to her. “Lie down.”

      When I stood still, refusing to move, he sighed and pointed the knife at my chest. I had my doubts that he would actually use it and took a step away from him. In a flash, he thrust the point of the knife at me, nicking my arm. Blood welled, crimson in the dim light.

      “Do as I say, or things will get worse,” he said, putting his other hand around my throat.

      I wiped the blood away. Although the cut was small, it was enough to persuade me to comply. As his hands tightened around my throat, I nodded and, when he released me, I took a deep breath and lay down on the floor as directed.

      He began by binding my hands together. I remembered to turn my wrists at an angle, leaving some space between the palms of my hands.

      “Tell me why,” I said. “What is this all about?”

      “You should be able to work some of it out for yourself.” He jutted his chin towards Anna. “She did.”

      “She learned about your problems in Mauritius. You don’t want anyone to know.” I paused. Dutch had told us he was leaving the island. But getting a job anywhere in the Seychelles would be impossible if his history was revealed. It had to be more than that.

      He was grinning. “Not even close.”

      He worked on my feet, pulling a length of scratchy rope around my ankles. I relaxed my legs, letting them part an inch or so, and held them there while Dutch knotted the rope. He finished by securing me to the corner post of a shelving unit.

      “You want the hotel development to go ahead.” My thoughts began to clarify. “Maybe you already have a job lined up with Tipton. Hotel diving instructor?”

      All that talk about moving away from Adrienne was to make us think he had no interest in whether the hotel was built or not. That conversation had only been yesterday morning. It had been a long twenty-four hours.

      After a final check of his handiwork on the knots, Dutch turned to Anna. He ripped the tape off her mouth, supported her head, and held a bottle of water to her lips. She gulped down as much as she could before he took the bottle away. When she tried to speak, he quickly smoothed more tape over her mouth.

      “Why are we here?” I asked, encouraged by the fact that he was keeping Anna alive and hydrated.

      “This one couldn’t keep her mouth shut. Blab, blab, blab. Asking questions and sticking her nose in where it didn’t need to be. Stirring opposition to the new hotel.” He seemed genuinely exasperated.

      “And me? What did I do wrong?”

      “Same thing. Digging around, causing trouble. You should have left things alone.”

      “Apart from you, who else is involved?” I prodded. “Tipton? Emile? Samuel?”

      Dutch’s eyes narrowed. Then he blinked rapidly and checked the ties that secured Anna’s hands.

      I was quite sure he had an accomplice. Maybe more than one.

      “Listen, I’m keeping you both out of the way until the hotel contract is signed, and the deal is done,” he said. “After that, I don’t care what you do. It’ll be too late.”

      “But what about Grigor? Did you kill him?”

      “That’s enough chat.” He picked up the roll of tape.

      I was claustrophobic, and tears sprang to my eyes. The thought of my mouth being covered made me want to gag. Dutch noticed the tears and laughed as he tore off a strip of tape and secured it. For a moment, I panicked, trying to pull in a breath and failing. Then I remembered to breathe fully and deeply through my nose. As the air flowed in and out, my body relaxed.

      He retrieved his knife from the floor and stood up. “Okay, ladies. Enjoy your day.”

      The door closed behind him, and I heard him clicking the padlock shut. Anna turned her head to look at me. Above the grey duct tape, her face was pale, her eyes unfocused. If she’d been lying on this floor in this hot, damp hut for over eighteen hours, she had to be feeling awful.

      I shifted around, checking the ropes. Since my aura-sightings had started, I’d occasionally ended up in dangerous situations like this one. An old police friend had given me some tips on self-defense and protection, including how to escape from being tied up. I was no Houdini, but I felt the pressure of the rope ease as I relaxed the muscles in my legs and straightened my ankles. When I did the same with my wrists, I felt more comfortable, but the bindings weren’t yet loose enough for me to easily work my way out of them.

      I strained against the ropes and tried to rock from side to side. Anna grunted and, when I glanced over at her, she rolled her eyes at me.

      Nice. She was mocking me for trying to escape. But that was exactly what I intended to do.
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      After a while, however, I gave up struggling. My sleepless night and the hot, still air in the hut made me tired and lethargic. My eyelids grew heavy, and I felt myself drifting away.

      When I woke, Anna seemed to be sleeping. Her eyes were closed, and her chest rose and fell in a steady rhythm.

      I wasn’t sure how long I’d slept, but I didn’t think it had been for more than ten or fifteen minutes, as the angle of the light coming through the gaps in the walls hadn’t changed. I wondered how long it would be before Josh would get worried and come looking for me. But would he think to come to the diving hut? We hadn’t considered it yesterday when we were searching for Anna.

      I surveyed the space, as much as I could from where I lay, looking for something that would make a noise. One option came to mind. I could wriggle my way across the floor to the door and kick it hard enough to attract attention. But I’d forgotten that Dutch had tied me to the shelving unit. It looked unstable, but it held when I tried to roll away from it, and I couldn’t move more than a couple of inches from where I was.

      Frustrated, I lay still, staring up at the ceiling and counting the knots in the wood planks. When I got to thirty, I stopped and tried to focus instead on understanding what Dutch was up to. What I knew was confusing. He’d said he was just keeping us out of the way until the contract was signed. But if he let us go then, we’d go straight to the police, and he’d be arrested for kidnapping. He must realize that. Was he lying? Was he planning to kill us later? Then why wait? Besides, Anna didn’t have an aura. I looked over to check, but the air around her head was still.

      A thought crept into my brain, one I was almost afraid to acknowledge. I didn’t want to raise false hope, even to myself. Had Dutch also taken Danny? Did he plan to keep him captive for a while and then release him as he claimed he was going to do with us? Was he holding Danny somewhere safe?

      It seemed improbable. Danny was last seen far from land.

      The irritating fly buzzed past me and flew up above the shelf where the snorkels and masks were stored in what seemed like typical Dutch fashion. They were thrown into a bin with their straps all tangled up. I stared at them and then swiveled my head to look at the air tanks on the floor.

      Dutch was a scuba diver. He had the equipment and was, presumably, proficient in the water. I played the scene in my head. Dutch, with his scuba gear on, swam out to a position sufficiently close to the mansion that his shouts would be heard. Treading water, he yelled for help. But how did he know Danny would be the one who responded? I watched the fly for a few moments as it flitted around the hut. My thoughts were mirroring its erratic movements. Dutch couldn’t have been sure Danny would go, but he did, and Dutch moved quickly. He came up from underneath Danny, grabbed him and dragged him down. With a spare air tank and mouthpiece, Dutch kept Danny breathing while he towed him away from the area.

      How far could Dutch swim on a tank of air? Far enough to come ashore in a place where no one would see him? Or had he swum to that boat with the yellow lights that Josh and I had seen?

      I strained against the ropes, frantic now. I needed to get out to tell Josh, but all I did was rub the skin on my wrists to where it burned. Gradually, I grew still, thinking.

      Where would Dutch have taken Danny? I didn’t know the island well, but I thought he would look for a landing spot that was quiet and undisturbed. I remembered our visit to Turtle Beach and our theory that Grigor’s body had been taken there and shoved into the sea. It was quiet and remote. Although Samuel was keeping watch over the proposed building site next to the beach, he wouldn’t have been there in the middle of the night.

      Or perhaps he had been there, helping Dutch. We’d seen him on the road last night, but he would have had plenty of time to get to Turtle Beach to help Dutch bring Danny in.

      The more I considered the scenario, the more I was convinced it was feasible.

      The fly settled on my arm, black and ugly against my skin. I flinched away from it, but it remained there, somehow knowing that I couldn’t swat it away.

      Just like the major flaw in my argument, the one that I couldn’t make go away.

      Danny had an aura. And then there was the vision the goddess had shown me. It almost certainly meant that Dutch had killed him, not brought him back to shore alive.

      I didn’t want to think that way. The heat and my thirst made it hard to focus, but if there was any chance at all that my theory was correct, I had to get out of here. The sooner I could talk to Detective Patel, the better chance there would be of catching Dutch and, maybe, just maybe, finding out what happened to Danny. With renewed determination, I squirmed around, testing every inch of rope for any give in it. Anna turned her head to look at me. I began to wriggle towards her, trying to signal with my eyes that she should do the same. We only moved a couple of inches each, but it was enough that our arms soon touched. The contact was strangely comforting and gave me some hope that we would get out of this.

      I rolled onto my side to face her and used my fingers to work on the rope around her wrists. It was slow and torturous work. My fingertips went numb, but finally a strand of the rope came loose. That gave me the strength to keep going. It took several minutes before the knot fell apart. With her hands free, she ripped the duct tape from her mouth.

      “Oh my god,” she began. “Can you believe this? Dutch is an idiot. He must know we’ll go straight to the police.”

      Please, Anna, I begged silently, just untie me. Don’t talk.

      She seemed to remember I was still taped and bound and got to work on the ropes around my wrists. Her fingers were stiff, but my bindings were looser than hers, and I was soon able to slip one hand free. I eased the duct tape off my mouth and undid the rope ties around my ankles. The rope securing me to the shelves fell away

      “What the hell does that guy think he’s doing?” Anna demanded.

      “We can talk later. For now, we need to get out of here before he comes back.”

      I was stiff and sore as I got to my feet. Everything hurt, and I took a moment to stretch out my arms and legs, before holding out a hand to help Anna up. She got one foot under her and tried to stand but collapsed back to the floor.

      “I can’t even feel my toes.” She sounded panicked.

      “It’s not surprising, after being tied up for so long. You’ll be okay. Just lie still for a minute.”

      I hurried to the door. When I put my eye to a hole where a knot of wood had fallen out, there wasn’t much to see. Sand and a thin strip of blue water. Although there wasn’t a person in sight, I banged on the wood and yelled. A quick visual check through the hole confirmed that no one was paying any attention.

      I looked around the hut for something to help me open the door and thought an air tank would make a good battering ram. I lifted one up from the floor, aimed the base at the door-latch and swung hard. The whole hut vibrated, but it took half a dozen blows before I heard the hasp holding the padlock give way. The door swung open, and I rushed back to Anna.

      “If I support you, can you stand up?”

      Terrified that Dutch would come back, I put my hand under her elbow to support her while she tried again. But she had no strength and winced when she tried to put any weight on her feet.

      “I’m going to get help,” I said. “I’ll be as quick as I can, I promise.”

      “What if Dutch comes back?”

      “Try not to worry. Hang in there.”

      I stepped outside, blinking in the bright light. With sore legs, I slogged my way across the empty beach to the hotel. Realizing there was no helicopter noise, I glanced up, dreading what that might mean.

      In the hotel lobby, I hurried to the desk, where the young receptionist looked at me with her mouth open. I realized how dusty and disheveled I must look.

      “I need Doctor Grace and Officer Montague,” I said. “It’s an emergency.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            26

          

        

      

    

    
      Fifteen minutes later, Anna and I were sitting on a rattan sofa in the lobby, swallowing down bottled water. Officer Montague had carried Anna out of the hut and across the beach. She looked pale, although she claimed she was just stiff and aching. But I was worried she might be dehydrated.

      Detective Patel was there, with his smartphone at the ready to record our statements. I noticed that Montague had forgotten to take his bicycle clips off, and his navy trousers billowed around his ankles like pantaloons. In a kindly tone, he told us Doctor Grace was on her way.

      “So Dutch was responsible for kidnapping both of you?” Patel asked, his basset hound eyes staring at us.

      “Yes, and we have to find him,” I said. “It’s possible that he’s also responsible for Danny’s disappearance.”

      While the two officers conferred together in Creole, Josh and Felix arrived. Josh looked so drawn and worn-out, it made me want to cry. I got up and rushed to him while Felix sat down next to Anna.

      “Any news from the Coast Guard?” I asked.

      “Nothing.” Josh tightened his arms around me.

      I swallowed hard, remembering what Captain Leroux had said about warm water and scavengers. “Have they given up?”

      “No, no, they’re still looking. They’ve sent divers down into the area where we last saw Danny, in case he got trapped somehow.” Josh let go of me. “But the operation has shifted from search and rescue to search and recover. Which means we’re going to have to contact Zola and Danny’s parents.”

      “I know, but not yet. I have to talk to you.”

      We took a few steps away from the makeshift interview area, but Detective Patel called us back. “I need a few minutes, please.”

      “What about Dutch?” My anxiety overruled my manners. “You should be out there looking for him.”

      “We have put out an alert. Captain Leroux is checking the docks at the hotel and the harbor. If Dutch has left Adrienne, we’ll have police launches out in no time. If he is still on the island, we will find him. Now, please, Ms. Benedict, give me a couple of minutes. The more I know of what happened, the more use I can be.”

      Reluctantly, I went back to the sofa. Anna was explaining how Dutch had come to her room and tricked her into leaving with him. “He told me there’d been a boating accident, and that Felix had been badly hurt.” Her pale cheeks flushed. “So, of course, I went with him. He said we needed to stop at the diving hut to get a first aid kit, and I was too panicked to think much about it until he pushed me inside and tied me up.”

      At the detective’s urging, I described how Dutch had forced his way into my cabin and dragged me to into the hut, where Anna was already being held captive.

      “It has something to do with the hotel construction project,” I said. “He told us he’d let us go once the contract was signed.”

      Patel frowned. “That’s very interesting. But why you two?”

      “He said we were digging around, making trouble about the hotel situation. It doesn’t make a lot of sense. He must have known we’d tell you about the kidnappings the minute we were freed.”

      Patel’s mobile rang, and he held up a hand to stop me talking. He took the call and when he rang off, his face was somber. “Dutch’s boat is not at either of the docks,” he told us.

      “He’s done a runner,” Officer Montague commented.

      “But we’ll catch him.” Patel sounded very sure. “We’ll continue this interview later. And I will stay in touch with you, Mayor.” He turned and walked away. Swept up in the slipstream of the detective’s long stride, Montague hurried after him.

      “Listen, Felix,” I said. “Josh and I are going to check out a few things, see if we can find a definite link between Danny and Dutch.”

      Anna shifted on the sofa. “I want to come with you. I can help.”

      “Absolutely not,” Felix said. “You need to let Grace examine you.”

      With a sigh of relief, I grabbed Josh’s hand. The two of us could move much faster by ourselves.

      Felix looked at Josh. “You still have Sadibou’s phone with you? I need to be able to contact you. We will have some calls to make once we hear from the Coast Guard.” He rubbed at the stubble on his chin. “What a mess.”

      “Are you sure you’re all right?” Josh asked as we walked outside. “You don’t need to rest for a while?”

      “I’m fine. I lay on a floor for two hours and took a nap. Come on. I want to go to Turtle Beach first. I’ll explain while we walk.”

      When we reached the trail to the village, I told Josh about my thoughts in the diving hut. “Remember my theory that the call for help was a set-up, a ruse to get Danny into the water? Dutch could have done it. He has the knowledge and the equipment. With diving gear, he could have pulled Danny down deep and given him air, maybe from a second tank. Then he dragged Danny off somewhere. Perhaps to that boat we saw in the distance, maybe to shore.”

      Several seconds passed before Josh responded. “But why lure Danny into the sea and then save him? Isn’t it more likely that Dutch killed him out there? Maybe he tied something heavy around the body to make sure it didn’t float. Then Dutch just swam off.”

      I slowed down, suddenly exhausted. All the energy in my body was sinking, draining through my feet into the earth. I knew that what Josh said was probably right. It was exactly what I’d been thinking when I was lying tied up in the hut. Why save Danny? Dutch must have murdered Grigor, and he had tried to kill Willy. Why wouldn’t he kill Danny? A sudden stab of conscience? That seemed very unlikely.

      “He didn’t kill Anna.” I was desperate to find a reason for hope. “He kidnapped her and held her. And me. He specifically said it would only be until the hotel contract was signed. Maybe he realized he didn’t need to actually kill people, just keep them out of the way until the deal was done.”

      “But Danny had an aura.”

      I picked up the pace. “I know. Which is why we have to hurry. We must keep trying until we know for sure, one way or the other.”

      “Dutch isn’t on the island anymore. His boat has gone, and he’s smart enough to know the police are looking for him. If he does have Danny, how would we find him? I’m sorry, Kate, but I’m just trying to be realistic. I can’t see any reason for Dutch to take Danny and then keep him alive. Danny has an aura. Anna doesn’t.”

      He was right about all of it, but I couldn’t give up yet. “I still think it’s possible that he hid Danny somewhere, like he hid Anna and me. Then he panicked because of all the police activity and took off on his boat. It’s a possibility, isn’t it?”

      Josh nodded, and I felt a bit better, knowing he saw some sense in what I was saying. In silence now, we hurried along the trail, crossed over the main road and found the path to Turtle Beach. We came at it from the south this time, with the building site to the north, still cordoned off with yellow ropes. There was no sign of Samuel today.

      “What are we doing?” Josh asked, following me down to the water as we gave wide berth to a turtle working on her nest. Seagulls wheeled above us, their raucous cries filling the air. The sun was almost directly overhead, shortening our shadows, and the glare made it hard to see much at all.

      I’d hoped to see drag marks from a boat coming in here, but the wet sand at the water’s edge was smooth and unmarked.

      Facing inland, where the sand bore the impressions made by the mother turtles and of hundreds of tiny flippers, I thought of the babies rushing for the water in the moonlight, vulnerable to birds and land-based predators. It was a tough start to life.

      “We need to look for footprints or any sign that someone came in from the water here,” I said.

      “Why here? There must be dozens of beaches on the island where Dutch could have come in.”

      “Yes, and we’ll search all of them if we have to. But this seems like a good place to start. It would have to be a secluded place with no one watching it. And Felix told us there are no sandy beaches on the east side of the island, just rocks and dangerous currents. That means we can eliminate quite a few locations.”

      As Josh hesitated, I plunged on. “We have nothing to lose. If Dutch took Danny with him, the police will find them. That’s their job, and there’s nothing we can do to help there. If my whole theory is wrong, and Danny just drowned accidentally while trying to rescue someone…” I stopped, swallowing down the lump in my throat, and didn’t finish the sentence. “But if there’s even a shred of hope that he’s still alive and being kept somewhere, then we have to look for him. Right?”

      Josh nodded. “Okay. It’s worth a shot. You take that area, and I’ll start over there. Yell if you find anything.”

      He set off, leaning over to examine the sand. I did the same, and we made slow progress up the beach.

      About ten minutes later, Josh called out. “Here. I found something.”

      He was high up the beach, crouching down to inspect the sand around a cluster of boulders. “Footprints.” He pointed.

      With a surge of excitement, I ran up to take a closer look. There were many, all jumbled up together, but it seemed there were two distinct sets of prints. One was barefoot, the other a medium-size tread.

      “This could be it,” I said, hope fluttering in my chest.

      “Possibly.” Josh’s tone was cautious. “But anyone could have visited this beach in the last day or two. Remember, Samuel said people come to steal the turtle eggs sometimes.”

      Just beyond the boulders, the prints faded. Clumps of coarse grass pushed up through hard-packed sand and pebbles.

      “Damn,” I muttered. “I can’t see which way they went.”

      With no trail to follow, we ducked under the rope that marked the boundary of the hotel site and wandered through the huge, empty lot. The ground here was rough and hillocky, dotted with shrubs and creepers. After fifteen minutes of fruitless searching, I stopped to lean against a massive granite rock. Josh came to join me and then checked the phone. “There’s no service here.”

      “So?”

      “It means we can’t hear from Felix if he gets any new about Danny from the Coast Guard or the police. He wanted us to stay in touch, Kate. I think we should go back.”

      I slid down the rock and hugged my knees, watching him stare at the screen for a while, as if willing it to receive a cellular signal. Then he put the phone back in his pocket and sat down next to me.

      “Let’s just assume for a moment that we’re on the right track,” I said. “Dutch towed Danny to land, then he forced him up the beach. For some reason, they stopped at the boulders. And then what? It’s as though they disappeared into thin air.”

      Josh’s brow was creased in thought. “He must have taken him somewhere inland, but, if so, we’d have a lot of ground to cover.” His eyes lit up. “Maybe the farm?”

      “Yes.” Dutch could be using Grigor’s empty house to keep Danny hidden. “That’s a good idea. Let’s start there.”

      As I was scrambling to my feet, an inquisitive seagull swooped down to land a few feet away from us. Fluffing its feathers, it squawked several times, as though yelling at us to leave. Its small, glittering eyes seemed to mock me. And then it took off again. I watched it go, soaring over the center of the island.

      I stood up straight, my body tingling. The bird had flown in the direction of the river and the waterfall. And the caves.

      “Minyra’s Caves,” I said.

      Josh looked at me. “What?”

      “Remember the cave we visited with Tipton on Monday? Emile said the villagers still use it as a shelter and a meeting place, which means that plenty of people are aware of it. Dutch would know about it. It would make an ideal hiding place.”

      Josh stood up. “Let’s go there first, then. We’re very close.”

      My arms and legs were still sore, but we sprinted across the site and crossed the yellow rope on the other side. There, we found the trail that led to the waterfall, the trail I was sure Grigor’s killer had used to bring his body down from the river to the sea. Dutch was more than strong enough to carry a man’s weight for that short distance.

      Sweat ran down my spine, and my hair stuck to the back of my neck as we jogged along the path to the river. We paused when we reached it, listening for any sound of human presence, but only heard the flow of water and the stirring of the jungle on the other side. Behind us, the sound of the surf was a steady, relentless rumble.

      As we approached the falls, the roar of tumbling water overwhelmed all other sounds. I stopped to catch my breath and gazed at the silvery cascade, hoping for another glimpse of the goddess. But there was no sign of her this time.

      We took the path that angled away from the river and, as we came close to the entrance to the caves, my heart pounded. Were we about to run into Dutch? What about Samuel? Was he up here as well? We wouldn’t have much of a chance against the two of them. I knew Dutch had a knife he was happy to use.

      Josh must have been thinking the same thing. He stopped walking. “Is this a good idea? Maybe we should go down and find reinforcements.” He looked at me. “I’m not too happy about putting you in danger.”

      “It would take too long to get to the village and back again. If Danny is here, we have to get to him. And if he’s not… well, there’s no point in wasting time before finding out.”

      Josh checked the phone again. “Still no service. Okay, we have no choice. Let’s go in quietly and stay close to each other.”

      He pushed aside the heavy vine that concealed the entrance, and we stepped into the darkness. After a few seconds, when he turned on the phone’s torchlight, we walked further in. The light was enough to show that no one else was there. The circle of stones around the fire pit stood empty, and the walls towered around us, damp and grey. As my fear of running into Dutch faded, so did my hope that Danny was here. And if not here, then where? The farm? Or the bottom of the ocean? I shook my head to clear my jumbled thoughts. I needed to focus on where we were now.

      “Do we shout?” I whispered.

      Josh shook his head. “No, let’s listen for a moment.”

      I heard his breath, ragged and uneven like mine. And that was it. There was no other sound at all in the cold, empty cavern.
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      The ancient cavern walls revealed nothing, no hint that anyone had been there.

      “What now?” Josh whispered.

      “There are lots of tunnels and caves,” I said, remembering our earlier visit. “We’ll have to look in as many as possible.”

      Josh checked his phone. “We have eighty percent battery left. I don’t know how long that will last with the torchlight on, but we can move fast. When we get to twenty percent, we’ll head back to the entrance.”

      I nodded agreement, and we took a narrow passageway that led out of the back of the main cavern, moving along it as quickly as we dared without making too much noise. A couple of times, we paused to listen but heard nothing. The silence was as dense as the rock itself.

      Finally, we reached a cave I recalled seeing before, its ceiling shimmering in the light from the phone. “There’s quartz in the rock,” I whispered to Josh as he tilted his head to gaze up at it. The cave was empty, but at least I had an idea now of where we were.

      We continued walking until we reached a fork. Two passages, equally wide.

      “Let’s go right, walk for two minutes and then come back here if we don’t see anything useful,” I suggested. “We have to keep track of where we are, or we’ll never find our way back.”

      Josh nodded. “And I’ll keep an eye on the power level on the phone. We don’t want to get stuck here in the dark.”

      My heart bounced in my chest at the thought of being lost in here. The walls closed in on me, and the ceiling pushed down over my head. Goosebumps rose on my arms and, for a second, I considered giving up. We couldn’t look through every cave in this huge, subterranean maze. And if we ended up trapped in here, we’d die. No one would know to come looking for us.

      I breathed deeply, inhaling cold, damp air, calming myself. Josh didn’t have an aura, and that gave me the confidence I needed to keep going.

      As we hurried along the passageway, Josh checked his watch. Thirty seconds in, we came to a dead end, an impassible tangle of stalagmites and stalactites.

      “Spectacular,” Josh murmured.

      At any other time, I’d have thought they were beautiful but, right now, the spiraling columns and fantastical growths appeared weird and threatening. I grabbed Josh’s hand and turned to retrace our steps. Back at the fork, we took the left-hand turn.

      “Two minutes,” Josh reminded me. “Then we come back.”

      The passage was wide and flat but turned in a series of curves so that we could never see more than a couple of yards in front of us.

      Josh checked his watch. “Another fifteen seconds,” he whispered.

      We rounded a bend where the passageway opened into another large cavern, shaped like an inverted basin, its walls curving smoothly to a domed ceiling. I heard a faint sound, a gurgle of water.

      “That must be the spring,” I said. “It’s in a chamber somewhere round here.”

      Suddenly, Josh put his finger on my lips, and I froze, listening. It took me a second to hear it, a strange murmur that wasn’t the water. It was getting louder. I looked around, realizing Josh and I were totally exposed, standing in the middle of the cavern. We moved quietly towards an opening in the wall, walked in a few yards and stopped with our backs against the rock. Josh shielded the screen of the phone with his hand, so that only a faint light emerged.

      From here, strangely, the noise we’d heard was louder. Voices, but I couldn’t make out any words. After fading to a barely audible whisper, they grew louder again. Did that mean there were people moving around? We needed to get closer to find out. I shifted, but Josh grabbed my arm. He was right. The complex interconnections of passages and caves meant we could be just around a corner from the people talking. We risked walking straight into them, and we didn’t want to give ourselves away until we knew where Danny was.

      I jumped when someone shouted. The voice seemed to be coming from a few feet away from me.

      “You’re an idiot. You were supposed to kill him.”

      “We don’t have to kill people. Just keep them out of the way. All we need to do is get through the contract signing and then we’re free and clear.”

      “They all know who you are. You’ll get arrested the minute you appear in the village.”

      “They won’t find me. I’ll hide until I have the money. Then I’m leaving. The boat is loaded and ready to go, and I’ve already got a gig lined up in the Maldives.”

      The speaker had to be Dutch. But I only knew because of the content of his words, not from the sound of his voice, which was muffled and distorted. And I couldn’t begin to guess who the other speaker was, other than that it was a male.

      “No one knows you’re involved,” Dutch went on. “Everyone will assume I did it all. You’re in the clear.”

      “Not anymore,” the unknown man said. “Danny knows who I am, which means he has to die. I’ll do it myself, but you’re coming with me. Let’s go.”

      I gripped Josh’s arm. Danny was alive. But my moment of joy quickly evaporated. The man had made it clear he was going to kill Danny. Right now. We had to stop him.

      The voices softened to a sound like a river running over pebbles, and I guessed the men were on the move. Josh took a few steps back along the narrow passageway and peered around the corner. He waved me forward. Acutely aware now of how sound carried in here, we didn’t speak as we tiptoed back toward the domed cavern.

      Just before we reached it, Josh stopped. “I’m going to turn the light off, just in case they’re in the cave.”

      Even with the warning, the sudden darkness was a shock to the system. I stared, waiting for my eyes to adjust, but they never did. There wasn’t a glimmer of light anywhere. I felt completely discombobulated, unsure I was even standing upright, and I reached out to touch the wall closest to me.

      The good news was that the absence of any other light meant the men weren’t in the cavern or anywhere in sight. Josh turned the light back on, and I breathed again.

      Who was Dutch’s collaborator? Emile? Samuel? Tipton? He’d said Danny knew who he was, so it had to be one of a small number of people. As for Dutch, everything he’d said earlier in the diving hut was a lie. No surprise there. He wasn’t planning to stay in the Seychelles. He was heading for the Maldives once he got his money.

      What money? He couldn’t be the unnamed third party set to receive half of the funds from the land sale, because there was no way he was related to Celeste Colbert. So perhaps the man with him was her relation and he intended to give Dutch money for kidnapping Danny? That would rule out Tipton. But it could still be Emile or Samuel, and my bet had always been on Samuel. We knew he was Celeste’s nephew, and he was guarding her land.

      “Kate.” Josh’s tone was hushed but urgent. “Which way do we go?”

      I looked around the cave. Beyond the range of our phone light, deep shadows towered, solid as battlements. There appeared to be no opening in the walls other than the one we’d used to enter.

      The voices faded and then amplified again. They seemed to be coming from behind the wall on the far side of the cavern. Blank and smooth, it was broken only by a single fault line that ran from ground to ceiling. I pointed at it, and Josh nodded.

      The line, we found when we drew nearer, was the edge of a slab of rock that concealed an opening behind it, a natural phenomenon probably created hundreds of thousands of years ago. We inched through the narrow space into a wider walkway.

      “How’s the battery doing?” I whispered.

      Josh checked. “We’re okay for a while at least.”

      The voices still murmured, but I couldn’t tell if the men were just ahead of us or on a completely different path. All we could do was stay within earshot and hope they would lead us to Danny.

      What would we do when we reached them? I’d already learned that I was no match for Dutch. He was wiry, but strong. And Samuel was tall, wide and muscled. I shuddered to think of a confrontation with him. Yet, to get this close and fail was unthinkable. We’d have to come up with something.

      The passage wound left and right. Each turn changed the timbre of the voices, from soft to loud to hardly detectable. As we took another turn, the voices grew louder, and I could hear the water again. A light flickered ahead of us. I tensed, ready to run towards it, but Josh shook his head. He was right. There was no point in signaling our presence too soon. He put his phone in his pocket and we moved quietly towards the light. Within seconds, we were at the arched entrance to another cave, one I recognized. It was Minyra’s chamber.

      Several lit candles were set on the ground close to the natural stone basin where the spring rose. Danny was sitting, propped up against the far wall, about twenty feet away, his ankles and wrists tied, tape over his mouth. His aura circled in the candlelight, spinning faster than ever, a sign of imminent danger. But he was alive, at least for now.

      Two figures stood to one side, still arguing. Dutch was facing the entrance, holding a small torch, its light pointed down at the ground. Samuel, his pink t-shirt tight across his muscled shoulders, stood with his back to us, yelling at Dutch. “We’re in this together. You won’t get your money if you don’t do as I say.”

      Dutch caught sight of us and took a step back, his mouth open in surprise. He raised the torch and aimed it in our direction. Josh was already rushing towards Danny when Samuel swung around to face us.

      But the big man wasn’t Samuel. “What the hell are you doing here?” he snarled.
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      In the light from the torch, the silver streak in the man’s hair gleamed.

      “Hugo?” I was confused.

      How could it be Hugo? He’d been Grigor’s closest friend. He was fiercely opposed to the new hotel construction and was busy rebuilding the factory so the islanders could return to work.

      Hugo tilted his head and gazed at me. “You seem surprised?”

      Without waiting for an answer, he turned his head towards Dutch. “Why did you bring her here?”

      “I didn’t. I left her tied up in my diving hut.”

      “You what? And she got out? You must be the stupidest man in the Seychelles. And why choose this cave to hide Danny? There are dozens of other places you could have used.”

      “Hey, there’s no need to yell at me.”

      While they were arguing, Josh dashed across the cave to reach Danny, and I followed behind him. He knelt down and began pulling at the rope around Danny’s wrists, but he had no time to undo the knots. When Hugo realized what was happening, he yelled something in Creole and charged towards us, gripping an evil-looking machete. Its blade was long and rounded on one side, and the handle was made of bone or ivory.

      “Get up and move away,” he said. “Or I’ll use this. Dutch, get me some rope.”

      When Josh didn’t move, Hugo grabbed Danny’s hair, pulled his head back and held the machete to his exposed neck. “Stand against the wall,” he told Josh. “Or your friend dies right now. You too, Kate.”

      My knees were shaking, but I looked at Danny and gave him a smile of encouragement. Somehow, in spite of that spinning air, we were going to save him. I just didn’t know how yet.

      “You can’t kill all three of us and get away with it,” Josh said as he got to his feet and moved a step backwards. “The police know where we are and they’ll be here any minute. You won’t escape.”

      Hugo sneered. “I don’t believe the detective is coming. And even if he is, he’ll never find us in here.” He shot a venomous look at me. “I suppose you think you’re clever, remembering the way in.”

      I hadn’t come close to remembering the way, but there was no need to tell him that. I backed up a couple of steps until I was standing next to the stone basin where the spring bubbled up. Crouching down, I dipped my fingers in the water and felt the energy rising into my hand, just as I had on my first visit.

      “I’m surprised you would dare to use a sacred place like this to commit murder,” I said, looking across at Hugo. “Your goddess won’t like it.”

      Hugo blinked. He released his grip on Danny’s hair and let the machete drop an inch or two. But he recovered quickly. “Get away from there. You have no right to touch that water.”

      I was hoping that, if Hugo truly believed in Minyra, I could convince him to back down. When he’d brought me here earlier in the week, he’d told me he thought I had a gift, that I, like him, could feel the presence of the goddess. And he was angry with Dutch for bringing Danny to this particular cave.

      But, if he didn’t believe, then he’d probably just go ahead and kill us all.

      “You should touch it too,” I said. “Then you’ll feel what I do. The fury of the goddess that you are violating her sanctuary.”

      On the other side of the cave, Dutch was digging through a duffle bag by the light of his torch. He pulled out a coil of rope and the knife he’d used to force me into the diving hut.

      He approached Hugo and thrust the rope at him. “I’m leaving. I’m not going to kill anyone and I’m not staying to watch you do it. So, good luck.”

      Hugo snarled and raised the machete. I watched in horror as it curved down in a lethal arc, its sharp point aiming at Dutch’s chest. Josh shot forward and grabbed Hugo’s arm. The blade missed its target and plunged instead into Dutch’s shoulder.

      Dutch collapsed, clutching at the wound, blood already seeping through his fingers. His torch went flying and crashed to the ground, its light extinguished. In the candlelight, shadows writhed on the walls.

      Hugo hesitated. Now it was just him against me and Josh. I didn’t like our odds, though. Hugo had a weapon, and we didn’t. Danny started moving, struggling to wriggle free of his ties as Dutch crawled across the stone floor to huddle against a wall.

      I caught Josh’s eye and looked down at Dutch’s knife, lying on the ground where he’d fallen. Josh nodded and took a step towards it. Instantly, Hugo raised the machete again.

      I needed to distract him, to give Josh time to retrieve the knife. I was still kneeling next to the basin, so I scooped up a handful of water and threw it at the candles. Two were extinguished instantly. The other flickered and wavered. But then the flame steadied.

      It was enough to distract Hugo, though. He turned away from Josh and lunged at me. I was already ladling up more water, and I flung it at the third candle. This time, the flame died. Everything went black, and I pressed myself against the wall behind me. A second later, I heard Hugo collide with the basin, swearing under his breath.

      A rustling noise was followed by the scrape of metal on stone, and I hoped that meant Josh had found Dutch’s knife. Now at least we had a chance. But, as I eased my way along the wall towards Danny, I felt the weight of a hand on my arm.

      Hugo chuckled. “Got you.”

      I twisted away from him a second before the machete struck the stone wall behind me with an ear-splitting clang. I shuddered. An inch either way, and he would have hit me. Until that moment, I hadn’t really believed he would kill any of us. Now, I was convinced.

      I heard more rustling. Josh had turned on the phone and placed it on the ground. Its light was just enough to see by, and it was like looking at a black-and-white photograph. Dutch holding his shoulder, dark blood staining his t-shirt and shorts, Danny’s eyes wide above his duct-taped mouth, Hugo looming over me, gripping my arm, his machete pointed at me. But Josh blurred the picture. He was in motion, the knife in his hand, rushing towards us.

      My body trembled, an uncontrollable shaking that strained every muscle. Hugo was taller and stronger than Josh. His machete was a far more powerful weapon than the relatively small knife Josh held.

      I lowered my head and brought it up hard under Hugo’s chin. It was like running into a rock, and a jagged bolt of pain hammered through my skull. As I staggered backwards and slammed into the wall, Josh was still heading straight for Hugo, knife raised.

      “Water is the essence of all life. You should honor it. Do not disrespect me.”

      The words ran through my head, words I didn’t recognize. And then I realized I’d spoken them out loud and Hugo was staring at me, slack-jawed, his eyes wide.

      “Minyra,” he murmured.

      He barely seemed to notice Josh wresting the machete from his hand.

      Breaking eye contact with Hugo, I dashed to pick up the rope Dutch had taken from his bag. With Josh holding the blade at Hugo’s neck, I wrapped a length of it around the factory foreman’s wrists. He seemed to be stunned, either by the words I’d spoken or the impact to his chin. Maybe a little of both.

      My hands shook as I tied a knot in the rope, which was rough and prickly on my skin. I wondered if it had been manufactured at the factory on Coco Island. The factory that Hugo had been so proud to oversee. When his wrists were secured, I told him to sit. He didn’t move until Josh pressed the blade a little more firmly against his neck. Finally, he lowered himself to the ground, complaining and cursing while I wrapped rope around his ankles and pulled it tight.

      When I was sure he was safely tied, I nodded at Josh. Together, we rushed back to Danny, and I carefully peeled the tape from his mouth.

      “Thank you,” he breathed.

      His aura still hovered, and I waited anxiously as the seconds ticked by. Gradually, the air slowed and then stood still. I exhaled a huge sigh of relief. “Your aura has gone.”

      He grinned and held up his wrists for me to untie them. Josh helped, and I left him to finish releasing Danny while I went over to check on Dutch. There was a lot of blood, but it was too dark to see properly. I remembered, with a tremor of fear, that the phone light might die at any moment. The damaged torch lay within reach, so I grabbed it and shook it, hoping it would come back on.

      “Another torch in my bag,” Dutch muttered.

      A search through the duffle bag yielded a large battery torch and a half-used roll of duct tape. When I switched on the torch, it filled the cave with welcome bright light. As Danny rubbed at his wrists and ankles, I threw the duct tape to Josh. He tore off a strip and slapped it over Hugo’s mouth to stop his cursing and shouting.

      Dutch moaned, leaning against the cave wall, obviously in pain, and I rummaged through his duffle again, hoping for a first aid kit. There wasn’t one, but I found a clean t-shirt that I folded into a makeshift compress.

      “We need medical help,” I said to Josh while I held the pad against Dutch’s shoulder. “And the police. You should go. Take Danny with you.”

      “No way. I’m not leaving you alone here with these two.”

      “I’ll stay with Kate,” Danny said. “You’ll move faster alone, Josh. We’ll be fine.”

      Josh nodded. “All right. Only one problem. I’m not sure I can find my way out.”

      I’d walked out once, with Hugo, four days earlier. My memory was that there was a far more direct route than the one Josh and I had taken to get here.

      “I’ll guide you out.” I hoped I could.

      I was worried about how Josh and any helpers he could gather would find their way back through the maze of tunnels, but Josh said he’d work it out. Someone in the village would know. First, we used some duct tape to tie Dutch’s ankles together. I didn’t think he was in any fit state to attempt either escaping or attacking Danny, but I wanted to be sure. The tape would at least slow him down. Then we relit the candles with a lighter from Dutch’s little bag of tricks. The wicks were wet, and it took several attempts, but they finally caught. There was also a bottle of water in the duffle, which I gave to Danny.

      I was horrified at the thought of leaving him alone in Minyra’s cave with the man who’d intended to kill him, but he waved Hugo’s machete at me. “Don’t worry. I’ll be okay.”

      Finding the way out wasn’t as hard as I’d feared, particularly now we had the powerful torch. For good measure, I used Dutch’s knife to score marks in the walls whenever we made a turn. When we reached the main cavern, Josh hugged me tightly before hurrying out into the sunlight.

      With the help of the scratches on the walls, I made fast time on my return trip and, a few minutes later, I was back at Minyra’s chamber. At the arched entrance, Danny stood alert, with the machete in his hand. On the other side of the cave, Dutch was quiet, clasping the t-shirt to his knife wound. Hugo fidgeted, pushing against his restraints and grunting through the duct tape.

      I set the torch on the ground in the middle of the cave, its light pointing at Hugo. Even tied up as securely as he was, he made me nervous, and I wanted to be able to see him clearly.

      The air was still and cold, yet the flames on the candles flickered in a draft I couldn’t feel. Perhaps it was the breath of Minyra that moved them.

      Danny settled on the ground where he’d been standing and leaned back against the wall. I sat down next to him and laid Dutch’s knife on the ground next to me.

      “What was that all about earlier?” Danny asked. “Whatever you said, you stopped Hugo in his tracks. He let Josh take his machete.”

      “Oh that.” I smiled. "I had a little help from a friendly goddess.”

      He laughed. “Why am I not surprised?”
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      Danny and I sat close to each other. It was chilly enough in the cave that I was glad of the warmth of his arm against mine. I clasped my hands around my knees and asked him to tell me what had happened the night before.

      Although I’d guessed at some of the details, I shivered when he told me how he’d felt something grab at his foot, pulling him under the water. It was like a scene from a horror movie.

      At first, he’d thought it was the drowning victim. “But we were moving downward fast and deliberately,” he said. “I took a deep breath just before my head went underwater and then I started to panic. I had no idea what was happening. But, suddenly, I felt something against my mouth. It was a scuba respirator. Realizing whoever had grabbed me didn’t want me dead, I sucked in some air. I could breathe again. It was dark, and I couldn’t see a thing until a light came on. Not bright, just enough to light a few feet around us. It was him.” He nodded towards Dutch. “He helped me with the air regulator, which was attached to his tank. Then he tied me to him with a cord. After that, things are a bit hazy.”

      Across the chamber, Dutch was dabbing at his injured shoulder instead of holding the compress tight against it.

      “It must have been terrifying,” I said.

      Danny sighed. “I didn’t really feel scared, just confused, and very focused on not dying. He had on a wetsuit, flippers and a mask. I didn’t, so swimming took some effort, and I was feeling really cold by the time we surfaced next to his scuba boat. He took away my regulator and pointed a knife at me while I clambered on board and then he tied me up, took off his diving gear, and doused the running lights before we set off. In the distance, I could see pinpoints of light moving around, but they never came towards us.”

      “We were out on Felix’s boat looking for you,” I said. “But we stayed close to the area where I’d seen the so-called drowning victim. The Coast Guard came out as well.”

      He nodded. “Later, I heard a helicopter, but it never flew close enough to spot us. Dutch stopped the boat for a while, though. I’m not sure why.”

      “So there would be no wake shining in the moonlight to attract their attention,” Dutch muttered. “Damn, I’m good, I have to say.”

      Good to hear Dutch’s sense of self-worth was still intact, I thought.

      “How long were you on the boat?” I asked Danny.

      “Not long. Ten minutes or so.” He tapped his watch and looked at the dial. “Thank goodness it’s water-proof. It was a gift from Zola.”

      Dutch was trying to lever himself up on his elbows.

      “Don’t move.” I got up, went over to him, and gently pushed down on his good shoulder. “You’ll make the bleeding worse.” I readjusted the compress and held it over the wound.

      “And then?” I prompted Danny. He was still staring at his watch, apparently lost in thought.

      “We came in at a beach surrounded by open land,” he said. “I resisted, but Dutch dragged me across the sand to where he’d stashed a bag between some rocks. He gave me these.” He pointed at the ill-fitting black flip-flops he was wearing. “My wrists were already bound, and he wrapped loose shackles around my ankles. When we got here, he tied me up more securely.”

      “You came in at Turtle Beach?” I asked Dutch. “There was no boat when Josh and I were there earlier. You moved it?”

      “Yeah. It’s in a cove on the north side, where no one can see it. I know the island like the back of my hand.”

      I wondered if Detective Patel had found it yet. If not, he’d know soon enough that Dutch hadn’t left the island.

      There was a long silence while Danny gazed at the candles, which we’d left burning even though their flames were eclipsed by the bright light from the torch.

      “I assumed he intended to let me die here,” Danny said at last. “With your warning about the aura, that seemed like the most likely outcome. But I kept wondering why? Why bring me all the way here?” He looked at Dutch. “Why didn’t you kill me out at sea if that was your intention?”

      Dutch hiked up his good shoulder. “Hugo had told me to kill you, but I couldn’t do it. So I decided to bring you here. Once that was done, I’d fulfilled my part of the bargain, which meant I’d get my money and would be on my way. Hugo could do whatever he wanted with you after I’d gone. As long as he hid the body, everyone would think you’d drowned at sea last night. I thought it was pretty brilliant actually.”

      Hugo grunted and kicked his feet around.

      “Well, it may have been brilliant, but it didn’t work, did it? You and Hugo are both here and the police are on their way,” I said. I looked at Danny. “I want you to know we never gave up on you, not for a minute. We would never have let you die.”

      Easy to say now, I reflected, but we’d come incredibly close to failing. “I’m so sorry. You must have been afraid.”

      Danny shrugged. “Not really. I was just angry. Angry that I wouldn’t see Zola again. That she might never know what happened to me.” His voice caught. “All I could think about was my beautiful fiancée, and that I was supposed to be getting married on Sunday.”

      Dutch moaned. “I’m really thirsty.”

      “Why did Hugo tell you to kill Danny?” I asked.

      “I need a drink,” Dutch croaked.

      Information in exchange for water. That was fine with me. I picked up the now-empty bottle I’d given Danny earlier and went to the basin, where I filled it. When I handed it to Dutch, he settled against the wall and drank.

      “So why did Hugo want Danny dead?” I asked again.

      “He has his reasons. You should ask him.”

      I glanced across the cave at Hugo. I wanted to know, so I straightened up and walked slowly towards him. When I ripped the duct tape away from his mouth, he yelled a few choice words.

      “I’ll tape your mouth again if you don’t calm down,” I threatened.

      He responded by directing a stream of abuse at Dutch. “You idiot. You could have had more money than you’ve ever had in your pathetic life. Drunk yourself silly at some bar in the Maldives and not even needed to work. But you suddenly develop a conscience? You should have done what I told you and killed him.” He followed up with another string of oaths.

      I stuck the tape back over his mouth to shut him up. Danny had stood up, machete in his hand, but now he sat down again, and I walked over to join him. I checked my watch. Josh had been gone for thirty minutes, which meant he would have alerted Felix and the police by now. It would probably take them another thirty or so to get back up here.

      “I never agreed to kill anyone,” Dutch said.

      “That’s not true.” I turned to face him. “You went to the hospital in Victoria to kill Willy Wright. You tried to suffocate him.”

      “It wasn’t me.”

      “Dutch, come on. The attacker was wearing two different kinds of shoe. One bigger than the other, probably to accommodate a dressing.” I glanced at his injured foot, wrapped in a bandage that was now dirty and frayed. “You told me this morning that you’d dropped an air tank on your toe. I’d bet you did it on the boat on the way to Victoria, correct? Where did you get the extra shoe, though?”

      He stared at his foot for a moment and then looked up again. “There’s a bin of stuff in the stern locker that customers leave behind. Shoes, sunglasses, credit cards, underwear. You wouldn’t believe what people manage to lose.” He closed his eyes. “Hugo said he wouldn’t give me any money if I didn’t do it.”

      “So it was you who attacked Willy Wright in his hotel room, too?”

      Dutch shot a look at Hugo and then turned back to face me. “Ask him.”

      “I’m asking you,” I said. “If you cooperate, that will make things go better when the police get here. We’ll put in a good word for you.”

      “So, if I tell you stuff, you’ll get that detective to go easy on me? I’m only the helper. I never came up with any of this.”

      “Definitely. Just tell us what happened. Did you attack Willy in his cabin?”

      He nodded. “My plan was to kidnap Willy, to get him out of the way for a while, like I did later with you and Anna.”

      “And failed,” I pointed out.

      “What?” Danny looked up at me, startled. “What happened?” His brow creased. “And I didn’t even ask about Anna. Did you find her? Is she all right?”

      “She’s fine. I’ll tell you about it later.”

      Dutch carried on talking. “Willy fought far harder than I’d bargained for. Hugo was keeping watch outside the room and he came in to help when he heard all the noise. But that was a death sentence for Willy. He’d seen Hugo and could easily identify him, which meant we had to silence him.”

      “So your objective changed from kidnapping to murder. But your attempt to murder him failed.”

      “I choked him, or tried, anyway. We heard footsteps, someone walking past the cabin, and we were afraid they would hear the noise. Hugo grabbed a bottle from the dressing table and poured the stuff down Willy’s throat to stop him from shouting. Between that and the pressure on his neck, he passed out. Frankly, I thought Hugo had killed him. Hugo made a run for the door, and I followed.”

      “It would have been easier if you had just stabbed him.” I had been wondering about that.

      “Blood is messy. It gets on your clothes and hands and leaves evidence everywhere. To be honest, I’d thought it would be easy to kidnap him. He’s just an old guy.”

      I wished Willy hadn’t struggled so hard. He might have spent an uncomfortable night or two in the diving hut or this cave, but he wouldn’t be lying in a hospital bed, fighting for his life.

      “And this was all to stop him from revealing that the fire was set deliberately.”

      Dutch grunted a ‘yes’ and clasped his shoulder. “This hurts.”

      “It’s strange that the investigator found no evidence of arson. You must have done a good job of covering your tracks.”

      Dutch’s chin sagged against his chest. “It was Hugo who set the fire, not me. All I did was take him over there and back in my boat. And the investigator was paid off. It wasn’t hard to do.”

      When I glanced at Hugo, his eyes were narrowed and hostile. Of course, it made sense that he’d been the arsonist. He knew everything about the factory building. But he wasn’t on our suspect list because he was Grigor’s friend and he’d been adamantly opposed to the construction of a new hotel. Or so he’d made us believe.

      “What about Grigor?” I asked Dutch. “Did you kill him?”

      Dutch’s face contorted. “Heck, no. Hugo did. Lured him up to the waterfall, hit him with a rock and pushed him over the edge. Grigor was unconscious when he hit the water, so he drowned quickly. We followed the body down the river, and I fished him out before he got as far as the water supply plant. It was my idea to move him. Even if his body was found, people would think he’d got swept out to sea when he was looking after the turtles. He couldn’t swim, so no one would have been surprised that he drowned out there.”

      I didn’t bother to tell him about the autopsy’s findings. Instead, I stared at Hugo, trying to understand what had made him kill the gentle Russian farmer.

      Danny jutted his chin at Hugo. “Shall I?”

      When I nodded, he stood up and yanked the duct tape from Hugo’s mouth again.

      “How could you?” I asked. “All that talk at the town hall meeting about speaking for your dear friend, Grigor, and his concerns about the turtles and the water. That was all made up, a smokescreen for your real intent. Which was what?” I still didn’t understand his motives.

      Hugo shook his head. “I’m not as gullible as he is, blabbing away over there.”

      “But you’re already in serious trouble. Dutch will tell the police that you murdered Grigor and almost killed Willy. And that you planned to kill Danny here today.” I paused. “What I can’t understand is why? What’s the motive? Why do you want the hotel construction to go ahead?”

      I stared at him, and something struck me. He looked remarkably like Samuel. He had the same build and similar facial features. I hadn’t realized it before, but now I guessed they had to be related.

      “You’re related to Celeste,” I said. “Son, nephew? You’re the one who’s getting half of the land sale money.”

      “Bingo,” Dutch said.

      I mentally kicked myself. Celeste could have a dozen nephews, but I’d only been focusing on one of them. The wrong one, it turned out.

      “And Samuel had nothing to do with any of this?” I asked.

      Hugo snorted. “My cousin Samuel? What would make you think that? No way. He’s straight as an arrow, that one.”

      “Did you kill your uncle, too?” I asked. “Did you push him off the roof?”

      Hugo clamped his lips shut and stared at the wall behind me.

      “His uncle changed his mind about selling the land,” Dutch explained. “He was threatening to not go through with it. Right at the last minute.”

      I eyed Hugo with disgust. He’d murdered his friend and his own uncle and widowed poor Celeste, all for money.

      “So you convinced your aunt to go ahead.” I thought about it. “But why would she and your uncle have agreed to split the money with you in the first place?”

      Hugo’s eyes rested on me, cold and black as a snake’s.

      “Because we were advising them, telling them what to get out of Tipton. They’d have settled for less than half of the final offer. So, it’s no difference to Celeste. She’s happy with what she’s getting. I helped her, see. I didn’t just do it for myself.”

      “Then why did you go after Danny of all people? He doesn’t even live here.”

      When Hugo didn’t answer, Dutch did. “Because he was reading all the paperwork and advising Felix. And Danny was making things difficult. He came up with one objection after another. It was infuriating.”

      The flame on one of the candles guttered and died, quickly followed by a second one.  I was glad it hadn’t happened when Danny was alone here with these two.

      “And then Danny worked out that Hugo was the relative Celeste planned to share the money with,” Dutch added. “That kind of sealed his fate.”

      Danny had stepped back and was leaning against the wall. “I had no idea Hugo was involved.”

      Hugo flexed his muscles against the ropes. I hoped I’d tied the knots tight enough. Danny tapped his fingers on the hilt of the machete, a reminder that he was armed.

      I looked at Danny, unsure what Hugo was getting at. Why did he think Danny knew anything?

      At that moment, Dutch groaned and slumped sideways. “I’m feeling light-headed. I think I’m going to die.”

      “You are not going to die.” I walked over and crouched down next to him. His t-shirt was soaked with blood. I adjusted the pad on his shoulder and pressed on it, maybe a bit harder than was necessary. Then I backed off, aware of the jumble of feelings he triggered in me. I was incensed by everything he’d done, yet grateful that he’d kept Danny alive. Things would be very different if he had followed Hugo’s orders.

      Noises echoed in the passageway beyond the chamber. Voices and footsteps. A minute later, Josh appeared, accompanied by Officer Montague, Detective Patel and Felix, as well as a cohort of islanders I didn’t recognize.

      Josh hurried over to hug me while Patel read Hugo and Dutch their rights and charged them with kidnapping. When I told the detective that he’d have a fuller list of charges to make when he knew the whole story, he acknowledged that with an incline of his head. “This suffices for the moment. Hugo Chastain will be taken to a cell at the police station for an interview and then moved to the jail in Victoria.”

      The factory foreman resisted, yelling and throwing his body around when Officer Montague tried to put handcuffs and leg chains on him. In the end, three villagers had to hold him down, one of them practically sitting on his chest, until he was secured.

      Dutch was quiet, and I guessed the pain and loss of blood were catching up with him. Patel told us he would be transported by helicopter to the Victoria hospital. It was ironic that he would end up in the place where he'd tried to suffocate Willy in his bed the day before.

      “I’ll need witness statements from the three of you,” Detective Patel said as we handed over the knife and the machete as evidence. “But those can wait until later today. I do have one question, though.” His basset hound eyes rested on the machete in its plastic bag. “How did you manage to overpower Hugo without anyone getting hurt?”

      Josh and Danny looked at each other and then at me. I couldn’t tell Patel about the goddess, or he’d be having me escorted down the hill in cuffs too.

      “Oh, we managed to talk him into surrendering,” I said vaguely. “We’re tougher than we look.”

      He gave me a quizzical look but nodded. “Very well. I’ll look forward to learning more from your statement later on.”
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      Josh and I tried to talk Danny into visiting the doctor for a check-up, but he insisted he was fine. “I just need some antiseptic on a few scratches, and I can do that myself,” he said.

      Seeing the bright gleam in his eyes and the energy in his stride, we relented. He was really okay, showing few signs of the ordeal he’d endured.

      When we reached the mansion, we found the wedding planner directing a team of people who were putting the finishing touches to the arbor and hammering the last few stakes into the ground for the marquee. Another group carried chairs and tables up from a boat moored at the dock. A lighting crew had commandeered the terrace, so we grabbed some folding chairs while Sadibou set up a table in the shade of a majestic palm tree. It was lovely to see the wedding preparations in full flow after everything we’d been through.

      I sipped some water, thinking about Dutch and Hugo and the crimes they’d committed. Back in Minyra’s chamber, Dutch had been quick to confess to his part in it all, which wasn’t surprising. In my view, Dutch wasn’t very smart. He’d failed, twice, to kill Willy, and Anna and I had escaped from his diving hut. But I had to admit that he had pulled off a daring and clever stunt in kidnapping Danny, and he clearly had more of a moral compass than Hugo did.

      The factory foreman was a bulldozer, setting fire to things, killing people, betraying his aunt, all to get his hands on the money. The case seemed clear-cut.

      But something was bothering me, and I couldn’t put my finger on it. Hugo was more astute than Dutch, but was he really capable of planning and executing this on his own? I thought back to our time in the cave. There was something Dutch had said. Or was it Hugo? Yes, Hugo had told us that Celeste agreed to share the money with him because he was giving her advice. But he’d said, “we were advising” not “I was advising.” Surely, by ‘we,’ he didn’t mean Dutch?

      And then there was the way Dutch had said that the investigator was paid off. He didn’t specifically say that Hugo paid him off. Had someone else done it? Was someone else involved?

      My mind went back to Tipton. I guessed that his job security, and his salary, depended highly on his success in getting new hotels built. Maybe he earned a big bonus when a new construction project was approved. Just how far would he go to win a contract? Would he recruit a couple of locals to do whatever it took to eliminate any opposition?

      My ruminations were interrupted by Anna, who was strolling across the lawns towards our table under the tree. She’d obviously showered and changed, which made me realize how grimy I felt after spending so much time on the floor of the hut and on the ground in the cave. Before taking a chair opposite me, she gave me a hug. When Felix came over to join us, her face lit up. Smiling suited her.

      I stretched my legs out under the table. It was a beautiful day, hot, but with a hint of a breeze that ruffled the flowers and tossed fragrant petals onto the lawn like wedding confetti. Several floated down past Danny and Josh, who were sitting together, laughing and relaxed. Danny was clearly none the worse for the whole awful experience.

      As I took in the sight of the aura-free space over his head, I noticed that Anna was watching me. She stared at Danny and then at me, looking perplexed, but I didn’t intend to enlighten her.

      I’d been wondering where Noah was, when he arrived, out of breath. “I have news,” he announced. “From Doctor Grace. She had a call from the hospital to say that Willy Wright is doing well and is off oxygen. They said he’s going to be as right as rain.” He paused. “Wright, right. It’s a joke.”

      “Funny, Noah,” Felix said, allowing a smile to touch his lips. He’d been looking very serious ever since we all arrived back at the mansion.

      “That’s good news,” I said. “I’m so glad Willy is better.”

      “And he gave descriptions of his attackers in his room. Hugo and Dutch, of course.”

      Felix shook his head. He’d been astounded to learn that Hugo was behind all the crimes. Hugo had been an exemplary foreman, he said, and a reliably helpful member of the island community. I guessed Felix was less surprised that Dutch had been bribed to do some of the dirty work.

      “Grace said it sounds like Willy’s memory is intact, and that’s a good sign,” Noah continued. “He also asked the doctors to tell Grace that the fuel on the shirt and the fuel on the ground behind the factory weren’t the same. One was diesel and the other was petrol. I don’t remember which was which, though.” He sank into a chair, his mission accomplished.

      Anna arched an eyebrow at me, and I nodded. As I’d suspected, the shirt had been planted to throw suspicion on Tipton, to make it look as if he was responsible for setting the factory on fire. Which he may have done, indirectly, by paying Hugo to execute it. They would both have got what they wanted if the resulting unemployment problem convinced the islanders to vote for the hotel construction.

      Felix was looking confused. “I still don’t get it,” he said. “We now know that Hugo set the fire. But why would he implicate Tipton by planting the shirt? Hugo wanted the hotel construction to go ahead. Getting Tipton into trouble would have had exactly the opposite effect.”

      “It wasn’t Hugo who took the shirt and poured fuel on it,” I said.

      “Then who?”

      I hesitated, suddenly unsure about naming Emile, even though I was sure he was responsible. I was saved from answering by Doctor Grace’s arrival. She seemed as agitated as Felix. Her smooth brow was creased in a frown, and she ran her hand through her hair several times before perching on the edge of a chair. I guessed they were both rattled by the news that two people in their community had committed such serious crimes.

      “First of all, I’m delighted you are well, Danny,” she said. “Things could have turned out very differently.”

      “Never better.” Danny grinned. “Thanks to Josh and Kate.”

      “There is something I need to share with you.” Grace looked at Felix. “Regarding Emile.”

      “Oh, no. Please don’t tell me he was involved in this somehow.” Felix leaned forward, his forearms on the table, his hands clasped tightly together. “He’s been acting out of character this week. Like disappearing off to Victoria in the middle of an assault investigation at his hotel.”

      I waited. Did Grace know about the shirt?

      “There is an explanation.” Grace accepted a cup from Sadibou, who’d come out with a tray and was pouring tea for us all. “Beyond the obvious concern for the future of his hotel, he’s been trying to raise money to care for his son.”

      “Emile doesn’t have a son,” Felix said. “He’s not even married.”

      Grace rolled her eyes at him. “So old-fashioned, Felix. He found out a month ago that he has a ten-year-old child, the result of a long-ago affair. The woman never told him about the boy until she was laid off from her job. She lives and works, or worked, in Victoria. On learning of their situation, Emile started paying for their food and rent. He went to Victoria yesterday for his first meeting with his son. That visit had been planned for several weeks, and he couldn’t disappoint the child by not turning up. Which is why he disappeared at such an inopportune time.”

      Felix unclasped his hands, but his eyes were still troubled. “Then why didn’t he tell me? I thought we were friends.”

      “That’s why. He knew you had a lot on your mind with the proposed hotel situation, and he didn’t want to burden you with his own problems and worries. And, for a while, he thought you wanted the hotel to go ahead. More revenues for the island and all that, so he avoided coming to you to complain about money. But he’s afraid of what a luxury resort will do to his business, especially now that he needs to find extra funds to support his son.”

      I was glad that Emile hadn’t been working with Hugo and Dutch. I liked him and hoped he would find a way to keep his business going. But I knew that would be a challenge. With the president intent on signing the WHE contract, it seemed inevitable that Adrienne would indeed become home to a new resort— unless it could be proved that Tipton was collaborating with Hugo and Dutch, in which case, the deal would fall apart. I needed to talk with Detective Patel, at least to share my suspicion that Hugo and Dutch had not acted alone. I was confident that the detective would work it out.

      Grace settled into her chair. The crease between her brows softened. She seemed relieved to have told us Emile’s story. “So, what else is going on?” she asked. “I’m sorry I interrupted.”

      “We were talking about the shirt that was found in the bin at the hotel,” Felix said.

      “Oh, yes,” Grace nodded. “That’s a bit of a mystery.”

      “Kate knows what happened.” Anna looked over at me.

      “No, I was conjecturing, but I don’t actually know anything.” I picked up my cup and sipped the tea. “Besides, I don’t think it matters now that Hugo has confessed.”

      Anna opened her mouth to speak. She knew as well as I did that Emile was the culprit, but she caught my eye and gave a quick nod before settling back in her chair.

      Felix frowned. “It was a blatant attempt to frame Frederick Tipton. I don’t like Tipton, but I think we should investigate this shirt issue further.”

      “There is one more thing.” I needed to change the subject. “Something we don’t quite understand. Hugo said he had to silence Danny to stop him from revealing what he knew.”

      “Which was?” Felix asked.

      “That Celeste planned to split the money from the land sale with Hugo. But Danny didn’t know that.”

      “I didn’t,” Danny agreed. “I had no idea Hugo was involved.” He put his teacup on its saucer. “What made him think I had identified him?”

      “Perhaps it’s something to do with the agreement the lawyer drew up,” Josh suggested. “The one between Celeste and the unnamed party who we now know to be Hugo. Maybe he thought you’d seen it.”

      The mention of the agreement stirred something in my brain. Not the document itself, but the lawyer who’d prepared it. Armand Ricard, with his fancy office and expensive clothes, who supposedly lived on the income from his two big clients in Victoria and spent the rest of his time doing good deeds.

      Danny was tapping his fingers on the table, his expression pensive. After a long pause, he spoke. “I think I remember what it was. As you know, I visited Ricard to ask him for details of the land purchase deal between Celeste Colbert and WHE. I pressed him on it, telling him I’d heard that Celeste was planning to give some of the money to a relative, perhaps her nephew.” Danny glanced at me. “Knowing that Samuel was our main suspect, I was hoping to draw Ricard out. He didn’t take the bait, of course, and reiterated that it was a private deal that had no impact on Celeste’s agreement with the hotel company.”

      Grace breathed in sharply but didn’t speak. I wondered what she was thinking.

      “And we had no idea that Celeste had more than one nephew,” Danny added.

      That was our mistake. Once we’d identified Samuel as Celeste’s nephew, we hadn’t thought to consider any of her other relatives.

      I looked at Danny. “So, when you referred to the nephew, Ricard thought you knew it was Hugo. And then he called Hugo to warn him. Or…” I paused, thinking about it. “Or he sent word by messenger.”

      Father Quincy’s appearance at Ricard’s office had appeared to be a coincidence. But what if it wasn’t?

      “Father Quincy,” I said.

      Grace’s head jerked in my direction. “What do you mean, Father Quincy?”

      I pointed. The priest was walking across the lawn, dressed in his long, white robe today.

      “Good afternoon, everyone,” he called. “Getting ready for the festivities? How exciting.”

      “Take a seat, please. Have some tea,” Felix offered.

      Father Quincy grabbed a folding chair and sat next to Anna, opposite me. “I heard the news,” he said. “It travels fast on Adrienne. Hugo has been arrested?”

      Felix nodded. “He has, thank God.”

      Father Quincy’s lips puckered. “I’m not sure God had anything to do with it. From what I heard, these three young people were responsible for capturing the criminals in our midst.” He looked at Danny, Josh and me in turn. His mouth smiled, but his brown eyes were flat.

      “I’m still finding it hard to understand how Hugo could willfully destroy something that played such a crucial role in the life of the island,” Felix said. “The employees relied on the factory to feed themselves and their families. But it was more than just an income. It was a source of great pride to the islanders, to us all.”

      When he fell silent, Anna reached out and put her hand over his. “They will all be working there again soon. You’ll make it happen.”

      Josh’s eyes met mine, and we both smiled. There was hope for Anna and Felix yet.

      “We were discussing Armand Ricard,” I said to Father Quincy. “He was managing the paperwork for the sale of Celeste Colbert’s land to the hotel development company.”

      “Really? I didn’t know that.” Father Quincy wiped perspiration from his forehead. “It seems even hotter than usual today, don’t you think?” He gazed around, waiting for someone to agree with him.

      “Hugo told us everything,” I said, embellishing the facts. “About the money and who he’s been working with.”

      The priest’s face paled.

      Grace looked from the priest to me and back again. “Quincy? Are you unwell? Your color is ghastly.”

      “All I did was act as messenger,” he blurted out. “I didn’t kill or kidnap anyone. In fact, I tried to stop them from doing any of that. But they wouldn’t listen to me.”

      Felix’s mouth fell open. “What?”

      Grace closed her eyes and sighed. I wondered if she’d known or suspected Father Quincy was caught up in all of this.

      “Ricard put nothing in writing, and he wouldn’t use phones, especially after he heard that Grigor was dead,” the priest went on. “In fact, after that, he wanted to pull out completely, but he finally agreed to see everything though to conclusion as long as all conversations were completely private. So he asked me to be there right after his meeting with Danny. If anything important came out of their conversation, I was to relay it to Hugo. In the event Danny did say something significant.” He gave Danny a hurried glance, as though afraid to look at him directly. “Apparently, Danny knew that Celeste had agreed to share the money with Hugo. Ricard was very perturbed. He told me to come straight here to let Hugo know.”

      “Ricard was complicit? He knew about these crimes and didn’t report them?” Felix’s voice rose in outrage. “Detective Patel needs to know about that.”

      “He was more than just complicit,” I said, as Father Quincy stared at me, his pallid cheeks flushed with blotches of red. “He was the mastermind.” I was going on intuition and hoping the priest would fill in the rest of the details. “I would bet that he drew up another document, one between him and Hugo, agreeing to share the proceeds of the sale.”

      Quincy spluttered into his tea, and I guessed I was on the right track. When I stopped talking, it was deathly quiet.

      Danny nodded. “It’s possible,” he said finally. “Earlier today, Dutch made it sound as though it was all Hugo’s idea, but maybe he was just protecting Ricard.”

      “But how do Ricard and Hugo even know each other?” Grace asked.

      “They work together,” Father Quincy said quietly. “On a scheme or two.”

      “What kind of scheme?” Felix demanded.

      “One I know of is that crates of the finished rope product from the factory go missing en route to Victoria. Hugo sells them to one of Ricard’s underground contacts, and he and Ricard split the proceeds. They’ve been doing it for years. Much of Ricard’s income is from under the table.”

      “Wait.” Anna leaned across the table towards the priest. “It was Ricard who told Hugo to kill Danny?”

      We all looked at Father Quincy.

      “Yes.” The word came out softly. “But Hugo entrusted the task to Dutch, who’d had the idea of drowning Danny at sea. It was a good plan, but as you know, Dutch didn’t go through with it. A crisis of conscience, apparently.”

      I took a swallow of water, battling the acid rising in my throat. I felt horrible. If I couldn’t see auras, I wouldn’t have been poking around, trying to find the source of the threat to Danny. We wouldn’t have pried into the details of Celeste’s deal with her nephew, and Danny wouldn’t have mentioned anything to Ricard. He wouldn’t have been subjected to the underwater ordeal and being tied up in a cave all night. His life wouldn’t have been at risk.

      “Although, to be honest,” Father Quincy continued. “Ricard had wanted to get Danny out of the way as soon as he started helping Felix with the paperwork and the land sale contract. But it was hard. Once Kate and Josh turned up, Danny was never alone.” Father Quincy paused, staring intently at me. “It was almost as if you knew what was going on from the moment you arrived. Anyway, after Danny’s visit to his office, Ricard decided it was time for drastic action.”

      It made me feel a bit better to learn that I hadn’t precipitated Danny’s kidnapping, that Hugo would have taken him at some point and most likely killed him if we hadn’t been there to rescue him.

      “I have to ask,” Josh said. “Why didn’t they go after Felix?” He looked at him. “You were the one most loudly voicing your opposition to the development.”

      “Ricard made that decision,” Quincy said. “Felix is a government official. Even for Ricard, that was a step too far. Danny was just a tourist, one who would meet with an unfortunate accident. No one would have investigated too deeply. Ricard believed that Felix would have been so distracted by the death of his dear friend that he’d have signed the contract just to get it off his desk.”

      Felix looked at Danny. “I’m so sorry I dragged you into all this.”

      Danny laughed. “Don’t be daft. You didn’t do anything wrong. I seem to remember volunteering.”

      I stared at Father Quincy. “Murder and kidnapping are serious crimes,” I said to him. “Why would you work for men like Ricard and Hugo? Were they going to share the money with you?”

      He lowered his head, staring down at his hands in his lap. “No, they weren’t. But I have a past.” He looked up. “A problem in the past. When Ricard found out about it, he blackmailed me into helping. He does that. He likes to have something on anyone who might be of use to him.”

      Grace raised an eyebrow. “What could you possibly have done to warrant him blackmailing you?”

      “I was discharged from my duties in my homeland,” the priest replied. “I had an affair with a parishioner. Several people knew, and they turned a blind eye. This was France, after all. But I borrowed— some claimed I stole— money from the Sunday collections to buy a piece of rather expensive jewelry. She, my lover, told everyone it had been left to her by her mother, but the jeweler’s wife recognized it and confronted her after Mass one evening. I was dismissed and banned from further service in France. I hid everything when I applied for the post here.”

      Felix was having trouble hiding his anger. His hands were curled into fists, and his jaw was tight. “Apart from acting as errand boy for Ricard, what else did you do?”

      “I kept my ears and eyes open. As parish priest, I am privy to a lot of information. I hear all the gossip.” He stopped, his eyes wide. “Not in confession though, please don’t think that. I’d never share those details with anyone. Some things are sacrosanct. But I did offer to put Grigor’s anti-resort petition list in the church so I could monitor it, see who was joining the opposition, as it were.”

      Grace turned her face away from him. “Oh, Quincy,” she murmured.

      “Were you the one who rang Felix last night? You cut the calls off when he answered?” I asked.

      The priest’s face flushed again. “Yes. The idea was to make sure Felix was inside and occupied when Dutch yelled for help. I’ll give myself up,” he rushed on. “I’ll resign my position and take my punishment.” He turned to Felix. “But I won’t have to go to prison, will I? I’m not sure I could cope with being in a cell.”

      Felix shrugged. “Go talk to the detective. He’ll be glad to have your input, and maybe you’ll get a lighter sentence for cooperating. Sadibou will escort you to the police station. I’m going to call Detective Patel now to let him know you’re on your way and suggest that he arrest Ricard before the blighter makes his escape.”

      As Father Quincy walked away with Sadibou at his side, a torrent of hammer blows stopped conversation for a few moments.

      “Sorry about that. Almost done,” the contractor shouted.

      “I need to make that call,” Felix said. “And then I’m leaving for Victoria. I have a meeting there. But I’ll be back in time for the evening’s celebration. I have no intention of missing it.”

      For the first time, he smiled. I hoped he could put this all behind him and enjoy the evening with Danny and Josh. The three of them were planning a watered-down version of a stag night. Cocktails at the mansion and a few beers at the hotel bar. That left Anna and me to entertain ourselves. Funnily enough, I was actually looking forward to spending the evening with her.

      Grace picked up her bag and stood, saying she should go back to her office. When I asked if I could walk with her, she looked puzzled but agreed.

      I waited until we were out of earshot of the others before asking her about Samuel. “I couldn’t help but notice your expression when his name came up,” I said.

      She shook her head slowly, but she was smiling. “Not much gets past you, does it? Samuel and I are seeing each other, but we haven’t told anyone yet. With my position as doctor here, we didn’t want rumors flying around until we were sure our relationship was going to be serious. He told me he bumped into you and Josh on the road last night. You probably suspected the worst, seeing him wandering around in the dark like that. He said he was so nervous he was probably rude.”

      I laughed. “We did have our suspicions. But it’s all resolved now.”

      Grace’s smile faded. “All resolved apart from the fact that we seem to be getting the new hotel. The president is signing the contract tomorrow afternoon, right?”

      “Apparently.”

      We stopped walking when a bright green bird flew across the path in front of us. It struck me that Willy Wright would probably know what kind of bird it was.

      “I’ve been thinking,” I said, when the pretty creature had disappeared among the tree branches. “None of this had to happen. There was no need for Ricard or Hugo or Dutch to kill or kidnap anyone. If Ricard had just waited it out, he and Hugo would have got what they wanted and would be free to enjoy the money from the sale. Dutch, too. The president always intended to agree to the development. Grigor’s petition, the people’s vote, Danny’s careful review of the contract— none of that made any difference in the end.”

      Grace’s eyes filled with tears. “What a waste.”
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      Josh and Danny had survived the stag night. They looked only slightly the worse for wear when Zola and her family arrived, coming in on the same ferry as Danny’s parents and his sister. We met them at the dock in a whirlwind of hugs and kisses, smiles and excited voices. Danny had asked us not to mention a word about all the crimes, and definitely to say nothing of his own ordeal. He’d tell Zola about it, he said, after the wedding. He didn’t want anything to spoil her time on the island.

      While Danny and Josh settled the families into their rooms at Emile’s hotel, I walked to the mansion, hoping to talk to Felix. Earlier that morning, I’d pulled him aside and told him I was worried the new hotel would jeopardize the island’s water supply. I couldn’t mention the goddess, so my concerns had probably sounded vague, but he’d agreed with me. I hoped he could do something to mitigate the damage.

      But there was no sign of him. When Sadibou told me he didn’t know where the mayor had gone, a thread of anxiety wound through my stomach. I remembered how I’d felt when Danny went missing, but it was silly to be worried about Felix. Maybe he was picking up a shirt or suit for the wedding. Or perhaps he was helping the police. They’d arrested Ricard on his way to the airport and had taken him to the city jail, where Hugo and Father Quincy were being held. Dutch was still in the hospital. Officer Montague had confirmed that Hugo’s fingerprints were on the empty bottle of acetone found in Willy’s room. Sadibou had passed all the news along this morning while he made breakfast for us.

      Felix’s absence meant I had a couple of hours to fill before lunch. I wanted to buy some presents for Noah and Sadibou and a few trinkets to take home, so I wandered down to the village, taking the trail, hoping for a glimpse of the grey kitty. I was happy when he scampered out from under a shrub, greeted me with a rub against my legs and trotted beside me until we reached the main road. Then he turned and stalked back up the shady path. As I passed the turnoff to Celeste’s house, I wondered how she was coping with the news of Hugo’s crimes and Ricard’s deceit. Her nephew and her attorney had conspired to murder her husband to get their hands on her money. That must hurt.

      Still mulling over the events of the last few days, I almost ran into the back of the man walking in front of me, although, with his portly figure clad in his white linen suit, Frederick Tipton was hard to miss. He was rolling a suitcase that bounced along the pot-holed road, its wheels in danger of being torn off. He’d be going to Victoria for the official contract signing this afternoon, I guessed. Another chance to hobnob with the president.

      I felt a little guilty that I’d suspected Tipton of a long list of crimes he didn’t commit, but that didn’t make me feel any warmer towards him. Once the contract for the Adrienne resort was completed, he’d move on somewhere else and once again entice the local population with promises of soaring tourist revenues and fast internet. He didn’t care one bit about the islanders or the devastation the hotel might bring with it. I blinked away the image of the dead rainforest Minyra had shown me.

      “Mr. Tipton.” I came up level with him.

      He turned his head to look at me. “Kate. What a nice surprise.”

      “Are you off to Victoria?”

      “I am. The ferry is in fifteen minutes.”

      “I suppose congratulations are in order, although I’m still worried about the impact the hotel will have on this island. Are you sure it should go ahead?”

      He took a white handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his forehead. “Oh, there won’t be any resort here.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      “Apparently, the president had second thoughts. He won’t be signing the contract.”

      I took a few moments to digest that. “Do you know why?” I asked.

      Tipton raised a shoulder. “Mayor Sinclair made a persuasive case against it. He met with the Interior Minister and the Tourism Secretary yesterday afternoon and with President Durand this morning. I received word an hour ago.”

      So that’s where Felix had been. In Victoria, where he had stood up against his father and the president, the two most powerful men in the Republic. I felt like doing a happy dance but restrained myself.

      “You must be disappointed,” I said.

      “Not at all, my dear. I simply move on to the next job. In fact, I have a meeting in Abu Dhabi on Monday, where I’m sure they will better appreciate what my company has to offer.”

      We walked without speaking for a minute or two, the rumble of the suitcase joining the chorus of crickets and the trilling of birds.

      “Mr. Tipton, would you have built the low-impact design you presented at the town hall meeting? Or the standard version that your company seems to like so much? I asked you at the port in Victoria, but you didn’t respond.”

      He shook his head. “That’s way above my pay grade. I simply sell the idea. The architects and designers make the hard decisions.”

      It wasn’t much of an answer, but I guessed he was telling me the ugly version would have won.

      We’d reached the harbor, where the ferry was about to dock, and Tipton gave me a mock salute. “It’s been a pleasure meeting you. I hope you can now enjoy the holiday you came for.”

      He tightened his grip on his suitcase and hurried to join the queue of people waiting to get on the boat. I lingered, watching the incoming passengers disembark. First off were several couples, young, well-dressed and in high spirits. I thought they were probably wedding guests.

      Behind them were Willy Wright and his wife. Iris saw me first and yelled a greeting. As they drew closer, I inspected the air over Willy’s spiky grey hair. It was clear and still. His aura had gone. Iris gave me a hug, Willy a handshake.

      He looked well, his eyes as bright and curious as ever. “I believe I owe you a big thank you, Kate,” he said. “Iris and Doctor Grace tell me you were the one who found me.”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat. “I’m very sorry we dragged you into this in the first place.”

      “He dragged himself in, from what I can tell,” Iris said, wrapping her arm around his waist. “He’s a regular workaholic. But we intend to spend the rest of our stay here in peace and quiet.” She leaned forward to give me a peck on the cheek. “Thank you.”

      As they left, a commotion on the other side of the harbor caught my attention. A brand-new black minivan was being unloaded from a barge with a great deal of yelling and laughing.

      “That’s the new taxi.” I turned to see Captain Leroux standing next to me. “It’s rather more practical than the old one, but not as charming,” he said. “I think arriving guests used to enjoy being picked up in a Jeep. It had something of an Indiana Jones quality about it. But good suspension and air-conditioning will please some, no doubt. It’s rather like the hotel, come to think of it. Emile’s place is delightful, but there are always those who prefer the conveniences of a luxury hotel.”

      I didn’t say anything about the canceled contract, thinking it wasn’t up to me to break the news. If Felix had succeeded in squashing the resort development plans, everyone would soon hear about it.

      The captain grinned. “I heard about the president’s change of heart. Gossip spreads fast here, as you know. I just watched Tipton getting on the ferry with his luggage. Good riddance to him.” Leroux held on to his peaked cap as a breeze picked up. “I’m very relieved that young Danny is all right. I heard you and your boyfriend saved him and captured Dutch and Hugo. That was a shock, finding out that Hugo murdered his uncle and Grigor. Never would have thought it. Hugo’s always been dependable, the one to turn to in a crisis. But money can do that to a man, I suppose. And as for Ricard, who’d have thought of a lawyer setting all this up? It’s a terrible thing.” He shook his head. “I didn’t have much time for Dutch, though. Is he going to make it?”

      “Yes, I believe so.” Dutch didn’t have an aura, which meant he would pull through, but I didn’t plan to tell Leroux why I was certain of Dutch’s recovery.

      “Well, back to work for me. I’ll see you at the wedding on Sunday. Danny invited me. Very kind of him.” He winked. “I think half the village is planning to turn up, to watch from a distance, of course. Danny’s quite the local hero. Felix too, and you and your young man. Most folks are very happy the resort won’t be built.”

      “They won’t get their high-speed internet,” I pointed out.

      Leroux laughed. “They’ll manage.”

      “I feel sorry for Celeste,” I said. “The land sale has been canceled.”

      “She won’t mind at all,” Leroux replied. “In fact, yesterday, she told me she wished she could pull out of the deal. She felt the money would be tainted by everything Hugo had done to acquire it. Her husband’s death. Grigor’s murder. She wanted nothing to do with it. And some of the villagers have volunteered to fix up her house for her while they wait for the factory to be rebuilt.” He put a hand on my arm. “So don’t worry. She will be fine. Everyone will be.”

      I planted a kiss on his cheek and watched him walk back to his office. Then I strolled along the jetty, past the gleaming new taxi, which was now on terra firma, and spent the next hour shopping.

      Laden with my finds, I wandered back to the mansion along the shady trail. The grey cat accompanied me part of the way, as always. I hoped he had a home to go to.

      When I reached the house, there was no sign yet of Danny, Josh or the families, so I sat to watch a team of florists decorate the newly finished arbor with strands of white jasmine and yellow frangipani blossoms.

      A motorboat buzzed past, a flash of white on the turquoise ocean, heading for the boathouse. Minutes later, Noah and Felix strode across the lawns, both looking pleased with themselves. I hurried over to meet them.

      “Congratulations!” I hugged Felix. “I saw Tipton.”

      He smiled. “Thank you. Let’s go inside. I’d kill for a cup of tea.”

      “No need for such drastic measures,” I said. “I’ll rustle one up. You too, Noah?”

      But I didn’t have time to get to the kitchen. Sadibou appeared with a tray. He had an uncanny ability to predict what people needed. We took our cups to the table under the palm tree. “How did you convince the president?” I asked.

      “I was head of the debating society at university,” Felix replied. “So I prepared my arguments in advance and provided plenty of supporting evidence.”

      Noah gave him a sideways look. “And you mentioned kickbacks,” he said. “At least four times.”

      Felix laughed. “I did, that’s true. Kate, do you remember my father telling us that WHE had made a deal with the president to renovate his decrepit property on Morphey Street if he signed the hotel contract? Well, the president wouldn’t have wanted that little arrangement to become public knowledge.”

      “Won’t that get your father in trouble?” I asked. “As he was the one who told you about it?”

      “My father is bullet-proof. He’ll let President Durand yell at him for a while, and then they’ll be best friends again. And there is some more good news. I got the president to agree to pay for some repairs and upgrades for the island. They’ll improve and expand the water processing facility and fund an overhaul of the medical center. Emile will qualify for a government loan to upgrade the hotel, even add a few rooms if he wants to. All in all, most people on the island will benefit in one way or another.”

      “I’d call that blackmail,” Noah murmured.

      “I’d call that a good day’s work,” I said, raising my cup in a toast.

      Just then, my body began to tingle from head to toe. Although I couldn’t see her, I felt Minyra’s presence, like cool water on my skin. She was pleased, I sensed, glad Danny had survived, and happy there would be no resort. For now, at least, the island’s water supply was safe.

      The sensations faded as I sipped my tea and tuned back in to hear more of Felix’s story of his meeting with the president.
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        * * *

      

      At four on Sunday afternoon, Josh stood with Danny, waiting for Zola to join them under the flowered arbor. Felix, handsome in a light grey suit, was ready to conduct the ceremony.

      Anna squeezed my hand. “This is exciting.”

      She was looking lovely in a sleek dress the color of the ocean. Doctor Grace sat next to me, accompanied by Samuel and his aunt, Celeste. Captain Leroux was with us, too. Behind me, Emile sat with his little boy, a beautiful child with huge eyes that followed his father everywhere.

      Danny’s original guest list had grown, but he’d insisted on inviting the people we’d come to know over the past week. Felix and Josh had worked with the wedding planners and caterers to get it all sorted.

      “I’m staying here,” Anna whispered, linking her arm through mine. “For a while at least. I have some accumulated vacation time my boss said I can use. Felix and I discussed it this morning.”

      “So, you two…?”

      “We’ll see. His term as mayor is up in a few months. That gives us time to make some decisions.”

      “I’m glad. Promise to stay in touch, to let me know how things go.”

      We fell silent when Zola arrived, walking with her father across the lawns to the arbor. She was gorgeous, her shiny black hair spilling down the back of her elegant white silk dress. The weather was perfect, the sky cloudless, the air crystalline. On the other side of the grassy aisle, Zola’s mother wept into a lacy handkerchief.

      When Danny and Zola exchanged rings, a roar of cheering and clapping erupted behind us. I twisted in my chair to see a crowd of islanders standing at the edge of the lawn, applauding the happy couple.

      “What about you?” Anna asked when the ceremony was over. “When do you leave?”

      I sighed, looking at the sapphire sea beyond the emerald lawns. “The day after tomorrow,” I said. “I really don’t want to go.”

      The forecast for London was grey and chilly. Work would be piled high on my desk.

      “Come back soon. Take the vacation you didn’t really have this time.” Anna tilted her head. “There’s something about you I can’t figure out. Even before the attacks on Willy and that terrible thing with Danny, you seemed…” She paused. “Apprehensive. No. More than that. You were on high alert, as though you knew something bad was going to happen. What was that all about?”

      I was surprised she’d noticed, but I laughed. “I’m just the anxious type, I suppose. But for the next two days, I plan to relax and enjoy every minute.”

      I tucked the wedding service card into my bag and stood up. “Come on, they’re pouring champagne. We don’t want to miss that.”
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