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Chapter 1


 


 


Cindy
boarded the plane home from Anguilla alone. She didn’t want Sean accompanying
her back now, it was too much. Someday, maybe? She also realized that Mattheus
had to remain in the Caribbean with his daughter and her mother to keep them
safe. How long would that last? No one knew. The time had come to make
important decisions and Cindy wanted to make them alone. She was through with being
influenced by circumstances or passing emotions. 


Dressed
casually in khaki slacks and an azure blue sweater, her long, auburn hair hanging
loosely over her shoulders, Cindy stepped onto the plane. She walked down the
aisle, found her seat and then she placed her old familiar carryon bag in the
overhead compartment. It was hard to believe this moment had actually come. She
and Mattheus were actually separated. He would be staying with Andrea, his
daughter and Petra, the mother and former girlfriend. Even though Mattheus had said
Petra was just a friend now, the three of them were still a family. And where
did Cindy fit in? She really wasn’t sure. How in the world would she explain
this turn of events to her sister, Ann? Ann would be waiting for Cindy in the
airport as usual to pick her up. Undoubtedly, Ann would barrage Cindy with questions
about her relationship with Mattheus right away. 


Cindy
took her seat at the window, put her head back and closed her eyes. A thousand
thoughts toppled over one another, each demanding attention. This visit back to
the States was going to be different from the others. Cindy’s life had come to
a shifting point. This was a definite juncture in the road and Cindy wasn’t
sure which direction to take. Should she hit the pause button on her work as a
detective and take the cushy job waiting for her as a crime reporter on a top
paper in New York? It was an amazing opportunity and Cindy realized it. Yet, calls
to solve murder cases kept coming in, and each call stirred her, made her feel
alive. By now Cindy knew the Caribbean like the back of her hand. She had
developed rare skills in sniffing out killers wherever they hid. When she was
on a case she felt was needed and wanted. She was able to get justice in cases that
would otherwise go cold and protect innocent people who’d been falsely accused.
 That made her feel wonderful. But could she take on these cases alone? Would
she and Mattheus ever work together as a team again? These questions hung in
the air like smoke.


Cindy’s
thoughts were rudely interrupted as the flight attendant began announcing
instructions for takeoff. Cindy pulled the seat belt on around her and smiled.
She was ready for takeoff, ready to go home. She definitely needed something new.



*


The
flight went easily and to her surprise, Cindy slept lightly through the trip.
There would be plenty of time for thrashing things out when she got home. She
wanted to feel fresh and rested when she landed. It was important to start off
on the right foot.


As
they’d arranged, Ann was right there at the airport waiting when Cindy walked off
the plane. As they ran to each other and embraced Cindy wondered how she would
ever have gotten along all these years without her wonderful sister. It made
such a difference to be welcomed home, to know there was somebody waiting for
her who really cared. 


“I
can’t thank you enough for being here,” Cindy said to Ann as they started
walking towards baggage claim. “You’re always here for me, don’t miss a thing.
You’re an angel, Ann.”


Ann
grimaced slightly, “Hardly an angel,” she replied. Then she sighed and looked
at Cindy out of the corner of her eye. “What choice do I have, anyway? You’re
my little sister, you’re important to me.”


Cindy
knew it was so.


“I’m
hoping that maybe this time you’ll stay for a while,” Ann continued, “that we
won’t have to keep meeting at airports like this.” 


Cindy
smiled. “I’m sorry,” she said softly, looking over at Ann. Ann looked more
tired than usual, as if she’d been under a strain. “I’m afraid I’ve become a bit
of a burden.” 


“Of
course you haven’t,” Ann replied quickly. “I didn’t mean it that way. It’s just
that this visit is a bit different. Believe it or not, I have to go back to the
airport tonight. I’m leaving on the seven p.m. plane for Bermuda.”


Cindy
was surprised. Ann hadn’t mentioned a thing about trip before. “Really?” Cindy
said, “how come?”


Ann
shrugged lightly, “Frank and I are taking a much needed vacation. He’s been
promising me one forever, as you know. This one was actually planned very recently.
It’s a spur of the moment thing.”


“Lovely,”
said Cindy. Spur of the moment vacations were not like Ann, but it was a good
thing, thought Cindy. Everyone needed their time in the sun.


*


Both
Cindy and Ann fell silent driving home to Oyster Bay in the cab. Cindy waited
for Ann to start asking about Mattheus, but, to Cindy’s surprise, she didn’t. 


Ann
finally broke the silence lightly. “Glad to be coming home?” she asked.


“Very,”
said Cindy so definitively that Ann looked up at her, surprised.


“Good,”
Ann remarked, “very good. I hope you take the job, Cindy. It’s still waiting
for you.”


“I
know it is,” said Cindy.


“I
hope you stay, plant a root, build a new life, either in Oyster Bay or in
Manhattan,” Ann continued. “I know Clint’s family wants you to sell the house to
them. What’s so bad about that? It’ll force you to make a new start.”


“I
plan to keep the house,” Cindy replied. 


“You
plan to stay and live here?” Ann jumped in.


“I
didn’t say that,” said Cindy. “But this house is important to me. I’m not ready
to part with it.”


“Keep
it if you want to then,” Ann replied, “but don’t keep running back to the
Caribbean. Don’t keep running after Mattheus.”


Cindy
felt stung. “I’m not running after Mattheus. We’re a team – we work together. I
go back to solve cases.”


“I
know all that,” said Ann, her voice dipping down, wearily. “I’ve heard it over
and over. It’s true and it’s not. I’ve always believed it’s Mattheus that draws
you back down there. You run down there to be with him.”


“That’s
insulting, Ann,” Cindy replied. “It invalidates the work I do.”


“I
have no desire to invalidate the work you,” Ann replied wearily. “Just do it
here, help crime victims in a big way. Write about them in the paper, take the
bad guys down. Don’t go running around in the Caribbean, putting yourself in
constant danger. You deserve more, Cindy. You really do.”


Cindy
didn’t want to get into a fight about this now, especially after Ann had gone
to the trouble to come to New York and prepare her home for her. Ann arrived a
couple of days early, aired the place out, filled the cabinets and fridge with
food, and taken the trouble come to the airport to pick Cindy up, even though Ann
herself had a flight to board tonight. Cindy knew Ann only wanted the best for
her. What Ann never understood though was how wonderful it felt to solve a
case, the meaning and power it brought to Cindy’s life.  Sure there was danger
in the Caribbean, thought Cindy. But there are all kinds of dangers in life, the
danger of not doing what you’re meant to do, the danger of taking the easy way
out, just marking time instead of really living.


“I’ve
arranged for a few people to drop in tomorrow afternoon to see you,” Ann changed
the topic as the cab took the familiar exit off the highway and turned towards
the street Cindy’s home was on. “I let some folks in town know you were
returning and they’re excited to come by and say hello. I prepared finger
sandwiches and cookies for them and plenty of fresh lemonade.”


There
was never a detail that Ann overlooked. Cindy hadn’t expected her sister to be
gone so quickly though after she came home. It would be nice to have a few
visitors then come over the next day. Ann was right, being with others would
help Cindy acclimate to her new environment. 


The
cab pulled up to the cottage Cindy had lived in with Clint. It was always there,
a haven to return to. Now Clint’s family suddenly wanted to buy it from her, or
claim it as their own. But as Cindy got out of the cab and walked up to the
front door, she knew the place belonged to her. It always would. Clint’s spirit
was there and would always welcome her, give her a place to call home.


*


A
cool breeze greeted Cindy as she entered and looked around the fresh, cheerful space
she so loved. As soon as they entered Ann went into the kitchen to prepare
something to eat and Cindy brought her bags to her room.  It was early spring
and Ann had opened Cindy’s bedroom windows and placed a fresh bunch of daffodils
in a slim blue vase on a table beside her bed. It was good to be here, better
than she’d imagined. Ann was probably right about everything. Cindy should
probably settle awhile and take this opportunity to start again.


“Dinner’s
ready,” Ann called from the kitchen.


It
was only four o’clock in the afternoon, but Cindy was hungry, hadn’t eaten a
thing on the plane.


“Coming,”
Cindy called back, going to the familiar, pine wood kitchen. 


Ann
had placed two egg salad sandwiches and small bowls of salad on the rectangular
table, along with glasses of fresh lemonade. 


Cindy
sat down, surprised. Usually there was a warm dinner waiting.


“It’s
all I had time for today,” said Ann, noticing Cindy’s reaction.  “It’s been so
hectic getting ready for the Bermuda trip.”


“Of
course, of course,” Cindy suddenly remembered. “Where’s Frank? Is he meeting
you down there?”


“Yes,”
Ann replied. “Frank goes down to Bermuda from time to time these days to do a
little business. So he got down there a day or two earlier and I’m going to
meet him tonight.”


“That’s
wonderful,” Cindy was happy for her sister. “It’s good to get away.”


“It’s
crucial,” Ann echoed as she bit into her crunchy sandwich.


“Yup,”
Cindy agreed, biting into her sandwich as well. “Crucial to go and also crucial
to come home again.”


*


They
ate quickly and Cindy cleaned up, to free her sister to get ready to leave. Suddenly,
Cindy felt upset by her sister’s departure. “I have an idea,” she said, as Ann
rolled her suitcase into the living room. “Why don’t I drive you to the
airport?”


“There’s
no reason for it,” Ann seemed touched. “You’ve just taken a long trip
yourself.”


“But
I’d really like to,” Cindy objected. Ann had driven her so many times, she
wanted to return the kindness.


“Thanks,
sweetheart,” Ann replied, “but I’ve ordered a car to take me. It’s simpler.”


It
was simpler, and it made perfect sense, but Cindy felt sad at the thought of
her sister leaving so abruptly. They usually had more time together to catch up
on things. Cindy needed those few extra moments.


“I’ll
do it anyway,” Cindy insisted.


“No,
really, it’s better this way,” Ann repeated. “I’ll feel better thinking of you
settling back down, unwinding, taking the time you need. You run around too
much as it is already.”


Cindy
couldn’t bring herself to tell her sister that she just wanted a little more
time with her now. 


“And
besides,” Ann said in a lighter tone, “Frank and I can stop back in New York
after our trip on our way home. He always enjoys being here. It will round out
the vacation. You and I can catch up then.”


“That
sounds good,” Cindy agreed and hugged Ann as the car arrived. Ann spotted it
through the window and waved at the driver. Then she turned around, blew Cindy
a kiss and rolled her suitcase out the front door.


*


After
Ann left the house felt strangely silent and empty. Cindy unpacked slowly, looking
at the photos of her and Clint that were still up on the walls. Their arms were
around each other, they were happy, carefree, looking forward to a bright life
together. It was as if no time had passed, as if everything stayed the same
forever, the way you had hoped it would be. 











Chapter 2


 


 


Cindy
slept lightly, waking early. She wanted to get a walk on the beach before the
guests started arriving.  She always felt balanced and centered when she was
near water, as though she knew where she was, and what was coming next.


Cindy
dressed quickly in sweat pants and a sweat shirt and took along a rain slicker,
as the day was becoming cloudy and overcast.  Then she jumped into her old car
which was parked in the garage and drove to the town beach, just a few minutes away.



Cindy
loved this beach, a little inlet on the Long Island Sound, which was almost
always empty. It had both wonderful rock jutties to sit on and soft white sand.
She parked the car under a tree nearby and then made her way there on foot. 


As
soon as she arrived at the water, Cindy lifted her face into the cool air and
broke into a slow run along the water’s edge. As she jogged along the
coastline, images of both Mattheus and Sean drifted across her mind. Cindy
shook her head to brush the pictures away, as if dissolving cobwebs. There was
no point in thinking about Mattheus. He was with Petra and Andrea now in St.
Croix. It was obvious that Petra wanted to resume a relationship with him. She
was a beautiful woman and could easily use their daughter as bait to do so.
Would she weave a web around Mattheus that he couldn’t break away from? Cindy realized
it was entirely possible. 


Cindy
picked up her speed and ran faster to break into the chain of memories that
tried to bind her. Images of Sean arose as well. He was interesting to Cindy,
both a cop and lawyer that she’d just met in Anguilla. Sean had wanted so badly
to return to New York with her to help. Not only was it unnecessary, Cindy had
no true idea about who Sean was, or her real feelings towards him. He’d been a
wonderful support on the last case, someone she’d truly needed at the time.
But, one’s needs became skewed when hunting for a murderer. Strong feelings
developed that had little to do with normal times. And, what about now? Cindy
was about to enter a new world. If she took the job at the paper, she would
have different needs and there would be different kinds of people to interact
with. Sean was essentially a wanderer, life in the States could feel confining
to him. In the same way, life here would certainly be confining to Mattheus,
Cindy thought.


Cindy
ran faster, trying to wipe away these relentless thoughts. She couldn’t though.
Being a detective was wonderful but also unsettling. As soon as one case was
over, the next was right over the hill. These cases had a way of drawing you
in, too. It was hard to think of anything else while tracking down a killer. It
became an obsession until justice had been served. Being on the hunt like that
snatched away both your time and personal concerns. Cindy thought of Mattheus now
absorbed in protecting his daughter and her mother from danger. In a situation
like that, how could he possibly have time to think about her?


Cindy
realized it was time to take a new direction. It was time for her to develop
new skills, become a voice to be contended with, a person of influence. Cindy
had never seen herself that way, but somehow she felt ready for it now. If she
took the job at the paper and settled down, she could easily find someone
stable to remarry and build the family she’d always wanted so much.  Then she
could also spend more time with her family, and build friendships she could
count upon. It seemed a smart direction to go in. 


Cindy
reached the end of the coastline, turned around and began to run back. An older
man with a lame dog was walking towards her along the water’s edge. Cindy
jogged past him, not meeting his 
















 


eyes.
Who exactly was coming to visit her this afternoon, she wondered?  Probably the
women from the book club Cindy had known when she lived in town. Cindy didn’t expect
or want to see Clint’s family again right now.


A
light drizzle started as Cindy’s jog came to an end.  She enjoyed the soft rain
dropping on her face. Spring was like that, thought Cindy, misty, foggy days
and then suddenly, bright sun.


*


Cindy
returned home calmer, steadier and invigorated.  Her head was clear. She would
call the paper and accept the job in a little while, after her guests had
visited. First, she wanted to take a warm bath and dress for the afternoon.


Cindy
dressed for the afternoon in a cheerful lemon print dress and sandals. Then she
put the finger sandwiches, salad and lemonade Ann had prepared on the coffee
table in the living room. Ann had to be in Bermuda by now, luxuriating on the
beautiful beaches and Cindy was happy for her.


Before
Cindy had even finished putting the food out, the doorbell rang. Cindy went to
the door, opened it. Alana and Jewel stood there together, eager to welcome her
home. Both were friends from the book club, as Cindy had guessed. 


“So
good to see you, so good!” they said at the same time.


“Thanks
for coming, come in,” Cindy responded brightly, actually happy to see them
again. They all sat down to catch up as the bell rang again. 


Cindy
ran to open it and saw Tina and Barbara, two of Clint’s dear friends, who
entered and joined the festive atmosphere.


“This
is it? You’re returning for good?” Tina asked brightly.


“Looks
like it,” Cindy smiled.


Jewel
raised her eyebrows. “Quite a change of life style, isn’t it?” she said. “Hope
you won’t find it boring here. Our book club will never provide the excitement
you’re used to.”


Cindy
thought of the new job waiting for her, though she didn’t say anything about it
as yet. “It won’t be boring here,” Cindy assured both Jewel and herself.


Alana
laughed. “If you’re not boring, your life is not boring,” she chimed in. “I’m
sure Cindy will find something wonderful to do and keep us all hopping.”


“Definitely,”
Jewel agreed, biting into her second sandwich. “These sandwiches are delicious.
Did Ann prepare them?”


“Naturally,”
Cindy smiled. “I’m not the fabulous homemaker she is.”


“Not
yet anyway,” Tina laughed, “once you settle down, who knows what will happen?”


“Where’s
Ann anyway?” asked Alana, looking around for Ann who had become a familiar
fixture in all of their lives.


“She’s
down in Bermuda with Frank,” said Cindy. “Vacation time.”


“We
could all use some of that,” Alana was impressed.


The
afternoon passed easily with light conversation. The women were curious about
Cindy’s life and while she mentioned nothing about her relationship with Mattheus,
Cindy did fill them in about a day in the life of a detective, keeping them
riveted to their chairs. Before they all knew it, a few hours had passed and it
was time for them to go. Children were waiting back home, dinners had to be
prepared.


“I
have no idea where the hours went,” said Jewel as they all got up to leave and
unexpectedly the doorbell rang.


“Oh
my God,” said Alana, “a late comer! Now you have to start your wonderful
stories all over again.”


Cindy
had no idea who it might be. She went to the door both to say good bye to the
women and see who was out there waiting now. As she opened the door, to her
surprise and delight Pastor Tom Mallord was standing there. He was the Pastor
who had married her and Clint and had helped her so much during the difficult
times.


“Oh,
how wonderful to see you,” Cindy said to him as she bid farewell to the woman.
“Please come in.”


“It’s
wonderful to see you as well, Cindy,” Pastor Mallord said as he greeted the women
in passing and walked in. “I hope I’m not too late,” he was a bit apprehensive.
“I tried to get here sooner, but it’s been a long day.”


“You’re
here at the perfect moment, you always are,” said Cindy. “I’m delighted to see
you.”


“And
you as well, Cindy,” he paused and looked kindly into her eyes. “This is such a
nice chance to catch up. I’m always wondering how you’re doing.”


His
warmth and sincerity entered Cindy’s heart. “Thank you,” she replied.


“Of
course there are all kinds of rumors about what’s happening in your life,” he smiled
and sat down on the sofa. “Some say you’re returning home now for good, others
doubt it.”


Cindy
sat down opposite him and smiled. “It’s something I’ve been trying to decide
myself,” she said quietly. 


He
nodded. “You’re a bit of a star here in Oyster Bay,” he went on. “Most haven’t
gotten over the loss of Clint yet, and the way you solved his death was amazing.
People talk about it all the time, your bravery and courage.”


“Thank
you,” Cindy said and meant it.


“And
the way you’ve continued to forge a trail to find justice for those who are
suffering as you did,” he went on.


As
he spoke Cindy had the sense that he was trying to say something to her. Was he
giving her a message not to change course, but continue on the path she’d
embarked upon.


“I’ve
loved doing the work,” she said softly.


“Loved?”
he asked, “is that past tense?”


“I
don’t know,” said Cindy, “there are a lot rough spots that come with that
territory.”


“I
can only imagine,” Pastor Mallord nodded.


“It’s
a sacrifice,” Cindy said suddenly.


“Yes,
it is,” he responded, his beautiful, hazel eyes fixing upon her steadily. “A
life with a mission always requires some sacrifice.”


“Sacrificing
children and family?” Cindy suddenly asked, surprised by the pain she felt
about it.


“That’s
a hard one, very hard,” he agreed.


“Also,
it can be terribly lonely,” Cindy went on in a muted tone.


“I
can only imagine,” Pastor Mallord responded. “I hope you don’t mind my asking,
but I’ve heard you have a partner, someone you’re close to?”


“Yes,
I had,” Cindy replied.


His
eyes opened wider. “Is that in the past tense as well?”


“Most
likely,” said Cindy, feeling shaky. “Again, I’m not sure.”


Pastor
Mallord reached out his hands for Cindy’s and took them lightly.


“So
much uncertainty is difficult for sure,” he said softly. “And you’ve had more
than enough of your share of trials, haven’t you?”


Cindy
looked up at him appreciatively. “Seems so,” she replied.


“But
you’ve passed each trial with flying colors, Cindy!” His face flushed with
emotion as he spoke.


Cindy
was grateful, didn’t realize how much she’d needed to hear the words he was
saying.


“Thank
you so much,” she murmured.


“No,
thank you. I’m proud of you, Cindy, we’re all proud,” he continued. “And
remember it takes a special person to be tested the way you have.”


Cindy
had had never thought of it that way. It put her difficulties into a new
context.


“These
trials make you strong,” he went on emphatically.


“I
hope so,” Cindy responded, “because I have no real idea what’s coming next.”


Pastor
Mallord stood up then, “None of us do, if truth be told. We think we know what
we can expect. We set up our lives to be as secure as possible, but at any
moment everything call fall apart - for all of us, Cindy.”


“I
recognize that,” she said.


“I
know you do,” Pastor Mallord replied. He squeezed her hands harder before
letting them go. “If you’d like to talk more or if you ever need me, remember
I’m here.”


Cindy
deeply appreciated it and knew it was so. “I have to figure these next steps
out for myself right now,” she said. “But I’ll certainly take you up on your
offer at the right time.”


He
smiled graciously then, getting ready to go. “Do what you can, think it through
carefully, but remember one thing,” he went on, “there’s a destiny that cannot
be avoided. When it comes knocking, we have no choice.”


Cindy
took in his words. He was right, of course. There was only so much we could
plan for, arrange and control.  Ann didn’t agree, she felt that every detail of
life had to be put in order. But Cindy knew how to be ready for the unexpected;
the shocking events of her life had trained her beautifully for that.


Cindy
and Pastor Mallord chatted a bit more and then he had to depart. After he left,
rather than feeling uplifted as usual, Cindy began to feel a strange
restlessness. She walked back and forth in the living room aimlessly, then
cleared the table, straightened the kitchen, and drank two more glasses of
lemonade. Rather than calm down though, she felt more and more uneasy. There
was no reason for it though, Cindy mused. Pastor Mallord had probably just
brought up old, painful memories and left unanswered questions in her mind. 


As
Cindy drifted around the house reviewing their conversation, her phone rang. She
looked and saw it was Mattheus, the last person she wanted to talk to right now.
She let the phone ring and decided to go for a walk outside in the fading light
of the day.


Cindy
walked for a while and then returned calmer. This was a time of upheaval and it
was natural to feel waves of anxiety, she thought. There was a good chance Cindy
would take the job at the paper. This was a huge change of life she was
embarking upon. And what would happen between her and Mattheus then? She had
absolutely no idea.


Cindy
came back inside the house, grabbed a book and curled up on the sofa just as
the phone rang again. Could it be Mattheus calling for a second time? She hoped
not. Cindy stretched over to see who it was and to her surprise saw instead
that it was Frank calling from Bermuda.


Excited
to talk to him and Ann, Cindy quickly picked up.


“Cindy,
Cindy,” Frank’s voice sounded frantic.


“What?”
He didn’t sound like himself.


“Cindy,”
Frank’s voice grew louder, practically shouting.


“What’s
wrong, Frank?” Cindy zeroed in. 


“I
can’t tell you, I can’t tell you,” he then sounded as if he were about to sob.


“Tell
me immediately!” Cindy shot to attention.


“Ann’s
been found in our room,” he practically gasped, “not breathing, not moving.”


“What
are you talking about? What are you talking about?” Cindy’s heart started
pounding.


“Late
this afternoon,” he went on.


A
haze fell over Cindy’s mind. She couldn’t take in what he was saying. 


“What
are you telling me, Frank?” Cindy’s voice rose a pitch. 


“Ann’s
dead, she’s dead,” he started sobbing desperately. “


“Are
you dreaming? Are you crazy? Are you high on drugs?” Cindy started growing
cold. “Ann’s fine, she’s healthy.”


“She’s
gone, Cindy,” Frank managed to gasp between sobs now. “Get on the next plane
and come right down.”


Cindy’s
entire body started shaking. “Frank, wait a minute! What happened? What happened?”
Cindy’s legs buckled as she fell onto the sofa.


“I
don’t know,” Frank’s voice suddenly became stony. “I came upstairs from the
pool and there she was laying in the bed, face down. Her neck had scratch marks
on them.”


“My
God, my God,” Cindy breathed.


“She
wasn’t breathing, she wasn’t moving,” Frank repeated, sounding ghastly. “I kept
yelling Ann, wake up. But she didn’t! She hasn’t! I called downstairs. They
sent up a doctor. He did what he could but it was too late. The police are all
over the place. They think someone killed her.”


“Frank,”
Cindy yelled, “Stop! It’s not possible, I won’t believe it.”


“Believe
it or not, it happened anyway,” he growled back, “get down here immediately.”


*


Frank
hung up and the phone dangled from Cindy’s hand as the room started to spin and
the day turned into a blur. It wasn’t possible, she had to have been dreaming.
Cindy lifted herself from the sofa and looked at the phone again. It was true, Frank
had called from Bermuda. 


Barely
able to breathe, Cindy dialed Pastor Mallord. 


Thankfully
he picked up right away. “It was wonderful seeing you again, Cindy,” he
started.


“Pastor
Mallord,” Cindy started gasping.


“What’s
wrong? What happened?” he sounded alarmed.


“Come
over immediately. I need your help.”


“Of
course, I’m coming,” he was fully on alert. “What’s wrong?”


“Ann
is dead,” Cindy could barely get the words out.


A
terrible silence fell on the other end. “What are you talking about?” His voice
grew dim.


“I
just got a call from Bermuda,” Cindy rallied for a moment. “Frank found Ann
dead in their hotel room. They think someone killed her. I’ve got to get on the
next flight and get down there. I need your help to get tickets and get me to
the airport. I can’t do it alone.”


“My
God, my God,” Pastor Mallord cried out aghast. “Dear Lord, why do you give us
pain like this?”











Chapter 3


 


 


Pastor
Mallord went so far as to actually walk Cindy onto the plane before leaving her
alone. Cindy could see that he was worried about her, but it was difficult to
absorb much else. She went through the motions on automatic, as if in a dream.
Cindy knew she was headed down to Bermuda. She remembered that Frank had called
and said Ann had been killed. It was ungraspable for Cindy, impossible to
imagine. Just yesterday, she and Ann had been talking and making plans for the
future. Ann had just gone down to Bermuda for a much needed vacation. She’d
been excited about it. How was it possible that her life could be cut so short?
Who would ever want Ann dead? No one.


 
When Pastor Mallord hugged Cindy good bye on the plane, she remembered thanking
him for everything and promising she’d stay in touch.


Cindy
took her seat on the plane, put her head back on the cushion and felt tears
streaming uncontrollably down her face.  Ann, Ann, Cindy called to her in her
mind. Where are you? What happened? Are you somewhere hiding? Are you really
gone? Please don’t worry. I’m on my way down to take care of everything. I’ll
never, ever leave you alone.


As
the plane lifted into the sky, Cindy felt an odd relief, as if she, too, was
now headed in the direction of heaven and would be closer to her sister,
somehow.


Cindy’s
hands clutched at her seat the whole time. The trip was barely two hours and it
seemed that almost as soon as they took off they were about to land. When the
plane landed, she half expected Frank to be there at airport to greet her. Or,
if he couldn’t come, she thought at least he’d send a car.


When
Cindy got off the plane, and looked around, no one was there waiting for her.
Disoriented, she made her way to baggage claim, thinking of all the times Ann
had been here to pick her up and accompany her every step of the way. More than
anything in the world Cindy wanted to see her sister again, to hug her and pick
up where they’d left off.


Cindy
got a cab easily and gave the driver the name of the hotel Frank and Ann had
been staying at. Frank had texted and said he’d reserved a room for Cindy
there. Other than that, she hadn’t heard from him again.


As
the taxi drove through the balmy spring night, Cindy gazed out at the beautiful
highways and tried to make sense of what was happening. When she woke up this
morning in Oyster Bay, this was the last place she’d expected to be that night.
It was as if she had been lifted on the wings of an eagle and dropped down in
another world suddenly.


Before
long the taxi arrived at Cindy’s destination, the luxurious Greenstone Hotel.
It was one of the loveliest on the Island, surrounded by manicured hedges,
limestone walks lit by sparkling evening lamps and magnificent, palm trees.
Cindy was a taken aback. Frank earned a decent, but modest salary. She hadn’t
expected him and Ann to stay at a place like this. 


A
bellboy came out to take Cindy’s luggage. The trip had all been so smooth and
effortless, she felt as though she had simply come to meet up with Ann and
Frank and join them for dinner, as she had done many times. Cindy needed to see
Frank immediately. They had to go over what happened again and again; he had to
make it real for her. And, beyond that, Cindy had a thousand questions for him
she needed answers to right away.


As
she entered the lobby Frank was nowhere to be seen. Instead, a couple of policemen
were milling around. Cindy looked around at the elegant lobby and beautiful
guests in evening attire, enjoying each other and the evening to the full. Even
though the policemen were there, it seemed as if most guests didn’t even
realize what had gone on, or if they had, wouldn’t really care. This was a
wealthy, self-contained world that didn’t take well to being faced with messes
of any kind.


Cindy
took a deep breath, gathered herself together as best she could and went to the
front desk to check in. On her way there, she was stopped by a large police officer
with deep brown eyes.


“Cindy
Blaine?” he asked, as if he’d been on the watch out for her.


“Yes?”
she said, relieved that someone knew who she was.


“I’m
Officer Trage, Chief Officer on the case,” he introduced himself immediately. “Your
brother in law said you were coming.”


“Hello,”
said Cindy, grateful not to be alone.


“We’ve
actually heard about you and your partner down here on the force,” Trage went
on. “You two have done some pretty impressive detective work.”


“Thank
you,” Cindy barely got the words out. 


“Where’s
your partner now?” Trage looked around.


“He’s
on another case in St. Croix,” said Cindy, wanting to put an end to any
discussion about Mattheus immediately.


“I
see,” Officer Trage nodded solemnly. “Well, first of all let me say for all of
us that we’re very sorry for your loss.”


Cindy
bit her lip until it was practically bleeding. Sorry for her loss? The words
felt like knives flying through her heart. What loss? Cindy wanted to cry out.


“I’ll
help you check in,” Trage continued, taking Cindy’s bags from her. “You won’t
be along long. I heard your mother and uncles are also on their way down.”


“I
want to speak to Frank as soon as possible,” Cindy interrupted as she and Trage
walked to the front desk. “How is he doing?”


Trage
looked down.  “Right now we’re holding him for questioning at the jailhouse,”
he replied.


Cindy
was stunned. “Why?”


“Routine
procedure,” Trage continued, “he’s next of kin and the last one to see your
sister alive.”


“Frank
loved Ann with all his heart,” Cindy suddenly burst out wailing, frozen with
horror at the implication that Frank could be involved. “They’ve been together
for years, he’s always loved her. He’s been tremendously good to her.”


“He
said he was swimming in the pool when your sister was killed,” Trage broke in.
“But no one saw him there.” The sound of Cindy’s wailing clearly disturbed him.


“That’s
no reason to hold him,” Cindy insisted.


“He
has no alibi,” Trage went on.


“So
what? That’s not evidence of anything,”Cindy’s eyes flared.


“It’s
enough for us to hold him,” Trage looked directly at her. 


His
strange look woke Cindy up, shook her out of her reveries and filled her with fear.
This was a grim reality she was dealing with. She had to be as clear and keen
as she could be. There’d be plenty of time for grieving later. For all she knew
Frank could be in danger now as well.


“We
also need to question you about your sister,” Trage continued. “We need to know
as much as we can about Ann.”


“You
can ask me anything you like,” Cindy flipped into a professional stance, “and I
need to question you as well. I’m working this case right along with you.”


Trage
stepped back and shook his head. “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” he
started.


“Oh,
yes it is,” Cindy interrupted.


“You’re
way too involved,” he said kindly. “This is family we’re talking about.”


“I’m
not involved barely enough,” Cindy’s eyes flashed at him. “You’re right, this
is my sister and I intend to work full out on the case. I need your support.”


Trage
grew quiet, rubbing his foot back and forth on the floor.


“You
need me too,” Cindy then said, her voice rising. “So does Ann and Frank.”


A
look of sadness crossed Trage’s face. “Alright,” he said finally. “Doesn’t seem
like you’ll take no for an answer, anyway.”


“Of
course I won’t,” said Cindy fiercely. “Ann is not only my sister, she’s my best
friend.”


Trage
went along with Cindy. “First we have to check into the hotel,” he said
quietly.


 “Then
I want see the crime scene immediately,” Cindy demanded, feeling waves of adrenalin
soaring through her. “After that I have to speak to Frank.”


“Whoah,
calm down there,” said Trage in a throaty tone. “One thing at a time.”


“There’s
no time to lose, none,” answered Cindy.


“Cindy,”
Trage put his hand gently on her shoulder, “you have to calm down. Investigations
take time. There’s no imminent danger, no rush to save anyone. Your sister is
gone.”


*


Gone, the word echoed through Cindy’s
mind as Trage checked in for her at the front desk. The reality of what had
happened to her sister flashed through Cindy suddenly like a wave of
lightening, that struck fiercely and then disappeared.


“Was
Ann in pain?” Cindy asked, her voice choking, as Trage turned from the desk. 


“We
have no way of knowing that yet,” he replied softly. 


“You
are sure this was a crime? She didn’t have a heart attack?” Cindy had a
thousand questions for him.


“There
were scratches on the neck that showed evidence of a struggle,” Trage responded
quietly. “


“What
kind of scratches? Who made them?” Cindy had to know.


“The
body’s in the morgue right now. Soon it will be seen by the medical examiner,”
Trage replied. “We’ll know more later on.”


Cindy’s
heart clutched. “I want to see my sister as soon as possible,” her words fell
over one another.


“Cindy,
are you sure you’re ready for this?” Trage responded as they walked to the
elevator to visit the crime scene on the third floor.


“Of
course not. No one is ever ready for something like this,” Cindy replied
fitfully, “but where else could I be? What else can I do?”


*


The
elevator rose to the third floor quickly, opened and let them out just a few
steps from the room Ann and Frank had been staying in. A policeman stood guard outside
the door. He was young, very slim and jittery, looked like he was new on the
force.


Trage
walked over to him and said something under his breath, and the cop looked over
at Cindy furtively.


“Sorry
about what happened,” he said, nodding to her. It obviously upset him to see her.


“Thanks
for helping,” Cindy responded. 


“Okay,
let us in Rob,” Trage ordered.


Rob
opened the door slowly and Cindy and Trage walked carefully into the crime
scene.


Cindy
trembled from head to foot. This was the place where Ann had lost her life. Two
policemen were in the room collecting evidence, brushing the walls for
fingerprints.  Other than that, there was an oddly peaceful sense about it. The
room was spacious and beautiful, with ivory furniture and a plush beige carpet.
Large windows looked out at rows of palm trees that bordered the back of the
hotel. Yellow bands had been draped around parts of the area, designating it a
crime scene. Otherwise nothing was out of order, there was no sense of chaos,
fear or despair here. There was no sense of Ann here either, none at all.


Cindy
wanted to go to the closet, take out Ann’s clothes and hold them. She wanted to
smell her sister’s scent, feel her presence.


“You
said my sister fought for her life?” Cindy asked Trage her eyes avidly
searching every nook and cranny of the place. “There’s no sign of a struggle.”


“No,
there isn’t,” said Trage. “But the scratches on her neck tell another story.”


“There
has to be DNA with scratches,” Cindy was right on it.


“Usually
true,” said Trage soberly.


“That
should clear things up quickly,” Cindy replied.


“Not
completely,” said Trage. “DNA alone doesn’t speak to motive, or who engineered
the death.”


Cindy
could feel that Trage suspected Frank, whether or not they found his DNA on the
scratches.


“There’s
no sign of a break in either,” said Cindy, looking around.


“No,
there isn’t,” said Trage definitively. “Which is why we’ve concluded that Ann
knew her killer, let him in.”


“Or
the room could have been open,” Cindy remarked. “Ann was never one for locking
up behind her. She left doors unlocked all the time. She was a trusting soul.”


Trage
shook his head, “sorry to hear that.”


“Sorry
that she was trusting?” Cindy took exception. “I’m not, I’m proud of her. Ann
lived her life finding the best in everyone.”


“Didn’t
do her much good now, did it?” Trage replied.


“Better
to live and be trusting then curled up in fear,” Cindy had a burning need to
defend everything about her sister. Ann didn’t deserve this. Nothing she had ever
done in her life warranted her having such a horrible ending.


Rob
came into the room for a second and said something to Trage that Cindy couldn’t
hear. Trage nodded and thanked him and Rob went back out on his post.


“What’s
going on?” Cindy didn’t want to miss a thing.


“Rob
said he heard your mother and uncles have landed at the airport and will be
checking in shortly. They’re staying in the hotel as well, on the sixth floor.”


The
news gave Cindy no comfort.  The last one she wanted to see now was her mother,
or her mother’s brother, Ben. The two of them were joined at the hip and Cindy
was glad Ben was here with her mother, but Cindy had important work to do. This
was more than a family matter, it was a murder that she had to solve. She needed
to stay clear headed to do it, not get pulled into family sorrow and blame.


Cindy
broke away from Trage’s side and started walking slowly around the room, taking
in whatever she saw. Everything was in its place. There was a sofa at one end
of the room with a coffee table in front of it. A bunch of yellow tulips was on
the coffee table, along with an opened box of chocolates.  Yellow tulips were
Ann’s favorite flower and those were the chocolates she loved. Obviously Frank had
taken extra pains to make her happy.


“Ann
and Frank were down here for a vacation,” Cindy murmured. 


“So
we’ve heard,” Trage mumbled.


“Nothing
in the room says otherwise either,” Cindy noted.


“Not
to the immediate eye,” Trage replied. “We’re dusting for fingerprints and have
checked for footprints.  We’re also going over the room and body for DNA.”


Cindy
took a quick, painful breath and as she scanned the beige carpet more closely,
her eye suddenly fell upon a tiny rhinestone, embedded in it. 


“What’s
that?” Cindy said, going over to pick up the rhinestone immediately.


“Don’t
touch anything,” Trage shot back.


Cindy
rushed over, picked up the tiny rhinestone and held it between her fingers.
Trage came over quickly and looked at it.


“Could
have come off something your sister was wearing,” he said.


“Could
have, could have,” Cindy held it more closely. Ann had a bathing suit, she
remembered with tiny rhinestones. Suddenly Cindy doubled over sobbing. “Ann,
Ann, she cried desperately.”


Trage
put his arm around her shoulder and led her to the sofa. “It’ll be okay,” he
said in a hushed tone.


“No,
it won’t, not ever,” Cindy gasped between sobs.


“Does
this rhinestone belong to your sister?” Trage asked gently.


“It
could have, I’m not sure,” sobbed Cindy.


“We
have to find out more about your sister,” Trage went on. “Did she have any
enemies?”


Cindy
wiped her face with the back of her hand, and looked up. “Definitely not.
Everyone loved her.  Ann never had an enemy her whole life long.”


“She
obviously did though,” Trage replied. “We just don’t know who yet.”











Chapter 4


 


 


Even
though Cindy didn’t want to leave Ann’s room, ever, Trage finally insisted that
she go to the room reserved for her, down the hall. 


“It’s
been the worst day of your life,” he said, as he carried her luggage and
dropped it off. “Try to sleep, get some rest.  You won’t be any good without
it. We’ll get together first thing in the morning and get right back on the
case then.”


The
worst day of her life? Yes, it was; right up there with the day she found
Clint, dead on the beach in Barbados on their honeymoon. How was it possible
this nightmare was happening again? One by one those she loved were snatched
from her.


“Is
the room okay? Are you comfortable in it?” Trage asked, before leaving her
alone. “Anything else I can get you?”


“It’s
fine,” said Cindy, not bothering to look around. She’d been in so many hotel
rooms, they all blurred into one. All that mattered now was finding out what
happened to Ann and also helping Frank. It was awful that he was being held. It
was crazy. 


“First
thing tomorrow morning I want to see Frank in jail,” Cindy said to Trage then,
in no uncertain terms.


“You
got it,” Trage replied. “Anything else I can do?”


Cindy
softened for a brief moment. Trage was a fine guy, he was trying his best, caught
in a tight spot with Cindy demanding to be involved in solving her sister’s
murder.


“No,
thank you so much for everything,” Cindy came to herself. “You’ve been a real
help. I appreciate it.”


Trage
seemed pleased to hear that. “That’s what I do this job for,” he replied. “I’m
here to help you, Cindy.”


Cindy
felt grateful. “Thank you,” she murmured again, as he turned and left for the
night.


Finally,
alone in her room, Cindy fell onto the sofa, buried her head in the pillows and
sobbed and sobbed until she could barely breathe. How would she ever sleep
again? How would she be able to wake up fresh in the morning and get on the
case, clear headed? It felt by now as though it were the middle of the night. She
had to sleep, had to put her grief on the back burner until she found out what
happened to Ann. There would be no way to live until she did, and there was no
one else she could trust with the case, either.


Cindy
got up, went into the bathroom, dried her eyes, splashed cold water over her
face, took off her clothes and got into a hotel robe. She had to sleep. Ann
needed her to. Or else, she’d be no good for anything. Somehow or other Cindy
managed to crawl to her bed, slip beneath the covers, and let herself fall into
a quick, deep sleep.


*


The
bright morning sunlight shone in on Cindy, waking her swiftly. Confused, for a
moment, she looked around the room.  Where was she? Not in Oyster Bay any
longer. It took a second to recollect all that had happened and where she was
now.


“Oh
my God, Ann,” Cindy called out, jumped up, got out of bed, ran to her suitcase,
opened it and clawed through the clothing. It was morning, she had to dress
immediately, have a quick breakfast and get to the jail to talk to Frank. Not a
second to lose.


Before
Cindy dressed she called down for coffee and eggs to be brought to the room.
She wanted to get right over to the jail, not waste time in a restaurant. 


The
food came quickly, before she was finished dressing and Cindy gulped it down,
dragged a brush through her hair and called Trage.


“I’m
on my way down to the station to see Frank,” she announced the moment he picked
up the phone. “Get him ready.”


“He’s
ready,” Trage responded. 


“Thanks,”
said Cindy.


“Wait
a minute,” said Trage, “how are you, did you sleep?”


Cindy
was taken aback at the concern in his voice. “I slept, I had breakfast and I’m
on the way to the station,” Cindy shot back. 


“You’re
something else, Cindy,” Trage said softly.


*


The
cab wound through the beautiful streets of Bermuda easily, arriving at the
police station in no time at all. Along with everything else Cindy’d seen so
far, the police station was housed in a modern, clean, well designed, well-tended
building. Bermuda was upscale in every way, an idyllic place on the ocean, which
seemed to have everything running flawlessly. There was a sense of order and
safety here that helped a visitor relax. But this place wasn’t safe, it wasn’t
idyllic. Her sister had been killed here, laying on her beautifully appointed
bed.


Cindy
paid the driver and raced into the building. Frank was being held here and she
couldn’t wait to talk to him.


Trage
was calmly waiting for Cindy at the main entrance. “Good morning,” he said,
trying to take the edge off and create a semblance of normality. Trage had a
stalwart way about him that Cindy appreciated.


“Good
morning,” she said.


“Let
me take you to where Frank is being held,” Trage said as the two of them walked
down the wide, airy hallway, “it’s just a few steps away.”


“Thanks
again,” said Cindy, eager to see Frank.


“Your
brother in law can’t wait to see you,” Trage filled her in.


“Same
here,” Cindy replied. “And, I want to talk to him alone.”


“You
got it,” said Trage. 


“I
still don’t know why you’re holding him,” Cindy suddenly snapped, turning to
Trage quickly. “It’s bad enough that he lost his wife, but to end up in jail
overnight for it!”


“Protocol,”
Trage said slowly.


“That’s
not a good enough answer,” Ann looked swiftly into his eyes. 


“Maybe
you’re right, maybe you aren’t,” Trage scratched his head, “but it’s what we’ve
got. I’m sure you and Mattheus have run into protocol.”


“Yes,
we have,” Cindy quickly agreed as they grew closer to where Frank was being
held. She felt odd at the mention of Mattheus and thought for a second what it
would be like to have him here. 


“Okay,
Frank’s in this room to the left,” Trage finally said, stopping in front of the
door. “You’re on your own for now.”


Cindy
nodded, opened the door and walked into a small, dim room, where Frank was
sitting at a long steel table, his head in his hands.


“Frank!”
Cindy ran over to him, as he looked up, and grabbed his hands.


“Cindy,
Cindy, my God, you’re here,” Frank murmured and started to cry.


“I
got here late last night,” she quickly breathed.


“Bless
you, bless you,” Frank could barely speak.


“Talk
to me Frank,” Cindy gripped his hands more tightly as he gripped her hands
back.


“Get
me out of here, Cindy,” his voice was wobbly. “I didn’t do a thing.”


“Of
course you didn’t,” Cindy exclaimed. “What happened, tell me?”


Frank’s
drawn face cringed at the thought of going over it again. “I don’t know,” he
started.  “I can’t remember.”


“You
have to remember – everything,” Cindy demanded, “Your life depends on it.”


Frank
shuddered, “It was late afternoon. I went down to the pool for a quick swim.
Ann didn’t want to go with me, she wanted to rest. I told her I’d be back in a
few minutes and she was perfectly fine with it.” He looked up at Cindy bleakly.
“We were having a good time, things were going great, no friction. She just
wanted to rest.”


“Go
on, Frank,” Cindy muttered, “tell me what happened.”


 The
pool was practically empty, just a few people in it. They were busy with each
other, no one took notice when I jumped in. Why should they?  I swam for a
little while and then got out and lay on a lounge for a few minutes. Nothing
wrong with that, is there?”


“Of
course not, nothing at all,” Cindy breathed. “Did you order a drink? Did a
waiter see you?”


“No,
I didn’t,” said Frank. “I was going to go back up and have drinks and dinner
later with Ann. I was just cooling off. Is that so terrible?”


 “It
isn’t terrible! Go on Frank, tell me exactly what happened then.”


“I
stayed down there for about half an hour and then went upstairs to be with Ann.
When I got into our room, right away it felt funny. It was too quiet, there was
a pall in the air. I called out, Ann, where are you? She didn’t answer. That’s wasn’t
like her, you know. Ann talks her head off.”


Frank’s
head suddenly dropped into his hands again, as if he were trying to hide from
the awful memory.


“I
can’t go on,” he finally muttered.


“You
can go on, Frank,” Cindy said softly. “You have to go on and tell me what
happened, every single detail.”


“I
don’t know what happened. Ann didn’t answer. First I checked on the patio. You
know how much she loves sitting on patios, looking at the sky. So I went out
there, but there was no one on it. So, I kept calling Ann, Ann, then I went
over to the bed.” He stopped talking a moment as terror filled his face. “There
she was totally still, laying face down. But Ann never lays face down, and on
top of that, there was a pillow over her head. I reached down and shook her
shoulder, but it didn’t move. She didn’t move.  I shook it again and then
started screaming. No matter how loud I was screaming, she didn’t move. So I
grabbed the house phone and called downstairs for a doctor. I thought she had a
heart attack.”


Cindy’s
heart pounded violently as she listened to every word.


“The
medical people came up in a second and pushed me away from the bedside. They flipped
her onto her back, started pounding on her chest, breathing in her mouth.
Finally, the doctor turned to me and said, “She’s gone.”


“Bring
her back,” I yelled. “He said, I can’t.”


“What
about the scratches on her neck?” Cindy could barely speak.


“They
saw them later,” Frank eyes were twitching. “Thick scratches in her skin.”


“Was
there blood?” asked Cindy.


“I
don’t think so,” said Frank. “I have no idea why they think I did it? We were
here for a vacation, I loved Ann.”


“I
know you did, Frank,” Cindy whispered.


“All
my life I loved her, I was good to her.”


“Yes,
you were,” said Cindy, “I told that to the police. Tell me, was there anyone
who had anything against Ann, Frank?”


“What
are you talking about?” his voice got garbled again.


“Somebody
killed her. Who would want to do that? What’s the reason?” Cindy felt the blood
rush to her face.


“I
have no idea, none at all,” Frank’s tortured voice rose louder. “Everyone loved
her, she had a thousand friends. As soon as she met someone, Ann made friends
with them. She didn’t hold a grudge, she wasn’t a fighter, she took things as
they came.” The vein in Frank’s neck stuck out strongly.


“It’s
okay, calm down,” Cindy tried to quiet him.


“I
can’t calm down,” Frank shouted loudly, “I never will.” I can’t bear this, not
any of it. I’ve got to get out of here.”


“Don’t
worry, don’t worry,” Cindy put her hand over his, “I’ll bail you out as soon as
I can.”


*


When
Cindy stepped out of the room with Frank, Trage was outside waiting.


“My
brother in law doesn’t belong in custody,” Cindy said quickly. “I’m bailing him
out.”


Trage
looked surprised. “It’s a fairly large bail,” he said quietly.


“Large
or small, I’ll do it,” said Cindy,” It’s wrong, it’s not fair and I’m bailing
him out.”


“I
don’t think it’s a good idea,” said Trage slowly.


Cindy
was incensed. “Frank’s not a flight risk. I’ll hold all his possessions and
personally guarantee that we’ll stay in Bermuda until he’s cleared.”


“I
get it, I get it,” said Trage, somewhat tentatively. “I’ll see what I can do. 


Cindy
felt a huge sense of relief at the idea of getting Frank out of custody. That
was a good sign, she thought, that things would move in their direction. She’d
get Frank out of jail and cleared and find out what happened to Ann. Then what
would happen? Cindy couldn’t bear to think of how life would be without her
sister. A deep pit filled her stomach at the thought of not having Ann around. It
made her feel completely unanchored. But she couldn’t allow herself to dwell
upon that now. This was the time to stay focused and clear. She owed that to
Ann, at the very least.


“What’s
next on the agenda?” Trage asked, as the two of them walked down the hall, away
from the room they were holding Frank in.


“Next,
I’m going to see my sister,” said Cindy, her voice suddenly dropping.


Trage
was momentarily taken aback. “See your sister?”


“I
want to go to the morgue,” said Cindy, growing more resolute.


Trage
grimaced noticeably. “There’s no need for it. Ann’s body has been identified.”


“But
I need to see her,” Cindy demanded.


“Why?”
asked Trage.


“Because
I love her,” the words spilled out of Cindy. “I want to see her, to say
good-bye.”


Trage
put his hand on her shoulder. “There’s lots of ways to say good-bye. I don’t
think it’s not a good idea for you to see her in the morgue.”


“I’m
going anyway,” Cindy insisted.


“I’ll
take you there if you insist,” said Trage, “but, first let me ask you one thing.”


“What?”
asked Cindy, impatient.


“Don’t
you think it’s a good idea for you to call your partner down to help you with a
case like this?” Trage asked tentatively.


Cindy
stopped cold. “Mattheus is busy with another case,” she repeated, not meeting
Trage’s eyes.


“But
this isn’t just another case. I’d say this was an emergency,” Trage broke in. “The
victim’s your sister. I’m sure he would want to be down here to help you with
it.”


Cindy
suddenly paused. Yes, of course, Mattheus would want to help her with this, but
Cindy didn’t know if she could ask him. She wasn’t even sure if they were still
a team. Right now he was with Andrea and Petra. Cindy had no idea if Mattheus
was getting back with Petra; if he wanted them to become a real family. If that
was happening, Cindy couldn’t bear having him around, ever.


“Thanks
for the suggestion,” said Cindy, “I’ll think it over.”


Trage
looked surprised. “Think it over? This is an emergency in your life, Cindy.”


Cindy
suddenly realized how difficult it must be for Trage and the other cops to deal
with a detective who was investigating her own sister’s death. They’d probably
feel much better if Mattheus was around, with a cooler had.


“I’ve
been through other emergencies before,” Cindy stood taller. “When my husband
was killed on our honeymoon in Barbados, I handled the investigation myself. No
one even thought it was a murder. They all thought it was an accident, and I
didn’t even know Mattheus then. I just pushed forward on my own and found his
killer.”


Trage
whistled under his breath. “I’m sorry,” he  said, “I had no idea.”


“I
can do this on my own again,” Cindy went on.


Trage
looked at her with admiration, “I respect you Cindy, I l really do,” he replied.
“I had no idea about your husband being killed. I’ll do whatever works for
you.”











Chapter 5


 


 


Neither
Trage nor Cindy said a word in the car as they drove to the morgue. Though it
was a short drive through thick underbrush, time seemed to stretch out forever.
They day, which had started out sunny, quickly grew overcast as well, only adding
to the gloom. It was unusual weather for this time of year.


“It’s
too early for the hurricane season, isn’t it?” Cindy said to Trage, wiping the
perspiration from her forehead, as the stultifying humidity rose.


“Yes,
it is,” he nodded. “The official hurricane season is from June through
November, but the humidity can rise quite a bit in May.  Some people have
difficulty with it,” and he looked over at Cindy. “Heat stroke, rashes -.”


Cindy
didn’t want to hear anymore. “It’s fine, it’s nothing,” she stopped him. “At
least I can feel hot and sweaty – Ann can’t feel anything anymore.”


“That’s
one way of looking at it,” Trage said.


“I
should be grateful I’m hot and sweaty,” Cindy continued. “And, if a hurricane
came, at least I could watch the waves get wild and beautiful. Ann will never
see that again.”


“Cindy,
I’m staying beside you as you view your sister,” Trage remarked as the car
turned a corner and drove up to a long, low, flat, stucco building, which
housed the morgue, and parked in front of it.


“It’s
not necessary,” said Cindy, turning to him. “I need time with my sister alone.
You can wait  outside.”


“I’m
not waiting outside,” Trage seemed deeply uneasy. “I’ll wait in the office up
front.”


Cindy
shrugged, “Wait wherever you like, but I want to be alone with Ann.”


“It’s
not the way you think it will be,” Trage remarked, anxiously. “I’ve seen
families come to view bodies –it’s heartbreaking and nerve wracking.”


Cindy
nodded, “Of course it is,” she whispered, trying to open the car door to get
out.


Trage
put his hand on hers and stopped her. “Family members don’t usually go in
alone,” he continued quietly. “Relatives aren’t allowed to touch or hold the
body in any way at all,” he emphasized.


“Of
course not,” Cindy continued for him, “that’s in order to preserve any forensic
evidence that may still be present.”


“Exactly,”
said Trage. 


“Let’s
go,” Cindy shook his hand off. She was eager to get out and into the building.


Trage
wasn’t ready yet, though. “Cindy, your sister’s being held in one of the
refrigerated drawers. You’ll only be able to look through a curtained window at
her face.”


Cindy’s
entire body trembled.


“I
don’t say this to disturb you,” Trage’s voice caught in his throat. “I want you
to be prepared.” 


“I
am prepared,” said Cindy.


 “No,
you’re not, you just think you are,” Trage was insistent. “Everything’s
happening too fast; you jumped into the role of a detective without having had time
to take it all in.”


Cindy
wondered why Trage cared so much. 


“I’ve
received a call from a friend of yours back home, Pastor Mallord,” Trage went
on as if hearing her unspoken question.


Cindy
smiled slightly. “He’s a wonderful man,” she said softly.


“Mallord’s
worried about you. He told me all about you, said they don’t make women like
you anymore.” Trage continued. “I promised I’d watch over you for him.”


“Thank
you,” said Cindy, touched.  


“Mallord
told me to tell you you’re in his prayers,” Trage went on, uncomfortable.


Cindy
nodded. She needed his prayers now and so did Ann. Trage was right, Cindy
hadn’t had the time to absorb any of this, but what difference did that make?  She
had to find Ann’s killer and clear Frank right away. What good would it do
anyone for Cindy to sit alone now and sob?  Grieving was a luxury she couldn’t afford
right now.


“Come
on, let’s go,” said Cindy. “It’s enough, I get it! I want to see my sister
now.”


 


*




             Cindy and Trage got out of the car and walked into the building
that housed the morgue. The ceilings were low and the walls made of stucco. In contrast
to the moist heat outside it was incredibly cold in here. Cindy shivered
terrifically.


As
they walked to the front desk Trage said a few words to a thin lipped British
woman at the desk, who nodded somberly. She wore no makeup and looked at Cindy
oddly before she picked up the phone to call for an attendant.


“The
attendant will take you to the waiting room where families sit before they view
the body,” explained Trage.


“Ann’s
not a body, she’s my sister,”” Cindy replied. 


“Of
course she’s your sister,” Trage backed off. 


“Something
else could have happened to her,” Cindy went on. “And only I would recognize it,
because I know every little thing about Ann. If there’s an unusual mark that
wasn’t there before, I’ll make note that it should be scrutinized.”


“Good
enough,” Trage agreed.


“Besides,
when will I have a chance to see her again?” Cindy suddenly asked, petulantly.


Trage
looked distressed. “I understand,” he replied. 


“Really?”
Cindy wanted to know.


“Yes,
I do,” Trage remarked. “I’m close to every one of my brothers and sisters. If something
like this happened to any of them, it would break me in two.  I couldn’t do
what you’re doing now, Cindy.”


It
meant a great deal to Cindy that he understood.


“You’re
not alone with this, either, Cindy,” Trage went on. “Your mother and uncle
called early this morning. They arrived in Bermuda late last night, staying at
the same hotel as you.”


 “Do
they want to come down here and see Ann, too?” The idea of it relieved Cindy.
She wanted the entire family to come and say good-bye, to give Ann the farewell
she so richly deserved.


“No,
your mother didn’t say that,” Trage answered quickly, “she just mentioned to me
that Ann wanted to be cremated.”


A
long, slow chill passed through Cindy’s body. She remembered that Ann had
mentioned cremation on various occasions. 


“That’s
right, she did want that,” Cindy replied, “but we can’t do it right away. The
body’s a trove of evidence, isn’t it?”


“It’s
going to be checked for everything,” Trage assured her. “Forensic pathologists
are routinely flown in from Canada and tissue samples are gathered and sent
away for further testing.”


Cindy
felt some relief at that.


“Have
you seen or spoken to your family yet?” Trage continued, obviously upset that
Cindy was alone.


The
thought of seeing her family hadn’t even crossed Cindy’s mind, though. 


 “I’m
sure they need you,” Trage urged. 


“My
sister needs me more, first I want to see her,” said Cindy said abruptly, as a
tall, heavy set, Caribbean attendant made his way to where Cindy was standing. 
They looked at each other briefly and without a word he motioned her to follow
him,


“I’ll
be waiting right here,” Trage called after her, nervously.


Cindy
felt a wave of appreciation for Trage’s  concern. “Thank you,” she called back,
“you’re special, so helpful. It means a lot!”


*


Cindy’s
footsteps grew slower and heavier as she trailed behind the attendant to a
large, grey door. He opened it and she walked into a small waiting room on the
side. Before she even sat down, though, a woman dressed in white trousers and puffy
jacket, her face covered with a sterile mask, came into the waiting room and
guided Cindy with her into the morgue.


The
morgue was a large, cold, antiseptic, and reeked of death. The shock of being
in here rolled over Cindy like an enormous, dark wave. For a horrible instant,
her knees buckled and she felt herself going under.


“My
God,” Cindy uttered.


The
woman turned and put her hand on Cindy’s shoulder. “You okay?” she asked.


“I’m
okay,” Cindy managed, rallying. “Where’s my sister?”


The
woman pointed to the far wall where the bodies were stored in heavy drawers.
The two of them walked there slowly and the woman leaned over to one drawer and
pulled out Ann. The body was covered by a plain, white cloth but there was a
plastic cover over her face. Cindy could still see her. 


Ann’s
face was fathomless, still, completely grey, only a mask of the beautiful woman
she had been. Cindy retched as the room started spinning and felt as if she
would vomit. 


“Ann,
Ann,” Cindy cried out.


The
woman turned abruptly and steadied Cindy, as if she were accustomed to this
kind of response.


After
a few moments Cindy regained her balance. “Show me her wounds,” Cindy pleaded.  “I’m
a detective and I know that the body holds secrets - speaks loud and clear.” 


“Yes,
it does, dear,” the woman agreed.


Thankfully,
the woman pulled down the edge of the white sheet until Cindy could see Ann’s
neck. It was covered with scratches that were wide and jagged and looked as
though they’d been made by claws. Cindy stared at them, long and hard.  


“These
wounds will be checked thoroughly?” Cindy asked the woman. “There’s got to be
everything here, DNA here, fingerprints, the works.”


“Absolutely,”
the woman agreed. “Don’t worry, we have one of the best forensic teams imaginable.
Nothing will be left unexplored.”


Cindy’s
heart pounded as she stared at Ann’s neck. “My sister struggled for her life,” she
murmured.


“It
looks that way,” the woman paused. “I’m sorry.”


“She
suffered like hell,” Cindy’s voice grew gritty. “She was overpowered but she
knew what was happening. She knew she was dying, I feel it!”


“We
don’t have those details yet,” the woman tried to ground Cindy.


“But
it’s obvious, isn’t it?” Cindy snapped.


“Nothing
is obvious,” the woman said strongly. “We imagine all kinds of horrible things,
but we have to investigate everything, inch by inch.”


“No,
you’re wrong,” Cindy shook her head wildly, as if to shake the horrible scene
away. “Investigate or not, some things are obvious. I can feel Ann’s struggle, she
was screaming for help.”


“Do
you want time alone with your sister?” the woman backed away.


To
her surprise, Cindy did not. She saw what she needed. This was enough. Of
course ultimately Cindy wanted time with her sister, but Ann was definitely not
here anymore. This was only a shell that she’d left behind. Cindy desperately
needed to connect with her sister, and somehow she would, but this was not the
place or time.


“Thank
you for your help,” Cindy said to the woman, as she quickly pivoted, turned and
fled from the room. 


As
Cindy walked back to the front desk she quieted down, knew she had to become
strong and planted. When she walked out of the morgue, Cindy had to return to a
place that went on as if nothing awful every happened beneath the island’s
beautiful exterior.


*


By
the time Cindy saw Trage up front, she’d gathered herself, thanked him and let
him drive her back to the hotel. 


“You
have all the evidence you need on the body,” Cindy finally broken the silence
between them in the car.


“Looks
like it,” Trage acquiesced, “but we can’t be sure until results are in.”


“Have
you started the steps to let me take Frank out on bail?” Cindy quickly turned
to Trage.


“Actually,
I have,” he responded. “It’ll only be a little while.” 


“That
helps,” said Cindy, grateful. “I’m sure my mother will want to have him back
with her at the hotel.”


They
drove up to the hotel entrance and Cindy put her hand on Trage’s for a second.


“Thank
you again and again for everything,” she murmured.


“Go
see your family now, Cindy,” Trage replied in a low voice.


*


As
soon as Cindy got out of the car and stepped into the lobby she realized how
completely exhausted she was. The only thing she wanted to do was go and lay on
her patio in the sun, regain her strength before taking the next steps.


As
was her habit, Cindy walked to the front desk to check for messages, before
going upstairs.  To her surprise a note was waiting from her mother, written in
a scrawled handwriting. 


Urgent, 
your uncles and I are in our room on the sixth floor, waiting. We need to see
you immediately! 


Cindy’s
hands shook as she read the desperate words. Seeing her mother and uncles now
would only make her feel worse - but what choice did she have? They were all
living in the same nightmare together.  Cindy picked up the house phone and
called.


“Cindy,
where were you?” a high, shrill voice answered on the other end. It was her
mother, completely beside herself. Of course she was, thought Cindy. How could
it be otherwise? Ann had always been her mother’s favorite. She’d lived close
to her mother her whole life long.


“Where
are you? Where are you?”Cindy’s mother kept uttering.


“I
just got back to the hotel,” Cindy mustered her strength. “I’m working on the
case, mom.”


“No,
you’re not,” her mother snapped. “Enough, enough, get right up here this minute. 
I’ve got to see you immediately.”


Cindy
was filled with horror for the entire family. “I’m on the way up,” she replied.


As
Cindy stepped into the elevator and pressed the sixth floor, she realized that
she hadn’t seen or spoken to her mother since Clint had died, almost two years
ago. How could so much time have elapsed without either of them being in touch?
But it wasn’t surprising. Even during all the years growing up, Ann had stepped
in and filled in the gap. For as long as Cindy could remember Ann had been both
a big sister and a mother to her.


As
the elevator climbed to her mother’s floor Cindy thought about her. She remembered
how when Clint had died, her mom had been horrified that Cindy wouldn’t return
home to Wisconsin and live in the bosom of the family again. When Cindy had
chosen to become a detective, her mother went crazy. There was no understanding
Cindy, her mother had told Ann, there never was and never would be. Ann hadn’t repeated
that to Cindy, Frank had. Frank always seemed to enjoy telling Cindy the inside
story of what was going on in the family. Frank seemed to enjoy the fact that
Ann was the favorite daughter and Cindy had always been the black sheep. 


Cindy
got off at the sixth floor and walked down to the room where her mother was
staying. She stood outside it a moment before ringing the bell. Would her
mother want her to take on Ann’s role now? Was she going to insist that Cindy
move back home again?


Cindy
rang the bell lightly. In a flash of a moment, the door was pulled open and
Cindy’s uncle Ben stood there. He looked flushed and worn to the bone.


“Come
in, come in,” he uttered, waving her in.


The
room was similar to Cindy’s, elegant, well appointed, airy, certainly not a room
to mourn in.


Cindy’s
mom, tall, beautiful and as well groomed as ever, stood up from the round chair
she’d been seated on. For a second Cindy thought her mother would run over, embrace
her, sob with her. But the moment passed. It didn’t happen, never had. Instead,
her mother simply started pacing back and forth. Except for the glassy, crazed
look in her azure eyes, she didn’t look a bit different than she had two years
ago.


“Your
mother’s beside herself,” her uncle Ben half moaned, before going back to sit
down again on the couch. Cindy looked over and saw her other uncle Charlie
seated there as well. Cindy had rarely seen Uncle Charlie all the years growing
up. Charlie was her father’s brother, someone her mother never wanted around. Cindy
was amazed to see him here now. 


Charlie
looked over at Cindy, interested to see her, as well.


“Wonderful
of you to come so quickly,” Charlie said, standing up and offering his hand.


Cindy
moved a step closer and took his hand. “Good of you to come, too,” Cindy
replied.


Charlie’s
weather beaten face creased as he smiled in appreciation. “Your Uncle Ben
called me and told me about this as soon as it happened. He asked me to come,
I’m not sure why. But of course I said I’d be here immediately. It’s great that
you’re on the case, Cindy.” 


“What’s
great about it?” Cindy’s mother broke in sardonically. “One daughter dead and
another in danger? Not that Cindy has ever actually been a daughter to me!”


Disturbed,
Ben jumped up again and ran to Cindy’s mother. “Your mother can’t stop thinking
the worst,” Ben explained to Cindy. “She hasn’t stopped pacing since we got the
news, either. I told her she’ll get a heart attack herself if she doesn’t calm
down.”


“What
difference does it make if I live or die?” Cindy’s mother’s voice was both
shrill and breathless. “Is it true? Is it possible that Ann is gone?” she
glared at Cindy then, as if Cindy herself was responsible for it.


“We’re
looking into every detail,” Cindy decided to assume a calm, professional tone.


“That’s
not what I asked you? I asked is your sister gone?” Her mother’s eyes flashed
at her. “You never could answer anything directly. It’s a simple question,
isn’t it?”


Simple
and not so simple, thought Cindy. “Yes, Ann has passed away,” she finally
answered her mother plainly, affirming the awful truth for herself as well.


Her
mother’s body shook as she burrowed her head onto Ben’s shoulder.


“Who
knows why, Claudia? Who knows anything?” Ben murmured to her. “You have to be
brave, I need you to be brave.”


“I
never was brave, Ben,” Cindy’s mother responded.


Cindy
took a deep breath as her uncle Charlie came over to her then. 


“I’m
sorry for your loss, Cindy,” Charlie was both kind and straightforward.


“Thank
you,” replied Cindy. “Thank you for being here, too.”


“I’m
as shocked by this death as everyone,” he replied.


“You’re
not as shocked as I am,” Cindy’s mother threw her head back. “You barely knew
the family. They barely knew you. Now you’ll never know, Ann – ever!”


Cindy
saw her Uncle Charlie’s eye start to twitch. “It’s okay,” she said to him. “At
a time like this people lash out. They don’t know what else to do. My mother’s
not in her right mind now.”


“Never
was,” Uncle Charlie said to Cindy under his breath. “I always knew what my
brother was up against.”


Cindy
flinched at what he said, though she really liked him. Charlie was honest and
direct and Cindy respected that; nothing at all like the picture her mother had
painted of him. But nothing ever was, thought Cindy. Her mother always occupied
her own reality. Either you joined her in it, or you did not. Ann had chosen to
join their mother, Cindy had refused.


“I
am taking the ashes home and burying them close by,” Cindy’s mother pulled away
from Ben and began pacing again. “But I also want the first memorial service
for Ann to take place as soon as possible, right here in Bermuda, where she
died.”


It
was all too much for Cindy to take in right now. 


“We’ll
work it out later on,” Ben tried consoling his sister again.


“And
where’s Frank?” her mother’s voice rose another octave as she faced Cindy
again. “I’ve called his room three times and he hasn’t answered.”


“Probably
busy,” Ben suggested.


Cindy
realized her mother and uncles didn’t know Frank was being held by the police.
She certainly wasn’t going to tell them and agitate them further. There was no
need to. Cindy was in the process of getting him released from jail so he would
be able to join everyone shortly. It could only be a matter of hours. 


“Frank’s
busy with the police,” Cindy said then, in an extremely even tone. “He’ll be
available in a little while. Don’t worry yourselves about it.”


 Her
mother let out a little sigh of relief. “At least that’s something,” she
breathed. “I’ll feel better when I see him. After all, he’s part of Ann, isn’t
he?” 


“Yes,
he is,” said Cindy.


“And
so is Cindy a part of Ann,” Charlie chimed in. “Personally, I feel better now
that I see her.”


Charlie’s
words flowed through Cindy like warm ambrosia. But Cindy’s mother looked at him
oddly. 


“What
do you know about Cindy and Ann’s relationship?” she asked him.


“Doesn’t
take much to see that Ann had a beautiful and devoted sister,” Charlie
responded.


“You
just see the tip of the iceberg, Charlie,” Cindy’s mother scoffed. 


To
Cindy’s great delight, Charlie stood up to her mother. “I don’t see any iceberg, 
Claudia,” he replied. “I see a warm, devoted, caring sister.”


“Who
ran away and left the family,” Cindy’s mother burst in. “Who lives and works in
the Caribbean with some kind of crazy, detective partner that none of us have
even met.”


Cindy
knew her mother was referring to Mattheus.


Charlie
looked interested, “Is that right, Cindy?”


“Mattheus
is far from crazy,” Cindy said quietly.


“Where
is he then?” asked her mother. “What kind of partner leaves a woman alone to
deal with something like this?”


Cindy
turned her back to her mother. What went on between her and Mattheus was
absolutely none of her business.


“Have
you told your partner what happened?” Charlie asked warmly.


“When
I’m ready,” Cindy responded to him. “He’s on another case right now.”


Charlie
took a step closer to her. “Everything happens when the time is right,” he comforted
her.


Cindy
was grateful for his comment, but had nothing further to say to anyone then. Thankfully
just at that moment her phone rang. She picked it up immediately, and to her
surprise, Trage was on the other end.


“I’ve
got a piece of news for you,” Trage started, “are you up for it?”


“Definitely,”
Cindy replied. She couldn’t think of anything she’d rather have now that a
piece of news or lead to follow.


“Okay,”
Trage continued, “we just heard that a guy named Alain, who was on the hotel
staff was suddenly fired. No one knows why.”


“Yes?”
Cindy wanted more.


“The
point is,” Trage continued, “Alain personally delivered room service to Ann and
Frank’s room twice since they were here.”


“Why
was he suddenly fired?” Cindy asked interested.


“That’s
for us to find out,” Trage replied. “The guy lives in a shanty home in a local
village about fifteen miles away. We thought you could get more out of him than
if he were visited by police.”


“I’m
on it,” said Cindy, mobilized.


“Great.
I’ll text you his address and directions to get there,” said Trage.


“I’ll
leave immediately,” Cindy replied and hung up the phone.


“Leave
to go where?” Cindy’s mother’s eyes flew open, alarmed.


“There’s
a new lead on the case I have to check out,” Cindy replied methodically.


“They
don’t have a police force who can do it themselves?” her mother grew more
agitated. “They need to put my other daughter in harm’s way?”


Cindy
turned and looked at her mother directly. “This is my work, mom,” she replied.
“I do it all the time, I’m good at it. I’m not in danger, just exploring a
lead.”


Charlie
took a step closer to Cindy then. “Maybe I can go with you?” he asked tenderly.


“Thanks,
Charlie,” Cindy looked at him warmly. “It’s best if I handle this one alone.”


 


 


 


 


 


    











Chapter 6


 


 


Grateful
for any excuse to get away, Cindy raced out of her mother’s room and down to
the lobby. Then she took the first cab she could get to  Back o’ Town, where
Alain lived. As she got into the cab, Cindy decided not to call and let him know
she was arriving. It would be better to take him by surprise; that would be the
best way to get him to talk.


The
taxi wound its way along the roads, crisscrossing the beautiful Island. The
mist had lifted and the trees, shrubs and local buildings looked pristine in
the afternoon light. Bermuda was manicured, and exquisitely designed without
the least hint of the chaos and disorder you found on other islands in the
Caribbean.


 “Back
o Town is not the best destination,” the driver remarked as they approached. “Not
a good idea for a woman to spend time here alone.” 


“Why
not?” Cindy was interested.


“We
got our share of drug dealers hanging around the island, like anywhere else,”
the driver spoke plainly. “This is where most of them live. You get gang on
gang crime here – a few shootings. No one can stop some of this junk from
slipping in. Otherwise, we’re one of the safest places you can find. We’re under
British rule, and the British know what they’re doing.”


This
place wasn’t so safe for Ann though, thought Cindy. “What about random murder
of tourists?” Cindy questioned him quickly.


“Nah,”
the driver shook his head. “Doesn’t happen. We’re civilized here. Nothing goes
that far.”


Cindy
gritted her teeth, glad to be going to a local district, eager to face off with
Alain. She suddenly had a flash of how Mattheus had felt when he was on the
hunt to find his former wife’s killer. It was personal and a streak of revenge
had burned through him the whole time. That streak of revenge burned now
through Cindy as well. The feeling was new to her and terrifying. But Cindy was
relieved that the police let her know about Alain; at least they were letting
her in on the investigation, keeping her informed.


The
taxi drove across narrower roads now, through low hanging trees, and around
small shanty homes crowded together. Debris was scattered on the streets and through
some of the open windows you could hear loud voices and music playing. As they
approached Alain’s address, an odd sense of oppression filled Cindy’s heart.


The
driver slowed down, looking for the exact number Cindy had given him. He
finally stopped in front of a wooden cottage that sloped to the side. 


“How
long do you plan to be here? Want me to wait for you?” the driver seemed
slightly apprehensive.


“I’ll
be awhile,” Cindy replied, though she had no sense at all how long it would be,
or whether Alain would even be here.


“For
an extra fifty bucks I’ll wait nearby. You can call me when you’re done and
I’ll be right over.”


It
seemed like a good idea to Cindy. She paid the driver, she ordered the return
trip.


As
Cindy watched the driver pulled away, the low hanging trees overhead rustled. Cindy
suddenly felt forlorn. Her visit with her mother had been unnerving, Ann was
gone and so was Mattheus.  Cindy felt as if she were truly treading the road
alone. For a second Cindy thought of how Ann would feel seeing her like this,
unprotected, roaming about in places she didn’t belong. Ann wouldn’t like it, she’d
tell Cindy to get out of there immediately. Ann never ventured out of familiar
territory, she’d created a life of total safety, and look what had happened to
her now. The memory of her sister stretched out on the slab shot through
Cindy’s heart like an arrow. Try as hard as Ann did to be safe, she couldn’t
escape her destiny, though.


Cindy
walked to the small door of the house and boldly rang the bell. For a few
moments, no one answered. Just as Cindy was going to ring again, she heard
footsteps approaching.


“Deidre?”
a male voice inside called out. Clearly he was expecting someone.


“It’s
Cindy Blaine,” Cindy answered as the footsteps came up close to the door.


The
door opened suddenly and a tall, young, attractive, Caribbean man in jeans
stood at the door. He looked as surprised as Cindy. 


“I’m
Cindy Blaine,” Cindy repeated more loudly. 


“Who?”
He seemed confused. “I was expecting my sister, Deidre.” 


“Alain?”
Cindy asked.


“Yes,
do I know you?” he replied.


“May
I come in a few minutes and talk to you?” Cindy tried to smile.


“Sure,
come in,” he was cordial and curious. “Who are you? What’s going on?”


Cindy
followed him into a small, freshly painted room with slanty windows and a
wicker couch.


“Thanks
so much,” Cindy murmured, as he pointed to a chair.


“Make
yourself comfortable,” he smiled. “Want a drink?”


“No,
thanks so much.” Cindy was grateful for his hospitality. He certain didn’t seem
to be hiding anything, or feel uneasy about her visit.


“My
name is Cindy Blaine,” Cindy repeated, now nervous.


He
sat opposite her on an ottoman. “You told me that already, honey,” he answered,
“now tell me what you’re doing here?”


“My
sister was killed a couple of days ago,” Cindy blurted out, feeling herself
flush.


“Dear
God,” he replied.


“It
happened at the hotel you were working at,” the words tumbled out by
themselves. “You know who she was. You brought room service to her.”


His
eyes opened wide. “Which room?”


“Her
name was Ann, she was here with her husband Frank. Room 323. Do you remember?”
asked Cindy nervously.


Alain
leaned forward.  “That’s a terrible thing that happened to your sister,” he
said quietly. “I didn’t hear about it.”


“Horrible,”
Cindy agreed. “Please try to remember her!”


 


“Let
me think,” he replied, scanning his memory. “Describe her to me.” 


“She
was in her early forties, beautiful, gracious,” Cindy started, her eyes quickly
smarting with tears.


Alain
closed his eyes, seeming to scrutinize his memory. “Yeah, yeah,” he said
suddenly, “was she married to a big, heavy set guy?”


“That’s
right, she was!” Cindy got excited.


Alain
got excited, too. “The guy came down first and then the wife joined him a
couple of days later?”


“That’s
it,” said Cindy, trembling. “You remember her?”


“I
do,” Alain got excited.  “I remember the husband mentioned to me that his wife
was coming down and where could he get yellow tulips?  He said she loved yellow
tulips!”


Cindy’s
heart began beating terrifically. “That’s right, that’s my sister. She loved
yellow tulips, they were her favorite!”


“I
noticed he got them,” Alain spoke quickly.


“He
was excited she was coming?” asked Cindy.


“Yeah,
it seemed that way to me,” Alain said.


Cindy
was thrilled to hear this. It was wonderful to talk to someone who had actually
seen Ann before she died. She leaned over towards Alain now. “Did you see Ann
too?”


“I
saw the wife once,” Alain was doing his best to remember details. “They ordered
breakfast in the room in the morning.”


“Yes,
Ann loved having breakfast in,” Cindy agreed.


“Yeah,
yeah, I definitely remember.”


“How
did she look?” Cindy hung on every detail, “did she seem happy?”


“Honey,
I really hope so. I can’t say, I didn’t look at her so closely. I brought in
the tray and the husband signed the check. I saw her sitting there, though. She
looked okay to me.”


“She
wasn’t okay,” Cindy’s voice started to crack into pieces, “she was in danger
and had no idea about it. She died later that afternoon.”


Alain
stood up disconcerted. “I’m really sorry to hear this. Truly I am.”


“There were horrible scratches
all over her neck,” Cindy went on, “and then she was 


smothered.”



“May
God, save us,” Alain muttered.


Cindy
knew she had to plough on with the interview, go deeper, no matter how lovely
Alain seemed.


 “I
heard you were just fired from your job,” Cindy mentioned.


“Yeah,
it’s true,” he said, “damn rotten luck. I’ll get another one though. It’s not
getting to me.”


“Why
were you fired?” Cindy dug deeper.


Alain
started to answer and then fell silent. “Why do you want to know? What’s all
this about, anyway?” he asked swiftly.


“You
were one of the last ones to see my sister alive,” Cindy answered softly. 


At
that he spun around in a crazy circle. “You think I did it? It’s me?” he was
totally amazed.


“No,
I don’t think that,” Cindy answered quickly, “I just need to talk to anyone who
saw her and can tell me something.”


“Then
why did you ask if I was fired?” Alain only half bought it.


Cindy
rose to the occasion. “Sometimes distraught employees who get fired take it out
on the hotel guests,” she replied.


“So
you thought I might have killed her?” his eyes opened wide again.


“Just
a possibility we’re checking on,” replied Cindy.


“Who’s
we?” Alain countered.


“I’m
also a detective,” Cindy decided to come clean. She didn’t want to hide
anything from him and he appreciated it. 


“This
was your sister killed and you’re a detective?” he wanted to get it straight.


“Right,”
said Cindy. “She was found dead in her room late in the afternoon, the day you
were fired. You were fired a little after noon.”


“Whew,”
Alain looked relieved. “Yeah, I was fired at around twelve thirty and then I
went to a local bar right after and hung out there all afternoon. Lots of
people saw me. I ate, we talked. Random firings of help aren’t so rare on the
Island. I was fired because I had trouble with my boss for the past few weeks.
He was getting on my case every second and I finally told him off. It had
absolutely nothing to do with your sister. Nothing at all. Not a thing. And
believe it or not, I’m sorry to hear about her.”


“I
do believe it, Alain,” Cindy said, upset to have had to put him through this.
“I’m sorry to upset you like this.”


“You
didn’t upset me,” he answered quickly, “and let me tell you something. Bermuda
is a hub of rich folks coming down here to invest. It’s crawling with two
things, money and cover ups of all kinds. If you think people don’t turn up
dead here all the time, take another look. The government hushes it up, but it’s
a known fact.”


“Tell
me more,” Cindy breathed, “please, I need to hear it.”


“There’s
big business here in insurance and re-insurance,” Alain went on defiantly. “People
come from all over the world and make piles of dough. There’s almost no taxes
for businesses either, they make it easy. Get my drift?”


Cindy
got it. “But that had nothing to do with my sister,” said Cindy.“ She’s not in
business and never came here before.”


“How
about the hubby?” Alain was quick on the draw.


Cindy
scanned her memory quickly. Actually Ann had just mentioned that Frank had come
down here a bit on business recently, but that couldn’t have anything to do
with it. Frank did well back in the states but wasn’t a finance guy, ever.
Cindy thought he’d probably just found a new market for his products here.


“My
sister’s husband’s not involved in big business,” said Cindy.


Alain
shook his head. “Look I don’t have any idea how this happened, but I can tell
you one thing. You’re not gonna find the killer, honey. Most murders down here
never get solved. These guys have protection around them like iron rings, including
from the government. Get it? What happens in Bermuda stays in Bermuda. You take
one step too far, and before you know it, you’ll end up like your sister, dead.”


Cindy
shuddered.


“It’s
dangerous for a beautiful woman like you to go digging around alone,” Alain ran
his hands over his face. “Let the police do it. They know what they’re dealing with.”


“But
will they do it?” Cindy asked.


“Probably
not,” Alain grinned. “They’ll do a little and let it go at that. But if you start
digging too much, you’ll make people nervous. Word will get out.  Sooner or
later you’ll ruffle some feathers. People here have got a lot here to hide.”


“Who
will I make nervous?” Cindy was insistent.


“Hell
if I know the people involved,” said Alain. “I do know that this is a high
stakes game, though. When you work in these hotels you see these heartless
beauties coming and going like they owned the world.”


“Maybe
they do,” said Cindy.


“They
can own whatever they want,” said Alain. “They don’t own my house though, or my
life.  They got your sister and I’m sorry about it. But be smart, don’t let
them get you!”


Just
then the doorbell rang loudly. Both of them jumped. 


Alain
got up, ran towards the front and flung the door open.  


“Deidre,
thank God,” Cindy heard him yelling. “What took you so long? I’ve been waiting
for you.”


*


Cindy
was tremendously glad she had the cab waiting. She got into it quickly and then
fell silent during the ride home.


“Find
what you were looking for?” the driver asked, to break the tension in the air.


“Not
yet,” whispered Cindy, “but I will.”


“What’s
that? I didn’t hear you,” the driver replied, as, suddenly, a dark green car quickly
drove too close beside them, almost swiping them off the road.


The
cab driver swerved to get away, jostling Cindy into the corner. 


“Damn
idiots,” he yelled out of the window. 


“Who
are they? What happened?” Cindy was shaken.


“Stupid
drunk drivers in this part of town,” he answered. “Everyone here is drunk or on
some kind of drug!”


Cindy
felt nauseous. Was Alain right? Was it truly dangerous here for her alone? What
good would it do to get wiped out, like Ann had? Who knew who was really in
that green car? The police knew where she was, no one else did. Cindy suddenly
wondered if Trage had sent the car after her?


As
they drove out of the neighborhood and closer to the hotel, Cindy felt her head
swimming. Should she check in with Trage and tell him what happened? Right now
she wasn’t really sure. She knew she needed to de-brief with someone, though. If
Mattheus were here, they’d go over every detail and she’d soon be on solid
ground. So would the investigation. She couldn’t do this with Trage now – she
suddenly wasn’t sure about him. Cindy knew her mind could be playing tricks on
her, but she felt danger on all sides of her. One thing she was sure about
though, she couldn’t continue alone.


As
the cab drove up the swirling driveway to her hotel, Cindy knew she had to call
Mattheus. She had to do it for Ann’s sake at least.  Alain was right, this was
too much for her to take on alone.


*


Cindy
got out of the cab, slipped into the lobby and up to her room without anyone
noticing. Once inside alone, she pulled out her phone, stepped out onto the patio
and looked up at the vast, perfect, blue sky. Then she dialed. As the gentle,
puffy white clouds drifted by, Cindy waited for Mattheus.


“Cindy?”
he said, the moment he picked up the phone.


Cindy
was stunned to actually hear his voice. “Mattheus,” she responded.


“My
God, I tried to call you a few times,” he said quickly. “You never picked up.”


“Mattheus,”
Cindy echoed again.


“What’s
going on? You sound funny,” his voice deepened.


Cindy
could barely get the words out. “Ann’s been killed in Bermuda,” she finally
whispered.


“What?”
Mattheus’s sounded alarmed.


“Murdered
in her hotel room,” Cindy’s voice got louder.


“How
did it happen? Where are you now?” Mattheus’s sounded uncomprehending.


“I’m
here in Bermuda,” Cindy felt as if she were babbling.


“You
went down alone? You didn’t call me?” Mattheus could barely believe it. “Why?”


 “I
need you down here now, Mattheus,” Cindy finally uttered.


“My
God,” he sounded overpowered. “Of course you do, of course.”


Cindy
sighed quietly.


“Cindy,
are you okay? How are you doing?” Mattheus sounded horrified.


“I’m
hanging in,” Cindy wanted to cry.


“It’s
okay, listen, I’ll be down immediately,” he exclaimed, “on the next flight.”


“Thank
you, thank you.” Cindy was filled with enormous relief. 


“There’s
no reason to thank me,” he said gruffly. “How could I be anywhere else? I’ll
leave for the airport right away. I’ll text you the flight information.”


“Thank
you, Mattheus,” Cindy breathed again. “I’ll be there to meet you when you
arrive.” 











Chapter 7


 


Cindy
hung up the phone and lay down on the lounge chair on the patio. She noticed her
entire body was drenched with perspiration. Thank God, Mattheus would be here
soon. When they spoke on the phone there hadn’t been even the slightest hint of
him pulling away. Every fiber of his body was on the alert, he wanted to get here
immediately. Cindy was immensely grateful for his response. He hadn’t mentioned
Petra once, or said he wanted to stay there with her. Whatever was going on
between them didn’t seem to matter so much. He realized this was a true
emergency Cindy was involved in and she needed him here at her side - no
question about it.


As
Cindy lay outside recouping a bit, her phone rang. Was it Mattheus calling back
for more information? She picked up quickly, looking forward to talking to him
again. 


“Where
were you this morning, Cindy?” It was her mother. Her voice sounded troubled
and filled with blame.


“What’s
up, mom?” Cindy decided not to answer her question or respond to the implicit
accusation.  Cindy had no intention of stepping into Ann’s shoes, mollifying
her mother at every turn.


“I
kept calling your room and you didn’t answer,” her mother’s words came quickly.


“I’m
working on the case now,” Cindy responded, “there are people to see, things to
take care of.”


“So
that’s what your sister’s become to you, a case?” her mother sounded appalled.


“Ann
is many things to me,” Cindy shot back. “She was murdered, mom. It’s a case, we
have to find out who did it, don’t we?”


“We
have to probe into the sordid details?” her mother sounded dismayed. “Why? What
difference will it make? Will it bring your sister back to us, ever? There are
far more important things to do right now.”


“Like
what?” Cindy was horrified. What could be more important than finding the
killer, prevent others from also possibly falling into harm.


“We
have to honor Ann’s memory,” her mother went on undeterred, “and do it in the
place she died.”


Cindy
never could follow her mother’s train of thought, or understand what was
important to her. Why should it be any different now, she thought?

               “We have to prepare a memorial service,” her mother went on, “stay
close to the family, comfort each other, remember the good times.”


Cindy’s
mother was asking her to forget about finding the killer and remember the good
times. It was an impossible request for Cindy.


“The
best way for me to honor Ann’s memory is to get justice for her,” Cindy responded.


“There
is no justice, you can’t get justice!” her mother’s voice grew paper thin.


“Oh
yes, I can,” Cindy dug in.


“Even
if you find the killer, you’re not getting justice!” her mother’s voice got
higher. “There will never be justice.  Ann’s life was cut short for no reason.”


“There
is a reason,” Cindy said staunchly, “And I’m going to find it.”


“Well,
I’m planning a memorial on the beach for the day after tomorrow,” her mother
continued. “You can be there, or not.”


Cindy
took a deep breath.  “Of course I’ll be there,” she said quietly. Her mother
was suffering, Cindy had to do something to help her as well.


“But
you won’t help me plan the memorial, will you?” her mother was outraged. But
whatever Cindy did or didn’t do, her mother was outraged. It had been that way
since she was a little girl. They occupied two different universes.


“I’m
not helping you plan a memorial right now,” Cindy held her ground. “I have
other things to focus on.”


“Then,
at least tell Frank to get to my room,” her mother demanded. “I know he’ll want
to have a say in it. I know he’ll be happy we’re doing it.”


It
suddenly struck Cindy that the bail hearing should be over by now. She could
most likely get Frank released right away and bring him to her mother.


“That
I can do for you,” said Cindy quickly, sitting upright on the lounge. “I’ll go
get Frank and bring him to you as soon as possible.”


“Fine,”
her mother seemed mollified. “Do it this minute, if you can.”


*


Thankfully,
bail had been granted. When Cindy called Trage he told her she could come and
take Frank back with her now.  He and his possessions were being placed in her
custody. Cindy agreed, grabbed a cold glass of water, washed her face quickly,
brushed her hair and ran downstairs to get to the jail and bring Frank back.


When
Cindy arrived Trage was waiting for her. “Good to see you, Cindy,” he reached
out his hand. “Frank’s ready to go.”


“Thanks
so very much for this,” Cindy breathed.


“No
problem,” said Trage, “Did you check on Alain yet?”


Cindy
looked at Trage carefully.  He was the only one who knew she’d gone to see him.
Once again Cindy wondered if Trage had anything to do with the green car that
practically swiped her off the road? She pulled back a bit. Cindy knew you
couldn’t give someone your trust, until you were absolutely certain about who
they were.


“As
a matter of fact, I did see Alain,” she replied courteously. “He’s a nice guy
with a rock solid alibi. I’ll give you the details, you can check them out. I
found no reason to doubt him.”


“Okay,
thanks for that,” Trage commented. “We can eliminate him then?”


“Absolutely,”
said Cindy, still wondering whether or not she should mention the green car.  She
decided to wait though and talk it over first with Mattheus.


“How
about you? How are you doing?” Trage took a step closer, looking into her eyes.


“I’m
doing fine, thanks,” said Cindy. “In fact, after I saw Alain, I took your
advice and called my partner, Mattheus to come down and help with the case.”


Trage
looked surprised. “That’s a wise step to take,” he answered carefully. “What
made you decide?”


Cindy
ignored the question. “Mattheus will be here on the next flight. As soon as he
arrives I’ll bring him over and introduce him. He’ll be a great help with the
case.”


“Thanks
for letting me know,” said Trage.


“You’ll
like him,” said Cindy. “He’s a great detective and it looks like we need all
the support we can get.”


Trage
wrote something down on a piece of paper, looked up at her, nodded and then led
her down to the end of the hallway to sign Frank’s parole.


*


Frank
was delighted to walk out of the jail beside Cindy, and into the cab that Trage
had waiting. He looked deeply shaken and discombobulated, though.


“I’ll
never forget you did this for me,” Frank said, putting his hand on Cindy’s arm.
“Never.”


“It’s
just the beginning,” Cindy said as the cab took off. 


“What
do you mean? What happens now?” Frank was practically spluttering.


“My
mother and uncles are at the hotel,” Cindy replied, “they want to see you
immediately.”“They’re at the same hotel we’re staying at?” Frank seemed happy
to hear it.


“Yes,”
said Cindy. “In fact my mother’s planning a memorial for Ann tomorrow, on the
beach.”


Frank
looked stunned. “A memorial now? It’s too soon, besides no one’s here.”


“We’re
here,” said Cindy.


“Just
us?” Frank was wide eyed.


“Everyone
has their own way of dealing with things,” Cindy replied. “You know my mother
better than I do.  I guess she’s doing what she can to feel alright.” Frank
knew more about lots of things involving the family than Cindy did. He saw her
mother all the time, had been much closer to her than Cindy had.  “Tell me more
about my mother, Frank,” Cindy went on.


“This
has got to be a total nightmare for her,” he agreed. “I’ll go see her as soon
as we get to the hotel.”


“No,”
Cindy suddenly exclaimed, “first I have to talk to you alone.” 


“About
what?” Frank looked startled.


“About
Ann,” Cindy breathed.


 “What
about her?” he got jittery.


Cindy
turned straight to him. “You’ve got to tell me everything, Frank!” Cindy
felt frightened by her own intensity.


“I
told you everything, we talked in jail,” Frank said.


Cindy’s
jaw hardened. “That was just the beginning. Ann didn’t die of natural causes. This
is a murder case, someone killed her, I’ve got to find out who.”


“I
don’t know,” Frank started trembling, “I have no idea. I told you already.”


The
cab pulled up to the hotel. Cindy paid and they got out. 


“Before
we go to my mother’s room, we’re going to the back gazebo,” Cindy demanded. “There
are tables there. We’ll sit down together and you’ll talk to me.”


“About
what?” Frank became agitated.


“You’ll
tell me every secret you know about Ann,” said Cindy.


“I
won’t, that’s disgusting,” Frank muttered.


Cindy
got into his face. “This is not a game. I have to know them –they’ll tell me
how my sister was killed.” 


Suddenly
Frank’s eyes opened wide. “What kind of secrets? Ann didn’t have secrets?” 


“Everyone
has secrets,” Cindy insisted as she yanked him by the elbow and pushed him towards
the gazebo in the rear.


*


The
gazebo in the back of the hotel was a sanctuary for the flocks of wild birds
that made their home in Bermuda.  It was hidden under palm trees, and rows of
begonias. A few tables were scattered behind the gazebo in the shade.
Thankfully, the place was mostly empty now. 


“Sit
there,” said Cindy, pointing to one of the tables, hidden away under a tree.


Frank
reluctantly went over and sat down, looking at Cindy as though she were mad.


“You
think Ann would like it if I told you her secrets?” he mumbled glumly as a few
birds overhead started to sing.


“I
thought you just said Ann didn’t have any secrets,” Cindy shot back.


 “I
said I didn’t know what Ann’s secrets were. And I never wanted to know. They
were her secrets,” he spoke between closed lips.


“Frank,
you’re out on bail,” Cindy felt herself turning into a tough cop. “If you want
me to find out who killed Ann, you’ve got to talk to me.”


The
shock of realizing again that Ann had been killed noticeably registered on him.
“Ask me what you want,” he said then. “But I don’t know any secrets.”


“Who
did Ann hate?” Cindy sat down opposite him and started. “Who was she holding a
grudge against?”


Frank
looked flabbergasted. “No one, not one in the world,” his voice got shaky. “All
the years we were married, I never heard your sister say anything like that.”


“Who
was she in a fight with?” Cindy was relentless.


“No
one I know,” he looked confused. 


“Everyone
is in a fight with someone,” Cindy pressed him.


“Ann
had plenty of girlfriends, sometime they had tiffs, but nothing big, nothing
special. She had the same friends for years and years. Her friends became a
family to her.”


Cindy
flinched. She’d always known Ann had a world Cindy was left out of. 


“What
about my mother? Did Ann fight with her? My mother’s not easy,” Cindy went on.


“What
are you talking about? Your mother’s a doll. She’s been good to us all these
years. Ann loved her, and so do I.” Frank pulled back. “You think your mother
had something to do with Ann’s death?”


“Of
course not,” Cindy retorted, “I just have to hear every detail of Ann’s life.
One things connects with another, suddenly you get a new idea.”


“Cindy,”
Frank extended his hand, “even though you haven’t lived closed by and been part
of the family for years, there’s nothing you don’t know that I can tell you. If
you want the truth, the biggest thing that upset Ann was you. She worried about
you all the time. She spoke to me about it.  She wanted you to stop being a
detective, to come home, live a normal life and stay away from Mattheus.”


Cindy’s
face flushed beet red. “What’s wrong with Mattheus?” 


“Ann
never trusted the guy, she never trusted the relationship,” Frank’s eyes
narrowed and his voice lowered. “She said you never knew the first things about
guys, always got the lousy ones.”


Sharp
pain twisted in Cindy’s heart as Frank spoke. Cindy knew that was the way the
family saw her, as a strange loser who didn’t fit in.


“Your
mother agreed with her,” Frank added for good measure. “They were both thrilled
when you found Clint, didn’t know how it happened. But that good luck didn’t
last long.”


Cindy
felt herself going cold. “There was nothing wrong with our relationship. Clint
was killed,” she reminded Frank.


“I
know, I know,” he muttered. “But wasn’t he involved in something shady too?”


“Just
the opposite,” Cindy stood from her seat and then quickly sat down again.
“Clint was a whistle blower, told the truth. He was after justice.”


“Oh
yeah,” said Frank, rubbing his face.


“It’s
not going to do you any good to turn this on me now,” Cindy saw right through
Frank. “Ann’s death had nothing to do with me.”


“Did
I say it did? Ever? You just asked me what made her upset? She was worried
about you, that’s all that I said. In fact, she visited you right before she
came down. She met you at the airport, didn’t she?”


“Yes,”
said Cindy in a small voice.


“It
was more important to her to pick you up at the airport than to have an extra
day down here with me,” Frank blurted out.


Cindy
ran her hand through her long, wavy hair, trying to take the tangles out of it.


“Maybe
if your sister came down a day sooner this wouldn’t have happened?” Frank’s
voice suddenly grew loud and unruly.


 “Or
maybe she would have died a day earlier?” Cindy shot back, feeling a wave of
hatred for her brother in law run through every cell of her body.


Frank
caught himself then and stopped talking. “Look, I’m sorry, Cindy,” he said
finally. “You and I never got along so great. But I’m sorry for what I said.
I’m grateful to you, I really am.”


“You
were the last one who saw Ann before she died, Frank,” Cindy responded
professionally.


“You
know something, even though you don’t know you know it. It’s not conscious,
you’re not aware. I have to dig in and ask questions like this to bring it to
your mind.”


“Go
ahead, ask questions,” he said sadly.


“How
were things between you and Ann?” Cindy went on.


“They
were good, they were fine,” said Frank. “We were married a long time, I took
good care of her.”


“Why
were you taking this vacation, out of the blue?” Cindy persisted.


“It
wasn’t out of the blue. We always talked about getting away together for a few
days. I wanted to make her happy, make the time special for her.”


“That’s
why you bought her yellow tulips?” asked Cindy.


Frank
grew quiet. “Who told you that?” he was surprised.


“I’m
investigating the case,” Cindy responded, “details like that catch my eye.”


“What
in hell have the yellow tulips got to do with anything?” Frank asked,
nervously.


“You
tell me!” said Cindy.


“Ann
loved yellow tulips, I bought them for her,” his eyes looked glassy. “So what’s
the big deal?”


“Who
could have wanted her dead, Frank? Think! Tell me!” Cindy’s voice got louder
and fiercer.


“I
don’t know, I don’t know,” his head fell into his hands then and he started to
sob again.Cindy watched him sob for a few moments, and decided it was enough
for now. “I need to look through your computer, Frank. Is that okay with you?”


His
head shot up like lightening. “What the hell are you talking about? Certainly
not!”


“No?”
Cindy was shocked.


“Listen,
I loved Ann, I had nothing to do with this. You’re insulting me, invading my
privacy, even invading Ann’s privacy – asking for her secrets.”


“I
need the password to your computer,” Cindy paid no attention to his rant.


“Well,
you’re not getting it on principal,” Frank jumped up and stamped his foot on
the ground. “I’ve been through enough, shamed, humiliated and questioned
enough. Have some respect for me, I’m the one who lost my wife. I lost the most
precious person in the world.” Then his head dropped down again and he started
sobbing again.


Despite
herself Cindy felt sorry for him. Frank didn’t really know what he was saying.
He was in a fog, and she knew it. Cindy also felt strongly that he had nothing
to do with Ann’s death. She wanted to explain that she only wanted to scan his
computer to find details he was not aware of. It wasn’t because she suspected
him. But it was clear at the moment that he could not hear anything.


Cindy
relented. “We can go upstairs now,” she said to Frank. “And, soon Mattheus is
coming down to join the investigation, he’ll be a big help, believe me.”


Frank’s
head shot up out of his hands and he stopped sobbing immediately.


 “Mattheus?
I thought you guys were finished?”


“I
never said that,” Cindy objected.


“Ann
told me you and Mattheus had broken up and she was as happy about it as could
be. She said you were taking a job at a paper in New York.”


“That’s
what Ann wanted for me,” Cindy replied. “I never told her Mattheus and I were
over, just that we were taking a break.”


“A
break, a break,” Frank muttered as the two of them pushed back their chairs and
got up to leave. “How many times now have you guys taken a break?”


“What’s
it to you, Frank? Cindy turned on him fiercely.


“Nothing,
nothing,” he lifted his hands in front of his face. “It’s none of my business,
it’s your business – and I’m leaving it that way.”


The
minute they got to the front of the hotel, Cindy and Frank parted. Frank went
up to join Cindy’s mother and uncles, and Cindy went to get a cab to take her
to the airport.  Mattheus’s plane would be arriving in a couple of hours and
she wanted to get there early and wait. Cindy couldn’t think of anywhere else
in the world she’d rather be than getting ready to see Mattheus again.











Chapter 8


 


      
Cindy sat alone at the airport, looking out at the gorgeous expanse of evening
sky. She had plenty of time before the plane was due, and liked it that way. It
was oddly relaxing to watch the silver planes catch the sun’s last rays as they
slowly descended over the airport. From her vantage point they looked like huge
birds, coming home to nest. 


Cindy
ran through her hair as she waited and flipped through a magazine. Of course it
was impossible to concentrate on anything. What would it be like to see
Mattheus again? Would they ever have reunited if Ann hadn’t been killed? From
time to time Cindy shivered, thinking of what her sister must have gone
through. But she couldn’t let her imagination run wild, it would de-stabilize
her even further. Cindy wouldn’t be absolutely certain what had taken place until
the medical examiner’s report came in. She would wait for that and focus on
what was in front of her now. 


As
she reviewed what had gone on so far, Cindy felt upset about her talk with
Frank, had expected more cooperation. But Frank had always been standoffish and
critical of her. He must have taken offense when Cindy asked for Ann’s secrets,
thought she was snooping. Frank had never really accepted the fact that Cindy
was a professional detective. It would be better to let Mattheus deal with him.



Cindy
looked at her watch. There was still about an hour to go before Mattheus’s
plane landed. She got up, went to a nearby counter, got a cup of coffee and quick
sandwich and ate it standing up. Then she checked the boards to see if his
flight was on time. It was not only one time, but scheduled to land a few
minutes early. 


Cindy
tossed the coffee cup into a garbage can, went over to the large windows overlooking
the landing field, and pressed her face against the glass. Hurry, Mattheus,
hurry, she whispered as she felt his plane drawing closer and closer. 


Just
as expected, a few minutes before arrival time Mattheus’s plane landed safely.
Cindy immediately ran to the gate, scanning the passengers fervently, amazed at
how badly she wanted to see him. 


When
Mattheus finally walked off the plane, in his familiar khakis and jacket, Cindy
ran straight to him without a second’s hesitation. Mattheus also spotted her
immediately and pushed through the line to reach her. When they got to each
other they instantly hugged.


“My
God, Cindy, my God,” Mattheus murmured. 


“Thank
you for coming, thank you,” she whispered, dropping her head onto his shoulder.
With Mattheus at her side, Cindy could finally begin to let go.


“Why
didn’t you call me instantly?” he pulled away slightly, so he could look at her
face.


“I
couldn’t,” she whispered.


“That’s
awful,” he replied. “I’m horrified.”


“You’re
here now though,” Cindy looked up into his beautiful, familiar eyes.


“There’s
no other place in the world I could ever be at a time like this,” he replied. “No
other place I’d ever want to be.”


Cindy
took his face between her hands, and held it close to hers. She wanted to say,
I love you, Mattheus, but would not let herself, yet.


“God
bless you, Mattheus,” she murmured instead.


“God
bless both of us,” he replied.


*


After
stopping off to pick up Mattheus’s luggage the two of them headed back to the
hotel. To Cindy’s delight there’d been a room available for him down the hall
from hers. She sat close to Mattheus in the taxi, but didn’t say a word.


“I’m
sorry, I’m sorry,” he kept repeating, as the taxi wound its way through the
beautiful island. That was all Cindy needed to hear. There would be plenty of
time for filling him in later. There was no need to say anything else. Right
now all she needed was the comfort of having him close by.


*


Mattheus
checked in and the two of them had dinner brought up to his room. Cindy
couldn’t bring herself to go into details and Mattheus couldn’t bring himself
to ask. They ate slowly, making small talk about the weather and the flight. Mattheus
said it was shocking to realize again and again how incredibly beautiful Cindy
was. He’d missed her. Cindy smiled a bit then and said she’d forgotten how
handsome he was, too.


 “Are
we the only ones here connected to the case?” Mattheus finally asked as they
were sipping their after dinner coffee.


It
was a good opening and Cindy decided to take it. “My mother and uncles have
rooms on the sixth floor,” she replied, “and, of course, Frank is here as well.”


 “Frank
and Ann came down here together on vacation?” Mattheus was gently trying to get
the background picture.


“Yes,”
Cindy replied quietly. “Ann was killed in their room, in the late afternoon.” 


“Awful,”
Mattheus uttered, taking a long, ragged breath. “Hard to imagine -.”


“Frank
has been held by the police for questioning,” Cindy continued, glad to be
finally talking about it.


“Because
he was the last one to see her alive?” Mattheus probed.


“Right,”
said Cindy. “In fact, he was just released on bail into my custody. He doesn’t
have a decent alibi. He said he went swimming in the hotel pool at the time or
the murder, but no one saw him there.”


“How
is that possible?” Mattheus mused. “There are so many people at the hotel, someone
had to have seen him.”


“Maybe
they did and we just don’t know about it, yet. But, not having an alibi is not
a good enough reason to hold him.” Cindy was surprised that she had such a
strong urge to defend Frank. 


Mattheus
put his hand on Cindy’s arm. “Why are we talking about this now, anyway? How could
you have possibly dealt with all this alone?”


“I’ve
had support from the police,” said Cindy, especially Trage, the Chief. He knows
you’re coming, thought it was a good idea. I’ll introduce you to him.”


“Fine,”
said Mattheus , relieved. “I plan to work with the force closely, and also have
some connections of my own. I’ve contacted them already. We’ll find the killer,
Cindy. Believe me, I promise.”


Cindy
felt grateful to hear that. She knew it was true. They would find the killer,
it was inevitable.


“You
probably need to take a back seat now- rest more,” Mattheus looked at Cindy lovingly.
“You don’t even realize what’s hit you yet. Ann was half sister, half mother.”


“I
can’t rest,” Cindy replied sharply, irritated by the thought. “There’s only one
thing that gives me rest – to get out and search for the killer, hunt them
down, get justice fast!”


Mattheus
shook his head in agreement. “How well I know,” he responded. “We’re two of a
kind.”


Cindy
smiled, relieved to be understood.


“Okay,
you’ll fill me in on everything in the morning,” said Mattheus. “We’ll get
going then. At least for tonight, you can rest.”


“Just
having you here, I can rest,” Cindy murmured. “It gives me great ease of heart.”
 


Mattheus’s
eyes teared for a moment. “Thank you,” he whispered. “I was starting to wonder
– “, and he paused.”


“If
we’d ever see each other again?” Cindy filled in.


“Yeah,
something like that,” he said quietly.


“Me,
too,” Cindy murmured, moving closer. “I didn’t know -.” 


“Well,
no more wondering now,” Mattheus murmured, as he got closer and pulled Cindy
into his strong arms.


*


First
thing the next morning, Trage called and told Cindy they heard that Mattheus
had arrived and were looking forward to meeting him. Pleased by that, Mattheus
decided to go meet Trage alone.


“Stay
at the hotel, have a slow breakfast,” Mattheus said to Cindy. “I’ll go down to
the station and he’ll fill me in. Then we can decide what to do next.” 


“Be
back by noon, please,” Cindy said in response.


“Why
noon?” Mattheus seemed surprised.


“My
mom’s planning a memorial for my sister at one o’clock today on the beach.”


“A
memorial?” Mattheus looked startled.


“It’s
her way of dealing with Ann’s death,” Cindy replied. “I know it sounds crazy.”


“Not
crazy, but strange,” Mattheus seemed interested.


“Will
you come with me?” Cindy asked quietly, dreading going alone.


“Of
course I will,” Mattheus answered promptly. “Why do you even ask?  I’ve wanted
to meet your family for a long time.”


“But
not this way,” Cindy replied.


“No,
not like this,” Mattheus agreed, “but I’ll be with you every step of the way.
There’s no way you’re going alone.”


*


            
Cindy tried to spend the morning resting while waiting for Mattheus to return.
It was impossible to keep her mind from racing though. Scene upon scene of her
life with Ann, played out before her. She knew she had to look at Ann’s email
and Facebook pages, though the thought of it was painful to her. Ann had even
once told Cindy her email password, and Cindy never forgot it - Sunshine10. Ann
had laughed and said she chose it because she loved the sunshine. Cindy had
laughed with her and told Ann that her email password was Rainforest. 


“Rain
and sun, both needed,” Ann had quipped. Those had been happy times, light and
breezy.


Before
Mattheus arrived, it had been impossible for Cindy to look at Ann’s emails, but
she was almost ready to now. The police had probably done it already, but there
were so many things they could miss that would strike Cindy, she couldn’t avoid
it much longer.


Just
as Cindy was about to delve into Ann’s email account, her phone rang. Cindy
leaned over and picked up.


“You’re
getting ready for the memorial aren’t you?” her mother spoke fitfully. “You’re
definitely coming?” 


“Of
course I’m coming,” Cindy replied. “I’ll meet you down in the lobby at twelve
thirty as planned.”


“Make
sure you say something important about Ann,” her mother quickly added. “Take
time to prepare it.”


It
felt like a huge rock just landed on Cindy’s heart. “I thought I’d just say
whatever came to mind,” she responded.


“No,
that’s not good enough,” her mother replied quickly. “Ann deserves better. She
deserves your praise. She loved you, Cindy, think it over carefully.”


“Alright,
I will,” Cindy acquiesced. “And, I’ll be down in the lobby as soon as Mattheus
returns from the police station. We’ll be there together, ready to go.”


A
stony silence greeted Cindy. “Mattheus, your partner?” her mother finally managed
to ask.


“Yes,
he’s here, I thought I’d told you he was coming, “Cindy replied.


“No,
you hadn’t,” her mother exclaimed. “You never gave me the courtesy of telling
me you were bringing him to the memorial, either. Did he even know Ann?”


“Yes,
they met,” Cindy replied.


“I
don’t recall issuing him an invitation,” her mother went on.


“Mom,
cut it out,” Cindy’s voice grew rougher.


“I
suppose we have no choice but include him too?” her mother relented.


“No
choice at all,” said Cindy. “Mattheus has come all the way here to help us out.
He needs to be there and you need to meet him.”


*


Mattheus
returned from the police station around ten after twelve, looking fortified.


“I
like Trage a lot,” he said as he walked into Cindy’s room. “Looks like we’re on
the same page. That’s something, at least.”


Cindy
was relieved to hear that. “I began to wonder a little about him,” she said,
looking over at Mattheus. “When I interviewed one guy, Alain, he said there
were all kinds of cover ups going on here.”


“Everywhere,”
Mattheus commented. “What else did he say? Who’s Alain?”


“He
was someone who worked at the hotel and was fired the same day Ann was killed.
He’d brought room service to her room. Trage told me to talk to him.”


Mattheus’s
eyebrows raised. “Sounds like a good idea.”


“It
was,” said Cindy, getting up. “I went down to where he lives. He’s a local with
a perfect alibi, who knows his way around.  I liked the guy and he liked me. He
made a point of warning me not to trust anyone, said this is an international
hub of business and big money, banking, the works.”


“Yes,
it is,” said Mattheus slowly.


“Then
on the way home, my taxi practically got swiped off the road by a dark, green
car,” Cindy continued. “Trage was the only one who knew I was there. I couldn’t
help wonder if he sent the car for me.”


Mattheus
shook his head immediately. “Not at all, not for a second. Trage’s a great guy.
He’s exceptional, really. He cares about you. That’s just paranoia.”


“You’re
sure, Mattheus?” Cindy asked.


“Yes,
I am,” Mattheus came closer to her. “Nothing wrong with a touch of paranoia now
and then. It keeps us on our toes, makes us better detectives. But I’m sure
Trage’s on our team.”


Cindy
felt relieved to hear that, but also wondered how Mattheus could have come to
such a strong conclusion so quickly.


“Trage
opened the books to me,” Mattheus continued, “showed me everything they had.”


“That’s
good,” said Cindy, standing up then, and smoothing out her dress. She’d
purposely put on a special, golden summer dress, for the memorial that was
coming.


“You
look lovely,” Mattheus took a step closer.


“We’ve
got to leave now for the memorial,” Cindy said.


“I’m
glad we’re going,” said Mattheus. “This will be a good chance for me to learn
lots of things.”


Cindy
hadn’t thought of it that way. But it was true, Mattheus knew little about Ann,
just that she was close to Cindy. He also knew that Ann had always encouraged her
to end their relationship, come home to the States and live a normal life.


“You’ll
also meet two of my uncles,” said Cindy, “and naturally, see Frank.”


“I’m
looking forward to all of it,” said Mattheus.


“Before
we go, just one thing,” said Cindy, apprehensive.


“What?”
asked Mattheus.


“I
want you to know that I’ll never forget what you’re doing for me. I’ll never
forget how you got here so quickly.”


Mattheus
pulled her to him then, grimacing. “Of course you’ll never forget,” he grumbled
lovingly, “how could you forget? I’ll never let you forget. All our life long,
I’ll always remind you.” 


*


Cindy’s
mother, uncles and Frank were all sitting in the lobby when she and Mattheus
got downstairs. Her mother jumped up the moment Cindy approached and so did her
uncles. Frank kept sitting where he was, looking glum.


“I’d
like to introduce Mattheus,” Cindy said to all of them at once.


“Nice
to meet you,” Uncle Charlie was the first to step forth and extend his hand.


Mattheus
took it and the two of them smiled warmly.


“So,
we finally meet,” Cindy’s mother looked Mattheus up and down.


“I’m
pleased to meet you,” Mattheus said to her, formally.


“And
I don’t expect this moment would ever have happened if we weren’t faced with
tragedy,” her mother replied coolly. 


“Not
true,” said Mattheus, “I’ve been looking forward to meeting you for awhile.”


Mattheus’s
words silenced her mother and Frank stood up and joined the group. Although
Frank and Mattheus had met on another occasion, Frank seemed unsettled by the
sight of him.


“What
are you doing here with us, now?” Frank asked him blatantly.


 “I’m
down here to help Cindy solve the case,” Mattheus replied.


“The
case, the case! That’s all you two can think of.  You’re just down here as a
detective, that’s all?” Cindy’s mother quipped.


“I’m
here as a detective and as a friend,” Mattheus replied calmly, unaffected by her
onslaught. 


“What
kind of friend?” her mother went on, skeptically.


“Please
forgive this harsh treatment,” Charlie interrupted Cindy’s mother, “this is a
tough time for everyone.”


“I’m
well aware of that,” Mattheus replied kindly.


“Aware
of what? What are you aware of?” Cindy’s mother seemed to be agitated by Mattheus’s
presence. “I’ve lost one daughter and Cindy’s the only one left. What are your
intentions with my only surviving child?” she exclaimed haughtily.


“I
plan to marry Cindy,” Mattheus remarked stalwartly, as though it were an
accomplished fact.


A
stunned silence descended over the entire group, including Cindy. She’d never
seen Mattheus like this before, standing up to everyone, refusing to be
intimidated, declaring his love for her publicly.


“That’s
the first I’ve heard of anything about this,” Cindy’s mother eyes opened wide.
“Why hasn’t Cindy told me? She hasn’t said a word about an engagement.”


Frank
ran his hand through his hair and joined the fray. “Maybe because Cindy didn’t
know? From what I’ve seen, these two are always getting together and breaking
up. One day she’s engaged, the next she’s home on a plane by herself. It drove
Ann crazy!”


“Really?”
Cindy’s mother swiveled around to Cindy.


Cindy
couldn’t say a word. Mattheus’s firm declaration had swept over her suddenly, and
she felt as if she’d been engulfed by a warm, soothing wave. 


“This
is hardly the time to go into the details of our relationship,” Mattheus put
his arm around Cindy. “Let’s tend to matters at hand, first.” 


“Yes,
Ann is waiting,” Cindy’s mother suddenly sniffled. “It’s her time now.”


Cindy
breathed deeply and moved closer to Mattheus. Her mother seemed half mad to
her. How was this Ann’s time? Ann’s time was over – she’d been cut down flat.


“We’ll
talk about the engagement later,” her mother continued. “This is no time to
plan a wedding. Ann’s waiting for us now, on the beach.”











Chapter 9


 


 


Altogether,
as one person, the group turned and walked out the front door a few blocks down
to the beach. The afternoon was warm and balmy and the light breeze which
drifted across Cindy’s face felt oddly soothing.  As they walked Cindy reached
out for Mattheus and he took her hand in his right away. Cindy felt nervous
about what was to take place and it was wonderful to have Mattheus beside her.
Finally, they reached the beach, took off their shoes, and, following her
mother’s lead, walked quietly along the sand.


When
they reached a spot down near the water, close to a large palm tree, her mother
stopped and stood still, and the group gathered in a circle around her. Without
any provocation she started speaking as if it were the most natural thing to
do. It seemed as if this moment had been rehearsed for years.


“Perhaps
it seems odd to conduct this memorial so quickly,” her mother began, “but I
know that Ann is nearby and listening to every word we say. She needs this, she
wants it. We’ll have other services back home, but this is where she took her
last breath.


Cindy
felt her heart fluttering and tears fill her eyes. 


“Some
of us who are here have been close to Ann,” her mother went.


 Frank
cleared his throat and looked devastated. This wasn’t going to be easy for
anyone. It was too soon, there were too many loose threads. They were all going
along with it to pacify Cindy’s mother. In a strange way it was fitting. This
was the way Ann had lived her life, Cindy thought, pacifying her mother. Cindy
had refused to do it and had refused to pacify Ann as well. Ann was different
from their mother though, she’d truly wanted the best for Cindy. Over and over
Ann told her that she wanted Cindy to live her own life, but happily and fully.


“I
believe it’s best for Frank to speak first,” Cindy’s mother turned towards him.
“He has lost his life partner, his dearest friend.”


This
was more though, than Frank could bear. “What do you want me to say, Claudia?” his
lips were quivering. “I loved Ann my whole life long. She was a fantastic
woman, a treasure, a gift.”  His head fell as he started rubbing his foot in
the sand. 


Cindy’s
Uncle Ben, moved closer to her mother then and put his arm around her shoulder,
as her mother wept softly at Frank’s words.


 “Say
more Frank,” her mother’s voice was uneven now. “I know how much you meant to
Ann – everyone knows.”


“Ann
only wanted the best for everyone,” Frank gathered himself together. “We were
childhood sweethearts, we loved each other, our feelings never changed.”


Cindy
thought about that for a moment. It did seem that over the years that the bond
between Frank and Ann had remained constant. Ann had never said a bad thing
about him to Cindy, nor had he ever seemed upset with her. In fact, Cindy had
marveled at it from time to time. From her perspective Frank had never seemed
suited to her sister. Cindy had thought of asking Ann about her relationship
with him from time to time, but could never bring herself to. It wasn’t something
Ann ever seemed to want to discuss.


“Ann
will always be with you,” Charlie broke into the uneasy silence. “A love like
you had keeps going forever, even after the person’s gone.”


Frank
closed his eyes very tightly.


“I
had a love like that with my wife, Bella,” Charlie went on. “After I got over
her passing, I got strength from her love for years.”


That
was interesting to Cindy. She’d known almost nothing about her Uncle Charlie’s
life. It was beautiful to learn that he’d had such a fulfilling marriage. Cindy
wondered again why her mother had rejected him so completely and kept him out
of their lives. Cindy looked at Mattheus out of the corner of her eyes. He was
gazing out into the ocean, listening intently to everything that was being
said. Cindy wondered how Mattheus was taking all this, if he thought her family
was strange?


“How
about you? What have you got to say, Cindy?” her mother turned towards her
then.


Cindy
felt a wave of oppression and sorrow come over her as she opened her mouth to
speak. All she could think of was how much she wanted to know what had happened
to her sister and why? It was almost impossible to talk about their
relationship when everything else hung in the air. Ann’s passing was still
unreal to Cindy. She had no idea at all what it said about Ann’s life. Was
there a secret aspect to Ann that she never knew about? Was this memorial
service and all these praises a grand cover up?


“Go
ahead, talk Cindy,” her mother demanded.


“Ann
was the most incredible sister anyone could have wanted,” Cindy mouthed the
words reflexively. “I told her that many times, too. I told her I loved her, I
thanked her for everything. Ann was a cornerstone of my life.”


Charlie
turned and fastened his eyes upon Cindy, listening deeply to what she was saying.


“Ann
didn’t want much back from me, either,” Cindy went on. “She gave
unconditionally.”


“That
was her mistake,” Frank mumbled loudly. 


“She
gave everything and never really asked for anything,” Cindy went on.


“Except
that you come home,” Cindy’s mother interrupted sharply, as a breeze from the
ocean blew up. “She told me she wanted you back in the States.”


“No,
Ann’s main wish was for me to be happy,” Cindy became defiant. “She wanted me to
be my own person, not to follow along in anyone’s footsteps. She told me that
many times.”


“That’s
hard to believe,” her mother uttered. “Ann often told me she missed you and
wanted you home.”


“No,”
Cindy voice rose above the din of the waves which were lapping more loudly on
shore. “You know how I knew that Ann really cared for me and not just for
herself?  She wanted for me what I wanted for myself. She just was concerned
that I be careful!”


“Not
true!” Frank interrupted Cindy gruffly. “Your sister wanted you to settle back
home, take that job on the paper, get a real life. She didn’t want you
traipsing around the Caribbean always putting yourself in danger.”


Cindy
felt Mattheus shiver beside her, as he gripped her hand.


“Cindy
has a real life,” Mattheus broke in, as all eyes turned to him.


“This
is about Ann, not about me,” horrified Cindy spoke over him. “Let’s use the
time to remember her.”


Cindy’s
mother moved down towards the ocean , opened her arms widely and spoke into the
wind that blew on her face. 


“Ann
was the daughter I always wanted, everything a mother could have hoped for. She
married a good man, lived close by. She respected my wishes, stayed at my side,
especially when her father died. Ann never left me; would never have left on
her own. I was blessed to have had her.”


Cindy
felt the pit in her stomach grow deeper as her mother spoke and as the wind
blew more strongly on all of them.


“I
want Ann to know how much she means to me,” Cindy’s mother continued, her voice
raw with emotion. “I want her to hear every word I’m saying.”


Suddenly,
Uncle Ben suddenly started to sob.  “Ann hears you, Claudia, she hears you,” he
managed between sobs.


Charlie
took a step closer to them and Frank stepped back and put his face in his
hands.


Cindy
held Mattheus’s hand tighter. Was Ann’s spirit there with them? Did she hear what
they were saying? If she was there, what Cindy wanted more than anything was
for her sister to tell her how she died. I need justice for you, Ann, Cindy
spoke to her sister in her mind. I need you to help me understand.


Ben
pulled a piece of paper out of his pocket then and started reading aloud. 


“The
good we do lives after us. It is never forgotten, lives on for eternity. The
good Lord is watching over dear Ann and watching over all of us now.”


“Is
there anything else to be read?” Cindy’s mother’s voice rose shrilly, like the
sound of a seagull flying by.


“Yes,”
said Cindy, as she stepped forward, remembering a passage that had guided her
life these past years. “For whatever is hidden is meant to be disclosed, and
whatever is concealed is meant to be brought into the open.  If anyone has ears
to hear, let him hear.”


“What
is that supposed to mean?” Frank’s head shot up as he stared at Cindy pitifully.


“It
means we’ll definitely find out what happened to Ann,” Mattheus chimed in. “The
truth can only remain hidden for a little while.” 


*


They
all spent a little while longer on the beach, prayed for Ann’s spirit, and then
returned somberly to the hotel.


“That
was beautiful, Claudia,” Ben kept repeating, guiding Cindy’s mothers footsteps
off the sand, back onto the streets. “Would you like us all to have a meal
together now?”


“Not
now,” her mother seemed discombobulated. “I need to rest now, Ben.”


“Of
course, we all understand. We’ll get together again later on.” Ben’s voice rose
as he announced to everyone, “Right now Claudia needs to rest.”


Cindy
was relieved to be free to be alone with Mattheus, and everyone else seemed
relieved as well.


*


Back
up in her room, Mattheus insisted that Cindy lay down on the lounge for a
little nap. He would get his computer from his room, bring it here and continue
investigating beside her while she slept.


Cindy
lay down, her palms cupping the sides of her head. She felt woozy and upset.
“What was the point of all that? What was the point?” she asked Mattheus.


“There’s
a point to everything,” he calmly replied. “It’ll become clear later. Don’t
think about it now.”


“What
do you think of my family?” Cindy couldn’t help asking as her eyelids grew
heavy. Her mother had just made it clear to Cindy again, how much she loved
Ann, and had no real regard for her. It was an old story, but became fresh
again now and hurt all over.


“They’re
an interesting bunch,” Mattheus said softly, “not what I expected. But go to
sleep now, Cindy, we’ll talk more later. A little nap will do wonders.”


Despite
herself, Cindy fell into a restless sleep. She tossed back and forth on the
lounge as she suddenly dreamt of her sister. Ann was standing at the edge of
the beach they’d been on, waving to her.


“Ann,
Ann,” Cindy went running towards her in the dream, but the closer she got, the
further Ann receded. “Don’t go away, Ann,” Cindy called. “Wait a second, talk
to me.”


But
Ann couldn’t stay. “Help me, help me,” Ann finally called to Cindy as her form
faded into the waves.


“Ann!”
Cindy yelled, sitting bolt upright on the lounge and Mattheus ran over and put
his arms around her.


“It’s
a dream, it’s only a dream, Cindy,” he tried to calm her down.


“No,
she was there, I saw her,” Cindy was panting.


“You
dreamt that you saw her,” Mattheus’s voice was soothing.


“No,
I really saw her. She said help me, help me!” Cindy’s jaw was quivering.


“We’ll
do our best,” Mattheus responded calmly.


“But
we can’t help her now,” Cindy’s eyes opened wide with panic.


“There’s
all kinds of ways to help,” Mattheus replied. “We’ll find out what happened.
We’ll bring her killer to justice. That will give everyone some peace of mind.”


Cindy
got up off the lounge then, smoothed her dress out, and stroked Mattheus face.
“You’re a good man, Mattheus, you’re a kind man, too.”


“What
can I do now to make you feel better?” he asked.


“Let
me get up a minute and then we’ll get to work. That’s the best medicine. I want
to hear whatever you’ve discovered.  We have to make a plan of attack.”











Chapter 10


 


 


Cindy
washed up, changed into beige slacks, a light paisley T shirt and sandals. Then
she brushed her hair, put on fresh lipstick and walked out onto the patio ready
to work.


Mattheus
stood up when she arrived, but she motioned him to sit back down. They were
working partners again now, had to get going and focus on the case.


“Okay,
tell me what you got from the police,” Cindy assumed a professional tone,
though it had a frantic edge to it.


“I
learned something important,” Mattheus jumped right in. “I was waiting for the
right time to tell you.”


“What?”
Cindy was alerted.


“There
has been a rash of murders at this hotel this past year,” Mattheus said. “The
police have been keeping quiet.”


“What?”
Cindy jumped up. “Trage didn’t say a word about it to me.”


“He
couldn’t. You just lost your sister, it was too fresh, and besides they’re
trying their best to keep it quiet,” Mattheus explained. “They don’t want to
disrupt the tourist trade.”


The
hair on Cindy’s neck bristled. “What kind of murders? Who was killed, when,
why?” She was fascinated.


“I
couldn’t get too much more information than that,” Mattheus continued. “As of
now, the cases are all unsolved.”


Cindy
was fascinated. “How is that possible they’re all unsolved?” It didn’t sound plausible.


“The
police did lots of work on them,” said Mattheus. “They have bulging files on every
case, but no conclusion. Each case went cold.”


“Something
smells bad here,” said Cindy.


“It’s
not the police,” Mattheus jumped in. “Trage said he’d open all their files to
me. I can research them all I like. In fact, they’d be thrilled for me to do
so.”


“Good,”
said Cindy swiftly. “This is a great place to start.”


“Crucial,”
said Mattheus.


Could
Ann have just been caught up in the wrong place at the wrong time? Cindy
wondered. Did a random psychopath hit the hotel? Was Ann just another victim in
a rash of blind murders? It didn’t seem likely, but Cindy had to know more -
immediately.


“Who
else knew about this rash of murders?” Cindy was quick on the draw.


“That’s
what I’ve got to find out,” Mattheus face suddenly looked grim. They had
investigators come from different countries, but the pieces never came
together. I’ll get to the bottom of it, believe me.”


“Sounds
like you’ve got your work cut out for you,” Cindy said.


“Absolutely,”
he agreed. “I’ve got to talk to anyone who could be implicated, and you have to
find out more about Ann’s activities and her relationship with Frank.”


Cindy
swallowed hard. “I’ll go into her email immediately. As for Frank, I already
spoke with him. It didn’t go well. He thinks I’m snooping where I don’t belong,
doesn’t see me as a detective. He definitely won’t let me in too far, refused
to give me the password to computer.”


Mattheus
shook his head. “He has no choice about it,” he remarked.


“You
tell him that,” said Cindy.


“Okay,”
Mattheus agreed, but quickly thought better of it. “That may not be such a good
idea. If I approach Frank, it might seem threatening to him. And, if he’s
threatened and has something to hide, he’ll hide it even deeper.”


“Frank
had nothing to do with Ann’s death,” Cindy said clearly. “As annoying as he’s
being, he loved her.”


“Love
can turn into hate in a minute,” Mattheus remarked, “and then back to love
again. We don’t really know what happened between them, until we find out.”


Cindy
felt irritated. “It’s the wrong focus,” she assured him. “It’s far more
important for you to investigate the murders and for me to look into Ann’s
personal email and Facebook accounts now. For all we know she was having
trouble, maybe someone who hated her was lurking around. Why else would anyone
kill her?”


“Lots
of reasons,” Mattheus started.


Cindy
shook her entire body. “No, this was personal. It had to be.”


“That’s
a strange conclusion to come to so quickly,” said Mattheus.


“Not
strange at all,” Cindy objected. “You didn’t see the huge scratches on her
neck. I saw them – they were jagged, like claws.”


Mattheus
stopped cold. “I didn’t know you saw your sister’s body.”


“I
went to the morgue,” Cindy replied.


Mattheus
looked at her distressed, “Without me?”


“I
had no choice,” Cindy murmured.


“You
had a choice, you could have called me immediately,” Mattheus’s voice rose just
a bit.


“I
couldn’t, it was too much,” Cindy said sharply. “I didn’t know what was going
on in your life -.”


“Cindy,”
Mattheus breathed, amazed.


“We
can’t go backwards over this, we have to go forwards,” Cindy said urgently. “Let
me go now and look into Ann’s email.” 


“Okay,
go do it,” Mattheus agreed. “And I’ll check around the hotel to see if anyone
possibly saw or heard anything go on between Ann and Frank before she was
killed.”


Cindy
was surprised at how annoyed she felt at Mattheus’s insistence upon probing
more deeply into Frank and Ann’s relationship. There was no reason for it; it
was a waste of time and energy. Mattheus had enough on his hands with the rash
of unsolved murders.


“You’ll
do better spending your time looking into the unsolved murders,” Cindy urged. 


“I
can do both,” Mattheus answered easily. “You go explore Ann’s emails. I’ll find
out more about Ann and Frank’s relationship and delve into these murders. Then
we’ll talk.”


Cindy
headed to her computer, able to move forward now. She felt energized and clear
headed working with Mattheus.  From the very start they had a great energy
between them that worked synchronistically, balanced each other and left no
stone unturned.


*


As
Mattheus left Cindy went to get her computer, take it out onto the patio, and
get into Ann’s email. The breeze that had gotten stronger on the beach had
turned into a light wind. Cindy felt it blowing through her hair as she opened
the computer. When she came to the place where she had to put Ann’s password
in, she felt a moment of fear. Cindy felt as if she was trespassing upon her
sister’s privacy, almost as if she were turning into her. But she wasn’t Ann, she
was a beloved sister who was could leave no stone unturned in finding the
killer. Ann wouldn’t have wanted it any other way.


To
Cindy’s distress, the first thing she saw when she got into the account was a
string of unanswered emails from Ann’s friends. None of them had any idea she’d
died, Cindy realized painfully.


“Have
an incredible vacation, Ann,”
the first one said. “It’s long overdue and I’m thinking of you. If you have
a second, let me know how it’s going. Love you, Lana.”


Lana
was one of Ann’s closest friends. She and Ann had grown up together, still
lived close by. Cindy knew her well.


The
next unanswered email was from Rebecca. “Let me know when you’re getting
home, Ann. If I can I’ll meet you at the airport. Hope you’re back in time for the
next meeting of the Circle. We’re always counting on you.”


The
Circle was a group Ann had belonged to forever. It was composed of women who
raised money for local charities. Ann had led the group and loved it. Cindy
couldn’t bear the thought of writing to these women and letting them know what
had happened. 


The
third unanswered email was from their mom. “Ann, dear, have a lovely holiday
with Frank. Make it all you have dreamt of. I’m so glad the two of you took my
advice and decided to get away. Love, mom.” 


Cindy
stopped and read that one a few times. Why did her mother give Ann advice to
get away with Frank? Was it just her usual meddling? Was Cindy trying to read
something into the email that had no bearing at all?


Cindy
scrolled down and read the other emails. Most were ordinary, even dull. Arrangements
for the meetings of the Circle, luncheon dates, exchange of pleasantries.  From
what Cindy read it seemed that Ann lived her life mainly on the surface. Cindy
had never perceived Ann that way before. She’d always thought of her sister as
having rich, full, busy days. Maybe she didn’t? Maybe that was why Ann was
always so ready to leave and come to meet Cindy at the airport when she
returned. Had Ann needed Cindy and the excitement she provided more than Ann
had let on?


One
email caught Cindy’s attention. Ann was apologizing to a friend for not being
able to make a lunch date. “I have so much to do to prepare for Frank’s return,”
Ann had stated. “He’s so busy these days, I’m never exactly sure when
he’s coming home.” Cindy wasn’t sure what this referred to. What was Frank
so busy with? Where had he gone?


The
friend had answered nicely enough. “Of course, of course, I understand. It’s
hard when business takes them all over the place.”


Where
was business taking Frank? Ann had only mentioned in passing to Cindy that
Frank had been traveling a bit more for business. Cindy wondered now why Ann
hadn’t filled her in on more details. Probably because it hadn’t bothered Ann
much.  Most likely Ann just took it as a matter of course, the way she took
everything. Was Frank’s busy schedule the reason they were taking time alone
together now in Bermuda? Was he trying to make it up to her, give Ann the
attention she’d been wanting? 


Cindy
took a deep breath and kept scrolling. Finally, she found an email from Frank to
Ann.


“Be
back home on the six forty five flight,” it announced. “Looking forward to seeing you.
Frank.”


Nice
enough, thought Cindy, but where was the word love? 


“Six
forty five?” Ann
had answered. “I thought you were landing at five?”


Cindy
noticed herself wanting to make something of this, too. There seemed to be an
edge to Ann’s tone here that Cindy hadn’t noticed before. Was this just more
paranoia? Cindy stared at the emails and then stopped herself. She was grasping
at straws. Wasn’t it perfectly usual for couples who’d been married for many
years to forget about signing off with the word love? And so what if he took a
flight that landed a bit later? Cindy realized that she could lose reality
quickly if she let herself obsess about every word.


Cindy
pushed the computer away for a moment. This was not only arduous, it was
unsettling to look so closely at her sister’s personal life. She’d open just
one more email before going onto Ann’s Facebook page.


Oddly
enough, the next email had a different tone. It was to another friend of Ann’s,
May.


“Hi,
May,” Ann wrote,
“so sorry I can’t meet you for coffee later. Frank will be coming home tonight
and I’m cooking and baking for him all afternoon. So excited to see him and get
things ready.”


After
all these years, Ann was excited to welcome Frank home. The reality of it hit
Cindy undeniably. It was hard for Cindy to imagine how this could be, what it
was about Frank her sister loved so much and felt so excited by? But there was
never any telling what brought two people together, what they got from one
another that kept their love alive. 


Cindy
sighed, ran her hands through her hair. Next she’d have to go onto Ann’s
Facebook page. That wouldn’t be as personal. Cindy had been on it many times.
It was filled with pictures of Ann’s local friends and their activities,
announcing times and dates of events, inviting others to them. Cindy had to
check though, to see if there was any hint here of something that had gone
amiss. Was Ann in a fight with anyone? Was someone jealous of her for some
reason?


To
Cindy’s great relief, just as she was about to go back into the computer, the
phone rang.


Even
without picking up, she knew it was Mattheus.


“I’m
down at the police station,” Mattheus started.


Cindy
appreciated that he was keeping in close touch.


“Trage’s
here with me, helping me out,” Mattheus went on. “He’s been digging through
these files again, since we’re re-opening the hotel murders investigation.

“Great,” said Cindy, thrilled that they were working on two fronts now. Mattheus
coming down seemed to have energized everybody.


“There’s
a drug ring that comes up again and again,” Mattheus continued. “They’re based
at the south of the island, not far from where that guy Alain lives.”


“That
makes sense,” Cindy listened closely.


“Those
guys have to know something about the hotels killings,” Mattheus went on
quickly. Trage’s given me the name of the head honcho there. The police spoke
to him before and ruled him out. But I’m leaving in a minute to see him. I have
a way with those guys.”


“What’s
his name?” Cindy wanted backup information.


“Leon
Tobitt,” Mattheus muttered. 


“You
want me to join you?” Cindy asked quickly.


“Just
the opposite,” Mattheus answered promptly. “I want to connect with this guy
alone - just wanted to let you know where I am.”


“Thank
you,” whispered Cindy.


“How’s
it going on your end?” Mattheus seemed concerned.


“It’s
going,” Cindy replied. “Nothing great so far.”


“Boring?”
asked Mattheus.


“You
could say that,” answered Cindy surprised, upset to imply her sister’s life was
boring.


“Keep
at it,” Mattheus responded. “Remember, the real treasures are hidden in the
most boring places. You’ve got to earn them, dig them out, scrap by scrap.” 


Despite
herself, Cindy smiled. Mattheus hit the spot again. He inspired her to keep
sloughing through endless details which didn’t seem to add up to anything,
until, suddenly they did.


“Thanks
for that, Mattheus,” Cindy commented.


“Look,
it can’t be easy investigating your own sister,” he answered.


“I
can’t find anything new about her,” Cindy said, frustrated. 


“You
will,” Mattheus assured her. “Be patient and brave.”


*


Mattheus
took a cab down to Hedge Row Corner, where Leon Torbitt was known to operate.  The
neighborhood was situated near a dilapidated cove with a strange mixture of
fine homes and small, wooden houses built on the rim. Trage told Mattheus that
Leon could easily be found at this time of day at Manilla’s pub, on the eastern
coast. Mattheus couldn’t wait to see him and then get back to being with Cindy
again. It was incredible being with her and Mattheus wouldn’t part from her
again, ever. This case had to be solved and solved fast. He couldn’t bear
stretching out her suffering. After it was over they would start again,
completely new.


Mattheus
had the driver let him out a few blocks away, so he could walk into the pub
naturally. He wore jeans, rolled his shirt sleeves up over his elbows, and put
on a pair of sunglasses as he sauntered over.


Manilla’s
pub was oddly spacious, overlooking both water and a string of grimy boats.  Most
tables were now filled with locals, drinking beer, eating lunch, talking
noisily. 


Mattheus
went directly to the bartender. “Leon Torbitt here yet?” he asked, as though he
were an expected guest.


The
bartender barely looked up. He had small, shifty eyes, a large square face and kept
moving a few glasses around on the bar. “Who’s asking?” he responded.


 “Mattheus. 
Tell Leon that Wilma suggested I talk to him.” Wilma was the name of Leon’s
sister. It was also the name of one of the women killed in the murders, though
Leon didn’t realize that. 


The
bartender looked up at him then, suddenly interested. “Leon’s expecting you?”


Mattheus
shook his head.


The
bartender went to the back room and in a few minutes a smallish, thin guy in
tight pants and a black shirt came skirting out. It had to be Leon, thought
Mattheus.


The
bartender pointed towards Mattheus and the small guy looked at him puzzled.


Mattheus
stood up quickly, went over to him and put his hand on his shoulder.


“Leon
Torbitt?” he said.


“How
do you know my sister?” Leon answered, pushing Mattheus by the elbow over to a
side table. “What the hell does she want of me now?”


Mattheus
and Leon sat down at the table and looked into each other’s eyes. Mattheus felt
as if he’d known him forever, as if they’d been friends their whole life long.
Leon seemed incredibly comfortable with him as well


“Wilma
needs your help,” Mattheus said then in a confidential tone.


Leon’s
eyes opened for a second alarmed, then looked down. “If this is some kind of
joke, you’ll pay for it.”


“It’s
not a joke,” Mattheus, reassured him. “It’s not your sister either, it’s
another Wilma I’m talking about, a lady killed during the hotel murders.”


Leon’s
eyes opened even wider. “This some kind of scam?”


“I’m
trying to track down the hotel killer,” Mattheus replied, fully expecting Leon
to help him. “And I need your help.”


Despite himself, Leon laughed. “The
killings are over, it’s done and finished. And the idiots know 


that
I had nothing to do with it. “You’re looking in the wrong place, buddy,” Leon
tapped both hands on the table a few times. “Those murders reek of big business
down here and everyone knows it. These rich guys got all kinds of women holed
up at expensive hotels. If you asked me, someone was getting revenge on someone
and taking a few of their women out. What the hell has that got to do with me? Me and my friends are completely
covered. We weren’t even down here when these killings took place.  Who sent
you down here?”


“Trage,”
said Mattheus.


“Police
Chief?” Leon looked surprised.


“Right.”


“Then
he’s more of an idiot than I even imagined,” said Leon. “He’s sending you on a
wild goose chase,  he knows we deal in other parts of the island.”


Mattheus
stopped and wondered if it could be so? “Why would he do that?” Mattheus asked
quietly.


“It’s
easy to blame everything on the drug trade, isn’t it?” Leon responded, “but
drug guys don’t kill one dame after another, it’s not our style. Besides the
killings are over.”


 “No,
they’re not,” Mattheus proclaimed swiftly.  


“What
do you mean?” Leon looked perturbed.


“And
I’m offering you complete immunity,” Mattheus continued.


 “You
cracked or something?” Leon scanned Mattheus closely. “Immunity for what?” 


“For
talking to me,” said Mattheus, “telling me everything you know. A few days ago,
another woman was killed. I’m a private detective and the woman who was killed
was my partner’s sister.”


Leon
looked genuinely distressed. “Sorry to hear that,” he muttered.


“Sorry
isn’t the word for it,” Mattheus felt himself getting tight. “She was killed in
her bed while down here on vacation with her husband.”


“Listen
fella, and listen good,” Leon broke in fast. “We’ve got our hands in plenty of
stuff, but nothing to do with those killings. I like women, I don’t kill them. Sorry
about your partner’s sister, I hadn’t even heard it happened again.”


Mattheus felt his genuine upset. “Help
me find out who did it,” Mattheus suddenly pleaded. 


“If
you ask me, it’s a wild card. And I’ll tell you something else that’s no
mystery. Those damn murders will never get solved. They were an inside job if I
ever saw one.”


“That’s
not enough, I need more than that,” Mattheus pleaded.


“Why
not see who those dead dames had in common?” Leon suggested. “Could have been
they were all involved with the same guy.”


“You’d
make a great detective yourself,” Mattheus replied. “There’s a lot of pieces to
this puzzle I haven’t looked into yet.”


“Just
get down here?” Leon asked.


“Yeah,”
said Mattheus. “To help my partner out.”


 “There’s
a nest of snakes down here on the Island just waiting to pounce,” Leon
muttered. “The sister just came for a few days, right?  On vacation with a
husband?”


“Right,”
said Mattheus.


Leon
cupped his chin with his small hand.  “Don’t waste your time trying to solve the
hotels murders. Your partner’s sister isn’t part of the chain, her murder’s got
to be connected to something else.” 


“What?”
asked Mattheus swiftly.


“Damned
if I know,” Leon replied. “That’s your job, not mine to find out.”


Mattheus
began to push his chair away from his table. “Thanks for your time,” he said.


“Hell,
hang in a while,” Leon didn’t want him to go. “Never hurts to relax and chill
out. Have a couple of beers on me.”


“Wish
I could,” said Mattheus, “but time’s short and I got a lot of work cut out to
do.”


 “You’re
a great guy,” said Leon, unexpectedly. “If there’s ever something else I can do
to help you, don’t hesitate to let me know.”


Mattheus
left the interview ill at ease. Why did Trage send him down to a complete dead
end? True, Mattheus had asked to see Leon, but Trage should have stopped him.
Cindy was right, they had to develop a laser sharp focus now, hone in on all
the right places, before Ann’s case also conveniently went cold.











Chapter 11


 


Cindy
opened Ann’s Facebook page right after she spoke to Mattheus. He’d probably be
away for a couple of hours and she wanted to use the time to complete her
investigation of Ann’s online world. As Cindy expected, everything looked the
same. There was no sense that tragedy had struck, life looked calm and happy.
Familiar faces that Cindy had seen over and over were still posted. This was
the world Ann had lived in, the friends who circled around her with love. They
created a sense that her life was secure and balanced. Cindy looked at the
assorted pictures of Ann and Frank smiling along with their other couple
friends. There were pictures of restaurants that Ann and Frank frequented and a
snapshot of them at a carnival. Everything looked in perfect order, only it
wasn’t. Ann had been skating on thin ice, about to be killed.


Cindy
scanned through Ann’s messages carefully, but nothing special came up. One
friend Loretta mentioned how beautiful Bermuda was and that she wanted to hear
all about the trip. A rich uncle of hers had a yacht there, did business in
Bermuda with the biggest firm around, Evan Price, Inc.  Loretta asked Ann to
post pictures, Ann had said she would. What kind of photo could Ann ever post now?



Restless,
Cindy picked up the phone and called Mattheus, just to see how it was going.


“Any
news?” she asked as he picked up. 


“Torbbit’s
clean,” answered Mattheus, seeming grateful to talk. “He wasn’t even in town
when the murders happened. He said the hotel killings had to be linked to big
business here. Nothing else makes sense, does it?”


“That
leaves Ann out then,” Cindy said despondently.


“Why?”
asked Mattheus.


“She
wasn’t linked to big business, neither was Frank, ever. He did well enough in
his own world, got some more clients, maybe? But big business, no.”


“Don’t
be so sure,” Mattheus murmured. “Let’s talk more when I get back. Where are you
now?”


“In
my room,” said Cindy. “Still going over Ann’s Facebook page.”


“See
you in a few minutes,” said Mattheus, as he hung up.


Cindy
read Ann’s Facebook messages one more time before deciding to sign off. This
time she read them she paused at Loretta’s comment. Her uncle worked in
Bermuda, knew the territory, worked for a top guy here, Evan Price. Price was clearly
involved in big business. Perhaps he’d have some ideas about who Cindy and
Mattheus could look into? Of course Cindy would first have to call Loretta, ask
her to get in touch with her uncle and tell her about Ann’s death. The news
would spread like wildfire. Cindy wasn’t ready to do that yet. Maybe she could
find out more about Evan Price directly, even talk to him.  Right now any lead
would be a help. Cindy wanted to do it on her own though, not check with Trage
about it. She signed off Ann’s Facebook page and decided to look up Evan Price
online, find out more about him herself. 


To
Cindy’s complete surprise, one article after another about Evan Price popped up
online. A huge business magnet, heading a major hedge fund, his name came up again
and again. There were pieces written about him in connection with everything –A
line parties, charity events, the International Festival of films. Cindy was
surprised that Loretta’s uncle worked for someone like him. If the hotel
murders had been connected to big business, it seemed that Evan Price would
definitely be the man to talk to.


Cindy
decided then to put a call into Trage first, to get the whole picture.


“How’s
it going, Cindy?” Trage asked the minute he recognized her voice.


“We’re
working hard,” Cindy replied, “I’m not sure where we’re going next though.”


“This
is a rough one,” Trage agreed, “without some kind of motive for your sister’s
killing, it’s hard to know where to turn.”


How
could there be a motive for Ann’s killing, Cindy suddenly said. “Ann never did
a thing to harm anyone. Maybe the killer was an insane, a random psychopath,
preying on anyone they could find.  It was definitely someone vicious, judging
by the marks on Ann’s neck. Possibly they were high on drugs at the time Ann
was slaughtered. Is there someone like that floating around?”


Trage
got quiet. “No one we can put our finger on,” he said slowly.


“Anything
new come in?” asked Cindy, “even one, small lead?”


“I’m
sorry,” Trage replied. “I sent Mattheus down to talk to Leon Torbitt, a big
drug honcho, a little while ago.”


“It
didn’t pan out to be much,” Cindy responded.


“I
didn’t think it would,” said Trage. “Mattheus wanted to go, though. He told me
one lead always brings another, even when you least expect it. You got a good
man there, Cindy.”


“Who’s
Evan Price?” Cindy asked suddenly, wanting to take Trage down a new road.


“Why
do you ask about him?” Trage sounded unsettled.


“I
just read about him online,” Cindy remarked casually, not wanting to influence
Trage’s response.


 “Where’d
you find his name?” Trage didn’t seem to like it.


Cindy
wasn’t going to tell Trage she saw Evan Price mentioned in passing on Ann’s Facebook
page. That seemed foolish. 


“I’m
not sure where he first came up,” Cindy said slowly.


“Not
sure? You need better than that. You don’t go into the water, swim with sharks
and ruffle their territory without having a good reason to do so.”


The
sound of Trage’s voice troubled Cindy. It was interesting to her that he
considered Evan Price a shark.


“Anyone
who could lead me to Ann’s killer is someone I want to talk to,” Cindy said staunchly.


“But
what’s the connection between Ann and Price?” Trage wasn’t buying it.


“Ann
was killed in the same hotel where the others murders took place,” Cindy
answered plainly. “From what I can gather, most people think those killings
were connected to big business.”


“Conjecture,”
Trage mumbled. “No evidence of that.”


“Did
anyone talk to Evan Price about the hotel murders?” asked Cindy.


“In
fact, we did,” said Trage. “If you look through the files you’ll see he was
interviewed by us several times. He’s actually been up on charges a few times
for other things, as well. The guy never gets caught for anything, though. Price
is a smooth operator if ever there was one. He’s meticulous, too, nothing
passes him by.”


“What
was he been up on charges for?” Cindy was fascinated.


“The
usual,” Trage answered slowly, “tax evasion, bribery. Someone went missing a
year ago, and he was charged for that as well. The charges never came to
anything, though.  Exactly how could there be a connection between him, in
particular, and your sister’s murder?”


There
wasn’t any connection that Cindy knew of, but, judging by how disturbed Trage
was, it was something Cindy definitely had to explore. 


“I
really need to know how exactly how you heard of him, Cindy,” Trage became
adamant.


“One
of Ann’s friends has an uncle who works for him,” Cindy replied. “Price’s name
came up on Ann’s Facebook page.”


“That’s
all you got?” Trage sounded suspicious.


“That’s
enough,” Cindy replied edgy.


“It’s
nothing,” Trage answered quickly, “you know how many people work for him, one
way or another? This is an international hedge fund.”


 “Now
he sounds like someone I definitely need to meet,” Cindy answered briskly. 


“Explore
what you want,” said Trage quickly. “But, believe me, you’re wasting your
time.”


“Got
any other ideas?” asked Cindy, “I’m open for anything you can suggest.”


“Talk
to your brother in law,” Trage finally grumbled. “If someone’s got the key, he
does. He was with your sister right before she was murdered. He knew her, he knows
her friends. I believe he holds the answers.”


Cindy
felt furious. “I talked to him already, he doesn’t have anything,” Cindy
responded sharply, as the two of them hung up at the very same moment, annoyed.


*


“There
was no reason for you to upset Trage,” Mattheus said when he returned and Cindy
told him what had happened. 


“I
didn’t upset Trage, the mention of Evan Price did,” Cindy replied. “I didn’t
even know Evan Price was someone I should interview until I saw how upset it
made Trage.”


“They
police had their hands full with the hotel murders,” Mattheus chimed in. “They
probably don’t want to dredge up more confusion now.”


“Mattheus,”
Cindy suddenly felt razor sharp focus, “The police have already interviewed Price.
He’s told them his story. Trage just didn’t like it that I found out about Price
by myself.  He doesn’t want me talking to him. There’s got to be a reason why.”


“How
did you find out about the guy?” Mattheus asked.


“Randomly,”
Cindy replied, “completely by chance.”


“There’s
no such thing as random in a murder investigation,” Mattheus commented. “If
something comes to your attention, there’s a reason why.”


 “I
found Price’s name on Ann’s Facebook page,” Cindy remarked hesitantly.


“That’s
weird,” Mattheus was surprised.


It
suddenly struck Cindy how weird it was, too. What were the chances that a
possible link to Ann’s murder would be casually mentioned on her page a few
days before she died? 


“Who
posted it?” Mattheus was alerted.


“It
was casual,” Cindy insisted. “One of Ann’s friends, Loretta posted it when she
heard Ann was coming down here for vacation. She mentioned in passing that her
uncle had a yacht down here and worked for a big business guy, Evan Price.”


 “Have
you called Loretta?” Mattheus asked.


“Of
course I haven’t,” said Cindy.


“What
do you mean of course? Why not?” Mattheus was perturbed.


“I’m
not ready to tell the whole world Ann has died,” Cindy suddenly cried out. 


“I
understand, I understand,” Mattheus put his hand on Cindy’s arm tenderly.


“That
would make it too real,” Cindy felt like sobbing. “Then Ann’s life would be
over, her friends would be gone.”


“I’ll
call Loretta for you,” Mattheus said. “Let me handle it.”


“Not
yet, it’s too much,” Cindy breathed. “We don’t need Loretta’s uncle anyway, I
can connect with Evan Price directly.”


“That’s
tricky,” Mattheus proclaimed. “And potentially dangerous as well.”


“Maybe
it is, but so what?” said Cindy. “What else do we have?”


“I’ll
go with you to see him then,” Mattheus relented.


“No,
not this time,” said Cindy firmly. “Price will feel less threatened if I see
him by myself. This is something I’ve got to do alone.”


*


Mattheus
left for a few minutes to go to his room, wash up and bring dinner back for them.
As soon as he left Cindy decided to immediately put in a call to Evan Price.
She knew she needed to speak to him, face to face.


To
Cindy’s delight, when she told Price’s secretary who she was, the secretary immediately
put her through.


“Yup?”
Price answered without taking a breath. 


“Cindy
Blaine, private detective. I need to talk to you as soon as possible,” Cindy
blurted out, not mincing words.


“What
about?” Price sounded taken aback.


“I’m
down here from the States,” Cindy went on without pausing. “My sister was just
killed at the Greenstone Hotel. I need your help.”


“Help?”
Price listened more closely.


“Yes,”
said Cindy. “I don’t know who else to turn to.”


“I
like your frankness,” he responded swiftly.


“I’ve
read all about you online,” Cindy jumped back in. “And a friend of my sister’s
uncle works for you.”


“Who?”
Price wanted to know.


“I
don’t know his name,” Cindy answered, “I just saw your name mentioned on my
sister’s Facebook page.”


“Find
out who this guy who works for me is,” Price demanded.


“I
will,” Cindy replied. “And I want to talk to you in person, as soon as
possible.”


 “Okay,
okay,” Price seemed disconcerted. “I’ll do what I can, but, don’t get too
excited. No one’s figured out anything yet about the hotel murders.  My guess
is they never will. And, even though some people think I know everything about
what’s going on in Bermuda, I don’t know about those killings either.”


“I’m
not saying I believe you know everything,” Cindy continued, “I’m not even sure those
murders are connected to my sister’s death.  But I need names, I need
possibilities, I have to find out.” 


“Yes,
you do,” said Evan, “and so do I. Okay,” he went on, without hesitation. “Come
meet me tomorrow at noon on my yacht. We’ll talk then. My secretary will give
you directions.”


Cindy
was delighted. “Thank you,” she breathed.


“My
pleasure,” said Evan as he transferred the call to his secretary who told Cindy
exactly how 


to
get to the yacht and to be sure not to be late.


*


Evan’s yacht was magnificent, gleaming
white and rising high over the waves majestically as 


though
it routinely housed royalty and dignitaries of all kinds. Cindy walked up the
way to the entrance, 


slowly,
letting the warm, salt air from the water caress her skin. She had taken extra
pains to dress for 


the
meeting, wearing her finest, silk, lime hand printed dress. It flowed over her
body gracefully, 


whirring
slightly above her knees. She’d also brushed her hair a long while and let it
hang loosely over her shoulders. This was the first time since Ann’s death that
Cindy had taken pains with how she looked. But Evan Price was a wealthy, magnet
here and Cindy wanted to meet him on his own terms.


When
she entered the gallant boat, Cindy was met with a valet who had been stationed
there to greet her and welcome her on board.


“Mr. Price is awaiting you, in
the dining room on the second floor,” he said to Cindy the moment 


she
arrived. “Let me show you there.”


*


The moment Cindy walked into the
dining room, Evan Price stood up to greet her.


Cindy
was stunned to see how young he was, mid-forties at the most. He was a bit
taller than Cindy, with dark hair, wide hazel eyes and well defined features
that made him seem in command. Dressed elegantly in a custom shirt and blue silk
mascot, he looked as though he’d walked off the cover of a men’s fashion
magazine. 


Price
was also clearly surprised at the sight of Cindy, stood back a moment to take
her in.


“A
detective?” he said, as she drew closer, seemingly amused. “I thought you’d be
an old, dowdy lady.”


“Detectives
come in all shapes and sizes,” Cindy felt pleased by his visceral response.


“Come
in, sit down,” he seemed pleased to be with her. “Here’s a wine list, please
choose.”


Cindy
didn’t want anything to drink, but chose a glass of Merlot anyway, just to keep
the mood between them and high.


“Talk
to me,” Evan said then, leaning back in his chair, his elbows practically
reaching to the railing of his yacht.


Cindy
listened to the waves lapping against the boat and thought what a beautiful
afternoon this would have been if Ann were here to share it with her. Cindy
felt oddly comfortable now with Evan, was very glad to be here with him. At the
same time it was hard to meet his constant gaze.


“Tell
me whatever you can,” said Cindy, trying hard to remain professional. “I have
to find my sister’s killer,” her eyes unexpectedly filled with tears. “She
didn’t deserve to die so horribly here in Bermuda.”


Evan’s
face grew momentarily grim. “I’m truly sorry,” he said to Cindy.


“Thank
you,” Cindy felt it was so.


“Why
are you convinced her death is connected to the hotel murders?” Evan went on.


Cindy
looked over at him plainly, “I’m not convinced, I just don’t know what else to
think,” she said, at a loss. “It’s just strange that my sister died in the same
hotel as the other women.”


“Yes,
it is,” Evan snapped to attention. “You working with the police?”


“Yes,
we are,” said Cindy.


“We?”
Evan looked curious.


“My
partner, Mattheus, is down here helping me with the case,” Cindy replied.


“Lucky
guy,” said Evan. 


“I’m
lucky to have him as well,” said Cindy, wanting to keep things clear. “We
investigate murders in the Caribbean mainly.”


“This
time it hit too close to home, though,” Evan remarked.


“Much
too close,” said Cindy, sadly.


“You’re
honest, you’re frank, I like it,” said Evan. “Did the police tell you to come
here and talk to me?”


Cindy
relaxed a bit then. “No, just the opposite,” she smiled at him. “They told me
to leave you alone, that you’d already been questioned.”


“So,
why are you here?” he asked, taken by surprise. 


“I
don’t usually listen to what people tell me,” said Cindy. “I have a radar
inside that keeps me on course.”


“Good
for you,” Evan liked her answer and looked at her appreciatively. “And what does
your radar tell you about me?”


“That
you know the lay of the land, you’re at the center of it. Most people believe
that the hotel murders were somehow connected to big business.”


 “We
talked about that already,” said Evan quickly. “When they don’t know where to
look, they blame big business. Did the police tell you that?” 


“No,
if fact they did not. They’ve been quiet about it, said they know nothing.”


“And
you don’t believe them?”


“I’m
not trained to believe, I’m trained to find out what’s real and what isn’t,”
said Cindy definitively.


“A
woman after my own heart,” Evan said and picked up his wine glass. “Let’s
drink, let’s toast.” 


Cindy
picked up her glass and lifted it opposite his. Trage was right she thought,
Evan was suave, he was glib. He was also smart with a streak of no nonsense plain
talk that Cindy liked very much.


“To
us,” said Evan promptly, “to finding out the truth about everything, the
murders, your sister, and who’s behind the bloodshed on this island that’s been
spilling over onto me as well.”


Cindy
drank to that eagerly, draining her glass in one long drink.


Evan
laughed, “Wow, you’re thirstier than you think.”


“This
is great wine, said Cindy, holding out her glass as he poured another.


“How
has the bloodshed been spilling over onto you?” Cindy wanted to hear more, as
Evan poured himself a second glass of wine.


“The
first thing you’ve got to know,” he said as he drank more wine, is about
business on this island.” People in Bermuda have one of the highest pay scales
in the world.  But although there’s no sales or income tax, the cost of goods,
including food is pretty high. So, they also have one of the highest costs of
living, have to spend a lot to survive. That’s because eighty per cent of
everything is imported. Bermuda has no natural resources like oil, gas, gold or
anything.”


Cindy
wondered why he was telling her all this and what bearing it had upon what
happened to Ann. She did her best to listen closely and hear what he was really
saying beneath the words, what he really had in mind.


“So,
what are the main industries in Bermuda?” Evan went on. “The two top industries
that control of economy are the International Business and Tourism Industry. Over fifteen thousand
international companies have set up operations here.  The international
business is mainly around insurance, re-insurance and fund and trust
management. Bermuda runs the third largest re-insurance in the world. This has
made it a global magnet for international business - that and the fact that
there’s no taxes for business here. The BMA oversees things making sure there’s
no money laundering, fraud or other financial crimes.” And he smiled. 


Cindy
recalled then that he’d been brought up on charges on different counts. “You’ve
never run into trouble?” she asked innocently, wanting to flush him out.


“Sure
I’ve run into trouble,” he answered swiftly. “When you’re at the top of the mountain,
everyone underneath wants to bring you down. It’s human nature and I’m used to
it.”


“A
terrible way to live,” said Cindy.


“I
like it, myself,” Evan grinned. “Let them try all they want - no one’s ever
pinned a thing on me, and no one ever will.”


“How
can you be so sure?” asked Cindy, bristling at his arrogance.


“Because
I don’t do anything to deserve it,” he quipped. “I live straight, do my
business straight and am just smarter than most folks.” He drank the rest of
the wine in his glass then and quickly poured another. 


Cindy
wasn’t here to dispute his view of life, or look into his business dealings.
She held her focus tight on her sister’s death. 


“What
has all this got to do with how my sister died?” Cindy repeated.


“It
could be just coincidence that your sister got killed in the Greenstone Hotel,”
Evan said suddenly then, swerving in another direction. “The last killing there
happened two months ago. Everything’s been quiet since.  I was sure it was all
over.”


“Tell
me about the women who were killed there?” Cindy liked that he was finally
talking and wanted to flush him out more.


“Each
woman was killed the same way – poisoned,” he commented. “They went to sleep
and never woke up.”


Cindy
hadn’t heard that. It wasn’t what happened to Ann, either.


“Each
woman was connected to the glitzy life here,” Evan went on. “Everyone who
investigated the case came up with the conclusion that the killer wasn’t out to
get the women. The killer was after their boyfriends, the big, hedge fund guys
the women hung out with. Finally, they realized that each of the women who got
killed was with a guy from the same hedge fund.”


“That’s
a huge fingerprint,” Cindy murmured, “shouldn’t be hard to come up with the
killer after that.”


“That’s
what I thought,” said Evan. “But when you don’t want to find out something, evidence
conveniently gets blurry, or lost.”


“The
police got rid of evidence?” asked Cindy.


“I
didn’t say that,” Evan’s jaw was set firm. “You’ll never find me accusing
anyone. The whole thing just looks suspicious, if you asked me.”


“What
hedge fund were these guys involved with?” Cindy asked then.


“It
doesn’t even matter now,” said Evan. “It wasn’t my hedge fund if that’s what
you want to know.”


“A
rival company?” asked Cindy.


Evan
laughed loudly then. “I really don’t have any rivals,” he said. “Maybe some
people think they can compete with me, but compared to my assets, they’re all
small fry.”


“What
do you think the motive for the killings was?” Cindy was tired of the
bantering.


“Who
the hell cares?” Evan retorted. “It doesn’t matter a damn.”


“Of
course it matters,” Cindy took exception.


“Not
to me. All that matters to me is that I had no part in it,” Evan declared.
“People get killed all the time over money. Who knows, maybe it was a furious
investor who lost money, getting back at the big guys? Maybe it was a jilted
lover? Maybe it was someone else trying to take the whole fund down?” 


“Or,
maybe an inside deal that went bad?” Cindy mused. “And the fund covered its
tracks beautifully. Of course evidence would disappear if the fund didn’t want its
dealings made public. People were paid off, big time.” 


“Okay,
so now you proved you’re a terrific detective,” said Evan smiling. “But, just
remember, it wasn’t my fund.”


Cindy
looked directly into his eyes then. He seemed to be thoroughly enjoying their
encounter. His eyes were open and gleaming, hiding nothing. In the flash of a
moment, Cindy trusted him completely. He saw it, too.


 “Thank
you for believing me,” Evan responded quickly. “Listen, there’s no end to the
annoyance factor of this, either. The cops keep contacting me, one way or
another, won’t let it alone. I’m getting sick of it, I really am.”


Cindy
was pleased to hear that the cops were still trying to solve the case though.


“I
don’t like being hounded by anyone,” Evan’s lips grew thin, “let alone by the
police. Doesn’t sit well with me.”


“I’m
sorry about that,” Cindy said softly.


Evan
calmed down at that. “Not you, believe me. I’m not talking about you. I like
having you here.”


“Thank
you,” said Cindy.


“In
fact, I hope I can see you again,” he smiled.


“I’m
spending every minute working on the case,” Cindy replied quickly, “and then
spending what time is left over with my family and partner.”


“Of
course,” Evan replied quietly. “I meant I hope I can help you out with this.”


“I
hope you can, too,” Cindy breathed.


“Tell
me about your sister’s husband,” Evan said then, lowering his eyes.


“Frank
has a mid-sized business of his own, back in Wisconsin. He’s not involved with
any hedge fund,” Cindy assured him.


“You
never know, you’d be surprised,” Evan answered skeptically. “Maybe he’s not involved
with the big investors, but there are smaller funds here that take everyone.”


Cindy
suddenly felt exhausted, both from the wine and conversation.


Even
saw it immediately, and pulled his chair closer. “Look into a guy named Tony
Beggio,” he whispered loudly. “He’s a slimy guy that runs a smaller fund –
always surrounded by questionable characters looking for a quick fix. Maybe
your brother’s involved with him?”


“It’s
highly unlikely,” Cindy looked at Evan blankly, “my brother in law is not a
slimy guy.”


“Look
into Tony Beggio anyway,” Evan insisted.


“Okay,
I will,” replied Cindy, feeling downcast. 


“Chances
are your sister’s death has nothing to do with the hotel killings – chances are
she or her husband were involved in something else. Whatever it was, it wasn’t
pretty. There’s a lot of undercover crap going on down here. Check out that
husband.”


None
of what Evan suggested resonated with Cindy.


“I’m
sorry I can’t be of more help,” Evan said then. “Keep in touch anyway. And
please get me the name of the person who works for me, too. I’m interested to
know who he is.”


.









Chapter 12


 


 


Cindy
was thrilled to have met Evan. Not only did she like him, she felt he was
someone she could count on, come back to talk to time and again. Although he’d
offered to have one of his cars take her home, Cindy insisted upon going back
alone. She wanted to walk a bit first along the water on her way to the hotel.
It was a beautiful, warm, afternoon and Cindy needed time to unwind. She wanted
to take in the blue sky, listen to the song of birds and bask in the great
beauty of this perfectly manicured island.


The
walk along the water was easy and peaceful. Cindy went over all she and Evan
had discussed again. This was the first time Cindy had learned that the women
who were murdered had been poisoned. It was shocking, awful, but Ann’s
situation was nothing like that. Ann had not been poisoned, she’d struggled
with her murderer, fought for her life. The hotel murders were fascinating and
it would be easy to get side tracked into trying to solve them. But Cindy had
something more important at hand. Finding out what had happened to Ann, was
Cindy’s first priority, nothing could override that. Where could she turn now? 


Cindy
thought about going to talk to Tony Beggio as Evan suggested, but she couldn’t
imagine that Frank would be involved with a guy like that. Cindy knew she had
to uncover more about Ann’s life at the end. She also had to learn more about what,
if anything, was going on with Frank. It was a painful road to take and Cindy
didn’t want to take it, but nothing else beckoned. 


As
Cindy walked slowly she let herself breathe the sweet, salty air deeply and
forget about time. Whatever she did or didn’t do, whatever she found, or didn’t
find, nothing would bring Ann back. It would take a long while for Cindy to
learn how to live life without her sister around. Cindy would also have to discover
how to forgive herself for not being close by when Ann needed her. It was easy
to look into the underbelly of big business and hunt for a culprit. It much
harder to stop and look into herself. 


Suddenly,
Cindy’s phone rang, interrupting her reverie. 


“Where
in the world are you?” Mattheus sounded nervous. “You should have been back
here at least an hour ago.”


Cindy
was surprised at Mattheus’s urgency, unaware of how much time had passed. “What
time is it?” she asked.


“Time
for you to be back,” Mattheus quipped. “It’s almost three. How long did that
lunch go?”


“A
couple of hours, I guess,” said Cindy.


“A
couple of hours? That’s a long time,” Mattheus said. “Where are you now?”


“Walking
back, along the water,” said Cindy. “It’s actually beautiful here, I never
noticed it before.”


“You
sound strange,” Mattheus commented, uneasy.


“No,
I’m fine, Mattheus, “just taking it slow.”


“I’m
waiting for you here,” Mattheus responded. “I’ve found stuff to go over with
you and I also want to hear what Price had to say.”


Cindy
picked up her speed. She knew she had to go over everything with Mattheus, and
she would. But for a little while, it had been lovely just taking a simple walk
by herself.


*


Mattheus
was downstairs in the lobby waiting when Cindy walked in. He ran right over to
her, put his arms around her and gave her a hug.


“I
missed you,” he said, “I was worried about you. I was nervous about you being
out there alone.”


“I’m
okay, Mattheus,” Cindy closed her eyes, taking in his concern. It felt good and
also constricting at the same time. “Please don’t worry about me.”


“But
I do,” he said. “This is a delicate time.”


“I
know,” Cindy replied.


“Come
on, let’s go out on a hiking trail,” Mattheus said then. “We’ll get some fresh
air, walk together, unwind and decide what to do next.”


Cindy
liked the idea of being outdoors and was pleased to get into the cab and go
with Mattheus and drive to a beautiful hiking trail that overlooked both the
water and a world class golf course.


“It’s
good to get out of our familiar surroundings,” Mattheus said as they arrived.
“It refreshing, will clear our minds.” 


“You’re
good to me, Mattheus,” Cindy said as  took her hand and quietly lead her
between rows of tall, gorgeous trees whose huge branches seemed to reach to
heaven. Cindy felt sheltered and cared for in the shade they provided. 


“Your
mother called,” Mattheus said as they walked down into a valley filled with dazzling
wildflowers. “She’s wants us to have dinner with her tonight.


“Oh
God,” said Cindy. 


“I
didn’t think you’d want to,” Mattheus continued. “I told her we might have
other plans.”


“She
didn’t take that well, did she?” asked Cindy.


“She
was quiet,” Mattheus replied, “a bit distant. Doesn’t like me much, that’s for
sure.”


“My
mother never liked anyone I cared for,” Cindy answered quickly. “Don’t take it
personally, Mattheus, it’s an automatic reaction on her part. Before she even
meets a person I’m close to, her mind’s made up.”


“That’s
rough,” said Mattheus .


“How
is she doing?” asked Cindy, concerned about her mother, nevertheless.


“I
would say surprisingly well,” Mattheus replied. “She told me she’s waiting for
the medical examiner’s report, and then plans to take your sister with her
home.”


“None
of it has hit her yet,” said Cindy, forlorn.


“It
never hits right away,” said Mattheus. “Can take years, actually.”


Cindy
nodded in agreement, wondering how much of this she, herself, had absorbed. So much
of the time she felt as if it she were in a dream.


“Lots
of things can take years to realize,” said Mattheus, “like how much a person
means to you, how much you love them.”


Cindy
looked up at him swiftly. His eyes were totally fixed upon her, filled with great
devotion.


“I
don’t want to impose anything on you at a time like this,” Mattheus said
softly, “but I’ve realized a lot more than you’d imagine.”


“About
me?” asked Cindy.


“About
us,” Mattheus replied. 


Cindy
closed her eyes slowly. She knew what he wanted to say, felt it in every bone
of her body. It was good to know he loved her so, but he was right, this was
not the time to speak of it. Not while Ann wasn’t even buried. 


“Soon
we’ll talk about it,” Cindy replied lovingly in return. “Not quite now, not
yet.”


“Of
course, of course, I understand,” said Mattheus.


As
they walked across the valley they came to a little hill, and a bench that
stood on top of it. From the top of the hill you could look down over the water
and see lots of activity in the harbor.


“What’s
going on?” asked Cindy, watching the flurry below.


“It’s
almost time for Newport Bermuda Race from
the United States to Bermuda,” he said. “It usually takes three to six days, via
the Gulf Stream.”


Cindy
was surprised Mattheus knew so much about it.


“Actually,
I always wanted to be here for it, myself,” Mattheus went on, watching the
activity below, excitedly. “Each year, more than a hundred and fifty boats
participate. It’s a great time for everyone - people bring picnics while they
cheer on the racers as they cross the finish line at St. David’s Lighthouse.”


“Ann
would have enjoyed that,” murmured Cindy, remembering how much Ann had loved
sporting events and races of all kinds.


“When
the boats get about twenty miles from shore, the crews can see Bermuda emerge
from the Atlantic,” Mattheus went on. “It must be a thrilling moment.”


Suddenly,
feeling a bit dizzy, Cindy leaned on the bench. It was too much to hear about races
and celebrations going on. She had come to Bermuda for a reason and wanted to
stick to it.


“I
feel funny, Mattheus,” Cindy suddenly said in a small voice.


“Come
on, let’s sit down,” said Mattheus, immediately steadying her.


Grateful,
Cindy sat down. “Let’s de-brief about the case,” she said then. “I want to stay
on focus. I’m not here to celebrate, I’m here for Ann.”


“I
completely understand,” said Mattheus. “Let me start. I’ve been investigating the
murders at the hotel and it definitely seems like all the women who were killed
were involved with big hedge fund guys on the island.”


Cindy
nodded, “I know.”


“You
knew that?” Mattheus asked surprised.


“Evan
Price mentioned it at our lunch,” Cindy replied. “He also told me that each of
the victims was poisoned.

“My God,” said Mattheus, “I hadn’t heard that.”


“A
grim detail, but important,” Cindy continued. 


“Absolutely,”
Mattheus agreed. “The police must have buried it.”


“Ann
wasn’t killed that way though,” Cindy went on. “And the guys the victims were
involved with weren’t a part of Price’s hedge fund, either, did you know that?”


“I
did,” said Mattheus. “Price has the biggest hedge fund, but there are others
here, too.”


“Seems
like we got the same information at the same time,” said Cindy.


Mattheus
smiled. “There’s no question but that the hotel murders are connected to another
hedge fund. One of the guys in that fund even disappeared himself.”


Cindy
was shocked to hear that. “It’s terrible, it’s awful,” she said suddenly, “but
what has it got to do with Ann’s death?”


“That’s
the question, isn’t it?” said Mattheus. 


“We
have to stay on focus, Mattheus,” Cindy cried out. “Price doesn’t think Ann’s
death had anything to do with the hotel murders. He told me to look into a
smaller hedge fund guy named Tony Beggio on the island. All kinds of people
invest with him, want quick profit, make easy deals.”


“Meaning
what?” asked Mattheus, “that maybe Frank knew Beggio?”


“We’re
grabbing at straws,”said Cindy. “I’m telling you Frank wasn’t involved in big
money. Price was basically just suggesting that we look more into Frank.”


“I
agree with him about that a hundred per cent,” Mattheus concurred. “You don’t
know what Frank was involved with. We’ve got to check.”


“I’ll
go see Beggio,” Cindy relented.


“Alone
again?” Mattheus ran his hand over his face nervously. 


“Of
course, alone,” said Cindy. “We’ll get more information and cast less suspicion
that way.”


“So
be it then,” said Mattheus nervously. “And I’m going to talk to Frank myself too,
no holds barred!”


“That’s
not going to be easy,” Cindy warned. “Frank doesn’t like either of us.”


“Liking
has nothing to do with it, does it?” Mattheus grew adamant. “We’ve got to get
his password and check his computer thoroughly. There’s got to be plenty of
leads hidden on it that he has no idea of. He has absolutely no right to keep
them from us.”


“I
agree,” Cindy concurred, “but he’ll never give us his password.” Both the
conversation and the growing humidity were becoming more and more oppressive.
Cindy wiped her forehead with the back of her hand. “It’s incredibly hot here,
it’s steamy,” she said, “even with all these trees. Not a breath of air.”


“Cindy,
stay on focus with me,” Mattheus insisted. “We’ve got to get Frank’s password
right away.”


“The
police must have it,” Cindy shrugged a large insect away, “after all they held
him in custody.”


“They
don’t have it,” Mattheus said. “I would have thought so too. But they never
looked through Frank’s computer. I can’t imagine why not.


 Cindy
felt slightly alarmed.


“They
said they were just about to look when you had Frank paroled,” Mattheus went on.
“Then the investigation took another turn.”


“What
turn?” asked Cindy. “I haven’t heard a word.”


Mattheus
ran his hands through his hair. “It was a mistake to have Frank taken out of
custody. It took the focus off him, gave the cops a way out.”


“A
way out of what?” Cindy stood up beside Mattheus, feeling the ground beneath
her feet slipping away. 


“Let’s
face it,” Mattheus reached up to her slowly. “Local police aren’t going to turn
over heaven and earth to solve the murder of a random tourist. It’s better for
them to keep these things quiet and let the case grow cold.”


“That’s
awful, that’s ugly,” Cindy muttered.


“Tourist
trade is a huge business here. That’s just the way things are. It’s bad for
business,” Mattheus murmured and put his arms around her. “It’s up to us to get
Frank’s password, and if he refuses, we have to get your mother mind to change
his mind.”


Cindy
spun away quickly. “Absolutely not! Forget about getting my mother involved.”


“Why
not? She’s close to Frank, has influence on him, Mattheus demanded. “Besides,
she must want to know what happened to her daughter.”


“Maybe
she does, maybe she doesn’t,” said Cindy, shaky.  “Maybe my mother just wants
to keep living in her perfect dream world and finding who killed Ann would turn
her life upside down.”


“I’m
sure she’ll help us,” Mattheus ignored Cindy’s comment.


“Don’t
be so sure about anything,” Cindy shot back. “Let’s go back now. You talk to
Frank on your own, then we’ll see what comes next.”


*


They
left the beautiful hiking trails, returned to the hotel and Mattheus went to
find Frank and set up an interview. Cindy went to her room and sat there half
frozen. She could only imagine what would happen. Mattheus would be tough and
relentless. Frank would resent him like hell. Mattheus would push him to the
limit, go for the kill. Outraged, Frank would blurt out what he thought about Mattheus
and his relationship with Cindy. Frank would say things he could never take
back. Afterwards, everything would only grow more difficult for them in the
family. 


Cindy
decided to stop it before things got bad.  It would be a while before Mattheus
could find Frank and talk to him. Cindy would go to her mother immediately and convince
her to have Frank give Cindy the password to his computer. That would calm
everything down. Mattheus might not even have to ever grill him at all.


Cindy
forced herself up off the sofa, splashed water on her face, shook her head and
decided to go to her mother’s room immediately and ask for help.











Chapter 13


 


 


Cindy
stood outside her mother’s suite of rooms on the sixth floor and took a deep
breath.  She hadn’t seen her since the memorial and suddenly felt badly about
it. Their relationship had been so distant and sketchy over the years, Cindy
needed time to for it to change. And, besides, solving Ann’s murder was top
priority. After that, Cindy would take the next steps towards her mother. Out
of respect for Ann, Cindy would try to fill in for her – be more like the
daughter her mother had lost. 


Cindy
lifted her hand to the door tentatively and softly knocked. No answer. She
leaned closer to the door and listened in to see if she could hear anything. 
By now it was early evening and all was quiet inside. Unwilling to be deterred,
Cindy made a fist and knocked hard.


“What?
What?” a thin voice answered from a distance. “Who’s there?” 


It
was her mother. Perhaps Cindy had awakened her? No matter, she was relieved.  Mattheus
was right. They had to get her mother to help.


Her
mother opened the door swiftly and peered out, looking both sleepy and
confused.


“I
hope I didn’t wake you,” said Cindy, suddenly remembering that her mother
always took late afternoon naps.


 “What
if you did? It’s about time you showed up. Come in,” her mother pulled the door
opened fully.


Preparing
herself for the worst, Cindy took a few careful steps inside.


“To
what do I owe this great honor?” her mother’s voice grew stronger as she pushed
her beautiful, thick, sand colored hair off her face.  Her mother’s hair, which
was only slightly grey by now, had always been her great pride. Mostly she wore
it up off her face, carefully coiffed. It was unusual for her to have it hanging
loose like this.


Cindy
said nothing, just watched her mother rearrange herself, try to put the pieces
back together.


“Well,
say something!” her mother demanded. “Where have you been? What are you doing?
Hanging around with that grimy detective?”


“You
mean Mattheus,” Cindy replied, wanting to refer to him by name, to give him the
respect he so dearly deserved.


“Whatever
his name is, it doesn’t matter,” her mother pulled her lounging robe around
her.


“It
matters to me,” said Cindy.


“Is
that what you came here for? To fight with me now?” Her mother threw her hands
up in the air. “At a time like this?”


“No,
just the opposite,” said Cindy. “I’ve come to ask for your help.”


Her
mother grew silent. “My help? How?”


“With
the investigation,” murmured Cindy.


“Is
that all you can think of? Are you obsessed?” the idea of an investigation
seemed to enrage her mother. “It means more to you to find Ann’s so called
killer, than to spend time with me?”


When
have we ever just spent time together, thought Cindy as she watched her
mother’s lower lip tremble. How could it be different, just like that?  Cindy
decided not to get caught in that discussion, but to stay on careful track.
She’d approach the whole matter naturally, working up to the request to get
Frank’s password.


“I
so badly need to know more about Ann,” Cindy started, walking further into the
room. 


Her
mother could relate. “Of course you do, you’ve barely had time to be with her.”


Cindy
looked around. There were several gift baskets filled with fruit and candy placed
on the coffee table and a large bouquet of flowers on a side table near the
patio. Probably from friends back home, thought Cindy.


How
were things between Ann and Frank?” Cindy continued casually then, walking to
the settee. 


“What
kind of question is that?” Her mother turned and followed Cindy to the small,
ivory settee and sat down beside her.


“I’m
trying to understand everything,” Cindy let herself look at her mother’s face
fully for the first time. To Cindy’s surprise, it suddenly seemed older than
Cindy remembered, more fragile and lost. “The more I understand, the more I can
help,” Cindy continued.


Cindy’s
mother turned away from her gaze, shaken by the softness in Cindy’s tone.


“What
is there to understand?” she replied, sadly. “Can something like this ever be
made sense of?”


“Yes,”
replied Cindy, “in some ways it can. Once we put the pieces of the puzzle
together it will help us restore order in our lives again.”


“And
what about Ann’s life?” her mother’s strong chin protruded.


“It’s
what Ann would want for us, mom,” Cindy said. “Ann always wanted a life that
was ordered.”


“Mom?”
Cindy’s mother looked startled. “That’s the first time you’ve called me mom for
a very long time.”


Cindy
never really saw her mother as a mom, she’d rarely called her that.


“What
I’m trying to say,” she once again evaded her mother’s comment, “is that the
more we can understand and share information, the better it will be for all of
us.”


“Okay,
okay,” her mother stood up suddenly, and began wrapping her hair up on her head.


“What
do you want to know?”


“What
was going on between Ann and Frank before this happened?” Cindy asked the
question with her heart in her hands. It would have been routine to ask it to
anyone else, but this was her family.


“They
were fine, they were good,” her mother proclaimed. “He was a good husband, he
loved her, I’m sure of that. In fact, he told Ann that, over and over.”


“Told
her that, why?” Cindy was taken aback. “Didn’t she know it?”


“Since
Ann was little she had a tendency to be lonely,” her mother broke in. “She
loved Frank and he loved her and gave her plenty of attention. But recently,
she began to complain to me that wasn’t around enough. Ann was feeling
unnecessary, said Frank was taking more business trips. I said, so what? He’s
growing his business, that’s good, be proud of him. Buckle up and live life,
honey.  All men need a little life of their own, don’t they?” At that her
mother shot a quick look in Cindy’s direction.


“Of
course they do,” Cindy agreed, wondering exactly what her mother meant by a
life of their own? 


Her
mother was relieved and surprised that Cindy agreed with her. “Well, I’m glad
someone finally agrees with me,” she said. “Your sister had a side to her that
could be pouty. Did you know that?”


Actually
Cindy didn’t. She’d never thought of Ann that way.


“Ann
wanted things her way,” her mother continued. “She didn’t like not having her
husband around all the time.”


“How
much was Frank gone?” Cindy asked, beginning to feel uncomfortable about
talking this way about her sister.


“Who
knows how much?” her mother didn’t like the question. “I didn’t keep tabs on
him and I told Ann she shouldn’t either. Once you keep tabs on a guy it makes
it worse!”


“Did
Ann keep tabs on Frank?” Cindy’s heart started beating more quickly.


“Yes,”
her mother crouched over gracefully, like a cat about to pounce. “More and more
these days Ann was keeping tabs. It wasn’t like her.”


“I
didn’t know that,” Cindy grew nervous.


“You
didn’t know lots of things, did you,” her mother said. “That’s what happens when
you leave your family and run around the Caribbean. If people here need you,
you have no idea of it.”


Cindy’s
head started to spin.


Her
mother straightened up and laughed a little. “It’s okay, I was around though.
Ann had me.”
















 


“She
also had Frank,” Cindy prompted, wanting to hear more of what her mother would
say.


“Look
Cindy,” her mother suddenly had enough of the little dance they were doing.
“All men have times in their lives when they stray. So what? It’s midlife –
they need it. I told that to Ann. I said, chill, honey, if he’s gone a little
more, it doesn’t mean he doesn’t love you.”


Cindy’s
heart pounded more violently now. “Stray? Frank was having an affair?”


“Call
it what you want,” her mother seemed irritated. “A fling, an affair, what’s the
difference?”


 “It
makes a difference,” said Cindy, unable to believe what she was hearing.


“Bogus,”
her mother’s voice got loud. “Playtime is playtime. Frank’s a good man.”


Horrified,
Cindy had to immediately calm herself down. This could be something her mother was
just imagining, something she’d spun out of whole cloth. Cindy couldn’t take it
seriously, certainly not without definite proof.


“What
evidence do you have?” Cindy suddenly demanded.


“None,
absolutely none at all,” said her mother. “Just that I know men, and I never knew
one that at some time or another didn’t stray. Do you?”


Cindy
felt tremendously relieved, it was her mother’s assumption, that’s all.


“Ann
never said Frank was with someone else, did she?” Cindy had to be absolutely
certain.


“No,
of course, she never said that,” her mother quipped. “She may not have had any
idea about it even. But she did say she’d gotten a bunch of calls and then hang
ups! Now, what’s that?”


“Could
be anything,” said Cindy, unmoved. “People get crank calls all the time.”


“Or
it could be someone Frank was seeing, and the woman was jealous, trying to
frighten Ann,” her mother’s eyebrows raised.


Cindy
broke out into a sweat. “Did Ann ever suggest anything like that to you?
Anything at all?”


“No,
not directly,” her mother breathed hard. “All she said was that Frank was gone
a lot and she felt unimportant. Some women refuse to see beneath the surface,
but it was obvious to me. ”


“Many
women feel lonely or unimportant,” Cindy fought her. “It doesn’t mean their husbands
are betraying them with someone else.”


“Why
call it betrayal?” her mother was put off. “Maybe Frank wasn’t betraying her, but
just getting what he needed for himself. He could do that and still love her,
couldn’t he?”


That
was a huge question and Cindy couldn’t get into it now. It bothered her that
her mother thought that way, but there was no basis to assume that Frank had
someone else. Cindy knew her mother loved to cook up stories, enjoyed a good
fantasy. 


 “I
always believed Frank loved Ann,” Cindy answered quietly. “I always believed
they had a solid relationship.”


Her
mother nodded. “They did. And now she was lonely. Ann definitely told Frank how
she’d been feeling. She told me he arranged this trip to make up for his time
away. He wanted to give her the attention she needed.” 


Cindy’s
mother seemed to be glad to be talking about this, getting it all off her
chest.  Cindy was relieved as well. Now it seemed like the perfect moment for
Cindy to take the next step and ask for the password to Frank’s computer.


“You’re
close to Frank, too, aren’t you?” Cindy said then, surprising her mother.


“Of
course I am, for years and years. Why?”


“Listen,
mom,” Cindy repeated, “I need the password to Frank’s computer.” 


Her
mother grew pale and her body became rigid. “You need what?”


“It’ll
give me more details about Ann’s death,” Cindy replied quickly.


“Back
with the investigation again?” her mother couldn’t stand it.


“Let’s
stop playing this game,” Cindy suddenly zeroed in. “This is not a joke.”


“Do
I look like I’m laughing?” her mother lashed out.


“I
need to have that password before the police get it or anyone else,” Cindy
proclaimed.


“Why
do the police want it?” her mother’s eyes flared with anger.


“It’s
routine - you check the computer of the person closest to a victim,” said Cindy
professionally.


“Then
check my computer,” her mother’s voice was flailing.


“You’re
not a suspect,” Cindy shot back.


“And
Frank is?” her mother looked horrified.


“He
was held by the police for questioning,” Cindy’s voice grew louder. “He’s only
free because I bailed him out. I need his password and he refused to give it to
me.”


“Held
by the police?” her mother looked as if she would faint.


“I
need to learn more,” Cindy moved in.


“Frank’s
life is private. He doesn’t want you snooping in it,” her mother practically
shouted.


“I’m
not snooping,” Cindy stamped her foot on the floor. “I’m searching for a
killer.”


“Shut
up,” her mother began to tremble. “Your uncles are in the next room. I don’t
want them hearing this.”


“I
want you to get Frank to give me his password, or at least to give it to you.”
Cindy continued, her voice even louder.


“I’ll
do no such thing,” her mother yelled over her. “Frank is not a killer. And
there’s nothing on his computer that could possibly help you, ever.”


Cindy
was startled at how adamant her mother was. Why was she defending Frank so
fiercely? 


“Trust
me on this one,” Cindy demanded.


“I
can’t trust you on anything, ever,” her mother began wringing her hands. “You
can leave now. Get out of here.”


“I’m
not going without the password,” said Cindy.


“Get
out, get out!” her mother started yelling. “How dare you come in here and
accuse your own family?”


The
doors to the suite opened and both Ben and Charlie came out.


“What’s
wrong? What’s going on?” asked Ben, agitated, as Charlie stood in the
background watching.


“Cindy
came in here and is insisting that I get the password to Frank’s computer,” her
mother was practically shrieking by now. “She’s accusing Frank or harming Ann.”


“I’m
not accusing anybody,” Cindy yelled out above the fray. “We have to check
everything, there could be leads waiting on it. Leads Frank doesn’t even know
about.”


“Could
be, would be!” her mother was trembling. “All she cares about is finding the
killer, she doesn’t care a thing about me! She comes in here and upsets me!”


Ben
came over and put his arms around her mother. “It’s better for you to come back
later,” he said to Cindy, pointing to the door. “Your mother’s not in any
condition for something like this now.”


“Time
is of the essence, Ben,” Cindy said to him as she got closer to the door.


“Go
ask Frank for the password yourself then,” Ben responded.


“I
did and he wouldn’t give it to me,” Cindy exclaimed.


“Damn
it, damn it,” Ben mumbled, distraught.


“It’s
a reasonable request,” said Cindy. “Will you help me, Ben? Will you get the
password?” Cindy asked as she was practically at the door.


“I
would if I could, but I can’t do it,” Ben replied. “Your mother would never
talk to me again.”


*


 “Slow
down, slow down,” Mattheus kept repeating over the phone as the words bubbled
out of Cindy fiercely.


“I
talked to my mother, she won’t help us,” said Cindy.


“Calm
down, Cindy,” was all Mattheus could say.


“I
can’t,” Cindy uttered. “I’m shocked, I’m hurt.”


“Just
calm down,” Mattheus repeated. 


“I
don’t think you should grill Frank directly now,” Cindy kept babbling. “It will
make things worse, I know it will. And you won’t get anything from him,
anyway.”


“I’m
lining up my ducks and then I’ll strike,” said Mattheus. “There’s something I
need to do before Frank and I talk. I’ve got the name of a rich hotel owner
here from my contacts. He’s good friends with Tony Beggio. I’ll talk to him and
see what he can tell me about Frank.”


Cindy
suddenly felt tremendously relieved. It was a better plan. They had to circle
around carefully. Who knew what backlash could happen if they made the wrong
moves in the family?


“What
did you find about Ann and Frank when you talked to your mother?” Mattheus
asked.


Cindy’s
heart clenched. She couldn’t tell Mattheus what her mother suspected. It would
only add fuel to the fire and could be nothing but her mother’s fantasies.
Despite Cindy’s upset with Frank, she didn’t believe he would ever hurt Ann or
be involved with anyone but her. Something else led to Ann’s murder, another
thread they hadn’t yet discovered.


 “My
mother was emotional and nasty,” Cindy finally answered. “I didn’t learn much
of value about Frank and Ann.”


“So,
what’s your next step?” Mattheus asked, haltingly.


“I’m
going to meet Tony Beggio next,” Cindy replied. “I heard he’s giving a party at
his villa. It should be easy enough to get invited.”


“Yeah,
of course,” said Mattheus. “I’ll see to it that you get in with no problem at
all.” 











Chapter 14


 


 


After
speaking to her mother Cindy felt agitated. The last thing she felt like doing
was dressing up and going to a party in a villa, smiling at everyone,
pretending to be having a wonderful time. Tony Beggio’s party was the following
evening, though. That would give her time to rest up during the day and slowly
get ready. Cindy needed rest badly, she felt it in every bone of her body. The
enormity of what she was up against suddenly struck her from head to toe. The
entire equilibrium of her family had been shaken to the core. What would happen
if they actually found out something disturbing about Frank, something no one
could live with?  Would her mother go off the deep end then? In a flash Cindy
could lose everybody. The hope of ever living a normal life would be completely
taken from her. It would just be her and Mattheus then, drifting from case to
case in the Caribbean.


Cindy
couldn’t even begin to let herself think about it. In his own way Frank had
been a pillar of strength and stability not only to Ann, but to the entire
family. Their long standing relationship had provided a measure of calm and
continuity that no one else in the family had on their own. After Cindy’s
father died years ago, her mother never settled down, but dated one man after
another. Perhaps that was why she was so cynical about men now, Cindy suddenly
realized. Perhaps she’d had married boyfriends of her own. The thought of it
disturbed Cindy tremendously, but right now it would be better to put all of
this out of her mind. Cindy needed to get a good sleep and start the day fresh
tomorrow.


*


First
thing the next morning, after breakfast in her room, Cindy went to her closet
and looked through the clothing she’d brought with her, wondering what to wear
to Tony Beggio’s party that night. Fortunately, when she’d packed, she’d thrown
in her staple, black, silk, sleeveless evening dress. It could be dressed up
beautifully with the right jewelry and go anywhere. Cindy stared at the dress,
wondering what she would wear with it? She could go to the world class jewelry
store in the mezzanine of the hotel and buy a new sparkling necklace, or just
throw on her old strand of long pearls. Cindy was tired of the pearls, it would
pick up her spirits to wear something new. She decided to go down to the store,
see what they had, and try to approach the upcoming evening in the best frame
of mind possible. 


*


The
jewelry store was richly carpeted with soft music playing in the background. 
Sales people, elegantly dressed, stood behind ivory tables with cases
displaying magnificent jewelry. Cindy walked over to the case with necklaces.  A
lovely saleswoman behind it smiled at her. There was a dazzling ruby necklace,
a fine amber one, a thin diamond choker. Cindy stared at them all, her eyes
drifting to the diamond choker which suddenly reminded her of the small
rhinestone she’d found in Ann’s room. Ann had never much liked jewelry, and
rhinestones certainly weren’t something she would choose. Cindy had picked up
that rhinestone when she’d gone to Ann’s room and kept it carefully. Once again
Cindy wondered where that rhinestone had come from, upset that she’d forgotten
about it all this while.


“Would
you like me to take out these necklaces, so you can look at them more closely?”
the lovely saleswoman asked in a melodic tone.


“How
much is the ruby necklace?” Cindy suddenly responded, fixing on that one. The
warmth of the rubies made her feel warm and alive.
















 


The
saleswoman gave Cindy a price which was startling. But Cindy seldom purchased
jewelry for herself, wasn’t familiar with what a necklace like this would cost.



“It’s
beautiful,” Cindy murmured, drawn to it.


“I’ll
take it out, so you can hold it,” the woman said, pleased.


Cindy
wanted to stop her, but also suddenly wanted to hold the necklace in her hands.


“Thank
you,” she said softly.


Cindy
cradled the necklace in her hands. Holding it gave her a sense of aliveness and
power and it would go beautifully with her black dress tomorrow. But the price
was certainly high.


“This
necklace has been one of our favorites,” the saleswoman spoke softly. “We
actually have a few more on order. I believe this is the last one we have in
stock.”


Cindy
wanted to say, “I’ll take it,” but held back.


Suddenly
she felt someone come up behind her and looked at the necklace over her
shoulder.


Before
Cindy could turn around, a male voice said, “Take it.”


Cindy
spun around, Mattheus was standing there. 


“Take
it,” Mattheus repeated softly. “It’s a gift from me - almost as beautiful as
you are.”


“What
are you doing here?” Cindy was jolted, the last thing she’d expected was to see
Mattheus here.


“I
was looking for you,” he replied softly, “and actually, the head of room
service was in the elevator with you when you came down. I happened to run into
him and asked if he might have known where you were; he  mentioned you got off
on the  mezzanine.”


The
saleswoman smiled. “How charming.” 


Cindy
was touched, not only that Mattheus had been looking for her, but by his
generous offer.


“You
chose the perfect necklace,” Mattheus continued. “I want you to have it,
truly.”


“So,
shall I wrap it up then?” the saleswoman asked.


“Definitely,”
Mattheus nodded, “wrap it up.” 


Cindy
looked over at him, her eyes suddenly filling with tears. “Are you sure,
Mattheus?”


“I’ve
never been more sure of anything in my life,” Mattheus murmured. “How about
you? Are you sure?”


Cindy
suddenly felt nervous. “Sure of what?”


“Sure
that you love that necklace,” Mattheus quickly replied, “that it’s the one you
really want?”


“Yes,
it’s beautiful, thank you,” Cindy said softly. “I’ll always love it, and I’ll
wear it at Beggio’s party tonight.”


       
       “You’ll be the brightest spot there,” said Mattheus. “I’m grateful
you’ve allowed me to get it for you. It means as much to me as it does to you.”



*


Cindy
returned to her room with the necklace, and Mattheus took off to speak to some
people who knew the hotel owner he was meeting with that night. Mattheus wanted
to know everything he could about Beggio’s hedge fund and network. And, he had
to find out whether Frank was involved somehow.


Cindy
sat down and opened the box the necklace was in and stared at it for a long
time. This was the first gift Mattheus have given her, and it was all she could
have possibly hoped for. It had happened so naturally and casually that Cindy
felt flustered. She knew that when Mattheus had said he was sure, he was talking
about more than the necklace. He’d also asked her if she were sure. Cindy felt
upset that she couldn’t have answered more directly, given him the assurance he
wanted. Was he asking if she sure that he was the one she wanted to live her
life with? It was a haunting question to consider right after her sister had
been killed. 


Cindy
took the necklace out, put in on now, and felt its intense energy and beauty
flow through her body. As it did, she couldn’t help feel that Ann had been
somehow involved with this, too. Was it possible that Ann’s spirit was here
with all of them now guiding the events that were happening? Ann had always
wanted Cindy to take care of herself, buy beautiful clothing and jewelry. Cindy
usually resisted, only did it when Ann was around. Cindy smiled a little as she
raised her hand to the rubies at her neck. Ann would certainly have loved this necklace,
she would be thrilled that it belonged to Cindy now.


*


Cindy
had a few free hours left in the day before getting ready for the party. Before
getting dressed she decided to go down to the pool in the hotel for a quick
swim. The pool occupied a large, sprawling area with trees surrounding it, lounge
chairs, and areas with private nooks.  Right now the entire area was mostly
empty, including the lounge chairs surrounding the pool. This was the place
Frank had claimed to be swimming in when Ann had been killed. Cindy could
easily see how he could have gone for a swim and be unobserved by anyone. 


She
jumped into the pool, splashed, swam a few laps, returned to a lounge chair and
wrapped a large towel around her. She was relieved that the place was so empty
and she could enjoy the privacy. This past day the hotel had been really
filling up, probably in preparation for the races coming up shortly. Frank had
always enjoyed boat racing, though he and Ann never owned a boat of their own.
Cindy wondered if he was aware of the upcoming races, if anything like that
mattered to him at all now. The warm air on Cindy’s body was soothing and
reassuring, normalizing the day. Life went on, she sadly realized. Even after a
horrible disaster, the sun rose and shone and the water was still there to heal
and soothe the heart and body.


*


Cindy
returned to her room, had lunch and took a brief nap. Usually, by now Mattheus
checked in with her about what he’d found that day. So far she hadn’t heard
from him. He must be busy and productive, Cindy though, possibly caught up with
new information, it boded well. Cindy looked forward to their checking back in
with each other after Beggio’s party, tomorrow morning.


Soon
it was time to get ready. Cindy got up, bathed and carefully dressed for the
luxurious party in Beggio’s Villa, not far from the hotel. 


*


             
Tony Beggio’s Villa stood on the edge of a cliff, overlooking the sea. Cindy’s
taxi wound up to the top of the rim, and the driver got out to open her door.
Cindy felt dazzling with her suntan, hair loose and incredible ruby necklace.
She wished Mattheus could have been there to join her for the evening. Their work
often took them to separate events, though. Often it was best they were not
seen together. Their work also presented endless opportunities for them to meet
other people. Cindy was struck with that now. If she were single this would be
a perfect venue for her to meet a new partner. Of course she wasn’t single, but
she also wasn’t committed either. Or, was she?


She
stepped into the grand entrance of the villa, which was filled with beautiful
people, dressed to the hilt, laughing, drinking, drifting around, looking each
other over. She’d wanted to meet Beggio when he’d be off guard in a social
situation. Cindy wondered for a second if Evan Price would be here, if he ever
attended parties run by other hedge fund operators.


A
few moments after Cindy entered, a tall, handsome man of about thirty five,
dressed a summer linen suit, immediately approached her.


“Lou
Bradway,” he said, introducing himself without compunction. “I haven’t seen you
before, who are you?” his eyes were wide and admiring.


“Private
detective Cindy Blaine,” Cindy appreciated his welcome and was also determined
to be clear with everyone who she was and why she was attending.


Lou
Bradway wrinkled his brow slightly. “Detective?”


Cindy
laughed at his reaction. It felt good to laugh and let go of the heavy weight
she’d been bearing. 


“I’m
here to meet Tony Beggio,” she said lightly, as if it were the most natural
thing in the world.


“Sure,
that’s easy. Why do you want to meet him?” Lou became more forthright.
“Interested in investing?”


“I’m
down here on a case,” Cindy replied quickly. “I understand that Tony knows lots
of people, is involved in many things.”


“You
got that right at least,” Lou answered.


“At
least?” Cindy was ruffled. “What did I get wrong?”


“You’re
right on point about Beggio, but I’m not sure if your choice of a career is right
on,” he smiled. “Why be a detective? A woman like you could have anything she
wants in the world.”


Cindy
thought about that a second. What was it she wanted most in the world? Right
now it was to have her sister back, alive. After that, it was to find out who
killed her, and bring them to justice, to never let it happen again. 


“I’m
doing what I want to do most in the world,” Cindy replied, lightly. “What do
you do, Lou?” She wanted to take the conversation down a different road.


“I
do what everyone does down here,” his eyes smiled at her, “make money – plenty
of money,” and he looked at the jewels around her neck.


“How
do you do that?” Cindy bantered back, gazing over his shoulder at the room at
large. It certainly did seem as if everyone here lived the good life, skimmed
the cream from on top of the coffee.


Rather
than answer directly, Lou took her hand lightly, guiding Cindy through the
crowds. “Come on, let me introduce you to some other people,” he said as Cindy walked
with him among many dazzling men and women. The women were all decked out in
cocktail dresses, showing off beautiful jewelry, legs, arms and smiles. Men of
all ages were flocking around them, as a small band played live music.


“Here,”
Lou stopped at a couple in the middle of the room. “This is my friend Penny,
and her new beau, Don.” 


“Hi,”
Penny said brightly.


“Penny,
this is Detective Cindy Blaine,” Lou remarked, enjoying the reaction the
announcement seemed to get from both Penny and Don.


“Detective?
Why are you here?” asked Penny, looking at Cindy directly.


“My
sister was killed a few days ago at the Greenstone, Cindy decided to put it out
there straight.” Despite the gaiety of the party she wanted information, wasn’t
here just to drift around.


Penny
put her hands up over her mouth in her horror. “My dear, I’m so sorry,” she exclaimed.


Lou
took a step back as well, startled. “You didn’t tell me your sister was killed,”
he echoed.


“I
didn’t want to be grim,” Cindy caught her breath lightly.


“It’s
not grim, it’s serious,” Don, Penny’s boyfriend, jumped in. You’re here for
information.”“Yes, exactly,” said Cindy, as the music the band played grew
louder. 


“Have
you heard about the hotel murders?” Penny asked then, in a tiny voice.


“Yes,
I have,” Cindy answered plainly. “We don’t think my sister’s death was
connected to them.”


“Very
coincidental that another murder took place in the same hotel,” Don shook his
head.


Cindy
liked Don tremendously. She appreciated his forthright manner.


“Hi,
Don,” a beautiful redhead who was circling the room, stopped at their group for
a moment.


“This
is Ronnelle,” Don introduced her to Cindy and they smiled at each other.


“Isn’t
this an amazing, beautiful party, the best yet!” Ronnelle proclaimed. “I’ll be
back in a few minutes and talk to you all later. There’s Marcus over there,
I’ve been waiting to see him all night long,” and she flitted away.


“She’s
a good friend of mine,” Penny told Cindy. “Works down here and also in the
States.”


“Are
there lots of people who do that?” asked Cindy.


“Yes
there are,” said Penny, “and some just live here full time.”


“It’s
more unusual to live here full time,” Don filled in. He wanted to help Cindy
and she felt it. “The financial opportunities down here are amazing; once
people find out, usually they go back and forth.”


Cindy
wondered if that was what Frank had been doing. “All kinds of people come down
to work, not just big hedge fund types, right?” asked Cindy.


They
all smiled at that question. “There’s really only some big hedge fund guys,”
Lou replied, “the ones connected to Evan Price. Price thinks he runs the
island, but he doesn’t. There’s a mix of investors and funds around.”


“Will
Price be here at the party tonight?” Cindy had a sudden desire to see him again
and talk to him. She was glad to have the chance to hear about him.


“Probably
not,” said Lou. “Why? Do you know who he is?”


“I’ve
heard of him,” said Cindy.


“Don’t
bother investigating him though,” Don broke in. “The guy has every alibi he’ll
ever need all locked up, and law enforcement supports him.”


Cindy
was surprised to hear that. “What about Beggio?” she asked.


Don
smiled. “Tony’s not as rich as Price and not as smart. Gets into trouble once
in awhile, too, though nothing to write home about.”


Cindy
smiled back at him. She wanted to meet Beggio more than ever now. “Where is
he?” she asked lightly.


“Come
on with me,” Don broke into quickly, “I’ll take you right to him.”


Cindy
was thrilled to be guided through the throngs of people right to Tony Beggio’s
side.


Don
stopped suddenly in front of a heavy guy in his fifties, with wavy black hair,
and slightly blood shot eyes. He was standing alone for the moment, looking
over his grand gathering.


“Tony,
this is Cindy Blaine,” Don introduced them.


“Good
to see you, honey,” Tony swerved in Don’s direction and took Cindy in. “Welcome
to the house of cards,” he laughed. “We have the deuces, the diamonds, the
kings and queens.”


“Cindy’s
here investigating her sister’s death,” Don quickly filled him in.


Tony’s
mouth opened and his eyes rolled back and forth. “I heard about this recent
killing and I heard someone was coming to talk to me about it,” he said to
Cindy.


“Thank
you for having me here,” she quickly replied. 


“I
don’t know the first thing about what happened,” Tony leaned closer to Cindy
and she could smell the liquor on his heavy breath. “And I’m sorry your sister
got killed.”


“Thank
you,” Cindy flinched. 


“Now,
you’re gonna ask me if I know her husband Frank, right?” Tony’s eyes rolled up
in his head. “The police already asked me, and I already told them I never met the
guy, never even heard of him.”


Cindy
was relieved. She was also pleased to hear that Tony had already been
questioned. 


“The
police love to question me,” Tony went on, running his hand through his greasy
hair. “Doesn’t mean I do anything to deserve it – just that I’m a great target
for every nut.”


“How
come?” Cindy wanted elaboration.


“I
got all kinds of people in my funds and who knows what they want or do? That’s
not really my business, honey. I invest, pay dividends and throw big parties to
keep people happy.” Then he smiled at her broadly. “You know, a beautiful woman
like you could have a good life down here.”


Cindy
shuddered. 


“How’d
you meet her, Don?” Beggio went on. The two of them obviously knew each other
well. 


“Just
by chance, a few minutes ago,” Don replied. “She obviously needs some help and
she’s a good woman.”


“What
kind of help?” Beggio asked. “What can I do?”


“I
want to know if anyone here might know my brother in law,” Cindy replied.


“How
do I know?” Beggio answered, slightly irritated. “I heard the cops held him


 for
questioning, right?”


“Yes,”
Cindy responded.


“Are
they trying to link this guy to me?” Beggio didn’t like it.


“Not
necessarily,” Cindy tried to assuage him. “I just want to know if my brother in
law Frank has any fingerprint down here at all? That would help lead me to the
killer.”


“It’s
a fair question,” Don backed her up.


“I
have no idea,” Beggio repeated. “Go ask anyone you want if they know him. Show
them his picture, do you happen to have one?”


“Yes,
I did,” said Cindy, taking a photo of Frank out of her slim, sparkling, evening
bag.


Just
then Penny came over to join them, tugging on Don’s arm. He’d been gone long
enough and it was clear that she wanted his attention now.


“I’ll
be with you in a second, sweetheart,” Don said. “We’re just looking around,
trying to find out if anyone happens to recognize Cindy’s brother in law,” and he
pointed to the photo in Cindy’s hand.


Penny
leaned over at looked at it lightly. “Oh yeah,” she suddenly said, “I’ve seen
him - I think his name is Frank, right?”


A
long chill ran over Cindy’s arms and shoulders. “Yes, that’s right,” Cindy
replied. “Where have you seen him?”


Penny
shrugged lightly. “Not really sure,” she looked more closely then. “I think
he’s been to some of Tony’s parties, I’ve seen him around.”


“You’ve
seen him here alone, or with someone?” Cindy shot back immediately, unnerved.


“I’ve
just seen him drifting around,” Penny seemed vague about it. “Never really saw
him with anyone in particular. Or, maybe I didn’t see him at Toni’s parties,
maybe I saw him at the boat races,” she looked even closer still. “Somehow I
thought he once said he liked the races.”


Cindy
stood there in horror for a moment. How could this woman know that Frank liked
boat races? Obviously, she’d actually seen him somewhere and what’s more,
they’d talked.


Don
quickly picked up on the change in Cindy’s energy and spoke carefully. “The
fact that Penny has seen your brother in law, in and of itself doesn’t mean
anything. Everyone gets invited to these parties. Lots of people just come for
a drink and some company. Did your brother in law work down in Bermuda from
time to time?”


Cindy
appreciated Don’s calm, careful observance. He was grounded and fair, sounded
as if he were even a lawyer. 


“Yes,
Frank did come down and work here, from time to time,” Cindy told him.


“So,
it would be perfectly normal for people to see him,” Don commented. He seemed
to enjoy being part of the investigation; would have made a fine detective, Cindy
thought. 


“Do
you want me to ask my friends, Ronnelle or Linda if they know who he is?” Penny
asked. “They’re right over there.”


“That
would be good, thank you,” said Cindy.


Penny
waved over the woman they’d seen before and another leggy, dark haired beauty. They
both drifted over quickly, curious about what was going on.


“What’s
up, sweetheart?” Linda, the dark haired beauty asked.


“Do
you know this guy?” Penny pointed to the photo in Cindy’s hands.


Linda
shook her head, “Never saw him before, why? Is he the latest and greatest catch
on the island?”


Penny
frowned. “Not at all,” she said. Then she looked over at Cindy as if it were up
to her to explain further.


Cindy
said nothing, however, just held the photo up higher so they could all have a
good look.


“What
did he do? Kill someone?” Ronnelle threw her head back and smiled, seeming to
have no idea what she was saying.


“That’s
not a joke, Ronny,” Penny jumped in.


“Why?
Ronnelle looked confused. “I didn’t offend anyone, did I? I certainly didn’t
mean to.”


“Do
you know him at all?” Penny persisted.


“Never
saw the guy in my life,” said Ronnelle.


“You
can go around the room asking people, if you care to,” Don stepped in, speaking
directly to Cindy again.


There
had to be at least one hundred and fifty people at the party and Cindy didn’t
feel it made sense to go around to each of them. 


“It’s
enough that Penny recognized him, for now,” Cindy responded. “That’s definitely
something, anyway.”


“It
tells you he’s been here, that’s all,” Don commented slowly.


“You
recognize this guy, Penny?” Ronnelle asked surprised.


“I’ve
seen him around,” Penny answered. 


 “There
are all kinds of guys who come to the island and drift around,” Ronnelle spoke
more sharply, turning to Cindy. “Why are you asking about him, anyway? What
happened?”


Cindy
was about to answer and then stopped herself. She wasn’t sure it was a good
idea to go into details at this moment. Cindy didn’t want to cast a blanket of
suspicion on Frank or create unnecessary rumors.


“It’s
complicated,” Cindy answered quietly.


“Always
is,” said Ronnelle, throwing her a curious glance.











Chapter 15


 


Cindy
got back to her hotel room after the party both relieved and distressed. At
least Tony had no idea who Frank was, or so he said. He had no reason to lie
about it, though. Something like that could be easily traced. Cindy couldn’t
shake her upset though that Penny had seen Frank around and had actually spoken
to him. She knew that it didn’t mean anything necessarily, but Cindy didn’t
like the thought of Frank wandering around Beggio’s parties without Ann at his
side. Did Ann know about this, Cindy wondered. If she did, why didn’t she
mention it? Could it have been she was ashamed, keeping the whole thing secret?



It
was late and Cindy plopped down on her sofa before taking off her clothes and
getting ready for bed. The evening had been strainful and emotional. She could
understand why the police regularly checked Beggio and his strange crowd of
friends. Why would Frank even go to a party like that? Or maybe he hadn’t gone
to the parties at all, maybe Penny had actually seen him at the boat races.
That made Cindy feel slightly better.


She
was about to let it all go for the evening and get ready for bed when her phone
suddenly rang. It was late for a call, and Cindy’s heart started racing. What
happened now? Who was calling so late?


“I’m
so sorry to call this late, Cindy,” Mattheus’s voice sounded pressured and
harried.


“What
happened, what’s wrong?” Cindy got nervous.


“I
just needed to talk to you before going to bed,” Mattheus replied. “I just got
back from speaking to the hotel owner, Grenfield.”


Cindy
had forgotten for a moment where Mattheus had been this evening, who he’d been
looking into.


“He’s
the owner of the Mermaid Hotel, down from the Greenstone. Grenfield knows
Beggio well.” Mattheus seemed to be relieved to be talking. “The cops told me
that the two of the pal around together.”


“And?”
Cindy’s mouth felt dry. She expected to hear something terrible next.


“I’d
rather tell you in person,” said Mattheus. “Can I come to your room?”


“Of
course,” said Cindy, “come right now.”


Cindy
hung up the phone, straightened her hair, and got up to go to the door.
Mattheus’s room was only a few steps away and he’d be here any second. As she
went to the door, Cindy caught a quick glance at herself in the long mirror
that hung on a nearby wall. She looked tired, but still lovely, almost radiant
actually. Dressed for the evening, her beautiful ruby necklace still glowed around
her face.


The
moment Cindy got to the door and opened it, Mattheus approached and entered. 


“My
God, you look beautiful,” he said, taking a step back. “I’ve never seen you
dressed like this before.”


Cindy
raised her hand to the necklace that had to be what he was referring to. “You
mean wearing incredible jewelry like this. Thank you for it,” Mattheus,” she
repeated.


Mattheus
drew closer and put his arms around her and Cindy placed her head on his strong
shoulder.


“It’s
so good to be here with you now,” Mattheus murmured. “I needed to see you
tonight.”


Cindy
felt the same way. Whatever he had to tell her, she could take so much better
having him at her side.


“Mattheus,”
Cindy went on, “the necklace you got me,” she didn’t know what to say next.


“You’re
wondering what it means between us?” Mattheus asked.


“Yes,
I am,” Cindy whispered. “And I’m wondering what happened between you and Petra
too?”


“What
happened with me and Petra? Absolutely nothing,” Mattheus was aghast. “You’re
the one I love Cindy, and always will. I don’t know how to make you believe
that.”


Cindy
raised her hand and stroked his face. “I believe it, I feel it, I know it,
Mattheus,” she responded as they drew together in a deep kiss. “And I love you,
too,” she said as she came up for air.


They
kissed deeply again then, and Cindy felt as if her life were returning. The joy
of being with Mattheus again assuaged the pain Cindy had been feeling. It also
caused her to forget what he’d come to the room for a few minutes ago.


Cindy
pulled away gently. “You had something to tell me, Mattheus?” she whispered softly.


Mattheus
too smiled as if he’d forgotten everything being back in her arms.


“What
happened?” Cindy murmured, “what do you have to tell me?” 


“Come
let’s sit down,” Mattheus said. 


They
sat close together on the couch. “I hate to talk about this right now,” he
whispered. “I’d rather talk about us, our future.”


“We’ll
have plenty of time for doing that later,” Cindy curled up next to him. “We’ve
got to stay focused on Ann.”


“Okay,”
Mattheus pulled himself together. “I have intense news for you.”


“What
is it?” Cindy began to feel slightly alarmed.


“Grenfield
recognized the photo I showed him of Frank. After we talked awhile, he finally
admitted to knowing Frank well. Apparently he and Frank speak on the phone
regularly.”


Cindy
grew uneasy. “And?” she asked trying to find out what Grenfield actually said.


“I
had to definitely establish that Grenfield knew Frank,” Mattheus continued, “so
after I showed him the photo, I asked him for Frank’s cell phone number, to corroborate
it.”


“Yes?”
Cindy was waiting for the bomb to fall.


“Grenfield
didn’t have the right number,” Mattheus said softly.


Cindy
wasn’t sure what he was getting at. 


“He
had another number for Frank that they communicated on.” Mattheus stopped and
stared at Cindy.


“What
is it?” Cindy still didn’t know what Mattheus was getting at.


“None
of us have any record of this other number at all. Frank’s got a hidden cell
phone. And possibly a hidden life!”


“I
wouldn’t go that far,” said Cindy. “Others may have this number!”


Mattheus
shook his head. “This number is unofficial and hidden. I’ve already checked
with the police.”


“You’ve
done what?” Cindy shot up, like a flare. “You called the police first, without
telling me?”


“Of
course I called the police,” Mattheus looked confused. “I had to check
immediately, see if they had this number, or knew where it lead.”


“No
you didn’t have to do that without asking me,” Cindy was frightened. “Whose
side are you on, anyway?”


Mattheus
looked horrified. “What are you talking about? You want me to hide evidence in
a murder investigation?”


“Not
hide it, just postpone handing it over, until we know more,” Cindy voice got
high and thin. 


“Cindy,
your brother in law has been operating with an unknown cell phone number,
that’s a big deal,” Mattheus uttered. “The police have to check the calls on
it, see where they come from.”


Cindy
closed her eyes quickly. Her head started pounding. “You’ve already given his
private phone number to the police?” she barely took it in.


“Of
course I have, it’s procedure,” Mattheus answered. “They’re checking it as we
speak.”


“Oh
God, oh God,” Cindy started trembling. 


Mattheus
stood up and took her in his arms. “Don’t imagine the worst,” he whispered
quickly. “It could be a great find. The numbers on it could lead us to the
killer.”


“Nothing
will lead us to the killer,” Cindy suddenly started wailing, startling both
Mattheus and herself as well.


“Something
will,” said Mattheus softly. “And we have to be ready for the truth.”


“The
truth, the truth,” Cindy pulled away from him swiftly, “the truth has many
faces and colors. It doesn’t always look like what it seems.”


“I
know,” said Mattheus, agitated, “that’s why we don’t leave any stone unturned, even
if they’re part of the family.”


“Frank
didn’t kill my sister,” Cindy called out then, emphatically. “Just because he
has a hidden cell phone number doesn’t mean a thing.”


“You’re
protecting him, hiding from the facts,” Mattheus responded firmly. “We need to
get into his computer right away and I need to speak to him immediately.”


“Right
now? Tonight?” Cindy answered breathless.


“Not
tonight,” Mattheus put his hands on her shoulders to steady her. “First thing
tomorrow morning will be fine.”


Despite
herself Cindy started crying. 


Mattheus
stood quietly by as she cried, and then slowly asked her. “What about your
night, Cindy? What did you find?”


Cindy
forcefully pulled herself together. “Beggio said he didn’t know Frank. There
were lots of people at the party. One woman there, Penny, claimed to have
recognized Frank - though she wasn’t sure where she saw him.”


Mattheus’s
eyebrows raised. “Sounds like Frank’s part of the scene down here,” he
murmured.


“Not
necessarily,” Cindy fought back. “He comes down for business, we know that
already. So, when he’s down here he takes in the sights. That’s not proof of
anything.”


“No,
it’s not,” Mattheus agreed.


“But
you’re on board with the police, aren’t you?” Cindy asked. “You all feel that
Frank’s the killer!”


Mattheus
looked down for a moment. “The police feel Frank’s deeply involved. I don’t
know for sure, but it isn’t looking good right now.”


Cindy
shook her head, bewildered. “I thought you came down here to help me,
Mattheus.”


“Of
course I did,” he held shoulders tighter then, as if to wake her up. “When we
find the killer I’m helping you, aren’t I? Do you want to protect Frank or do
you want justice?”


Cindy
was stunned by the question, how could he even ask?


 “Of
course I want justice,” she breathed, “justice for Ann, justice everyone.”


“Good,”
said Mattheus.


“Including
Frank,” Cindy added.


“I
know, I know,” Mattheus spoke softly. “Let’s go to bed now. Things will look
different in the morning. First thing I want to talk to Frank, get his
password. Then the boat races start in the afternoon. We can even take some
time later on and go to them.”


“Alright,”
Cindy acquiesced. “You can talk to Frank first thing in the morning, but remember,
there’s no real evidence yet. And remember, he’s just lost his wife. Take it
easy on him, please.”


“I’ll
take it easy, I’ll be good to him,” said Mattheus reassuringly.


Cindy
saw Mattheus’s looking down at her sadly. 


“I
know you will, Mattheus” Cindy said, suddenly sorry for doubting him. “You’re
good and fair to everyone.”


*


Mattheus
went back to his room to sleep and planned to join Cindy first thing the next
morning for breakfast and then to speak to Frank.


Cindy
slept fitfully all night long with ragged dreams she could not make sense of.
In one of them she was looking for Ann on a beach filled with pebbles. In the
middle of the pebbles were shards of broken glass. In the middle of the glass a
small diamond was shining, it was so small Cindy almost passed it by.


When
Mattheus rang the doorbell first thing the next morning, Cindy had barely woken
up. She answered the door dressed, but groggy.


“I
already ordered breakfast up to the room,” Mattheus said as he entered, all
washed, fresh and ready to go. “We’ll have our eggs and coffee and be ready to
tackle the world.”


Cindy
always loved that about Mattheus, he didn’t let anything stop him or keep him
down. He just kept going, step by step until he found what he wanted. What we
need is right here, he would always tell her, buried in plain sight. Cindy usually
found that inspiring, but it was harder to go along with his energy now with
own family involved. 


They
ate breakfast quickly and Cindy called Frank’s room to speak to him. She
decided she would arrange the interview between him and Mattheus.


The
phone rang and rang, but no one answered. Cindy looked at Mattheus blankly
then. 


“He’s
not answering,” she said in a small voice.


“Call
his other number then,” Mattheus said in a clipped tone.


“I
can’t do that,” said Cindy. “He’ll know right away we’ve found it.”


“You’re
right about that,” said Mattheus. “We can’t let him know that until we’ve find
out more.”


“I’ll
call my mother,” Cindy offered then. “She has to know where Frank is. She can
get hold of him for us.”


Mattheus
looked pleased. “Great that you’re willing to do that,” he responded. “Makes
perfect sense.”


Cindy
put in a call to her mother immediately. Fortunately, she picked right up.


“I
need to talk to Frank, mom,” Cindy started. “Do you happen to know where he
is?”


Her
mother paused for a moment, “Actually I don’t,” she replied, edgy. “In fact, I
was planning to call you in a little while and ask you the same thing.”


Cindy
took a swift breath in. “What do you mean you don’t know where he is?”


“Your
uncles and I were calling him all day yesterday and he didn’t pick up. Ben said
that Frank probably needs a little time alone, went somewhere to be away. He’s
still on the island, obviously, but we don’t know where right now.”


Cindy
got cold all over. “That’s not acceptable,” she murmured.


“Well,
acceptable or not, that’s how it is,” her mother responded snippy and hung up
the phone.


Mattheus
was listening and watching closely. 


“They
don’t know where he is at the moment,” Cindy murmured.


“So
I gathered,” Mattheus was on the alert.


“He
could just need some time alone to grieve for Ann,” Cindy searched for excuses.



“Yes,”
Mattheus answered, “or he could be with someone right now.”


“Who?”
Cindy answered outraged.


“Don’t
worry, we’ll find out,” said Mattheus heavily. “The police have been checking
those hidden cell phone calls. Once we know who they are from, we’ll have a
better idea where Frank’s holed up right now.”


Cindy
broke out into a little sweat. He’s not hiding, she had to remind herself. He
obviously has a life down here, and could just be spending time with some
friends.


“Let’s
get to the boat races early,” Cindy said to Mattheus. “The woman I met at
Beggio’s party thought she’d seen Frank there. Maybe there’s nothing
suspicious, maybe Frank’s taking a breather at the water? He loves boats and
races.”


“Good
idea,” Mattheus agreed.











Chapter 16


 


 


It
seemed as if all of Bermuda had gathered for the races. The atmosphere down at
the water was lively and festive, people were sprawled out on blankets with
picnic lunches, some were sitting on benches, others trimming the shore, waving
their favorites on. Music was playing and vendors were selling food and
souvenirs of all kind. It was a perfect day too, with the sun shining brightly.
Cindy knew it would be a long shot to spot Frank here, but you never knew, had
to cover every possibility. Guilt couldn’t stay hidden forever, especially not
when flashlights were on, searching for the truth. One of the rules she and
Mattheus had lived by was that sooner or later whoever you needed to see was
drawn to you.  Over and over again Cindy had been amazed by the unexpected
meetings that had taken place in the midst of an investigation, the pieces of
vital information dropped innocently enough. The investigators just had to keep
their antenna wide open and not overlook anyone who drifted their way.


“What
a spectacle,” Mattheus exclaimed as they approached the gala celebration.
“What’s the chance of spotting Frank here?”


“Probably
ten to one against it,” Cindy commented, looking around at the boisterous
crowds. 


“We
just need to be a little patient,” said Mattheus. “The police will call soon
with more information.”


Cindy
recoiled. She didn’t want the police all over this, wanted to get in and do the
work herself. 


“Is
that the Cindy Blaine I just met yesterday?” Cindy heard a voice calling to
her. Cindy turned and there was that woman Linda, she’d seen at Beggio’s party.


“Hi,
Linda,” said Cindy, turning to greet her. “And this is my partner, Mattheus.” 


“Is
this a fabulous day or what?” Linda asked, smiling at Mattheus plainly.” No one
in their right mind misses the races. So glad to see you here.”


Cindy
didn’t like her overly familiar attitude, but tried to overlook it.


“Oh,
there’s my friend Ronnelle,” Linda waved to her brightly. “We’re all together,
no one absent.”


“What
about Frank?” Mattheus asked lightly then.


“Who’s
Frank?” Linda looked confused a second, then quickly remembered. “Oh, is he the
guy Cindy had the photo of the other night?”


“Right,”
said Mattheus.


Linda
smiled at Mattheus boldly. “I have no idea at all about him,” she answered, doing
a little side step, “we talked all about it at Toni’s party. You were there
last night, were you though?” 


“Nope,
sorry I missed it,” Mattheus played along with her. Cindy knew Mattheus was
being charming in order to cull information from her, but still Cindy felt
rankled.


“Well,
I’ve got to run to my friends,” Linda looked down the way, at Ronnelle
beckoning to her.


“You
guys are welcome to join us, if you care to.”


“Thanks,”
said Cindy, “but -.”


“We
will in a little while,” Mattheus interrupted, as Linda did a little turn and
smiled at him over her slim, beautiful shoulders.


“Good,”
Linda said, “looking forward to it.”


“Why
join them?” ask Cindy irritated.


“Why
not?” said Mattheus. “Someone knows something and we need to be positioned to
hear about it.”


“I
already spoke to that crew at the party,” said Cindy.


“So,
I’ll take a turn now,” said Mattheus. “I can go alone if that would work
better. There’s plenty of other people around you can talk to.”


Cindy
knew he was right. That was their M.O. They always broke up in order to use
their time wisely and have more impact on the people they were with. 


“Okay,”
she said, “go talk to the ladies. I’ll wander around and see who I run into,
what else I can find.”


“I’ll
meet you back here in this spot in about half an hour,” said Mattheus. “This
way we’ll have used our time optimally. If you’re going to be delayed, give me
a call.”


*


 Cindy
felt both uneasy about Mattheus’s joining the ladies and relieved to have time
to wander alone. Even during the short time she’d been here, the crowds had
grown thicker. Cindy decided to just walk amidst the throngs of people and see who
and what came her way. The day was warm and sunny, and at the very least she’d
have some exercise and time to relax.


Cindy
wandered a bit, looking at the happy couples and families, enjoying this summer
day to the hilt. All of them seemed like strangers to her and certainly she was
a stranger to them all. No one had the least idea of who she was or why she was
here. Though she looked like them on the surface, no one would imagine that she
was actually hunting down a killer. Nor did they realize for a second that a killer
could be wandering among them right now.


Suddenly,
to her surprise, Cindy heard her name being called.


“Hey,
Cindy, hold up a minute. I’m so glad to see you again.”


Cindy
turned swiftly and to her surprise, there was Evan Price, gliding towards her
purposefully. He was the last one she’d imagined she’d meet at the races.


“What
are you doing here?” she asked him astonished.


“I
could ask you the same thing,” he smiled broadly. “How are you doing? How is it
going?”


Despite
herself Cindy was glad to see him. 


“I’ve
heard that you wowed everyone at Beggio’s party, all decked out in jewels,”
Evan couldn’t seem to take his eyes off her. 


“How
did you hear that?” Cindy was astonished.


“Nothing
goes on here that everyone doesn’t hear about,” Evan’s voice dropped a few octaves.
“I was thrilled that you took my advice and went to see Beggio. That’s your
best lead. Don’t get distracted, don’t take the pressure off that guy.”
















 


“Beggio’s
party didn’t yield much,” Cindy spoke frankly. “Beggio said he’d never heard of
Frank.”


“Don’t
believe a word of it,” Evan whispered. “Beggio’s heard about everything.”


“One
woman at the party said she vaguely recognized Frank from his photo,” Cindy
added.


“That’s
something,” Evan was pleased to hear that.


 “Not
much. I need specifics,” Cindy answered sharply.


“You’ll
get them,” Evan seemed certain. “And in the meantime, tell your good looking partner,
Mattheus, to stay away from Grenfield.” 


Cindy
was stunned at that. “Why?”


“Grenfield’s
a master of planting false leads,” Evan Price went on quickly. 


Cindy
was amazed and fascinated. “Grenfield told Mattheus about a hidden cell phone
number Frank had,” she immediately blurted out. Cindy was thrilled to be able
to talk about it to someone who was sympathetic to her.


“Yeah,
yeah,” said Evan sarcastically, “everyone in Bermuda has a hidden cell phone
number. It doesn’t mean a thing.”


Cindy
was relieved to hear that. “Mattheus gave the number to the police
immediately,” Cindy quickly continued. 


“Dumb
move,” said Evan. “The police grab at anything they can find.  Once they close
the case it’s a feather in their cap. Of course they want to nail your brother
in law - it will make them look good.”


“That’s
what I felt right away,” said Cindy.


Evan
stopped talking a minute and looked at her closely. “That was quite a necklace
your partner got you,” he remarked slowly.


“How
do you know Mattheus got it for me?” Cindy was astonished.


“I
have friends at Beggio’s party,” Evan commented. “I have friends everywhere
keeping an eye out for me. In fact, I heard Mattheus bought the necklace for
you that very morning.”


“Yes,
he did,” Cindy didn’t like it. Evan was watching her too closely. Why?


“You
guys an item?” Evan kept probing.


Cindy
was caught short. “Mattheus and I have been partners a long time,” she replied.


“Being
partners is not the same as being an item,” Evan refused to leave it alone.


Cindy
couldn’t go there though. “I can’t deal with that now while I’m working on my
sister’s murder,” she said in a clipped tone. “It’s not even fair to ask.”


Evan
smiled. “I’m sorry,” he said, “and I got my answer. Listen, I’m a patient guy.”


“What
kind of answer did you get?” Cindy felt confused.


“No
one who’s an item says they need time to think about it. When you’re an item,
you’re an item.” Evan seemed pleased.


“You’re
jumping to conclusions,” said Cindy, worried about what he was reading into her
response.


“Look,
I just want what’s best for you, “Evan replied. “For now, just keep the
pressure up on Beggio. A lot of people will be helped once Beggio gets busted.”


“I
will,” said Cindy, glancing at her watch, “and I have to go now.”


“Where?”
Evan asked, irritated.


“Mattheus
and I are meeting back over there in a few minutes,” said Cindy. “He’s been
talking to others. Now we de-brief.”


“You’re
going to tell him you saw me?” asked Evan.


“Of
course I am,” Cindy answered. “Everything is grist for the mill. We have no
secrets between us ever, none at all.”


*


When
Mattheus and Cindy met once again in the designated place, the day had grown a
bit overcast. But the crowds didn’t notice, the cheers kept rising as different
boats came in. Mattheus rushed towards Cindy quickly, happy to see her again.


 “I
think we’ve spent enough time here for now,” said Mattheus, taking her elbow
and gently leading her across the hill, away from the commotion. “Frank’s not
hanging out here, and we need to find him.”


“Was
this a waste of time?” Cindy asked, allowing herself to be led by Mattheus away
from the crowds. 


“Not
in the long run,” he replied. “Even if it seems like a waste of time, I know
it’s ultimately not. Something someone said can ring a bell later. None of the
women I spoke to seemed to know who Frank was or where he was staying. How
about you? Find anything at all?”


“Well,
believe it or not,” Cindy said, suddenly chirpy, “I ran into Evan Price, or
rather he ran into me.”


“Really?”
Mattheus was taken aback.


 “It
was useful,” Cindy continued. “He’s interested in the investigation, so I told Price
about Frank’s hidden cell phone. He said everyone in Bermuda had one. It’s no
big deal. He also said to stay away from Grenfield – that the guy’s famous for
planting false leads.”


“Whoah,”
Mattheus held his hand up. “That’s quite a statement coming from Price. Sounds
like the pot calling the kettle black. Believe it or not, Grenfield said the
same thing about Price. Those guys can’t stand each other.”


Cindy
laughed, “I’m not at all surprised,” she said. “Everyone here talks behind
everyone else’s back.”


“There’s
a web down here and all these guys are involved in it,” Mattheus muttered. “I
happen to like Grenfield myself, and you seem to like Price.”


“I
wouldn’t say that I like him,” Cindy interrupted. “But he feels solid to me. He
wants to help us, but I realize he also wants those hotel murders solved. They’re
casting some kind of shadow on him, even if he’s not directly involved.”


“How
do you know he’s not involved? He could be,” said Mattheus. “And I thought you
said he didn’t think that Ann’s death had anything to do with those murders
anyway.” 


“He
said that,” said Cindy, “and I agree. But it also seems as if Beggio was
involved with those murders and that Ann could have inadvertently gotten caught
in Beggio’s web.”


“How
exactly?” asked Mattheus.


“I
don’t know, I’m not sure yet,” said Cindy.


“Well,
Grenfield is close to Beggio,” Mattheus remarked. “He’s by far the best lead
we’ve got so far. If there’s any connection between Frank and Beggio, Grenfield
will help me find it.” 


Cindy
suddenly grew very quiet. The direction they were heading in seemed circuitous.
She felt as though they were walking around in a maze. Mattheus grew quieter as
well as they approached the long line of taxis waiting for customers. 


“Our
number one focus now is to talk to Frank,” said Mattheus.  “And, at the very
least, we’ve got to get into his computer and see what’s doing.” 


“Easier
said than done,” said Cindy.


“There’s
got to be a way we can break in,” Mattheus started ruminating. “Worse comes to
worse we can brainstorm and figure out his password.” 


Cindy
liked the idea. She’d rather get into his computer surreptitiously without
Frank finding out.  Then they’d see for themselves if there was even a reason
to grill him any further. Her guess was that there would be nothing much on it,
it would clear him, ease things up.


“I
like that idea,” Cindy perked up instantly, “Let’s go for it.”


“Great,”
Mattheus was right on board. “Let’s start with the password to Ann’s computer.
Do you happen know it? What was it?” he asked.


“Sunshine10,”
Cindy suddenly remembered, filled with sadness.
















 


“Lots
of husbands and wife synchronize their passwords,” Mattheus mused. 


Cindy
hadn’t heard that, it was a strange idea to her. Actually she and Ann had
somewhat synchronized their passwords. 


“Ann
and I did something like that,” Cindy mentioned then. “Her password was
sunshine and mine Rainforest.  We figured you needed both sun and rain.”


“Really?”
Mattheus was encouraged, as he lifted his arm to hail a cab he hailed a cab
down. “It sounds like we’re on the right track.  Let’s go right back to the
room this second, keep brainstorming and try a bunch of passwords. Sooner or
later we’ll crack the code.”


*


Once
back at the hotel they went straight up to Cindy’s room where Frank’s computer
was being stored. They opened it quickly, leaned over it together and started
guessing at passwords.


“What’s
the opposite of sunshine? Dark clouds?” asked Mattheus.


“Try
it,” said Cindy.


It
didn’t work. 


“Keep
going,” said Mattheus. “Give me more ideas.”


“Thunder,
storm, dark night, evening,” Cindy breathed.


They
tried each one and nothing happened.


“Her
password was Sunshine10 – try Sunshine20.”


Another
bust.


“Combine
two words,” Mattheus directed.


“Stormnight,
darksun, eveningthunder,” Cindy called out.


Mattheus
tried each one, but nothing yielded. The computer stayed dead locked. 


“Frank
always called Ann an angel,” said Cindy, unwilling to be defeated. “How about
that? Annangel? Try it.”


Mattheus
tried and it didn’t work.


I’ve
got to find it, I’ve got to find, I’ve got to find it, Cindy fervently murmured
to herself.


Suddenly
in a blaze something hit Cindy. “Wait a minute,” she said. “Why would Frank
have a password that was the opposite of my sister? He felt close to her his
whole life long. Her password was sunshine10 - how about sunshine11?”


“Try
it,” Mattheus acquiesced.


Cindy
typed it in and to her total amazement, it hit the spot. The computer opened. They
both stared at it.


“Divine
intervention,” whispered Cindy.


“What
are the chances we figured this out?” Mattheus was open mouthed.


“It’s
a sign,” Cindy breathed. 


“A
sign that we’re smart and gutsy,” said Mattheus.


“A
sign that someone is helping,” Cindy trembled.


 “A
sign that we’re on the right track,” said Mattheus.


“The
password just came to me out of the blue,” Cindy replied. “There have to be
angels lending a hand.”











Chapter 17


 


 


First
they scrolled through Frank’s emails. As Cindy expected they were routine and
dull. Mostly business appointments scheduled back in the States, without one
mention of Beggio. There were also a few scattered emails from Ann asking what
time he’d be home, and telling him what they were having for dinner.


“Boring,
if you asked me,” Mattheus murmured, rubbing his forehead.


“See,
I told you,” Cindy murmured. “There’s nothing in Frank’s life that’s dramatic
or hidden, he’s an open book. We’re on the wrong track with him.”


“Maybe
yes, maybe no,” Mattheus squinted his eyes. “He could be storing hot, secret
emails on his unknown cell phone for all we know.”


“There’s
nothing hot about Frank,” Cindy insisted.


“Could
be, we never know,” Mattheus smiled.


“Could
be is just conjecture,” Cindy responded, annoyed.


“True
enough,” Mattheus leaned closer to Cindy, ruffling her hair with his hand. “I
remember the day I taught you that.”


Cindy
smiled back, “I do, too,” she responded. “You were a great teacher.”


“You
were a fantastic student,” Mattheus replied. “Beautiful and adorable, just like
today. And gutsy, very gutsy.”


Cindy
felt waves of love coming from Mattheus towards her.


“Let’s
go look at Frank’s Facebook page now,” Mattheus went on, conspiratorially.


They
quickly flipped to Frank’s Facebook page and scrolled along slowly. In some
ways Frank’s page resembled Ann’s. The same photos of the two of them were
posted, along with the restaurants they enjoyed going to. There were also
photos of the same couples with them.


“There’s
nothing here,” Cindy whispered, gratefully. “Same old thing, dull, dull, dull.”


“Wait
a minute, don’t be so quick,” Mattheus pulled the computer over to him. “Let me
check his messages and responses.”


Cindy
leaned back and closed her eyes briefly. Mattheus wouldn’t find anything, she
would surely be vindicated. She’d known Frank practically her entire life and
though they’d never gotten on so well, he’d always been a pillar of stability. That
was one of the things that Ann loved so much about him. It was impossible that Frank
could remain a suspect. Then the challenge would be to go deeper and see how
Ann’s horrible death took place. Cindy thought she’d probably have to go back
and talk more to Evan Price. There was no way he’d told her all he possibly
knew about the murders at the hotel.


“Whoah,
look at this,” Mattheus suddenly said.


Cindy
opened her eyes quickly. “What?”


“The
day before Ann was killed, Frank defriended a woman on Facebook.” 


“Really?”
Cindy sat up straighter and crammed closer to the computer. “Who?”


“That’s
something we’ve got to find out, don’t we?” Mattheus breathed.


 “Do
you know how to do that?” Cindy asked, agitated. She never would have expected
that from Frank.


“It’ll
take a little while,” said Mattheus. 


Cindy
stood up. “Why in the world would Frank do that?” she spoke to herself out
loud. 


“Lots
of possible reasons,” said Mattheus as he worked with the computer. “It’s not
only that he defriended her though, it’s that the time he did it that’s
significant – the day before Ann died.”


Cindy
took a deep, painful breath, suddenly remembering her mother’s words that all
men stray sooner or later. It seemed impossible to think that of Frank, though.


“Listen,
we’ve got to give the computer to the police and let their experts help out,
right away,” Mattheus seemed to feel as though they’d hit gold.


“No,
Mattheus,” Cindy’s voice rose quickly. “We can’t do that.”


“Cindy,
this is a murder investigation,” Mattheus stood up quickly. “It’s a serious
piece of information. We have to share it. The police can go further with it,
check into her possible networks.”


“The
police will use it to get Frank,” Cindy practically started sobbing, suddenly feeling
like a traitor to the family. “They’ll reel Frank in. Let me call my mom first
and see if she knows where Frank is so we can talk to him first. Let’s give him
a chance - for Ann’s sake anyway.”


“We’re
finding the killer for Ann’s sake,” Mattheus reminded Cindy.


“But
Ann would want us to give Frank a chance, to talk to him first,” Cindy’s voice
was practically breaking.


“Okay,
go ahead, call your mother. See if she knows where Frank is, and I’ll keep
trying to find out who the person is that he defriended.”


Cindy
rushed to the phone, called her mother and was tremendously relieved when she
picked right up.


“Mom,
where is Frank right now?” Cindy asked urgently. 


“I
have no idea,” her mother replied, taken aback by Cindy’s tone.


“Mattheus
and I need to talk to him this second,” Cindy answered breathless. “Things
don’t look good.”


“Why?
What’s happened?” her mother sounded aghast.


“I’m
not going into details,” said Cindy, “but believe me. There’s trouble here.”


“You
found that Frank had a girlfriend?” her mother asked, alarmed, almost as though
she’d expected it.


“I
can’t say what we’ve found,” Cindy could barely respond.


“Be
careful, Cindy, don’t go too far,” her mother shot back wildly. “Enough is
enough.”


“We
have to find the truth, we have to find the killer,” Cindy replied fervently.


“Cindy,”
her mother started yelling. “It’s not just Frank’s life you’ll be destroying
but mine, too.”


Cindy
quieted down momentarily. “It’s not in my hands anymore, mom” she whispered on
the phone.


“Oh
yes, it is,” said her mother. “You couldn’t save your sister, but you can save
the family. You have influence, Cindy. Use it.”


Cindy
held the phone in her hand horrified. Was her mother asking her to lie, or hide
important evidence? Didn’t she want her daughter’s killer brought to justice?


“I
know you’ll do it, for my sake, Cindy,” her mother started whimpering suddenly.
“Promise me you will. Promise.”


Cindy
hung up the phone then without saying another word. This was a promise she
couldn’t and wouldn’t make, ever. But her mother’s words hung on her heavily,
nevertheless.


“My
mom doesn’t know where Frank is,” Cindy finally said to Mattheus.


“Didn’t
think she would,” he murmured his head in the computer.


Cindy
walked to the window to look out over the beautiful ocean that was spread out
before her. It was hard to believe her mother had made a request like that of
her. Cindy realized that she barely knew her mother at all; now it even seemed as
though she lived in a world of her own. Cindy had no idea what would happen to
her mother when the reality hit home.


“Oh
boy, oh boy,” Mattheus suddenly shouted. “I found it. Found her! Come here, Cindy,
quick, take a look at this!”


Oh
my God, Cindy trembled as she rushed to the computer, her heart in her hands.


“I
don’t believe it!” Mattheus’s voice got louder.


“Who
is it?” Cindy leaned over and to her amazement, there was a photo of Ronnelle,
the woman she’d seen at Beggio’s party. “This is the one Frank defriended?”
Cindy couldn’t believe her eyes.


“I
saw her, I know her,” Mattheus continued methodically, “I met this woman at the
races. I spoke to her briefly. She was with that woman Linda you introduced me
to. She’s a single woman and she was flirting with me.”


“What
was going on between her and Frank on Facebook?” Cindy dove in.


“I
can’t find that yet - but the police will,” said Mattheus, “not only that,
they’ll find out everything about her, including her connection to Frank. Why she
even on Frank’s Facebook page?”


Cindy
clutched her hands to her heart. “It could have just been business,” she
mumbled, trying to keep her world from falling apart further.


“Could
have is conjecture,” Mattheus said adamantly. “Frank defriended her for a
reason. And, if I recall properly, this beauty told me she had no idea who
Frank was.”


Cindy
quickly remembered her encounter with Ronnelle at Beggio’s party. “She told me
that as well,” Cindy added.


“She
lied to both of us,” Mattheus was fortified and quickly took out his cell
phone.


“Don’t
call the police this minute,” Cindy tried to stop him, but he held up his hand
emphatically.


 “Cut
it out, Cindy. This is serious business. We’re not hiding a thing,” he
declared.


*


Mattheus
moved out onto the patio as he spoke with the police. Cindy thought for a
moment of following after him and listening in, but she couldn’t bear it. This
piece of news struck like a knife.  Was it actually possible that Frank had
been involved with another woman? Cindy had a sinking feeling about it, feeling
primarily awful for Ann. Was there any chance that Ann had known about Ronnelle?
Had she and Frank talked about it? Had Ann actually known her killer that
horrible afternoon when she fought for her life?


Mattheus
walked back into the room, looking drawn and sullen. 


“What
did the police say?” Cindy asked haltingly.


“Are
you up for news?” Mattheus asked coming over to her, taking her arm and leading
her to a chair to sit down.


“Do
I have a choice?” asked Cindy. “Can I make life go back to the way it was if I
say no, don’t tell me anything?”


“Nothing
goes backwards. You have no choice,” answered Mattheus.


“So
tell me,” said Cindy, her voice dipping.


“The
police have been checking Frank’s unknown cell number. There are lots of calls
on it from an untraceable number – someone with a temporary phone. That’s how
Beggio’s operated in the past. He contacts his people with temporary cell
phones. The police definitely fee that the caller on Frank’s phone is connected
with Beggio. When I told them about Ronnelle being defriended on Frank’s page,
Trage was thrilled, said that was big news. The police are going to check her
phone and everything else about her. In a little while they’ll let us know her
whereabouts, and for starters, either you or I have to talk to her again.”


“I’ll
do it,” Cindy shot out quickly. 


“Okay,”
said Mattheus, “and the police also want to grill Frank again, immediately.
They’re looking for him now, as we speak.”


Cindy’s
heart began fluttering. “Frank’s in hiding?”


“Call
it what you want,” Mattheus went on. “No one knows where he is, do they?”


Fear
gripped Cindy’s heart. If they didn’t find Frank fast the police could stage an
all-out manhunt for him. For all Cindy knew there’d be a shootout and she’d
find Frank dead, too. She couldn’t bear the thought of that. Despite
everything, Cindy knew deep inside that Frank hadn’t killed Ann.


“The
evidence is mounting,” Mattheus said carefully.


“Circumstantial,
that’s all,” Cindy breathed. “Nothing specific, nothing direct.”


“Cindy,
face it,” Mattheus insisted then. “The police are on it full out now. They’re
talking to everyone, including Grenfield. The pieces are coming in, they’re
going to fit together.”


“None
of this would have happened if we hadn’t been amping up the investigation,”
Cindy suddenly exclaimed.


“That’s
right,” Mattheus replied. “Frank might have slipped through the cracks, be sent
home and gone on to kill again.”


“Don’t
call him the killer! It’s not been proved!” Cindy was insistent.


“Cindy,”
Mattheus got into her face, “Frank’s in hiding, he defriended someone who lied
to us about knowing him.”


Just
then the phone rang again sharply. Mattheus quickly picked it up and then put
his hand over the phone. “It’s the police, calling with more information,” he
whispered.


 Cindy
thought of her mother and uncles. How were they going to handle a double blow?


“Right,
okay, thanks,” said Mattheus. “Cindy will be there tomorrow. Yeah, and I’ll
join you with the search.”


“What
was that?” Cindy asked completely alarmed by now.


“The
cops put pressure on Grenfield.  He protected himself, cracked and talked.
Frank’s had a shifty off shore account with Beggio. Nothing important, but he
has one. Frank laid about that and so did Beggio.  Things are piling up –
they’re not looking good for Frank.”


Cindy
took a deep, bitter breath. “Some of these off shore accounts are illegal,
everyone lies about them,” she said.


“Cindy,” Mattheus yelled now. “Open your mind. Stop
protecting Frank. There’s nothing left to 


protect.
Ronnelle will be at a big Cricket Match tomorrow. You’ve got to go and talk to
her there.”


“What
is it? Where? Give me details,” said Cindy, gearing herself up for the worst.


 “The
Cup Match is a two day midsummer festival where the entire island shuts down,” 


Mattheus
went on quickly. It takes place between the Somerset and St. George’s Cricket
Club. Even I’ve
heard about it. The place will be packed.”


“How
will I find Ronnelle there?” Cindy felt confused.


“The
cops will be tracking her and keep you informed. You’ll stay in touch with them
constantly and they’ll record everything the two of you say. You’re going to
grill her about her
relationship with Frank from top to bottom. For all we know, he’ll be there
with her.”


“I
doubt that,” Cindy didn’t believe it.


“The
island turns into a carnival atmosphere during the Cup Match,” Mattheus went
on. “Right now, I’m joining the cops to help track Frank down. The sooner we
find him the better.”


Cindy
started shaking. Even though she knew it wasn’t so, she felt as though Mattheus
was abandoning her, betraying her, joining with the other side.


“Why
would you join them?” she asked Mattheus, bewildered.


Mattheus
seemed to be bewildered by her question as well. “Why would I? You called me
down here to help find the killer, didn’t you?”


Cindy
understood the words Mattheus was saying in her mind, but in her heart, she
felt alone and adrift.


“We
have such different views of this,” Cindy tried one last time in a small voice.


“I
know,” Mattheus spoke strongly and gently. “But ultimately, it doesn’t matter
what our views are, we’ll find the facts and let them speak for themselves.
That’s what we do, Cindy. We find the truth.”


“I
know,” she said quietly, “but right now it hurts like hell.”


“I’m
sorry Cindy, really, I’m sorry,” Mattheus walked closer to put his arms around
her, but she involuntarily pulled away.


“Is
there anything else?” Cindy looked Mattheus directly in the eyes then, “even
one thing you haven’t yet told me?” she asked. “Tell me now, get it over with.”


Mattheus
looked down at the floor, “Yes, there is,” he said quietly.


Cindy
felt her stomach clench. “Tell me quickly, please. Get it over with.”


“The
medical examiner’s report came in,” Mattheus went on.


A
shock of horror ran through Cindy then. “Yes?”


“Ann
died of strangulation,” Mattheus reported methodically. “But she fought a good
battle. They checked the scratches on her throat carefully. If someone other
than Frank did it, they knew what they were doing, wore gloves, covered all
traces. The only DNA found on her body belonged to Frank.”


“That
doesn’t mean a thing,” Cindy insisted. “Ann and Frank slept together, they were
together all the time. Was his DNA in the scratches?”


“No,”
said Mattheus quietly, “it wasn’t.”


“So,
that’s something, isn’t it?” asked Cindy, feeling woozy now and weak in her
knees.


“It’s
something,” Mattheus agreed, “but who knows what? The killer could have worn
gloves when they committed the crime.”


Suddenly
the room grew paler and Cindy felt herself swooning backwards onto the couch.


Mattheus
quickly rushed over, caught her and held her in his arms. “Cindy, Cindy,” he
whispered, “it’s okay, I promise. You can handle this, you’re not alone.”


Cindy
opened her eyes slightly.


“It’s
okay,” Mattheus repeated, “I love you, believe me. I’m here with you forever.”


In
the midst of her swoon, Cindy took a deep breath.


“You’ve
got to be brave, you’ve got to be strong,” Mattheus continued. “You’ll rest
tonight and I’ll stay here with you. Then, first thing tomorrow morning, we’ll
go forward and you’ll go and speak to Ronnelle.”









Chapter 18


 


 


As
Mattheus had warned, the Cricket stadium was packed to the gills and the
festivity was overwhelming as the hot sun beat down on everyone. Dressed in
Bermuda shorts and a light T shirt, Cindy fit in perfectly with the crowd. As
the players came running out onto the field, the cheers that went up were
deafening. It was a good thing the police were keeping track of Ronnelle or
Cindy could never have found her amidst the noise and swirling people that
drifted up and down in the stands.


Cindy
put her cell phone close to her ear to hear instructions. 


“Cindy,
are you there now?” It was Trage on the other end.


“Right
here,” Cindy answered promptly, trying to stay alert and in touch.


“Good,”
he replied. “Target is seated in the fourth row of section B. Has a blue shirt
on and is waving a flag.”


“Got
it,” Cindy replied.


“Go
to the left and ease down the middle row,” Trage continued guiding her step by
step. The place was packed to the rafters and it would be easy to get lost. 
Cindy was relieved to have such careful directions.


“You’re
almost there now,” Trage commented as Cindy got closer to section B. “A few
more steps and you turn down the left row.”


Cindy
followed his guidelines, struck by the fact that the police were able to watch
her every move. 


“Okay,
turn now,” Trage continued as Cindy practically pushed her way through the
maddening crowds. The crush against her body was terrific, but the urgency of
the assignment overwhelmed everything else. “There are a few openings near her
on the bench Ronnelle’s sitting on,” Trage continued. “We arranged that
carefully. Quickly take one of the spots. Some of her friends are coming a
little later. This has all been orchestrated.”


Why
so much attention to this and care? Cindy wondered. Then it struck her. The
police probably thought Ronnelle could lead them to Frank. Cindy would probably
look like the most innocent person to Ronnelle; she’d have no idea who was
backing Cindy up.


“You’ll
be recording my interview, right?” Cindy checked as she drew closer to where
Ronnelle was seated.


“Absolutely,”
Trage answered deftly. “And we’ll be watching both of you. If there’s a minute
of trouble, we’ll surround you both.”


Cindy
was surprised by his intensity. She didn’t expect trouble of that magnitude.
“Can’t see how this could be dangerous,” she responded. 


 “Just
being careful,” Trage responded routinely. “Sometimes we can’t see anything
until it happens. For all we know Beggio’s a few steps away.”


Cindy
slipped down the row, and as Trage said, easily found a spot close to Ronnelle
on the bench. Ronnelle was riveted to the field, and didn’t notice Cindy’s
arrival.


“Okay,
you’re there now,” Trage mumbled into Cindy’s ear. “Go for it. You’re good at
this. We’re thrilled to have you on board.”


Trage’s
expectations seemed over the moon and Cindy felt ill at ease. She had no sense
that this would be a defining moment.


“Shut
off the phone and put it away,” Trage instructed. “You’re on your own now.”


Relieved
to be through with the voice in her ear, Cindy’s slammed her phone shut and
stuffed it in her pocket. Then she lifted her face and looked out at the field.
The players were in position and the game had already started. Cindy knew
little about Cricket but was fascinated to see how the crowds were mesmerized
by it. 


Once
she settled a bit on the bench, Cindy slid over a little further and turned her
attention to Ronnelle, who was standing and cheering now. Cindy stood up as
well and eased over to her.


“What
a great game,” Cindy shouted at her side.


Ronnelle
quickly tossed a look at her, and went back to cheering with the fans. A second
later, she stopped and threw Cindy a glance. 


“You
look familiar,” Ronnelle then shouted to Cindy above the noise.


“I
met you at Beggio’s,” Cindy shouted back.


Ronnelle
stopped then and really looked at her. “Oh yeah, that’s right,” she finally
said. “Funny that we’re sitting together.”


“Yeah,
isn’t it funny,” replied Cindy.


They
stood together for a while longer, until things simmered down and then took
their seats.


“Gonna
be a great afternoon,” Ronnelle told Cindy, the wind blowing her hair in her
face.


Cindy
put her hand on Ronnell’s arm lightly. “I need to talk to you, Ronnelle” Cindy
said.


Ronnelle
got quieter. “What’s this about?” She shrugged Cindy’s hand off.


Cindy
leaned close to her to make sure Ronnelle could hear every word she said and
that the police could record the conversation. “Do you remember who I am?”


“Not
really,” said Ronnelle, trying to move away, looking at Cindy strangely.


“I’m
Ann’s sister,” Cindy said right in her face. The words didn’t seem to register
with her, however.


“Who?”
Ronnelle curled her face, puzzled.


“Can
you come with me to the back of the stadium where it’s quieter, for just a few
minutes,” Cindy asked.


“Of
course I can’t. The game’s just started,” Ronnelle looked annoyed.


“This
is really important and I need to talk to you,” Cindy demanded.


“So,
talk to me here. I can hear what you’re saying. It’s only extremely noisy when
something happens in the game.”


Cindy
took a moment to consider forcing her to the back of the stadium, but decided
against it. Ronnelle seemed innocent enough to Cindy, and they really had
nothing on her except that she’d been defriended by Frank on Facebook. And that
she’d lied, Cindy suddenly remembered. Ronnelle had said she had no idea who Frank
was.


“Look
Ronnelle,” Cindy decided to go forward from where they were sitting, “I’m the
sister of the woman who was murdered at the Greenstone Hotel a short while
ago.”


Ronnelle
looked at her for a long moment. “I’m really sorry about that,” she said.
“People get killed for all kinds of crazy reasons down here. No one should ever
have to go through something like that, though.”


“Thanks,”
said Cindy, feeling the sincerity of her response.


“What
can I do for you?” Ronnelle was suddenly wide eyed, and Cindy felt badly.


“I’m
also a private detective,” Cindy finally said.


At
that Ronnelle stepped away a bit further. 


“I
need to talk you to about Ann’s husband Frank,” Cindy dove right into the
center of the matter.


“Who?”
Ronnelle looked puzzled again.


“My
sister’s husband Frank,” Cindy urged quickly. “You know who he is.”


“I
know lots of people down here,” Ronnelle shrugged, looking perturbed suddenly. “His
name doesn’t ring a bell.”


“What
do you do down here?” Cindy asked.


“I’m
a consultant for a firm back in the States. I come down a lot for business,
that’s all. I’m a link between my company’s division in the States and their
division down here. It’s a great job. I love it down here, know lots of
people.”


Suddenly
a cheer went up from the crowds again. Ronnelle tried to get a quick look at
what was happening on the field, but Cindy drew her attention right back to
their conversation.


“You
work with Toni Beggio?” Cindy asked loudly, right in her ear.


“No,
not at all,” Ronnelle stared at Cindy. “I know him. Everyone knows him. I go to
his parties, like everyone else. I’ve never worked with him for a second.” Ronnelle
seemed apprehensive about being tied to Beggio. She obviously knew his
reputation.


“What
about Frank?” Cindy continued, “did he work for Beggio?”


“Frank
who?” Ronnelle called out over the din.


“My
sister Ann’s husband’s name was Frank,” Cindy yelled back.


“But
I have no idea who he is,” Ronnelle called back again.


At
that Cindy put her hand on Ronnelle’s arm again. “I think you do,” Cindy said
emphatically.


“Why?”
Ronnelle looked momentarily alarmed.


“Frank
just defriended you on his Facebook page - the day before my sister was
killed,” Cindy wasn’t pulling any punches.


“I
didn’t even know I was defriended,” Ronnelle exclaimed. “I hardly know who all
my friends on Facebook are. Everyone’s on everyone else’s page. Who the hell is
this guy Frank, anyway?”


Cindy’s
stomach fell. Ronnelle seemed entirely plausible. Perhaps Frank had become her
Facebook friend and developed some strange fantasy about her. Ronnelle could
have offended him without her ever knowing it. When she’d said she didn’t know
Frank, Ronnelle could have been telling the truth.  Was it possible Frank was
some kind of sick stalker? Could it be that nothing had gone on between them,
that he’d only dreamt about it?  Horrifying as that thought was, it somehow
seemed more in keeping with the Frank that Cindy knew. She couldn’t imagine him
as a ladies man, as hard as she tried.


Ronnelle
then broke out into a lovely smile and took Cindy’s hands. “Listen, I’m
terribly sorry about your sister,” she said, “but I have no idea about any of
this. I’m sorry this guy Frank defriended me, but it never even registered.
There are so many guys on the island, each one looking for something else.”


“I
can only imagine,” said Cindy. Cindy felt strange listening to Ronnelle. She
had a forthright charm about her that was delightful. It was hard to believe
she was lying.


Cindy
suddenly feeling the weight of the heat and the crowds and the terrific noise
bearing down upon her. She also felt the weight of the loss of her sister and
confusion about what had really happened to her. Maybe it would be better for Cindy
to leave the stadium now. Ronnelle’s story seemed impenetrable. There was no
reason to doubt it, actually. She was probably down here playing the field,
having a good time, a respite from her life back home.


Cindy
turned to go. “Thanks for talking to me, Ronnelle,” she said in parting. “I can
see it would be fun for you down here. Where are you from anyway?” 


“Wisconsin,”
Ronnelle answered lightly as Cindy began to slide away.


Cindy
stopped in her tracks. “Wisconsin?”


“Yes,
why?” Ronnelle’s attention had turned back to the game.


“My
sister and Frank are from Wisconsin,” Cindy’s voice deepened as she stared at Ronnelle.


“Really?
What a coincidence,” Ronnelle remarked lightly.


Cindy
took a step closer again. “I don’t believe in coincidences,” she said, suddenly
threateningly.


Ronnelle
took a few steps away. “Get away from me,” she exclaimed sharply. “What are
you, a nut or something?”


“You’re
from Wisconsin and so was my sister and so is Frank,” Cindy repeated heatedly.


“So
what the hell?” Ronnelle flung her words out loudly. “Lots of people are from
Wisconsin. Get a grip, honey! It’s a big world.”


Cindy
made her way out of there like a bat out of hell. Suddenly, she’d wanted to
grab Ronnelle, pin her down and force her to admit that she knew Frank – force
her to tell her why she’d been defriended. Only thing was Ronnelle might not
have known him and thankfully, despite her suddenly flare of rage, Cindy
recognized that. The fact that both Ronnelle and Frank were from Wisconsin, was
nothing more than circumstantial. Cindy could get in big trouble for pushing
too hard. And more trouble was the last thing she needed now. She ran all the way
out of the stadium sweating and heading for the safety of her hotel room.


*


A
few minutes after she got into her room and flung herself on the sofa, Cindy
heard a knock on her door. Expecting Mattheus, she got up quickly and opened it
up. To Cindy’s amazement, her uncle Charlie stood there waiting.


“What’s
wrong? Come in,” Cindy mumbled quickly.


“You
look hell warmed over,” Charlie said kindly as he closed the door behind him. 


Cindy
felt happy to have him here with her now. “Sit down Uncle Charlie,” she said.


“Cindy,
sweetheart, is this too much for you?” Charlie asked without moving.


“Yes,
it is,” Cindy remarked, “but I have to do it anyway.”


 “Your
friend Mattheus is a good man,” Charlie went on, “let him do the brunt of it.”


“Ann
was my sister, Charlie,” Cindy remarked, her eyes suddenly filling with tears.
“You can’t pass something like this off on others.”


“No,
you can’t,” Charlie agreed, slowly. “You’ve been a wonderful sister, in life
and in death,” he continued slowly.


The
simple sincerity in his tone touched Cindy deeply. “Why did you come here now,
Charlie?” she asked.


“I
know where Frank is staying,” he said plainly then.


Cindy’s
heart started beating wildly.


“I
know they’re out looking for him, too,” Charlie went on. “I don’t want the
police to catch him and pull him in like a dog.


Despite
herself Cindy started sobbing, “My God, my God, do you think Frank did it?”


“I
didn’t say that,” said Charlie, “I have no idea. I only know where he is.”


Cindy
ran over to him and threw her arms around him. “Thank you, thank you for coming
to tell me.”


“You’re
a brave woman, Cindy, you can find out the truth,” he went on.


“Does
my mother know you’re here?” Cindy asked haltingly.


“No,
she doesn’t know I’m here,” Charlie answered, “and she doesn’t know where Frank
is either.”


Cindy
was stunned and relieved to hear that at least.


“Your
Uncle Ben knew all the time though, and he finally told me,” Charlie continued.
“I figured it would be better off for everybody if I told you.”


“Thank
you, thank you,” Cindy murmured. “You’re right, so right. I’ll go see him
immediately.”


“I’ll
go with you if you want me to,” Charlie offered.


Cindy
would have loved that, but it wouldn’t work. Frank was going to feel exposed enough
as it was when he saw Cindy. She’d have to do it alone.


“Where
is he?” Cindy asked, breathless.


“In
a small boarding house on the edge of the Island,” Charlie replied. “He wanted
to get away from everyone.”


“Give
me the address,” said Cindy trembling.


Charlie
handed her a piece of paper that was half wrinkled, half smooth. “I’m sorry to
put you through this, Cindy,” he murmured.


“No,
just the opposite,” she said, grabbing the paper tight in her hand. “You’ve
given me a way to do what has to be done carefully. You’ve made it easier for
everyone. Don’t breathe a word of this though. Keep it secret. I’m going right
now, on my own.”


Charlie
flushed a little and shook his head. “Anything I can ever do to help, I’m right
nearby.”


 











Chapter 19


 


 


Cindy
flew downstairs without a moment’s hesitation, grabbed a cab and headed down to
the edge of the Island where Frank was holed up. She’d be the last one he’d
expect to see and Cindy knew she had to approach him carefully. 


The
trip took awhile and Cindy was grateful for that. It gave her time to compose
herself and her thoughts. Her interview with Ronnelle had disturbed her. At
first it was the opposite of what Cindy expected, she liked Ronnelle and
believed her completely. Then when she’d learned that Ronnelle was from
Wisconsin, a sense of dread filled Cindy’s bones. Could Ronnelle be a charming
psychopath who lied naturally with great ease? 


The
taxi left the main road and went down through narrow streets, and across vacant
fields. 


Finally,
it arrived at a juncture, turned left, climbed a hill and then found a street
of small houses packed close together. Most of them had little porches in the
front. A large Wisteria tree stood in front of one of the houses and Cindy
immediately knew that was where Frank was hiding.


“That’s
the one,” she pointed to the taxi driver without even looking at the address.


“Okay,”
he said, pulling up in front of it.


Cindy
checked the address and she was right on. “Thanks,” she said giving him the fee
plus a good tip and then watching him drive away. Cindy stood there alone for a
few moments before going up the front steps of the house and knocking on the
door.


“Come
in, it’s open,” a voice called from inside.


Cindy
pushed the creaky door open and walked into the small, dark place. 


“Be
with you in a minute,” the voice kept calling. “Just take a seat and wait.”


“I’m
here to see Frank,” Cindy called back then.


“Who?”
a tall, Caribbean man walked into the room there, looking carefully at her.


“I’m
Frank’s sister in law,” said Cindy quickly.


“Oh
I see,” the man felt better to hear that. “He’s resting in the hammock in the
back, like usual,” he said to Cindy. “Come say hello.”


Cindy
was grateful for his sweetness and trust in her as she followed him to the back
garden.


“Frank,
man, you got company,” the guy said in a lilting tone.


Frank,
who was indeed resting in the hammock, opened his eyes quickly and then jumped
up and crouched like a frightened animal.


“What
in hell are you doing here?” he exclaimed.


“It’s
okay, Frank,” Cindy said softly, drawing closer. Then she turned to the
Caribbean guy. “We need to be alone for a little while,” she remarked.


“Sure
thing,” he answered, turning to leave. “See you both later on.”


“What
are you doing here? What?” Frank looked flushed and belligerent.


“I’m
on your side, Frank,” Cindy softly replied.


“Like
hell you are. You’re working with the cops,” he shot back.


“I
know you didn’t do it, Frank,” Cindy replied.


At
that he stopped dead on in his tracks. “How do you know that?”


“I
just do,” said Cindy. “I’ve known you all my life.” 


His
head hung down then.


“But
you got to help me,” she went on. “You’ve got to trust me.”


“But
I don’t,” he mumbled.


“You
have no other choice,” Cindy’s voice got louder. “The police are looking for
you.”


He
trembled at that. “They know where I am?”


“No,
I haven’t told anyone. I want to speak to you alone,” Cindy said. “Why are you
here, anyway?”


“I
couldn’t take it,” Frank’s voice suddenly fell. “Oh God, oh God, I needed some
peace.”


Cindy
could understand that.


“First
Ann killed and then they think it’s me,” he moaned.


“Horrible,”
Cindy echoed.


“Better
believe that,” Frank agreed.


“So,
talk to me Frank,” Cindy took a tiny step closer. “Tell me about your life down
here. The police found your hidden cell phone number – they found your account
with Beggio.”


“Okay,
okay, is it so terrible?” he moaned louder. “Lots of people have these lousy
off shore accounts. I wanted more money to make Ann happy.”


“Ann
didn’t need lots of money,” Cindy quickly chimed in.


“So,
I needed more money anyway,” his voice got louder.


“You’ve
got to be honest with me, Frank,” Cindy’s voice grew tough. 


Frank’s
head suddenly shot up like a cornered animal. “I needed more money for something
else,” he blurted out.


 “Another
woman?” Cindy’s heart stopped for a second.


Frank
started to sob. “God forgive me, yes. I got involved with someone,” his voice
sounded like a bleating calf. “I didn’t mean to, I didn’t want to. I never
stopped loving Ann.”


“Someone
named Ronnelle?” Cindy stepped in quickly.


Frank
looked scared. “How do you know?” he barely got the words out.


“You
defriended her from your Facebook page, the day before Ann was killed,” Cindy
said.


Frank
suddenly looked dizzy, struggling to remember the chain of events. “Did I do
that a day before the murder?” he asked.


“Yes,
you did,” Cindy filled in. 


“Oh
my God, my God,” he started sobbing again.


“Talk
to me, Frank, this second,” said Cindy.


“You
won’t tell anyone, will you?” be begged, crawling closer. “I couldn’t stand to
live if anyone knew.”


“Don’t
tell anyone what?” Cindy started trembling.


“I
met Ronnelle at a business lunch in the States. I knew it was wrong, but I
couldn’t help it. I needed something, I was getting old. I couldn’t stand
looking in the mirror. She was young, she was beautiful. Why the hell did she
like me?”


Cindy
felt like throwing up.


“First
it was just a drink or two together, then more,” his voice became garbled.


“You
slept with her?” Cindy could barely get the words out.


“I
didn’t mean to, believe me,” Frank seemed totally devastated. “One thing led to
another. She came down to Bermuda for work and so did I. What the hell, I
thought, a passing affair. Who would know about it? Who could it hurt?”


“What
about Ann?” Cindy couldn’t keep from shouting.


“I
still loved, Ann, I promise,” Frank shouted. “Ronnelle was just something on
the side to make me feel better - like a good drink when you’re thirsty.”


“Did
Ann ever find out?” Cindy felt the veins in her neck protruding. She couldn’t
bear the thought of her sister suffering like that.


“At
the very end, she suspected” Frank broke down crying again. “I didn’t tell her
all of it, but she knew there was someone in my life.”


“My
God, my God,” Cindy whimpered, “poor Ann.”


“But
it wasn’t like that,” Frank perked up suddenly. “It just made me realize how
much I loved Ann - that I couldn’t and wouldn’t ever live without her. I told
her that. I swore it was true. She believed me.”


“That’s
why you came down here with Ann for a vacation?” Cindy bristled.


“To
reconcile,” Frank bleated loudly. “It was supposed to be a second honeymoon.”


Cindy
shivered at that deeply. “Honeymoons down in the Caribbean seem to end in
disaster,” she muttered.


“Oh
God, I’m so sorry,” Frank kept pleading.


“How
did Ronnelle take all this?” Cindy shot out.


“I
told her that I was coming down to Bermuda with Ann this time. She was
surprised,” Frank said. “She said she thought what we had was stronger than
that. I said I didn’t know what she was talking about.”


A
huge welter of feelings rose up in Cindy. “What do you mean you didn’t know
what Ronnelle was talking about? You sleep with a woman and she always wants
more, always thinks that you love her.”


“I
never told her I loved her, not once,” Frank defended himself crazily, flailing
his arms up over his head. “It was Ann I loved, always.”


“Did
you tell Ronnelle that?” Cindy demanded. “Did you say it’s my wife I love even
though I’m sleeping with you?”


“Of
course not,” Frank mumbled.  


Cindy
wanted to slap him in the face, wake him up, make him realize. “Then why did
you defriend Ronnelle?” Cindy continued.


“Ann
and I were reconciling,” Frank spoke slowly. “I wanted to put Ronnelle in the
past.”


“You
think with a click of a button you put someone in the past?” Cindy kept at it,
feeling more and more sickened with each word Frank uttered. “Did you tell Ronnelle
she was being defriended?” 


“No,
of course I didn’t tell her,” said Frank. “I only told her that Ann knew
something was wrong and we were coming down here to reconcile.”


“Oh
God,” breathed Cindy, a sharp pain stabbing through her head. “Then what
happened to Ann? What happened to her, Frank?”


“I
have no idea,” Frank mumbled. “I’ve thought about it every day. I think about
it constantly. Maybe one of the guys who did the hotel murders came after Ann
by mistake. Maybe they thought I was a big hitter. I wasn’t. Maybe somebody
told them I was.”


“Why
would they do that? Who would tell them?” Cindy was unstoppable.


Frank
dissolved onto a chair then and started sobbing again, “Believe me, believe me,
I have no idea.”


To
her deep consternation, Cindy believed him.


“What
do I do now?” Frank asked, a little boy suddenly.


“The
police are looking for you,” Cindy said quietly.


“They’re
pinning it on me?” he was beside himself.


“They
want to, but they don’t have enough direct evidence,” Cindy said. “They’ll need
a confession.”


“But
I didn’t do it,” Frank wailed again.


“I
know, I know,” said Cindy both wanting to soothe him and hating him at the same
time.


“Let
me go back and talk to Mattheus about this. The best protection for you will be
for us to find the real killer.”


Frank
looked up at her gratitude shining from his bloodshot eyes. “I never thought
what I did would lead to this ever,” he mumbled, “you’ve got to believe me.”


“I
do,” Cindy said.


*


Cindy
was tremendously relieved to find Mattheus waiting in her room when she got
back to the hotel. It seemed like forever since they’d caught up.


“Where
were you?” Mattheus seemed agitated when she walked into the room. “I expected
you here long ago. How long could it have taken to get back from the Cricket Match?”


The
Cricket Match seemed like years ago to Cindy.


“You
haven’t told any of us what you felt about your talk with Ronnelle yet,”
Mattheus proclaimed. “Everyone’s waiting to hear your take on it.”


“You
mean the police?” asked Cindy.


“Of
course the police. Who else?” asked Mattheus.


Cindy
had been so caught up with her interview with Frank she’d completely forgotten
to call into the police about her talk with Ronnelle.


“I
got distracted,” she said to Mattheus now.


He
looked at her strangely.


“Right
after I spoke to Ronnelle, I went to talk to Frank,” she proclaimed.


“What?”
The hairs seemed to stand up on Mattheus’s neck. “Where is he? We’ve been
searching high and low.”


“Calm
down, Mattheus, listen to me,” said Cindy.


But
Mattheus was having trouble taking it in. “How the hell did you find him? Why
didn’t you call me immediately and let me know?”


“I
wanted to see him alone,” said Cindy. “It would be less threatening for him
that way.”


“We’ve
been searching for him high and low,” Mattheus repeated.


“I
know, but I needed to see him alone,” Cindy’s voice got louder.


“You
should have told us where he was anyway,” Mattheus insisted.


“Not
at all,” Cindy declared. “He’s my brother in law.”


“You’ve
withheld important information from a murder investigation,” Mattheus sounded
grim.


“What
are you going to do now? Lock me up?” asked Cindy, upset by his response.


“Tell
me about both interviews,” Mattheus was forcing himself to calm down and
listen.


“Do
you really want to hear?” asked Cindy.


“Of
course I do, how could you ask me that?” said Mattheus. “I was just worried
about you. No one knew where you were.”


“My
interview with Ronnelle yielded nothing at first,” Cindy decided to get it all
out. “She’s charming, delightful -.”


“How
well I know,” Mattheus chimed in.


“You
know?” Cindy flinched and continued. “Ronnelle told me again that she had no
idea who Frank was. I told her he defriended her on Facebook and she just
shrugged it off and laughed and said she didn’t even know she’d been defriended.
The police heard all this on the recording.”


“But
we want to know what you think,” Mattheus repeated.


“I
think it’s entirely possible,” Cindy said.


“And
I agree,” Mattheus concurred.


“So
then just before I left, for no reason at all I happened to ask Ronnelle where
she was from. She lightly replied Wisconsin.” Cindy paused.


“So?”
asked Mattheus.


“So
Ann and Frank are from Wisconsin,” said Cindy disconsolately.


“Well,
that’s something,” Mattheus yielded a moment, “but not much. Entirely
circumstantial.”


But
Cindy was on fire. “Then, when I got back to the hotel, unexpectedly, my Uncle
Charlie came to my room. He’d heard that the police were looking for Frank and
decided to give me his address.”


Mattheus
whistled under his breath. “He knew where Frank was all along?”


“No,
Ben knew. He finally told Charlie,” said Cindy.


“Ben
should have called the police,” Mattheus bristled.


“No,
he should not have,” Cindy held her ground.


“Your
mother must have known as well,” Mattheus was dwelling on it. 


“Ben
was taking care of my mother and Charlie did the right thing,” Cindy said. “As
soon as he found out he told me, not the police. Charlie didn’t want Frank
cornered like a trapped rat, he wanted him handled with compassion. After all, Frank’s
just lost his wife.”


“Okay,
go on,” Mattheus was uneasy. “So, you took Frank’s address and went to see him
immediately?”


“Exactly,”
Cindy replied.


Mattheus
was bolt upright now, paying total attention. “And you found him?”


“Yes,
I did,” said Cindy. “I had the talk we needed to have, and he finally admitted
to knowing Ronnelle. He had a passing affair with her.”


“A
passing affair?” Mattheus sounded entirely skeptical though he was listening
now with every pore of his body.


“Frank
also admitted having a small offshore account with Beggio,” Cindy went on at
top speed. “He said he and Ann had come down to Bermuda to reconcile.  Ann knew
there was someone in his life at the end, but it was over - they were
reconciling.”


“According
to Frank,” Mattheus muttered.


“Ann
also knew that Frank only loved her, the affair was just a pastime.”


Mattheus
cleared his throat. “I wonder if Ronnelle felt the same way about it?”


“Frank
said he didn’t tell Ronnelle he was defriending her, just wanted to end things
and start new,” said Cindy. “Frank told Ronnelle that he loved Ann, was coming
down here with her to make things right.”


“That’s
his story,” Mattheus mumbled, “every word of it. And, what does all this have
to do with Ann’s death?”


“That’s
for us to find out, isn’t it?” Cindy shot back. “Frank said he thought Ann
might have gotten killed accidentally by one of Beggio’s boys. They might have
mistaken him for a big time operator and her for one of the girls at the
Greenstone Hotel.”


“Unlikely,”
said Mattheus. “What do you think?”


“I’m
not sure,” Cindy went on, “but I need to talk to Ronnelle again.”


“Not
a good idea,” said Mattheus. “From here on in, let the police handle it.”


Cindy
took offense at that. “Why? I’m the one who’s gotten the information. It’s my
family. Why would I hand it over to them? I’m seeing this through to the end.”


Mattheus
walked over to her calmly. “That’s not a good idea, Cindy,” he said. “This is
convoluted and you’re too involved.”


Cindy
felt furious suddenly. Who was he to take her work away from her? He should he
praising her for all she’d accomplished. 


“No
one is taking this away from me, Mattheus,” Cindy declared.


“I
don’t want to take anything away,” he replied. “But you’ve put yourself into
danger, going to speak to Frank alone, not telling anyone. I think you need to
lay low.”


“I
disagree,” Cindy felt herself flush all over. “I think I need to jump in even
further now.”


“Cindy,
stop it,” Mattheus voice rose.


Cindy
recoiled, “Leave me alone,” she called back. “I can do this and I’m going too.”


“I’m
going with you then,” Mattheus demanded.


“No,
you’re not. No way,” Cindy called out to the universe. “I’m seeing this through
myself to the end.”











Chapter 20


 


 


Mattheus
returned to his room to give Cindy time to chill out, saying they’d talk more
at dinner and make a specific plan about what to do next.


Relieved,
as soon as Mattheus left Cindy called the police station and spoke to Trage’s
assistant Michael. To Cindy’s delight, the moment she asked for Ronnelle’s
address, he gave it to her immediately. Triumphant, Cindy scrawled it down on a
piece of paper, then smiled, ran to shower and changed.  In what seemed like
just a few minutes, she was outside and on her way to Ronnelle’s suite -
located in a fancy hotel not far away. Cindy figured she could get there and
back before Mattheus even knew she had gone. She would pin Ronnelle down,
confirm Frank’s story, get more details.


Cindy
slipped into a cab and arrived at Ronnelle’s hotel as evening was falling.
Without checking at the desk to see if she were there, Cindy went straight to the
elevator, stepped out at the top floor and quickly slid down to Suite 424. Then
she rang the bell a few times. What in hell was Ronnelle doing in a suite of
her own on the top floor of hotel like this, Cindy wondered.


“What’s
going on? Who is it?” Ronnelle’s voice rung out from behind the door.


“Open
up,” Cindy said in a garbled tone, trying to disguise her voice.


“Who
is it?” the voice behind the door grew closer.


“Open
up, this minute” Cindy scrambled her voice even further. 


Fearlessly,
Ronnelle flung the door open. She and Cindy stood there staring at each other.


“You?”
Ronnelle said surprised.


“Yes,
me,” Cindy tried to smile pleasantly, but felt the muscles of her face growing
taut.


“Why
are you here?” Ronnelle gathered herself together quickly.


“Can
I come in?” Cindy asked.


“Why”
Ronnelle clearly wasn’t thrilled to see her.


“I
have just a few more questions I need to ask,” Cindy said hurriedly, trying to
relax her face and not look so grim.


“Just
for a few minutes,” Ronnelle moved aside. “I have plans for later and I have to
get ready.”


“Of
course,” Cindy agreed, as she entered the grand room and then looked around awe
struck. There was a huge crystal chandelier hanging from the center of the
room, an ivory pillar on each side, and beautifully framed fine art on the
walls. “How’d you get a place like this?” Cindy murmured.


“The
company pays for it,” Ronnelle grinned lightly. “I never pay for anything,
ever. Always had my life set up that way.”


Cindy
felt uneasy. What in the world would someone who lived like this have to do
with Frank? It didn’t make sense. Cindy walked in and looked further around.
The room was filled with plants, fresh flowers, baskets of fruit on different
tables.


Ronnelle
watched Cindy’s every move. “All this has been provided by the hotel,” she added.
“Lovely of them, wouldn’t you say?”
















 


Ronnelle
was so smug and entitled, Cindy had to keep herself in check. She suddenly had
an intense desire to slap Ronnelle across the face. Ann had never been that
way, she’d been grateful for every little thing she got. Was it possible that
Frank had paid for this suite, sent these baskets? Cindy couldn’t bear the
thought of it.


“How
long are you staying here?” Cindy asked slowly.


“As
long as I care to,” Ronnelle answered flippantly. “Why?”


Cindy
suddenly wanted to tell Ronnelle that she didn’t deserve it, explain to her how
Ann had lived. But Ronnelle wasn’t up for a long conversation. 


“Okay,
get to it,” Ronnelle turned snippy. “What are you here for? What do you want to
ask me?”


“Did
you know my sister was a wonderful woman?” Cindy started plaintively.


Ronnelle’s
eyes narrowed. “This is what you came to tell me?” she repeated more intensely.


“I
came to ask how you dared get between a married woman and her husband?” Rage
started building in Cindy.


“You’re
out of your mind,” Ronnelle stood straighter. “I told you I barely know your
sick brother in law. I don’t know what he told you about me, but it’s all a
load of junk. There are crazy guys all over the place living off sick fantasy.”


For
a moment Cindy grew frightened, wondering if it could be so. Was Frank some
kind of psycho who was fantasizing about Ronnelle, dreaming up a relationship?
Or had he made up this sordid story to divert suspicion away from him?


“Prove
to me that Frank lied!” Cindy shot back


“I’m
done with this sick conversation,” Ronnelle threw her hair back over her
shoulders. “Get out of here now.”


Cindy
thought about apologizing for a moment, backing down, softening her tone. She
needed to stay longer and find out more. But it was hard to acquiesce. The thought
of this woman stealing away Ann’s husband was infuriating. Mattheus had
probably been right again. Cindy should have let him come here, this was too
personal, too much to handle.


“I
want you out of here this second,” Ronnelle’s voice grew sharper. 


“I’m
really sorry. I came on too hard. I’m so upset about this,” Cindy said, as her
eyes suddenly fell on something shining on the rug. She grew silent and looked
more closely - a small, glimmering rhinestone was on the floor. It took her
breath away for a second, reminded her of something. Cindy became lost in thought
then, couldn’t say another word.


“What
are you staring at?” Ronnelle asked, following Cindy’s gaze.


Cindy
jumped up and grabbed the rhinestone then, clutching it in her hand. She
remembered! This was exactly the same rhinestone as the one she’d found in
Ann’s room after she died. 


Cindy
opened her palm and shoved it in Ronnelle’s face. “What’s this?” she demanded.


Ronnelle
looked at it confused. “Must be from my jacket,” she finally guessed, “give it
to me.”


Cindy
felt her eyes flash wide open. “What jacket? Show it to me!”


Ronnelle
looked mildly alarmed by Cindy’s intensity. Her voice rose as she pulled an
evening jacket of hers off a nearby chair. It had many little rhinestones like
that covering the collar. 


This
jacket, “she proclaimed.


“My
God, my God,” Cindy shouted.


“What,
lunatic?” Ronnelle matched her volume.


Cindy
grabbed the jacket from her and stared at the collar. Ronnelle must have been
wearing this jacket the day she’d killed Ann. A  rhinestone from the collar must
have dropped off accidentally.


“It’s
all over, Ronnelle,” Cindy said darkly then.


Ronnelle
looked at her blankly.  “Nothing’s over, nothing  began,” she muttered.


 “The
police have this rhinestone,” Cindy went in for the kill. “We found it in Ann’s
room after she died. It must have fallen from your jacket.” 


Ronnelle
turned ash white. “I only wear this jacket at night,” she countered. “Ann died
in the late afternoon.”


How
did Ronnelle know that? It was a little known fact that no one had spoken of.
Cindy felt emblazoned. “No, you wore this jacket the afternoon Ann was killed,”
Cindy was adamant.


“Get
out of here now if you know what is good for you,” Ronnelle said gruffly.


“It’s
not as easy as that, you don’t get away with this,” Cindy stepped right into
her face. “It was my sister you took out.”


“What
do you know about life? What do you know about guys?”Ronnelle suddenly blurted
out.


“Frank
hurt you?” Cindy practically hissed at her between her teeth. 


“Damn
jerk,” Ronnelle wobbled backwards a second. “He did, and I believed him. I let
him hurt me.”


“Looks
like you were the fool, weren’t you?” Cindy took an odd pleasure in taunting
her.


Ronnelle
spiveled around, leaned towards a table and grabbed a huge stone that sat on it.



“You
deserve to die too,” she held the stone over Cindy. “You and your whole rotten
family.” 


Cindy
dove away from her, towards the door, to press the button on her phone for
emergency help. Suddenly Ronnelle came up from behind, grabbed Cindy around the
waist and threw her down on the couch. Before Cindy could get her bearings, she
felt Ronnelle behind her and then a pillow being shoved down hard over the back
of her head.


“Get
off me, get off,” Cindy started yelling as the pillow sunk more and more deeply
into her head and neck. This was what it had to have been like for Ann, Cindy
thought, as it became harder and harder to breathe and she felt as though she
were going down under water, never to return. Ann had succumbed, but she
couldn’t. With her last bit of strength, Cindy tossed to the side, but Ronnelle
only pressed the pillow down on her face then.


Cindy
started drifting away, until suddenly, as if from a million miles, she heard a
fierce banging close by.  


“Open
up! Police! Let us in immediately,” a loud voice thundered.


The
strength of the pillow pressing down on Cindy subsided for a second. Cindy
tried to rally and push Ronnelle away, but her arms felt like liquid and her
head was filled with cobwebs and ached.


“Open
Up!” the voice and banging got louder.


Thankfully,
Ronnelle jumped off the couch as Cindy gasped breath by breath to fill her
lungs. Finally she heard a crash close by, as if the door were being broken
down. Cindy slowly turned then, and with every ounce of her strength pulled
herself up.


“Get
over to the side,” it was Mattheus shouting.  


Cindy
looked over the edge of the sofa, Mattheus wasn’t alone. Trage and two other
cops with him and Frank was there too, standing in the crowd. 


Cindy’s
heart started pounding as Mattheus flew over to her. “You’re okay? You’re not
hurt?” he seemed desperate.


“I’m
okay,” Cindy slowly found her voice.


“Thank
God, thank God,” said Mattheus. “When she wouldn’t let us in, I thought the
worst.”


“How
did you know I was here?” Every cell in Cindy’s body was trembling.


“You
called Trage’s assistant Michael to get Ronnelle’s information,” Mattheus said,
“and thank God, he called us immediately and told us where you were headed. The
minute I heard I knew there would be trouble. I called Trage and the cops as I headed
over.”


It
was hard for Cindy to take it all in, she felt shaky and her head and neck
hurt. She kept wanting to close her eyes and sleep.


But
Mattheus wouldn’t let her. He kept talking uncontrollably, trying to keep her
awake.


 “The
minute I left you at the hotel, I called your Uncle Charlie and told him to bring
Frank to me right away. Fortunately, Frank was back in his room. He returned
himself after speaking to you.”


“Is
Cindy okay? Is Cindy okay?” she heard Frank moaning in the background.


“You
lousy rotten, miserable bastard,” Ronnelle practically spit at him.


Cindy
forced herself to turn and look at her brother in law, who looked completely
stunned. 


“You
thought you’d get away with something like this?” Ronnelle’s teeth were
chattering, as she drew closer to him. “You think you can promise me diamonds
and give me crap? Not Ronnelle, you got the wrong girl.” 


As
she spoke, Trage came over slowly and stood behind her. 


“Bermuda
is our place, not yours and Ann’s,” Ronnelle’s voice broke now, turning into
the howl of a wounded animal. “You and I came down here first. You said you
were going to marry me. Tell them, it’s true, tell them.”


Cindy
shuddered completely.


“It’s
true,” Frank muttered then, under his breath, “I said that to you.”


Cindy
felt swords of pain strike through her body. How dare he betray Ann that way? 


Ronnelle
couldn’t stop babbling.  “How dare you bring your lousy wife down to a place
we’d been so happy in?”


Frank’s
head hung in terrible pain and despair. “Oh God, forgive me, forgive me,” he
could barely breathe. 


“God
will never forgive you,” Ronnelle looked at him as if she were about to crouch
for a kill.


 “I
told you I loved Ann,” Frank burst in then uncontrollably. “I told you she and
I were reconciling.”


“How
can you marry me and love Ann?” Ronnelle suddenly looked confused. “You had no
right to reconcile. You told me it was forever, that we were getting married
soon.”


Cindy
felt like throwing up. How much of this had Ann been aware of?


“I
didn’t mean it, I never meant it,” Frank could barely speak as his entire body
broke into dry heaves. “I always loved Ann, always. Cindy, you have to believe
me,” he yelled.


Mattheus
went over to Frank then and put his hand on his shoulder. 


“So,
you got rid of Frank’s wife,” Trage said to Ronnelle then, in a low, measured
tone.


Ronnelle
flipped around and stared at Trage with rage in her eyes. “I had a right to,
didn’t I?” she said. “She was trying to get rid of me!”


Frank
broke into terrible sobs then. “Oh God, oh God, this is all my fault,” he wept.
“I did this to Ann by being with Ronnelle. I never thought it would mean much
of anything, though. I never thought so, believe me.”


For
a moment it seemed as if Frank would pass out.


“Take
it easy, Frank,” Mattheus had both hands on his shoulders. “Guys make terrible
mistakes – they say things they don’t mean, have no idea what they’re doing. This
kind of thing happens all the time.”


Cindy
looked over at Ronnelle then. Trage was pulling her arms behind her,
handcuffing her. She stood there in a daze, just staring at Frank.


“I
loved you, you bastard,” she hissed at him. “It was the first time I loved
again since I was little and my father died on me.


Trage
nodded to another cop in the room to open the door. 


“We’re
taking you in,” Trage said softly to Ronnelle.


“Take
me anywhere you want,” Ronnelle shot back. “You’ll never be able to hold me,
long. I’ll kill myself in jail. And when I die, I’ll find Ann and take her to
hell with me. You think about that, lover boy.”


Frank
gasped as Ronnelle and Trage walked slowly past him, and she spit at him on the
way.


*


“You
saved my life, Cindy, you saved my life,” Frank kept blubbering, as they left. 


Too
bad your life and not my sister’s life, thought Cindy, unable to take a step
closer to him.


“Believe
me, if I ever thought something like this would have happened, I would have
killed myself first,” Frank pleaded with Cindy.


Cindy
had to say something, but didn’t know what. 


“There
are many strands that go into a person’s life and death, Frank,” Mattheus
filled in for her. “What you did was wrong, but you can’t blame yourself for Ann
dying. Ronnelle was a psycho, you didn’t know that.”


“Blame
yourself,” said Cindy swiftly, “not for Ann’s dying, but for the lies you told,
the way you deceived her. How could you have betrayed such a beautiful person”?



“This
was the first time it happened, it never happened before. I was a faithful
husband,” Frank’s head fell into his hands. “I took good care of Ann, truly. I
was getting old, I was tired, I met this girl and she bewitched me.”


“You
met her in Wisconsin,” Cindy said slowly then, pulling the awful pieces
together. 


“Yes,”
he whimpered.


“Ronnelle
introduced you to Beggio and his funds. She probably worked with him for all we
know. You invested with him to have enough money to give her whatever she
wanted, right?”


“Right,
right,” Frank mumbled. 


“How
else could you ever keep a young girl like that at your side?” Cindy said.


“Cindy,
you have to forgive me, you just have to,” Frank started wailing again. “Will
you ever, ever be able to forgive me?”


“Someday
I hope to, Frank,” Cindy said very quietly, “but right now, I can’t.”











Chapter 21


 


 


The
stir created by finding Ann’s killer reverberated all through the Island. One
of the Hotel Murders Solved, the papers announced.  C and M
Investigations did it again! Cindy was almost killed in the process, too,
the reporters went on and on.


“It
was you, Cindy who solved this,” Mattheus insisted as people gathered around,
“not C and M Investigations. I was on board with the police, I thought Frank
did it. If you hadn’t taken that extra step with Ronnelle, the truth would
never have come out.”


Cindy
was both relieved and shaken to the core. She was deeply, deeply relieved that
they’d found the killer, but also now had to face the fact that Ann was gone. Cindy
also had to deal with Frank’s betrayal. How could she ever face or talk to him
again?


As
soon as her family heard the news, Cindy’s mother wanted to see her
immediately. 


“In
a little while,” Mattheus told her Uncle Ben.“Cindy’s still recovering from her
ordeal with Ronnelle. She’s fine, no worries, but she’s resting up.”


“Her
mother said to tell her she saved the family; saved everyone’s life,” Uncle Ben
murmured. “Frank will be obliged to her forever, and so will everyone else.”


Cindy
didn’t want anybody obliged to her for any reason. She did what she had to and
what was natural for her.  She was glad the family felt good about it, but
nothing anyone said could take away the pit inside her stomach. She hadn’t been
here in time to save Ann.


“I’ll
never get over this,” she said to Mattheus.


“We
can only do what we’re given to do,” Mattheus tried to comfort her. “There was
no way anyone could have known this would happen.”


Of
course that made sense rationally, but the sadness inside Cindy kept growing, anyway.


Uncle
Charlie came to Cindy’s room with fruit and candy. Cindy, resting on the sofa,
beckoned him in and thanked him for his help in finding Frank.


Charlie
leaned down close to her. “You’ve been magnificent, Cindy and this will take
time, but I know you’ll find it in your heart to forgive Frank.”


Cindy
closed her eyes. It was way too soon to think about that now.


“I’m
so glad Mattheus is here with you, too,” Charlie continued. “He’s certainly
found a place in my heart.”


“Thanks
so much, Charlie,” Mattheus said as he came over and took Cindy’s hand. 


“I
hate to ask this, but what’s next?” asked Charlie. “You plan to come home and
spend time with the family?”


Cindy
knew her mother had put him up to asking that. “I will later on,” said Cindy,
“but for now, I need time.”


“With
Mattheus?” asked Charles.


“Absolutely,”
Mattheus said, looking at Cindy questioningly.


Cindy
ran her hands over her face and sat up slightly then. “Absolutely,” she agreed.


“And
I heard we just got another call in,” she went on quickly.


“From
Jamaica,” Mattheus said, “how did you hear?”


“It
was on the radio,” Cindy remarked. “A double murder in one afternoon.”


“They’re
afraid a serial killer is on the loose,” Mattheus added.


“You
can’t possibly be thinking of going down there to work on this now?” Charlie
looked startled.


“I
can’t possibly think of not going,” Cindy replied.


Mattheus
looked at her out of the corner of his eye. “You’re sure?”


Cindy
nodded. “More sure than I’ve been of anything. How can I better honor Ann’s
life and death? I’m dedicating my work to her.”


Charlie
took it all in. “I totally get that,” he commented, “your mother won’t, but I
do.”


“Thank
you,” said Cindy. “Will my mother be alright?”


“In
time she will,” said Charlie. “She has her brother at her side, Frank, and lots
of friends back home. Someday she’ll have you, too, feeling closer.”


“I’m
not sure about that,” said Cindy. “I hope so though.”


“Give
it time,” said Charlie. “People grow, feelings change, they have to. And tell
me, how are the two of you going on this new case? Just as working partners?”


Despite
herself Cindy smiled. “That’s one way of describing it.”


“One
way only,” Mattheus, too, smiled broadly. “Only part of the story. We’ll have
more news for you about the rest soon.”


“A
wedding?” Charlie asked delighted.


“Ann’s
just passed, it’s too soon for that,” Cindy said softly. “We all need time to
remember her.”


“What
better way to remember her than at a wedding?” asked Charlie. “Besides from
what I’ve been hearing, nothing would have made her happier.”


Mattheus
grinned, “I agree.”


“There’ll
be time for everything,” Cindy lifted her head and looked at both of them
lovingly.


“And
for now, we’re off to Jamaica,” said Mattheus.


“With
all my blessings,” Charlie echoed, coming closer, pulling them together, and
hugging them both for all he was worth. 

















COMING SOON…


 


 


Book #11 in the Caribbean Murder Series


 

















Now
Available: Jaden’s Skye NEW romance series!




A PERFECT STRANGER

(Book #1 in the Tom’s River Saga)


 


Nestled among trees
and hills, set alongside a winding river, the small town of Tom’s River,
Wisconsin, so beautiful and protected, is a place where everybody knows each
other, a place where nothing ever changes and where people can feel safe. But
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but also about the secrets he’s been hiding in their marriage. Her world is
shook as she realizes she’s been living a lie, has been in a relationship with
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Some months after his disappearance, as the snows of winter melt, Hunter, a
handsome, magnetic stranger, arrives in Tom’s River. A loner with a mysterious
past, he is content with his solitary job at the lumber yard. But as a tornado
ravages the town, he is destined to cross paths with Megan, as she seeks help
to repair her damaged home.



Once Hunter and Megan meet, nothing is ever the same again. As he repairs the
roof that blew off her home, the two cannot hold back their feelings for each
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do.



As they face a crucial crossroads in their affair, a shocking and dramatic
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Nothing will be the same in Tom’s River again.
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