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Chapter One




A gentle knocking sound hit Lily’s ears as she padded down to the shop on a bright Tuesday morning in July. The two stocky figures peering through the window looked slightly menacing until her eyes focused enough for her to recognise the local fishermen. She yawned as she crossed the room to open the door.

“Morning,” she said, puzzled by the early morning visit.

“Sorry to bother you,” Zack said, his rosy cheeks and bushy beard giving him a perpetually cheerful look. “You couldn’t help us out with a little coffee situation, could you?”

Lily frowned. “Have you got yourself in Pippa’s bad books or something?” The cafe a few doors down was the place people went for coffee – not the ice cream shop.

“The queue’s out of the door at the cafe,” Kev said excitedly. “We’ve got our own travel mugs, we just need caffeine.”

“What’s going on?” Lily asked, looking along the promenade to the small crowd outside of the cafe.

“Didn’t you hear?” Zack said. “The Fortune has emerged.”

Lily merely blinked in confusion.

“Not yet, it hasn’t!” Kev said, elbowing Zack.

“Today might be the day,” Zack said, then homed in on Lily’s confusion. “The Isles Fortune. You must have heard of it?”

She shook her head.

Kev grinned at her. “The ghost ship.”

“You’re going to need to explain better,” she told them.

“Is there coffee going or what?” Zack asked, extending his hand with his travel mug.

“It’ll take a few minutes,” Lily said, standing aside for them “And you know it’s not as good as Pippa’s coffee.”

“Desperate times,” Kev said with a playful shrug.

Chuckling, Lily walked back to get the coffee machine started. “Are you going to explain what on earth you’re talking about?”

Zack leaned on the counter. “A ship went down near Bishop Rock Lighthouse in the early nineteen hundreds.”

“Local legend has it that there was a chest full of gold on it when it sank.” Kev bounced on the balls of his feet. “The crew escaped and watched it go down, but no one ever found the gold. Nor the shipwreck.” He lowered his voice and widened his eyes. “On a clear night, when the moon is full, strange lights flicker just above the water where the ship is supposed to rest.”

Lily laughed. “I’ve also noticed the moonlight can do odd things at night… usually when I’m walking home from a session at the pub!”

“Don’t ruin our fun,” Kev said. “The lights are the moonbeams hitting the gold and reflecting up. I’ve believed it since I was a kid and I won’t hear otherwise.”

“Whether or not the lights are real is irrelevant,” Zack said. “The exciting thing is the ship. It’s emerged from the seabed.”

“It’s just risen out of the sand?”

“Yes.” Zack nodded. “Local divers found it yesterday. They say it’s something to do with the tides or weather changes, but essentially the seabed shifted and there she is, lounging twenty metres below the surface.”

“How do they know it’s the same ship?” Lily asked sceptically.

“They don’t know for sure yet,” Zack said. “But they say it looks like the right era.”

“Excuse me for being a little ignorant, but what has a shipwreck got to do with the sudden increase of custom at the cafe?”

Zack straightened up. “The guy from the dive school who found it mentioned it in the pub and someone posted about it on social media. So now everyone with dive equipment will be out there looking for gold. By tomorrow, the island will no doubt be swamped by historians and treasure hunters from the mainland too. If a local wants to find the treasure, they’ll need to be quick. Apparently, a lot of people had the same idea as us about grabbing sustenance from the cafe before hitting the water.”

“How does it work with this sort of thing?” Lily turned back to the coffee machine. “Is it a case of finders’ keepers?”

“No.” Zack laughed. “Of course not. Any historical discoveries have to be reported. If anything significant is found, it’ll end up in a museum.”

Kev continued to bounce. “But there’s a reward when you hand it in. Determined by the value of the find.”

“I suppose someone could also pocket a coin or two,” Lily said. “It’d make a nice keepsake.”

Turning with one filled mug, she caught the harsh stares of the two fishermen.

“I’m shocked you’d suggest such a thing,” Zack said gravely.

“Not out loud,” Kev said, eyes sparkling with mirth. “Don’t say these things out loud!”

She took the second mug to fill. “So you’re not saying you wouldn’t sneak a bit of bounty for yourself? Just that you’d never admit to it?”

“We’re men of honour,” Zack said, struggling to keep a straight face. “I don’t like you implying anything different.”

“Sorry.” Lily pressed her lips together as she turned back to them. “You’re actually going to dive at the shipwreck then?” Somehow, she couldn’t imagine Zack in a wetsuit.

“You bet we are.”

“In that case, I wish you luck.” She set the second mug on the counter. “The coffee is on me. If you find treasure, you can reward me with a gold doubloon.”

“I’m not sure you’re taking this seriously,” Zack said, shooting her a wink before they left.
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Chapter Two




The message Flynn had received from the sergeant was rather cryptic – merely saying he needed to speak with him as soon as he arrived at work. Considering the size of the police station, the message felt somewhat redundant. They always spoke at the start of his shift, unless the sergeant wasn’t on duty.

It had Flynn intrigued enough that he arrived a quarter of an hour early. PC Hill was in the sergeant’s office and both of his colleagues greeted him with smiles that looked altogether unnatural.

“What’s going on?” Flynn asked.

The sergeant nodded to the seat beside PC Hill. “I was just telling Jeff that I received an interesting email yesterday evening.”

“Yeah?” Flynn dropped into the chair.

The sergeant shifted in his seat. “Probably not a big deal, but it seems we’ll be getting a visit from one of our superiors on the mainland.” He cleared his throat and dropped his gaze to the desk. “Superintendent Brand will arrive later today.”

Flynn’s stomach lurched. “Why? He’s in the Met. Why would he come here?”

“His email said he wants to see how things are done over here.” The sergeant raised his hands in a puzzled gesture. “Sometimes the superintendents like to check out what’s going on elsewhere.”

“Really?” Flynn sighed. “So this is a regular occurrence, is it?”

PC Hill swallowed hard. “Maybe not very regular…” He looked helplessly at Sergeant Proctor.

“Like I say, it’s not a big deal…”

“Right.” Flynn scrubbed a hand over his face. “Do you think at some point we should acknowledge that his visit probably has something to do with me?”

“I was going to get to that,” the sergeant said, scratching at his jaw. “I just didn’t want to… I mean, I wasn’t sure…” For someone usually very articulate, it was almost painful to watch the sergeant flounder.

“It’s fine,” Flynn said. “You don’t need to walk on eggshells on my account. The man can’t stand me. There’s no reason for us to pretend otherwise.”

“He didn’t mention you in his email…”

“Even so, I would guess the reason for his visit is to find new ways to torture me.”

“Wait…” PC Hill’s brow wrinkled thoughtfully. “That’s not necessarily a bad thing…”

“How do you work that one out?” Flynn asked.

“He’s the reason you got transferred over here, right?”

Flynn nodded.

“Which means he might have the sway to get your posting here extended. All you have to do is act like you hate it and can’t wait to leave…”

A spark of hope sputtered in Flynn’s chest.

“I suspect that won’t work,” the sergeant said, a sheepish undertone to his words.

Flynn glared at him. “Why?”

“I emailed him a couple of weeks ago.” Guilt flashed in the sergeant’s eyes. “I thought it might be worth a shot to ask him about extending your stay here.”

“You told him I want to stay on?” Flynn asked, hope dying in his chest.

“Yes. And I also mentioned what an asset you are to the team.”

Flynn laughed. “Okay, maybe it’s not me he’s here to see then. I think he has a new enemy.”

“Why would he have an issue with my email?” the sergeant asked.

“Because you essentially told him he has poor judgement.”

“No, I didn’t,” the sergeant argued.

Flynn tilted his head. “I assume that when he was arranging my transfer here he told you I was a terrible officer and a complete waste of space. He probably apologised for sending me your way?”

“Maybe something along those lines,” he admitted.

“Now you’ve emailed him and said I’m a good officer and you enjoy having me around. He’ll hate you now, too. Trust me.”

“It was strange that he didn’t reply,” the sergeant mused.

“How does he have such a good reputation?” PC Hill asked. “He sounds awful.”

Flynn shrugged. “Generally, he’s firm but fair. And he’s dedicated to his job. People respect that.”

“So what’s his problem with you?” PC Hill asked. “What did you do to get on his bad side?”

Flynn had asked himself the same question, but had never come up with a good answer. “Personality clash,” he said nonchalantly. “You know how these things can be.”

“There’s a story about you sleeping with his daughter,” PC Hill said. “Is that true?”

“No.” Flynn smiled lightly. It had probably been easier when his colleagues hadn’t felt comfortable enough to dig into his private life, but he supposed it was a good thing that PC Hill finally felt he could quiz him.

“You slept with someone’s daughter, though?” he asked.

Flynn grinned. “Lots of people’s.”

“I feel as though we’re getting off track,” Sergeant Proctor said.

Ignoring him, PC Hill kept talking. “That’s the rumour… that you slept with some high-ranking officer’s daughter and angered the wrong people. The superintendent wanted you out of the force altogether, but your dad stepped in and pulled strings to get you transferred over here… hoping things would calm down with you out of the way for a while.”

“Where did you hear that?” Flynn asked.

“I still have friends in the Met.”

“You worked in London?” Flynn shook his head, feeling as though he should have made more effort to get to know Jeff.

“Yeah. So is it true?”

“Sort of.” He rubbed at his forehead, unprepared for the conversation and not sure how much he wanted to explain.

“Did you ask your dad?” Jeff said.

Flynn blinked a couple of times. “Ask him what?”

“About making your position here permanent. If it was him who facilitated you being transferred here, maybe he can help.”

“I don’t think that would work out.” He opened his mouth to continue but felt suddenly lost for words.

“I don’t think it would either,” the sergeant said.

“Did you already ask him?” Jeff asked the sergeant. “You used to know him, right?”

“I worked with him years ago.” He waved a hand in front of his face. “I don’t see how he could really help, though. It would put him in a difficult position. It’s one thing to get Flynn a temporary position here, but pulling strings to create a permanent position is bound to get people whispering about nepotism.”

Flynn felt a twinge of amusement at the idea of his dad doing anything that was likely to invite claims of nepotism. He appreciated the sergeant’s spin on things, though.

“So you’re really leaving next month?” PC Hill asked.

“It seems like it.” Flynn felt a pang of despair at the thought. The next four weeks would go by in a blink, and then he’d be back in London. Best not to think about that. “How long will the superintendent be around for?” he asked, focussing on the more pressing issue.

“I imagine he’ll only stay a day or two,” the sergeant said. “And no matter what he’s here for, it’s business as usual for us. Let’s show him how policing is done on an island.”

“Maybe that’s not the greatest idea,” Flynn said. “Considering we mostly do nothing.”

The sergeant flashed a look of mock annoyance. “As it happens, we may have a busy few days. What with this shipwreck being discovered.”

“That’s true, is it?” Flynn had heard about it on the local radio while he’d been getting ready for work, but it had sounded a little fantastical.

“No one knows for certain what they found,” PC Hill said. “The guy from the dive school who found it – Ryan – he’s convinced it’s the Isles Fortune, but that’s yet to be verified.”

“Does this sort of thing happen a lot?” Flynn asked. “Shipwrecks rising out of the seabed.”

The sergeant shook his head. “There are plenty of shipwrecks around the islands, but we don’t generally get new ones showing up. Even if it doesn’t turn out to be anything of historical interest, it’s going to draw a crowd for a while. I want one of you out there today to monitor things. The thought of hidden treasure is likely to send some people doolally.”

“There’s not really going to be gold down there, is there?” Flynn asked.

“I can’t imagine it,” the sergeant said. “But who knows? Would one of you like to volunteer for keeping an eye on the dive site this afternoon?”

“Volunteer to sit on a boat in full sunshine and full uniform?” PC Hill scoffed. “Shotgun not me.”

Flynn shrugged. “I’ll do it.”

“Thanks. I’ll be out for the next couple of hours,” the sergeant said with his eyes on PC Hill. “That leaves you on the front desk.”

PC Hill took the hint when Sergeant Proctor tipped his head towards the door.

Fairly sure the sergeant wasn’t finished with him, Flynn stayed put.

“What do you want me to do about the superintendent’s visit?” he asked once they were alone. “Do you want me to schedule you a couple of days off while he’s here?”

Flynn inhaled through his nose, fighting the urge to take him up on the offer. “I did nothing wrong,” he said after a pause. “I refuse to hide from him.”

The sergeant nodded sagely.

“You didn’t tell PC Hill the whole story,” Flynn stated.

“I’m fairly sure I don’t know the whole story,” the sergeant said curtly. “So it’d be difficult for me to tell Jeff.”

“You haven’t even told him the part you do know…” Flynn trailed off and dropped his head to his hands as he realised why the sergeant had held his tongue. “You were told to keep it to yourself, weren’t you?”

“The conversations I had about you moving over here were all pretty odd,” the sergeant said, eyebrows raised. “I still find the whole thing strange. It would certainly be helpful if you could explain your side of things.”

Flynn’s laughter had a manic edge. “I won’t sit here and explain myself when I did nothing wrong. The superintendent has had it in for me since I joined the force. Mostly, I tried to stay out of his way, but then…” He paused, not wanting to get into details. “Obviously things kicked off. Before I came here, he explicitly told me it’s his personal mission to ruin my career.”

“Why not make an official complaint against him?”

“It won’t make any difference. And it doesn’t matter, anyway. I think he’ll be content if I never get promoted and I never get any kind of recognition for my work. Which isn’t so bad. I’m happy being a PC. So long as I don’t give him a reason to get me kicked off the job, I’ll be fine.”

The sergeant closed his eyes briefly. “I think I’m going to struggle to be civil to Superintendent Brand.”

“When’s he arriving?” Flynn asked.

The sergeant checked his watch. “Soon. I need to meet him at the airport.”

“Where’s he staying?”

“He’s booked in at the Star Castle. I’m sure he’ll only be here for a day or two.”

“Fingers crossed.” Flynn headed for the door. “I’ll be on a boat somewhere if you need me.”

The sergeant chuckled. “Not hiding, though?”

Flynn couldn’t help but smile. “Of course not. Any bright ideas about how I might get hold of a boat?”

“Surely you’ve been here long enough to figure that one out for yourself.”

Flynn rolled his eyes as he exited the sergeant’s office.

Apparently, he was off to the harbour to find someone to help him out with water transport.
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Chapter Three




When Kit had called asking if Lily wanted to ditch work for the afternoon and go diving with him and Seren, she didn’t need to consider it for long. They’d been talking about going diving together ever since Lily had mentioned she’d learned as a teenager. Having a shipwreck to explore was the perfect motivation to get on and do it.

“Sure you’re okay alone?” Lily asked Jessica when Kit strolled in just after lunchtime.

“Yes.” The cheerful teenager smiled widely. “And thanks for letting me start late today. Even though you can’t see as much as I expected, it’s so cool diving around a shipwreck and wondering about the history of it.” She’d been chatting about her morning dive since she arrived an hour ago. Hearing about it had raised Lily’s excitement levels even further.

“I’m just glad you didn’t find the treasure,” Lily said with a smirk. “I can’t wait to casually pull a chest full of gold out of the seabed.”

“Don’t get too excited,” Jessica warned. “With all the divers kicking up sand it’s murky down there. There’s a good atmosphere at the surface though. You’ll have fun.”

“Ready to go?” Kit asked, grinning at her.

“Yeah. Do you want an ice cream for the road?”

He shook his head. “No. I’m too hyped up already. I don’t need a sugar rush.”

Outside, Lily was slightly confused when Kit set off across the promenade instead of along it.

“Aren’t we going to the harbour?”

“No. It’s busy today, so we stuck to the beach.” He pointed to the small motor boat bobbing in the shallows. A figure stood in the water beside it, holding it in place while a couple more people sat in the boat.

“Who else is coming?” Lily asked, kicking her sandals off on the sand, then wedging them in the side pocket of her backpack.

“Keira and Flynn.”

Surprise wrinkled her brow. “Flynn’s coming?”

“Is that a problem?” Kit asked with a mischievous glint in his eyes.

“No.” Flynn was her best friend, so there was no reason it would be a problem. Unless you considered the fact that she was completely in love with him. Or that he was moving back to London in a month. She was avoiding dwelling on either of those things.

“I’m just surprised,” she said. “I thought he was working today.”

“He is. Patrolling the sea!”

“Oh.” She wasn’t sure what else to say.

It wasn’t as though she didn’t spend time with Flynn. They’d been hanging out together regularly, and doing a decent job of pretending everything was fine between them, but the closer it got to him leaving, the more painful it became to be around him.

Don’t think about it, she coached herself as they approached the water’s edge. Pretend he isn’t leaving and enjoy hanging out with him while you still can.

“How long is it since you went diving?” Kit asked.

“Years. We spent a summer in Portugal when I was about sixteen, and I think we went most days.”

“I’m sure it will all come back to you,” Kit said. “I can give you a quick refresher course if you want.”

“I’d appreciate that.” She smiled at Seren as the cool water washed around her feet, then gave her a hug when she reached her. “I’m very excited,” she said, stepping into the boat and squeezing Keira’s shoulder in greeting. “Who’s driving the train today?”

“Noah.” Keira grimaced. “It was supposed to be me, but I talked him into covering for me. I didn’t want to miss out on the shipwreck.”

Lily plonked herself on the bench seat beside Flynn. “Are we expecting trouble out there?”

“The sergeant thinks fights might break out over the gold,” he said dryly.

“Seriously?” she asked, amused.

“No. I don’t think we’re really expecting there to be any drama.”

“That’s not true!” Keira said, while Kit and Seren walked the boat out into deeper water. “Seren and I have bets on how long until Flynn passes out from heat exhaustion.”

“You are a little overdressed,” Lily remarked, her gaze trailing over him, taking in the stuffy collar on his shirt and the neckline of his vest underneath it. The black trousers would absorb the heat of the sunshine, and his heavy boats made her toes squirm just looking at them.

“I left my stab vest behind,” he said. “So this get up is relatively light and breezy.”

“Take your shirt off,” Keira suggested. “We don’t mind.”

Seren cracked up laughing as she hopped into the boat. “I’m feeling more and more sorry for Noah. First you leave him to do your job while you have fun, then you’re trying to get police officers to strip and turn it into some kind of party boat.”

“I was only thinking about Flynn’s comfort!”

“Sure you were.” Kit brought the engine to life and took a seat beside the tiller.

When Lily swivelled on the seat to face forwards, Flynn did the same.

“You still haven’t convinced Sergeant Proctor that a police boat would be a good idea?” she asked, the noise of the engine making the conversation feel private.

“He’s still saying it’s unnecessary. But I think the real problem is that it would make the job too attractive. Everyone would want to work here if they thought they could spend their days on a speedboat.”

“That’s true. Imagine how much fun that would be.” She almost added that he’d never want to leave, but caught herself just in time.

His gaze was fixed on the horizon and she could have sworn he’d been thinking the same as her, given how forlorn he looked.

After a few minutes of silence, she leaned closer. “Are you okay?”

“Fine. Why?”

She shrugged. “You’re quiet.”

Opening his mouth, it seemed he was going to say something, but he merely sucked in a breath that puffed his chest up before shaking his head. “I’m fine,” he said again.

Lily was unconvinced. “You must be so hot.”

“It’s all right.”

Playfully, she knocked her shoulder against his and was rewarded with a shadow of a smile.

“Look!” he said, pointing ahead.

Bishop Rock Lighthouse really lived up to its name – a tall lighthouse sitting on a tiny rocky islet that rose out of the water. Not too far from it, a cluster of boats bobbed close together.

“I thought they’d all be spread out,” Lily remarked loudly, turning to Kit and Seren.

“They tie the boats together,” Kit told her. “It’s more fun for the non-divers that way – it’s like a little floating island. It also means the boats keep some distance from the shipwreck. That way no one accidentally drops anchor on it or anything.”

“That makes sense,” Lily replied.

“The red buoy will be the marker for the wreck,” Seren said, pointing.

As they got closer, Lily felt a stir of anticipation for the dive. It had probably been five years since she’d dived, but when she was younger it had been one of her favourite pastimes, and one which she’d shared with her uncle. They’d learned together and had both got the bug for underwater adventures. She felt a pang of sadness as she thought of how much he’d have loved to dive the shipwreck with her.

“Any news on Maria?” Flynn asked, leaning close to speak in her ear.

She sighed at the mention of the owner of the ice cream shop. Maria had gone for a trip back to the mainland right when Lily had wanted to question her about her connection to her dad. “No. Glynis is sure she’ll be back soon, though.”

“Are you definitely going to confront her?”

“Yes.” Admittedly, hearing that Maria had left the islands had been a bit of a relief. Her slowly returning memories led her to believe Maria had been having an affair with her dad, and getting confirmation of that didn’t exactly fill her with joy. “I need to know the truth, once and for all.”

“Hopefully, she’ll be back soon.”

Lily nodded, but her attention was on the collection of boats ahead of them. The hum of the engine quietened as Kit slowed the boat. A few familiar faces greeted them from what appeared to be a tiny floating village. Every age group occupied the boats, from kids to old people. Some people sunned themselves in bikinis, while some had elaborate picnics and others were busy gearing up to dive.

“Who called the police?” a man called jovially. “Don’t tell us you’ve come to break up the party.”

“Must’ve been someone complaining about the noise,” a woman joked.

Despite his smile, Flynn’s eyes looked more annoyed than amused. Usually, he’d have a bit of banter, but apparently he wasn’t in the mood today. Maybe the heat really was getting to him.

“Glad you’ve joined the party!” Ted called, throwing them a rope from his fishing boat.

“Please tell me we can put our wetsuits on in your boat,” Keira said, rocking their considerably smaller vessel. “We’ll likely all end up in the water if we attempt it from here.”

“We’re going to end up in the water anyway,” Kit pointed out. “That’s sort of why we’re here.”

Keira rolled her eyes. “I’d like to have my wetsuit on before I get in the water.” She had her suit slung over her arm when she stepped over onto Ted’s boat.

“Rhys is down there too,” Ted said, taking the diving equipment from Kit and setting it beside him. “He’s convinced he’s going to find gold.”

“He better not get to it before me,” Lily said, stepping onto Ted’s boat to change into her wetsuit.

Amid the banter and excited chatter in her little group, she felt another burst of anticipation about the dive.

Her eyes went to Flynn. Apparently, he was immune to the atmosphere.

Staring out at the horizon, he looked as though he had the weight of the world on his shoulders.
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Chapter Four




Being out on the water should have been a pleasant distraction for Flynn, but his mind was still on the superintendent’s visit when he leaned casually against the edge of Ted’s fishing boat. Blinking his thoughts back to the present, his eyes went to Lily. Then he whipped his head away, averting his gaze.

Lily in a bikini was more distraction than he needed.

The laughter on the boat went mostly over his head, but he managed a gentle smile at the sight of his friends’ comical attempts to get into their wetsuits. Actually, it was only Lily and Keira who were making a meal of it.

After slipping his on without a problem, Kit went to help Keira.

“Help me!” Lily said, giggling as she stepped in front of Flynn.

Amused, he shook his head, but took hold of the suit at her thighs and dragged it upwards. Her joy drew a proper smile from him as she bounced and wriggled into the tight neoprene.

She turned for him to zip her in, and his fingers trailed over the smooth skin at her neck when he moved her hair aside.

Far too distracting.

“Thanks,” she said, her excitement at her imminent dive almost palpable, and utterly mesmerising.

It kept him smiling while Kit talked her through the diving equipment and reminded her of hand signals. The smile she flashed him before she dropped into the water made his chest flutter.

“PC Grainger!” a friendly voice called from the next boat over. “Drink?” The guy who he recognised as the hotel owner lifted a bottle of beer.

“I’m afraid I can’t.” Which was a shame because he had an inkling that alcohol would solve all his current problems. At least for a little while.

“Do the usual rules still apply on the water?” the man asked jovially.

“Sadly, they do.”

Ted reached into a cooler and pulled out a bottle of water and held it out with a questioning look.

“Thanks,” Flynn said, taking it.

“You must be sweltering,” Ted remarked. “I’m off to mingle. Make yourself at home.”

Flynn thanked him again, then watched him move from boat to boat until he stopped at another fishing vessel.

A couple of divers surfaced nearby and Flynn checked his watch, making a note of the time. Kit had said they’d be forty minutes, and he was sure he’d be clock watching until Lily resurfaced.

Under normal circumstances, he’d probably mingle himself. He should have a wander through the boats and make his presence known. Small talk felt like a massive effort, though.

Staring out at the water, he wondered if the superintendent had already arrived. He’d had a knot in his stomach ever since he’d heard about the visit, and it tightened now. Anytime Flynn was around him, there was some kind of drama, and he couldn’t imagine this time would be any different.

Why was he even visiting? He must have a motive. As far as Flynn could tell, the man never did anything without an agenda. He wasn’t only there to check how the Scilly police force operated – Flynn would put money on it.

A female voice called out to him and he snapped his gaze to the three middle-aged women on the next boat. They sat at a table on the top deck of their motor yacht, the hotel guy no longer in sight.

“Hi,” he said weakly.

“We’ve got plenty of sandwiches,” the blonde woman said. “Come and join us.”

He hesitated. Maybe he wasn’t feeling like making small talk but it was difficult to say no to sandwiches.

Chatting with them made time go faster, and the small piece of shade under the cover on their deck was welcome, though after half an hour it was uncomfortable even in the shade.

While the women speculated about what treasure might be found, he slipped away and walked down to the back of the boat. It was one of those where the back section was almost at water level, and he was sorely tempted to remove his boots and dangle his feet in the water. He could break protocol out on the water.

Besides, he imagined a lot of emergency situations on the water would benefit from him already having his boots off.

He was still contemplating it when a head broke the surface, halfway between the boat and the red marker buoy. Kit waved at him. Keira came up next, then Seren.

Flynn exhaled a full breath when Lily appeared. She didn’t look at him, but chatted with her fellow divers before they set off swimming towards the boats. Finally, she caught his eye and veered in his direction while the others swam to Ted’s boat.

Taking hold of the boat, she dragged her hand through the water to splash him.

“I can pull you in if you want,” she said. “You looked as though you were thinking of jumping in for a cool off – if I pull you in you can blame it on me and not get into trouble with the sergeant.”

“Tempting as that is, I was only thinking about giving my feet a dip.”

“Do it,” she said, handing her oxygen tank up to him.

He set it aside, then glanced around.

“Surely you can’t get into trouble for keeping cool,” Lily said, her brow wrinkled as she regarded him from the ladder. “Besides, you’re on a boat in the middle of nowhere. Who’s even going to know?”

She had a point. And the water did look very inviting.

Crouching, he unlaced one boot and then the other, feeling stupidly circumspect as he did.

Lily was right though – there really wasn’t any harm in letting standards drop for a few minutes.
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Chapter Five




With his feet free, Flynn rolled up his trouser legs, then dangled his legs in the water and groaned at the blissful coolness.

“I’m not sure you’re supposed to enjoy yourself quite that much when you’re on duty,” Lily quipped. She’d flung her flippers onto the boat and climbed the ladder to sit beside him. “Whose boat is this?” she asked, peeling her wetsuit down to her waist.

“It belongs to the owners of the hotel. They’ve been feeding me sandwiches and trying to coax me into drinking shots with them.” He glanced behind as the three women laughed raucously. “I’d never have imagined a shipwreck would be such a cause for celebration. Find any gold, by the way?”

“Not yet.” She closed her eyes against the sun and smiled brightly.

“What’s it like down there? I’m imagining a scene from a Disney film with an almost perfectly preserved ship, sitting regally on the sand.”

“And divers swimming in through portholes to swim around the captain’s quarters?”

“Yeah.”

“In your imagination, do the divers also have mermaid tails?”

“Yep. And there are singing sea creatures.”

“It’s not exactly like that.”

“When you say not exactly… there are singing sea creatures, right? A grumpy crab or two?”

She laughed, and the sound made his stomach flutter. “The seabed is all stirred up, so visibility is terrible. I could just about make out what I believe is a boat’s mast and possibly a part of a ship’s deck. Mostly I could see silt and seaweed.”

“You had a good time, though?”

“I had a great time.”

“Hungry?” Seren called from Ted’s boat.

“Starving.” Lily jumped up and took a sandwich from the box Seren held out. Then her eyes slid to the women on the higher deck, and she waved sheepishly. “Sorry,” she said.

“Not at all,” the blonde woman said. “You’re very welcome. Can I tempt you to a tequila shot?” She raised the bottle and her gaze roamed over the others in Ted’s boat. “Who wants one? Kit Treneary come over here and have a drink with us!”

“We’re only having a lunch break,” he said cheerfully. “Then we’re going back into the water.”

“What’s your point?” the woman said, then fell into fits of laughter with her friends.

Lily came back to sit beside Flynn with a sandwich in each hand. “No wonder I caught you contemplating jumping overboard,” she whispered in his ear.

He knocked his shoulder against hers, then lowered his face to take a bite of her sandwich.

“You said you already ate!” she chastised.

“I did.” He chewed slowly. “That was purely to annoy you.”

She held his gaze, and her eyes sparkled. “I’m not sure anything could annoy me today.”

“Be careful… that sounds like a challenge to my ears.”

“I really don’t think even you can annoy me,” she said cockily.

A sudden influx of small waves rolled up to the boat, soaking Flynn’s trousers where they were rolled at his knees. When he cursed, Lily reached down and splashed more over his face.

Smiling, he stood. “You realise I’m an officer of the law, doing a very important job?”

“I actually wouldn’t have guessed that.”

As more waves rushed at the boat, Flynn finally looked up and registered the speedboat bobbing on the waves and heading slowly in their direction. He spotted Sergeant Proctor first, then the superintendent beside him.

“You’ve got to be kidding me?” Flynn muttered while hastily rolling his trouser legs down. Not bothering with his socks, he shoved his bare feet into his boots.

“Uh oh!” Lily said merrily. “Sergeant Proctor caught you flashing your calves. You’re in trouble now.”

Ignoring her, Flynn pulled his shirt straight and locked eyes with the superintendent.

“PC Grainger,” he said as the boat bobbed on the waves.

Flynn flicked his chin. “Superintendent Brand. Good to see you again.” The blatant lie felt toxic in his throat and his reaction to seeing his superior was visceral and all-consuming. The man was on a mission to ruin Flynn’s life and so far he’d been doing a great job of it.

“I see policing over here is a little different from London. Not so much time for sunbathing back there. We stay in uniform when on duty, too.”

Flynn’s heart raced erratically. The desire to grab the nearest object and fling it at the superintendent was intense. Probably not the best idea, though. Especially since the nearest object was an oxygen tank.

“Just trying to keep cool,” Flynn said, feeling as helpless as a small boy.

The superintendent tipped his head. “As I say, things are a little different here.”

“It’s hot,” Lily piped up. “Surely you don’t have a problem with him keeping cool. He’s not much good to anyone if he collapses from heat stroke.”

A quick glance confirmed Flynn’s suspicion that everyone on the surrounding boats was watching the exchange.

“I have no problem with officers keeping cool,” the superintendent said, eyes sliding over Lily in a way that had Flynn’s fingers itching to grab the oxygen tank. “I would just expect them to use their brain and keep cool by placing themselves in some shade.” He looked pointedly at the cover on the top deck.

“Everything all right out here?” the sergeant asked, smiling reassuringly at Flynn.

“Yes. Nothing to report.”

“No one’s found gold yet?”

“Not yet,” Flynn said.

“I’m giving the superintendent a tour of the islands,” he said. “I’ll see you back at the station later.”

Flynn barely breathed as the boat moved away again, slowly at first, then picking up speed when they were away from the dive site.

“Who was that?” Kit asked, while Lily’s questioning gaze held the same question.

“Superintendent Brand. He’s visiting the islands for a few days.”

“How come?” Seren asked.

Flynn shrugged. “Just checking in, I guess.”

“He’s not very friendly,” Lily said, concern in her eyes that hit him deep at his core. The last thing he needed was her sympathy.

“He’s kind of hot, though,” Keira quipped. “He’s got the broody and smouldering expression perfected.”

Seren chuckled. “He’s like fifty or something!”

“Yeah, but he looks good for it. He clearly works out.”

Forcing a smile, Flynn moved to the edge of the boat, closer to Kit and Seren. “I reckon it’s a bit pathetic that none of you found gold.”

“Maybe we did,” Seren said, leaning in to whisper. “But anyone with an ounce of sense wouldn’t bring it up here. Maybe we just moved it so we can come back for it when no one’s looking.”

“I see.” Flynn forced himself to concentrate on the banter. “So you’ll bring the treasure chest up later and stick it on eBay?”

Seren’s eyes widened in a comical show of offence. “No chance. We’ll keep it at home. Make a secret treasure room where we sit and examine our treasure from time to time.”

“That sounds pointless,” Keira said. “I want to sell my share. I’ll be putting it on eBay like Flynn says. He clearly knows a bit about shifting ancient gold.”

“Absolutely,” he joked. “It’s an area of expertise for me.” Grinning widely, he turned back to Lily.

The look she gave him made his chest ache. Because while he might have fooled the others with his light-hearted chatter, the intensity of her gaze told him she could see straight through it.
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Chapter Six




Lily had been wrong to think that nothing could dampen her good mood. The pretentious superintendent had riled her right up. Or the way he’d spoken to Flynn had.

And the way Flynn seemed so distracted for the rest of the day. Actually, he’d been in a weird mood even before the superintendent had turned up. She had a suspicion it had been about him all along.

It played on her mind for their second dive, making it significantly less enjoyable. When she tried asking Flynn more about it on the ride home, he was dismissive.

But that was indicative, too. If the superintendent really was no one of interest, Flynn wouldn’t have been so keen to change the subject.

She wondered if it had something to do with the reason Flynn was on the Scillies. All she knew was that he’d got on the bad side of someone high up in the police force.

Maybe it had been Superintendent Brand.

When Kit dropped her and Flynn off at Porthcressa Beach, she still couldn’t get anything out of him and he bid her a curt goodbye at the top of the beach, claiming he needed to get back to the station.

It didn’t sit well with her that Flynn was out of sorts, and it niggled at her while she closed the shop with Jessica.

They were clearing away the outside tables and chairs when she spotted PC Hill chatting with an elderly couple outside of the cafe further along the promenade. Lily waved and was about to head back inside when he gestured for her to wait and broke away from his conversation.

“Have you heard from Flynn today?” he asked, drawing up in front of her.

“I spent all afternoon out at the dive site with him.”

“Did you dive?” he asked eagerly.

“Yeah.”

“Find any gold?”

“I’m afraid not.”

“Can you actually see the shipwreck, though?”

“There’s something there,” Lily said. “The seabed is all stirred up, so it’s difficult to say for sure that it’s even a ship.”

“I reckon there’s about another twenty-four hours before the site gets closed to the public and the officials take over.”

“I can’t imagine there’s actually gold down there,” Lily said. “It seems far-fetched.”

“It’ll get the historians excited. And the treasure-hunters.”

Lily shook her head at what felt like a bizarre conversation.

“Anyway, how was Flynn today?”

She jutted her chin out. “How do you mean?”

“I thought he might have said something to you.” He scratched at his jaw and looked thoughtful.

“About the superintendent who’s visiting?” Lily asked, taking a stab.

“Yeah. The sergeant told me to keep an eye on Flynn but…” He shrugged. “We get on well these days, but I don’t think he’d confide in me. I thought maybe you could look out for him too. He might need someone to talk to.”

“Why?” Lily asked. “I know he was in a bad mood and the superintendent seemed to have something to do with it, but Flynn was tight-lipped about it.”

Again, PC Hill scratched his smooth jaw. “I don’t know the full story, but the superintendent is the reason Flynn was transferred over here. I think he wanted to get him kicked off the force, but didn’t have a legitimate reason.”

Lily groaned. “I thought that might be the case. Flynn never told me what exactly happened to get him transferred here. Just that he annoyed the wrong person.”

“Yeah. Superintendent Brand. Although, I think annoy doesn’t quite cover it. The man has got major beef with Flynn.”

“You don’t know why?”

“From what I heard, there was some party with a load of officers. Flynn made a scene of some sort and it got him firmly on the wrong side of the superintendent.”

Lily tipped her head and took a few steps away from the shop, so Jessica wouldn’t overhear.

She lowered her voice. “When I first got here, there were rumours that Flynn had slept with some high-ranking officer’s daughter. I asked him about it and he didn’t deny it – but he also wouldn’t talk about it. Maybe it was the superintendent’s daughter.”

“I thought the same, but it can’t be that.”

“Why not?”

“I did a bit of digging around. The superintendent doesn’t have a daughter of an appropriate age.”

“But he has a daughter? Because if she’s young, that would certainly explain⁠—”

“I’ll stop you there,” PC Hill said, raising a hand. “She’s a kid. About ten.”

“Oh.” Lily swallowed. “Maybe it was his wife? Or maybe it’s nothing to do with who Flynn was sleeping with. Maybe that rumour was completely wrong.”

“That’s what I’m thinking.” He lifted an eyebrow. “I’m also wondering if Flynn didn’t do anything wrong at all, and it’s just a case of the superintendent taking a dislike to him.”

“Or maybe the superintendent has something to hide. Maybe Flynn knows stuff about him and he’s trying to keep him quiet.”

“You’d think he’d be nicer if Flynn has secrets about him.”

“True.” She grimaced. “I hate talking about him behind his back.”

“I’m not a fan of it either. Surprisingly, I’ve come to really like Flynn. That’s the only reason I’m saying anything. I’d like to help him, but it’s difficult to know how when he won’t talk about it.”

“Maybe he’ll open up,” Lily mused, more to herself than to PC Hill. “We just need to be there and support him until he feels he can.”

“Thanks.” He patted her arm. “That’s good advice. You take care.”

“You too,” she murmured as he walked away.

Her stomach tightened thinking that Flynn was going through a tough time and wouldn’t share it with anyone. It also bothered her that he didn’t feel he could talk to her.

That wasn’t a productive line of thought, though. What she’d said to PC Hill was true – she just needed to be there for him.

Even if he didn’t want to talk.
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Chapter Seven




Once the shop was closed for the day, Lily nipped to the supermarket for drinks, then headed to Flynn’s place. He buzzed her in and was waiting in the open doorway to his flat on the first floor.

“Hey,” he said, eyebrows knitted together. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah. Thought you might fancy a drink.” She held up a six-pack of his favourite local beer.

“You should have messaged. I was planning on an early night.”

“It’s eight,” she said. “That’s extreme.”

“Yeah, well, I was just going to chill for a bit and go to bed.” He looked pointedly down at his grey joggers and white crewneck T-shirt. “I’m not exactly dressed for entertaining.”

“You don’t need to entertain me. And I reckon I’ll survive your casual attire.” She smiled as she waltzed past him and into the living room. After setting the beers on the coffee table, she looked back at Flynn, who hadn’t moved from the doorway and still had his hand on the handle.

“You don’t have to talk to me if you don’t want,” she said with a sigh. “I just got the feeling you weren’t having a good day, so I thought maybe you’d like a drink and some company.”

“I won’t be good company,” he said sadly.

“You don’t need to be.” The anguish in his eyes cut right through her and she wished she knew how to get him to open up. Surely, whatever was going on would be easier to deal with if he talked about it.

Slowly, he closed the door. He’d only taken one step towards her when the doorbell rang. With a small shake of the head, he pressed the button to buzz whoever it was into the building.

“Are you expecting someone?” Lily asked.

“I’d hazard a guess and say it’s Sergeant Proctor or PC Hill. Apparently, everyone feels the need to check up on me this evening.”

Lily smiled. “You could just be thankful that you have such good friends.”

He managed a small smile and Lily took it as a win.

Footsteps sounded in the hall as soon as Flynn opened the door.

“Ah,” a deep voice said. “There you are. Do you usually just buzz people in without checking who it is?”

Flynn’s shoulders tensed. “I’m usually pretty good at guessing who it is, but I’m starting to think that using the intercom is a solid idea.”

Superintendent Brand stepped into view and looked into the flat.

“Hello again,” he said, his smile more of a smirk.

Lily’s jaw tightened. “Hi.”

“Looks like you have a fun evening planned,” he said, his judgemental gaze shifting to the beers on the table.

“Just having a drink with a friend,” Flynn said through gritted teeth.

“Always did know how to relax after a shift, didn’t you?” The superintendent winked at Lily. “I see some things haven’t changed.”

Instinctively, Lily rose from the chair. “He’s off duty. He’s allowed to have a drink with a friend.”

Flynn shifted, blocking Lily’s view of the superintendent. “Did you need me for something?”

“I was at a loose end,” the superintendent said. “Thought maybe you could show me around a bit.”

“I thought Sergeant Proctor gave you a tour,” Flynn said.

“He did, but it was all shop talk.”

“It’s not a great time,” Flynn said, pointing over his shoulder with his thumb.

“Come on.” The superintendent threw his hands up. “I haven’t eaten, and I fancy a drink. I assumed you’d be the right person to show me the best pubs on the island.”

“Your choices are limited,” Lily said, moving beside Flynn. “Just pick one. You can’t go wrong.”

“It’s fine,” Flynn said, flashing her a pleading look.

“You’re not on duty,” she pointed out. “He can’t boss you around.”

“I didn’t mean to boss anyone around,” the superintendent said, his words smooth and smarmy. “Just thought Flynn might save me from dining alone. If it’s a big deal, I’m sure I’ll be fine.”

“Great,” Lily said. “Enjoy your evening.”

“Lily!” Flynn hissed.

“What?”

His shoulders sagged. “Can we take a rain check?”

“You’re going to just do what he tells you?”

The superintendent chuckled. “You really know how to pick ‘em, don’t you?”

Lily didn’t need to look down to know that Flynn’s hand had curled to a fist. There was no way he’d let that comment go.

Except, when she looked at him, he didn’t look angry. He looked defeated.

“Sorry,” he said to Lily. “I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” Turning, he headed for the bedroom. “I need to get changed,” he called over his shoulder. “Give me a minute.”

Lily glared at the superintendent and was all set to stalk out of the flat when she thought better of it.

Instead, she followed Flynn. He only noticed her when she quietly closed the bedroom door behind her.

“What are you doing?” he asked, apparently unconcerned at her catching him removing his jogging bottoms.

“I don’t get it.” She took a seat on his bed with her back to him to give him some privacy. “Why are you letting him push you around?”

It was an effort to keep her voice calm when what she really wanted to do was shout at him and give him a good shake. But he was acting so out of character that it was unnerving.

“Sometimes it’s easier not to fight.”

“That doesn’t sound like you.”

A moment passed before the mattress sank as he sat beside her.

“The superintendent and I go way back,” he said. “He’s the reason I’m here. He can’t stand me and he wanted me out of the way.”

“Why?” she asked quietly.

He sucked in a deep breath. “I don’t want to tell you.”

A lump formed in her throat and she told herself not to take it personally.

“Sorry,” he said. “But it’s a long story and some of it reflects badly on me. I don’t want you to know, because I don’t want you to know the worst parts of me.”

Tears stung the back of her eyes. “You couldn’t tell me anything about your past that would make me think differently about you.”

“Thank you,” he breathed.

She smiled. “You’re still not going to tell me?”

“I have to deal with him.” He pointed at the door.

“He seems vile,” Lily said. “I hate that he talks to you like you’re nothing and you just take it.”

“He’s a superintendent,” Flynn said. “He has the power to make or break my career.”

“It seems wrong that your career depends on one man’s opinion of you.”

“Maybe. But…”

“What?”

“This might be very naïve of me, but he got me transferred over here. Which means he probably has the sway to make my posting here more permanent.”

“He could make it so you could stay?”

“Maybe. But since the sergeant already told him I want to stay, he won’t do it out of spite.”

“You need to get him to like you?” Lily asked dubiously.

“That’s probably unlikely, but if I change his opinion of me… get him to see that I’m a decent man and a good officer, there’s a chance I could persuade him. I haven’t decided if I’ll stoop to begging, but…”

“Please don’t,” Lily said. “It’s not worth it.”

“I’m not so sure about that.” He turned and looked her deep in the eyes. “I really want to stay.”

All she could manage was a nod. She bit her lip, wanting to tell him she’d beg on his behalf if he thought it would help, but kept the thought to herself.

“Thank you for coming over today,” he said. “I appreciate it.”

“Of course.” She stood and smiled at him. “We’ll have the beers another night. Good luck with him.” She pointed in the vague direction of the living room.

“Thanks,” Flynn said wearily. “I expect I’ll need it.”
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Chapter Eight




The superintendent’s sharp features remained blank as he scanned the Old Town Inn with a critical eye. Leaning back in his chair, he regarded the room with its solid oak tables and chairs, about half of which were occupied. Finally, he took a sip of his pint and flicked his gaze to Flynn over his glass.

“I’m assuming this isn’t usually your first choice of pub.”

“There are two pubs on the island,” Flynn said flatly. “They’re both good.”

“Yes, but I’m assuming you didn’t bring me to your favourite.”

Flynn shrugged. “I like it here. If I go to the Mermaid Inn more, it’s because it’s closer to my place.”

“You didn’t want to take me there because you’re more likely to bump into people you know?”

He’d hit the nail directly on the head, but Flynn wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of admitting it. He was also determined to remain calm, no matter how much the superintendent provoked him. And he had no doubt that his plan for the evening was to provoke Flynn.

“It’s hard to go anywhere on this island without bumping into people I know,” he said, then took a sip of his Coke.

“You didn’t fancy a beer?” the superintendent said.

Flynn shook his head. “I tend not to drink much. We’re unofficially on call around the clock over here.”

The superintendent wiped beer foam from his top lip as he set his glass on the table. “Sergeant Proctor tells me you settled in well.”

“Yeah.”

“You like it?”

“I do,” he confirmed.

“I’m surprised. I thought small town policing would drive you crazy.”

“I thought so too, but it’s grown on me.”

“Has that got anything to do with the woman at your place this evening?”

Flynn didn’t have an answer for that and merely shrugged.

“Is she your girlfriend?”

“No. Just a friend.”

“I see.” His smirk made the muscles in Flynn’s jaw tense up and he attempted to relax them while the waitress brought their food out.

They ate in complete silence, with Flynn having to force each mouthful down despite not having eaten anything since lunch.

“You’re not overly chatty this evening,” the superintendent commented eventually.

Flynn released a breath. “If I’m honest, I’m wondering why you’re here.”

“Fair question,” the superintendent replied, pushing his empty plate away from him. “I suppose I’ll be honest too. A couple of weeks ago I received an email from Sergeant Proctor singing your praises.”

“Oh?” Flynn said when the superintendent looked at him expectantly.

“I always thought Graham was a level-headed sort of person, so I’ll admit that it came as quite a surprise.” The mirth in his eyes made Flynn’s blood pump harder and he reminded himself of his intention to remain calm.

When he didn’t get a reaction from Flynn, he kept talking. “I thought I’d come and see how you were doing for myself. You’ll be back in London soon and our paths will cross from time to time. I wondered if we couldn’t smooth things over.”

Flynn’s eyebrows shot up. He glanced dubiously at his drink, wondering if someone had spiked it and he was hearing things.

“That would be good,” he said slowly. “Being over here has been a great experience for me. I’ve learned a lot from Sergeant Proctor. I know you and I haven’t seen eye to eye in the past, but I can promise you I’m dedicated to my job.”

“I can’t argue with that.” He looked as though he’d like to, though. “Listen, I’ll be here for a few days and I’ll be keeping a close eye on things in that time.”

“Okay,” Flynn said.

“I’m interested to see if what the sergeant said about you is right.”

With a glimmer of hope that he might have a shot of getting the superintendent on side, he nodded eagerly. “I appreciate you taking the time to visit.”

“It wasn’t just about you. I was doing the rounds of a few stations, and Graham always complains that they get overlooked out here.”

“I hope you’ll enjoy your visit,” Flynn said, then made a show of looking at his watch. “I start work early tomorrow so I might head off. Do you know your way to the hotel?”

“I’m sure I’ll manage.” He waved a hand dismissively. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Flynn half-heartedly offered to get the bill and was happy that the superintendent insisted on getting it.

Walking out of the pub, he breathed a sigh of relief.

That had gone nowhere near as badly as he’d expected.
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Chapter Nine




Concerned about how Flynn’s evening was going, Lily was still wide awake when Seren messaged her late in the evening, inviting her out for an early morning diving session. Since they were going shortly after sunrise, Lily could be back before the ice cream shop opened, so it didn’t take a lot of pondering.

Of course she wanted to go. That was even before Seren told her Flynn was going.

She fell asleep a lot easier, knowing she’d see him first thing.

Bright and early, she got a message from Flynn, saying he was outside. She went straight down to meet him.

Her eyes trailed over his uniform. “When Seren said you were coming, I assumed you’d be off duty. Since when do you start work at this time?”

“Apparently since a mysterious shipwreck emerged.”

“Is it your fault that we’re going so early, then?” she asked as they walked over to the beach.

He shook his head. “I only called Kit to ask if I could go out with them again. He said I was welcome to join them, but they were going early. They think the visibility might be better first thing – before all the other divers murk up the water.”

“That’s a good idea.”

He nodded. “He also expects the site will get closed to the public, so he wants to get out there while they still can.”

“Is that likely? That it’ll get closed down?”

“I don’t know much about salvage laws for shipwrecks, but the sergeant also thinks it’s likely.”

She cast him a sidelong glance, taking in his fresh appearance. “You’re looking way more cheerful than I expected. I take it dinner with the superintendent wasn’t so painful after all?”

“It was okay. I mean, the man is a snake and I absolutely don’t trust him, but he insinuated he was willing to put everything behind us and start with a clean slate. Apparently, the sergeant has been saying nice things about me.”

“And he came all the way out here for that?”

Flynn looked thoughtful for a moment. “He said he was due a visit anyway, but that he was also keen to see how I was getting on.”

“I think you’re right not to trust him.”

“I know, but if I can prove to him I’m good at my job, I think he might give me a second chance.”

“So you didn’t sleep with his wife?” Lily muttered.

Flynn stopped and stared at her. “What?”

“If you’d slept with his wife, he probably wouldn’t let that go, would he?”

His wide smile made his eyes sparkle. “Why would you think I’d slept with his wife?”

“Because you once told me that the situation that landed you over here was to do with you sleeping with someone inappropriate.”

“Did I say that?”

“Isn’t it true?”

“There was a thing,” he said, looking thoughtful. “But that was never really the main issue.”

She glared at him. “I wish you’d just tell me instead of being all mysterious.”

When he didn’t reply, she set off again, shaking her head as she continued towards the water’s edge.

Flynn stopped to remove his shoes and socks, then hurried to catch her up in the shallow water. “I’ll make you a deal. If I win over the superintendent, then I’ll tell you everything.”

She nodded and heard the gentle putter of the boat arriving from around the headland. “You’ll definitely win him over,” she said confidently. “You’re an excellent police officer and he’s bound to see that.”

“You may be biased,” he said gently. “But thanks.”
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Chapter Ten




The area of the dive site was an entirely different scene that morning. Near the lighthouse, only two boats were moored, well separated from each other.

“It doesn’t seem as friendly as yesterday,” Lily remarked over her shoulder to Kit.

“The two dive schools,” he called back above the noise of the motor and the wind. “There’s always been a bit of rivalry between them. I don’t think it’s much to do with business since there’s enough for both of them in the tourist season. The two owners went to school together and they’ve never got on.”

“I take it you have a favourite?” Flynn asked as Kit steered them toward the smaller of the two boats.

“Not especially.” Kit shrugged. “They’re both nice guys.”

“That doesn’t mean much,” Lily said to Flynn beside her. “Kit’s character assessments are all approximately the same.”

“What was that?” Kit asked.

Smiling, Lily turned back to him. “You like everyone.”

“Not true,” he argued.

“It is true,” Seren said. “It’s actually quite annoying. But if you ever meet anyone Kit doesn’t like, you know to run a mile because they must be really awful.”

Kit slowed, drawing up alongside the white boat. “Can we tie up to you?” he asked the broad man standing on the deck.

“Of course. Did you have the same idea as us? Get in the water before the sand gets dredged up by the divers?”

“That’s what I was thinking,” Kit said. “What’s it like down there?”

“I haven’t been in yet. I let my two young fellas go down there first while I manned the boat. They’ll likely be up again soon.” He threw a rope over to Kit. “Feel free to come aboard if you want more room to move around.”

With murmured thanks, they took him up on his offer.

“I don’t think we’ve met,” Flynn said, extending a hand to introduce himself.

“Ryan,” he said, then tipped his head to the flag with the logo for the dive school. “This is my operation.” He smiled warmly at Lily. “I’ve seen you in your shop. My daughter is a big fan of your ice cream. I’m quite partial to it myself.”

“Nice to properly meet you,” she said, shaking his hand. “Was it you who discovered the wreck down there?”

“Aye.” He nodded. “The day before yesterday.”

“Do you really think it’s the Isles Fortune?”

He raised his hands. “That’s the million-dollar question, isn’t it? All I know is that there seems to be a ship sticking out of the sand in the exact spot that the Fortune went down.”

“Was there much to see when you first spotted it?” she asked. “Yesterday it was difficult to see anything down there.”

“It was much clearer than yesterday. Definitely a quarterdeck and mast rising out of the water.”

Lily set her bag down on the bench seat. “Did you get any photos?”

“I did, yes.” Ryan’s lips straightened to a thin line.

“Are you keeping them for yourself?” she asked, confused by his sudden mood change.

“No.” He folded his arms over his chest. “I took a bunch of photos, but unfortunately they didn’t come out well.”

“You should treat yourself to a decent underwater camera,” Kit said lightly as he pulled one leg of his wetsuit on. “It’s a business expense, you know? No need to be tight.”

His eyes flashed with mock annoyance. “It’s top of the range. Takes brilliant photos.”

“Just not when you make a significant archaeological discovery?” Kit quipped.

“Apparently so.”

Seren moved closer to him. “Are you serious? The photos just didn’t come out?”

He nodded once. “I saw the quarter deck clear as day, but when I surfaced and looked back at the photos, they were all blurred. There’s nothing to see at all.”

“No way!” Seren pressed her hands against her temples. “You can’t be serious?”

“Stop it!” Ryan pointed a finger at Seren. “I don’t want to hear it.”

“Hear what?” Flynn asked, looking about as confused as Lily felt.

“It’s the ghosts,” Seren said, her voice a dramatic whisper. “They don’t like people taking photos.”

“You need to get that insane talk off my boat, Seren!” Ryan shook his head, but his eyes danced with amusement.

Seren’s eyes were wide. “Our photos from yesterday didn’t turn out well, either.”

“All you could see down there yesterday was silt,” Ryan said, chuckling.

“I could see the mast,” Seren insisted. “It should have come out in photos. I’m telling you, the ghosts are interfering.”

Ryan moved to fetch his wetsuit, but turned and grinned at Seren. “I hate to pick holes in your mystical theories, but any historian will tell you that no one died when the Fortune went down. So who exactly do you think is haunting it?”

“It’s the spirit of the ship,” Seren teased.

“Ah, of course.” Ryan rolled his eyes at her before switching his attention to Flynn. “I’m assuming you’re not diving?”

“No. I’ll be staying above the surface.”

“In that case, I’ll go down with them, if you don’t mind manning the boat.”

“That’s fine.” Flynn glanced around. “Do I need to do anything?”

“Nope.” Ryan started to get changed with the rest of them. “Just make sure the boat is still here when we surface. I don’t fancy swimming home.”

“I think I can manage that,” Flynn said, then helped Lily with her wetsuit when she looked helplessly at him.

Five minutes later, their four-person dive party was in the water beside the boat.

“You know what you’re doing?” Ryan asked Lily.

She nodded.

“Do you want to buddy up with me?” he asked.

“Sure,” she replied, then glanced at Kit and Seren.

“That doesn’t seem fair,” Kit huffed. “She gets the best tour guide!”

“We can stick together,” Ryan said. “But if the visibility ends up being like yesterday, we’re better off in twos.”

Kit and Seren agreed, and they all gave the okay sign before slipping below the surface. Lily caught Flynn’s eye just before she descended. It was a shame he couldn’t come with them. If he was staying on the island longer, he could take diving lessons and they could go out together.

Except he wasn’t staying, so there wasn’t much point. For a moment, she considered Flynn’s mission to prove himself to the superintendent, and the idea that it might lead to him being able to stay.

She didn’t even dare let herself hope.

Bringing her mind to the present, she glanced around. It was considerably clearer than the day before, and rays of sunlight shone down to illuminate the underwater world.

It only took a couple of minutes to reach the bottom, where the seabed stretched out in an undulating sandy expanse littered with the occasional large rock.

The gentle action of her flippers felt hypnotic as the four of them propelled themselves toward the wreck.

A couple of minutes later, it came into view. Just like Ryan had said, there was a quarter deck and mast emerging from the sand as clear as anything.

They all slowed, then stopped and stared before exchanging awe-inspired looks.

Sunlight shafted through the water – illuminating drifting specks of plankton and silt while making the rippling seabed sparkle. Feeling as though she was in some magical children’s film, emotions swelled in Lily’s chest. She had to remind herself to breathe evenly.

Around the wreck, a handful of scattered divers had their heads down to comb the surrounding area.

Suddenly, the idea of finding treasure didn’t feel farfetched after all. When the ship sank in the storm, its contents would likely have scattered all over the surrounding area. If there really had been gold on board, it could be right below her.

The thought sent a rush of delight tingling through her whole body.

It was daft, really. Even if she found the gold, she couldn’t keep it, and it wasn’t the monetary reward that thrilled her. It was the idea of finding some precious treasure which had been hidden for more than a hundred years, and holding it in her hand.

The others were clearly thinking the same. Without a word, they began creeping along the seabed with their eyes firmly down.

Tempting as it was to dig around, Lily held back. Even moving a small rock sent up a waft of sand that impaired visibility. No wonder it had been so murky yesterday with so many people intent on finding treasure.

After fifteen minutes of drifting along the seabed, the four of them split up – Kit and Seren exploring a wider search area while Ryan seemed keen to stay closer to the ship.

A fish swam by, taking Lily’s attention. She followed it for a moment with a foolish notion that it might lead her to treasure. All she came to was a stone poking out of the sand, taunting her to remove it. But then she wouldn’t be able to see anything else in the vicinity.

Glancing behind her, she inwardly groaned. Someone had stirred up the seabed, and the ship was once again lost to a cloud of sediment.

She’d lost sight of Ryan.

Seconds later, he emerged from the sand cloud, heading straight for her.

Something about his movements was off. A ripple of fear crept up Lily’s spine.

It wasn’t just his movements. He had his regulator in his hand, but wasn’t using it.

Glimpsing panic in Ryan’s eyes, she swam right up to him and put a hand on his arm.

With hand signals, she asked if he was okay. He responded to say no and indicated they should surface.

While her brain tried to make sense of what was going on, she set off towards the surface with him. A moment later he motioned for Lily’s back up regulator. Her eyes widened as she registered that his wasn’t working.

He was holding his breath.

How on earth was he so calm when he was underwater with no air supply?

She gave him her octo without hesitation. He visibly relaxed as he took a breath, then kept hold of her regulator as they rose steadily.

“What the heck happened?” she asked as soon as they broke the surface.

He coughed and inhaled deeply. “My kit malfunctioned.”

“Seriously?” Lily breathed.

“Yeah.” He pushed his mask off his face. “I’m always telling people not to panic if they get into trouble… but it’s really hard not to.”

“You seemed totally calm to me,” Lily said.

“I reckon my heart rate tells a different story.” He shook his head. “I’ve never had that happen before.” Raising his hand, he looked at the regulator clutched in his fingers.

“Wait,” Lily said, running her fingers along the hose that attached to the tank on his back. “It didn’t malfunction,” she said, lifting the hose and bending it to reveal a slit. “It’s cut.”

Ryan stared at it for a moment. “I thought I’d just dropped it,” he mumbled. “But maybe someone took it out of my hand.”

“Took what?”

“Whatever I found… a small metal box.”

“Like a treasure chest?” Lily asked, not quite able to believe this was an actual conversation.

He frowned as though not quite believing it either. “Maybe,” he finally replied.
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Chapter Eleven




By the time they reached the boat, all the other divers had surfaced too. The two guys from Ryan’s team had come up close to the boat and had just boarded it.

“Are you guys okay?” the shorter of them called. “How come you came up so quickly?”

Lily exchanged a look with Seren, who bobbed beside the boat with Kit.

“We got a bit worried,” Seren said. “Suddenly visibility was zero, and you two were nowhere to be seen.”

“Someone tampered with my equipment,” Ryan said, throwing his flippers on board before hauling himself onto the boat.

“Someone did what?” the shorter guy on his crew asked.

“You heard me,” Ryan growled, setting his tank down before walking to the side of the boat. He stared out at the other boat where two divers were climbing aboard. “And I’ve a good idea who it was.”

Flynn took Lily’s oxygen tank. “What happened?”

“We were down near the ship,” she told him. “It was clear and you could see the wreck easily. Suddenly a load of sand got stirred up and Ryan’s breathing equipment stopped working. The air hose had been cut.”

“Why would someone do that?” Kit demanded, halfway up the ladder while he waited for Seren to board ahead of him.

“Because I found something,” Ryan said. “A metal container of some sort. I had it in my hands, but then I suddenly couldn’t see anything and my regulator stopped working.”

“What happened to the container?” Seren asked.

“I don’t know. It was in my hand and then it was gone. I was busy trying to get my octo, but that wasn’t working either, so I headed for Lily and we surfaced.”

“Octo?” Flynn asked, close to Lily’s ear.

“It’s a backup breathing device.”

“Thank god you’re all right,” Seren said, eyes round.

“That’s crazy,” the ginger-haired guy said, coming to stand beside Lily.

“Hi,” she said, extending her hand.

He introduced himself as Benji, and the taller guy, Kurt, came and said hello in a distinct Australian accent.

Initially, she’d thought them both very young, but up close she’d guess they were older than her – probably early thirties.

“I cannot believe he’d stoop this low,” Ryan muttered, eyes fixed on the other boat which was heading their way.

“Everything all right?” a middle-aged guy with thinning hair called out. “It got chaotic down there with all that sand stirring up.”

Ryan raised his regulator with the cut hose plain to see. “I know we’ve had our differences, but I can’t believe you’d sabotage my equipment.”

“What are you talking about?” the guy said as the woman at the helm cut the engine and left the boat to bob alongside theirs. “What the heck happened to your hose?”

“Someone cut it,” Ryan shouted. “And my octo, too.”

“Come on!” The guy pulled his chin in. “Why would I do that?”

“Because I found something down there. Someone cut my air supply and took it from me.”

The guy on the other boat looked perplexed. “For one thing, I wouldn’t do that. For another, I was nowhere near you.”

“He wasn’t,” the woman agreed, stepping beside the man. “He was with me.”

“Then did you, by any chance, see who cut my hose?”

She shook her head. “I turned around and the wreck had disappeared into a cloud of sand.”

“Let’s just take a breath,” Flynn said, stepping beside Ryan. “Sorry,” he added. “Bad choice of words. But is it possible your hose got snagged on something down there?”

“It’s cut almost clean through,” Ryan said, shoving it in front of Flynn’s face. “A knife did that.” He turned back to the guy on the other boat. “This is low even for you, Harry.”

“I wouldn’t do something like that,” Harry replied. “I’d like to find treasure the same as everyone, but I wouldn’t sabotage anyone over it.” He rolled his eyes. “Even you.”

“Anything found down there could be worth a fair bit,” Ryan said, tension tightening his jaw.

“Nothing’s worth killing someone over,” Harry responded. “Especially not when there’s no guarantee of a reward. We don’t even know if salvage rights will apply yet.”

“Maybe not, but don’t try to tell me Eustace Tremayne didn’t make you the same offer he made me.”

Harry laughed loudly. “You know as well as I do that Eustace Tremayne is as mad as a hatter. I told him where to go as soon as he made me an offer.”

“Who’s Eustace Tremayne?” Flynn asked. “And what’s he got to do with this?”

“He’s a crazy old guy who lives over on Bryher,” Seren said, eyebrows pulling together. “He’s about ninety years old and practically a recluse. Why would he have anything to do with the wreck?”

Ryan sighed. “Because he reckons he’s a descendant of the ship’s captain. He offered me cash if I bring him gold, or anything else I find. Offered my staff the same.”

“Ten grand for gold,” Kurt said from beside Lily.

Flynn blinked rapidly, clearly bewildered by the entire situation.

“I’m telling you,” Harry said. “I didn’t even think about taking him up on it. Any finds should be properly documented as far as I’m concerned.”

“Well somebody here doesn’t share your morals,” Ryan said. “And it sure as heck wasn’t anyone on my boat.”

Harry threw up his hands. “You can come aboard and search the boat if you don’t believe me.”

“That might not be a bad idea,” Ryan said.

“When you don’t find anything, we can search your boat too,” Harry said. “At this point I wouldn’t put it past you to have cut your own hose and make a fuss so you can smuggle this artefact out for yourself.”

“Ah, for god’s sake,” Ryan muttered.

Flynn tilted his head. “If everyone is okay with it, I’ll happily do a search.”

Ryan looked thoughtful. “Don’t bother. You won’t find anything. Harry’s clever enough to cover his tracks. That box will be stashed down there somewhere for him to retrieve later.”

“Or maybe you just dropped it,” Harry snapped.

“Maybe I did!” Ryan shouted. “It’s a little difficult to concentrate when you suddenly can’t breathe.”

“Should we go back down and look for it?” Kurt said, taking a step towards Ryan.

Ryan’s gaze went to the buoy marking the wreck. “I’m not sure there’s much point, given that it’s difficult to see anything down there now.” He checked his watch, then sucked in a lungful of air. “We also need to get back. The equipment will all need a thorough going over before we take customers out.”

“We can come back and look for it later,” Benji said.

Not seeming to register the comment, Ryan turned to Flynn. He opened his mouth, then closed it again. “I don’t know what happened down there,” he muttered.

“Whoever cut your hose must have been carrying a knife,” Flynn pointed out.

Lily could see where his thoughts were, and it was a logical train of thought for a non-diver. “It wouldn’t prove anything,” she said. “It’s normal for divers to carry knives. For safety. In case you get snagged or something.”

“I always carry one,” Harry said, tapping the sheath on his upper arm, before pointing at Ryan. “So does he.”

“Lily’s right,” Ryan agreed. “That’s not proof.”

Harry looked at Flynn. “Are we free to leave? I’ve got paying customers I need to get back for.”

Flynn looked questioningly at Ryan.

“There’s no proof of anything,” Ryan said, then shot Harry an icy look. “Not yet anyway. But it’s going to look very shady if you or Nat show up with a small metal box in the next few days.”

“I’m telling you,” Harry said. “I did nothing. I’m offended you think I’d do something like that.”

“Funny what people will do for a cash injection,” Ryan said, before turning away from Harry.

“I’d like your names,” Flynn said, pulling out his notepad. “Then you’re free to go.”

While he scribbled away, Lily followed Seren and Kit’s lead in peeling off their wetsuits and getting dry.

She was pulling her shorts on when the Australian guy caught her eye. Sitting on the bench with his wetsuit peeled down to his waist, he rummaged in the backpack on the seat beside him. He stared at something in his hand, turning over the small object.

Immediately, Lily’s investigative instincts kicked in and she tried to home in on the small object. The boat lurched on a wave and he lost his grip on it.

In a flash, Lily moved to pluck it from the deck.

“You dropped something,” she said to Kurt, the statement redundant since the panic in his eyes made it clear he knew he’d dropped something.

Having wondered if it was something from the shipwreck, the USB stick in her hand was a colossal disappointment. There was no way it was a relic from over a hundred years ago.

She’d just handed it back when Benji appeared at Kurt’s side.

“That’s mine, isn’t it?” he asked Kurt, an undercurrent of tension in his tone.

“Oh.” Kurt stared at it for a moment before handing it over. “Yeah.”

“What is it?” Lily asked, intrigued by the exchange.

Benji pressed his lips together. “Just some photos of the wreck from yesterday.”

“They didn’t come out well,” Kurt said. “But Benji reckons he might be able to polish them up. Hopefully the ones we took today will come out better.”

“If you have any good ones, I’d love to see them,” Lily said.

“Sure,” Benji said. “If there’s anything, I’ll pay you a visit at your shop. Any excuse for some of your ice cream.”

“Lily!” Kit called. “Let’s get going. I have a train trip in an hour.”

“I’m coming,” she said gathering up her stuff and joining them in the small boat to take a seat beside Flynn.

They waved at Ryan, who was gearing up to leave, too.

“That was eventful,” Lily remarked as the little boat bumped over the waves.

“Very dodgy,” Flynn said. “None of you saw anything?”

Lily looked to Seren and Kit.

“One minute everything was clear and the next I could hardly see anything,” Seren said.

Flynn frowned. “Did you see who was closest to Ryan before things got murky?”

“I think Harry and Nat weren’t too far from us,” Kit said. “I’m not sure about Benji and Kurt. I really couldn’t say for sure.” He cast a questioning look at Seren.

“I’m not sure,” she said apologetically.

“I need to talk to the sergeant about it,” Flynn said. “See if I should investigate further.”

“Anyone thinking what I’m thinking?” Seren asked, her eyes widening dramatically. “Maybe it was the spirit of the ship. It doesn’t want anyone taking its stuff.”

While Lily couldn’t help but giggle, Kit rolled his eyes and exchanged an exasperated look with Flynn.
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Chapter Twelve




Outside the sergeant’s office, Flynn reminded himself that the superintendent was likely to be around. Which meant he knocked and waited, rather than walking straight in.

At the sound of the sergeant’s voice, he pushed the handle and slowly opened the door.

“Hi,” he said, smiling at the sergeant and acknowledging Superintendent Brand with a flick of his chin.

“You were up and about early this morning,” Sergeant Proctor remarked. “I was surprised to get your message first thing.”

“Kit and Seren were heading out to the dive site at sunrise, so I thought I’d get a ride out with them.”

“How are things out there?” the sergeant asked.

“It’s been an interesting morning,” Flynn said, leaning against the sideboard and trying to pretend the superintendent wasn’t there.

The sergeant sat up straighter. “Many boats around?”

“Aside from us, just two… the two dive schools. Apparently visibility was much better this morning. They said the wreck was quite clear. One guy from the dive school”– he checked his notepad for the full name – “Ryan Simmons. He claims he found an artefact down on the seabed.”

“That must have caused some excitement.” The sergeant grinned. “What was it?”

“He’s not sure. Some sort of small metal box.”

“Couldn’t he bring it up?”

Flynn shook his head. “There was a problem with his air supply. He had to surface quickly.”

The smile vanished from Proctor’s face. “Was he hurt?”

“No. He was with Lily, and she shared her oxygen with him. But it could’ve gone very badly.” Flynn hesitated for a beat. “It looks as though someone cut his hose. Not just the main one. The backup too.”

Silence descended on the room.

Sergeant Proctor stiffened, his expression darkening as he leaned forwards. “Someone cut his air hose while he was underwater?”

Flynn nodded. “That’s how it looks. There’s no fraying on the hose, no signs of wear. It’s a clean cut – like someone took a blade to it.”

“Bloody hell,” the sergeant muttered. “It could have been fatal. If someone really cut his hose, that’s attempted murder.”

Superintendent Brand said nothing, but his eyes locked on Flynn, unblinking.

“Did Ryan see who did it?” the sergeant asked, more forcefully now.

“No. He was focused on the artefact. And once he touched the seabed, a cloud of sand went up. Everyone reported the same – that he was surrounded by sediment when it happened.”

Sergeant Proctor exhaled slowly, one hand pressing against the desk like he needed something solid. “There’s no chance this was an accident?”

“Not from what I saw and heard,” Flynn said.

“Any idea who might’ve done it?”

Flynn hesitated, flicked a glance at Superintendent Brand. “Ryan pointed a finger at the other dive school owner.”

“Harry Wright?” Sergeant Proctor said, his brow creasing deeply.

“You know him?”

“Yeah. Him and Ryan have had a rivalry for years. The friendly kind though, nothing serious. At least not as far as I could tell. But this…” He shook his head. “This is serious.”

Flynn nodded. “It didn’t feel friendly out there today. Harry swore he had nothing to do with it. Even offered to let me search the boat to prove he hadn’t taken any artefact.”

“Did you do a search?”

“No. Ryan didn’t want it in the end. He’s convinced Harry would have taken the artefact and hidden it underwater to retrieve later.”

The sergeant frowned. “No one went back down to look for it?”

“They all seemed to think it wouldn’t be worth it since the visibility was so low. Plus, everyone had jobs to get to.”

“I had a hunch that shipwreck might cause some issues,” the sergeant remarked. “But I never imagined anything like this.”

“I’m not sure where to go from here,” Flynn said. “There was no clear evidence of who did it, but something else seemed odd…” He tilted his head. “Do you know a man named Eustace Tremayne?”

“Yes. Completely eccentric and must be nearly a hundred years old. Lives over on Bryher. Don’t tell me he was out on the water… he barely leaves his house.”

“He wasn’t there, but apparently he’s been offering a cash reward for anyone who brings him anything from the wreck. He claims he has ten grand in cash at his house for anyone who brings him gold.”

The sergeant massaged his temples. “That sheds new light on the incident this morning. A cash reward certainly makes things more interesting for any treasure hunters.”

Finally, the superintendent spoke. “How much is the gold worth?”

“Who knows,” the sergeant replied. “Legally, you have to hand it in. Whoever finds it would get some payment related to the value of the item. But it could take a while to get the payout and there’s no telling how much it would be.”

“Which would make ten grand very appealing,” Flynn said.

“Yes,” Sergeant Proctor agreed.

The superintendent sat up straighter. “lt’s pretty stupid to announce he has ten thousand in cash at his home.”

For a moment, the sergeant stared at him blankly. “We don’t have robberies here,” he said eventually.

“Never?”

“Hardly ever.” Sergeant Proctor looked thoughtful. “I don’t remember any.”

“Seriously? There are no break-ins?”

“It wouldn’t even require a lot of breaking,” Flynn said. “Since most people don’t bother locking their doors.”

The sergeant braced his forearms on his desk. “What’s Eustace playing at?” he mused.

“Apparently, he claims to be related to the captain of the Isles Fortune.”

“Now that you mention it, I’ve heard him telling that story before. If it’s true, he might actually have a right to any goods that went down with the ship.”

“How do we find that out?” Flynn asked.

“By the end of the day we’ll be descended on by historians and other experts. No doubt they’ll have information for us.”

“What do you want me to do in the meantime? Should I get back out to the dive site and monitor things there?”

“No. I’ll send PC Hill out. I’m expecting a call any minute to say we have to close it to the public. Which would make life easier for us.” He leaned back in his chair. “Could you pay Mr Tremayne a visit? Clarify that he shouldn’t be offering to buy historical artefacts.”

“Sure.” Flynn nodded eagerly.

“After that, you can start asking questions and find out what happened on the dive this morning. We need to find out who sabotaged the diving equipment.”

Flynn hid his surprise and nodded curtly. “I can do that.”

The superintendent raised an eyebrow. “If you want that properly investigated, you could request a detective or two to come out here. It sounds as though it might warrant it.”

“PC Grainger can look into it,” the sergeant said firmly. “I find it’s easier to get information if we keep things low key. That’s if you feel comfortable looking into it?” he asked Flynn.

“Absolutely.”

“On his own?” Superintendent Brand asked.

The sergeant’s eyes were on Flynn. “Radio in if you need assistance. I’m sure you’ll be fine, though. Check in later and let me know what you find.”

“Will do,” Flynn said.

He left with a smile on his face.

Finally, he had something interesting to work on. Not to mention the ego boost of hearing the sergeant had so much faith in him.

Presumably, Sergeant Proctor knew him well enough to know he had no intention of investigating it alone.
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Chapter Thirteen




Lily had just finished setting up the shop with Jessica when Glynis arrived.

She smiled at the rosy-cheeked octogenarian. “Every time I see you now, you look more like your old self.”

“It’s amazing how long it takes to recover from poisoning at my age,” she said, taking a seat at a table inside the door. “I’ll try to avoid getting ill again. It’s no fun. But you’re right, I’m feeling fit again. The weather helps too, I suppose. Puts a glow on my cheeks and makes it more appealing to be out and about.”

“I’m glad to see you looking so well,” Lily said. “Can I tempt you to an ice cream?”

“You can indeed. And do you have a few minutes to sit and chat?”

“Of course.”

“I’ll get the ice cream,” Jessica called from behind the counter. “What flavour would you like, Glynis?”

“You choose for me, love. But only a small scoop.”

“Coming up.”

Lily took the chair opposite Glynis. “I assume you want the latest gossip about the shipwreck?”

“Oh.” Her eyes sparked with surprise. “Go on then!”

“Wasn’t that what you wanted to talk about?” Lily caught the hesitation in Glynis’s features and released a sigh. “Maria’s back, isn’t she?”

“Yes. She arrived back yesterday.” Glynis leaned onto the table. “I feel like a terrible gossip.”

Lily shook her head. “I appreciate you letting me know.”

“I don’t mean now. Before. All the things I told you about Maria. It wasn’t my place. Especially as I don’t even know if the things I told you were true.” She leaned back in her seat when Jessica brought the ice cream.

Lily was grateful that Jessica moved away again immediately, leaving them to talk privately. “I won’t ever tell her what you said to me,” she insisted.

“Even so. I spoke out of turn.”

“It was helpful. And it sparked some memories for me, so I can speak to Maria without dropping you in it. I can question her about what I remember.”

“Is it to do with what I said about her having a relationship with a married man?” she asked. “Do you think he was connected to you?”

Lily nodded.

“Your dad?”

“Maybe,” Lily said, hating the thought of it and desperately wanting it to not be true.

“And you remember some of this?”

“I was the kid on the beach that you saw. I’m certain of it. I remember flying my kite, just like you said.”

“Are you sure the memory is real? Sometimes the mind can play tricks and create memories from something you’ve heard.”

“I don’t think that’s the case,” Lily said. “When I think about it, it feels as though I’m there.”

“With your dad?”

Lily tilted her head back and stared at the ceiling for a moment. That was the part she couldn’t swear to. When she thought about it, she had a feeling it was her dad, but in her memory she couldn’t see him. Just had a notion he was there beside her.

“I think so,” she finally said.

There were other memories, too. Just snatches of moments – but she was certain she’d been there as a child, staying with Maria in the flat above the shop.

The only way she’d know for sure was to ask Maria. Not that she was expecting her to be overly forthright – she hadn’t been so far. But maybe now that Lily had more to go on, she might tease something out of her. Or at least glean something from her reaction.

“Anyway, what’s this about the shipwreck?” Glynis asked. “Have you been out to see it?”

“Yes. Yesterday and today. I dived down to it.”

“Tell me all about it,” Glynis said eagerly. “I hear it’s haunted!”

Lily laughed, then launched into a full account of her dives, including the drama from that morning.

“Another mystery for you to investigate,” Glynis said, when Lily told her about the cut air hose.

“I don’t think so.” Lily chuckled. “I’m keeping out of this one. I am glad there were no casualties this morning, though. It was a little nerve racking.”

“People are funny, aren’t they?” Glynis mused. “Talk of gold and treasure and suddenly they’re all pirates!”
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An hour later, Lily was serving ice creams to a mother with three children and looked up to see Flynn walking into the shop with a spring in his step and a sparkle in his eyes.

“What are you so happy about?” she asked him once she handed over the change.

“Life,” he replied with a twitch of an eyebrow. “How do you feel about joining me on a little mission?”

“What kind of mission?” She moved away from the counter, leaving Jessica to serve the next customer.

“An investigative one. What else?” Flynn took her elbow and steered her into the back room. “The sergeant wants me to question that Eustace guy who claims he’s connected to the captain of the shipwreck. Then I need to see if I can figure out who cut Ryan’s air hose.” He beamed at Lily. “I need you to come and help me.”

“I can’t,” she said, glancing around him into the shop. “It’s busy.”

“Come on!” he coaxed. “Don’t tell me you’re not intrigued by all of this?”

“I am, but I can’t just drop everything and leave Jessica alone when the shop is busy.”

“She won’t mind.”

“Maybe I can join you later, when things have quietened down here.”

“Just ask Jessica,” he said. “Please! I need you.”

“No, you don’t. You can question people alone.”

“But it’s more fun with you.” He ducked back out into the shop and rounded on Jessica. “You don’t mind if I steal your boss for a while, do you?”

“Not at all,” she replied immediately. “Are you off for another diving trip?”

“No,” Lily said, glaring at Flynn. “And I’m not leaving you alone when the weather is so nice and the shop will be busy all day.”

“I’m fine,” Jessica said. “I can message Rhys and tell him to come and help me. He helped me the other week when it was busy.” She grimaced. “I wasn’t supposed to tell you that.”

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t want you to think I can’t manage and never leave me alone again.”

“I don’t mind you asking Rhys to help, or one of your other friends. You just need to tell me so I can pay them.”

“Really?”

“Yes.” Her eyes slid to Flynn. “Wait, is that legal? I probably need to officially employ them, right?”

“You should keep a record of what you pay them, but I don’t think it’s complicated to hire casual staff. Ask your accountant.” He gave a dismissive, one-shouldered shrug. “Anyway, it sounds like Jessica has everything under control. Which leaves you free to come with me.”

“I don’t know.” She was actually desperate to go with him, but she’d also been planning on visiting Maria later. If she was going to skip out on work, it should probably be for that.

“You have to.” Flynn clamped his hands on her shoulders and gave her a playful shake. “You know I’m useless without you.”

“There is that,” she said, amused.

The weight of his hands on her shoulders made the thought of investigating with him even more appealing. Since their chat about keeping their relationship purely platonic, there’d been a distinct lack of physical contact between them. It felt good now. Probably a little too good.

“Okay,” she said. “I’m in.”

“Have fun,” Jessica said. “And don’t rush back on my account. I’m happy to close up if you’re not back.”

“I’m sure we won’t be that long,” Lily said, then slipped into the back to grab her bag. “Call me if you need me,” she told Jessica before following Flynn out into the bright sunshine.

“First stop eccentric recluse?” Lily asked. “He lives on Bryher, right?”

“Yep.” Flynn’s excitement was almost palpable.

“It’s good to see you so enthusiastic,” she said. “There’s a different energy to you when you have proper policing to do.”

“It’s not just that,” he replied. “This is my chance to prove to the superintendent that I’m good at my job.”

Lily frowned. “You don’t need to turn detective for that. You are good at your job.”

“He doesn’t see that. If I can figure this out, I might win him over. I’m sure the sergeant thinks the same – he specifically asked me to look into this alone. And when the superintendent questioned it, Sergeant Proctor told him I could handle it.”

“Of course you can handle it,” Lily said, then paused. “Does Sergeant Proctor know you were going to get me to tag along?”

“I imagine he knows me well enough to figure that one out.”

Lily grinned and quickened her pace to keep up with Flynn’s excitable tempo.
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Chapter Fourteen




They timed it perfectly and arrived at the harbour to get straight on one of the inter-island ferries heading to Bryher. From the small jetty at Church Quay, they set off walking to their destination on the northern part of the peaceful island. Without a lot of chatter, they kept a steady pace on the narrow path that wound past stone-walled cottages.

The brisk sea breeze picked up on the track northward, carrying the scent of wildflowers that tickled Lily’s nostrils and made her sneeze a couple of times. Sweat trickled between her shoulder blades and she cast the odd glance at Flynn, but there were no visible signs of the heat getting to him, despite his uniform.

“I think that’s the place,” he said, breaking the silence as they crested a low hill.

“Wow,” Lily whispered on an exhale.

Nestled among bracken and lonely pines, the large granite house loomed on the cliffs where the land met the sea in a glorious standoff.

“I don’t know if I’ve ever seen a house more suited to an elderly recluse,” Flynn said, a flicker of a smile hitting his lips as they continued towards the unkempt property.

The roof was a patchwork of older and newer slate, and a thick tangle of ivy clung to one side of the house. Way above, a weather vane swayed on the chimney stack – shaped like a regal sailing ship and rusted with age.

Lily hummed thoughtfully. “It would also be suited to a horror film. Imagine it in the dark… or in a storm.”

“True,” Flynn agreed. “It has creepy vibes. Let’s see what the owner’s like.”

The chime of the doorbell was a drawn-out tinny melody that added to Lily’s notion that it was straight out of a scary film.

“This is getting creepier by the second,” she remarked, then stepped back to look up at the shuttered windows on the first floor. “Is this why you were so desperate for me to come with you – were you scared to come alone?”

In response, Flynn gave her a nudge, then straightened his spine when the door opened.

“Can I help you?”

If the tall man with bushy grey hair really was in his nineties, Lily would start to think the water on the Scillies was drugged with some anti-aging potion.

“Hi,” Flynn said. “I’m PC Grainger. I was wondering if I could ask you a few questions. I’m assuming you’re Eustace Tremayne?”

“That’s me.” His eyes slid to Lily. “Are you one of those women police constables?”

“No,” she said, fighting a grin. “I own an ice cream shop.”

He tugged at the collar of his green corduroy shirt. “There used to be an ice cream shop on the promenade in Hugh Town. Lovely little place.”

“That’s my place now,” Lily said. “I reopened it.”

“Marvellous.” His bushy grey eyebrows shifted upwards. “A seaside town needs an ice cream shop. I don’t know how it survived so long without one.”

“Would you mind if I asked you a few questions?” Flynn said again.

“Not at all. Happy to answer anything I can. What would you like to know?”

“It’s regarding the shipwreck which has been discovered at Bishop Rock Lighthouse…”

“Ah, yes. Grandpa’s ship. Wonderful man. One minor slip in judgement, but he made up for it in the years afterwards.”

Flynn jutted his chin out. “Excuse me?”

“The smuggling business. He was as straight as an arrow until then, but you know how it is… a few financial problems and he tried to take what he thought was the easy way out. He learned his lesson.” Eustace nodded incessantly. “Passed all his lessons on to me, too.”

“So you actually knew him?” Lily asked. “He was your grandfather? I thought maybe he was a more distant relative…”

“No, no. He was my father’s father. He died when I was a teenager, but he raised me until then – him and my dear grandmother. They left me this place.” He cast his eyes upwards to indicate the house.

Flynn looked about as taken aback by the information as Lily. “That’s fascinating. But I specifically wanted to talk to you about a few concerns we have. We’ve been informed that you have offered cash to anyone who brings you gold from the shipwreck.”

“Oh, why didn’t you say so! Come on in.” He beckoned them with an enthusiastic hand gesture, then turned and hurried along the hall.

After exchanging a bemused look, Flynn held out his hand for Lily to go first.

“How gallant.” She shot him a teasing smile. “Letting me go first into the creepy old house with the odd-ball old man.”

Flynn chuckled lightly as he followed her along the gloomy hallway.

“In here!” Eustace called, beckoning them into an old-fashioned country kitchen. He stood holding an envelope. “What have you got for me? Show me what you found.”

Lily’s eyes bulged as he pulled a hefty wad of notes from the envelope. “I did promise ten thousand for the gold, but if you think I’m being cheap, I’ll throw in a little more.”

“We don’t have anything for you,” Flynn said. “I’m here to tell you that you can’t offer people money for the goods on the boat.”

“I think you’ll find that according to maritime law, the goods on the boat were the legal property of one Captain William Tremayne. As his closest descendant and heir to his estate, that property would now fall to me.” He raised a hand. “I know what you’re going to say… that he wasn’t the legal owner of illegally smuggled gold. You’d be right, of course. Which is why I intend to turn the gold in to the proper authorities.”

“I don’t understand,” Lily said. “You want it brought to you, so you can hand it in and claim the reward money?”

“No. I don’t give two hoots about the money, as I told the divers I spoke to. If reward money comes through they can have that too. What I want is to be listed as the finder. The Tremayne name should continue to be attached to anything that’s written about the Isles Fortune in the history books… and in the museums.”

“Right.” Flynn pinched the bridge of his nose. “I’m sorry, do you actually believe there’s gold down there?”

“I know there is. And I can tell you how it came to be there…” He clapped his hands together. “First, I’ll make a pot of tea. Why don’t you go through to the sitting room. The fire is on in there. Warm yourselves and then I’ll tell you the whole tale over a cuppa.” He pointed to a door at the end of the kitchen and Lily trailed Flynn through.

“Why does he have a fire burning when it’s twenty-something degrees out?” she asked in a hushed whisper.

“Because he’s completely off his rocker, that’s why. I can’t believe we’re having a serious conversation about smuggled gold.”

“It’s kind of cool.” Lily dropped into a wingback armchair and immediately felt lost in it, so switched to sit on the couch beside Flynn. “I can only hope that the next part of the story involves pirates.”

Flynn lowered his head to his hands. “Please don’t joke. It wouldn’t actually surprise me. How long do you think this swashbuckling sea adventure is going to take?”

“I think he’s quite a sweet old man,” Lily said. “Old people are entertaining.”

Flynn rolled his eyes.

The grandfather clock in the corner of the room ticked loudly while they waited for Eustace to join them. When he did, it was with a tray holding a dainty tea set and a plate of biscuits.

“Where was I?” he asked, pouring the tea with steady hands.

“I think you were going to tell us about the gold,” Lily prompted when he passed her a cup and saucer.

“Ah, yes. Unfortunately Grandfather got himself in a bit of trouble. He generally transported silks and other material. But during the Boer War down in South Africa – you’ll know about that, I assume?”

Lily inwardly grimaced. Presumably her education in a string of international schools had been different to Flynn’s, so maybe he knew about it, but she had no idea. If she asked for a history lesson, they may be there all day. Instead, she gave a small nod. Flynn did the same.

“The discovery of gold down there caused a lot of problems,” he said gravely. “Man tends to succumb to greed, doesn’t he? We see it repeatedly in history books. Anyway, I’m afraid my grandfather was having some financial difficulties and decided to do something immoral…”

“And illegal?” Flynn said quietly.

“Yes, yes, I suppose.” Eustace sat back in the armchair, his cup and saucer balanced on the arm. “Anyway, it didn’t do him any good in the end. Made it all the way back here, only to sail into a storm on the last stretch.”

“The boat sank in the storm,” Lily murmured.

Eustace lifted the cup to his lips. “And the gold with it,” he said before taking a sip.

“Were there any casualties?” Flynn asked, reaching for a biscuit.

“Thankfully, no. Everyone on board made it into the lifeboat.”

Lily frowned. “Did any of them take any gold with them?”

Maybe it was just her, but she imagined that if it looked as though the ship was going to sink, she’d probably grab a handful of gold on her way out.

“In the chaos, they were only concerned with getting out alive.”

“You’d think the gold could have been salvaged later,” Flynn said. “If everyone knew about the gold, why didn’t they go looking for it afterwards?”

“That’s the thing,” Eustace said. “Officially, the ship was carrying silk. Grandfather couldn’t exactly announce his true cargo, what with it being immoral…”

“And illegal,” Flynn added again, then grimaced as he took a bite of the chocolate digestive.

“Yes, that too,” Eustace agreed dismissively. “Apart from that small deviation, he was an extremely honourable man.” He took another sip of his tea.

“It’s so strange to think that there’s been a load of gold hidden at the bottom of the sea for all those years,” Lily said.

Eustace nodded. “On a clear night, when the moon is full, you can see the moonbeams strike the gold and bounce right back up to dance above the surface of the water. A wonderful sight it is.” He sighed wistfully. “Though I haven’t had the pleasure of seeing it for many years.”

Flynn balanced his half-eaten biscuit on the edge of his saucer and placed it back on the table. “That’s all fascinating. But if I could get back to the point of our visit. Would you mind telling me who you’ve offered a reward to?”

“Yes, of course. I didn’t realise it would be a problem. I only mentioned it at the dive schools. Went along to both places the day before yesterday for a quick conversation.” He smiled at Lily. “I’m not actually a recluse, as some people say. I go out now and again. It just feels increasingly risky the older I get.”

Lily exchanged a puzzled glance with Flynn.

“Are you unsteady on your feet or something?” she asked. He hadn’t seemed to have any mobility problems that she’d seen.

“No, thank goodness. I’m ninety-seven though, so who knows how many breaths I have left in me. I want to take my last one here, at home. Not going out often seems like a good way to swing the odds of that in my favour.”

“Oh,” Lily said dumbly. “I see.”

“When you spoke to the people at the dive schools,” Flynn said. “Can you remember exactly who you spoke to?”

“Yes. The two owners, of course. What’s-his-name – Harry – he marched me straight out of his office. Said it wasn’t in the spirit of things and wasn’t interested in hearing a word about it.”

“So you didn’t speak to anyone else there?”

“His wife was with him, but she didn’t say much one way or another. Not that she could get a word in with her husband being so fired up. Then I went over to visit Ryan. He was much more welcoming. Made me a cuppa and we had a good long chat.”

Flynn cast Lily a sidelong glance that was full of suspicion. “Did Ryan seem open to your request?”

“Hard to say. He said he’d keep it in mind, but I suspect he was only humouring me. People often do. They think I don’t notice, or maybe they think I’m stupid because I’m old. Who knows? Anyway, he cheerfully told the people working for him I was offering cash for gold… I got the impression he didn’t believe for a minute there was gold to be found, so I don’t think he was really taking me seriously. Plus, I heard them all laughing when I left. They probably think I’m deaf.”

“Who was there with Ryan?”

“A couple of young fellas. One of them had a funny accent. Australian, I think. The other one is local… Maggie Telford’s grandson, I believe. He must be about thirty. I remember chatting with his grandmother in the pub the day he was born. Feels like yesterday. She was so excited, bless her. Ginger lad. His name will come to me…”

“Benji?” Lily suggested.

Eustace nodded. “That sounds right.” He gestured at the table. “Don’t be shy around the biscuits. They need eating.”

“Thank you.” Lily reached for one, but Flynn stopped her with a hand on her arm.

“We need to get going,” he said, smiling at Eustace. “Thanks for the refreshment, and for talking to us. I do need to insist that you stop offering rewards for salvaged items. And if anything comes your way, please report it. Everything needs to go through official channels.”

“Yes, okay. I may have got a little carried away. I’d be down there diving the wreck myself if I could.”

“There are a few historians due to arrive on the island,” Flynn said as he stood. “I imagine they’d be keen to speak to you if you’re interested.”

“I’d be delighted. Let them know where I am and send them my way.”

He walked them out and Flynn thanked him again before he closed the door behind them.

“Have you just put me on a diet?” Lily asked before they were even through the garden gate. “Why couldn’t I have a biscuit?”

“I was doing you a favour. When he said they needed eating, I suspect they needed eating about a decade ago.”

She grimaced. “He really seems to believe all that stuff about the gold.”

Flynn pulled his phone from his pocket as they walked along the narrow, sand-strewn path.

“Where are we heading now?” Lily asked. “Out to the dive site again? You said you wanted to figure out who cut the air hose, didn’t you?”

“The sergeant messaged to say they’re closing the site to the public.” His eyes scanned the phone screen. “It’s a protected area now.”

“So we won’t find the dive boats there?”

He shook his head. “I guess they’ll either be heading back to base or moving elsewhere for a regular dive session.”

“Are they both based on St Mary’s?”

“Ryan’s place is. Harry’s is on St. Martin’s.”

“Maybe we should go over to St. Martin’s. Even if they’re not there, we can have a snoop around and see if we can find anything.”

“We’re not actually allowed to do that, you know?”

She flashed him a smile. “That doesn’t usually stop me.”
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Chapter Fifteen




Since the ferry wasn’t due back for hours, they made their way to the hotel at Hell’s Bay, thinking the popular bar and restaurant there might be their best shot at finding someone with a boat to give them a ride to St. Martin’s.

The landlady scanned the room when they explained their predicament. “It’s all visitors at the moment,” she said. “No locals, I’m afraid. I’d take you myself, but I’m short on staff today so I can’t leave. If you hang around, no doubt someone will turn up who can help you out.”

“I’m hungry,” Lily said to Flynn, grateful at the suggestion of staying a while. “Shall we get food?”

The landlady tipped her head to the terrace. “Grab a table outside and enjoy the view. I’ll send someone to take your order.”

“Thanks, Maddie.” Lily smiled at her before they went outside. The panoramic view made her stop and stare at the endless stretch of water sparkling under the intense sunshine.

“How do you know the owner?” Flynn asked, moving to sit at a table for two.

“I came in here for lunch with Seren a couple of weeks ago. We’d been to visit Lowen’s pottery studio. Have you been there?”

“No. Is it near here?”

Nodding, she pointed to the long strip of beach. “Just down there, but it’s hidden by the sand dunes.”

“Lowen has a boat. Maybe he can take us to St. Martin’s.”

“True,” Lily said.

“Why do you sound as though you don’t want to get a lift with him?”

“I’m very happy to. Are you going to let me eat first, though?”

He laughed and stretched his legs out in front of him. “Yes.”

“Good. I’ll get hangry otherwise. That’s no fun for anyone.”

They ordered burgers and sat quietly, basking in the sunshine and listening to the gentle rush of water against the shore.

“I saw Glynis this morning,” Lily finally said.

“Yeah? How is she?”

“Seems to be doing well.” She paused. “Maria’s back.”

“Really?”

Lily nodded. “Apparently she arrived back yesterday.”

“You should have said.” Flynn’s eyebrows pulled together. “I wouldn’t have dragged you along with me if I’d known. You probably wanted to go and talk to her.”

“It’s fine.” Lily picked at the corner of her thumbnail. “There’s no rush.”

“You’ve been desperate for her to get back so you can question her,” Flynn pointed out.

“Yes. But…” She trailed off and shook her head. “Never mind.”

Flynn looked at her intently. “You don’t have to speak to her if you don’t want to.”

“I do if I want to find the answers about my childhood.”

“Sometimes ignorance really is bliss. If you’re convinced nothing good will come from it, there’s no shame in letting it drop.”

“Maybe.” Her notion of having had a happy family life in her early years had already been destroyed, so it probably didn’t matter much now. “Anyway, I’m not putting it off. I was intending to go over this afternoon, and I can still do that when we get back. I’m trying not to think too much about it, though. Chances are she won’t tell me anything. You know what she’s like.”

“She definitely hasn’t been overly forthcoming so far,” Flynn said. “Have you remembered any more from when you were here as a kid?”

Lily rubbed at her forehead. “Nothing new. I remember being on the beach with my dad, and I think we were staying at the flat with Maria. I vaguely remember sleeping on the couch… but it’s all so hazy. It’s like the harder I try to remember, the more out of reach the memories become.”

Flynn gave a sympathetic smile before his gaze dropped to his phone, which lit up on the table in front of him.

“Is that the sergeant again?” Automatically, Lily leaned in to look. Her stomach tightened at the female name flashing on the screen: Gina. Whoever the heck she was.

Flynn’s lips twisted to a frown as he tilted the phone towards him.

“Don’t ignore it on my account,” Lily said, trying to sound like someone who didn’t have any thoughts at all about a woman calling him, and certainly no jealousy.

“I’ll call her back later,” Flynn said, silencing the call and shoving his phone in his pocket.

For a moment, Lily held her tongue, but curiosity got the better of her. “Someone special?” she asked, her voice annoyingly brittle.

The intensity of his gaze made it clear he could see her jealousy as plain as day.

“Gina is my dad’s wife,” he said with another sympathetic smile.

“Oh.” Relief flooded her. “Your stepmum?”

“Yes. Except that feels a little odd, since I barely know her.”

“I thought you got on with her.”

“I do.” He sank back in his chair. “She always seems nice, but I’ve only actually met her a handful of times.”

“How come?”

He shrugged and chewed his lower lip. “They have busy lives.”

“Does she call you often?” Lily asked.

“No. We usually communicate by email.”

“Maybe you should have answered then. It could be important.”

He gave a slow shake of the head. “She’ll leave a message if it’s urgent, but I suspect I know what it’s about.”

“What?”

He hesitated a moment. “I think her and my dad are having issues and I’m getting dragged into the middle of it.”

“How come?”

“I suspect my dad was lying to her about my relationship with him. From what I gather, he made out that he was some kind of model father and told her that my mum turned me against him.”

“And that’s not true?”

“No.” He ran his thumbnail along his lip. “Not at all.”

Unsure what to say, Lily waited until he finally continued.

“Before I moved here, I had a bit of a showdown with Dad. He wasn’t very happy with me so it seemed like a good time to tell him what I thought of his parenting efforts. Gina was there. I’m sure he told her it was all lies, but she emailed me a few weeks ago asking questions about my childhood and my relationship with Dad.”

“Did you reply?”

He nodded once, but didn’t elaborate.

“Do you speak to your dad much?”

“Not really. I try to avoid having anything to do with him these days.” He shifted in his seat, looking decidedly relieved at the interruption when Maddie arrived with their food.

Once she left, he commented on how odd it was that no one had got photos of the shipwreck, and chuckled about the trend of people taking photos of themselves on black backgrounds and declaring it to be a picture of them in front of the wreck. The local social media communities were full of them.

His subject change wasn’t exactly subtle, but Lily didn’t push him on it, assuming he’d tell her more in his own time.
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The shop portion of Lowen’s pottery studio was void of people when Lily and Flynn walked in half an hour later. Above the door, a bell rang once and the sound reverberated around the airy space. Shelving around the edge of the room displayed unique handmade pottery – each piece exuding its own unique charm. At the back corner, the till sat on a counter, and beside it an open archway led to Lowen’s workshop, where Lily had enjoyed trying out the pottery wheel on her last visit.

Lowen stepped through the archway before they’d ventured far into the room.

“Hello!” he said brightly. “This is a surprise. If you’re here for a pottery lesson, I’m afraid you’ll have to come back later. I’ve got a couple here now for a lesson.” He looked at his watch. “They’ll be finished in an hour.”

“That’s not why we’re here,” Lily said. “We were actually hoping to scrounge a lift to St. Martin’s but I guess that won’t be possible if you’re in the middle of a lesson.”

“You’re welcome to borrow my boat,” he said without hesitation. “I don’t need it until dinnertime.”

“Really?” Flynn tilted his head.

“Yeah, of course.”

“Right.” Flynn shifted his weight. “It’s very generous of you, but…”

“We’re city people,” Lily finished for him. “We’re used to driving cars, not boats.”

“It’s only a little RIB,” he said. “And with this weather, I don’t see how you can go wrong.”

“Rigid inflatable boat,” Lily said for Flynn’s benefit.

“I know! I’ve lived here longer than you. I do have some basic knowledge of boats, thanks.”

“Sorry!” she said mockingly.

“Do you need to get back to St Mary’s after you’ve been to St. Martin’s?” Lowen asked.

“Yeah. But if we time it right we can get the day tripper back.”

“Or you could do me a favour and take the boat back and leave it for Pippa. Saves me going over to pick her up.”

“Okay,” Flynn said. “You may need to give us a few pointers about where to tie up… and anything else we should know.”

“I can do that. It’s all pretty straightforward. Hang on a second.” He went into the workshop and chatted with his customers for a few minutes before reappearing. “They’re all set up for ten minutes.”

They stepped out onto the beach and made straight for the boat on the sand nearby.

“What’s your tour of the off-islands in aid of?” Lowen asked as they walked over the soft sand.

“We came here to speak to Eustace Tremayne,” Flynn replied.

“Is he all right?” Lowen said, his words laced with concern.

“He’s fine,” Flynn said quickly. “We just had some questions for him about the Fortune.”

At Lowen’s puzzled expression, Lily expanded. “Apparently Eustace’s grandfather was the captain of the ship which has been found.”

Lowen stopped in his tracks. “Oh!” He pressed a hand to his forehead. “I don’t know why I didn’t connect the dots earlier. Eustace has told me stories about his grandfather so many times over the years. To be honest, it never felt real when he’d tell me about it… Is it really the same ship that’s been found?”

“We don’t know for definite,” Flynn said. “But there’s a ship in the exact spot where the Fortune went down.”

“Eustace will love it,” Lowen said. “It’s his favourite topic of conversation.”

“Do you know him well?” Lily asked, stopping beside the boat.

“Yeah. He’s always lived on Bryher. When I started working over here as a teenager, he used to come in the pottery studio often, or I’d bump into him in the hotel bar. That was right after his wife passed away and he was out and about more – looking for company, I suppose. A lot of people can’t stand hearing his wild stories, but I’ve always loved them.”

“We’ve just been hearing about his grandfather smuggling gold,” Lily said. “It sounds like a fairy tale.”

“It really does. Gold smuggling and pirates. I could listen to him all day. I visit him from time to time. He likes the company.”

“Sadly, we didn’t get to hear about pirates,” Lily said. “Though I kept expecting there to be pirates in the story.”

“The funny thing is Eustace tells the story with the pirates as the bad guys, but it was William and his crew who’d stolen the gold. Those so-called pirates only took back what was theirs to start with.” He grinned. “I tend not to raise that point with Eustace.”

Flynn shook his head. “He told us that the ship sank with the gold on board.”

“No,” Lowen said. “They were in the Mozambique Channel when the boat was hijacked and the gold stolen.”

“That’s weirdly specific,” Flynn said.

“It’s true. Eustace got the story firsthand from his grandfather.”

Flynn’s eyes narrowed. “You actually believe it?”

Lowen shrugged. “Yeah, I guess I do… but maybe that’s because I want to believe it. It’s a great story, either way.”

He switched his attention to the boat and gave them a quick lesson, and a few pointers on places to avoid, and the best places to dock.

“I assume this is official police business?” he finally asked, eyeing Flynn’s uniform.

“Yeah,” Flynn replied, confusion clear in his features. “Why?”

“Because I’m guessing neither of you have a Boatman's License.”

“You need a license to drive a boat?” Lily asked.

“Yeah. But if you’re on police business I’m sure it’s fine. Just don’t do anything crazy. Stick to the places I told you. If anyone asks, you got detailed instructions from me.”

Flynn opened and closed his mouth repeatedly.

“Okay, great,” Lily said and began pushing the boat into the shallows with Lowen.

“Wait!” Flynn said. “I had no idea we needed a license. In the UK…”

“Different rules out here,” Lowen said, cutting him off.

“We’ll be careful,” Lily said, then flashed Flynn a playful smile. “If anyone asks we’ll say we have special permission from the police.”

He rolled his eyes and bent to undo his laces.

“You should get a boat license,” Lowen said to Lily.

She nodded and stepped into the boat. “I might do that.”

“You’re always leading me astray,” Flynn muttered as he joined her.

Lowen pushed the boat out a little further, then headed back to his studio, leaving them to navigate the archipelago alone.
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Chapter Sixteen




Without any discussion, Lily took control of the boat. Lowen was right that it was easy to handle, and with the crystal-clear water she didn’t have any concerns about submerged obstacles. She was also surprised at how familiar the archipelago was to her, despite only having been on boat trips with Seren and Kit a few times.

“It was weird what Lowen said about Eustace,” she said while the wind whipped at her hair.

“Which bit?”

“About the pirates. I wonder why Eustace didn’t mention that to us. He told us an entirely different version of events.”

“Because it’s not true. It’s just stories.”

“I don’t think he’d lie about his grandad being the captain of the ship. That’s probably easy to verify.”

“I’m not saying that part isn’t true. It’s the gold smuggling I don’t buy. And I’m not saying he’s lying. Maybe his grandfather liked to embellish stories for him. It probably didn’t even occur to him that he’d believe it. Or that he’d continue to believe it in adulthood.”

“You might be right,” Lily mused, pulling strands of hair from her mouth. “I think I’m like Lowen – I want to believe his stories. There’s something magical about them.”

“He should really get his story straight if he wants people to believe it,” Flynn said. “It doesn’t really matter, anyway. I only had to ask him to stop offering rewards. Now we need to focus on figuring out who cut Ryan’s air supply this morning.”

Lily nodded and they descended into silence. It took ten minutes at a slow pace for them to reach St Martin’s. Following Lowen’s directions, they found the quay easily. It helped that it held a flag advertising the dive school, and the office was also visible at the top of the quay.

“The dive boat’s here,” Flynn remarked, while Lily slowed them and levelled out alongside the concrete jetty. When the boat kissed the quay, Flynn hopped out and tied up.

The sun was still high in the sky as they strolled towards the dive centre, tucked at the top of the quay and overlooking a long sandy bay where the turquoise sea lapped gently against the white sand.

At the side of the squat, white-washed building, the woman from their morning dive hosed off wetsuits and hung them to dry on a rail. Along the wall, dive tanks stood in a neat row.

“Hello, again,” she said, turning the hose off when she noticed them. “I hope your day’s going better than mine.”

Flynn frowned. “Everything okay?”

“Yes. But the site of the shipwreck has been closed to the public. We had a tour group out there about to enter the water when we were told no one else could dive there. They’re demanding a refund.”

“Couldn’t you have taken them to dive elsewhere?” Flynn asked.

“We did, but afterwards they insisted they’d specifically booked a dive of the shipwreck and anything else wasn’t good enough.”

Lily inhaled the scent of neoprene and seaweed, which hung in the air. “Surely they can’t refuse to pay when it wasn’t your fault the dive site was closed. Especially if you moved to another dive site.”

The woman reached for a coat hanger and deposited the wetsuit onto the rack. “You’re assuming all people are reasonable, which is unfortunately not the case.” She sighed heavily. “Things are hard enough without people threatening bad reviews if you don’t give them their money back.”

With a quick shake of her head, she switched her attention to Lily and smiled warmly. “Sorry. Here I am complaining and we haven’t even met properly. I’m Nat.” She offered her hand. “You own the ice cream shop, don’t you? Lily, isn’t it?”

“Yes.” She shook her hand as a door opened at the side of the building.

“I thought you were talking to yourself again,” Harry said, resting a hand at Nat’s back as he came to stand beside her. “Hi, again,” he said, shaking hands with Flynn and then Lily. “If you’ve come to ask me more about what happened this morning, I’d really like to know, too.”

“It’s certainly worrying,” Flynn said flatly.

“The most worrying thing is that while Ryan believes it was me, he won’t consider the possibility that it was someone closer to home.”

“Harry!” Nat hissed. “I told you not to accuse people. You don’t know who it was.”

“Except I was in the water this morning and I can tell you exactly who it wasn’t. And by that process of elimination, I can also tell you who it was.”

Flynn stood straighter. “Care to enlighten me?”

“Kurt. The Australian guy.”

Lily opened her mouth to speak, but Flynn got there first. “What makes you think it was him?”

“I told you, I know who it wasn’t. There’s no way you’d ever convince me it was Kit or Seren. Not just because they’d never do such a thing, but also because they were further out, like us. That only leaves Kurt or Benji. I’ve known Benji since he was a kid. He wouldn’t do something like that. So that leaves Kurt as the main suspect as far as I’m concerned.”

“You didn’t see him do it, though?” Flynn asked.

“No. I didn’t see it happen at all, but as far as I remember Kurt was diving pretty close to Ryan.”

Flynn scribbled in his notebook. “And Benji was with him?”

“I think so.” He paused. “Kurt also used to work for us last summer, so we know him pretty well.”

“You didn’t want to take him on again this summer?” Flynn asked.

“No.” Harry glanced at his wife.

She shrugged. “He’s a decent worker, but there was always something a little off about him. Hard to put my finger on it. He just didn’t match our vibe.”

“He also wasn’t that reliable.” Harry’s gaze was on his wife again. “Do you remember he buggered off to Ibiza with no notice because he’d got a job DJ-ing.” He shook his head. “He likes to jet around doing casual, seasonal work. Diving, or DJ-ing – skiing in the winter. If you ask me, it’s a bit sad – he’s thirty something and he acts like a twenty-year-old.”

Nat snorted a laugh. “Harry might also be a little jealous of his lifestyle.”

“No way,” Harry said. “I can’t think of anything worse than bouncing around the planet the way he does.”

Lily stifled a smile while Flynn remained perfectly poised beside her.

“Thanks for chatting to us,” he said in his businesslike tone. “I’m going to be questioning everyone who was there this morning.”

“Good. I’d feel a lot better if you find out what happened.”

Flynn nodded sagely. “I fully intend to get to the bottom of it.”

ReadRobe.com


Chapter Seventeen




Back at St Mary’s, Lily and Flynn dragged the boat onto Porthcressa Beach and returned the key to Pippa in the cafe before setting off to visit Ryan’s dive centre. Since his boat was moored in the harbour, they were hopeful they’d find him in the dive centre on the Strand, close to the lifeboat station.

The shop was deserted when they walked in. Lily’s gaze went to the pictures on the wall – various underwater shots, including one of a curious seal swimming right at the camera.

“The door was open, so someone must be around,” Flynn said, striding to the desk at the back to press the bell on it.

“I think you’re forgetting where you are,” Lily remarked. “They could definitely just have left the door unlocked and gone out somewhere.”

The door behind the desk opened and Ryan appeared.

“I thought I might run into you again soon,” he said. “Have you been looking into what happened this morning? I think I was a little shocked at the time, but now I think about it, I’d really like to know exactly what happened. I’m wondering if I should make a formal complaint…” He looked questioningly at Flynn.

“I’m already looking into it, but you should come down to the station later and make a statement. We’re keen to find out what happened.”

“I’d be amazed if it was anyone other than Harry.”

Lily stepped beside Flynn. “Are things so bad between you that he’d sabotage your equipment?”

He let out a sigh that released the tension in his shoulders. “Before today, I’d have said no. We don’t get on, but I’d never wish him any harm. I’d have thought he feels the same. But it could only have been him.”

“How well do you know the guys who work for you?” Flynn asked.

His shoulders bunched up again. “I trust Benji completely. He’s worked for me for years. I know his family well. There’s no chance he’d do something like this.”

“And Kurt?” Lily asked. “Harry suggested he could be unreliable.”

“Apparently he worked for Harry last summer,” Flynn added, “but he wouldn’t take him back this year.”

His eyebrows shifted together. “That’s what he’s saying, is it?”

“Isn’t it true?” Flynn asked.

“From the rumours going around, the real reason he didn’t take Kurt on again was because he couldn’t afford to employ anyone. I don’t think it was anything against Kurt. He gave him a written reference when he left at the end of last summer and there was nothing in it to suggest he wouldn’t have him back again.”

“You think he’s having financial problems?” Lily asked.

“That’s what I heard. Him not hiring anyone for the summer seems to confirm it. If it’s true, it would certainly have made Eustace’s offer appealing for him.” He sighed heavily. “Honestly, I wish he had nothing to do with my hose being cut, but I really can’t see who else it could have been.”

“You didn’t say how you feel about Kurt,” Flynn remarked. “You said you trust Benji, but what about Kurt?”

“I don’t have much of an opinion, other than he’s capable and competent.”

“Maybe it was him,” Lily suggested. “I heard he likes to travel around, taking casual jobs. That sounds like the sort of person who’d be keen for some quick cash.”

Ryan shrugged.

“I think it’d be worth questioning him again,” Flynn said.

“It couldn’t have been him,” Ryan said. “Whether I trust him is irrelevant. He was with Benji. If he’d cut my hose, or even been out of Benji’s sight at that time, I’d know about it.”

The front door opened and Benji sauntered in, his lips set in a small smile under the shade of his cap.

“The boat’s ready for this afternoon’s trip,” he said, dropping his backpack onto the window seat. His eyes flashed with surprise when he registered Lily and Flynn. “Oh, hi. Everything okay?”

“They were just asking a few more questions about this morning,” Ryan said. “Where’s Kurt?”

“He had a headache. Said he was going to go home and lie down for a bit.”

Ryan’s eyebrows rose. “Maybe he’s not so reliable after all. Not that it matters since I’ve cancelled this afternoon’s dive.”

“Really?” Benji rocked on the balls of his feet. “Because we can’t dive the shipwreck?”

“No, because my equipment failed this morning and I need to go through that boat and all the equipment to make sure everything is safe for use.”

Lily tilted her head. “You insisted someone cut the hose,” she pointed out, confused that he was referring to it as equipment failure.

“I think they did,” he said, leaning against the counter. “But until I know for sure what happened, I won’t be taking any chances.” His eyes darted to Flynn. “Which reminds me – could I get a police report for my insurance?”

Flynn’s eyebrows drew together. “You can, but I don’t see why they’d need one. They should pay up for the damaged equipment without any fuss.”

“It’s not just the equipment.” His gaze dropped to the floor. “If I have to shut up shop for a few days, I’ll need to make a claim for loss of income.”

“A few days?” Benji asked, surprise written all over his features. “I’ve already checked over the rest of the equipment. It’s all fine.”

Ryan folded his arms across his chest. “There’s also the potential that someone is sabotaging dive equipment. Until we know for sure what happened, I won’t feel comfortable taking dive groups out.”

“So, you’re going to close indefinitely?” Lily asked.

“I don’t know how long I’ll close for. All I’m saying is that it currently doesn’t feel safe to dive and I won’t put lives at risk. Can I get a police report or not?”

Slowly, Flynn nodded. “I can’t see that being a problem.” He turned to Benji. “I just want to check something. On the dive this morning, was Kurt with you the entire time?”

“Yeah.” Benji nodded rapidly.

“There’s no way he moved away from you for a while?”

“No.” Pulling his cap from his head, he dragged his fingers through his mussed-up hair. “He was beside me all the time.”

“What happened when you saw us head for the surface?” Lily asked.

“I was a bit confused. But I saw you reach the surface, and it seemed as though everything was okay. We’d been about to go back to the boat, anyway. Our tanks were getting low.”

“Was there a reason you didn’t come straight up to the surface to check everything was okay with us?” Lily hadn’t thought much about them surfacing near the boat, but suddenly it felt odd.

“I didn’t know Ryan’s hose had been cut, otherwise we’d have followed you.” He twisted his lips. “To be honest, I was focused on looking for any artefacts, so we stuck to the seabed, then surfaced near the boat. It really didn’t occur to me there was a problem. I watched you surface and everything seemed calm.”

Lily nodded. That was true – there’d been no visible signs of panic.

“Thanks for talking to us,” Flynn said, looking between the two men. “I’m going to keep looking into it. I’ll let you know if I find anything.”

They started for the door and Lily smiled at Benji. “Don’t forget to tell me if you find you have any good photos.”

His lips twitched, but he looked completely blank. “From today?”

“Yeah or from your USB stick,” she reminded him. “You said you were going to see if you could sharpen up the photos of the wreck.”

“Oh.” Benji opened and closed his mouth a few times. “Yeah. I forgot about that. I was going to see if I could clean them up.”

“I didn’t know you were good at that sort of stuff,” Ryan said. “You could have a try with mine as well.”

“Yeah. I could give it a go.” He shifted his weight and pointed at the back room. “I’m going to grab a coffee.” He gave a quick wave and scuttled away.
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Chapter Eighteen




Flynn waited until they were well away from the dive shop before glancing at Lily. “What did you make of that?”

She took a moment before replying. “I got weird vibes from Ryan. If Harry cut the hose he’s a good actor, because I believed everything he said. I don’t know if I’d say the same for Ryan.”

“But if Harry really is having financial difficulties, it gives him motive.”

“Having a motive doesn’t mean he did it.”

“The financial thing is probably true, though. Nat hinted at it when she was talking about the group threatening not to pay.”

“Yeah.” Lily slowed her pace, glancing out at the water, which sparkled madly under the bright sunshine. The serious set of her features told him she was deep in thought as she puzzled through it all. For Flynn, who was more used to talking things through, it made him impatient.

“Did Benji seem twitchy to you?” he finally asked.

“Maybe, but I wonder if that’s just his personality.”

“What was that about the USB stick?”

“On the boat this morning, I saw Kurt with a USB stick. Benji took it from him. He said it had photos of the wreck. It seemed odd, though I’m not sure why.” Her head whipped to Flynn, and she stopped in the middle of the pavement. “Did you see them surface this morning?”

“Kurt and Benji?”

“Yes. They surfaced by the boat, right?”

“Yeah.” He frowned.

“So you’d have seen if they had any artefacts from the shipwreck?”

“Umm…” He opened and closed his mouth. “I didn’t notice anything.” He hadn’t paid much attention. “I was worried about you and Ryan, since you looked a little stressed. I was probably mostly focused on you.”

“You know what else bothers me?” Lily said in a rush.

“What?”

“Ryan was extremely calm for someone who had his air hose cut.”

“He’s a dive instructor. I’d imagine he’s trained to stay calm in these situations.”

“Yes, but he said that had never happened to him before. Being trained to stay calm and actually being able to when you’re underwater and suddenly can’t breathe is something else entirely.” Her brow furrowed. “It was a little eerie how relaxed he was. And he just took my octo as though it was instinct… except maybe it wasn’t instinct, but a carefully thought-out plan.” She seemed to talk to herself rather than to him.

He shifted in front of her to ensure he had her attention. “But he didn’t know you were going to be there with him.”

“True,” she said crestfallen. “But he’d know someone would be with him. No one dives alone.”

“Why would he go to the bother of ruining his equipment? If he had his hands on something from the wreck, why not just keep hold of it?”

“I don’t know.” She pouted. “Is it weird that he wants to claim loss of earnings from his insurance?”

Flynn puffed out a breath. “I’m not sure. On the one hand, something did feel a little off about it, but it also seemed like a sensible move.”

“He’s putting safety before profit,” Lily mused.

“It would also be a pretty pathetic insurance scam. Because he genuinely will lose money. Essentially, all he’ll gain is a bit of paid holiday time. And given the way insurance companies work, it would hardly be worth the hassle of the paperwork.”

“What if Ryan sabotaged his own equipment to cause a distraction, and he had the artefact on him the whole time – like Harry initially suggested.”

“We’ve got a lot of ‘what ifs’,” Flynn pointed out. “And nothing concrete whatsoever.”

“What are we going to do next?” Lily asked.

“I should probably check in at the station. I wouldn’t mind tracking Kurt down later.”

“That’s a good idea,” she said. “Maybe I should check on Jessica and the shop.”

“Or visit Maria,” Flynn suggested gently. “If you want to.”

“I might just do that.” Her words took him by surprise since he’d been fully expecting her to make an excuse to put it off.

They continued on together and had only gone a few metres when Flynn’s phone rang. He half expected it to be Gina again, except she’d sent a follow-up message almost as soon as she’d called earlier, saying it was nothing important but would love to chat with him soon. An email had since come through from her as well, but he couldn’t even bring himself to look at it, knowing it probably wouldn’t be anything light-hearted. If she and his dad were having marital problems, he really didn’t want to get involved.

Thankfully, it was a work call.

“It’s the sergeant,” he told Lily before he spoke into the phone. “I’m just on the way back in.”

“Great. That’s perfect timing I have someone here from the British Museum asking questions about the Tremayne family. I’m assuming you’ve spoken to Eustace?”

“Yes, I have.”

“Good, you can have a chat with this guy, then. Have you found anything out about the diving incident this morning?”

“Nothing concrete.” His stomach tightened at the thought of the superintendent being at the station. Flynn’s findings so far were unlikely to impress him. “Is the superintendent still around?”

“No, he went out to the dive site with PC Hill and a bunch of historians and marine archaeologists.”

Flynn released a sigh. “I’ll be with you in a few.” He ended the call and turned to Lily. “Apparently there’s someone from the British Museum waiting to speak to me about the Tremayne family.”

“Wow. Really?”

“Yes. You look pretty excited about that.”

“I am. Make sure you call after and tell me about it. He’ll be able to shed some light on which parts of Eustace’s stories are true. I’ll bet it’s fascinating.”

“Come with me if you want.”

“Won’t Sergeant Proctor mind?”

“I doubt it.”

She glanced at her watch, then checked her phone. “I suppose Jessica would have messaged if there were any problems. And my conversation with Maria can wait another hour.”

A couple of minutes later, they approached the station to find the sergeant standing in the open doorway.

“This is a surprise,” he said to Lily, voice dripping with sarcasm.

She rolled her eyes but smiled warmly at him.

“Have a quick chat with the guy from the museum before he goes to check into his hotel,” Sergeant Proctor said to Flynn. “You can fill me in on everything else later.”

“You don’t mind if Lily sits in with us, do you? She’s taken a sudden interest in local history.”

“Fine by me,” he said, stepping aside. “He’s in my office.”

The office door was wide open and the tall, wiry-haired man was talking loudly on the phone while he paced the room. At the sight of Flynn, he finished his call and extended his hand.

“Morris Hunter,” he said, pumping Flynn’s hand. “Curator from the British Museum.”

“Good to meet you,” Flynn said, introducing himself and then Lily – saying she was a resident with an interest in the recent finding. Not that the guy seemed to care about the extra person.

“I believe you’ve been chatting to the descendant of the Isles Fortune’s captain?” he said eagerly.

“We were chatting to him this morning,” Flynn said, gesturing to the chairs and taking a seat.

“He’s an elderly man, I believe?” Morris said. “Is he compos mentis?”

“He’s ninety-seven,” Flynn said. “But he seems very fit for his age.” Whether he was mentally competent, he wouldn’t like to say.

“And do I have it right that he’s the grandson of Captain William Tremayne?”

“That’s what he told me,” Flynn said, again not wanting to claim anything as a definite.

Morris pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose. “I have to say if it really is the Fortune which has been found, then things might be about to get very exciting. Finally, we might get some answers.”

“Answers to what?” Lily asked, leaning forward and resting with her elbows on her knees.

“I suppose, first and foremost, we’d like to know about the ship’s cargo.”

“Whether it was carrying gold?” Lily asked.

“Precisely. Then there’s the question of whether the sinking was an accident.”

Flynn’s eyebrows shot up. “Why would anyone think otherwise?”

“There’s been suggestions it was insurance fraud,” he said excitedly. “The underwriters suspected so at the time, but there was no evidence.”

“And you think there’s evidence at the bottom of the sea?” Lily asked.

“If the ship was carrying gold when it sank, that would be a fantastic find, but I’d be almost as interested to find any log books uncovered.”

“From the shipwreck?” Flynn asked. “The one on the sea floor, which has been underwater for more than a century?”

Grinning, the man wagged a finger. “I know what you’re thinking… that such documents wouldn’t survive underwater, but you’d be surprised what we’ve found in relatively well-preserved states.”

Lily exchanged a puzzled look with Flynn. “How?”

“Paperwork was often protected in oilskin cloths and steel chests. Certainly, we wouldn’t expect to find anything perfectly preserved, but it’s entirely possible that we find enough clues to piece together what happened. Did Mr Tremayne tell you anything about the circumstances of the shipwreck?”

“He said it went down in a storm,” Flynn said.

Lily wrinkled her nose. “He says his grandfather was smuggling gold from South Africa, but surely he wouldn’t have made an insurance claim for smuggled gold?”

“No. Absolutely not. The insurance claim is for silk, and for the ship itself.” He steepled his fingers under his chin. “The insurance company asked a few questions at the time. Funnily enough, the lack of a log book was suspicious. Usually, it’s something which the captain and his crew would be keen to save. Them not saving it raised questions. Though, they argued that in the chaos of the storm, they didn’t have a chance.” He paused for a moment. “Sergeant Proctor mentioned that Mr Tremayne is keen to get his hands on any gold recovered from the wreck…”

Flynn and Lily nodded in unison.

“Does it seem he wants any other artefacts or only the gold?”

“Both, as far as I’m aware, but he was offering a higher reward for the gold.”

Morris rubbed his palms together. “It’s certainly interesting.”

“Is it?” Flynn asked.

Morris had a twinkle in his eyes. “Technically, if evidence of insurance fraud comes to light, the descendants could be called to pay the money back.”

Lily’s eyes bulged. “Even though it’s a hundred and something years later.”

“If the insurance company is still in existence, it’s a possibility,” Morris said. “Though I can’t imagine it. If Mr Tremayne was worried about that, he’d be keen to get his hands on the logbook too. Or maybe he’s not asking about it because he knows it’s not down there. He might have it at home! Maybe the logbook was never lost, only hidden by the captain.”

Flynn rubbed at his forehead. “My primary concern is that Mr Tremayne has been offering cash rewards when he shouldn’t be. His reasons aren’t overly interesting to me.”

“I think it’s fascinating,” Lily said, tilting her head. “What happens if gold is found down there?”

“Then we’d have an exciting new exhibit for the museum.”

“The British Museum?” Lily asked.

Fairly sure he knew where her thoughts were, Flynn inwardly grimaced.

“Yes,” Morris said.

“But if there is gold, it was stolen from South Africa,” Lily said. “You wouldn’t ask if they wanted it back?”

Morris grunted and shifted in his seat. “If it’s found in British waters it would more than likely be kept in the British Museum.”

“Hmm.” Lily’s eyes sparkled with delight. “How many items in the British Museum are technically stolen goods?”

Flynn managed to keep his amusement hidden while Morris continued to squirm in his seat. “I’d argue the artefacts belong to humanity as a whole rather than to any specific country. And they are displayed in a museum for everyone to visit.”

“I see,” Lily said brightly.

Morris stood. “My accommodation should be ready for check in. I won’t take up any more of your time.”

“It was good to talk to you,” Flynn said. “Eustace Tremayne expressed that he’d be more than willing to speak with anyone who was interested in his family history.”

At the change in subject, Morris’s demeanour relaxed again. “I’d be very interested in speaking with him.”

Flynn wrote down Eustace’s details and explained that he doesn’t go out much so any meetings would probably involve a trip to Bryher.

Then he walked him back to the front desk and wished him a pleasant stay.

“I should go too,” Lily said. “That was a fun day.”

“Except I’m no closer to figuring out who cut Ryan’s hose,” Flynn said grumpily. “What should I do next?”

“I’m not sure.”

“That’s not helpful. The superintendent will probably be here later asking about my findings.” He looked at Lily impatiently. “What would you do next?”

“I think I’d question Kurt.”

He nodded. That sounded like a solid plan.

“Are you going to speak to Maria?” he asked Lily, at the front of the police station.

She looked around, unsure of herself.

“I’m not trying to pressure you into it,” he said quickly. “If you don’t want to speak to her, then don’t.”

“I want to know. I’m just concerned I won’t like the answers.” Heaving in a deep breath, she gave a decisive nod. “I’ll go over there now.”

“Let me know how it goes,” he said and flashed her a reassuring smile before she ambled away.
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Chapter Nineteen




Despite calling Jessica for reassurance that she wasn’t needed back at the shop, Lily still felt uneasy about staying away for longer. The ice cream shop felt like her baby and she got separation anxiety easily.

Maybe it was also because she was nervous about what the visit with Maria would bring, but she felt decidedly edgy as she made the short walk to Glynis’s house.

Leaving Flynn to investigate alone wasn’t easy, either. Not because she thought he wasn’t up to the task, but because she enjoyed the challenge of unravelling these things. It seemed she’d developed some sort of compulsive need to investigate and struggled to switch off until she figured things out.

She also worried about Flynn and his compulsive need to solve this particular mystery. Clearly, he was feeling under pressure with the superintendent around. It annoyed her that he felt the need to prove himself. He was an excellent police officer and if the superintendent couldn’t see that, it was his problem.

Or it should be. The thought that he had the power to get Flynn a permanent position on the Scillies gave Lily a spark of hope that she’d rather not acknowledge.

Arriving at the cottage with its cheerful front garden bursting with brightly coloured flowers, Lily took a hearty inhale before knocking.

A moment later, Glynis opened the door and Lily tried to decide if it would be a relief if Maria wasn’t at home. Did she really want to have this conversation?

“Hello, love,” Glynis said, opening the door wider. “This is a nice surprise.”

“Is it?” Lily lifted a lone eyebrow as she stepped inside. “A surprise, I mean?”

“Maybe not that surprising,” she admitted, patting Lily on the arm. “I’ve made fresh lemonade this afternoon. Can I tempt you to a glass?”

“I’d love one,” Lily said, following her into the kitchen.

Through the back window, she spotted Maria kneeling by a flowerbed.

“She’s made the garden lovely,” Glynis said, following Lily’s gaze. “I help a little, but Maria has green fingers. Doesn’t it look gorgeous?”

“It does.” A small cast iron table and chairs sat in the shade of an umbrella, and the distinct tall purple flowers which seemed to thrive on the Scillies shot up at one side of the patio.

“What are the purple ones called again?” Lily asked.

“Agapanthus. Beautiful, aren’t they? I love how they look so delicate with their long, exposed stalk, but they’re actually very hardy.”

“They’re stunning,” Lily said.

“I’m assuming you’re not here to see me,” Glynis said.

Lily took a chilled glass of lemonade from her. “It’s always good to see you.”

“But you want to speak to Maria?”

Lily nodded. “If she’ll talk to me.”

“Why don’t you take her a glass out and see if you can coax her into taking a break? Maybe she’ll be ready to chat. After her trip to Bristol, she seems much more relaxed.”

“I’ll give it a go,” Lily said, grateful to Glynis for giving her space to talk to Maria alone.

From the patio, Lily pondered the best approach to the conversation while Maria continued pulling up weeds, oblivious to her presence.

“Hi,” Lily said eventually, realising she could spend all day and still have no clue what she should say.

Maria sat back on her heels and wiped the back of her hand across her forehead.

“Hi,” she said, not a hint of surprise in her features. “How are you?”

“Fine.” The ease of the greeting surprised Lily. Previously, Maria had always seemed on edge around her. Maybe Glynis was right about her being more relaxed after her trip to Bristol.

“Glynis thought you might be ready for some refreshment,” Lily said, raising the glass.

Standing, Maria walked over to her. After a long sip of lemonade, she glanced in the kitchen window. “Where is Glynis?”

“She said she’d be out in a minute,” Lily lied.

“It’s warm today.” Maria pulled at her T-shirt, which clung to her midriff.

“Yeah.” Lily followed Maria’s lead and took a seat.

“I thought you’d probably show up again,” Maria said after a moment of quietly listening to birdsong.

“Really?”

She nodded. “You’re like a dog with a bone, aren’t you?”

“I have questions,” Lily said. “And I think you might be the only person who can help me with the answers.”

“I already told you I can’t help you.” She had said that – but the other times they’d spoken she’d seemed guarded and anxious. Now, there was something different about her.

“Did you enjoy your trip?” Lily asked.

“Yes. I tied up some loose ends.”

Lily hesitated, giving her space to say more, but she kept quiet.

“I started remembering things from my childhood,” Lily said eventually.

Maria nodded slowly, but if she was curious, she didn’t show it.

A subtle approach to her questions would probably be best, but all Lily’s brain would conjure was the one blunt question that she most wanted an answer to.

“Did you have an affair with my dad?” she asked shakily.

She squeezed her eyes closed. The question was out now and she couldn’t take it back.

Suddenly, she was positive she didn’t want to know the answer.

“No,” Maria said softly. “I didn’t.”

Lily snapped her eyes open, searching Maria’s face. There was no sign that she was lying. All the other times, Lily had felt certain she’d known when Maria had lied to her.

“I remember being on Porthcressa Beach,” Lily said. “I was young. Maybe four or five. I was with my dad, and I think we were staying with you above the shop. My memories are hazy, but I remember sitting at the table having dinner, and I remember I slept on the couch. I was with my dad, and I remember this feeling that something wasn’t right. I think Dad had told me to keep our visit a secret. I wasn’t supposed to tell anyone we were there.”

Maria shook her head. “You’re remembering wrong. Sometimes the mind can play tricks.”

“The memories feel so real. I was on the beach, flying a kite and my dad was sitting next to me. I’m not sure he was paying much attention. It was windy and I remember being scared that I might fly away with the kite.”

“It was windy,” Maria said. “But there was no way he wasn’t paying attention. Sometimes I think the only thing he ever really cared about was your safety. I told him the same once or twice during arguments.”

Lily’s heart rate increased. “So it’s true. I was here with my dad. You were having an affair with him?”

“No. I told you, you’re remembering wrong.” She looked at Lily intently. “It wasn’t your dad.”
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Chapter Twenty




As it all clicked into place in Lily’s head, it seemed suddenly obvious. She didn’t have any strong memories of her dad. The only father figure she remembered was her uncle.

“It was Uncle Derek?”

“Yes.”

“He brought me here after my parents died? That’s why I was sad?”

“Yes.” Maria’s lower lip twitched. “You missed your parents so much. It was heartbreaking.”

“How did you know Uncle Derek?” Lily asked in a rush. “You must have known my parents too?”

She shook her head. “I met your parents. They brought you here for a holiday on a recommendation from Derek. The three of you came into the shop for an ice cream and I showed you around. I sat and chatted with your parents for a while, but that was the only time I met them.”

“How did you know Uncle Derek?”

Maria smiled gently. “We went way back.”

“Tell me,” Lily asked, her voice tinged with desperation. “Please.”

“I met him when I was twenty at a bar in Madrid. He was spending a year there, learning Spanish. I was travelling with friends. Except I didn’t continue with my friends. Derek wanted to show me all his favourite places in Madrid, so I told my friends I’d catch up with them in a few days. I didn’t though. I stayed with Derek in his tiny flat until it was time for me to go back for my final year at university.”

“And he stayed on in Madrid?”

“Yes.” She sighed. “We kept in touch. Our paths crossed every now and again over the following years, but our timing was always a little off. He’d get a great job offer somewhere far from where I was, or the other way around. I adored him, but I also got sick of pining for him quickly. We agreed we’d just be friends.”

Her eyes brightened. “I could go for years without hearing from him and then I’d get an email with a picture or an anecdote of something that had reminded him of me. We’d reignite our connection for a while, but inevitably we’d drift apart again.”

“That sounds horrible,” Lily said.

“It was pretty heart-wrenching,” she agreed lightly. “When I moved to Scilly, he thought it was hilarious that I was opening an ice cream shop. I suspect he wondered if I was joking. He turned up about six months after I’d arrived here. As usual, he only had a few days, and as always, the time with him was bittersweet. Apparently, he went and raved about the Scillies to his brother, and they booked a holiday here. That was when I met you for the first time. Only for an hour, but you were a little ray of sunshine.”

“And my parents?” Lily asked. “Were they happy?”

“Seemed to be. They loved Scilly. Said it was the perfect place to holiday with a child.”

“But did they seem happy together? Were they happily married?”

“I only met them for an hour,” Maria said, brow wrinkled.

Lily nodded. “I always imagined us being a happy family, but in the last few weeks I was convinced my dad was having an affair and the photo I have of us at the ice cream shop is a lie.”

“As far as I’m aware, no one was having an affair. They seemed happy to me.”

Relief brought tears to her eyes, but she blinked them away. “What happened after that? Did you stay in touch with Derek more regularly?”

“The next time I saw him was when he turned up with you and he told me what had happened to your parents. It was probably a month after they’d died. You and Derek were both so broken.”

Lily swallowed hard. “We stayed with you in the flat?”

“Yes. Just for a few days. It was school holidays and I think the lack of routine was a struggle for you both. While he was here, he got an email to say he’d got a job he’d applied for in Italy. He took you back to Truro to pack everything up. He thought a fresh start would be good for you.”

Lily frowned. “Did you see him again?”

“A few weeks later, right at the end of the school holidays, he brought you back. He asked me to go with him to Italy. I think your parents’ death put things into perspective for him. He said he wanted us to be together. He wanted the three of us to be a family.”

“You didn’t want that?” Lily asked.

“I didn’t know what I wanted. But I was finally feeling settled. I loved running the ice cream shop, and then he turned up, asking me to give it up for something unknown. I didn’t know what I’d do in Italy. I wouldn’t be able to speak the language, so getting a job wouldn’t be easy. And part of me was worried that Derek was asking because he wanted someone to help with you. It’ll sound awful, but deciding whether to take on a grieving child wasn’t a simple decision.”

Lily tried not to wonder how her life would have been if Maria had made a different choice. Having a mother figure would have made an enormous difference. Uncle Derek would probably have been different too if he’d had someone else in his life.

“It was always just me and him,” Lily murmured. “And I’m not sure that was a good thing. Sorry,” she added quickly. “I’m not trying to make you feel guilty. I think I had a pretty good childhood, but he was overprotective. He worried a lot.”

“I saw that,” Maria said wistfully. “It was part of what made me hesitate to go with him.”

Lily gave an encouraging nod, willing her to go on. Now that she was finally getting some answers, she wanted every bit of information she could get.

“He was different after your parents died. Which makes sense. He was grieving for his brother and his sister-in-law, and he was suddenly guardian to a five-year-old. He’d always been so carefree, and then he had all this responsibility. It seemed as though he poured all his energy into you. Which was admirable, but suddenly he saw danger in everything. He was in a constant state of panic about something happening to you. When you were staying with me…”

She trailed off and looked as though she’d lost her train of thought for a moment. “I remember one morning – Derek was in the shower and you were at the window watching the sandpipers hop along the beach. You asked if we could go down and look at them. It was practically the only time you asked me for anything. You were so subdued, you barely spoke, so of course I told you we could go down to the beach. Ten minutes later, Derek came down and screamed at me for letting you walk on the beach without holding your hand.”

“On Porthcressa Beach?” Lily said, lifting an eyebrow. “What did he think was going to happen?”

“Who knows,” Maria said with a shrug. “He wasn’t himself. But it occurred to me that perhaps I didn’t know him as well as I thought. All the time we’d spent together had been so intense. It had only ever been a weekend here and there. The few weeks we’d spent in Madrid were the most we’d ever spent together, and we’d both been so young. Moving to Italy with him felt like such a huge leap.”

“So you said no?”

“I told him I needed to think about it. I couldn’t just walk away from the ice cream shop, anyway. So I suggested the two of you go ahead and I’d come later, maybe for a few visits before we made any long-term decisions.” Her shoulders rose as she inhaled. “He didn’t like that idea. Said it would be confusing for you and that you needed stability.”

“That’s a little ironic, given the way things played out.”

Maria looked at her questioningly.

“We never stayed in one place for very long,” Lily explained. “We always moved on after a couple of years, so I’m not sure it was the most stable of childhoods.”

“I’m sure he did his best,” Maria said. “All he wanted was for you to be safe and happy.”

“I know,” Lily said, her chest tightening at the thought of her uncle. He might not have always got it right, but she never doubted he’d always wanted the best for her.

“I didn’t hear from him again for years after that. I sent emails every now and again, but he didn’t reply.”

“When did you leave Scilly?” Lily asked.

“A month or so after he took you to Italy. I didn’t intend to leave for good, but I knew I’d go crazy here over the winter. With nothing to do, I knew I wouldn’t be able to stop thinking about Derek, and wondering how you and he were getting on. So I went back to Bristol for the winter, and then I couldn’t face coming back. I don’t really know why. I think I was worried the memories of having Derek and you there with me would haunt me.”

“What about the fire?” Lily asked.

Her eyebrows rose. “What fire?”

“The one at the shop. It wasn’t long after my parents died in a fire. That’s a weird coincidence, isn’t it?”

“Yes, I suppose it was. The fire at the shop wasn’t a big deal, though. The smoke alarms went off and it was put out before it could do much damage.”

“Was that part of why you left?”

“Not really. There was only superficial damage and only in the shop itself. A fresh coat of paint and some new furnishings and it was all good again.”

“Was that after Uncle Derek and I had left?”

“Yes, must have been.”

“Why didn’t you tell me any of this before?” Lily asked. “Why were you so guarded?”

“Guilt, I suppose.”

“Over what?”

“That I didn’t go with you. Back then, I worried Derek wasn’t fit to look after you, but I did nothing about it. I could have gone for your sake. Made sure you were okay.”

“I wasn’t your responsibility,” Lily said. “You hardly knew me.”

“I knew you were a sad little girl desperate for a mother. You looked at me sometimes with your big sad eyes. You wouldn’t speak, but I’d swear you were begging me to help you.”

“No one would expect you to turn your life upside down for a kid you barely knew. And it sounds as though Uncle Derek wasn’t being very reasonable.”

“Even so, I wondered about you from time to time.”

“You don’t need to feel guilty,” Lily said. “I was okay. My childhood was unusual, but it wasn’t awful. I think I turned out okay.”

“I think you did too,” Maria said, a smile lifting her lips. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you everything from the start.”

“Is that why you gave me the lease for the ice cream shop?”

She nodded. “I was in touch with Derek again, years later. When you moved back to the UK. He emailed and told me all about you. We spoke on the phone a few times. He talked about how amazing you were.”

“Sounds like him. He liked to brag about me to anyone who’d listen.” As a wave of nostalgia washed over her, Lily felt suddenly exhausted.

They descended into silence and Lily felt torn between asking more questions and quitting while she was ahead. After getting far more out of Maria than she’d expected, she was conscious of pushing her too far and making her clam up again.

She definitely had more questions, though.

“Everything okay out here?” Glynis called, stepping out into the sunny garden. “Do you need more drinks? Or maybe a bite to eat?”

“No, thank you.” That seemed like Lily’s cue to leave things alone for now. “I should get back to the shop. I don’t like to leave Jessica for too long. Thank you for talking to me,” she said quietly to Maria.

“You’re welcome.” Maria put a hand on Lily’s arm when she went to pass her, stopping her in her tracks. She opened her mouth but didn’t speak. Her jaw worked as though she were trying to find the right words.

“I know you don’t want to be involved with the ice cream shop,” Lily said, filling the silence for her. “But if you’d ever like to visit, I’d love to see you.” She pressed her lips together. “It feels good to talk to someone who knew Uncle Derek. It sort of feels as though I’m still connected to him.”

Looking as though she was struggling with her emotions, Maria nodded. “I’d like to visit sometime,” she whispered. “I should probably sample the ice cream. See if it’s up to scratch.”

Smiling, Lily said goodbye to both women and left with her thoughts spinning. Calling Flynn didn’t even feel like a conscious decision. One minute she was wandering along the road, the next she had her phone to her ear.

“Did you speak to her?” he asked immediately.

“Yes.” She launched straight into telling him all about it, and was back at the promenade by the time she’d filled him in.

“So you finally got your answers,” he said. “That’s good, isn’t it?”

“Yes.” She wandered down to the beach. “I think so.”

“It must be a relief that she wasn’t having an affair with your dad. Sad how things turned out for her and your uncle though.”

“Yeah.”

“What are you thinking?” Flynn asked.

“I think she didn’t tell me everything.” She pressed her lips together when she realised what she’d said.

“Why?”

She opened her mouth, then clamped it shut, not sure how to explain. Or mostly if she should explain. She could trust Flynn, though. If there was anyone in the world she could tell everything to, it was him.

“Lily?” he prompted when she remained silent for too long.

“Sorry.” She set off up the beach, all thoughts of spilling her guts dissolving in an instant. “I don’t know what I’m thinking. I probably need some time for it all to sink in.”

“That makes sense.”

As a thought occurred to her, Lily stopped dead. “She didn’t ask how he died.”

“Excuse me?”

“Maria didn’t ask how Uncle Derek died. Or when. Why wouldn’t she ask that?”

“Had you mentioned it before?”

“Maybe.” She squeezed her eyes shut. “I might have mentioned my uncle dying but I’ve never given her any details. You’d think she’d be interested in that, wouldn’t you?”

“I suppose.”

“The only reason she wouldn’t ask is if she already knew… but how could she have known? She said she was in touch with him after we moved back to the UK, but she’d have to know someone he knew to find out he was dead.” She paused, her mind whirring. “That’s weird, isn’t it?”

“A little. Maybe. I don’t know.”

Lily growled in frustration as she crossed the promenade.

“What are you doing this evening?” Flynn asked.

“Making ice cream.” Just the thought of it calmed her. While she mixed ingredients, she could chew over the events of the day and hopefully get things straight in her mind. “How did it go with Kurt, by the way? Did you track him down?”

“No. He wasn’t answering his door. Even though his landlady was convinced he was at home.”

“Weird.”

“Yeah. I’ll try again tomorrow.”
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Chapter Twenty-One




It had been a long-standing joke that it was Lily who set a faster pace for their morning runs. At any hint of tiredness from Flynn, she’d tease him mercilessly about his inability to keep up.

This morning it was Lily who struggled to keep pace, and she wondered whether he’d been holding back on her for all these months. She prided herself on her fitness, but maybe he’d been humouring her the entire time. Now, after only a mile, her lungs burned and her muscles complained.

When she slowed and then stopped, it took Flynn a while to notice.

Finally, he looked back for her and she walked to catch up while he waited further along the path.

“You okay?” he called out.

“You were sprinting,” she told him, irritation rife in her voice.

“Was I?” The exaggerated rise and fall of his chest told her he was at least working hard to go so fast. Also, the way he glanced at his surroundings indicated his mind had been somewhere else entirely.

Lily had run like that a lot after her uncle had died – barely even noticing she was running until her body put up resistance and forced her to stop.

“Sorry,” Flynn said.

She walked beside him on the path, taking in the glorious white beach to their right and the vibrant turquoise water.

“What were you thinking about?” she asked. “Is it the diving incident still?”

“I felt completely incompetent yesterday when the superintendent asked what I’d found and what I’d done all day.”

“Why? You did your job.”

“But I didn’t find anything. And he thought it was ridiculous that I couldn’t track Kurt down.”

“You tracked him down,” Lily insisted. “It’s not your fault that he was ill in bed and not answering his phone or the door.”

“The superintendent seemed to think it was entirely my fault.”

“So it’s the issue with the superintendent that’s really bothering you?”

Flynn puffed his cheeks out. “It’s not fair,” he said, a bite to his words. “How the heck am I supposed to impress him in a place where there isn’t any proper policing to do? I spent a while loitering outside the pub last night, hoping someone might get drunk and create a scene. A bar fight is what I need.”

“You’ll figure out who cut Ryan’s hose, and that will impress him.”

Shaking his head, he walked faster. “Detective work isn’t even something I usually do. I’m not good at it and it’s not what excites me. I like being called to actual emergencies which require immediate action. But you’re right that I need to figure it out if I stand any chance of getting him on my side. I just don’t know how I’m supposed to get to the bottom of it.”

“It was weird that Kurt suddenly came down with a headache yesterday,” Lily mused, choosing to ignore Flynn’s bad mood and try to help him with the case instead.

“Do you think it was a lie?”

“Yes. I suspect he’s hiding something.”

“How do I find out what?”

“Track him down and question him. I find most of my investigative work is just asking questions until you ask the right person the right question.”

Flynn’s phone buzzed and he eased it from the pouch on his bicep. He sighed before he answered it, muttering about not being on duty.

“Hi, Sarge,” he said into the phone.

Lily leaned close to hear Sergeant Proctor’s words.

“I thought you’d want to know that Eustace Tremayne is at the harbour, attempting to bribe officials to bring him any gold they find.”

Flynn groaned in response.

“I was about to go down there, but given that you already dealt with him yesterday, I thought you might want to be the one to speak to him.”

“Yes,” Flynn said. “Thanks. I’ll get down there ASAP.”

“Good.” The sergeant hesitated. “Flynn…”

“Yeah, I know,” Flynn snapped. “I’ll make sure he gets the message this time.”

His eyes blazed with anger as he ended the call. “Lovely. Now the superintendent will think I’m not even capable of delivering a message to an old man. I have to hurry.” He was already running again when he shouted over his shoulder that he’d speak to her later.

Lily felt a pang of sympathy. The superintendent had really got into his head.
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Towering stacks of grey clouds were gathering at the horizon when Flynn marched down to the harbour. Powerful gusts whipped sea spray into his face as he squinted along the quiet harbour wall. The marine experts must already have left for the wreck site. It took a few minutes for him to spot the elderly man sitting on a bench. He released a relieved breath that he didn’t have to go all the way to Bryher to find him.

“Hello!” Eustace said as Flynn strode up to him. He pointed to the horizon with an indecipherable smile on his face. “Storm clouds.”

Ignoring the statement, Flynn sat beside him. “I told you yesterday that you can’t offer people money for anything found at the shipwreck.”

“I remember. I’m old, not senile.”

“So what made you come down here this morning and make the same offer to the experts heading out there?”

Eustace exhaled heavily. “I’m sorry. I need to get my hands on that gold. It’s very important to me.”

“I’m not sure I was clear yesterday, but failing to hand over artefacts from a shipwreck is a criminal offence. As is selling them.”

“I never intended to keep anything.”

“Maybe not, but it would be an offence for someone to sell it to you.”

“I don’t see it as buying artefacts. I’m merely giving a reward for it.”

“Legally, I think you’d struggle to prove that distinction.”

“I just don’t see the harm in it,” Eustace said.

“For a start, there was an incident yesterday. A diver found something and then had his air hose cut. It could have been very serious. And all because you’ve given people the idea they can make some quick money.”

“The air hose was cut?” Eustace’s eyes narrowed, the already wrinkled skin around them, crinkling even more. “By who?”

“Nobody saw.”

“Goodness,” Eustace said, his low voice filled with wonder. “He was right.”

“Who was right? About what?”

“Grandfather. I always believed him, of course, but…” His eyes snapped to Flynn. “What was found at the wreck? Gold?”

“Some sort of metal box. We’re not sure.”

“It wasn’t recovered?”

“Not yet.” He paused, wondering what had become of it. “At least not that we know of.”

“Was anyone hurt?”

“No. Thankfully it was an experienced diver, and they knew what to do. But it could have ended badly. So you can see the problems it causes – you offering rewards.”

“It’s the curse,” he muttered.

“Excuse me?”

“The gold is cursed.” Eustace shook his head. “That’s why I wanted it. Grandfather told me I needed to make sure it always stayed where it is.”

With great effort, Flynn refrained from rolling his eyes. “I don’t quite follow.”

“I was never going to hand the gold in. If it was found, I was going to throw it back into the sea, where it belongs.”

“And yet you were offering an incentive for people to find it?” Flynn said, trying to take the conversation seriously.

“Someone’s going to find it. When they do, I need them to bring it to me.”

Flynn briefly closed his eyes, trying to keep his composure. He supposed he could take a few minutes to humour an old man. “What makes you think the gold is cursed?”

“Grandfather told me.” He looked thoughtful for a moment, his gaze fixed out in the bay. “He really was an honourable man. The only reason he took on the smuggling job was because he was in a financial tight spot. He was desperate and thinking of his family…”

Flynn made a noise of acknowledgement.

“He didn’t get far with it,” Eustace went on, studying the back of his wrinkled hands, dappled with sun spots. “They were in the Mozambique Channel when they were set upon. I suppose it’s a blessing the pirates spared their lives when they took the gold.”

Glancing towards the town, Flynn wondered if Kurt would be easier to track down today. He wanted to deal with that, not listen to Eustace’s fairy tales.

“I thought you said the gold went down with the ship,” he murmured, pointing out the flaw in today’s version of the story.

He shook his head. “There was no gold on the Fortune when it went down in the storm.”

“Not a lot of point in you offering reward money then, is there?”

“The pirates took all they could find,” Eustace went on. “Which didn’t include the small stash Grandpa had hidden.”

Flynn’s ears pricked up.

“He had nothing but bad luck from the moment they took the gold on board. First some bad weather, then the pirates, then a crew member fell from the rigging and died. Then the storm that sank the ship. But that was only the start of it…”

“Oh?” Flynn said, intrigued, despite himself.

“My father was one of six children,” Eustace said. “But after that voyage, the family was hit with one tragedy after another. Illnesses and freak accidents. My father died of an infection from a wound inflicted by his dog, who’d always been a gentle creature until that one nip that ended up turning septic. That was a few months before I was born. My mother died in childbirth.”

“That’s awful,” Flynn muttered.

“Grandfather had never been a superstitious man, but that was the last straw. He took a boat out to Bishop Rock Lighthouse and threw the gold in the sea where the ship had wrecked.”

Somehow Flynn had got entirely swept away with Eustace’s story. “Was it known that he had the gold?”

“No. At first he couldn’t say anything because of the insurance. If there was any whiff of smuggling, the insurance claim would’ve been void. The wreck’s disappearance actually benefited Grandfather. The lack of goods would have raised questions.”

“Did he have the logbook?” Flynn asked, remembering what the man from the British Museum had said about it.

“No. In the chaos of the storm, he couldn’t get to it. He only had the gold because it was in his pocket.”

“What happened after he threw it in the sea?”

“His bad luck went away. No more tragedies. He and my grandmother both lived into their eighties.”

“Why didn’t you mention this yesterday?”

“Because as soon as I mention cursed gold everyone thinks I’m bonkers. And because I didn’t want anyone to know of my plan to return the gold to the sea. But I’m desperate.” He turned on the bench, angling himself towards Flynn. “I have a son and a daughter-in-law in Penzance. Grandchildren too. I’d hate for anything to happen to them.”

“Because of the curse?” Flynn said, his scepticism kicking back in.

“Yes. Could you help me?”

“How?”

“Let me know if the gold is found, and help me get my hands on it…”

“Steal it?”

“For a good cause. You’ve already seen for yourself the havoc it can wreak.”

“How do you mean?”

“The trouble the diver got into.”

“You think that was down to this supposed curse?”

“I could spend all morning telling you the tragedies that befell my relatives – then you probably wouldn’t have such a difficult time believing that something on the seabed is jinxed.”

Flynn took a calming breath. “I’m afraid I don’t have time to listen to any more stories. And I think you know I can’t steal any archaeological finds for you. Or help you steal it.”

“No, I don’t suppose you can. It was worth a try, though.”

“I really need you to stop offering people money for the gold,” Flynn said, standing.

“Yes, yes. Okay.”

“Promise?” Flynn said, not sure there was actually much he could say to convince him.

“I promise,” he said, extending his hand.

Flynn shook it, hoping that would be the end of it.
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Chapter Twenty-Two




A message came through from Lily when Flynn walked through Hugh Town towards Kurt’s place. He hit dial, figuring it was easier to tell her about his encounter with Eustace than type it out. Pausing, he looked between the buildings to the massive clouds stacked on the horizon and threatening to break the calm at any moment.

“Did you find Eustace?” Lily asked, her eager voice making him smile.

“Yes. He spent a while talking more about his family history. Including pirates.”

“I knew there’d be pirates in his story, eventually. Maybe I need to visit him so I can hear the story too.”

“It gets better,” Flynn said with a sigh. “Pirates stole the bulk of the gold, but Captain Tremayne kept a bit for himself…”

“That’s what Eustace wants from the shipwreck?”

“Yes. And he admitted he has no intention of handing it in.”

“He wants to keep it?”

“He wants to throw it back into the sea.”

The laughter from Lily would have made him smile at any other time, but as he relayed the conversation, all he could think of was the superintendent and what he’d make of it all.

“Why does he want to throw it in the sea?” Lily asked, voice laced with amusement.

“He thinks it’s cursed.”

“No way!” Lily said, delighted. “This story gets better and better.”

“Except he seems genuine. He attributes Ryan’s hose being cut to the curse.”

“Like a ghost did it? Like Seren said?”

“I have no idea. He thinks bad things happen around the gold.”

“Maybe we should write this down. It’d make a good children’s story.”

Flynn exhaled a frustrated breath.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. I could just do without this. How ridiculous will I sound going back to the station to report what I’ve found? Should I tell the superintendent my latest lead suggests the dive incident was caused by cursed gold?”

“I probably wouldn’t mention that.”

“I need to track Kurt down and hope he admits to tampering with Ryan’s dive equipment. It seems unlikely, though.”

“Maybe that’s not your only approach to figuring this out,” Lily mused.

“If you have a better plan, I’m all ears.”

“Whoever cut the hose, did it to get their hands on whatever Ryan found, right?”

“I would guess so.”

“Okay. So you need to find whatever it was he discovered on the wreck. If you find that, you’ll find who cut the hose.”

Flynn felt the first stirring of a headache. “How am I supposed to find it?”

“Look for it…”

“Could you be more specific?”

“Whenever I’m investigating, I snoop around and see what I can find.”

“The difference is I’m a police officer. I can’t go searching people’s property without due cause.” His tone was harsher than he’d intended, but he’d really been hoping she might be more helpful.

“Couldn’t you have a look around the dive boats? If there’s no one on them, you could just have a quick look.” Excitement had her speaking fast. “And they probably leave their houses unlocked most of the time… if you were to go inside looking for them and they weren’t there––”

“Can you be serious?” he snapped, putting an end to her chatter.

“I am serious. How well could someone hide an ancient metal chest?”

“I think it’s a small box,” Flynn said, irritated by the conversation. “And you’re being ridiculous.”

“I’m trying to help.”

“Suggesting I trespass to search for clues isn’t remotely helpful.” His jaw was clenched as he approached Kurt’s flat. “I have to go,” he said and ended the call without saying goodbye.

She was being ridiculous. He needed to figure this out and she wasn’t taking it seriously. Admittedly, it was difficult to take any of it seriously with all the talk of pirates and cursed gold, but if he had any chance of extending his posting on the Scillies, he had to show the superintendent he was useful here.
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Staring at her phone, Lily cursed herself. She’d known Flynn was stressed about the superintendent’s visit, and her wittering away had been entirely unhelpful. Of course Flynn couldn’t go snooping around private property.

It was the reason she felt more confident about investigating things faster than the police – she didn’t have to worry about rules in the same way they did.

If she were caught trespassing, she could just come up with an excuse for being in places she shouldn’t be.

She pondered that as she headed for the harbour. If she were, for instance, to be caught on Ryan’s dive boat, she could say she left something behind after their dive. Or that she was looking for Benji to ask if he’d had any luck with the photos.

Something would come to her.

She found the boat easily, tied up by the harbour wall and bobbing on the waves which rolled in with increasing strength. Grey clouds blocked out the sun as she stepped aboard.

Despite the boat appearing unoccupied, she called hello.

All was quiet and she moved to the wheelhouse and let her eyes trail over the navigation equipment. Beside the wheel were multiple gauges and buttons. Amid them, a photo of Ryan and a young girl was held in place with tape which curled at the edges. Presumably it was his daughter beaming into the camera while she draped herself around Ryan’s neck. She was probably ten or eleven and her eyes sparkled with the unbridled joy of youth.

With her eyes on the open trapdoor, Lily took a few steps and peered down below deck before taking the steps down into the small space. The light switch on the wall clicked when she pressed it, and soft yellow light illuminated the room.

Benches around the edge of the small space gave the feel of a changing room, which she guessed was what it was used for. A couple of wetsuits hung from ceiling hooks in the middle of the room and a pair of fins and a wetsuit glove were discarded near her feet. Cupboards at head height ran around the room and Lily made quick work of looking through them, only to be faced with assorted diving equipment, towels and a variety of sunscreen bottles.

Nothing which made Lily pause.

Regulators hung on the far wall with air hoses attached. She ran her hand along the length of hose closest to her, which had the sheen of new equipment. The next one was slightly more battered and she inspected the length of it, wondering if it were possible that the equipment had failed due to wear and tear, and bad maintenance.

She wouldn’t have thought so.

Her eyes went to the floor and a steel chest below the bench. Crouching, she pulled it out. The numbered padlock prevented her from investigating its contents.

“What are you doing?”

The gravelly voice almost had her leaving her skin. She slapped a hand over her racing heart as she stood and locked eyes with Ryan.

“Hi,” she said, her brain searching for an excuse. “I forgot my sunglasses the other day.” It was an excuse she’d used before when she’d been poking around places she shouldn’t.

“They’re on top of your head,” he said calmly.

“A different pair.”

“I didn’t see any.” He tilted his head, eyeing her suspiciously. “What are you really looking for?”

Her gaze slid to the box by her feet, then up to Ryan. He blocked the way and was staring at her intently, but she wasn’t getting any threatening vibes from him.

“I’m looking for whatever it was you found at the shipwreck.”

“That’s what I thought.” He shook his head. “I already said I dropped it when someone cut my hose.”

“I know, but someone who was down there isn’t telling the truth. I’d like to figure out who. No offence, but I don’t know you so I don’t know whether to trust your word.”

“Fair enough.” He moved towards her and she took an instinctive step back, but he stopped in front of her and bent to input the code on the padlock. “We keep valuables in here sometimes. Either for guests, or our own. There shouldn’t be anything in here now.”

When he pulled the lid back, Lily leaned forwards, peering over his shoulder.

“That’s Benji’s,” he said, lifting the watch, which was the only item in the box.

“Thanks,” Lily said when he put the watch back and closed the lid.

“I have no problem with you searching the boat. There’s nothing here to find.”

“Because you know it’s elsewhere?” she asked, interested to see how he’d react.

He huffed out an amused breath. “No. Because I don’t have it. You’re searching the wrong boat.”

“You still think it was Harry who sabotaged you?”

“Yes.” He gestured to the steps and she went ahead onto the deck, where the sky was now almost completely overcast.

“Cute photo,” Lily said, nodding at the picture on the console. “Your daughter?”

“Yeah. It’s an old one. She’s sixteen now. At sixth form in Penzance.”

“It must be hard not having her around.”

He shrugged. “She’ll be back soon for the school holidays.”

“I don’t think I know your wife,” Lily remarked, hoping to get more out of him.

“Ex wife,” he said. “She lives in Penzance too.”

“How long are you keeping your business closed for?” she asked, deciding there was no reason not to be blunt with her questions.

“I don’t know. Until I feel comfortable opening again, I suppose.”

Lily waited a beat, hoping he’d say more, but he looked pointedly at the harbour steps alongside the boat.

“Sorry for sneaking around,” she said sheepishly.

“I’ve heard about your investigative tendencies. It doesn’t bother me. I only hope you get some answers.”

“PC Grainger is looking into it too,” she said, hopping back onto the harbour steps. “I’m sure he’ll figure it out.”

“Fingers crossed.” Ryan tipped his head and stood with his hands on his hips as he watched her go.
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Chapter Twenty-Three




Kurt lived in a one-storey annex of a family home on the corner of Silver Street. His landlady – the young mother who Flynn had met the previous day, was wrangling two small children out of the house, but paused to smile at him.

“He’s definitely home now,” she told him, casting a quick glance at Kurt’s part of the house, while the children fell silent and stared at Flynn with wide eyes. The uniform had that affect on kids. “I’ve heard him moving around this morning. The walls are paper thin.”

“Thanks.” He took a couple of steps towards Kurt’s door, then turned back to her. “Can I ask if he’s a good tenant?”

“He’s fine. We don’t see much of him, but there are no wild parties and he pays his rent on time, so that’s good enough for me.” Her brow wrinkled. “Are you sure he’s not in any trouble?” She’d asked the same question the previous day when Flynn had rung her bell to check he’d got the right place.

“No trouble. I just need to speak with him.” When she looked dubious, he decided she could use a little more information. “It’s concerning the shipwreck. He was one of the divers who found it. I’m collecting information.”

“I see.” Placated, she took her children by the hands to lead them down the road.

This time, when he pressed the bell and got no answer, Flynn’s mind flicked to Eustace and his stories about cursed gold. A kernel of worry skittered in his stomach and he moved to peer in the window.

Inside, Kurt raised a hand to wave at Flynn as he crossed the room. A moment later he opened the door, his wild hair a tangled mess, and dark shadows under his eyes.

“Morning,” he said, circling his shoulders in a way that stretched his white T-shirt across his broad chest.

“I tried getting hold of you yesterday,” Flynn said.

“I had a migraine and fell into bed yesterday afternoon. Only just woke up.”

Flynn wasn’t prone to migraines, but couldn’t help but wonder if it would make you sleep so soundly that you wouldn’t hear the doorbell ringing multiple times in the afternoon.

“I have a few questions about the incident at the shipwreck yesterday. Do you mind if I come in?”

He hesitated a moment before stepping aside. Flynn walked directly into the living room and stood by the coffee table, which was littered with dirty mugs and a few plates.

“I didn’t see who cut Ryan’s hose,” Kurt said, sinking onto the couch, “So I’m not sure I can really help.”

“Can you tell me exactly what you remember about the dive? From the moment you got in the water to the time you surfaced again.”

He let out a grunt of impatience before beginning his story in a dull monotone. Boredom radiated from him as he recounted the dive.

“Then all the sand got stirred up,” he said eventually. “Ryan surfaced and we swam back along the seabed and came up by the boat.”

Flynn kept his gaze on Kurt, who maintained his passive demeanour the entire time. “Do you remember where the other divers were situated when the sand was stirred up?”

“I wasn’t paying much attention. As daft as it sounds, I was focused on looking for treasure.”

“So you didn’t notice anyone else at all?” Flynn asked with a frown.

“I know Ryan had been staying close to the wreck with that ice cream lady.”

“Lily,” Flynn said.

“Yeah, her. I think the young couple were further away – the guy who owns the train.”

Flynn gave a curt nod of understanding. “And Harry and Nat?”

“The last time I saw them, they were moving towards the wreck.”

“Towards Ryan?”

He tilted his head from side to side. “Maybe.”

“I spoke to Harry Wright yesterday, and he seemed to think you were pretty close to Ryan when his equipment was tampered with.”

His jaw twitched. “He would say that. Pointing the finger at me takes the attention away from him.”

“You think he did it?”

He nodded once. “Makes sense to me. A quick injection of cash would sort out his gambling debts.”

Flynn’s eyebrows drew together. “His what?”

“He plays online poker. A lot. He’s one of those people who thinks he can’t lose, and if he loses, he thinks he just needs to play a few more games to win it all back.” He locked eyes with Flynn. “I worked for him last summer. You could always judge how his evening of gambling had been by the mood he came to work in the following morning.”

Flynn paused, trying to digest the new information. Having a gambling habit didn’t necessarily mean anything. But it corroborated the story about Harry’s financial difficulties, which gave Harry a motive to cut Ryan’s hose and steal whatever he’d found.

“Can you think of anything else?” he asked Kurt. When he shook his head, Flynn thanked him for his time.

Back out in the fresh air, it occurred to him he was going round in circles with all of his interviews.

Lily was right – if he wanted to figure out who’d cut the air hose, he needed to track down the artefact Ryan had found.

His chest constricted as he thought of Lily and the way he’d spoken to her. She’d been trying to help and he’d taken all his frustration out on her.

Before he did anything else, he needed to apologise.

His phone rang before he’d got far.

“Did you find Eustace?” the sergeant asked.

“Yes. He’s got the message now.”

“What did he have to say for himself?”

Flynn cringed before he managed to speak. “He thinks the gold is cursed and is doing everything he can to ensure it stays at the bottom of the sea. He intends to return it there if anyone brings it to him.”

The silence from the sergeant was loaded, and Flynn was glad he wasn’t relaying the information in front of the superintendent.

“All right,” Sergeant Proctor said. “As long as he stops hassling people, it doesn’t matter what his motives are. Where are you now?”

“I went to speak to Kurt about his recollections of the dive yesterday.”

“And?”

“He’s pointing the finger at Harry Wright.”

“Did he see him do it?”

“No, just saying it would make sense, given Harry’s gambling addiction. Do you know anything about that?”

“No.”

“I’m tempted to go over and chat to Harry again.”

“If you think it’ll lead to something, go ahead. Also, when you get back to the station, can you sort out the report for Ryan Simmons? He was in here ranting about needing it for his insurance.”

“Yeah. I already did it. I just need to give it to him.”

“Good. And can you do one more thing while you’re out…”

“What?” Flynn asked.

“Could you make a quick stop at Doris Sanders’ place?”

Flynn groaned. “The cat again?”

“She just called complaining about her neighbour feeding it.”

“Because the old man fancies her and is looking to get a reaction from her. This is not a police matter.” Flynn briefly wondered how many times he’d uttered those words since he’d started working on the Scillies.

“It won’t take long. She just wants to feel heard. And you’ll no doubt get a cuppa and biscuits out of it.”

Flynn’s mouth watered as he remembered the freshly baked scones she’d given him the last time he’d visited her.

“Okay.” He turned and headed back the way he’d come. “I’m on my way.”

A smile played at his lips as he reflected on the call. When he’d first arrived on St Mary’s, he’d been surprised by how much they communicated over their mobiles rather than using their radios.

Now, he was extremely grateful for it. If their colleagues on the mainland were privy to their conversations, they’d never live some of their exchanges down.
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Chapter Twenty-Four




Pippa didn’t bat an eyelid when Lily visited her in the cafe to ask if she could borrow their boat again. She merely handed over the key with a warning that there was a storm forecast and she’d need the boat back early in the afternoon so she could head back home to Bryher before it hit. Lily assured her she wouldn’t be long.

Twenty minutes later, she cut the engine as she drew up alongside the jetty on St Martin’s. She felt a swell of pride at how quickly she’d taken to manoeuvring a boat between the islands. Managing it on her own felt like an even greater accomplishment and she made a mental note to look into getting the appropriate boating license.

With the dreary weather, she couldn’t spot a soul in any direction, and the long stretch of Higher Town Bay was deserted.

The dive boat was tied up at the quay along with a few other small boats. Lily strolled towards it as casually as possible.

“Hello,” she called, without much volume.

When she got no answer, she stepped aboard, hoping to go undetected since she didn’t have a good reason to be on the boat. The forgotten sunglasses excuse would be useless here. Not that it had worked brilliantly for her in the past.

Her eyes scanned the boat, which was slightly bigger than Ryan’s. She’d guess it was newer too. Everything was neat and tidy on deck. In the wheelhouse, the pristine navigation instruments were polished to a shine.

Steps down to the cabin were noticeably wider than on Ryan’s boat and the cabin itself had an entirely different vibe. Pale leather benches offered a comfortable spot to sit, and a small galley in the corner included a glass fronted fridge with assorted drinks and snacks. Polished brass portholes let in slanted light, and the air held the scent of sunscreen and citrus-fragranced cleaner.

Once again, Lily set to work searching through cupboards, her eyes darting over a similar array of supplies as she’d found on Ryan’s boat.

A couple of lockers in the corner stood open, but the insides revealed nothing but empty coat hangers.

Voices outside made her freeze in place, and she cursed under her breath when the boat rocked. That was more than the movement of the waves.

Someone had stepped aboard.

“Don’t you dare!” a female voice called out before the boat pitched again. “If you leave now without discussing this with me, I swear to god, I will go home and look up a divorce lawyer.”

Nat’s voice, Lily was sure of it.

Softly, she tiptoed to the far end of the cabin, where a door opened to a toilet and sink. Lily pulled the door behind her but left it slightly ajar.

Tilting her head back, she cursed herself. It was only a few weeks since she’d been trapped on a yacht, sailing out to sea. The thought of it sent a chill down her spine.

This was different, though. There was no need to panic.

She turned her ear to the door.

“All I want is a bit of peace,” Harry grumbled loudly – his voice coming from the cabin now. “Is that too much to ask?”

“You don’t want peace,” Nat said. “You want to avoid talking about things, which is what you always do. I’m sick of it. We’re married, we’re in this together.”

“I told you I would sort out the financial mess I’d made. There was no need for you to get involved. I’d have handled it. I told you that.”

“It’s not just your mess,” Nat said sadly.

“I know! We’re married, so my mess is your mess, but since I got us into it, it should be me who gets us out of it. You should have kept out of it.”

“That wasn’t what I meant,” Nat said quietly.

When the cabin fell into complete silence, Lily risked peeking through the gap in the door. The pair of them were sitting in the galley – Nat with her head in her hands.

“I messed up too,” she finally said. “So I wasn’t just trying to fix your problems, but mine as well. And I should have told you, but I saw a way out… and I knew you wouldn’t agree to it, so I just went for it.”

“What do you mean, you messed up?” Harry asked softly. “What did you do?”

“You know what I did,” she said. “Same thing I always do when I’m stressed.”

“I’m sorry,” Harry whispered.

“Why are you sorry?” Nat sniffed.

“Because it’s me who causes you stress.”

Nat put a hand against the side of his face. “We can sort this mess out. But I need you to stick around and help me work through everything instead of disappearing like you usually do.”

“Sorry,” he muttered.

“Can we go home before the rain starts?” Nat asked.

Lily shifted back against the wall, listening to the creak of the steps as they left the cabin. The boat swayed again, signalling they’d gone, but she waited a few minutes before making a swift exit.
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Chapter Twenty-Five




Walking into Pippa’s cafe, Lily’s mind whirred with what she’d overheard. It took her a moment to register Seren, leaning on the counter and chatting away with Pippa.

“We were just talking about you,” Seren said, beaming at Lily. “Have you been off investigating again?”

“Yes.” She handed the boat key to Pippa and thanked her again.

“What have you found?” Seren asked, stepping aside when a couple approached the counter.

Lily tipped her head towards the nearest free table and waited until they were seated before she leaned in and spoke quietly.

“I heard that Harry Wright has some financial problems.”

Seren nodded. “I’ve heard that rumour too. They didn’t take on any seasonal workers this summer, which is unusual. It set tongues wagging.”

“I overheard Harry and Nat arguing. Nat had done something to get them out of their financial situation, and Harry is upset that she didn’t discuss it with him first. But Nat mentioned she’d caused some of their problems, too.”

“Oh.” Seren pressed her lips together. “I might know something about that.”

“What?” Lily asked, desperate for information.

“I shouldn’t really say.”

“Since when do you have an issue with gossiping?”

Seren rolled her eyes. “It’s not just idle gossip. Sometimes the pub owners on the islands talk… pass on information about anyone to look out for. They give each other a heads up about who might cause trouble, that sort of thing.”

“And?”

“And my uncle was chatting to Calvin, who owns the Seven Stones Inn, over on St. Martin’s. Apparently, Nat has been spending a lot of time there recently. Calvin had to cut her off because she hadn’t paid the bar bill for six weeks.”

“That sheds some light on what I overheard,” Lily said, chewing on her lower lip. “It sounded as though she recently found a way to ease their financial situation.”

“You think she took the artefact from Ryan?”

“Maybe.”

“Have you asked Eustace if anyone has given him anything?”

“No, but Flynn spoke to him this morning and it didn’t seem as though he had anything. Or at least not that he mentioned… but if it was something he wanted to keep hold of, I guess he wouldn’t tell anyone.”

“You really need to find that box.”

“That’s what I’m thinking.” Her eyes flicked to the window as Flynn strode past on the promenade. “I have to go,” she told Seren with an apologetic frown.

At the speed Flynn was walking, he was already outside the ice cream shop when Lily caught up with him.

“Hey,” he said, turning when she called out to him. “I was coming to find you.” He twisted his lips and shifted his weight. “I’m sorry about earlier. On the phone. I shouldn’t have snapped at you.”

“It’s fine. I was being stupid. Of course you can’t go snooping around private property. Did you speak to Kurt?”

“Yes. He thinks he saw Harry and Nat swimming towards the wreck right before the sand got stirred up. He also says that Harry has a gambling addiction. Online poker, according to him.”

“That makes sense,” Lily said. “I overheard Harry and Nat arguing about their financial situation. Harry was angry that Nat had done something to get them out of it. Something he wouldn’t approve of.”

“Like cut Ryan’s hose and steal the artefact?”

Lily shrugged. “I don’t know. But Seren told me Nat has a drinking problem. Apparently she racked up a bar bill at the Seven Stones Inn that she was having problems paying off.”

A crease appeared between Flynn’s eyebrows. Eventually, his gaze snapped back to Lily. “When did you overhear them arguing?”

She grimaced. “I may have gone and snooped around a bit.”

“When?”

“Just now.”

“After we spoke on the phone about how I couldn’t go trespassing, looking for clues?”

“Yes.” She held up her hands and spoke fast. “And I realise that technically I was trespassing…” She caught the slight twitch of his eyebrow. “Okay, not just technically… I was trespassing, but you sounded so stressed and I thought I could help.”

His intense stare was unnerving.

“I’m sorry, okay. Don’t be angry with me.”

“I’m not angry.” His features softened. “I’m surprised, that’s all.”

“Really?” She drew her chin in. “Is me snooping around boats really a shock?”

“No.” His lips pulled into a smile, giving the hint of the dimple in his left cheek. “I’m surprised you went out of your way to help me after I was so grumpy with you on the phone.”

“We’re friends.” Her insides quivered under the intensity of his gaze. “Right?”

Slowly, he nodded, then opened his mouth as though he was going to say something before thinking better of it.

“What?” she probed.

He gave a quick shake of the head. “I should speak to Harry and Nat again.” His gaze shifted overhead. “That’s if I can make it over to St Martin’s before this storm hits.”

“Good luck.”

“Do you want to come with me?”

She pursed her lips. “I told Jessica she could have the afternoon off.”

“You could just close up since it looks like it’s going to rain.”

“Or you could just go and solve the mystery yourself.”

“It’s not as much fun without you,” he said, his lips pulling into a smile.

“Obviously,” she said, forcing herself to walk away. “Let me know what you find out.”
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Chapter Twenty-Six




After loitering around the harbour for a while, Flynn found a fisherman willing to take him over to St Martin’s. Zack dropped him at the quay and gave Flynn his number, telling him to call when he was ready to leave. He’d call in on a friend but didn’t want to be much longer than an hour, given the way the wind was picking up.

With the clock ticking, Flynn contemplated going straight to visit Harry and Nat, but decided it was worth calling in at the pub to speak to the landlord first. The more information he had before he spoke to the Wrights, the better.

Glancing around the rustic pub with its homely atmosphere, he wished he wasn’t in a hurry and that he wasn’t on duty. Maybe he’d come back with Lily sometime.

His eyes drifted overhead as he walked towards the bar. Fairy lights twined around twigs and branches added to the rustic atmosphere.

“Hello!” the barman said. “We haven’t met before. I’ve heard about you, though. PC Grainger, isn’t it?”

“Yes.” He extended his hand across the bar. “Are you Calvin Richards, by any chance?”

“That’s me. I’m not in any bother, am I?”

“Not at all,” Flynn said. “I was hoping I might ask you a few questions though.”

“Of course. Do you want to come into the back?”

Flynn glanced around. Only a couple of tables were occupied, and no one was close enough to overhear. “I think it’s fine here. It won’t take long… it’s about Nat Wright. I understand she’s a regular patron of yours?”

Calvin’s shoulders sank and he moved around the bar to perch on the stool beside Flynn. “She was a regular. I recently had to cut her off because of an unpaid bar bill.”

Flynn nodded. “That’s what I’d heard.”

“She came in yesterday and settled it in full. I felt bad for her. She was clearly embarrassed. Full of apologies, she was.”

“Do you know her well?”

“Well enough.” He kept his voice to a low whisper. “I knew she was having some marital problems. There have been whispers for a while about Harry having a gambling problem. I couldn’t tell you if it’s true.”

Flynn stared at the spirit dispensers on the back wall. It seemed to be a pretty big coincidence that Nat had paid off her bar bill right after the incident at the dive site.

Strange that Eustace hadn’t mentioned someone handing something to him, but then again maybe he wanted to keep it to himself, or return it to the sea if he deemed it to be cursed.

“Thanks,” Flynn said, realising the landlord was looking at him expectantly. “That’s helpful.”

“Is it?”

Flynn grunted. “I’m not sure. Maybe.”

“Is there something going on I should know about?”

“No.” Flynn offered his hand again and thanked Calvin for his help.

On his way out of the pub, he checked his watch, then picked up his pace on the sandy path. The hedge at the side of the lane shuddered against gusts which seemed to gather strength by the minute.

He wasn’t at all surprised by the message from Zack which pinged on his phone just as he was reaching Harry and Nat’s place.

How long you going to be? he asked. I don’t like the look of this weather.

Flynn tapped rapidly. Give me fifteen minutes?

A thumbs up emoji came through.

It didn’t take Nat long to answer when Flynn rang the bell – possibly because he pressed it three times in quick succession like an impatient child.

“Everything okay?” she asked.

“I need to speak with you and Harry again. I hope it’s not a bad time.”

She glanced behind him, eyes darting up to the foreboding grey clouds. “It’s fine. Come in.”

As he closed the door behind him, Nat shouted up the stairs to Harry, then led him through to the kitchen. “Have a seat.”

Thunder rumbled and he shook his head, not keen to sit. His eyes shifted to the hall as footsteps sounded on the stairs.

“Hi,” Harry said, a puzzled ring to the single syllable.

“I’ll get straight to the point,” Flynn said as more thunder sounded in the distance. “I’m still looking into the incident at the wreck. Whatever Ryan found out there hasn’t been discovered by the dive crews, which leads me to believe someone took it from the dive site immediately after Ryan’s hose was cut.”

“Okay,” Harry said, an impatient bite to his words. “We already told you what we know.”

“Yes. But it’s come to my attention that the two of you have been having financial difficulties.”

“And?” Harry snapped, taking a protective step in front of his wife.

Flynn eyed the man levelly. “And if I have my facts right, Nat paid off a large bar bill yesterday, which had been outstanding for some time.”

Nat pressed her lips together and moved to sit at the small table by the wall.

“What’s that got to do with anything?” Harry asked, pulling his shoulders back as he took a step towards Flynn.

“Surely you can see how it looks.”

Nat exhaled a shaky breath. “It looks as though I sabotaged Ryan’s gear to get my hands on something from the shipwreck, which I could then sell to pay off our debts.”

“Is that what happened?” Flynn asked.

“No.” Nat shook her head. “I would never do that.”

Ignoring Harry’s threatening stance, Flynn stepped around him and approached his wife. “It would be really helpful if you could explain how you did get the money, so I can put the timing down to coincidence.”

“Of course it was a coincidence,” Harry said, anger rife in his tone. “Nat would never hurt anyone, or do anything that might cause harm.”

Nat beckoned to her husband and pulled out the chair beside her. “There’s no point in getting het up with PC Grainger. He’s only doing his job.”

Resignedly, Harry sat beside Nat and took her hand. “It’s all my fault,” he grumbled.

“It’s not,” Nat said, before switching her attention to Flynn. “We have been having financial difficulties. Which I dealt with by spending too many evenings in the pub. I ran up a bill that I couldn’t pay, so that didn’t exactly help matters.”

She took a breath. “We’ve both been trying to get ourselves sorted. We agreed we wouldn’t take on seasonal staff this year, and we’d work our arses off to get out of the hole we’d got ourselves in. It was tough going, but we were managing. Then we had a couple of incidents… equipment needing to be replaced and a couple of unexpected bills. You know how it is? Then we had that group making a fuss about payment and it just felt like the final straw.”

Flynn waited patiently while Nat wiped a stray tear from the corner of her eye.

“I called my sister and told her I’d take her up on her offer of a loan. Up until then, I’d declined because I knew Harry would be too proud to accept help from my family.”

“That’s how you paid off the bar bill?” Flynn asked.

She nodded and reached for her phone. “I can show you my bank account with the money going in.” A moment later, she held the phone out and he saw that there was a payment of three thousand pounds deposited the previous day.

“Thanks,” he said. “I’m sorry to have to pry into your private lives.”

“I’d rather you know the truth of it,” Nat said. “Better that than you think we sabotaged Ryan’s dive equipment.”

“We might have made some bad decisions,” Harry said. “But we’d never do something like that. No matter how bad things were.”

“Thank you for explaining,” Flynn said as rain tapped gently at the window. “I need to get back to St Mary’s before I get stranded here.”

“Do you need a ride?” Harry asked.

“No, thank you. Hopefully Zack is waiting for me.”

Rain was coming down in earnest when he stepped outside. Pulling his hood up, he took off towards the jetty at a run.
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Chapter Twenty-Seven




At the station, Flynn went straight to Sergeant Proctor’s office. While filling him in on the situation with Harry and Nat, he leaned against the counter at the side of the room and did his best to ignore Superintendent Brand’s judgemental glare from where he sat across the desk from the sergeant.

“It seems you’ve ruled the Wrights out of the investigation,” Sergeant Proctor said, rocking back in his chair. “That’s a good thing.”

“Yeah,” Flynn agreed vaguely, wishing it felt more like a win.

“What are you thinking?” Sergeant Proctor asked.

“I’m thinking it’s strange that whatever Ryan found at the wreck hasn’t shown up yet. If he’d just dropped it where he found it, another dive team would surely have found it.”

Sergeant Proctor nodded. “So someone really did sabotage his equipment to get their hands on it.”

“It seems that way.”

“Surely that was obvious,” the superintendent said. “You weren’t thinking it was a coincidence that his hose was cut at the exact moment he got his hands on something at the dive site?”

With his jaw uncomfortably tight, Flynn kept his focus on the sergeant. “If I could find the artefact, I’d find the person who cut Ryan’s hose. I assumed they were planning on handing it over to Eustace, but maybe they’ve changed their plan now that they’re under scrutiny.”

“If they don’t sell it to Eustace, I don’t see how we’ll track it down,” the sergeant said.

“Presumably there’s no chance of anyone selling anything to the old fella now,” the superintendent added, every word grating on Flynn’s nerves. “Not if you’ve done your job properly, anyway. You did make it clear to him it’s an offence to buy and sell historical artefacts?”

“I told him,” Flynn said, through gritted teeth.

“Did he get the message this time?”

“Yes,” Flynn replied, avoiding eye contact with the superintendent.

“Why’s he so desperate to get his hands on it, anyway?” the superintendent asked.

Flynn decided to take it as a rhetorical question and kept quiet.

“If he’s so desperate for the gold,” he went on, “do we really believe he’s going to hand it in?”

Again, Flynn chose not to respond.

The sergeant shifted in his seat and Flynn willed him to keep quiet, too.

“Eustace believes the gold is cursed,” the sergeant finally said. “He intends to throw it back into the sea.”

Silence hung for a moment before the superintendent’s laughter rang out.

“You have got to be kidding me?” he scoffed. “Just when I thought things couldn’t get any weirder around here. Cursed gold! Bloody hell. Policing really is different over here. Is the latest theory that it was the ghosts of long dead sailors who cut the air hose?”

“No one is actually talking seriously about a curse,” Flynn said, hands digging into the counter at either side of him.

The superintendent’s smile fell away. “I’m not sure anyone is serious about anything around here.”

“I’m taking the case very seriously,” Flynn muttered.

“And yet you’re no closer to figuring out what happened,” the superintendent spat, an anger to his tone that Flynn was entirely too used to.

It hit him that no matter what happened, he’d never win the superintendent’s favour and there was no point in even trying.

“That guy, Ryan, seemed very shady, if you ask me,” the superintendent said, crossing his arms. “When he came in demanding a report for his insurance yesterday, he seemed very agitated.”

“You probably would be too,” Flynn growled. “If someone had tampered with your dive equipment while you were on the seabed.”

The superintendent raised an eyebrow at Flynn’s tone. “Have you considered the possibility that he messed with his own equipment as some kind of insurance scam?”

“I’ve considered it,” Flynn said, then felt suddenly uneasy that he’d dismissed the idea so quickly. “I can’t see how it would be worth it. If he’s claiming for loss of earnings, he won’t be working in that time, so he genuinely will lose earnings, and I can’t imagine the insurance would pay out enough for him to close for very long.” He shook his head, telling himself his previous instinct had been right. “It just doesn’t ring true.”

“Do you have any theories that do ring true?” the superintendent asked disdainfully.

Flynn’s jaw tightened as he tried to concentrate. All he could think was that he needed to track down the missing artefact. But how?

His mind went to his conversation with the Trenearys when they’d first been out to the wreck, hoping to find treasure. They’d only been joking, but…

“Maybe they’ll try to sell it online,” he said. “If they want a quick sale, that’d be the easiest, wouldn’t it?”

The superintendent snorted a derisive laugh. “You think someone found an ancient artefact on a shipwreck, then threw it up on eBay?”

“I don’t see why not,” Flynn said. “It couldn’t hurt to check.”

“Okay,” Sergeant Proctor said. “Have a look into it.”

“I can put in some calls,” the superintendent said. “Get someone better qualified to look into this.”

Sergeant Proctor looked thoughtful. “We’re used to dealing with things ourselves,” he said eventually. “I don’t think the situation warrants any extra help. PC Grainger will continue looking into it.”

Flynn strode from the room, keen to get out before the superintendent had a chance to comment on his incompetence.
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Chapter Twenty-Eight




Lily slept fitfully – her mind determined to chew over the dive with Ryan, as though she might have overlooked something vital. After a phone call with Flynn the previous evening, she’d spent some time on the internet, hoping to find someone trying to sell the artefact from the wreck, but came up blank. Flynn’s message late in the evening told her he’d had no luck either.

Finding the artefact would be the key to figuring out who cut Ryan’s hose, she was sure of it.

Restless, she left the flat early and headed for the harbour, pulling out her phone and calling Seren as she went.

“Can you tell me everything you remember from the dive?” she said, dodging around a puddle.

“I just woke up,” Seren complained through a yawn.

“Is Kit with you?”

“Yes.”

“Put me on speaker. We can go over it together. I feel as though we’re missing something. I have to figure out who has the treasure.”

With a sigh, Seren put her on speaker and she greeted Kit, who sounded way more energetic. He happily went through everything again.

“Flynn seems fairly sure it wasn’t Harry or Nat,” Lily said, reaching the harbour which was buzzing with people. Some waited to board the Scillonian to go back to Penzance while several dive teams geared up to go out to the shipwreck.

“That leaves Kurt and Benji,” Lily added, shouldering her way through the line of people waiting to board the ferry. “Are you sure you didn’t see them near to Ryan?”

“You were there too,” Seren pointed out. “What did you see?”

“Everyone was spread out around the wreck. But I was looking the other way. When I turned around, it was difficult to see anything.”

“Same,” Seren said.

“No way Benji had anything to do with it,” Kit said. “And if he says Kurt was with him the whole time, I’d believe him.”

“Can you think of a reason Ryan would have cut the hose himself?”

“No,” Seren said, yawning again.

“I need to figure it out. Flynn is really stressed.” Lily looked at one of the dive boats that was leaving the harbour, then her shoulder was knocked by a tall man striding along.

“Sorry,” he said, turning back. “Oh. We’ve met before.”

“I’ll call you back,” Lily said into the phone before addressing the curator from the British Museum. “Morris, isn’t it?”

“Yes! You’ve got a better memory than me.”

“Lily,” she reminded him. “How’s everything going?”

“The storm threw all our plans off yesterday, but I’m hoping it might be a good thing. Hopefully, things have shifted down there and we’ll have better access to the wreck.”

“Fingers crossed.”

“Maybe today will be the day we strike gold!” he said cheerfully.

“Haven’t you recovered anything?” she asked, then heard how judgemental she sounded.

He didn’t seem to notice. “Not yet. But our equipment picked up a variety of different metals down there, so I’m sure it’s only a matter of time.”

“Did it pick up gold? Can it do that?”

“Yes. It showed a small amount. It’s not always reliable, though. At least we know it’s the Isles Fortune now.”

“Really? How so?”

His eyes lit up. “Eustace Tremayne called me this morning, informing me of an item retrieved from the seabed. A cigar box with his grandfather’s initials.”

“Where did he get it from?” Lily asked.

“He won’t say how he came to have it in his possession, but we know he was offering rewards. Someone obviously took him up on it. I’ll be going over to his place later to have a look at it myself. First, I’m going out to the wreck site to see how the land lies after the storm… or the seabed, I should say!” He chuckled and moved away from her.

Lily fumbled with her phone, scrambling to Flynn’s number.
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Sitting at the front desk, Flynn scrolled over the social media page for the Isles of Scilly Police. He’d replied to all the new posts and was just staring at the screen now.

He’d been all set to go down to the harbour – with the ferry arriving and the divers heading out to the wreck, it would no doubt be busy down there – but PC Hill had beaten him to it.

Maybe he’d join him, anyway. It’d get him out of the station and shift his mind from the superintendent who would no doubt arrive at any moment and not so subtly point out what a waste of space Flynn was. He couldn’t even defend himself, since he seemed to have hit a dead end in the case.

He’d just powered down the computer when the door swung open. The arrival of the superintendent made every muscle in Flynn’s body tense.

“Any luck finding the cursed treasure?” he said, not bothering with a greeting.

Flynn shook his head. “Not yet.”

At the door to the back rooms, Superintendent Brand paused and set his steely gaze on Flynn. “I think I’ve seen all I need to see here. I’ll be heading back to London tomorrow.”

Flynn merely nodded while his emotions warred. On the one hand, it would be a relief to be rid of him, but it would be better if Flynn had proved himself as a competent police constable while the superintendent was around.

The phone on his desk rang, spurring the superintendent to continue through to the back. Flynn forced some energy into his voice as he answered.

“It’s Helen Carlisle,” the woman said. “We met when you were looking for my tenant…”

“Kurt?”

“Yeah.” She paused. “I don’t know if you need to know, but it’s a bit strange, so I thought I’d give you a quick call.”

“What’s strange?” Flynn asked, sitting straight in his chair.

“Kurt came over this morning and told me he’s leaving. Apparently something came up, and he needs to get back to Australia urgently. He’s packed his stuff up and says he’s getting on the ferry this morning. He paid his rent for the next month, so it’s not a big deal for me, but I just thought it seemed odd for him to leave out of the blue like that.”

“It is odd,” Flynn said. “He’s getting the ferry today?”

“That’s what he said.”

Flynn checked his watch. There were a couple of hours before the ferry left for Penzance. “Thank you for letting me know. That’s helpful.”

He’d only just ended the call when the phone rang again. Ryan sounded decidedly agitated as he informed Flynn that Kurt had quit his job without notice. He assured him he was looking into it, and promised to keep him abreast of any developments.

As he said goodbye to Ryan, his mobile rang. He smiled at Lily’s name flashing on the screen and answered immediately.

“I might have a lead,” Flynn said, feeling a pulse of excitement. “Kurt’s landlady just called to tell me he’s packed up and is leaving the islands. He quit his job too. Ryan’s not happy.”

Lily sucked in a breath that whistled through her teeth. “That’s interesting, because Morris just told me that someone handed an artefact from the wreck to Eustace Tremayne. It’s a cigar box.”

Flynn stood and moved to the back rooms. “That sounds as though it could be what Ryan found.”

“Do you think Kurt claimed some reward money and is making a quick getaway?”

“That’s exactly what I’m thinking. Has Eustace said who gave him the box?”

“No. Apparently he wouldn’t say.”

“Then we need to get over there and make him tell us.”

“I’ll ask Pippa if I can borrow the boat again.”

“I’ll meet you at the beach.”

He avoided meeting the superintendent’s eye when he walked into the sergeant’s office to tell him of his plan to visit Eustace Tremayne.

Leaving the station, he felt a stirring of hope that maybe he could figure everything out before the superintendent left.
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Chapter Twenty-Nine




Asking Pippa to borrow the boat again left Lily feeling slightly sheepish, but the friendly cafe owner seemed genuinely happy to loan it out. Standing in the shallows with the boat swaying on the waves beside her, Lily kept an eye out for Flynn. She didn’t have to wait long before she spotted him striding down the beach.

Stopping before the waterline, he removed his boots and socks.

“I tried calling Eustace,” he said, pushing the boat further out with her. “But he didn’t answer.”

“It must have been Kurt who gave him the artefact.” Lily held the boat steady while Flynn got in, then seated herself at the helm.

“I’d like to hear that from Eustace before I speak with Kurt.” He looked towards Hugh Town. “The ferry leaves in an hour and a half, so hopefully it doesn’t take long to squeeze the information out of Eustace.”

Lily started the engine and kept a gentle pace until they were in deeper waters. While they skipped over the waves, she had the idea of investing in a boat of her own. Having the freedom to move around the islands on her own schedule would be good. Or simply head out for a ride and visit more remote spots.

Having the wind in her hair and the sun on her face soothed her soul in some primitive way.

They tied up at the quay on Bryher, then set off walking north at a hearty pace.

“What are we going to do if he denies having the artefact?” Lily said when the house came into view.

Flynn frowned. “I don’t think he’ll deny it.”

“If he does, I’ll ask to use the bathroom and have a quick poke around to see if I can spot anything that looks as though it’s just been pulled off an ancient shipwreck.”

“No,” Flynn said. “You’re not doing that.”

“Why? It’s a good plan.”

“You can’t go snooping around his house.”

“What’s your plan, then?”

“I don’t have a plan because I can’t imagine he’ll deny it. Not when he’s already told Mr Hunter about it. The only obstacle I can foresee is him refusing to say who he got it from.”

“What are we going to do in that case?”

At the garden gate, Flynn paused and eyed her with amusement. “Probably just remind him of the laws against people selling salvaged items. And remind him that whoever gave him the box sabotaged dive equipment to get their hands on it.”

“Do you really think that’s going to get him to crack?”

“Maybe.” He strode to the door and pressed the bell, triggering its tuneful chime. “Some people actually respect the law.”

“Are you insinuating I don’t?”

“No.” He grinned. “You just seem to live by your own laws.”

“We’ll play it by ear,” Lily said. “But if I go to the bathroom, make sure you keep him chatting so he doesn’t notice if I’m gone for too long.”

The door opened and Eustace raised his hands in a defensive gesture. “I had no intention of hiding it. I’ve already told the man from the museum about it and he’s coming to take a look later. If he insists on taking it away, I won’t stop him, even though I think it’s rightfully mine.”

“Hi,” Flynn said when he finally stopped talking. “Is it okay if we come in and have a look at it?”

“Yes, of course.” He turned and set off down the hall, indicating they should follow with a wave of his hand. “I’ll show you. The man from the museum told me not to touch it, but I couldn’t resist cleaning it up a bit.”

Lily glanced at Flynn as they followed Eustace into the kitchen.

“Here it is,” he said, indicating the kitchen island, which was covered in newspaper. On top of the paper sat a small, slightly battered, silver box.

“What are the letters?” Flynn asked, moving closer and trying to make out the markings on the lid.

“These are my grandfather’s initials.” Eustace moved beside Lily and the smell of wood smoke filled her nostrils. “WGT - William George Tremayne.”

For a moment, the room fell silent.

“Where did you get this?” Flynn asked.

“Someone brought it to me yesterday.”

“Who?”

“I promised I’d keep their name out of it.”

Lily couldn’t take her eyes off the box. “This proves the ship is the Fortune,” she said, feeling oddly emotional that the ship they’d been diving around really was the one that sank more than a century ago.

“Yes.”

Flynn straightened his spine, his full height making his words carry more weight. “I need you to tell me who brought this to you. And what you gave them in return.”

“I gave him two thousand pounds. He seemed pleased with that.”

“Who did?” Flynn asked.

“I promised I wouldn’t say.”

“Whoever brought it to you endangered someone’s life to get their hands on it,” Flynn said. “I’m going to have to insist you give me a name.”

Lily rolled her eyes. As though insisting would work.

“Fine,” Eustace said. “If it’s a police matter, I suppose it would be wrong for me not to share the information. It was that Australian guy – Kurt. I don’t know his surname.”

“Thank you,” Flynn said, while Lily felt a buzz of pride at his approach to getting information.

Studying his profile, an unexpected flurry of butterflies quivered through her stomach. She also got a rush of triumph that they’d found out who’d sabotaged Ryan.

“Could I get you a drink?” Eustace asked.

“No, thank you,” Flynn said. “You realise that buying and selling archaeological artefacts is a crime.”

“I didn’t buy it from him,” Eustace said, eyes sparkling. “He brought it to me. And then in an entirely separate transaction, I gave him a gift of two thousand pounds.”

“And those two things were unrelated?” Flynn asked, with one eyebrow hitched.

“Absolutely.”

“If you say so,” Flynn said dryly. “We’ll leave you to it.”

At the door, he thanked him again for his cooperation.

“It was Kurt then,” Lily said excitedly while they walked along the lane at a good pace. “You figured it out. I hope the superintendent will be impressed.”

A muscle in Flynn’s jaw twitched. “I need to speak to Kurt. Hopefully he’ll admit to what he did. I still have no proof it was him who cut Ryan’s hose.”

Lily inhaled a lungful of salty air, pondering everything. “You’re right. And it still doesn’t fully add up. Benji said he had his eyes on Kurt when Ryan’s hose was cut.”

Flynn pulled out his phone. “I’m going to ask PC Hill to keep an eye out for Kurt at the harbour.”

After a brief conversation with his colleague, Flynn kept quiet as they walked hurriedly back to the quay. Worry lines were etched on his brow and his frown deepened when his phone rang just as they were getting onto the boat.

“Did you find him?” he asked, while Lily hesitated to start the motor, assuming he wouldn’t be able to hear over the noise of it. He explained what they’d found, then pressed a finger to his temple as he listened to his colleague. “I really need to speak to him,” Flynn said eventually. “Can you take him back to the station? I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

“What’s happening?” Lily asked when he ended the call.

“PC Hill found Kurt boarding the ferry. He admits finding the cigar box and taking it to Eustace but not to cutting the hose.”

“That’s what you thought would happen.”

“Yeah.” Flynn massaged the back of his neck. “He also says his mum is dying and that’s why he’s in such a rush to get back to Australia.”

Lily grimaced and started the engine.

“If I’ve got it wrong about him, I’m going to feel terrible about holding him up.”
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It wasn’t only waylaying Kurt that would be an issue if Flynn had got things wrong. This was his last shot at impressing the superintendent. The thought of failing weighed heavily in his stomach as they made their way back to St Mary’s.

Glancing at Lily, he caught the small smile which lifted her lips. Apparently, piloting a boat gave her a buzz. The first time they were out on the boat together, he’d been eager to have a go at skippering it himself, but couldn’t bring himself to ask for a turn when Lily looked so content at the helm.

Watching her, his worries dissipated, and he drank in the curve of her lips and the light dusting of freckles across her nose and cheeks.

Too soon, they were back at Porthcressa Beach. Reality rushed back in while they pulled the boat onto the sand.

“What if he denies everything?” Flynn asked, scraping a hand through his hair. “What if I mess up the interview with the superintendent watching?”

“You’ll be fine.” Lily’s hand on his forearm was more reassuring than any words. “You’re great at your job. Stop letting the superintendent get in your head.”

“I can’t help it. Also, I don’t think interviewing suspects is my greatest strength.”

“You did well with Eustace,” she said, as they walked up the beach. “It was impressive that you got him to tell you who gave him the box. There’s something about your tone that makes people feel they can’t keep things hidden.”

“Thanks.”

“Don’t overthink it,” Lily said. “Just keep asking questions until you hit on the right one. And call me as soon as you get a chance. I’ll be dying to hear how it goes.”

“I will.” He stopped on the promenade. “Thanks for all your help with this.”

“It’s been fun.”

He smiled and some of his tension left him. “It has been fun.” At least the time he’d spent with Lily had been.

She hesitated for a moment before giving him a brief hug and wishing him luck.

ReadRobe.com


Chapter Thirty




At the station, PC Hill sat at the larger of the two desks in the reception area. Opposite him, slouched in the chair and with an ankle propped up on his opposite knee, Kurt looked equal parts cocky and pissed off.

“Are you the reason I’m not allowed to leave the island?” he asked Flynn, eyes flashing with irritation. “I have a flight out of Heathrow tomorrow so I need to get back to the mainland today.”

“I’ll be happy to let you leave once you’ve answered some questions and convinced me you had nothing to do with Ryan’s air hose being cut.”

“Great,” he said, folding his arms over his chest. “I had nothing to do with it.”

PC Hill stood and moved out from behind the desk. “The interview room is free if you want to chat to him back there. Or if you think it won’t take long, you can chat to him here…”

Flynn hesitated. In his previous experience of policing, he’d always use a private room, but things were different in rural policing, and he knew exactly what PC Hill was hinting at – Kurt would feel more at ease sitting out here. He’d be more likely to let his guard down in the informal setting.

“I think we’re fine here.” Flynn slipped into the chair PC Hill had vacated. “I don’t think it’ll take long.”

“What did you want to ask me then?” Kurt said.

For a moment Flynn was distracted. While PC Hill walked into the back, the sergeant and Superintendent Brand arrived from the opposite direction. Sergeant Proctor gave him an encouraging nod while the two men quietly positioned themselves at the other desk.

As his heart rate increased, Flynn forced himself to focus on Kurt. “I have some questions about the ancient cigar box you handed over to Eustace Tremayne.”

“Okay,” he said with a nonchalant sigh. “What about it?”

“You’re not denying giving it to him?”

“No.”

“And he paid you two thousand pounds for it?”

“No. I gave him the box. And then, out of the goodness of his heart, he gave me some money to help me with my travels. He heard my mum is ill and wanted to help me out with getting back to her.” His lip curled. “The money wasn’t in exchange for the box and you can’t prove otherwise.”

He was right on that point, but Flynn wasn’t overly concerned about the sale of the item. “Can you tell me when you discovered the artefact and why you kept it quiet?”

“I found it on Wednesday morning.”

“Was that around the same time that Ryan’s air hose was cut?”

“Yes, but I was nowhere near Ryan.”

“Really? Because he claimed he’d just found an artefact and someone took it out of his hands.”

“Not me,” he said, sounding bored by the conversation.

“And when you surfaced, why didn’t you mention that you’d found something?”

His chest rose and fell as he sighed. “When I surfaced, Ryan was raving about someone cutting his oxygen supply because he found something. Funnily enough, I didn’t feel very safe admitting that I’d also found something.”

“You thought whoever did it might come after you, too?”

He shrugged. “It didn’t seem worth taking any chances.”

“Why didn’t you mention this when I spoke to you yesterday?”

“I’ve been worried about my mum. It must have slipped my mind.”

“Right,” Flynn said tightly. “Can you explain exactly when you found the cigar box? Maybe fill me in on the events of Wednesday morning, which you failed to mention yesterday…”

“I found the box on the seabed. When I pulled it out of the sand, I looked around and the whole place had turned murky. I saw Ryan and Lily heading for the surface, but they were going slow so it didn’t occur to me there was anything wrong.”

“And then you swam back to the boat?”

“Yeah. We went back along the seabed to see if we could find anything else. When we got back to the boat, I was about to announce what I’d found, but then Ryan was screeching about someone cutting his hose. I made a quick decision to keep what I’d found to myself.”

“But Benji knew about it too, I assume?”

“Yeah. He agreed it might be better to keep quiet.”

Flynn pondered the story. “After you sold the box, did you split the money with Benji?”

“I already told you, I didn’t sell it.”

“Yeah, it was reward money or a gift, or whatever wording you want to use that means it wasn’t a criminal offence, but did you share that money with Benji?”

Again, he gave his annoying shrug. “I told him I’d give him something.”

“And did you?”

He nodded. “It’s not as though I was going to split the money fifty-fifty. It was a gift for me after all,” he said cockily.

“But you gave him something?”

“Yes.”

“Okay.” Something felt off, but without time to ponder it, Flynn couldn’t think of any more questions.

“Can I go now?” Kurt asked. “If I hurry, I can still make the ferry.”

“I don’t think you’re going to make the ferry,” Flynn said, leaning back in his seat. “Because I don’t think you’re being straight with me.”

Kurt’s eyes flashed with anger. “Unless you’re going to charge me, you can’t keep me here. I know my rights.”

“You may want to brush up on them,” Flynn said, annoyed by the arrogance. “I have every right to keep you here until I’m satisfied you weren’t involved in the incident with Ryan Simmons.”

Kurt laughed, but there was a glimmer of uncertainty in his eyes. “That’s not right, is it?” He turned to look at the sergeant. “You can’t just keep me here.”

Before the sergeant could answer, Flynn stood. He needed to be decisive or he’d lose face in front of the superintendent. Hopefully the sergeant would back him up.

“Is there a cell free?” Flynn asked, eyes on the sergeant as he asked the redundant question. The cells were almost always empty.

Sergeant Proctor remained expressionless. After what felt like an eternity, he nodded. “Take your pick.”

“Come with me,” Flynn said to a dumbstruck Kurt.

“You can’t be serious?”

“I’m very serious.”

“But I didn’t do anything,” he complained as he stood.

“Then you probably won’t need to stay long.” He opened the door to the back, and let Kurt pass him before he glanced at the Sergeant.

“Come into my office after you’ve dealt with him,” he said, in a tone that made Flynn question whether he’d made a huge mistake in detaining Kurt.
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Ten minutes later, Flynn walked into Sergeant Proctor’s office. He ended his conversation with the superintendent at the sight of Flynn.

“You realise you can’t keep him locked up until you figure out who cut Ryan’s hose?” the sergeant said.

Ignoring the superintendent’s steely gaze, Flynn took a seat. “I can if I can figure it out in the next couple of hours.”

“That seems overly optimistic,” the superintendent said, before turning his attention to the sergeant. “I told you it’d be best to hand this over to the experts. Get a couple of detectives over here and you’ll have it sorted out in no time.”

The sergeant’s demeanour remained relaxed, but Flynn caught the irritation in the twitch of his cheek. “Since it’s not usually possible for us to access specialists, we get pretty good at figuring things out for ourselves. Policing is different over here. We have to be versatile. PC Grainger has proven to be good at that.”

“It doesn’t seem like it so far.” The superintendent narrowed his eyes. “Was there a reason you chose to interview the suspect out in the reception area? Anyone could have walked in.”

“We don’t get many people walking in,” Flynn said. “I thought there was more chance of him letting his guard down out there.”

“That plan didn’t work too well.”

Flynn’s jaw was so tense it was painful and he forced himself not to respond. The superintendent was looking for faults and Flynn losing his cool would give him exactly what he wanted.

“What do you want to do?” the sergeant asked.

“I’m not sure.” Flynn hung his head, trying to focus enough to get his thoughts straight. “I should probably speak to Benji.”

“What about the guy with the gambling problem?” the superintendent said. “He definitely sounded suspicious to me.”

Flynn shook his head. “He didn’t sound at all suspicious when I spoke to him. He swore he’d never put someone in danger while diving and I believed him.”

“Liars often are very convincing,” the superintendent argued.

“I really don’t think it was him.”

“How many people were in the water at the time?” the superintendent asked, a note of impatience in his voice.

“Seven. Not including the victim.”

“I really can’t see how it’s so difficult to figure this out then. Talk me through all the suspects.”

“It wasn’t Kit or Seren,” Flynn mused. “And it wasn’t Lily. That only leaves four suspects. I should be able to figure this out.” He was muttering, speaking to himself more than anything.

“How did you rule those three out?” the superintendent asked.

“They’re my friends. I know them.”

“That doesn’t mean they couldn’t have done it. Don’t let personal feelings cloud your judgement.”

“I’m not,” Flynn said, through clenched teeth. “But I can tell you for a fact it wasn’t any of them.”

“This is why someone from the mainland would have been better suited to look into this,” he said, eyes on the sergeant.

“No. Flynn’s right. His judgement isn’t clouded. Knowing the people involved gives him an advantage.”

“How long will you let me keep Kurt here for?” Flynn asked the sergeant.

He checked his watch. “Two hours, then we’ll have to let him go.”

“Okay.” He stood in a rush. “I need to go and speak to a few people.”

The sergeant nodded his approval. “Let me know as soon as you find anything out.”

“Will do,” he said, then shot from the room. He needed space to get his head straight. It was impossible to think of anything around the superintendent.

Outside, he took a lungful of fresh air and gave himself a mental talking to.

If he had any chance of proving himself to the superintendent, he needed to figure this one out.

And he only had two hours to do it.
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Chapter Thirty-One




Perched on the wall at the front of the station, Flynn replayed his conversation with Kurt. If he was telling the truth about finding the cigar case further out from the wreck, that would mean he was no longer a suspect. And if it was true that he’d seen Harry swimming in Ryan’s direction, then Harry should be his prime suspect. But that still didn’t ring true.

Kurt had been lying to him all along. If he’d been lying before, maybe he still was. His instincts told him he needed to speak to Benji.

Setting off in the direction of the dive school, he hoped he’d be able to track him down without too much difficulty. He was striding along Garrison Lane when he decided he could do with some backup.

Lily answered the phone after only a couple of rings. “How did it go with Kurt?” she asked.

“Not great. He stuck to his story that he found the artefact but didn’t cut the air hose. He claims he kept quiet because of the sabotaged equipment. Apparently he was worried about someone coming after him too.”

“Did you believe him?”

“No. But until I have proof, that means nothing. I put him in a cell and the sergeant’s given me two hours before we’ll need to release him.”

“That’s as long as you can keep him for?”

“Legally, we could keep him longer, but logistically things are different over here. We don’t have the same facilities and staff as we would on the mainland.”

“I see.”

“Plus, the superintendent is leaving tomorrow, so this is my last chance to show him I’m capable of my job.”

“You’re great at your job,” she said, her words tinged with irritation.

“Anyway, I’m on my way to track down Benji and see what he has to say.”

“He knew about Kurt finding the cigar box?”

“It seems like it. I want to check if his story matches Kurt’s.”

“Good idea.”

“Can you come with me?”

“You don’t need me to hold your hand.”

“I realise that. What I need is for you to do your investigative thing and figure out who cut Ryan’s air hose.”

“You’re perfectly capable of figuring it out yourself.”

“I’m running around in circles,” he told her.

“I always feel like that too, but if you’re finding new information, it means you’re getting closer to the truth.”

Flynn shook his head impatiently. “I’m going to see if Ryan knows where I can find Benji. Once I know where he lives, I’ll message you and meet you there.”

“I’m working,” she said. “And you can do this alone. Stop doubting yourself.”

“Don’t do that,” he said.

“What?”

“Leave me to figure it out alone because you think I need the confidence boost. I don’t. All I need is to get to the bottom of this and my best shot at that is you.”

“That’s not true.”

“I know I’m good at my job,” he said. “But detective work isn’t actually my job. You’re good at it. Help me out so I have a shot at earning the superintendent’s respect.”

“I won’t be getting any credit then?” she joked.

“Absolutely not.” A smile pulled at his lips. “Please don’t make me beg.”

“Fine. I’ll tell Jessica I’m nipping out for an hour. But only an hour.”

“That’s fine. I have every confidence you can figure it out in an hour.”

“We can,” she said pointedly. “I’ll head for Ryan’s place. Let me know if I should meet you elsewhere.”

At the side of the dive shop, the door to the garage stood open and Flynn wandered in, letting his eyes trail over the collection of oxygen tanks and storage boxes neatly labelled with the relevant diving equipment. A rack of wetsuits hung on one side of the room, and shelves held more assorted items.

“Looking for something in particular?” a gruff voice asked.

“Hi,” Flynn said, turning to Ryan. “I wanted to speak to Benji. Do you know where I might find him?”

“He’s doing a few jobs on the boat, but he should be here soon. Did you figure out why Kurt was in such a rush to leave the island?”

“It seems his mum is ill and he wants to fly home to be with her.”

“She’s been ill for a while,” Ryan said. “Why go now?”

“He handed an artefact over to Eustace Tremayne and was using the reward money for a flight to Australia.”

Tipping his head back, Ryan pushed a hand through his hair. “So it was him who cut my air hose? He tried to kill me for the sake of some quick cash?”

Flynn shook his head. “He claims he found the artefact himself and was nowhere near you at the time.”

“What did he find?” Ryan demanded.

“A cigar box.”

A frown wrinkled his brow. “It could definitely have been a cigar box that I found. And if he didn’t cut my hose, why did he keep quiet about his find?”

“Apparently he was nervous of sabotage after someone cut your hose.”

“It doesn’t make sense,” Ryan grumbled. “He was with Benji. There’s no way Benji would have kept quiet about finding something. And I can’t see how he wouldn’t have noticed his dive partner making a find like that.”

“That’s why I’d like to speak to Benji.”

Ryan tipped his head to the side door. “Come in. I’ll message Benji and tell him to get back here.”

Torn, Flynn cast a glance outside, wondering if it’d be quicker to catch Benji at the boat, before deciding that he didn’t want to risk missing him if he was already on his way.

He checked his watch and felt a pang of despair that time wasn’t on his side.
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Chapter Thirty-Two




Lily spotted Benji as she rounded the corner onto the Strand. She quickened her steps to catch him, then broke into a run when he walked into the dive shop. Pushing at the door, she rushed inside in time to see him disappear into the back room and didn’t hesitate to follow him. In the hallway at the back, a door was closing, signalling where he’d gone.

Without thought, she rushed into the room and almost barrelled straight into the back of Benji.

“Sorry,” she said, taking in her surroundings. Presumably it was Ryan’s office. Flynn sat behind the desk with a coffee in his hand while Ryan lounged on a small couch at the side of the room.

“I was just passing,” she said in response to the puzzled looks from Ryan and Benji. She pursed her lips for a moment, then scratched at her temple and adopted what she hoped was an innocent tone. “I didn’t leave my sunglasses here, did I?”

Ryan snorted. “Still looking for them?”

“Yeah. I thought maybe I’d left them here.”

“And they’re not the ones on your head?”

She grimaced. “Different pair.”

“I still haven’t seen any sunglasses,” Ryan said, his small shake of the head making it clear he didn’t believe her excuse. Standing, he walked to the door while his gaze bored into Benji. “Once PC Grainger has finished questioning you, I have a few questions of my own.”

Benji nodded and shifted his weight.

“Take a seat,” Flynn said to Benji, while Lily discreetly slipped behind the desk and pulled up a chair beside Flynn. “Kurt has been telling me about the artefact he found at the shipwreck. Apparently you were aware of it?”

Benji dropped his backpack on the floor as he sat. “I should have mentioned it before.”

“Can you tell me about it now?” Flynn asked.

He nodded, then swallowed hard. “He found it on the seabed, but right after he found it, the water got all murky around the shipwreck. We saw Ryan was surfacing, so we headed back to the boat.”

“Who else did you see?”

His thumb and forefinger drummed against his knee. “How do you mean?”

“Did you notice where the other divers were situated? Were any of them close to Ryan?”

“I don’t know.” He shook his head. “I had my head down, looking for anything from the wreck. Then I was looking at Kurt when he found that box. After that it was kind of chaotic. I don’t know where everyone was.”

“Okay. Then what happened?”

“We swam back to the boat.”

Lily leaned onto the desk. “When did you decide not to tell anyone about the box?”

He closed his eyes briefly as though gathering his thoughts. “We’d just got on the boat and Ryan started shouting about someone cutting his hose. Then Kurt said maybe we should keep it to ourselves.”

“He said that after you’d got out of the water?”

“Yeah. As soon as we got out of the water, Ryan started shouting that someone had cut his hose. I think I was stunned by it all, so I just went along with it when Kurt said we should keep quiet.”

Something was off. Lily could sense it in the staccato pattern of Benji’s speech and the way he couldn’t sit still. And the way his story sounded practiced.

“How much of the reward money did Kurt give you?” Flynn asked.

Benji’s jaw hung open for a moment. “What?”

“The reward money that Kurt got from Eustace. He shared it with you. Is that correct?”

“Oh. That. It wasn’t really reward money.”

“Did Kurt give you money or not?” Flynn asked firmly.

For a moment, Benji stared at his hands, as though trying to figure out the right answer. “Yeah,” he said eventually.

“How much did he give you?”

“He didn’t actually give it to me yet.”

Flynn’s eyebrows twitched together. “He told me he’d given you some of it.”

“Maybe he has. He said he was going to transfer it. I didn’t check yet.”

Flynn nodded slowly, then cast Lily a meaningful glance. She wasn’t sure what to ask next, though. She was sure Benji was lying, but she had no idea how to prove that.

“Do you have any idea who cut Ryan’s hose?” Flynn asked him bluntly.

He shook his head. “No.”

“You’ve worked for Ryan for a while, haven’t you?” Lily asked, thinking that if they could just keep him talking, he might trip himself up.

“Yes. Like ten years.”

“So you know about the tension between him and Harry?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you think Harry would do something like this? Have there been any similar incidents in the past?”

He looked thoughtful, then finally gave a small shake of the head. “Harry wouldn’t do this.”

“What about his wife?” Flynn asked. “Nat?”

Again, he seemed pained by the question. “No. She wouldn’t do it.”

“Right.” Flynn glanced at his watch. “I’ll ask you again – do you have any idea who did cut the hose?”

His eyes were fixed on the floor. “No,” he said weakly.

Flynn’s gaze met Lily’s, but she only shrugged. She was all out of questions.

“Can I go now?” Benji asked, shifting in his chair.

“I think Ryan would like to speak to you,” Flynn said. “But that’s all I need from you for now.”

Lily felt utterly useless as they stood and walked back through the building.

Outside, Flynn checked his watch and cursed under his breath.

“Sorry,” Lily said. “I wasn’t much help.”

Flynn shook his head. “Thanks for trying.”

“What now?” Lily asked quietly.

“Now I have to go and tell Kurt he’s free to leave, and then probably endure a lecture from the superintendent. There’s no way I’ll be able to talk him into letting me stay now.”

Lily’s whole body tensed. “It’s not fair. You did your job well. And I think you’re close to figuring it out.”

They set off, walking slowly along the Strand, a sea breeze blowing up from the shore to their right.

“The annoying thing is, I think I already figured it out.”

“You think it was Kurt?” Lily asked.

He nodded. “I’d put money on it. Benji was covering for him, I’m sure. It’s weird though…”

“What is?”

“The money…” He trailed off and stopped walking, staring into space. “Kurt definitely said he’d given Benji some of the money, but Benji didn’t seem very sure of that.”

“No,” Lily agreed, wishing she knew what was going on in Flynn’s mind. He looked miles away.

His eyes snapped to Lily. “Kurt didn’t actually say money,” he said in a rush. “He said he’d given him something. He never specified it was money.”

“What would he have given him?”

Flynn’s shoulders sagged. “I’ve no idea.”

He started walking again, but Lily remained rooted to the spot.

“Are you coming?” he called out.

She tilted her head. “What if it was photos?”

“What do you mean?”

“I saw Kurt give Benji a USB stick, remember? Except he didn’t really seem to give it willingly. Benji took it. They said it was photos from the wreck.”

“So?”

Lily took a step towards him, not sure if she was onto something but voicing her thoughts as they came to her. “No one has decent photos of the wreck. No discernible pictures at all that I’ve seen. Which would mean that if someone has decent photos, they could be worth something.”

“Not if they keep them hidden,” Flynn pointed out. “And I don’t see why photos would have anything to do with someone cutting Ryan’s air hose.”

“True. Something just seemed weird about it. It’s probably nothing, though.”

This time it was Flynn who stayed put when Lily set off again. She turned back and smiled at him. “What are you grinning at?” she asked.

“I was just thinking about this investigator I know who told me that all you have to do is keep asking questions until you land on the right one.”

“She sounds very wise,” Lily said, holding his gaze. “Do you want to go and ask about the photos?”

He nodded eagerly and they turned back the way they’d come.
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Chapter Thirty-Three




They didn’t bother to announce themselves at the dive shop, but wandered straight through to the office and interrupted Ryan mid-sentence.

The dive instructor frowned at them. “I thought you were finished with him.”

“I was,” Flynn said, eyes firmly on Benji. “I just have one more question.” He paused and let the silence hang for a moment. “What happened to the USB stick with the photos from the wreck?”

Benji’s eyes widened, and the sheer panic in them gave Lily a buzz of anticipation.

She was fairly sure that was the right question.

Also, judging by the way Benji glanced nervously at his backpack, she’d bet that the memory stick in question wasn’t far away.

“The photos were no good,” he said, scratching at his throat. “I deleted them.”

“But you still have the USB stick?” Flynn asked.

“I… umm… why? There’s nothing on it?”

“Could I see it?”

“I deleted the photos,” he said again.

“What’s going on with you?” Ryan asked. “Just show him the drive.”

“There’s no point,” he said, his face a fiery shade of red. “Why do you want to see it?”

“Mostly because you clearly don’t want me to see it,” Flynn told him calmly. “And because you’re acting suspiciously. If there’s nothing on it, you won’t mind showing me.”

“Okay.” His trembling hands went for his bag and he drew back the zip of a small pocket at the top. “There’s really nothing to see though,” he said as he handed it to Flynn.

After turning it over in his hand, Flynn looked at Ryan. “Do you have a computer I can look at this on?”

“Yeah.” He opened his laptop and extended his hand for the USB stick.

Flynn and Lily moved to stand on either side of Ryan.

“I definitely deleted the photos,” Benji said weakly, hovering at Lily’s shoulder.

“What’s this?” Ryan asked, pointing at the screen.

Lily squinted, confused. The only folder on the drive was labelled with a date, and it was a few years old.

“Just an old video. Nothing interesting.”

“How come you kept it, then?” Ryan asked, clicking into the file and then onto the video.

“I don’t really know.” Benji’s voice rose in pitch. “I was out on the boat with my nephew. He was only little and he was chatting a bit on the video… I thought it was cute, so I guess I was just being sentimental.”

Lily tilted her head to view the erratic video at the correct angle. Sea and land and sky whipped by. “Did your nephew also take the video?”

“Yeah. Like I said, it’s not very interesting.”

The screen levelled out and the scenery became more discernible. A bright sunny day with beautiful turquoise water. She couldn’t pinpoint where it was, but it was unmistakably local. She’d guess somewhere on the eastern side of St Mary’s.

“Uncle Benji,” a childlike voice chimed in the video. “Someone went for a swim.”

“That’s brave,” Benji answered. “It’s chilly today.” Silence fell for a moment before Benji’s voice came again. “What are you doing with my phone? Give it me before you lose it overboard…” A hand enveloped the screen before the video ended abruptly.

“I told you it was nothing interesting.”

Lily felt as though a cloud of disappointment descended on her. She’d really thought they were on to something. A quick glance at Flynn told her he was equally disappointed.

Quietly, Ryan clicked out of the video, then stared at the screen.

“Can I have it back?” Benji asked, hand outstretched. The gleam of sweat on his forehead made Lily wonder if it was possible to hide a file on a USB stick. Because Benji was definitely hiding something.

“The video was taken in March four years ago,” Ryan murmured, eyes fixed on the screen.

“Yeah,” Benji said. “It’s really old.”

Ignoring him, Ryan clicked back into the video, then moved the frame on to bypass the uneven camera angles. He pressed play on the shot of the beautiful blue sea. Another boat was visible in the top right of the screen – a small sailing boat with a blue sail.

“Everything okay?” Flynn asked, when Ryan paused the video and merely stared.

“That’s Terry’s boat,” he said and hit play again.

The little blue boat remained in the picture until the child spoke, as though speaking made him alter his hand position. “Uncle Benji, someone went for a swim,” he said, loud and clear.

Ryan paused the video, moved it back five seconds, then played it again. And again.

“He’s talking about Terry, isn’t he?” Ryan asked, finally looking up at Benji when he hit pause after the kid’s voice sounded again.

Benji’s cheeks drained of colour when he nodded.

“What’s going on?” Flynn asked. “Who’s Terry?”

“Terry Treneary,” Ryan said, moving the cursor to go back through the video again.

This time, he leaned forwards, scrutinising the sailboat in the corner of the screen. Lily leaned in too. Just before the child’s voice sounded, the water rippled beside the boat as though something had been dropped in.

“Who’s Terry Treneary?” she asked, while Ryan moved the video back to watch it again. “I thought I’d met all the Trenearys.”

She tucked her chin as she remembered that the patriarch of the Treneary family had died in a boating accident a few years ago. If she remembered correctly, he’d been alone in his boat and no one really knew what had happened.

“Is that Kit’s dad?” she asked, a shiver of unease working its way through her.

“Yes,” Ryan said through gritted teeth. When he dragged his attention away from the screen, he glared at Benji. “What the hell!” he spat. “Why has no one seen this before?”

When Benji took a step backwards, Flynn moved to put himself between the two men, apparently concerned that the contempt in Ryan’s eyes might turn to something physical.

“I didn’t see it until weeks after,” Benji said, chin wobbling madly as he spoke. “I didn’t realise Sammy had taken a video. By the time I saw it on my phone, Terry was dead. He’d been found washed up on the beach… they’d already had the funeral and…”

“Why didn’t you show this to anyone?” Ryan growled. “You know how upset everyone was. And not knowing what happened made it all the worse.”

“Because it doesn’t make any difference,” Benji said. “I’ve watched it hundreds of times and you can’t see what happens, only that he fell in the water. Which is what everyone assumed. They thought he’d either had a heart attack or got hit by the boom… and you can’t see properly in the video. The boat was too far away. I tried different programmes to see if I could zoom in, but you still can’t see anything.”

“You still should have shown someone,” Ryan said. “How could you keep this to yourself?”

“Because I was right there!” Benji’s voice rose to an emotional shout and he jabbed a finger at the screen. “I was right there when he went in the water. If I’d been paying more attention instead of being in a rush to get home, I might have seen him go in the water. I could’ve helped him.”

“Oh my god,” Ryan muttered, before burying his head in his hands.

Flynn’s gaze was on Benji. “What’s this got to do with Kurt?”

“He’s the only one who knew about it.” Benji moved back to the other side of the desk and sat down. “I think about it a lot, but I never told anyone. Until a few weeks ago when we were in the pub. I had too much to drink and I told Kurt about it.”

“He had the USB stick,” Flynn surmised. “That’s what he meant when he said he gave you something… it wasn’t money, it was the video.”

Benji nodded. “He was cool about the whole thing when I first told him about it. He told me not to blame myself. A few days later, he asked if he could see the video. I didn’t think much of it, but after I showed it to him, the USB stick went missing. He swore he knew nothing about it. I was panicking because I thought I’d lost it and was worried someone would find it and look at it.”

Flynn perched on the edge of the desk. “Kurt had it?”

“Yes. After Eustace had been around offering a reward for anything from the ship, Kurt told me he had the video and would give it back if I helped him find something at the wreck. He started talking about uploading the video to the internet and letting everyone know I could have saved Terry.”

He looked solemnly at Flynn. “Everyone loved Terry. And it wasn’t just that I was concerned about what people would think of me. In some ways, it might be a relief if people know. No one could say anything that I haven’t already thought of myself.” He paused and glanced at Ryan, who continued to have his head bent. “I’m friends with the Trenearys. I drink with them frequently. I know how hard it was for them when Terry died. If the video came out, it would stir everything up for them. That’s what I was scared of. It’s why I was so desperate.”

“So desperate that you stood by and watched Kurt cut Ryan’s air hose, then covered for him afterwards?” Lily asked plainly.

His eyes were sorrowful, but he wasn’t looking at Lily. He stared at Ryan.

“Is that what happened?” Flynn asked when Benji didn’t speak.

“I’m sorry,” Benji whispered. “I really am.”

Finally, Ryan lifted his head. “This would be a good time for you to tell us it was Kurt,” he said gruffly. “Please tell me it was Kurt who tried to kill me and not you.”

“No one was trying to kill you,” Benji said in a rush. “I was nearby the whole time. Even if Lily hadn’t been there, we weren’t so deep that you couldn’t surface in time. I knew you’d be fine, and I watched you surface to make sure.”

Flynn stood straighter and took a step towards Benji. “Who cut the hose?”

At Benji’s hesitation, Ryan swore loudly.

“I saw the object at your feet even before you noticed it,” Benji told Ryan. “I wasn’t thinking straight. All I saw was a chance to get the video back. I kicked up sand to limit visibility and I slipped behind you and cut the hoses. Then I grabbed the cigar box and hung around to make sure you were okay.”

Ryan stared at him with a look of complete disbelief. He opened his mouth but clearly couldn’t find words. Instead, he switched his attention to Flynn.

“Can you please get him out of here before I do something I regret?”

Flynn nodded and tipped his head to indicate Benji should get up. “I need the memory stick,” he told Ryan, who removed it from the laptop for him.

“What’s going to happen to me?” Benji asked.

“First, we need to go to the station and you’ll be formally interviewed. After that I’m not sure.”

“I thought I could trust you,” Ryan said, jaw tensing. “I said there was no way you’d have done it.”

“I’m sorry,” Benji said. “I just wanted to get the video back.”

Flynn tipped his head towards the door. “Let’s go.” As he held the door for Benji, his gaze flicked to Lily.

She gave him a reassuring nod and told him she’d talk to him later. They’d figured it out together, but it was his job from here.

Hopefully, the superintendent would be impressed.
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Chapter Thirty-Four




Unable to focus, Lily doled out ice cream almost on autopilot for the rest of the afternoon. When they’d closed the shop and she’d sent Jessica home, she moved into the back room and set to work making new batches of ice cream.

By now, she could pretty much do that on autopilot too, but she still enjoyed the steady rhythm of blending the cream, milk and sugar for the base, and then stirring in her carefully selected ingredients to create her unique flavours. Keeping the temperature right felt like an art that she’d mastered, and there was something about the waiting time with ice cream that made it extra special. You couldn’t rush the process. The magic was in the length of time it took.

The phone rang, and she was all set to ignore it until she saw it was Flynn. After wiping her hands on her apron, she lifted the phone from the counter and swiped the screen.

“Hi,” she said brightly.

“Hey.” His voice was warm and affectionate, bringing an instant smile to Lily’s lips.

“Are you still at work?”

“Just walked out,” he said. “That was quite an interesting afternoon.”

“Yeah,” she agreed. “I was definitely not expecting things to turn out the way they did.”

“Me neither. I just spoke to Ryan again. Now that he’s calmed down, he’s very sympathetic. It seems he genuinely was scared of taking anyone out diving after what happened. Now that he knows the full story, he seems to be dealing with it better.”

“What’s going to happen to Benji?”

“I don’t know. He’ll have to go to court and a judge will decide.”

“And Kurt?”

“He’s admitted to blackmailing Benji, and says he was desperate for cash to get back to his mum, but given his lack of remorse, I’m not sure how much sympathy he’ll get from a judge.”

“What a mess,” Lily said.

Flynn’s voice turned sorrowful. “I’m about to go and speak to Jago Treneary. I figured I’d fill him in first and he can talk to the rest of the family. Or I will if he prefers.”

Lily nodded. “That won’t be an easy conversation.”

“No.”

“You figured everything out, though. We should celebrate later.”

He laughed. “That’s very generous of you, because I’m fairly sure it was you who figured it out.”

“Team effort,” she said. “Was the superintendent suitably impressed?”

“He was quiet, which is unusual for him. Maybe it means he’s impressed. I don’t know.”

“When does he leave?”

“Tomorrow. So either tonight or tomorrow morning, I need to talk to him about the possibility of me staying here.”

“Do it tomorrow,” Lily suggested. If he didn’t speak to him until then, she could live in hope for one more evening. “Let’s just have a chilled-out night in the pub tonight.”

“Okay.” He sighed heavily. “It would be nice if we could celebrate cracking the case, but it doesn’t feel like something to celebrate. What with the stuff with Terry Treneary, and the fact that I feel kind of sorry for Benji.”

“Me too. I still can’t believe Kurt was blackmailing him. Is Benji going to be in a lot of trouble?”

“I honestly don’t know how it will go. My opinion is that he’s a good guy who made a stupid mistake, but my opinion doesn’t count. It’ll be up to a judge to decide.”

“It should be Kurt who’s punished.”

“I guess he will be.” He paused for a moment, but sounded as though he was moving around. She assumed he was walking home. “By the way, did you hear the news about the shipwreck?”

“What about it? Did they find something exciting?”

“No. Quite the opposite. Since the storm, they can’t find any trace of it.”

“Really?”

“Even the sonar equipment isn’t detecting anything. It seems to have disappeared as mysteriously as it appeared.”

“That gives me chills,” Lily said, as goosebumps rose on her arms.

“Yeah. It’s creepy, alright.” He cleared his throat. “Listen, there’s something I have to say to you, and it’s a bit awkward.”

“Go on,” Lily said.

“It’s about the video we found. And I realise I’m stating the obvious…”

She leaned against the counter and smiled to herself. “I can’t tell anyone about it?”

“I know you wouldn’t,” he said quickly. “And I guess if any of the Trenearys mention it to you, it’s fine for you to tell them you know, but just don’t bring it up yourself.”

“I wouldn’t.”

“Yeah, I know. Sorry.”

She chuckled. “Why are you sorry?”

“Because I know you wouldn’t actually be insensitive enough to bring it up.”

“It’s fine, Flynn. You’re just doing your job.”

“Speaking of which – do you think I should visit Jago in uniform or in regular clothes?”

“Regular clothes,” she said. “It’ll be better if he hears it from a friend rather than a police officer.”

“That’s what I was thinking, too.” He dragged in a breath. “What are you up to?”

“Making ice cream. Come over when you’ve spoken to Jago and we’ll go and get a drink.”

He told her he’d see her later and she put the phone aside to get back to her ice cream. It was only half an hour later when the bell above the door jangled. Surely Flynn wouldn’t be that fast. Jessica must have forgotten to switch the sign to closed.

“I’m afraid I’m closed,” Lily called as she stepped through into the shop. “Oh. Hi.”

“Sorry,” Maria said, her eyes round as they darted around the room. “I didn’t mean to disturb you, but I could see the light on in the back. Were you making ice cream?”

“Yes. It’s become my evening ritual. With the good weather, I sell out fast.”

She smiled knowingly. “I’m glad it’s all working out so well for you.”

“Me too.” Lily glanced into the back room. “Do you want to come through? I just need to get this batch into the freezer, then we could have a drink.”

Maria’s eyes went to the back room, then darted nervously to the floor. “You’re busy. I’ll leave you to get on with it.”

“No, it’s fine,” Lily said quickly. “We can just hang out here.” She took a couple of steps backwards. “Just give me two minutes.”

After hastily moving the batch of ice cream to the freezer, she pulled her apron off and returned to the shop.

“Sorry,” Maria said, turning from where she was standing in front of the framed newspaper articles on the wall. Both included photos of her – one from when the ice cream shop first opened, and one documenting the fire at the shop. “It’s strange being back here.”

“Do you want a drink?” Lily asked, nodding at the fridge full of soft drinks.

“No, thank you.” She drifted to a table. “I hope you don’t mind me calling in.”

“Of course not. I told you it’d be good to see you here.”

“I was thinking about what you said the other day, about how it’s good to talk about Derek with someone who knew him.”

“Yes.” Lily pulled out a chair and indicated for Maria to do the same.

“It made me realise,” she said as she sat. “I’ve never had that. Whenever Derek and I were together, we were in our own little bubble. We didn’t meet each other’s friends or family.”

Her eyes trailed over the room again. “I never spoke to anyone about him who actually knew him. I once had a friend who was convinced he was a figment of my imagination.” She smiled affectionately. “Sometimes, when I hadn’t seen him for ages, I’d start to wonder the same.”

“That must have been so hard,” Lily mused.

“I was wondering if…” She paused and worried at her bottom lip. “Maybe you aren’t interested, but I have photos… I wondered if you might like to see them…”

“Of Uncle Derek?”

“Yes. Me and him.” She smiled shyly. “We’re pretty young.”

“I’d love to see them,” Lily said, then waited eagerly while Maria delved into her tote bag and retrieved a small photo album.

“I’m very old school,” she said, handing it over. “There weren’t digital photos back then.”

“It’s nice having them printed out.” Lily’s breath caught as she opened the book to be confronted by a photo of her uncle beaming into the camera while lazing on a beach. “He’s so young,” she whispered through the lump in her throat. Tears stung her eyes as she turned the page to more beach pictures and then one of the two of them standing in a busy street wearing matching straw hats.

“That was at a street festival in Madrid, just a few weeks after we first met.”

“He looks so different,” Lily murmured as she continued to turn the pages. Every now and then there was an obvious time jump – they’d age a few years and the location would change.

“Could I ask you something?” Maria said, pulling Lily’s attention from the photos.

She nodded lightly.

“I was wondering how he died.” Her lower lip quivered. “And when?”

“Oh.” Lily dropped the photo album to the table.

“It’s fine if you’d rather not talk about it…”

“It’s not that,” Lily said, while her heart drummed furiously. “I just sort of had the impression that you already knew… when we spoke the other day, I thought you must already know.”

She shook her head. “Glynis had told me you’d come looking for the ice cream shop after your uncle had died, but she didn’t say more than that.”

Lily felt a pang of disappointment. If Maria didn’t know the details of his death, then maybe she was being entirely honest with Lily now.

If she wasn’t hiding things – if she was sharing everything she knew – then maybe Lily would never get all her answers.

“He had a heart attack,” she finally said. “Almost a year ago.”

“I’m sorry,” Maria whispered. “That must have been a shock for you.”

“Yes.” Her throat thickened, strangling her words. “We argued before he died. I never got to apologise.”

Maria didn’t rush to offer platitudes and Lily was grateful for it.

“The last time I spoke to him, he told me how amazing you were and how proud he was of you.”

Lily smiled and wiped tears from under her eyes.

Reaching across, Maria squeezed her hand. “He was also concerned that you’d thrived despite him and not because of him. He worried that he’d never really given you a proper home, and that you should have had more people around you.”

“Really?” Lily’s forehead wrinkled with a frown. Maybe Maria could help her with her questions after all. “He said that?”

“Yes.”

“I’m surprised that was something Uncle Derek thought much about.” She paused, thinking. “When I was growing up, we didn’t stay in one place for longer than a couple of years. I’d make friends and then we’d move on and I’d have to make new friends.”

“He always did like to travel,” Maria said hesitantly. “He was a restless soul – never liked to stay in one place for very long.”

“Sometimes the travelling felt like an adventure. But…” Lily’s mind wandered, poring over her childhood, trying to figure out what she was missing from her story.

“But what?” Maria asked eventually.

“He was overprotective.” Lily winced slightly, hating to say anything negative about Uncle Derek. “Almost paranoid sometimes. As though he saw danger around every corner. When we’d arrive in a new place, he’d always sign me up for martial arts classes and self-defence lessons. He could be a little obsessive about it.” Tilting her head, she looked questioningly at Maria.

There was a flash of something in her features that Lily couldn’t read. Maybe more guilt.

“Perhaps that was because of your parents’ death,” she ventured slowly. “It was such a tragedy, and it was pure luck that you weren’t at home with your parents. He mentioned that a few times – how grateful he was that you hadn’t been in the house.”

“Yes,” Lily muttered. “That was probably it.”

Maria’s features relaxed. “It seems as though you’ve settled into life here easily. Do you think you’ll stay? Or have you inherited Derek’s itchy feet?”

“I’m staying,” Lily said without hesitation. “I feel at home here. Probably more so than I’ve ever felt anywhere.”

“You certainly seem to have taken to ice cream making like a pro.” Her lips twitched upwards. “I think Derek would have been really amused by that.”

“Me too.” A rush of warmth flooded through her. “I used to jump from job to job. Nothing held my interest for very long. But Uncle Derek always said I’d find my passion, eventually.”

“You think it’s ice cream?”

She paused, her thoughts jumping to all the time she’d spent investigating mysteries since she arrived on the islands. Maybe she’d found two things she was passionate about.

“Making ice cream feels therapeutic,” she said after a moment. “I love the creativity of experimenting with flavours. And then getting to see people react to it is fantastic.”

“I always enjoyed it, too.”

“Feel free to come and give me a hand any time you want.”

“Thank you,” she said. “I think I’ll leave it to you, though. It’s probably more nostalgia than I can take.”

Lily handed the photo album back and thanked Maria for bringing it over.

She was feeling decidedly nostalgic herself when she said goodbye to her at the door.
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Chapter Thirty-Five




Lingering outside Jago’s house, Flynn mentally prepared himself for what would no doubt be a difficult conversation.

“They’re out on the patio,” Sylvie told him when she answered the door. “Go through.”

“They?” he asked.

“Trystan’s here.”

He nodded and made his way along the hallway and into the kitchen. He stepped outside to find the two brothers relaxing in the sunshine.

“Grab yourself a beer,” Jago called happily at the sight of him.

“I’m okay for the minute.” His insides twisted at the thought that he was about to ruin their peaceful evening.

Jago tilted his head when Flynn failed to sit. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah, sorry.” He pulled out the nearest chair. “I was thinking I’d speak to you alone, but maybe it’s better that I’ve got the two of you.”

“Now you can get double the opinions on your love life,” Jago said, stretching his legs out as he sank further down the chair. “We’ll both say the same, though. You should stop messing about and go for it with Lily.”

Trystan nodded his agreement.

“It’s not Lily I wanted to speak to you about.” He paused, pondering whether it would have been better to have come in uniform and dealt with it in a more official manner. He told himself it didn’t matter what he was wearing, he could still treat the situation as he would if he were on duty.

“I’ll get to the point,” he said. “Apologies if this sounds very blunt, but there’s not an easy way to say it. While I was investigating another matter this week, I came across footage of your dad.”

Jago sat up straighter in his chair and both men stared at him.

“What kind of footage?” Trystan asked.

“Someone was on a boat and a video was taken – they didn’t realise they were recording and only later noticed that your dad’s boat is in the video – quite a distance away. From what we can tell, the video captures your dad’s final moments.”

“What does it show?” Jago asked, swallowing hard.

“It’s difficult to see clearly, but it appears to show him fall in the water. Unfortunately, it doesn’t shed any more light on what happened.”

“Someone had the video this whole time,” Trystan remarked. “Why didn’t they say anything?”

“He felt guilty that he’d been in the area at the time of his death and hadn’t been able to do anything to help.”

“He could hardly have done something if he didn’t see it happen,” Trystan said.

Flynn nodded. “He feels that things might have gone differently if he’d been more aware of his surroundings.”

Trystan gave a frustrated shake of the head while Jago stayed quiet.

“How did you find the video?” Jago asked quietly.

“Someone else had got hold of it and was using it to blackmail the person who took it. He threatened to post it on social media. The person who’d taken the video was desperate for that not to happen. He was concerned about how that would affect your family. He did something stupid to get the video back.”

“It’s someone we know then?” Trystan asked.

Flynn nodded.

“Are you allowed to tell us who it is?” Jago asked.

“Yes, but I’d question why you want to know. He already feels terrible, and with regard to your dad, I don’t think he really did anything wrong – though maybe he should have made the video known at the time he found it.”

Trystan shook his head again. “I’m sick of this.”

Flynn raised a questioning eyebrow.

“Dad died and that was hard enough to deal with, but the ripple effects of it just seem never-ending. So many people ended up eating themselves up because they feel they should have done something differently.”

He held out a hand and began counting with his fingers. “Noah felt guilty because Dad had asked him to go out on the boat that day and he turned him down. Same for Kit. I was around at the time and was convinced that if I’d done something differently I could have prevented it.” He pointed beside him. “Jago felt terrible because he hadn’t been home to visit for ages before dad died. Lowen was a mess for ages after because he wasn’t here at the time.” He paused and inhaled deeply. “I wouldn’t have anything negative to say to the person who took the video. I’d only like to tell them to let it go. Dad wouldn’t want people feeling bad on his account.”

Jago nodded his agreement.

“It’s Benji Telford,” Flynn said.

Trystan smiled sadly. “He definitely would’ve helped dad if he’d realised he was in trouble. I don’t doubt that for a second.”

“You should probably know he’s likely looking at jail time for what he did to try to keep the video from being posted online.”

“What the heck did he do?” Jago asked.

Trystan sat forward in his seat and groaned. “Was it him who cut the air hose during the dive the other day? Kit was telling us about that.”

“Yes. He exchanged the artefact from the boat for the return of the video. The person blackmailing him claimed a reward for the artefact.”

“That Australian guy who works for Ryan Simmons?” Trystan asked.

Flynn nodded.

“I reckon it should be the guy who did the blackmailing that should go to prison,” Jago remarked.

“That’s also a possibility. Hopefully, given the circumstances and the fact that it seems clear Benji wasn’t intending any harm to come to Ryan, he may get a suspended sentence, or community service.”

“Fingers crossed,” Trystan muttered.

“Have you seen the video?” Jago asked.

“Yes. Though there isn’t much to see. It’s taken from a distance and it’s wobbly. It was actually a small child who took the video, probably by accident.” He paused. “I have it with me if you want to see it.”

Immediately, Jago shook his head. “I don’t want to see it.” He looked questioningly at his brother.

“Me neither,” Trystan said. “I have plenty of good memories of dad. I don’t need negative ones. Especially if it doesn’t tell us anything new.”

“What about the rest of the family?” Flynn ventured.

“We’ll talk to them,” Trystan said confidently. “They should know.”

“If anyone wants to see the video, send them to the station.”

“Thanks,” Jago said, with a tired smile.

“Sorry to ruin the mood.”

He shook his head. “Do you want a beer now?”

“No, thanks. I think I’ll leave you alone. You probably want to chat it all through.”

Jago stood when Flynn did and patted his back as he embraced him. “Thanks for coming over. Better to hear it from you.”

“Of course,” Flynn said, then shook Trystan’s hand before wandering back to the road.
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Chapter Thirty-Six




From the living room window, Lily looked out for Flynn and rushed downstairs as soon as she spotted him ambling along the promenade in the fading daylight.

“Hi,” she said, opening the door. Expecting him to be drained after his conversation with Jago, his lazy smile caught her off guard, as did the way his gaze held hers for way too long.

“How did it go with Jago?” she asked, tilting her head.

“Okay, I guess. Trystan was there too. I think that helped.”

She nodded. “What’s going on with you?” she said, when he continued to gaze at her with his crooked smile.

“Nothing. Why?”

“Because you look…” She shrugged. “I don’t know… happy or something.”

“Don’t I usually?”

Not in the last week, he hadn’t. Her eyes widened. “Did you speak to the superintendent?”

“No. I’ll catch him tomorrow before he leaves.” His eyes fell to her lips and she had the vague notion he might kiss her.

He didn’t move, though.

“You’re pretty great at investigating, you know?”

She shifted her weight. “Yeah, I know.” Her tone was all false confidence. “The best on the Scilly Isles. Everyone knows that.”

His eyes twinkled as his smile widened. “You’re generally pretty great.”

“Obviously,” she said, keeping the light-hearted tone even as her heart squeezed.

These were the types of conversations they were supposed to avoid.

“Are we going to the pub, or what?” she asked. “I’m starving.”

“I see,” he said as they fell into step together. “Here I was thinking you were looking out for me because you were desperate to see me.”

She gave him a sidelong glance, wondering where all the flirting was coming from. “Shut up,” she muttered, swaying so she knocked her shoulder against his.

They continued in silence and were walking into the pub in no time.

“I hear congratulations are in order,” Seren said as she poured their drinks. “It’s all a bit sad though, if you ask me. Benji must have been really desperate for money to cut Ryan’s hose.”

Lily frowned and cast a quick glance at Flynn. Apparently the gossip mill was lacking some relevant information.

“Yeah,” Flynn said bluntly, offering nothing more. Presumably Seren would hear the full story soon enough. For now, it wasn’t their place to say any more on the subject.

“Drinks are on me,” Seren said, beaming at Flynn. “A little thank you for keeping the islands safe for us mere mortals.”

“Thanks,” he replied bashfully.

“That seems unnecessary.” The deep voice sounded from the end of the bar.

Lily’s shoulders slumped at the sight of the superintendent and she caught the way Flynn’s jaw tightened.

“He did his job, which he gets paid for,” he went on bitterly. “I don’t think he needs free drinks on top.”

Seren smiled sweetly. “Then our opinions differ.”

“He didn’t even do a very good job,” the superintendent said, staring into his pint. “It took him way longer than it should have done to figure out what had happened. And in the middle of it all, he locked up some guy with no evidence that he’d done anything.” He pointed a finger at Flynn and his voice rose in volume so everyone in the vicinity turned to look. “Sloppy police work is what it was. Which is about all I’d expect from PC Grainger.”

Flynn’s cheeks blazed as he turned to Lily. “Let’s go somewhere else,” he said quietly.

“No chance,” she growled, not considering her actions for a moment as she marched over to the superintendent. “What the hell is your problem? Flynn is a great police officer and if you can’t see that, then there’s something wrong with you, not him. I imagine you’re only jealous of him being at the start of his career when you must be about ready for retirement. People like you are pathetic.”

“Lily,” Flynn said, tugging her elbow. “Let’s just go. It’s not worth it.”

“No!” There was no way they were going anywhere. She continued to glare at the superintendent, but directed her words to Flynn. “This is our local. I won’t leave because of him. If anyone’s leaving, it should be him.”

The superintendent lifted an eyebrow. “Needs a woman to fight his battles for him as well, I see.”

A deluge of abuse bubbled in Lily, but Flynn pulled hard on her arm. “We’re going,” he said firmly.

“No!” She looked to Seren for backup before her gaze finally went to Flynn.

The look he gave her made her chest squeeze. “Please,” he said. “I want to go.”

“You’re a pathetic excuse for a man,” Lily shouted at the superintendent before letting Flynn lead her outside. Anger pulsed through her veins as she stood out on the road. “We shouldn’t have left because of him.”

“I told you he’s not worth it.” Flynn walked a little way along the road, then stopped and sank onto the curb, resting his head in his hands.

The sight of him so defeated tore at Lily’s heart.

“Why won’t you stand up to him?” she asked.

“Because it won’t make any difference.”

“Maybe not, but…” She trailed off as his gaze whipped to her.

“But you think I’m pathetic for not standing up to him?” he snapped.

“No,” she whispered.

“It’s fine.” He shrugged. “I think it’s pathetic, so I’m not about to argue with you.”

She sank beside him and trailed her hand through his hair before leaving her fingers resting at the back of his neck. “I don’t think that,” she murmured. “I would never think that.”

Tilting his head, he leaned into her hand.

Their eyes locked as his hand came up to cup her cheek, and his breath swept over her lips before he kissed her.

They weren’t supposed to be doing this.

She tightened her grip on his neck and kissed him hungrily.

He was leaving so they could only be friends. That’s what they’d agreed.

Kissing him felt too good though, and it suddenly seemed ridiculous that they were only friends.

“Flynn,” she whispered against his lips, forcing her eyes open. “What are we doing?”

“Kissing,” he said, his lips curving to a smile even as he kissed her again.

“I realise that,” she laughed. “But we said…”

He pulled back slightly and pushed her hair from her face. “I just got so sick of not kissing you,” he said. “And I keep thinking about what you said about your uncle and Maria.” He shook his head. “I don’t want us to end up like that.”

“I don’t either.”

“I’ll probably have to move back to London in a few weeks,” he said. “But we can figure something out – have a long-distance relationship for a while until I figure out a way to get back here. I don’t know how it will work, but I want to try.”

Since she couldn’t manage words, Lily just nodded and kissed him again.

When she pulled back, she trailed her fingers over the back of his neck. “I promise I don’t think you’re pathetic for not standing up to the superintendent. He’s the pathetic one, not you.”

A small smile tugged at Flynn’s lips. “I believe you mentioned that in front of the entire pub.”

“I may have let my mouth run away a bit,” she admitted sheepishly.

Flynn laughed. “You called him a pathetic excuse for a man.”

“I think it was an accurate description,” she said, feeling no remorse over it.

Glancing at the pub, Flynn’s smile faded quickly and he drew in a deep breath. “Maybe that’s where I get it from,” he said quietly.

“Get what from?”

“Being pathetic.”

“You’re not pathetic,” she snapped, then pulled her chin in as she registered what he’d said. “What do you mean – that’s where you get it from?”

“I mean, maybe it’s a family trait.”

“You’re related to the superintendent?” she asked, confused.

“Sadly, yes.”

“No.” Lily slapped a hand over her mouth and mumbled through her fingers. “No way. He’s not…?”

Flynn nodded. “Superintendent Brand is my dad.”

“Oh my god, Flynn.”

“I don’t know if you noticed, but he’s not my biggest fan.”

“Flynn,” she whispered, tilting her head as a wave of sympathy surged through her.

“It’s fine,” he said, with a dismissive shake of his head that didn’t fool her for a second. “He’s always been like this. I’m used to it.”

“That doesn’t make it okay.” She touched her forehead to his. “Why is he like that?”

“I think he’s mostly pissed off that I exist,” he said, his tone light as though he could convince her it didn’t bother him.

“I’m really sorry,” she said, before a small smile pulled at her lips. “You’re kind of amazing, you know?”

“Why?” he asked suspiciously.

“Because you have to deal with having him for a dad, and you’re still such a good person.”

“You shouldn’t flatter me too much. It might go to my head.”

She kissed him again and reluctantly pulled away.

“I have a question,” she said.

“I’m sure you have lots, and I’ll tell you everything… just maybe not here.”

She grinned at him. “I was actually going to ask what we’re going to eat for dinner now that the pub isn’t an option.”

He slung an arm around her shoulders and pulled her closer. “I should have known you’d mostly be concerned about your stomach.”

“Always,” she quipped, before turning serious. “I’d also like to hear everything about your dad and how you ended up here.”

“How about we grab fish and chips and find somewhere quiet to eat them?”

She nodded her agreement. Entwining her fingers with his, she stood and pulled him up from the curb.
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Chapter Thirty-Seven




With the beautiful weather, they had to walk all the way to the end of Porthcressa Beach to get a spot completely to themselves. They didn’t speak as they got comfortable and tucked into their dinner. Lily felt a warm glow that had nothing to do with the sunshine.

The thought that she could lean over and kiss Flynn at any moment made it difficult to contain her smile every time she glanced at him.

When he finished with his fish, he stretched a leg out so it rested against hers. He cast her a sidelong glance. The way his brow creased made her heart squeeze. Whatever he was gearing up to tell her was obviously hard for him to talk about.

“I didn’t grow up with my dad around,” he said, leaning back and propping himself on an elbow. “He’d turn up every now and again, but it wasn’t regularly or often.” He paused and plucked a chip from the paper between them. “I always looked forward to his visits, but with hindsight, I don’t know why. It wasn’t usually fun, and he was never warm with me or even kind. Mostly, he’d point out my faults and how I could do better. He was critical, so I was always trying to get his approval. When I was about ten, I decided if I became a police officer, he’d definitely be impressed.”

Lily balled up the chip paper and set it aside.

“In my teenage years, I started to see him for what he really was. I might have been a disappointment to him, but he disappointed me too.”

“But you still wanted to be a police officer?”

“Yeah. I think in my subconscious I was still looking for his approval, but I also really wanted to join the police.”

“What happened when you joined? Were you working with him?”

“Not directly. He told me it would be better if I didn’t let people know we were related. So people could never think there was any nepotism or anything. I have my mum’s surname, so it was pretty easy.”

Lily nodded, pained by the strain in his features as he watched the sandpipers hopping along at the water’s edge.

“I’m assuming there was some incident that annoyed him?” Lily said. “That’s why you ended up here?”

“Yeah.” He reached for her hand, trailing his thumb across her palm and sending a shiver rippling through her. “I was out with a bunch of colleagues one night and I met this woman. We got chatting, and it turned out that her dad is the Deputy Commissioner in the MET. It’s really high up, so I mentioned that he would know my dad.”

He took a breath before continuing. “I remember how confused she looked because her dad and my dad were good friends. She’d met my dad and his family lots of times. They’d had dinners at each other’s houses while she was growing up.” He swallowed hard. “But she had no idea he had another son. Her dad, who was best friends with my dad, had no clue I existed.”

Lily couldn’t help but grimace. “What did you do?”

“Hailey, the commissioner’s daughter, was intrigued by the whole thing. She wasn’t a big fan of my dad, and she wasn’t on the best terms with her dad either, so she was happy to help me devise a way to get back at my dad. I was furious.” He hesitated. “Not even just angry – I was hurt, and it was like all the years of not being good enough for him had built up into this ball of rage.”

“I’m not surprised.”

He smiled sadly. “The commissioner was planning a party for his 60th birthday. Hailey invited me along as her date. We went out for drinks beforehand and turned up when the party was in full swing – both drunk.”

Lily winced as she waited for the rest of the story.

“In front of a crowd, Hailey introduced me as her boyfriend. I shook her dad’s hand and announced that I thought he’d already met my dad.” He caught Lily’s eye and smiled properly. “You should have seen my dad’s face. I’m surprised he didn’t just deny any connection to me, but put on the spot in front of his peers, he had to admit that he had a son who he’d never mentioned before.”

“Wow.” Lily said.

“It was satisfying for about five seconds,” he said with a sigh. “Then my dad announced that I’d always been a troublemaker and told me to get out. I happily obliged, which left him free to tell whatever story he wanted.”

“Which was what? How could he possibly make himself look good in that situation?”

“He said he only recently found out about my existence. That I was already grown up when I made contact and that I’d clearly had a terrible upbringing. He told them a bunch of lies about what an awful woman my mum is.”

“But you told them differently?”

Flynn caressed her fingers. “No. I kept my head down. And then about a week later I was told there was a posting on the Isles of Scilly that I should take.”

“Is that how it works in the police? They can just transfer you wherever they want?”

“No. It’s not how it works, but I knew that if I didn’t go along with it, it would only be a matter of time before my dad found a way to get me out of the police entirely.”

“That’s not fair,” she protested.

“No, but he’s in a position of power and people respect him. He could find a way for me to lose my job.” He shifted his weight. “I also realised that I’d never get his approval and I’d be better off if I stopped trying.”

“I think you’re right,” Lily said. “I know he’s your dad, but you’re better off without him.”

“I know that logically.” He frowned and looked out to sea. “But I still spent the last few days trying to impress him.”

“You were trying to impress the superintendent so you could convince him to let you stay longer,” Lily said. “That’s different.”

He shook his head and looked at her intently. “I was trying to impress my dad. And it feels pathetic. I don’t know why I can’t seem to stop caring what he thinks.”

“It’s biological, I guess.” She shuffled closer. “You’re close to your mum, right?”

“Yes.” His eyes sparkled. “She’s great. I might be in a bit of trouble with her though.”

“Why?”

“Because I didn’t tell her about any of this recent stuff with my dad.”

“But she knows you got transferred?”

“Yeah. I lied and said it was just a few weeks to cover for someone. I made out it was a routine thing. And then I just kept saying it’s been extended.”

“How come?”

“Partly, because I knew she’d be upset on my behalf. Dad’s put her through enough as it is so I wasn’t keen to tell her. Also, because I knew she’d insist on visiting if she knew it was a six-month posting.”

“You didn’t want her to visit?”

“Not when I first moved here. I was convinced I was going to have a terrible time. Plus, if she visited, there was more chance she’d figure out the real reason I was here. Now, I wish I’d had the chance to show her around. And I miss her. It’s the longest I’ve gone without seeing her. I’ll explain everything to her when I get back. I hate having secrets from her.”

“You can bring her over another time,” Lily suggested.

“That’s a good idea.”

“How did she and your dad get together, anyway?”

“It was just a fling. Mum got pregnant, Dad told her to get rid of it, and she refused.” He pushed Lily’s hair from her face. “The annoying thing is that he was just decent enough that he couldn’t ignore my existence completely. Things would have been better if he’d never acknowledged me and I hadn’t known him at all. But here we are.”

Lily sighed. “Before, you said you didn’t want to tell me about all this because it reflected badly on you, but I don’t see how.”

“My own dad being against me doesn’t exactly say anything good about me, does it?”

“I don’t think it says anything about you at all,” she remarked. “Apart from that you’re amazingly resilient, to deal with all that and still be a relatively normal person.”

His lips pulled into a grin. “Relatively?”

“I don’t want to flatter you too much.”

His smiled died away. “I didn’t handle it particularly well in the end. Getting drunk and making a scene in front of so many people who can influence my career wasn’t my greatest moment.”

“That’s where the rumours came from about you sleeping with some officer’s daughter?” she asked. “It was the commissioner’s daughter. But that was fake…”

He scratched behind his ear as he winced.

“You did sleep with her?”

“We were both single,” he said defensively. “In the scheme of things I don’t think that was really a big deal.”

“So the commissioner didn’t really have an issue with you?”

Again, he winced. “I had a bit of a reputation for being a player… so I suppose I wouldn’t have been anyone’s first choice for their daughter. I guess it was an easy way for her to annoy her dad. But my transfer over here was all my dad’s idea, as far as I can tell. Though I guess it was easy to convince the commissioner it was a good idea. Especially with Dad spinning all his lies about me.”

Lily stayed silent for a moment. “What are you going to do? Will you still ask him about staying?”

He nodded. “As much as I hate to ask anything of him, I’ll swallow my pride and talk to him about it. I hope the thought of having me permanently removed from his life will be appealing to him.”

“I’m so sorry,” she said. “Part of me wants to advise you to just tell him where to go, or never speak to him again… but if there’s a chance you could stay…”

He leaned in and kissed her softly.

“It would be worth it,” he whispered against her lips.
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Chapter Thirty-Eight




Calling and arranging to meet the superintendent might have been a good idea but that would give him the option of ignoring Flynn. Also, the way Flynn had left the pub without saying anything left a bad taste in his mouth. Lily was right – this was their home and if anyone should have left the pub, it should really have been the superintendent.

He took a deep breath before pulling on the brass doorhandles and stepping into the Mermaid Inn. When there was no sign of the superintendent at the bar, Flynn’s eyes trailed around the room.

“He’s not here,” Seren called across the bar, while continuing to pull a pint. She set it in front of an old guy, then wandered over to Flynn.

“When did he leave?”

Seren shrugged. “Not long after you and Lily. We had a minor disagreement and he wasn’t very happy when he left.”

“A minor disagreement about what?” Flynn asked.

“About whether he could continue drinking here.”

Flynn’s chest expanded. “You refused to serve him?”

“Of course I refused to serve him. No one gets to sit and talk about our police officers like that. I’d have kicked him out while you were still here, but I was enjoying watching Lily tear strips off him too much to intervene.”

Flynn’s lips pulled upwards. “She was pretty great.”

“I don’t know where the superintendent went.” Seren gave his arm a squeeze. “But the guy is clearly an idiot. I’d just stay out of his way if I were you.”

“I would, except he’s also my dad, and possibly my only chance at being able to stay here longer.”

Seren’s eyes widened. “He’s your dad?”

“Don’t look at me like that,” Flynn warned. “I’ve had all the sympathetic looks I can take from Lily.”

“Fine, but you’re having a hug whether you like it or not!”

Flynn chuckled when she flung her arms around him. It was a far cry from when he’d first arrived on the island and all she could do was scowl at him.

“You’re going to extend your stay?” she asked, releasing him.

“I want to,” he told her. “So far, it’s not looking likely.”

“But if your dad pulled strings to get you over here, maybe he could pull more to get you to stay…”

“That’s what I’m hoping.”

She tilted her head and got a dreamy look in her eyes. “Then you can get together with Lily and live happily ever after.”

“That’s the plan,” he said, then laughed at her surprise. “First, I have to find the superintendent and convince him to let me stay.”

“I’m keeping everything crossed,” she said, then wished him luck before he walked out of the pub.

The thought of his dad being kicked out of the Mermaid Inn kept Flynn amused as he wandered through Hugh Town. On the downside, it meant he was likely to be in a worse mood than usual, but Flynn didn’t have the time to wait for his mood to be right.

There was a possibility his dad would have headed over to the Old Town Inn to continue drinking there, but Flynn thought it more likely he’d have opted for the hotel bar.

He was right. In the entrance to the underground bar, he hesitated, watching his dad stare vacantly at the opposite wall with a beer on the table in front of him.

He didn’t react when Flynn took the seat opposite him, nor when he ordered himself a beer from the passing waiter. Only when Flynn’s drink had arrived did he finally speak.

“They wouldn’t serve me in the pub after you left,” he said without inflection.

“Seren is a friend of mine. She wouldn’t have appreciated the way you spoke to me.”

“Not just her.” He took a swig of his drink. “The barman also refused to serve me, and one or two customers made their opinions known too. Then the owner arrived and as soon as they told him I’d insulted you, he told me to be on my way. Didn’t care that I was a superintendent.”

Flynn felt a warm flutter in his chest as he imagined the scene in the pub.

“It seems you’re well liked around here,” his dad said.

Flynn didn’t comment.

“The sergeant also spent the last few days singing your praises and telling me what an outstanding officer you are.”

Flynn waited a beat. “If you have a point, I’m not sure what it is.” Heaven forbid his dad admit he might be good at his job. More likely, he’d believe Flynn was a con artist and had everyone fooled.

“I don’t think I have a point. I was just commenting, that’s all.”

They fell into silence and Flynn’s heart sped up as he contemplated raising the subject of staying longer on the Scillies.

“Gina is threatening to divorce me,” his dad said out of the blue.

Taken aback, Flynn was lost for words. His dad didn’t share anything from his personal life, so it felt weird that he’d mention his marital problems.

“I didn’t realise you were in contact with her,” he added.

“I’m not really,” Flynn said. “We just email about Jake and Rosie sometimes. Mostly, around their birthdays when I want to know what to buy them.”

He nodded slowly. “Funny that, because she suddenly knows a lot of stuff about my relationship with you. Stuff she isn’t very happy about.”

“She emailed me a while back,” Flynn said. “Asking how often I was in touch with you, and how much I saw you when I was growing up…”

“And you made out that I was the problem in our relationship?”

Realisation dawned on Flynn. “Are you about to blame your marital problems on me?” It was an effort not to laugh. “Did Gina really only just realise what a terrible father you’ve been to me?”

His eyes flashed with anger. “I didn’t want to be a father back then. Your mother knew that. I provided for you.”

“I don’t think paying child support is really what makes someone a good father.” He slouched back in his chair. “Are your problems with Gina the reason for your visit? You’re trying to convince her you’re a decent person, so you’ve come to visit your son?”

He shook his head but didn’t verbally deny it.

“If it helps I can email her,” Flynn said. “Tell her you were here and it was good to see you and spend time with you.”

His dad’s features scrunched with suspicion. “Why would you do that?”

“Because I want something from you, too.” He paused and took a breath. “You pulled strings to get me posted here. I’d like you to pull more strings so I can stay.”

In the silence, Flynn’s heart thumped furiously. “I’d be out of your way. You can go back to pretending I don’t exist and I swear I’ll go along with that. I’ll never mention to anyone that we’re related.”

Finally, he stopped talking and held his breath, waiting for an answer.

“The sergeant already asked me about it,” his dad said slowly. “I spoke to some people, but it’s not a possibility.”

“Can you speak to someone else?” Flynn asked desperately. “Or speak to them again?”

“It won’t make any difference. There isn’t a permanent position for another PC and I can’t create one. I would if I could.”

With his chest tight and his thoughts hazy, Flynn stood.

“Wait,” his dad said when he took a couple of steps away. “Could you still talk to Gina?”

“I can speak to her, but I think it would be better for your marriage if I didn’t.”

“Flynn. Please…”

“I’ll stick to my other promise,” he said softly. “I’ll never tell anyone at work we’re related ever again.”
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Chapter Thirty-Nine




Light spilled from the window of Lily’s living room. Stopping on the promenade, Flynn stared up, imagining her pottering in the kitchen or lazing on the couch.

In three weeks, he’d be back in London. The thought made him numb. Like there was a void inside of him – a black hole that sucked in emotions, leaving him feeling entirely flat.

Instead of going in to Lily’s place, he continued back home. Sinking onto the couch, he opened his laptop and went into his emails. With a quick tap, he opened the one from Gina and scanned the words. It wasn’t only asking him about his dad’s visit but informing him they were getting divorced and apologising to Flynn. It seemed she thought she’d made things difficult for him.

He didn’t make it far into a reply before giving up and taking out his phone. It only rang a couple of times before Gina answered.

“How’s everything with you?” she asked with a sigh.

“Fine. It’s been a busy few days and I only just read your email.”

“How’s it been with your dad?”

“Umm…” He sank back into the couch cushions. “Same as usual, I suppose.”

“I don’t know what that means,” she said, a tinge of sadness to her words. “Did he tell you we’re getting a divorce?”

“He said you threatened to divorce him. It didn’t sound as though it was definitely happening.”

“Of course,” she said wearily. “He’s in denial. It’s happening though.”

“I feel as though I’m in the middle of all of this and I’d really rather not be.”

“I’m sorry,” she said. “It’s not just about you. There are a thousand other reasons I can’t be with him any more, but he lied to me about you. One lie after another for years.”

“What did he say?” Flynn asked.

“He made out as though your mother was a monster who turned you against him and wouldn’t let him see you.”

“That’s not true,” Flynn said without emotion. “He didn’t see me because he didn’t want to see me. To this day, I think he’s still angry that my mum refused to have an abortion.”

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

“Don’t be.”

“It all makes sense now. He always needs to be in control of every situation. If things don’t turn out exactly how he wants, he can’t deal with it.”

Flynn nodded and made a noise of agreement.

“I’m sorry if I made things more difficult for you, and your relationship with your dad.”

“It doesn’t matter,” he said. “I don’t want him in my life. I’m done with him.”

“How’s it been on the Scillies? I was furious with Michael for getting you transferred over there.”

Ignoring the question, Flynn squinted, trying to figure everything out. “You must have known that he never spoke to anyone about me. Didn’t you think it was odd that his closest friends didn’t know I existed?”

“Yes. But he said he was embarrassed by the situation with your mum and how messy it all was.” She let out a frustrated growl. “And he said you were determined to make your own way at work. That you didn’t want anyone to know he’s your dad in case they thought you got special treatment. He made out that he was respecting your wishes. Now, I feel like an idiot for not asking more questions, but the way he talked about it sounded so convincing. And the few times that you visited, you were always so aloof that it seemed as though he was right that your mum had poisoned you against him.”

“If I was aloof it was because I felt as though I was intruding on your happy family. Whenever I suggested visiting, Dad always made excuses about why it wasn’t convenient. I had the feeling that none of you really wanted me around.”

“Meanwhile Michael was telling me he invited you, but you were the one making excuses. He’d talk about how sad it was for Rosie and Jake that they didn’t have their big brother in their lives. But also that it was probably for the best since you had so much bitterness towards us.”

Flynn let out a frustrated groan. “I don’t even know what to say, but could you do me a favour and try not say anything that will make him angrier with me? I don’t want to lose my job because he blames me for your divorce.”

“Yes.” She sighed. “I’m sorry. I should have questioned you more. The fact that you were interested in Jake and Rosie should have been a clue that your issues with your dad went deeper.”

“I probably should have made more effort,” he said. “I always wanted to get to know them better. But maybe I was a little bitter. Dad was always bragging about them, and all I ever got was criticism.”

“You can see them whenever you want,” she said sadly. “Call me when you’re back in London and we’ll set something up.”

“I’d like that.” At this point, he needed something positive on the horizon.

“Do you like it on the Scillies?”

His chest tightened. “I love it. Even though Dad did it to punish me, sending me over here was probably the best thing he’s ever done for me.”

“It sounds as though you don’t want to leave.”

“I don’t. But I think everything will work out okay.”

Because one way or another, he was determined to figure out how to get back to St. Mary’s.

“I’m glad you called,” Gina said. “And I’m sorry again.”

“I appreciate the sentiment, but you have nothing to be sorry for.”

“Let’s talk again soon.”

He nodded. “Tell Jake and Rosie I said hi and I’ll see them soon.”

After ending the call, he sat staring at the phone.

He needed to call Lily, but there was a heaviness inside of him that made the conversation feel impossible.
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Chapter Forty




Lily couldn’t settle when she got home. All she could think about was Flynn speaking to his dad. On the couch, she dropped her head back and stared at the ceiling, contemplating how a person could treat their own child so coldly. Her heart squeezed, thinking of how difficult it must have been growing up craving fatherly attention which he’d never get. And how that craving would probably never fully go away.

Hopefully, their current conversation went well and the superintendent could finally do something good for Flynn by letting him stay.

God, she wanted him to stay. She bit down on her lip. Even if he had to leave, they’d figure something out. A long-distance relationship wasn’t ideal, but it was infinitely better than not having him in her life.

It was odd how the idea of not having him in her life felt so impossible. It even felt surreal to think of a time when he wasn’t in her life. How had she ever managed without knowing him?

An hour went by, with her checking the time every few minutes, and waiting for the phone or the doorbell to ring.

Maybe he’d just come back after he’d spoken to his dad.

Maybe he’d stay the night.

Her stomach somersaulted at the thought.

Just when she thought she was going to go crazy with waiting, her phone finally rang. “Hi,” she said, swiping at her phone. “How did it go?”

Flynn hesitated. Time seemed to slow for a moment.

“He can’t get me transferred here permanently. He already tried.”

Tears pricked the back of Lily’s eyes. “It’s good that he tried, at least. Maybe he has some paternal instincts after all.”

“I think it was more about keeping me out of his life. Also, I found out he’s only here so his wife thinks he’s making an effort with me.”

“Sorry,” she said. “Is there anything else you can do to stay here?”

“The sergeant was going to make some more enquiries, but it seems unlikely anything will come of it.”

“Okay,” she mumbled, not sure what else there was to say.

“What do you want to do?”

“I don’t mind. You can come here? Or I can come to your place.”

Again, he hesitated. “I didn’t mean now. I meant in general. With us…”

Heat rose up her throat and she shook her head as a wave of anger rushed through her. “What do you mean, what do I want to do? We already said we’d figure out a way to be together. If you only said that because you thought you’d end up sticking around…”

“Woah!” He sounded entirely amused as he cut her off mid rant. “I haven’t changed my mind about anything. I meant what I said about a long-distance relationship.”

“What are you asking me then?”

“I only wanted to check if it’s okay for you. I told you what I wanted, but didn’t give you a chance to say how you feel. And now you know I’m going to be gone in a few weeks maybe you’ll feel differently… I’d understand if you did.”

“We’ll make it work somehow,” she said, relaxing back again. “We can visit each other, like you said, and we can video call all the time.”

“Yeah.”

“Maybe one day Sergeant Proctor will retire and you can have his job.”

He laughed loudly.

“I’m serious,” she said. “How old is he? Surely he can’t be too far from retirement.”

“I don’t know how old he is.” His voice turned serious. “I love the fact that the only obstacle you see to me being sergeant is that the position is already filled.”

“You could be sergeant one day, couldn’t you?”

“Theoretically, yes. At least if my dad wasn’t determined to hinder my career. But even if he wasn’t set on thwarting me, I can’t imagine it. I enjoy being a PC. I reckon that’s what I’m supposed to do…” He let out a frustrated groan.

“What?”

“I just realised my dad told me I’d never be more than a PC, even before he made it clear he’d stand in my way. He just thought I’d never be good enough. Maybe that’s why I never imagined anything else.”

“You could totally be sergeant.”

“I don’t know. I really do enjoy being a PC. I’m not sure I aspire to a higher rank.”

“If you enjoy it, then great – stay a PC. But don’t let him hold you back.”

“We’ll see. Anyway, when I’m back in London my shift patterns should be pretty good for me coming to visit you. I’ll be working four on and four off, so I’ll be able to come and bother you for a few days at a time. I was also thinking…” He trailed off, leaving Lily in suspense.

“What?”

“Nothing, never mind.”

“Tell me,” she insisted.

“It was only a thought, but in the winter, when the ice cream shop is quiet…”

“I could close up for a while and come and stay with you.”

“Only if you wanted to.”

“I’d like that. I imagine it will be a little quiet here for my liking.”

“I can’t imagine it here in the winter.” There was a faraway quality in his voice, as though he’d be sad to miss it.

“You leaving seems surreal,” she said, happy that they were finally talking about it instead of avoiding the subject. “I still keep thinking something will happen and you’ll be able to stay.”

“Fingers crossed,” he whispered.

An ache started in her chest. Maybe talking about it wasn’t so great after all. Dwelling on his leaving didn’t seem like the best approach to the next couple of weeks – what she should do was make the most of having him around.

“Do you want to come over?” she asked, her heart speeding up as the words left her mouth. It pounded even more furiously when he hesitated to reply.

“If I come over there, I won’t want to leave,” he finally said.

“I wasn’t planning on kicking you out.”

“I know.”

She laughed nervously.

“Sorry,” he said. “I definitely want to come over… it’s just that…”

“What?” she asked, an impatient bite to the word.

“I thought I might take you out on a date if that’s okay.”

“Now?”

“No. Not now. It’s late.”

“Yeah,” she said slowly. “I’m going to need you to keep talking, because I’m not sure what’s going on here…”

“I just don’t usually date people.”

“Your reputation would suggest otherwise.”

“I sleep with random women,” he said bluntly. “Or I used to. But I never properly dated anyone.”

“Never?”

“I avoided it. But I would like to go on dates with you. I want things to be different with us.”

“Okay,” she said, basking in the warmth that pooled in her stomach. “Where are you going to take me?”

“I was thinking of a sunset picnic on the beach.”

“So this date involves me making a picnic, does it?”

“No.” He laughed. “I’ll take care of everything.”

“Promise you won’t stand me up this time?”

“I promise.”

She moved to stand up when a yawn overtook her.

“Should I let you get to bed?” Flynn asked amused.

“It’s been a long day.” She wasn’t keen to end the call, though. “Oh, I forgot to tell you. Maria came over.”

“Just for a visit?”

“Yeah. She wanted to show me photos of my uncle.” Slowly, Lily wandered to the bedroom. “And ask me how he died.”

“So she didn’t already know?”

“I guess not.”

“That makes sense. How could she have known?”

“Yeah.” In her bedroom, she sank onto the bed, then immediately stood again and slid open the wardrobe drawer. “She couldn’t have known. So it seems as though she’s finally telling the truth.”

“Why do you sound put out by that?”

Her eyes went to the backpack at the bottom of the wardrobe. The one that was packed for emergencies, the way her uncle had always taught her. She pulled it out and moved back to the bed.

“I still think maybe there’s a lot about my childhood that I don’t know. If Maria doesn’t have answers for me, I can’t imagine I’ll ever find out.”

“Is this because of the fire at your parents’ house and the one at the ice cream shop?”

“Partly.” She pulled out the small bundle of clothes from the backpack and set them beside her on the bed. Then she did the same with the selection of chargers and her pen knife and torch. “But I also just have this feeling there was stuff Uncle Derek didn’t tell me about.”

“Like what?”

Lily opened her mouth, then closed it again. Desperately, she wanted to tell him everything, but a part of her insisted she couldn’t tell anyone. Especially not a police officer.

“Ignore me,” she said breezily. “I think I’m just tired.”

“I’ll leave you to sleep,” he said. “Talk to you tomorrow?”

“Yeah.” She smiled into the phone as she wished him goodnight.

Setting the phone aside, she went to repack the backpack, but paused.

Lifting it onto her lap, she reached into the bottom and pulled out the Ziploc bags filled with an obscene amount of money. The notes were mostly euros, but there were several thousand pounds as well.

Her heart rate increased, just as it had done when she’d first found the cash at her uncle’s house after he died. It sped up even further when she took the brown envelope from the bag.

Her passport and birth certificate. She flicked to the photo page of her passport, then put it aside and slid her hand into the envelope again.

Given the state of the world, maybe it made sense to have a bag of supplies ready to go.

The envelope fell to the floor as she pulled out the second passport – the one she’d found with the money when she’d cleared out Uncle Derek’s house – and which made no sense at all.

As always, she felt slightly nauseous as she flicked through the pages, opening it to the photo of herself. The same photo as her other passport.

There were a few distinct differences with this passport, though.

In this one, her name wasn’t Lily Larkin. And she wasn’t British.

Realising she’d forgotten to breathe, she released a breath while hastily stuffing everything back into the backpack. Quickly, she returned it to its place.

The bottom of the wardrobe – and the back of her mind.

To be continued…
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Don’t miss the next book in the series…


Artful Deceit

A stolen bag. A hidden past. A truth too dangerous to share.

Lily Larkin’s life on the Isles of Scilly is finally settling into a comfortable rhythm – especially now that her relationship with PC Flynn Grainger is beginning to blossom.

But a spate of burglaries soon shatters the calm. And when Lily’s own flat is broken into, things take a chilling turn.

The only thing missing? A backpack containing a stash of cash and two passports... both bearing her face, but different identities.

Desperate to retrieve the stolen bag – and to keep Flynn out of the loop – Lily follows a trail of clues to a secluded artists’ retreat, where secrets simmer just beneath the surface.

As the truth edges closer, she finds herself in a race against time. Can she recover the stolen items before the police do? Or will the discovery of her hidden past spark questions she’s not ready to answer?

With Flynn’s transfer looming and her heart on the line, Lily must confront the mystery of her childhood – and decide just how far she’s willing to go to uncover the truth.

Available here: https://mybook.to/LilyLarkinBook6
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The Isles of Scilly series…


If you’ve enjoyed meeting Seren, Kit, and the Treneary family, you can spend more time with them in my Isles of Scilly romance series. Those books have less mystery but plenty of love, friendship, and beautiful island charm. To start the journey with book one just click the cover below.

[image: Cover of The Weekend Getaway by Hannah Ellis. Cover image shows a woman gazing out to sea.]
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ReadRobe.com


About the Author


Hannah Ellis never expected to become a full-time writer, but ten years and forty books later, she’s sold over a million copies to readers around the world.

She writes stories filled with love, friendship, and mystery – books that feel like catching up with old friends.

Originally from England, Hannah now lives in Germany with her husband and children. When she’s not writing, you’ll find her walking in the Bavarian countryside, puzzling over a jigsaw, practicing yoga, or sipping tea.

Connect with Hannah:

• Facebook: @authorhannahellis

• Instagram: @authorhannahellis

• Website: www.authorhannahellis.com

Join her mailing list for updates, new releases, and exclusive content:

www.authorhannahellis.com/newsletter
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