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PROLOGUE


 


 


 


While soft ocean breezes wafted through palm trees, no one in Key West was even dimly aware that a brutal killing, filled with torment, had taken place the night before. 


As the sun went down on another day, the body of a beautiful woman, near the water’s edge, rolled softly towards the mud.  In the background, musicians started to play, getting ready for the sunset festival, as her shadow dissolved in the fading light. 


Unaware of the dead woman’s eyes, open, staring, streams of people, laughing and dancing, wound their way to the ocean promenade. They did this every evening to celebrate the sun going down and to say goodbye to the passing day. As they ate Key Lime Pie, rollicked and played, no one had any idea that the killer was right among them, laughing, head held up high. 


The drenched body was found two days later, as the sunset celebration was going on.  Each day down here was precious, each sunset gorgeous.  Nothing could get in the way of that.


 




 


 


CHAPTER 1


 


 


Cindy looked out over the edge of the balcony at Mattheus’s bare, sun-tanned, rippled chest, working in the garden. He looked so happy to be back in his home in Grenada, especially with Cindy beside him. He’d wanted to share his place with someone for so long. It was like a dream come true, he’d said. 


Mattheus had bought the small house a few years ago, after his wife Shelly had gone missing in New Orleans, six years ago.  After over a year of fruitless searching for her killer he’d come down here to recover and work. Cindy understood why he’d chosen this house: it was off the beaten track, isolated, perched at the edge of a cliff, with a fantastic view of the shimmering, azure sea. 


Cindy had been eager to see the house. It was a place Mattheus had talked about often; it meant a great deal to him and he was proud of it. Soft breezes wafted upon Cindy as she watched Mattheus clear the brush to make room for new plantings.  There were large rocks on either side of the garden, and incredible trees surrounded it. A winding wooden path Mattheus had built with his own hands gently led down. Although he’d been away awhile, the house had a lived-in feeling, except that the garden was heavy with dead wood that needed to be cleared. Looking around, Cindy wondered what it would be like spending vacation time here alone with Mattheus for a couple of weeks.


“I want you to love every bit of the house,” Mattheus had said in the cab, after their plane had landed. They’d sat close, pressed together, enjoying their newfound intimacy. Now that they’d taken the next step in their relationship and made love, the strange tension that had always been there, under the surface, was mostly gone. Mostly, not completely. Cindy wasn’t entirely comfortable with her decision to come down to Grenada and stay with Mattheus in his home—everything, she felt, had happened too quickly. Was still happening too quickly.


It was actually strange coming back down here, to the place where she and Mattheus met, where Cindy had taken on her first case as a detective. It had been right after Clint had died, after she’d discovered her own husband’s murderer. Life was so different then. She had felt so abandoned and alone.


This time, during their trip down, Cindy had smiled the whole time, looking at Mattheus’s handsome, rugged face. He’d kept his arm around her, pulling her close. What a journey they’d been on, she’d thought. It was hard to believe that not only were they still together, but that their relationship had grown. 


It felt so good being connected to Mattheus now, to let her doubts and questions about him fade. She thought of the moment she’d consciously decided to trust him, as their last case together was ending. Cindy was ashamed how jealous and suspicious she’d become of him. It was as if a storm had hit her and didn’t let up. She’d never felt that way before, and when she finally saw that her distrust was unwarranted, it was a huge relief. As a detective, she needed to be suspicious, but not, she was beginning to realize, in her personal life. She had to learn how to separate the two, or her suspiciousness would tie her in knots she’d never be free of.


“I want you to feel really at home here,” Mattheus had said as the taxi neared.


“I’m sure I’ll love it,” Cindy said, “how could I not?”


People came to Grenada from all over the world to bask in its beauty and be renewed.She deserved to be happy too, didn’t she? She needed to start her life over again. 


“Maybe this will become your home, too?” Mattheus had murmured in the taxi, stroking Cindy’s shoulder slowly.


Cindy hadn’t responded. She wasn’t sure exactly what he’d meant and didn’t want to jump to conclusions. She’d gotten into trouble doing that with him before.


The taxi had wound its way up a steep hill towards the craggy, stucco house. For a moment, Cindy had a flash of fear, seeing it perched at the edge of a cliff.


When the taxi pulled up, Mattheus took her luggage and carried it to the front door. Then he turned around and held his arms open wide.


 Cindy couldn’t hold back another second. It was time to take the plunge. She ran into Mattheus’s arms with abandon. They were warm and encircled her, making her feel as if she wanted to stay in them forever.


“Welcome to my world,” Mattheus whispered in her ear, “a new era has begun.”


Cindy flushed. She’d felt that way too, but was nervous for the moment. What would this new era bring? What would it be like for the two of them to be in Grenada, to just spend time alone together without a case to focus on? They’d decided to give themselves a chance to find out. Cindy’s stomach fluttered as she let Mattheus lift her up and carry her through the door. 


After what seemed like a long while, Mattheus slowly put her down and 


Cindy looked around. The living room had two stories, with brick walls, huge glass windows and sprawling plants. 


“The place is magical,” she said, taking it in.


Mattheus was pleased. He put his arm around her waist, pulled her closer, and walked her through the living room to the open flagstone porch. 


“Time for the grand tour,” he said, and they started walking. “This place has been good to me. I needed to be alone here when I first got here. It’s great to be back here now with you, though.”


She held his hand tight, thrilled they would now have the time they needed so badly. She wanted to get to know him more,  to spend long hours with him on the beach, walk in town, go to the Sculpture Garden, go to the art galleries, sit on rocks near the waterfalls. They’d do all the things she’d never had a chance to do again with Clint, things they’d been cheated out of when he was killed so suddenly on their honeymoon.


There are second chances, Cindy mused. When one wave fades out, there’s another behind it.


Mattheus stopped at a tall window.


“If you look out here you can see seagulls, wild birds, sunsets. Sometimes it feels like you’re the only person in the world.”


Cindy smiled, the view was breathtaking. They went down a few steps to the den, and the walls were lined with bookcases and shelves holding Mattheus’s mementos, plaques, rocks, awards, and an old, weathered surfboard. 


Cindy winced for just a second. It reminded her of Clint. This was no time to be thinking of Clint. Cindy had done that long enough now, and so had Mattheus. Like Cindy, he’d let his wife’s murder run his life, and when he hadn’t been able to find her killer, he’d become a detective, chasing down one murderer after another. It had become an obsession, and this was the time for both of them to pause and be grateful for the unexpected destiny that had brought them into each other’s lives.  


After the den, it was a few steps up to Mattheus’s bedroom—a guy’s room, filled with a huge, crumpled bed, strewn with magazines.  The walls were covered with photographs – some of the ocean, birds, rocks and many photos of a beautiful woman, looking straight out at them. In many photos she was close to Mattheus, nestled in his arms. Cindy stared at her. It had to be Shelly. 


“That’s your wife?” Cindy’d asked. She hadn’t seen a picture of her before.


“That was my wife,” Mattheus corrected her, glancing at the photos.  


Cindy was taken aback. At first glance, Shelly actually looked a bit like her, with the same auburn hair and freckles.


“She was lovely,” said Cindy.


“And the woman I’m with now is more than lovely, she’s ravishing,” said Mattheus, scooping Cindy into his arms.


Cindy blinked, snapping out of it. She stood there, on the balcony, watching Mattheus working in the garden, she was filled with both love and longing for him. It was wonderful feeling this way again—and terrifying as well.


 Mattheus must have sensed it, because he turned around, looked up and waved. “I’ll be up in a minute,” he shouted.


Cindy trembled and smiled. “I can’t wait a minute,” she called.


He laughed, put the rake down and started back up.


Cindy held her arms out to greet him.


He rushed into them, lifted her up and carried her as if she were a feather into the living room.  He put her down on the couch and turned his full attention upon her. 


“Do you like it here?” he breathed, excited.


“Love it,” said Cindy.


“I hoped so,” he murmured. “It’s completely different being here with you. The house feels full.”


Cindy closed her eyes, taking his warmth in. It had been a long time since she’d felt so wanted. 


“Cindy, this house suits you. It belongs to you, too. I don’t want to be here anymore without you.  Will you move in?”


The question came too quickly. Cindy’s mind began racing.  Was he serious? She’d hardly spent any time in her own home since Clint had died. This past year and a half it had just been her and Mattheus, traveling, working on cases. The small home she had back in Cove Bay waited for her. Nothing in it had been moved or changed since Clint had died. Even though she’d hardly spent a night in it, she’d kept it as a place to return to. One of these days Cindy thought she’d grow tired of solving cases, would be ready to return and start a new life. Would it be possible to make a life down in Grenada? Was it too soon to move in with Mattheus? 


“That’s quite an offer, Mattheus,” Cindy’s eyes opened wide.


He smiled, his beautiful blue eyes glued to her deeply.


“Move in with me,” he said, in a husky tone.


Cindy knew Mattheus was restless, impulsive. He’d feel strongly one moment and then something else would come up.


“I’m not changing my mind about this either,” Mattheus added, as if reading her thoughts.


“This comes out of the blue,” Cindy laughed.


“Not really,” said Mattheus, “I’ve been thinking about it for quite a while.”


“Well, I’m glad you let me in on it,” said Cindy. 


“It makes sense,” he said, his eyes sparkling. “We fit together in every way. We’re better people with each other, we’re smarter, stronger.”


Cindy’s heart began pounding. He was right, they were better with each other. And what was really left back home to return to? Cindy was happy at Mattheus’s side. She loved working with him, sleeping with him, talking, travelling. What was there to lose? She took a deep breath and prepared her response.


 


 




 


 


CHAPTER 2


 


 


“Why not?” said Cindy, amazing herself, “let’s give it a try.”  


Mattheus grinned and grasped her hands tight in his. 


“Fantastic! That’s what I love about you—you’re gutsy and daring,” he said. “I never know what to expect. Do whatever you need to really feel comfortable here. Make this your home, too.” 


As the first step in making this her home, Cindy had to do some decorating, take old things down, bring in new touches.


“Just go slow,” Mattheus pleaded. “This is my life you’re re-arranging.”


“What about my life?” Cindy joked. “I’m moving in with you. My life’s not only being re-arranged, it’s being pulled apart at the seams.”


“And put back together in a way that’s far better for both of us,” Mattheus reassured her.


Cindy always loved the way Mattheus took a sensitive moment and put it in a larger context.  It made her feel safe and understood. 


“I’m going out to work in the shed in the back now,” he said. “Just remember, I love you, Cindy.”


She took a deep, swift breath. It was startling and wonderful to hear him say it so casually and naturally in the middle of an ordinary afternoon. 


“I love you, too, Mattheus,” Cindy replied.


Mattheus went outside and Cindy browsed through the rooms. She loved the new rhythm that was forming between them, easy, relaxed, homey. She hadn’t realized how much she craved this unstructured time together. It was creating a new foundation for their relationship, one they could both depend on. 


Cindy went into the bedroom. It was clear that the first changes had to be made there. The photos of Mattheus and Shelly were everywhere, with hardly any space between them. There were pictures of them in all kinds of settings - at home, in parks, boats, parties, smoky night clubs. It was as if Mattheus had captured every moment of their lives, not willing to forget anything.


At first Cindy couldn’t look at the photos closely, it was painful to see someone else in Mattheus’s arms. But she had to clear them away, decide which ones to pack, and which to leave around.  She went over to the end table first, took the framed photograph of them and looked at it closely. 


Shelly and Mattheus seemed enormously happy together, arms around each other, smiling and laughing. It seemed as if neither of them had a care in the world. Life must have been good to them, then. They looked as if they were riding a wave that seemed to be going in one direction only. The idea that the wave would crash at the shore and low tide come in seemed to be the furthest thing from their minds.  


Cindy remembered Mattheus telling her that he and Shelly met soon after college, and from the first day they got together were hardly ever apart. When they married he was working in his own business as a court reporter in New Orleans, and she was studying to become a counselor. 


 Cindy looked at Shelly more closely. Even though they resembled each other superficially, their eyes were different.  Shelly’s were huge and green with changing expressions. In some photos she looked charming and intelligent, in others like a stray cat, wily and confusing. In all the photographs Mattheus looked strong and vibrant beside her, as if he had everything he’d ever wanted.


Shelly was dressed in many different outfits, except that she always had the same unusual shell necklace on. Cindy noticed it immediately. No two shells were alike; the necklace seemed to be individually strung. In several photos Shelly’s hands touched the necklace, as if it meant the world to her. 


Cindy stared at Shelly for a long moment. It was hard to imagine that such a beautiful, young woman had been taken down in the prime of life. Same as Clint, thought Cindy. For a moment, she ached for Mattheus, losing someone so precious to him. 


It was strange dipping into the details of Mattheus’s past life. Cindy put the photo on the bed. There were so many of them, she couldn’t leave them all around and make this bedroom their own. She also couldn’t just take them all away, wipe out his memories. It was a delicate balance and Cindy wanted to be sensitive about it. 


As she stood there, scanning the photos and taking some down, the bedroom door opened.  


“Just popped in to see how you were doing,” said Mattheus.


Cindy turned to him slowly. “Shelly was very beautiful,” Cindy said softly, picking up a photograph again.


“Yes, she was,” Mattheus echoed, glancing at the photo in Cindy’s hand.  “I like having these photos around. I like thinking of her still alive – the way she was, as if nothing ever happened.”


Cindy put the photo down, suddenly feeling flushed. The day had grown humid and rain was predicted for later on.


“You don’t have a problem with the photos, do you?” Mattheus asked, coming closer, looking at them strewn on the bed.


“Not a problem, there’s just too many of them,” Cindy tried to be playful. “We need to make room for pictures of us.”


Mattheus put his hands on her shoulders. “I get it,” he said. “Down with the old, up with the new.”


“I wouldn’t put it that way,” said Cindy.


Little raindrops started tapping the window.


“Starting to rain earlier than we expected,” Mattheus said, a feeling of gloom coming over him.


“Let’s take a walk in the rain,” said Cindy. “We can go over to the café near the Waterfalls and have lunch.”


“I’ve got a lot to do here, though,” Mattheus said, as the phone rang sharply, interrupting their conversation.


This was the first call they’d received in the house. Cindy had hoped no one would call for a long while, give them time to settle in.


Mattheus picked up the phone, a little surprised. Cindy watched his jaw clench as he listened.


“Yes, got it,” he said, his eyes focusing sharply at a point on the floor.


“When did it happen?”


Cindy wondered if it were Sand, Mattheus’s old partner down here on the police force.  Sand had never liked Cindy, right from the start. He felt it was his job to look after Mattheus and didn’t want any woman taking it away. Cindy was sure he wouldn’t be thrilled to hear that she was back with Mattheus in Grenada now. She wondered if Mattheus had told him? 


“That’s really something,” Mattheus said on the phone in a semi garbled tone. 


Cindy waited for him to make eye contact with her, to clue her in on what was going on.


“Yes, she’s here,” Mattheus continued. “I’m sure she’ll be fascinated.”


Cindy took a step closer. It didn’t sound as if it were Sand.  The rain began hitting the window early than expected. Cindy hoped it wouldn’t rule out their outing.


“Yes, of course, we’ll talk it over and get back to you as soon as we can.”Mattheus hung the phone up and shook his head.


“Who was it?” asked Cindy, “Sand?”


“No, it was a woman calling from St. Thomas. She tracked us down here through Sand.”


“You told him he could give out our personal number?” Cindy was irritated.


“This lady’s daughter just turned up murdered in her own backyard,” Mattheus spoke quickly. “She sounds like a mess over the phone - desperate for help. Someone down at the police station in St. Thomas told her about us.”


Cindy was stunned. This was the last thing she expected. She and Mattheus had specifically agreed to take time down here alone together. This was the first vacation she’d had in over a year.


“Bad timing,” said Cindy, shaking her head.


Mattheus rubbed his foot on the floor, uneasy.  “There’s no good timing for a murder,” he said.


“No, there isn’t,” Cindy agreed.


“This woman needs us badly now.”


Cindy looked at him directly. “I need us badly now, too,” she said.


Mattheus looked startled. “I don’t get it.”


“What’s there not to get? This is our time to be together, set up house, see where we’re headed.”


“Headed?”


“This is our time,” Mattheus.


“Time doesn’t belong to anyone,” he said. “The girl who was killed in St. Thomas thought it was her time to live, too.”


Cindy felt her body trembling. “You want to pick up now and take the case?”  


“Yes, of course,” said Mattheus. “Why not?” He seemed confused by Cindy’s reluctance.


“I told you I needed down time,” said Cindy. “We’ve been on one case after the next.”


“And we do fabulously on them. We’re an incredible team.” 


“Yes, we are. But I need more than being a detective, Mattheus.”


“What?” None of it seemed to be computing for him.


“I need a life, I need to unwind, I need a man to be close to,” said Cindy.


“You’re close to me. We have a life. A fantastic life, with adventure and also helping others. What could be better?”


“Really knowing each other could be better - bonding, starting a life.”


Mattheus’s jaw clenched and his lips pursed tightly.  “You plan to stay here in some romantic fantasy and never leave the place?”


Cindy was stung.  “I never said that. I never implied it.”


“This isn’t the Cindy I knew,” he went on. “You were always thrilled to take on new cases. It excited you. You jumped to the bit. What happened? What changed?”


“Nothing changed. I just need a break now. I told you that.”


“Life doesn’t give us breaks just when we want it.”


“My life does,” said Cindy. “I need to sort out who I am and where I’m headed.”


Sheets of rain began falling then, coming in through the open windows.


“Jesus, this storm is going to flood the house,” said Mattheus as he ran to the windows. “I feel like you just pulled the rug right out from under me,” he went on, shutting one window after the next.


“What?” Cindy was confused.


“Like you pulled a switch – a one two punch,” said Mattheus.


Cindy felt hot anger rise within her. Mattheus hadn’t heard a thing she said. He was back to where they’d started, aching to stare down the next killer.


“Do you actually expect me to call back this woman and say we’re not coming?” Mattheus asked.


“Tell her what you want. I just can’t do it now! I’m worn thin.”


Mattheus spun towards her then.


“I don’t know what in hell you’re thinking, Cindy. You want to give up work, become a housewife, spend your days dusting, shopping for food and taking pictures down?”


Cindy felt punched in the gut. Where was this hatred coming from? He was the one who’d begged her to move in, said he didn’t want to be here without her. Had he behaved this way with Shelly as well?


“The last thing in the world I want to do is dust and shop for food for you,” Cindy shot back. “And keep all your pictures up on the wall.” 


Then she turned and flew out of the room. 


“Where are you going?” Mattheus called loudly.


“I have no idea,” Cindy flung back.  “But one thing’s for sure. I’m not staying here with you.


“You’re turning the tables on me,” said Mattheus.


 Cindy felt afraid. Her gut told her to get on the next plane back to the States.


Mattheus came rushing after her. “You’re running out on me? Are you crazy?”


Cindy spun around, “No, Mattheus. It’s not me running out on you. Take a good look. You’re running out on yourself.”







 


 


CHAPTER 3


 


 


 


Cindy saw still shaking inside as she walked off the plane back in New York, and she was reassured to look up and see her sister, Ann. It had been a long while since they’d been together and the minute they saw one another, they ran to each other and embraced. Just as soon as she booked her flight home, Cindy’d called Ann and told her she was returning.  Overjoyed, Ann immediately booked her own flight from Wisconsin to New York to meet her sister at the gate.


“God, Ann, it’s so wonderful to see you,” Cindy breathed, unable to believe that her sister had actually come all the way here to greet her. It had been over a year since they’d seen each other.


“I’ve been waiting for this day,” said Ann, hugging her. “So has Frank. It’s about time you came home.”  Then she stepped back and looked Cindy over. “My God, you’ve lost weight. You look pretty though, different too.”


Cindy was dressed casually, in jeans and a navy shirt. Her long auburn hair had been tied back through the flight, but she let it loose as soon as she got off the plane. Cindy’d lost about ten pounds over the past year of running around with Mattheus, working on cases, not taking much time to eat regularly.  


“What a year it’s been for you Cindy!” Ann grabbed both of her arms and held them. “But it’s over now. You’re home.“


Cindy looked more closely at her sister. Ann hadn’t changed one bit, she never did.  Ann was a bulwark of stability and that was comforting, Ann was dressed in her familiar linen slacks, with a matching blazer and bag.  Her dark brown eyes were steady and strong. Cindy hadn’t realized how much she’d missed he sister and how wonderful it would be to see her again. 


“Come on, let’s get out of here,” Ann started to move them along.


The airport wasn’t overly crowded as Cindy’s plane had landed mid-afternoon. People were drifting around casually. Cindy took a moment to take it all in, to realize where she was. Her sudden decision to leave Grenada and Mattheus had been shocking, but it still felt right. She wasn’t going to stay there with him and have him talk to her like that. Who was he anyway? This was a side of him she’d never seen. The flight had been quick and easy and it was good to be back in the States, too, for now anyway.  


“You look like you’re a bit in shock,” Ann laughed as Cindy gazed about.


Cindy didn’t want to tell her sister that at this time yesterday she’d been in the process of moving in with Mattheus and that her trip home was unexpected. Ann would definitely not take that well.


“We’ll get your bags and then hail a taxi,” said Ann, taking the big sister role, as usual, organizing details, guiding Cindy along.  


Cindy smiled. She didn’t really need to be led around anymore, had navigated much more dangerous terrains this past year and half, than a local airport. But how could Ann possibly realize how much Cindy had changed? She hadn’t met Mattheus either, though Cindy had told Ann about him from time to time.


“You’ll have to fill me in on everything,” said Ann, as she put her hand on Cindy’s arm, steering her towards baggage claim. “To what do I owe this wonderful pleasure of seeing so my sister again so suddenly?”


 Cindy let Ann do what was natural for her, take control, and followed along at her side for now. As they wound their way through the airport to get the bags Cindy wondered how she would tell her sister what had gone on with Mattheus. She hadn’t made sense of it herself. 


“Thank God, you still have the house you bought with Clint,” Ann went on in a chirping tone. “You were right not to put it on the market.  Everyone needs a home to return to.”


Cindy had never thought of Cove Bay as a home for her to return to. It had been Clint’s home town, his family and friends were still living there, and it had been Clint’s dream to raise his own children right there. But, the starter house they bought and lived in so briefly had been difficult for her to let go of.


“I’m so relieved you’re back, I can hardly tell you,” Ann went on.


Cindy squeezed her hand. Despite the differences between them, Ann had always been a wonderful sister. It had been painful to realize how upset Ann had been about Cindy’s decision to team up with Mattheus as private detectives.  Ann had never come to peace with it, and the bond between her and Cindy had suffered because of it.


Cindy’s bags came quickly and Ann grabbed the large one, and started wheeling it towards the exit. Cindy lifted the smaller bag and wheeled it, a few steps behind. She felt momentarily disoriented.  A few hours ago she and Mattheus were together in his home, happy, nesting, planning a life together. Then it was as if a hurricane had hit, and a huge wave had rolled in from shore tearing them apart suddenly.  Not so different from what with her and Clint. 


Ann stepped outside onto the curb and hailed a taxi quickly.  Once inside Cindy put her head back on the seat to rest. As they drove along the familiar highway Cindy looked out of the window. It was early autumn, with crisp air and bright skies. She watched the trees roll by as the cab wound its way back to Cove Bay.  It was almost as if she’d never left, as if this year and half had never happened. 


“I called the local deli, and had them deliver food,” said Ann, as Cindy was about to close her eyes. “It’s probably waiting outside the door right now.” 


Ann had become familiar with the neighborhood and stores during the time she’d stayed with Cindy after Clint had died. Cindy thought back to those days briefly. She wouldn’t have survived them without her sister at her side. There was never a detail that Ann overlooked.  


“Rest now, if you need to,” said Ann. “Later you’ll tell me what happened with you and Mattheus, why you decided to return so suddenly.”


Cindy’s stomach clenched. This was definitely not something she could discuss with Ann.


“And we’ll have fun, too,” Ann continued. “It’s high time you went on a shopping spree and got new clothes for this amazing new chapter that’s coming up in your life.” 


“What new chapter?” asked Cindy.


“You’re home now,” Ann continued in her balanced tone. “You’ve come back to your senses, I wouldn’t be the least bit surprised if your old job on the paper isn’t right there, waiting for you. They told you it would be available whenever you were ready. Didn’t they?”


Cindy had forgotten about that.


“I’m sure they miss you,” Ann went on. “Everyone misses you.”


“Clint’s family does not miss me,” said Cindy, hastily, “they were tremendously relieved when I got out of town.”


“Forget about them, they’re sick people,” Ann said, sharply. “Besides, they didn’t know what they were saying or doing, they’d just suffered a huge loss.”


The taxi hit a bump in the rode then, that tossing Cindy and Ann up in the air, interrupting the conversation. Then, in a little while the taxi made a sharp turn and drove down the long, familiar, deserted road, right up to the end. Cindy’s clapboard beach house sat right there, where it had always been.


They got out, paid the driver, took their luggage and went to the door. As Ann had predicted, the deli had left several bags of food in front.  Ann, laughing, picking up the bags cheerfully, as if she were moving back into her own home.


“Everything we need is right here,” said Ann, opening the front door.


Once inside the house, Cindy felt momentarily overcome.  Just being there brought everything back, the marriage, the murder, the nightmare that followed.


 Cindy walked into the living room. The photographs of her and Clint together were still hanging on the walls. They were smiling, laughing, holding hands. It was as if nothing had ever happened, as if time stood still.


“I thought you’d taken these photos down,” Ann said, looking around, distressed.


“I couldn’t,” replied Cindy.


Ann went inside the kitchen to unpack the groceries, as she had done so many times. Before long, Cindy smelled the familiar odor of freshly brewed coffee that Ann loved to make.


“Come on, in. Sit down,” Ann called from the kitchen.


Cindy walked into the kitchen and sat at the table that was still placed near the window, in the sun. It was still covered with her favorite red checkered tablecloth. Cindy ran her fingers over it. She and Clint had picked it out together.


Ann poured fresh coffee for them in two hand-painted mugs. Those mugs had been engagement presents from Cindy’s old friends. Somehow she hadn’t returned them. She’d returned almost all the other gifts though.


“This feels like a trip backwards through memory lane,” said Cindy softly.


“But it isn’t,” Ann bristled. “It’s a trip into a brand new era.  There’s a reason you’re home now, Cindy, and I want to hear it.”


Ann always felt there was a reason for everything. But life wasn’t as black and white as Ann made it out to be. It wasn’t always possible to pinpoint the cause for whatever happened, although Cindy also used to believe that it was. She’d been a research assistant at a top newspaper in the city, loved tracking down little known facts. Now that she’d been working as a private detective, solving real life crimes, Cindy knew the facts didn’t always add up to anything that mattered. You had to go deeper, trust your intuition, tune into a gut feeling that couldn’t be explained. Whenever Cindy did that, something important happened.  That’s why she had trusted her instincts so deeply yesterday, when Mattheus had spoken to her the way he did. Something inside insisted that she get out.


“Okay, Cindy,” Ann said then, eager to hear more. “Let’s have it. What happened in Grenada?  Why the sudden flight home?”


Cindy wasn’t used to being questioned about her own life. These days she was the one questioning others, looking into dark corners. 


“I needed a break,” Cindy started.


Ann grimaced and shook her head. She wasn’t buying it. 


“Just like that? If you just needed a break, you would have let me know in plenty of time that you were coming home. You didn’t. It was the last minute. Your voice sounded troubled.”
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