
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Murder in the Tides

A Little Firling Mystery – Book Eight

by Belinda Chavremootoo


Dedication

For every cat who ever solved a mystery quietly before the humans caught up. Specially one.
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First Edition

Coming Soon:  Murder in the Quiet Hours

A Little Firling Mystery – Book Nine

In the village of Little Firling, quiet is a comfort. A rhythm. A way of life.

But when a string of peaceful hospital deaths begins to echo with unease, retired professor Annabel Lennox Deighton starts to wonder if silence has become a mask... for murder.

As whispers emerge, so do names once thought forgotten — including someone Evie loved and lost. This time, the mystery isn’t about what was taken. It’s about what was never questioned.

Because the most dangerous killer may not hide in shadows — but in plain sight.

And the most terrifying thing of all?

No one thought to look.
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Prologue 
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Then

She didn’t want to go.

She stood at the edge of the pool, shoes still on, arms folded tight across her chest. The villa was too quiet. Too clean. It didn’t feel like a meeting — it felt like a trap dressed in white cushions and glass walls.

She had taken a photo. Quickly. Quietly.

Just in case.

If I don’t come back...

She didn’t finish the message. She didn’t get the chance.

The last thing she heard was the water.

And then nothing at all.
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Chapter 1
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The roses had bloomed too early. The delphiniums were already drooping. Even the dahlias looked exhausted.

Annabel couldn’t blame them.

The heat had settled over Little Firling like a sleepy cat — heavy, uninterested in moving, and entirely unimpressed with the idea of productivity. No one in the Hare & Hound was talking about much else, except how the weather had effectively ended gardening season three weeks too early.

“You can’t even garden in it,” said Gillian at the next table, fanning herself with a laminated menu.

“Just watering and glaring at the sun like it's personally offended you.”

“I was up at six,” chimed in Marjorie, “trying to beat the heat. Gave up after twenty minutes. The carrots looked like they’d gone on strike.”

Laughter rippled around the pub. Bernard, leaning against the bar with an ice cube melting on his neck, declared, “If this keeps up, I’ll start serving soup chilled and calling it a new trend.”

***
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Annabel stirred her lemonade with theatrical resignation.

Evie sat opposite her, barefoot in sandals and radiating satisfaction, toes curled under the table like a smug fox.

“It’s too hot to be serious,” Evie said. “Which is why I have made a booking that is deeply unserious for us.”

Annabel narrowed her eyes. “Does it involve questionable fruit-based cocktails?”

“No, but now I wish it did. Boat tour.”

“Pardon?”

“Little Firling’s got one now,” Evie said cheerfully. “Starts right down at the old mill dock. Doesn’t require so much as a toe in the sea — unless you fall in, which would be very entertaining.”

Annabel arched an eyebrow. “Since when do we have a dock, let alone a boat tour?”

“Since someone clever figured out tourists will pay twenty pounds to look at rocks from the other side.”

At the far end of the room, someone muttered that it was “a bit indulgent for a place like this.” Another replied, “Well, it’s nicer than the duck pond, and you don’t have to leave town.”

***
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Beneath the table, Persephone let out a soft, judgmental chuff and swatted lightly at Evie’s swinging foot.

Evie looked down. “I told you she heard the word ‘boat.’”

Annabel sighed. “She’ll never forgive us.”

“That’s fine,” Evie said. “We’ll bribe her with tuna and sunbeams.”

Annabel sipped her lemonade and stared into the middle distance, where the ceiling fan whirred like a dying dragonfly. Heat shimmered outside the window, warping the view of Bernard’s prize hanging baskets into a mirage of overwatered petunias.

“Fine,” she said. “I’ll come. But if I get sunburned, I’ll hold you personally responsible.”

“Good. I’ve prepared a speech and everything.”

***
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They finished their drinks in silence.

Outside, the air rippled like it was trying to hide something just beneath the surface.
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Chapter 2
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Persephone made it known from the moment they left the cottage that she considered the entire endeavour beneath her.

She did not care for the leash.

She did not care for the sun.

She most certainly did not care for the idea of a floating platform held together with rope and optimism.

She meowed once — low, sharp, and with the distinct tone of legal objection — as Annabel gently lifted her onto the dock.

“Oh, stop it,” Annabel muttered. “It’s a short ride, and you’re not going overboard. You’re on a leash. You’ll be fine.”

Persephone did not dignify that with a response. She simply crouched low, tail twitching, and emitted a noise that sounded like it came from a much larger predator.

***
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Evie was already chatting with the tour guide — a sun-wrinkled woman in her fifties named Jen who wore polarized sunglasses and had a voice like laughter and salt.

“You brought your cat?” she asked cheerfully.

“She refused to be left behind,” Annabel said smoothly, as if Persephone had packed her own overnight bag.

Jen grinned. “Haven’t had that before. You’ll have the most interesting passenger list of the week.”

***
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The boat was a tidy thing — white fiberglass, bright blue trim, cushioned benches around the edge, and a small shaded area near the console. Life jackets were optional, drinks were available in a cooler, and there was a tiny laminated map no one looked at.

The dock creaked gently as they boarded. A few other passengers joined them — a young couple already taking selfies, an older man with binoculars, and a woman in a floppy sunhat who immediately pulled out a novel.

Persephone settled by Annabel’s feet, hating everything.

“She’s sulking,” Evie whispered.

“She’s planning,” Annabel corrected. “Revenge, probably.”

***
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They set off just after ten. The water shimmered under the hull, clear and inviting, the coastline rippling with wildflowers and gulls. Jen kept up a steady stream of commentary — caves formed by centuries of erosion, seabirds nesting in impossible crags, tales of smugglers and storms.
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