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​A Name That Shouldn't Be There
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The hum of the ship's engines thrummed beneath Iris Westcott’s feet as she stepped onto the deck of the Majestic, the Atlantic wind tugging gently at the hem of her tailored coat. Her gloved hand held tightly to her small valise, though her trunk had already been ferried to her second-class cabin. The scent of salt and polished brass filled the air, blending with the distant strains of a gramophone crackling somewhere deeper within the liner’s ornate halls.

It was an impressive vessel—art deco ornamentation gleaming under the late afternoon sun, and stewards scurrying about in smart uniforms. Passengers in cloche hats and crisp wool suits sipped tea beneath canvas awnings, waving handkerchiefs to the dock that was beginning to recede from view.

Iris didn’t wave. No one had come to see her off.

She adjusted her cloche hat and made her way inside. The Majestic was the sort of ship one read about in newspapers, boasting luxury in every detail—from the polished oak balustrades to the glittering electric chandeliers in the grand dining saloon. This wasn’t Iris’s world, not truly, but her uncle had left her a modest inheritance, and she had promised herself this voyage. A clean start. Europe waited with opportunities, and she needed something new.

Still, unease coiled in her gut.

She descended a flight of stairs into the second-class foyer, where a steward stood behind a tall mahogany desk, flipping through a leather-bound manifest.

“Miss Westcott?” he asked with a practiced smile.

She nodded and offered her ticket. “Cabin C-14.”

The steward checked the manifest, ran a finger along the line, and then paused. His smile faltered—not dramatically, but enough for Iris to catch it.

She tilted her head slightly. “Is there a problem?”

He glanced down at the page again and then back up at her. “No, miss. Right this way.”

But there was something. She had seen it—a name written, then hastily scribbled out beneath hers. It wasn’t hers, and it hadn’t been there a moment before.

She followed the steward down the corridor, the polished floor muffling their footsteps. The walls shimmered faintly with golden inlays, a level of refinement second-class passengers rarely saw. When they reached her cabin, he unlocked the door with a brass skeleton key and swung it open. The room was modest but elegant, with a narrow porthole and a neatly made bed. A vase of dried lavender stood on a shelf, and a small leather-bound passenger guide lay on the desk.

“I hope everything is to your satisfaction,” the steward said.

Iris nodded. “Quite.”

He bowed and shut the door behind him.

She dropped her valise on the bed and immediately turned back to the door, opening it and peeking out into the hall. Empty. She shut it again, heart ticking faster than she liked.

That name.

It had been written on the line just below hers, clearly visible: Vivian Pearce.

She didn’t know the name. But she knew enough about passenger records to understand how they worked. Cabins were assigned. Manifests were finalized days before departure. A name scratched out like that could mean an error—or something more.

Iris opened her valise and retrieved a small notebook. She hadn’t meant to do any “detecting” this voyage, as her father used to call it. But old habits died hard. She scribbled down the date, the cabin number, and the name.

The next step was simple: ask around.

She hadn’t come aboard looking for a mystery, but sometimes, mysteries had a way of finding her.
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​Whispers on the Deck
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Iris Westcott stood at the rail of the promenade deck later that evening, the sky above painted in velvet hues of blue and indigo. The moon hung low over the ocean, casting a pearlescent sheen across the gently rolling waves. Somewhere beneath that surface was silence—vast and unknowable. And yet, above it, the Majestic glided with elegance, its engine’s pulse a steady, soothing rhythm beneath her shoes.

She clutched her coat a little tighter, though it wasn’t the cold that raised the fine hairs on her neck. Her thoughts had been tangled all day, unraveling into suspicion the longer she dwelled on what she had seen in the steward’s manifest. Vivian Pearce. Why had the name been there at all?
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