





[image: image]












Also by Katy Watson


The Three Dahlias









[image: image]









Copyright


Published by Constable


ISBN: 978-1-40871-646-5


All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


Copyright © Katy Watson, 2023


The moral right of the author has been asserted.


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.


The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.


Constable


Little, Brown Book Group


Carmelite House


50 Victoria Embankment


London EC4Y 0DZ


www.littlebrown.co.uk


www.hachette.co.uk









To my family, for instilling in me a love of (fictional) murder that spans time and space, from a medieval monk in Shrewsbury to the Orient Express in the 30s to Cabot Cove in the 80s, and far beyond.









Chapter One




‘Look at them all, Johnnie,’ Dahlia said, gazing around the gathering with disdain. ‘Any one of them could have killed the old beggar then poured themselves a cup of tea afterwards, perfectly certain that they’d only done what was right and proper, under the circumstances.’


Dahlia Lively in All the World’s a Stage


By Lettice Davenport, 1938





Posy


Posy Starling gazed out of the window at the glitter of snowflakes starting to fall from the leaden January sky. The clouds were so low that the tips of the Welsh mountains surrounding the house were hidden and, even though it was only mid-afternoon, it felt as if night was falling fast.


She felt a million miles away from London, in time, as well as place. Perhaps it was the weather – or more likely the grandeur and feel of the Art Deco mansion she stood in.


With one last look at the fattening flakes, Posy turned back to the room behind her. It was dominated by a large mahogany dining table with high-backed chairs, and by the immense crystal chandelier that hung above it, sparkling in the light from the cheering fire that roared in the large fireplace. Over the mantelpiece hung a large oil painting of the house itself, showing how it would look in the summer months.


Tŷ Gwyn lived up to its name – the White House – as it shone in the sunshine of the painted landscape, with its curved windows reflecting brighter still above matching balconies. Posy hadn’t had a chance to explore the whole house, yet, but just from that painting, and her impressions as she’d arrived through the wrought-iron gates, she thought this place had to be bigger than Aldermere. More luxurious, too, if the glimpses of the rooms she’d passed were representative. There was nothing shabby or faded about Tŷ Gwyn.


Everything here was both shiny and new-looking, but also of the perfect vintage for the shooting of a Dahlia Lively film. As if they’d travelled back in time to the actual 1930s, rather than bother trying to recreate it with antiques.


It would be perfect for the movie.


Posy just hoped she could live up to her surroundings.


Because right now, she didn’t feel shiny or new. She felt the weight of her past, her experiences, hanging heavy around her shoulders as the occupants of the room all sized each other up. This was the first time the cast of the new movie had been all together in the same place, ahead of filming beginning next week. Today, they would do a full table read of the script, and start to get a feel for each other as actors.


She just hoped the other cast members wouldn’t let their preconceptions of her as a person get in the way.


The wind howling outside the walls, rattling the window frames and screaming down the chimney didn’t seem to disturb any of her new co-workers, many of whom were already chatting like old friends. Probably most of them were, she realised. Brigette, their casting director, had assembled a cast comprised of big names, familiar faces and a few up-and-comers. Posy wasn’t entirely sure where she fitted into that mix, and hadn’t really wanted to ask. But the chances were, most people in this room had worked together on some show or film before, except her. They had history.


She had a past. And that, she’d learned over the years, wasn’t at all the same thing.


Posy glanced down at the table. A name card with Dahlia Lively written in perfect black calligraphy denoted her place, beside a stack of bound paper.


The Lady Detective – Shooting Script.


Inside that script lay her professional future. Her place here. After all the months of setbacks – and the occasional curse – it was finally time for the movie that was going to rebuild her career to start filming.


She looked along the table and spotted one of the few members of the cast she did already know. Rosalind King, the first actor ever to play Dahlia Lively, in the original 1980s movies, was back on set to play a different part, this time – Dahlia’s Great-Aunt Hermione, the last murder victim in the film.


Rosalind shifted to look at her, a small smile on her face. And in that moment, Posy ventured she could read her co-star’s mind perfectly.


Look at them all. You don’t need to worry about what they think. None of them solved a murder last summer, did they?


She might not have acting history with the rest of the cast, but she did have history with Rosalind. That was something. She wasn’t alone here. She belonged.


That was what she needed to remember.


Unfortunately, her brain had other ideas.


The delight of seeing Rosalind King on screen again is dimmed only by the realisation that, even as a Lady Of A Certain Age, King still projects more Dahlia Lively spirit in her limited scenes than Starling manages in the full hundred and eight minutes.


Posy clenched her jaw as the mental review ran, unchecked, in her mind. She’d thought she’d rid herself of her inner critic – the one who always sounded like her Uncle Sol, famous film reviewer and her godfather – but apparently he was back with a vengeance now filming was starting.


Just what she needed.


At least Caro Hooper wasn’t in the movie, too. After starring as Dahlia Lively for thirteen years on TV, she was by far the most synonymous with the character. For Posy to attempt to play the Lady Detective on screen next to two Dahlias would just be too much.


Still, it did seem strange to be back in another large country home with Rosalind, but without Caro and her encyclopaedic knowledge of all things Dahlia.


Posy’s gaze slid across the room to Kit Lewis. Her only other friend on set, he would be playing DI Johnnie Swain in their revival – having weathered the initial outcry from certain quarters that the role should have gone to yet another white actor, just like the last two to play the part. He stood near the fireplace, the flames behind the grille making his dark eyes flicker amber.


She’d seen Kit since they’d left Aldermere last summer, although not as often as either of them would have liked. He was a hot commodity these days, and had had two other projects to finish up or promote before heading to Wales to film The Lady Detective.


The rest of the cast were all new faces to her – albeit many of them familiar from the big screen. She’d googled those she didn’t know the moment she’d got the cast list. Now, she watched them each in turn, connecting names with faces and faces with films or shows. Caro’s words, from her good-luck phone call the night before, echoed in her mind.


Remember, kiddo, you’re the star there. You’re Dahlia. And that means you’re the boss, whatever that director of yours thinks. You’re the one who needs to pull the team together, to encourage them when you’ve been filming in the rain for three days straight, or when craft services have run out of the good sandwiches. You go in there and show them that you’re a team player all right – but that it’s your team, okay?


Posy wasn’t sure how well that would go down with some of the big stars present. But Caro was right; she had to try. And remembering everybody’s name would be a good start.


She tested herself now, as she leaned against the back of her chair and observed them all.


There, talking softly to Kit, was Nina Novak, the Croatian-British actor playing Dahlia’s maid and sidekick, Bess. This was her first film role, as far as Posy had been able to tell, although she’d done quite a bit on stage. Nina fidgeted with her long, dark hair as it hung in a braid over her shoulder. She’d definitely need to befriend Nina; if this movie went well, they could be working together on any number of sequels. Bess had appeared in most of the Dahlia Lively books, serving as Dahlia’s sidekick and someone to whom she could explain her theories.


With them was Tristan Haworth – another one of the actors she’d needed to Google, although she’d instantly recognised a handful of shows she must have seen him in. He was playing Charles, the man Dahlia’s Uncle Francis hoped she’d marry – and to whom Dahlia had no intention of shackling herself.


Tall and lean, with short, pale hair and striking blue eyes, Tristan definitely looked like the classic British aristocratic type Dahlia’s uncle would want her to marry, Posy decided. Brigette had done well finding him.


Tristan said something that made Kit throw his head back with laughter, and even the nervy Nina Novak smile and giggle up at him. The satisfaction on Tristan’s face told Posy that he was going to be the joker on set, although the slow smile he gave her when he caught her watching suggested he might be the cast flirt, too. The idea made the nerves in her stomach kick up a gear, as she thought about how all the personalities on set needed to work together perfectly to avoid issues among the cast. Something that was even more important than usual on such an isolated shoot.


She could almost hear Caro murmuring beside her. A worse flirt than Kit? Kiddo, you are in trouble.


Maybe she did wish Caro was there, after all. Life was a lot more fun with Caro Hooper around. And at least it would be one voice out of her head …


Posy broke away from looking at Tristan, and turned to look down the other end of the room. Over by the window that framed the view across the river, Keira Reynolds-Yang had just arrived and fallen immediately into discussion with Bennett Gracy, Moira Gardiner and Dominic Laugharne. None of them had required any internet searches, of course. The last three were old establishment actors, famous in Britain and Hollywood alike for their long, distinguished careers. Bennett and Moira were just there for the day, to participate in the table read. Their scenes were few, and involved filming away from Tŷ Gwyn, so Anton had scheduled them separately. At least that was two big egos not to have to worry about on set.


Dominic, of course, would be playing her Uncle Francis. In recent years, that seemed to be his preferred sort of role – dominant patriarch types, of varying eras and styles. He had to be in his sixties now, but he retained the good looks that had made him a star in the first place, while the years added an authority that suited him. Recently, he’d been playing the corrupt billionaire CEO of a family business in a long-running TV series where he yelled at people and then arranged to have them made bankrupt or worse.


Prior to that, Posy recalled, he’d had a spell in the wilderness not unlike her own – although his had been due to his behaviour around his young, female co-stars. The TV role could have been a step down from his previous movie stardom, but after a few years of being blacklisted, she suspected he’d had to take it. And actually, it now seemed to have his star back on the rise.


From what she’d read of the script, Dominic would mostly be red-faced and blustering in this movie, while she got to be cool and cutting. Posy was quite looking forward to that.


Despite being decades younger than the three big name actors she stood with, Keira was just as famous in her way – for her social media follower count, her modelling career, her newly burgeoning movie career, her ex-boyfriends … and most of all, her parents.


She’d be playing Dominic’s younger – much younger – second wife. Posy wondered how Keira felt about that thirty-plus-year age gap, under the circumstances.


The final two cast members, Scarlett Young and Gabriel Perez, had joined Rosalind at the table, sitting either side of her. Gabriel was playing Dahlia’s cousin, Bertie, with Scarlett his wife, Rose. There was at least a ten-year age gap between them, too, Posy guessed – with Gabriel in his mid-thirties, and Scarlett only twenty-two, according to her profiles. He had a fairly established line in supporting roles in Hollywood while she had, until very recently, been appearing in a well-known British soap opera.


Posy didn’t know either of them personally, although she was almost sure she and Gabriel had met at an awards ceremony or similar over in the States. Given how Swiss-cheesed her memories from those days were, perhaps she’d better hope that he didn’t remember the encounter, just in case.


Outside in the hallway, raised voices caught her attention. Posy shifted slightly behind her chair, so she had a direct line of sight into the entrance hall as Anton, their director, and Brigette came into view.


‘I’m just saying—’ Brigette was cut off by Anton before anyone could learn what she was just saying. He was, by all accounts, a brilliant director – but in Posy’s experience, not the most patient of men.


‘And I’m saying that if you don’t like it you can— Yes? What is it?’ he snapped at someone standing just out of view. Posy leaned forward, and caught the edge of the bright pink hijab that Rhian, the manager of Tŷ Gwyn, was wearing.


She spoke too softly to be heard at a distance, but as Anton turned to give her his full attention, Brigette threw up her hands and turned away, only to be intercepted by Keira, who had slipped out of the room, presumably also intrigued by the drama in the hall.


‘I say it has to be Moira.’ Bennett’s American accent cut across the room, his voice projecting just enough for everyone else to pause their conversations and listen, as Posy was sure he’d intended. It certainly caught her attention.


‘Oh, no, really,’ Moira demurred, but there was a glow of pride about her that spoke of a well-appreciated compliment.


‘I’m sure it does,’ Tristan said, moving to merge their small groups of chatter into one larger one. ‘But what, exactly, has to be Moira?’


‘Why, the murderer, of course,’ Dominic replied, with a dramatic waggle of the eyebrows to accompany his ‘I was in the RSC, don’t you know’ delivery. ‘It’s always the most famous guest star in these things, isn’t it?’


Ah, that explained Moira’s glow. And the slightly sour expression on Rosalind’s face.


For such a classic novel, Posy would have thought the question of whodunnit was easily answered. But of course this was a reboot, and Hollywood seemed to have a thing for rewriting the rules on endings recently. It was entirely possible that Anton would follow suit and change the murderer for his version of The Lady Detective.


She was pretty sure it wouldn’t be Moira, though. Her character of Uncle Francis’s neighbour was barely in it – and scheduled to die in the opening scenes. Posy was looking forward to filming those. She got to burst into the room and derail Kit’s investigation by announcing that ‘Only an idiot would think this was suicide. You’re not an idiot, are you, Detective Inspector?’


That was going to be fun.


Posy looked up as Keira slipped back into the room. Out in the hall, she saw Anton and Rhian still in conversation – the former’s expression growing more impatient by the second. Behind them, Brigette held her phone to her ear and, frowning, opened the door to the room opposite and stepped inside, closing it tight behind her.


‘Don’t fancy the “most famous guest star” title for yourself, Dom?’ Gabriel joked. ‘We’ve all heard the rumours.’ A slight pause, just enough for Dominic’s smile to tighten. ‘About this year’s awards, I mean.’


‘Ah, but Dominic can’t be the murderer – he’s the victim,’ Kit pointed out. As a Dahlia fan himself, he’d know exactly who was supposed to commit the crimes – and who suffered them. ‘Same goes for Moira, and for our illustrious Rosalind King.’ He shot a fond smile towards the head of the table at that, and Posy noticed that Moira’s glow had dimmed a little. ‘So who does that leave?’


‘I’d think perhaps they’d want to go for a … fresher take, for the new movie,’ Keira said. ‘Fame doesn’t mean what it used to, does it?’ Her voice was sweet, but Posy could hear the poison in her words all the same, as she smiled at Scarlett, who looked away.


A tension that hadn’t been there earlier pulled the air in the room tight, until Posy longed to open a window.


‘I’d think the solution to the argument was fairly self-explanatory,’ Rosalind said, raising one eyebrow the way she had on the big screen as Dahlia. Something Posy had been practising in the mirror for four months and still couldn’t get right.


When Rosalind didn’t continue, Posy realised that her friend had given her the opening to fix this. To lead, the way Caro told her she needed to. Posy suspected that Rosalind might have got a call last night, too.


They’d all been given scripts before today, of course, but not the finished article – and if hers was anything to go by, they’d all been missing the important, final scenes where the killer was unmasked.


Was the killer the one Lettice Davenport had written? Or had Libby McKinley, their latest writer – who just happened also to be Lettice’s granddaughter – twisted the ending to fit her own story?


Posy picked up the script in front of her to find out – just as several others did the same.


‘Like I said: Moira.’ Bennett snapped his script closed. ‘She must have faked her death.’ Posy frowned. That couldn’t be right.


‘Mine says it’s the uncle’s second wife,’ Tristan corrected him. ‘That’s Keira.’


‘And mine says it’s you, Bennett. The uncle’s friend from India.’ Kit shrugged and dropped his script back onto the table. ‘How about yours, Posy?’


‘I’ve got cousin Bertie and his wife,’ she replied. ‘Gabriel and Scarlett.’


‘And mine claims Charles did it,’ Rosalind said. ‘Which I suspect means we’re being played with. Correct, Anton?’


Posy looked up to find the director standing in the doorway, amusement twisting his lips into a smile. ‘Not played with, Rosalind. I wouldn’t dream of such a thing.’ Rosalind raised that eyebrow again. ‘It’s simply that we cannot risk our chosen ending leaking to the public before the movie is released. A large part of our publicity campaign is going to hang on the idea that we’re recreating Dahlia Lively for the twenty-first century, and that means anything can happen. After all, why would people want to come and see a murder mystery where they already know for certain who the murderer is? So we’ll be filming five possible endings, so that no one can be sure which is the real one!’


A murmur raced around the room at that, although whether it was in appreciation for the tactic, or because of the extra work and time involved, Posy wasn’t sure. Knowing Anton, she wasn’t surprised at the publicity gimmick. Something to make a big deal about in the press – and something else for people to talk about that wasn’t the curse that seemed to have haunted the movie last summer.


‘Now, if we’re all here, why don’t we get started?’ Anton made his way to his chair, in the centre of one of the long sides of the oval table, then stopped. ‘Where did Brigette go? She was with us in the hallway, before that Rhian woman side-tracked me with more of her bloody questions.’


Dominic laughed. ‘Story of my marriage to the woman, Anton. Whenever I thought we were ready to leave to get somewhere on time, there was always something else she needed to do first.’ Posy waited for the ‘and that’s why I divorced her’ punchline, but it never came. She remembered the last interview she’d read with Dominic, maybe six months ago now, where he talked about their power couple heyday in the nineties and noughties, and how Brigette would always be the love of his life.


Obviously, she’d felt differently, Posy concluded.


‘She ducked into the room over there to take a phone call.’ Keira waved towards the still closed door. ‘We were having the loveliest catch up when her phone buzzed, so of course I left her to it and came in here.’ She smiled around her. Posy got the strangest feeling they were supposed to be grateful for her presence.


‘Well, Brigette said she wanted to be here for the read through, but if she’s too busy sulking—’ Anton started, but Keira jumped to her feet and interrupted him.


‘I’ll go and find her.’ Keira flashed that too-sweet smile back at the director, and darted for the door. ‘Won’t be a moment.’


They all sat there in the strange stillness of the falling snow, waiting for her to return. Over the table, the candle bulbs in the ornate chandelier flickered for a moment.


‘That’s strange.’ Keira reappeared in the doorway. ‘The door won’t open.’


Anton stalked out into the hallway and glared at Rhian, who hovered just outside. ‘Is it stuck? Or do these doors just lock themselves, now?’


One by one, the rest of the cast also migrated into the hallway.


‘I’d imagine Brigette might have locked herself in there to keep people like Keira out while she had a private conversation,’ Rosalind, who’d come up beside her, murmured in Posy’s ear. ‘I know I would.’


Posy attempted a smile, but the knot that had suddenly formed in her chest wouldn’t allow for it.


Something about this didn’t feel right.


Rhian knocked on the door, then, when no response was forthcoming, tried the handle.


‘You see? Locked,’ Keira said, triumphantly, as Rhian reached for the heavy keyring that hung at her waist.


‘I’ll see if I can open it.’ Rhian slipped the key into the lock and turned it. Posy held her breath as the door swung open and—


Silence.


The room, they could all plainly see, was empty. No sign that Brigette had ever been there at all.


‘She must have left already, and the door locked itself.’ Rhian bent to pick something up off the floor just inside the room, then pushed the door fully open. ‘Sometimes they do that. Would you like me to look for her?’


Anton shook his head, sharply. ‘No need. If she wanted to be here, she would be. Now, let’s get started. If we could all get back into the dining room and take our seats?’


Posy did as she was told, a frown furrowing her brow. She’d been sure that Brigette had gone into that room, too. She’d had a view of it the whole time, and hadn’t seen the door open again, or Brigette walk out. But how was that possible?


Perhaps she was mistaken. But from the way Keira kept glancing across the hallway to the study door, she wasn’t the only one confused by Brigette’s sudden disappearance.


Rosalind was sat at the head of the table once more, already staring down at her script. As she passed on her way to her own seat, Posy leaned in towards her, intending to whisper her thoughts about the mystery to the older Dahlia – but then she saw exactly what Rosalind was staring at.


A postcard, tucked into the pages of her script. One that hadn’t been there before.


One that read:


Watch out.


I’m coming for you.









Chapter Two




‘Well, if you want my opinion – I take it you do want my opinion, Johnnie?’


Johnnie sighed. He was past pretending that Dahlia’s unusual insights weren’t often the key to solving his cases. Even if he’d never admit as much to his superiors. ‘Yes. I suppose I do.’


Dahlia smiled her cat-like smile. ‘Well, I think it’s perfectly obvious who was behind this. Don’t you?’


Dahlia Lively in To Catch a Fly


By Lettice Davenport, 1970





Two Weeks Later


Caro


Caro Hooper was balancing on a kitchen stool, trying to reach a rogue Tupperware lid on top of one of the cupboards with her wife’s favourite feather duster, when her phone rang. Holding the duster between her teeth, she fished it out of her pocket, pressed speakerphone, then dropped it onto the counter.


‘Caro? Caro! Can you hear me? This line is rubbish.’ Posy’s voice rang perfectly clear.


Caro rolled her eyes, and resumed her retrieval operation. ‘I can hear you. Must be all the egos on set messing with the reception at your end.’ Not that she didn’t wish she was there with them. Her wife, Annie, reckoned Caro’s ego could give some of theirs a run for their money. ‘What’s up?’


‘We need you. Can you come up to Wales? We’re filming in some old National Trust-type place since Aldermere’s up for sale.’ Posy’s voice caught a little on the word Aldermere. Even Caro paused, the dust bunnies on the top of the kitchen cabinets forgotten. ‘It’s very grand.’


‘I did a god-awful indie film in a swamp of a woods in mid-Wales in the early noughties. Swore I’d never go back.’ Although she had to admit, even Wales sounded more fun than the cleaning schedule Annie had stuck to the fridge, and was insisting they follow with relentless attention to detail. ‘Unless Anton has suddenly found a part for me in the film …’


‘Not that I know of,’ Posy admitted. ‘But Caro, we really do need you. Me and Rosalind.’


‘Why on earth would you need me?’ Caro asked. An unemployed, forty-something actress who hadn’t even been able to nail the ‘Mum in a cereal advert’ audition she’d been up for last week.


‘Give me that thing.’ Rosalind’s voice sounded in the background, growing louder as she wrestled the phone from Posy’s grip. ‘Caro Hooper, get yourself to Wales. Now.’


‘Hello, Rosalind. How lovely to hear from you. How are things in the middle of nowhere?’


‘There’s been a murder,’ Rosalind said, bluntly. ‘Well, possibly an attempted one, anyway.’


‘Haven’t we done that one already?’ Caro asked. All the same, she could feel her pulse kicking up a gear at the idea of another investigation. ‘Don’t want to get typecast now, do we?’ Not that she’d been given the choice so far.


‘Yes,’ Rosalind replied. ‘But this time, we think they’re trying to kill me.’


Caro climbed down from her stool and sat on it, staring out of the kitchen window at the bright but cold February day outside. ‘Start from the beginning. What happened?’


‘There was an … accident on set,’ Rosalind said, cautiously. ‘Yesterday. I’m fine, and maybe it really was an accident. Only, I’ve been getting letters.’


Letters. Caro knew what that meant. Death threats. Accidents. Attempted murder …


‘We need you to come and help us figure out what’s going on,’ Rosalind finished.


She had so many more questions, but Rosalind’s cagey tone told her she wasn’t going to get answers over the phone. She’d need to go to Wales for those.


‘Can’t you two solve one little mystery on your own?’ Caro asked, even though she was hoping that they’d say no. Everyone wanted to feel needed, didn’t they?


What if Annie needs you here? Her better angel sounded in her head, but Caro pushed it away. Annie was finding things to keep her busy, that was all. Spring cleaning. Whoever did spring cleaning in February, anyway? It was still winter out there, whatever the bright blue skies said.


No. Annie would be glad she’d found something else to occupy herself, since it was obvious that the juicy-roles-for-mature-women market had been cornered by the two or three household names who got cast in everything.


Caro loved her wife, more than anything. She knew that Annie loved her too. That didn’t change the fact that their relationship had always worked best when they were both following their own passions too – even if that meant time apart.


A bored Caro was a boring Caro. And the last thing she wanted was for her wife to get bored of her.


Acting wasn’t working for her anymore. And neither was this housewife spring-cleaning malarky.


She needed a new plan. Solving a mystery seemed a perfectly good way to pass the time while she figured out what that was going to be. Even if she had a sneaking suspicion that Rosalind and Posy might be playing up the peril a little bit to make her feel needed.


‘We’re too caught up in things here,’ Rosalind said, after a pause. ‘We need an outsider’s point of view.’


‘You mean you’re too busy filming the big movie that’s going to make you even richer and more famous.’ Just because she wanted the adventure didn’t mean she was going to give in easily. ‘You need the unemployed Dahlia to come and do the grunt work of the investigation.’


Rosalind didn’t deny it, not that Caro had expected her to. ‘So you’ll come?’


Caro gazed up at the cabinet she’d been cleaning, but found her attention drawn outside the cosy, yellow-walled kitchen again, and through the window. Past the snowdrops Annie had planted by the rosemary bush at the back gate, and the bright blue skies over the roofs of the neighbouring houses.


‘I’ve got some things to finish up here,’ she said, as a cloud crossed in front of the weak winter sun, sending shadows scattering. ‘But yes, of course I’ll come. If you need me.’


‘We need you.’ Posy’s voice was definite; she must have taken the phone back again to hear Caro’s answer. ‘There’s something … not right about this film. Maybe several things.’


‘Then I’ll be there tomorrow,’ Caro promised, and went to find her wife to explain why she had to go to Wales for a while.


[image: image]


Driving through the Welsh countryside in her bright red convertible the following afternoon, Caro decided she’d made the right choice in coming. Yes, it would be weird being on set but not in the film – but Rosalind and Posy had asked her to come. She had a job to do there, an investigation to perform. It wasn’t like she was going to be a spare part. And Posy had sounded … worried.


Just being out here in the hills, watching the pale grey clouds roll by overhead in the ice-blue sky, as she tackled twisty corners and unexpected bends, her scarf tucked tight around her throat against the chilly air, made Caro feel freer. Like she was travelling towards something.


Which, of course, she was. In particular, towards Tŷ Gwyn – pronounced tea g-win, as far as she could tell from the translation app on her phone, and meaning, imaginatively, the White House in Welsh. Posy had described it as a National Trust-type place but, from Caro’s perusal of the website, it appeared to be more of a large, private stately home that was leased for events, such as weddings and parties, and for filming.


A turn in the road gifted her the sight of a glittering lake edged, on the side still in shadow, by frosted ferns. Then the hills gave way to another twisty, narrow road lined with trees on either side and, a mile or so later, one last bend revealed a single-lane bridge over a fast-flowing river. Caro slowed the car to a stop, eyeing the bridge with distrust as she gave way to another vehicle crossing towards her. When the ancient-looking structure survived the passage, Caro decided she’d risk it – although she held her breath while driving across.


On the other side of the bridge sat the village of Glan y Wern, slate roofs shining almost purple in the February sun. She passed several independent shops and cafes, a nice-looking pub on the riverbank and a village green with playground, before she was out the other side again, the road curving and rising before ending abruptly in a small cul-de-sac of palatial new houses.


That wasn’t right.


With a frown, she wheeled the car around and headed back along the road, slowly. There – a turning. Well, sort of.


She hauled the steering wheel down and left behind the beauty of actual road markings for the narrow uphill lane that hopefully led to Tŷ Gwyn. It wound its way alongside the riverbank, the ground climbing beneath the convertible’s wheels as it sped past a sign that read ‘Dark Lane’.


She passed a sprawling building on her right, a much older, traditional one made of reddish stone, and with a large car park to the side and what looked like cottages behind. From the tastefully painted sign that hung above the door, this must be the inn Posy’s late-night email had mentioned, which meant she needed to keep going. A few more bends and she should see it …


As Tŷ Gwyn came into view, Caro understood immediately why Anton had chosen it as the setting for The Lady Detective. It didn’t look like Aldermere, exactly – it was whitewashed, as its name suggested, rather than the classic red brick of Lettice Davenport’s old home, and it was, if anything, rather grander. More imposing.


Perched on top of the small hill, flanked by more imposing mountains behind, and with a landscape of purple, grey and green surrounding it, Tŷ Gwyn felt like the sort of place a murder was meant to happen. Like all of Lettice’s best books, it looked as if it had the glamour and the grandeur – with the seedy horror of murder lurking just under the surface.


Maybe that was all this was. Perhaps Rosalind and Posy had just got caught up in the atmosphere of the place – not to mention filming an actual murder mystery – and started seeing killers where there were only cameras.


Except she knew her fellow Dahlias better than that.


She reached the intricate iron gates that barred the driveway while the house was still a little way in the distance, and pulled on her handbrake to wait for the security guy in the hi-vis jacket to lumber over from the guard post set up by the gates. The Lady Detective film crew and cast appeared to have taken over the whole place, grounds and all, because she could see trailers, vans and equipment set up on the lawns.


‘No non-essential vehicles past the gate,’ the security guard said. ‘You can park up over there.’


He pointed towards a small number of cars parked neatly on temporary surfaces near the edge of the trees, just above the river. ‘Better hope the waters don’t rise,’ Caro muttered to herself, manoeuvring the convertible into position. As if the lawns and flower beds of Tŷ Gwyn weren’t already doomed by having a film crew traipsing in and out with their vans and lighting rigs and trailers for the next few months.


She closed the roof at the press of a button, unwound her scarf, and removed her coat and leather driving gloves. One last check of her lipstick in the mirror and she grabbed her bag before swinging her legs out of the car. She’d gone for a muted Dahlia look for her big entrance, not wanting to draw too much attention to the fact that she wasn’t actually Dahlia this time around. So, heavy wool trousers, in a wider cut that was currently fashionable enough to find in the shops, but also held hints of Katharine Hepburn. Teamed with a scarlet-red jumper and pearls, she felt suitably armoured to face the cast of the film she wasn’t in.


‘He won’t let you in if you’re not on the list.’


Caro turned to find a dark-haired teenage girl loitering near the bushes that separated the road from the riverbank, watching her.


‘Won’t he?’ She pushed the car door shut. ‘Whyever not?’


The girl moved closer. ‘Because you’ve got to be on the list to be allowed in. Believe me, I’ve tried.’ Her last sentence sounded so world weary, Caro couldn’t help but smile.


‘You want to get in there? Where they’re filming?’ She imagined that a film set would be fascinating to a teenager stuck out here in the middle of nowhere. ‘I suppose you want to meet all the stars.’


The girl pulled a disgusted face. ‘Them? No, I want to see how the movie is made.’


‘Really?’ Caro asked, in surprise. ‘Why?’


‘I’m making a documentary, all about them filming here. Since it’s basically the only interesting thing to happen in Glan y Wern ever.’ She lifted her phone as evidence of her endeavours. ‘And because Dahlia Lively is kind of awesome.’


That much they could agree on, even if the girl gave no sign that she realised she was in the presence of Dahlia herself. Well, one of them, anyway. ‘Not much of a documentary if you can’t get inside though, I suppose.’


‘I’ll find a way eventually,’ she said, with a shrug and the optimism of youth that Caro vaguely remembered having as recently as two years ago. Before the big four-oh.


‘I’m sure you will.’ Caro held out a hand. ‘I’m Caro.’


‘Seren.’ She took the offered hand and shook it, then looked at Caro with concern. ‘Do you want me to show you where all the film lot are staying? They’re at my mum and dad’s inn, just down the hill.’


Caro favoured her with a wide, Dahlia-like smile. ‘Oh, don’t you worry about me, kiddo. I’ll be fine.’ Because she happened to know that Posy had put her on the security list for the day. As long as Anton hadn’t spotted her name and taken it off again, she’d be in.


With a last wink in Seren’s direction, she sauntered towards the gate and gave the security guard her name. He checked his list, nodded and opened the heavy, wrought-iron gate just enough to let her through.


‘How did you do that?’ Seren called after her, through the metal whorls of the fence.


Caro shrugged. ‘I’m Dahlia Lively. They can’t do it without me.’


[image: image]


The buzz of the film set hit Caro the moment she was through the gates, from the hum of chatter as the crew hurried about the place – far more of them than the cast, of course – to the whirr of mechanics being set in motion – tracks for the cameras, or sound equipment being tested. There was a beautifully restored 1930s Bentley parked on the driveway in front of the house, and two stand-ins were leaning against it to allow the lighting and camera crews to get their angles right before the stars came by to shoot later.


Caro skirted around the edge of the drive towards the door, to keep out of their way. The green lawns to the left of Tŷ Gwyn were lost under the muddy tracks and wheels of various catering trucks and vans full of equipment, but Caro could see that under normal circumstances they’d be quite stunning. They were bordered with beds filled with green-leaved plants, and the odd snowdrop just starting to emerge, later here than back home. Beyond the house she glimpsed more formal gardens, perfectly pruned topiary and more lawns, these ones immaculately maintained – and free from the casual destruction of the film crew.


But really, this small corner of tamed nature was dwarfed by the landscape beyond. Those purple-headed mountains she’d sung about in school assemblies, without really imagining what it was like to stand in the shadow of one.


No less imposing, in its way, was the house itself – a sprawling, white, Art Deco-style mansion. It had been built, Caro knew from the website, in the early 1930s. To either side of the entrance, the house stretched out in perfect symmetry, its white frontage curving out into rounded bay windows with arched tops. On the upper floors, gently curved balconies sat outside, and up by the roof the windows themselves were lozenge-shaped, black-edged panes of glass placed in curved patterns between wooden bars.


Caro strolled towards the large, black front door, which stood ajar – but found herself stopped by a young woman in a smart grey suit and a violet hijab.


Since nobody Caro knew of on a film set like this tended to wear suits, she assumed she belonged to the house, rather than the movie.


‘Hi there,’ she said, brightly. ‘Caro Hooper. I’m here to …’ Investigate strange goings-on? Find out if someone is trying to kill my friend? ‘See Posy Starling,’ she settled on, in the end. Maybe the woman would think she was a reporter, here to interview the star. That could work as a cover story – until someone recognised her. And by someone, she mostly meant Anton. She had a feeling the director might not be as pleased to see her as her friends would be.


‘Rhian Hassan.’ The woman held out her hand for Caro to take, which she did. ‘I’m the manager here at Tŷ Gwyn, on site to assist the film crew with anything they need while they’re with us.’


‘And make sure they don’t destroy anything valuable, right?’ Caro joked.


Rhian gave her a small, polite smile, as she stood to let her pass, but didn’t answer the question. ‘They’re about to start filming in the study right now, although I’m not sure exactly where Posy is. The cast have all been assigned trailers, of course, but more often they’ve taken to using the bedrooms of the house to relax in between filming.’ From her tone, Caro gathered Rhian would rather that they didn’t.


‘I’m sure I’ll find her.’ Caro headed in with a cheery wave behind her at the house manager.


The entrance hall of Tŷ Gwyn was as grand as the outside. From the richly woven rug covering the flagstones to the glittering chandelier that hung from the double-height ceiling, Caro’s overwhelming first impression was ‘expensive’.


Period appropriate, dark wood furniture, lamps and other accessories had been placed strategically around the space, still leaving room for the cameras and crew to move around. Caro wondered if they were part of the set or belonged to Tŷ Gwyn itself. The website had promoted itself as offering the perfect 1930s setting for weddings and parties, so either was equally possible.


The proportions of the house already seemed larger than Aldermere – a definite bonus when trying to get both cast and filming equipment into a room. At the far end of the hall, past a couple of doors on either side, was a double staircase – starting from the left and right edges of the hall and curving to meet at a balcony landing on the first floor, all edged in golden balustrades. The dark red and gold carpet running up the centre of the steps, and the gloriously coloured oil portraits and landscape paintings that covered the walls, completed the look.


As she reached the open door of the second room on the left, she paused to peek inside.


This must be the study, since it was clearly set up for filming. As always when shooting in houses rather than on sets, it seemed rather a crush to fit everything in, despite the high ceilings and the large bay window letting in what little light the winter’s day outside provided.


The room was packed full of people and equipment, the crew all crammed against the walls, behind the cameras, while Rosalind – aged up rather, Caro thought, and wearing an unflattering sage-green dressing gown – sat behind a solid, wooden Art Deco desk. White screens had been set up to reflect extra light, and the familiar boom mics loomed overhead on their long poles.


Anton bounced on the balls of his feet between two of the cameras, his energy and excitement clear. Caro knew from people who’d worked with him before that his focus on a scene was unshakeable when he was filming. Probably he wouldn’t even notice she was here if she stayed out of his line of sight.


His dark hair had grown longer since last summer, and he raked the curls out of his face as he called, ‘Action!’ and someone snapped the clapperboard in front of the desk. Caro peered around a tall, fair man in costume to watch.


Rosalind slowly raised her head towards the camera nearest the door, a sour look on her face. ‘You?’ she said, disdainfully, and Caro had to smother a laugh.


Not so very long ago, that was how the eldest Dahlia might have spoken to her, if she’d shown up on her film set. How things had changed since last summer, that Rosalind had actually asked her to come because she needed her.


‘Why on earth did you ask me to meet you here? At this time of night?’ Rosalind continued. Then she shrank back in her seat, her eyes growing wider as she clutched that hideous green dressing gown tighter to her neck.


Ah, this must be the ‘flashback to murder’ scene so common in murder-mystery movies. There’d always been one in the Dahlia TV show, too. Either a short scene between the investigations showing a further murder committed – without ever showing the murderer, of course, or often, the same scene shown during the big reveal, while Dahlia explained who committed the crime and why, with the camera swinging around to show the culprit as she said their name.


Apparently Anton wasn’t straying so far from the traditional format as he’d liked to claim in recent interviews. All that nonsense about five possible endings, and five possible murderers. Anton liked to be seen as innovative and fresh, maybe even a bit of an eccentric. But Caro suspected he just wanted to tell a great story, like the rest of them.


The blonde guy blocking part of Caro’s view stepped forward, his arm raised to show the knife he held, and Rosalind opened her mouth to scream. Big reveal, then, Caro guessed, and settled back to watch Rosalind pretend to be stabbed by a prop knife with a retractable blade.


It was the sort of thing that always looked good in the finished cut, but was hard to really sell during filming, when observers standing at just the right angle – one that would never be shown in the movie – could see the blade slipping into the handle.


Caro was keen to see how realistic the great Rosalind King could make it look.


But then Rosalind’s scream rang out, too sharp and too real, and the actor stabbing her started swearing, and Caro remembered exactly why she’d been called here in the first place.









Chapter Three




‘I like to make myself useful,’ Dahlia said.


‘You mean you like to meddle,’ Johnnie replied.


Dahlia Lively in Never Underestimate a Lady


By Lettice Davenport, 1930





Rosalind


They were filming in the study today – filming her murder, of all things. Strange, she hadn’t even had a chance to be a suspect yet, but filming chronologically never was very efficient.


Even stranger than filming out of order, though, was watching Posy Starling – child star, screw-up and, more latterly, friend – become Dahlia Lively. She might not feature in today’s scene, but Rosalind had been watching her closely on set on previous days, and it still felt odd, hearing Dahlia’s lines come out of another actress’s mouth. She wasn’t sure quite how she’d cope with Posy questioning her as Dahlia, when it came to it.


Rosalind had had it easiest as the first Dahlia, she supposed. There’d been a radio drama or two of the Dahlia Lively mysteries in the sixties, but she had been the first actress to portray the Lady Detective on screen. While Lettice Davenport’s books were descriptive enough to give a good feel for the character, Rosalind had been given the leeway to develop Dahlia the way she saw fit.


She’d tried to be faithful to the books, especially after she’d met Letty and her family, incorporating Dahlia’s famous solitary raised eyebrow and her stance. The costume department had also paid homage to the original texts, dressing her in wide-legged trousers and silk blouses, or replica cocktail dresses from the thirties.


For years, she had been Dahlia Lively. The one and only.


Until Caro Hooper came along.


By the time the new TV series was made in the mid-noughties, Lettice Davenport was already dead, and most people had forgotten about the original Lady Detective movies. Over thirteen series, Caro became the Dahlia Lively most people would think of, if asked.


Rosalind hadn’t minded – at least, she’d told herself she hadn’t. After all, her own career had taken off since then, and she herself was known for many more famous roles than Dahlia.


Even if Dahlia would always be the one that stayed with her longest.


But although she’d watched someone else take up the Dahlia mantle before, seeing Posy in full Dahlia regalia for the first time had been something of a shock. Her dark blonde hair was bobbed above her shoulders – although in a far more modern, softer bob than would have been strictly accurate for the time period – and pinned with waves at the front in a nod to the era. The quintessential Dahlia pillar-box-red lipstick stood out starkly against her pale skin, but looked perfectly in character when her lips curved in a mischievous smile. The wide, tan trousers and cream blouse were similar to the ones she and Caro had both worn, yet somehow different, even with the almost identical rope of pearls hanging down practically to her waist and the jewelled loupe dangling from her belt.


Everything was in keeping with the descriptions in the book, but the costume and make-up designers had made it all feel modern, too. Or maybe that was just Posy.


Regardless, she’d grown used to the idea, more or less, over the last couple of weeks of filming. But she wondered how Caro would react, when she arrived, to someone else in her role – even Posy. Rosalind had to admit, the urge to correct Posy’s stance, to suggest a different inflection for the line, was still strong even for her – but she held back. Posy was Dahlia now, and she was merely a suspect answering questions. Or, today, getting horribly murdered.


Playing the victim was not one of Rosalind’s strengths, and neither would she want it to be. Just sitting at an ugly desk in a vile dressing gown waiting to be stabbed? That wasn’t acting. That was pure melodrama.


Still, the part was what it was, and today was Great-Aunt Hermione’s day to die, so here she sat, grey streaks in her hair and wrinkles emphasised, waiting for whoever was first in line to stab her today.


Because thanks to Anton’s ridiculous ‘secret ending’ plan, there were five different cast members waiting to do her in with the golden dagger. Just perfect.


Keira was first up on the call sheet, if she remembered right, but it was Tristan waiting by the door. ‘Where’s Keira?’ she asked, as Sally the make-up artist touched up her powder.


‘Still in the chair,’ Sally replied. ‘She was late in today, I think.’


Now Rosalind thought about it, she didn’t remember seeing Keira on the shuttle transport that ran the cast the five minutes up the hill from their accommodation to Tŷ Gwyn. Not that that was unusual; it was close enough that many of them chose to walk, if it wasn’t raining, and especially if they weren’t needed for the first scene of the day. A chance for a glimpse of the outside world before the artificial lights took over.


Sally stepped back, out of the camera’s sightline, and the assistant director stepped in with the clapperboard, ready for Anton to call for them to start.


Rosalind prepared to sink into the mind of Great-Aunt Hermione. Elderly, frail, but sharp as a tack. Bitter, for reasons to do with a dead husband and a worthless son and grandson. She’d rather have had Dahlia as a grandchild than Francis’s son, Bertie, that much was clear from the text. Not that she’d show it. Hermione wasn’t the sort to show feelings.


Except she’d have to in this scene. Because today she was going to die. Repeatedly. And the moment she knew that—


Rosalind broke away from the thought, repressing a shudder.


She had to focus on the scene she was here to film. She couldn’t let her attention drift to other things. Like hidden notes, with their sinister threats. There were always letters, of course – through her agent or to the film set when she was working. Some pleasant, others … not so much. But these ones were something different. They suggested Great Aunt Hermione wasn’t the only one destined to die here.


The first one, hidden in her script at the table read, she could almost laugh off as a prank. Posy had been far more concerned about it than she had. Rosalind had preferred to believe it was nothing more than a practical joke. Until the accident a few days ago when, in the crush of people on set in the front parlour, a camera arm had been knocked loose and would have brained her if she hadn’t managed to jump out of the way. A move that had her still aching the following day, when she found the letter in her trailer.


A black-edged envelope, with another threatening note. One telling her that she’d been lucky to escape yesterday’s close call. That she might not be so lucky the next time.


That was when Posy had insisted it was time to call Caro.


‘Action!’ Anton’s call rang out across the overcrowded room, and Rosalind centred herself.


She was Hermione. That was all.


‘You?’ she sneered, as the script commanded. She’d repeat it another four times at minimum, she knew, with varying tones depending on the character in front of her. But for Tristan, playing Charles – Dahlia’s spurned fiancé – he got all the disdain, and none of the faint respect other suspects might.


Hermione would have no time for a man who couldn’t hold onto a woman – even if she also wouldn’t have wanted Dahlia to marry him anyway. She was a woman of contradictions.


‘Why on earth did you ask me to meet you here? At this time of night?’ As Tristan moved forward on her words, raising the knife, Rosalind caught a glimpse of someone behind him, in the doorway. Was that Caro? She couldn’t look too closely now, but she hoped it was.


She’d been putting on a brave face for Posy, not that she thought she believed it. But there was something … wrong about this place. This shoot.


Whoever had sent that note had to be on set somewhere. And whether they’d sent that camera arm swinging or just taken advantage of the coincidence, they’d made sure to let her know that she was watched. That she was vulnerable.


That she wasn’t safe.


Watch out. I’m coming for you. That was what the first note had said.


And now it seemed that they were here. Maybe had been here all along.


Having Caro there to watch her back, to team up with them again to figure out what was going on here at Tŷ Gwyn … that would help. The three Dahlias back together.


Rosalind focused again on Tristan as he approached, knife raised, face twisted into a snarl of hatred. A chill settled in her heart at the sight. It looked too real, all of a sudden.


Someone on this film set sent that note.


Her gaze caught on the tip of that gleaming dagger, looking for all the world like it could cut through her breast to her heart and claim her life in an instant. Her scream, when it escaped her mouth, had nothing to do with the cue they’d discussed with Anton in rehearsal. And even she could hear the real terror in it.


This might be some of my best acting ever. The irreverent thought bubbled up amidst the panic.


Because she wasn’t acting.


This felt too real.


Tristan placed his forearm against her throat, bracing his hand on the back of the chair so he didn’t actually cut off her airways, but she obligingly stopped her scream all the same. Her mouth remained open in silent terror.


He pulled back the knife, and her eyes closed without her bidding as she prepared herself for the clunk against her breastbone as the fake blade retracted.


A heartbeat. Maybe two.


And—


Something crashed against the wood of the desk, a deep thunking noise, as Tristan swore and Anton yelled, ‘Cut!’


The arm at her throat was gone. Rosalind opened her eyes to find Tristan a few paces back, eyes wide and hands shaking.


The dagger he’d held was stuck in the wood of the desk, point first.


‘It was …’ Tristan swallowed. ‘It was the wrong dagger. Not the prop one. I only just noticed in time. If I hadn’t—’ He met her gaze with wild and scared eyes.


He’d almost killed her. Because someone here wanted her dead.


Anton stalked towards them, yanking the dagger from the desk and yelling for the prop master to explain what the hell just happened. Tristan had collapsed into the nearest chair, still shaking, and Nina Novak was crouched beside him, Bess’s maid cap covering her hair, comforting him.


She’d almost died.


The words seemed almost meaningless in her head. Ridiculous. Impossible.


But the shuddering fear that was working its way through her body, almost to her heart, making her teeth chatter and her knuckles white as she gripped the chair arms … that was all too real.


She needed to get out of here. To escape. To survive.


But how, when she didn’t know who she could trust?


She was alone.


In an instant, Caro was at her side, with Posy – wearing Dahlia’s vintage belted coat – in front of her, both blocking her from view of the rest of the cast and crew as she fell apart.


Because she wasn’t alone. She had the other two Dahlias. She had her friends.


And she knew they wouldn’t give up until they found who was behind this.


Posy


Posy’s hands still shook a little as she made her way out to the front of Tŷ Gwyn. She didn’t want to leave Rosalind after her shock, but since they clearly weren’t going to be filming any more of the stabbing scenes today, it made sense to take the action outside and film the scenes with the vintage Bentley that had arrived on set earlier that day to rather a lot of excitement. Posy wasn’t really up on her antique cars, but she had to admit it was pretty impressive to look at.


She just hoped it was the same to drive.


‘You okay?’ Kit murmured, as they headed outside to take their places.


Posy rubbed her arms through Dahlia’s coat, then nodded. ‘I just wish I could have stayed with Rosalind.’ For two weeks, now, it seemed like she’d been waiting for the other shoe to drop. That first note, left in Rosalind’s script, had only been the start of it. And suddenly, Posy was very afraid to see the end.


‘She did look shaken up, poor thing.’ Kit glanced back towards the door, where Anton was raging at someone inside – probably the prop master, she suspected – about his filming schedule being interrupted by this incompetence. ‘At least she has Caro with her.’


‘Yeah.’ Caro was safe. Caro would take care of her.


And in the meantime, Posy would keep things moving here, so Rosalind could recover without Anton expecting her to act out being stabbed another handful of times.


Really, he might be a great director, but Posy couldn’t help but feel that sometimes he got so focused on the project at hand, or even the scene they were filming, that he forgot about the people involved. Everything was camera angles and colours, framing and unexpected vignettes. Not real actors making it happen. They were just their characters to him, puppets for him to move to his own ends.


But then, she’d learned that in Aldermere last summer, hadn’t she?


It would be worth it, if the film was the success they were all hoping it would be. As long as Rosalind survived the experience.


As she watched, Caro led Rosalind – now changed out of her Aunt Hermione costume and make-up – towards the gates, out to her own car. She’d brought the red convertible, Posy noted with a grin, rather than Susie, Dahlia’s motorcycle and sidecar. Probably for the best, under the circumstances. And when the Welsh rain hit again, at least she could close the roof on the convertible.


Their own car for the afternoon also boasted a soft, fold-down top – a dark grey leather, atop the gleaming cream finish of the car itself. Posy could almost see her reflection perfectly in the paint; dark blonde pin curls, a slash of red lipstick, and wide, lined eyes, all above the pussybow of her silk blouse and the itchy wool of her coat.


Dahlia Lively. That was who she was today. Not Posy Starling.


What would Dahlia do?


Dahlia wouldn’t waste time comforting her friend – she’d be too busy finding out who had tried to hurt her, and stopping them from trying again.


Who could have swapped the knives on set? Could it really have been an accident, as the prop master had suggested? And if not … well. The set was so busy, Posy had to admit that almost anybody could have slipped in and made the swap.


So much for trying to Dahlia her way out of this.


Anton bounded out of the front door, down the steps and across the driveway. ‘Let’s keep this thing rolling!’ he declared excitedly, his previous rage apparently forgotten. He made his way over to one of the cameramen to discuss the next shot, his shoulders rounded as he used intense hand gestures to punctuate his words. The camera operator nodded sagely, clearly used to Anton’s brand of direction.


‘Posy, later …’ Kit said, then trailed off.


Posy stopped watching Anton and glanced up at him. ‘Hmm? Later?’


‘Nothing. Just …’ Kit’s eyes looked troubled, and he looked over every inch of the car, rather than at her. ‘There’s something I’d like to talk to you about.’


‘Of course.’ Posy checked on their director, who had moved on to a second camera operator – this one in charge of the camera on the track, which would move with the car once she started driving. More fervent gestures. More sage nodding. ‘Tell me now, if you like? We’re not going to be starting for a while.’


Kit glanced around them at the hustle and bustle of the film set, then dipped his head towards hers. ‘It’s nothing to worry about. Just that … there’s someone I need to meet, tomorrow night. So I might be late for the Classic Hollywood fundraiser thing at the inn. Can you cover for me?’


‘Of course,’ Posy replied. ‘But who are you meeting?’


He winced. ‘I can’t persuade you to let me get away with something vague, like, a friend, can I?’


‘Not a chance.’


‘Yeah, thought not.’ He sighed. ‘Okay. So the thing is—’


Just then, Anton finished briefing the crew and, with a loud clap of his hands that seemed to reverberate around the mountains, bounced over towards them, his step light on the gravel of the drive.


‘Later,’ Kit mouthed at her, and she nodded in reply.


From the ferocity of Anton’s gaze, Posy knew they were about to get some very detailed instructions on how, exactly, to say two lines, climb into the car and drive out of the gate, and so prepared herself to listen carefully and nod in the appropriate places.


Even if half her mind was still with Rosalind, and another portion wondering what it was Kit wanted to tell her.


After a series of expressive gestures – and a demonstration from another crew member on how to start the car, plus a small practice of actually driving the thing – Anton seemed satisfied that they’d got the gist of what he wanted from them, and they were able to start filming.


‘But, Miss Lively, how can you be so sure that they were lying?’ Kit said, opening the driver’s side door for her.


Posy flashed him a Dahlia smile and climbed into the driver’s seat. ‘As a general rule, Detective Inspector, I assume that everyone is lying to me until they can prove otherwise.’


She let Kit settle into the passenger seat, then pressed the starter pedal on the floor as she’d been shown, and drove towards the now open gates, steadily ignoring the camera on tracks that followed them.


She heard Anton call, ‘Cut!’ behind them, and obligingly pressed the brake pedal. But she couldn’t help wishing she could keep driving – through the gates, down past the inn, through the village and over the bridge – to get her and Kit the hell away from whatever was going on here at Tŷ Gwyn.
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