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      "It's this street here," Addison said, pointing wildly just as her daughter drove them past it.

      "Can you tell me a little quicker next time?" said Olivia, pulling over to turn the fully-laden car around. "This one?"

      "Yes." Addison checked the map on her phone again to be sure. It had been three months since she'd been here and bought the place, and she'd never been very good at directions anyway.

      Olivia turned into Seaview Drive, and the beach house came quickly into view. "That's it!" Addison cried. She looked over to her daughter, who'd slowed the car and was craning her neck to see the building out of the front windscreen. "What do you think?"

      "It looks old." Olivia parked the car in the driveway and they both got out.

      "It is old. It was built in the nineteen-twenties. But it's beautiful, isn't it?"

      Olivia raised her eyebrows. "I think we might have different perceptions of beauty, Mum."

      Addison stood back to admire the house as Olivia started grabbing bags from the back of the Rav 4. It was rundown, sure, but the house was beautiful to her. And now it was home. "You've got the keys, I presume?" asked Olivia. She'd climbed onto the verandah and was waiting, arms laden with bags. Addison was struck again by how quickly her daughter was growing into a woman. Olivia was taller than her now, and her long dark hair was just like Addison's had been before she'd cut it short a few years ago.

      "What's your rush?"

      "We've been driving for two days, Mum. I stink. I need a shower. And food."

      Addison smiled. Ever practical, was her daughter. Eighteen going on thirty, her father used to say. No he didn't. He said sixteen going on thirty. That's how old she was when he'd died.

      Rob would have loved this place.

      Addison shook thoughts of her late husband from her mind and unlocked the front door. It opened into a huge, empty, great room with a fireplace on one wall and windows everywhere. She could see the use for the windows, the fireplace not so much. They were in Queensland. It wasn't supposed to get cold enough for a fire up here.

      There was ample space on one side of the great room for a large lounge area, and a dining space on the other. In the corner was a staircase leading to the first and second floors. As Addison recalled, there was a second staircase at the back of the house from the kitchen.

      Olivia dumped the bags in the middle of the room and went off exploring. Addison had already been through the house twice last time she was here, and figured she had time for exploring later. She went back outside and stood on the verandah. It ran the entire length of the front of the house, and circled down the northern side and around the back as well. There was another one above her, attached to the first-floor bedrooms, while the bedrooms on the second floor had windows that all overlooked the view Addison smiled at now. The view that had made her buy this house on a whim three months ago.

      Their new home was directly opposite one of the most beautiful sandy beaches Addison had ever seen. Her childhood memories of this beach were of its golden sand and sparkling blue water. She'd thought she'd romanticised it all these years – built it up in her head as something more beautiful than it actually was. But she hadn't. It was stunning.

      "I can see why you like this place," said Olivia, putting her arm around Addison and leaning on the verandah railing. She tilted her head towards the water. "You going to go in?"

      Addison turned to see Olivia in a swimsuit. She'd obviously chosen to rid herself of the travel stink in the ocean, rather than the shower.

      "I'm more of a 'walk on the beach' type of person. You go ahead. Be careful out there." Her daughter had officially been an adult for three months now, but Addison would always worry. And even though the water looked calm, the ocean was not something you took for granted.

      "I will." Olivia headed for the beach, then turned back to wave. "Go check out the backyard," she said, grinning. "There's a mango tree."

      Addison smiled and watched her only daughter cross the road and walk down the track to the beach. Olivia turned back and yelled something Addison didn't quite catch.

      "What?"

      "They've got flags!"

      "Great!" Addison gave her a thumbs up, and breathed a sigh of relief. The beach was patrolled. Of course it was, she realised. Getaway Bay was a tourist town, after all. People travelled miles for that beach. It's why she'd bought the beach house. She wanted to turn it into a bed and breakfast.

      Addison pottered around for a while, checking all the nooks and crannies of the house as she waited for the removalist truck to show up. Yes, the house needed a lot of work, but most of it was cosmetic. She'd hired a local handyman to come and give her a quote on fixing anything too complicated to handle herself. Like the hot water system, for example. Holding her hand under the hot tap in the kitchen, Addison realised why Olivia had chosen the ocean over a shower.

      "You're here!"

      Addison turned in the direction of the voice to find her cousin, Layla, standing in the doorway with an enormous bunch of flowers in one hand, and a tray of coffee in the other. A paper bag dangled from the coffee hand.

      A wide grin spread instantly across Addison's face as she rushed over to greet her favourite cousin. Layla was as colourful as ever, a bright floral dress setting off her long red hair. She was short in stature, but she made up for it and then some with her warm nature.

      "Yes, we made it," said Addison. "Finally. Last time I drove that far I was a kid in the back seat, begging my parents to play I Spy."

      "It's definitely quicker to fly." Layla handed the flowers over, and Addison searched the room for somewhere to put them, settling on the wide mantlepiece.

      "Thanks for these. We'll have to wait for my stuff to arrive before we can get them into a vase. How are you?"

      "Excited to have you here. Where's Olivia? I'm dying to meet her."

      "She's freshening up out there," said Addison, pointing to the waves. "She shouldn't be too much longer. Let's sit outside and wait for her. What have you got there?"

      "Coffee and scones from Hazel's. Best coffee in Getaway Bay. Hazel threw in three of her scones when she heard I was coming out to welcome you."

      "That's lovely of her." Addison led the way back out onto the verandah, and they both lowered themselves to the steps. It was the only available seating until the truck arrived.

      "You haven't tasted Hazel's scones."

      "Oh. Good or bad?"

      Layla screwed up her nose. "She lost her baker a month ago, and hasn't been able to get another one. She's struggling. Lucky she makes good coffee. Anyway, that's a long story for another time. I'm so excited you're here. It's been forever."

      "I was here three months ago."

      "Well, yes, but that was a flying visit. I still can't believe you saw this place and bought it the next day." Layla turned and surveyed the rundown building. "Are you sure you want to tackle something like this?"

      "You sound like Olivia. I'm fifty-five, not seventy-five. There's plenty of life in me yet."

      "Fair enough. I'm just glad to have you nearby again after all these years."

      The cousins reminisced on the steps until Olivia came striding up the path and across the road at the exact same time the truck arrived.

      "Finally, we'll get something to sit on." Addison quickly introduced Olivia and Layla, before going out to greet the truck driver, Jacko. They'd met in Sydney two days ago when he'd arrived with his two sons to load the truck. Jacko was one of the biggest guys Addison had ever seen, and covered in tattoos. He would've looked more at home as a nightclub bouncer, but he'd turned out to be one of the sweetest guys Addison had met. His sons were almost as big as their father, and just as lovely.

      "You made it," Addison said as Jacko and the boys climbed out of the truck. "Good trip?"

      "Always. I love the open road." Jacko shook her hand and looked up into the sky. "Few hours of daylight left yet. We'd better get cracking."

      "You don't want to take a little break first?" Addison asked, before realising she had nothing to offer them.

      "Nah. Been sitting in the cab all day. Need to get the circulation flowing. Come on, boys."

      For the next three hours Jacko and his boys unloaded furniture and boxes while Addison and Olivia told them where to put it. Layla busied herself unpacking boxes in the kitchen, which was a great help. By the time the truck was empty and Jacko and the boys were on their way back to Sydney, Addison was ready for a cup of tea.

      "Did you find the kettle?" she asked Layla, sinking into one of the chairs of her dining table, which fit perfectly in the beach house's large eat-in kitchen.

      "I sure did. Cups and tea bags, too."

      "You're a gem."

      Layla smiled and put the kettle on. "So Olivia, what do you think of Getaway Bay?"

      Olivia shrugged; she was still in her swimming costume, but had added a pair of cut-off denim shorts and a yellow tank top. Her long dark hair had made a wet patch down her back. "The beach is great. Less crowded than Bondi, too. And less posers."

      "What about the house?" asked Addison.

      "It's okay, I suppose. Can we get some food? I'm starving."

      Addison figured 'okay I suppose' was the best she was going to get. Layla put a cup of tea in front of her, and Addison gripped it with both hands. "Is there somewhere in town we can go for dinner?" she asked Layla, then looked down at the state of her clothes. "Or maybe takeaway?"

      "I was going to make you something and bring it over to heat up, but I ran out of time," said Layla, fishing in her handbag. "So I brought this." She handed over a pizza menu. "They deliver. Sorry, it was the best I could do."

      "You've done plenty," said Addison, wrapping her cousin a hug. "Thanks for coming today. Oh, I almost forgot to ask – how is your dad?"

      Layla's face dropped. "Not great, I'm afraid. But I'll tell you all about that tomorrow. I've got to run, Jenna's been home alone all afternoon. I hate to think what she's been up to."

      "Jenna's here?" Addison held Layla at arm's length. "Why didn't you say?"

      Layla laughed. "Didn't want to scare you off before you'd unpacked. See ya!"

      "Who's Jenna?" asked Olivia, one eye on the pizza menu.

      "Layla's younger sister. My other cousin."

      "Oh. Why didn't she come over too?"

      Addison tried to think of a way to explain Jenna, but she was too tired and hungry. "I don't think unpacking boxes is quite Jenna's style." She fished her mobile phone out of her back pocket. "Come on, it's getting late. Let's order."
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      Addison woke at six to sunlight streaming through the window. She'd forgotten how early the sun rose in Queensland. Curtains made their way to the top of her mental to-do list.

      She lay in bed for a few minutes, stretching and enjoying the sun. She felt relaxed already. It was late January, so it was already hot at this time of the morning. But the good part about the weather up here was that it was consistent. Unlike Sydney, known for its wild weather fluctuations, here it was just hot all the time.

      Addison's relaxation didn't last long.

      A loud scream came from Olivia's bedroom. Addison jumped out of bed and raced down the hall, knowing anything that even had her daughter awake at this hour was cause for alarm.

      "What is it? What's wrong?" Addison burst into Olivia's room to find her crouched on tiptoes in her bed, pressing herself as far into the wall as possible.

      "What the heck is that?" Olivia yelled as she pointed across the room.

      Addison followed her finger to the gecko glued to the opposite wall. She let out the breath she'd been holding and laughed. "It's just a gecko. Relax. He won't hurt you."

      "Does he have to be in my room? While I'm trying to sleep? Nature is supposed to stay on the outside of the house."

      Addison shrugged. "It's Queensland, honey. They have a lot of things with more legs than us here. You should be happy. He'll eat most of the other bugs."

      Olivia climbed down from her bed, her expression now the more familiar one of teenage grumpiness.

      Addison tried to distract her. "Come on. Let's go see if that mango tree has any ripe fruit we can eat for breakfast."

      They both gave up on any more sleep and dressed quickly. Addison was first to the back door off the kitchen, and when she pulled it open she realised just how big her new mango tree was.

      "I see a couple of ripe ones," Olivia said over her shoulder, pointing up into the tree.

      Addison squinted. "Oh yeah. How are we going to get up there?"

      Olivia sidled past her and went out into the yard. She was wearing the same shorts and tank top from yesterday.

      "Don't you have any clean clothes?"

      "Haven't unpacked the rest yet. These smell okay." Olivia continued off towards a shed at the bottom of the garden. She opened the shed door tentatively.

      "Watch out for spiders," Addison called, then slapped her hat on her head and set off after her daughter.

      "I'm used to spiders," Olivia replied. Before Addison reached the shed Olivia reappeared with a ladder. "Here you go."

      "I'm not going up on that."

      "Really? How do you think you're going to paint the house, Mum? Are you just going to do the bottom half of each wall?" Olivia took the ladder over to the tree and leaned it up against the trunk.

      "Oh, very funny. There's a wall to lean the ladder against inside a house, Olivia. Out here there's…"

      "The tree trunk?" Olivia tested the stability of the ladder by stepping on the first rung and wobbling.

      "That doesn't look very safe, sweetheart. Why don't we forget the mangoes and go into town for breakfast? We need supplies anyway." Addison's heart leapt into her mouth for the second time that morning as Olivia began to climb.

      "We can do that too. But what's the point of having a mango tree in your backyard if you can't eat the mangoes? Here, hold the ladder. I'll be fine."

      Addison took hold and Olivia scuttled up the ladder and into the tree. She reached over and plucked the two ripest-looking mangoes, and then looked about.

      "What's wrong?"

      "I can't hold them and climb down at the same time."

      "Oh, right." Addison took off her hat and held it out. "Drop them down, I'll catch them." Olivia dropped the mangoes, one at a time, and Addison caught them both in her hat. She put them on the ground and held the ladder while Olivia climbed back down to safety.

      "That makes me and nature one-all, I reckon," Olivia said with a grin.

      They ate the mangoes on the back verandah, made a glorious mess, and Addison thoroughly enjoyed herself. It was good to see Olivia smile. She'd been through so much, losing her father at sixteen, her older brother moving away not long after, and then going through the stress of her end of year exams while her entire life was being packed up around her. She'd done well in her exams regardless, and was off to study forensic science at Griffith University in a couple of weeks' time. Addison hoped to spend as much time as possible before that watching her daughter smile.

      After cleaning themselves up and a quick trip to the local supermarket for supplies, Addison and Olivia set to work making a list of everything that needed to be done around the beach house. It was a long list.

      "When is your handyman supposed to get here?" Olivia asked, sticking her pencil behind her ear.

      As if on cue, there was a knock at the front of the house. "Hello?" a voice called through the open doorway. "Mrs Lake?"

      Addison and Olivia followed the voice and came upon a good-looking young man in a tool belt standing just outside the door. Addison turned to see her daughter blush and quickly take off up the stairs. He must be more than just good-looking.

      "Hi," said Addison, holding out a hand for the young man to shake. "You must be Jason. I'm Mrs Lake. You can call me Addison. That flash you just saw was my daughter, Olivia. I'm sure she'll be back down soon enough. Come in, please."

      Jason kicked his boots off outside and then crossed the threshold. He was tall, with sandy blond hair, and had muscles befitting a young handyman. There wasn't a tattoo in sight, but otherwise Jason reminded Addison of a young Jacko.

      "You said on the phone you weren't quite sure what needed doing?" Jason asked.

      "Yeah. We just got here yesterday. I only had a couple of quick looks at the place when I bought it three months ago. There was a building inspection report of course, but it didn't really mean much to me, other than assuring me the place wasn't about to fall down anytime soon."

      Jason's eyes roamed over the great room. "I'm sure you don't have to worry about that," he said. "They built them pretty sturdy back in the day. How about I take a good look around at the basics, plumbing and electrical, that sort of thing, and get back to you?"

      "That'd be great, thanks. Oh, can you start with the hot water system? We could both use a hot shower as soon as possible."

      "No worries." Jason grinned and then got to work, leaving Addison to hunt out her daughter.

      "What was that all about?" she asked when she found Olivia in her room, clothes spread all over her bed. "You chose now to unpack?"

      "You never told me he was so cute," Olivia said, holding a top up and checking it out in the mirror, before discarding it and trying another.

      "I only spoke to him on the phone. Cute doesn't really translate well over the airwaves."

      Olivia rolled her eyes and kept searching for the perfect top to impress Jason. Evidently it was nowhere to be found. Addison recognised the signs of a panic attack rising in her daughter.

      "Hey, come on. What's really going on?" She took hold of both of Olivia's hands and held tight. Olivia burst into tears, and Addison pulled her in for a hug. "Are you worried about going off to uni?"

      Addison felt Olivia nod into her shoulder.

      "It's okay to be nervous, sweetheart. This is a massive time in your life. Everything is changing. But some things are staying the same, too. I'll always be here for you."

      "There will be so many new people." Olivia broke away from her mother and sat cross-legged on her bed. She lifted the bottom of the tank top and wiped her eyes with it. "And I've never lived away from you."

      Addison pulled the desk chair over and sat in front of her. "You've wanted to enough times."

      Olivia smiled.

      "There it is. That smile is going to win so many hearts, my darling. Griffith University isn't going to know what's hit them. And I'm only three hours away. Much closer than if I'd stayed in Sydney."

      Olivia wrapped her arms around herself. "Did you come all this way just so you could be close to me?"

      "No. Well, that wasn't the only reason. I needed to get away from Sydney just as much as you did. As did your brother, for that matter."

      "Justin went to Melbourne for work."

      "I know. But I don't think he would have considered it had we not lost your father. Sydney was a part of who Dad was. Who we all were when he was alive. It's understandable none of us could cope being there without him."

      "I miss him, Mum."

      "I know you do, sweetheart. I also know he would have been very proud of you. He would have loved having a forensic scientist in the family. He always had a high regard for the crime scene and lab technicians, you know."

      Addison took a deep breath. It still hurt to think of Rob. He'd been a homicide detective in Sydney for twenty years before his diagnosis. He often came home and told her how the scientists had helped him to break a case.

      "I'm doing this for me as much as for Dad, you know," said Olivia, tears gone now.

      "I should think so. It would be silly to devote three years of study, not to mention an entire career, to something you weren't interested in. But Dad would have loved it, just the same. He was very proud of both of you."

      Olivia nodded. "Do you think Justin will visit soon?"

      "I'm sure he will as soon as he can get time off work." Addison reached for the nearest top and handed it to her daughter. "This one will do. Come on, we can't leave Mr Handyman down there by himself forever."
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      By mid-morning Jason had made a list of his own and gone off to the hardware store to get supplies. The hot water system had rusted right through and needed replacing, so he'd called a plumber to take care of that as well as a couple of minor jobs in two of the upstairs bathrooms.

      The house had already been a bed and breakfast in a previous life, and most of the bedrooms had en-suite bathrooms. They also had hideous wallpaper, which was the first thing that had to go.

      Addison had never renovated anything before, but she had watched a lot of television shows. They made it look so easy on those shows, surely she could get most of this work done herself. She was in no hurry.

      Rob had taken out a life insurance policy as soon as he became a cop. He realised the risk of losing his life in the line of duty, and while he'd been prepared to make that sacrifice, he hadn't been prepared to leave his family in financial strife. The cost of living in Sydney was high, particularly housing, and Addison was grateful he'd made sure from the beginning that their family was covered if the unthinkable happened.

      In the end it was cancer that took his life, not a stray bullet or any of the other side-effects of being a homicide detective. Between the life insurance payout and the sale of the family home in Sydney, Addison had had more than enough to cover the cost of the beach house. With what was left over, plus her own superannuation from her days as a high school teacher, and Rob's police pension, at fifty-five Addison never had to work again. Which was why Olivia kept questioning her desire to buy such a big house and run it as a bed and breakfast – she didn't need the money.

      What Olivia didn't understand was Addison wasn't doing it for the money. It was company she was after. With Justin off building his own career in Melbourne, and Olivia about to start university, Addison needed to fill the gap. After Rob died she hadn't wanted to see anyone. She'd locked herself away in their house and done the bare minimum to care for herself and the children. It was what she'd needed at the time to cope with the grief.

      Now she needed the opposite. She felt an urge to surround herself with people; to laugh again. To live the rest of her life. Rob hadn't wanted her to lock herself away. He'd specifically told her not to. So she'd packed everything up and come to Getaway Bay, the place she'd adored as a child.

      They'd come here every January – she and her parents – when she was young. As an only child she'd looked forward to the two weeks a year she'd get to spend playing with her cousins on the beach and in the nearby park. She knew she'd romanticised it in her mind, but she felt so drawn to the place, and when Olivia announced she'd be attending Griffith University in Queensland, Addison knew it was time to return to Getaway Bay.

      She'd found the beach house almost immediately, and the idea of a bed and breakfast, and all the company it would entail, was too good to resist. She'd made an offer on the house immediately and, much to her cousin Layla's delight, here they were.

      "Mum, are you listening?"

      Addison shook herself out of her reflections. "What, honey?"

      "Are you going to do something with all of this? Or just daydream?"

      'All of this' was the ingredients for scones Addison had laid out on the kitchen bench. Layla had been right about Hazel's scones. They were truly terrible. Addison hadn't baked since before Rob died. She'd decided it was time.

      "Sorry, sweetheart. I was lost there for a moment. I'm going to make some scones. That is if I can get this oven to work."

      "You're baking again? Sweet! This sea change business might be a good idea after all." Olivia started playing with knobs and buttons on the oven. After a moment she opened the door and stuck her hand in. "There you go. It's preheating now."

      "How did you do that?"

      Olivia smiled. "I'll write it down for you." She knew her mother well. She changed the subject. "I know we can do a lot of the stuff inside the house ourselves, and I'm happy to help while I'm here, but neither of us really has the first clue about renovating, Mum. Where do we start?"

      "Don't worry, I've got it all figured out," said Addison as she started measuring out ingredients for the scones.

      "You're going to ask Jason what to do, aren't you?"

      "Yep. He's at the hardware store getting everything we need to start stripping the wallpaper and getting it ready to paint. Then he's going to show us how. We'll be fine."

      "I don't doubt it," said Olivia, pulling out a stool from under the kitchen bench and taking a seat. "I guess you've watched enough renovation shows in your time."

      "Don't you tease me about watching those shows. I know you secretly love them too." Addison remembered many a night on the couch back in Sydney when the two of them would curl up with popcorn and watch back-to-back episodes of their favourite reno shows. No Marvel movies for them.

      "Yeah, fair point."

      They chatted about colour schemes and furniture shopping while Addison made the scones and popped them in the oven. While they baked, she unpacked the box containing her coffee machine, and fired it up.

      "You want one?" she asked Olivia, who was busy checking her phone.

      "Yes please."

      There was a knock at the door before it opened and Jason called out. "I'm back."

      Addison went through to the great room. "Hi Jason. How did you go?"

      "Got everything we need. We'll have this place restored to its former glory in no time."

      "With a few modern touches, I hope," said Olivia from the kitchen doorway.

      Jason tipped his head. "Of course. Whatever you want." He turned back to Addison. "I'm just going to unload the truck. Mind if I use that shed out the back to store some stuff?"

      "Not at all. When you're done come in and join us for morning tea. The scones should be just about ready."

      "I thought something smelled great. I'll be with you in five minutes."

      Jason left and Addison rejoined Olivia in the kitchen, noting her daughter was blushing less after this encounter with the handyman. She didn't say anything.

      Soon enough the three of them were seated around the dining table with hot coffee and warm scones.

      "Butter is going to have to do I'm afraid," said Addison. "I forgot to get jam and cream when we were at the supermarket. I'm a bit out of practice on the baking side of things."

      "Wow," said Jason, taking a bite. "If this is what you produce when you're out of practice, I can't wait until you get your eye in Mrs Lake. These are delicious."

      "Please Jason, call me Addison. And thank you."

      "You're welcome. Can I have another one?"

      "You can have as many as you like if you're going to help us get this place to feel like a home."
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      They worked together most of the day, taking breaks for food and instruction from Jason on what to do next. The plumber came and installed a brand new hot water system, much to Olivia's delight.

      At five o'clock Addison's phone rang. It was Layla.

      "How's it going? You got that beach house all pretty yet?"

      "I think it's going to take more than a day, Layla. What are you up to?"

      "I've been with Dad most of the day. I'm exhausted. I never realised how much it takes out of you, sitting with a sick person."

      "I know what you mean," said Addison. Her eyes welled up.

      "Oh, hun, I'm sorry. That was insensitive of me."

      "Don't worry about it," said Addison. "Just remember I'm here for you. I know what you're going through."

      "Thanks. Hey, I was calling to see if you and Olivia wanted to come by the gallery. You can check it out, say hi to Jenna, and then I thought maybe we could go to the pub in town for dinner. What do you think?"

      Addison could think of nothing she'd like better. "Give us ten minutes to change and we'll be right there." She ended the call and found Olivia chatting in the kitchen with Jason. She'd certainly got over her anxiousness over the course of the day.

      "Time to test that hot water system out, kid," said Addison.

      Olivia frowned at the term of endearment. "What's happening?"

      "We're going to pick up Layla and go into town to the pub for dinner." Addison turned to Jason. "You're welcome to join us."

      "Thanks, but I've got some stuff to do tonight. I'll see you first thing tomorrow?"

      "When you say first thing…"

      Jason laughed. "I'll make a start outside if I'm too early for you."

      "Thanks." Addison smiled. "We've got a lot done today."

      "We have. I'll be off then." He tipped his head, which seemed to be a habit whenever he entered or left a room. Nice country manners. Addison liked him a lot.

      "Come on then, let's get cleaned up," she said once he was gone. "I told Layla we'd only be ten minutes."

      "I'll be that long just in the shower if we've got hot water," said Olivia, running up the stairs.

      "No you won't. You're too conservative with water to do that."

      "You know me too well."

      They got themselves ready and left to pick up Layla. Addison let Olivia drive. She wouldn't get much chance to drive once she left for campus, and Addison felt a young driver should get as much practice as she could. It also meant she could have a glass of wine or two at the pub without worrying about driving.

      Addison directed Olivia to Layla's art gallery. She filled with pride at her cousin's accomplishments as they pulled up outside the building. The cousins had always stayed in contact over the years, but they hadn't seen much of each other. Addison had only met Layla's ex-husband twice, and both times the meeting had been strained. She was glad when Layla had finally left Rick.

      Layla had left both her husband and her Brisbane home behind. She'd come back to Getaway Bay because her father was sick, but also to start her life over. She was a brilliant painter, and she finally got to follow her dream and build an art gallery. The finished building included a studio in the back, and a flat upstairs. It was wonderful.

      Olivia pulled up outside the gallery. "We going in?" she asked.

      "Definitely. You have to see some of Layla's work. She's very talented."

      Layla greeted them at the door, and Addison immediately lost herself again in the paintings adorning the walls of the gallery, as she had when she'd come here three months ago. There were a couple of new works up now.

      "These are awesome," said Olivia, following her mother around the room. "Did you do them all?" she asked Layla.

      "Yes, they're all mine. Come, I'll show you the studio." Layla linked her arm through Olivia's and led her out the back to the studio. Addison had actually slept there on a blow-up mattress last time she was here. It had certainly been an interesting place to lay her head.

      Now, she left them to it and went upstairs to Layla's flat. Might as well get it over with.

      "Hello, Addison."

      Addison followed the sound of the voice. Jenna was sitting out on the small balcony overlooking the water.

      "Hello, Jenna. Long time no see." There was no hugging, or even a shaking of hands. Addison nodded; the small gesture seemed the most appropriate.

      "Yes, I suppose it has been a while." Jenna didn't get up. She sipped a glass of wine and turned back to watch the waves. "I was sorry to hear about Rob. He was a good man."

      "Thank you." Addison gritted her teeth. So good you tried to steal him from me all those years ago. She took a deep breath and let the past slide by. "What brings you back to Getaway Bay?"

      "I suppose Layla has told you about our father," Jenna replied.

      "She mentioned he's not doing so well. I'm sorry to hear that."

      Layla and Jenna's father, Dennis, had been diagnosed with Alzheimer's five years ago. It was what prompted Layla's move back to the Bay. She'd moved back in with him until she built the gallery, and he'd become too sick to stay at home. He was in a nursing home now, and Layla said the home and the staff were excellent. Still, Layla spent a lot of time visiting him. Something Addison felt sure Jenna wouldn't be bothered to do.

      "He's going to die," Jenna said matter-of-factly. "I thought it best I be here. For Layla, you know."

      And so you can get your hands on his money quicker. Addison kept that thought to herself. "That's nice of you," she said instead.

      Jenna shrugged, and Addison was saved from more small talk by the arrival of Layla and Olivia. Olivia went straight over to Jenna on the balcony.

      "Hi, I'm Olivia. Mum's told me… well, she says you're her cousin. Nice to meet you." Before Jenna could respond Olivia had pulled her to her feet and wrapped her in a hug. Addison and Layla did their best not to burst out laughing. Jenna wasn't a big fan of human contact.

      "We're going to the pub for dinner," Olivia continued, oblivious to Jenna's discomfort. "Do you want to join us?"

      "Um, no, thank you. They don't have anything on the menu I can eat."

      "Are you on a special diet?" Olivia asked.

      "Jenna's always on some special diet or other," said Layla. "Come on, honey. You must be starving after all that hard work today." She ushered Olivia and Addison out of the flat and down the stairs, before turning back to Jenna. "Don't do anything I wouldn't do."

      They'd made it to the car before Layla stopped. "Shoot. I forgot my purse. I'll be back in a minute." She turned on her heel and went back into the gallery.

      "Jenna seems interesting," said Olivia while they waited.

      "Interesting is one word for her," said Addison. As much as she'd always loved Layla, Addison had never been as fond of her younger cousin. When they were very little Jenna had always tagged along, wanting to join in. But as they got older, Jenna grew apart from Addison and Layla. Instead of wanting to join them, she'd spied on them and played tricks on them.

      "Did you ever miss having a sister?" Olivia asked.

      "Not really," said Addison. "Do you?"

      "Sometimes I think it would be nice. But then I look at my friends who have sisters, and they always seem to be fighting with them."

      "You fought with your brother enough when he lived at home."

      "True. But I think brothers and sisters fighting is different to sisters."

      Layla came running out the door with her handbag held high. "Found it!" she said, jumping into the Rav. "Sorry about that. I'd lose my head if it wasn't screwed on." She clicked her seatbelt locked. "Let's get out of here."
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      The pub was gorgeous. It was in the style of an English pub, and having been to England with Rob and the children a couple of times to visit her mother's family, Addison absolutely adored English pubs. It was called the Red Lion, and inside it looked just like one from her mother's home village in Lancashire.

      Outside, however, it had more of an Australian feel. There was a large beer garden, and with it being Friday and a beautiful summer's evening, it was very busy. They got a table out there, and Layla went to the bar for drinks.

      "This is pretty cool," said Olivia. "I can imagine myself hanging out here on uni breaks."

      "So can I," said Addison. "I think we're going to like Getaway Bay."

      "That sounds like something we should drink to," said Layla, returning with two glasses of wine and a lemonade. She handed them out and they all toasted the future.

      "Now," said Addison to Layla. "Tell us what's happening with Uncle Dennis. All of it."

      Layla's smile faded. "He's almost totally bedridden now. He's been getting infections. They're telling me it's close to the end."

      Addison reached for Layla's hand. "I'm so sorry."

      "It's hard, watching him go through this. Some days I go in there, and honestly, Addison, I just want it to be over for him. But then other days he's a bit brighter, and we can have a conversation of sorts. Those days I don't feel like giving up."

      "Has Jenna been any help at all?"

      Layla shook her head. "She'll never change. She's my sister, and I love her, but you know what she's like. She's only interested in herself. Even so, it's been good to have her here. For me, at least."

      "What do you mean by that?" Addison took a sip of her drink. She felt a little self-conscious having such a deep conversation in front of her daughter, but Olivia was an adult now. She had a right to participate in adult conversations. Especially when they were about family.

      "Jenna's been here for almost two months now. I won't sugar-coat it – she's just waiting for Dad to die."

      Addison opened her mouth to speak, but Layla held up a hand to stop her. "No, don't defend her. You know her as well as I do. I don't care anymore. She's his daughter too, she's entitled to half of his estate. I don't care about that. I just wish she'd leave everyone else out of it."

      "Everyone else?" Olivia asked.

      "The rest of the town," said Layla, glancing around the beer garden. "Sorry, Olivia. I should explain. Jenna gets bored easily. She likes to stir up trouble. Has done all her life. She's been gracious enough to leave me out of it this time. I'm too busy caring for Dad to worry about her little games. But she's got a few of the folk around here into quite a bit of a flap."

      Addison's eyes widened. "Tell us more."

      Layla went on to explain how Jenna had managed to create a turf war between Hazel, maker of such wonderful coffee and terrible scones, and Edward, the owner of the local bakery. Edward served coffee and light refreshments at his bakery, apparently, so the two businesses were competitors of sorts. But there was plenty of business to go around, Layla explained, especially in the summer months when tourists outnumbered locals almost two to one.

      "The café and the bakery have co-existed quite peacefully for decades," said Layla. "But then Hazel lost her baker. Carol retired and moved back to Brisbane to be closer to her children and grandchildren. Hazel didn't blame her, of course. But she hasn't hired a replacement, and it's hard to get career people to move to little seaside towns."

      Addison sipped her wine. "Go on."

      "Jenna took a liking to Hazel, or so she says. I don't believe it for a minute. I think she just saw an opportunity to play her little games. Anyway, Jenna saw that Hazel was losing business to Edward, and she didn't like it. More to the point, she didn't like Edward."

      "Edward's the bakery owner?" asked Olivia.

      "Yes. Anyway, first Jenna tried to get Edward's baker to leave and come work for Hazel. She didn't realise that Edward's baker is also Edward's niece, so she came out a bit red-faced on that one. Ever since she's been playing her games to get under Edward's skin."

      "What sort of games?" Olivia was riveted by now. Addison smiled; she was well used to stories of Jenna's games.

      "Oh, all sorts," said Layla. "For example, a couple of tourists were sat outside the bakery having coffee and croissants, apparently, when the woman screamed. She'd found a cockroach in the croissant. Jenna was at the table next to them, and Edward swears there was no cockroach in the croissant when it left his kitchen. He'd prepared that one himself. Now, Edward can be a pain in the backside around this town, as you'll soon learn, Addison, but he doesn't strike me as a liar."

      "So you think Jenna put the cockroach in the croissant when the tourist couple weren't looking?" Olivia asked.

      "I would believe that before I'd believe Edward a liar," said Layla. "That's just one example. Edward says she's been making his life a misery, and I don't doubt it. When Jenna gets fixated on a target, there's not much gets in her way. That young lad you've got working for you needs his head read."

      "Jason?" said Addison. "What's he got to do with it?"

      "Oh, didn't he tell you? They've been dating. He's smitten, apparently."

      "With Jenna? He's only a kid. She's got to have at least twenty years on him."

      "He's older than he looks. Twenty-nine, Jenna tells me. But yes, she is technically old enough to be his mother. Which I've pointed out."

      "What on Earth does the poor boy see in her?" Addison asked.

      "Beats me," said Layla, finishing off her wine. "He's going to get his heart broken, though. As soon as Dad is no longer with us and Jenna's got her half of his money, she'll be off. I'm not sure Jason realises that."

      "Shouldn't you tell him?" asked Olivia.

      "I've tried. He won't listen. No doubt she's been stringing him along. He'll be just a plaything to her."

      They heard sirens in the distance, coming closer. A moment later a fire engine raced past, its flashing lights and ladder visible over the top of the beer garden's fence.

      Addison tried to wrap her head around Jason dating Jenna. Nope. She couldn't see it. She went back to the alleged feud between Jenna and Edward.

      "What does Hazel think about what Jenna's been doing to Edward, supposedly on her behalf?"

      "I don't know, to be honest. Like I said, I've stayed out of it as much as possible. I'm at the nursing home most days with Dad." Layla looked towards the bar. "There you go," she said, pointing to a woman at the bar with long, wavy brown hair and wearing a purple shirt. "That's Hazel. You can ask her yourself while you're getting us another drink."

      Hazel turned out to be a lovely woman. She joined them at their table and explained how she couldn't really care less about Jenna and Edward's feuding.

      "I just wish they'd leave me out of it," she said, sipping on a beer. "I have nothing against either of them. I just want to find myself a baker and get on with running my business."

      "Sounds like your sister is a real piece of work," said Olivia to Layla, once Hazel had left.

      Addison nodded. "She always has been. Anyway, enough of that. Let's check out the menu. I'm starving."

      Olivia got them three menus from the bar, but before they'd finished choosing their meals Hazel came running back to their table. She grabbed Layla by the arm.

      "You've got to come quick!" She said, pulling Layla out of her seat. Conversations stopped around them.

      "What's happened?" asked Addison, frightened by the look on Hazel's face.

      "There's a fire at the art gallery."

      Addison, Layla, Olivia, and Hazel raced out into the street, followed it seemed by half of the occupants of the pub. The art gallery was only two streets away, and they were halfway there on foot before Addison even remembered the car.

      Olivia raced out in front, but the others were close on her heels. The smell of smoke hit them on the way. As they rounded the corner Olivia came to a sudden stop, and Addison almost collected her. The art gallery was well alight, the fire engine parked out the front. Firefighters raced around getting their hoses ready. Addison turned to grab hold of Layla, but her cousin was already ahead of her.

      "Jenna!" Layla cried, scanning the crowd that had formed across the street from the fire. "Jenna! Where are you?"

      The crowd from the pub added to the people on the street, and combined with the smoke it became difficult to see much at all. Addison scanned the crowd, looking for Jenna. She couldn't see her. She caught Layla's eye, and they both shook their heads. Then Layla looked to the fire.

      Addison caught her in time.

      "You can't go in there. It's too far gone. The firemen are handling it."

      "They need to know she could be still in there."

      "I'll tell them," said Olivia, and she crossed the street towards the fireman who seemed to be in charge. They watched as she spoke to him, then came running back to them. "They'll do their best," she said.

      They watched and waited while the firefighters battled the blaze. Tears were streaming down Layla's face by the time the firefighter in charge finally came over to talk to her.

      He pulled the helmet off his head. "This is your place?" he asked her.

      "Yes. Did you find my sister?"

      His eyes fell to the ground. "I'm sorry. We did everything we could. But I'm afraid there's a body inside."
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      Once the flames were finally extinguished, the police moved in. Detective Sergeant Isaac Wilcox introduced himself to Layla and Addison, who were still huddled together across the street. Olivia had gone back to the pub to get their bags and the car.

      "I'm so sorry," said Detective Wilcox to Layla. He towered over Layla, and even Addison was half a head shorter than him. He was solidly built and quite imposing, but his manner was soft and kind. "We'll get a formal identification on the remains as soon as possible, but it is looking likely at this stage that the body inside is that of your sister."

      Fresh tears rolled down Layla's cheeks. It was dark now, and despite the fire and it being the middle of summer, Addison felt a chill. She didn't want Layla to have to sit here much longer.

      "Is it okay if I take my cousin home to my place?" she asked the detective.

      "Of course," he replied. "You're the new occupants of the beach house on Seaview, right?"

      "That's right. I'm Addison Lake. I just moved there with my daughter, Olivia. Although she's off to uni in a couple of weeks."

      "Okay. If you can take Ms Dallimore there, I'll be over to speak to you both again sometime tomorrow."

      Olivia arrived with the Rav 4, and Addison helped Layla into the front seat. She climbed in the back and Olivia drove them back to the beach house.

      Once inside, Addison guided Layla to the kitchen and sat with her at the table while Olivia put the kettle on and set about making tea.

      "Are you okay, honey?" Addison asked.

      Layla shook her head. "I feel numb. I can't believe it. How could a fire have taken over the gallery so quickly? There was nothing left. How could it have even started?"

      "I'm sure the police will investigate." It was all Addison could think to say. "That Detective Wilcox seemed competent."

      Layla nodded. "He's all right, I suppose. I haven't had much to do with him since I arrived back in town. Seen him around, that's all."

      Olivia placed mugs of tea in front of each of them. "Between him and the firefighters, they'll figure it out," she said, joining them at the table.

      "I'll make up one of the rooms for you," said Addison.

      Layla wrapped her hands around her mug of tea. "Thank you." She looked down at what she was wearing, and burst into tears again. "It's all gone. Everything. And Jenna…"

      Addison put an arm around her cousin and held her close. She had no idea what to say, so she didn't say anything. She exchanged an anxious glance with Olivia, who was quietly wiping away her own tears. Only hours ago they were celebrating their new beginning. Now one cousin was dead, and the other had lost everything she owned.

      Layla pulled herself together enough to take a small sip of her tea. "Thank you," she said to both of them. "What would I have done if you two weren't here?"

      "Well we are here," said Addison. "So you don't need to worry about that. Do you feel like going to bed?"

      Layla nodded. "I doubt I'll sleep, but yes, I'd like to go to bed."

      "I'll make up the room next to mine. You stay here with Olivia for a minute while I get it ready for you."

      Addison pulled away from her cousin and went upstairs to make the bed. She hunted through her own cupboards and found a pair of pyjamas and some clothes. They weren't quite Layla's bright style, but they would do. Luckily she and Layla were roughly the same size, except for the height difference.

      She put the pyjamas on the bed and the clothes on the dresser. Then she gathered a few toiletry items from her own bathroom and put them in Layla's. They could go shopping tomorrow for more supplies, but that would do to get Layla by for tonight.

      Back downstairs Olivia was loading their mugs into the dishwasher. Addison took Layla up and got her settled in the room.

      "Can I get you anything else? Would you like something to help you sleep?" Addison had a packet of over-the-counter sleeping pills she used on the nights when memories of her life with Rob kept her awake.

      Layla considered it. "No, thank you," she finally said. "Those things make me too drowsy in the morning. I want to be alert when Detective Wilcox comes."

      Addison nodded. She gave her cousin one last hug. "I'll be right next door if you need me."

      "Thanks."

      Back down in the kitchen Addison pulled her daughter in close.

      "Wow," said Olivia. "What a welcome to the neighbourhood."

      "Are you okay?"

      "Yes. No. I don't know, Mum. That was rough. I can't believe someone I just met a few hours ago is dead now. And that beautiful gallery, all those paintings…"

      "I know. I can't believe it either. Poor Jenna. I feel awful. We just spent the better part of the evening talking about her, and now she's…" Addison couldn't bring herself to say the word. "She didn't deserve that."

      "I guess we should go to bed too," said Olivia.

      "Yes. Tomorrow is going to be a tough day. Oh, we didn't get to have dinner. Do you want me to fix something?"

      "No, that's okay. I'm not in the least bit hungry, Mum. I'm just going to go to bed."

      "Fair enough." Addison hugged her daughter, holding the embrace longer than normal. "I'll be up shortly," she added when she finally let go.

      Addison re-boiled the kettle and poured herself a second mug of tea. She knew she wouldn't get much sleep tonight, but she wouldn't take a sleeping tablet. She should stay alert in case Layla needed her. It was going to be a long night.

      She pulled a notebook out of a kitchen drawer. Writing might help calm her nerves. She had written a lot before Rob was diagnosed, and a lot more after, but nothing since he died. It felt good to have the pen in her hand again.

      She started by making a list of everything she could remember of the evening, from when they'd arrived at the gallery. She wrote notes about her conversation with Jenna, and the later conversations about Jenna with Layla and Hazel. She had no idea why, but it felt good to get that stuff out of her head.

      Once that was done, Addison made a list of everything they would need to buy at the shops for Layla tomorrow. She wasn't really one for possessions herself, but still, she couldn't imagine being left with only your handbag and the clothes you were wearing. How awful.

      Addison tried to remember all the paintings she'd seen that afternoon. Treasures she'd never see again. Layla could rebuild the gallery, of course. She could replace clothes and household items. But her artworks were all one-of-a-kind. Those were lost forever.

      A sudden thought upset Addison's recollections. Was the art gallery insured? Surely it must be. Layla had always been a bit scatter-brained, but she wasn't stupid. She would have insured the building she put all of her savings into, wouldn't she?
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      Addison was the first one in the kitchen the next morning. She put the coffee machine on, and looked out the back window to see if she could see Jason anywhere.

      She suddenly remembered what Layla had said last night about Jason and Jenna. She wondered if the poor boy knew what had happened. She went outside and looked around the whole house, but he wasn't there. Maybe he knew.

      Layla was in the kitchen when Addison went back inside, and Olivia appeared as well. Olivia made coffee for all of them.

      "How are you feeling this morning?" Addison asked her cousin.

      "Still numb. Thanks for the clothes. I had to get out of mine. The only clothes I have left and they stink of smoke."

      Addison had noticed her own clothes had had the tell-tale smell of being close to a fire. She'd thrown them in the wash basket last night. "I'll put a load of washing on after breakfast," she said. "Get them clean again."

      Olivia had her head in the fridge. "What's for breakfast?" she asked, hunger obviously catching up with her. Addison was starving, too.

      "Get the eggs and bacon out," she said. "I'll get started on it." Addison didn't ask Layla if she was hungry. It was one thing she remembered from the days after Rob had passed. People kept asking you if you wanted things, and all you wanted was for people to stop asking you if you wanted things. She'd put a plate of food in front of Layla – if she was hungry, she'd eat. If not, no problem.

      Addison put a pot of water on the stove to poach the eggs then set about preparing the bacon. "You're in charge of toast," she said to Olivia.

      When they'd finished cooking and the plates of food were in front of them, Olivia was the only one who ate with any kind of gusto. Addison picked at her plate, and Layla managed to nibble on a piece of bacon.

      Addison didn't know what to do. She asked Layla about Jason. "Do you think we should call him?"

      Layla shook her head. "The whole town will know by now," she said, putting the piece of bacon back on her plate. "He'll know."

      "I guess that's why he's not here," Addison said. She was thankful, in a way. Dealing with a grieving boyfriend was more than she could handle right now. She was just holding it together herself, and she hadn't even been fond of Jenna. It was the shock of it all that she was struggling to come to terms with.

      Addison pushed her plate to one side. She shouldn't be thinking about herself right now. She had to help Layla.

      "I thought we might go over to Riverwood later and see if we can get you some stuff. Clothes, and personal items. Anything you need." Riverwood was the nearest large town, about half an hour's drive from Getaway Bay. There were more shops there than the little seaside town had to offer.

      "Yes, okay. Maybe later," said Layla. "That detective said he'd come here today. I want to be here when he does. I need to find out what happened to Jenna."

      "Of course."

      Addison cleared away the plates while Olivia took Layla into the great room. The two of them were sitting together silently when Addison finished in the kitchen and joined them. Olivia gave her mother a look that said she'd rather be anywhere but here, and Addison smiled and nodded in the direction of the stairs. Olivia bolted.

      Addison almost asked if she could get Layla anything, but caught herself. If Layla wanted anything she'd ask. Right now, she probably just wanted to be left alone. Addison returned to the kitchen for the notebook she'd started writing in last night, then came back and sat in the chair in the window opposite Layla.

      Back in Sydney, in what now felt like a previous life, Addison had loved writing. She was a high school English teacher by day, but at night when the rest of the family were in front of their various screens, she used to lock herself away in the house's little study and write stories.

      She'd always loved the mystery genre, and with a homicide detective for a husband, she soon found herself writing murder mysteries. She never published anything, never even sought publication, preferring to keep her stories to herself. She'd done her best to elicit information from Rob about his cases, but he rarely liked to talk about work. That was until his diagnosis and forced retirement.

      In those eight weeks between diagnosis and losing him, Addison spent hours listening to Rob talk about his work. It was like he'd needed to unload the burden of his job before he was able to let go. Addison was happy to listen. She wished he'd shared some of his stories long before, but she was at least happy to finally hear them when he felt ready to tell the tales.

      A few times since his death, Addison had picked up her notebook and pen, but all she'd done was stare at the blank page. Last night was the first time she'd written anything more than a shopping list. She looked over the notes now while sitting quietly with Layla. It read like a witness statement.

      There was a sharp knock at the door, which made them both jump. Addison turned to look out the window and saw Detective Wilcox and a female officer in uniform on the front verandah. Wilcox held up a hand in a wave, and Addison pushed herself out of her comfy chair to get the door.

      "Good morning," he said, stepping inside as Addison opened the door wide. The officer followed him.

      "Good morning, Detective." Addison closed the door behind them.

      "This is Senior Constable Short," he said, introducing the other officer. He walked over to where Layla remained seated on the lounge. "Do you mind if I sit?"

      Layla shrugged, and he took the chair by the window Addison had just vacated. Senior Constable Short, who was actually quite tall, remained standing. Her blond hair was neatly tied in a bun, and everything about her was orderly and efficient.

      "Can I get you anything to drink?" Addison asked. She had no idea how to host two officers of the law.

      "No, we're fine, thank you," said Wilcox. He turned back to Layla, while Addison stood awkwardly next to Senior Constable Short. "Ms Dallimore, I'm sorry to have to tell you that we've confirmed the body found inside the art gallery was indeed your sister, Jenna Dallimore."

      Layla stared at him blankly. She'd cried so much over the last twelve hours. Addison had heard her sobbing for most of the night; she must have no tears left. Addison felt her own eyes well up. This was all too much.

      "Layla," the detective continued softly. "I'm going to need to ask you a few questions. Will it be okay to do that now? Get them out of the way?"

      Layla nodded.

      "Okay, good." He glanced at Short, who dutifully took out a small notebook and pen. "First, can you talk me through your day yesterday?"

      "I spent most of the day at the nursing home with Dad," said Layla.

      "Getaway Care? The local home?"

      "Yes. Dad's been there for a couple of years. He's not well. It's close to the end. That's why Jenna was staying with me." Layla looked up at Addison. "Oh, no. How am I going to tell Dad about Jenna?"

      "We'll do it together," Addison reassured her.

      Layla nodded.

      "What time did you go to the nursing home?" Detective Wilcox asked.

      "I left the gallery around ten yesterday morning. I called in at Hazel's to get a coffee on my way. I used to get Dad one too, but he can't drink it now. He's stopped eating as well." Layla tugged on the sleeve of the cardigan Addison had left out for her last night. It was a warm day again, but Addison understood Layla's need for the cardigan. She wanted to feel enveloped.

      "I parked in the town centre, got my coffee from Hazel, and walked the two blocks to the nursing home," Layla continued. "I came out at lunch time, got a sandwich from Hazel, and ate it in the town square. Then I went back and sat with Dad for another couple of hours. I read to him. He seems to like it."

      "What did you read?" Wilcox asked.

      Layla smiled. "We're working our way through the Harry Potter books. We're up to The Order of the Phoenix. Sometimes I wonder if he's listening, but then he'll laugh at just the right place in the story. He's still fighting."

      Wilcox waited a moment before prodding Layla to continue. "Did you go straight back to the gallery from the nursing home?"

      "Yes. I worried that Jenna had been there all day by herself. I got home at four, and she'd already opened a bottle of wine. She said she'd been on the phone all day with her work back in Sydney. She asked me how much longer Dad was going to hold on for. I got really angry with her." Layla started to cry then, but Addison wasn't sure if she even noticed.

      "What do you mean by angry?" asked Wilcox.

      "Well, upset more than angry, I guess. She's so cold about Dad. It's like she doesn't care. Didn't care. Oh well, I guess it doesn't matter anymore, does it?"

      Wilcox didn't answer. "So you got home around four and were upset with your sister. Did you argue?"

      "No, not really. There was no point arguing with Jenna. She never changed her mind about anything. Never gave in. It was pointless. I asked her again why she even bothered to come here if she wasn't going to visit Dad. She kept telling me she was there to support me, but she caused more trouble than it was worth. Oh, listen to me. I shouldn't be saying these nasty things about my sister. I just can't believe she's dead."

      Layla reached for a tissue and blew her nose. She looked for a pocket in the cardigan, but there wasn't one, so she scrunched the tissue up in her hand.

      "Can we continue this later?" Addison asked. "This is a very hard time—"

      Addison was interrupted by a couple of loud beeps. Wilcox and Short both checked their mobile phones, then exchanged glances.

      "I'm afraid we're going to have to keep going, Mrs Lake. We've just received confirmation from the pathologist conducting the autopsy. There's proof Jenna Dallimore was murdered."
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      "Murdered?" A chill ran down Addison's back. Her eyes shot to Layla, who looked stunned. "What do you mean Jenna was murdered?" Addison continued. "It was a fire. Surely she died in the fire?"

      Wilcox shook his head. "All I can tell you is that Jenna was killed before the fire began." He turned back to Layla. "What did you mean by saying Jenna caused more trouble than she was worth?"

      "I'm sorry, Detective," said Layla. "Can I have a moment?"

      "Of course," he replied, but didn't move from the lounge chair.

      Addison took Layla by the arm and pulled her into the kitchen. She closed the door behind them then took Layla into her arms.

      "I don't understand," Layla said between tears. "How could she have been murdered? We left her there alone, drinking her wine. Next thing the place is on fire. What the heck happened, Addison?"

      "I don't know. But I promise you, we're going to find out. Right now, though, I think we need to go back in there and answer the detective's questions."

      Layla took a step back. "He thinks I'm a suspect," she said, realising what Addison had known as soon as Wilcox had mentioned murder. You can't be married to a homicide cop for twenty years and not know that family are always first on the list of suspects.

      "It's just routine, sweetheart. He has to ask these questions. The sooner we answer them and get him out of here, the sooner he can go off and find the real killer."

      Layla took a deep breath before nodding and opening the door to re-enter the great room. Wilcox and Short stopped the quiet discussion they'd been having and watched her walk back to the couch.

      "I'm sorry," Layla said, taking a seat. Addison sat next to her this time. "This is all such a terrible shock. But I understand you have to ask your questions. Where were we up to?"

      "I asked what you meant when you said Jenna caused more trouble than she was worth."

      "Oh, right." Layla explained the feud between Jenna and Edward Mathieson to Wilcox and Short exactly as she had told it to Addison and Olivia last night. "It was just Jenna playing her silly games to amuse herself," Layla said when she'd finished. "I can't see that anyone would want to kill her for it."

      "No, but we need to examine all possibilities," said Wilcox. "Okay, so let's get back to your movements yesterday. After you got home from the nursing home, then what did you do?"

      "I didn't want to stay in with Jenna, so I called Addison. I knew they'd been working on the beach house all day, so I suggested we go to the pub for dinner. They came and got me at the gallery. That was the last time I saw the place. The last time I saw Jenna alive."

      Wilcox turned to Addison. "What time did you get to the gallery?"

      "About half past five, I think. Layla called at around five. Olivia and I had showers, and then drove over. It was no later than five-thirty when we got there. Perhaps even a touch earlier."

      "Right. And how long were you there?"

      "About fifteen or twenty minutes, I think. Layla showed Olivia around the gallery, as she'd never been there before. I went upstairs and talked to Jenna."

      "And how did Jenna seem to you?" asked Wilcox.

      "Like her usual self," Addison replied. "She spoke about her father, and how she was here to support Layla. Then Layla and Olivia came upstairs. Olivia spoke to Jenna briefly, and asked her if she wanted to join us at the pub for dinner."

      "Jenna declined?"

      "Yes. She said there was nothing she liked on the menu. Then we left."

      "All three of you left together?"

      "Yes. Oh, when we got to the car Layla had forgotten her purse. So we waited while she ran back in to get it."

      Wilcox and Short exchanged glances again. Constable Short turned the page in her notebook and continued scribbling.

      "How long was she gone at that time?" asked Wilcox.

      "When she ran back into the house? Oh, I don't know, two or three minutes? She had to unlock the gallery and go through up to the flat."

      Wilcox turned to Layla, who nodded. "Yes. I couldn't find it at first. And Jenna was no help. I finally found it hanging on the back of the door."

      "When you left the gallery, was the door locked?"

      "Yes, of course. Jenna was upstairs. I locked the outside gallery door, so no-one could get in. But the door between the gallery and upstairs was not locked. I never locked that one."

      "Then the three of you drove to the pub," said Wilcox, "and that's where you were when you heard about the fire."

      "That's right," said Addison.

      "So Layla, as far as we know you were the last person to see your sister alive. And you were alone with her at the time. For two or three minutes."

      "Yes, but I was just getting my bag. Jenna didn't even get up from her seat on the balcony."

      Wilcox pulled his own notebook out then and the room was silent while he wrote. Addison couldn't stand it.

      "You can't possibly think that Layla went inside, killed her sister, and then came back and went to the pub with us?"

      "We're just gathering the facts at the moment," said Senior Constable Short. It was the first thing she'd said since the officers had arrived.

      "What about the fire?" Addison pressed. "If Layla killed Jenna, who started the fire? Or are you going to tell us it was a coincidence that a fire accidentally started right after Jenna was murdered."

      Short looked at Wilcox, who closed his notebook. "No, the fire was no accident," he said. "It was deliberately lit." He stood and tucked his notebook in his pocket. "That's all we need for now. Will you be staying here for the foreseeable future?" he asked Layla.

      Layla looked at Addison, who answered for her. "Yes. She'll stay here for as long as she needs to."

      Addison saw Wilcox and Short out, then came back and sat by Layla's side. "They don't really think you killed her, Layla."

      "Don't they? They sounded pretty suspicious to me. I was the last one to see her alive. Alone. That's what they said."

      "But it doesn't make sense. They said they have proof Jenna was murdered, and proof the fire was deliberately lit. Surely that means whoever did it, did both things. It's ludicrous to believe that one person killed Jenna, and another person came along and deliberately lit a fire. So that means whoever killed Jenna, must have also started the fire."

      "So?"

      "So you were with us in the pub when the fire started. You definitely didn't start the fire. So you couldn't have killed her either. Don't worry. The police will work it out soon enough. No-one is going to think you killed Jenna."

      Layla nodded, pulling the cardigan around herself once more. "I guess you're right. But someone did those things, Addison. Someone killed my sister and set fire to the gallery. Who would do this to us? And why?"
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      After fortifying themselves with more coffee, Addison and Layla made the half hour drive to Riverwood to buy Layla some essentials. They spent an hour picking out clothes and personal items before it all got too much for Layla.

      "Are you okay?" Addison asked.

      Layla's eyes narrowed, and she cast a glance around the shopping centre. "I don't know. I feel like someone's watching us."

      "Really?" Addison followed her cousin's gaze. "I don't see anyone. You're probably just feeling overwhelmed. It's understandable." She didn't want to add that maybe it was the stress of being under suspicion by the police.

      Addison spotted a café in the shopping centre with a quiet booth in the corner. "Let's get some lunch," she said, and guided Layla into the café. They both ordered light meals, and Layla pushed food around on her plate.

      "Do you want to go home?" Addison asked.

      "I don't have a home."

      "Oh, Layla. I'm sorry. I didn't think."

      "It's okay. I really don't know what I want to do. There are so many things I should be doing. Contacting the insurance agency, for a start."

      Addison breathed a sigh of relief. She'd been too afraid to ask whether the gallery and flat had been insured.

      "I can make that call for you, if you'd like."

      "And then there's Jenna's funeral. I'm the only family she has, besides Dad. I have no idea what she would have wanted. Should the funeral be here, or back in Sydney? I don't even know what friends I should be notifying. Or if she even had any friends."

      Addison finished a mouthful of salad. "You don't know if she had any friends?"

      Layla shook her head. "We didn't talk much. These last two months are the longest we've ever spent together since we were children. We're just such different people, Addison."

      "I know. You always have been. What about her work colleagues? Do you know any of them?"

      "No. I know where she worked, though. I suppose I should phone them, too."

      "The police may have already done so. But you're right, we should phone them. I can take care of that when we get back to the beach house." Addison pushed her plate aside and reached across the table to place a hand over Layla's. "Hon, do you want to go and see your dad now?"

      Layla nodded. "I don't have a clue how I'm going to tell him about Jenna, or even if I should. Half the time he thinks we're still little girls."

      "Whether you tell him or not, it might do you good to go see him now." Addison remembered how important family were when Rob died. No matter who they were or what your relationship was like, family was family.

      Layla took a deep breath and pulled herself up out of the booth. Addison paid for their food and they were soon on their way back to Getaway Bay.

      The nursing home was bright and cheerful, flowers lining both sides of the drive through to the entrance. Addison couldn't help but feel uplifted by all the colour.

      "It's beautiful," she said as they climbed out of the Rav and made their way to the front door.

      "They have gardeners come every day," said Layla. "It's even nicer out the back, where the residents have a lovely sitting area."

      Nurses and staff greeted Layla by name as they signed in and she led Addison down a corridor to Dennis's room. Addison was shocked when she saw her uncle for the first time in so many years. He was half the size he used to be, and his skin was almost the same grey as his hair. She quickly fixed a smile on her face, anxious that the old man not notice her surprise.

      "Hi Dad," said Layla, her voice brighter than it had been these last twenty-four hours. "How are you today?"

      Dennis nodded and smiled at Layla, before regarding Addison with a confused look.

      "This is Addison, Dad. Your niece. You remember her?"

      After a moment's consideration Dennis nodded, although not with the same enthusiasm as his greeting for Layla. Addison doubted he knew who she was.

      "You not talking today, Dad?"

      Dennis shook his head, and pointed to the book on his bedside table. Addison leaned forward to read the title. Harry Potter and the Order of the Phoenix. Layla had said Dennis liked being read to.

      Layla settled into the chair beside the bed, picked up the book, and searched for her place. Before she could start reading one of the nursing staff entered the room. She was a large lady with a kind face.

      "Hi Angie," said Layla. "This is my cousin, Addison."

      Angie came around the bed and pulled Layla in for a hug. "I was so sorry to hear what happened," she said in a low voice. "Hi Addison," she added.

      Addison nodded a greeting, keeping one eye on her uncle to see if he'd registered that something was wrong. He didn't seem to understand.

      "Can I get you girls anything?" said Angie, letting Layla settle herself back in the chair.

      "We're fine," said Layla. "Dad wants me to read some more of Harry Potter to him."

      "He does seem to enjoy those books." Angie fussed with Dennis's pillows, making sure he was comfortable. Addison was touched when Angie gently stroked Dennis's forehead.

      "Actually, I wouldn't mind a cup of tea," Addison said. "Can you show me where I can make one, Angie?"

      "Of course. Follow me."

      Addison didn't really want a cup of tea. She wanted to give Layla some time alone with her father. She also wanted to ask Angie how he was doing.

      "It looks like Dennis is being well cared for," she said.

      "We do our best," Angie replied as she led the way down the hall. "They get to be like family, you know. Dennis has been with us for three years now. He's a lovely man. Not very talkative lately, unfortunately. But that happens."

      "How is he doing? I mean, Layla told me he wasn't too well. Infections, or something. Can you tell me any more?"

      Angie turned down a corridor to the left and they stepped into a small lounge area. There was a kitchenette in the corner with tea and coffee making facilities.

      "I can't give you any details, sorry, as you're not immediate family. But yes, he isn't doing terribly well. That's why his other daughter was in town, as you probably know. We're not sure how much longer he has left. All we can do now is keep him comfortable."

      "Well it looks like you're doing a great job of that. Layla says all the staff here are wonderful."

      Angie smiled. "It's terrible, this business with Layla's sister and the fire. I heard about it on the news this morning. When I got here the rest of the staff were talking about it. Poor Layla. She's such a lovely woman. And a caring daughter. She's here nearly every day."

      Addison was surprised all the staff were talking about the fire already. She'd heard about small-town gossip, but never experienced it first-hand. It was definitely different to living in Sydney.

      "Has Uncle Dennis been told about the fire?" she asked. "About Jenna?"

      "Not by us," said Angie.

      "Layla was worried about how she was going to tell him."

      "If you want my advice, I wouldn't tell him at all."

      "Oh? Why's that?"

      Angie lowered her large frame onto the couch in the room and patted the seat next to her for Addison to sit.

      "Most of the time Dennis thinks his daughters are still little girls. If you were to tell him that Jenna was dead, he would feel the grief as if he were a young father losing a small child. In my opinion, he's not strong enough for that."

      "So you think it's kinder not to tell him one of his daughters is dead?"

      "I know it sounds mean, but yes. These last two years Dennis has frequently spoken of his wife as if she were still alive. Mentally, he's back in the prime of his life. Whenever Layla told him the truth, that her mother had passed away years ago, he either refused to believe it, or he went through the grieving process all over again. Eventually we recommended Layla go along with his version of things."

      Addison could see why it would be kinder, but still, it seemed wrong. Deceitful.

      Angie must have sensed her reservations. "It would be different if he were still living out in the world, having to manage a household and everyday tasks. But in here he's safe. In here, he can live whatever version of reality his mind wants him to."

      That made sense. "Thank you," Addison said. "For taking such good care of him. And of Layla."

      Angie's face lit up with a warm smile. "That's what we're here for. Now, shall I make you that cup of tea?"

      "No, thanks. I'd better get back to them."

      Layla was wrapping up a chapter when Addison found her way back to the room. Dennis had drifted off to sleep.

      "He looks peaceful," Addison whispered.

      Layla nodded. She marked her place in the book, then set it back on the side table. She leant forward and kissed her father on the forehead, and they left him to sleep.

      "I'm so pleased he's in here," Layla said once they reached the Rav. "It's one less thing for me to worry about."

      "Did you tell him about Jenna?"

      "No. I couldn't bring myself to do it."

      Addison relayed what Angie had told her as they climbed into the Rav and headed for the beach house.

      "She's probably right," said Layla. "I guess telling him would be more for my benefit than his. It wouldn't do any good, though. The dad I need to comfort me is long gone."

      Addison reached over and squeezed Layla's hand. "I'm here for you," she said. It felt like such a small gesture. They hadn't seen each other for years. But it looked like Addison would soon be the only family Layla had left.
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      As she steered the Rav 4 into the driveway of the beach house, Addison was surprised to see Olivia was not alone.

      "Have you made a new friend?" Addison called out as she and Layla approached the house with the bags of shopping.

      Olivia smiled, and the little dog at her feet barked. "He just came and plonked himself on the verandah. He doesn't have a collar. No ID."

      Addison dumped her bags and gave the dog a scratch behind the ears. He promptly rolled over and produced his belly for a rub. Addison obliged. He was a cute little fellow, but she had no idea what type of dog he was. There seemed to be a bit of everything in there. She could tell he was quite young, though. His white fluffy fur was matted in places, but otherwise he looked well cared-for.

      "We'll have to find out where he's from," she said. "He looks like he might have escaped from somewhere." She ran her hands over the matted sections of his coat. "He's probably been out for a while."

      "You can take him to Juliet," said Layla. "She's the local vet. She might have an idea who he belongs to."

      "Good idea." Addison picked up the bags she'd dropped, and she and Layla went inside the house. Olivia and the dog followed. "Will you be okay here by yourself if we take him now?" Addison asked Layla.

      "Sure."

      Addison turned to walk back outside but stopped when she saw the police cruiser pull into the driveway behind her Rav.

      "Maybe we'll stick around for a bit," she said as Detective Wilcox and Senior Constable Short made their way to the open front door.

      "I'll find this little guy something to eat," said Olivia. "Come on, fella." She led the dog into the kitchen and closed the door behind them.

      Wilcox knocked on the open door.

      "Come in," said Addison. Layla had settled herself onto the couch again. "Do you have any news?"

      "Not much has changed since this morning," said Wilcox. "We've got some more questions for Layla." He turned to address her on the couch. "May we speak to you in private?"

      "Why?"

      "We've got some questions of a personal nature," he said, with a nervous glance toward Addison. "You might want to keep them private."

      Layla shook her head. "I have no secrets, Detective. I'd like Addison to stay."

      Wilcox shrugged. "Fair enough." They all took seats.

      Addison didn't bother offering them anything to drink this time. She and Layla both stared at Wilcox, waiting for him to start with his personal questions.

      "We've been doing some checking into your sister's financial status," he began. "It seems she never married, nor did she have any children. Is that correct?"

      "Yes. Jenna wasn't terribly interested in finding a soul mate. She was more interested in making money. He career was her life."

      "She was a lawyer," said Short. It was a statement, rather than a question. Layla said nothing.

      "It seems she was very good at making money," Wilcox went on. "Her estate is quite considerable."

      "Are you leading up to a question, Detective?" asked Addison.

      Wilcox regarded her with pursed lips and narrowed eyes before redirecting his attention to Layla. "We've discovered that you are the sole beneficiary of her will, Ms Dallimore. You stand to inherit a significant sum of money. Were you aware of this?"

      Layla shrugged. "We never discussed it, but it doesn't surprise me. Jenna was always very financially savvy. She was also big on keeping her personal affairs in order. If you're asking me whether I knew I would inherit all her money, the answer is no, not specifically. But Dad and I are her only living relatives. There's no point leaving anything to Dad…" Layla choked back tears, and took a moment to continue. "It stands to reason she would have left her estate to me."

      Addison went to the kitchen and filled a glass of water. When she returned and placed it by Layla's side, Wilcox was just finishing what he was getting at.

      "…now inherit all of your father's wealth as well, rather than just half."

      "Are you suggesting Layla killed her sister for money?" said Addison, retaking her seat. "That's ridiculous."

      "Please, Mrs Lake. Let us ask our questions," said Short. Not that she was asking any of the questions.

      "We have to investigate all possibilities," added Wilcox. "In our experience, money is a major motive for murder."

      "Well not in this case," said Addison. The idea was outrageous. Yes, Layla and Jenna weren't the closest of sisters. But the gallery was insured, and as far as Addison was aware Layla wasn't hard up financially.

      "It's okay, Addison," said Layla. "They have to ask. I can assure you, Detective I did not kill my sister for her money, or my father's. I did not kill my sister at all. Someone else did this."

      "What about the fire?" asked Addison. "If Layla killed Jenna, who started the fire? Layla was at the pub with us when that happened. With at least fifty other people. There's no way she started that fire."

      "No, that appears to be true," said Wilcox. "Although, there are ways to start a fire and not have it take hold immediately," he added.

      "Like how?"

      "I can't get into that right now. The fire is still under investigation. We'll know more when we have the fire investigator's report. But just because Ms Dallimore was elsewhere when the fire took hold, doesn't get her off the hook for murder."

      Addison couldn't believe what she was hearing. She decided to change the subject before she lost her temper.

      "Do you have any other suspects?"

      "I can't discuss that with you either. But I can tell you we're following a number of lines of inquiry."

      "Inquiry into other suspects, or just Layla?"

      "I can't—"

      "I know, I know, you can't discuss that with us. What can you tell us?"

      Wilcox's face reddened. "We didn't come here to tell you anything, Mrs Lake. We came here to ask the questions, not answer them."

      Addison held up both hands. "Okay. Fair enough. Ask your questions."

      "Thank you." Wilcox pulled his notebook out of his pocket and proceeded to ask Layla to recount her whereabouts yesterday, asking her exactly the same questions as he had this morning. Addison bit her lip and crossed her arms over her chest to keep herself from butting in.

      Layla answered all of his questions, as she had done this morning. Wilcox seemed frustrated that he was unable to trip her up in a lie. Of course he couldn't – because she wasn't lying. Addison found herself wishing Rob were here. He'd have conducted this investigation very differently. For a start, he'd be out looking for the real culprit instead of adding to Layla's grief.

      "Thank you very much for your time again, Ms Dallimore," said Wilcox when he was done. He and Short stood to leave. Not before time, thought Addison.

      "Please call me Layla. No-one calls me Ms Dallimore."

      "Okay. We'll be in touch, Layla." With a nod he then turned to Addison. "We'll show ourselves out."

      "I can't stand him," said Addison once they were safely out of earshot.

      "I noticed," said Layla with a smile. "He's just doing his job. Try not to be so hard on him. You said yourself yesterday that he has to ask these questions."

      "Yes, to rule you out. But he's carrying on with the idea that you killed Jenna. It's ludicrous."

      "Because I didn't do it. Which means there's no evidence to say that I did. He'll figure that out."

      "Meanwhile the real killer gets away with it," said Addison. She watched the police cruiser drive away and closed the front door. "Not if I can help it," she added, an idea forming in her head.
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      Layla had gone to lie down, so Addison and Olivia left her alone at the beach house while they took the dog to the vet. Addison hadn't even pulled out of the driveway before she started complaining about Wilcox.

      "He's barking up the wrong tree," she said, turning onto Seaview Drive. "Layla wouldn't hurt a fly. She doesn't have a mean bone in her body."

      Olivia grinned. "Wow. Three clichés in a row. He's really upset you, Mum."

      "Well it looks like she's his main suspect. She shouldn't even be a suspect at all, let alone his whole focus. It's ludicrous. Don't you agree?"

      "Of course. She was with us. And you know her, she's your cousin. But you have to look at it from the detective's point of view. It's his job to investigate anyone who stands to gain from Jenna's death. He can't let family relationships and the fact that Layla is a nice person get in the way of that."

      "But I can tell him she didn't do it. Then he can move on to finding out who did do it."

      "And why should he trust you? He doesn't know you anymore than he knows Layla. Less, actually. We literally just moved here. He's not Dad, Mum."

      No, he certainly isn't. Addison missed Rob terribly in that moment. He'd been gone two years, and not a day went by when she didn't miss him. But in moments like this his absence was crushing.

      "Your father would be casting a wider net," said Addison, prompting more laughter from her daughter.

      "How come you always speak in clichés when you're mad?"

      "What? I don't. Do I?"

      "Yep. You've always done it. It's hilarious."

      "Well I'm glad you find me funny." Addison spotted the vet's in the middle of town. She parked the Rav in a shady spot. "Come on, let's find out who this little fella belongs to."

      Addison was worried the dog would run off as soon as they opened the doors, but he seemed totally attached to Olivia and followed at her heel.

      "Good afternoon," said Addison as they walked in. A short, slim woman in a uniform turned to greet them, but caught sight of the dog first.

      "Charlie!" she cried, coming around from behind the counter to wrap the dog in her arms. She gave him a good cuddle and a scratch behind the ears before she looked up to find Addison and Olivia staring at her.

      "Where did you find him?" asked the vet, her name tag now visible.

      "He just walked up and knocked on the door," said Olivia. "Well, he didn't really knock, but near enough."

      The vet stood and offered a hand to them both. "I'm Juliet Porter. Sorry, I'm the only one here on a Saturday. It's so good to see Charlie!"

      Addison introduced herself and Olivia. "We've just moved into the beach house on Seaview," she explained. "Charlie came wandering over today, and seems to have taken a liking to Olivia."

      "Let's get him checked out," said Juliet. "Come on through to the back." She led them into an examination room and lifted Charlie up onto the stainless-steel table.

      "I assume you know who Charlie belongs to?" Addison asked as Juliet started looking the dog over.

      "Oh, yes. Sorry, you're new around here. Charlie was Jerry Nichols's dog. He's been missing for a couple of weeks."

      "Was?" said Olivia.

      "Yes. Unfortunately, old Jerry passed away. Charlie ran off before anyone realised he was missing. The whole town's been so worried about him."

      "Oh," said Olivia, and Addison noticed the disappointment in her daughter's voice. Olivia had always wanted a dog. "So has Jerry's family been looking for Charlie?"

      "Kind of. Jerry didn't have any actual family, but he was a long-term resident of Getaway Bay. He was everybody's family. And so is Charlie."

      Juliet checked Charlie's teeth and gums, and then listened to his heart, all the while doling out liver treats which the dog crunched happily.

      "So does Charlie have a home to go to now?" Addison asked. Olivia's eyes revealed just how much she wanted Juliet to say no, but Addison wasn't sure she could take on the responsibility of a dog.

      "I don't think he does, no," said Juliet. As if on cue Charlie lunged into Olivia's arms. "He seems to have taken a liking to you!"

      "Mum…"

      "I don't know, Livvy. We've got so much happening in our lives right now. A lot of new things to adjust to. I don't think adding a dog to the mix is such a good idea. Besides, you're off to university in two more weeks. You won't even be here."

      "But Charlie will give me an extra reason to come visit every holidays," she said, eyes pleading.

      Addison didn't know whether to laugh or be offended.

      "What are you studying?" asked Juliet.

      "Forensic Science at Griffith. My dad was a cop, and he got me interested in all that."

      "Sounds great." Juliet finished poking and prodding Charlie. She looked up at Addison. "He's a little thinner than he was, and his fur needs sorting out, but otherwise it seems Charlie has survived his adventure unscathed."

      "That's good news," said Addison, giving the dog a scratch on the head. He was happily lapping up Olivia's cuddles.

      "I can take him home with me until we find a new home for him," said Juliet, "But I have to admit I have a rather full house. If you have the room and don't mind…"

      Now Juliet was giving her the hopeful eye, too. Addison didn't stand a chance.

      "All right. We'll take Charlie for the time being. I've got a lot on my mind right now, and this little fella doesn't deserve a rushed decision. We'll figure out what to do with him later." She gave Olivia her best stern face. "You're responsible for looking after him," she said. "Feeding, washing, cleaning up after him. All of it. Deal?"

      "Deal!" Olivia beamed with the brightest smile Addison had seen in a long time. It looked like they'd just added to the beach house's growing list of residents.

      "Is there a groomer in town?" Addison asked. "We'd better get him cleaned up."

      "There's one right behind my surgery," said Juliet. "Just go down the driveway, and you'll come to a glass door. Josie will sort him out. She'll be delighted to see him."

      "Great, thanks. What do I owe you?"

      Juliet held up her hands. "No, nothing for today. There's nothing wrong with him, and I'm just glad he's been found. Thank you for bringing him in."

      After purchasing a collar and lead and a few other supplies to keep Charlie going, they said goodbye and followed the driveway down to the glass door. Addison slid it open and did a double take. Juliet must have gone another way to meet them here, because there she was standing behind the counter.

      "You've just met my sister, haven't you?" said the woman, who Addison now realised wasn't Juliet at all.

      "You're identical twins," said Olivia. "Cool."

      "Charlie!" Josie reacted to the dog just like her sister had, and Addison and Olivia waited until the second reunion of the day was over.

      "Do you normally groom Charlie?" Addison asked once they'd introduced themselves.

      "Yes. We were so worried when Jerry passed away and Charlie went missing." She leaned over and swooped Charlie up in her arms. "I'll get him all cleaned up. Are you going to take him?"

      "Yes," said Olivia, that beaming smile gracing her face again.

      "For now," Addison clarified. "Until we can decide what's best for him."

      "Well the first cut's on the house," said Josie. "Everyone's going to be so thrilled Charlie's back. Oh, hey, are you the new people out at the beach house?"

      "That's right."

      "You must be Layla's cousin. I'm so sorry about what's happened. You know, to her sister. And the gallery. It's such a tragedy."

      "Thanks. Did you know Jenna?" Addison asked.

      Josie shook her head. "Not really. I heard a lot about her, though. She certainly caused more than her fair share of drama. Oh, I'm sorry. That was rude. Me and my big mouth. She was your cousin. I shouldn't speak ill of the dead."

      "No, that's okay. Layla told us what's been going on."

      "So you know about Jason?"

      "Jason Sadler? Yes. Layla mentioned they'd been dating, although I struggled to see it. Jenna was old enough to be his mother."

      Josie's eyebrows raised as she nodded. "That's what everyone tried to tell him. It was no use. The boy was smitten. He's a good guy, Jason, but he has a tendency to let his heart rule his head."

      "So he was really in love with her?" asked Olivia.

      "Oh yes. That's why he was devastated when she told him she was leaving." Josie continued to pat Charlie as she talked, who sat there on the counter as if he was listening to every word.

      "She told him that?" asked Addison. Layla hadn't mentioned Jason knew Jenna was leaving town.

      "A couple of days ago, apparently. Jason was really angry. Rumour has it he put his fist through a wall at his mother's place. Lucky he knows how to fix holes in walls. Anyway, I'd better get on with cleaning up this little one. Can you come back for him in an hour or so?"

      "Sure," said Addison, not paying much attention. Her mind was already starting to wander. What if Jason had been angry enough to try and stop Jenna from leaving? What if it didn't work and he killed her?

      She might have just found her first suspect.
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      "You're going to investigate, aren't you," said Olivia once they'd left Charlie behind with Josie.

      Addison shrugged. "Someone has to."

      "Mum. That's what the police are for."

      "And if the police were doing a decent job, I'd be able to leave them to it. But they're focusing on Layla, and we know she's innocent. Here, you drive. I have to make a phone call."

      Olivia took the keys out of her mother's hand and approached the driver's side of the Rav 4. "Where to?"

      "Home. I don't want to leave Layla on her own for too long."

      Olivia started the car and pulled out into traffic, what little of it there was in Getaway Bay. "Do you remember what Dad used to say about people who tried to do his job for him?"

      "He didn't speak too favourably about them," said Addison, pulling her phone out of her handbag.

      "That's right. So what makes you different?"

      "I was a homicide detective's wife for twenty years, Liv. That's got to count for something."

      Olivia shook her head. "I doubt Detective Wilcox will see it that way."

      "Well if Detective Wilcox would stop hounding Layla and get on with finding the real killer, I wouldn't have to." Addison located the number she needed on her phone and then held a hand up to stop Olivia protesting further. She pressed send to make the call.

      "Hello?" His voice was small and croaky, as if he'd just got out of bed.

      "Jason? Hi, It's Addison."

      "Oh, hi. I'm sorry I didn't come around to the beach house today. I thought… with what's happened… the fire…"

      "Yes, thank you. I understand. But I wonder if you wouldn't mind coming over for an hour or so? It's just…" Addison struggled to come up with a decent excuse. "Layla is staying with us for the time being, and I really want to crack on and get at least one room looking nice for her. You know, to help her feel at home."

      Olivia raised her eyebrows at her mother, but Addison pointed to the road.

      "Oh, okay," said Jason. "I'll be right there." He sounded like he'd rather be anywhere but the beach house.

      "Just for an hour. Two at the most. Thank you, Jason." Addison ended the call.

      "What are you going to do? Ask him if he killed Jenna?"

      "No. Well, maybe. I don't know. But I'm sure we could find out something just by talking to him."

      "Woah, what's this we? I never agreed to participate in your investigation," said Olivia. They were almost back at the beach house.

      "And why not? You're just about to embark on a career in forensic science. Your life is going to be all about catching bad guys. I thought you'd be all over this." It felt a little like playing dirty to bring Olivia's chosen field of study into the debate, but Addison meant what she said. Why wouldn't Olivia want to get involved and help prove their cousin's innocence?

      Olivia sighed. She pulled the Rav into the beach house driveway and engaged the parking brake before switching off the engine. She undid her seatbelt and turned to face her mother.

      "I'm worried about you, Mum. Moving up here was a big change after losing Dad. You bought a huge rundown house that you're insisting on doing up yourself. You want to run a bed and breakfast without having a clue how much hard work that involves. And now you're going off on another tangent, investigating a murder of all things. What is going on?"

      Addison was shocked. Everything Olivia said was true, but she'd never looked at it that way herself. She was getting on with her life. Was that so bad? Did it matter how she chose to do it?

      "Do you think I should have stayed in Sydney?"

      "No, that's not what I'm saying. We all felt the need to leave Sydney. I get that. But I worry you're taking on too much. You're retired, you know. You're supposed to be taking it easy."

      "I'm retired from teaching. I'm not retired from life, sweetheart." Addison could see where this was going now. Both her kids worried she took on too much, especially after losing Rob. But sometimes they treated her like she was an old woman already. "I can handle the beach house, and the bed and breakfast. And I can handle this, too. It's not like I'm launching a full-scale investigation. I'm just going to ask Jason a few questions, that's all. Relax."

      Addison opened her door and climbed out of the Rav before Olivia could object further. Jason was already pulling into the driveway in his truck. She left her daughter and went over to greet him.

      "Thank you so much for coming, Jason. I know it must be hard for you. You were close to Jenna too, I heard."

      "Hi Mrs Lake. I mean, Addison. Yes, Jenna and I were… actually, I don't know what we were. How's Layla doing?"

      "She's holding up. Come inside, I'll get you a cold drink before we start work."

      Addison decided to tread carefully. She hadn't a clue what to ask Jason, besides where he was when the fire started. He walked with slumped shoulders into the house, and she recognised how fragile he was. She wanted to get to the bottom of his relationship with Jenna, but she didn't want to push him away. Assuming he was innocent, she still needed his help on the beach house.

      "Hi, Layla," Jason said as they entered the house. Layla was in her usual position on the couch, staring out the window. She stood when she saw Jason.

      "Come here," she said, wrapping him in a hug. They both teared up, and Addison felt a little guilty standing there watching. Olivia had already fled to her room.

      "I'm so sorry," Jason said to Layla. "She was your sister. And the gallery…"

      Was Jason sorry for Layla's loss, or sorry that he caused it?

      Addison left them alone and went into the kitchen to fix cold drinks. She came out a few minutes later carrying a tray with three glasses of her favourite pink grapefruit cordial.

      "Here we go," she said, setting the tray on the coffee table. "How are you holding up?" she asked Layla.

      "I'm okay. I think I might go for a walk. Clear my head."

      "That's a good idea," said Addison. "Jason's going to help me with the room on the other side of mine. We should have it finished in a day or two, then you can get yourself properly settled."

      "You shouldn't be making Jason work right now," said Layla. "He's grieving too."

      "It's okay," said Jason. "I think it will be better if I keep busy." He polished off a glass of cordial in one go. "Can we get started?"

      Layla headed off for her walk, taking a hat from the hatstand on her way out.

      Addison sat staring at Jason. "You want to know why, don't you?" he finally asked.

      "Why what?"

      "Why I loved her when she was so much older than me."

      "Well, I have to admit I am a little curious. You're a good-looking young man. With lovely manners. I'm sure there are plenty of young women around here chasing you."

      Jason sighed. "You sound like my mother. And I get it, I do. But no-one else made me feel like Jenna did. She didn't care what other people thought of her. She was a strong woman. I loved her. I thought she loved me, too."

      "I knew Jenna her whole life, Jason. The only person she ever loved was herself."

      He stood. "Let's get going on that room. I'll go and get the paint from the shed."

      They spent the next hour discussing what needed to be done to make the room inhabitable. Jason gave her instructions, and Addison came up with some styling ideas while her mind worked overtime trying to decide how to ask him where he was last night. Eventually she just came out with it.

      "Jason, I'm sorry to bring it up again, but I'm curious. Where were you last night when the fire started?"

      "You think I killed Jenna?"

      "No, I didn't say that…"

      "It's all right. I know what people are saying. Nothing is secret in this town. But I didn't kill her. I loved her."

      "So where were you?"

      "I was at home. And before you ask, no, no-one can verify that."

      Addison started work on removing the wallpaper. She always found it helpful to have something to do with her hands when she was part of an important conversation.

      "You knew Jenna was planning to leave for Sydney as soon as her father died, right?"

      "Yeah." Jason helped with the wallpaper stripping. "We talked about it a couple of days ago. But I thought I could change her mind. I still think I could have, if I had time. Now we'll never know."

      Addison decided to change the subject. She'd grilled the poor boy enough. "I heard Jenna had been creating waves amongst some of the people here in Getaway Bay."

      Jason half-smiled. "She gave old Ed a bit of trouble."

      "Edward Mathieson? The owner of the bakery?"

      "Yeah. He didn't like her at all. If there was anyone who might have killed Jenna, I reckon it'd be him."
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      Addison asked Jason why Edward didn't like Jenna, expecting to get the same story of café rivalry and cockroaches in croissants that she'd already heard from Layla. She didn't expect what Jason said next.

      "She told me she didn't like him because he was a bully."

      "A bully? Is that true? Do you think he's a bully?"

      Jason shrugged and pulled down a large sheet of wallpaper. "He can be pushy sometimes. He likes to think he runs Getaway Bay. He's our representative on the council, and he's always saying how we need to do this and that for the town, for progress, that sort of thing. I don't really listen much."

      "But Jenna did."

      "Oh yeah. She said people like that back in Sydney were known as bullies, and when she called him on it he couldn't handle it. So he started saying stuff about Hazel's café, which Jenna said was to divert attention. Because he couldn't find anything bad to say about Jenna."

      Now Addison was confused. "Edward didn't like Jenna calling him a bully, and he couldn't find anything bad to say about her, so he badmouthed Hazel's café instead?"

      "Yeah. That's what Jenna said."

      "That doesn't make a whole lot of sense, Jason."

      "Tell me about it. I told her to let it go, Edward is who he is and no-one else around here really cares. I wanted her to forget about all that stuff and spend time with me. I don't get much time off as it is."

      Addison was going to need to dig into Edward Mathieson further.

      They continued working on the bedroom until all the wallpaper was stripped. Then Jason showed Addison how to sand the walls and get them ready for painting.

      "You already know how to paint, right?" he asked.

      Addison nodded, having never painted anything in her life. "Sure. How hard can it be?"

      Jason smiled, the first one today she'd seen that had genuine mirth. "This one's the primer," he said, pointing to one of the cans he'd brought in from his truck. "It goes on first. Let that dry, then do your colour."

      "Then what?"

      "I'll be back before you get that far." He checked his watch. "I really need to get home now."

      Addison nodded and walked him down to the front door. "Thanks for coming. I really appreciate it."

      "No problem. I agree you need to let Layla get settled in here. The gallery is a mess."

      "We haven't been back there yet. I'm not sure how Layla will handle it."

      "Maybe give it a few days," said Jason. "Bye."

      Layla still wasn't back from her walk, and Olivia had gone to pick up Charlie after his grooming session, so Addison made herself a cup of tea and pulled her notebook out of the drawer. She wrote down as much as she could remember from what Jason had said, realising that he had no alibi for the time of the fire.

      What if he went to confront Jenna about her leaving, and they got into an argument? Wilcox said Jenna had been murdered, but he didn't say how. It could have been an accident. A bit of pushing and shoving, someone falls onto something hard and hits their head, next thing you know they're dead. It happened. Rob had seen it enough times.

      Layla said she locked the door to the gallery. So whoever went inside either broke in, or Jenna let them in. Who would she let in? Jason, definitely.

      If that was what happened, if Jason accidentally killed her, would he have panicked and set the fire? Or would he have called an ambulance? Addison didn't know him well enough to answer that. He seemed like a nice guy, but you never could tell. That was something else Rob had taught her.

      Jason certainly hadn't acted like a killer today, though. He'd come over when she'd asked, and helped her with the room for Layla. He'd been upset, naturally, but he hadn't seemed like he'd just committed murder and arson. Maybe she had it wrong with him. Or maybe he'd been trying to act normal and cover his tracks.

      Who else was there? Ed Mathieson? It sounded like he'd become Jenna's latest plaything. Addison had witnessed her younger cousin's games back when they were teenagers, and by all accounts she'd never grown out of it. She liked to pick on people who would bite back, and Ed sounded like just the right fit.

      Jenna rubbed people up the wrong way, and she never knew when to quit. It was very helpful in her career as a lawyer, but not so helpful when it came to making friends. No wonder Layla didn't know if she had any.

      Just then the door opened, and Layla returned from her walk. She hung her hat on the hatstand, and ran a hand through her hair. As she came into the kitchen Addison could see she'd been crying.

      "Hey, what is it?" Addison asked. She pulled out a chair at the dining table for her cousin.

      "It's nothing. Just… oh, Addison, I feel so guilty."

      "Why do you feel guilty? You haven't done anything wrong." Addison's stomach tightened as she thought again of Detective Wilcox zeroing in on Layla for Jenna's murder.

      "I went to the gallery," said Layla, bursting into tears again.

      Addison put an arm around her for a minute, then when Layla calmed a little she got up to put the kettle on.

      Olivia and Charlie burst into the kitchen. "When's dinner? Oh, sorry," she added when she saw the state of Layla. "What's happened?"

      "Layla went to the art gallery."

      "Oh." Olivia took a seat at the table. "How bad is it?" she asked gently.

      Layla shook her head. "Everything's gone. I've lost everything, and I'm devastated, and that's why I feel guilty."

      "You feel guilty because you're devastated?" Olivia asked. "That doesn't make sense."

      "I feel guilty because Jenna is dead, but all I seem to care about is my stuff. My paintings, my furniture, everything I've collected over the years. Everything that meant anything to me was in that place. I've lost it all, and I can't help but care about that more than I care about my sister's death. I'm a horrible person."

      Olivia looked at her mother with wide eyes; she clearly had no idea what to say.

      "I'm going to do a pasta bake for dinner," Addison said to Olivia. "Why don't you put the water on for the pasta, and chop up some mushrooms and green veg for me."

      Olivia nodded, and got to work. Addison took her seat in front of Layla, putting a hot cup of tea down in front of her sobbing cousin.

      "You're not a horrible person," Addison said gently. "It's natural for you to feel this way. You care about Jenna's death, I know you do. She wasn't the nicest person in the world, but she was your sister and I know you loved her. I know you're grieving her loss."

      "Then how come all I can think about is the gallery? It was just stuff. I shouldn't be so upset about losing stuff."

      "It wasn't just stuff. It was a part of you. Your possessions form part of your identity. You lost a big part of yourself in that fire, Layla. That's why it hurts so much. That's why you're feeling the loss of the gallery so hard. It doesn't make you a bad person. It makes you human."

      Layla seemed to understand. She leaned forward and hugged Addison. "I'm so glad you're here."

      "Me too."

      Addison realised she was crying as well. It was hard to see her cousin – her friend – like this. But they'd get through it. Together.

      They took another moment to clean themselves up, then helped Olivia with dinner. With three of them chopping and preparing, the pasta bake was in the oven in no time.

      "I think a glass of wine might be in order," said Addison. She found a bottle of white in the fridge, and Olivia pulled three glasses down from a cupboard.

      "How was the rest of your walk?" Addison asked Layla as she poured.

      "It was okay. I got that weird feeling again, though. Like when we were in the shops."

      "Like someone was following you?"

      "Yes. I didn't see anyone, though."

      "Were there others around when you were at the gallery?" Addison asked.

      "Yes. A few of the people from the town were close by. They came over when they saw me."

      Addison shrugged. "That's probably all it was. You were feeling like they were watching you."

      "Yes. Maybe."

      Layla turned her wineglass in her hands. "I think I'd like to make a toast," she said, raising the glass. "To Jenna. May she rest in peace."

      "To Jenna," said Addison and Olivia.

      "And may her killer be brought to justice," Addison added.
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      On Sunday morning Addison spent some time helping Layla make phone calls and arrangements regarding the insurance on the art gallery, and Jenna's funeral.

      The fire chief had called around the night before and informed them that sadly nothing had been salvaged from the gallery. It was completely destroyed in the fire. Layla asked if he knew how it had started, but he'd just mumbled something about it being an ongoing investigation.

      One of Jenna's work colleagues had managed to reach Layla. He'd apologised for the loss, saying all the things you said to someone whose family member had suddenly passed away. He assured Layla that everyone in the firm was feeling the loss with her, and that Jenna had been a valued colleague.

      "I find that hard to believe," Layla said when she'd ended the call.

      "Maybe he just meant she was valued for all the hard work she did," offered Addison, who'd been listening in on the call. "However much she alienated people, you can't say she wasn't very good at her job."

      "She was very good at her job because she alienated people," said Layla with a smile.

      "True. Is there anyone else you want to call?"

      Layla shook her head. "I think I'm done with talking to people for today. What are you going to do now?"

      It was still only mid-morning. "Olivia and I are going to get cracking on your new room."

      "Can I help?"

      "Of course you can, if you feel like it. I was going to ask if you wanted to choose the colour. Jason brought a few different ones because I told him I want to paint each room a different colour. I think I want to make this house as bright and welcoming as possible."

      "Good idea," said Layla.

      They all got to work in the room, and the sanding and undercoat were done by lunchtime. Layla chose a powder-blue colour, of which Addison approved.

      "That was one of my favourites when Jason showed them to me," she said. "Good choice. We can make a start on that tomorrow. Let's get some lunch."

      Addison and Layla made sandwiches while Olivia helped herself to the chicken pasta bake left over from the night before.

      "Are you going to heat that up?" asked Addison, watching her daughter spoon cold pasta into her mouth straight from the casserole dish.

      "Tastes better cold," Olivia replied.

      "You had no complaints last night," said Addison, mildly offended. Her pasta bake was always one of her kids' favourite meals.

      "No, I'm not complaining. It was awesome as always last night. But it tastes even better cold. Here, you try." Olivia thrust a spoonful in Addison's direction.

      Addison had a taste, and couldn't believe it. "You're right. It does taste better cold. How'd you figure that out?"

      "I didn't. Justin did. He came home late one night and couldn't be bothered to reheat the leftovers, so he just ate it cold. We've been doing that ever since."

      Addison smiled at the mention of her son. She must call him tonight, see how he and Emily were doing.

      After lunch Layla went for a lie down, so Addison and Olivia took Charlie for a walk. He got terribly excited at the sight of his lead, and Olivia had to fight to get it on him.

      "Settle down, boy," she said, which made absolutely no difference. Then she stood straight and said "sit!" firmly, and Charlie immediately stopped wriggling.

      "Wow," said Addison. "He's been trained."

      "Yeah. We've been practicing, but he already knew sit, and come. He's not so good at fetch. He'll go get the ball every time, but only gives it back when he feels like it. We're still working on that one."

      They walked along the beach after checking the signs to make sure dogs were allowed. There were a lot of people in the water today, being a Sunday in the middle of summer. It was nearing the end of the school holiday period, though, and Addison assumed the crowds would drop soon.

      This was the first time since arriving in Getaway Bay that Addison had been for a walk along the beach. There had been so much else going on, she hadn't had the chance. But walking in the sand with her daughter and an over-excited dog was exactly what she needed right now. It was so calming, even with all the tourists around. This was going to be a great place to live. Murderer notwithstanding.

      "That's going to be a big house," said Olivia, pointing to a building in progress towards the southern end of the beach.

      "It sure is," Addison agreed as they neared. "It looks more like apartments. It's very close to the beach." There were quite a few serviced apartment buildings at this end of the beach. Getaway Bay was a summer tourist hotspot, and families liked to rent apartments and come for weeks at a time. But none of them were built as close to the beach as this new building.

      "I wouldn't have thought council would approve a building that close to the sand," said Addison as they reached the construction site. "It should have been much further back."

      She peered through the fence at the scaffolding surrounding the large frame. The building was going to be four storeys high, at least. It was still in its early stages, though.

      Olivia and Charlie turned and started walking back towards their end of the beach, and Addison hurried to catch up with them. "Shall we go to Hazel's for a coffee?" Addison asked.

      "What about Charlie?"

      "He'll be okay. He's on the lead. We'll sit outside. I want to explore more of the town. We've hardly had a chance to look around yet."

      Olivia agreed, and they made their way back up the beach and into town. It was a decent distance, and by the time they'd walked up and down the main street, checking out all the shops, they were ready for a sit down.

      Olivia and Charlie plonked themselves at a table out the front, while Addison went in and ordered.

      "Hi Hazel," said Addison when she spotted the owner behind the counter. The café wasn't too busy, the lunch rush over for the day.

      "Oh, Addison! Hello. How are you? How's Layla? The poor thing."

      "She's holding up okay," said Addison. "Thanks for asking. We're just taking things one day at a time."

      Hazel wiped her hands on her apron. "What can I get you?"

      "Two iced coffees, thanks. We'll have them outside, if that's okay." Addison pointed to where Olivia and Charlie were waiting.

      Hazel followed Addison's finger and her eyes lit up when she saw the dog. "You found Charlie!"

      "Yes. He seems to have attached himself to us."

      "He's such a dear little thing. Jerry used to bring him down from time to time. I'll bring you a bowl of water for him."

      "That would be great. We've just had a big walk along the beach, and then all the way into town. He's exhausted."

      Hazel laughed. "It's probably the most exercise he's had in his life. Jerry wasn't big on walks."

      Hazel set to work making the iced coffees. Addison was still curious about the development on the beach, and thought Hazel might know something about it.

      "Do you know what they're building at the other end of the beach?"

      Hazel's face dropped at the mention of the construction site. "Ugh. Don't get me started. That's Ed's life's work, that building."

      "Ed Mathieson? The baker?"

      "The one and only. He's poured every penny he owns into that building. It's his retirement plan, apparently."

      "Is he going to live there?" Addison asked.

      "He plans to live in the penthouse and rent the rest out as holiday lets. It's a good plan. He'll manage it himself until he gets too old, then he'll just hire a manager. Or so he keeps telling me. Over and over again. He's like a broken record, that man."

      Addison watched as Hazel topped the iced coffees with whipped cream. She hadn't realised how thirsty she was. They looked delicious.

      "Would you like something to eat with these?" Hazel asked, pushing the drinks across the counter.

      Addison remembered tasting Hazel's scones the other day. It seemed like a lifetime ago. She checked the display cabinet, finding it quite empty. She remembered Hazel mentioning on Friday night that she hadn't found a baker yet.

      There was a glass jar of cookies on the counter. Addison decided to play it safe. "We'll have two of those please."

      "Lovely," said Hazel. "I made these myself."
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      "So, how goes your meddling in the murder case?" said Olivia when Addison returned to the table with the iced coffees and cookies.

      "I'm not meddling. I'm simply asking a few questions. Like that detective should be doing."

      "How do you know he's not?"

      Addison hadn't thought of that. "Good point."

      "He hasn't been back to see Layla since yesterday morning. That might be a good sign," Olivia continued, obviously buoyed by stumping her mother.

      "Yes, all right. But it can't hurt for me to look into things on the side, can it? I might find out something he can't."

      "Like what?"

      "I don't know. Something someone might be willing to tell me but not a police officer. What's with all the negativity?" Addison bit into her cookie and nearly broke a tooth. "Ouch!" She quickly looked through the window to see if Hazel had noticed. Fortunately, she was busy serving a customer.

      "That bad?" asked Olivia, picking up her cookie and tapping it on her plate. "Oh. Right. I think I'll pass."

      "The poor woman needs to find a baker, fast. Layla was right about one thing, though. She makes good coffee. And iced coffee."

      "You could bake for her. In amongst all the other jobs you're taking on." Olivia smirked behind her iced coffee.

      "I could," said Addison, calling her bluff.

      "I was joking, Mum."

      "I know you were. Let's just stick with the murder case for now, shall we? Answer my question. Why all the negativity? I thought you'd agreed to help."

      "I am helping. I'm playing Devil's Advocate."

      "Oh, right. I missed that."

      Hazel appeared at the table with a plastic container full of water. "Sorry, Charlie," she said, leaning over to put the water on the ground and pat the dog. "I nearly forgot you. Everything okay out here?" she asked the women.

      "Yes, great," said Addison, praying Hazel wouldn't notice the uneaten biscuits. She did.

      "They're pretty bad, aren't they?" she said with a sigh. "I'm doing everything I can to find another baker."

      "I'm sure you'll find one soon," said Addison in her best reassuring voice.

      Hazel smiled and followed another customer back through the door.

      "So give me your list of suspects," said Olivia once Hazel was out of earshot.

      Addison wished she had her notebook with her. She tried to remember everything she'd written and relayed it to Olivia. Unfortunately, her list of suspects was very short. Jason, who she hoped didn't do it because he was so sweet, and Ed Mathieson, who she hadn't even met yet.

      They discussed the possibilities of each suspect, and Addison realised she needed to find out more about Ed.

      "What could we be missing?" asked Olivia.

      "What do you mean?"

      "Well, who else could have done it? Maybe it wasn't someone from around here. Maybe it was a random stranger who broke in and killed Jenna."

      "Then why would they burn the place down?"

      "Why would anyone? To destroy evidence."

      Addison contemplated the random stranger theory while she nibbled on the edge of her cookie. If you took really small bites, they weren't that bad.

      Because of the fire it was impossible to know whether the killer had broken in or been invited in. Perhaps someone broke into the gallery with the intention of stealing some of the art, Jenna had surprised them, and they'd killed her. Then instead of stealing anything they'd lit the fire to destroy evidence. That could have happened. She ran the theory by Olivia.

      "It's not impossible," said Olivia. "But whoever it was, the fact that they lit a fire tells me the murder was unintentional."

      "How do you figure?"

      "Because lighting a fire, which draws everyone's attention almost immediately, is risky. I reckon you'd only do it if you panicked, and you figured you needed to hide the evidence. If whoever did this planned it, then they would have come up with a less risky way to hide evidence."

      "Or been careful enough to not leave any evidence that needed hiding," said Addison. "This is good. You're going to make an excellent forensic scientist."

      "You're just saying that because I'm helping you."

      "No, I'm not," said Addison. "You're very clever, and I'm very proud of you. Your dad would have been too."

      Olivia picked up her cookie as a diversion from what she often called the 'sappy moment', and after a failed attempt at eating it herself she fed it to Charlie. At least his teeth were up to the challenge.

      "Okay. So let's assume the murder wasn't planned," said Olivia. "Who else could it have been, besides Jason and Ed?"

      "We're at a bit of a disadvantage not knowing many people around here yet," said Addison. "And I'd hoped to get to know the locals in a more friendly way than 'Hey, do you know who killed my cousin?'"

      "It's not a great opening line," Olivia agreed. "What about a non-local? Getting back to the random stranger or thief idea. Or maybe it wasn't a stranger. What about someone Jenna knew from Sydney?"

      "That's something we hadn't considered."

      Charlie stood and stretched himself out, then reached up with his paws onto Olivia's lap.

      "You ready to go, mate?" Olivia asked the dog. He answered by jumping up and down and turning in circles.

      "I think that's a yes," said Addison with a laugh. She stuck her head in the door and waved goodbye to Hazel, and they set off for home.

      "Do you know anyone from Jenna's life in Sydney?" Olivia asked as they walked.

      "No. I barely knew Jenna."

      "But she was your cousin. We lived in Sydney my whole life up until now. How come I'd never met her?"

      "It's complicated," said Addison, and gave her daughter a look that said she wasn't going to discuss it. And she wasn't – Olivia didn't need to hear about Jenna's attempt to steal Rob from Addison. It was a long time ago, and it wasn't going to help find her killer. But it did mean Addison and her family had never socialised with Jenna, and therefore she had no idea of anyone back in Sydney who might travel to Getaway Bay and kill her.

      "Well we can't ask Layla," said Olivia. "Maybe we should be leaving all this to the police."

      Addison mulled it all over as they walked the rest of the way home. By the time they reached the beach house she was exhausted. Charlie looked tired, too. She leaned down to give him a pat when he suddenly strained at the lead.

      "What's up, boy?" said Olivia. Charlie started yelping, and soon progressed to a full-on bark.

      He was barking in the direction of the side of the beach house. The shrubs and weeds were overgrown down that side between the fence and the house, but Addison could just make out a figure standing in amongst all the bushes. He'd been trying to peer in the side window, but had been spooked by Charlie. He was now staring straight at them.

      Addison instinctively put herself between the stranger and her daughter. Then she realised it was no stranger. She took Charlie's lead from Olivia.

      "Go in the house and call the police," she said, not breaking eye contact with the man. "Tell Layla to stay inside."

      "Who is it?" Olivia asked.

      "It's Layla's ex-husband."

      "The one who's supposed to be in jail? The violent drunken maniac you told me about?"

      "That's the one. Go call the police. NOW!"
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      By the time Wilcox and Short arrived, Rick Ramirez was long gone. Layla sat at the kitchen table with them while Addison hung around in the kitchen. Olivia had taken Charlie up to her room.

      Addison was desperate for a glass of wine to calm her nerves, but didn't want to start drinking in front of the cops. Even though she rarely had more than one or two glasses, it just didn't feel right.

      "You're sure it was him?" Wilcox asked Layla.

      "I don't know," she replied. "I didn't see him. Addison did."

      "I'm sure it was him," said Addison. "I know I've only met him face-to-face twice, but I've seen enough pictures. I remember his face clearly from the trial. It was definitely him."

      "And he was at the side of the house, trying to get a look in through the window?" asked Wilcox.

      "That's right."

      "He's supposed to be in jail," said Layla. "What's he even doing here?"

      "We checked with Brisbane Correctional Centre on the way over here," said Short. "He was released on parole two weeks ago."

      "Why wasn't Layla told?" asked Addison. Didn't they have some kind of system for informing the victims when convicted criminals were released?

      "I can't answer that, I'm afraid," said Wilcox.

      "What can you do?" asked Addison, fearing the answer.

      "Not a lot. As far as we know he hasn't done anything wrong. He hasn't harmed anyone, made threats, or acted in a threatening manner."

      "Doesn't peering in through the side window constitute a threatening manner?" said Addison. She gripped the edge of the kitchen bench as hard as she could in an effort to keep calm. Arguing with Wilcox wasn't going to do Layla any good right now. "Surely if he weren't up to no good, he'd have knocked on the front door like a normal person. Can't you get him for trespassing, at least?"

      Wilcox sighed. "We can talk to him. If we can locate him." He turned to Layla. "Do you have any idea where he might be staying in town?"

      Layla shook her head. "I haven't seen or spoken to him in five years, Detective. Not since he put me in the hospital. Our divorce was arranged by lawyers. Jenna made sure I never had to see or speak to that man again."

      Wilcox shifted in his chair. "Your sister Jenna was your divorce lawyer?"

      "Yes."

      Addison saw the connection at the same time as Wilcox. If Jenna had stood between Rick and Layla in the past, maybe this time he got her out of the way. Rick had just put himself in the frame for murder.

      "What was the relationship like between your ex-husband and your sister?" Wilcox asked Layla.

      Layla's eyes sought out Addison, pleading for help. Pleading to not have to go through this story again. Addison took charge. She came and sat at the table next to her cousin, across from Wilcox and Short.

      "Rick was a violent drunk, to put it bluntly," Addison began. "He put Layla in the hospital more than once, and the last time was the last straw. Jenna wasn't one to step in uninvited, but once Layla gave her the go-ahead, she went after Rick with everything she had. By the time Jenna was finished they were divorced and Rick was behind bars for aggravated assault, among other things."

      "He'd also committed some armed robberies, we found out," said Layla. "He was sentenced to seven years. I didn't think he'd get out this early."

      Wilcox rubbed a hand over his face. "So Jenna wouldn't have been his favourite person, then."

      "No," said Layla. "He'd never liked her, but after all that, I can't imagine how much he must have hated her." Layla's eyes widened as she realised what Wilcox was getting at. "Do you think he killed her?" she asked, her voice barely audible.

      "It's possible," said Short. Wilcox shot her a look.

      "Then it's my fault Jenna is dead." Layla's eyes dropped to her lap, and Addison's heart broke.

      "You're not responsible for Rick's actions, Layla," said Addison. "You never have been. He's the one who hurt you. He's the one with the problem. Leaving him was the best thing you ever did. Helping you leave him was the best thing Jenna ever did." Addison put her arm around her cousin and pulled her in close. "We'll figure this out," she said. "If Rick did this to Jenna, the police will catch him and put him away forever. He'll pay."

      Addison looked straight into Wilcox's eyes when she said those last two words. Wilcox nodded once, acknowledgement of the pain Rick Ramirez had caused Layla, and a silent promise to hold him to account. Maybe the detective wasn't so bad after all.

      "I need be alone right now," said Layla, pulling herself from Addison's embrace and standing. "Do you have any more questions for me?"

      "No, we have enough to go on," said Wilcox.

      Layla nodded and headed for the stairs, leaving Addison alone with Wilcox and Short.

      "Rick Ramirez is a nasty piece of work," said Addison once she'd heard Layla's bedroom door close. "He's the reason I didn't visit Layla more often when they were together. It makes total sense he'd be behind Jenna's death."

      "You think he was that angry with Jenna?"

      "She came between him and Layla. And he was an angry man in general. He had five years in prison to think about it." Another thought occurred to Addison. "Plus burning down Layla's gallery is an added bonus."

      "How so?" asked Short.

      "It's made Layla vulnerable. You saw her, she's a mess. Rick probably thinks he can get her all upset and displaced, and then come in like the big hero and take care of her. He'll probably promise he's changed, say all those years gave him time to think, now he'll be the husband she wants him to be, etcetera. And with Jenna out of the way, there's no-one to talk any sense into her." The more Addison thought about it, the more she convinced herself Rick must have killed Jenna and burnt down the gallery. Well, he might have got rid of Jenna, but he didn't count on Addison.

      "It's an interesting theory," said Wilcox. "We'll look into it. In the meantime, please call us immediately if you see or hear from him at all." Wilcox handed her his card as he and Short stood to leave.

      "Who else have you been looking into?" Addison asked.

      "I beg your pardon?" Wilcox turned back to face her.

      "Do you have any other suspects? We haven't heard anything from you about the investigation, so I was just wondering where you were up to."

      Wilcox shot off the standard line. "We are following a number of lines of enquiry."

      "Jason Sadler? Edward Mathieson? Are they involved in any of your lines of enquiry?"

      Wilcox took a deep breath and sighed. "Mrs Lake, have you been conducting your own investigations into this case?"

      Addison shrugged. "Layla's my cousin. She's family. I'm entitled to ask a few questions here and there."

      Wilcox sighed again, making Addison feel like a naughty schoolgirl. "You're Rob Lake's widow, aren't you?" he asked, catching Addison completely off-guard.

      "I… I am, yes. Did you know my husband?"

      Wilcox shook his head. "No. But I would have liked to. I worked in a Sydney local area command for ten years before I moved up here. He was well-known, even back then. Had a reputation as a first-class homicide detective."

      Addison nodded solemnly. She didn't know what to say.

      "Still," Wilcox went on, "that doesn't give you the right to interfere in my investigation. I doubt your husband would have approved."

      Addison smiled. "You sound like my daughter."

      "She's a wise young lady." Wilcox turned for the door and followed his partner, who was already out on the verandah. He had one last speech for Addison. "Please, don't get involved. Call me if Ramirez turns up, or if you have anything else to tell us."

      Addison lowered herself onto the steps and watched the police car drive away. Wilcox had known of Rob. There was a turn up she hadn't expected. It was nice he'd heard such positive things about her husband. But of course he would, Rob was an excellent detective. And Wilcox was right, Rob would have told her to stay out of the investigation. Maybe Wilcox wasn't as bad as she'd first thought. Maybe she should concentrate on looking after Layla and let him do his job.
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      Addison woke early on Monday morning after a fitful night's sleep. She lay in bed for a while, watching the sun stream through the still un-curtained window, thinking about all that had happened in her short time so far in Getaway Bay. It really had been a whirlwind introduction to the small town.

      She tried to push thoughts of Jenna's murder and the fire to the back of her mind. Wilcox had been right yesterday. She really should leave it to him. She should be concentrating on getting the beach house ready to open as a bed and breakfast, and of course spending time with Olivia. She had less than two weeks before her daughter would head off to campus for the first time.

      Addison's thoughts turned to breakfast, and what she would be doing if the bed and breakfast was already up and running. She wanted to offer a range of food options for her guests, not just breakfast. She'd planned to dig up all her old recipes and start baking again, as well as offer a couple of dinner choices for guests as an extra service.

      Cooking for her family was one thing Addison had loved, but had lost all interest in after Rob died. Even though they had those final eight weeks together after his diagnosis, it still seemed like her life had been ripped away so quickly two years ago. Rob's death had crippled Addison, and it was all she could do to hold it together for Justin and Olivia.

      But now, here in Getaway Bay, she was starting to see the possibilities of the future. She could imagine cooking for people again, and the idea filled her with joy. If she was honest with herself it was the real reason she wanted to run the beach house as a bed and breakfast. Cooking she was looking forward to – changing beds and cleaning bathrooms, however, she was not.

      Addison pulled herself out of her reflection and got out of bed. She was showered and dressed and down in the kitchen before anyone else was up. Even Charlie had still been curled up at the foot of Olivia's bed when Addison had peeked into her daughter's room.

      She didn't want to wake the others so early, so she decided to start practicing in the kitchen. She pulled puff pastry sheets out of the freezer then set about making the custard for Portuguese custard tarts. They were one of Olivia's favourite treats.

      Addison was filling custard into pastry cases when Olivia appeared bleary eyed in the kitchen. She went straight to the coffee machine, Charlie trotting after her.

      "Good morning, sweetheart," said Addison. She opened the back door for Charlie, and he dutifully went out to go about his business. She'd have to talk to Jason about putting a dog door in, she thought, then remembered that keeping Charlie wasn't a decision they'd made yet. The little dog was quickly worming his way into their lives and her heart.

      "What are you making?" said Olivia once her hands were wrapped around a steaming coffee mug. Olivia had to have her coffee first thing, whereas Addison was more of a mid-morning coffee fan.

      "Portuguese custard tarts," Addison replied. "I put a squeeze of lime in the custard, thought I'd see how that goes." They'd found lemon and lime trees in the backyard as well as the mango tree, and Addison had made it her mission to figure out interesting ways to use the citrus.

      "Mmm, great. When will they be ready?" asked Olivia, her mouth cracking into an evil little grin.

      "At morning tea time. You're not having tarts for breakfast."

      The grin faded, and Olivia started searching through the cupboards for food. She eventually settled on cereal.

      "So what did the cops have to say yesterday?" Olivia asked. They hadn't discussed Wilcox and Short's visit over dinner last night, or Rick's appearance. Layla had wanted to put it all out of her mind.

      "They're going to see if they can find Rick," said Addison. She also told Olivia how she'd decided to stay out of the investigation for now. "Wilcox might not be as incompetent as I first thought," she admitted. "I should leave it to them, now they seem to be laying off Layla."

      "Good idea," said Olivia through a mouthful of cereal. "So what's on the agenda for today, then?"

      "We're going to finish painting Layla's new room. And I'm going to drive her to the nursing home, too. She needs to spend time with her dad."

      Layla's car had been lost in the fire along with everything else. It had been parked in the garage around the back of the gallery. The insurance company were due at the gallery today to assess the damage. Addison had avoided seeing it for herself, but going on what other people had said there was nothing left. She hoped they'd pay Layla out quickly so she could get on with rebuilding her life.

      The nursing home was close enough that Layla could walk, of course, but Addison wasn't going to let her cousin out of her sight while Rick Ramirez was on the prowl. Come to think of it, she wasn't that keen on the idea of leaving Olivia here on her own.

      "I might give Jason a call, see if he can come over for the day and help us," she said.

      Olivia shrugged. "Whatever. I'm going to take Charlie for a walk." She put her empty cereal bowl in the dishwasher, grabbed the dog's lead, and went out the back door.

      Addison popped the tarts in the oven just as Layla entered the kitchen.

      "Good morning," said Addison. "How did you sleep?"

      Layla just smiled and shook her head. Addison knew how she felt.

      "Would you like to go and visit your dad later today?"

      "Yes, I suppose I should." Layla made herself a coffee and took a seat at the bench while Addison cleaned up her cooking mess. "Oh, Addison. What is he doing here? And why now? It can't just be a coincidence that he turns up at the same time as Jenna is murdered, can it?"

      "It is unlikely," Addison admitted. "But he just got released from prison. We know how he feels about you, Layla. It does stand to reason he'd come here and try to see you."

      Layla sipped her coffee. "So you think he came to the gallery on Friday night and found Jenna there instead of me? And he decided to get rid of her?" Addison noticed her cousin's hands were shaking.

      "Let's let the police worry about that for now." Addison got a carton of eggs out of the fridge. "I'm going to make you an omelette. You need your strength. Just let me call Jason first."

      Addison left Layla in the kitchen while she made the call from the great room. Jason agreed to come over in a couple of hours. She promised him a Portuguese custard tart would be waiting with his name on it.

      Olivia and Charlie returned from their walk, and after Layla had managed to eat half an omelette the three of them got to work with the painting. They had the first coat almost finished by the time Jason arrived.

      "This is looking great," said Jason, inspecting their work. "You're all naturals. We'll have this room finished in no time."

      He seemed in brighter spirits today. Addison thanked him for coming, and then after a quick morning tea she and Layla left for Getaway Care nursing home.
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      When they entered Dennis's room, they found him sitting up in bed listening to Angie. She was reading to him from the Harry Potter book, and his eyes were bright. There was even the hint of a smile. Addison was pleased to see him looking so well, but Layla wasn't happy at all.

      "How dare you?" she said to Angie, snatching the book from her hands.

      "Oh, my. Oh, Layla, I'm so sorry. I was just—"

      "I'm the one who reads to him, not you!" Layla all but pushed Angie out of the way as she put a protective arm around her father.

      "I'm so sorry," said Angie again, and Addison noticed the nurse's eyes well up as she quickly left the room.

      Addison stood near the foot of Dennis's bed and watched as Layla fussed around him. She adjusted his pillows and bedclothes, all the while telling him everything was going to be okay. Or telling herself that.

      When she finally settled down, Addison decided she should say something.

      "You might have been a little hard on Angie just then."

      "She overstepped," said Layla sharply.

      "Maybe, but I think her intentions were good. And Uncle Dennis didn't seem to mind."

      Layla looked at her father and burst into tears. "You're right. I shouldn't have got upset with her like that. I just don't know what to do anymore, Addison."

      "It's okay." Addison guided Layla into the chair beside Dennis's bed. Dennis had drifted off to sleep. "You've been through a lot, hun. It's completely understandable. We're just taking one day at a time, remember? One day at a time. You don't need to worry about anything except spending time with your dad."

      Layla nodded and pulled a tissue out of the box on Dennis's bedside table. She composed herself, then sighed. "I should probably go and apologise to Angie," she said. "She's been so good to Dad."

      "I'll do it," said Addison. "She'll understand, I'm sure. You stay here. Sit with him for a while."

      "Okay. Thanks, Addison."

      Addison gave her cousin a reassuring smile, then went off in search of Angie.

      She found the kindly nurse in tears in the break room. "Are you okay?" Addison asked.

      "I'm really sorry," Angie said, wiping her eyes. "Layla was right. I shouldn't have been reading to him. That's a family thing."

      "It's all right," said Addison, taking a seat on the couch opposite Angie. "Layla overreacted. She's been through a lot these last few days, as you know."

      Angie nodded and blew her nose.

      "I told her I'd come and find you to apologise on her behalf. She's sorry she got so upset with you."

      "I understand. She's very protective of her father, which is as it should be. I was the same when my mother was in here."

      "Your mother was a resident here at Getaway Care?" Addison asked.

      "Yes. It was a while ago now. Before I worked here. The staff back then were very caring, too. It helped a lot to see that my mother was being treated so well. Like family. That's what made me want to work here. It's why I treat all the patients as if they were my own family."

      "Because you know what it's like to be on the other side," Addison said.

      "Yes. I know what it feels like to leave your loved one in the hands of strangers. But I promise I won't read to Dennis anymore. That's Layla's thing to do with him, and I respect that."

      "Thank you," said Addison. "And thank you also for treating him so well. I know Layla really appreciates it. In spite of her outburst just now."

      Angie nodded, her tears gone now. "Is she coping okay? Layla? I mean, it's hard enough having a loved one in here and so close to the end. I can't imagine how much her sister's death is weighing on her. And the loss of her gallery. The poor thing."

      "We're taking things one day at a time," said Addison. "It's hard, of course. But she's strong. She'll get through it." Addison wondered whether she should warn the nursing home staff about Rick. Would he come here looking for Layla? She decided it was better to be safe than sorry, and Angie seemed like the kind of person who would be discreet about the situation.

      "There is something you should probably, know," Addison began. By the time she'd finished explaining about Rick's release from prison and his subsequent visit to the beach house, Angie was aghast and concerned for Layla's welfare all over again.

      "Like I said, the police are aware of the situation, obviously, and are conducting their investigations. But I just thought you should know in case he turns up here. He is most definitely not welcome."

      "Got it," said Angie. "I'll let the rest of the staff know. Do you think he might be responsible for Jenna's murder?"

      "The police are looking into that," said Addison. She didn't want to go into any more detail. It was Layla's business, after all.

      Angie excused herself and went back to work, and Addison found her way back to Dennis's room. She gave Layla a thumb's up to say everything was okay, and then sat quietly in the corner while Layla continued reading to her father.

      They left when a different nurse brought Dennis's lunch in.

      "I don't know why they bother," said Layla as they walked to the car. "He hasn't eaten anything for days."

      "There was a tub of custard on the tray," said Addison. "Maybe that'll be easy enough for him to swallow."

      "Maybe."

      "Shall we go to Hazel's for lunch?" Addison suggested.

      Layla nodded. Addison sent a quick text off to Olivia to let her know what they were doing, and check that Jason was still there. All was well back at the beach house, so Addison drove them the short distance and parked in front of Hazel's café.

      There were three staff helping Hazel with the lunchtime rush, which was just as well. Addison had never seen the place so busy.

      "Maybe she finally got a new baker," Addison whispered as they approached the counter, but changed her mind when she saw the empty display cabinet.

      "Hazel's is always busy for lunch," said Layla. "She has no problem with savoury food. It's just the sweets she can't seem to get right."

      "Oh. Well that's something then."

      "Hi girls," said Hazel, wiping her hands on her apron. "I gave up," she added when she saw Addison staring at the empty cabinet. "Thought I should concentrate on my strengths for now."

      "Good for you," said Layla. "Have you got room for us for lunch?"

      "We're just leaving," came a voice from behind them. "You can have our table."

      Addison swung around to find Josie Porter, the dog groomer, finishing off the last chips on her plate. Or was it Juliet? Whichever twin she was, there was an older woman with her who had to be their mother.

      "Hi… Josie?" said Addison.

      "Good guess," Josie answered.

      Addison smiled. "You did an excellent job on Charlie, thanks for that."

      "You're most welcome. How's he doing?"

      "He's great, actually. Follows my daughter around everywhere she goes. I don't have the heart to separate them."

      "So you'll keep him?" asked the older woman. "I'm Felicia, by the way."

      "Nice to meet you. Yes, I think Charlie might be staying with us. My daughter's had enough loss. I can't send him away."

      Josie piled her and her mother's empty plates together and placed them on the counter for Hazel. "There you go," she said. "Take a seat." She placed a hand on Layla's arm. "I'm so sorry for your loss," she said sincerely.

      "Thanks, Josie. I appreciate it."

      "Is there anything we can do to help?"

      Layla shook her head and lowered herself into the booth Josie and Felicia had vacated. "No, thank you. Addison is taking care of me."

      Josie gave Layla's arm one last squeeze, and then she and her mother left.

      "Everyone's been so nice," said Layla. "I don't know how to handle it."

      "I think you handled it just fine," said Addison, picking up a menu but not opening it yet. "There are no rules for something like this, Layla. You just have to look after yourself. Don't worry about other people. They don't know what to say or how to handle things any more than you do."

      "No, I suppose not." Layla opened her own menu. "I'm starving."

      Addison smiled. It was the first time Layla had been interested in food since the fire. It was a step in the right direction.
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      On the drive home from the café, an idea entered Addison's head. What if she were to offer to bake for Hazel? She'd joked about it with Olivia the other day, but she had to admit she'd been half serious. She could do it from her own kitchen, which would be commercial enough once the bed and breakfast was up and running. And it wouldn't be that much extra work. If she was baking for her guests, surely it wouldn't be too much trouble to do extra for Hazel's café?

      "What are you thinking about?" asked Layla as they pulled into the beach house driveway.

      "Oh, nothing," said Addison. She didn't want voice her idea just yet. She knew Olivia would go nuts at her trying to take on even more work, and she wasn't ready for that argument. "Come on. Let's go see how much work these young, fit people have managed to get done."

      Olivia and Jason had done quite a lot, actually. Addison was very pleased with their efforts. The bed and breakfast would be ship-shape in no time.

      They all worked together for a couple more hours, until Layla's new room was ready to move into. Jason and Olivia moved a couple of pieces of furniture in for her, then they all left her to it.

      "Who wants coffee?" asked Addison once the three of them were down in the kitchen.

      "Yes please," said Olivia.

      "Any chance you can do an iced coffee?" asked Jason. He fished a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped sweat from his forehead.

      Addison shrugged. There was cream in the fridge, and it wouldn't take much to whip it. "I don't see why not."

      "That sounds good," said Olivia. "Make mine an iced coffee too, please."

      "Three iced coffees, coming right up." Addison set about making the drinks while Jason and Olivia laughed about some joke or other they'd seen on the Internet. Addison was pleased to see Olivia had gotten over her initial shyness around Jason. It was also good to see Jason smile.

      The iced coffees turned out delicious, and they were polished off quickly. Charlie, who'd been patiently sitting at Olivia's feet, stretched up and pawed gently at her legs.

      "Okay, boy," said Olivia, scratching the top of his head. "It's time for your walk. Let's go." Charlie ran around in excited circles while Olivia found his lead.

      When they were gone, Addison asked Jason to join her in the back garden. "I have some ideas for out here I want to run by you," she said.

      The back garden currently consisted of the dilapidated shed, the mango and citrus trees, and a large amount of overgrown grass. It was a big space, but it needed a lot of work.

      "What are your thoughts?" asked Jason as they strolled.

      Addison explained her idea of creating a large seating area centred around an outdoor pizza oven. "I think it would be lovely to sit out here of an evening and enjoy a glass of wine while we cook pizzas. What do you think?"

      "Sounds great to me. You want me to build it?"

      "If you think you could, yes. That would be lovely. After we finish the inside of the house, though."

      "Of course. I'll start working on some plans." Jason walked around the area, as much as he could with the overgrown grass. Addison could see he was already thinking of where the pizza oven could go. She let him pace things out and took a seat in the old cane lounge the previous owner had left behind on the back verandah. When Jason was finished he came and sat in the other chair.

      "I think that'll work out great," he said. "I'll work on a price for you once I've had a look at the equipment. I'm sure they have kits for pizza ovens at the hardware store."

      "Excellent," said Addison. She was so pleased the beach house was coming together. It was going to be a wonderful place to gather with new friends. Speaking of new friends, she counted Jason as one of them. She was a little ashamed she'd thought of him as a suspect in Jenna's murder.

      "How are you doing, Jason? I mean, after Jenna…"

      Jason nodded and sank back in the chair. "I'm okay. I mean, I'm angry and hurt, and I'm upset that I didn't get the chance to change her mind about leaving. And I'm angry that someone took that chance away from me. If only she'd come to the door…"

      "Come to the door when?" asked Addison, her detective hat back on all of a sudden.

      Jason's face sank. His gaze dropped to his lap and he gripped the arms of the chair.

      "Did you go to see Jenna on Friday night?" Addison asked. She held her breath as she waited for him to answer.

      He nodded.

      "But she didn't answer the door?"

      He shook his head.

      This was something he could have mentioned earlier. Addison wondered whether Wilcox knew.

      "Did you tell the police?" she asked.

      Another head shake.

      "Jason… You can't hide something like that from the police. It makes you look guilty. You're not guilty, are you? Did you hurt Jenna? Did you set the fire?"

      "No!" That brought his voice back. "I didn't touch her. I never would have hurt her."

      "Then why were you there?"

      "I told you before. I thought I could change her mind about leaving. I know I could have, if I'd just had the time."

      "Okay," Addison held a hand out to placate him. She didn't want Layla to hear them arguing. "Tell me what happened."

      Jason took a deep breath. "I went home from here on Friday afternoon and changed. Then I went to see Jenna. I called to tell her I was coming."

      "You spoke to her?"

      "Yes. Just briefly. I asked if it was all right if I came over, she said yes."

      "What time was this?"

      "I called at about six o'clock, then I went straight round. I would have been there by quarter past."

      Addison wished she had her notebook. It was just inside in the kitchen, but she didn't want to break Jason's momentum. She had a feeling he was only going to tell her this once. She'd have to try and remember what he said and write it down later.

      "And when you got there, she wasn't there?"

      "I don't know if she was there or not. But she didn't answer the door. It was locked."

      "The gallery door? Downstairs?"

      "Yes. I called her mobile again, I thought maybe she didn't hear me knock. But she didn't answer the phone."

      "That wasn't long before the fire." Addison's mind was racing. "So let me get this straight – we left Jenna at around half past five, maybe a little later. You called her around six, and she answered and told you to come over. So everything was still fine with her at that point. But then when you arrived, she didn't answer the door or the phone."

      "That's right."

      "Would she have changed her mind about seeing you in those fifteen minutes, do you think?" Addison remembered Jenna's talent for playing games, and apparently the whole town believed she was leading Jason on. But Jason shook his head emphatically.

      "She'd never done anything like that to me before. You know, I considered trying to break in. I thought something might be wrong."

      "Why didn't you?" Addison asked.

      "It was Layla's gallery. I didn't want to do any damage. Maybe I should have. Do you think whoever killed her was inside?"

      Addison didn't want to add to his hurt, but she couldn't see any other explanation.

      "I do. Something must have happened to her in those fifteen minutes between the time you called, and the time you got there and she didn't answer the door. You didn't smell smoke, did you?"

      "No."

      "Then the fire hadn't been started. Jason, you have to go to the police. I think whoever killed Jenna was inside the gallery while you were outside knocking."

      Jason's head dropped into his hands. "I should have busted down the door. I should have made more of an effort. I could have saved her." His whole body heaved up and down as he sobbed. Addison wanted to comfort him, but she didn't know what to say.

      Maybe he was right.

      Maybe he could have saved Jenna.
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      After calming Jason down and sending him off to tell Wilcox about his visit to the gallery on Friday, Addison pulled her notebook out of the drawer and started writing.

      She couldn't believe Jason had been there right before Jenna died. Or perhaps even after she'd died, but before the killer set the gallery on fire. If he'd broken the door down like he'd wanted to, he might have been able to save her. Or he could have caught the killer and stopped them burning down the gallery.

      Or he could have been killed himself.

      Addison shook her head of those thoughts. It wasn't going to help Jenna now. Or Layla, for that matter. She decided not to tell Layla about Jason's revelation. At least not just yet. She was having a hard enough time coming to terms with everything as it was.

      Another thought rattled around in her head. Was Jason telling the truth? Did he really go to see Jenna with the intention of trying to change her mind, and then just leave when she didn't answer? Why wasn't he more persistent?

      What if Jenna really did let him in, and he was the one who killed her and lit the fire to cover his tracks? But if that was the case, why would he have told Addison that he was there at all?

      Because of the phone call. He'd called Jenna right before she died. He'd need to explain that to the police. They could track where your phone was these days. She'd seen that on some police show or other. They were able to say such-and-such suspect was in this location at this time, just because they had their phone turned on.

      Wilcox would have checked Jenna's phone records by now. So he would know that Jason had called Jenna from outside the gallery right before the murder. Telling Addison what he'd just told her, about Jenna not answering, was one explanation for it.

      The other explanation was that Jason was the killer.

      Addison wrote all her suspicions frantically into her notebook. By the time she'd finished, she didn't believe it. Jason was a good guy. Addison had been married to a detective. She knew how to read people. Jason Sadler was not a killer.

      Rick Ramirez, on the other hand, definitely had murder in him. Addison hoped Wilcox had at least been able to find Rick and keep him away from Layla.

      Addison was just putting the notebook back in the drawer when Layla came into the kitchen.

      "Hi," said Addison. "All settled in?"

      "As much as I can be." Layla took a seat at the kitchen bench. "Addison, I don't know how to thank you for everything you've done. Letting me stay here…"

      Addison raised both hands to stop her. "Don't be silly. Of course you'll stay here, for as long as you need. We're family, Layla. That means a lot in my book. I can't imagine what it must feel like to lose everything you own."

      "It's been hard to get my head around."

      "Well I'm here for you. Whatever you need. I mean it."

      The corner of Layla's mouth turned up in a half-smile. "I don't suppose you feel like baking?"

      "That's a silly question. I always feel like baking. What's your request?"

      "Chocolate brownies? My mum used to make them with raspberries and white chocolate chips. Any chance you could—"

      "Say no more," said Addison, already reaching for the fridge door. "I think I have just about everything I need. One batch of raspberry white chocolate chip brownies coming right up."

      As Addison went about gathering the ingredients, they heard the front door followed by voices. One of them was Olivia's. Layla and Addison froze and stared at each other wide-eyed, before the other voice became recognisable as a woman's. They both breathed a sigh of relief as Olivia and an older woman came into the kitchen, Charlie trotting along behind.

      "Hello," said the woman, who Addison thought must be at least seventy. She was short but not stooped, her hair grey but stylish. She moved about like a sixty-year-old, but the lines on her face gave away a few extra years.

      "Mrs Jones," said Layla with a smile, jumping up from her stool and giving the visitor a warm hug. "I haven't seen you for a while."

      "I've been to Brisbane visiting my sister. She can't make the trip up here anymore. I've come home today to find I have new neighbours, so I thought I'd pop in and introduce myself."

      "Hi," said Addison, reaching out to grasp the woman's hand. "I'm Addison. You've obviously met my daughter, Olivia."

      "She and Charlie met me just as I was about to knock. I live next-door."

      Olivia surveyed the baking ingredients spread out on the kitchen counter. "Looks like you've come at the right time," she said. "What are you making, Mum?"

      "Brownies, by special request. Please, Mrs Jones, have a seat. Would you like a cup of tea? Olivia, put the kettle on."

      Mrs Jones hiked herself up onto one of the kitchen stools and the four women chatted while Addison prepared the brownies. Mrs Jones had no idea about the fire, so Layla filled her in.

      "Oh my, you poor thing. Losing your sister and your home like that. I can't imagine. Are you okay?"

      Layla nodded. "I will be. Addison is helping me."

      "That's good, dear. You're cousins, you said?"

      "Yes. Addison's father and my father were brothers."

      "How is your father?" Mrs Jones asked.

      Addison listened to Layla explain how her father's illness had progressed, and couldn't help but feel sorry for her cousin all over again. As if losing her sister and her home wasn't bad enough, shortly she was going to have to deal with the loss of her father as well. She tried to think of a way to brighten the conversation, but she was overwhelmed with the sadness of it all.

      Layla, however, seemed happy to talk about her father today. From what she was saying Dennis and Mrs Jones had been quite good friends over the years. Mrs Jones promised to visit him in the next couple of days.

      When the brownie slab had cooled enough to remove from the tin, Addison sliced one end off and cut it into four pieces. She handed them out then made a fresh pot of tea.

      "Oh, my dear, this is delicious!" said Mrs Jones, a chocolate crumb hanging precariously from the corner of her mouth. "Who do you bake for?"

      "Just for us at the moment," said Addison. "But I hope to turn this place into a bed and breakfast, and I'll bake for the guests."

      "Not good enough," said Mrs Jones. "These little beauties shouldn't be so restricted. You know Hazel in town is looking for a baker? For her café?" Mrs Jones turned to Layla. "Or did she find someone while I was away?"

      "No, her scones are as rock-hard as ever," said Layla.

      "Well that's it then! You absolutely must be Hazel's new baker," said Mrs Jones. The crumbs fell from her mouth. "I insist."

      Addison wasn't sure what authority Mrs Jones had to insist on such a thing, but she was such a lovely lady Addison found it hard to say no to her.

      "I have to admit the thought had crossed my mind," said Addison.

      Olivia shook her head. "Mum! You can't take on another job. You haven't even got this one up and running yet."

      "No, I know, you're right," said Addison. "That's why I didn't give the thought much attention." She turned to Mrs Jones. "Thank you so much for your kind suggestion, but there really wouldn't be any time for me to bake for Hazel. I'm very keen on the bed and breakfast idea."

      "Oh well," said Mrs Jones. "You can't blame a girl for trying." She had a good look around the kitchen then. "You seem to be settling in nicely. I'm so glad you've moved in. I was getting concerned with the place being empty. I saw a man hanging around last weekend, you know."

      Addison's danger radar went up. "A man hanging around? Can you describe him?"

      "Not really. I thought he might be going to break in, but then he went away. I was going to phone the police, but then my taxi arrived to take me to the bus station. I must admit I forgot all about it until now."

      Addison, Layla, and Olivia all stiffened and stared at each other.

      "What?" asked Mrs Jones. "Did he come back?"

      Layla explained that her ex-husband was in town, and without going into too much detail, told Mrs Jones that he wasn't welcome around here.

      "If you happen to see him again, would you call the police?" asked Addison.

      "Of course," said Mrs Jones. "Any chance I could have another one of those brownies?"

      Addison sliced another end from the slab and cut four more brownie pieces. She was handing them out when Mrs Jones's eyes widened. Addison turned to follow the woman's gaze out the window, and came face-to-face with Rick Ramirez.
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      Addison was too mad to be scared. She flung the back door open and launched herself at Rick, shoving him in the chest. He just managed to grab the railing and stop himself falling down the stairs.

      "How dare you come around here frightening people!" Addison yelled. "You've caused enough hurt. You've got exactly ten seconds to clear off before I call the police."

      Rick held both hands high to show he wasn't there to do any harm. "Please, Addison. I know what I've done. I'm not here to cause any more trouble."

      "Then what are you doing sneaking around the back of the house?"

      "I didn't think you'd let me in the front door."

      "You got that right," said Olivia over Addison's shoulder. Addison turned to find both Olivia and Mrs Jones standing right behind her, hands on their hips. Layla hovered in the doorway.

      "Call the police, Olivia," said Addison.

      Olivia pulled her mobile phone out of her pocket.

      "No, wait, please," said Rick. "I've still got five seconds. All I want is to talk to Layla. To apologise. She deserves an apology after all I've done."

      Olivia held the phone in the air but didn't make the call.

      Addison turned to Layla. "He wants to apologise," she said. "Is that something you want to hear?"

      "Maybe," said Layla. Addison could see the fear all over her face.

      Addison stepped aside a fraction, just enough so that Layla and Rick could see each other. But she stood firm, ready to intervene if he made the slightest move. So did Olivia and Mrs Jones. Addison felt a tiny kick of power having the two of them back her up, even if one was barely an adult and the other was pushing seventy.

      "Say what you've come to say," Addison told Rick.

      "I was hoping to have a moment alone—"

      Addison shook her head emphatically. "Never going to happen. Say what you need to say, then get out of here."

      Rick took a deep breath and focused on Layla. "Sweetheart, I'm so sorry for all I put you through. I had a lot of time to think about it these last five years. I was an a…" Rick surveyed the audience and chose better words after a stern look from Mrs Jones. "I wasn't a good man. I wasn't a good husband. You deserved better."

      "You're damn right I did," said Layla, and Addison had to suppress a smile. You go, girl.

      "Can you ever forgive me?" Rick asked.

      "Did you kill my sister?" Layla countered.

      "What? No. I didn't touch Jenna. I haven't seen her since… since I went away. I heard what happened, though. I'm sorry."

      Layla stood in the doorway and regarded her ex-husband for a long while. Addison almost broke the silence herself, it was so tense. Eventually Layla spoke.

      "I've moved on, Rick. I've built a home, a successful business. I'll build it again. I don't need you anymore."

      Addison was so proud of her cousin right then. She thought Rick was about to cry.

      "Please, babe. I know you don't need me anymore. I get that. But I need to apologise to you. Properly. Can we meet somewhere tomorrow? Anywhere you want. I just want to talk to you. I promise I'll never hurt you again."

      Addison thought for sure Layla would turn him down, and she was ready to threaten him with the police again. But Layla surprised her.

      "Meet me at Hazel's tomorrow afternoon," Layla said to Rick. "Two o'clock."

      "Thank you," Rick said. He smiled at Addison and then walked away.

      "Are you serious?" asked Olivia when they all went back inside.

      "Olivia," Addison warned. "It's Layla's business."

      "But…"

      "No buts. Why don't you feed Charlie?"

      Addison checked all the windows to make sure Rick had truly gone, then she took Layla and Mrs Jones into the great room.

      "The child is right," said Mrs Jones. "You were no sooner through explaining all about that horrible man to me when he appeared, and now you've agreed to sit down with him. I thought you didn't want any more to do with him?"

      Addison couldn't have said it better herself. She was beginning to like Mrs Jones a lot. She waited for Layla to respond.

      "We'll be at Hazel's, surrounded by people. And Addison will be there too. I won't go alone." Layla raised her eyebrows at Addison, silently asking the question.

      "Of course I'll go with you," said Addison. "But that's not what Rick thinks. He's not going to be happy."

      "I'm not doing it to make him happy. I'm doing it to find out whether he killed my sister."

      Now it was starting to make sense. Addison smiled. Her cousin wasn't as silly as she looked.

      "Well I hope the two of you are very careful," said Mrs Jones. She glanced at the clock on the wall opposite the fireplace. "I'd better get home before it goes dark. I don't like being out in the dark, and Bella will be wondering where I am."

      Mrs Jones headed for the front door as Addison mouthed 'Bella' with a questioning look to Layla.

      'Dog,' Layla mouthed back. Addison nodded her understanding.

      "Thanks so much for stopping by, Mrs Jones," Addison said. "It was lovely to meet you. Please come anytime."

      "Yes, it was nice to meet you too, dear. Say goodbye to Olivia for me." Mrs Jones cast a final look at Layla. "Take care."

      "I will," said Layla. "Give Bella a cuddle for me."

      Addison watched as Mrs Jones made her way down the front steps and through a hole in the hedge to her house next door. Addison hadn't even known the hole was there. Which reminded her, she needed to get a lock for the gate at the side of the house. She didn't like the idea of Rick just waltzing in like he owned the place. Or anyone, for that matter.

      Back inside, Addison and Layla stood in the half empty great room. The lounge area was furnished with the couch and armchairs Addison had brought up from Sydney, but there was a big space on the opposite side of the room where she planned to put a dining table suitable for a full complement of house guests. They'd have to go furniture shopping before too long.

      "Are you sure you want to do this?" Addison asked Layla. Olivia and Charlie joined them, Olivia taking one of the armchairs and Charlie, still licking his lips from his dinner, settling by her feet.

      "I'm sure. He's not the type of person who gives up. And like I said, I want to find out whether he killed my sister."

      "Are you just going to ask him?" said Olivia.

      "I might. I don't know. But I won't find out anything if I don't talk to him."

      Addison leaned forward. "It's not your job to find out who killed Jenna," she said, realising the irony as soon as the words left her mouth.

      "Look who's talking," said Olivia with a little snort.

      "Yeah, yeah, I know. But I'm serious. Rick Ramirez is bad news. I really don't want you going anywhere near him, Layla."

      "But you'll go with me anyway, won't you?"

      Addison sighed. She was never going to change Layla's mind.

      "Of course I will. Now, let's think about some dinner. I'm starving."
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      Layla came down to breakfast the next morning with her phone to her ear. She sounded like she was just finishing off a call. Addison cracked eggs into a bowl, added a splash of milk, and whisked them with a fork.

      "Who was that?" she asked when Layla put the phone down. "And good morning."

      "Good morning." Layla flicked the kettle on before settling onto a stool at the kitchen bench. "That was some guy from Jenna's work. Said he was working on a special project for her."

      "What special project?"

      "I don't know. He said it was something she'd asked him to do outside of the firm. Looking into a development or something. To be honest, Addison, I didn't pay much attention."

      Addison poured the eggs into the frypan and dropped three pieces of bread into the toaster. "So why was he calling?" she asked as she scrambled the eggs.

      "He'd just heard about Jenna. He wanted to see if he should continue the investigation, seeing as it was a private matter she'd asked him to look into outside of the firm."

      "What did you tell him?"

      Layla shrugged. "I told him not to bother. It doesn't matter now, does it?" The kettle boiled, and Layla made tea for herself and Addison.

      "It might," said Addison. She turned the stove off once the eggs were done and set the pan aside. The toast popped up, and she divided it and the eggs onto three waiting plates. "Olivia!" she called up the stairs. "Breakfast!"

      Charlie came running down the stairs, followed by Olivia in her skimpy sleeping shorts and singlet. "Sorry," she said, rubbing her eyes. "I slept in."

      "Late night?" asked Addison, pushing a plate towards her spot at the bench. They'd taken to eating breakfast here each morning together, Layla and Olivia on stools and Addison propped against the opposite counter.

      "I made a start on some of the reading material for uni," said Olivia as she waited for the coffee machine to heat up. "Fascinating stuff, but there's so much of it. It's going to be an interesting year."

      Addison made a start on her eggs, noticing Layla had almost finished hers. It was good to see her eating again.

      "Do you want another piece of toast?" Addison asked.

      "No, thanks. That's enough. What did you mean when you said it might matter? Jenna's special project?"

      "Well, what if it had something to do with her murder?" said Addison.

      Olivia's head swivelled around from where she was busy frothing milk for her morning latte. "What's got to do with Jenna's murder?"

      "Some guy from her work just called Layla. Said he was working on a secret project for her," Addison explained.

      "He didn't say it was secret. Just personal."

      "Even so…"

      "You could be right," said Layla. "I didn't think of it being related to her murder. I'm so stupid!"

      "You're not stupid," said Addison. "You're tired. You've been through a lot, emotionally. It's okay. Did you get his name?"

      "He did say it. Something interesting, like Flynn, Finn, something like that. I didn't catch his last name. Oh, but it was a mobile number he called from. I guess I could call him back?"

      "Let's both do that after breakfast," said Addison.

      "Good idea."

      "Are we working on the house today?" Olivia asked. "I mean, before your meeting this afternoon?"

      Painting was the last thing Addison felt like doing today. "Let's take a break," she said. "What would you like to do?"

      "It's a beautiful day," said Olivia. "I thought I might spend a little time at the beach."

      "Great idea," said Addison. "Layla? Do you want to go to the beach? Or are you going to visit Uncle Dennis?"

      "I'll go and see Dad. I don't know how much time he has left."

      Addison was torn. She should really go with Layla to the nursing home. Although she'd warned Angie about Rick, she didn't trust the guy one bit. She didn't want to leave Layla alone while he was in town. But she should be spending time with Olivia before she went off to uni, and a morning on the beach sounded great.

      "Go with Layla," said Olivia, reading Addison's mind. "I don't trust that guy either."

      Addison smiled and nodded her agreement.

      After breakfast Olivia got changed and headed off to the beach, promising her mother she'd cover herself in sunscreen. Addison and Layla settled at the kitchen table to call Flynn or Finn back. Addison had her notebook ready. Layla put the phone on speaker and hit the last number on her recent calls list.

      "Finlay Maguire," the voice answered.

      "Hi Finn," said Layla. "This is Jenna's sister, we spoke earlier this morning."

      "Yes, hello again. How can I help you?"

      "I've been speaking with my cousin about what you said this morning. I've got her here with me, you're on speaker phone. Her name is Addison."

      "Hello, Addison."

      "Hi Finn," said Addison, leaning over the top of the phone. She'd always felt a bit weird using a phone on speaker.

      "Would you be able to tell Addison what you told me this morning?" Layla asked.

      "Of course," Finn replied. "Jenna had me looking into the legalities of a development project. It wasn't something to do with any of the cases the firm is currently working on, so I was just wondering whether I should continue or not. In light of your loss, I mean. I was very sorry to hear about what happened to Jenna."

      "Thank you, Finn," said Addison. "What can you tell us about the development project?"

      "Not a great deal, I'm afraid. I wasn't able to find out much, because the project is in Queensland and we're in New South Wales."

      "It wouldn't happen to be an apartment building in Getaway Bay, would it?" asked Addison.

      "Yes, it is." Addison heard the clicking of a keyboard. "It's owned by a Mr Edward Mathieson."

      "What did Jenna want you to find out?"

      "She was interested in the approval process. She wanted to know if there was anything, shall we say, dodgy about it."

      "And was there?" asked Layla.

      "Not that I could find. It was approved by the local council, five votes to four. There was some debate as to whether it was too close to the beach or not. Apparently it was submitted to council a couple of years ago, and at that stage it was rejected. But this time it was passed, so it went ahead."

      "What had changed?" asked Addison.

      "Well that's the thing," said Finn. "Nothing changed with the submission, from what I could see. The only thing that changed was one of the councillors. One must have retired and was replaced."

      "Jerry," said Layla. "He retired last year."

      More clicking on Finn's keyboard. "That's right. Jerard Nichols."

      "So let me get this straight," said Addison. "When Jerry Nichols was on the council, the development was rejected five votes to four. Then he retired, and it was submitted again unchanged, and this time it passed."

      "That's correct," said Finn.

      "When was the development approved?" Addison asked, her pen now scribbling furiously in her notebook.

      "Ah, hang on a minute. Yes, here it is. October last year. I'm sorry, I've got a meeting to get to. Is there anything else you need to know?"

      Addison shook her head, then realised how silly that was. "No thanks, Finn. You've been very helpful."

      They ended the call, and Addison and Layla sat silent for a moment. Addison's brain was working overtime. Jerry Nichols was Charlie's previous owner. He'd been a road block to Edward's development, until he'd retired from the council. He'd passed away only a few weeks ago.

      "Do you remember Jerry retiring from council?" Addison asked Layla.

      "I do, actually. The whole town was shocked. Jerry loved serving the community. He'd always said he'd do it until he died, or until he was voted off. Whichever came first. No-one expected him to retire."

      "We should have asked Finn who replaced him."

      "That's easy," said Layla. "Lisa Mathieson."

      "Edward's niece?"

      "Yes. She works at the bakery with him." Layla's eyes suddenly widened. "Oh, wow. You don't think…"

      "That Ed somehow got Jerry to retire so his niece could take his place and vote in favour of his development? Yes. That's exactly what I think. And I'll bet Jenna thought so, too."
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      Dennis was sitting up in bed watching television when Addison and Layla arrived. At least his eyes were trained on the screen. Whether he was actually taking any of it in, Addison couldn't even guess.

      "Hello, Dad," said Layla, giving him a kiss on the forehead.

      Dennis frowned. "Angie," he said.

      "No, I'm Layla. Your daughter."

      "Jenna."

      Layla glanced at Addison, who'd settled herself into the chair in the corner with her notebook. Addison shrugged. They'd already decided not to tell Dennis about Jenna's death, for his own sake.

      Layla turned back to her father. "Jenna's in Sydney, Dad," she lied. "I don't know where Angie is. I think it's her day off."

      Dennis stared at Layla then, and Addison held her breath, wondering whether Layla would be strong enough to keep up the lie. Addison wasn't totally sure it was the right thing to do, but it had made sense when Angie had explained it.

      Dennis closed his eyes and settled down further in the bed. Layla sat with him for a long while, just holding his hand. It brought back painful memories for Addison of her last weeks with Rob.

      She distracted herself by opening the notebook and reading everything Finn had told them about Ed Mathieson's development. Jenna had clearly been suspicious of Ed if she'd asked Finn to investigate. Had she got close to a secret Ed wanted to keep hidden? Did he kill her to keep her quiet?

      Addison decided she needed to speak to Wilcox. The police station wasn't far from here.

      "Do you mind if I leave you here for a while?" Addison asked Layla. "I'll come back in time to take you to Hazel's."

      "Sure," said Layla.

      Addison gave her cousin's shoulder a reassuring squeeze, then left her to it. On her way out she stopped at the front desk to make sure they were on the lookout for Rick. The nurse on duty assured her they were aware of the situation, and would call the police immediately if he showed his face.

      It was about a five-minute walk to the police station, and Addison used the time to think of a strategy for approaching Wilcox. It all went out the window when she literally ran into him outside the station.

      "Oh, sorry!" she said as they collided. "I wasn't watching where I was going."

      Wilcox looked exasperated, and she hadn't even started talking to him about Ed yet.

      "Mrs Lake," he said with a frown. "Were you coming to the station? Do you have something new to report?"

      "Well, yes and no. I'd like to talk to you about it, if you have time."

      Wilcox made a point of looking at his watch. "I guess I have five minutes. I was just ducking out to get a sandwich, if you'd care to walk with me."

      He sounded very formal for a laid-back Queensland town, but then Addison remembered he'd originally come from Sydney like her. She decided to break the ice a little instead of launching straight into the case.

      "What part of Sydney are you from?" she asked as they headed towards the town centre.

      "Originally I'm from the Western Suburbs, but I worked all over the city."

      "Do you miss it?"

      Wilcox shook his head. "I like the weather better up here. And it's quieter." He turned to face her. "Usually. What did you want to talk about?"

      Enough small talk, then. "I wanted to know if you considered Ed Mathieson a suspect in Jenna's murder."

      "You mean because of all the talk about a feud between them, also involving Hazel Henshaw?"

      "Yes. But not just that." Addison explained their earlier discussion with Finn from Jenna's law firm.

      "I see. So you think Mathieson was covering something up, perhaps some kind of underhanded means of getting his development approved, and Jenna found out so he killed her to keep it quiet?"

      "Um, yes. But it sounds so wicked when you put it like that."

      "Murder is wicked, Mrs Lake."

      "I guess it is. So, are you investigating Ed?"

      "We've looked into his possible involvement, yes."

      Wilcox wasn't giving anything up easily.

      "And?"

      "And our investigation is ongoing. I can't tell you any more than that."

      How frustrating. Addison shoved her hands in her pockets. "What about Jerry Nichols?"

      "What about him?"

      "Isn't it strange that he retired from council, even though he said he'd never do that? And he's replaced on the council by a relative of Ed Mathieson's, who subsequently approved Mathieson's development unchanged? And then within months Jerry is dead? Did he really die of natural causes?"

      Wilcox stopped walking and stood in front of Addison with his arms folded. "Haven't I already asked you to stay out of this investigation? Making accusations like that could get you into trouble."

      "I'm not making accusations. They're merely observations. Ones which you should have already made." Addison mirrored Wilcox's folded arms stance.

      Wilcox let out an exaggerated sigh. He looked around, as if making sure he wasn't overheard, then he leaned closer to Addison.

      "Look," he said, talking to her but watching the rest of the street, "It wasn't Mathieson. He has an alibi. He was in Riverwood at the time of Jenna's murder, giving a speech to some community group or other. There are at least fifty witnesses that can put him half an hour away at the time of the murder and the fire."

      "Oh." Addison felt herself deflate.

      "Yes, oh." Wilcox continued walking towards town, and Addison had to take a couple of quick steps to catch up with him.

      "You might have led with that," she said.

      "I'm not supposed to have told you that. It's a murder inquiry, Mrs Lake. I could lose my job for discussing it with you. You of all people should know that."

      It was Addison's turn to sigh. "I know. I'm sorry. It's just – I want to help close this case, for Layla's sake."

      "You know I haven't completely ruled her out as a suspect."

      "Layla? You can't still be thinking she killed her own sister. I told you – she was with me when the fire started. In the pub. She's got her own fifty witnesses that will say so."

      "And like I already told you, there are ways to delay the start of a fire so you're not there when it takes hold."

      Addison gritted her teeth together. It wouldn't do her any good to argue with Wilcox on that point. She knew Layla wasn't the killer. That was good enough.

      They reached the front of the bakery, and Addison looked inside to see Ed Mathieson grinning at a customer from behind the counter. She'd never formally met the man, but she didn't like him. For all Jenna's faults, she'd always been a good judge of character.

      "Did you hear from Layla's ex-husband again?" Wilcox asked.

      Addison turned her attention back to him and nodded. "Rick turned up at the beach house again last night. He convinced Layla to meet him this afternoon at Hazel's. He says he just wants to apologise to her."

      "Do you believe him?"

      "Not in the slightest. He's up to something." Addison nodded towards Ed. "If it wasn't him who killed Jenna, it has to have been Rick."

      "Are you going to be with her when she meets him, then?"

      "Of course. I'm not letting him anywhere near her alone."

      Wilcox nodded. "Good. Look, I've got go now. But there's something I need to speak with Layla about. Can I come to the beach house later this afternoon?"

      "That depends. Are you going to charge her with murder?"

      "Not at this stage."

      "Then okay. We should be back there by four o'clock."
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      Addison returned to the nursing home and sat with Layla and Dennis until it was time to go to Hazel's. Their plan was to get to the café around one o'clock so they could have lunch and settle their nerves before Rick arrived at two.

      "How is he?" Addison asked as they walked to the car.

      Layla sighed. "He seemed unsettled. Kept asking for Angie, although I told him she wasn't there. Eventually I had to go and ask in reception if she was around, but it's her day off. I think I finally got that through to Dad. Then he kept going on about Jenna. It was a struggle to keep her death from him, Addison."

      "If he's that lucid, maybe you should tell him?" Addison suggested.

      "Yes, maybe."

      Addison parked outside Hazel's and they went in.

      "Where did you go today?" Layla asked once they'd ordered sandwiches and taken a table right in the middle of the café.

      "To see Wilcox about that phone call," Addison replied. She told Layla about her conversation with Wilcox, leaving out the part about Layla still being a suspect.

      "So it definitely wasn't Ed, then."

      "No. I wonder whether there was anything in it? What Jenna found out about his development, I mean."

      Layla shrugged. "We might never know. I don't think there were any suspicions around Jerry's death. And from what I can remember, he just changed his mind about retiring. He said he got tired, and found it difficult to get to the meetings."

      "I suppose that's fair enough," said Addison. Hazel brought their sandwiches and coffees to the table, and the two of them ate in silence. Addison guessed Layla was thinking about Rick, while she was lost in her own thoughts about the case.

      It must have been Rick. There was no other reasonable explanation. He was a slimy one, Rick Ramirez. Addison had no doubt he was capable of murder and arson if it served his own purposes.

      Hazel cleared their plates away at a quarter to two, and asked if they wanted more coffee. They both said yes, and Addison explained who they were waiting for. Hazel said she would keep an eye on their table, and call the police at the first sign of trouble.

      "I'm sorry," said Layla when they were alone again.

      "For what?"

      "You shouldn't have to go through all this. You've only just arrived in town. You came here to get away from drama, and here I've landed you right back in it."

      "Hey, don't be silly," said Addison. She reached across the table and squeezed her cousin's hand. "None of this is your fault. What happened to Jenna, Rick being here, none of it is your doing. I'm just glad I'm here to support you."

      "You're a good friend, Addison."

      Addison felt Layla's body stiffen before she pulled her hand away. She turned to see Rick in the doorway of the café. He strode over to the table.

      "What are you doing here?" he asked Addison.

      "She stays or I go," said Layla before Addison had the chance to speak.

      Rick thought about it for a moment, then pulled out a chair and sat. Hazel came straight over with Addison and Layla's second coffees.

      "Can I get you anything?" Hazel asked Rick.

      "An English breakfast tea please," said Rick with a smile.

      Addison couldn't help herself. "Tea? Really?"

      "It was the only good thing to come out of prison," said Rick. "The coffee they served was disgusting, so I learned to like tea. It stuck."

      The three of them sat staring at each other for a long while. Rick's bravado of the previous day was gone. He actually looked nervous. Eventually Layla broke the silence.

      "What do you want, Rick?"

      Rick sat up a little straighter and folded his hands together in front of him. He glanced nervously at Addison before focusing his attention on Layla.

      "I want to apologise, Layla. For everything. Including scaring you both yesterday. That wasn't my intention."

      Layla and Addison remained silent. Rick continued.

      "I know I was a lousy husband. I said things… I did things… things you have no reason to forgive me for. I was a drunk. A rotten, mean, drunk. But I loved you, Layla. I still love you.

      "I've changed. I haven't had a drink since I went to prison. When I got out I was tempted, but I decided it wasn't as important to me as you are. I want you back, Layla. And I'm prepared to do whatever it takes to win you back. I want us to be together again."

      Addison's eye's widened, but she kept quiet. She was here for moral support. Physical support, if necessary. But she wasn't here to tell Layla what to do. She just had to hope her cousin wouldn't fall for Rick's 'I've changed' speech. A drunk like him would never change.

      Hazel brought Rick's tea to the table. She lifted one eyebrow at Addison, and Addison gave her a tiny nod in return. Everything's okay, it said. For now.

      Rick poured the tea into the cup and added milk. He took a sip, and it was all Addison could do to stop herself knocking it out of his hands. He was too smug.

      "You've stopped drinking?" Layla asked. Addison sensed a tiny sliver of hope in her voice. Oh no.

      "Yes. I wasn't a nice person when I was drinking. I wasn't a good husband. I want to be a good husband, Layla. Like when we were first married.

      "I've got a job lined up in Brisbane. You could come with me. We'll start again. It'll be different, babe. I promise. I've learnt my lesson."

      Addison stared at Layla, and realised she was actually considering taking him back. Addison couldn't let that happen.

      "How can you even be thinking about this?" Addison asked Layla. "You know he killed Jenna."

      "I did not!" Rick's chair slid back, and for a moment Addison thought he was going to raise a hand to her. But he caught himself and settled down again. "I didn't touch Jenna. I hadn't seen her for five years. I didn't even know she was here."

      "Rubbish," said Addison. She couldn't stop herself now. "You killed Jenna to get her out of the way, and you burnt Layla's gallery to the ground so she'd have nothing left. You destroyed her life, and now you swoop in here and offer her a new life to replace it. It's obvious. You killed Jenna. You must have."

      "So call the police and report me then," said Rick. "You'll see how far your accusation gets." He turned his attention back to Layla. "I didn't do it, babe. I'd never do anything like that. I'd never hurt you."

      Layla shook her head at that. "You hurt me for years, Rick. How do I know Addison isn't right? How do I know you didn't kill my sister?"

      "Because I was in Brisbane when she died and that fire was lit. I was reporting to the police station as part of my parole. Check with them. I couldn't have been here. I didn't do it."

      He tried to take Layla's hand, but she pulled it out of his reach. "I'm sorry, babe. I know I hurt you in the past. A lot. I'll never be able to take that back. I wish I could. But I can promise you I'll never hurt you in the future. Come with me, let me show you."

      Layla wrung her hands together. She looked all around the café, to Hazel, to the other customers eating their lunches and drinking their coffee. She looked at everyone but Addison. Oh my goodness, thought Addison. She's actually considering this.

      "At least wait until we've checked with Wilcox," Addison pleaded. "You don't know whether he's lying or not. He's lied his whole life." Okay, so Addison hadn't known Rick his whole life, but she still felt confident calling him a liar. She'd met enough of his type.

      Layla shook her head. "I don't need to wait for anything." She picked up her teaspoon and started turning it over and over on the table. She stared at it for a long time. At least it felt like a long time for Addison. She couldn't believe it. Layla was going to go back to her abusive, no-good husband. The man who'd put her in the hospital. The man who she'd said she never wanted to see again.

      "So you'll come?" Rick asked, glancing nervously between Layla and Addison.

      Layla finally dropped the teaspoon and focused on Rick. "I hope you mean everything you just said. I hope you've stopped drinking. I hope you've got a job to go to in Brisbane. I really do. But I'm not going with you."

      Addison's sigh of relief was audible. She put a hand over her mouth and stared at Layla. Thank goodness.

      "I don't understand," said Rick. "I'm finally becoming the man you wanted me to be. Don't you see that?"

      "It's too late, Rick. You needed to be that man years ago. Not now. I truly hope you've turned your life around. But you can't be a part of my life anymore. I've moved on. My life is here, in Getaway Bay."

      "Then I could stay," Rick said. "I could find a job here. I'm sure we could work it out with the parole board—"

      "No," said Layla. Her voice was firm. Addison was proud of her. "My life is here, not yours. You need to make a fresh start. In Brisbane, or wherever you might end up. But not here."

      Addison thought Rick might burst into tears. Maybe he had really changed.

      "You're sure?" he asked, shoulders slumped.

      "I'm sure. A small part of me still loves you, Rick. Despite everything. I want you to do well, I really do. But I don't want you in my life anymore."

      Rick nodded, and pushed his tea cup and saucer away. He took a deep breath, and stood. "So this is goodbye, then."

      Layla stood and embraced him. She gave him a kiss on the cheek, then stood back. "Goodbye, Rick."

      He did cry then. "Goodbye, Layla." He fished in his pocket and left a five dollar note on the table for his tea. "Take care."

      "Are you all right?" Addison asked once Rick had gone.

      Layla nodded. "Yes. To be honest, I'm relieved he came here. It's given me a chance to put our marriage behind me once and for all."

      Addison went and paid Hazel for their lunch and drinks, and then they walked to the car. "You really think he'll just go?"

      "I do," said Layla. "I believe him when he says he's changed. He does seem different."

      Addison unlocked the Rav 4 and they climbed in.

      "You know," said Layla once they were on the road, "I was really dreading seeing him again. Even with him in prison, I knew he would one day get out. And I knew he'd find me. I guess even though I'd moved on and built my new life, he was always in the back of my mind."

      "And now?" Addison asked.

      "Now I think I can finally get him out of my head. I can rebuild my life. Again. And it's good to know he wasn't responsible for destroying it this time."

      Addison shook her head as she remembered his alibi. "I was sure it had been him," she said as she turned onto Seaview Drive.

      "I'm glad it wasn't," said Layla.

      Addison parked the car in front of the beach house and switched off the ignition. "So that's both Ed and Rick ruled out," she said, as she saw Olivia come out onto the verandah to greet them. "Who does that leave?"

      Layla nodded towards the man who appeared behind Olivia.

      Jason.
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      "How did it go?" Olivia asked as Addison and Layla approached the house.

      "As good as I could have hoped," Layla answered. "I don't think he'll be back."

      Layla went inside and headed straight up to her room, leaving Addison with Olivia and Jason. She gave them a brief rundown of what had occurred at the lunch, as well as her meeting with Wilcox.

      "So Ed's in the clear as well then," said Olivia as the three of them settled in the kitchen.

      "It would seem so." Addison turned to Jason. "Did I ask you to come over today? I don't remember."

      "No. But I wasn't sure what the situation was with Rick, and I wasn't doing anything, so…"

      "Thanks," said Addison. He might be on Wilcox's watch list, but Addison felt no threat from Jason. He was an open book. If he'd murdered Jenna and burnt down Layla's home there was no way he could act so normal around them.

      She opened the pantry and started collecting ingredients, and before she knew it a batch of Anzac biscuits was underway. Jason and Olivia watched on – Jason with interest; Olivia, by the look on her face, was just hungry.

      "I've never had Anzac biscuits before," Jason confessed.

      "Really?" Olivia looked at him as if he had two heads. "Mum makes them all the time, not just around Anzac Day. They're awesome."

      Addison smiled at her daughter's compliment. "You'd better stick around, Jason. These won't take long. Olivia, get that coffee machine going. I think I need another one after today."

      They spent the rest of the afternoon chatting over coffee and biscuits, then Jason left and Addison made a start on the chicken casserole she'd planned to cook for dinner. By the time it was in the oven she realised she'd spent a good part of the afternoon in the kitchen, and there was no place she'd rather be.

      Olivia had taken Charlie for a walk and Layla was still up in her room, which gave Addison a chance to sit down with her thoughts and her notebook. If Rick hadn't killed Jenna, and it wasn't Ed either, then who was it? The thought of a murderer remaining in the community was unsettling to say the least.

      Addison realised Detective Wilcox had said he'd be over that afternoon. She fished his card out of her handbag and put the number into her phone. When she'd finished adding the contact, she called him.

      "Detective Sergeant Wilcox," he said in a gruff voice.

      "Detective Wilcox, hello, it's Addison Lake."

      "Oh. Hello. I was meant to come around and see your cousin this afternoon. Time has gotten away from me."

      "Well she's home now. Would you like to join us for dinner?" The invitation was out of Addison's mouth before she realised what she was doing, but she couldn't take it back. She grimaced as she waited for his response.

      "Um, okay. I guess I could do that. Thank you very much. What time shall I be there?"

      Addison checked the clock on the wall. It was already after five. "What about half past six?" she asked.

      "Yes, I can make that. See you then." He ended the call, and Addison was left staring at her phone. She was still staring at it when Olivia and Charlie returned from their walk.

      "What's up?" asked Olivia, grabbing a bottle of juice from the fridge and a glass from the cupboard. Charlie lapped up water from his bowl.

      "I think I just invited Detective Wilcox over for dinner."

      "You think?"

      "No, I did. I invited him. Why did I do that?"

      "That was going to be my question." Olivia slopped juice onto the counter and cleaned it up with the dishcloth. She took a long drink from the glass.

      "I don't know. It just came out. He said he needed to come over and speak to Layla, and it's nearly dinner time, so, I guess it just seemed like the obvious thing to do."

      "I thought you didn't like him?" Olivia finished her juice and put the glass in the dishwasher.

      "I didn't like him because I thought he was incompetent. He's risen in my estimation since then. Still, it's odd that he accepted. I don't even know if he has any family."

      "You don't know if who has any family?" asked Layla as she appeared at the bottom of the kitchen stairs.

      "Detective Wilcox," said Olivia. "Mum's invited him to dinner." Olivia raised her eyebrows and smirked as she spoke.

      "Oh. As far as I know he's single," said Layla. Then she turned on Addison and gripped one of her arms. "Are you interested?" she said in a voice that reminded Addison of when they were teenagers.

      "No! I just… he wants to see you, so… oh, sod off, both of you. Olivia, help me peel some potatoes for dinner."

      "Can I go have a shower first? Charlie and I went for a run along the beach. I'm all sweaty."

      "I'll peel the potatoes," Layla offered.

      "Thanks!" Olivia raced off up the stairs before Addison could protest.

      "So did he say what he wants to talk to me about?" Layla asked as she fished potatoes out of the basket they kept in the bottom of the pantry.

      "No. It was a brief conversation. I called him to ask about Rick's alibi, whether they'd confirmed it or not."

      Layla backed out of the pantry with four good-sized potatoes in her hands. "And had they?"

      "I didn't get the chance to ask. He said he'd been meaning to come and see you, and my dinner invitation just kind of blurted itself out."

      "Oh. Okay. I guess I'll just wait and see then."

      Layla peeled the potatoes and put them in a pot of water on the stove while Addison prepared some green beans and broccoli to go with the casserole and mash. When everything was sorted in the kitchen she took herself off upstairs to change. It had been a long day, and she could do with some freshening up.

      Back downstairs Addison heard shuffling in the great room. She went in and found Detective Wilcox standing in the doorway.

      "I knocked for a few minutes, but you mustn't have heard," he said. "The door was unlocked so I let myself in. Sorry."

      "That's fine, come in," said Addison, adding a doorbell to her mental list of items still to be purchased for the beach house. It wouldn't do for bed and breakfast guests to be left standing outside because she couldn't hear them knock.

      Wilcox thrust a bottle of white wine at Addison. "I didn't know what you were cooking, but if this doesn't go with dinner you can save it for another night."

      "Thank you," said Addison, accepting the bottle of sauvignon blanc. "We're having chicken, so this will go nicely. Please, take a seat. Layla will be down in a minute."

      Addison put the bottle of wine in the fridge, then sent Olivia, who was hovering in the kitchen, up to get Layla. A minute later she heard Layla come down the front staircase, which descended into the great room. Olivia appeared in the kitchen via the back staircase.

      "Are we going to join them?" Olivia asked.

      "No," said Addison, although she was desperate to hear what Wilcox had to say. "Not unless Layla asks us to."

      Addison lit the stove to set the potatoes cooking. Before long Layla and Wilcox entered the kitchen.

      "Are you all right?" Addison asked her cousin.

      Layla nodded. "They've found the murder weapon. It was…" she turned to Wilcox. "Can you tell them, please?"

      Wilcox cleared his throat. "The coroner determined that Jenna was struck in the head with a heavy object. The forensic team found a wrench in the remains of the fire. It matches the wound found on Jenna's skull."

      "He showed me a photograph, but I'd never seen it before. I didn't have anything like that amongst my tools."

      "So whoever killed Jenna brought it with them?" Addison asked.

      Wilcox nodded. "That is the conclusion we've drawn," he said.

      There was an awkward silence as Addison digested this information. Whoever killed Jenna had brought a big heavy wrench with them. Either they were some sort of tradesman, or they had gone there with the intent to kill.

      Layla began to cry, and Addison pulled her into a hug.

      "They'll find who did it soon," she said, then looked up at Wilcox. "Won't you?"

      "That's my intention," said the detective.
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      Over dinner Addison asked Wilcox about Rick's alibi.

      "Yes, we checked that out this afternoon. He reported to a police station in Brisbane at five o'clock on Friday afternoon. There is CCTV footage, as well as three officers who verified his appearance. There's no doubt he was in Brisbane at five pm Friday."

      "Which means he couldn't have been in Getaway Bay when Jenna was murdered around six-thirty," said Addison.

      "No. It's at least a two-and-a-half-hour drive, and from what we know Ramirez doesn't yet have a vehicle. He claims he caught the last bus on Friday night, which would have got him here no earlier than nine pm. Senior Constable Short is confirming that, but either way he didn't kill Jenna."

      "Can we not talk about this anymore?" said Layla. "I'm sure you're doing your best, Detective. I just… I'd really like to stop thinking about it all for now, if that's okay."

      "Of course," said Addison. Wilcox and Olivia both nodded their agreement.

      There was a moment's tense silence while everyone tried to think of something else to say, then Olivia spoke.

      "Detective Wilcox, Mum says you moved here from Sydney like us. Do you have any family in Getaway Bay?"

      Wilcox rested his knife and fork on the edges of his plate. "No. My wife passed away ten years ago. We didn't have any children."

      "I'm sorry to hear that," said Addison. "Ten years ago, you must have still been young."

      "I was forty-six. I know, I was young enough to remarry, but I never wanted to. Beth was the love of my life."

      "I know how you feel," said Addison.

      "I came here because I requested a transfer out of the city. There was nothing available in New South Wales at the time, so I accepted an interstate transfer. This was the first available one."

      "So you've been here ten years?" asked Olivia.

      "Yes. I like the quiet. And the water. I do some fishing from time to time."

      The rest of the meal passed with small talk, and Addison found herself liking the detective more and more. He was certainly becoming more like a real person to her rather than the authority figure she'd seen him as up until now.

      When they'd finished eating Layla excused herself and went up to her room. She'd barely said a word at dinner, and Addison was worried about her. She asked Wilcox if there was anything else he'd spoken to her about earlier, besides the murder weapon.

      "No," he replied.

      "Okay. It's just – I thought she was improving. She'd started eating better, and then this afternoon she got Rick out of her hair for good. Things were looking up. And now… she hardly touched her dinner. And she was very quiet."

      "Grief comes in waves, Addison. You and I both know that. I expect that's all it is. Unless…"

      "Unless what?"

      They stepped out onto the verandah and he closed the front door. "I still haven't completely ruled her out," he said in a low voice.

      "For Jenna's murder? You can't still think—"

      "I have my doubts, definitely. But Short thinks there's a possibility. She's been researching ways to set a fire and have it delay taking hold. It's not out of the question."

      "It is most certainly out of the question," Addison countered. "It wasn't Layla. I was there. She couldn't possibly have run back into the house to get her purse, killed Jenna, set some sort of elaborate fire plan into motion, and then come out to the car all happy and natural. It just isn't possible. Layla is one of the nicest people I know."

      Wilcox walked down the stairs towards his car, and Addison followed.

      "I think you're right," he said.

      "I know I'm right. So who else have you got?" Addison asked.

      "As suspects? You know I can't discuss that with you."

      Addison ignored him. "Are you looking at Jason?"

      "Jason Sadler? He said he told you he went to the gallery that night to talk to Jenna."

      "Yes. I sent him to you as soon as he told me that. It's possible he was outside knocking on the door when the killer was inside with Jenna."

      "Or he is the killer," said Wilcox. "He's a tradesman, isn't he?"

      "Handyman. He's been helping me fix up the beach house."

      "Right. I wonder if he's missing a wrench?"

      With that Wilcox got in his car and wound down the window. "Thank you very much for dinner, it was lovely. Much better than the frozen meal I'd planned to reheat tonight."

      "You're welcome. For what it's worth, I think you're wrong about Jason, too."

      "I have to follow all leads, Addison. Wherever they might take me."

      She nodded, and stood staring after his car long after it had left her driveway. He was right. The police had to follow every lead, investigate every angle. But Addison knew it couldn't have been Layla or Jason. There had to be another explanation for Jenna's death. Someone else had taken a wrench to Layla's gallery with murder on their mind.

      Back inside the beach house, Addison pulled her notebook out of its drawer and started writing. She made notes about the wrench, about Wilcox's suspicions, and Rick's alibi. Then she read back over everything she'd written so far. She was missing something. She had to be.

      What were the possible motives? Rick's motive was revenge, Jason's was love, and for Layla and Ed Mathieson the motive would have been money. Layla stood to inherit all of Jenna's estate, and her father's shortly, too. Ed Mathieson wanted his development approved, which he got, but if Jenna uncovered any wrongdoing he could lose it all.

      But she'd ruled all of these suspects out. So who else had a motive?

      Did Jenna upset anyone else enough for them to want revenge? It was certainly possible. She wasn't terribly well-liked, and she was a very good lawyer. She could have made any number of enemies back in Sydney. But why would someone travel up here to kill her? Why come to a small town where an outsider would be spotted straight away? Why not kill her in Sydney?

      What about love? It was hard enough to understand Jason's love for Jenna, let alone think of anyone else who might have felt the same way. No, Addison didn't think Jenna was killed for love.

      That left money. The only person who stood to gain from Jenna's death financially was Layla. The police had checked her will, everything had been left to Layla. Wilcox said Detective Short had been investigating whether you could set a fire and have it not take hold immediately. Addison couldn't believe Layla would do such a thing. But still, she was curious.

      Layla and Olivia had already retired to their rooms for the night. Addison locked up and turned out all the lights, then went to her own room. She pulled out the laptop Olivia had helped her choose a year ago, and changed into her nightclothes while she waited for it to boot up.

      She had to type a few different search terms in to find what she was looking for, but before long Addison was reading a web page describing a simple way to light a fire and delay its start using nothing more than a candle and some folded pieces of paper. She was shocked at how easy it looked.

      Could Layla really have done this? Why? She and Jenna had never been close, but that was no reason for murder. And Addison couldn't believe Layla could have killed her only sister for the money. Layla was doing all right, wasn't she?

      Addison knew her cousin had struggled at first to get the money together for the gallery. And while they were making the necessary phone calls to the insurance agency it had become clear that there was still a sizeable mortgage on the property. But Layla was selling her art online, and doing quite well as far as Addison knew. Even if she did kill Jenna for the inheritance, why would she then burn down her own gallery?

      No, it couldn't be Layla. Addison turned her thoughts to Ed Mathieson. He had a solid alibi, but still, Jenna had been investigating him. Could he have paid someone else to get rid of her? That seemed unlikely.

      What if Ed Mathieson hadn't been the only person Jenna was investigating? She'd had quite the talent for upsetting people, Jenna. The first day they'd arrived, Addison remembered Layla talking about how Jenna had managed to upset people in town. People, she'd said. Not just one person.

      It was late. Addison closed the laptop and her notebook, cleaned her teeth, and crawled into bed. Maybe she'd give that guy from Jenna's work a call in the morning. Finn, that was his name. Maybe Finn could tell her if anyone else from Getaway Bay had been in Jenna's sights.
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      Layla seemed brighter after breakfast the next day. She said she'd walk to the nursing home, as it was a beautiful day and she could do with the fresh air.

      "Are you sure?" asked Addison. "Olivia and I are going into Riverwood to look at furniture. We could drop you off on the way."

      "No, that's okay. I think the walk will do me good."

      It must have been tough on her last night, hearing how Jenna had died. Addison tried to put herself in her cousin's shoes. Yes, she'd probably want to go for a long walk as well, to try and clear her mind as much as anything.

      Addison remembered she wanted to call Finn from Jenna's work this morning. She asked Layla for the number.

      "Sure," said Layla, pulling her phone out of her handbag. She found the number and read it off to Addison. "Why do you want it?"

      Addison was deliberately vague. "Oh, just something he said yesterday. I'm sure it's nothing. I'll tell you tonight, once I've spoken to him."

      That seemed enough to satisfy Layla. She put her phone back in her bag and headed through the great room to the front door. Addison watched her go, sad that Layla was off to spend another day at her dying father's bedside, but also somewhat relieved that she didn't have to go again herself. Sitting with a terminally ill patient brought back too many memories.

      "We ready to go?" asked Olivia, as she came down the back staircase. Charlie trotted along after her.

      "Just about. You can put him outside. I need to make one phone call, then we're off."

      Olivia and Charlie headed for the back door while Addison tapped Finn's number on her phone. It rang a few times, then went to voicemail. She left a message asking him to call her back when it was convenient.

      "All set?" she asked Olivia, who was locking the back door.

      "Sure. Can I drive?"

      "Of course."

      During the drive Addison went through the wish list she'd made of furniture and accessories for the beach house. Top of the list was a large dining table to fill the other half of the great room. She wanted one big enough to seat all the guests should she ever have a full house.

      There were six bedrooms in the beach house besides hers. One would always be Olivia's room, and off-limits to guests even when Olivia was not there. Addison wanted her daughter to feel like the beach house was her home. That left five possible guest rooms, with a total of ten possible guests. Add in herself and Olivia, and Addison figured she needed a table to seat twelve.

      Layla was currently occupying one of the guest rooms, and Addison had said she could stay as long as she needed to. That room was already furnished, but the other four would need beds and side tables at the very least. The bathrooms all needed towels and accessories as well.

      Addison thought about all those bathrooms. If the bed and breakfast was full, she could have five bathrooms to clean every day. Five beds to make, five lots of sheets and towels to wash. Not to mention five breakfasts to make, and the dinners she'd also planned to offer. For the first time she began to wonder whether Olivia might be right. Maybe the bed and breakfast idea was more work than she'd bargained for.

      She could always hire some help, of course. But that would mean paying salaries, and superannuation, and all the tax and other complications that go with having staff. She'd never wanted to run a small business. She just wanted some company. And someone to cook for.

      "What's up, Mum?" asked Olivia. "You've been quiet for a while."

      Addison wasn't ready to voice her concerns about the bed and breakfast to her daughter. Olivia had been against the idea from the start. Instead, she focused on the reason for their trip into Riverwood.

      "I'm just trying to think of how to furnish each of the bedrooms. We don't need to do them all at once, do we?"

      "Nope. You can do one at a time if you like. Weren't you going to make each one a different colour?"

      "Yes I was, but I've gone off that idea. Oh, I don't know. This business with Jenna has really got me all messed up. I wish Detective Wilcox would hurry up and catch the killer. I feel so uneasy about it all."

      "I know what you mean." Olivia pulled into the parking area of a large furniture store. There were several such stores in a strip along the road leading into Riverwood. "This is as good a place to start as any," said Olivia. "Let's put the murder out of our minds for now. And you don't have to decide on any furniture today, either. We're just looking."

      They got out of the Rav 4 and Addison linked her arm in her daughter's as they headed for the first store. "You're absolutely right. Let's just enjoy a day out."

      Two hours and four furniture stores later, Addison's phone rang. It was Finn Maguire.

      "Hello, Finlay," she said as she answered. "Thank you for calling me back."

      "No problem, Mrs Lake. What can I do for you?"

      Addison found a quiet corner and sat in an armchair. Olivia was on the other side of the store looking at curtains.

      "Yesterday you told us that Jenna had you investigating that development in Getaway Bay for her. I wanted to ask whether she had you looking into anything else recently. Anything personal, I mean. Not connected to her work at your firm."

      "Yes, actually, there was something. Hang on a minute, I'll check my notes. My memory is terrible." Addison heard the familiar clicking of keys before Finn found what he was looking for.

      "I finished this investigation for her last week," he said. "That's why I didn't mention it yesterday. I figured she'd already dealt with it. I only wanted to know if I should continue with the unfinished one."

      "Okay. Can you tell me about it now?"

      "Actually, I'm not sure. Jenna never said whether it was confidential, but I don't know whether I can—"

      "Finn, I appreciate your concerns. But my cousin is no longer with us." Addison chose her words carefully, making sure Finn knew she and Jenna were family. "What you investigated for her may be nothing, but it may have something to do with her death. I'd really like to hear about it."

      There was silence for a long while, and Addison began to worry he might not tell her.

      "I guess it's okay," he finally said. "It's not confidential as far as the company is concerned. It has to do with Jenna's father."

      Addison pulled out her notebook as Finn started talking. Her fingers raced to keep up with everything he said. It turned out Jenna had indeed been investigating someone other than Ed Mathieson. And by the time Finn was finished, Addison had little doubt that what Jenna had discovered had gotten her killed.
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      "What's the rush?" asked Olivia as Addison bundled her out of the store.

      "We have to get to the nursing home, now. Give me the keys."

      Olivia fished in her handbag for the car keys and handed them to Addison. Addison almost broke into a run to get to the Rav 4.

      "Has something happened to Uncle Dennis?" Olivia asked as they climbed in.

      Addison threw her bag into the back seat and started the engine. She pulled out of the parking lot and raced off in the direction of Getaway Bay.

      "Mum, talk to me!" Olivia yelled. "And put on your seatbelt. You're going too fast."

      Addison took a deep breath and tried to calm herself down. Olivia was right; a car accident was the last thing they needed. She fastened her seatbelt and eased off the accelerator.

      "Sorry," she said. "I just… we need to get to the nursing home."

      "Is it Uncle Dennis? Who were you talking to on the phone?"

      "Uncle Dennis is fine. At least I hope he is. That was Jenna's colleague on the phone, the one we were talking to yesterday."

      "The one who told you she'd been investigating Ed the baker."

      "Right." Addison checked her blind spot then changed lanes to overtake a slower vehicle. "It turns out Ed wasn't the only Getaway Bay resident Jenna had been checking up on."

      Addison explained to Olivia everything Finn had told her. It took most of the journey to the nursing home, but eventually Olivia was as convinced as Addison.

      "We need to call Wilcox," said Olivia.

      "Yes. Grab my phone, his number will be in the recent calls list." Olivia did so, and put the phone on speaker. It went to voicemail. Addison yelled a message for him to meet them at the nursing home as soon as possible, explaining her suspicions about who killed Jenna.

      "Do you think we should call the police station directly?" Olivia asked. "Maybe that other officer is there."

      "Good idea," said Addison, swinging the Rav into the nursing home parking lot. She parked in a space by the door and jumped out. "You do that while I go and make sure Uncle Dennis is okay."

      Addison raced into the nursing home reception area before Olivia had time to protest. Before heading to Dennis's room, though, she needed to quickly check something. She approached the desk, where a young nurse sat staring at her phone.

      "Excuse me, I'm Dennis Dallimore's niece. Can I please check to see if he had any visitors on Thursday last week?"

      The young girl shrugged. "Sure. There's the visitor's book. Help yourself."

      Addison quickly leafed through the book she'd signed herself on the occasions she'd visited with Layla. There were two visitors logged as seeing Dennis on Thursday: Layla, and Jenna. Just as she'd thought.

      "Thanks," Addison called, and went off to Dennis's room. When she got there, however, her uncle was nowhere to be seen. Only Layla was there, making the bed.

      Addison panicked. "Layla! What's happened? Where is he?"

      Layla was startled by her voice. "Oh, Addison. It's okay, he's fine. Angie has taken him in the wheelchair. They've gone out to the garden."

      "Why did she take him without you?"

      Layla tucked in the last corner of the sheet and then flopped into a chair. "To be honest I needed a break for a few minutes. He's been driving me crazy all morning."

      "What do you mean?"

      "He keeps saying Jenna's name, over and over again. Like he was yesterday, but more persistent. Like he wants her. I don't know why, she hardly ever visited him. Occasionally he'll switch and start asking for Angie, too, even when she's standing right there. Then he'll go back to Jenna. I'm not sure how much longer I can keep telling him she's in Sydney."

      Addison grabbed hold of Layla by both arms and yanked her out of the chair. "Where are they?"

      "The garden, I told you. Angie suggested she take him out for a while. What's wrong?"

      Addison was already out the door. She saw a sign for the garden, and followed it at a run. Olivia had caught up to them by that stage, and she and Layla followed Addison.

      They burst through the door to the garden, and Addison scanned all the wheelchairs and carers out there. None of them were Uncle Dennis and Angie.

      "They're not here. Where else could they be?" Addison cried.

      "I don't know," said Layla, her eyes wide with fright now. "What's going on Addison? You're scaring me!"

      But Addison was off again. The nursing home wasn't that big, they couldn't be far away. She raced back inside and down the halls, opening doors as she went. Olivia caught on quick and as they went down each hall Addison took one side, and Olivia the other. Layla followed behind them apologising to all the residents they disturbed with their manic searching.

      "I wish you'd tell me what's happening," said Layla as they reached the visitor's lounge. Addison remembered this door had been open each time she'd been past it recently. Now it was closed.

      She flung it open and there they were. Uncle Dennis in his wheelchair, and Angie standing next to him with a needle in her hand.
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      "Angie, put down the needle," said Addison. "Don't do anything stupid."

      Angie held the needle closer to Dennis's throat. "Stay back, or I'll kill him."

      "No you won't," said Addison, although she really had no idea what the nurse was capable of. "I know you care about him. Please, he's done nothing to hurt you."

      Angie's eyes darted between Addison, Layla, and Olivia. She kept the needle pointed at Dennis's throat. Dennis's eyes told Addison he was fully aware of what was going on. The poor man didn't need this.

      "Why are you doing this?" asked Layla. "What's going on?"

      Addison ignored her cousin and kept her focus on Angie. "It was you who killed Jenna, wasn't it?"

      "She was a mean person," said Angie. "She didn't deserve Dennis. Or Layla."

      "I can't disagree with you there," said Addison. She did her best to keep her voice calm and even, while on the inside her stomach was doing somersaults. How long before the police arrived?

      "She was only interested in Dennis's money," Angie said, bolder now she was finally being heard.

      "That's not why you killed her though, is it? Not the only reason."

      Angie shook her head, but didn't speak. Her shoulders tensed, and her grip on the needle tightened. Addison needed to keep her talking, or at least listening.

      "Jenna came to see you here the day before she died, didn't she? She was investigating you."

      "She had no right…"

      "Maybe not. But she found out some pretty incriminating stuff, didn't she? Information that would at least end your career, if not put you in jail."

      Angie just stared at Addison.

      "What information?" asked Layla.

      Addison cast a sideways glance at Layla. "Did you know Angie is a beneficiary of your father's will?"

      "No. Jenna handled all the legal stuff. We have an unwritten agreement. I look after Dad while he's still with us, and Jenna was in charge of everything that would need doing after…" her voice trailed off as she saw the tears in her father's eyes.

      "Apparently Uncle Dennis changed his will a year ago," said Addison. "He left a monetary gift to his favourite nurse. Jenna didn't think much of it at the time, she reasoned Uncle Dennis was of sound mind and could leave his money to whoever he wanted. But after meeting Angie she wanted more information, just to reassure herself your father wasn't being conned. It was a significant financial gift."

      Angie twitched nervously as Addison spoke, but the needle didn't get any closer to Dennis's neck. Addison kept talking.

      "Jenna, or rather her associate, Finn, found out that Angie had received other such financial 'gifts' from grateful patients."

      "I didn't coerce anyone," said Angie. "It was their right to leave me whatever they wanted."

      "That's for the police to sort out. Whether it was legal or not, I'm guessing the nursing homes you've worked for would be interested to hear how you've been gifted money by nine terminally ill patients over the last six years."

      Layla stepped forward. "You little—"

      Addison shot out an arm to stop her. She had no idea what was in that needle. The last thing they wanted to do right now was spook the woman.

      "I was trying to help you," Angie said to Layla. "Your sister didn't care about your father. She didn't care about anyone. All she wanted was his money, as if she didn't already have enough of her own. I got rid of her for you."

      "She was my sister!"

      "Jenna."

      They all looked at Dennis, who was now crying openly. "Jenna," he said again.

      "Oh my goodness," said Layla. "You knew, Dad. You weren't asking for Jenna all day. Or Angie. You were trying to tell me Angie killed Jenna." Dennis nodded, and Layla started to cry too.

      "I told him I got rid of her," said Angie. "So the good daughter would inherit his money. I thought he'd be happy. I did it for you. For your family."

      "You did not," Layla screamed.

      Addison was shocked at the force of Layla's voice. She glanced backwards searching for her daughter, but Olivia was gone. She must have backed out at some point.

      "You killed my sister to cover up what you'd done. All the money you stole from dying people. You're nothing but a thief and a murderer!"

      Addison couldn't hold Layla back anymore. They both lunged forward at the same time, Layla grabbing Angie and Addison going for the needle. Addison managed to grab hold of the needle and get it away from Dennis, but Angie broke free from Layla's grasp.

      She got as far as the doorway before she ran straight into Olivia and Constable Short.
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      Jenna's funeral was held two days after Angie was arrested for her murder. Layla finally settled on having it in Getaway Bay, so her father could be there. He'd been well enough to attend the service, then Layla and Addison had gone with him back to the nursing home and settled him in for the evening.

      "There you go, Dad," said Layla, tucking him into bed. "Do you want me to read to you? I think we've only got a couple of chapters to go."

      Dennis shook his head. Layla had hold of one hand, and he held out the other towards Addison. She came forward and took hold of it, and Dennis smiled and closed his eyes. Addison felt him squeeze her hand hard, and it looked like he was doing the same on Layla's side.

      "I think he's happy," said Addison.

      "Me too. Good night, Dad." Layla leaned forward and gave him a kiss on the forehead. They sat with him for a while as he drifted off to sleep.

      "Let's go," Layla whispered once his breathing had evened out.

      "Are you sure?"

      "Yes. We've got a party to go to."

      By the time they arrived at the beach house, Olivia was in full entertaining mode. It was a small but lively bunch that had gathered in the backyard for Jenna's wake. Jason had cleared some of the overgrown vegetation, and they'd set up a barbecue where the new pizza oven was going to be. Detective Wilcox and Mrs Jones had both provided some outdoor chairs, and Hazel and her husband Martin had brought an esky full of cold drinks. Bella and Charlie were off exploring the rest of the backyard.

      "How is he?" asked Mrs Jones once Layla and Addison had joined the circle.

      "He's doing okay," said Layla. "He was quite lucid during the service, but then in the car on the way back to the home he asked why Mum hadn't been there."

      "He seemed content when we left just now," said Addison.

      Layla changed the subject. "Did that woman confess?" she asked Detective Wilcox.

      "She did," he replied, handing both Layla and Addison a glass of white wine each before retaking his seat. "It seems she's been pulling the 'remember me in your will' trick for quite a few years. She'd built up a nice little nest egg for herself. We'll be working on getting that back to the families, but it will be a drawn-out affair. She's not going to need it where she's going."

      "Was she in there with Jenna when I was outside the gallery?" Jason asked.

      Wilcox nodded. "Yes. She said she heard you, and kept quiet until you left."

      "Could I…"

      "There was nothing you could have done," said Wilcox. "Jenna was already dead at that point. Angie brought a wrench she'd stolen from the nursing home's handyman. She says she only wanted to scare Jenna into giving her the evidence regarding the wills, but things escalated."

      "Jenna wasn't easily scared off," said Layla.

      "No, I suspect not. Whether Angie went there with the intention of murder or not is up to the courts to decide. But either way, she'll be going to prison for a very long time."

      "I can't believe she had me so fooled," said Layla. "I really thought she genuinely cared for Dad."

      "I still think she did," said Addison. "Just because she got money out of them, didn't mean she didn't care for her patients. I think she saw a way to use her situation to get a few extra bucks."

      "Well it's still manipulating and cold," said Jason. "I'm glad Jenna caught her. I'm just sorry it cost her her life. If only I'd been there sooner."

      "We can't live our lives with what if's, Jason," said Addison.

      "No, I guess you're right." He got himself another beer from the esky, then turned to Wilcox. "Why did she light the fire? Was that my fault?"

      "It had nothing to do with you. After you left she searched for the evidence Jenna had obtained, but was unable to find anything. So she set the place on fire to destroy it, plus any evidence of the murder." He took a sip of his beer and looked at Layla. "She used your blank canvases and methylated spirits to start the fire."

      "Well I'm glad you finally caught her," said Hazel. "We don't need drama like this in Getaway Bay. My goodness, Addison, what a welcome you've had."

      "It has certainly been eventful," said Addison. "I'm looking forward to settling down now. Speaking of which…" she nodded towards the dilapidated shed in the corner of the yard. "Jason, do you think you could get that cleaned up and structurally sound enough to be a useable space?"

      Jason leaned back in his chair and studied the shed. "I don't see why not. What did you have in mind?"

      "I'd like to turn it into an art studio."

      Both Layla's and Olivia's eyebrows raised.

      "I've been thinking a lot about this house as a bed and breakfast," Addison said. She spoke mostly to Olivia. "I think you're right, hon. It would be too much work. But I still want company. I want people to cook for and talk to. I don't want to be rattling around in this big old house by myself."

      "So what are you going to do?" asked Olivia, frowning now.

      "I'm going to run the beach house as a boarding house for writers and artists. They can pay a weekly board, clean their own rooms, and I'll provide food and space for them to work. If they can pitch in around here as well I won't need to hire any extra help, so I can keep the board affordable. They can stay for as long or as little time as they like."

      "Oh, Addison," said Layla, clasping her hands together, "I'm sure you'll please a lot of struggling artists with that idea! How wonderful!"

      A few of the others murmured sounds of approval, but Addison concentrated on Olivia. "What do you think?"

      Olivia beamed. "I think it's a great idea. You'll still have company, but you'll have a lot less work to do. It's brilliant. But I hope you'll still keep baking."

      It was Addison's turn to smile. "Well that's the other thing. I was thinking I might ask if a certain café in town might like me to bake a few treats for them on a regular basis?"

      Hazel's eyes lit up. "Really? You could bake for me?"

      Addison nodded. "I'd want to do it from my kitchen here, but I don't see any reason why I couldn't deliver a selection of treats to the café every morning. What do you think?"

      "I think that sounds just perfect," said Hazel. She raised her glass. "In fact, I'll even drink to that."

      Everyone raised their glasses and beer bottles. "To new beginnings," said Wilcox.

      "To new beginnings," everyone repeated.

      "And to Jenna," said Jason. "May she rest in peace."

      "To Jenna," said the group. There was a moment's reflection, and Addison said a silent goodbye to her cousin. She might not have been her favourite person, but Jenna hadn't deserved to die like that. Addison hoped she was enjoying a glass of wine with her mother somewhere.

      Charlie and Bella came and joined the circle, bringing everyone back to the present. Charlie took up his position at Olivia's feet, and Bella jumped up onto Mrs Jones's lap.

      "Oh, that was the other thing I meant to ask you, Jason," said Addison. "Any chance you could install a dog door for Charlie? I'm getting tired of opening and closing the back door for him all the time."

      "Mum!" cried Olivia with delight. "Does that mean we can keep him?"

      "Absolutely," said Addison. "I can't imagine the beach house without him. Can you?"

      Olivia answered by jumping up and smothering her mother in a hug, almost knocking Addison's chair over. Everyone laughed, and Addison felt surrounded by love. She could picture many nights like this in her future here at the beach house in Getaway Bay.

      It finally felt like home.
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      Addison slid the casserole dish into the oven just as her phone rang. She wiped her hands on her apron, plonked herself into a chair, and answered her daughter's call.

      "Hi, sweetheart. How's life on campus today?"

      "Busy, Mum," said Olivia. Addison recognised the tone and braced herself for what she felt coming. "I'm not going to make it home this weekend."

      Addison closed her eyes and tried not to sigh down the phone. She missed Olivia terribly, but didn't want her to feel obliged to come visit.

      "That's okay. Are you going out with your friends?"

      "No. Well, sort of. We've got a group assignment thing to get done, so we'll be spending a lot of time on that in the common room. I dare say someone will suggest an outing at some point, though."

      Addison smiled. In the six weeks her daughter had been living on campus she'd thrown herself into her studies, but she'd also managed to make a lovely bunch of friends. "Good. It can't be all work and no play, sweetheart."

      "I know, Mum. How are things going at the beach house?"

      "Pretty well. I'm just about to join everyone on the verandah for pre-dinner drinks." Since turning the beach house she'd bought in Getaway Bay a few months ago into a retreat for writers and artists, Addison had acquired four boarders. They were all lovely people, and they'd soon got into the habit of meeting on the verandah late in the afternoon to discuss their work. Addison loved hearing about their creative endeavours, and she especially loved that it was happening right here in her own home.

      "How are the latest two settling in?"

      "Amelie and Patrick? They fit right in."

      "Are they a couple?"

      "No," said Addison. "I thought so when they first arrived together, but Patrick tells me they're just friends. They met while travelling a couple of months ago and decided to stick together for a bit. Then they saw my advertisement, and both thought the beach house would be perfect. They've taken separate rooms, so I guess they are just friends."

      "Fair enough. I look forward to meeting them next weekend."

      Addison's heart lifted. "You'll be home then?"

      "I think so. As long as we get this assignment finished this weekend, I should be able to make it."

      They chatted for a few more minutes before Olivia had to go. Addison smiled as she thought of her daughter in her dorm room. Olivia had adjusted to life away from home with only a few small hiccups, and after everything she'd been through over the last couple of years Addison was very proud of her.

      Ivy Hathaway floated into the kitchen, breaking Addison's reflection.

      "Good afternoon," she said, plucking a bottle of white wine from the fridge. "Shall I get you a glass?"

      "Hi, Ivy. Yes, I was just about to join you all. I'll bring the glasses. How many?"

      Ivy counted off on her fingers. "Us two, Dan, and Amelie. Adam's having a beer. Not sure about Patrick, he hasn't come down yet."

      "Four glasses, coming right up."

      They joined the others on the verandah and Ivy poured the wine. Addison had purchased a couple of outdoor lounges for the space, and it had become a comfortable spot for the beach house's residents to gather and see out the last of the day's sunshine.

      Jason Sadler, the handyman Addison had hired to help fix up the beach house, had done a wonderful job helping her with the interior. He was now working outside, and had brought in a subcontractor, Louie, to help him with the landscaping Addison wanted done at the front and back of the house. Jason was working out the front this afternoon, and Addison called out to ask him to join them for a drink.

      "I'll just finish off here, then get Louie," he replied. "He's working on the shed out the back."

      The shed he referred to was being converted into a studio for the artists to use. Addison was determined to give her boarders everything they needed to be their creative selves.

      Addison smiled as she watched three of her boarders getting along so well. Ivy, Adam, and Amelie were just the kind of people she'd been thinking of when she'd finally decided what she wanted to do with the beach house and all its rooms. With Getaway Bay being such a popular tourist destination she'd originally planned to run the house as a bed and breakfast. But the thought of all the work involved in such an undertaking soon had her changing her mind.

      "Cheers," said Dan, raising his glass. "Thanks for having me tonight, Addison."

      "You're most welcome," Addison replied. "The more the merrier." Dan was Ivy's brother, in town on a working holiday with his wife and two children. His family had gone off to the Gold Coast for a couple of days while Dan stayed back to work, apparently, and Ivy had asked if Dan could join them for dinner that evening.

      Addison had first placed an advertisement online on one of those websites where people offer rooms in their house, but the responses were all from holiday makers looking for a week here and there. Then she'd discovered a site specifically for artists, and placed an ad there for creative people looking for accommodation. Adam O'Loughlin had been the first to respond, and Ivy Hathaway shortly after. They'd been at the beach house for four and three weeks respectively. Amelie Lacrosse and Patrick Wilde had arrived two weeks ago, and with Addison's cousin Layla still staying there, the beach house was now officially full.

      "Where's Layla this afternoon?" Ivy asked.

      Addison looked at her watch. It was past five o'clock. "She was meeting with a builder over at the gallery site. I'm sure she'll join us soon." Since Layla's art gallery and adjoining home had burnt down in a fire in January, she was busy working on having it rebuilt. She'd lost her sister in the fire, too, and her father had passed away not long after. She was staying with Addison while she got her life back on track.

      As much as Addison wanted Layla to rebuild the gallery and be happy again, she was going to miss having her cousin at the beach house. They'd had a lot of fun together over the last few weeks, welcoming guests and learning to laugh again.

      "Don't worry," said Adam, squeezing Addison's arm. "When the gallery's finished she'll still only be a few minutes away." Addison gave him a warm smile; he was very perceptive for such a young man.

      "I know." Addison changed the subject. "Where's Patrick? He's usually first to the fridge in the afternoon."

      "I think he was working on his book today," said Amelie. "Maybe he finally got past the point where he was stuck." Amelie had arrived in Australia from France at the age of eight, but she still had the faintest of accents, which Addison found delightful.

      "I'll go up and let him know we've started without him," said Ivy. She was inside the house and up the stairs before Amelie could protest.

      "If he's working again, we should let him keep going," she said with a lopsided frown.

      "Maybe he'll tell Ivy that," said Addison. She'd noticed Patrick had been receiving attention from both Amelie and Ivy ever since he and Amelie arrived. She hoped her boarders weren't going to engage in some sort of love triangle. That was the last thing she needed.

      Addison was just about to return to the kitchen to get a beer for Jason, who was finishing up in the front garden, when a scream pierced the late-afternoon calm. It was Ivy, and it came from upstairs. The four of them on the verandah froze for a moment, before Dan led the way, charging inside and up the staircase. Adam was right behind him, with Addison and Amelie following. Addison could hear Jason's long strides closing in on her.

      They all reached the closed door to Patrick's room, where Ivy was still screaming as she frantically turned the handle.

      "It's locked!" she cried. "We need to get in there. Patrick…" Her face was pure white, and Addison was suddenly terrified.

      "What's happened?" asked Dan. He gently moved his sister aside and tried the door as well.

      "It's Patrick. You need to break it down!"

      "Stand back," said Dan to the rest of the group. He raised a big, booted foot and kicked at the door. It flew open, and they all rushed in to see what Ivy was so frantic about.

      Patrick's lifeless body hung from the wardrobe door.
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      Dan and Adam were the first to reach Patrick. They pulled the noose from his neck and got him on the ground. Dan felt for a pulse, but shook his head.

      Amelie burst into tears.

      Ivy was crying hysterically by the broken door.

      Addison and Jason stared at each other wide-eyed before Addison snapped into gear.

      "Don't touch anything else," she said. "Everyone downstairs. I'll call the police."

      Jason helped her to round them up and guide them toward the stairs. When they were all seated at the new dining table in the great room, Addison fetched her mobile phone from the kitchen and called Detective Sergeant Issac Wilcox. She quickly explained the situation to Getaway Bay's only detective.

      "He's on his way," she said after ending the call and taking a seat at the head of the table. "Can you tell us what happened, Ivy?"

      Ivy had calmed somewhat, her brother's arms around her. She raised her head slightly and nodded.

      "I… I knocked on his door but there was no answer. So I went through my room and out onto the balcony to look in that way. I figured he must have been engrossed in his work or something. But I looked through his balcony door and I saw…" Ivy buried her face in Dan's chest again.

      "You couldn't get in through the balcony door?" Addison asked. Ivy and Patrick occupied the two rooms on the first floor of the house overlooking the beach. Both had French doors that opened onto a small, shared balcony.

      "No," said Ivy, wiping her nose with a tissue. "It was locked. So I went back around to his bedroom door, but that was locked too. Then you all came, and Dan broke in and…"

      "Shh," said Dan, holding her tight.

      "What's going on?" said a voice from the door leading into the kitchen. Addison turned to find Louie standing there. "I heard screaming. Is everything okay?"

      "No, it's not okay," said Amelie, bursting into tears. "Patrick is…"

      "It looks like Patrick has taken his own life," said Jason. "You'd better sit down. The police are on their way."

      Louie opened his mouth, but no words came out. He closed it again and took a seat at the end of the table beside Amelie.

      Louie Liu had been working out the back of the beach house for the past week, and Addison had found him quiet but polite and competent. This must be quite a shock to him, too.

      "Why would Patrick do something like this," Amelie asked. "It doesn't make any sense. He was excited this week. Said he was working on something big. I thought he must have got past the writer's block he'd been dealing with lately."

      "He was blocked?" asked Adam.

      Amelie nodded. "He hadn't written anything for months. When we saw Addison's ad for the beach house he said it might help to come here. I thought it had. Only two weeks here and he was working again."

      Everyone went quiet, and Addison thought back to the day Patrick and Amelie had arrived. She remembered Patrick saying something about finding it difficult to get working on a new project, and hoping the fresh sea air of Getaway Bay would help. When she'd shown him the available rooms he'd chosen the one at the front with the verandah so he could open the balcony doors and enjoy the sea breeze while he worked.

      Amelie had taken the room above his on the second floor because it had more space for her to paint until the studio out in the backyard was finished.

      Addison didn't know what to do. She sat at the table with the others and tried to think, the past six weeks since Olivia had left for university all blurring together in one long stream of thoughts. Burying Layla's sister, Jenna, then their father only a week later. Jason finishing the interior of the beach house. Advertising the rooms, welcoming the guests. Getting to know the guests, even coming to regard them as friends.

      And now one of them was dead.

      "What's happened?" Layla had returned home and interrupted Addison's thoughts. She'd never been more glad to see her cousin.

      "It's Patrick," said Addison, standing to wrap Layla in a hug. They'd embraced many times over the last couple of months, but it was usually Addison comforting Layla. Now Addison needed the support. She realised she might be in shock, and felt her legs start to give way.

      Layla guided Addison back to her seat, and Adam and Jason moved along so Layla could sit next to her.

      "What's happened?" Layla asked again, looking from one face to the next.

      Adam was the one to explain, and Addison listened as he gently filled Layla in. By the time he was finished, Layla was crying too.

      "But I just spoke to him this morning. He can't be… oh, Addison. This is unbelievable. Poor Patrick!"

      "We're waiting for the police to arrive," said Dan. He was still holding his sister, but Ivy's sobs had receded. Amelie was staring blankly at the table, while Adam fiddled with the label on an empty beer bottle. Jason and Louie sat quietly at the end of the table. Louie cleaned dirt from under his fingernails.

      Addison took a deep breath and pulled herself together. This was her house, her home, and these people were all her guests. An unthinkable tragedy had occurred, one they would all struggle to understand in the coming days and weeks. But it wouldn't do for her to fall apart. In the little time they'd been here she'd come to think of the people around this table as family.

      And right now, her family needed her.
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      Detective Sergeant Isaac Wilcox was joined by two uniformed officers when he arrived at the beach house ten minutes after Addison's call. Senior Constable Short, who was actually quite tall, had worked with Wilcox when he'd investigated Jenna's death. Addison had seen her a number of times in town since then, and learned that her first name was Kendall. The other officer, a male, Addison had never met. He was a few centimetres shorter than Short, and stocky where she was slim.

      Wilcox was his usual imposing self. Addison stepped aside to let his large frame through the door, and the others followed.

      "Thanks for coming," she said when she and the three police officers stood in the great room. The rest of the household were still seated at the dining table.

      "Of course," said Wilcox. "This is Constable Diaz, he's just joined us. You know Senior Constable Short."

      Addison nodded. "Patrick… he's upstairs. First floor, second door on the left."

      Wilcox sent Diaz and Short up to Patrick's room, while he approached the beach house's occupants gathered around the table.

      "Who found the body?" he asked.

      "I did," said Ivy. She took him through what she'd told everyone else minutes ago.

      "So both doors to his room were locked?"

      "Yes," said Ivy.

      "I had to break one down," added Dan. "Sorry," he said to Addison.

      She waved a hand at him; a broken door was the least of her worries.

      "I'll be able to fix it," said Jason.

      "Hold off on that until I say so," said Wilcox.

      "Of course." Jason turned to Addison. "Do you want me to stick around for a while?"

      "No, I'm sure you and Louie don't need to be here," she said.

      The two tradesmen stood to leave, but Wilcox held up a hand. "I'll need statements from both of you before you go please." They took their seats again.

      "All right," said Wilcox. "I'm going to go take a look, then I'll be back down and we'll start taking your statements. The pathologist is on her way, but it could be a couple of hours. She's coming up from Brisbane."

      He headed up the stairs, leaving Addison and the rest of them again staring at each other around the table. Addison watched Adam peel the label clean off the beer bottle he'd been fiddling with. She decided they could all do with a drink.

      "Layla, can you give me a hand?" she asked, and they went out to get the glasses and the bottle of wine from the verandah. Then Addison got three beers from the fridge and put them on the table in front of Adam, Jason, and Louie.

      Everyone sipped in silence, and Addison wondered what else she could do. What were you supposed to do at a time like this? She remembered back two years ago, when her husband Rob had passed away. He'd been diagnosed with cancer eight weeks prior to his death. It wasn't long, but at least it gave them a chance to say goodbye.

      Patrick hadn't given anyone that chance.

      Addison had no personal experience with suicide. As a homicide detective, Rob had seen his fair share of people who'd taken their own lives, but he'd never burdened Addison with the horror of his work.

      What made Patrick do this? He'd seemed so happy here. He was still young, not yet forty. He'd had a number of books published, one of which had been very successful. She knew he'd been struggling of late to live up to the expectations following that book, but like Amelie had said, he seemed to have turned a corner this last week.

      Perhaps they'd misinterpreted. Perhaps he hadn't turned a corner in his work at all. Perhaps he'd resigned himself to this darker fate.

      Would they ever really know?

      Wilcox and Short descended the stairs.

      "We need to take your statements," said Wilcox. He tipped his head in Jason's direction. "We'll start with you."

      Jason stood as Wilcox addressed Addison. "Is there somewhere private we can use?"

      "My office is just through there," Addison replied. The office wasn't much larger than a cupboard, but once Jason had fixed it up he'd managed to fit in a desk and two chairs. It was all Addison needed.

      Wilcox, Short, and Jason entered the office and shut the door. Over the next hour Wilcox and Short took statements from all the witnesses to Patrick's untimely death. Jason and Louie left after their interviews. Addison pulled the casserole out of the oven and served it up, but no-one was very hungry. Adam and Amelie picked at their plates before retiring to their rooms.

      Dan made a call to his wife, who was staying with the children at a motel on the Gold Coast overnight. Then he asked Ivy if she was going to be okay.

      "I can stay if you want," he said to his sister. "I'm sure Addison wouldn't mind me bunking on the floor of your room."

      "I think I've got a blow-up mattress somewhere," said Addison. She was concerned about Ivy as well. The poor girl had suffered such a shock, finding Patrick like that.

      "No, it's okay. Don't fuss. I'll be fine," Ivy assured them.

      Dan glanced at Addison, eyebrows raised.

      "I'll take care of her," Addison assured him.

      "Thank you," he said. He squeezed Ivy's hands. "I'll be back first thing in the morning to check on you."

      After he left, Ivy also retired to her room, leaving Addison and Layla to deal with the police and the pathologist. They were all still in Patrick's room.

      "He was so young," said Layla. They were in the kitchen, and Addison put the kettle on. She covered the remains of the casserole with foil and put it in the fridge.

      "I think he was about thirty-eight or thirty-nine," said Addison. "Yes, far too young."

      "What are you going to do?" Layla asked.

      "What do you mean?"

      Layla lowered her voice. "With his room. You can't rent it out now that somebody died in there."

      "Layla! How can you even think about that right now?"

      Layla shrugged. "It's something you have to think about eventually."

      Addison shook her head at her cousin, but she had to admit the thought had crossed her mind.

      

      It was after midnight by the time the police and the pathologist had left with the body and Addison was tucked up in her bed. There wasn't a chance of sleep, though. Way too many thoughts rushed through her mind.

      She pulled her notebook out of her bedside drawer and started writing those thoughts down. If she could get them out of her head, maybe she'd have a chance at sleep.

      She thought back to the day two weeks ago when Patrick and Amelie had arrived at the beach house. They'd called only the day before, and had come straight down the coast from Bundaberg when Addison had confirmed she had two rooms available.

      Part of the appeal of the beach house to artists was the cost of board, which Addison was able to keep affordable in return for help around the house. Amelie had already proven to be a big help in the kitchen, and Patrick had volunteered to help out with gardening and lawn mowing once Jason and Louie had finished the landscaping. Now he'd never get the chance.

      Addison reflected on how her young housemates had all become close over the last few weeks. Patrick and Ivy were of a similar age, Amelie seemed a few years younger, and Adam was the youngest having not yet reached thirty. But they were all talented, creative people who seemed to bond very well.

      They all loved Layla, too. Layla and Amelie had spent quite a few evenings discussing their painting. Amelie was looking forward to Layla's gallery being rebuilt almost as much as Layla was. And they were both excited about the studio Jason and Louie were fixing up in the beach house's backyard.

      Patrick, Adam, and Ivy were all writers. As far as Addison could tell Patrick had had a number of novels published, but it was the latest one that won awards and acclaim. It was published five years ago and, by his own admission, Patrick had been struggling to write the next book.

      Was that why he took his own life? Addison had dabbled in writing stories herself over the years, but nothing she'd ever shared with anyone else. Certainly nothing she'd deemed fit to publish. She had no idea what sort of pressure Patrick was under to produce another award-winning book. Maybe it had been enough to break him.

      Addison turned her thoughts to the other two writers under her roof. Adam had a bold and brash side to him, which came with youth, but he was also a sensitive soul. He'd been asking Patrick to take a look at his work, but Patrick had resisted. He'd said he was too busy, but Addison had got the feeling that was an excuse.

      Addison didn't know much about Ivy's work. She knew she didn't have anything published yet, but she seemed to throw herself into her work every day like the others. Addison often overheard conversations of word counts and character analysis among the three writers.

      It had been such a lovely four weeks having all these exciting young people brighten up her home. Addison couldn't believe how quickly it had all come crashing down.

      Poor Patrick. What could have caused him to take such a devastating step?
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      Addison managed to drift off to sleep somewhere in the early hours. She woke to her alarm at six, her head feeling as heavy as if she'd polished off a bottle of wine. She hadn't. In fact, she couldn't remember doing such a thing since she was in her mid-thirties, which was twenty years ago now. A glass or two of wine after a hard day was her limit these days, as it had been last night.

      Yesterday had been a particularly hard day.

      The sight of Patrick hanging from the wardrobe door in his bedroom was something Addison feared she'd never be able to forget. She felt the loss of the young man all over again this morning as she pulled herself out of bed and into the shower.

      The kitchen was eerily quiet. Amelie was usually up by now; an early riser, she'd taken to having her breakfast before everyone else and then helping Addison with the morning's baking. But this morning she was nowhere to be seen, and Addison didn't blame her. She'd have stayed in bed herself, but she'd made a commitment to Hazel to bake for her cafe in town.

      When Addison had arrived in Getaway Bay in January she'd quickly discovered that Hazel's cafe, which had the best coffee in town, also had the worst baked goods. Hazel's regular baker had moved to Brisbane, and she'd been struggling to make pastries and sweet treats herself. Addison had always had a talent for baking, so once she'd decided not to run the beach house as a full bed and breakfast, she'd offered to bake a few treats for Hazel's cafe every morning.

      Hazel, fully aware of her own limitations in that department, had been overjoyed. It didn't take long before the two of them became firm friends. Addison had always been an early riser, so she didn't mind getting up every morning and getting a few batches of scones or muffins or other delights into the oven. And the boarders certainly didn't mind either. Addison made sure there was always enough to leave something sweet out for her guests when they ventured into the kitchen.

      Instead of having to wait on bed and breakfast guests, Addison had decided that her boarders could help themselves to all their meals and snacks except dinner. She loved cooking for people, so she was happy to provide an evening meal where they could all come together and chat about their day and enjoy a good feed. But the rest of the day they could look after themselves – they were all grown-ups, after all. It was a system that seemed to suit everyone.

      Addison decided Hazel could have a batch of scones and some blueberry muffins today. She thought it best to keep things simple, especially as she would be baking on her own this morning. She searched the fridge for ingredients, preheated the oven, and was just looking for her favourite mixing bowl when she heard a soft tap on the back door.

      Addison wasn't surprised to see Mrs Jones from next-door peering through the window.

      "Come in," she said, opening the door for the elderly lady. Mrs Jones was seventy-five, as she'd proudly told her neighbour not long after they'd met, but she was as sprightly as a sixty-year-old. There was a gate in between the backyards of the beach house and Mrs Jones's cottage, apparently a legacy from when the properties had both been owned by the same family. Jason had put a new hinge on the gate and fixed it so that Mrs Jones could visit without going all the way around the front way. The elderly neighbour had since become a regular visitor to Addison's kitchen, something Addison didn't mind one bit.

      "My dear, how are you coping?" asked Mrs Jones as she settled herself on one of the kitchen stools.

      "It's been quite a shock," said Addison. "I still can't believe it. I'm in a bit of a daze this morning, to be honest."

      "That's understandable. Can I help you with anything?" Mrs Jones surveyed the ingredients spread all over the bench.

      "No, that's okay. I think baking will help take my mind off it. Besides, it's just muffins and scones. You can sit there and talk to me if you like. That will help enough."

      Mrs Jones nodded and launched into a story about her sister in Brisbane and all her cats. Apparently, Mrs Jones's sister took in every stray cat in the neighbourhood, whether the cat wanted to be taken in or not. Addison enjoyed the story, and before she knew it the scones were in the oven and Layla had appeared at the bottom of the kitchen stairs.

      "Morning," said Layla, putting the kettle on. "Who wants tea?"

      "Good morning. Why don't you make a pot," said Addison.

      "Good idea. Morning, Mrs Jones."

      Mrs Jones greeted Layla and offered her sympathies all over again, and Addison's mind once again turned to Patrick. So young, and with so much to live for. What could have possibly driven him to take his own life?

      "It doesn't make any sense," said Layla, and Addison knew she, too, was thinking of Patrick. It was going to be tough to get the household through the coming days and weeks.

      "I know," said Addison. "I don't think we should try and make sense of it. Suicide is not something those left behind can ever easily explain."

      Layla scooped tea leaves into the tea pot, then tossed the scoop back into the tin. She sighed and braced herself with both hands on the bench. "What do we do, then? I'm lost all over again, Addison."

      Addison wiped her hands on her apron and guided Layla to the stool next to Mrs Jones. "I'll finish the tea," she said.

      Mrs Jones put a comforting arm around Layla while Addison tried to think of something helpful to say. She came up empty, but it didn't seem to matter. Layla hadn't really wanted an answer.

      The rest of the household drifted in and out of the kitchen, fetching tea and coffee and breakfast items. Ivy took a cup of tea back to her room. Adam made himself a coffee and stayed in the kitchen, eying the blueberry muffins Addison pulled from the oven.

      "You can have one," Addison said. "Just give them five minutes to cool."

      "Thanks," said Adam. "What are you going to do today?"

      "I was going to do some grocery shopping in Riverwood," she replied. "We're getting low on a few things. But it can wait, given the circumstances. I think I'd better stick around here and keep an eye on the girls. They were both pretty shaken up."

      Adam nodded. "Yes, they were. Do you want me to go and get the groceries?"

      "I could go with you," Layla suggested.

      Addison managed half a smile. "Yes, thank you both. That would be a big help. Do you think you could drop these off to Hazel's on your way?" she asked, indicating the finished scones and muffins.

      "No problem," said Adam. He reached for a muffin. "Better do some quality control first."

      He was halfway through the muffin when Amelie appeared in the kitchen. Her eyes were red from crying.

      Addison gave her a hug. "Have you been up all night?" she asked gently.

      Amelie nodded. "Yes. I just can't understand it. I know we only met a few months ago, but I thought we were friends. Good friends. Maybe even more than that. I don't know why he couldn't talk to me about whatever was bothering him."

      "Try not to let it worry you too much," said Addison, although it felt like a lame thing to say. "Can I get you a cup of tea?"

      "Yes, please."

      "Do you know anything about Patrick's family?" Adam asked.

      Addison poured Amelie a cup of tea and put it in front of her. She wrapped both hands around the cup. "All he told me was they don't speak anymore. I don't know if that meant brothers or sisters, or parents, or both. He didn't want to talk about it, and it didn't seem to matter much at the time."

      "The police should be able to locate them," said Addison. She wondered whether his estrangement from his family could have something to do with his death. She was going to ask Amelie more questions, but the poor girl was clearly still traumatised. "Why don't you go back to bed," Addison suggested. "I've got some sleeping tablets from the chemist, I could give you one of those if you like. You should try and get some rest."

      Amelie nodded and was about to speak when Addison's phone rang. She checked the display – Detective Wilcox.

      "I'd better get that," she said, picking up the phone and swiping it to answer. "Hello?"

      "Mrs Lake, it's Detective Wilcox. There's been a development. I need to come and re-interview everyone who was present at the time of Patrick Wilde's death."

      "What do you mean, a development?" Addison's eyebrows were raised. All eyes in the kitchen were upon her.

      "The autopsy was carried out this morning. Patrick Wilde did not commit suicide."

      "Then what…" Addison felt her legs go weak. "Oh, my goodness. You mean…"

      "I'm afraid so. He was murdered."
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      By the time Wilcox and Short arrived, Addison had sent Layla to deliver the baked goods to Hazel's cafe and gathered everyone else around the great-room dining table. Ivy, Adam, and Amelie were all there. Ivy had called her brother Dan to come back, and Detective Wilcox had asked Jason and Louie to join them at the beach house. Addison laid the table with the extra scones she'd made this morning, but no-one was hungry.

      "Thank you all for coming," said Wilcox after he and Short took seats at the head of the table. His white shirt showed small patches of sweat under the arms, and Addison thought he looked very uncomfortable. She couldn't believe this was the second murder he was investigating in the three months she'd been in Getaway Bay.

      "Are you certain Patrick was murdered?" asked Amelie. She'd launched into a fresh bout of tears and anguished screaming when Addison had told the group why Wilcox was coming back so soon. Her eyes were still red now, her pale skin blotched and angry.

      "We are," said Wilcox. "I'm sorry I can't give you any more details than that," he added, when Amelie opened her mouth again. She swallowed whatever it was she was going to say.

      "The time of death has been narrowed to somewhere between four and five pm yesterday," said Short. She always looked and sounded so official. Addison wondered if she ever really clocked off duty. "We need to ascertain exactly where each of you were for that period of time. Addison – let's start with you."

      "I was in the kitchen cooking dinner for the most part," Addison replied as Short began to take notes. "I was making a casserole, and I wanted to get it in the oven before I joined the group for drinks on the verandah."

      "Were drinks on the verandah a regular thing?" asked Wilcox.

      "Oh, yes." Addison explained how the group had taken to gathering each afternoon before dinner to unwind and discuss their day's work.

      "So you were in the kitchen for the whole hour?" Short asked Addison.

      "Yes. Actually, no. Jason called me out the front for a few minutes to discuss his progress on the landscaping out there. That might have been during that time?" Addison looked to Jason for confirmation.

      "I think it was just after four when I asked you to take a look out the front," said Jason. "It would have been only about ten minutes, though. Then you said you had to get back in to the kitchen."

      Short continued scribbling in her notebook. "You were in the kitchen for most of the hour, except for approximately ten minutes when you were out in the front yard of the house."

      "That's correct."

      Short turned to Jason. "And you were in the front yard the whole time?"

      Jason nodded. "I wanted to get the flower bed in front of the verandah finished. I was out there from three o'clock until Ivy started screaming. Except for when I stuck my head in the front door to call Addison out."

      "What about you?" Short asked Louie.

      "I was out the back," said the tradesman. "We pulled all the rotted wood out of the shed earlier this week, and I was replacing it with new boards. I had my headphones in, I didn't hear anything. I came inside after it was all over and everyone was here at the table."

      "You didn't come into the house between four and five o'clock?"

      "No, Ma'am."

      Addison noticed Short's eyes narrow at being called 'Ma'am'. She wondered why Short was taking the lead with the questioning, and Wilcox was sitting back. She figured he must be observing everyone, and it was only then that it occurred to her that they were all suspects in Patrick's murder.

      Of course they were. If he'd been murdered between four and five pm, and they were the only people in the house at the time… one of the people at this table must be a killer.

      Short moved onto Ivy. "Your room was right next to the deceased," she said. "What were you doing during the hour in question?"

      "I was in my room with Dan," said Ivy. "My brother. We were catching up, we haven't seen each other for a while."

      "I'm from Cairns," said Dan. "Like I told you yesterday I have some business in Riverwood. Addison was kind enough to invite me to stay for dinner last night."

      "Your wife and children went to the Gold Coast yesterday," said Short.

      "That's right. They left early in the morning. I did some work, then came to see Ivy. I arrived here around half past two, three o'clock. Something like that."

      Wilcox leaned forward in his seat. "What kind of business are you in?"

      "Cyber security," said Dan. "I mostly work with small businesses, make sure their systems are secure against hacking."

      Wilcox nodded to Short, who continued questioning Ivy. "So the two of you were in your room, which is right next to Patrick's, for the hour between four and five pm?"

      "Yes," said Ivy.

      "Did you hear anything? A struggle, perhaps?"

      Ivy shook her head. "We put some music on, I'm afraid. I didn't think we'd be disturbing Patrick from his work, I know he likes to write with headphones on. We didn't hear anything from his room. Well I didn't." She turned to her brother. "Did you?"

      "No," said Dan. "We were out on the verandah for a time," he added. "But we kept to Ivy's side. She was adamant we shouldn't disturb Patrick. She said he was working on something new. We were very careful to keep away from his room."

      "I wish we hadn't been now," said Ivy. "Knowing what he did…"

      "Except he didn't," said Adam. All eyes turned to him. He sat back, hands perched on his head. "Well he didn't kill himself, that's what they've said. That's why we're here."

      "Oh. That's right," said Ivy. Her eyes widened at Wilcox and Short. "How can you be so sure? I mean, we found him there like that…"

      "We're sure," said Wilcox.

      "Where were you?" Short asked Adam.

      "In my room. I was editing, which I like to do with headphones. I listen to heavy metal while I edit. It helps me weed out all the rubbish."

      "So you were listening to heavy metal through headphones from four until five?" Short clarified.

      "Yes. Sorry, I'm no use to you."

      "And you?" Short asked Amelie. "Your room is right above Patrick's, correct?"

      "That's correct. I'm painting the scene from my window; I can see the beach from there. That's what I was working on yesterday afternoon."

      "Did you hear anything from downstairs?"

      Amelie shook her head. "All I could hear was Ivy's music."

      Short continued to ask questions of the group, switching her attention between each of them, sometimes repeating questions she'd already asked. Addison did her best to focus, but was distracted when Layla arrived home with the groceries. Instead of the planned trip to Riverwood, she'd just been to the local store for a few essentials. Addison watched her cousin take the supplies through to the kitchen, then join them at the table.

      "You weren't here at the time of the murder, correct?" Short asked Layla.

      "That's correct," said Layla. "I was at the gallery site going over the plans with my contractor. I didn't get here until after it had happened."

      Addison was still struggling to comprehend that a second person had been murdered in Getaway Bay in just a few short months, let alone that this time the killer might be here in her house.

      "What about an intruder?" she asked Wilcox. "Surely you can't rule that out."

      "Not at this stage," he replied. "But it does seem highly unlikely. If Jason was out the front the entire time, then an intruder would have had to come in through the back door. But Louie was out in the backyard, he should have been able to see any intruder out there."

      "I was inside the shed for most of the time," said Louie with a shrug. "Someone could have slipped by me."

      "It's possible," said Wilcox. "But then they would have entered through the kitchen, where Addison was busy cooking for all except ten minutes of that hour."

      "Could someone have killed Patrick in those ten minutes?" asked Layla.

      "It's possible," said Wilcox again. "But it would have taken either some extremely good planning on their part, or else a lot of luck, to get in and out without being seen."

      "Plus, it doesn't answer the other big question," added Short.

      "Which is?" Addison asked.

      "How did the killer get out of Patrick's room when both doors were locked from the inside?"
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      "That's right," said Ivy. "I couldn't get in. Patrick's balcony door was locked, and so was the door to his room. Dan had to kick it down."

      "He usually worked with the balcony doors open," said Addison. "I wonder what made him close them yesterday."

      "They were open earlier," said Jason. "I noticed both sets of French doors were open when I first went out to the front garden."

      "Did you see when Patrick's were closed?" asked Short.

      Jason shook his head. "No. I was working on the flower bed right in front of the verandah. The balcony was above me, so I couldn't see onto it for most of the afternoon. I heard the music coming from Ivy's room, that's how I knew her door was open."

      "If only we hadn't been playing that music," Ivy said to her brother. "We might have heard something."

      Dan's head tipped to the side. "We weren't to know, Ives. Don't blame yourself for this."

      The table fell silent, and Addison didn't know what to do. Surely none of these people could have killed Patrick? She was desperate to find out what made Wilcox so sure it was murder rather than suicide, but he wasn't going to give his reasons in front of a table full of suspects. Maybe she could get him alone and see if she could squeeze the information out of him.

      "I think that's all we need for now," said Wilcox. "We're going to take another look at Patrick's room."

      "Can I fix that door yet?" asked Jason.

      "No. It's a crime scene, and we need to get forensics back in here. I'll have to ask you all not to touch anything before they get here."

      The group dispersed, but Addison remained seated. She took a deep breath. This was all too much.

      "Let's move into the kitchen," said Layla. "I'll make you a coffee."

      Addison nodded and followed her cousin, leaving the scones still on the table. She could throw them out later.

      "Are you all right?" Layla asked. She turned the coffee machine on and got the milk from the fridge as Addison settled herself on a stool at the bench. She'd never sat on this side of the kitchen before. Her kitchen.

      "It's all… I don't… Oh, Layla. How can this have happened? It was bad enough thinking Patrick had taken his own life here in my house, but… murder?"

      Layla grimaced.

      "Oh, I'm so sorry," said Addison. "This must be hard for you, after Jenna."

      "We'll get through it together." Layla finished making the coffee while Addison tried to pull herself together. If one member of her household was a murderer, then the rest of them needed her more than ever.

      The doorbell Jason had installed a few weeks ago rang, and Addison went to answer it. Wilcox got to the door at the same time.

      "It'll be the forensic team," he said. Addison nodded, and Wilcox opened the door. A man and two women in overalls carrying bags of equipment trooped into the house, and Addison nearly lost it all over again. It was like a scene from one of those television crime shows.

      Wilcox told the forensic team where to go, and the three of them took the front staircase up to Patrick's room. Wilcox made to follow them, but Addison held him back.

      "Do you really think one of the people in my house killed Patrick?"

      "I'm struggling to find another explanation at the moment," he said. "But let's wait until we've got all the facts."

      "And you're sure it was murder? Not suicide?"

      Wilcox nodded. "I know it's not what you want to hear, but yes. I'm sure. The pathologist confirmed it."

      "How?"

      "I can't—"

      "Don't give me that, Isaac. This is my house. These are my boarders. I need to know."

      "Why? So you can launch into another private investigation? Like you did with the Jenna Dallimore murder?"

      "That's not fair. She was my cousin, and you were blaming Layla. I didn't do anything to get in the way of your investigation, did I?"

      Wilcox shrugged. "I guess not. But I can't be giving you information in this case, Addison. You're too close."

      "You mean I'm a suspect?"

      "Until I can rule you out, yes. I'm afraid so."

      Addison opened her mouth but nothing came out. She closed it again and walked away, leaving Wilcox to trudge up the stairs after his forensics crew.

      Back in the kitchen Layla was preparing a salad. "Is anyone coming over tonight?" she asked as Addison walked back in.

      "I don't think so," Addison replied. For the last couple of months some of the locals had been gathering at the beach house on Friday evenings for a barbecue. It started after Jenna's funeral, and despite the circumstances that night Addison had enjoyed hosting so much that it soon became a regular thing. Hazel and her husband, Martin, always came, as well as Mrs Jones and her dog Bella. Jason was usually working on the house on Friday afternoons, so he often stayed, and sometimes Juliet and Josie Porter joined them as well. With Addison, Layla, Olivia when she was home from school, and now the house guests, they usually ended up with a lively crowd. Addison put on simple barbecue meat and salads, plus everyone brought something to share, so there was always plenty of food. Tonight though, knowing that Patrick's death would be all over town by now, she didn't think anyone would expect the barbecue to be on.

      "Let's just cater for the household," said Addison. "Plus we'd better count Ivy's brother. I think he's still here somewhere."

      "They've taken Charlie for a walk on the beach," said Layla. "Amelie and Adam are in their rooms. There's an extra tray of sausages in the fridge, we can always pull that out if anyone else shows up." She looked up from chopping salad items. "Hey, are you okay? You look like you've seen a ghost."

      Addison plonked herself back on the kitchen stool. "No ghosts. I've just been told I'm a suspect in Patrick's murder too."

      Layla put down the knife she'd been holding. "It's not a very nice feeling, is it?"

      Addison shook her head. "I kind of know what you felt like now, with Jenna…"

      "It's going to be okay, Addison. I'm sure it's just a formality where you're concerned. You were here in the house when it happened. No-one saw anything, so technically you did have the opportunity to do it. And I'm guessing you have a key to Patrick's room?"

      Addison hadn't even thought of that. Yes, she did have a master key that unlocked all the bedroom doors. But she'd never used it. She couldn't even think right now where it was.

      "There's a master key somewhere. I'd better tell Wilcox about it," she said.

      "It might be a good idea. You don't know where it is?"

      "It might be in the drawer in my office."

      Addison was about to go looking for the key when she saw Mrs Jones's familiar figure climb the stairs to the back verandah. She reached over to open the door, and Bella the dog came trotting in before her mistress.

      "Hello, ladies," said Mrs Jones, taking off her hat and slipping onto a stool beside Addison. "What are you doing on this side of the counter?"

      "To be honest I'm having some trouble dealing with Patrick's death, Mrs Jones. We're all still in a state of shock."

      "We're taking turns falling to pieces," Layla added. "I had my meltdown this morning. It's Addison's turn now."

      Addison had a little giggle at that. It was true, they had propped each other up at various times today.

      "So what are the police saying?" asked Mrs Jones. "I assume they're back here, with all those vans parked outside."

      "The forensics people are going through Patrick's room looking for evidence," said Addison. "Wilcox says Patrick was murdered."

      "But I thought… didn't you say he killed himself?"

      "That's what it looked like to us when we found him yesterday," said Addison. "But apparently the autopsy showed he was murdered, although Wilcox won't give me any details."

      "Murder," said Mrs Jones, a hand splayed across her chest. "That is sure going to set Eleanor Moffett off. She's been on at me already today, you know. Gossip-mongering, that's all she ever does. I've been telling her to get a life and stop meddling in other people's business for years. She won't have it, though."

      Addison smiled. Hazel and Layla had both filled her in on the town busybody, Eleanor Moffett. Apparently, she'd been perpetually peeved at Mrs Jones because Mrs Jones had run the local post office, and as such she knew a lot about everybody's business. Not that that was what upset Eleanor Moffett. No, Eleanor was upset because Mrs Jones never chose to share the details of everybody's business with her.

      On the surface, Hazel had explained, Eleanor and Mrs Jones were great friends. They were roughly the same age, and when Mr Jones had been alive Eleanor and her husband Lionel had frequently socialised with them. Underneath it all, though, there was a rivalry that went back decades. Word had it that Eleanor felt she had the upper hand in the gossip stakes these days, now that Mrs Jones had retired from the post office. But somehow Mrs Jones still always seemed to know what was happening in the town before Eleanor did, and without gossiping herself. It apparently annoyed Eleanor Moffett no end.

      As for Lionel Moffett, these days he spent a lot of time in the local pub. Not that he actually drank much, according to Hazel. He liked to bring in the newspaper after lunch, and sit at his usual table in the back corner reading and sipping on one beer. Then he drank lemon squash and talked to the tourists until it was time to go home for dinner.

      Addison had enjoyed listening to Hazel and Layla's stories of the characters that inhabited Getaway Bay. The more time she spent here, the more it felt like home.

      Until a young man was murdered under her roof. How could the beach house ever feel like home again?
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      Addison half-listened as Layla and Mrs Jones talked about Eleanor Moffett and the gossip around town about Patrick's death. So far everyone still thought the young writer had committed suicide, but the presence of the forensics vans would soon put paid to that. Addison realised she should call Olivia to explain before her daughter saw the tragedy on the news.

      "What do you think, Addison?" Layla asked. Addison realised the two of them were staring at her.

      "Oh, sorry. What did you say?"

      "We were talking about how Patrick's room was locked from the inside. If Wilcox says he was murdered, then how did the killer get out of the room?"

      Addison shook her head. "I have no idea. There are no windows that open, only the French doors. They were definitely locked, although I don't know why. Patrick always wrote with the doors open. It was a lovely afternoon, so the weather wasn't an issue."

      "And the internal door to his room was also locked?" asked Mrs Jones.

      "Yes. Ivy couldn't get in. She was screaming hysterically when we got there, turning the handle, trying to get the door open. It was locked. Dan had to kick it in."

      "There was definitely no-one else in the room when you busted in?" asked Layla.

      "No. Unless…"

      "Unless what?"

      Addison's face involuntarily screwed up at the thought, but it had to be considered. "Patrick was hanging from the wardrobe door," she said, the image of his lifeless body still very much burned into her brain. She'd always thought a hanging victim had to be suspended above the ground, their feet dangling in the air. But Patrick was in a kneeling position in front of the wardrobe, the noose around his neck tied to the door. She'd searched online last night, and found it was possible to die that way because the weight of the upper part of the body was enough to cause asphyxiation.

      Layla and Mrs Jones were still waiting for her to explain.

      "So the wardrobe door was closed. Dan and Adam got Patrick on the ground, but we didn't open the door. Someone could have been in there." Addison shuddered at the thought.

      "Then what did you do?" asked Mrs Jones.

      "Jason and I made everyone go downstairs while I called the police. We all went into the great room. If someone was in the wardrobe, they could have then escaped down the back stairs into the kitchen and out the back door."

      "So it could have been an intruder," said Mrs Jones.

      "Yes," said Addison. "Or…"

      "Or what?" asked Layla. "Who wasn't there when you found the body?"

      "Louie," said Addison. "He came in later, when we were all at the dining table." She ran through the events of yesterday afternoon in her head again, this time checking the theory that Louie could have been the killer. "He would have had to sneak upstairs while I was out the front with Jason," she said, talking it through. "Then kill Patrick, set up the noose and the body, hide himself in the wardrobe behind the body, and wait for us to break the door down."

      "It's possible," said Layla. "I mean, whether it was Louie or an intruder, the theory works. I would imagine none of you would have even considered looking in the wardrobe when you just found Patrick's body hanging from it."

      "No, of course we wouldn't. It was the perfect hiding spot. We should tell Wilcox."

      "Tell me what?"

      Addison spun on her stool to find the detective approaching the bottom of the kitchen stairs. "Can you wear louder shoes or something?"

      "Sorry. Didn't mean to startle you. Tell me what?"

      Addison explained her theory of an intruder, or possibly Louie, hiding in the wardrobe and escaping once the rest of the household were seated at the dining table. Wilcox narrowed his eyes and nodded a few times as she spoke.

      "That would have been a good hiding space. We've considered it, but there's no evidence anyone was in the wardrobe. They would have to be small to fit in there."

      "Louie isn't a big guy," said Layla.

      "What do you know about him?" Wilcox asked.

      "Not a lot, to be honest," said Addison. "Jason hired him as a subcontractor. He seems polite, and Jason says he's a good worker. That was good enough for me. Until now."

      "We'll look into him," said Wilcox. "Do me a favour, don't go spreading your wardrobe theory around town. I don't need the good folk of Getaway Bay spreading rumours this time."

      "We are not gossips," said Mrs Jones, hands on her hips.

      Wilcox raised his eyebrows and slowly nodded. Addison couldn't decide whether to laugh or slap him.

      "The forensics team will be finished up in another hour or so," Wilcox said to Addison. "Senior Constable Short will stay with them. I'm heading back to the station."

      Addison walked him through the front of the house. "Have they found anything?" she asked. It was worth a try.

      "You know—"

      "Yes, yes. You can't tell us anything, I'm still a suspect, blah blah. Go on, off with you. Get back to your station and figure out who killed a man in my house."

      Addison shooed him out and closed the door behind him without another word. When she returned to the kitchen Layla had resumed chopping salad while Mrs Jones peeled potatoes.

      "I thought you could make one of your lovely potato bake thingys," said Mrs Jones. "If you feel up to it, that is. Otherwise I'll just cut them into chips and put them in the oven."

      "Of course I can make a potato bake," said Addison. She needed to get back on her usual side of the kitchen bench. Sitting around lamenting was not in her nature.

      "Excellent," said Mrs Jones. She was a big fan of Addison's potato bake. So were all the occupants of the beach house. It was a good idea, and Addison put on her apron and started slicing the peeled potatoes.

      They worked in silence for a while, each lost in their own thoughts about the murder. Addison realised she'd moved past the denial stage of grief. Now she was angry. How dare someone commit murder in her house?

      Wilcox had specifically asked her not to start her own investigation. But how could she not? Patrick was her boarder, and even though he was a grown man she felt responsible for him in some way. She felt responsible for all of them. She knew Wilcox and his team would do their best to find the killer, but surely it wouldn't hurt for her to do a little investigating of her own.

      She'd start with Louie Liu.
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      Preparations for the barbecue were well underway by the time Ivy, Dan, and Charlie returned from their walk on the beach. Charlie raced over to greet Bella, and the two dogs headed out through the doggy door into the back garden together. They got on so well that Addison and Mrs Jones sometimes left the back gate between their two properties open so the dogs could come and go as they pleased.

      "Did you have a nice walk?" Addison asked.

      "It's certainly a lovely beach," said Dan. "Charlie had a great time playing in the sand."

      "You didn't let him off the lead, did you?"

      "No," said Ivy. "I know he's only allowed on the beach on his lead. I kept hold of him. We didn't let him go in the water and I brushed most of the sand off before we came inside."

      "Thank you," said Addison. Ivy was more considerate than Adam in that regard. Adam was notorious for letting Charlie play in the water when there was no-one else around, and bringing him home wet through and covered in sand.

      "Are we having the Friday night barbecue?" Ivy asked.

      "We are, but no-one from the town is coming. Well, except Mrs Jones here. But we already had the food, and it's an easy dinner for me to prepare."

      "That makes sense. Is there anything I can do to help?"

      "No thank you, we've got it all under control. Dan, you're welcome to join us."

      "Thanks," said Dan, "but I should go back to my rental apartment. Annette and the kids are coming back from the Gold Coast this afternoon, I should be there when they get back."

      "Okay then," said Addison, then remembered something she'd been meaning to ask him. "You told the police you work in cyber security, didn't you?"

      "That's right. For small businesses, mainly."

      "Do you think… No, actually it's okay. I shouldn't ask."

      "You want me to take a look at something for you?"

      "Is it that obvious?"

      Dan grinned. "It's okay. I get asked about computer problems all the time. What's up?"

      "It's my laptop," said Addison. "It started running really slow about a week ago, and I don't know what I've done."

      "Could be any number of things. Do you want to get it and I'll take a look for you?"

      "Don't you have to be getting back?"

      Dan shrugged. "They'll be another hour or so yet. Let me take a quick look, and if I can't fix it straight away I'll pop by tomorrow."

      "Thanks." Addison went to her office to get the computer, and while she was in there she remembered the master key to all the bedrooms. It had completely slipped her mind earlier, when Wilcox left. She searched the drawers of her desk, but it wasn't there. She'd have to call and tell him about it.

      She unplugged the laptop and took it out to the kitchen. "Here you go," she said, handing it to Dan. "I'm happy to pay you, of course. It's your business."

      "I'm sure we won't need to worry about that. It's probably an easy fix. Can you log in for me?"

      Addison typed in her password to open the computer, then left it with Dan. He settled himself at the kitchen table, and she got back to the potato bake.

      Ivy, Layla, and Mrs Jones were discussing Patrick's death again.

      "Did he speak to you at all about anything troubling him?" Layla asked Ivy. Addison was interested in the answer – she'd noticed Patrick paying a lot of attention to Ivy since he'd arrived two weeks ago.

      "No, not that I can recall. He was working on a new project, like Amelie said. He told me he'd been blocked before coming here, but the atmosphere of this wonderful place had helped clear his mind."

      "Getaway Bay is a good place to relax and get creative," said Layla.

      "Not just Getaway Bay," said Ivy. "The beach house, too. You've got such a lovely home here, Addison. It's very generous of you to share it with all of us. I hope Patrick's… death won't change that."

      "I hope so too," said Addison, although in truth she had no idea whether Patrick's death would put an end to her experience running a boarding house. She shook the thought from her mind. "Let's just concentrate on getting through this until the police find out what really happened."

      Ivy nodded. She went and stood behind her brother, who was busily tapping away on Addison's laptop.

      "Find anything?" she asked him.

      "I think… hang on… yes, there it is. Sneaky little sucker." He looked over to Addison. "Have you clicked on any links in emails recently?"

      Addison tried to think. "No, not that I can remember. Why?"

      "You've got a virus. I don't think there's any cause for alarm, but it might be a good idea to check your bank accounts. Just in case."

      "My bank accounts? You don't think someone's stolen my money, do you?" Addison wiped her hands on her apron and came over to stand next to Ivy and peer at the screen. It was unrecognisable to her; Dan had programs open she'd never seen before.

      "Probably not. I'm just getting rid of the virus now," he said. "Then I'll get you to log in and check your accounts. You use internet banking, I assume?"

      "Yes. Should I not?"

      Dan shook his head. "There's no reason not to, it's very safe these days. But we should check just to make sure. Once the virus is gone."

      "How would I have got it?" Addison asked. She knew very little about computers and how they worked.

      "Like I said, you may have clicked on a link in an email that was dodgy. Or perhaps even online. One of those quizzes or clickbait posts they have on Facebook, for example."

      "Clickbait?" said Mrs Jones. "What does that even mean?"

      "It's when someone posts something with a catchy heading, promising something interesting if you click on it. Like 'you'll never believe what such-and-such famous person from the past looks like now', that sort of thing."

      "Who cares what famous people look like?" said Mrs Jones.

      Addison kept quiet. It was possible that she'd clicked on one of those headlines while scrolling through her Facebook feed. Well you wanted to see what they looked like, didn't you?

      "So I shouldn't click on those types of things?" Addison asked Dan.

      "Ninety-nine times out of a hundred, they're fine. But there's always the one percent. Scammers are forever coming up with new ways to get your money."

      "Then how can I protect myself?"

      "I'll install a virus protector while I'm here, which should keep most of the nasties at bay. But you should be careful what you click on, never click links from emails unless it's from a source you trust, and above all keep an eye on your bank accounts. That way if something happens you'll know soon enough, and you can contact the bank quickly. They're pretty good these days."

      Addison's mind whirled. More things she needed to keep on top of. She wondered whether having a computer was even worth it. But it was handy for so many things, including keeping in touch with Olivia and Justin. Both of her children seemed to post more often on Facebook than they spoke to their mother.

      "Thanks, Dan. I really appreciate it. How much do I owe you for the virus protector thing?"

      Dan shook his head. "You've been very kind to my sister. Consider it a thank you."

      "Okay. Are you sure you don't want to stay for dinner?"

      "No, thanks. Annette is expecting me." He typed away for another minute or so. "There you go, all done." He shut down the computer and handed it back to Addison. "It should run a lot faster now. Check your bank accounts as soon as you can, and let me know if you have any more problems. I'll be in town for a few more days."

      "I will. Thanks again." Addison took the laptop back to her office and left it on the desk. A virus. She shook her head. Olivia would go mad when she found out. Maybe she didn't need to know.

      Coming out of her office she ran into Adam and Amelie as they entered the kitchen. She checked her watch, it was right on five o'clock.

      "Did you manage to get any work done, either of you?"

      Amelie looked like she was about to burst into tears, but Adam seemed not to notice.

      "I got a bit done, actually," he said, picking a piece of cucumber out of the salad Layla had prepared and popping it into his mouth. He opened the fridge and pulled out a beer for himself. "Anyone else?"

      "No thanks," said Addison. She put her arm around Amelie and gave her a reassuring smile.

      "No," said Dan. "I'm just leaving." He turned to Ivy. "Walk me out?"

      The two of them left, and Addison opened the back door and propped it open with the door wedge. "Help me set up the chairs outside," she said to Amelie. The poor girl was suffering the most after Patrick's death, and Addison thought it was time they had a chat.

      The barbecue area in the backyard was still in its temporary configuration. Jason had put together the plans to build a pizza oven out here, but Addison wanted the rest of the house finished first. The pizza oven and outdoor space was a luxury, whereas the house and the art studio were more necessary and therefore got priority.

      Addison and Amelie carried stacks of plastic chairs from the verandah and set them up in a circle beside the portable barbecue. Addison noticed Amelie wipe a few tears from her face.

      "You loved him, didn't you?" Addison asked.

      Amelie collapsed into one of the chairs. "Yes," her tiny voice squeaked. "Since the day I met him."
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      "Tell me about it." Addison took the chair next to Amelie. She glanced up to see Mrs Jones in the doorway, and gave her a look that she hoped would tell the others not to disturb them. Mrs Jones gave her a slight nod and closed the back door.

      "We were both staying at the same backpackers lodge in Townsville," Amelie began. "It was full of teenagers and twenty-somethings. Patrick and I were the only people in there over thirty. We connected straight away."

      "Did you recognise him? I mean, he was a reasonably famous author. Did you know who he was?"

      "No, and I think he actually liked that. He was having trouble with his next book, although I didn't find that out until later. He was trying to disappear… no, that's not the right word. He was trying to take a break from the literary world, so I think me not knowing who he was, helped."

      "How long ago was this?" Addison asked. "When you met, I mean."

      "About three months ago. We started eating together, going for walks, that sort of thing. Patrick liked to bounce ideas off me for his writing. I'm a good listener. And he was interested in my painting, too. Then we decided to leave Townsville and travel south together. We were going to go all the way down the coast eventually. But we found your place, and Patrick started writing again. Or at least I think he did."

      "What do you mean by that? You just said he talked to you about his writing."

      Amelie twisted her hands together in her lap. "He talked to me about his writing when he was struggling with it," she said. "But since we've been here he kept it to himself."

      Addison had noticed that Patrick and Amelie hadn't communicated much since they'd been at the beach house. She'd thought it odd, considering they'd arrived together. She'd also noticed Patrick spending time with Ivy, but she didn't know how to ask Amelie about that.

      "He didn't love me back," Amelie said. She pushed her hair behind her ears. "But you guessed that, right?"

      "I had an idea. It was none of my business, though." Addison felt sorry for her. She couldn't imagine how it would feel to be in love with someone and not have them feel the same way.

      "Oh, Addison. When I thought he'd taken his own life… that was one thing. But murder? Who could have done this? And why? I know he could be difficult at times, but I just can't think of any reason someone would do that to him. The police must have it wrong."

      "I've thought the same thing, believe me," said Addison. "But Detective Wilcox assures me they haven't."

      "Do you trust him? This detective?"

      "I do."

      "Then I guess we'll have to wait until he figures out what happened."

      "I guess so." Addison stood. "I could use a glass of wine. Would you like one?"

      "Yes please. I'll finish setting up out here."

      Addison returned to the kitchen, where Layla had already found a bottle of white wine and poured a glass each for herself, Ivy, and Mrs Jones. Two more glasses stood empty on the bench.

      "Thanks," said Addison, taking the bottle and filling the two glasses. "Let's all go outside. Amelie needs people around her right now."

      "Don't we all," said Layla.

      They each carried something out to the makeshift seating area and Adam took control of the barbecue. Mrs Jones launched into another tale about her sister in Brisbane and the cats, and soon had everyone laughing. Between them, Mrs Jones and Layla and Addison managed to keep the conversation light and away from the question on everyone's mind, until it finally resurfaced after they'd eaten.

      "I reckon it must have been that contractor, Louie," said Adam.

      "What makes you think so?" asked Addison.

      "He looks shifty."

      "He looks shifty?" Ivy repeated. "That's your evidence?"

      Adam shrugged. "Have you got any better ideas?"

      "Well, no. But I wouldn't form an opinion of someone just based on the way he looks. Especially not when you're talking about who committed murder."

      A sharp intake of breath came from Amelie, and Addison felt for her all over again.

      "Do you want to go inside?" Addison asked her.

      "No," said Amelie. "If we're going to discuss this, I want to be here. Patrick was important to me. I want to know what happened to him."

      "I'm telling you, the contractor," said Adam. Ivy opened her mouth, but Adam held up a hand. "I know, you want evidence. Let's think about it. He was the only one who was at the house but wasn't there when Ivy found Patrick. We all raced up the stairs, even Jason. But where was Louie?"

      "He said he was out in the new studio with headphones on," said Layla.

      "But he also said he heard Ivy screaming," said Adam. "If that's the case it took him long enough to get inside. We all heard Ivy screaming from where we were out the front. We all raced up the staircase to Patrick's room. But Louie didn't get inside until after we were all back down in the dining room. What took him so long?"

      Addison realised Adam was right. Louie had come in when they were all in the dining room and Addison was phoning Wilcox. He'd said he heard screaming, but then he'd told Wilcox and Short he had headphones on and didn't hear anything. It didn't add up. She shot a nervous glance at Layla and Mrs Jones, who were both staring at her.

      "He could have been in the wardrobe," Addison said without thinking.

      "What do you mean?" asked Ivy.

      Addison explained the theory she'd discussed earlier with Mrs Jones and Layla, and then Detective Wilcox.

      "What did Wilcox say?" asked Adam. "Did he think it was a possibility?"

      "He said he couldn't rule it out, but the space in the wardrobe is small."

      "Louie's not a big guy," said Adam. He was bouncing around in his seat. "I'm going to go take a look."

      "Wait, isn't it still a crime scene?" asked Ivy. "Are we allowed in there?"

      Adam shrugged. "No-one told me I couldn't go in there," he said, standing. "Anyone coming?"

      For a moment everyone just stared at one another. Addison didn't know what to do. Senior Constable Short and the forensics team had left a couple of hours ago, and they hadn't said anything forbidding anyone to enter Patrick's room.

      "I'll go with you," she finally said to Adam.

      "Are you sure?" said Layla.

      Addison stood. "It's my house. I should be there."

      "I'll come too then," said Layla.

      "Well I'm not being left out," said Ivy. "What about you, Amelie?"

      Amelie shook her head and shoved her hands in her pockets. "I can't. Not yet."

      "You stay here with me, dear," said Mrs Jones. "I'm not climbing up all those stairs. We'll scrape the plates and find some scraps for Bella and Charlie."

      "All right then," said Addison, feeling like she was about to lead an expedition. "Let's do it."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            10

          

        

      

    

    
      Addison almost lost her nerve when they reached Patrick's door. She couldn't help but replay the scene over in her mind – Ivy screaming, frantically turning the doorknob; Dan breaking down the door, finding Patrick's body. It was all there, front and centre. She suppressed a shudder.

      The door was pulled closed, but the broken doorknob and splintered wood remained. Adam pushed on the door and it opened easily. He gave the others a tentative look before entering the room. Addison and Ivy followed, Layla stayed in the doorway.

      "I guess it's okay to touch stuff now," said Adam, running a finger through the black dust that coated just about every surface of the room. "They've obviously done all their checks for fingerprints."

      "Even so, let's not spread that stuff all over the house," said Layla. "When do you think they'll let us clean up?" she asked Addison.

      "I don't know. But I need to call Wilcox about that key, so I'll ask him," she replied.

      "What key?" asked Ivy.

      "There's a master key somewhere that fits all the rooms. I forgot to tell him about it."

      "What do you mean, somewhere?" asked Adam. "You don't know where it is?"

      "Not exactly." Addison didn't like the way the two of them stared at her. "Well I haven't had to use it, have I? You all have your own keys, and I trust you. It's only really in case someone loses their key, or there's an emergency."

      "Like yesterday?" said Ivy.

      "Ah, yeah."

      Adam turned to face the wardrobe. "Shall I?" he asked.

      "Open it," said Addison.

      He did, and Addison saw that Wilcox was right. There was enough space in there for a small person, but it would be a tight fit.

      "I don't know," said Ivy. "It would have been difficult to fit oneself in there and hide while the rest of us discovered the body."

      "Not to mention gruesome," Layla added. She had a clear view from the doorway. "To climb in there and shut the door while Patrick's body was hanging from the same door? You'd have to be especially callous."

      "Well, he did just murder someone," said Adam. "I think it's safe to say whoever did this was pretty callous." He bent down to take a close look at the space.

      Addison peered over his shoulder. She could see Patrick's shoes lined up in the bottom of the wardrobe. They didn't seem disturbed.

      "I think they would have made more mess than this," she said. "I mean, if there was someone hiding in here they'd need to have been crouching down, and they would have trampled over all these shoes. There's no evidence of that. Plus, if it was Louie, he would have left in a hurry to come downstairs and join us all in the dining room. He wouldn't have had time to straighten up first."

      "So we're back to an intruder, maybe?" said Ivy.

      "Maybe," said Addison, although she wasn't convinced about that either. "But how would an intruder have picked exactly the right time to come in, get upstairs without anyone seeing, and either get out again unseen before you discovered Patrick's body, or hide in here until after we left?"

      Ivy, Adam, and Layla all stared blankly at her. They weren't getting any answers up here, just asking more questions. And it was getting uncomfortable.

      "Let's go back down and find Mrs Jones and Amelie," said Addison. "I've got an apple crumble I can put in the oven."

      The mention of dessert got everyone moving.

      Back in the kitchen Mrs Jones and Amelie had managed to clean up after dinner and stack the dishwasher. Amelie was wiping down the bench when they trooped back in.

      "Well?" she asked.

      "It's possible," said Addison. "But so are a lot of things. I don't think we should talk about it anymore."

      "Yes," agreed Ivy. "We really should leave it up to the police. They'll find some evidence or something, I'm sure."

      Addison set the oven to heat, then retrieved the apple crumble she'd made yesterday from the fridge. It seemed so long ago now. She'd made it to have for dessert last night, but after Patrick's death no-one had even been interested in dinner. It needed using, though, and they could all do with something to lift their spirits.

      "Who would like coffee?" asked Layla, as she fired up the coffee machine. Hands went up, some opted for tea, and Layla set about her task. Mrs Jones helped, Addison put the apple crumble in the oven to heat through, and soon the six of them were settled around the smaller table in the kitchen with steaming mugs and plates of the sweet dessert.

      Charlie and Bella came charging through the doggy door when they smelled the food, and for a moment the group were entertained by their antics. But it wasn't long before the mood turned sombre again.

      "My money's still on the contractor," said Adam.

      "Do we have to discuss this?" asked Addison. She cast a nervous glance toward Amelie.

      "I think we do," he said. "If there's a murderer amongst us, I for one would like to know. Wouldn't you?"

      It was a good point, Addison had to admit.

      "What about Jason?" Ivy asked. "He was out the front working, but he was right underneath the balcony. No-one could see him for most of that hour. He could have come inside and up the front staircase, snuck into Patrick's room…" She didn't finish the thought. She didn't need to.

      "No," said Addison. "Jason isn't a killer. What possible motive could he have, anyway? He barely knew Patrick. Plus, there's no way he would fit in that wardrobe. He's too big. So how did he get out of the locked room?"

      No-one had an answer for that.

      "Well they're the only two outsiders who had the opportunity," said Adam.

      "I know Jason, and I'll vouch for him," said Addison. "There's no way it was him."

      "And Louie?" asked Adam. "Can you vouch for him?"

      Addison shook her head. "Jason hired him. I trust Jason, though. He would have checked Louie out before bringing him into my home. Surely." Wouldn't he? Louie was looking more and more suspicious by the minute.

      "He's not from around here," said Mrs Jones. "I've never seen him before he started working on the beach house."

      "He's from Riverwood, I believe," said Addison. "I got the impression Jason knew him, though. He's worked with him before."

      "Maybe you should ask Jason what he knows about him," said Ivy.

      "Yes, maybe. I'll do that tomorrow. But I don't understand what possible motive he could have."

      "What motive could anyone have?" said Amelie. She had both hands wrapped around her coffee mug.

      "Someone must have a motive," said Ivy. "I mean, it happened, didn't it? Patrick is dead, and the police say it wasn't suicide. That means someone had a motive to kill him. How much do we really know about him?"

      "Enough to know he was a decent person," said Amelie. Addison caught the hint of a snarl on her lips, and realised for the first time that Amelie, quiet as she was, might have a nasty side.

      "I'm not so sure about that," said Ivy, who had missed Amelie's flash of anger.

      "What do you mean?" asked Addison.

      "I don't want to speak ill of the dead…"

      "Spit it out," said Amelie.

      "Well… he was pretty rude to Adam, for starters." Ivy raised her eyebrows in Adam's direction.

      Adam shrugged. "I'm used to it."

      "What happened?" asked Addison.

      "I asked him a few times to read some of what I was working on. Not the whole manuscript, of course. Just a couple of chapters. To see if I was on the right track."

      "And did he?" asked Addison.

      Adam shook his head. "No. He kept saying he was too busy. Which is why I thought it odd when you said he was blocked."

      "He was blocked when we first came here two weeks ago," said Amelie. "But then he got writing again."

      "So he said," said Ivy. "Are you sure he was telling the truth?"

      "Why would he lie about that?"

      Ivy pushed her plate of apple crumble aside. "I'm sorry, Addison. This smells delicious, but I'm not hungry."

      "I'll take it," said Adam. He swapped his empty plate for her full one without further discussion.

      "Why would Patrick lie about what he was writing?" Amelie asked Ivy again.

      "I have no idea. I just…"

      "You spent a bit of time with him over the last week," said Addison. "Did he tell you what he was working on?"

      Ivy shook her head. "No. But I didn't ask. We talked about other things."

      "What other things?"

      "Other writers, books in general. The state of the publishing industry. That sort of thing."

      "And how did he seem to you?" asked Addison.

      "To be honest? Like he was hiding something. I think something was troubling Patrick, although he wouldn't tell me what it was." She turned to Amelie. "Did Patrick do drugs? Was he on any medication?"

      "Not that I'm aware of. Why?"

      Ivy took a sip from her tea cup, and placed it gently back on its saucer. "I don't know. A couple of times he seemed… different. Almost as if he were high."
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      Amelie was in the kitchen finishing off a bowl of cereal when Addison came down on Saturday morning. It was still early, none of the rest of the household were up, but there was baking to be done. She'd promised Hazel a batch of cinnamon scrolls this weekend, in addition to the usual assortment of scones and muffins.

      "Good morning, Amelie," said Addison, putting on a wide smile. She hoped her resident painter was slightly happier today. The fact that she was up early this morning was a good sign.

      "Good morning. I thought you could use a hand today. Sorry I didn't get up to help yesterday."

      "That's completely understandable. I would have stayed in bed myself yesterday, except for not wanting to let Hazel down. She's been such a good friend since I arrived in Getaway Bay."

      Amelie finished her last mouthful of cereal and put the bowl in the dishwasher. "Everyone here does seem very kind," she said. "I'd love to stay here."

      "You're welcome in this house for as long as you want," said Addison. "That's the point of the beach house. I don't want anyone to leave quickly. And besides, I haven't seen any of your work yet. How is your beach scene coming along?"

      "It's nearly ready, actually. I… I wasn't able to concentrate yesterday. But maybe I'll get back to it today. After we've done the baking, of course. Plus, I'd like to go for a run."

      Amelie was by far the most sporty of Addison's house guests. After helping Addison with the morning's baking, she usually set off for a run along the beach. She'd enquired about joining a gym, but the closest one was in Riverwood. As she didn't have a car, she'd decided to just stick to her beach runs for the time being.

      "It's a beautiful day to get out and about," said Addison. This was encouraging. She'd dreaded the thought of Amelie spending days or weeks moping about the beach house. She was entitled to grieve, of course. They all were. But Addison had been around enough grief after the loss of her husband two years ago, and then her cousin Jenna and Uncle Dennis earlier this year. She didn't think she'd cope well with more sadness surrounding her.

      "What are we making today?" asked Amelie. Addison told her what they'd be baking as she went through the fridge and pantry retrieving ingredients. Soon they were underway, happily measuring and mixing and taking their minds off things. Well, for about fifteen minutes, before Amelie brought up the subject of Patrick's death again.

      "Patrick wasn't doing drugs," she said. "I don't believe a word Ivy says." After Ivy had dropped her bombshell last night, Addison had quickly put an end to the discussion. It was late, and as much as she wanted to find out who killed Patrick and why, she couldn't afford for her boarders to start arguing. Friction in the house was the last thing they all needed.

      "Let's not get into all that now," said Addison. "If there were drugs in Patrick's system, I'm sure the pathologist would have found something. That's for the police to deal with, not us."

      "Yeah, okay. But I don't like Ivy saying things like that about Patrick. He's not here to defend himself."

      "I know." Addison tried to distract her with the muffin mix. It was short-lived.

      "I overheard Patrick arguing with Adam, you know."

      "Oh? When was that?" As much as she wanted to keep things light and happy, Addison had to admit she was curious.

      "A couple of days before he died. Adam was pushing him to look at his manuscript, like he said last night. Patrick had tried to be polite about it, but Adam wasn't taking no for an answer. So Patrick got angry."

      "Was that something that happened a lot? Patrick getting angry?"

      "Not a lot, no. But then I only knew him three months. I do know he could snap if he was pushed hard enough."

      "And Adam pushed hard enough?" asked Addison.

      Amelie nodded. "I think so. I was in my room above Patrick's, but my window was open and so were the doors to his room. The argument got quite heated."

      "In what way?" Addison didn't like the sound of this. She'd known Adam for a month now, he'd been the first boarder to answer her advertisement. He was a good young man, for the most part, but he could be brash and unreasonable when he wanted. He certainly had a way of pushing people's buttons.

      "Adam accused Patrick of being too much of a big-shot, said he should be willing to help out a struggling fellow writer. Patrick told him to back off. I think there may have been some pushing and shoving."

      "Was this on Tuesday?" Addison asked. Now that she thought about it, she had sensed some tension between Patrick and Adam on Tuesday night.

      "Yes. I tried to ask Patrick about it, but he shut me out. He went straight to his room after dinner."

      Addison cracked an egg into her mixing bowl. "I remember that. He said he had a headache."

      "I think Adam was his headache."

      Amelie passed Addison the mixture of warm milk, yeast, and sugar she'd prepared, and Addison poured it into the bowl. Her mind wasn't on the job, though, and she slopped some of it onto the counter. It dribbled down the cupboard doors and onto the floor.

      "Oh, shoot, look what I've done."

      "I've got it," said Amelie, already pulling a couple of sheets of paper towel off the roll. She cleaned up the mess while Addison poured some extra milk into the bowl, hoping she hadn't well and truly stuffed up the recipe.

      Addison finished mixing the dough for the cinnamon scrolls and turned it out onto the counter. As she kneaded, she thought over what Amelie had just said. She knew Adam had been keen to get Patrick's opinion of his work, that had been no secret in the house. She also knew that Patrick had resisted, and she understood why. It was all very well asking someone for feedback, but you had to be prepared to receive it. And she had the feeling Patrick would be the kind of writer who would be completely honest.

      No-one likes receiving negative feedback, and no-one particularly likes giving it, either. In a professional setting amongst peers it was a necessary part of improving one's craft, of course. But when you lived in the same house, things could get tricky. Addison was sure Patrick was resisting Adam's requests because he didn't want things to get awkward between them if Adam's work had not been something Patrick thought highly of.

      But it sounded like Adam was having trouble taking no for an answer. Was their disagreement truly about Patrick's refusal to read Adam's work? Or was there more to it?

      "You're going to overdo that," said Amelie, bringing Addison out of her reflection.

      "Oh, you're right. Sorry, I was miles away then."

      "That's okay. You were thinking about Patrick and Adam, weren't you?"

      "Yes."

      "Me too. Adam seems like a nice young man, but…"

      "But he has a bit too much bravado about him at times," Addison finished for her.

      Amelie nodded. "You don't think he could have been the one to hurt Patrick, do you?"

      Addison was about to say no, but she couldn't quite get there. Adam was in the house at the time, and Wilcox had been pretty clear that everyone was a suspect until they could be ruled out. Someone killed Patrick, and Addison realised she hadn't known any of these people for long enough to be able to rule them out.

      "I don't know," was all she could say. She focused her attention back to the task at hand. She finished kneading the dough for the scrolls and put it aside to rise, then started gathering the ingredients for scones.

      "I think I'll go for my run now," said Amelie. She'd already put a batch of orange and poppyseed muffins in the oven, and set up another tray of chocolate chip ready to go.

      "Thanks for your help this morning," said Addison. "And try and get this business out of your head. We'll all go crazy trying to figure it out. Let's leave it to the police."

      Amelie nodded as she pulled off her apron, but Addison knew neither of them were going take her advice.
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      The next hour for Addison passed by in relative peace. She made the batch of scones first, and then the cinnamon scrolls. When the last tray of treats was in the oven she made herself a coffee and plucked one of Amelie's orange and poppyseed muffins from the cooling tray. She broke off a piece and smiled as the steam rose from the fluffy middle of the cake.

      She settled herself at the table with the delicious muffin, her coffee, and her mobile phone. It was past eight o'clock; Detective Wilcox should be up by now. She found his number in her phone and placed the call.

      "Wilcox," he said gruffly. Someone hadn't had his morning coffee yet.

      "Good morning, Detective," said Addison brightly, before confessing about the existence of a master key to all the bedrooms in the beach house.

      "And where is this master key kept?" Wilcox asked.

      "Well, that's the thing. I can't remember. I know I put it in a safe place, but…"

      "But you can't remember where that safe place is." Wilcox sighed.

      "You've probably heard that before, haven't you?"

      "Once or twice. Where have you looked?"

      "Everywhere in my office, which is where I was sure it would be. But it's definitely not in there." Addison popped another chunk of muffin in her mouth and made a mental note to tell Amelie how good they were.

      "Is it possible it was there, but someone removed it?" asked Wilcox.

      "I guess so," said Addison, not liking where this was going. "You don't think someone stole it and used it to lock Patrick's room after they killed him, do you?"

      Wilcox said nothing. Addison could hear him breathing on the other end of the phone. The man needed to get his sinuses checked.

      "Detective?"

      "I'm still here," he said. "Look, it's clear from the crime scene that whoever killed Patrick wanted us to think he'd committed suicide. So the disappearance of your key is concerning. If the killer took it, they could have locked the door to the bedroom on their way out to help with their suicide set-up."

      "I had a feeling you were going to say that."

      "It's very important we find that key. What about your bedroom? Did you look there?"

      "Yes, but I wasn't as thorough in there. I'll go and take another look."

      "Please do that, and get back to me as soon as possible. If you can't locate it, I'm going to have to ask your permission to search the whole house. Including all of the bedrooms."

      Addison paused, a chunk of muffin halfway to her mouth. "Don't you need to ask permission from the occupants of the rooms?"

      "No. It's your house. Your permission is enough. I can get a warrant, but I'd hope that wasn't necessary."

      "I'll go look in my room now and call you back," said Addison. She ended the call and left the last of the muffin on its plate. Suddenly she wasn't hungry.

      She was halfway up the stairs before her phone rang. It was Olivia. They'd spoken yesterday morning about Patrick's death, but Olivia had had to cut the conversation short.

      "Hi, sweetheart," Addison answered. "Is everything okay?"

      "Hi, Mum. I'm fine. How are you? Do you want me to come home?"

      "I thought you had a group assignment to do this weekend?"

      "I do, but I'm worried about you. This thing at the beach house… your boarder. I feel like I should be there with you."

      "Nonsense. It's okay, really. Layla is here, and the others. I'm fine. We just need to get to the bottom of it." Addison reached the top of the stairs and turned into her bedroom, closing the door behind her.

      "What do you mean, get to the bottom of it?" asked Olivia. Addison could hear the frown in her daughter's voice. "I thought he committed suicide?"

      "Ah, no." Addison didn't believe in hiding things from her children. They were grown-ups, both of them, and deserved to be treated as such. She'd spoken to Justin at length on the phone last night, but hadn't wanted to disturb Olivia. Now she filled her in.

      "Oh, wow. That's pretty heavy, Mum."

      "Yes, it is. But Detective Wilcox and his team are on the case. Oh, that reminds me – do you remember where we put the master key? The one that opens all the bedroom doors? I searched high and low in the office, but I can't find it."

      "That's because it's in the bottom drawer of your jewellery box. In your bedroom."

      Addison almost slapped herself in the forehead. "Of course." She went to the jewellery box and found the key. They'd originally planned to keep it in the office, but then Layla had pointed out that anyone could go in the office and find it. They'd decided Addison's bedroom was a safer place for it.

      "You got it?"

      "Yes, it's right here where we left it. Thank you, darling. What would I do without you?"

      "Spend all your time looking for things?" Olivia suggested.

      Addison smiled because it was true. They chatted for another ten minutes, mostly about Patrick and what the police and everyone else thought about his death. The media were reporting it, of course, as Patrick was a reasonably well-known Australian author. They were still saying it was suicide, though.

      "I'd better go, Mum," said Olivia when she was all caught up on the case. "Hey, you're not conducting your own investigation again, are you?" Olivia had been most displeased when Addison had made enquiries regarding the death of her cousin a couple of months ago.

      "No. Well, not really. It did happen in my house though."

      "Mum…"

      "I'm not getting in the way of the police. Now off you go and finish that assignment."

      "Bye, Mum."

      "Goodbye, sweetheart. Love you."

      "Love you too."

      Addison walked to the window. She'd chosen a bedroom at the back of the house as her own, mainly because she thought the front rooms with their views of the beach would be more appealing to boarders, but also because she liked the garden view over the backyard. When she wanted to see the water, she could sit on the front verandah.

      She pushed the window open to let the morning air in and called Wilcox back.

      "Did you find it?" he asked immediately.

      "I did. And hello to you too."

      "Sorry. Hello. So you found it? Where was it?"

      Addison explained her hiding place for the key, and the reason behind it.

      "So you think it was there all the time? No-one could have borrowed it, and put it back without you knowing?"

      "Well I can't be certain, but I don't think so. None of the boarders even knew it existed until last night. Only myself, Olivia, and Layla knew there was a master key before Patrick was murdered. And I don't think anyone has been in my jewellery box. Nothing seems missing or tampered with."

      Wilcox sighed down the phone, and Addison felt sorry for him. This case was terribly confusing.

      "Are you getting anywhere with any of your suspects?" she asked. "Have you been able to rule me out, at least?"

      "Not technically, but I'm pretty sure you didn't do it."

      "Why would I? I can't see it being terribly good for business having a boarder die here, whether he committed suicide or not."

      "Exactly."

      "So what have you got?"

      "I can't—"

      "I know, I know, you can't discuss an ongoing investigation. Can you tell me anything?"

      "Well, there is something you should probably know. We've been doing some background checks on your boarders. The other young man you have staying there, Adam O'Loughlin, what do you know about him?"

      Addison stared out the window for a moment. Should she tell Wilcox about the argument Amelie overheard? Did it really matter? Of course it did. This was a murder investigation, and like it or not, her boarders were all suspects. She relayed the morning's conversation with Amelie to the detective.

      "I see. That makes what I'm about to tell you even more enlightening. But you have to keep it to yourself, Addison. I shouldn't be disclosing this, but as the young man is living in your house I feel I have a duty."

      "What is it, Isaac? What's Adam done?"

      "He's had an arrest for attempted murder."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            13

          

        

      

    

    
      "Attempted murder? Are you serious?" Addison backed away from the window and sat on the edge of her bed.

      "I wouldn't joke about something like that," said Wilcox.

      "No, of course not. When?"

      "To be fair it was quite some time ago. From the records we've been able to uncover, he was only nineteen at the time. It looks like a bar fight that got out of hand."

      Addison pulled both legs up onto the bed and leaned back against the headboard. She hadn't been prepared to hear something like this.

      "Was he charged?"

      "Initially, yes. He spent a couple of days in lock-up, but then all the parties came to their senses and charges were dropped."

      "Still, attempted murder is very serious."

      "Yes it is. We didn't find anything else on him, so it looks like he's cleaned up his act since. Or else he hasn't been caught again. But I'm not sure I like the idea of you having someone with a history of violence in your house, Addison."

      Addison was surprised at his level of concern. Isaac Wilcox was a nice man once you got past the gruff, no-nonsense policeman exterior, but after only three months in Getaway Bay she barely thought of him as a friend.

      "Well, thanks. I think. But do I really need to be concerned? I mean, if there's been nothing since, maybe it can be put down to youthful exuberance?"

      "Maybe," said Wilcox, but he obviously wasn't convinced.

      "I'll have a word with him," said Addison. Adam probably had a reasonable explanation for such a charge on his record. It didn't mean he was a bad person.

      "I'm not supposed to have told you that." Wilcox sighed again. "I think it's best if I come over and speak to him first."

      "Okay. Whatever you need to do."

      "Thank you. Does ten o'clock this morning suit?"

      "Fine," said Addison. "I'll make sure he's up. Oh, that reminds me – is it okay for us to clean up Patrick's room now? All that black dust, and the broken door…"

      "Yes, go ahead. If you package up all his things, I'll make sure they get to his family."

      Addison wanted to ask what family Patrick had, but Wilcox said goodbye and hung up before she got the chance. Oh well, she could ask him when he came over. She checked the time, it was almost nine. The rest of the household should be up by now. She put her phone in her pocket and headed back downstairs to the kitchen, where Layla was making coffee and eying the chocolate muffins she'd taken out of the oven.

      "Oh, shoot. I forgot about those!" said Addison, rushing over to inspect the muffins.

      "They're fine," said Layla. "The timer went off just as I got down here. Relax."

      Addison took a deep breath. Wilcox's news about Adam had upset her more than she'd thought. But she couldn't tell Layla about it just yet. Better to let Isaac bring it up with Adam first. Then maybe she could ask him herself.

      "Thanks," she said, sticking a skewer into one of the muffins to make sure they were cooked through.

      "I already did that," said Layla, frowning.

      "Oh. Sorry, can't help myself. I'd better get these packed up and take them in to Hazel. She'll be waiting." Addison got out the containers she used to transport her baked goods to the cafe and started loading them up. "Detective Wilcox is coming over in an hour or so," she added. "Amelie's out for a run, but she should be back by then. Can you make sure everyone else is up and about if I'm not back in time?"

      "Sure," said Layla. "What does he want?"

      "More questions. We'll have to wait and see," said Addison. It wasn't a total lie.

      Layla helped Addison load the morning's baking into the car, and Addison drove the short distance into town. By the time she'd unloaded the containers and taken them into the cafe, Hazel had a coffee ready for her.

      "Thanks," said Addison, taking a grateful sip. She always looked forward to this part of her day. Sure, she could make coffee at home, but it wasn't a patch on Hazel's.

      "No, thank you," Hazel replied, eying the contents of the containers. "We haven't had cinnamon scrolls for a while. These are going to go down a treat."

      "They're pecan cinnamon scrolls," said Addison. "Thought I'd try something different. Make sure you label them."

      "Will do," said Hazel as she started transferring them into the display cabinet. "We've got a few folk with nut allergies in town. Can't be too careful." Hazel lowered her voice. "So, how are you all getting on over there?"

      "It's pretty rough, to be honest," said Addison. "Have you heard the latest?"

      "About it being murder? Yes. Eleanor Moffett's been in here already this morning spouting off about it. I think her grandson is friends with that new policeman they've got, what's his name?"

      "Constable Diaz."

      "That's him. Eleanor's apparently been pumping her grandson for information. Delighted to have a source on the inside, she is. Although I doubt he's actually told her much."

      "Well if she knows it was murder, someone's told her something."

      "True."

      A customer came in, and Addison had to get back home, so she said goodbye to Hazel and took her coffee and empty containers back to the car. She couldn't get the news of Adam's long-ago arrest out of her head. Did it mean anything? Was it just a youthful indiscretion, or was Adam… was he what? A violent man? Someone she and the rest of the household should fear?

      The thought didn't gel with the person she'd come to know this past month. He was young and full of bravado sometimes, sure, but she'd also seen a much softer side to him. She couldn't reconcile that image of him with an attempted-murder charge. That was a serious charge, even if it was subsequently dropped. She needed to understand what happened that night in the bar if she was going to remain comfortable having Adam live in her house.

      She pulled into the driveway of the beach house right behind Detective Wilcox.

      "Good timing," she said, as they both climbed the stairs to the verandah. "Where's your off-sider?"

      "Senior Constable Short is on another callout."

      "And the new guy?"

      "Manning the station. I figured I could handle this one myself." He stood back and let Addison open the door.

      "Come on in, then," she said. They entered the great room to find the rest of the household in the lounge area. Ivy, Amelie, and Layla were seated, while Adam stood to the side eating cereal from a bowl.

      "Good morning, everyone," said Addison. "Detective Wilcox has a few more questions." She didn't single Adam out, Wilcox could do that himself. "You can use my office. I'll be in the kitchen if anyone needs me."

      As she left she heard Wilcox ask Adam to join him in her office. She desperately wanted to eavesdrop, but that wasn't possible. She'd just have to ask Adam later and hope he opened up to her.

      "How's Hazel?" Addison turned to find Layla had followed her into the kitchen.

      "She's good. Happy with the cinnamon scrolls."

      "I assume you saved some of those for us?" Layla asked, eyes wide with hope.

      Addison smiled. She pulled a container out of the pantry and took off the lid. "I made an extra batch for us. Well actually I thought I'd messed one batch up, so I kept those for us and made a second batch for Hazel. But I think these ones turned out okay."

      Layla reached into the container and pulled out a scroll. "I'll be the judge of that." She took a bite, and Addison didn't think her eyes could get any wider. "Delicious!" she announced.

      The coffee Hazel had made for Addison was still half-full, so she gave it a quick zap in the microwave to warm it up and settled at the kitchen table with the coffee and a scroll. Layla joined her.

      "What's all that about?" said Layla, nodding in the direction of Addison's office.

      Addison had to tread carefully. She didn't want to get Wilcox into trouble. "I think he found something in Adam's past he wants to ask about," she said.

      "Oh, interesting. Anything to do with Patrick? Maybe they knew each other before they came here."

      "I don't think that's it. Let's wait and ask Adam once Wilcox is gone."

      "Fair enough," said Layla. "Hey, do you know how things were between Patrick and Amelie before he died?"

      "I know she loved him," said Addison. She took a bite of the cinnamon scroll. Her accident with the spilled milk mixture hadn't made a difference. They were pretty tasty. "And she told me he didn't love her back. That must have been hard."

      "I think it went further than that," said Layla. "He told me he wanted to come here alone, but she'd begged him to let her tag along. She'd told him she wouldn't stay long."

      "Why was he so desperate to get rid of her?"

      Layla shrugged. She finished off her cinnamon scroll. "He thought she was stifling his creativity."

      "But by all accounts, he'd started writing again once he arrived here."

      "That's what everyone keeps saying, but I'm not so sure. He was definitely working on something, but I don't think it was another book."
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      "How do you know all this?" Addison asked Layla. They were alone in the kitchen, but she kept her voice down – it wouldn't do for any of the others to overhear.

      "Patrick and I chatted a couple of times. To be honest, I was trying to play matchmaker. I knew how much Amelie liked him; whenever we got together to discuss our work she always managed to bring the conversation around to Patrick. He didn't seem as keen, though, and I thought maybe I could find out why."

      "So that's when he told you she was stifling his creativity," said Addison.

      "Yes. After that I wasn't trying to get them together anymore. It was pretty obvious he wasn't interested."

      "Did you tell Amelie that?"

      "I tried. She didn't want to hear it."

      Addison sipped her coffee. She'd known there was tension of sorts between Amelie and Patrick, but hadn't realised the extent of what had been going on in her house. Patrick and Amelie had arrived together, but they took separate rooms and said they were just friends. Addison had deliberately tried to stay out of her boarders' personal lives, not wanting to come across as an interfering old woman. Maybe she'd been too distant.

      "So Amelie wanted a relationship with Patrick, but Patrick wasn't interested," Addison summarised. She lowered her voice further still. "Do you think Amelie could have killed him?"

      "Because of unrequited love?" said Layla. "It's a stretch."

      "It's as good as anything else we've come up with so far," said Addison. "Plus, he seemed quite interested in Ivy this last week. What if Amelie was jealous?"

      "You think he was romantically interested in Ivy?"

      "I'm not sure. Maybe." Addison was beginning to wish she'd paid more attention to the goings on in her house recently.

      Layla was about to say something but stopped when the door to Addison's office opened.

      "Thanks for your time," Wilcox said to Adam.

      "No problem." Adam grabbed an apple from the fruit bowl and headed off up the stairs.

      "Well?" said Addison to Wilcox once she'd heard Adam's bedroom door close.

      Wilcox looked at Layla and then back at Addison. "I can't—"

      Addison held up a hand. "Don't even say it. I'll talk to him later."

      Wilcox shrugged and stuffed his notebook in his pocket.

      "I'll get Patrick's things together later today and drop them off to the station," said Addison. "You said you'd send them to his family. Can I ask what family he had? He never mentioned anyone."

      Wilcox eyed the container of cinnamon scrolls on the bench. "May I?"

      "If you tell me about Patrick's family, sure."

      "I can do that." He opened the container and chose one of the treats. Layla handed him a serviette when he joined them at the table, having already taken a big bite. "Oh, that's delicious."

      Addison waited for him to finish his mouthful before prompting him. "Well?"

      "Oh, right. Both of Patrick's parents are dead. He has two sisters, but they're estranged. To be honest neither of them seemed terribly upset at the news of his death."

      "Really?" said Addison. "Where do they live?"

      "Sydney. They said they lost touch with Patrick years ago. They believe he stole all of their parents' life savings."

      Addison hadn't been expecting that. "Wow. How long ago was that?"

      "Fifteen years, according to the eldest sister. Patrick claimed he'd lost the money to a con artist, but they didn't believe him. They say he kept it for himself."

      "How much money are we talking about?" asked Layla.

      "A couple of hundred thousand. We checked his bank accounts – if he did keep it he either hid it really well, or it's all gone now. We've got a forensic accountant going back through his records, but that will take more time."

      "Do you think the money has anything to do with his murder?" asked Addison.

      Wilcox shook his head and took another bite of the scroll. "It's unlikely. Not something from that long ago. The parents both died not long after the money went missing, so the two sisters were the only ones left out of pocket by it all. If they wanted revenge, or the money back, why wait fifteen years?"

      "Maybe they didn't know where he was," Layla suggested.

      "He was a well-known author," said Addison, shaking her head. "They would have been able to track him down if they wanted to."

      "Anyway, we checked their alibis," said Wilcox. "Both were nowhere near Getaway Bay when Patrick was killed."

      "So it's a bit of a red-herring then," said Addison.

      Wilcox shoved the last of the cinnamon scroll in his mouth. "You could say that. Can you show me where you found that master key?"

      "Sure." Addison led the way upstairs to her bedroom.

      Wilcox paused at the door. "Do you usually keep this door open or closed?"

      "Closed," said Addison.

      "Locked?"

      "No. I didn't see any reason to. Maybe I'm too trusting."

      Wilcox said nothing, just raised his eyebrows slightly. Addison took it as a yes, especially in light of the circumstances. She opened the bedroom door and retrieved the key from its hiding place.

      Wilcox had a good look around the jewellery box and its surrounds. "So it's possible someone could have come in here without your knowledge, taken this key, used it to lock Patrick's door after killing him, and replaced it at some point before you found it this morning."

      "I guess it's possible, yes," said Addison. "But none of the house guests knew the key even existed, much less where it was. The only people who knew about it besides me were Layla and Olivia. Neither of them were here at the time of the murder." Wilcox stared at her, and it took a full minute for Addison to realise the implication of what she'd just said. "That makes me the most likely suspect, doesn't it?"

      "Well it doesn't help your case," he said with half a smile.

      "If I killed Patrick and used this key to cover it up, why would I tell you about the key now?"

      "I know, you wouldn't. I don't think you're our killer. I told you that already."

      "Who do you think it was?" Addison prepared herself for his usual line of not being able to discuss an ongoing case, but he surprised her.

      "To be honest, I have no idea."
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      The rest of Saturday passed by in a blur of housekeeping as Addison and Layla cleaned up Patrick's room and packed his belongings into the two suitcases he'd arrived with. It was sad, really. His whole life amounted to two suitcases of clothes, books, and a few personal items. The police had taken his laptop and notes, but even with those it didn't amount to much.

      Discussion at the dinner table that night was stilted. Addison remembered Layla's comment that Patrick may have been working on something other than a new book. She decided to see if anyone else had any idea what it could have been, and asked Layla to explain.

      "He didn't say a great deal about it, to be honest," said Layla. "I just got the impression it was something different. Whether that meant a different type of creative project, or something else entirely, I'm not sure. He was quite secretive. He said all would be revealed in time."

      "Do you know what he could have been talking about?" Addison asked Amelie.

      Amelie shook her head. "I thought he was working on a new book. He didn't talk to me much about it. I was just pleased to see he was working again."

      "Adam?" said Addison. "Do you have any idea?"

      "Nope," Adam replied, putting a forkful of chicken in his mouth.

      "He didn't talk to you about any secret project?"

      "He didn't talk to me much at all after we argued on Tuesday. But no, nothing about a secret project."

      "What about you, Ivy?" Addison asked. "You spent a bit of time with him this last week. Did he mention what he was working on?"

      "No," said Ivy. "Like Amelie, I thought he was working on a new book. We didn't talk specifically about our work. Our discussions were more about the writing process in general. Patrick had a lot more experience than me; I guess I was trying to benefit from his expertise in the craft."

      "At least someone was," Adam grumbled.

      "I didn't ask him to read any of my work," said Ivy. "I was more interested in his experience as a writer."

      The table went quiet then, and Addison felt uncomfortable as everyone continued eating. She regretted bringing up the discussion in the first place.

      "Is Olivia coming home soon?" Layla asked, breaking the tension.

      "Hopefully next weekend," said Addison. "She's working on a group project this weekend."

      "It'll be nice to see her," said Layla. "How are her studies going?"

      Addison and Layla got into a discussion about Olivia, and Adam joined in. He'd met Olivia the last time she'd come home, as had Ivy, but Amelie was yet to meet Addison's daughter. Nevertheless, it was a safe topic of conversation and they managed to drag it out for the rest of the meal.

      Addison hadn't prepared dessert, and no-one wanted anything anyway. Adam, Amelie, and Ivy all said goodnight shortly after dinner and headed off to their rooms. Addison and Layla quickly cleaned up the kitchen.

      "That got awkward," said Layla as she stacked the dishwasher.

      "You're not wrong. I hope Isaac will hurry up and find out what happened to Patrick. I don't think I can stand much more of this. I can't possibly bear the fact that one of those people might be a murderer."

      "I know. It's too hard. But it might not be one of them. It might be the contractor, Louie. Weren't we going to ask Jason about him?"

      Addison wiped down the bench with a kitchen cloth. "Yes. I'll give Jason a call tomorrow. Do you want a cup of tea?"

      Layla nodded and put the kettle on, and Addison got mugs and tea bags from the cupboard. While they waited for the kettle to boil she pulled her notebook out of the drawer in the sideboard.

      "I think it might help if we go over what we know," she said. "I feel better once I write things down."

      "Whatever will help," said Layla. "You get started, I'll make the tea."

      Soon they were settled at the kitchen table with mugs of steaming tea and a plate of chocolate biscuits. Addison flipped her notebook to a fresh page, pen poised.

      "Right. As we don't want to believe one of our boarders is a killer, let's start with Louie." She wrote the name 'Louie Liu' at the top of the page then drew a bullet point underneath.

      "Well there's the inconsistency in what he told you versus what he told the police, for a start," said Layla.

      "Right. He came into the house once we were all seated at the dining table. He said he heard screaming, and asked what happened."

      "But he told the police that he was out the back with his headphones on and didn't hear anything."

      "So which is the truth?" said Addison. "Did he hear screaming, or not? And if he did, why did it take so long for him to get inside? The rest of us heard Ivy scream when we were out the front. We all came inside, went upstairs, Dan broke the door down, we found Patrick, etcetera. It was only once we were back downstairs that Louie came in. That must have been at least four or five minutes after the screaming, if not longer."

      Addison wrote all this down under Louie's name. He was definitely at the top of her list of suspects. She chose a biscuit from the plate and dunked it in her tea.

      "Do you have to do that?" Layla asked.

      Addison smiled. "It makes the chocolate all soft and nice," she said, licking the melted chocolate off the biscuit.

      "It's gross," said Layla.

      Addison shrugged. "Anything else about Louie to note down?" she asked, and popped the rest of the biscuit in her mouth.

      "Not until after you speak to Jason about him. He's not from Getaway Bay, I guess you could put that."

      Addison did so, then drew a line underneath the notes. "Who's next?"

      "Adam," said Layla. "Amelie says he argued with Patrick two days before the murder. And there's whatever Wilcox spoke to him about today. What was that?"

      Addison put down her pen and sipped her tea. "Adam has an old arrest on his record. I tried to catch him this afternoon to ask about it, but I didn't get the right opportunity. I'll try again tomorrow."

      "Arrest for what?"

      "I probably shouldn't say…"

      Layla rolled her eyes. "Now you sound like Wilcox."

      Addison smiled. "Yeah, sorry." She lowered her voice, despite them being alone in the kitchen. "Attempted murder."

      "What? Really? Gees, Addison. He's living in this house. You didn't think this might be important to mention?"

      "It was a bar fight that got out of hand, not anything premeditated. Isaac said the charges were dropped. He spoke to Adam about it today. I figured if there was any cause for concern, he would have told us."

      "Even so," said Layla. She sank further in her chair, looking more shocked than Addison had predicted.

      "Everyone makes mistakes," said Addison. "Adam was young at the time. I'm sure it was nothing. I can't see him as a killer."

      Layla pointed to Addison's notebook. "You'd better write it down, though. While we're compiling a list."

      Addison made the notes, then reached for a second chocolate biscuit. She drew a line under Adam's entry, then wrote Amelie next.

      "She was in love with Patrick, but the feeling wasn't mutual," said Layla.

      Addison wrote 'unrequited love' next to the first bullet point.

      "Patrick thought she was stifling his creativity," Layla continued.

      "What does that even mean?" asked Addison.

      "I don't know. Maybe she was a bit stalker-like?"

      Addison couldn't see it. But then Amelie and Patrick had only been at the beach house for two weeks. Did she really know much about either of them?

      "Ivy seemed to be getting close to Patrick in the week before his death," said Addison. "I wonder if that could have contributed to Amelie's unhappiness."

      Layla shrugged and drained the last of the tea from her mug. "It's all very confusing. I can't see how any of the boarders could have done this."

      Addison agreed. "I really hope not. I'll speak to Jason tomorrow about Louie."

      "Even he seemed like a decent person," said Layla. "Can we really discount the intruder theory?"

      "Isaac says it's unlikely."

      "Unlikely isn't the same as definitely not."

      "True," said Addison. "Maybe we're looking at this all wrong. Maybe we should be looking at Patrick, rather than the suspects. Why would anyone want to kill him?"

      "And also, we should be looking more at how it was done," said Layla. "Whoever killed Patrick planned it enough to make it look like suicide. What was the noose made from?"

      "Um, I'm not sure." Addison had tried to block the sight of Patrick's lifeless body from her mind. "Hang on." She closed her eyes, and it didn't take long for the image to come floating back. "It was a piece of rope."

      "So not something that would have been lying around Patrick's room, then."

      "No probably not. The killer must have brought it with them. You're right, whoever did this planned to make it look like suicide. Which means they planned to kill him."
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      Addison was awake at six on Sunday morning. She'd tried to sleep in, as it was the one day of the week she didn't have to get up and bake for Hazel's cafe. But she couldn't get Patrick's murder off her mind. She wasn't going to sleep well again until the mystery was solved.

      And what a mystery it was. The short window of opportunity meant the suspects were restricted to the people in and around the house at the time. The problem was, Addison couldn't see any of them as potential murderers. They all seemed so nice.

      Adam, Amelie, and Ivy – her boarders. She'd allowed these people to live in her house. Her home. She shouldn't forget Ivy's brother Dan, he'd been here too. But he was also really nice. He'd fixed the problem with Addison's computer and refused to charge her anything. And he was a family man in town on business, keen to catch up with his sister in his spare time.

      None of them were murderer material.

      Then there was Jason, who Addison had already proved wasn't a killer. They'd become friends while he worked on the beach house, and in the wake of Jenna's death. No, Jason couldn't have killed Patrick.

      Which left Louie Liu. Addison didn't know much about him, but he seemed like a good guy and a good worker. She had to admit he was her most likely suspect out of all of them, but what possible motive could he have?

      That was the big question. Why? From what Addison knew of Patrick, he was a quiet man who mostly kept to himself. He enjoyed a drink of an evening, but certainly wasn't a drunk by any means. From what Layla said he didn't return Amelie's affections, but there was no question of him ever hurting her physically. Or anyone else, for that matter.

      What makes someone want to kill a quiet, talented writer?

      That was what they needed to get to the bottom of, if they were going to solve this murder. If she was going to get on with the new life she'd built.

      Addison threw the covers off and headed for the shower. She resolved to try harder to get Isaac to talk to her about the case. It felt like her life was on hold while all this was going on. She'd come to Getaway Bay for a fresh start, and she'd loved hosting the artists and writers she'd welcomed into her home. She wasn't going to let go of it without a fight.

      Down in the kitchen Addison found Ivy making herself a cup of tea and some toast.

      "Good morning," said Ivy as she poured the boiling water into her cup.

      "Good morning," Addison replied. "You're up nice and early today."

      "It's such a beautiful day. I thought I'd take a walk on the beach, then Dan's picking me up to go and spend the day with Annette and the kids. I haven't seen them in so long. And to be honest, I think I need a day away from… all this."

      Addison nodded. "I know what you mean. I'm going to talk to Detective Wilcox today and see where their investigation is up to. I hope they can get to the bottom of this soon."

      "So do I. Hey, did you check your bank accounts like Dan said? Make sure no-one managed to get in and steal your money?"

      "I did," said Addison, pouring herself a cup of tea. "Everything was still all there, thank goodness. I'm so pleased I asked him about my computer. Goodness knows what could have happened."

      "He's pretty good at that sort of thing. I have to admit I ask him to sort computer stuff out for me from time to time. I'm clueless when it comes to technology." Ivy's toast popped, and she set about applying butter and honey. "When did you log in and check your accounts?"

      "Friday night, right after everyone went to bed. Why, do you think I should check again?"

      "It wouldn't hurt," said Ivy. "That way you can be sure. Sometimes bank transactions can take a couple of days."

      "Good point." Addison retrieved the laptop from her office and set it up on the kitchen table. Ivy's toast looked good, so while the computer went through its start-up process she popped a couple of slices of bread in the toaster for herself.

      "How old are your niece and nephew?" Addison asked while she waited.

      "Oh," said Ivy. "Um, Dylan is twelve, I think, and Jasmine has just turned ten. Annette made this amazing birthday cake for her party. I didn't get there, obviously, but she sent a lot of photos."

      "Can I see them? I love birthday cakes."

      "Sure. They're on my phone. Oh, it's upstairs charging. Remind me to show you later."

      "Okay." Addison's laptop was ready, so she logged in and opened up the page for her bank accounts. A quick look and she was relieved again. "All there, no problems," she said.

      "Excellent," said Ivy. "Dan must have got rid of the virus in time, or else it wasn't targeting your accounts in the first place. But better to be safe than sorry."

      "Indeed." Addison opened her email application. Might as well check those while she was at it.

      Ivy finished her tea and toast and put her dishes in the dishwasher. "I'm off for my walk before Dan comes. If I don't see you later, I'll be back for dinner. Would you like me to pick anything up?"

      "No thanks, I think we're all good. Unless you come across a nice bottle of wine in your travels." In the three weeks she'd been there Ivy had proven to have excellent taste in white wine. Well, it matched Addison's tastes, anyway.

      Ivy smiled. "I'll see what I can do. Bye."

      Addison buttered her toast and settled down at her computer to read her emails. There was nothing interesting, just a bunch of messages from email lists she'd subscribed to at some point. Half of them she didn't even remember joining. She went through and deleted them all, most without reading, then opened her favourite news website.

      The news had finally broken that Patrick's death was not suicide, but murder, and it was front page. Or more accurately top of screen. Addison clicked on the link to the story and was confronted with a picture of the beach house. She couldn't remember seeing any photographers over the last couple of days. Where had they got the picture? It was recent, because it included the flower beds Jason had finished planting on Thursday afternoon.

      Addison suddenly realised what was going on. She grabbed her tea mug and went through into the great room at the front of the house. Layla had just come down the front stairs, and the two of them looked out the window to see at least three news vans parked across the road.

      "The world knows it was murder then," said Layla.

      "It's the top story on the news websites," said Addison. "My goodness, look at them all. There goes our privacy until Isaac and his team get to the bottom of this."

      "They can't come on the property," said Layla. "They'll have to stay over there."

      "That hardly matters. They can see everything from there. Ivy had the right idea, getting out of here for the day. Maybe we should do the same."

      "And go where?"

      "I don't know. I need to speak to Isaac. Surely, they've found something by now. What about that forensic team? All that black fingerprint dust. They must have some idea about all this." Addison's patience was running out. It had only been three days, but the whole experience was getting to her. The idea of a murderer in her house, amongst her friends, was doing her head in.

      She was about to turn away from the window when she saw a familiar car approach. Isaac Wilcox parked in the driveway, followed by two other police vehicles. Addison noticed the camera crews across the road spring to action as Wilcox, Short, Diaz, and three overall-wearing forensic crime scene officers all got out of their vehicles and approached the door.

      Addison had the door open before they could knock. "What's—"

      She didn't get the chance to finish the thought before Wilcox held out a piece of paper. "We've got a warrant to search the property," he said, all business.

      "A warrant? What do you need that for? I would have—"

      He held up a hand to cut her off before turning to Short and Diaz. "Please gather all the occupants of the house in the living room. Don't let them touch anything on the way."

      Short and Diaz started up the stairs. The crime scene officers spread out downstairs and started their search.

      Addison plucked the warrant from Wilcox's hand and opened it. It authorised him to search the entire property, looking for evidence related to not just the murder but also a robbery of some sort. Addison didn't understand.

      "What's this about a robbery? What's that got to do with Patrick?"

      "Someone broke into the police station overnight," said Wilcox. His voice was stern, his brow furrowed.

      "What did they steal?"

      "Patrick's laptop."
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      Addison was livid. How dare they barge in here with their warrant, and in front of all those cameras. She was particularly unimpressed with Isaac. Surely he knew her better than that? She would have allowed them full access to search, if only he'd asked.

      After an hour of sitting in the living room with Layla, Adam, and Amelie, not being allowed to touch anything, Addison was finally granted permission to get in her kitchen. She clashed around pulling pots and pans and mixing bowls out of cupboards. Hazel might not need any baked goods on Sundays, but Addison needed to blow off steam.

      "What are you making?" asked Layla, joining her in the kitchen.

      "I have no idea," said Addison.

      "That's a lot of mess for no idea. Can I help?"

      Addison shook her head and stopped clanging about. "Sorry. It's just frustrating. I need to do something productive."

      "I agree. But let's do it without destroying the entire kitchen, huh?"

      Addison smiled; she was lucky to have her cousin with her. "What am I going to do when you move out?"

      "The gallery is months away from being finished," said Layla with a wave of her hand. "And even then, I'll only be a few minutes away. Just like before."

      "Yes, I suppose so." Addison pulled her recipe folder down from the shelf above the fridge. "What do you fancy?"

      She flicked through the recipes until Layla reached out a hand to stop her. "There, that one. Can you make one of those?"

      "Baked Lemon Cheesecake Pie." Addison quickly scanned the ingredient list. "Yes, I think we can manage that. I'll make a start on the pastry, you get the other ingredients together."

      They worked side by side, and Addison slowly calmed down. By the time the pie was in the oven most of her negative energy had dissipated. Which was just as well for Isaac Wilcox, who finally joined them in the kitchen.

      "You want to tell me why you needed to get a warrant?" Addison asked him. The rest of the team had packed up and left, no doubt again drawing the attention of the news crews across the street.

      "I'm sorry. I didn't have a choice. Now that the media are across this case, I'm getting pressure from higher up. The chief wants this one done by the book, hence the warrant. For what it's worth I know you would have granted us permission to search, but I didn't want you in the middle of things if there was resistance from any of the suspects."

      "You mean my boarders."

      "Yes." Wilcox took a seat next to Layla at the bench. "What's cooking? It smells delicious."

      "Baked lemon cheesecake pie," said Layla, handing him the recipe.

      "Yum."

      "We might save you a piece," said Addison. She folded her arms. "Is there anything you can tell me about the case? Are you even getting close to finding out who killed Patrick? I'm not sure I can take much more of this."

      Wilcox let out a big sigh. "I suppose it couldn't hurt… do you mind if I make myself a coffee? I haven't eaten all day."

      "I'll get it," said Layla. "Do you want a sandwich?"

      "That would be wonderful, thank you so much."

      Layla got to work in the kitchen, and Addison got to work on Wilcox. "So come on then, spill it."

      "Well, like I said, the police station was broken into overnight."

      "That's pretty ballsy," said Layla. "Sorry," she added after a stern look from Addison.

      "You were saying?" Addison prompted Wilcox.

      "Yes, right. I agree, breaking into the station is pretty b… ah, bold. We think there must have been something on Patrick's laptop that incriminated his killer in some way."

      "If that's the case, why not take the laptop when they killed him?"

      "Perhaps they couldn't, or else they didn't know the evidence was on there until later. Either way, they managed to get into the station last night and take it."

      "Your chief mustn't be impressed with that," said Layla. "A break-in at a police station. Can't imagine that went down too well."

      Wilcox's lips straightened into a thin line. "No, it didn't. But we're a small-town station. There are only three of us, and we mostly deal with petty crime. The station is the last place we thought anyone would break into. Nothing of any real value is kept there."

      "Except evidence in a murder case," said Addison. She couldn't help herself.

      "Yes, well. No doubt there'll be a review of security at the station in the near future. But in the meantime, we're left with a big hole in our evidence locker. And we're no further along in figuring out who killed Patrick Wilde."

      "You hadn't found anything on his laptop then?"

      "No. Kendall – Senior Constable Short – had a look through it, but there was nothing obvious. We were going to send it to the city tomorrow for further analysis."

      Layla finished making Wilcox his sandwich and coffee, and he tucked in gratefully. Addison ran through the details of the case in her mind as she watched him eat.

      "The thing I keep coming back to," she said, as he took the last bite of his sandwich, "is why? I can't understand what possible motive anyone could have for killing Patrick."

      Wilcox pushed his plate away and lifted his mug. "Thanks for that," he said, taking a long sip of coffee. "Just what I needed." He turned to Addison. "You're right. Motive is what's eluding us, too."

      He put down the mug and sat with both hands palm up on the bench, as if weighing up invisible items in each hand. "Everyone in the house had the opportunity, if we ignore the issue of the locked room. That is, everyone had access and enough time unseen by others to have got into Patrick's room and committed the murder. How they got out is another story, but that doesn't differentiate between suspects."

      "What about means?" asked Layla. "Motive, means, and opportunity, that's what they say on television. We can't find a motive for anyone. You've illustrated opportunity for everyone. What about means?"

      "That is whether each suspect was actually capable of committing the act," he said. "I'm not supposed to disclose the way in which Patrick was actually killed…"

      Oh for goodness sake. "He was strangled, right?" said Addison.

      "Ah… how do you know that?" asked Wilcox.

      "I didn't. I guessed, and you just confirmed it. I mean it's pretty obvious. If I was going to kill someone and then pretend they'd hanged themselves, I'd strangle them. Well, in theory. If I was writing about it in a book, for example. I'd never do it in real life."

      "Okay," said Wilcox, eyes narrowed at Addison. He paused, examining her face, before he went on. "Yes, he was strangled. So back to means – could all the suspects have done it?"

      "I'd imagine it takes considerable strength to strangle someone," said Layla.

      "Indeed," Wilcox agreed. "Patrick was an average-sized adult male. He wasn't a big guy, but he wasn't small, either. So we're probably looking at either a male killer, or at the least a strong female."

      "So that means either Adam, Louie, or Dan," said Addison.

      "Those are the three we've been concentrating on, yes. But Amelie is quite fit and strong, too. It's amazing what a human being can do when emotions are running high. We can't rule her out."

      Addison tried to think of a reason to discount Amelie, but couldn't. Wilcox was right. Emotions were a strong driver for people to do crazy things. She'd seen that enough from Rob's cases. The ones he told her about, anyway.

      "Have you been able to find out anything about Louie Liu," she asked, changing the subject slightly. He was still number one on her list.

      "He's got a record, but we're not sure it's related. Small-time drug use, one charge for supply that was dropped due to lack of evidence. Your friend Jason told me Louie had disclosed all of this to him, and was trying to straighten himself out. He'd asked for a chance to work, and Jason said he was happy to give the guy a go. So far he hasn't let him down."

      Addison wasn't surprised at Jason's kindness, his willingness to give a guy a fair go. That's the type of person Jason was. But news of Louie's criminal past didn't sit well with her, under the circumstances.

      "The story he told you when we were all at the table that first night didn't add up," she said. She explained how Louie had come in after the murder saying he'd heard screaming, when he'd later told Wilcox and Short he'd been listening to music and hadn't heard anything. "He also took his time coming into the house if he did hear Ivy scream," she added.

      "We'll be re-interviewing everyone in light of today's search," said Wilcox. "I'll bring up this discrepancy with him, see what he has to say."

      Addison was glad to leave it in his hands, although she also decided to have a word with Jason to make sure he kept a close eye on Louie.

      "Thanks for lunch," Wilcox said to both of them as he stood. "I'd better get back to the station. Short has the afternoon off."

      A thought occurred to Addison. "What have you taken?" she asked. "From your search, I mean. Have you found any evidence?" Ivy was still out with her brother. Addison was going to have to explain why her room had been searched in her absence.

      "Nothing, according to my people. We didn't find Patrick's laptop, if that's what you're asking. I'll see you later."

      He left Addison and Layla in the kitchen. The timer went off, and Addison reached into the oven and pulled out the cheesecake pie.

      This case got stranger and stranger. What was so important on Patrick's computer that someone would break into the police station to retrieve it?
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      Addison felt stifled in her own home. The police coming and going, the reporters outside, the house guests on edge – it was all making her feel very uncomfortable. She had to get out.

      "Where are you going?" asked Layla when she saw Addison pluck her car keys off the ring by the front door.

      "I need a break. I'm going into town. Do you want to come?"

      "I can't, I'm in the middle of a project and I want to get some more done before it dries. But it's a good idea. Go clear your head. Don't worry about dinner tonight, I'll handle it."

      "Thanks," said Addison, grateful again for her cousin's presence. The two of them were very good at picking each other up, or 'taking turns falling apart', as Layla had put it.

      Addison ignored the news crews as she drove the Rav 4 out of her driveway and into town. She hadn't known where she was going, but wasn't surprised when she pulled up outside Hazel's cafe.

      "What are you doing here on a Sunday?" Hazel asked when she made it to the counter. There were three groups of tourists in the bustling little cafe, as well as a few locals. Luckily Hazel had help today.

      "I had to get out of the house. All this business is driving me crazy. Do you have time to make me a coffee?"

      "Of course. Take a seat, I'll bring it out. I've got one of your pecan cinnamon scrolls left if you want it? On the house, of course."

      "No thanks. I couldn't eat, to be honest. Just the coffee will be enough."

      The only free table inside was one for six people, and Addison didn't want to take that up in case a group came in for lunch. She opted for a small table for two out the front of the cafe. Ivy had been right, it was a beautiful day. Addison took a few deep breaths, closed her eyes, and enjoyed the sunshine while she waited for her coffee.

      "I thought that was you," said a deep voice beside her. She opened her eyes to find Jason standing next to her table.

      "Oh, hi. What are you doing in town?"

      Jason nodded towards a figure standing across the street in the town square. She had a small dog on a lead, who was sniffing about the flowers. "We were just taking Kendall's dog for a walk," he said.

      Addison's eyebrows shot up before she could control her surprise. "We? Kendall?" She looked closer, and realised the woman with the dog was Senior Constable Kendall Short.

      Jason blushed. "Yeah. We've been seeing each other for a few weeks. I know it's quick, after Jenna…"

      "Don't be silly, Jason. I think it's wonderful. She's… lovely."

      Jason wasn't fooled. "She actually is, outside of work. She's good at her job, but once she changes out of the uniform she's really quite sweet."

      "If you like her, then she must be."

      "Thanks. I'll come over and fix that door tomorrow for you. How are things going at the house? Is it still weird?"

      "The atmosphere is a little tense, yes. Hey, I don't want to keep you, but do you mind if I ask you a quick question?"

      "Sure." Jason held up his hand to indicate five minutes to Kendall, then sat opposite Addison. "What can I help you with?"

      "It's about Louie. I know he's been a good worker and all, but with all that's happened…"

      "You know about his past, don't you." Jason scratched his chin.

      "Detective Wilcox mentioned he had a record. Drugs?"

      Jason nodded. "Yeah. I know about it all. He made some mistakes when he was younger. He's a family friend. He asked for my help, and I agreed to give him a chance. So far he hasn't let me down. But I understand your concerns. I won't bring him back to the beach house if you're uncomfortable."

      "You don't have to go that far. I'm all for giving people a second chance. But maybe we both could keep an eye on things, just until the police finish their investigation?"

      "Agreed. Anything else?"

      "No. Get back to your date. Enjoy yourself, Jason. You deserve it."

      He said goodbye and trotted over the road to Kendall, wrapping an arm around her waist as they walked off to the other side of the square. Addison smiled, it had brightened her day to see Jason so happy for a change.

      "There you go," said Hazel, placing a coffee on the table in front of Addison. "Sorry I can't stop and chat, it's busy for a Sunday."

      "All the news crews in town, I expect," said Addison. She laughed in spite of it all.

      "I guess so. Take care, won't you?"

      Addison nodded, and Hazel retreated back into the cafe. Addison had only taken one sip of her coffee when a shadow came over her again. She looked up, this time finding the stooped figure of Eleanor Moffett standing over her.

      "Mind if I join you for a minute, pet?" said Eleanor.

      Addison searched her mind for an excuse, but she was too slow. Eleanor had already lowered herself into the chair.

      "Ah, that's better. These old hips aren't what they used to be."

      Addison took a deep breath and waited. She didn't have to wait long.

      "Terrible business, this murder out at your house. How are you coping, dear?"

      "We're doing okay, thanks for asking. Detective Wilcox is on the case. I'm sure he'll uncover the truth soon enough."

      "Yes, of course. So he hasn't got it figured out yet then?"

      Addison picked up her coffee mug and made a big deal out of taking a small sip. She didn't have the patience to deal with Eleanor Moffett right now. Where was Mrs Jones when you needed her?

      "He's doing his best," she eventually said.

      "Of course he is. Good detective, that one. We're lucky to have him in this town."

      Addison just nodded. Eleanor didn't need any encouragement.

      "Quite sensational though, isn't it? A famous author, murdered right here in Getaway Bay. And not long after that cousin of yours, too. What was her name?"

      "Jenna," said Addison, although she was quite sure Eleanor Moffett knew Jenna's name perfectly well.

      "That's right. Jenna. Poor lass. And now this young man. I've read his book, you know. It was very good. Do you know whether he'd written the next one? Maybe it will get published posthumously, and he'll be even more famous."

      "Sorry to disappoint you, Eleanor. There wasn't another book as far as I know."

      Eleanor shook her head, as if this news was even more devastating than Patrick's death. "Oh well. Maybe his family will take over the series then. Or another writer. Like that Robert Ludlum fellow. Someone else is writing his books now, aren't they?"

      "I wouldn't know." Addison drained her coffee and stood. "It's been lovely chatting, but I must get back."

      "You've got another young man there, haven't you? Another writer? Maybe he can take over this Wilde fellow's books. It was very good, that one I read. Be a shame to leave it at just one."

      "Goodbye, Eleanor," said Addison. She fished her keys out of her bag and was in the Rav 4 before Eleanor could protest. Addison didn't like to speak ill of anyone, but Eleanor Moffett tried her patience sometimes. No wonder Mrs Jones did her best to steer clear of her these days.

      The old gossip did remind Addison of something she'd meant to follow up, though. Patrick's family. The idea that Patrick had stolen thousands of dollars of his parents' life savings didn't gel with the man she'd met two weeks ago. As she drove home to the beach house, she tried to come up with a way to get Isaac to give her the details for Patrick's sisters.

      She'd like to have a chat with them.
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      Back at the beach house the media contingent seemed to have grown, if anything. Didn't these people have anything better to do with their Sunday afternoon? Addison wondered whether any of them had rolled up their trousers and snuck off to the beach while waiting for something to happen.

      Adam was in the kitchen making himself a sandwich when Addison came in. Charlie bowled through the dog door and jumped up to greet her, and she bent down to give the little dog a cuddle. She was glad Olivia had talked her into keeping him.

      "I took him for a walk," said Adam. "Kept him off the beach, though. Those reporters are a bit full-on, aren't they?"

      "Did they ask you any questions?"

      "They tried. We ignored them, didn't we, Charlie?"

      Addison hung her keys on the hook and sat at the kitchen table. "Can you come and sit for a minute, Adam?" she said. "I'd like to talk to you."

      Adam shrugged, grabbed his sandwich and a plate, and joined her at the table. "What's up?"

      "I'm sorry you have to go through all this," she began. "The police, the media, the whole thing."

      "It's a crappy situation for all of us," said Adam. "But it's not your fault. You don't need to apologise. I just wish they'd hurry up and find out who did it. I can see it's really hard on you, too."

      "It is," Addison agreed. She wasn't sure how to broach the subject of his arrest. She decided to just come straight out with it. "Adam – Detective Wilcox said there was some trouble in your past. It's what he came to speak to you about yesterday morning. Do you feel comfortable talking to me about it?"

      Adam took a bite of his sandwich, eyes downcast. He took a long time to answer.

      "It's not my proudest moment," he eventually said.

      "No, I got that impression. We all make mistakes. But it would help me out a lot if you could tell me about it."

      Adam nodded. "I guess I owe you that much. It was a bar fight. There was this guy, he was talking to a girl, and it looked to me like she didn't want anything to do with him. I asked him to leave her alone, but he refused. She told me not to bother, but he kept going and she looked scared. It wasn't right."

      "So you stepped in?"

      "Yeah. I hit him. I was nineteen, my mates were all there, I was full of bravado. I wasn't interested in the girl, just wanted to make sure she was safe from him. But I could have handled it way better. Anyway, it turned into a big fight, and the guy ended up in hospital. It was pretty serious."

      "Was he okay?"

      "Eventually, yeah. But they charged me with attempted murder. My dad got me a good lawyer, who argued with the police, and it was all over in a couple of days. The guy woke up and immediately dropped the charges." Adam picked up the sandwich, then put it down again without taking a bite. "I got the feeling he didn't want anything to do with the police, for whatever reason. I didn't care, I just wanted to put it behind me. Taught me a pretty good lesson, though."

      "I'll bet it did," said Addison. "Has anything like that ever happened again?"

      Adam shook his head. "Not a chance. I've kept my fists to myself ever since. It's not worth it. If that guy had died…"

      Addison believed him. Telling the story had brought it all up again, and she could see how upset it made him. She noticed a slight tremor in his hands to go with the fear in his eyes. It must have been a close call.

      "Thanks for being honest with me," she said.

      "You've been really good to me, Addison. It's hard to make a living as a writer. Not to mention the difficulties of having something like this follow me around. You opening your home to people like me, giving us an affordable and fun place to live, it's amazing. I should have been honest with you from the start."

      "It's all in the past, Adam. There was no reason for you to bring it up. Not until Patrick…"

      He straightened his back. "I promise I had nothing to do with Patrick's death."

      "I believe you," said Addison.

      "What do you think it has to do with his computer?"

      Addison shrugged. "Detective Wilcox seems to think there must have been something incriminating on there," she said.

      "Did they find anything before it was stolen? I mean, they had it for two days, right?"

      "Apparently Senior Constable Short went through it but couldn't find anything of relevance to the case. It was due to be sent to Brisbane tomorrow for a more sophisticated analysis."

      Adam finished his sandwich. "Which they won't get to do now. Gees, I wonder what was on it? Or how did whoever killed him know there was even something on it?"

      "It just gets more complicated," said Addison. She stood and went to the fridge. She hadn't eaten all day, and Adam's sandwich had looked good. It was closer to dinner time than lunch, but she was suddenly hungry. Half a sandwich might hold her over.

      "Do you know where Amelie was going last night?" Adam asked.

      Addison turned back to look at him. "What do you mean? When?"

      "After we all went to bed. I heard her moving about in her room, then her door opened. It creaks, and I recognised the noise. Then a few minutes later I looked out the front window and she was heading off toward the road."

      "I didn't hear anything," said Addison. "I must have been asleep. Do you know what time it was?"

      "Around midnight."

      "Did you ask her about it?"

      Adam shook his head. "She scares me a little, to be honest. I told your detective friend, though. I figured he could ask her." He put his plate in the dishwasher. "I'm going to try and get some more work done before dinner. Do you need any help here?"

      "No thank you, Adam. Layla offered to make dinner tonight. I'm just going to make myself a snack, then maybe have a rest. You go and get stuck into your work."

      "Okay. See you later." Adam turned and jogged up the stairs, leaving Addison to wonder where Amelie had gone off to at midnight last night.
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      Addison was just sitting down with her snack when Ivy came home. "Hi," she said, between mouthfuls of sandwich. "Oh, Ivy, I need to talk to you before you go to your room."

      "Okay." Ivy took a seat at the table opposite Addison.

      "The police came after you left this morning," said Addison. She explained the break-in at the station, and how the police had a warrant to search the beach house. "I'm sorry, but I had no choice but to let them into your room. I tried to call, but you didn't answer your phone."

      "That's okay," said Ivy. "I have nothing to hide. They didn't take anything though, did they?"

      "Not that I'm aware of. They would have said if they'd taken your computer or anything, I'm sure."

      "Oh I had my laptop with me. Sorry I didn't answer your call. I was playing with the kids, and then time just got away."

      "No problem. Did you have a nice day?"

      Ivy's face lit up as she spoke of the fun she'd had with her brother's family. She obviously enjoyed spending time with them. It was lovely to see. Addison wondered why she didn't have any children of her own. She'd blurted the question out before she had chance to stop herself.

      "I wasn't able," Ivy said softly, her face darkening.

      "I'm sorry, it's none of my business," said Addison.

      "No, that's okay. I don't mind talking about it. I was married once. We tried to have children, but it didn't happen. In the end we found out it was my fault. He didn't stay long after that. I didn't blame him; he wanted a family, and I couldn't give him one."

      "Oh, Ivy. I'm so sorry."

      Ivy took a deep breath. "It was a long time ago. I've moved on. My stories are my babies now. And I just adore Dan's two, when I get the chance to see them."

      Addison reached for Ivy's hand and gave it a squeeze. "It's good to have family."

      "Oh, hey, speaking of family, Annette said something today that made me think. We were talking about Patrick, of course, and she asked whether he might have had any obsessive fans. I didn't know, he didn't mention any to me. But I thought it was a good point. We never really ruled out the possibility of an intruder, did we?"

      "No we didn't," said Addison. "Detective Wilcox said it was unlikely, but not impossible."

      "Do you know whether Patrick had any fans hanging around? You know, the type that might get a little too close?"

      Addison tried to think. It was a good point, actually. She wondered why she hadn't thought of it herself. Patrick was a reasonably famous author, at least here in Australia. Mrs Moffett seemed to be big fan. What Ivy was suggesting was certainly possible.

      "I don't recall him mentioning any, but then he might not have known. It's worth looking into."

      "Yes, I thought so too. Maybe you can mention the idea to Detective Wilcox. That might fit with the laptop being stolen, too. Maybe there were some emails or messages they didn't want the police to find."

      Addison nodded. "I need to call him, so I'll ask him about it. Thanks."

      "It was Annette's idea." Ivy stood. "I'm going to have a shower before dinner."

      "Okay. See you later."

      Ivy left, and Addison gave the crazed fan idea some more thought. Maybe Patrick's killer wasn't one of her boarders or Louie, after all.

      If it was an intruder they'd have to have come in the back way, through the kitchen, and up the stairs during the ten minutes Addison was out in the front garden with Jason.

      She stood and looked out the back window. The half-finished studio was on the left, where Louie had supposedly been working. In the middle of the garden was the temporary barbecue area they'd set up. And on the right was a clump of trees and shrubs Jason planned to remove to make way for a vegetable garden.

      Could an intruder have snuck into her back garden, waited behind the trees for the right moment, and entered the kitchen?

      As she stared at the trees and shrubs Addison saw movement. She held her breath, then relaxed when she saw Charlie and Bella emerge from the undergrowth. They must have been over in Mrs Jones's yard.

      Addison let out a little gasp as she realised what that meant. The gate between her yard and Mrs Jones's was open, as they often left it. It was how the dogs came and went, and how Mrs Jones was able to come over and join her in the kitchen.

      It could be how an intruder managed to get into the house without being seen.

      Addison fished in her pocket for her mobile phone and called Isaac.

      "Detective Sergeant Wilcox speaking," he answered.

      "It's me, Addison. Do you have a minute?"

      "Not really. We've got a… I'm just on my way out of the station. Can it wait?"

      "I guess so." Addison didn't want to rush the conversation. She knew what Isaac thought of the intruder theory, and she wanted to explain it properly. It could wait until he was finished doing whatever he was doing.

      She remembered something else she was going to ask him, though. "Could you give me the contact details for Patrick's sisters? I have all his things, and I thought it would be easier if I just sent them rather than bothering going through you."

      There was silence for a moment, before he agreed. "I suppose that would make things a little easier on us. I'll get Diaz to text you. I really have to go, Addison. I'll call you later."

      Addison said goodbye and ended the call. She wondered where he was rushing off to, and her mind started whirling with a dozen thoughts all at once. She barely noticed when Layla came into the kitchen.

      "Thought I'd better get a start on dinner," said Layla, before she stopped and stared at Addison. "Is something wrong? You look confused."

      Addison shook her head and checked the clock on the wall; it was almost five. The day had certainly flown by.

      "Sorry, a couple of things on my mind."

      "Anything I can help with?"

      "Maybe," said Addison. She explained Ivy's sister-in-law's idea about an obsessed fan, her own theory about the possibility of an intruder coming through the garden, and Wilcox's rush to get somewhere meaning she couldn't tell him about either of them.

      "Well that would mean it wasn't one of us," said Layla. "I mean one of the boarders. I know it wasn't you or I."

      "I think that's why I like the idea. I still can't get my head around Patrick's killer being one of the boarders. Or Louie, for that matter."

      "Or Dan."

      "Yes, or Dan," said Addison. "I keep forgetting he was here as well."

      Layla stood looking out the window to the back garden. "I guess it's possible," she said. "I mean, they could have come in through Mrs Jones's property, waited behind the trees there for you to leave the kitchen, and then made their move. But what about Louie? Wasn't he in the back garden?"

      "He said he was inside the studio most of the time. They could have got by him."

      "True. So how do we find out whether Patrick had any crazy stalker fans?" asked Layla.

      Addison was about to say she had no idea when her mobile phone beeped with a message. It was Constable Diaz with the details for Patrick's sisters.

      "This might help," she said with a smile.
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      Addison made the call while Layla pottered around in the kitchen preparing dinner. She was making a simple pesto pasta, and didn't need any help.

      "Hello? Marilyn speaking."

      Addison introduced herself to Patrick's eldest sister. She'd found out from Short that Marilyn lived in Sydney with her husband and three children, and hadn't seen Patrick for almost fifteen years. She had, however, spoken to him a few times on the phone and followed his writing career.

      "Patrick was staying in the boarding house I run for artists and writers," Addison explained.

      "Yes, I've seen pictures on the news. I was going to call you, actually…"

      "Oh? Can I help you with something?"

      Addison heard Marilyn's sigh down the phone. "I was wondering how he was doing. You know… was he well? Before he died? Was he happy?"

      Addison smiled, and hoped it came through in her voice. "I only knew him for two weeks, but yes, he seemed happy. He'd been struggling to get going on his new book, but he seemed to enjoy the fresh air and sea breeze here. He made some friends, too. I think he was happy."

      "That's good then," said Marilyn.

      "Is it true you haven't seen him for many years?"

      "Yes, it's true. My husband, well, and my sister, really, both of them thought it best we cut ties with Patrick. They never forgave him for the money. They didn't believe his story, you see. They think Patrick stole all our parents' money."

      "And you don't?"

      "Oh, I agreed with them at first. The story was too fanciful. A con-artist, he said. Some woman he'd taken up with. I don't know, none of us ever met her. He said her name was Emma. Anyway, he went on about how he'd loved her and she'd tricked him, told him about some investment that was guaranteed to double his money. Barry and Anita – my husband and sister – they didn't believe he could fall for something so obvious."

      "But you think he could have?"

      "The more I thought about it, the more inclined I was to believe him. He was naive, my brother. And he persisted with the story. Plus, he never seemed to have any money. So maybe it was true. I guess now we'll never know."

      Addison felt sorry for Patrick. If it was true, and his family didn't believe him, what a double blow.

      "Anyway, I'm sure you weren't calling to speak about that business from the past," said Marilyn.

      "No, you're right. I wanted to organise to have Patrick's things sent to you. The police have his computer and all of his work, but his clothes and a few personal belongings are here. Would you like me to send them down to you?"

      "There really is no need," said Marilyn. "I'd like his work, of course. There'll be people who'll want to get their hands on any unfinished pieces he may have, and I want to make sure that is done properly. But I have no interest in clothing or other unimportant items."

      "There are a few books, a couple of old diaries," said Addison. "Are you sure?"

      "I'll leave it up to you, dear. If you think there's anything important there, by all means send it down. But don't waste your postage on clothes and the like. Donate it to a charity shop up there, if you don't mind."

      "Okay," said Addison. "I'm really sorry for your loss," she added.

      "I lost Patrick fifteen years ago, dear."

      Addison wasn't sure what to say to that, but she needed to ask one more question.

      "Marilyn, the police said you followed Patrick's career a little. Do you happen to know whether he had any… how do I put this… overly dedicated fans?"

      "You mean stalkers?" asked Marilyn.

      "Um, yes. I mean the police probably asked you that already…"

      "Actually no, they didn't. There was one woman, but it was a few years back now. She followed Patrick around for a while. He was mostly kind to her, but I know she got on his nerves. He ended up threatening to go to the police. But she was harmless, really. Moved to London, I think."

      Addison got excited for a moment, until Marilyn mentioned London. Still, perhaps the woman had returned and found Patrick again.

      "Do you remember her name?" she asked.

      "No, but I believe she ran a website dedicated to Patrick and his work. It shouldn't be too hard to find her online."

      It was something. Addison thanked Marilyn and promised to send anything important from Patrick's personal belongings down to her.

      "What did she say?" asked Layla, pouring pasta into a pot of boiling water on the stove.

      Addison explained about the fan who moved to London, and the website. "It might be worth following up," she said.

      "Okay. Let's look into it after dinner."

      Layla had the cooking under control, and there was the lemon cheesecake pie in the fridge for dessert, so Addison pulled out her recipe folder and hunted through to decide what she could make for Hazel tomorrow morning. She might be able to get a start tonight.

      She was still looking when Ivy and Amelie wandered into the kitchen.

      "Something smells good," said Ivy, opening the fridge and retrieving the bottle of wine she'd brought home earlier.

      "It's just pesto pasta," said Layla. "With a few extra veggies. Got to keep you young people healthy, don't we?"

      Amelie giggled. "We're not that young, you know."

      "You're younger than us," said Addison. "Which is perfect. You keep me on my toes."

      Ivy poured the wine into four glasses, and Addison took a grateful sip. The woman sure had good taste in wine.

      "How was your day, Amelie?" Addison asked.

      "Oh, it was okay," she said, with that hint of a French accent. "I'm very close to finishing my painting. I can't wait to show it to you."

      "I can't wait to see it," said Addison. She couldn't help herself, she had to broach the subject of last night. "Did you sleep okay?"

      Amelie put her wine glass on the bench and pulled out one of the kitchen stools. She settled herself onto it before answering.

      "Did I make too much noise? I'm sorry. I tried not to wake anyone."

      "No, I didn't hear you, but Adam did. Where were you going?"

      "What's this?" asked Ivy.

      Amelie ignored her. "I couldn't sleep, so I went for a walk to clear my head."

      "It was midnight," said Addison. "I don't like the idea of you out so late."

      "Why? Is it not safe? I can take care of myself."

      "I'm sure you can. It's just, well, I think of you all as my family. I wouldn't want anything to happen to you. And with what's happened to Patrick, maybe it isn't safe."

      She explained her phone call with Patrick's sister, Marilyn, and the possibility of an over-enthusiastic fan being responsible for his murder.

      "So he did have a stalker," said Ivy. "Now it's getting interesting."

      Addison wasn't sure she'd put it quite like that. "I just think you should be careful, that's all."

      "Fair enough," said Amelie.

      Ivy nodded her agreement. "Now tell us more about this stalker," she said.

      Addison exchanged a glance with Layla, who shrugged and kept stirring her pesto. What could it hurt? Maybe they could help her find the woman.
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      After dinner Layla and Amelie cleared the dining table in the great room, and Addison, Adam, and Ivy got their laptops out and set them up. By the time Layla and Amelie came back in with hot drinks and lemon cheesecake pie, the dining table looked more like a conference room work table.

      "Who wants pie?" Layla asked.

      Three hands shot up, but none of them looked away from their screens. They were on the hunt for Patrick's stalker, and she was proving more elusive than Addison had expected.

      "Okay, pie for everyone," said Layla. She cut five slices and distributed them, while Amelie handed out mugs of coffee and hot chocolate.

      "Anyone want anything else?" Layla asked.

      Addison finally looked up. "No, thanks. This is great."

      "How's it going?"

      "There's not a great deal online about Patrick, actually," said Addison. "He's got a page on his publisher's website, which I assume is official. But searching his name doesn't come up with much. If there was a website dedicated to his work written by some stalker, it's not there now."

      Layla picked up her coffee and cake. "Well good luck. Come on, Amelie. It's time you showed me that beach scene you've been working on."

      Amelie opened her mouth to protest, no doubt about to say it wasn't finished yet, but Layla's face shut her up. Addison smiled. Her cousin could be quite forceful when she wanted to be. Amelie followed Layla up the stairs, leaving the three writers at the table scouring the internet.

      "I think you're right, Addison," said Ivy. "If that website was here it's gone now." She pushed her laptop away and pulled her coffee and cake in front of her. "This looks amazing."

      "It's lemon," said Addison. "Still working my way through all the citrus out in the backyard."

      Ivy popped a spoonful in her mouth. "It's delicious."

      "How are you doing?" Addison said to Adam. His eyes were glued to his screen.

      "I might have something," he said, not looking up. "Hang on a sec."

      Addison and Ivy exchanged glances, then tucked into their desserts. They were both almost finished before Adam finally looked up.

      "Got it," he said. "Well I've got something, anyway."

      Addison put her plate on the table and leaned over to look at his screen. It was open at a simple-looking website, basically just a list of Patrick's books and a short synopsis of each. It didn't look in the least bit stalker-like.

      "What is it?" asked Ivy. She came around to their side of the table and stared over Adam's shoulder.

      "It's the only site I can find that specifically lists only Patrick's books," he said. "They're listed elsewhere, of course. But those are selling sites or sites dedicated to many writers. This one is only about Patrick."

      Addison watched as he scrolled through the list. "Is that it?" she asked. "Seems pretty boring. Just a list of his books. It doesn't even have the covers. Are there other pages?"

      Adam pointed his cursor at the menu at the top of the page. The drop-down box listed an about section, which he clicked on. A new page loaded, with an older picture of Patrick and the same bio that they'd already seen on the publisher's website.

      "That's it," said Adam.

      "That's boring," said Ivy.

      "It is a bit," said Adam. "I was hoping for something way cooler than that. Maybe that's the crime writer in me."

      Addison smiled; she knew what he meant. She'd envisaged something like what you see on television, when the police get to the killer's lair and find hundreds of photos of the victim, most of which the victim didn't realise were being taken. This website looked like something an amateur writer had put together about himself in a rush.

      Adam pushed his computer back and tucked into his lemon cheesecake pie. "This is so good," he said between mouthfuls. "I can't believe I found a place to live that's affordable and feeds me so well. Addison, you're a superstar."

      Addison felt herself blushing. It was good to hear. "I'm glad to have you staying here," she said. "Both of you. It's good for me too, you know. To have all of you young, interesting people in my life. I love this house, but I don't want to rattle around in it on my own."

      "Do you think you'll keep it going?" Ivy asked. "I mean, I'd love to stay here, of course. But I'd understand if you didn't feel you could continue to have us here after Patrick…"

      It had been a constant thought in Addison's mind ever since they'd found Patrick's lifeless body hanging from the wardrobe. Would she be able to continue running the beach house as a boarding house? Should she?

      "Please say you will," said Adam. "I'm sorry if that's totally selfish, but I have nowhere else to go. I love it here. At least don't make any decisions until after Wilcox finds out who killed him."

      "Yes," said Addison. "I believe that's sensible. I don't want to lose any of you."

      They all finished their dessert in silence. Addison found Patrick's website on her own laptop and stared at it as she drank her hot chocolate. Did Patrick make it himself? It hardly seemed like the work of the stalker Marilyn had mentioned. Maybe that girl had given up and moved to London after all.

      Addison was disappointed. It felt like such a dead end.

      "Layla told me you've done some writing yourself in the past, Addison," said Adam.

      "Oh, not really," said Addison, blushing again. "Just a few stories here and there. Nothing I've ever tried to get published."

      "What sort of stories?" Adam asked.

      "Murder mysteries, mainly. I love the old Agatha Christie novels. Hercule Poirot was my hero years ago."

      "Have you written a character like him?"

      "Something similar, yes. But my sleuth is a woman."

      "Like Miss Marple," said Ivy.

      "Perhaps not quite so old," said Addison.

      "I'd love to read some of your work," said Adam.

      Addison couldn't imagine someone reading any of her stories. She'd written them years ago, when the kids were younger and Rob was at work all the time. It had been her way of dealing with the difficulties of living with a police detective.

      Not that Rob had ever burdened her with details of his cases. It was more what her imagination would do to fill in the blanks of what he wasn't telling her. She'd found that writing light-hearted mysteries kept her head away from the horrors of the real crimes Rob saw every day.

      "Maybe one day," she said to Adam. "We could swap stories."

      "I'd like that."

      Adam started telling them about the latest chapters of the book he was working on. Unlike Addison, he loved talking about his work. Addison enjoyed listening – he became so animated when he spoke about his characters and the story arcs he sent them on. It was as if they were real people to him.

      Every writer was different. Ivy didn't seem to want to talk about her work at all. She also seemed bored listening to Adam. She said she'd discussed writing with Patrick before he died. Maybe she found his work more interesting than Adam's action hero stuff.

      "I'm going to call it a night," Ivy said when Adam took a breath.

      "Oh, okay," said Addison. "I guess it's been a long day. See you in the morning."

      Ivy took her dishes through to the kitchen before she came back for her laptop. "Goodnight," she said, and headed up the front stairs.

      "Goodnight," said Adam and Addison together.

      Addison asked Adam to keep going with his story, but her phone rang before he could get back to it. She checked the caller display. Wilcox.

      "Hello?"

      "Hi. I'm sorry to call so late, but I thought you'd want to know. We've made an arrest in relation to the murder of Patrick Wilde."

      "An arrest? Who?"

      "Louie Liu."
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      Addison had gone to bed with thoughts of Louie's arrest whirling in her mind. She'd told Adam, then they'd knocked on the girls' doors and informed them all. Everyone was surprised, of course, but also quite relieved.

      Although it was hard to think of the quiet contractor who'd worked in her house and yard for weeks as a murderer, Addison had to admit she was relieved it wasn't any of her boarders. Maybe now she could answer Ivy's question – yes, she'd be able to keep running the beach house as a place for writers and artists to live and work.

      Wilcox had promised to call first thing in the morning to explain the details of the arrest, and Addison found herself awake very early. She was up and dressed and down in the kitchen by six, joined by Amelie for the day's baking. Hazel had called last night and requested something vegan for the cafe today, so Addison was keen to try a new recipe. She'd found one for a vegan chocolate cake that looked promising.

      Amelie pre-heated the oven and greased the cake tins while Addison set about melting chocolate and coconut milk together in the microwave. The recipe sounded so good she doubled the ingredients, so she could make a larger cake for Hazel and a smaller one for the beach house.

      "When did he say he'd call?" Amelie asked. She'd finished preparing the cake tins for Addison, and was about to make a batch of Anzac biscuits – another request from Hazel.

      "Detective Wilcox? He didn't give me a time, just said this morning. He knows I'm an early riser, though, so I expect we won't have to wait too long." Isaac hadn't given her too many details on the phone last night. It was late, and he still had paperwork to fill out after interviewing Louie. Addison was anxious to hear the details of the arrest.

      "Do you think Louie killed Patrick then hid in the wardrobe?" Amelie asked.

      "I'm not sure," said Addison. "I can't think of any other way for him to have done it and locked the bedroom door again when he left. He didn't know there was a spare key."

      "No, I can't think of any other way either. The doors to the balcony were definitely locked, weren't they?"

      "Yes," said Addison.

      Amelie measured the oats into her mixing bowl. "It's a strange feeling, isn't it? Knowing they've caught him, I mean."

      "I know what you mean," Addison agreed. "But it's only just happened. They've arrested him, but let's wait to get the details from Detective Wilcox." It was in the back of her mind that arrested didn't necessarily mean guilty, but she didn't want to say that out loud.

      They worked away in silence until the rest of the household woke and joined them in the kitchen. Then the discussion got lively.

      "I told you it was him," said Adam, pouring way too much milk onto his cereal as usual. "I just knew it. He looked shifty."

      "You did say that," Ivy agreed. "Have they charged him yet?" she asked Addison.

      "I don't know," said Addison. She checked the timer; the smaller of the two cakes should be just about done by now. "We're still waiting for Isaac to call."

      "Isaac?" said Ivy with a smirk. "I thought he was Detective Wilcox? Is there something going on we should know about?"

      "No, nothing like that," Addison replied. "It's a small town. Everyone knows everyone. That's all."

      "I don't know him well enough to call him Isaac," said Adam, joining in.

      Addison's eyes pleaded with Layla for help, but her cousin was no use. "I reckon he likes you," Layla said. "But I told you that already."

      "No you didn't," said Addison. She would have remembered that.

      "Oh no? Maybe I told Olivia." Layla smiled and grabbed an apple from the fruit bowl. "I'm off to meet the contractor at the gallery site. Let me know how you get on with Isaac."

      Addison shook her head and focused on her chocolate cakes. She poked a skewer into the smaller one, and it came out clean. She put her oven mitts on and pulled it out of the oven.

      "That looks awesome," said Adam. "What is it?"

      "Vegan chocolate cake," Addison replied.

      "Vegan? What on earth for?"

      "Special request from Hazel. Apparently a lot of the tourists have been asking for vegan treats. This recipe looked good, so I thought I'd give it a try. Amelie made some Anzac biscuits if you don't fancy the cake."

      Adam shook his head. "Nope, I'm not fussy. If it looks good and tastes good, I don't care what's in it. Or not in it."

      "You're the type of house guest I like," said Addison. She checked the large cake, but it wasn't quite done. "Five more minutes for that one, I reckon."

      The doorbell rang just as she was closing the oven door.

      "I'll get it," said Amelie. A minute later she was back in the kitchen with Isaac.

      "I thought you were going to call?" said Addison, careful not to use his first name and face further ridicule from her boarders.

      "I was, but I need to take another look in Patrick's room. May I?"

      "Help yourself." Addison pointed to the staircase, intending to let him go up by himself, but was bombarded with questioning stares. "Mind if I join you?" she added.

      He shrugged, so she asked Amelie to keep an eye on the cake and followed him up to Patrick's room.

      "So come on, tell me," she said once they were in the room. "What made you arrest Louie? Do you think he killed Patrick?"

      "I wouldn't have arrested him for murder otherwise, would I?" Isaac opened the wardrobe door and stood thoughtfully in front of it.

      Addison hoped he wasn't in a difficult mood. "No, fair point. You think he hid in there?"

      "It's possible. Run me through what happened again?"

      Addison described the events of that day, starting from Ivy's scream, and finishing with Louie arriving in the great room once they were all seated at the dining table.

      "And no-one opened the wardrobe door," said Isaac.

      "No. Adam and Dan unhooked the rope from the door knob and lay Patrick on the floor. He was our focus, not the wardrobe itself."

      "Yes. We found both their fingerprints on the rope."

      Addison was glad he hadn't said noose. It was still difficult being in this room, the sight of Patrick's body still very much at the forefront of her mind. "Were Louie's fingerprints on the rope as well?" she asked.

      Issac shook his head. "No. We didn't find his prints anywhere in this room, or on the body. But then he could have worn gloves."

      "True. He has a pair of gardening gloves. I've seen him wearing them. What made you arrest him?"

      Issac turned to face Addison. "We found traces of cocaine in this room," he said. "Louie has form for drugs, and he wouldn't account for the discrepancy in his story to you versus what he told us. He maintains he didn't hear anything, said you all must have been mistaken about him saying he heard screaming."

      Addison shook her head. "No, that's definitely what he said."

      "Yes. When I challenged him further he asked for a lawyer, so we stopped the interview. We'll pick it up again this afternoon after we've searched his house."

      Addison frowned. That didn't sound at all conclusive. She'd hoped the arrest meant she and the rest of the household could breathe easy once again. She said as much to Isaac.

      "Do you really think you've got the right guy?" she asked.

      He nodded. "We do. I'm sure we'll turn up something at his house to link him to Patrick. I suspect it has to do with a drug deal gone wrong, maybe a debt of some sort. Or maybe they were known to each other in the past and it caught up with them."

      "Speaking of the past, I had a chat with Patrick's sister. She told me about a stalker he had a few years ago. Have you looked into that?"

      "We have," said Isaac. "We confirmed that she moved to London and is still there. She didn't have anything to do with this. Relax, Addison. We've got the right guy." He checked his watch. "I have to go. The search of his house is about to get underway. I'll let you know once we've got enough evidence to charge him."

      He gave her shoulder a reassuring squeeze before he left. Addison walked to the French doors and opened them, stepping out onto the balcony. She watched Isaac fold his large frame into the police car and drive off. She wrapped her arms around herself, feeling a chill despite the warmth of the morning sun.

      Isaac might be confident he'd got the right guy, but Addison wasn't so sure.
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      Addison was still up in Patrick's room, trying to get her head around ever being able to let it out to a new boarder, when Jason arrived to fix the door.

      "Hi," he said, after knocking on the open door. "Amelie said you were up here. Everything okay?"

      "Yes. No. Oh, Jason, I don't know. Have you heard? They've arrested Louie."

      Jason nodded. He entered the room and stood awkwardly by the bed. "I really don't think it was him. He barely even knew Patrick. Why would he kill him? And then cover it up to make it look like suicide? It doesn't make any sense."

      "No, it doesn't. Isaac – Detective Wilcox – thinks it has to do with drugs. You did say Louie had a history with drugs."

      "Yeah, but only pot. He smoked a bit of weed, that's all. His mum called me early this morning. She said they're saying he sold cocaine to Patrick. That doesn't sound like the Louie I know."

      Addison pulled out the chair from Patrick's desk and sat. "I can't see Patrick as a cocaine user, either. I know I only met him a couple of weeks ago, but he lived in my house. Sat at my dinner table every night. I like to think I'm a pretty good judge of character, and I got nothing from him that said drug user."

      "So what can we do?"

      "I don't think there's anything we can do. It's up to Louie. If he's innocent, he needs to account for those missing five minutes in his story."

      "Yeah." Jason sat on the edge of the bed. "I tried to ask him about that, but he wouldn't give me a straight answer. He's hiding something. I just don't think it's murder. I don't think I ever saw him even talk to Patrick. But…" Jason hung his head, elbows resting on his knees. He looked shell-shocked.

      "But what?"

      "Well, if they're right… if he did do it… then it's my fault for bringing him here. I'm sorry, Addison."

      "Don't be ridiculous," said Addison. She couldn't help but feel sorry for Jason. In the short time she'd known him he'd had his heart broken, gone through the trauma of being suspected of murder himself, and now he carried the burden of possibly introducing a killer into Addison's house. The poor guy couldn't catch a break.

      "It's not your fault, whatever happens," Addison continued. "You've been nothing but kind and generous to me and my family, Jason. You've done a lot of work on this house, and I know you haven't charged me enough for everything you've done. We'll discuss that later. But I don't blame you for any of this, and neither will anyone else."

      Jason lifted his head. "Thanks," he said with a solemn nod. "That means a lot to me."

      "You're welcome. Now, what do you say we get that door fixed and get this room back to normal?"

      Jason smiled then, and got to work. He examined the broken door handle and the splintered wood while Addison straightened the bed. The more time she spent in the room, the more comfortable she was becoming with it again.

      "Dan made quite a mess here," said Jason.

      "Can you fix it?"

      He nodded. "I'll have to go into Riverwood for a new handle and lock, but the wood can be patched." He took a few photographs on his phone. "Right. I'll go and get the supplies and be back in an hour or so. Is there anything else you need from the hardware store while I'm there?"

      Addison didn't think so. She was just keen to get this room back to looking normal again. She couldn't think of any other projects right now.

      "Let's just get this done," she said. Jason agreed and set off for Riverwood.

      By the time she got back into the kitchen Adam and Amelie were nowhere to be seen. Addison presumed they were in their rooms working. There was a note from Ivy saying she'd gone out for the day with her brother again, and may not be back for dinner.

      The chocolate cake for Hazel was sitting on the cooling rack waiting to be iced. The smaller one she'd made for the beach house already had a piece missing. Adam, presumably. That boy would eat anything at any time. She'd once found him eating cold pizza for breakfast.

      As she iced the cakes Addison thought back over what Isaac had said. Louie was definitely suspicious, she couldn't argue with that. She'd had him in her sights as well. But was that because he really was guilty, or because she didn't want to think it could be one of her boarders?

      He couldn't explain why he didn't come straight away when he heard screaming, and then lied to the police about hearing the screaming at all. He had a history with drugs, and there were traces of cocaine found in Patrick's room. He was small enough to fit in the wardrobe, so he theoretically could have hidden in there while the rest of them found the body. And like Adam said, he looked shifty. Not that that was a great indicator of guilt, she had to admit.

      There were things that didn't add up, though. Louie seemed to barely know Patrick. Jason hadn't ever seen them speak to each other. Louie's drug history had to do with marijuana, not cocaine. And Patrick didn't strike Addison as a drug user, either.

      Then there was the theft of Patrick's laptop from the police station. Why would Louie have done that? It certainly didn't fit with the drug motive.

      Patrick's murder had been planned to some extent – whoever did it had the foresight to bring a rope with them to stage the crime as a suicide. If it didn't have anything to do with drugs, as Isaac suspected, then what possible motive could Louie have for murdering someone he barely knew?

      That was the key. Patrick had been in Getaway Bay for only two weeks. Whoever killed him had a plan, and you don't plan to kill someone you've barely known for a fortnight. Surely that's not enough time to develop a motive for murder?

      So who did that leave? Who'd known Patrick for longer than the two weeks he'd spent in Getaway Bay?

      Only one person sprang to mind.

      Amelie.
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      Addison didn't know what to do. She'd delivered the cake and Anzac biscuits to Hazel, hoping to get a chance to speak to her friend about her suspicions. Everyone at the cafe was talking about Louie's arrest, but unfortunately Hazel had been too busy to take a break. Addison didn't want to get into it with the town gossips, so she found herself back in her kitchen, alone, and not feeling at all confident that Isaac had arrested the right man.

      She really needed to talk this thing through. Jason would be back soon with the supplies to fix the door, but he had work to do. She wondered whether Mrs Jones was around. A quick look over the back fence put paid to that idea. The little cottage was locked up, Bella sunning herself on the back step, so Mrs Jones must have already left on the bus for her weekly trip into Riverwood.

      It was close enough to morning tea time, so Addison made herself a coffee, cut a slice of the vegan chocolate cake, and settled down at the kitchen table with her notebook and pen. If she couldn't talk the issue through with anyone, she'd do the next best thing and write it all down.

      She started with Isaac's main suspect, Louie. She wrote down all the reasons why Louie was suspicious, and underneath that she listed the clues that didn't add up. She was no more convinced of Louie's guilt than she had been when talking to Jason earlier.

      Next, she looked at Amelie. The fact that she was the only one to have known Patrick for more than two weeks was a strong clue, in Addison's opinion. If Patrick's murder had been an accident, or something that happened in the heat of the moment, then she could understand him being killed by someone he didn't know well. But all the signs pointed to at least some level of forward planning. It just didn't make sense that Patrick could have done anything to upset someone in such a short space of time to provide enough motive for premeditated murder.

      So what was Amelie's motive? Unrequited love, according to Layla. But was that all? Was there perhaps some jealousy that Patrick had shown an interest in Ivy since showing up at the beach house?

      Amelie seemed like such a nice woman. Isaac had said Patrick was strangled – did Amelie really have the strength to do such a thing? She was fit and strong, there was no doubt about that. Patrick was of average build, and not particularly fit. Perhaps if she'd taken him by surprise, approached him from behind… it could be possible. But then could she have moved his body over to the wardrobe and positioned it to look like he'd hanged himself?

      Addison was sure she wouldn't be able to do such a thing herself. She struggled to think that Amelie could have either. But then someone had done it. And she'd only known Amelie for two weeks as well. Did she really know her well enough to say she couldn't have killed Patrick?

      Then there was Patrick's laptop, stolen from the police station. Adam said he saw Amelie go out in the middle of the night on Saturday, which put her out of the house and alone when the laptop was stolen. Could she have been responsible for that?

      Addison punctuated Amelie's entry in her notebook with a number of question marks, before moving on to the next person on the list. Adam. She'd more or less ruled him out already, but it felt like she should include him in her analysis.

      Adam had an argument with Patrick two days before he died. Amelie said there'd been pushing and shoving. Adam had a history of violence. But he'd explained that, and Addison believed him when he said he'd never used his fists against anyone since. She didn't think Adam had anything to do with Patrick's death.

      That brought her to Ivy. As far as she could see Ivy and Patrick had been getting on quite well before his murder. She noticed them sitting in the back garden a couple of times, where they seemed deep in discussion. They'd only known each other for two weeks, and Addison couldn't think of any possible motive for Ivy to want Patrick dead.

      The other person present at the time of the murder was Ivy's brother, Dan. He should be considered as well. A cyber security expert in town on business, he'd brought his family with him and took time out to visit his sister. He didn't strike Addison as a murderer, either. What possible motive could he have? Unless Addison had been mistaken about Ivy and Patrick getting on so well. Patrick could be abrupt and even rude when he didn't like someone – maybe he and Dan had got off on the wrong foot and Dan was protecting his sister?

      It sounded ridiculous even as Addison wrote it, but she couldn't discount anything. This case was indeed baffling.

      There were the other facts to consider, too. How did the killer get out of the room when both doors were locked from the inside? And what was the secret project Patrick had appeared to be working on before he died? Did it have something to do with his death? Was that why his laptop was stolen? Addison wished Senior Constable Short had been able to take a closer look at that computer while they still had it.

      She finished her coffee and realised she hadn't touched her slice of cake. She closed the notebook for now and picked up her fork, sliding it through the icing and into the cake. It looked good and tasted even better. The coconut milk gave it an interesting twist. She hoped it hit the spot with Hazel's vegan tourist crowd.

      She was wondering what to do next to take her mind off Patrick's murder when Olivia called.

      "Hi, sweetheart," she said, answering her mobile phone. "Don't you have classes this morning?"

      "Hi, Mum. I just finished, now I have a break until after lunch. I thought I'd call and see how you were doing. Is there any news?"

      Addison filled her daughter in on Louie's arrest, as well as her own suspicions and difficulties understanding the case.

      "There are just too many loose ends," she said once she'd brought Olivia up to date.

      "The stalker sounds promising," said Olivia. "Did you say the police couldn't find her?"

      "Isaac said they did, and she was in London like Patrick's sister said. So that's a dead end."

      "Oh, right. So nothing on her website then."

      "No. Well we couldn't find anything like the website Marilyn described. All we found was a really plain-looking site that we figured Patrick must have set up himself. It just has his books listed, and a short bio. Nothing helpful."

      "Okay. Send me a link to that and I'll take a look. Just to be sure."

      "Don't you have that assignment to work on?"

      "Finished it last night," said Olivia. Addison could hear the smile in her voice.

      "Oh, well done. Okay, I'll email you as soon as I get off the phone. How's everything else going?"

      Olivia chatted for a while about the various happenings at uni, including her courses, the friends she'd made, and who was dating who. There was no mention of a love interest in her own life, and Addison didn't ask. Olivia had plenty of time for that.

      "I'd better go, Mum. I'm meeting Jayne for coffee. I'll see you this weekend. Send me that link."

      "Will do. Bye, love."

      Addison ended the call with a smile on her face. Talking to Olivia always made her happy. She looked forward to seeing her daughter when she came home at the weekend. For now, though, she'd better get moving. The kitchen was still a mess from this morning's baking, and Jason would be back any minute to fix the door. Plus, she had to send that link to Olivia. Maybe her daughter could see something the rest of them were missing.
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      Addison was in the middle of cleaning the kitchen when Jason returned from the hardware store in Riverwood.

      "Did you get everything you need?" she asked, wiping her hands on a tea towel.

      "Yep. I should have it as good as new in no time. Has there been any word from Wilcox?"

      "No, not yet. They were searching Louie's house, and then he was going to interview him again once the lawyer arrived. I expect that will keep him busy for most of the day."

      Jason nodded, and Addison could tell he was still troubled by his friend's arrest. So was she, to be honest. The more she thought about it, the more convinced she was that Louie was innocent. Well, innocent of murder, at least.

      "Do you think we're missing something?" Jason asked, pausing at the base of the stairs.

      "I think a lot of things don't add up," said Addison. She explained all the notes she'd made this morning while he'd been gone.

      "Yeah. I can't get past the fact that Louie barely even knew Patrick. And I don't buy the cocaine thing. No way would Louie touch that stuff."

      "Well if that's the case, he should have nothing to worry about. If he didn't do it, he needs to tell Isaac where he was for those five minutes, then he'll be off the hook."

      Jason sighed. "Let's hope he realises that. He can be a bit pig-headed at times. I'm going to get to work."

      He headed off up the stairs with his toolbox and bag of supplies, leaving Addison to her work in the kitchen. She was wiping down the bench when she realised she'd forgotten to email Olivia.

      She opened the door to her office, but her laptop wasn't on her desk. She could have sworn that's where she'd left it. Maybe she'd taken it up to her room last night.

      It wasn't there either. Addison started to panic. She checked all over her bedroom, on the floor, even under the bed, although she knew she wouldn't have put it there. Where could it be?

      She went up the second flight of stairs and knocked on Adam's door.

      "Come in," he called.

      "Hi," she said, recoiling a little at the mess in his room. She was glad she'd stipulated that they cleaned their own rooms when she took on her boarders. "Have you seen my laptop?" she asked.

      Adam shook his head. "Not since we were all working downstairs last night. Where did you leave it?"

      "I was sure I put it away in my office, but it's not there now."

      "And it's not in your bedroom?"

      "No."

      "Did you lock your office door?"

      "N…No." Addison realised she should have, after everything that had happened. She'd started locking her bedroom door, which contained the master key to all the rooms, but she hadn't even thought about locking her office. She felt stupid.

      "Okay, let's not panic," said Adam. "It has to be here somewhere. We'll ask Amelie."

      They did so, and Amelie asked the same questions Adam had. Where did she leave it, has she looked everywhere, and so on. Together they searched the house but came up with nothing. Even Jason got roped in once he'd finished fixing the door.

      "It's not here," said Addison. "I've got a bad feeling about this."

      "Me too," said Adam. "Maybe you should call Detective Wilcox."

      Addison nodded, but before she could make the call her phone rang. "Speak of the devil," she said, and answered it.

      "We've let him go," said Isaac before Addison could get a word in.

      "Oh, what happened?" She put him on speaker so the others could listen in.

      "Long story. But basically we found a small amount of marijuana at Louie's house. No cocaine, no money, nothing to indicate any sort of drug operation. His lawyer arrived, and advised him to tell us what he knew."

      "Which was?" Addison asked. She could hear traffic noise in the background. It sounded like he was driving.

      "Turns out he did hear Ivy scream. He was smoking pot behind the shed out in the back garden. He took his time getting into the house because he was busy hiding the evidence."

      Addison watched Jason's face as he first sighed with relief, then got cross. She figured Louie might be off the hook for murder, but he'd lost his boss's trust.

      "He also has an alibi for the night the laptop was stolen from the police station," Wilcox added.

      That reminded Addison of why she'd been about to call him. She told him about her missing laptop.

      "You're sure it's missing? You haven't just misplaced it?"

      "We've looked everywhere," said Addison. "It's not here."

      Wilcox sighed. "All right. I'm on my way."

      Addison thanked him and ended the call. "Who's hungry?" she said. “It’s lunch time, we might as well eat while we wait.”

      Before she got the chance to start making sandwiches Addison's phone rang again. This time it was Olivia.

      "Hi sweetheart," she said. "I'm sorry I didn't send you that link—"

      "It's okay, Mum," Olivia cut her off. "I found it myself. That's why I'm calling, actually. I found something you're going to want to take a look at. I've sent you an email. Can you open your computer?"

      "Well that's the reason I didn't send you the link." Addison explained her missing laptop. Olivia said a word Addison couldn't repeat.

      "You really need to take a look at what I found," she added.

      Addison looked at the others. Adam, Amelie, and Jason were all staring at her. She had an idea. "Can you email the link to Adam?"

      "Sure. Give me his email address."

      Addison did so, and Adam raced upstairs to get his laptop. By the time he returned and set it up on the kitchen counter the email from Olivia had come through. He clicked on the link she'd sent, and a page came up that looked similar to the website they'd found last night. This one had a lot more words, though.

      Addison asked Olivia to explain.

      "From what I can make out it's a secret blog Patrick had been keeping. He hid it pretty well, he obviously didn't want anyone to find it yet. There are almost two weeks' worth of entries. You need to read them, Mum. It's about something from his past. A woman had conned some money from him years ago, and by the looks of it he'd found her."

      Addison looked at Amelie, who appeared as confused as she was. She turned her attention back to Adam's screen. He was flicking through the entries, reading too fast for Addison to keep up.

      "Holy cow," he said, pointing to the screen. "Read that."

      Addison did so. A chill ran down her spine as the events of the last few days combined with this new information to paint a new picture.

      A con artist. Stolen money. Missing laptop. Conversations in the garden. Suddenly everything made sense.

      Addison took the stairs two at a time. She tried the door to Ivy's room, but it was locked. She crossed the hall to her own room, got the master key out of her jewellery box, and unlocked Ivy's door. The others crowded behind her as she flung the door open.

      The room was empty.
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      "Mum! Mum, what's happening?"

      Addison had forgotten about Olivia, who was clearly still on the other end of the phone clutched in her hand. She lifted it to her ear.

      "It's all right, sweetheart. We'll figure it out. I have to go. I'll call you back as soon as I can."

      Addison ended the call before Olivia could protest. She felt bad for cutting her daughter off, but she needed to think.

      "It was Ivy?" said Amelie, confusion written across her face.

      "Didn't you read Patrick's blog?" said Adam. "He recognised her. She was the one who stole his parents' money fifteen years ago. She'd just used a different name then."

      "I thought that was a lie?"

      "Evidently not," said Adam. He stepped into Ivy's bedroom, and Addison followed. It was as empty as the day she'd let it to the woman three weeks ago. Not a single personal item remained. Ivy was gone.

      Addison's mind raced. How could Ivy have killed Patrick, then posed his body to make it look like suicide? She didn't look strong enough. Unless…

      The vision of Ivy trying to get into the locked room came sharply into Addison's focus, followed by her brother pushing her aside and breaking down the door. Another piece of the puzzle clicked into place.

      "It was both of them," she said. She left Ivy's room and walked down the corridor to Patrick's. The door was now closed. Addison turned the fresh handle Jason had just installed and pushed it open.

      "What do you mean, both of them?" asked Jason.

      "Ivy and Dan. They did it together. That's why we couldn't figure out how they got out of the locked room. They didn't."

      "Yes they did," said Amelie. "They were outside with us. Weren't they?"

      "I know what she means," said Adam. "They didn't get out of the locked room because the room wasn't locked."

      "But… oh, right," said Amelie, finally catching on. "Ivy was the one who came upstairs to find him. She and Dan were the only ones who tried the door."

      "That's right," said Addison. "They told us it was locked, and in the panic we believed them. Then Dan broke the door down before anyone else could try it." She bent down to look at the door knob. It had a lock that you turn on the inside, which released a small bolt into the catch on the door frame. It then required a key to open from the outside. "Is this the same kind of lock that was on the old handle?" she asked Jason.

      "Yes."

      Addison flicked the lock back and forward, which pushed the bolt in and out.

      "What are you thinking?" asked Adam.

      "Dan kicked the door in with a lot of force," she said. "I think he did that deliberately to make as much mess as possible, so we wouldn't notice it hadn't been locked. And when we all rushed in to check on Patrick, Ivy could have easily just clicked the lock on the knob like this to make it look like it had been locked. The rest of us were too focused on Patrick's body to notice her do it."

      "Wow," said Adam. "That makes sense. So no need to hide in the wardrobe, then. They were right here with us the whole time."

      "We'd better call Wilcox," said Addison.

      "No," said Amelie. "He's already on his way here. You've got a more important call to make."

      "To who?" asked Addison.

      "Your bank. Dan accessed your laptop the other day, remember? They made you log into your bank account. And now your laptop is missing. Call the bank fast, Addison, and freeze your accounts. If Ivy and Dan are con artists, you could lose everything."
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      Addison was on the phone to the bank when Isaac arrived. She half listened as Adam, Jason, and Amelie hurriedly explained their theory about Ivy and Dan. Adam showed him the secret blog Olivia had uncovered.

      By the time she'd finished speaking to the bank he'd called Short and every police vehicle in Queensland was looking for Ivy and Dan.

      "How did you go?" asked Adam when she finally put down the phone.

      "They'd made a transfer out of my account this morning," she said. "Ten thousand dollars."

      "What? Oh no."

      Addison held up a hand. "It's okay. The bank was able to reverse it, and they've frozen my accounts now too. But there's something else."

      "What?" asked Isaac. They were all staring at her.

      "It looks like they were trying to steal my identity to take out credit cards and a loan. They were about to put me into some serious debt."

      "But the bank shut it down, right?" asked Adam.

      "Yes, it's all okay. I called them in time. Thanks, Amelie. Your quick thinking just saved me a lot of money."

      Amelie smiled. "I'm glad." She turned to Isaac. "You can't let them get away with Patrick's murder."

      "They won't get far, don't worry," he said. "I'm sorry this has happened," he said to Addison. "I was on the wrong track with Louie."

      "You were just doing your job," said Addison. "You have to follow the evidence. I understand why you thought it was Louie. He did do something wrong."

      "Are you charging him?" Jason asked Wilcox.

      The detective shook his head. "I've got better things to do. I suspect having to answer to you will be punishment enough for him."

      "Too right," said Jason.

      "I've got to go," said Isaac. "Short has started the ball rolling to find them, but…"

      "We understand," said Addison. "Is there anything we can do?"

      Isaac shook his head. "No. It's up to me now. I should have looked closer at them before. I'm sorry it almost cost you so much."

      "Almost, but not quite." She touched his shoulder. "Go find them, Isaac. Make sure they don't get away with murder."

      When he'd gone, Addison and the others stood around the kitchen at a loose end.

      "I feel like we should be doing something," said Amelie.

      "Is it too early for a beer?" said Adam. He had half a smile on his face, and Addison realised he was only half joking. It felt a bit like that.

      “Let’s have another go at lunch," said Addison. "Amelie, help me to make some sandwiches, will you?"

      "Not for me, thanks," said Jason. "I'm going to go find Louie. We need to have a little chat."

      Addison was about to tell him not to be too hard on Louie, but stopped herself. Louie had done the wrong thing, and then kept quiet about it. If he'd been upfront about smoking marijuana on the job in the first place, Isaac wouldn't have wasted so much time.

      "Thanks for fixing the door," Addison said, and waved Jason goodbye.

      That left the three of them. Amelie started pulling sandwich fillings out of the fridge, while Adam went back to his laptop. Addison watched them for a minute. A week ago she'd had a houseful of happy boarders. Or at least she thought she had. Now one was dead, and another was on the run for murder.

      Maybe she wasn't cut out for this.

      "It's not your fault," said Adam, peering at her over the top of his computer screen. "Get that sad look off your face, Addison. You didn't ask for this."

      "No, I didn't. I can't help but feel responsible, though. One of my boarders actually murdered another one."

      "Ivy was never one of your boarders though," said Amelie. "Not really. We all came here because you advertised a happy house by the beach where we could live and work creatively. That's what you offer, and that's what we came for. But Ivy didn't come for that. She was obviously only here to steal your identity. That's not your fault."

      Addison pulled slices of bread out of the bread bag. "I should have seen it coming, though. I should have been able to spot her for what she was."

      "You can't blame yourself for that," said Adam. "None of us saw her for what she was. She had everyone fooled."

      "Not Patrick," said Addison.

      "Only because he recognised her," Adam argued. "Think about it – if she conned him fifteen years ago, then she's been doing this a long time. She and Dan are obviously a double act. After that many years, they'd be very good at it. It's not your fault, Addison."

      Addison knew he was right, but it still stung. She prided herself on being a good judge of character, but Ivy and Dan had completely fooled her. Suddenly she wanted to read everything Patrick had written about them on his secret blog. She left the sandwich-making to Amelie and came around to peer over Adam's shoulder.

      Half an hour later they'd slowly scrolled through the collection of posts and read every word, and Addison was in shock all over again.

      Poor Patrick. He'd recognised Ivy immediately, as soon as he and Amelie had arrived at the beach house. Fifteen years ago he'd known her as Emma Ronson, and he'd fallen in love with her.

      Patrick's sisters had been right to a point – Patrick had taken his parent's money. At Ivy's – Emma's – insistence, he'd managed to talk his elderly parents into signing over a large part of their savings to him so he could invest it in a scheme run by Emma's brother Nathan. Nathan – Dan, presumably – assured him it would double the money within five years. Patrick loved Emma, so he trusted them both with the money. He planned to return his parents' initial investment to them plus twenty-five percent, then use the rest to finance himself while he got his writing career started.

      Shortly after handing over the money, Emma called Patrick to say Nathan was in trouble. He'd made an investment on behalf of a biker years earlier, which didn't pan out, and the biker's gang was after him. Emma told Patrick that she and Nathan had to disappear for a while, for their safety, but not to worry. His money was safe, and she'd be in touch in a few months when things had settled down.

      That was the last Patrick had seen of either of them, until he arrived at the beach house two weeks ago.

      According to his blog, Patrick had been ashamed that he'd fallen victim to con-artists. Addison remembered Marilyn saying her brother had been naive when he was younger. If Ivy and Dan had been as convincing fifteen years ago as they were now, Addison wasn't surprised they'd managed to fool Patrick.

      "So what happened once Patrick recognised Ivy?" asked Amelie, who said she couldn't bring herself to read it in Patrick's own words just yet.

      "According to this she tried to con him all over again," said Adam. "She told him the bikies were really persistent in their pursuit of Nathan, so they changed their names and went into hiding. She wanted to contact him, but said it was too risky. Eventually she figured he would have moved on with his life."

      "But what about Patrick's parents' money? What did she say happened to that?"

      "She told him they'd had to use it to pay off the bikies," said Adam. "But they had other investments now that were about to mature, so they could pay him back with interest. He just had to wait a few weeks."

      "Patrick didn't believe her, did he?" asked Amelie.

      "No," said Addison. This was the part of the story that had warmed her heart when she read it. "He told her he did, though. He figured they were up to something, and this time he wasn't going to let them get away with it. So he went along with her story, and realised they were trying to steal my money. He was gathering evidence against them and recording it all here on his secret blog."

      "They must have figured it out, though," said Adam. "So they came up with their plan to kill him and make it look like suicide."

      "They didn't do a very good job," said Amelie. "The police knew he'd been strangled."

      "It was probably the best they could come up with," said Addison. "I suspect they're just con-artists, not murderers. They only resorted to killing Patrick once their secret was threatened. I'll bet they've left a string of unhappy victims in their wake. Patrick threatened to unravel all of that."

      "So why didn't they disappear as soon as they killed him? Why stick around?"

      "That's easy," said Adam. "They're greedy. They hadn't finished stealing Addison's money yet."

      Addison shuddered at how close she'd come to losing everything. "Let's hope Isaac can find them before they find their next victim."
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      Ivy and Dan made it almost all the way to the Queensland-New South Wales border before the police caught up with them. They were arrested and taken to Brisbane, where Isaac made the trip down to be part of the interviews. He had quite the story to tell when he returned to Getaway Bay.

      "They weren't even brother and sister," he told the group assembled in the backyard of the beach house that Friday evening. Olivia had arrived home earlier in the day, and now she, Addison, Layla, Adam, and Amelie were joined around the barbecue by Isaac, Mrs Jones, Jason and Kendall, and Hazel and her husband Martin. There were drinks all around as Isaac told the tale of the two con-artists.

      "So they were lovers?" Addison asked.

      "At one point, yes. It seems she wanted to settle down and start a family, but he was having too much fun ripping off innocent people. He was addicted to the thrill of the con, and had also managed to acquire a costly cocaine habit. He wasn't even close to settling down."

      "Ivy told you this?" said Addison. Isaac had explained that Ivy and Dan Hathaway were only the latest in the string of names the pair had used. Patrick had known them as Emma and Nathan Ronson fifteen years ago, but those were fake too. Isaac had mentioned their real names, but Addison couldn't stop thinking of them as Ivy and Dan.

      "Yes. As soon as Ivy realised the evidence stacked against them, she told us everything. She blamed Dan for Patrick's death, of course. She said it was his idea, he was the one who strangled Patrick, she just helped him cover it up."

      "She's not going to get away with it, is she?" asked Amelie.

      Isaac took a sip of beer and shook his head. "No way. It was premeditated murder. Not to mention all the people they've conned over the years. They're both going away for a very long time."

      "Good," said Amelie.

      "What about the family he told us about?" asked Layla. "Annette, and those two kids?"

      "They don't exist," said Isaac. "At least not in his world. It's all part of the con. They play a persona, these people. They invent a full life. The more believable it is, the more chance they have of fooling you."

      "Well they certainly fooled me," said Addison. She was still embarrassed at being taken in by them. She'd really thought they were a nice brother and sister.

      "Aww, Mum, don't feel bad." Olivia put her arm around Addison. "They sound like professionals. And I like that you always see the good in people."

      "I'll drink to that," said Hazel, raising her glass. They all followed suit, and Addison found herself grateful once again for the lovely friends she'd made here in Getaway Bay.

      "Didn't you do background checks on all of us once you realised Patrick was murdered?" asked Adam. "How come you didn't pick up that Ivy and Dan weren't who they said they were?"

      "They'd done enough groundwork to make their story hold up," said Isaac. "There really is a cyber-security company in Cairns run by Dan Hathaway – the real Dan Hathaway. He has a sister named Ivy, a wife called Annette, and two children. That's what they do – find real people to impersonate, in case any of their marks get suspicious and check them out."

      "Wow," said Layla. "That's commitment."

      "It's their job. They've gotten very good at it. Of course, that's all surface stuff. Once we looked closer it was obvious they weren't who they said they were. But they go into a con banking on selling their story so well that no-one looks too closely."

      "They nearly got away with it," said Addison. She remembered how close Ivy and Dan had got to her money.

      "They certainly took a risk staying around after killing Patrick," said Issac. "If they'd disappeared straight away, chances are we'd never have found them."

      "Greed will get you every time," said Adam. He finished his beer and pulled another from the esky.

      "So what about the cocaine you found in Patrick's room?" asked Jason. "Was that Dan's?"

      "Yes," said Isaac. "Ivy told us that the plan to strangle Patrick and make it look like suicide was a pretty hasty one. They had to move fast once they realised Patrick was onto them. They weren't sure it would work, which was why they added in the touch about making the room look as if it were locked from the inside.

      "Then as an extra backup, Ivy knew Louie was a drug user – she'd caught him smoking in the garden once before – so after Dan had strangled Patrick and they'd posed him, she left some tiny traces of Dan's cocaine stash in Patrick's room. Not enough to be seen by all of you, but enough to be found by forensics. It was enough to throw suspicion on the only person on the suspect list with a history of drug use. The fact that Louie had discrepancies in his story initially was an added bonus to them."

      "Wow," said Olivia. "That's not a bad plan for one conceived so hastily. No wonder they got away with things for all these years."

      "Like I said, it was their job," said Isaac. "The way they made their living. They knew what they were doing."

      "So why did they steal Patrick's laptop from the police station?" asked Amelie. "Why not take it when they killed him?"

      "They had nowhere to hide it," said Isaac. "If we came in and searched before they had a chance to get rid of it, having it in their possession would have been difficult to explain. Plus, they weren't initially sure there was anything on it. It was only once one of you mentioned Patrick was working on a secret project that Ivy thought they should stop us from examining it further, so she sent Dan to break in and steal it."

      "You're right," said Jason, scratching his head. "They were good."

      "Not good enough to fool our super sleuth, though," said Layla. She beamed at Addison. "That's two murders you've solved since you came to Getaway Bay, cousin. When are you opening your detective agency?"

      Everyone except Isaac laughed.

      "I've had help," said Addison. "But no, there'll be no detective agency at the beach house, thank you very much. I'm having enough trouble running it as a boarding house."

      "But you're going to keep doing that, aren't you?" asked Adam, eyes wide. "I've got nowhere else to go."

      Addison had given the subject a lot of thought over the last few days. She loved having a house full of creative, interesting people. But the fact that she'd allowed a murdering con-artist to live under her roof was disconcerting. Still, as sorry as she was for what had happened to Patrick, she couldn't let a pair of criminals get the better of her.

      "You don't have to go anywhere," she told Adam. "The beach house retreat for writers and artists is still open for anyone who needs a place to call home."

      Adam's frown broke into a wide grin, and Amelie wrapped Addison in a tight hug.

      "Thank you," they both said.

      "I'll drink to that, too," said Hazel, and they all raised their glasses again.

      "To the beach house," said Addison, turning around to salute the home she'd created.

      "The beach house," her friends repeated.

      Addison smiled at Isaac, happy that things had finally turned out okay.

      He smiled back.
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      "Come on, Mum." Olivia tugged on her mother's arm as if she were ten years old again, but Addison refused to budge.

      "You're not getting me up there," said Addison. Just looking up to the top of the Ferris wheel was making her legs wobble, let alone climbing into a little cage and letting herself be swung around up there.

      "She doesn't want to, Olivia," said Justin, and Addison smiled as her son leapt to her defence. Her happiness was short-lived. "She's too chicken!" he added with a laugh.

      Emily, Justin's fiancée, was the only one of the group siding with Addison. Justin and Emily were in Getaway Bay for Easter, and Olivia was home from university for the holiday. Addison was enjoying them all being together for the first time in – well, at all, really. She'd just met Emily for the first time when they'd arrived at the beach house last night.

      It had been a long day for Justin and Emily, who'd first flown from their home in Melbourne to Brisbane, where they'd hired a car, collected Olivia from her dorm room, then driven the four hours to Getaway Bay. They'd been exhausted by the time they'd arrived, but that hadn't stopped them tucking into the feast Addison had prepared for their arrival dinner.

      Joined by Addison's cousin, Layla, who was still staying at the beach house until her own home was rebuilt, and Adam O'Laughlin, Addison's only remaining boarder, the Lake family reunion last night had been a resounding success. Emily fit right into the family, and Addison could see why her son was smitten.

      "Leave your mother alone, you two," Emily was saying as Justin and Olivia physically pulled Addison towards the Ferris wheel.

      "Not going to happen," said Justin. He handed over four tickets to the ride operator, and before she knew it Addison was inside the cage surrounded by her family.

      Emily looked worried, but Addison gave her a reassuring smile. "I'm only a little afraid of heights, dear," she said. "If I really objected I would have put my foot down. I can still handle these two."

      The wheel moved along so the next riders could be loaded, and despite her reassurances to Emily, Addison tightened her grip on the edge of the cage. For a travelling carnival they had some imposing-looking rides, and the Ferris wheel was top of that list as far as Addison was concerned. By the time they reached the peak of the ride she was starting to wish she'd stayed on the ground.

      "Look at all the activity down there," said Olivia. "I didn't know there were this many people in Getaway Bay."

      Addison chanced a look over the side. Olivia was right – there were far more people here at the carnival than there were residents of Getaway Bay.

      It was Good Friday, and the carnival had been in town for a week already. Between Mrs Jones, Addison's elderly neighbour, and Hazel, the owner of the local cafe, Addison had been brought up to speed on most of the story of the Hanley Brothers Carnival and its annual visit to Getaway Bay.

      The Hanleys had been coming to the bay for Easter for close to twenty years, according to Mrs Jones. It was the last and longest stop on their tour before they packed up and headed to the family property west of Brisbane for the winter months. They always put on a good show, and as such they drew in the crowds.

      Getaway Bay, with its white sandy beaches and relaxed summer atmosphere, was a popular holiday destination for a good eight months of the year. The tourist season ended with a bang at Easter, when the Hanleys rolled into town. The carnival had all the usual rides and games, plus food trucks and colourful characters. What set them apart, though, was the nightly performance.

      The Hanleys had taken the traditional sideshow acts and updated them for the twenty-first century. They had acrobats, the flying trapeze, clowns, a knife thrower, and a magician, and the show all came together in a dazzling array of lights and sounds and a true festival atmosphere. It was a circus without animals, a circus without cruelty, a circus where fun was at no-one's expense. When Addison had first seen the show on opening night, she'd fallen in love with the circus all over again. She couldn't wait to share it with her family tonight.

      The popularity of the carnival and its nightly spectacular drew crowds from all around. All the accommodation in Getaway Bay was fully booked months in advance, and people drove from hours away to come and see their favourite performers. The Hanleys certainly knew how to put on a show.

      It was all thanks to the local publican, Bob Carter, according to Hazel. Bob had been in his early twenties the first time the Hanleys set up in Getaway Bay almost twenty years ago. He'd formed a tight bond with the patriarch of the family, Morris Hanley, and once Bob took over the Red Lion from his own father he and Morris had conspired to bring Hanley Bros. Carnival to Getaway Bay every Easter since. The Red Lion always drew a crowd, but patronage significantly increased at this time of year. In fact, all of the businesses of the tiny coastal town thanked Bob for the late influx of visitors before the winter set in.

      Addison took a few deep breaths and managed to keep her eyes open as the Ferris wheel spun and their cage slowly rose and fell. After a couple of minutes she relaxed, and even thought she might enjoy the experience.

      "There you go," said Olivia. "It's not that bad, right?"

      Addison smiled, but kept her eyes firmly fixed on the ground below. She spotted the area where all the caravans were lined up.

      "That must be where the staff live," she said, pointing.

      "Yeah. They have special trailers that are divided into tiny living quarters," said Justin. "They don't have much more than a bed and a space to store their things."

      "How do you know?" Olivia asked. "That area's off-limits to the public."

      Justin shrugged. "I looked into it when I left school," he said. "Thought I might run away and join the circus."

      Olivia lightly punched him in the arm "You did not."

      Another shrug. "I might have. How would you know?"

      "'Cause you're far too corporate," said Olivia.

      "She's right," said Addison, enjoying the banter between her kids. She worried they must miss each other, living so far apart now. It was good to see them getting on so well.

      Justin looked to his fiancée for support, but Emily just shrugged and gave him a half smile. He was on his own.

      "Yeah, whatever," he said, turning his back in mock disappointment. "You have no idea what I can do."

      "We have no idea what you do at all," said Olivia with a laugh.

      "Yes we do," said Addison, joining in. "He's a spy."

      When Justin had first moved to Melbourne for work, he'd tried to explain his job to Addison and Olivia. He worked in IT, and the most Addison could understand was that he helped different companies to use the computer systems that ran their businesses. Olivia had decided that 'working in IT' was code for 'I'm a spy', and it had been a family joke ever since.

      "For the thousandth time, I'm not a spy," said Justin. He pretended to be exasperated by the gag, but Addison knew he found it just as funny as they did.

      "I don't know," said Emily, getting in on the fun. "That would explain a lot."

      "Like what?" asked Justin.

      "The size of the computer you have at home, for starters. That thing takes up half the study. And your trips to the US. You never tell me exactly what you do over there."

      Justin launched into a long explanation of his job, but everything he said they managed to explain away as part of the secret of being a spy. As the discussion grew more animated, Addison was having so much fun she almost forgot how high it was at the top of the Ferris wheel.

      Until a loud crunch sounded, and their basket came to a juddering halt.
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      "What the…" said Justin, peering over the side. The basket rocked as he moved.

      "Please stay still," said Addison. She'd been fine while they'd slowly moved around the circuit of the Ferris wheel, but that crunching sound was disturbing. She didn't think a sudden halt like that was part of the ride.

      "Sorry, Mum," said Justin as he did his best to steady the basket.

      "That's okay. Can you see anything down there?"

      Justin carefully leaned over the side this time. "The ride operator isn't sitting on his stool anymore," he said. "He's got a cover open on the mechanics of the ride. There must be an issue."

      Addison felt the anxiety rising in her chest. Of course, they were right near the top of the circuit when the wheel stopped. They couldn't have been in one of the baskets near the bottom, could they?

      "Try and stay calm, Mum," said Olivia. She rested a hand on Addison's leg. "I'm sure we're perfectly safe as long as we stay inside the basket."

      Emily was nodding away, and in her head Addison knew they were right. A mechanical fault on a ride like this would most likely just result in them being stuck for a while. But logic and reason weren't terribly comforting at two hundred feet in the air.

      "Let's play I spy," Justin suggested. "I'll start. I spy with my little eye, something beginning with… T."

      "Trailers," said Olivia, pointing to the staff quarters they had noticed moments ago. Addison took a couple of deep breaths and looked down to where the trailers were lined up. She tried to focus on the shiny vans, and the people in red shirts coming and going amongst them. It helped to have something to watch.

      "Yeah. Your turn," said Justin.

      Olivia spied something, and Justin and Emily took turns guessing, but Addison stayed focused on the staff area. She counted the trailers, then she counted the people. Then she spotted the ropes strung between vans as clotheslines, but the basket they were in was too far up for her to be able to count the items of washing on the lines.

      She listened to the kids' voices, but it was too much to try and guess what they were spying. Counting things always calmed her. She looked over to the main thoroughfare of the carnival and counted how many stalls there were. One of the food trucks had a long line, and she counted how many people were in the queue.

      At some point the ride operator shouted something up to them, but Addison didn't catch it.

      "What did he say?" she asked, still watching the activity below.

      "There's a small mechanical problem," said Justin. "He says they'll have it sorted in ten minutes or so."

      "Ten minutes?" asked Addison. "I guess I can do that."

      "He says to sit back and enjoy the view," said Olivia. "Are you okay, Mum?"

      Addison nodded. "I've been stuck in worse places for ten minutes, I guess. Keep talking, all of you. It helps."

      They continued their game of I spy, and Addison continued to listen to the sound of their voices while she found things to count on the ground. Eventually the ride jerked back into motion and they began the descent. It took another couple of minutes before they were unloaded from their basket and Addison felt the sweet relief of the ground underfoot. It was then she realised how frightened she'd actually been, and her knees buckled.

      "Whoah there," said Justin, catching her just in time. The ride operator was quick to grab his stool and place it behind Addison. Justin guided her to it.

      "I think we'd better get you checked out," said Olivia. "I'll find someone."

      "There's an ambulance on the way," said a woman with a deep voice who appeared at Addison's side. She wore the Hanley Brothers uniform of red shirt and blue jeans, and she looked like a strong wind would blow her over. Her voice and her stance were at odds with that appearance, though. She issued instructions to the other staff milling around, and was clearly in charge.

      "Luc!" she called to a guy wearing clown makeup, but not much else. He looked like he'd come running halfway through getting dressed. "Get some bottles of water for these people. Davina, go wait for the ambulance and guide them in."

      The woman in charge stood protectively next to Addison as she continued to issue instructions. Addison started to feel better. "I don't think I need an ambulance," she said.

      The woman looked her up and down. "Probably not, but let's just be safe. You were up there for a while, and your daughter tells me you're not great with heights. I'm Harriet Hanley, by the way. Everyone calls me Harry."

      Addison hadn't heard any conversation between Olivia and Harry. She must be more stressed than she thought. Maybe it wasn't a bad idea to get checked out by the paramedics.

      "Addison! Are you all right?"

      Addison noticed for the first time that quite a crowd had gathered at the base of the Ferris wheel. Pushing through them was Jason Sadler, the builder she'd had working on the beach house for the last couple of months. During that time Jason had moved well past contractor – she now considered the young man a good friend.

      "I'm fine," she reassured him, holding up a hand. "A longer ride than we expected, that's all."

      "What happened?" asked Kendall Short, Jason's girlfriend. Kendall was one of the local police officers, and Addison had had more than enough dealings with her in a formal manner than she cared for in her short time in Getaway Bay. In uniform, Senior Constable Short was an imposing force but off-duty Kendall was much more friendly.

      "We got stuck up the top," Olivia explained. "Mum's not great with heights, so we're just waiting for the paramedics to check her out."

      Addison was starting to get embarrassed at all the fuss. None of the other riders were bothered by the mechanical failure. Most of them had already wandered off, and the crowd was beginning to disperse. There were more red-shirted carnival workers there now than anyone else.

      She was about to suggest they walk it off and go find some food when the ambulance arrived. The worker named Davina guided the vehicle in through the crowds, and Harry told them where to stop. Now Addison was really embarrassed, but she couldn't leave. She figured she should at least let the paramedics check her out, if only so they hadn't had a wasted trip.

      Luc the half-dressed clown handed Addison a bottle of water, and at the instruction of the paramedics she took a few small sips. She let them fuss over her for a few minutes before assuring everyone the anxiety had passed, and she was fine. She even got to her feet and walked around a little to prove the point.

      "I'm happy if you're happy," said Harry to the paramedics. Addison was about to ask why Harry needed to be happy at all, when a stern look from the woman silenced her. Harry was obviously not someone to get on the wrong side of.

      After a few more questions and a second check of Addison's blood pressure, the paramedics were satisfied that she'd survived the ordeal unscathed. By that time Addison was more than a little embarrassed by the whole episode and was hoping for a diversion of her own.

      It came in the form of a blood-curdling scream from the direction of the staff trailers.
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      Kendall was the first to run off in the direction of the scream, followed closely by Harry and Jason. Addison and her children stared at each other for the briefest of moments, before they too set off to investigate.

      Luc the half-dressed clown did his best to stop the carnival patrons entering the staff area, but he was no match for such a surge of people. He gave up and went with them. The crowd stopped outside one of the bunks, where a woman dressed in a sequinned outfit was being comforted by a man in a matching sequinned suit. Addison recognised them as the magician and his assistant from the circus performance she'd seen on opening night.

      Kendall was at the door to the trailer, peering in, one arm held out behind her to stop anyone else from entering. Jason and Harry stood outside, Harry trying to see over Kendall's shoulder.

      "What happened?" Luc asked the magician. Addison remembered his name was Paolo, but she couldn't remember the assistant's name.

      "It's Frankie," said Paolo. "There's a knife in his back."

      Luc gasped, as did a number of others in the crowd. Paolo's assistant buried her head deeper into the magician's chest. More people in red shirts arrived.

      Addison couldn't believe what she'd heard. A knife in the back?

      Kendall stepped out of the trailer. "This is a crime scene," she said in a loud voice. "Who's in charge here?"

      "I am," said Harry.

      "Right. We're going to need to shut the carnival down." Kendall held her mobile phone to her ear.

      "Shut it down? Are you serious?"

      Kendall regarded Harry with a look that made it clear how serious she was.

      "A man's been murdered," she said, before turning her attention to whoever was on the other end of the phone.

      Harry took the briefest of moments to let that news sink in before she turned to the crowd and started issuing instructions. Addison watched as the woman organised staff, herded patrons, and brought an air of authority to the chaos, and would have been impressed if she wasn't so shocked to hear of another murder in Getaway Bay.

      "Come on, Mum," said Olivia. "Let's go find somewhere to sit down."

      "Hang on, I need to speak to Kendall first."

      Addison tried to get the police officer's attention, but Kendall was too busy guarding the crime scene and making calls. Jason was standing close by, so Addison called him over instead.

      "Is there really a body?" Addison couldn't help but ask.

      Jason nodded. "The knife thrower, by the looks of it. I only got a quick glance, but it seems someone may have stabbed him in the back with one of his own knives."

      "Brutal," said Justin.

      "I need to speak to Kendall when she has a minute," said Addison. "I might have seen something while we were up there." She pointed to the top of the Ferris wheel, which had a clear view of the staff trailer area.

      Jason nodded. "I'll let her know. Wilcox is on his way, apparently."

      "Good." Isaac Wilcox, the local detective, was also a friend. Addison could speak to both him and Kendall about what she thought she might have seen.

      Addison, Justin, Emily, and Olivia found a spot to sit on a low wall about fifty metres away from the crime scene. They were out of the way but could still see what was going on. Addison wanted to know when Isaac arrived.

      "Do you really think you saw something?" Olivia asked her mother.

      "I don't know," Addison replied. "But we were up there for a while, and I spent some time watching this area. I saw a few people coming and going. Maybe I can remember something." She closed her eyes and tried to picture what she'd seen from the top of the Ferris wheel. She didn't get far before she was interrupted.

      "Addison!" Addison opened her eyes to find Holly, a young woman from the carnival she'd befriended days earlier, standing in front of her. "What are you doing here?" Holly looked over to the trailer, which was now surrounded with crime scene tape. Constable Diaz had arrived, and was assisting Kendall with maintaining the perimeter. "What's going on?"

      "Hi Holly," said Addison. "It looks like something's happened to the knife thrower." She wasn't sure how much detail she should be sharing.

      "Frankie? Good. He's an a…" Holly stopped short of swearing in front of Addison. "He's not a nice person. What happened? Someone beat him up?"

      "Someone knifed him in the back," said Justin.

      Addison shot her son a look.

      "Sorry," he said. "But that's what Jason said. You can't keep a secret like that, Mum."

      "No, I suppose not."

      "Is he dead?" asked Holly.

      "It would seem so, dear," said Addison. She took the young girl's hand. "Are you okay?"

      Holly's eyes were wide with shock, but otherwise she didn't seem too affected by her colleague's death. "Yeah, I'm fine. Wow. He must have finally upset the wrong person." Holly took a seat on the wall next to Addison. Olivia, Justin, and Emily introduced themselves.

      The first day the carnival had arrived in Getaway Bay, Holly had visited Hazel's cafe in town. She'd tried one of Addison's cinnamon scrolls, one of the many treats Addison baked on a regular basis for Hazel's cafe. Holly had professed her undying love for the cinnamon scroll, and had been back to Hazel's every day since for another sweet fix. On the third day Addison had been at the cafe when Holly came in, so Hazel had introduced her as the creator of all the wonderful baked goods. They'd hit it off immediately.

      Holly was a sweet girl. From the few short conversations they'd had Addison gathered that Holly's home life had been troubled. She'd jumped at the chance to join Hanley Brothers a couple of years ago and travel the country. She worked in one of the food trucks, and had been trying to convince her boss to let her expand the truck's offerings.

      "So tell us about Frankie," Justin asked Holly. "What?" he added, when Addison glared at him.

      "Don't you tell us not to get involved," said Olivia with a sly grin. "That would be hypocritical, don't you think?"

      Addison had no answer for that. There'd been two murders in Getaway Bay since she'd arrived – one of them in her own house – and Addison had been deeply involved in both investigations. She couldn't very well tell her children to butt out of this one.

      "No, fair enough." Addison turned to Holly. "Why do you say he must have finally upset the wrong person?"

      Holly picked at the hem of her dress and shrugged. "I don't know. No-one liked him very much. Except old Mr Hanley, of course. He's the one who hired him. Frankie always sucked up to Mr Hanley, but to everyone else he was… well, let's just say he was unpleasant."

      "In what way?" Addison pressed. Like her children, she couldn't help herself. She'd recently started writing again, and murder mysteries were her favourite genre. As sad as it was that someone was dead, this real-life murder had already captured her inquisitive side.

      "Different ways with different people," said Holly. She nodded towards Paolo and his assistant, who were now sitting in plastic chairs a little way away from the crime scene. "Take Paolo and Gianna, for example. Paolo is an awesome magician. Harry says he's the best we've ever had. But Frankie wanted his job, and it seemed he was making progress. Corey told me Mr Hanley was thinking of giving him a trial in one of the last shows of the season."

      "I'm guessing Paolo wasn't too thrilled with that idea," said Addison.

      "No. Gianna wasn't, either. Gianna and Paolo are married. She works as assistant on stage to both of them, but she hated Frankie. She was always scared of him. She told me it was just about the knives, but I reckon there was more to it than that. She loves Paolo, but that never stopped Frankie trying it on with her."

      "He was trying to get her to go out with him?" asked Olivia. "Even though she's married to Paolo?"

      "Yeah," said Holly. "That about sums him up."

      "Wow. What a guy," said Justin. "You might be right about him upsetting the wrong person."

      "He's a real bully," said Holly. "Or I guess I should say he was. None of the ride operators or the other staff liked him."

      Addison was about to ask who else specifically held a grudge against the victim, but Harriet was calling for Holly.

      "I'd better go," she said. "Are you sure you're all right, Addison?"

      "I'm fine," said Addison. "Make sure you come and see us at the beach house before you leave town," she added.

      "I will." She left with a wave, and Addison turned back to her family.

      "Interesting," she said. "I wonder who else had it in for Frankie?"

      Olivia nodded in the direction of the crime scene. "I guess that's what he'll be trying to find out."

      Addison followed her daughter's gaze. Detective Wilcox had just arrived.
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      "You look like death warmed up," said Addison when Isaac finally joined their little group. He'd spent a good ten minutes speaking to Kendall and Diaz and inspecting the crime scene before heading over to where Addison and her family waited on the low brick wall.

      "Thanks," he said, sniffling. "Hang on a minute." He pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and blew his nose. The sound matched his physique – imposing and loud as thunder. "Sorry," he said, stuffing the handkerchief back in his pocket.

      "What are you doing here?" asked Addison. "You should be home in bed."

      "I was. But I can't leave a murder to Short and Diaz." He pulled his notebook out of his pocket then got as official-looking as he could manage with a red nose and watery eyes. "Senior Constable Short tells me you were a witness?"

      "Well, yes. At least I think so." Addison explained how they were stuck at the top of the Ferris wheel for a good fifteen minutes right before the body was discovered. She told Isaac how she'd been looking at the ground in this area for a lot of that time, leaving out the part about being afraid of heights.

      "Can you tell me what you saw?" Isaac asked.

      "There were a number of people coming and going in this area," Addison began. "They all had red shirts on, which I see is the uniform for the staff. I don't remember seeing anyone without a red shirt."

      "What about the victim's bunk in the trailer? Did you see anyone enter or leave it?"

      Addison took a good look at the trailer and tried to picture the scene from up at the top of the Ferris wheel. "I really can't tell from down here," she said. "I think there was someone who went in and came out again a minute later, but I can't be sure it was that particular bunk."

      Isaac shielded his eyes from the sun as he stared up at the top of the Ferris wheel, and then looked back to Addison.

      "Come on, then," he said.

      "Where are we going?" Addison asked, although her stomach was doing backflips already.

      "Up there." Isaac pointed up to the scene of her nightmare.

      "I was afraid you were going to say that."

      "I think they've shut it down," said Justin.

      "And you are?" Isaac asked.

      "Oh, sorry. Justin Lake. This is my fiancée, Emily."

      "My son and daughter-in-law," Addison added, although no clarification was necessary. She was stalling.

      Isaac shook hands with Justin and Emily. "Nice to meet you." He signalled to Kendall Short, who came over. "Can we get the Ferris wheel back up and running? I want to take Addison up and see if she can recall anything."

      "I'm on it," said Kendall.

      Isaac held out a hand in front of him. "Let's go."

      Addison couldn't think of a decent excuse.

      As they walked back to the Ferris wheel Addison noticed most of the crowd had cleared out. It was less than an hour since Kendall had ordered the carnival be shut down. Despite her initial protests, Harry had been very efficient at complying with police wishes. It fit with Addison's overall impression that the Hanley Brothers Carnival was a very well-run operation.

      After a few more minutes of standing around, during which time Isaac blew his nose enough times to make Addison concerned about the state of his handkerchief, Harriet Hanley came over and instructed the Ferris wheel's operator to fire the thing up.

      "Nabil here will look after you," said Harry. "I've got to get out the front, make sure the gates are closed."

      "Thanks," said Isaac. "I'll come and find you later. I'll need to speak with all the staff."

      Addison felt sorry for him. As sick as he was, there was a job to be done. It was going to be a very long afternoon for Isaac and his colleagues.

      "Let's get this done," she said, trying to inject a level of enthusiasm in her voice she didn't feel.

      "You want us to come with you?" Olivia asked.

      "Did any of you see anything?" said Isaac.

      Olivia, Justin, and Emily all shook their heads. "We were playing eye spy," Justin explained. "Trying to distract Mum from our predicament."

      Isaac nodded. "No worries. Why don't you three stay here then. It'll be quicker if we go up alone."

      Nabil ushered them along and Addison climbed into the basket for the second time that afternoon. This time, though, they didn't have to endure the slow climb and stop routine to fill the rest of the baskets. On Isaac's instruction, Nabil lifted them straight to the top and held the wheel in place.

      After a moment to get her bearings, Addison worked out which was Frankie's bunk in the trailer. It wasn't hard – it was still surrounded by crime scene tape. The crime scene officers had also arrived, and they were milling about in their blue overalls.

      "What can you remember?" Isaac asked.

      Addison took a good look at the location of the bunk, then closed her eyes. She remembered counting the staff in and around the trailers. She remembered a couple of people going into one of the bunks, but it was at the far end of the camp.

      "Take your time," said Isaac, earning himself a narrow-eyed glance from Addison. She was taking her time.

      She remembered the washing hanging on the makeshift clotheslines. That's right – now she could see it.

      "Someone walked through the clothes hanging there and entered Frankie's bunk," she told Isaac.

      "How long were they in there?"

      "At least a minute, maybe longer. Then they came back out again. A lot of the staff were walking in this direction, and they joined in. I supposed because the Ferris wheel was broken down and they were coming to help."

      "Can you describe the person you saw?" asked Isaac. He had his notebook out again.

      Addison tried to think, to see the figure again in her mind's eye. But it was no use. They were too far away.

      "I'd only be guessing, sorry. They were wearing a red shirt, though."

      "Great," said Isaac with a sniff. "That narrows it down to the entire staff, plus any visitors wearing a red shirt."

      "Sorry," Addison said again.

      "What about build? Solid, or slim?"

      She shook her head.

      "Hair colour? Skin colour?"

      Another shake.

      "So nothing at all, except the red shirt."

      "And blue jeans," she added. "Or at least long blue pants of some description."

      Isaac managed a half-smile. "That's not a total loss. From what Kendall's managed to find out, the victim was not well-liked among his peers. There's a good chance we're looking at a member of staff." He signalled to Nabil to bring them down, then changed his mind.

      "Hold up for a minute," he called down. The ride stopped again.

      "What is it?" Addison asked.

      "I'm not sure. Give me a minute." He spent some time looking around, then finally signalled to Nabil once again to bring them down.

      They reached the bottom and climbed out of the basket. Addison realised she hadn't been half as scared this time around. Maybe there was something to facing your fears.

      Isaac pulled Nabil aside and started asking him questions. Addison left him to it and returned to her family. When she looked back they had the cover open on the mechanical part of the ride again, and Nabil was pointing and explaining something.

      "What was that all about?" Addison asked Isaac when he rejoined them a few minutes later.

      "Oh, just a suspicion," he said. "When we were up there you said a lot of the people in uniform were walking towards the Ferris wheel."

      "Yes, because it had broken down. By the time they got us down there was quite a crowd here."

      Isaac got his notebook out again and started writing. It was a minute before Addison realised what he was getting at.

      "You think the broken Ferris wheel might have been a diversion," she said.

      "Maybe." He shrugged. "Thanks for your time, Addison."

      She obviously wasn't going to get any more from him. "Is there anything else I can do?" she asked.

      "No, we can handle it from here. Go home and spend some time with your family."

      Addison nodded and linked arms with her son. "Come on, you lot. Take me home. I think a glass of wine is in order."
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      Back at the beach house Layla and Adam were in the kitchen preparing a salad. Well Layla was preparing a salad, Adam was sitting at the bench with a beer picking at the contents of the salad. Charlie came racing through the dog door to greet them, his tail wagging so much Addison wondered how it stayed attached. He leapt into Olivia's arms, and she gave the little fluffy dog a cuddle.

      "You're all back early," said Layla. "What happened?" she added when she saw the concerned look on Addison's face.

      "There's been another murder!" said Olivia, lowering Charlie to the floor. To her credit she was doing her best to hide her delight.

      Addison shook her head at her daughter. Olivia was studying forensic science at Griffith University which, coupled with the two murders Getaway Bay had already experienced in their short time in residence, meant Olivia had a macabre outlook on the whole thing.

      "You're kidding," said Layla.

      Addison shook her head again. "Unfortunately, we're not." She gave Layla and Adam a quick rundown of the events of the past couple of hours while Justin found a bottle of wine and poured three glasses. He got two beers out for himself and Olivia, and held up a third in Adam's direction.

      "Yes please," said Adam. "Did you see anything?" he asked Addison, passing Justin his empty bottle and opening the fresh one.

      Addison explained both of her rides on the Ferris wheel. "I don't know if I helped or not. I guess that's up to Isaac."

      "Wow," said Adam, taking a sip of the fresh beer. "This place is going to give Midsomer a run for its money."

      "Midsomer?" Emily raised one eyebrow.

      "Midsomer Murders," said Addison and Olivia in unison. Olivia explained the show, one of Addison's favourites.

      "Oh, I see," said Emily. "Why would anyone want to live there?"

      "Exactly," said Addison. She had to admit, it was starting to feel a little like that here in Getaway Bay.

      She brushed the thought away and turned to Layla. "Thanks for preparing for tonight," she said, nodding towards the salad. "I'm not sure who's coming. Isaac and Kendall will be no-shows, I'd say. They'll be busy at the carnival for hours."

      "No problem. Leftovers never go astray in this house. Not with all these young mouths to feed."

      Not long after arriving in Getaway Bay, Addison had established an informal get-together on Friday nights for her house guests and any of the locals who cared to join in. Most people brought drinks and a plate of something to share, and they'd had quite a few fun nights now sitting out the back around the barbecue. It had started with a wake after Layla's sister's funeral, but it had become a tradition Addison and her new friends had come to look forward to.

      Addison shooed her children, Adam, and Charlie out into the yard to wipe down the chairs and get things ready out there, while she and Layla continued preparing the food. Cooking was one of Addison's greatest enjoyments, and she loved trying new recipes. Tonight, they were having a whole fish baked on the barbecue, plus she'd found a recipe for barbecued garlic and herb mushrooms she wanted to try. She set about preparing the ingredients, and before long there was a familiar tap on the kitchen window.

      "Hello Mrs Jones," said Addison as her elderly neighbour came through the back door. Mrs Jones was seventy-five years old and wasn't shy about telling anyone, but Addison thought she could easily be ten years younger.

      "Hello, my dears," said Mrs Jones as she climbed onto her favourite kitchen stool. "How was the carnival?"

      Addison and Layla exchanged a glance, then Addison once again told the story of the knife thrower with a knife in his back. She was glad Mrs Jones had been sitting down; the poor woman was holding onto the bench with both hands by the time Addison was finished.

      "Wow. Poor Dot," she said, accepting the drink Layla had prepared for her. Mrs Jones was partial to a shandy on a hot day. Today wasn't particularly hot, but Layla had obviously decided Mrs Jones would need a drink after hearing of Getaway Bay's third murder this year.

      "Who's Dot?" Addison asked.

      "Morris's wife," said Mrs Jones, taking a sip of her shandy. "Ooh, that's nice, dear. You went heavier on the beer than the lemonade, didn't you?"

      "I thought you could handle it a little stronger today," said Layla with a smile.

      "You thought right." Mrs Jones turned back to Addison. "Morris and Dot Hanley are the second generation of Hanley's to run that carnival," she explained. "It was Morris's father and uncle who started it, but that was back when I was a youngster."

      "They've been coming here that long?" asked Addison.

      "Oh, no. They've only been coming here for twenty years or so. But I got the story from Dot a few years back. We got chatting one night in the pub. She's a lovely woman. Oh, the stories she has about life on the road." Mrs Jones smiled and sipped her drink.

      "Anyway, when the two original Hanley brothers retired, Morris was the only one of their children interested in taking over. I think one of his cousins helped out from time to time, but it was really all left to Morris. He and Dot built it up from a couple of sideshow games and rides into the grand show it is today."

      "And they've got three sons, right?" asked Layla.

      "That's right. Let me see now, what are their names?" Mrs Jones stared out the window as she tried to remember. Addison followed her gaze and saw the kids laughing and chatting out in the garden; Charlie and Mrs Jones's dog Bella running and playing next to them.

      "Owen, that's the eldest. He's married to Harriet, although they all call her Harry."

      "I met her today," said Addison. "She insisted I get checked out by the paramedics after being stuck at the top of the Ferris wheel."

      "Yes, that sounds like Harry. Dot says Harry runs the show these days. Morris has practically retired, and Dot herself looks after the bookings and such, but most everything else is down to Harry. Well, Harry and Owen, technically, but it's mostly Harry."

      "She did seem very efficient," said Addison.

      "Dot absolutely adores her," said Mrs Jones. "Much more than her other daughter-in-law. Now, what's that one's name?"

      There was more staring out the window, and Addison had half a mind to grab her phone and Google Hanley Brothers Carnival, but Mrs Jones finally got all the characters straight.

      "Davina, that's it. She's married to the second son, Jake. I don't think carnival life suits Davina at all, but Jake loves it."

      "I suppose it takes a certain kind of person," said Layla. "They're on the road all the time, aren't they?"

      "For eight months of the year," said Mrs Jones. "They have a property outside of Brisbane. Dot told me they all go there for the winter. They each have a house on the property. Well, except for the youngest son, Hugh. He's not married yet, so he stays in the main house with Morris and Dot. But the other two each have their own house."

      "Still, eight months a year is a long time to be living out of a caravan," said Layla.

      "It would be all they've ever known," said Addison.

      "The Hanley's sure. But not the wives. I can understand them getting sick of such a life."

      "They knew what they were getting into when they married them," said Mrs Jones.

      Addison couldn't disagree with that. Personally, she could think of nothing worse than travelling for eight months of every year. It'd be hard work, too. All those rides to set up and take down, long hours standing in the sun, staff to manage. It couldn't be easy recruiting and maintaining staff with such a lifestyle.

      "Do you know anything about the knife thrower?" Addison asked Mrs Jones. "Frankie, they said his name was."

      "No, not really. I know Morris found him last year sometime, because he was here with them last Easter. He was new then. I haven't caught up with Dot yet this year. I've been meaning to get down there and see her, but time gets away. I'll try and catch up with her tomorrow."

      Addison finished preparing her mushrooms for the barbecue and was about to take them out to Adam when the doorbell rang. Most of the regular Friday guests went straight through the side fence to the back garden, so Addison wondered who this could be.

      She answered the door and was surprised and delighted to see Holly from the carnival. Her delight quickly turned to concern when the young woman burst into tears and collapsed into Addison's arms.
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      "Holly! Whatever's the matter?" Addison led the poor girl inside and settled her on the sofa. She sat next to her, plucking tissues from a nearby box and holding them at the ready. When Holly had worked her way through half a dozen tissues, the tears started to dry up.

      "I'm so sorry, Addison. I shouldn't have come here like this."

      "Nonsense. What can I do to help?"

      Holly blew her nose and gathered herself. "It's just awful," she began. "The carnival used to be such a wonderful place to work. But after this afternoon… I don't know if I can go back there."

      "It's been quite a shock for you," said Addison. "Why don't you spend the evening here with us, and forget about it for a few hours."

      "Thank you. Olivia invited me, actually. We had a chat while you were up in the Ferris wheel with that detective. She's lovely, your daughter."

      Addison couldn't help but smile. "She is, isn't she? I'm glad she invited you. Let's get outside and get the barbecue started, and you can forget all about what happened this afternoon."

      They stood, but Holly hesitated. "I'm not sure I can forget about it," she said. "The police think one of the staff is a murderer. It's all going around and around in my head. I can't stop thinking about it."

      "Well in that case, maybe you need to talk it through. You've come to the right place for that. My next-door neighbour has just been telling us all about the history of the carnival, and all the Hanleys."

      "They're lovely people to work for. I'm so upset this has happened to them. What's it going to do to the carnival? Will it be able to continue?"

      "I think it's far too early to be worrying about that. I tell you what, let's go outside, get ourselves a nice glass of wine, and you can tell us about some of your friends at the carnival. Try and get this nasty business out of your head."

      Holly nodded. "I think that's a good idea."

      "Right. As soon as you've had enough, though, you just give me a nod and I'll change the subject."

      "Like a secret signal?" Holly asked.

      "A secret signal.  Yes, exactly." Addison smiled. Holly must be in her mid-twenties, but she had such an innocent face she reminded Addison of a child.

      They went into the kitchen, where Layla had taken the fish out of the fridge ready to take outside. Addison had stuffed it with her special recipe and wrapped it in foil before they went to the carnival that morning.

      "Hello," said Layla. "I don't think we've met."

      Addison introduced the two of them, and Holly helped carry trays of food out into the back garden. Mrs Jones was already in her favourite chair in the corner, Bella on her lap. Hazel and her husband Martin had arrived, as well as Juliet and Josie Porter. They must have come through the side gate while Addison was consoling Holly.

      Josie was fussing over Charlie. "He's almost ready for another haircut, Addison," she said after everyone had been introduced to Holly. Josie ran the local dog grooming salon, and had cleaned Charlie up after he'd spent a few weeks running wild. He'd been in quite a state when he'd first turned up on Addison's doorstep three months ago.

      "Yes, I'll get Olivia to bring him in next week if you've got time."

      "I'll make time for this little one," said Josie, giving Charlie another cuddle. Addison was glad Josie and her twin sister Juliet didn't dress identically, she'd never be able to tell them apart. Besides their appearance, the twins shared a love of animals. Juliet was the local vet, and Josie's salon was located directly behind the vet practice. As an only child, Addison sometimes envied them their close bond.

      "So what's all this about you being witness to another murder, Addison?" asked Martin.

      "Well, I wasn't exactly a witness," said Addison. She explained yet again the circumstances of being up in the Ferris wheel, this time adding Isaac's suspicions that the Ferris wheel breakdown was a diversion.

      "That explains why he was questioning Nabil for so long," said Holly.

      "Is Nabil the only operator of the Ferris wheel?" Justin asked.

      "He's the main one. All of the guys who work that part of the carnival have their regular rides," Holly explained. "But they all know how to operate others as well. There are at least three people trained to operate each ride, so they can give each other breaks, or cover when someone's sick, that sort of thing. Harry makes sure everything runs smoothly."

      "She certainly seems to know what she's doing," said Addison. "Mrs Jones was telling us Harriet practically runs the show, yet she wasn't born into it. She's married to the eldest of the three sons, is that right?"

      "Yes," said Holly. "Harry's married to Owen. Old Mr Hanley – Morris, but everyone calls him Mr Hanley – is supposed to be retired, and Owen is supposed to be in charge. But everyone knows it's really Harry who runs things. She's the one everyone turns to when something goes wrong."

      "What does Owen do then?" asked Justin.

      "Whatever Harry tells him to do," said Holly with a giggle. "He's the muscle, Harry is the brains. It works quite well."

      "That's the impression I've always got from Dot," said Mrs Jones.

      "What about the other two brothers?" Olivia asked.

      Addison handed Holly a glass of white wine, and Holly took a sip. "Ooh, that's lovely," she said. "Thank you." She turned back to Olivia. "Jake is the middle son, he's married to Davina. He's like a carbon copy of his father. Jake looks after all the rides and games, and their operators. Davina operates the ticket booth, but she's got a couple of girls working for her, so she doesn't really do much."

      "Dot tells me she's not fond of the lifestyle," said Mrs Jones.

      Holly shrugged. "I don't know her very well, to be honest. She spends most of her time in her trailer. They get a whole caravan to themselves, the family members."

      "And the youngest son?" Olivia prompted.

      "Hugh."

      Addison noticed Holly's eyes light up when she said his name. Mrs Jones had said Hugh was the single one, hadn't she?

      "Yes, Hugh," said Olivia. "What does he do?"

      "He recently took over the performance side of things from his dad. Looking after all the acts that go on stage every night. I'm not sure it's going too well, though."

      "What makes you say that?" asked Addison.

      Holly paused, looking around the circle. She had a captive audience, and Addison thought for a minute she might clam up. But she seemed to revel in the attention.

      "I suppose it doesn't matter too much now," she said. "Frankie was causing Hugh some trouble. Remember I told you this afternoon about Frankie wanting to be a magician?"

      Addison nodded.

      "Well he had Mr Hanley on his side. Jake, too, I reckon. It was getting harder and harder for Hugh to keep things as they were. Poor Hugh. He's always struggled, being the youngest son."

      "Never quite lived up to his father's expectations, has he?" said Mrs Jones.

      Holly sighed. "He's not as macho as the other two," she said. "He's got different strengths. He's the one who built the carnival's website, you know. And all the social media. He's the reason the carnival attracts such a big crowd wherever it goes. He puts the word out before they even get there. He's got patrons waiting for us to arrive at every town."

      "That's quite a big deal," said Addison. "Surely that has to win his father's approval?"

      "You'd think so," said Holly. "But Mr Hanley can't see it. He doesn't understand computers, or the Internet. He has no idea how much Hugh does. I reckon we wouldn't have half the crowds we do if it wasn't for Hugh."

      Addison was starting to develop a picture of what life was like inside Hanley Brothers Carnival. She'd always known travelling carnivals to be family affairs, but it was interesting to get a glimpse inside one like this.

      Morris Hanley was obviously the patriarch, retired but still in charge, at least in his own mind. He would have been proud to have three sons carry on the tradition of the carnival, two of whom at least were hardened, labour-intensive carnival folk like himself. It was a shame he couldn't see the contributions of his third son, who it seemed was more than pulling his weight in the business. She wondered whether Dot knew how important Hugh was to the success of the carnival these days.

      "I'd better fire up the barbecue if we're going to eat before dark," said Adam. Addison realised he'd been quiet all this time, which was very unlike Adam. He was usually the first person asking questions when the topic of conversation was this interesting.

      Then she noticed how he blushed whenever he looked at Holly.
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      As Adam cooked the food, Holly went on to describe some of her friends at the carnival. She explained what a nice person Gianna was, how she was always ready with a cup of tea and a chat whenever Holly was feeling homesick.

      She described the fun she always had hanging around after each night's performance with Corey and Luc, the two clowns, and Nabil and some of the other ride operators. Corey and Luc loved what they did, and they always came back to the staff camp laughing and joking. They told Holly how much the kids in the crowd had laughed at their antics, and they'd always recreate some of it for her and the rest of the staff. It was a great way to unwind after the long days operating rides or selling hot dogs and fairy floss.

      Corey and Luc particularly enjoyed entertaining Henry, who Addison learned was Harry and Owen's four-year-old son.

      "I don't remember seeing a young boy with Harry at all," said Addison.

      "No, he spends most of the day with his grandmother," said Holly. "Dot is devoted to Henry. She's even applied to home school him next year."

      "I suppose that makes sense, if the family is on the road eight months of the year," said Hazel. "It's a big commitment, though. I wouldn't like to have done it with our two."

      Hazel and Martin's kids were teenagers, Tyson and Lani. They sometimes came to Addison's barbecues, but being sixteen and fourteen years old respectively they preferred to stay home and play on their devices. Hazel made no secret of the fact she enjoyed the break from them. "I love them, don't get me wrong," she'd say every week. "But I need time away from teenage grumpiness."

      The conversation eventually moved away from the carnival and its colourful characters, and onto the more routine lives of Getaway Bay's inhabitants. The baked fish was a resounding success, as were the stuffed mushrooms for those who preferred to remain vegetarian on Good Friday. Everyone seemed to have a great time as usual, and Addison especially enjoyed having Justin, Emily, and Olivia there to join in.

      Once the guests had left, Justin, Emily, and Layla all headed for bed. Olivia helped her mother clean up in the kitchen while Adam tidied up outside.

      "So what do you think?" Olivia asked as she piled dishes into the dishwasher.

      "About what?" said Addison.

      "The murder, of course. A knife thrower stabbed in the back at a travelling carnival. It's pretty sensational. Who do you think did it?"

      'My money's on the magician," said Adam. Addison hadn't heard him come inside.

      "Why?" asked Olivia.

      "Holly said Frankie wanted the magician's job. Looked like he had a couple of bosses onside and was going to get it, too. That's motive. Plus, the magician's wife found the body. They could be in on it together."

      Addison considered the theory. She couldn't fault Adam's logic. "Definitely a possibility," she said.

      "What about the youngest son, Hugh?" said Olivia. "Holly said he didn't get on with the victim either."

      "Yeah, but what did he stand to gain or lose from Frankie's death? He wouldn't have to deal with him as an employee anymore, but I can't see anything else. Not really much of a motive."

      "Yeah, fair enough," said Olivia. "Anyone want a cup of tea?"

      "Yes please," said Addison, as she finished washing the larger pans and things that wouldn't fit in the dishwasher.

      Olivia put the kettle on and got two mugs out of the cupboard. "Adam, you want anything?"

      "No thanks," he said. "I'm going to get my laptop." He took off up the stairs, leaving Addison and Olivia alone in the kitchen.

      "It's nice to have Justin and Emily here," she said, putting tea bags in the mugs and pouring the boiling water in. "I miss him."

      "I miss him too," said Addison. "But he's doing really well in Melbourne. And Emily is just lovely."

      "I told you you'd like her. She's perfect for him."

      "Yes, you were right." Olivia had visited Justin and Emily in Melbourne late last year, while Addison was still in the process of buying the beach house. She'd come home with lovely stories of a long weekend spent with her brother and his girlfriend. Justin had proposed to Emily just before Christmas, and Olivia was delighted she'd said yes.

      "I'm finally going to have a sister," she'd said to Addison at the time.

      "Sister-in-law," Addison had corrected.

      "Technicality. She's going to be my sister, and I can't wait."

      As far as Addison knew the two girls were in regular contact through social media and messaging, and she was so pleased. Now, having finally met Emily for herself, she was even more delighted. Emily was going to make a lovely addition to their family. She was sure her late husband would approve, too. Rob would have loved her.

      Olivia handed Addison her cup of tea and they both took seats at the kitchen table as Adam re-entered the kitchen with his laptop. He already had it open before he sat down.

      "Right," he said, fingers flying over the keys. "Let's make a list of everything we know."

      "Why?" said Addison, although she suspected she already knew what he was up to. Adam had been boarding with Addison for two months now, and in that time a murder had occurred at the beach house. Adam and Addison had put their heads together then and helped the police to solve the crime. As devastating as it was to have a murder in her own home, Addison had to admit it was exciting putting the pieces of the puzzle together. She felt that buzz again now, and suspected Adam did too.

      "You said Detective Wilcox was sick," said Adam. "And we know they're understaffed. So I figured we could use our collective crime knowledge and help him out."

      "Our collective crime knowledge?" said Olivia.

      "Yeah. You're studying forensics and criminology, right?" Olivia nodded. "And your mum and I are crime writers," he added.

      "It's not really much of a qualification to investigate real crimes though," said Addison. "And Olivia's only in her first year. She can't have learned too much yet."

      "I've learnt a bit," said Olivia, sipping her tea.

      "We've done lots of research," said Adam. "I bet you know more about murder than you think you do. Besides, it's not really about what we know or don't know. It's about the way our minds work. I bet the three of us could have a real crack at solving this case if we put our heads together."

      Addison didn't need any further convincing.

      "Okay," she said, making herself comfortable. "Where do you want to start?"
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      It was after ten on Saturday morning by the time Addison pulled into a parking space outside Hazel's cafe. She was late but she'd rung ahead, and Hazel said she didn't mind. It was Easter Saturday, and everyone seemed to be having a sleep in.

      Addison was late because in addition to baking for the cafe, she'd put on a pot of chicken soup. She had a big container full ready to present to Isaac, in the hopes he'd let her help with the murder case.

      Adam had been right last night – between the three of them they did have a lot to offer the investigation. They'd run through each of the carnival workers Holly had mentioned then brainstormed possible motives for each of them to murder Frankie. Some of their ideas may have been outlandish, but sometimes you had to consider the outlandish to get to the reasonable.

      Besides, it had been an interesting way to spend the evening.

      Once she'd delivered her latest batch of hot crossed buns and cinnamon scrolls to Hazel, Addison grabbed the bag with the container of soup out of her Rav 4 and headed across the road to the police station. The bell above the door tinkled as she walked in, and soon enough Isaac appeared at the front desk.

      "Good morning," he said, not sounding at all like it was a good morning for him. "What can I do for you, Addison?"

      "I've brought you some chicken soup," she said, placing the offering on the bench. "For your cold. How are you feeling?"

      "I'm holding up okay," he said, although from the looks of him he could barely stand.

      "You should be home in bed," said Addison. "Where are the rest of your staff?"

      Isaac lifted the barrier that stood between the front desk and the rest of the station, and Addison walked through. She followed him to his office, and they took seats on either side of his desk.

      "Short and Diaz are back out at the carnival site, taking more witness statements."

      "Have they sent you any extra help?" Addison asked.

      "Nope," said Isaac. By the look on his face it was a sore point. "I'm not getting any extra resources, apparently. They sent Diaz last time, and we were lucky enough to convince them to let him stay. But the force is short-staffed across the board. Too many budget cuts. This station should be run with at least four uniformed officers as well as myself, but…"

      "Goodness me, what does that say about the state of things?" Addison was appalled.

      Isaac shook his head. "I don't have time to worry about appearances. I've got a murder to solve."

      "Not before you get your strength back," said Addison. She reached into the bag and pulled out the container of soup, plus a bowl and spoon. Isaac looked like he was about to protest, but she shot him a stern look. All the fight went out of him and she served him up a bowl of piping hot chicken soup.

      "This is delicious," he said, slowly lifting spoonful after spoonful to his mouth. By the time he'd finished the bowl, Addison was pleased to see a little colour return to his cheeks.

      "Thank you," he said, pushing the bowl aside. "I didn't realise how hungry I was."

      "You can't go around chasing thieves and murderers on an empty stomach," said Addison. "Especially not when you're already sick." She took a tea towel out of her handbag, wrapped the bowl and spoon, and put it and the empty soup container back in the bag she'd brought for the job.

      "Right," she said when everything was squared away. "Where are you up to with this murder then?"

      "Addison," Isaac began, but she held up a hand to stop him.

      "I know what you're going to say. You can't tell me anything about an ongoing investigation, blah blah blah. I've heard it before, Isaac. But you need help. The three of you can't be expected to handle this on your own. Not with so many potential suspects. Not to mention witnesses."

      Isaac folded his arms and leaned back in his chair. "So what are you suggesting?"

      "Let me help. At least use me as a sounding board to talk things through. Surely you're allowed to speculate out loud?"

      His eyes narrowed, and Addison thought she might actually be convincing him.

      "I helped you solve the murder at the beach house, didn't I? And the fire at Layla's art gallery."

      Isaac's head tipped slightly to one side. "I can't argue with that…"

      "Well then. It's settled. You run your theories by me, and I'll help you work through them, and no-one who's anyone needs to know a thing about it."

      Isaac sighed and uncrossed his arms. He rested both of his sizeable palms face down on his desk. "You had a police check done when you applied to run your boarding house, right?"

      "I did, yes. I wanted to give my potential boarders peace of mind."

      Isaac rummaged around in his filing cabinet, and eventually found what he was looking for. He handed her a form.

      "Fill this in," he said with a sly grin.

      Addison read the top of the form out loud. "'Volunteers in Policing'. What's this for?"

      "When they said I couldn't have any more officers, they suggested I recruit a volunteer to help out around the station."

      Addison scanned the form. "It says here a volunteer does things like community liaison and administrative stuff."

      "That's a list of possible tasks," said Isaac. "It's not all-encompassing. The way I understand it, the role of a volunteer in policing is to assist the police officers with whatever tasks they need assistance with. In a small community like this… well, that could be all manner of things."

      Addison's smile finally matched Isaac's. "I see. Well I'd better fill this out then."

      "We'll do it by the book. I'll need to fingerprint you. Are you okay with that?"

      "Of course. Let's get to it."

      They spent the next half an hour going through the forms and making sure Addison was correctly processed as a police volunteer. It was quite exciting, really. She'd have to have proper training, which would need to be signed off on by someone higher up than Isaac, but for now they'd got the ball rolling, so Addison could help with the investigation.

      They were fudging things a bit, of course. He wasn't really supposed to tell her anything about the murder investigation. But as long as she kept any details of the case to herself, they were certain they could proceed without too much risk to Isaac's job.

      "Now, what did you find out yesterday?" Addison asked once all the paperwork and fingerprinting was complete.

      Isaac stood and crossed his office in two long strides to where a whiteboard rested against a wall. He turned it around, and Addison smiled. It was covered in photographs and written notes and looked just like the ones she saw in her favourite crime shows on television. She was going to like being a detective's assistant.
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      Addison listened intently as Isaac explained the results of their investigation so far. Frankie Hammond had indeed been stabbed in the back with one of his own knives. The frustrating part of the case was that any one of dozens of people could have done it.

      Frankie was a man of routine. He woke around ten am, lounged around for the rest of the morning drinking coffee and annoying the other performers, before talking one of the younger, newer staff members into making his lunch for him. They usually woke up to him once they'd been around for a while, but the high staff turnover of a travelling carnival meant there was always someone new who was eager to please one of the performers.

      After lunch Frankie would practice throwing his knives for a couple of hours, although lately he'd taken to practicing magic tricks instead. Then he'd take a nap in the afternoon before getting ready for the nightly performance.

      "He was taking his afternoon nap when he was killed," Isaac finished.

      "And because it was part of his regular routine, everyone knew that's where he'd be," Addison surmised.

      "Correct. Coupled with your information of a person in a red shirt going in and out of his trailer within the time frame of the murder, and the fact that an outsider in that area of the camp would have stood out, I believe the killer was part of the carnival. But that only narrows it down to thirty-seven people. Thirty-eight if you count Bob Carter."

      "What's Bob got to do with it?" Addison asked. She knew Bob was the local responsible for bringing the carnival to town but didn't understand why he'd be a suspect as well.

      "Bob was at the carnival at the time of the murder. And because he's so heavily involved with it all, the Hanley's gave him a staff shirt. He's been wearing it all week."

      "Right. Okay, so we have thirty-eight possible suspects. Can we narrow that down at all?"

      "Yes. Short and Diaz have managed to rule out twenty staff members who were manning their positions during the window of time in which Frankie could have been murdered."

      "So that still leaves eighteen possible suspects. How long is that window?" Addison asked.

      "Not long at all. Less than half an hour. The blood was still running when Short got to the body. The forensic pathologist who attended the scene said he could only have died within half an hour of the body's discovery at the most. It was possibly less."

      "Which fits with your idea that the Ferris wheel breakdown was a diversion."

      "Yes." Isaac pointed to a picture on the whiteboard. Addison recognised the face as belonging to the young man who'd been in charge of the Ferris wheel yesterday. "This is Nabil. He's not a suspect in the murder because he was manning the ride the whole time. But he could be an accomplice, if he rigged the wheel to fail at a certain time."

      "You questioned him yesterday," Addison noted.

      "That's right. He was adamant he had no idea why the Ferris wheel had stopped. He said there was no-one hanging around the mechanics of the ride when it happened. He had to call one of the Hanleys to fix it. That's why you were up there for so long."

      "So even though none of us were hurt, it was enough of a diversion to cause many of the staff to come over."

      Isaac nodded. "Harriet Hanley – Harry – told me that rides do break down from time to time. When it happens it's standard procedure for any off-duty staff to come and lend a hand, whether it be to help fix the problem or deal with the patrons. But she said there's no urgency about it. Someone sends word back to the staff camp, and anyone who's not doing anything comes to help."

      "So, whoever killed Frankie knew this would be the case," said Addison, thinking it through. "You think they somehow rigged the Ferris wheel to stop at the time of day Frankie usually took his nap. Then when word came into the camp to go and help, they snuck into Frankie's bunk, stabbed him with one of his own knives while he slept, then snuck back out and joined the crowd at the Ferris wheel."

      "That's the way I would have done it," said Isaac.

      Addison let that all sink in. "Do you have a coffee machine here?" she asked. In her hurry to get to the station this morning she'd declined when Hazel had offered her usual caffeine fix.

      Isaac shook his head. "We can't even afford staff. I usually suffer with instant, or go across to Hazel's."

      "I'll be right back," said Addison, digging her purse out of her handbag.

      As she crossed the road, everything Isaac had said so far ran through her mind. The theory of the diversion made sense. Hopefully Short and Diaz would be able to find out more about the Ferris wheel today, so they could determine whether it had indeed been sabotaged.

      If that was the case, they were looking at premeditated murder. Knifing Frankie in the back while he slept isn't something a person does in anger, or in the heat of the moment. It's a planned attack.

      Business in the café had picked up by the time Addison arrived, and she had to wait to be served. Her stomach growled, and she realised it was lunch time already. She'd told the kids she'd be home after dropping the baking at the café and the soup to Isaac. That was hours ago. She checked her mobile phone, but there were no messages. Justin had said something about going to the beach, so hopefully they were making their own fun. She sent off a quick text to let them know she'd be home later.

      "What's brought you back?" Hazel asked when Addison reached the front of the queue.

      "Oh, hi again. Um, I just got chatting with Isaac and lost track of time," said Addison before realising how that sounded. She shouldn't be keeping the detective busy when he had a murder to solve.

      Fortunately, Hazel was too busy to pick up on anything. "You want your usual coffee?"

      "Yes please. Actually, make it two. And a couple of chicken salad sandwiches."

      That raised Hazel's eyebrows.

      "I'll just drop one off to Isaac before I go home," Addison added. Hazel smiled, and Addison realised she'd have to explain herself to her friend later. For now, though, there were too many customers for Hazel to start asking questions.

      Coffees and sandwiches in hand, Addison returned to the police station to find Isaac sitting at his desk staring at the white board. He didn't stir when the bell over the door jangled. She had to call out to him to come let her through to his office.

      "Sorry," he said, lifting the divider again. "I was miles away."

      "Did you make any progress?" Addison asked, placing a coffee and sandwich on his desk for him. She started to unwrap her own sandwich.

      "Sort of. I've been looking at the eighteen remaining possibilities. All of them were wearing a red shirt and blue pants and were close enough – or could have been close enough – to Frankie's bunk at the time of the murder."

      "Eighteen is still a lot. Any way to narrow it down further?"

      "I'm hoping Short and Diaz will be able to do that after their second round of questioning today. They should be back soon. In the meantime, I thought we could look at motive."

      "Good idea," said Addison. She took a sip of the coffee. It was nice and strong, just the way she liked it. "I was thinking just now – this was premeditated, wasn't it?"

      Isaac nodded. "Thanks for this," he said, holding up his coffee as if he were saying cheers. "Yes, there aren't many spur-of-the-moment back stabbings while the victim is asleep. We're looking at a planned murder."

      "So who would want to kill the knife thrower at a travelling carnival?" Addison asked.

      "Well that's the thing. According to pretty much all our interviews about this particular knife thrower, the answer is – just about everyone."
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      Addison tucked into her sandwich as Isaac ran through the suspect list. He started with the magician and his assistant.

      "Paolo and Gianna," he said, pointing to their pictures on the white board. "Apparently the victim, Frankie Hammond, wanted Paolo's job."

      "That's what Holly said," Addison agreed.

      "Holly?"

      "She works at the carnival. On one of the food trucks."

      Addison took another bite of her sandwich while Isaac checked his notebook. "Ah, yes. Holly Rodriguez. She's been ruled out – was serving fairy floss with another girl at the time of the murder, at least two hundred metres away from the staff camp."

      Addison finished her mouthful. "That's good. I can't see Holly having anything to do with it."

      "So, she spoke to you about the victim?" Isaac asked.

      "Yes." Addison explained how she'd met Holly through Hazel at the cafe, and that she'd joined them for the barbecue last night. She tried to remember everything Holly had said, wishing she'd thought to write it all down. Then she remembered Adam had written it all down on his laptop. She made a mental note to check with him later to see if she'd missed anything.

      "Did you interview Paolo and Gianna?" Addison asked.

      "I did. They say they were in their own trailer and didn't hear anything until someone came asking for help at the Ferris wheel. Gianna knocked on Frankie's door as they walked past his bunk to get him to come and help too, and the door swung open. She saw the knife in his back and started screaming."

      "That's right, she was the one who found the body."

      "Yes. Unfortunately, she and Paolo are each other's alibi's, which doesn't rule them out if they acted together."

      "Holly also said that Frankie had made advances toward Gianna, even though she was married to Paolo. Did she mention that?"

      Isaac checked his notebook again. "Yes, she did. It was common knowledge throughout the camp. It seems Frankie wasn't bothered who he upset."

      "It's going to be hard to narrow down a motive if everyone had a reason to dislike the man," said Addison.

      Isaac nodded, his mouth full of chicken salad sandwich.

      "Who else is on the list?" asked Addison.

      "Well there's Nabil, the Ferris wheel operator. He could have sabotaged the ride while an accomplice killed Frankie."

      "What motive would he have?"

      "By all accounts Frankie was a bully, and Nabil was one of his targets. Nabil is quite soft-spoken, doesn't fit the usual mould of carnival worker. Frankie gave him a hard time."

      "Did he know enough to sabotage the ride?" Addison asks. "I mean, if he did, he would have known how to get it going again. But you said he had to call one of the Hanleys to fix it."

      "That's right," said Isaac. "But that could have been a stalling tactic. Why stop the ride at all if you were going to get it started again straight away? He – or whoever did it – would have wanted it stopped long enough to draw as many of the staff as possible away from the camp."

      Addison sipped her coffee. "So either Nabil sabotaged the ride and said he couldn't fix it so it would cause enough of a diversion for his accomplice to murder Frankie, or Nabil didn't do it, someone else sabotaged the ride, and Nabil really didn't know how to fix it."

      "Correct."

      "So, who else knew how to sabotage the Ferris wheel?"

      "I asked Harriet. Hang on." Isaac flipped through his notebook. "Yes, here it is. She said there were two mechanics, plus Morris, all three of the Hanley brothers, and Harry herself who would know how to do it."

      "Well that narrows it down," said Addison.

      "Not really." Isaac closed his notebook and threw it on the desk. "Harry said after looking at it, she can't be sure the Ferris wheel was tampered with at all. She says it was a belt that broke, and that could have happened with or without human intervention. Once it's snapped, it's impossible to tell."

      Addison shook her head. "So we're back to the eighteen suspects, then."

      "That's right. Forensics have taken the belt away to examine, so they might be able to tell us more, but not quickly."

      They sat in silence for a while, finishing their lunch. Addison realised just how complicated this murder was going to be to solve. Eighteen suspects, an unpopular victim, very little evidence, and not enough resources. She felt for Isaac and his team.

      The front door to the station opened, and Addison looked up to see Short and Diaz enter. They let themselves through the barrier and came over to Isaac's office.

      "How did you go?" asked Isaac.

      Short's gaze went from Isaac to Addison and back again.

      "She's helping," said Isaac. He pointed to Addison's completed volunteer forms and fingerprints, still sitting on his desk.

      "Cool," said Diaz.

      Short remained silent.

      "It's fine, Kendall," said Isaac. "We need the help. If head office isn't prepared to give us any more uniforms, we have to find our own way. And besides, they suggested we get a volunteer in. I'm just doing what they asked."

      "Volunteers aren't supposed—"

      Isaac held up a hand to cut her off. "We'll talk about it later. But I'm not breaking any rules, don't worry."

      Kendall Short took a moment to process this, and Addison waited. She admired the young officer. Short was a rule follower; she reminded Addison of a younger version of herself. As Addison had grown older, she'd realised how to stick to her own moral code of following the rules while making those same rules work in her favour. Kendall was still rigid in her beliefs, though, and Addison admired that.

      "I won't do anything to get any of you in trouble," said Addison.

      Short cast one final look at her boss, before nodding.

      "We managed to rule out another seven," she said. Diaz went to the whiteboard and crossed off seven names. "So that leaves us with eleven suspects who all either were or could have been in the vicinity of Frankie's trailer at the time of the murder."

      Addison read through the names left on the whiteboard: the magician Paolo and his assistant and wife Gianna; Corey and Luc, the two clowns; two trapeze artists she didn't know; Owen Hanley; Jake Hanley; Hugh Hanley; Harriet Hanley; and Bob Carter. She was surprised to see Bob's name still there.

      "I didn't see Bob at the carnival yesterday," she said. "I would have thought he'd be at the pub on a Friday afternoon."

      "He says he'd had a meeting with Harriet and Dot," said Short, "and he was just leaving when the Ferris wheel broke down. So he was in the staff area with a red shirt on at the time of the murder."

      "Fair enough," said Isaac. "That keeps him on the list. You've interviewed them all?"

      "We have," said Short.

      "Right." Isaac pulled out a handkerchief and blew his nose. "Let's go through them."

      Short and Diaz took turns describing their interviews with each of the suspects, adding their suspicions or 'gut feelings' to the discussion. Addison stayed quiet and listened, taking it all in. She had an idea that the two officers were holding back in her presence, but there wasn't anything she could do about that. It would take time to earn their trust, particularly Kendall Short.

      Paolo and Gianna had been together in their own trailer at the time of the murder so, as Isaac had said, they were each other's alibi. They both had motive, in that Frankie was after Paolo's job, and he'd been making unwanted advances towards Gianna. That put them high on the suspect list.

      Corey, the first of the clowns, was openly gay. Frankie was homophobic, according to Corey and other witnesses. Frankie tried to bully Corey, but Corey wouldn't stand for it. Good for him, Addison thought.

      The other clown, Luc, had no real motive either. Frankie was derisive when it came to their jobs, saying clowns were the lowest form of entertainment at the carnival. But most of the staff agreed that Corey and Luc largely ignored Frankie anyway. When the entertainers and some of the staff got together after the shows each night to unwind Frankie only joined them briefly. He usually managed to upset someone, then went off to his own bunk laughing at his own callousness. Most of the staff were well used to ignoring him.

      The trapeze artists were both alone at the time of the murder, and in their own bunks. They, too, had been the subject of Frankie's jokes from time to time. They didn't like the man, and hoped he'd move on from the carnival soon, but insisted they had no reason to want him dead.

      Bob Carter had been in the area, as Short had already said. He'd been meeting with Harriet and Dot in Harriet's trailer, apparently discussing the arrangements for bringing the carnival back next year. It was a formality, as both Bob and Harry had explained. The Hanley Brothers Carnival had been coming to Getaway Bay for twenty years, and none of them saw any reason not to continue the relationship.

      Which left the three Hanley brothers themselves – Owen, Jake, and Hugh. Could one of them be responsible for murdering their knife thrower?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            11

          

        

      

    

    
      Addison listened as Short and Diaz described their interviews with the three Hanley brothers. All were alone and in or near the staff camp at the time of the murder. All had insisted they were innocent, of course, and none of them had offered up any sort of motive for why they would want to be rid of their knife thrower.

      Well they wouldn't, would they?

      Addison checked her watch. She really should be getting back to the beach house.

      "What are your next steps?" she asked Isaac.

      "We'll see what we can find out on each of these suspects," he said. "People are always hiding something. Someone will show up with a motive."

      "Anything I can do to help?" Addison asked. She stood and gathered her things.

      "Keep your eyes and ears open around town," he said. "Maybe see if you can get anything more out of Holly."

      "Will do. Has the carnival re-opened?"

      "Yes," said Short. "The forensics team finished up last night, so we let them re-open today."

      "Okay. That's good for the town, at least." Addison made her way to the front of the station. Isaac followed, letting her out through the barrier.

      "Don't forget you signed a confidentiality agreement," he said, opening the front door for her.

      "I know. I won't discuss what we've gone through here. Although Adam's not going to be happy. He was the one who suggested we help you in the first place."

      "Oh, he was, was he?"

      A sheepish grin slid over Addison's face. "Yeah. I think he's been watching too many episodes of Castle. He's a big Nathan Fillion fan. I'll handle him, though."

      "Bye, Addison."

      "Bye."

      She'd been right to worry. Adam wasn't impressed at all when she told him she'd been helping the police and couldn't share what she'd learnt.

      "That's not fair," he said.

      "I'm sorry, Adam. It just happened." They were in the kitchen; Addison deciding what to make for dinner, Adam making himself a snack. Olivia had also come downstairs when she'd heard her mother arrive home.

      "Maybe you should have taken him the chicken soup," said Olivia with a laugh.

      "Maybe I should have," said Adam. "So you can't tell us anything?"

      Addison shook her head.

      "What about in a general sense – I assume they've got suspects. Can you tell us if they have any frontrunners?"

      "They have suspects, yes. Some are more suspect than others. But I don't think I can tell you any more than that."

      It was frustrating for Addison, too. She'd come to enjoy discussing things back and forth with Adam. He pouted for a while, and Addison decided to make his favourite dinner to cheer him up. She started pulling the ingredients for lasagne out of the fridge.

      Olivia and Adam retreated to their rooms – Olivia to study for a couple of hours, and Adam to do some more work on the book he was currently writing. Addison hoped it would take his mind off the murder.

      Her mind, on the other hand, buzzed with the murder as she chopped carrots and onions and prepared the rest of the ingredients for the lasagne. She almost burnt the béchamel sauce thinking about the Hanley brothers.

      It must be a difficult life, being on the road for eight months of every year. She realised they'd been born into it and knew nothing else, but still. On the plus side you'd get to visit a lot of places, but then, what would you really get to see in those places? And how many of them were the same places – like Getaway Bay – that they visited every year? She wondered how much time each of the family members got off, and whether they were really able to take time away from the carnival.

      Two of the brothers had managed to find wives, so they must have at least had some time for recreation. Or maybe that had happened during the four months of the year they spent on the family property? What was it Holly had said? They all had separate houses on the property, all except for Hugh, who was single and still lived with Morris and Dot. Harry and Owen had a little boy, too. Another generation growing up on the road.

      Their interesting lifestyle aside, Addison couldn't come up with a motive for any of the brothers to have killed Frankie. Holly had said Frankie fancied himself as a magician, wanting to step up from the knife-throwing gig. He wanted to be the lead act of the show, which fit with the impression Addison was getting of him. He seemed to have been a man with a big ego. She could definitely see him wanting the limelight, the status of being the headline act.

      That brought her back to Paolo and Gianna. But they were both such slight people, not big and strong like Frankie. Addison remembered seeing Frankie's knife-throwing act on opening night and thinking how solid he was. He must have lifted weights, or worked out in some way. Could Paolo or Gianna really have killed him?

      On the other hand, he'd been murdered with a knife in the back while he was sleeping. If he'd been awake and able to fight back it might have had a different ending. But as it was, whoever had killed him hadn't had too hard a job of it. That can't be a coincidence. They'd already established it was premeditated murder. Whoever killed him planned to do it at the time of day Frankie was normally taking a nap. Maybe that was because they knew they wouldn't be able to overpower him while he was awake?

      Addison decided to put it out of her mind for the rest of the day. Justin and Emily were only going to be in town for a couple more days, and she wanted to make the most of her time with them. She got back to work on the lasagne, and also prepared the ingredients to make Justin's favourite coconut and lime cake for dessert.

      By the time Justin and Emily returned from the beach the lasagne was in the oven, and the cake ready to go in next.

      "Is that what I think it is?" asked Justin, spying the cake batter in the loaf tin.

      "It is," said Addison with a smile. She managed to stop him before he could stick his finger in it. "Wait until it's cooked," she said, then pointed him to the unwashed mixing bowl.

      His eyes lit up like he was seven years old again as he grabbed the bowl and set to work on the leftover batter.

      "I have to ask what that is," said Emily. "I've never seen him so excited over cake batter."

      "Lime and coconut cake," said Addison. "I'll print the recipe for you. It's dead easy to make, and he loves it. Actually, we all do, but it's Justin's all-time favourite."

      "Thanks," said Emily. "Sounds delicious." She tried to get her finger in the bowl for a taste, but Justin took off with it.

      "Mine!" he said, laughing and pushing her away.

      "Take it outside," said Addison. "No running in my kitchen."

      Olivia appeared at the bottom of the stairs and, quickly realising what was going on, ganged up with Emily to tackle Justin for the bowl. Addison had to laugh at them, grown adults fighting over the cake batter. They were worse than children.

      She shooed them outside and got to work on a simple salad to have with the lasagne. Layla came home, Adam came down from his room, and the rest of them finally stopped fighting when the bowl had been licked clean.

      They enjoyed a nice quiet night together, and Addison realised how lucky she was to have such wonderful family. She included Adam in that, too. He'd gotten over his disappointment at not being included in the police investigation, and spent the evening laughing and joking with them all.

      Addison was pleased he'd decided to stay on at the beach house after the incident last month. She was still coming to terms with what had happened herself. The incident had ended up costing her three of her first four boarders, and dealt a massive blow to her ego. But Adam had kept reassuring her it wasn't her fault, and deep down she knew he was right. He'd convinced her to re-advertise the boarding house and promised to help when it came to vetting anyone who applied.

      She hoped she'd get some new applicants soon.
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      Addison enjoyed a rare sleep-in on Sunday morning. With no baking required for Hazel's cafe, and the hot cross buns for Easter breakfast already prepared, there was nothing she needed to wake early for. It was after eight o'clock by the time she finally stepped into her kitchen.

      "Good morning," said Layla, already in the process of making coffee. "Do you want one?"

      "Yes please." Addison automatically went to the fridge and pantry, gathering ingredients for their Easter Sunday breakfast. Olivia had requested pancakes, which received no opposition from anyone else.

      "Are the kids up yet?" Layla asked, placing a steaming mug on the bench for Addison.

      "I heard showers running, so I expect they'll start drifting down soon enough."

      "Relax and enjoy your coffee," said Layla. "Then we'll make a start on breakfast."

      Addison didn't need telling twice. She grabbed her coffee and opened the back door. "Let's sit out here," she said.

      The verandah wrapped around three sides of the beach house, and was one of the reasons she'd fallen in love with the house at first sight. The previous occupants had left an old cane lounge suite on the back verandah, and Addison and Olivia had cleaned it up and replaced some of the worn cushions.

      Addison sank into one of the chairs, and Charlie wasted no time jumping up on her lap.

      "Good morning, boy," said Addison, giving him a cuddle. "Have you had your breakfast?"

      "I gave him some of his dry biscuits earlier," said Layla, lowering herself onto the cane sofa.

      "How long have you been up?" asked Addison. Layla wasn't usually an early riser.

      "A couple of hours. I couldn't sleep."

      "Is anything wrong?"

      "No… yes. I don't know." Layla cradled her coffee and took small sips. Addison waited for her cousin to gather her thoughts.

      "Is it the gallery?" Addison finally asked when Layla didn't respond.

      "That's part of it. It feels odd rebuilding at my age."

      "You're the same age as me," said Addison. "We're only fifty-five. And what's age got to do with it, anyway?"

      Layla shrugged. "I know you're right. But it was hard enough building the gallery and starting a new life five years ago. Now I feel like I'm starting all over again. I can't keep doing this, Addison."

      Addison leaned over and wrapped an arm around her cousin. "You don't need to keep doing this. The gallery burning down was a deliberate, horrible act by a nasty person. That isn't going to happen again. It's sad that you have to go through this, I know. But you're nearly there. Once it's done you'll have your home back for good."

      "You're right. I'm just being silly. But with losing Dad and Jenna so close to each other, building the gallery again feels so… heartless. It's like I'm focusing on a building, when they were so much more important."

      Now they were getting to the real problem. Layla was trying to rebuild her life while she was still grieving the loss of two close family members. She felt guilty for moving on when they couldn't.

      "I understand," said Addison. "I felt the same when I lost Rob. I couldn't imagine life going on without him."

      "But it did," said Layla. "You moved up here and bought the beach house. You're so strong, Addison. I don't think I'm that strong."

      "I wasn't strong at first," said Addison. "Yes, I moved up here and I've entered the next phase of my life. But I couldn't do it straight away. To be honest with you, the day they lowered Rob into the ground it was all I could do not to crawl down in there with him. I was a mess, Layla."

      A couple of tears silently ran down Layla's face.

      "It took me two years to get here," Addison continued. "Jenna and your dad have only been gone a couple of months, and in that time you've already been busy rebuilding your home and the gallery. It's normal that you're feeling overwhelmed. Give yourself a break."

      Layla nodded. "I suppose you're right."

      "You know I'm right. You're doing fine, Layla. Rebuilding is the right thing to do. It's what Jenna and your dad would want you to do. You can't bring them back, so there's no point feeling guilty that they're gone and you're still here. But if you want to slow down a little, then you know I'm here for you. I love having you here at the beach house. You have a room here for as long as you like."

      Layla wiped away her tears and managed half a smile. "Thank you. I'm so glad you chose to come to Getaway Bay."

      "So am I." Addison heard activity in the kitchen. She finished the last of her coffee and stood. "I think the troops are gathering for breakfast."

      "We'd better go feed them then."

      They enjoyed a leisurely morning, feasting on pancakes, hot cross buns, and multiple cups of tea and coffee. Layla perked right up, and Addison once again thought how lucky she was to have her family around her for the holiday long weekend. She was sorry that Justin and Emily would be leaving tomorrow, but they had jobs to get back to in Melbourne.

      When the eating was finally finished, Easter eggs distributed, and the kitchen cleaned, Emily and Layla took themselves off for a walk along the beach with Charlie. Adam retired to his room; he was close to finishing his first novel and was eager to get back to it. Which left Addison with Justin and Olivia.

      "Can we sit in the lounge room?" asked Justin.

      "Of course." Addison led the way, and the three of them settled into the comfortable chairs by the window. Olivia tucked into her stash of chocolate eggs.

      "How can you eat chocolate after all that breakfast?" Justin asked her.

      "It's Easter. Eating chocolate is virtually mandatory."

      Justin laughed, then turned to his mother with a more sombre face.

      "What is it?" asked Addison. She knew that face well.

      "I'm not sure about this new role you have with the police, Mum." He rested both hands on the arms of his chair, looking stiff and uncomfortable. It was his serious stance. Justin didn't get serious often, but when he did everyone knew it. Even Olivia looked up from her egg unwrapping task.

      "What's your concern?" said Addison.

      "I think you might be taking on too much. You've done a great job with this place, but it must be a handful. And with the baking as well, do you really have time to be a police volunteer?"

      Addison suspected the time requirement wasn't his issue, but she addressed it anyway.

      "The house looks after itself," she said. "Now that the renovations are almost complete, all I have to do here is cook dinner every night and wash the sheets once a week. The boarders take care of themselves. And besides, there's only Adam and Layla at the moment. Plus, they help out a lot."

      "And the baking?"

      "That only takes me a couple of hours each morning. I enjoy it, and I'm usually done by nine o'clock. Really, Justin, I've nothing else to do to fill my days. I'll be only too happy to help Isaac and his team."

      Justin looked to Olivia, but she sided with Addison for once.

      "I had the same concerns," she said after finishing a mouthful of chocolate. "But Mum is amazing. She's done so much to this place in three months. You should have seen it when we first moved here. And she's made heaps of new friends. She can do anything, Justin."

      "She should be taking it easy, not taking on more work," he said.

      "She's fifty-five, not seventy-five," said Olivia.

      "And she's right here," said Addison. It was nice to hear Olivia defend her with her own words, but she didn't need them arguing about her. "I appreciate your concern, Justin. I really do. But I can handle this. I want to help the police."

      "You mean you want to help Isaac," said Olivia with a smirk.

      "He's the police," Addison countered.

      "It's all right if you like him, Mum," she said. "He's kind of cool."

      Addison couldn't hide her surprise. "He's kind of cool? Do you really think so?"

      Olivia shrugged. "Yeah. Besides, he obviously needs your help. He couldn't have solved the last two murders without you."

      That got Justin all flustered again. "I'm still not sure about all this. What would Dad say about you being involved with a murder investigation?"

      "If he thought I could help, he'd be fine with it," said Addison. She had no idea if this was actually true, but she'd like to think so. Rob had been passionate about his own job as a homicide detective. She had to believe he'd be proud of her helping the local police in her new home town.

      "I think Dad would have liked Isaac," said Olivia. "He's a good guy. Not full of himself, like some detectives can be."

      Addison wasn't sure where Olivia was getting her information on detectives from, but she couldn't disagree. Isaac was definitely one of the good guys.

      Justin was silent for a minute, and Addison knew he was making a mental pros and cons list. He was like his father that way, always taking the time to analyse a situation before jumping in.

      "I just want you to be safe, Mum. Can this Isaac guarantee you won't be in any danger?"

      "There are no such guarantees in life. You know that. But I'll just be a volunteer, helping out with administration stuff. I'll probably spend the whole time in the police station. You can't get much safer than that."

      "That's a good point," said Justin. "Okay… I'm on board."

      Addison gave him a hug. "That means a lot to me," she said.

      "Right," said Justin, turning to Olivia with a cheeky grin and stealing one of her chocolates. "Tell me everything you know about this Isaac fellow."
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      After enjoying a lovely morning with her family, Addison decided to put her new credentials as police volunteer into action and headed off to the carnival in search of Holly.

      She didn't have to look too far. Holly was working the fairy floss machine. She told Addison she was due for a break in half an hour, so they agreed to meet, and Addison wandered off to kill some time.

      The carnival was run like a well-oiled machine. Hanley Brothers had been operating for many years, as she knew, so no doubt they had all their systems worked out and optimised by now. Still, it was interesting to watch.

      She'd been to carnivals before, of course, but she'd always been either a kid herself or there with her own children. Either way she'd been totally engrossed in the carnival atmosphere, taken in by the bright lights and loud noises and constant distractions. Now, looking at it from a different angle, she could see the business aspect. Everything was designed to get the patrons to spend their money. Which was fair enough. The Hanleys were entitled to make a living just like anyone else.

      Addison's thoughts returned to the motive for killing Frankie. It had to be something personal. She couldn't see any business reason for anyone to want the man dead. He was a performer in a stage show, not even the lead act. As she watched things continue two days after his murder, she realised the knife thrower's death hadn't had much impact on the carnival.

      The show must go on. Isn't that what they say?

      Addison went through the usual motives for murder in her head. Money or greed was a common one. Did Frankie owe someone money? Or did someone owe him? She wondered whether he had any next of kin, anyone who stood to inherit whatever he left behind. She wondered whether he left anything behind at all. She couldn't imagine a performer in a travelling show would amass much of a fortune. Even if he had been well-paid, from what she'd been told about the man Addison couldn't see Frankie stashing large amounts of cash away to leave to a relative. He seemed more like the type who would spend it on himself any chance he got.

      Revenge was another possible motive. She could definitely see Frankie as someone who would cause others to harbour a grudge against him. Had he upset the wrong person? Pushed someone too far?

      Addison wandered down the main avenue where all the sideshow games were set up. She reached the laughing clown stand and watched as a couple of small children tried their luck pushing balls in the clowns' mouths. They each got a small prize, and were immediately offered the chance to play again and upgrade to a larger prize. Their father dipped into his pocket again, and they had another go. Addison watched as the mid-sized prize was then upgraded to something even larger, and before he knew it the man had spent well over twenty dollars. Addison exchanged a good-natured shake of the head with the father and moved on.

      At the end of the line of trucks was the entrance to the staff area. A large sign on a chain advertised the area as restricted to staff access only, but there was no-one there to police the out-of-bounds section. Addison hovered nearby for a few moments but didn't see anything interesting. She was about to turn back and go find Holly when she overheard an argument.

      "Back off," said a male voice. He sounded exasperated, rather than angry.

      "I want my money," said another male voice. Addison peered as far as she could around the end of the last truck, but she couldn't see the owners of the voices.

      "You'll get it. I just need a little more time."

      "You're running out of time, pal."

      Addison realised it was the end of the conversation, and she managed to turn away and start walking just in time to make herself less conspicuous. A man in a red uniform shirt and blue jeans rounded the corner and almost ran into her.

      "Sorry, got a little lost," she said.

      The man stormed off without speaking, unfortunately, so she had no idea whether he was the one who owed money or wanted it back. She recognised who he was from Isaac's photos on the white board, though.

      Jake Hanley.

      Addison followed Jake for a minute, down the main avenue of sideshow games and over to the area where the rides were operating. Then she ran into Holly.

      "There you are," said Holly. "I thought you were going to come back and see me."

      "I was just on my way," said Addison. "Sorry, I got a little lost."

      "Yeah, that happens. It took me ages to get used to the set up. Plus, it's slightly different at every place." Holly linked her arm through Addison's. "Come on, I haven't got long on my break and I want you to meet some people."

      Holly led Addison back to the staff area. They stepped over the low chain meant to keep patrons out, and Addison had a look around to see if the owner of the other voice was still there. She didn't see anyone, though, until they got to the trailers.

      A circle of folding chairs was arranged in the centre of three trailers, all of which had a number of doors leading to individual bunks. There were two young men sitting in the circle, one of them smoking a cigarette, the other sipping on a can of cola.

      "Hey, Holls," said the one with the cigarette. He was quite young, Addison thought, with spiked blond hair and a pale complexion. "Whatcha doin'?"

      "I'm on break. This is Addison, she bakes all those awesome cakes and things we get from the cafe."

      Both young men stood and held out a hand in turn. The first one introduced himself as Corey, and the other, who looked even younger, was Luc. "Great cakes," said Corey, as they both retook their seats.

      "Thank you," said Addison.

      "You were up in the Ferris wheel when it broke the other day," said Luc.

      "Yes, I was. Were you there?"

      "I got you a bottle of water once they brought you down," he said.

      Addison thought for a moment, then remembered. "Ah, yes. You were half a clown."

      Luc smiled. "I was in the middle of putting my makeup on when the call came in to help out at the rides. Probably shouldn't have gone, might have upset a few kids only being half done like that."

      Addison waved a hand at him. "I'm sure it didn't matter. They were probably too busy staring at the silly old woman panicking because she got stuck on a ride for a few minutes."

      "Don't be so hard on yourself," said Holly. She pointed to two of the folding chairs. Addison chose the more sturdy-looking of the two and lowered herself into it, relieved that it didn't give way. She'd never been a fan of chairs that had the ability to collapse without warning.

      "I think you did pretty good," said Luc. "We've seen a lot worse, put it that way."

      Addison smiled at the young man. "So are you both clowns?" she asked.

      "Yeah," said Corey. "We've had a double act going for a couple of years now. It seems to go down all right with the kids."

      "What's it like, working with a travelling carnival like this?" Addison asked. "Do you miss your homes?"

      "No-one at home misses me," said Corey. He took a long drag of his cigarette, then stubbed it out and put the butt in an empty cola can. Addison couldn't get a read on him. His pale face and gaunt features gave him a serious air, but there was a cheekiness in his eyes that shone through when he spoke. Addison got the feeling Corey made an excellent clown when the makeup and costume went on, but underneath it all there was something sad about him.

      "Where is home?" Addison asked him.

      Corey shrugged. He picked up the empty can he'd used as an ashtray and started absently shaking it. "This is home, now." Addison stayed silent, as did Luc and Holly. Eventually Corey went on. "I'm from Sydney, originally. But I left home when I was fifteen. My parents aren't big fans of my lifestyle."

      "You mean joining the carnival?"

      "No. I mean being gay."

      "Oh. I'm sorry," said Addison.

      "That I'm gay?" Corey sat forward in his seat, eyes narrowed.

      "No, of course not. I'm sorry that your family doesn't accept you as you are. No-one should have to go through that."

      "Oh. Thanks." Corey waved a hand in the air. "It's okay. I'm not a big fan of their lifestyle, either. Each to their own."

      "Do you enjoy the carnival life?" Addison asked.

      Corey smiled. "I love it. I fit right in. We're all freaks, here."

      "Speak for yourself," said Luc. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a set of juggling balls. Addison watched for a minute while he effortlessly juggled them with one hand.

      "That's impressive," said Addison. She remembered being delighted at the clowns' performance when she'd seen the show last week. It felt so long ago now, with all that had happened.

      "Thanks," said Luc. "So, forgive me for asking, but what are you doing here? We get the odd journalist asking us questions, but never a baker."

      "Luc…" said Holly, her voice drawn out.

      "No, it's okay," said Addison. "It's a fair question. I'm working with the police, actually. Just doing some background stuff to help them out with their investigation."

      "Oh," said Luc. "You're here about Frankie."

      "I am," Addison replied. "Do either of you know what might have happened to him?"

      Corey stood, spat on the ground, and threw his makeshift ashtray into a nearby garbage bin. "He got what he deserved, that's what happened."
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      Addison spent another ten minutes talking to Luc about life at the carnival, and Frankie's murder. Corey had walked off after his little outburst.

      "Don't mind him," Luc had said. "He never liked Frankie."

      "I'm getting the impression he wasn't the only one," said Addison, hoping to get more information from the younger clown. But Luc had only smiled and nodded, then changed the subject, and Addison finally left when Holly was due to return to her post selling fairy floss.

      "I wish they'd put me back in the food truck," said Holly. "I hate fairy floss. I just get all the sugar out of my hair and then I have to go back and it all cakes straight up again," said Holly, scratching her head. "You'd be surprised where this stuff ends up."

      "No, I probably wouldn't," said Addison. "I can imagine all sorts of places spun sugar could find its way into."

      Holly laughed, then her face dropped. "You didn't tell me you were working for the police."

      "I'm sorry about that," said Addison as they walked side by side. "I should have mentioned it. I hope it didn't seem like I was questioning your friends in any official sort of capacity."

      Holly shrugged.

      "I just want to try and understand what happened, that's all," Addison continued.

      "You don't think Corey and Luc had anything to do with it, do you?"

      Addison shook her head. They'd reached Holly's work station, and Addison stopped a couple of metres away so the girl currently spinning fairy floss couldn't hear them. "I don't think so. But I got the feeling Corey was hiding something, though. Do you know what that might be?"

      "No. Luc was right when he said Corey didn't like Frankie, but that was true of half the people here. Including me, and I certainly didn't kill him."

      "Do you know if there had been anything specific between Frankie and Corey? Or was it just a general dislike?"

      "I'm not sure. Frankie was homophobic, I know that much. Corey is pretty open about his sexuality, which he has every right to be. Frankie was always making snide comments. I can't see it being enough to cause Corey to want to hurt him, though. Mostly Corey just ignored it. He's got pretty thick skin."

      Addison was pleased to hear it. She couldn't imagine what life must be like for someone society still saw as 'different'. It upset her to know that even now, in a country that overwhelmingly voted to legalise same sex marriage, some people still felt ostracised because of who they loved.

      "Does he have a boyfriend?" Addison asked.

      Holly hesitated before answering. "I think so. I don't know who it is, but I get the feeling he isn't as open about it as Corey. So they're keeping it quiet. I respect that."

      Addison figured Holly knew exactly who Corey was dating, but she wasn't going to push it. Her gut told her the young clown didn't have anything to do with Frankie's death.

      "I'd better get back to work," said Holly, signalling to the other girl with a wave.

      "Thanks for introducing me to your friends," said Addison. "They're very nice."

      "They're clowns, it's their job," said Holly with a grin. "See you later."

      Addison waved goodbye and set off home. The carnival was set up at the local sports field, which was about halfway between the township of Getaway Bay and the beach. As it was close to home, Addison had walked instead of bringing her car.

      She went home via the beach, taking off her shoes and walking through the sand, letting the waves wash up over her feet and ankles. It was late afternoon, but the sun was still shining, the air was warm, and Addison was once again thankful that she got to live in such a beautiful part of the world.

      Her thoughts turned to her late husband, and she allowed herself a moment of sorrow. Rob certainly would have liked Getaway Bay. In the two years since he passed away Addison had fought through the stages of grief in her own way. She'd eventually come to the realisation that it was okay to feel sad sometimes. When sadness threatened to overtake her, she allowed the feeling to instead pass through her. She let herself feel the pain of loss. But she didn't let it overtake her anymore. She pulled herself out with a happy thought, or a moment of reflection on what Rob would have done, and then she got on with her life.

      Now, feeling the sand between her toes and the pull of the ocean, Addison decided Rob would have liked to holiday in Getaway Bay, but he couldn't have lived here. He'd have missed the hustle and bustle of the city too much.

      With a smile and a nod to the blue sky, Addison turned and headed for home.

      The beach house was a hive of activity when she arrived. Adam and Layla were in the great room, Layla setting the big dining table and Adam talking to her a mile a minute. By the sounds of it he'd finished his latest draft and was hyped up with excitement.

      "Where are the kids?" Addison said when Adam took a breath. She'd taken to referring to Olivia, Justin, and Emily collectively as 'the kids'.

      "In the kitchen," Layla replied. "But you're not allowed in there," she added just as Addison was about to open the connecting door.

      "Why not?"

      "They're cooking dinner," said Layla. She took Addison by the hand and led her into the lounge area of the great room. "They wanted to surprise you. I'm to make sure you don't go in there, under any circumstances. Sit."

      Addison did as instructed, already mildly concerned as to the state of her kitchen. "What am I supposed to do then?" she asked.

      "Relax," said Adam. "I'll get you a drink. Glass of wine? Or would you prefer a beer?"

      "Um, I'll take a glass of wine, please."

      "Coming right up." Adam paused at the door. "No peeking," he said, twirling his finger in a 'turn around' motion. Addison obeyed, and heard the door open and close before she turned back to face Layla.

      "So he's allowed in the kitchen?" she asked.

      "Of course. I am, too. They're not trying to surprise us." Addison's concern must have shown on her face. "They wanted to do something nice for you, Addison. Relax and enjoy it. And don't worry – we can put your kitchen back to normal tomorrow after they've gone home."

      Addison took a deep breath and loosened her shoulders. She'd read a news article the other day about being mindful and appreciating the small moments in life, rather than rushing and trying to get everything done at once. It had sounded like good advice, and now she had an opportunity to use it. She'd had other people in her kitchen before, of course. She wasn't that precious. But she'd always been there as well. Being calm about letting the kids loose in there on their own – that was going to take a lot of deep breaths.

      Adam returned and handed Addison a glass of wine. She sipped it and tried to relax, tuning out as Adam resumed his conversation with Layla about his latest draft. She was staring out the front window, just getting to a place of calm acceptance that her kitchen was going to look like a bomb hit it and that was okay, when a car pulled up outside.

      It was Isaac.

      "What's he doing here?" Addison asked.

      Layla craned her neck to look out the window, then smiled when she recognised the detective. "Oh, that's their other surprise," she said. "Justin invited your boyfriend to dinner."
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      "He's not my boyfriend." Addison tried to wipe the scowl off her face as she went to answer the door.

      "Yeah, whatever," said Layla, then disappeared into the kitchen. Addison looked around for Adam, but he'd slunk off somewhere quietly too.

      Addison composed herself and opened the door. "Hello," she said, with what she hoped was a convincing smile. "How are you feeling?"

      "A little better, thank you," said Isaac, wiping his feet on the mat. "The chicken soup must have done the trick." He thrust a bottle of white wine into Addison's hands and followed her into the great room.

      "That's good to hear. Don't ask me what we're having tonight. I've just found out you'll be joining us for our mystery dinner."

      "Mystery dinner?"

      "Well it's a mystery to me," Addison said. "I've been banned from my own kitchen."

      "Oh." Isaac looked nervous. "Is everything okay? Should I not have come?"

      Addison pulled herself together. "No, it's fine. I'm just… I guess I'm not used to being told what's happening. I'm usually the one organising."

      "Let me guess – they wanted to surprise you."

      "Something like that."

      "And I'm not a good surprise?"

      Addison looked from Isaac to the bottle of wine in her hands, and then back up to him. "You'll do," she said with a smile. "But you'll have to take this into the kitchen for yourself," she added.

      "Fair enough." He took the bottle back and went through to where the action was, leaving Addison feeling left out in her own home. So far this surprise dinner wasn't much fun.

      It wasn't long before Isaac retuned, and Justin followed him clutching the open bottle of wine from the fridge.

      "Hi Mum," he said, topping up her glass and filling Isaac's empty one. "I hope you haven't been peeking in the kitchen."

      "And ruin the surprise? Of course not."

      "Can I get you anything else? Some chips or something?"

      "That depends. I wouldn't want to spoil my dinner. What is it you said you were cooking?"

      Justin laughed. "I didn't. Nice try, though. I think Emily is preparing a cheese platter. I'll bring it out shortly."

      He disappeared before she could ask him anything else.

      "Is it a total disaster in there?" Addison asked Isaac, sipping her wine.

      He grinned. "This is really hard for you, isn't it? Staying out here while someone else is in charge in your kitchen."

      "There's no need for you to laugh about it," said Addison. He was right, dammit. It was so hard not being in control in her favourite room of the house. But the kids were trying to do something special for her, and that made up for any control issues she was feeling. Sort of. She changed the subject.

      "I met the two clowns at the carnival today," she said. Might as well take advantage of being alone with him. "Corey and Luc."

      "Oh yes? Did you find anything out?"

      "Not really. Corey seemed like he might be hiding something, but I'm not sure. He had problems with Frankie because he's gay, and Frankie was apparently homophobic. Gave Corey a hard time, but Holly says Corey mostly just ignored him. It's not really much of a motive for murder."

      "No, it's not. We did a background check on both of them. Corey left home at fifteen, had a few minor run-ins with the law, but nothing to raise any red flags. Just your typical angry youth stuff. He joined the Hanleys four years ago, started on the rides, but studied at clown school in the off-season one year and he's been a clown for the last two years."

      "Clown school? That's a thing?"

      Isaac shrugged. "Apparently."

      Addison smiled, a picture of a class full of clowns juggling and tumbling forming in her head. She shook it off and returned to the task at hand. "A clown for two years – that fits with what Corey told me."

      "But you think there was something he wasn't telling you?"

      "That's the feeling I got. I asked Holly if he had a boyfriend, and she said she thinks he does and is keeping it quiet. That's probably all it is. The boyfriend isn't as open about his sexuality yet, apparently."

      "Okay. We'll keep him on the list, as we can't rule him out yet. What about the other one, Luc?"

      "I didn't get much from him. He seems nice, quite young, but then they all seem young compared to me. He didn't want to talk about Frankie's murder, and he didn't want to tell me what was troubling Corey, either."

      "Any chance he could be the secret boyfriend?"

      Addison hadn't thought of that. She cast her mind back to the meeting earlier, tried to remember the body language between the two clowns. She hadn't noticed anything that told her they might be more than friends.

      "I don't think so, but I suppose I can't rule it out. I'm not great when it comes to spotting things like that, to be honest."

      "That makes two of us," said Isaac. He took a sip of his wine. "This is nice," he said, holding up the glass and examining the wine as if looking at it closely would confirm how good it tasted.

      "Just the right amount of fruitiness," said Addison. She was no expert on wine, but she knew what she liked. An expensive bottle of red was completely wasted on her, but give her a nice, crisp, sav blanc and she was happy.

      "Indeed," Isaac agreed.

      "So how are you going with your background checks on the rest of the suspects?" Addison asked. She knew they couldn't talk about the case in front of the others, so she wanted to keep him on track now while she had him to herself.

      "Very good, actually. We've ruled out both of the trapeze artists, for a start."

      "Oh? How did you manage that?"

      "They were having an affair." Isaac leaned forward in his seat and lowered his voice. "They've both got spouses back home, but spending eight months a year on the road, things happen. We found a couple of charges for motel rooms on both of their credit cards, and the dates match up. When we confronted them with that evidence, they admitted it. Don't know why they didn't tell us in the first place. They were together in the guy's bunk when Frankie was murdered."

      "That just makes them each other's alibi, doesn't it? Is that good enough?"

      "Normally, no. But they… um… let's just say there's a recording that shows them together at the time of the murder. We're satisfied they had nothing to do with it."

      "Oh." Addison blushed and tried to hide her embarrassment behind her wine glass, but she ended up laughing. Isaac smiled too.

      "What's so funny?"

      They both turned in the direction of the voice. Layla had entered the great room carrying the cheese platter. She sat it on the coffee table, and then called up the stairs to Adam before taking a seat on the lounge.

      "Well?" she said. "What were you laughing at?"

      "Nothing," said Addison, then quickly changed the subject. "How's my kitchen?"

      "No permanent damage." Layla raised her eyebrows then popped a square of cheese in her mouth. She turned to Isaac. "How's the investigation?"

      "It's ongoing," he said, then concentrated on cutting himself a slice of cheese and choosing a cracker to pair it with.

      "So you haven't caught anyone yet?"

      "We're following a number of lines of enquiry."

      Adam came down the stairs at a jog then and dove straight into the cheese platter. "That's all we're going to get?" he asked Isaac. "Ongoing, following lines of enquiry, yada yada yada?"

      "I'm afraid so," said Isaac.

      Adam crammed a large piece of cheese and two whole crackers into his mouth.

      "Adam!" said Addison.

      He finished the mouthful. "What? I'm hungry!"

      Addison shook her head and let it go. He was a grown man, responsible for his own actions and social interactions. She changed the subject.

      "How is your book coming along?"

      It was either the wrong thing to say or the right thing to say, depending on your perspective. Adam launched into a monologue about his book and, while she enjoyed hearing him so animated and passionate about his work, she felt sorry for Layla who'd heard it all already. Isaac seemed interested, though, so that was good.

      Before long Justin emerged from the kitchen to tell them dinner was ready. Layla and Adam headed for the table, but Isaac held Addison back.

      "There's one more thing we found out today I wanted to tell you," he whispered.

      "What's that?" she asked.

      "You know Harriet and Owen Hanley have a son?"

      "Yes, Holly told me. What was his name?"

      "Henry."

      "That's it. Owen's mother looks after him a lot. What about him?"

      "He isn't Owen's."
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      There was no time to get any further information from Isaac before the rest of the household arrived at the table, so Addison was left with the news of young Henry's parentage swirling in her mind throughout dinner. If Owen Hanley wasn't the boy's father, who was? And did it have anything to do with Frankie's murder?

      Justin had marinated a butterflied leg of lamb and cooked it to perfection in the barbecue. He carved it at the table and couldn't hide his delight when the knife slid through to reveal deliciously pink flesh.

      Olivia had excelled herself, too. She'd made some scrumptious-looking roast potatoes and sweet potatoes, as well as some honey-glazed baby carrots and butter-braised Brussels sprouts. There was gravy and mint sauce to top it off, and Addison couldn't wait to dig in.

      "Emily made dessert," said Justin, beaming at his fiancée. "It looks amazing, so make sure you save room."

      There were murmurs of 'yes' and 'definitely' around the table, then everyone filled their plates and passed around the gravy.

      "This all looks wonderful," said Addison as they tucked in. "I'm so proud of you both."

      "Remember that when you look in the kitchen," said Olivia.

      "I don't care anymore," said Addison. She cut a piece of lamb and popped it into her mouth. "Wow," she said, almost involuntarily. "That's delicious."

      "We learnt from the best," said Justin. He raised his glass. "Cheers. Thanks for having us this weekend, Mum. It's great to see where you've moved to. I'm glad you're happy here."

      "Thank you, Justin. Of course, I'm happy to have you, anytime." Addison tipped her glass towards Emily. "And it's so lovely to finally meet you, Emily. Welcome to the family."

      Everyone toasted, then got busy with their food. There was hardly a word spoken as they all devoured the meal. Rob popped into Addison's mind once again, and she smiled to herself. He would have been just as proud of their children as she was.

      "So I guess it's pointless asking…" Adam began.

      "It certainly is," said Isaac, cutting him off. "I'm sorry, mate. I wish I could share the details of the investigation with you, but you know I can't."

      "But you can tell Addison?"

      "She's an official police volunteer. She's been through a police check, and signed a confidentiality agreement."

      Adam helped himself to more roast potatoes. "Can I do that too?"

      Isaac paused. "I guess so. You won't get through if you've got a record, though."

      Adam frowned. "Those charges were dropped."

      "I know," said Isaac. "Let's discuss it later."

      Adam cut into his roast potato with more force than was necessary. Addison's heart broke for him; all he wanted to do was help.

      "So about that – Mum being a volunteer, I mean," said Justin. He rested his knife and fork on the side of his plate. "I assume you won't be putting her in harm's way at all, Detective Wilcox?"

      "Of course not," said Isaac. "The role of a police volunteer is strictly administrative. They're there to support sworn officers, not take their place."

      "Right. So she'll fulfil this support role from the safety of the police station?"

      Isaac nodded. "That's correct."

      Justin persisted. "Can you guarantee—"

      "Justin," said Addison. "I don't need you—"

      He held up a hand to interrupt her. "I'm just concerned, Mum. I'm not going to be here. Emily and I are a long way away in Melbourne. Since Dad died… I just feel… I can't stand the thought of you being in any danger, that's all."

      Isaac put down his knife and fork. "I understand your concerns, Justin," he said. "Believe me. I promise not to put your mother in any danger. You have my word."

      That seemed to appease Justin, but Addison had no idea how she felt about it. Having her son concerned for her safety was natural, she supposed. But the two of them discussing it in front of her, and one promising the other to keep her safe, it felt like the nineteen fifties.

      "I am a grown woman, you know," she said, unable to let it go. "I can look after myself."

      "We know, Mum," said Olivia. "But Justin has a point. He's all the way down in Melbourne, and I'm four hours away at uni most of the time too. We miss you, and we just want to know you're being looked after. There have been three murders since you arrived in Getaway Bay, after all."

      Olivia had a point. Addison decided not to press the issue further. It was a tiny bit gratifying to hear how much her kids cared about her. She changed the subject.

      "Is anyone else ready for dessert?"

      Layla and Emily swung into action, clearing plates and dishes as Adam took one last swipe at the remnants of the lamb. Isaac asked Olivia how her course was going, and Addison listened as her daughter talked about her subjects and how much she was enjoying what she was learning. She asked Isaac a few forensics questions, and he was happy to share what he could with her. He even told her to contact him when she needed or wanted to do any work experience, and he'd see what he could do to set her up with the forensic services team in Riverwood.

      When the table was cleared, and tea and coffee served, Emily emerged from the kitchen with a hot baking dish. She placed it on the table on a heat mat, and everyone's eyes lit up. It looked and smelled divine.

      "Warm peach and almond dessert cake," Emily announced, a smile from ear to ear. "My grandmother's recipe."

      "Wow," said Addison for the second time that night. "That looks amazing."

      Plates of the dessert were handed around, and everyone declared it to be as delicious as it looked. It was a moist, custardy cake with a distinctive almond flavour, topped with peach slices, raspberries, slivered almonds, and a dusting of icing sugar. Addison cleaned her plate and asked for seconds before Adam had a chance to devour the whole thing.

      As much as she was enjoying the dinner, Addison was itching to talk to Isaac about young Henry Hanley. She finally got her chance at the end of the evening when she walked him to his car.

      "That was the best meal I've had for a long time," Isaac said, rubbing his belly as he opened his car door.

      "Yes, yes," said Addison. "Never mind that. Tell me more about the Hanley boy. How do you know he's not Owen's?"

      "That I can't tell you. But we're certain."

      "Do you know who the father is then?"

      Isaac shook his head. "No, not yet."

      "Any ideas?"

      "No."

      "Do you know anything more?"

      "Not really. Kendall is working on it. She's looking into the whole family. It's tough, with it being Easter. There's not much we can do until she's finished."

      "Okay," said Addison. She stood back as Isaac folded his large frame into the car.

      "Goodnight, Addison," he said with a wave through the open window.

      "Goodnight," she replied. She stood there watching the car as it exited the long driveway and turned left towards the town.

      There might not be much the police could find out about the Hanleys, but that wasn't going to stop Addison. She may have only been in town for a matter of months, but she had her sources.

      She'd start her own research on the Hanleys first thing tomorrow.
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      Addison couldn't help it – she shed a quiet tear as Justin and Emily drove off in their hire car the next morning after breakfast.

      "They'll be back at Christmas," said Olivia, putting an arm around her mother and guiding her back inside.

      "I know. But that seems so long from now. I miss them already."

      "Me too," said Olivia. They went through to the kitchen, where Layla was making coffee. "Can we—"

      "Already making you both one," said Layla. "Extra strong."

      "Thanks. Come on Mum, crack a smile for us."

      Addison wiped her face and managed half a smile. She was being silly, she knew. But it had been so nice to finally meet Emily, and discover that she was just as lovely as Justin had said she was. Three days was too short a visit.

      "I'll be fine," she said. "Just need a moment."

      Adam chose that moment to appear in the kitchen. "Morning all," he said, picking up the coffee Layla had just made and loading it with sugar. "What?" he said when he looked up and found the three women staring at him.

      "That was for Mum," said Olivia.

      "Oh. Sorry." He grabbed one of the leftover hot cross buns and took it and the coffee back up to his room.

      "Men," said Layla. Addison burst out laughing.

      When they all finally had their coffee mugs in hand, Olivia went upstairs to do a bit of study and Addison and Layla ventured into the backyard. Addison brought the key to the new studio.

      "It's looking good," said Layla, once they were inside. Jason had completed all the structural work, but there was still some plumbing to be done before they could start moving in the pieces of furniture they'd acquired for the space.

      "Yes, I'm so pleased with it. Do you think it'll make a nice studio to work in?"

      "Oh definitely," said Layla. "I can picture an easel over here by the window, shelves for supplies over here, maybe a chair for contemplation in this corner."

      Addison smiled as her cousin strode about the space deciding where everything should go. It was a modest space, not much more than a shed, really, but still it was great to have an artist to help with the interior design of the place. She bet that between them they could make it into a special area for her future artistic residents to be creative.

      Charlie the dog, who'd been at their feet since they stepped out of the kitchen, raced off out of the studio. Addison followed him outside and the reason for his abrupt exit became clear. Mrs Jones had opened the gate connecting their two backyards, and her dog Bella had raced through.

      "Good morning," said Mrs Jones when she saw Addison. "How's the studio coming along?"

      "Good morning, Mrs Jones," said Addison. "It's looking great. Jason assures me the plumber will be coming this week, though not today of course."

      "No, I don't expect they work on Easter Monday. Not unless it's an emergency."

      "We don't want to pay those kind of rates," said Layla, sticking her head out the door to wave to Mrs Jones. "Addison, I'm going to do a bit of measuring up in here."

      "Do you need any help?"

      "No, I'm fine. Take Mrs Jones inside for one of your hot cross buns before Adam eats them all."

      "Good idea," Addison said with a laugh. Adam was fast eating them out of house and home.

      "Is that son of yours and his fiancée still here?" asked Mrs Jones as they headed inside. "I came to say goodbye."

      "Oh, you just missed them," said Addison. "They wanted to get an early start. The traffic back to Brisbane will be busy today, and they didn't want to miss their flight."

      "That's fair enough I suppose. I'm sorry to have missed them."

      "We'll see them again soon enough at Christmas," said Addison. She found herself trying to hold back tears again at the reminder of Justin and Emily leaving.

      "Oh that will be lovely," said Mrs Jones. "All right then, I won't keep you—"

      "Actually, can I have a quick word?" said Addison. She shook off her melancholy and pointed to the kitchen table.

      "Of course," said Mrs Jones, taking a seat.

      Addison put her empty coffee cup in the sink and got the container of hot cross buns out of the pantry. She put the kettle on, knowing Mrs Jones would have a cup of tea. Mrs Jones never said no to a cup of tea.

      "I was wondering whether you wouldn't mind introducing me to Dot Hanley," said Addison. She put the hot cross buns, a plate, knife, and butter on the table for Mrs Jones to help herself. "You said you knew her, didn't you?"

      "Yes. Dot and I try to catch up each year. She's coming over for afternoon tea today, in fact. You're welcome to pop in and join us." Mrs Jones chose a bun and slathered it with butter.

      "That would be great, thank you." Addison scooped tea into the teapot then poured boiling water from the kettle. Mrs Jones preferred proper tea, rather than a tea bag, and Addison enjoyed the ritual of making it. She placed the pot and a cup and saucer on the table and took a seat.

      "You're not having one?" asked Mrs Jones.

      "I just had a coffee."

      "Right. Why do you want to meet Dot?"

      Addison had to think quick. "Oh, I'm just interested in the lifestyle. Doing some research for a book I might write one day."

      "That sounds nice. I'm sure Dot will be only too happy to tell you all about it."

      "Great," said Addison.

      They chatted away while Mrs Jones drank her tea and finished her bun, then the older woman said goodbye and called to Bella to follow her back through the garden gate.

      When she was alone, Addison pulled her notebook out of a kitchen drawer and sat down to take stock of what she knew about the case so far.

      When she'd met with Isaac and his team on Saturday afternoon, they'd narrowed the suspect list down to eleven people. But Isaac had said last night they'd eliminated two more, the trapeze artists. So that left nine.

      Addison listed them all in her notebook: the magician Paolo and his assistant Gianna; the two clowns, Corey and Luc; four of the Hanleys, Owen, Harriet, Jake, and Hugh; and Bob Carter. She went through each of them in turn.

      Paolo and Gianna had said they were together in their double bunk at the time of the murder. As husband and wife, though, that alibi didn't count for much. They could have committed the murder together, one covering for the other. And with Frankie after Paolo's job as magician and lead act of the show, they had a clear motive. Not to mention Frankie's unwanted advances toward Gianna. The magic duo was definitely high on Addison's list.

      Next were Corey and Luc. They were little more than kids, really. Corey obviously had issues with Frankie, but if Luc and Holly were to be believed he generally ignored Frankie's taunts. It seemed an unlikely motive for murder, unless Frankie had pushed so hard Corey had snapped. But it was an unprovoked attack, so that was unlikely.

      Corey was absolutely hiding something, but that could just be the secret boyfriend Holly thought he had. It might be worth trying to uncover who that was in order to rule Corey out completely. Addison made herself a to-do list on a separate page then put 'find out who Corey is dating' as item number one.

      She couldn't see any real motive for Luc. He seemed like a nice young man, and he'd come to help quickly when the Ferris wheel had broken down. He'd also been only halfway through putting on his clown makeup at the time. Surely he wouldn't have done only half his face, then gone to murder Frankie?

      That brought Addison to the Hanleys. Was it possible that one of the owners of the travelling show had murdered one of their performers? A murder would have to be bad publicity for the show, wouldn't it? Or would it? There's no such thing as bad publicity in show business, so the saying goes.

      The news that Henry Hanley wasn't Owen's son was interesting, but Addison wasn't sure whether it had anything to do with the murder. There were other questions to be asked. Does Owen know the child isn't his? Did Frankie? And of course, who is the boy's father?

      Addison made a second note on her to-do list: find out as much as possible about Henry Hanley's parentage.

      Back to the suspect list. Addison recalled the conversation she'd overheard between Jake Hanley and another man. It seemed one of them had owed the other one money, and needed more time to get it together. She wondered which one Jake was. She was cross with herself for forgetting to mention that conversation to Isaac. She added that to her list of things to do.

      Then there was Hugh, the youngest of the Hanley brothers. Could he have had something to do with Frankie's murder? Holly had said Frankie was causing Hugh some problems. It was all about Frankie wanting Paolo's job, which fell to Hugh as the manager of the stage performance. Frankie had both Morris Hanley and Jake on his side, according to Holly.

      Addison could see how this would put pressure on Hugh, but it was just a workplace issue. Hardly something worth killing over.

      She closed her notebook and leaned back in her chair. She needed to get more of a picture of each of the Hanley brothers. Hopefully this afternoon's meeting with Dot would shine some light on the inner workings of the carnival family.
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      "I don't understand why I can't help," Adam whined. They were back in the kitchen, and he was fixing himself what he called a 'pre-lunch snack'. Addison was going to have to increase his board just to cover the amount of food he made his way through.

      "I didn't say you can't help," said Addison. She thought she'd figured out a way to involve him, but it was going to require a bit of manipulation. "I just said I can't tell you certain things that are confidential."

      "Right. But how can I help if I'm being treated like a mushroom?"

      "A mushroom?" Addison was confused.

      "You know… kept in the dark and fed sh—"

      "All right," said Addison, holding up a hand to stop him finishing the sentence. "I get it. But I'm not treating you like a mushroom. I signed a confidentiality agreement, so there are things I can't tell you. But you can still help, if you'll just get over yourself and stop acting like a child for a minute."

      Adam stopped what he was doing and looked up at her, mouth agape. He stood there like that for a good ten seconds, before finally closing his mouth and nodding.

      "Fair enough," he said. "What can I do?"

      "You can accompany me to the carnival today, for a start."

      "Cool." Adam quickly finished making his sandwich and put all the ingredients back in the fridge. Addison stood her ground, arms folded, looking at the mess he'd made, before he took the hint and cleaned away the crumbs.

      "That's better," she said, and smiled to herself. He was learning.

      "Can we go now?"

      "Sure. Let me get my bag. We have to be back before three, as I'm having afternoon tea with Mrs Jones." She didn't add that Dot Hanley would be there, in case he insisted on joining them. Addison wanted to have that meeting on her own.

      "No problem," said Adam, opening the front door for her. "Will we take the car, or walk?"

      It was another beautiful day, and they had plenty of time. "I think we'll walk," said Addison.

      They set off, and Adam soon started asking questions. "What are we looking for today? Is there anything I should specifically keep my eye open for?"

      "Nothing specific," said Addison. "Although I would like to learn more about the Hanley brothers. Owen, Jake, and Hugh. What they do, how well they get along, that sort of thing."

      "I can tell you what they do. Holly already told us, remember?"

      "I remember Hugh is in charge of the stage performance and the performers. What did she say about the other two?"

      Adam kicked a rock out of their path. "Owen is married to Harriet, and she seems to be the one who runs the whole carnival. He's the muscle behind her. Holly said Owen does whatever Harriet tells him to do."

      "That's right. And Jake?"

      "Jake looks after all the rides and the games, and the people who operate them. His wife works on the ticket booth, but I forget her name."

      "Davina," said Addison. "I should be writing all this down."

      "We did, on Friday night. You, me and Olivia sat and brainstormed possible motives for all the staff. I wrote notes on my laptop."

      "Yes, I remember," said Addison. They stopped to wait for a car before crossing the road and continuing to the sports ground where the carnival was set up.

      "Then you went all private investigator on us and joined forces with Wilcox," said Adam.

      "I thought you'd got over that?"

      "I have, sorry. I just… I don't like being left out. I should be used to it, I suppose. It's the story of my life."

      Adam had never spoken much about his past, and Addison had always got the impression he wanted to talk about it but could never find the right words.

      "What story is that?" she asked, seizing the opportunity.

      Adam stopped walking and looked her in the eye. "You really want to know?"

      "I do, Adam. You've been living with me for a couple of months now. You're practically family. But it's okay if you don't want to tell me."

      They resumed their walk, but at a slower pace. "I've never spoken about my past with anyone besides social workers before," he said.

      Addison stayed quiet, sensing the story needed to be told in his own time.

      "My father went to prison when I was a baby. I don't know what he did. Don't want to know. All I've been told is my mother couldn't cope with me, so I went into foster care before I could walk. I've never known my real parents. I've never known any parents, not really. I bounced around a lot in the system. The longest I ever stayed with one family was two years."

      "Oh, Adam," said Addison. She'd had no idea. "I'm so sorry."

      "I don't want pity," he said, and she could hear the defence in his voice. "It's in the past. I'm stronger for it, I reckon."

      "Did you ever think of trying to find your real parents?"

      Adam shook his head. "I don't want to drag it up. I just want to look forward, you know what I mean?"

      Addison smiled. "I do." She linked her arm through his. "And I promise you have a home at the beach house for as long as you want."

      "Thanks, Addison. That means a lot to me. I promise I'll work harder on my manners."

      They walked the rest of the way to the carnival in companionable silence. Addison's mind tumbled with thoughts of what Adam must have gone through growing up. To not have known a family must have been so isolating. No wonder the poor boy had lapses when it came to manners and respect of others. He was actually doing great, considering.

      She had a new appreciation for his need to be included, too. Maybe she could talk to Isaac, see if she could get him on the volunteer list. Surely two volunteers were better than one?

      Addison was glad Adam had found her and the beach house. He'd been through too much rejection and abandonment in his life. She made a quiet resolution then and there not to be another person who let him down.
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      Addison and Adam spent a few hours at the carnival but didn't learn anything useful. They hadn't even managed to set eyes on any of the Hanleys. Still, they'd had a good time. Addison even went on a few of the smaller rides. Not the Ferris wheel, though. No way were they getting her back on that thing.

      She arrived at Mrs Jones's place promptly at three o'clock and was surprised to see that Dot Hanley was already there with a young boy, who had to be Henry. Addison had made a lemon drizzle cake to contribute to afternoon tea, which Mrs Jones accepted gratefully.

      "Mrs Jones says you're writing a book about carnival life," said Dot after they'd been introduced and tea had been poured. She was a small woman, but strong and sturdy in build. It was obvious she'd had an active life.

      "I'm thinking about writing a book that might include some elements of carnival life, yes," said Addison. She tried to keep it as vague as possible – she had no idea whether she'd actually write any such book in the future, but the possibility was always there. As much as she was trying to get information about the Hanleys specifically in relation to the murder, the lifestyle did sound fascinating and she was keen to find out more.

      "Well, what can I tell you?"

      Addison looked down to where Henry was playing on the floor with a basket of toys Mrs Jones kept for the occasional young visitor. He had his mother's blond hair and wide eyes.

      "It must be tough raising a little one on the road," said Addison.

      "I did it with my three boys," said Dot. "They turned out all right."

      "Were they home-schooled?"

      Dot shook her head. "No such thing back then. We sent them to school in whichever town we stopped. We had our regular towns, even back then, so the kids got used to revisiting some of the same schools every year. The teachers were good, gave them homework they could do on the road. They got by."

      Addison helped herself to a piece of cake. "But Henry will be home-schooled?"

      "Yes," said Dot. "You have to apply for it; Harriet has organised it all. But he'll be able to do lessons at home, and I'll help out a lot with that. At least in the first few years. When we're home over winter he'll go to school normally."

      "I suppose getting to travel and see so much of the country will be an education in itself," said Addison.

      "That's right. The school of life. Didn't do my three any harm." Dot raised her teacup to her mouth. "Lovely tea, Mrs Jones, as usual. I do look forward to coming here."

      "You're welcome, my dear," said Mrs Jones.

      "So tell me about your boys," said Addison as casually as she could manage.

      Dot smiled fondly as she described each of her sons in turn, and it was obvious how proud she was of them. "They've all got their strengths," she said after talking through each one's role in the carnival. "Owen and Jake are the muscle. They take after their father. They keep the workers in line, too. Although Harry also has a lot to do with that."

      "I've met Harriet," said Addison. "She certainly seems to know what she's doing."

      "You'd think she was born into it if you didn't know better," said Dot. "Owen found himself a good one there."

      Addison glanced over at Henry, who was driving a series of matchbox cars around the kitchen floor. When she looked back she caught Dot staring at her, her brow creased. Did Dot know Henry wasn't Owen's? Addison couldn't ask.

      "How long have they been married?" she asked instead.

      "Oh, coming up to ten years now. They were together for a few years before that. Harry was a waitress in a small town in Western Australia. They hit it off immediately, and by the end of the week she'd quit her job and joined us."

      "Really? It was that quick?"

      Dot nodded and took a bite of her piece of cake. "This is good," she said when she'd finished the mouthful.

      "Thank you," said Addison. "It's hard to believe someone would leave their home and their life behind after just one week," she said, trying to stay on the subject of Harry and Owen.

      "You'd be surprised," said Dot. "That's how we get a lot of our staff. Some stay with us, some drift off to other places. But they're all looking to get away from something. We certainly offer the ability to do that."

      Addison hadn't really given any thought to how a travelling carnival would find its staff. She supposed someone wanting to get away from whatever they had going on at home would make an ideal candidate. It looked like hard work, with all the repetitive setting up and tearing down as they moved from place to place, not to mention long days standing in the sun trying to tempt customers to get on a ride or try their luck on a game of chance. But it was the kind of work anyone could do if they had a bit of muscle and stamina.

      "So Harriet… Harry… joined you when the carnival came to her home town in Western Australia," said Addison. "Has she been back?"

      "We go back there every year," said Dot. "She sees her family, although her father passed away a couple of years ago. Her mother is always happy to see her. But life on the road suits Harry. Some of us are just born for it."

      Addison cut herself a half slice of cake. She made a mental note to ask Isaac whether Harriet had any ties to men who could be Henry's biological father in her home town, before changing the subject. "What about Jake's wife, Davina? How does she like it?"

      "She does all right," said Dot, although Addison noticed the old woman's face darken at the mention of her other daughter-in-law.

      "She works in the ticket booth, doesn't she?"

      "Yes."

      Dot obviously didn't want to talk about Davina. Addison added her to the list of people to discuss with Isaac after his background checks.

      "So what do you think about the murder?" asked Mrs Jones. Addison had been trying to think of a less direct way to bring that up. Mrs Jones obviously wasn't bothered with being coy about the subject.

      "It's been quite devastating for us, as you can imagine," said Dot. She looked down at Henry, who'd driven his little collection of cars out the back door and onto Mrs Jones's verandah. "Stay where I can see you, please," she called to him.

      "Yes Grandma," he said back. Such a polite little boy, Addison thought.

      "Do you have any idea who might have done it?" Addison asked Dot.

      Dot shook her head. "It has to have been someone from outside," she said. "We're all family. We look out for each other. Sure, there are squabbles and arguments. When you live in such close quarters things are bound to get tense from time to time. But none of my people would have done that to one of their own. Mark my words."

      Dot folded her arms across her chest. She had a point and seemed quite adamant about it. But Addison knew the statistics. Family violence was real and far more prevalent than it should be. Just because the carnival staff all treated each other like family didn't exclude any of them from being the one to murder Frankie.

      Addison cast her mind back over the events that Friday afternoon. She'd been there, up in the Ferris wheel. She'd seen the murderer going into Frankie's bunk. He or she was wearing a red shirt. Isaac and his team had narrowed it down to one of nine staff, hadn't they?

      No. There were eight staff members on the suspect list, and one local.

      Bob Carter. Maybe it was time for Addison to pay Bob a visit.
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      It was almost five o'clock on Monday afternoon when Addison entered the Getaway Bay police station. The bell above the door jangled, and Isaac looked up from his desk.

      "I've come to do some of that administrative work you've been talking about," said Addison.

      Isaac approached the bench separating the public area from the rest of the station. "You'd better come through then," he said, holding the barrier open for her. "Can I get you anything? Tea or coffee?"

      "No thanks, I'm all full of tea. I've come from Mrs Jones's house."

      "Enough said. Mind if I grab one?"

      "Go ahead," said Addison, looking around the deserted station. "Where is everyone?"

      "I sent them home," said Isaac, spooning instant coffee into a mug. "It's Easter Monday, and we weren't getting anywhere anyway. There wasn't much else they could do today."

      He added three sugars and boiling water, and Addison cringed. She didn't like to think of herself as a coffee snob, but the thought of instant coffee made her face involuntarily screw up.

      "So why are you still here then?"

      "I'm the boss," he said, taking his seat behind his desk and inviting Addison to the other chair in the little office. "Plus, I've got nowhere better to be." He sipped the coffee and screwed his face up too.

      "The force won't spring for a decent machine?" Addison asked.

      "I can barely get the staff we need. The only way this station gets a coffee machine is if I bring it myself." He sipped again. "It's not too bad. Only the first mouthful is a shock to the system. Told you I usually go over to Hazel's, but she closed up a couple of hours ago."

      Addison pulled out her notebook. "I've got a few questions," she said, settling herself back into the chair. She told him about her conversation with Dot Hanley earlier that afternoon.

      "You're not supposed to be out asking questions, you know," he said, brow creased. "That's my job."

      "Yes, but I figured people would probably tell me more than they would you. Because you're a detective, I mean. And you told me to speak to Holly some more. You didn't have a problem with me asking her questions."

      "Yeah, you're right," he said with a sigh. "So what did you find out?"

      "I asked Dot to tell me about her sons, but she actually spoke more about their wives. The two older boys, anyway. I got the feeling she is very proud of Harriet, Owen's wife. Dot said it was as if Harriet was born into the lifestyle, rather than marrying into it. She says Harriet joined them ten years ago after the carnival had come to her home town."

      Isaac opened his own notebook. "That fits with what we found out," he said. "She's from Geraldton, about five hours north of Perth."

      "I know Geraldton. One of my uncles lives there. I visited for my aunt's funeral a few years ago. Very windy, that's what I remember."

      "Most of Western Australia is windy," said Isaac. "Anyway, according to our information Harriet left Geraldton ten years ago and has been travelling with Hanley Brothers ever since. She and Owen married seven years ago, and Henry was born a couple of years after that. He's about to turn five."

      "And he's not Owen's?"

      Isaac shook his head. "No."

      "Does Owen know that?"

      "Not as far as we can tell."

      "How do you know about this?" Addison asked. It was worth a try.

      "We got a tip off from an anonymous source, and we've been able to verify the information. That's all I can say, Addison." He said her name in the way that meant he wasn't going to discuss it further.

      "Okay. Do you think this has anything to do with Frankie's murder?"

      "We don't know. It's possible Frankie found out and threatened to expose the truth. The picture we're getting of Frankie Hammond is of a man who was completely out for himself. He was the kind of guy who would use whatever he had, including information on others, for his own personal gain."

      "So if he found out about Owen not being Henry's biological father, he could have blackmailed Harriet?"

      "That's one possibility we're looking at."

      Addison made a note. She was starting to feel like a private detective. It was kind of fun.

      An alternative possibility struck her. "Do you think Frankie could have been Henry's father?" she asked.

      "We looked at that. Frankie only joined Hanley Brothers two years ago. There's no reason to suggest he knew Harriet – or any of the other Hanley's – before then."

      "So it looks like he didn't know them when Henry would have been conceived," Addison summarised.

      "Right. But we're still trying to get a full picture of his past. We can run background checks through our systems to see if victims or suspects are known to us, but anything more comprehensive takes time. And over a long holiday weekend, a lot of things are almost impossible."

      That must be frustrating. Addison remembered Rob complaining of how slow some things actually worked, even in a homicide investigation where time was of the essence. It's not like it is on television, Rob used to say. There's no wrapping up a murder case nice and neatly in an hour.

      Addison focused back on the case. "So if Henry's parentage is a factor in this murder, then it was most likely as material for Frankie to blackmail Harriet. And if that was the case, then it puts Harriet in the frame for murder."

      "Correct."

      Addison struggled to get her head around that idea. She couldn't see Harriet as a murderer. Then again, there had been two other murders in Getaway Bay recently that she'd never seen coming, either.

      "Do you have any idea who might be the father?" Addison asked. "Dot said they went back to Geraldton every year. Maybe she caught up with an old flame?"

      "We're still investigating that," said Isaac. "But so far we haven't unearthed any old boyfriends."

      "What about asking her? If you know for a fact Henry isn't Owen's, why can't you just come right out and ask Harriet who the father is?"

      "We can," said Isaac, lifting the coffee mug to his mouth and taking a sip. "But I don't want to yet, not without a direct link to Frankie Hammond. It might not have anything to do with the murder."

      That seemed fair enough. Addison turned the page in her notebook. "So what about Jake, the middle brother," she said. "Have you discovered anything about him?"

      Isaac pushed his coffee mug aside and pulled a stack of papers in front of himself. "Quite a lot. Jake Hanley is in a significant amount of debt. Most of it due to gambling."

      "That makes sense," said Addison. She told Isaac about the conversation she'd overheard between Jake and an unknown male. Jake must have been the one who owed money to the other man.

      "Did it sound like a threatening conversation?" Isaac asked.

      "No, not really. The other man sounded impatient. A little aggrieved, you might say. But I didn't think it was about to get violent or anything like that. It wasn't a very long exchange, at least not the part I overheard."

      "Do you think you'd be able to identify this other person?"

      Addison shook her head. "I didn't see him, and he had an ordinary voice. I doubt I'd be confident."

      "Okay."

      "Do you think Jake's debt could have something to do with Frankie's death?" Addison asked, then thought of something else. "Did Jake owe any money to Frankie?"

      "We're still working on sorting out Frankie's finances, so we're not sure. It's difficult dealing with the banks over the long weekend. We should know more tomorrow. But still, Frankie's bank accounts are unlikely to tell us whether Jake owed him money."

      "I'd imagine that sort of thing would be difficult to trace. What about whether Frankie left any money or assets to anyone? Is there a will?"

      "Again, we're still checking. Like a lot of the carnival staff, he had no fixed address. Makes it difficult to find out anything, including whether he had a lawyer or even a will."

      Addison couldn't imagine having no fixed address. She breathed a deep sigh of relief every time she entered the beach house. Even though she'd only been there a few months, it was already home.

      "What did he do during the winters when the carnival stopped?" she asked Isaac.

      "We don't know what he did last year. Short-term rental somewhere, or stayed with friends. That's what a lot of them do. But apparently this year the Hanleys had invited him to spend winter at their property just outside of Brisbane."

      "Oh? That's interesting. He was that close to them?"

      "He was that close to Morris Hanley, the patriarch of the family. It seems Morris had a habit of inviting some trusted staff to the property, and this year he'd asked Frankie."

      "I thought Frankie wasn't very well liked?"

      "That's the impression we've been getting. But apparently Morris Hanley thought the world of him."
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      Addison reflected on what Isaac had just said. As opposed to almost everyone else the police had spoken to, Morris Hanley actually liked Frankie Hammond. Thought the world of him, even. Holly had referred to Morris as 'Old Mr Hanley', and most others described a semi-retired man in his seventies who wandered about the carnival giving his opinion but largely being ignored.

      Evidently, he was still in charge at his home, though, and able to invite whomever he liked to come and stay. Addison wondered how well that had gone down with the rest of the family.

      "Did you find out anything about Jake's wife?" Addison asked.

      "Davina Hanley," said Isaac, turning a few pages of his notebook. "Yes, here it is. Kendall interviewed her extensively. Unlike the rest of the family, Davina had a lot to say."

      "Oh? Like what?"

      "She isn't very happy, by the sounds of it. The carnival lifestyle doesn't suit her at all."

      Addison nodded. "That's what Dot said, more or less. Still, I guess she knew what she was marrying into. I can't see Jake having been able to hide it from her before the wedding."

      "Right. Apparently, she didn't realise how hard life on the road eight months of the year was going to be. She fell in love with Jake, and the glamorous side of the travelling lifestyle. But when the novelty wore off she was left with a seemingly endless journey from town to town, doing the same thing day in and day out. Add to that Jake's gambling and resultant debt…"

      "It doesn't paint a fantastic picture of happiness," said Addison. "So she knows about the debt?"

      Isaac nodded. "Kendall said she brought it up. That's how we found out about it in the first place. But we did some checking of our own, and we're not sure Davina is aware of the full extent of the debt. In fact, we think she's probably contributing to it herself."

      "Let me guess – retail therapy?"

      "Something like that."

      "But Davina's not a suspect in Frankie's murder, is she?"

      "No," said Isaac. He checked his notes again. "We've confirmed she was in the ticket booth at the time of the murder."

      "Have you been able to rule anyone else out?" Addison asked.

      "No, not yet. We're still looking at a suspect pool consisting of Paolo and Gianna, the three Hanley brothers, Harriet Hanley, and the two clowns."

      "And Bob Carter," said Addison. "Have you ruled him out?"

      "No, not yet."

      Addison checked her watch; it was almost six o'clock. She wanted to get back to the beach house and change, then take Layla and Olivia for a drink and dinner at the pub.

      "We should probably call it a night," said Isaac. "My microwave meal is calling."

      Addison made a quick decision. "We're thinking of going to the Red Lion for dinner tonight. Do you want to join us?"

      A smile spread across Isaac's face. "I'd love to. Thank you."

      "Well you can come on one condition," said Addison, deciding to use the situation to her advantage.

      "What's that?"

      "You consider making Adam a police volunteer as well."

      "Addison—"

      She held up a hand to stop him. "He's an excellent investigator, Isaac. He's a crime writer, like me. We know all the tricks in the book, so to speak."

      "That's what I'm afraid of. At least you have a grounding in the real world, with your late husband being a homicide detective. Adam's grip on reality may be somewhat more tenuous."

      "Nonsense," said Addison. "At least promise me you'll think about it. That is, if you want a nice pub meal instead of microwave rubbish tonight."

      Isaac stood and held up a hand, ushering her out of his office. "Fine," he said as they entered the main part of the police station and headed for the front door. "I'll consider it. But I can't make any promises."

      

      Addison was showered, changed, and in the pub with Olivia and Layla less than an hour later.

      "Are you two going to talk shop all night?" asked Olivia when she saw Isaac enter the pub and make his way over to them.

      "Not at all," said Addison. "In fact, I've got something else to do if you two can distract him for a few minutes."

      Olivia and Layla both frowned at that, but neither got the chance to ask what she meant before Isaac joined them.

      "Good evening, ladies," he said. "Can I get anyone a drink before I sit?"

      "Yes please," said Olivia and Layla together. They put their orders in, and Isaac turned for the bar.

      Layla was the first to jump in once he was out of earshot. "What are you going to do?" she asked Addison.

      "Nothing dangerous," she answered, surprised by the concerned looks on their faces. "I just want to talk to someone alone."

      "So why the big secret?" asked Olivia. "Why do we have to distract your boyfriend?"

      "He's not my boyfriend," said Addison with an eye roll. "I don't want him to know until after I speak to them, that's all."

      Layla smirked. "You want to surprise him, don't you?"

      "No."

      "Yeah you do," said Olivia, joining in.

      Why she'd thought inviting Isaac along for dinner with these two was a good idea Addison would never know. She just didn't like the idea of him home alone with a microwave meal. Not after he'd only just got over a cold. The man needed a decent feed.

      Isaac returned to the table with a tray of drinks, divvied them up, and put the tray back on the bar before finally taking his seat.

      "So, what's good to eat here?" he asked.

      The three of them stared at him. "You've never eaten here?" asked Olivia.

      "No, I haven't."

      "And you've lived here, what, ten years?"

      "Something like that."

      Olivia laughed. "We've lived here three months and I can't count the number of times we've eaten here."

      "You should be able to recommend what's good then," said Isaac.

      "Good point," said Addison. She handed them each a menu. "You guys check these out while I visit the ladies. If you order, I'll have the chicken schnitzel." She handed Olivia her credit card and left the table before anyone could protest.

      The toilets were down a corridor on the other side of the bar. Addison walked around the bar then, when she was sure Isaac wasn't looking, leant over and asked the guy serving whether Bob Carter was around.

      "I think he's in the office," said the young man. He had a scruffy surfer look, and mustn't have been much older than the legal drinking age. Addison hadn't seen him here before, but that wasn't unusual. Bob hired backpackers from time to time as casual staff.

      "Can I go through?" Addison asked.

      The young man shrugged. "I don't see why not."

      Addison walked past the ladies' toilets and on toward the office. Bob was the local who had managed to keep the carnival coming back to Getaway Bay for twenty years. She didn't know what she was going to ask him, but with all the questions swirling around her head about the Hanleys, she thought having known the family for so long he was at least worth talking to.

      As she got closer to the office she heard raised voices. She recognised Bob's voice, and the conversation sounded private. She turned on her heel and was about to walk away when she heard the other voice. This time it was one she recognised instantly.

      Harriet Hanley.

      Frozen in place, Addison couldn't help herself. She had to listen, and within moments she knew why Bob Carter worked so hard to keep the carnival coming back to Getaway Bay every year.
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      Addison composed herself in the bathroom before rejoining the little group at her table. She was desperate to tell Isaac what she'd overheard, but she couldn't. Not while Layla and Olivia were there.

      They'd already ordered the food, and Addison tried to put her information out of her mind and join in the small talk while they waited. It was hard. All she could think about was Bob and Harriet.

      It made so much sense. They were around the same age, she thought. Perhaps Bob was a couple of years older. What was it Mrs Jones had said on Friday night? Bob had struck up a friendship with Morris Hanley when the carnival had first come to Getaway Bay twenty years ago. That would have been before Harriet joined them.

      So Bob genuinely loved the carnival and wanted them to keep coming back. It was good for the town, of course, bringing in the last rush of tourists before the quieter winter season. But once Harriet came along, Addison bet Bob had an extra reason to keep bringing the carnival back to the bay.

      "Addison?" Isaac's voice cut through her reflection. She realised the three of them were staring at her.

      "Sorry, miles away," she said. "What was that?"

      "I asked whether you were baking for Hazel tomorrow," said Isaac. "And if you are, will there be any of those delicious cinnamon and pecan scrolls?"

      "Oh, right. Yes, and yes," she said with a smile.

      "Where were you?" Olivia asked.

      "Huh?"

      "You just said you were miles away. Where? What were you thinking about, Mum?"

      "Oh, nothing. Grocery list for tomorrow. Sorry." She turned her attention back to the group and pushed thoughts of Bob Carter and Harriet Hanley out of her mind.

      After they'd eaten, Layla at least got the message. "Come on, Olivia," she said, linking their arms together. "Let's walk home. It's a beautiful night."

      "Walk? Really?"

      "Yes, walk," said Layla, trying to signal Olivia with her eyes. It was comical to watch. Addison was sure Isaac knew exactly what Layla was doing, too. Olivia was the only clueless one.

      "But what about the car?"

      "Your mum can bring it home later," she said, practically dragging Olivia toward the door by now.

      "Oh, right." A smile spread across Olivia's face as she finally caught on. "It is a beautiful night. Bye Mum. Thanks for dinner."

      "I'll see you at home soon," Addison said, shaking her head at the both of them.

      "I assume that was some sort of attempt to leave us alone to talk about the case?" Isaac asked.

      "It was an attempt to leave us alone, at least," said Addison. "I don't care why. But yes, we need to talk about the case."

      Addison confessed that her earlier visit to the ladies' room was actually an intention to speak to Bob Carter about the Hanley's.

      "Addison," said Isaac with that stern voice he put on when she'd done something he wasn't happy about. "I promised your son I'd keep you safe. The role of a police volunteer is strictly an administrative one—"

      "Oh, come on. I was hardly putting myself in danger going to talk to a local publican in his own very crowded pub, was I? What do you think could have happened? How could I possibly have been in danger?"

      Isaac lifted his beer glass to his lips and drained the contents, keeping one eye on her the whole time.

      "Yeah, okay. Fair enough," he said, placing the glass back down on the coaster. He positioned it so it was exactly in the middle of the cardboard disc. "What did you learn?" he finally asked.

      "That Bob is Henry's father," she said with a triumphant grin.

      Isaac knocked over the glass.

      "Lucky that was empty," said Addison, righting it and putting it deliberately off-centre on the coaster. She kept one eye on it, and sure enough he moved it back to the centre.

      "You actually overheard them say Bob was the father?"

      "As good as," said Addison. "They were arguing about his schooling. Bob doesn't want him home-schooled. He wants Harriet to leave him here, in Getaway Bay. That suggestion didn't go down well."

      "No, I bet it didn't. What would she tell Owen?"

      "That's exactly what she said."

      Isaac leaned in closer. "And what did Bob say?"

      "That it was time he had more to do with his son."

      "And what did Harriet say?"

      "Nothing. There was silence, and I figured I'd better leave. I felt bad for listening in on what was obviously a very private conversation. But all through dinner I kept going over it in my mind. It has a bearing on the case, doesn't it?"

      Isaac sat back in his chair and ran a hand through his thick, dark hair. "It could do, if Frankie found out and was blackmailing them. But we can only speculate on that at this point, without talking to them."

      "Are you going to talk to them?"

      "I'd like more evidence than an overheard conversation."

      "Of course." Addison tried to think. She ran through the list of suspects again in her head. "Bob was in the vicinity of Frankie's bunk at the time of the murder, right?"

      "Yes. He said he'd been at a meeting with Harriet and Dot."

      "Did Harriet and Dot confirm this?"

      "They did, as far as I know. Kendall hasn't told me otherwise."

      "Any chance Dot would lie for them?" Addison asked, although she thought she knew the answer. Dot loved that little boy.

      Isaac stood. "I think maybe it's about time I asked her."
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      Addison had only managed a couple of hours sleep overnight, but she woke up strangely energised. It was still early, so she decided to take Charlie for a walk on the beach before she got stuck into the morning's baking.

      Charlie went from dozing in his basket to jumping and spinning in circles in a matter of seconds as soon as Addison appeared with his lead.

      "Come on, little fella," she said, clipping the lead to his collar. "Let's go watch the sunrise."

      She grabbed one of his towels out of the hall cupboard and left it on the front verandah, then they headed off to the beach. There'd be no-one around this early, Addison figured, so she could let Charlie off to run free. Dogs were permitted off-lead on the beach closest to her home, but she didn't let Charlie off when there were children around. Not that she thought he'd ever harm a child, but he was excitable. Even a small dog could be frightening when it jumped up on a toddler.

      This morning, though, there were no toddlers in sight. She let Charlie go and he raced straight down to the water. Within seconds he was saturated and covered in sand. Perhaps she should have left out two towels to clean him off later.

      As she strolled and watched the sunrise, Addison thought back over last night's dinner with Isaac. Apart from discussing the case, she'd had a nice time. He was very easy to talk to. A little awkward at times, but then she figured he wasn't used to socialising. She wished Olivia and Layla would lay off, though. He was a nice man, but she couldn't even entertain the idea of a boyfriend. Not while Rob's memory still had hold of her heart.

      Charlie's ears pricked up and he stood for a moment facing the sand dunes. Addison called him, but it was no use. He raced off in the direction of whatever he'd heard. That was the other problem with letting him off the lead – he was usually very good and would come back as soon as he was called, unless there was something more interesting to discover.

      Addison followed him up the beach and into the dunes, and soon came across what had sparked his interest. Or rather, who.

      "I'm sorry," she said, grabbing hold of Charlie and clipping his lead back on.

      "It's fine," said Corey, one of the clowns from the carnival. Addison had met him the other day when Holly had introduced him and Luc. But it wasn't Luc with him right now.

      "I didn't mean to disturb you," she said, turning away. The other young man was trying to hide his face, but Addison had already recognised him. It was Nabil, the operator of the Ferris wheel. He'd been so helpful and kind when Addison and her family had been stuck at the top of the ride. She wondered why he was trying to hide from her now, but then it clicked.

      Nabil was Corey's secret boyfriend.

      Corey must have seen the realisation cross her face.

      "Please don't tell anyone," he said. He put a protective arm around Nabil, who finally turned to face her.

      "Tell anyone what?" said Addison. "I'm just out here enjoying the sunrise."

      "Thank you," said Nabil in a soft voice.

      "Of course." Addison could see the two of them were very fond of each other. "Although I don't understand why you would want to keep your relationship a secret."

      Corey was about to speak, but Nabil stopped him.

      "It's my family," he said. "They don't understand. They don't… approve."

      "They'd make him leave the carnival if they knew," said Corey. "We can't take that risk. And it's okay, really. We're happy to keep to ourselves."

      Addison understood, although it made her angry to think that a family could stand in the way of young love. She'd met Rob when she was their age.

      "I'll leave you to enjoy the sunrise," she said. "Come on, Charlie."

      As she walked away, Addison tried to quell her anger. She had no idea who Nabil's family were, or what their problem would be with his relationship with Corey. The circumstances of their family were none of her business. She certainly wasn't going to mention it to anyone, though. She wasn't going to be the reason the young couple were separated.

      A horrible thought occurred to her. What if she wasn't the only person who'd found out about them?

      What if Frankie knew?

      Isaac had already decided Frankie was the kind of character who wouldn't think twice about blackmailing someone for his own personal gain. What if it wasn't Harriet he was blackmailing, but Corey and Nabil? What if he'd threatened to tell Nabil's family about the couple?

      Nabil worked on the Ferris wheel. He was one of the people capable of sabotaging it, and he was right there when it stopped. And Corey was in the vicinity of Frankie's bunk. What if the two of them had conspired to kill him?

      What was it Corey had said the other day when Addison asked what he thought had happened to Frankie?

      He got what he deserved.

      Were those the words of a killer?

      No. Addison couldn't see it. They were both such nice young men. It had to have been someone else.

      Charlie was tugging on the lead, desperate to get back to the water. Addison checked her watch. It was past six, and she needed to get home and start baking otherwise Hazel would have nothing to sell today.

      "Sorry mate," she said to the little white dog. "Maybe Adam can bring you out later."

      Back at the beach house she used the towel to get most of the sand and water off Charlie, but he was still pretty dirty. She led him around the verandah and out to the back garden, where she let him off the lead. He promptly rubbed himself all over the grass.

      Addison let herself in through the back door and found Olivia in the kitchen making coffee.

      "Morning Mum," she said. "Want one?"

      "Yes please." Addison started gathering the ingredients for scones and muffins, before remembering Isaac's request for pecan cinnamon scrolls. Those took longer, but they were delicious. She knew Hazel always sold out of them, so she didn't mind the extra effort.

      "Where have you been?" Olivia asked as she held the milk jug under the steam wand. She was always better at frothing the milk than Addison was. There was a certain technique to it which Addison wasn't sure she'd ever master.

      "I couldn't sleep so I took Charlie for a walk to the beach. The sunrise was lovely. I think it's going to be another nice day. Why are you up so early?"

      "Couldn't sleep either," Olivia replied. Addison looked up to find her daughter staring at her with a sheepish grin.

      "What?"

      "I have a date today," said Olivia.

      "A date? With who?"

      "Max. The guy from the bar last night."

      "What guy from the bar?"

      "You really weren't paying attention, were you?"

      Addison felt guilty. What had she missed? "I'm sorry, darling. I've been preoccupied."

      "With Isaac, yes, I know."

      "No, with the case. But let's not talk about that. Tell me about Max."

      Olivia switched the coffee machine off and cleaned the steam wand before pouring silky smooth milk into two mugs. She handed one to Addison. "He's been working behind the bar for a few weeks, apparently. We got talking last night. We're going to meet at the carnival today."

      "Oh, the blond guy? Looks like a surfer?"

      "He is a surfer, Mum. He's been travelling for a while, but he's been looking for somewhere to stick around. He likes working at the Red Lion."

      Addison sighed. Her little girl wasn't a little girl anymore.

      "Be careful on the Ferris wheel," she said.
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      Addison dropped the morning's baking off to Hazel, holding one pecan cinnamon scroll back in her handbag. She might as well hand deliver that one, save Isaac the trip. She bought two coffees to go then headed over to the police station.

      She'd promised not to tell anyone about Corey and Nabil. But that was before she realised their relationship might be a clue to Frankie's murder. All morning, as she baked, she'd oscillated between telling Isaac about them and not. She'd finally decided her duty as a police volunteer had to outweigh her conscience in this case.

      Besides, Corey and Nabil were only concerned about Nabil's family finding out. If they were innocent, then Addison was sure Isaac would have no problem keeping the relationship to himself. And if they were guilty, well, then they'd have bigger problems.

      Pushing the door to the station open, Addison bustled in with her coffee tray balanced in one hand and her over-laden handbag in the other. Before she knew it, she was face-to-face with two clowns.

      "What are you guys doing here?" she asked Corey and Luc. It was the last day of the carnival today, and she remembered something about a matinee session of the show as well as the grand finale this evening. "Don't you have a show today?"

      "We'll get them back to the carnival in plenty of time for their show," said Kendall Short, who was filling out paperwork on the other side of the counter.

      Addison noticed Constable Diaz sitting at a desk in the back of the station. He couldn't stop laughing, and she had to admit the sight of the two fully made up clowns in the station was pretty funny.

      "Is Detective Wilcox in?" Addison asked. The door to his office was closed, the blind on the interior window drawn.

      "He is, but he's just about to interview these two," said Short. Addison suppressed a giggle as she heard the word 'clowns' in her head at the end of that sentence.

      Corey and Luc, though, were in no laughing mood.

      "This is ridiculous," said Luc. "We've got a midday show. You could have come got us later, so we wouldn't have had to come in dressed like this."

      He had a point. "What are they here for?" Addison asked Short.

      "That's between them and Detective Wilcox, Mrs Lake," she said with a frown.

      "Can I see him before he gets the interview started then?" Addison asked. She held up the coffee tray. "Just quickly, to deliver this."

      Short sighed, then lifted the barrier. "Two minutes," she said, as Addison knocked on Isaac's door.

      "Come in."

      "Special delivery," said Addison as she entered and closed the door behind her. She handed him his coffee, then pulled the pecan and cinnamon scroll out of her handbag. "Sorry it's a bit squished."

      "It'll still taste the same. Thanks." He accepted it from her and wasted no time wrapping his mouth around it and taking a huge bite. Half the scroll disappeared instantly.

      "You really like those," she said, taking a seat in front of his desk.

      "I really do," he said, swallowing the mouthful. "I have an interview to do, sorry. Did you need something?"

      "Well, yes. It pertains to your interview with Corey and Luc, as a matter of fact. Corey, at least." Addison explained how she'd come across Corey and Nabil on the beach earlier while Isaac finished off his morning tea.

      "The Ferris wheel operator is the secret boyfriend?" he said.

      "Yes. But they're very keen to keep it quiet." Addison told him about Nabil's family not being supportive, and if they found out they might not let him continue working with the carnival. "It would be a shame to separate a young couple like that, don't you think?"

      "It would, as long as they're innocent. But this puts some of our evidence in a whole new light."

      Addison sipped her coffee. "What evidence?"

      "We've had a busy morning," said Isaac. He took the lid off his coffee, pulled a couple of sachets of sugar from a desk drawer, and proceeded to dump their contents in the cup. Then he searched around for a spoon but couldn't find one. The best he could do was a letter opener.

      Addison became impatient with his coffee-sugar ritual.

      "What evidence, Isaac?"

      He wiped the letter opener on a napkin, took a sip of his coffee, then finally focused on Addison.

      "We've got forensic evidence that those two bozos out there were inside Frankie Hammond's bunk. Recently. It was enough to call them in here for a little chat this morning."

      "What's that got to do with what I just told you?"

      "We've also been told by the lab guys that the Ferris wheel was definitely sabotaged. Someone rigged it to stop." Isaac leaned forward. "Now you're telling me one of the few people who could have rigged it is in a secret relationship with one of the few people who could have committed the murder."

      Addison shrugged. "That could be a coincidence," she said, although she wasn't even convincing herself.

      "I don't believe in coincidence where murder is concerned," said Isaac.

      Addison sighed and sat back with her coffee for a moment. It was no use jumping to conclusions. Yes, these recent findings made Corey and Nabil look guilty. Perhaps even with help from Luc. But it was just circumstantial – they'd all been in the right places at the right time. Or the wrong places at the wrong time, rather. But did they have a motive? They did if Frankie knew about the relationship and threatened them.

      "Who else could have sabotaged the Ferris wheel?" Addison asked.

      "Two mechanics, who we've already ruled out. Then basically all the Hanley's – Owen, Jake, Hugh, Harriet, even old Morris – and Nabil."

      "How long before it stopped? I mean, how long did whoever caused it to breakdown tamper with it before it actually broke down?"

      "The technicians said it could have been done anywhere within a twenty-four-hour window. The belt was sheared to the point where it would run for a while, then break. They also said whoever did it probably knew the safety mechanisms of the ride would cause it to just stop dead."

      "So they knew no-one would get hurt," said Addison. Her ordeal in the cage at the top of the Ferris wheel came flooding back. As good as it was to know whoever caused that anxiety hadn't meant to harm her or anyone else on the ride, she was still angry they'd done it at all.

      "That's right. Which means it was almost certainly a diversion, as I suspected."

      Addison was still having trouble believing Corey and Nabil could have perpetrated such a crime.

      "So the sabotage probably happened overnight, while everyone else was sleeping," she said.

      "That's what we suspect, yes."

      "Meaning the same person could have created the diversion the previous evening, and then hung around close to Frankie's quarters and killed him while everyone else was headed to the Ferris wheel."

      "It's possible, yes."

      "So when we cross-check the names on the list of people who could sabotage the Ferris wheel with the list of people who were close enough to Frankie's bunk at the time of the murder, who do we get?"

      Isaac plucked a piece of paper from his desk and read from it. He'd already come to the same conclusion.

      "Owen Hanley, Jake Hanley, Hugh Hanley, and Harriet Hanley."

      "Wow," said Addison. "A real family affair."

      "But I'm not ready to rule out a joint effort between Corey and Nabil," said Issac. "And the other clown has some explaining to do as well. We found both their fingerprints all over Frankie's bunk."

      Addison finished her coffee and threw the paper cup in Issac's bin. He did the same, then used a napkin to wipe his mouth.

      "Thanks for bringing in morning tea," he said. "And your information. Very helpful, as ever."

      "You're welcome. I'll leave you to it, then."

      She opened the door, then noticed the twinkle in his eye.

      "What?" she asked.

      He nodded in the direction of Corey and Luc. "On your way out, ask Constable Short to send in the clowns."
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      When Corey and Luc had marched their big red boots into Isaac's office and closed the door behind them, Addison turned back to Kendall Short.

      "How are things going with you and Jason?" she asked.

      Kendall smiled. Well, it was a half-smile at best, but that was a lot for the normally straight-faced senior constable.

      "Things are good, thank you for asking. We're thinking about taking a trip together. Just a long weekend, actually. But it'll be nice."

      "Oh? Where will you go?"

      "Probably just down to Brisbane to see a show. I miss the city sometimes."

      Addison missed the city too. Born and bred in Sydney, she'd lived there her whole life before coming to Getaway Bay three months ago. She didn't regret the decision for a second, though. The city would always be there for a visit.

      "That sounds lovely," she said, keen to get on the officer's good side. "And will the two of you be joining us for the barbecue this Friday night?"

      "I believe so," said Kendall. She focused her attention back to her desk. "I really have to get on with this paperwork," she said.

      "No problem," said Addison. "Oh, Isaac said you were looking into Harriet's bank accounts. Did you find anything that might indicate Frankie was blackmailing her?"

      "Mrs Lake, you know I can't tell you that. A person's bank details are confidential."

      "Kendall, you've been to my house a number of times now. Please call me Addison. Mrs Lake makes me sound so old."

      "Okay, Addison. But I still can't tell you."

      "No, of course you can't." Addison lifted the barrier and stepped into the public side of the station. "Do you know if Isaac has interviewed Dot Hanley yet?"

      "He's heading over to the carnival to do that as soon as he's finished here."

      "Okay." Addison raised her hand in a wave. "Look forward to seeing you on Friday."

      Back out in the street she was at a loss for what to do next. Isaac was tied up with Corey and Luc, then he was going to the carnival to interview Dot. Olivia was at the carnival on a date. Adam was holed up in his room editing his novel, only surfacing for food and beer, and Layla had just started a new painting.

      Addison checked her watch; it wasn't too far off lunchtime. She looked over to Hazel's cafe, but her friend was swamped with customers.

      It was the last day of the carnival. It was a beautiful sunny day, and breakfast had been hours ago. Suddenly a hot dog for lunch sounded divine.

      

      When she arrived at the show ground Addison briefly entertained the idea of going to see Dot Hanley herself. The talking to from Isaac she knew would result was enough to put her off, though, and she went in search of Holly instead. They'd be packing up and leaving tomorrow, so this might be the last chance Addison would get to see the young woman.

      Addison started at the fairy floss stand, but Holly wasn't serving there. She checked out the rest of the food stalls, buying herself a hot dog at one of them, but there was still no sign of Holly. She continued walking around the carnival, enjoying her lunch and keeping an eye out. She was about to ask one of the other staff if they'd seen her when she came across Hugh Hanley talking with an older man who could only be his father. They weren't arguing, but it certainly didn't seem like a friendly father-son discussion. They didn't care who was listening, either.

      "I don't understand why you're wasting your time on that mumbo-jumbo," said Morris. He pointed to the tablet in Hugh's hand.

      "It's not mumbo-jumbo, Dad. It's social media. Marketing. Surely you understand marketing."

      "We go from town to town for eight months every year. The same towns. The same families. They come back, they bring their kids. It's generational, Hugh. All we have to do is show up, and the people are waiting."

      "The people are waiting because of this," said Hugh, waving the tablet in his father's face. "I tell them we're coming. I get them ready. I post about the show, and they share the posts with their friends. And they share it with their friends. It's all online, Dad. The carnival wouldn't have half the people here if it wasn't for me."

      "Rubbish," said Morris. He folded his arms across his chest. "They come because they've always come."

      Hugh looked exasperated, and Addison felt sorry for him.

      "I came because my daughter saw it on Facebook," she said without thinking.

      Hugh spun around to face her. "Thank you," he said. "See, Dad. There's one person I brought in with this rubbish."

      "Two, if you count my daughter," said Addison. "Actually make that four – we brought my son and his fiancée as well."

      A small crowd had gathered to watch what was fast becoming a spectacle.

      "Anyone else come here today because you saw a post on social media?" Hugh asked. A few people raised their hands.

      Hugh turned back to his father, eyes begging the older man to finally get it.

      Morris shook his head. "You should be looking after your staff, not playing computer games," he said. "Why can't you be more like your brothers? Maybe we wouldn't be in this mess. Maybe Frankie wouldn't be dead."

      "Maybe you should never have hired Frankie in the first place!" Hugh yelled. He threw the tablet to the ground, the screen smashing on impact. Addison stepped back, shocked at the outburst. The crowd parted as Hugh stormed off, leaving the shattered tablet on the ground.

      Morris Hanley shoved his hands into the pockets of his overalls, turned on his heel, and walked calmly away.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            26

          

        

      

    

    
      Addison stood there for a while longer, unable to get Hugh Hanley's fury out of her mind. That wasn't just a heated discussion between father and son, or even business partners. It might have started that way, but it escalated way beyond that. At least it did on Hugh's side of the fence.

      Morris Hanley had barely reacted. In Addison's experience of family dramas, that either meant he didn't care, or he'd seen it all before. She wondered which applied in this case.

      Hugh Hanley was the one person on the suspect list Addison hadn't given much thought to. He had no motive, as far as she could tell. Or rather, all the other suspects had more of a motive.

      Paolo and Gianna stood to lose lead billing in the show, or at worst their jobs, if Frankie had succeeded in getting bumped up to the headline act. That was enough motive, but with the Ferris wheel break down also to consider, they'd lost some of their appeal as lead suspects. It was unlikely the magic duo knew how to sabotage such a large piece of equipment.

      Bob Carter and Harriet Hanley had a secret they didn't want exposed. If Frankie had found out about it, he could have been blackmailing them – although she had no idea if this was true because Constable Short refused to share her research of Harriet's bank account.

      Jake Hanley had gambling debts. If he owed Frankie money, perhaps that was sufficient motive for murder.

      But what about Hugh? What motive did he have?

      He certainly had a temper. But Frankie Hammond's murder had been planned. From the distraction of the Ferris wheel breakdown, to stabbing him in the back as he took his regular nap before the show, whoever did it knew exactly what they were doing. It wasn't a heat of the moment attack.

      Addison realised she needed to know more about Hugh Hanley. And the best person to ask was Holly.

      But where was she?

      Addison made her way back around the carnival to the food stalls. This time she asked each of the vendors if they'd seen Holly, but all she got was head shakes and a lot of 'no, sorry,' or 'haven't seen her all day'. Her concern was only heightened when she spoke to the girl operating the fairy floss machine.

      "No, but if you find her tell her I'm not happy," said the girl. She twirled spun sugar around a stick and handed it to a small boy, before taking money from the boy's mother. "It's supposed to be my day off, but Holly never showed."

      "She didn't turn up for work? Are you sure?"

      "I'm standing here instead of lying on the beach, aren't I?" said the girl.

      Addison persisted. "Is it usual for Holly to miss work like this?"

      The girl shoved the money in the cash drawer and sighed. "No, not really. I checked her bunk, thought she might be sick, but she wasn't there. I don't know where she's got to, sorry. She's not answering her phone, either."

      "Aren't you worried?" Addison asked.

      Another shrug. "She's a grown up. Why would I be worried?"

      "Because there was a murder here less than a week ago?"

      "Oh. Yeah, right. Well now I'm worried. Thanks, lady."

      Addison walked away before she said something she'd regret. She needed to raise the alarm. She had a bad feeling about this.

      She pulled her mobile phone out of her pocket and called Isaac. He was at the carnival, just finishing up his interview with Dot Hanley. They agreed to meet by one of the food trucks.

      "Have you asked anyone else about her?" said Isaac when she walked towards him. "Harriet, maybe?"

      "I've asked everyone I could find," said Addison, "but I haven't spoken to any of the Hanleys."

      "All right. Let's not panic. We'll take a look around together before we raise the alarm. Does Holly have a mobile phone?"

      "Yes, but I don't know the number. Oh, the girl selling fairy floss does."

      "I'll get Kendall onto it," he said, firing off a quick text message. "Right. Which way have you been?"

      Addison looked up and down the main thoroughfare of the carnival. She'd been up and down here a number of times. "She's not around here, I've checked. Let's go over to the staff area. They'll let you in."

      As they walked in that direction Addison asked about his interview with Dot to keep her mind off the growing feeling of dread in her stomach.

      "She admitted Bob and Harriet had a fling five years ago that resulted in young Henry," said Isaac.

      "A fling?"

      "Yes. Apparently, it's not ongoing. But Harriet was honest with Bob about the boy from the start. Owen, too."

      "Owen Hanley knows his son is not his? Biologically?"

      "That's right. Owen is unable to have children. When Henry was born, Bob wasn't too keen on the idea of having a child. So they all agreed Henry would be raised as Owen's, and Bob would see him once a year when the carnival came to Getaway Bay."

      Addison didn't see that coming.

      "So what was the argument about? The one I overheard in the pub? If Bob didn't want the boy, why is he now saying Henry should stay here to go to school?"

      "Dot says Bob's opinion on the matter has changed in five years. He's grown fond of the boy, and fond of the idea of having him in his life. Five years ago, according to Dot, Bob thought he was going to settle down and have a family of his own. Henry didn't play a part in that scenario. But now he's realised what he's missed out on and wants to have more of a say in Henry's life."

      "Starting with his schooling," said Addison.

      "Correct."

      "Wow, that all sounds complicated."

      "Dot says they're trying to work it out, and fortunately they all seem to be in agreement about doing what's best for the boy. But as far as I'm concerned that's their problem. The important thing for me is Dot confirmed they were all together at the time of the murder. Dot, Bob, Harriet, and Owen."

      "And you believe them?"

      "I've no reason not to, now that she's explained it. Plus, there's no evidence Frankie was blackmailing Harriet."

      They reached the staff area, and both stepped over the low chain separating it from the main carnival. It was mostly deserted, and Addison realised most of the staff and performers would be at the matinee show. It gave them a chance for a good look around. She kept her eyes peeled for Holly.

      "I think we can rule the clowns out of the picture as well," said Isaac.

      "Good," said Addison. "I never thought it was them. What did they tell you this morning? Why were they in Frankie's bunk?"

      "They were there to threaten him," said Isaac.

      Addison grabbed his arm to stop him. "They what?"

      "We were right about Frankie trying to blackmail them. He caught Corey and Nabil together one night and threatened to tell Nabil's parents unless they paid him half their wages each. Corey told Luc, and Luc walked straight into Frankie's bunk and counter-threatened. Apparently, Luc knew that Frankie had been secretly seeing Davina."

      "Jake's wife?" Addison was losing track.

      "Yep. Luc said he was more than happy to tell Jake what his wife had been up to, which would almost certainly have cost Frankie his job. Frankie backed down, and a truce was made. So the clowns had no reason to kill Frankie."

      "But Jake did," said Addison. "If he knew about the affair with Davina."

      "Yeah. Davina was my next stop, before you rang."

      "My goodness," said Addison. "Frankie and Davina, Harriet and Bob, Corey and Nabil. There are a lot of secret relationships going on in this carnival."

      "Don't forget the trapeze artists. It's not surprising when you think about it," said Isaac. "They spend eight months of the year travelling together." He swept a hand over the camp trailers. "Look at the size of the spaces most of them live in. And the only people they see more than once are each other. Of course relationships are going to form. Not to mention arguments."

      "Arguments!" said Addison. She suddenly remembered why she was so desperate to find Holly. She told Isaac about the argument between Hugh Hanley and his father, and how it had escalated so quickly.

      "I realised we hadn't paid much attention to Hugh because we had no motive for him."

      "You're right. We looked into him, but he was clean. Nothing showed up on his record, bank accounts, phone records, anything. We have no reason to suspect him."

      They'd walked through the staff area and out the other side, with no sign of Holly. Now they were approaching the circus tent, where Addison could hear the music that accompanied the clowns' performance.

      "There!" said Addison, pointing to the side of the main tent. There was a smaller tent attached to the big one, where the performers milled about waiting and getting ready to go in. Addison thought she caught a glimpse of Holly around the back of the smaller tent.

      They picked up their pace and closed the gap within seconds.

      "You're not supposed to be back here," said one of the trapeze performers, but Isaac held up his badge and waved the guy away. Addison walked around the back of the tent and found Holly, eyes red from crying.

      "Holly! What's wrong? Where have you been?" Addison grabbed the girl by both arms.

      "Oh, Addison. It's all a big mess. It's all my fault."

      "What's your fault?"

      "I never should have lied to him," she said, sobbing. Addison could barely make out the words.

      "Lied to who? About what? Holly, you're scaring me. What's wrong?"

      Holly fell to her knees. "I think Hugh killed Frankie. And it's all my fault."
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      Holly had dissolved into a mess of tears, and it was a full two minutes before Addison could get any more information out of her. But when she finally spoke, it did nothing to allay Addison's fears.

      "I shouldn't have lied to him," Holly said again. "It's all my fault."

      Addison pulled the girl to her feet. "Holly, you need to pull yourself together. Tell us what you said to Hugh. Tell us why you think he killed Frankie."

      Holly took a deep breath. "Frankie knew about Corey and Nabil," she said. "He was going to tell Nabil's parents. They would have made him quit the carnival and leave Corey. It's not fair."

      "Okay," Addison prompted. "We know that much. What did you do?"

      "I told Hugh… I… I said Frankie had harassed me. It was kind of true. He was always making mean comments. He was a horrible man. Hugh didn't like him either. No-one did, except old Mr Hanley. I thought if I gave Hugh a good reason, he could fire Frankie and we could all go back to being happy. Like we were before he came along."

      "But Hugh didn't fire Frankie," said Isaac.

      "No. He killed him."

      "Do you know this for sure?" Isaac asked.

      Holly looked up at Addison, her eyes wide and pleading.

      "If you know, you have to tell us," Addison said gently.

      Holly's eyes fell to the ground. "He told me. Last night. He came to my bunk and told me he'd dealt with the problem, and now we could be together."

      "Where is Hugh now?" asked Isaac.

      Holly pointed to the main tent. "It's show time. He's directing the performance."

      Isaac lifted his phone to his ear and started speaking. In less than a minute Short and Diaz were with them. Isaac explained the situation to them.

      "We need to cover all three exits," he said. "And let's not make a scene. There'll be a lot of kids in there."

      He turned to Holly. "Can you come in with me? It's a big tent. I need you to show me exactly where he is."

      Holly took a deep breath and nodded.

      "You stay here," Isaac said to Addison.

      "Not a chance," said Addison. "My daughter is in that tent."

      Isaac sighed and shook his head. "Stay behind me, both of you."

      Short and Diaz went off in separate directions, and Isaac moved towards the closest entrance. He waited a few more seconds for the others to get into position, then entered the tent.

      Addison and Holly were right behind him.

      It took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the darkness, but soon enough Addison could see Paolo and Gianna in the ring. By the looks of it their act was just getting started.

      Addison's eyes followed Holly's pointed finger to where Hugh Hanley stood at the side of the ring. He looked so normal. Could he really be a killer?

      She remembered his outburst earlier in the day. He'd got so angry with his father he'd smashed the electronic tablet on the ground.

      Maybe he could be a killer.

      Addison scanned the crowd for Olivia. There she was, two rows from the front, watching the magicians intently with Max from the Red Lion. Addison pulled herself in further behind the seats, so Olivia didn't see her.

      What was Isaac going to do? He had to arrest Hugh, but did he really have to do it in front of all these people? Couldn't it have waited until the show was over?

      Isaac was inching closer to Hugh, and as soon as Hugh spotted him and the other two officers blocking the exits, Addison knew the answer to her question. Hugh's eyes darted around, looking for an escape route. But he was trapped. Diaz blocked the exit right behind him, and Short was covering the door on the other side of the tent.

      Diaz took a step closer, and for a minute Addison thought Hugh was going to give himself up. But instead he ran into the middle of the ring and started climbing the ladder. He was so quick he was almost at the top before the crowd gasped.

      "Oh no," said Isaac.

      Harriet Hanley appeared at his side. "What's going on?" she said. "What are you doing here?" She spotted Hugh at the top of the tent. "What's he doing up there?"

      "Long story," said Isaac. "But I don't think he's of sound mind right now. We need to get these people out of here. Calmly."

      The crowd were already starting to point and whisper. The whispers got louder, until they weren't whispers anymore.

      "Is this part of the show?" Addison heard one woman say.

      "It might be part of the magic trick," said a man next to her.

      "I don't think so," said someone else. "He's not in costume. He'd be wearing a costume if it was part of the show."

      "You're right," said the first woman. "He's not wearing a costume, Greg."

      "Yes, I heard," said Greg. "The magicians have stopped, too. They're looking up at him like we are."

      "Definitely not part of the show," said the woman.

      Addison looked over at Olivia. Her daughter's face was filled with fright, and Addison wanted to rush to her and tell her it was going to be okay.

      But it wasn't going to be okay.

      "Oh, my goodness," someone else in the crowd exclaimed. "He's going to jump."
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      "So much for keeping them calm," said Isaac, amidst screams from the crowd.

      "I've got an idea," said Addison. She raced back out to the changing room tent and found Corey and Luc. "Put your wigs back on, boys. They need you in there." She quickly explained what was happening and pushed them back into the main tent.

      They caught on quickly, like the professionals they were. After a few quick tumbles and slapstick moves to get everyone's attention, Corey explained that there was a small problem with the tent and the man up in the air was going to fix it. But everyone had to help by standing up and wiggling about with their craziest dance moves.

      The kids got right into it, and soon enough most of the adults caught on and helped to distract the kids. Within minutes Corey and Luc had the laughing crowd on their feet and dancing their way out of the tent. Addison was relieved when Olivia and Max were out of harm's way.

      Isaac had kept his eye on Hugh Hanley the whole time.

      "You think he's really going to jump?" Addison asked once the tent had been cleared of the public.

      "I don't know," said Isaac. "But that was brilliant. Thank you."

      "Don't thank me. Corey and Luc are the stars here." Addison looked up at Hugh. He was holding onto the rope-ladder so tight Addison could see the whites of his knuckles from down on the ground. He didn't look like he wanted to jump.

      "What now?" she asked.

      "Yes, what now?" asked Holly. "You can't let him hurt himself. Oh my goodness, this is all my fault."

      "Stop it, Holly," said Addison with as stern a voice as she could muster. "You can't blame yourself. He's the one who climbed up there. He's the one who killed Frankie."

      "What?" Addison turned at the sound of the deep voice. It belonged to Jake. The whole Hanley family had entered the tent and were now staring up at Hugh. Harriet must have gone and got them. Dot's face was a mixture of fear and confusion, while her husband was just annoyed. Owen and Harriet's concern was obvious, their heads swivelled from Hugh to each other and then around the tent, looking for some way to help. Davina's eyes were on Jake.

      "There's no time to explain," said Isaac. "Isn't there supposed to be a net or something? To catch the performers if they fall?"

      "We only put the net up during the trapeze act," said Jake. "Did you say Hugh killed Frankie?"

      "Yes," said Isaac. "Is there any way we can get the net back up?"

      "I'm on it," said Owen.

      "He's not going to jump," said another voice. Morris Hanley stepped into the middle of the ring. "Get down from there, right now," he yelled up to Hugh.

      "No," said Hugh.

      "Please, Hugh," said Dot, joining her husband in the ring underneath her youngest son. "What are you doing?"

      "I don't belong, Mum. I never have."

      "Get down here now," said Morris, his voice louder now. "Do you have any idea how much this is costing me? All those people are going to want their money back…"

      "It's all about money to you, isn't it?" said Jake, stepping into the ring to confront his father. "That's what everything comes back to."

      "Of course it's about money," said Morris. "How else am I supposed to put food on the table? Clothes on your back? This carnival has supported our family for over seventy years."

      Addison felt like she was intruding on a private family matter, but she couldn't tear herself away. She stood rooted to the spot, Holly in her arms with tears streaming down her cheeks. She glanced at Isaac, who was keeping a close watch on Hugh.

      "This carnival is tearing our family apart," said Jake. "Do you have any idea what we've all sacrificed for you? For this bloody show to go on?"

      "What are you talking about?" said Morris. "What sacrifices? I've given you everything. I've made it possible for you to live a great life."

      "It's your life, Dad. Not ours. But we don't have a choice."

      "You don't know what's good for you," said Morris.

      "Really? Owen having to come back here every year to be reminded that his son isn't his? That's good for him? Hugh stuck in a stupid circus managing temperamental performers when he's smart enough to get any job he wants? That's good for him? And me, having to pretend I don't know my wife is having an affair with a complete asshat of a man because he's this year's favourite son to you. That's good for me? When is one of your actual sons going to be your favourite, Dad? What do we have to do to get you to care about us?"

      "I…"

      "Save it, Dad. It's too late." Jake looked up to Hugh, still dangling from the top of the ladder. "Come down, mate. I can't let you do this."

      "Jake…" said Hugh.

      "No. You deserve better." Jake turned to Isaac and held out his arms, fists clenched and wrists together. "I'm the one you want. I killed Frankie."
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      Chaos followed Jake's confession. Everyone talked at once, but Addison watched as Isaac and his team never took their eyes off Hugh.

      "Shut up, all of you," said Addison. "You can argue later. We've got to get him down."

      Owen was struggling to set the safety net on his own. Addison and Holly raced to help, and finally Morris did too. Dot and Davina stood back out of the way, but they went to separate sides of the ring. Dot may have been aware of Harriet's past indiscretion with Bob, but she'd obviously had no idea about Davina and Frankie.

      Isaac hadn't handcuffed Jake, who now climbed the ladder after his brother.

      "Don't," said Hugh.

      "Mate, you have to come down," said Jake. He stopped halfway up. "I've told them it was me. There's no reason for you to do this. It's over."

      "Why did you do that? I'm not like you, Jake. You and Owen. You can handle this life. I'm not good enough."

      Jake held onto the rope ladder with one hand. "You're right," he said. "You're not suited to this life. You're better than this. All of this." He ran his free hand through the air, palm up, to illustrate. "You can be anything you want, Hugh. You need to stop letting this place hold you back. You need to stop letting Dad hold you back."

      Morris looked up from where he was busy hooking the safety net into place. "I'm not—"

      "Shut up, Dad," said Owen. "Let Jake speak for once."

      "Why are you up here, Hugh?" Jake asked. "Why are you trying to take the blame for something you didn't do?"

      "I… you have more to stick around for than me," said Hugh. "Davina, and the baby… you said you were going to stop gambling, win her back. Make a real go of it. I can't let you throw all that away."

      "That's not your choice to make, little brother. I'm the screw-up of this family, not you. I made my own choices. Now I have to face the consequences."

      Addison finally managed to get her corner of the safety net hooked in place. She looked up to find the others had done the same and breathed a sigh of relief that the threat of danger had passed. Her mind started working overtime to process what she'd just heard.

      It was Jake who killed Frankie?

      Now that the net was in place, Isaac called up to the two brothers.

      "Any chance you two can get down here so we can sort this mess out?"

      Jake looked up to his younger brother. "How about it?"

      Hugh nodded, and climbed down after Jake. Once they were both on the ground Dot wrapped her arms around Hugh, while Jake held out his wrists again.

      "I killed Frankie Hammond," he said.

      Isaac raised his eyebrows at Hugh, who nodded. Isaac signalled to Senior Constable Short, who stepped forward to arrest Jake.

      "Hang on a minute," said Morris, grasping Jake's arm. "What are you saying?"

      "I said I killed Frankie. He stole my life, Dad."

      "But I thought the two of you got on all right?"

      Jake stared at his father a moment before answering. "We did at first. But then he turned on me. I know the gambling was my own fault, and I don't blame anyone for the trouble I got into there. But he made it worse. He encouraged me to borrow money, money he knew I couldn't pay back. He even lent me some himself. Then he got close to Davina, and I couldn't do anything about it. He was so sneaky, Dad. He had you fooled."

      He turned to his wife. "Davina too. He didn't even care about you. Or the baby."

      Davina placed a hand protectively over her belly. "It's not his," she said.

      "I know."

      "Then why?"

      Jake shrugged. "I don't know. The gambling, you, Dad and the way he was turning on me and Hugh, it all seemed to stem from Frankie. No-one liked him. He was ruining us. I had to do something."

      "Why didn't you come to me?" asked Morris.

      "I tried, Dad. You wouldn't listen. You wouldn't hear a bad word about him. He was your new prodigy. You would have sacked Paolo and given him top billing if Hugh hadn't stopped you. You even invited him to come to the house this winter. I couldn't stand the thought of that. Of him hanging around Davina all that time. It's bad enough on the road. But out there, with nothing to do…"

      Isaac stepped forward. "That's probably enough for now," he said. "Take him back to the station. I'll be there shortly."

      Short and Diaz took Jake away, and Davina started to cry. Harriet put an arm around her and led her away. Owen followed.

      Dot Hanley broke down at the sight of her son being led away in handcuffs. She collapsed into a ringside seat, and Morris, for the first time Addison had seen, went to comfort her.

      That left Addison, Isaac, Holly, and Hugh.

      "Why did you tell me you'd killed Frankie?" Holly asked Hugh.

      "I didn't," said Hugh. "Well not exactly. I let you believe I did, though. I'm sorry. I guess I just wanted to impress you. I couldn't stand the thought of him hurting you. I went to confront him, but he was already dead."

      "He was already dead?" said Isaac. "Did you see Jake kill him?"

      Hugh shook his head. "He told me yesterday. He came and told me Davina was pregnant, and he didn't know what to do. I said he needed to clean himself up, stop gambling, and be a good husband and father. He agreed."

      "And then you let me believe you'd killed Frankie because you thought it might impress me?" Holly asked. She was angry now, and Addison wouldn't have been surprised if Holly reached out and slapped Hugh across the face.

      Hugh shrugged. "It didn't, though. You said you didn't want anything to do with me."

      "I said I was thinking of staying here, in Getaway Bay," said Holly. "That's not the same thing."

      "It is to me. I can't stay here. I have a commitment to the carnival. To my family."

      "Then what the heck were you thinking climbing up there and trying to take the blame for murdering Frankie?"

      "I saw the police come in the tent with you and I panicked. I figured you must have told them I did it. Then I realised I could save Jake if I took the blame and…"

      "And what?" Holly's tears had long since dried up. Her face was red with anger now. "Jumped? With everything you have to live for? Are you crazy?"

      "What do I have to live for? You rejected me, Holly. I love you. I don't want to live without you. And I can't leave the carnival. My family needs me."

      Addison looked over to Dot, who had calmed down and was now listening intently with Morris. Addison felt the need to intervene.

      "The two of you have anything to add here?" she asked.

      Dot stood and came over to her son. "Do you really want to do this job for the rest of your life?" she asked him.

      "I don't have a choice. With Jake gone…"

      "Of course you have a choice. Your father and I are retiring. We won't be going on the road with Hanley Brothers next year. If it even goes on the road at all."

      Morris opened his mouth to speak, but Dot shot him a look that closed his mouth again.

      "That's up to Owen and Harry. They can run things on their own if they want to. Or they can retire too. We'll sell. Or we'll just stop. It doesn't matter. This business has already cost us one son. It's not going to cost us any more."

      Hugh embraced his mother in a hug, then turned back to Holly.

      "So you want to stay in Getaway Bay?"

      "Maybe," said Holly.

      "Mind if I stay with you?"

      She studied him for a moment before her mouth broke into a wide grin.

      "Not at all."
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      By the time Friday afternoon rolled around, Hanley Brothers Carnival had left town and the sports fields were almost back to normal. Addison had spent most of the day in her kitchen. After the events of the last two weeks, she was expecting a large turn-out for the Friday barbecue.

      "Where do you want these?" said Adam. He'd finished buttering the bread rolls, and held an enormous basket-full in his hands.

      "Put a tea towel over the top to keep them fresh and put them on the sideboard in the dining room for now," said Addison. There was no bench space left in the kitchen. "Then you can go and set up outside if you like."

      Adam didn't need telling twice. He grabbed a beer from the fridge and took off out the back door.

      "How are you two doing?" Addison asked Layla and Olivia. They were busily chopping greens and making a couple of different salads.

      "Just about done," said Olivia.

      "Me too," said Layla.

      "Are you still going to come back and help me on Fridays?" Addison asked. Layla's new art gallery and home were almost ready to move into.

      "Try and keep me away," said Layla.

      "I'm going to miss having you around."

      "Oh, Addison. I'll only be five minutes away. You can come and see me anytime."

      "I know. And you can count on me as a regular visitor. But the beach house won't be the same without you."

      Olivia put the finishing touches on her coleslaw. "Speaking of the beach house, have you advertised for new boarders yet Mum?"

      Addison nodded. "Adam and I worked on that last night. He said he put the ad up this morning."

      "No takers yet?"

      "Actually, there have been a couple of responses. We'll go through them later. I don't want to rush into anything this time." As much as she wanted to fill the house with artists and writers again, Addison was wary after what had happened earlier in the year.

      "That's understandable," said Layla. "Hey, maybe you should have your boyfriend here when you interview potential boarders."

      "He's not—"

      "Your boyfriend," Olivia and Layla both finished for her.

      "Yeah, we know, Mum. But he's got potential, right?"

      Addison shook her head. Maybe Olivia going back to university tomorrow wasn't such a bad thing.

      She heard the side gate open, and looked out the back window to see Jason and Kendall arrive.

      "I'm going out to greet the guests," she said, picking up the cheese platter she'd finished preparing and taking it out to the back garden.

      Charlie and Bella circled her feet as she made her way down the steps and onto the grass. "Get out of it, you two," she said, shooing them away. "I'm going to trip over you one of these days."

      "Hi, Addison," said Jason. He handed her a bottle of wine and Kendall placed a lovely tray of cut fruit on the table.

      "Hello, both of you." Addison noticed Hazel and Martin were already there as well. She greeted them, and Mrs Jones, who was trying to corral Bella. She had no chance once the side gate went again and Juliet and Josie Porter entered.

      "Bella! Charlie!"

      Both dogs ran and jumped all over Josie. They loved their groomer almost as much as they loved their owners.

      Addison chatted with all her guests, as she did every Friday afternoon. She was still not sure how it had happened, but Friday afternoon drinks and dinner at the beach house had become her favourite time of the week. It made Getaway Bay feel like home.

      "How's Holly doing?" Addison asked Hazel. After declaring her desire to stick around in the bay, Holly had asked Addison if she knew of any work available. Addison pointed her in Hazel's direction, as business seemed to be booming at the café.

      "She's great. A natural. I'm actually thinking of taking a few weeks off soon, once things quieten down for the winter. Holly will be able to manage no problem."

      "Are you going to have a holiday?" Addison asked.

      Hazel exchanged a grin with Martin. "We're thinking of a cruise, actually."

      "Perfect! You'll love it."

      The gate opened again and the last of the guests arrived. Isaac came in with a giant box of chocolates, which he presented to Addison.

      "For the group," he explained. "I didn't know what else to bring."

      "Of course," said Addison, not daring to look at Layla and Olivia. She could sense their wicked smirks behind her back. She put the chocolates on the table while Isaac helped himself to a beer.

      "So the case is all wrapped up then?" Addison asked.

      "Finally, yes." Isaac took a long drink. "Ah, that's better. Long day. There's so much paperwork involved in a murder."

      "But you have a confession, right? There won't need to be a trial."

      "No, Jake will go straight to sentencing."

      Addison sipped the glass of wine someone had handed her. "Do we know any more about why he did it?" she asked.

      "I think it had more to do with his father than he's willing to admit."

      "How so?"

      "Morris was trying to cling on to the glory days of the carnival. He fancied himself as the showman, the one to bring entertainment to the masses. That's the way Frankie carried himself too, from what we can gather. Frankie got Morris's attention, and Jake didn't like it.

      "Frankie, of course, revelled in it. He saw an opportunity to have some fun and alienate the three brothers."

      Addison didn't understand. "But why would he do that? They were his employers."

      "He didn't care about that. Morris was the figurehead. He was the one Frankie attached himself to. To everyone else he was his regular self – a lying, cheating, self-centred pig."

      Addison was surprised at such strong words from Isaac.

      "We finally got some background information on Frankie," Isaac continued. "This was a pattern with him, playing with people for his own amusement. He never held the same job for more than a year or two. Most companies just fired him…"

      "But Jake took it a step further," said Addison.

      "Yes. Davina admitted she was… shall we say… involved with Frankie, but she said it was only to make Jake notice her. He noticed, all right. Now her baby will grow up without a father."

      Addison shook her head. She was continually surprised at what people would do in the name of love.

      "Did you manage to do that other thing we talked about?" she asked Isaac.

      "I did. Where is he?"

      "Over by the barbecue, I'd imagine." They both turned to find Adam fiddling with the gas bottle. They walked over.

      "Is it empty?" Isaac asked when they reached him.

      "I think so. No problem, there's a spare in the shed." Adam turned to go get it, but Addison grabbed his arm.

      "Before you do that," she glanced at Isaac.

      "Ah yes." Isaac cleared his throat. "I've had another look at that incident of yours, years ago."

      "The charges were dropped," said Adam. His back straightened defensively.

      "Yes, I'm aware of that. I was looking into whether it would restrict you from becoming a police volunteer."

      Adam's eyes widened. "And would it? I mean, does it?"

      Isaac smiled. "It doesn't.

      "So I'm in?"

      "I've got the paperwork in the car."

      "Yes!" Adam wrapped both arms around Isaac and pulled him into a hug. He then hugged Addison, lifting her clean off the ground.

      "Put me down!" Addison cried, but by the time her feet hit the ground she was laughing.

      "Thank you so much," said Adam. "You won't regret it. Addison and I will make the best sleuthing team in town, you wait and see."

      "I don't doubt it," said Isaac. "But I'm rather hoping for some peace and quiet for a while, if you don't mind. I think this town has seen enough murders since you two arrived."

      Addison couldn't agree more. She sent Adam off to get the spare gas bottle, thanked Isaac for making Adam's day, and went back to her guests.

      Police business could wait.
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      It took less than a minute to descend into chaos.

      When Ebony Weir, director of the Riverwood Dog Club and organiser of the Riverwood and Getaway Bay Annual Dog Show decided to 'mix things up a little' at this year's show, she was the only one who didn't foresee problems.

      Ebony's idea of mixing things up was to award the prizes for Best in Group at the gala dinner on Saturday evening, rather than directly after judging on Saturday afternoon.

      The way Addison had heard it, Ebony was trying to repair the rifts that had formed between a few of the regular contestants and one of the judges. Her big plan was to get everyone together over a meal and a glass of wine or two, sort it all out, and finish with the presentation. Then they could go into the judging of Best in Show on Sunday with everyone getting along just fine.

      Except that was never going to happen, according to Hazel Henshaw and Mrs Jones, Addison's two key informants when it came to local matters.

      Hazel, who also happened to be good friends with Ebony Weir, had tried talking the dog show director out of the idea.

      "You can't present the group trophies to the winners without the dogs there," Hazel had said.

      "Then we'll have the dinner outside," said Ebony with a shrug. "The dogs can come."

      It proved a fatal mistake.

      Everything was fine at first. Owners arrived with their prized possessions on leashes, all immaculately groomed for the evening. Each table had place settings for six humans, and bowls set out next to the table for up to four dogs. Everyone was very well behaved.

      Unfortunately, while the wine and beer flowed freely before the presentation, there was an issue with the food. The meals were supposed to be served with treats on the side to be given to dogs by their owners, but the treats had been misplaced. Rather than sending out the people food without the dog treats, Ebony held the meals back until after the presentations. The result was a number of inebriated humans in charge of a lot of over-excited dogs in the middle of the town square.

      The first dog escaped right after the last group winner was announced. An enthusiastic male German Shepherd, who clearly didn't care that he'd been pipped at the post in the working dog group, decided to get up close and personal with a female German Shepherd three tables over. Unfortunately, his owner had tied his leash around the table leg while she went off in search of more wine, so the dog took the table and all of its contents with him on his amorous quest.

      The resulting crash of glasses and bottles set them all off. Owners leapt to avoid spilled drinks, pulling their dogs away from the broken glass. Some weren't quick enough to grab their charges, and more tables toppled. A few dogs got loose and enjoyed their new-found freedom by rampaging through the flower beds lining the town square.

      It was a disaster.

      Addison and her table enjoyed every minute of it.

      "I'm glad Charlie isn't here," said Addison, holding her wine glass out of harm's way. She was there with Mrs Jones and her dog Bella, who'd just taken out the top prize for the toy dog group. Hazel was with them, as well as Juliet and Josie Porter, Getaway Bay's vet and dog groomer. The five women had leapt from their seats as soon as the chaos began, and were now standing back watching Ebony and her army of volunteers trying to get things under control.

      "Do you think we should help?" asked Hazel.

      "We'd just be in the way," said Juliet.

      Her twin sister nodded. "Yes. I vote for keeping out of the way now, and helping fix things later. Like tomorrow." Josie bent and gave Bella a pat on the head. "You're a good girl, aren't you? Not interested in getting in the middle of all that."

      "Bella's too smart for that," said Addison. "Besides, most of those dogs are three times her size. She'd get trampled."

      Mrs Jones said nothing, but Addison noticed the old lady's tight grip on Bella's leash.

      "Who's that?" Addison asked. She pointed to a young woman wearing a volunteer's t-shirt who didn't seem to be doing much to help.

      "Her name's Lucy," said Mrs Jones. "She's the one who's supposed to be looking after the contestants."

      "Supposed to be?" said Hazel.

      "That's the rumour," said Mrs Jones. "The lass hasn't come near me and Bella, though, save for one time to tell me I was standing in the wrong place."

      "She also looks after the judges," said Josie. "I think she's been spending most of her time with them."

      "With one of us," Juliet corrected. "That Perry Abbott is a piece of work. He's been monopolising her time completely. Ted and I have hardly got a look in."

      The dog show was usually held in Riverwood, but this year the Riverwood community centre was in the middle of refurbishments and Ed Mathieson, Getaway Bay's local elected councillor, had suggested the show move to the bay. The town square was the perfect venue, he'd argued, and the Riverwood Dog Club, after much deliberation, had agreed.

      As a nod to the locals, Riverwood had also agreed to let the small Getaway Bay dog club appoint one of the three judges for the event. They'd chosen Juliet, who had completed all the training just a week before her first official day of judging today. She'd been nervous, but she'd done well, Addison thought. At least she'd seemed to give every dog fair consideration, according to Addison's very limited knowledge of dog show competitions.

      By all accounts, the town had been delighted to host the show this year. Planting of the spring flowers had been brought forward so the square was looking its best for the event, which attracted dog owners from up to four hours away.

      It had looked lovely, too. People had commented all day on how nice the venue was, and how convenient to have it in the middle of town. They'd even warmed to the idea of having the dinner in the square.

      Looking around at the state of the square now though, not to mention the dogs covered in dirt from the flower beds, Addison couldn't help but think this was going to be the one and only time the dogs would be invited to the gala dinner.

      "Do you think we're going to get fed?" asked Mrs Jones. "I'm starving."

      "I wouldn't bet on it," said Addison. She counted at least six tables upended. "They've finished the last of the presentations for the night, haven't they?"

      "Yes," said Josie. "The working dog group was last, that went to Bailey the Border Collie."

      Addison checked her watch. It was almost eight o'clock. No wonder they were all hungry. "Let's go back to my place," she suggested. "I'll throw something together for us."

      There were murmurs of agreement all around. Hazel said she had half a sponge cake leftover at the café she'd bring for dessert. They were about to head for their cars when a piercing scream stopped everyone in their tracks.

      All eyes turned to the table at the top of the square, near the temporary stage that had been set up for the evening. Even the dogs stopped chasing each other.

      The first thing Addison saw was a pair of feet sticking out from behind the table. She raced forward, thinking someone had been knocked over by one of the dogs. But when she got there, she knew it was worse than that.

      Far worse.

      She was looking at a body.
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      "It's Perry Abbott!" Juliet declared, arriving by Addison's side a moment later. Josie and Hazel followed, and a crowd quickly gathered around them.

      "Somebody call an ambulance," said Addison. Hazel pulled a mobile phone out of her pocket and stepped away to make the call.

      "What happened?" came another voice. Addison looked up to see Lucy McGregor, the volunteer they'd been speaking about moments earlier, leaning over the body. "Is he dead?" she asked.

      Addison knelt beside Perry and checked for a pulse, but she could tell from the man's face he was clearly gone.

      "Is he dead?"

      It was a different voice this time. Addison looked up to find the ghost-white face of the woman who'd screamed, staring at her.

      Addison blocked out the chaos around them and focused on the woman. "Are you his wife?"

      She nodded.

      "Yes, I'm sorry. He's dead."

      The woman continued to stare at Addison as tears brimmed and then spilled over. They dropped onto her husband's face. Only then did she close her eyes and give way to the grief.

      Josie and Juliet both put their arms around the woman and pulled her away.

      "Ambulance is on the way," said Hazel, returning to Addison's side. "What happened?"

      "Good question," said Addison. "Heart attack?"

      "Possibly. The ambos will know. We should get these people back."

      Addison nodded as she stood. She surveyed the crowd, noting they'd mostly managed to get their dogs under control and were now all staring at the dead man.

      "That didn't look like a heart attack," said a tall man standing nearby. It was Ed Mathieson.

      Addison turned to him. "What do you mean?"

      "My brother had a heart attack last year," Ed continued. "Didn't look like that. My brother grabbed at his chest, like this." He demonstrated by clutching the left side of his chest and staggering backwards. "This fellow seemed more like he was having a fit. You know, spasms and such. He arched his back, and his arms went all rigid." Ed demonstrated this, too. Addison found herself wondering whether he belonged to the local amateur dramatic society.

      "What happened next?" she asked.

      "He fell to the ground, and that's when Helen started screaming." Ed shook his head. "Didn't look like a heart attack."

      Addison took another look at the body. Perry Abbott's eyes were still open, his face blue. She turned to Hazel.

      "You'd better call Isaac."

      

      Detective Isaac Wilcox arrived ten minutes later, flanked by Getaway Bay's two uniformed officers, Senior Constable Kendall Short and Constable Ryan Diaz. Addison had never been more glad to see the three.

      "I tried to keep everyone back," she said as Isaac approached. "Most people were considerate." She frowned at Ed Mathieson. He'd spent the last ten minutes towering over the body and refusing to budge.

      "Where's the ambulance?" Isaac asked.

      "They're coming from Riverwood," said Hazel. "Should be here any minute."

      Isaac nodded to his troops, who got to work moving people back and into some sort of order. Short told them all to be patient and to hang around, as they'd need to be interviewed.

      "Do we know who this is?" asked Isaac.

      "Perry Abbott," said Addison. "He's one of the judges of the dog show."

      "He's the main judge," Juliet added. She'd come back to join the little group huddled over the body. Josie was still comforting Mrs Abbott.

      "What happened?" asked Isaac, crouching to take a closer look at the body.

      "Ask him," said Addison, pointing to Ed.

      Ed Mathieson stepped forward and described again the moments leading up to the judge's death.

      "Looked like he was having a fit," said Ed. He described the spasms and jerking movements, once again with demonstrations. When he'd finished Isaac asked Ed to go and join the others being interviewed by Short and Diaz.

      "That doesn't sound like a heart attack," said Juliet.

      "No," Isaac agreed. He turned to Addison. "Do you know if anyone left the area?"

      Addison shook her head. "I couldn't say. I was focused on trying to keep people away from him."

      Isaac looked around at the table nearest to them. It was one the rampaging dogs hadn't managed to knock over, so it was still covered with wine bottles and half-filled glasses.

      "Is this where he was sitting?" Isaac asked.

      "Yes," said Juliet. "With his wife, Helen. She's over there with my sister." Juliet pointed to a table about ten metres away, where Josie sat with Helen Abbott. Helen's back was to them, and Josie had her arm around the woman, but Addison could tell by her heaving shoulders she was still crying.

      "We'll get to her soon." Isaac called Short over. "Get Forensic Services down here as soon as possible," he said to the senior constable. "And make sure no-one touches anything on this table in the meantime."

      "Got it," said Short, then pulled out her mobile phone.

      Ebony, who'd finally managed to get all the dogs back under the control of their owners, tapped on Isaac's shoulder.

      "Is there anything I can do to help?" she asked.

      "You are?"

      "Ebony Weir. I'm running the dog show. I'm so sorry, this is all my fault."

      Isaac folded his arms across his chest. "How exactly are you responsible for this man's death?"

      "He's dead? Oh, no. I didn't mean that. I'm sorry. I don't know… I just meant it's my fault all the dogs got loose. This was a terrible idea. I hope he didn't have a heart attack because of it. Is there anything I can do?"

      "I'll need a list of everyone who attended this dinner," said Isaac. He pointed to the wine bottles on the table. "I assume you've got a license to sell alcohol?"

      "What?" Ebony shook her head. "Oh, no. Of course not. Everyone brought their own drinks. We just supplied the glasses, and the food. Well, we were just about to supply the food when… oh, I suppose it doesn't matter now." She looked down at the body, still lying uncovered on the cold ground. "Poor Perry," she said, her head tilted to one side. "Poor Helen."

      Addison heard a siren, and looked up to see the ambulance approaching. In spite of the siren and flashing lights, it wasn't moving fast. They'd obviously been informed the man was already dead.

      Isaac and Diaz cleared a path for the paramedics to get through the crowd. They spent a few minutes examining the body, then Addison was relieved when they finally covered him with a sheet. They had a quick conversation with Isaac, who nodded as he listened before sending Diaz off across the square in the direction of the police station.

      "What now?" Addison asked as Isaac came back to join them.

      "It wasn't a heart attack, was it?" said Juliet.

      Isaac shook his head. "No." He turned to Ebony. "I'm going to need that list tonight."

      She nodded and went off to the table behind the stage.

      Kendall Short ended her phone call. "Forensic Services are on their way," she said to Isaac.

      "Good. In the meantime, collect every camera and mobile phone from these people," he said.

      "That's not going to go down well," said Short.

      "I don't care. There are no security cameras in the square. We need to see what happened here. This table is near enough to the stage that if people were taking photos of the presentations, we might get lucky. Heck, we might get really lucky and someone's taken a video."

      "Good call," said Short.

      "Diaz has gone to get crime scene tape. I asked him to pick up some post-it notes as well. You can use them to label the phones with the owner's name and access details. Anyone who won't give you permission to access their photos can come to the station tomorrow and explain why. Tell everyone you'll get their possessions back to them as soon as possible, but right now they're evidence."

      Short nodded and got to work.

      "Evidence in what?" asked Addison, although she felt she knew the answer already.

      "A murder," said Isaac. "Perry Abbott appears to have been poisoned."
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      Addison was up early on Sunday morning, even though it was usually the one morning she got to sleep in. Since arriving in Getaway Bay at the beginning of this year she'd been baking for the local café, run by her friend Hazel. Hazel didn't open on Sundays, though, so Addison got the morning off. But after the events of last night she'd barely slept at all.

      Charlie poked his nose through the dog door, then, on seeing Addison, climbed all the way through. He arched his back in a long stretch, then came over and reached up with both paws on her legs.

      "Good morning, little fella," said Addison, bending down to give him a pat. She scooped him up and spent a minute cuddling him before sending him back outside with a morning treat.

      After washing her hands, Addison switched the coffee machine on and set about putting the previous evening's few dishes away while it heated up. It had been so late last night by the time the police allowed everyone to leave, that the girls hadn't bothered coming over for dinner. No-one was hungry after seeing the lifeless body of Perry Abbott anyway.

      Kendall and Diaz had confiscated everyone's mobile phone, including Addison's. They'd labelled them all and asked for permission to access the photos, which Addison had granted for her own phone. A few people didn't, citing privacy laws. Isaac had explained they'd keep hold of those phones until a warrant could be issued by a judge. After that, most people just granted them access so they could get their phones back quickly.

      Judging by how attached people were to the little contraptions these days, Addison anticipated a long line at the police station this morning.

      The coffee machine announced its readiness to serve, and Addison put it to work immediately. Ordinarily she was more of a mid-morning coffee drinker, preferring to start the day with a cup of tea and a piece of toast, but today was no ordinary day. She figured she was going to need the stronger kick-start coffee would give her.

      "Morning Addison," said Adam, as he descended the back staircase into the kitchen. The beach house had two staircases, but this one was by far the most used. Everyone tended to congregate in Addison's large kitchen with its worn but solid table and chairs. Dinner was the only meal they ate at the main dining table out in the great room at the front of the house.

      "Good morning, Adam. You're up early." Adam O'Loughlin was the first boarder Addison had taken on when she'd decided to turn the beach house into a retreat for writers and artists. There had been three others not long after him, but things hadn't worked out very well with them. She'd almost given up on the whole idea, but Adam had talked her back into it.

      "I'm guessing we'll have a lot to do," said Adam, helping himself to coffee. "After last night, I mean." He could barely contain the glee on his face. Adam had been itching to help the police since Addison had signed on as a police volunteer earlier this year, when a murder at a travelling carnival had created an opportunity for her to help out the understaffed locals. After Addison had helped crack the case, Isaac had reluctantly signed Adam on as a volunteer as well, but since then things had been quiet in the Getaway Bay crime stakes.

      Until now.

      "When do you want to go?" Adam asked.

      "Go where?"

      "To the police station, of course. Come on, Addison. This is the break I've been waiting for."

      Addison popped two slices of bread into the toaster, then held up another two in Adam's direction.

      "Yes please," he said, and she dropped those into the other side.

      "I thought getting a publishing deal was the break you'd been waiting for," Addison said, the right side of her mouth turned up in half a smile.

      "You know what I mean." Adam had sent his first finished manuscript off to a publisher in Sydney, and had last month received an offer from them. It was only a small advance, but he'd been unbearable ever since. Maybe helping out Isaac and his team was a good idea after all.

      "Let's wait until the others are up, then we'll go," said Addison. "I need to get my phone back, anyway."

      The others were Addison's cousin, Layla, and new boarders Lenny and Brooke Lozano. Both in their mid-thirties, Lenny and Brooke had been married for ten years, and writers for even longer. They'd answered Addison's advertisement in June, and had arrived from Western Australia in July. Brooke, a romance author, was writing a series of books set in a small Queensland town and was looking for inspiration. Lenny wrote science fiction, and apparently got his inspiration from the stars, which he reasoned he could see from anywhere.

      Layla had been staying at the beach house since her own home and art gallery burned down in January. She was having it rebuilt, and it was just about finished now. In fact Layla had said something last night about the grand opening. Addison checked the calendar she kept on the fridge.

      "Layla's opening is this Friday," she exclaimed. "That's come around quick."

      "No it hasn't," said Adam. "She's been shopping for furniture and things for weeks. You've known about it for a long time."

      He was right, of course. Despite the circumstances, Addison had loved having Layla living at the beach house. She was going to miss her cousin when she moved out at the end of the week.

      Maybe this murder would provide a distraction, she thought, then realised how horrible that sounded. A man had died.

      Addison turned back from the fridge just as Lenny and Brooke entered the kitchen. They always seemed to be together, which Addison thought was lovely. They'd taken Patrick's old room, which wasn't so lovely, but Addison was grateful to them. She hadn't been sure she'd ever let that room again, considering what had happened there. But they didn't seem to mind; Lenny even said he thought it was cool. That was writers for you.

      "Good morning," said Lenny. He was so tall he had to duck at the bottom of the stairs to avoid hitting his head. He was also one of the thinnest people Addison had ever met, which was even more surprising considering he gave Adam a run for his money in the eating stakes.

      "Morning, Lenny. Morning Brooke," said Addison.

      Brooke raised a hand in greeting and went straight to the coffee machine. In the four weeks the couple had been there, Addison had never once heard a word out of Brooke before she had drunk at least half a cup of coffee.

      The toast popped, and Addison handed two slices to Adam then set about spreading hers with butter and honey. Lenny pulled four more slices of bread out of the bag and put the toaster back to work.

      "Did you hear about the murder?" Adam asked Lenny. The couple had retired to their room before Addison got home last night, so she'd only been able to talk to Adam and Layla about the death at the dog show.

      "You told us when we moved in," said Lenny. "Some guy died in our room. It's cool, we don't mind."

      "No, not that murder. There's been a new one. At the dog show dinner last night."

      Brooke turned to face them.

      "What? Another murder? I thought this was a peaceful little town?"

      Addison and Adam exchanged glances, both doing their best to suppress a giggle. Addison felt guilty laughing about murder, but she couldn't help it. Since she'd moved to Getaway Bay there had been three murders, one of them right here in the beach house. Last night's death – whether it was murder hadn't been established yet – would make four in less than a year.

      "It is beginning to feel a little like Cabot Cove here," said Addison.

      Now it was Brooke's turn to laugh, while Adam and Lenny both looked confused.

      "You know, Murder She Wrote," said Brooke. "Cabot Cove is where Jessica Fletcher solved an endless series of murders."

      "Oh, right," said Adam. He shoved half a slice of toast in his mouth. "Shall we start calling you Jessica, Addison?"

      Addison shot him a look that quashed that idea cold.

      "So what happened last night?" Brooke asked with an impatient look at the coffee machine as it slowly heated her milk.

      "We're not a hundred percent sure yet," said Addison, "but it looks like one of the judges was poisoned."

      "Seriously? A judge at a dog show was poisoned?" Lenny waved a knife around as he spoke. Addison was glad it was only a butter knife. She took it from him and placed it on the bench.

      "That's what it looks like, yes. We're off to the police station this morning to see if we can help."

      Brooke had finished making her coffee and was now holding the mug in front of her, both hands wrapped around it as if it was the most prized possession she owned.

      "How are you going to help?"

      Addison explained that she and Adam were official police volunteers.

      "Strictly speaking, we're only supposed to help the police with administrative and community-related tasks," she said. "But Isaac is under-staffed, so you never know what we might end up doing."

      Lenny turned to Brooke and smiled. "You really want to write romance books, babe? Seems like murder mysteries might be a better fit for this place."
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      Addison and Adam parked outside Hazel's café, opposite the town square. Hazel's was closed, but the rest of the main street was bustling with activity. There were a lot of people out and about for a Sunday morning. Addison figured whoever hadn't been at the dinner the previous evening had probably already heard about the murder by now.

      The crime scene tape Constable Diaz had erected last night was still in place, and a uniformed police officer Addison hadn't seen before stood guard. Maybe Isaac's pleas for more staff had finally been answered.

      The area was still in disarray, mostly due to the dog rampage. Addison couldn't find a single flower bed that hadn't been disturbed. Of course that was the least of the dog show's problems.

      Ebony Weir and Lucy McGregor were both standing in the square surveying the damage. There were other volunteers wandering around cleaning up tables and chairs and collecting garbage, but with at least half of the square cordoned off as a crime scene, they couldn't do a lot.

      Addison hadn't been wrong to anticipate a queue outside the police station. There were at least a dozen lined up out the door, and another four standing inside in the small public section. Diaz was doing his best to get everyone's phone back to them, but he looked harried. Dark circles under his eyes made him look older than the twenty-something Addison knew he was.

      Short was in Isaac's office with Isaac, and neither of them looked happy. Addison managed to catch Short's attention, and she left the office and walked over to them.

      "We've come to see if we can help," Addison said before Short could turn them away. As nice as Kendall Short was when not in uniform, she was all business when it came to her job. She wasn't a fan of Addison and Adam helping out as police volunteers, however Isaac tried to spin it, and she made no attempt to hide her disapproval.

      "I'll check with him," she said, and turned around, but Isaac was already waving them to come through. Short pursed her lips and reluctantly opened the barrier separating the public from the rest of the police station.

      When they rounded the corner, Addison stopped. A wall to the side of the station, out of view of the public, was covered almost floor to ceiling in photographs.

      "That's impressive," said Adam.

      "Short and Diaz were up most of the night doing that," said Isaac, who'd come out of his office to meet them. He held up a hand to cover a yawn.

      "I doubt they were the only ones," said Addison. Isaac was a team player as well as a leader. She knew he wouldn't have left his officers to do the hard work and gone home to bed himself. "Did any of you get any sleep?"

      Isaac shrugged. "A couple of hours." He lifted his chin towards the photo wall. "Take a look, tell me what you see."

      Addison and Adam both stepped forward to peruse the photographs. There must have been over two hundred of them, all neatly lined up in rows and stuck to the wall.

      "How did you—"

      "Diaz brought in his colour printer from home," Isaac explained. "He's a budding photographer himself, apparently. Has all the equipment for printing these out. All we needed was the right photo-quality paper, so once we got Forensic Services going on the crime scene Short made a trip into Riverwood. The office supplies place in there opened up for us."

      "Cool," said Adam. He was making his way methodically through the photographs, studying each one carefully before moving onto the next. "Are these chronological?"

      "Yes," said Short. "We got the time stamps from the cameras and phones and wrote them on each picture as we printed them, as well as the name of the photographer. Then we put them up chronologically."

      "Did you find anything?" asked Addison.

      "Not yet," said Short. "We're still looking. Still trying to get a complete picture of who's who, as well. We were only able to do preliminary interviews last night, and some people left without speaking to us. We've got a lot of following up to do today."

      "Maybe I can help with who's who," said Addison. She lowered her voice so the members of the public picking up their phones couldn't hear.

      "That's right, you were there," said Isaac, suppressing another yawn.

      "Mrs Jones had Bella in the show," said Addison. "I was keeping her company. Besides, I'd never been to a dog show before. It turned out to be quite interesting. People are very protective of their dogs."

      "Protective enough to murder the judge?" asked Adam, eyes still on the photographs.

      "I wouldn't have gone that far," said Addison. "But it was definitely eye-opening."

      Isaac perched on the edge of a nearby desk. "Okay, tell us what you know," he said.

      Short took out her notebook, pen poised, and looked at Addison expectantly.

      "Well, yesterday the dogs and their owners competed in the different groups," Addison began. "Each group's winner was declared at the dinner last night. Those winners were supposed to go on today to compete for the big prize, Best in Show."

      "What are the groups?" asked Short.

      Addison tried to think. "The toy dogs is one of them, which Bella won." Mrs Jones had been very pleased with that. "Then there were the terriers, that group was won by a dog named Lola. I remember thinking it was a great name for a dog."

      "Who is Lola's owner?" asked Short.

      "Oh, I don't know. I mostly paid attention to the dogs," said Addison.

      Short pointed to the photos. "Which dog is she then?"

      Addison leaned forward and scanned the wall. "There she is." There were half a dozen photographs of Lola being awarded her blue ribbon. Her owner was a woman, but Addison couldn't remember her name.

      Short plucked one of the photographs from the wall and turned it over. "This one was taken by Sam Clayton," she said. She checked the rest of the photos of Lola and her owner. "So were most of the rest of them." She flicked back a couple of pages in her notebook. "Sam and Vanessa Clayton," she read out. "Dog named Lola."

      "Yes, Vanessa Clayton. That rings a bell," said Addison.

      "Easy enough to find out for sure," said Isaac. "What's the next group?"

      Addison moved along the photo wall until she came to the next winner. "Diesel," she said, pointing to the Cocker Spaniel. "I remember him. The group is called gundogs, and I remember asking why. Apparently they are the breeds that were originally trained to retrieve either live game, or game that their owners had shot and wounded."

      "Diesel's owner?" asked Short, pointing to the sharply-dressed man showing Diesel off to the crowd.

      "That's Richard Divola," said Addison. "Josie told me about him. He's a groomer from Riverwood. She said he's been accusing her of poaching his clients, which Josie absolutely has not done. He doesn't sound like a very nice man."

      Addison moved along again. "Then there were the hounds. Eleanor Moffett's husband Lionel won that group, with Hubert." She pointed to Lionel and his Bassett Hound accepting their blue ribbon. "And then the last group were the working dogs, which this dog here won." Addison pointed to a photograph near the end of a row.

      "Name?" asked Short.

      "The dog's name is Bailey. He's a Border Collie. I don't know about the owner. We were getting pretty hungry by then. I'm afraid I wasn't paying too much attention."

      Short checked the backs of the photos of Bailey, but they were all taken by different people. "We can find that out later," she said.

      Adam stood back, apparently finished with his microscopic inspection of every photograph.

      "Anything?" Isaac asked him.

      Adam slowly shook his head. "There are only a few that show the table where the victim had been sitting, and none of those offer any clue as to what might have happened," he said. "All these photos, and nothing useful. What a waste of time."

      Isaac smiled.

      "What?" asked Addison. She was inclined to agree with Adam. There was nothing in these photos that told them what had happened to Perry Abbott.

      "I think these photos tell us a great deal," said Isaac. "Or at least they will when we've gathered more evidence. That's what police work is about. Gathering all the evidence and compiling as complete a picture as possible of what happened."

      Addison realised what he was saying. "So while this might not tell us anything yet," she said, waving a hand over the photo wall, "it could still prove useful once we get more evidence."

      "Exactly," said Isaac. "I'll bet you dinner at the Red Lion that these photos end up solving this case."

      "You're on," said Adam and Addison at the same time.
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      They spent another half hour examining the photographs and identifying as many of the people and dogs as possible. By the time they'd finished, Short had as comprehensive a list of dog show attendees as she was going to get.

      "Compare that to the list you got from Ebony Weir, and run them all through the system," said Isaac. "See if anyone has a record."

      Short nodded and settled at her desk.

      "What now?" asked Addison.

      "Now we wait for the evidence to speak to us," said Isaac, sounding like some kind of television detective. Addison frowned. "Forensic Services collected all the glasses and bottles from the table where the victim was sitting, as well as the tables nearest him. We should hear from the lab tomorrow with preliminary results. Plus, the autopsy is being carried out today, although I expect the toxicology tests could take a little longer."

      "Surely there's something we can do in the meantime," said Adam.

      "There's plenty we can do," said Isaac. "We've got at least forty people to either interview or re-interview. And I need to speak to the widow, get a sense of the victim. But none of that involves the two of you."

      Adam's face dropped. "But we're—"

      "I know, you're police volunteers. Don't worry, I'll find something for you to do. But right now we have a lot to get on with, so if you don't mind…" Isaac stood and held out an arm, herding Addison and Adam towards the front of the station. "Don't forget your phone on the way out," he said to Addison.

      "Why can't we help?" Adam asked Addison once they were out on the street.

      Addison tucked her mobile phone into her pocket. "We can," she said. "Just not with what they're doing right now. We can't interview witnesses, Adam."

      "I get that. But surely we can do something. Aren't the first twenty-four hours after a murder the most important?"

      Addison looked over to the town square, where the clean-up was continuing. Someone had handwritten a sign that said: 'Dog Show Cancelled' and nailed it to the tree next to the stage. "We're not even sure it was murder yet," she said, as they made their way to the car.

      "They said he was poisoned," said Adam, opening the passenger door of Addison's Rav 4. "He's hardly likely to have poisoned himself, is he?"

      "It could have been an accident," said Addison, climbing into the driver's seat.

      "How does a guy 'accidentally' poison himself at a dinner?"

      It was a good question, for which Addison had no answer. Instead she pulled her mobile phone out of her pocket and handed it to Adam. "Find Josie's number in there and give her a call," she said. "See if she wants to come over for lunch. Juliet, too. Maybe they can help fill in a few blanks for us."

      With the rest of the dog show cancelled, Josie and Juliet were only too happy to come to the beach house for lunch. As Addison prepared a lime and chilli chicken salad, she sent Adam over to get Mrs Jones. It was almost spring and a beautiful day, so she asked Lenny and Brooke to set the table in the back garden. Then she called Layla to check if she'd be home in time for lunch.

      "I should be there in about fifteen minutes," said Layla.

      "Could you stop by the bakery and pick up some fresh bread?" Addison asked.

      "Sure. Anything else?"

      "No, that should do. It's the five of us, plus Josie, Juliet, and Mrs Jones, so either get a couple of bread sticks or some rolls."

      "Done," said Layla. "We having a murder meeting?" Addison could picture the smirk on her cousin's face. Ever since Addison had started taking in writers, Layla had enjoyed making jokes about amateur sleuthing. Addison let her do it – in a strange way it seemed to help Layla cope with the grief of losing her sister.

      "Something like that. See you when you get here."

      By the time Addison finished making the large bowl of salad, the guests and the rest of the household were enjoying the sun in the backyard. Layla bustled in with a bag of dinner rolls, plus a loaf of Addison's favourite sourdough from the Getaway Bay Bakery. Addison might not be a fan of Ed Mathieson's local politics, but she sure did love his bread.

      They carried everything outside to the table, and Addison instructed everyone to help themselves.

      "This looks delicious," said Josie, filling her plate.

      "Yes," Juliet agreed. "Thanks for having us, Addison."

      "My pleasure. I figured you might be at a loose end, with the rest of the show being cancelled."

      Mrs Jones helped herself to a plate of salad and some bread. She plucked a piece of chicken from her meal and passed it under the table to Bella.

      "Good girl," she said to the little dog.

      Charlie dropped down and rested his head on his paws next to Addison, one eye on her expectantly. Addison rewarded him with his own piece of chicken.

      "I reckon Bella would have been in with a good chance today, Mrs Jones," said Josie. "What do you think, Jules?"

      "You know I'm supposed to remain impartial," said Juliet. She tore off a piece of bread and popped it into her mouth. All eyes stayed with her, and Addison felt sorry for her.

      "I thought the overall winner wasn't up to you," she said.

      "That's right," said Juliet once she'd finished chewing. "Ted and I helped judge the groups yesterday. But Perry Abbott was in charge of awarding Best in Show. Or at least, he would have been."

      "So what do you think happened?" asked Adam. "You spent the day with him. What was he like? Who do you think killed him?"

      "Adam!" Addison shook her head at him.

      "What? It's what we're all thinking. Am I right?" He looked around the group, and heads nodded. "See?"

      Addison sighed. There was no point denying it. They were all obviously bursting to talk about the murder.

      She raised her eyebrows at Juliet. "Any ideas then?"

      "I reckon if I was Lucy McGregor, I'd probably have had it in for him by the end of the day yesterday," said Juliet. "He gave her hell."

      "Who's Lucy McGregor?" asked Brooke.

      "One of the volunteers," said Josie. "She was Ebony's right-hand man, so to speak. In charge of making sure everyone was where they were supposed to be, and keeping the judges happy."

      "Yeah, but she spent most of her time pandering to Perry," added Juliet. "The rest of us didn't seem to matter."

      "He was always like that," said Mrs Jones. "He's been the head judge of that show for many years, and a different volunteer is assigned to look after him every year. It seems no-one wants to do it for a second time."

      Addison rested her knife and fork on the side of her plate. "Have you entered Bella before?" she asked Mrs Jones.

      "No, this was her first year. But I've been to the show many times. Perry Abbott has always been a difficult man. Had, I should say. Rest his soul."

      "So it's likely to have been murder then," said Adam. "If no-one liked him."

      "I think we need to wait for the evidence before we can conclude that," said Addison.

      "Okay," said Adam. "But we can speculate, can't we? I mean, if it was murder, who are the suspects? We might as well discuss it now. Then when it's confirmed with the evidence, we've got a place to start."

      "You mean the police have a place to start," said Layla.

      "We are the police," said Adam with a grin.

      Addison sighed. As much as she admired Adam's enthusiasm, she was beginning to think convincing Isaac to sign him up as a police volunteer had been a very bad idea.
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      "So come on then, who are our suspects?" Adam had raced up to his room to retrieve his laptop, and was now sitting in front of it ready to type up the list of potential murderers he was expecting the rest of them to reel off.

      "Well there are at least three of the group winners who are pretty displeased with Best in Show not being awarded this year," said Josie. "I'm not including you in that," she said to Mrs Jones.

      "Thank you, dear. Does that mean you think one of the other group winners could have killed Perry?"

      "If we're making a list, I'd consider them," said Josie.

      "But why?" asked Adam. "Surely whoever killed the head judge would have to have known that the rest of the show would be called off. If the three you're talking about are upset at that, what's their motive for killing him?"

      Josie shrugged. "Maybe they thought he had something against them? Maybe they thought another judge would step in. One who'd be more favourable to them?"

      "I guess it's worth considering," said Adam. "What are their names?"

      "Well there's Vanessa Clayton, first. She won Group Two, the Terriers, with Lola. Then Richard Divola won Group Three, the gundogs, with Diesel. And Keith Patterson's Border Collie, Bailey, won Group Five."

      Adam's fingers flew over the keyboard as he entered the names. "What about Group Four?" he asked.

      "The hounds," said Juliet. "That was Lionel Moffett and Hubert."

      "Is he Eleanor Moffett's husband?" asked Brooke.

      "Yes," said Addison. "Have you met Eleanor?"

      "We've run into her a few times," said Brooke, exchanging glances with Lenny. "She's nosy, isn't she?"

      "She certainly is," said Mrs Jones, shaking her head and pursing her lips. "Don't you go giving her anything she can gossip about. She'll have the whole town in on your business before you know it."

      "We figured that," said Lenny. "Not that we've anything to gossip about. Our lives are pretty boring."

      "I think your lives are wonderful," said Josie. "Living and writing together, travelling the world. How romantic."

      Adam cleared his throat. "Yeah, anyway. Back to the list. Am I putting Lionel Moffett on here too?"

      Addison shook her head. "I wouldn't think so. I spoke to him before it happened last night. He didn't seem bothered about the show one way or another. He didn't seem to care much that Hubert had won his group. He said it wasn't even his idea to enter the dog."

      "No, that would have been Eleanor," said Mrs Jones. "She heard I was entering Bella."

      "Right," said Addison. "Enough said."

      Mrs Jones and Eleanor Moffett had always been fierce rivals, although to hear Mrs Jones tell it the competition was all one-sided. Mrs Jones couldn't care less what Eleanor Moffett said or did, but Eleanor always concerned herself greatly in whatever Mrs Jones was involved with.

      "So is she a suspect then?" asked Adam.

      "They do say poison is a woman's murder weapon," said Juliet with a smile.

      That sealed it for Adam. "I'll put her down."

      Addison thought the idea was ludicrous, but it wasn't her list.

      "Right," said Adam, "Who else have we got? What about the group losers? Wouldn't they have it in for the judge?"

      "Perry Abbott didn't judge the groups," said Juliet. "If the group losers had it in for anyone, it would have been for me or the other judge, Ted King."

      Silence fell across the table as the group took that in.

      Addison felt herself tense at the thought of someone hurting one of her friends. "Well I'm glad that didn't happen," she said.

      "Me too," said Josie, leaning in to give her sister a hug.

      "So none of the group losers are suspects then?" Adam asked, fingers poised above his keyboard.

      "Not at this stage," said Addison. "Let's go back to Lucy McGregor." She turned to Juliet. "You said Perry kept her busy all day. If he wasn't there to judge the groups, what was he doing? And why did he monopolise Lucy's time?"

      "To be honest, I have no idea. He certainly didn't need to be there. He spent most of the time telling Ted and I what to do. Which was fine in my case, as it was my first time. But Ted wasn't terribly appreciative of Perry's…"

      "Interference?" Josie suggested.

      "I was going to say advice, but yes, interference is more like it. The man couldn't keep his opinions to himself."

      "That makes Ted King a suspect," said Adam, typing the other judge's name into his computer. Addison leaned over his shoulder and saw that he'd created a spreadsheet.

      "I suppose so," said Juliet. "I got the impression Ted thought he deserved to be head judge. I have to tell you, I wasn't a fan of all the politics going on at that show. Even if this hadn't happened, I doubt I would have volunteered to be a judge again next year."

      Addison wasn't surprised. She'd observed some of the attitudes of the competitors at the dinner, and that had been enough for her.

      "It can get a little heated," Josie agreed. "But if you just stick to the dogs and ignore the politics, like Mrs Jones and I do, then it's good fun. And all the dogs are gorgeous."

      As Getaway Bay's resident dog groomer, Josie got to see a lot of the dogs entered into the show. As far as Addison knew she had only been helping Mrs Jones get Bella ready this year, but many of the entrants were her regular customers. Addison admired the way Josie focused on the animals, giving the people a wide berth. Sometimes she thought there was a lot of sense in the young groomer's approach.

      "I haven't got anything on Lucy McGregor yet," said Adam. "What's her motive again?"

      "That Perry Abbott was a demanding wretch of a fellow?" Mrs Jones suggested.

      "Yeah, that," said Adam. "What'd he do, specifically?"

      "He had her fetching him food and drink all day, for a start," said Juliet. "Ted and I sorted ourselves out, but Perry insisted it was Lucy's job to cater to his every whim. He even sent her to Hazel's to get him another coffee because the first one was too cold. It was cold because he'd left her standing there holding it for five minutes while he lectured Ted on the mouth and jaw requirements of an Australian Terrier."

      "How did Lucy take that?" asked Addison.

      "She wasn't happy, but what could she do?" said Juliet. "She rolled her eyes at me a few times, and we shared a silent laugh at him. She was clearly frustrated, but she kept her cool. She was a lot more patient than I'd have been with him, put it that way."

      Adam looked up at Juliet. "Do I need to put you on my list of suspects?" he asked. Addison thought he was actually serious.

      "Don't be ridiculous," said Mrs Jones, stepping in to defend Juliet before Addison got the chance. "Juliet is the best vet Getaway Bay has ever had, and a nice person to boot. She saves lives, Adam. She doesn't take them. Watch your step, young man."

      Adam held up both hands, palms out. "Sorry, Mrs J. Just doing my job."

      "Your pretend job," said Lenny with a smirk.

      Brooke playfully smacked her husband's arm.

      "He's a volunteer," she said. "It's not pretend. Volunteers do all sorts of helpful work in the community. And besides, this is fun. I've never investigated a murder before."

      "It is kind of fun, isn't it?" said Layla, who'd been quiet up until this point. Addison was glad she'd said that. She was beginning to worry the conversation was hitting too close to home for her cousin.

      "Go on, Adam," Layla continued. "Read us the list of suspects so far."

      Adam began to read from his computer screen. If he'd been affected by Lenny's remark, he didn't show it.

      "We've got Vanessa Clayton, Richard Divola, and Keith Patterson, three of the group winners. And Eleanor Moffett, wife of the fourth group winner. Then there's Ted King, the other judge besides Juliet and the victim. And Lucy McGregor, volunteer."

      "We should add Ebony Weir to the list," said Josie. "She was acting really nervous after the murder, and again today when everyone was in the square trying to help clean up."

      "Acting nervous isn't a crime," said Lenny.

      "No it's not," Josie agreed. "But there was something about the way she was so shocked by it all. She was in charge, but she just went to pieces. She couldn't handle the situation at all."

      "It was a shocking situation, Josie," said Juliet. "Different people handle stressful events in different ways. It doesn't make them murder suspects."

      Addison remembered that Ebony Weir was a friend of Hazel's. She recalled the conversation she'd had with Hazel days before the dog show.

      "Apparently it was Ebony's idea to have the announcement of the group winners at night, with all the dogs present for the dinner," she said.

      "That's right," said Juliet. "She felt terrible that it all went so wrong, with the dogs causing so much chaos."

      "It was doomed from the start," said Josie. "Surely anyone with any knowledge of dogs could have predicted that having that many dogs in the vicinity of food and intoxicated adults was asking for disaster."

      "Maybe she didn't know much about dogs?" Brooke suggested.

      "She was the Chief Steward of the dog show," said Josie. "She should have known better."

      "Maybe she did," said Lenny. "Maybe she knew exactly what would happen, and did it on purpose to create a diversion."

      "So she could slip some poison into the judge's glass," said Brooke, catching onto her husband's line of thinking.

      "Exactly," said Lenny, sitting up straighter in his chair.

      He's really getting into this, thought Addison. That was all she needed. She was already worried about Adam. One super sleuth was all she could handle.

      "I think we might leave it at that for now," she said, standing and starting to stack the lunch plates.

      "But—"

      "No buts, Adam," said Layla. "That's enough for now."

      Addison was grateful for her support, until she saw the twinkle in her cousin's eye.

      Layla's face broke into a grin. "We'll reconvene the murder club once Isaac has more evidence."
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      Addison had been baking for almost an hour when Adam entered the kitchen on Monday morning.

      "You're up early," she said as she slid the hummingbird cake into the oven.

      "I was wide awake," said Adam, setting his laptop down on the bench. "I've been going over the suspects in my head, thought I might as well get up and do it properly."

      He opened the pantry and started pulling out cereal boxes. Adam's morning ritual involved mixing at least three different types of cereal in a big bowl, drowning it all in milk, and then devouring the lot. Now that he was going to be published, Addison was considering raising his board.

      "What's that lot going to be?" Adam asked through a mouthful of cereal, pointing to the ingredients Addison was laying out.

      "Hazel asked for a couple of slices today, so I'm trying some new ones. I've got a cranberry and oat slice, for the health-conscious customers, and Jaffa slice for something a bit more decadent."

      "Cool," said Adam. "When will they be ready?"

      "You just worry about finishing your serving bowl of cereal there. These are for Hazel's café." Addison also planned to keep a few pieces aside for Isaac and his team, but she didn't tell Adam that. He'd want to go with her to the café, so they could go across to the police station and check on the progress of the case. Which was exactly what Addison planned to do, she just thought she'd get further with Isaac if she didn't have Adam in tow.

      Adam shrugged and went back to studying his spreadsheet in between mouthfuls of cereal.

      "You want me to read out the suspect list so far?" he said.

      "Go on then," said Addison. She set about greasing the slice pans and lining them with baking paper as he read from the screen.

      "Vanessa Clayton, Richard Divola, Keith Patterson, Eleanor Moffett, Lucy McGregor, Ted King, and Ebony Weir. Am I missing anyone?"

      "I've been thinking about who was in the vicinity of Perry's table when he died," said Addison. She remembered paying attention to the photos that had captured the head table. "His wife Helen was next to him, and Ed Mathieson was there as well. We should add both of them to the list."

      Adam's fingers flew across the keyboard. "Good thinking. Ed Mathieson usually isn't far from a scandal in this town. And the wife should definitely be a suspect. I can't believe we forgot her yesterday. I wonder how Isaac went interviewing her?"

      "We'll find out soon enough," said Addison.

      "That'll be interesting," said Adam. "We really need to know more about the victim. Olivia's been studying victimology this semester, hasn't she? Maybe we could ask her what she thinks of all this."

      Addison shook her head. "No, I'd prefer to leave Olivia out of it. She's got exams coming up. I don't want you distracting her."

      Adam gave it a moment's thought and then nodded. Addison was relieved. Adam could be pushy when he wanted to be, but he seemed to respect her daughter's studies.

      "What are you working on today?" she asked. "Besides trying to find Getaway Bay's most recent murderer, I mean."

      Adam sighed. "My publisher wants a synopsis for the new book by the end of the month, and I've got next to nothing so far."

      "You'd better get to work, then." Addison put the ingredients for the base of the Jaffa slice into the food processor and switched it on. Even though she was well used to it, the noise was still jarring this early in the morning.

      "Do you have to do that?" Adam asked, cringing.

      "Do you want a piece of Jaffa slice for morning tea later?" Addison countered.

      "Yeah, good point. Carry on." Adam finished the mammoth bowl of cereal and put his dishes into the dishwasher. At least Addison had managed to train him to clean up after himself.

      Adam went up to his room to work on his synopsis, and Addison carried on with her baking. By the time nine o'clock rolled around she had the finished hummingbird cake in its protective container and the two slices all portioned and ready to go to Hazel's. She started loading the containers into the large basket she used to transport her baking in the car.

      "Morning," said Layla as she entered the kitchen.

      "Good morning. How are you today?" Addison grabbed her keys from the hook on the kitchen wall.

      "Nervous," said Layla. "We're doing the final inspection today, before the contractor officially hands over possession of the new gallery to me."

      "That's exciting," said Addison. "Why are you nervous? I thought you were looking forward to this?"

      "I was. I am, I mean. But it's been over six months, Addison. I've become used to life here, with you and the boarders. I'm going to miss you all."

      Addison put an arm around her cousin and squeezed her close. "We're going to miss you, too. But you're only going to be five minutes away. You can come and visit all the time. And we'll all drop in on you, no doubt. Actually I'm quite looking forward to having the gallery as a place to come and get away from all this from time to time."

      "Why would you want to get away from the beach house?"

      "Oh don't get me wrong, I love the beach house and all of its chaos. But sometimes I feel a little overwhelmed, if I'm honest. I usually go to Hazel's, or for a walk on the beach. But now I'll have the gallery to come to as well. If you'll have me, of course."

      "I'll be expecting you," said Layla with a smile. She seemed less anxious, and Addison was glad she could help.

      "Excellent. Speaking of Hazel's, I'd better get these over to her." Addison pointed to the cake tin on the bench. "I've left a couple of samples, make sure you get a piece of slice before Adam eats it all."

      "Will do. Thanks, Addison."

      "Good luck today," Addison called over her shoulder as she headed for the door. "Enjoy inspecting your new gallery and home."

      Addison loaded the car and thought back over her conversation with Layla as she drove the short distance into town. She'd wanted to make her cousin feel better, of course, but she hadn't been lying. She did need to escape the bustle and chaos of the beach house from time to time.

      Since arriving in Getaway Bay her life had changed dramatically. Even the years before the move had been a time of change in her life, with menopause hitting not long after she'd lost Rob. If she was honest with herself, the symptoms of the mid-life change were still present. She'd learnt to deal with the hot flushes and the other physical aspects of menopause; those things didn't bother her. But she still struggled sometimes with the psychological aspects, most significantly the anxiety that troubled her from time to time.

      She'd done all the right things, of course. She'd spoken to her doctor, read all the information online. She'd even downloaded a couple of books on the subject. So she knew an increase in anxiety was completely normal at this time in her life. Together with losing her husband, a change in environment, and both of her kids moving on with their own lives, Addison wasn't surprised she got a bit anxious now and then.

      Understanding the reasons for it helped enormously, and when it happened, she usually managed to work through it by recognising what was happening and being kind to herself. Layla had had her own big upheavals in the last six months, Addison reflected. She was the same age, she might well be going through some of the same sorts of struggles.

      Having the gallery finally open would cause some anxiety for Layla, naturally, but at the same time it would be a good thing. Being able to finally settle into her own home should help, too. Addison resolved to pay more attention to her cousin over the coming weeks. If Layla was going through some of the same experiences, there was no reason why they couldn't share war stories.

      Problems shared were always easier to handle.
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      The first thing Addison noticed when she pulled into a parking space outside Hazel's was the activity in the town square. The police tape was all gone, and the square bustled with people in overalls attending to the remaining mess.

      There were still a few tables to be packed away, but most of the workers were ministering to the flower beds. Gone were the gorgeous colours from a few days ago, ripped out by the rampaging dogs, and council workers were now refilling and raking the beds ready for new plantings. Addison hoped their budget extended far enough to cover the cost of new flowers. The burst of spring colour was energising for the whole town.

      Addison quickly delivered the morning's baking to the café, explaining the ingredients so Hazel could put appropriate allergy signs with her display.

      "Do you want a coffee for Isaac as well?" asked Hazel, handing Addison her usual morning caffeine fix.

      "Oh, go on then," Addison replied. "I've got time to call in and see how they're getting on."

      "I bet you do," said Hazel with a knowing smile. Addison knew Hazel loved to get in on the town gossip. She'd probably be all over Addison's 'murder team' as Layla called it if she wasn't so busy with the café.

      "Where's Holly today?" Addison asked. Holly Rodriguez was a friend she'd made earlier in the year when the carnival had come to Getaway Bay. Sick of the travelling carnival life, Holly and her boyfriend had decided to stay in the bay for a while and Hazel had been only too happy to take the young girl on as extra staff.

      "She wanted a weekday off to help Hugh with his new business, and since we're never very busy on Mondays anyway, that fits in fine with me."

      "That makes sense. He's doing really well, I hear."

      Hazel nodded. "He's got a great market. Between here and Riverwood there are plenty of people who need help with their home computers."

      Addison smiled. Hugh Hanley hadn't wasted any time setting up his home help service for all things technical, and with the number of mature-age residents in the area his business was already booming.

      While Hazel got to work on Isaac's coffee, Addison turned her attention back to the town square. She wondered how much of the bill for the mess would end up with the dog show, and how much Getaway Bay's local council would have to kick in.

      "So who do you think did it?" Hazel asked as she held the milk jug under the steam wand. Addison turned back to the counter. There was no-one else in the café, a rare quiet moment.

      "I really don't know," she replied. "We don't even know if it was murder yet, do we? I mean, until the autopsy is done we don't know how he died, whether it was poison or something else. Just because the paramedics said it looked like he was poisoned, doesn't mean they were right, does it?"

      "Are you trying to convince me or yourself?" Hazel asked.

      Addison shook her head. "I don't know. All of us, I suppose. I guess I just don't want to think another murder has been committed in Getaway Bay."

      "I know what you mean." Hazel placed the finished coffee in front of Addison. Addison went to pay, but Hazel shook her head. "I'll put it on his tab. He's one of my best customers."

      "Thanks." Addison put her purse in the now-empty carry basket, placed the basket over her arm, then picked up her coffee and Isaac's.

      "I'll get the door for you," said Hazel, coming out from behind the counter. "Maybe you're right, maybe Perry's death was accidental." She held the door open and Addison scooted through sideways to fit both herself and the large basket. She looked across the road towards the police station.

      "I guess I'd better go and find out."

      

      "It was no accident," said Isaac as soon as Addison was settled in his office. "Thanks for this," he added, raising the coffee to her before taking a sip.

      "Don't thank me, Hazel put it on your tab."

      "Fair enough." He placed it on the desk then focused his attention on his computer. "We got a preliminary report from the forensics team this morning. They found traces of strychnine in one of the wine glasses retrieved from Perry Abbott's table."

      "Strychnine?"

      "Yes. It comes in powdered form, and is bitter but odourless. It could have been slipped into his wine and he wouldn't have noticed in time."

      "Wow." Addison sipped her coffee as she contemplated what this meant. Perry Abbott was definitely murdered. "What is strychnine used for these days?"

      "We're still working on that. The report has only just come in. Diaz is doing some research while Short finishes off the background checks on all the attendees of the dinner."

      "But it was definitely in his glass?"

      "Yes."

      "What about the wine bottle?"

      "We haven't found it in any of the empty or half-empty bottles tested so far, but they're still going through them. I suspect we won't find it in any of the bottles, though. We'd have had more casualties if it was in a bottle."

      Addison placed her coffee down, sat back in the chair and folded her arms across her chest. If just the glass was poisoned, and not the bottle, that meant Perry Abbott was targeted.

      "It was a planned attack on the victim," said Isaac, confirming Addison's thoughts. "The lab said the amount of strychnine they found in the glass was enough to kill a person twice over. Whoever did this absolutely intended to murder Perry Abbott."

      "So the question is, who?" asked Addison. "Who could possibly want the judge of a regional dog show dead?"

      "According to his wife, a lot of people."
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      "You interviewed Helen Abbott yesterday?" Addison asked Isaac. She was beginning to wish she'd brought her notebook with her. She made a mental note to pop it into her handbag. How could she call herself a writer if she didn't even carry a notebook?

      "Short and I interviewed her, yes. The poor woman was still quite distraught. But she gave us the impression her husband wasn't terribly well-liked in the community."

      "Are they Getaway Bay locals?"

      "No, they're from Riverwood. But the murder happened here, so it's our investigation. Sergeant Alonso from Riverwood has offered assistance if we need it. They already helped out with a couple of officers on scene when it happened."

      "Well, that's something," said Addison. "You've been complaining about being short-staffed."

      "Yes." Isaac straightened the items on his desk. "Problem is they're as short-staffed as we are. Anyway, we're doing okay for now."

      "So what did you find out from Mrs Abbott?"

      Isaac flipped a couple of pages in his notebook. "Perry Abbott was a retired lawyer. Only just recently retired, apparently. They were in the early stages of organising a world trip to celebrate. He was sixty years old."

      "Is that early for a lawyer to retire?" asked Addison. It sounded young, only five years older than herself.

      "Helen said he'd had enough. With their investments doing well he didn't need to work anymore, so they decided he would finish up and they'd start travelling."

      "That sounds reasonable. So why did she say a lot of people would want him dead?"

      "Apparently Perry had an opinion about everything and everyone and wasn't afraid to speak his mind. That's a powerful combination. He had a habit of rubbing people the wrong way."

      "Anyone in particular?" Addison asked.

      "Helen wasn't naming names. She was still pretty upset, so I didn't want to push her. It's probably best that we come up with our own suspect list anyway."

      Addison nodded. She finished off the last of her coffee. "So do you have a suspect list then?"

      Isaac smiled and stood. "I thought you'd never ask."

      Out in the main area of the station the whiteboard had been set up next to the wall of photographs. On it was a list of names. Isaac started with the one on top.

      "Ted King, one of the other judges. We heard from a number of people that Ted resented Perry's position as head judge. He believed he was more deserving of that title."

      "But if the Abbotts were about to go travelling, surely that would have paved the way for Ted to step up?" said Addison. "Murder is a pretty drastic way to get rid of the competition."

      "It's been known to happen," said Isaac. "And it's possible King wasn't aware Abbott was planning to step down."

      "I guess it's also not definite he would have given up all the judging, depending on what type of travelling they were going to do. He could have planned to still be around for the dog shows."

      "Good point," said Isaac. "Next on the list we have Richard Divola. He won the Group Three award on Saturday with his Cocker Spaniel."

      "Diesel, that's right," said Addison. "What's his motive?"

      "Word amongst the competitors is that there was a big feud between Divola and Perry Abbott. We don't know what it was about, there were a number of conflicting theories thrown around when we interviewed people yesterday. But they all agreed on one thing – Divola and Abbott couldn't stand each other."

      "Did you ask Helen Abbott about it?"

      "I did, but she shrugged it off. Said there was something years ago, but it was water under the bridge. She claimed there was no ongoing feud, that it was all malicious gossip."

      "I might be able to shed some light on that," said Kendall Short. Addison turned to see the Senior Constable had joined them in front of the whiteboard.

      "What did you find out?" Isaac asked her.

      "There was a feud, all right. Abbott had a restraining order against Divola."

      Isaac and Addison both raised their eyebrows. "Recent?" Isaac asked.

      "No. Ten years ago. Back when Perry was a competitor, not a judge."

      "What was it about?" asked Addison. "Did it have to do with the dogs?"

      Short shook her head. "It's listed as domestic, but the details are vague. I'll keep digging, but it might be best to re-interview him." She looked at Isaac, the question clear on her face.

      Isaac nodded. "Bring him in. You find anything on anyone else?"

      Another head shake. "The rest of the competitors and dinner attendees are clean," she said.

      "Okay." Isaac turned around to the desk in the back corner of the room where Constable Ryan Diaz was glued to his computer screen. "You got anything yet, Ryan?"

      Diaz peeked out from behind the screen. "Just a minute." His fingers worked the keyboard for a while longer, and Addison watched as Isaac grew impatient. Just as the detective started to make his way over to Diaz's desk, the young constable stood. He grinned at the three of them, obviously pleased with himself.

      "What have you got?" asked Isaac.

      Diaz made his way to the middle of the small station, and the four of them stood in a circle next to the whiteboard.

      "I've been looking into the uses for strychnine, based on the information from the lab this morning," he began.

      "I know what you've been doing," said Isaac, rolling his eyes. "I told you to do it. What did you find?"

      Addison smiled to herself at the detective's impatience.

      "It's mostly used these days as a pesticide to kill rats, but it's also used in Queensland in controlled baiting operations to cull wild dogs."

      "What do you mean by 'controlled baiting'?" asked Addison.

      "Baiting carried out at a specific time in a specific place. You have to have a permit to do it, control where you put the baits, and the amount of the poison you can have is also controlled."

      "A permit?" said Isaac. "So if anyone has used it around here there'll be a record?"

      "Yes," said Diaz, and that big grin lit up his face again. "And someone did."

      "Who?" asked Isaac and Addison at the same time.

      "Sam Clayton. He has a chicken farm about twenty kilometres west of here."

      "I know Sam," said Isaac. "His family have run that farm for generations. He had some trouble with kids stealing chickens a few years ago."

      Addison remembered the suspect list she'd compiled with Adam and the rest of her household. The name Clayton was familiar. She scanned the photographs on the wall until she came to the one she was looking for. Lola, the Australian Terrier. She pulled the print off the wall and turned it over.

      "Here," she said, thrusting the photograph into Isaac's hands. It had 'Sam Clayton' written on the back. "Sam Clayton was at the dinner on Saturday night."

      Short was busy flicking through her notes. "That's right," she agreed. "He was here with his wife, Vanessa Clayton. She won Group Two with Lola."

      "We thought the group winners might be worth looking at as suspects," said Addison.

      "Why?" asked Isaac. "Perry Abbott was the judge who would decide which one of them won Best in Show. Why would any of them want him dead?"

      Addison shrugged. "Maybe one of them thought he wouldn't decide in their favour? Maybe they figured if he was out of the way they'd have better luck with a different judge? I'll admit it wasn't a strong theory when Adam and I discussed it yesterday. But you've just said one of the contestants, Richard Divola, had a genuine feud with Perry Abbott. And now this…"

      Isaac's lips straightened. Addison recognised it as his thinking face. She, Diaz, and Short all waited while he stared at the photo of Lola and processed the new information.

      Finally Short spoke up. "We're going to need to take a closer look at the dog show competitors, Sarge."

      Isaac nodded. "Agreed. Let's start with the Claytons."
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      Addison left Isaac and his team to their work. It was nearly lunchtime, so she should be getting home to the beach house, but she wanted to pop in and see how Layla was getting on first. The gallery was only a couple of blocks away from the town centre, and it was another beautiful day, so she decided to walk.

      As she rounded the corner Addison was again reminded of the fire that destroyed the gallery and claimed the life of her cousin Jenna. The image of flames leaping from the windows and smoke billowing into the afternoon sky was one she knew would never leave her. Layla had a lot of courage rebuilding the gallery and her home here. Addison really admired her strength.

      The double glass doors at the front of the gallery were closed, and sheets of black plastic covered them from the inside to prevent prying eyes getting a sneak peek. Addison knew Layla was planning to unveil not just the gallery itself, but a number of new pieces of her art at the grand opening this Friday night. She didn't want to spoil the surprise, so when her knocking didn't elicit a response, she pulled her mobile phone out of her pocket and called Layla.

      "I'm out the front," she said when Layla answered.

      "Of the gallery? Oh good! I'll be right down."

      Addison ended the call, and a moment later one of the doors opened a crack. Layla's smiling face peeked out.

      "Close your eyes," she said.

      "I don't have to come in if you're not ready," said Addison.

      "It's okay. I want you to come upstairs. You just can't see in here. Close your eyes, and I'll guide you over to the stairs."

      Addison did as instructed and took Layla's hand. When they reached the top of the stairs Layla allowed her to open her eyes. Addison was stunned by the light and colour in the place.

      "Oh, Layla, it's lovely! What a wonderful job you've done up here!"

      "Thanks," said Layla, her pride obvious. It was so nice to see.

      Addison cast her eyes around the space. She'd known the apartment on top of the gallery was going to be recreated structurally much the same as it had been in the old building, so she'd been expecting to see the kitchen and living rooms in the same places. But that was where the similarity ended.

      Before, the apartment had been nice, but not much more than functional. When she hadn't been painting or sculpting for the gallery, Layla had spent a lot of her time caring for her sick father. She put all her creativity into her work, and a lot of her energy into her dad. There wasn't much left over for herself. Now it seemed all that had changed. There were bursts of colour everywhere, and Addison was thrilled to see the Layla she used to know coming out in the furnishings she'd chosen for her new home.

      "It's so bright," Addison commented.

      Layla pointed to the ceiling. "They put in a couple of these skylight tubes," she said. "Makes all the difference. Plus the balcony doors are larger than they were before."

      Addison walked through the kitchen and dining area to the lounge, which had views of the ocean through glass doors leading onto a balcony.

      "Is the balcony bigger?" Addison asked.

      "Yes. I didn't quite have enough room for a decent size table and chairs before, so I asked them to make it bigger this time. I spend a lot of time out on the balcony, so it makes sense to make it comfortable. And I haven't lost much internal space because of it."

      Addison had another good look around, pleased by how lovely it had turned out, but even more pleased by the obvious happiness the new build had brought Layla. She gave her cousin a hug.

      "I'm so proud of you."

      Layla smiled. "Thanks, Addison. I couldn't have done it without your support. But you know what? I'm proud of myself, too."

      "And so you should be. This is fantastic. I can't wait for the gallery opening."

      "Are you sure you don't mind me having it on Friday night?"

      Addison took a seat on one of the stools at the kitchen bench. "Why would I mind?"

      "You always have your barbecues on Friday night. It's become a tradition."

      "Oh, don't worry about that. It's an informal get-together, that's all. I think it's quite fitting to move it to the gallery for one week, don't you? After all, you've been at the beach house since we started the tradition. Jenna's wake was the very first one. It's the perfect night."

      Layla breathed a big sigh and nodded. "You're right." She stood in her brand new kitchen. "Can I make you some lunch?"

      "Sure, if you're all set up."

      "The fridge is turned on, and I got a few groceries yesterday, so I can make us a sandwich. There's no hot water yet, though, so I'll have to come back to the beach house to sleep for a few more nights yet."

      "You always have a bed at the beach house, I hope you know that."

      "I do. Thanks, Addison."

      They chatted about furniture and Layla's plans for the bedroom and bathroom while they made sandwiches and ate, and it was well into the afternoon before Addison realised the time.

      Addison closed her eyes once again as she was led down the stairs, through the gallery, and out into the afternoon sunshine. Layla promised to be back at the beach house by dinner time, having a few things to finish up in the gallery before she called it a day.

      They said their goodbyes, and Layla shut herself back inside as Addison set off on foot back to her car. She considered calling in at the police station again to see how Isaac and the others were getting on with the case but decided against it. The last thing she needed was for Isaac to rescind her position as police volunteer because she was getting too nosy.

      Besides, she had an idea how she could help without getting in the way.
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      Addison retrieved the Rav 4 from where she'd left it outside Hazel's café, and drove the short distance to the veterinary surgery. Juliet was just finishing up with a four-legged patient when Addison entered the small waiting room, so she stood to the side while the vet discussed after-surgery care with the dog's concerned owner.

      "She'll be fine, Mrs Howlett," Juliet was saying. "Just make sure to keep the cone on so she can't pull the dressing off, and bring her back in on Thursday for me to remove the stitches."

      Addison felt sorry for the poor little dog. The plastic cone around her collar was necessary, of course, but it looked almost as uncomfortable and annoying as the wound it was there to protect.

      "Thank you, Juliet," said Mrs Howlett. "Come on Ruby, let's go home and find you a nice treat." The woman smiled at Addison as she led the little dog out the door.

      "Hi Addison," said Juliet, looking around at her feet. "Something wrong with Charlie? Where is he?"

      "Oh no, Charlie's fine. I just wanted a confidential word, if you've got time?"

      "Sure. That was my last appointment for today. It's all paperwork from here, so you're a welcome distraction. Come on through." Juliet locked the front door to the surgery. "My assistant has already left for the day," she explained. "Would you like a cuppa?"

      "No thanks, I just had lunch with Layla."

      "Oh, how is she doing? Is the gallery ready yet?"

      They settled into Juliet's office and Addison filled Juliet in on the goings-on at the gallery, and how Layla had done such a great job decorating the apartment. They discussed how much they were both looking forward to the grand opening on Friday, before Addison got down to business.

      "Juliet, what can you tell me about strychnine?"

      "Strychnine? That's a pretty serious poison, Addison. Why do you want to know… oh, is that what happened to Perry Abbott?"

      "I can't actually say. I'm just asking in a general sense here. I figure I can rely on your discretion?"

      "Of course. Right, well, as I said, strychnine is a very serious poison. It comes from a plant; I forget the botanical name but I can look it up if you like."

      "That's not important," said Addison. "Go on."

      "It comes as a white powder. Years ago it was available in tablet form and used in medicine to treat a wide variety of human ailments. They stopped that, of course, due to the danger of overdosing. Nowadays it's just used as a pesticide, in rat poison as well as for baiting programs for bigger pests such as wild dogs. Although I have heard of it being mixed in with street drugs like heroin…"

      The idea of strychnine in street drugs made Addison shudder, but she didn't think that had anything to do with Perry Abbott's death.

      "Can you tell me more about the dog baiting programs? Generally speaking, of course."

      "Of course. Wild dogs are either dingoes, dingo hybrids, or domestic dogs that have been let loose and now live wild. They can have a serious impact on livestock – stealing chickens, biting and maiming cattle and sheep, that sort of thing. Baiting is common to control them in this state, particularly in autumn, as that's their mating season."

      "And strychnine is the poison used?"

      "It's one of them. The other is called 1080, which is sodium monofluoroacetate, but that one is illegal to purchase. You can arrange to buy 1080 baits through the local council, but it's very controlled."

      "What about strychnine? Where can you get that?"

      "From a chemist if you have a permit. You get one of those through Queensland Health."

      "And when you have the permit, can you buy it from any chemist?" Addison asked.

      "Hang on a second." Juliet logged into the computer on her desk and Addison waited patiently while she worked the keyboard for a few minutes. "Ah, I thought so. The chemist in Getaway Bay doesn't dispense strychnine, and there's only one chemist in Riverwood that does."

      "Which chemist is that?" Addison asked.

      "Riverwood Compounding Pharmacy. You want me to write down the address?"

      "Yes please," said Addison.

      If Sam Clayton had a permit for strychnine, he most likely purchased it from this chemist, she thought as Juliet wrote the details on a slip of paper. She wasn't sure how that helped the case at all, or why she was bothering questioning Juliet. Constable Diaz most likely had all this information already. Still, it felt good to be investigating. This must have been how Rob felt when he did what he'd always referred to as 'the legwork' on his cases. Addison suddenly felt close to her late husband.

      "There you go," said Juliet, handing Addison the piece of paper. "I can't wait to hear all about the investigation on Friday."

      Addison smiled awkwardly. "I can't—"

      "I know, you can't talk about it. You're beginning to sound a lot like Isaac, you know."

      Addison said goodbye to her friend and, tucking the paper with the chemist's name and address into her purse, jumped in the Rav and drove the short distance back to the beach house.

      Charlie greeted her at the front door, and she bent down to give him a rub on the belly. "Where is everyone?" she asked, as if the dog were able to answer. Charlie just jumped up and down in front of her as she made her way into the kitchen. She stashed the empty baskets in their place, ready to transport tomorrow's baking to Hazel, then smiled at Charlie as he raced between her and the back door. He nosed his leash, which hung on its hook by the door, then bounded back to Addison with his tail wagging furiously and his tongue hanging out.

      "Do you want to go for a walk, Charlie?" she asked. The word 'walk' elicited even more fury in the tail-wagging, and more enthusiastic bounding between Addison and the leash.

      "I think that's a yes," said Adam, who'd materialised at the bottom of the kitchen stairs.

      "Has he been out today?" Addison asked.

      "No. Sorry, I was going to take him, but I got wrapped up in my synopsis."

      "Did you get it done?"

      Adam nodded. He crossed the kitchen to the fridge and yanked the door open, pulling out half a sandwich that had been left on a plate covered in plastic wrap. "All finished and sent off to my agent for a quick review before she sends it to the publisher. I hope they like it. I'm really excited to write this story." He swallowed the half sandwich in three bites.

      "Good work," said Addison. She pulled Charlie's leash off its hook and got it secured on the excited dog's collar. "You want to come for a walk on the beach with us to celebrate?"

      "That depends. Do you have information about the case?"

      "I do."

      Adam grinned. He put the empty plate in the dishwasher, threw the plastic wrap in the garbage, and opened the door for her.

      "Then what are we waiting for?"
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      There weren't many people on the beach at this late hour, so Addison let Charlie off his leash to run free. The little dog bounded in and out of the waves, tail wagging furiously, as Addison and Adam strolled along the beach.

      "So come on, give," said Adam. "You went to the police station without me today, didn't you?"

      "You were busy. I didn't want to get in the way of you finishing your synopsis."

      "I know. Thank you for that. I'm not the most disciplined when it comes to getting work like that done. But it's done now, so we can get back to the case. Who are their main suspects?"

      "I'll get to that," said Addison. "But first, guess what they found in Perry's wine glass?"

      "Poison, of course," said Adam straight away. "We knew he was poisoned."

      "We knew no such thing. Police work is about facts, not assumptions."

      Adam laughed. "We're not police, Addison. We're police volunteers. And better than that, we're writers. Isaac and the others can do their thing, but for me it's all about assumptions and guesses and surmises. That's the fun part."

      Addison shook her head, but she had to laugh with him. He did have an interesting way of looking at things. "Okay, you can guess all you like I suppose. But I'm going to stick to the facts. And the first fact is they found strychnine in Perry Abbott's wine glass."

      "Strychnine! Nice. Where does a would-be murderer get strychnine from around here?"

      Addison explained what she'd found out from both Constable Diaz's search, and her discussion with Juliet.

      Adam shoved his hands into the pockets of his denim shorts. "Wow. So someone snuck strychnine into his wine glass at the dinner?"

      "It appears so. Isaac said the concentration found in the glass was enough to kill a person twice over. Whoever did it definitely wanted him dead."

      "Or else they didn't know much about the dose required," said Adam.

      "Either way, they wanted to make sure of it. So it's officially a murder investigation."

      Charlie had finished playing in the water and was off exploring the sand dunes. Addison called to him, not wanting him wandering off too far. He came racing back to her side, tail wagging and tongue hanging out. She picked up a stick and threw it for him, and he chased after it eagerly.

      "All right. Given the strychnine poisoning, who are the main suspects?" asked Adam.

      "Diaz found out that Sam Clayton had recently applied for a licence to buy strychnine for a wild dog baiting program on his farm."

      "Vanessa Clayton's husband?"

      "Correct."

      "She won one of the categories, didn't she?"

      "Yes. The Terriers. Her dog is called Lola."

      "Any reason for her or her husband to have it in for the head judge?"

      "None that we could see this morning. Isaac was going to interview them both this afternoon, but I haven't heard from him."

      Adam plucked a flat stone from the sand and skimmed it into the surf. "It'll be interesting to hear what they have to say. Who else?"

      Addison told him about the restraining order Perry Abbott had taken out against Richard Divola ten years ago. "Short wasn't able to get any details except that it was related to a domestic incident. They were going to interview him this afternoon as well."

      "Sounds like they were going to be busy. They ask you to do anything?"

      "No," said Addison. Suddenly she felt guilty for talking to Juliet about the poison this afternoon. She hoped the vet would be discreet enough to keep the details to herself.

      "Any other suspects?" asked Adam.

      "Short did a background check on everyone at the dinner, but nothing else came up besides the Richard Divola thing."

      "What about the wife? Helen, wasn't it? Surely she's got to be a suspect."

      "Isaac spoke to her yesterday, but I think it was mostly to get an idea of who Perry was. I suppose he has her in mind as a suspect, but I think you have to tread carefully when it comes to the victim's spouse."

      Rob used to say interviewing the spouse of a homicide victim was one of the hardest parts of his job. They were always a suspect, and had to be treated as such, but they were usually also the closest person to the victim. If they were guilty, then the early interview was crucial in revealing them as the killer. But if they didn't do it, interviewing them as if they did could cause even more pain than they were already suffering. Rob had always struggled with that part of the job.

      "Fair enough," said Adam. "So if the poison was in the wine glass, did it come out of the bottle? Or was it just in the glass?"

      "They haven't finished testing all the bottles yet, but Isaac suspects it was only in the glass. Otherwise there would have likely been more victims."

      "True." Adam skimmed another stone across the water. "If I wanted to poison someone in public, I'd make sure that person was the only possible victim."

      Charlie dropped the stick at Addison's feet, and she picked it up and threw it again for him as she contemplated what Adam had just said.

      "Say that again," she asked him, brow furrowed.

      "What? Making sure the person was the only possible victim?"

      "No, the other bit."

      "If I wanted to poison someone in public?"

      "Yes. I'd never thought of that, but you're right. Whoever did this did it in a very public place. Why?"

      Adam shrugged. "To make a spectacle of it?"

      "That's pretty callous, don't you think?"

      "We're talking about murder, Addison. It's callous anyway you look at it."

      "Of course, but to do it in such a public way. Do you think the killer was trying to make a point of some sort?"

      Adam threw the stick for Charlie. "I don't know. Maybe. Or maybe the dinner was the only place the killer had access to him. Maybe they wanted to watch it happen. Or they did it there because that would give the police the maximum number of suspects. You were there. How many people could have put the poison in his glass?"

      Addison thought back to Saturday night. Right before Perry Abbott died the dogs had gotten loose and caused absolute chaos.

      "Anyone could have done it," she said. "The dogs got restless and started running amok. Tables and chairs went flying. They trampled through the flower beds and up onto the stage. It would have been easy to slip something in someone's drink unnoticed when all that was going on."

      "How did that start?" asked Adam, turning to face her. "Do you remember?"

      Addison shook her head. "Not really. I was busy chatting with Mrs Jones and Josie about how long they'd spent getting Bella ready for the show. I heard the commotion before I saw it. I jumped back and managed to save my wine glass before our table was knocked over."

      "But the table the Abbotts were at didn't get knocked over," said Adam. "I remember from the photos at the police station."

      "Right. So like I said, anyone could have slipped the poison into the glass while the dogs were going berserk."

      "Yeah, but that's not the point," said Adam. He was grinning almost as much as he had the day Isaac said he could be a police volunteer.

      "What is the point?" Addison asked, not at all sure she wanted to hear the answer.

      "The point is the dogs were a distraction. The question is, was the distraction opportunistic or planned?"
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      Back at the beach house Lenny and Brooke were both in the kitchen. Lenny was pouring two glasses of wine, and Brooke was cutting some carrots. She had scooped a dollop of hummus from the large tub into a small bowl, and was arranging that and the carrot sticks on a serving plate.

      "That looks healthy," said Adam, stealing a carrot and dipping it into the hummus.

      "Well it's slightly better than potato chips," Brooke answered. She accepted a glass of wine from her husband.

      "Anyone else?" asked Lenny, wine bottle in hand.

      "Yes please," said Addison. She pulled a glass from the cupboard and handed it to him.

      "No thanks," said Adam, helping himself to a beer from the fridge. "What's for dinner?"

      Addison gently moved him out of the way and started getting ingredients from the fridge. "Kung Pao chicken," she answered. "Want to help me chop the vegetables?"

      Adam planted himself on one of the stools on the opposite side of the bench and took a long swig of beer. "Not really. I'd rather be on clean-up duty."

      "I'll help," said Lenny. He handed Addison a glass of wine, then set himself up at the bench with a chopping board and a knife. "Tell me what you want chopped and how."

      Addison passed him the vegetables and a bowl. "Just chop all this up stir fry size. Thanks, Lenny."

      "No problem. Anything that gets me out of the washing up." He got busy slicing capsicum and beans. "So how's the dog show murder case going? Got any leads?"

      "Oh very funny," said Addison. She pulled the chicken thighs out of their packet and started slicing them into small cubes.

      Lenny took a bow, and Brooke laughed. "Thanks, I do my best. But seriously, how's it going? You two are on the case, right? All that police volunteer stuff?"

      "Sure," said Adam. "We're going to the police station tomorrow to see how we can help."

      "We are?" said Addison.

      "Yeah, why not? I want to look at the photographs again. Isaac reckons something in those photos will break the case, and I want to be the one to spot it."

      Lenny, Brooke, and Addison all raised their eyebrows at each other while Adam smiled and drank his beer. He seemed pretty determined, and again Addison worried how Isaac would take his enthusiasm. Oh well, they were grown men. They could sort it out themselves. Adam did have a point, though. It would be good to look at the photos again in light of what they now knew.

      "I found a couple of jigsaw puzzles in the hall cupboard," said Brooke, thankfully changing the subject. "Do you mind if I have a go at one of them? I love jigsaws."

      "Not at all," said Addison. "You can use one end of the dining table in the great room if you like."

      "But that's where we eat dinner. I don't want to be in the way."

      "You won't be in the way. The table is plenty big enough. And anyway, there's only five of us at the moment. Soon to be four. We can always eat at the kitchen table. There's no need to be formal all the time."

      "Well, okay, if you're sure."

      "I'm sure," said Addison. "I might even take a look myself. I haven't done a jigsaw puzzle in years."

      She finished dicing the chicken and put it aside while she gave the chopping board and knife a good scrub. She was always careful when it came to handling raw chicken. Cross contamination of cooking implements and chopping boards was one of the biggest causes of food poisoning, and the last thing she wanted to do was make her boarders sick.

      "Thanks, Addison," said Brooke. "I'll set one up tomorrow." She glanced at her husband. "After I've finished my writing for the day, of course."

      "Of course," Lenny repeated, scraping chopped vegetables into the bowl. "You're on a good roll right now, hun. You'll be finished the first book in your new series in no time."

      "Oooh, can you tell us anything about it yet?" asked Addison as she mixed the ingredients together for the kung pao sauce.

      "I suppose I can give you an overview," said Brooke. She took a sip of her wine, and then described the characters and setting she'd created for her new romance series. For a few moments Addison was lost in the fun of listening to a writer speak passionately about her subject, and she forgot all about the murder at the dog show. It made her keen to get started on a writing project of her own. The problem was, though, she had no idea what she wanted to write.

      "So what are you working on, Addison?" Brooke asked once she'd finished summarising her own project. "Besides the murder, of course."

      Addison sighed. "I wish I knew."

      "You should write mysteries," Adam suggested.

      "Yes, but I don't really like all the nasty stuff that goes along with those kinds of books," said Addison. "All the blood and gore and stuff."

      "Mysteries don't have to have any of that," said Lenny.

      "No, that's right," Brooke agreed. "You can write suspense, where there's only the threat of violence. Or you can write lighter mysteries, where the violence happens off-stage."

      "I suppose," said Addison. She wasn't convinced. After hearing Brooke's plans for her romance series, she was quite taken with the idea of writing something similar herself. She was enjoying reading books with happy endings lately, and just couldn't see herself writing something dark and murderous. Living in Getaway Bay had lifted her spirits so much since she moved here at the beginning of the year, and between her new home and Brooke's enthusiasm she was feeling inspired to write something romantic and joyous.

      Of course, that didn't mean she wasn't interested in helping Isaac solve Getaway Bay's latest murder.

      "I think I'm going to keep mulling over what I want to write next for the time being," she eventually answered. "There's no rush." She turned to Lenny. "Are you finished with those vegetables?"

      "Yes, here you go. All chopped up and ready for the pan."

      Addison lit the gas and heated her favourite stir fry pan while she lined up the ingredients: chopped vegetables, sliced chicken, and kung pao sauce. She found a packet of peanuts in the pantry, and poured some out into a little bowl ready to go in as well. Fortunately no-one in the household was allergic. Addison loved putting nuts in her stir fry to add a crunchy texture.

      "Anything else we can do to help?" asked Brooke.

      "This will be done in no time," said Addison. "You could set the table." She looked at the clock on the wall; it was almost seven. "Adam, could you give Layla a call? I thought she'd be here by now."

      "No need, here I am." Addison spun around, bowl of vegetables in her hand, just in time to see Layla before she raced off up the stairs. "I'll just wash up, be back down in a minute."

      "Hi… Okay," said Addison, and turned her attention back to the stir fry. With this dish the preparation was the hard part. Once everything was chopped and ready it was just a matter of throwing it all into the pan in the right order.

      Ten minutes later they were all seated around the kitchen table tucking into their dinner. Layla teased them with some details about the gallery opening, holding back what she said was the 'big surprise'. Brooke and Lenny spoke some more about their work, and even Adam was excited as he described the synopsis he'd sent off to his agent and publisher.

      Addison forgot about her own difficulties starting a new project. Listening to everyone talk she realised the beach house had been her project for the last six months. It might have got off to a rocky start, but now she was proud of the home she'd built for these wonderful creative people. They were all so talented, and she couldn't wait to see their work out in the world.

      She was particularly looking forward to Layla's gallery opening on Friday. What was the surprise her cousin had kept secret all these months?
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      After dropping the morning's baking off for Hazel, Addison and Adam crossed the road to the police station. Isaac opened the door as they approached.

      "Were you expecting us?" said Addison as she stepped into the small public section of the station.

      "I saw you go into the café and figured you'd be here next," Isaac replied. He opened the partition and they all went through into the open office section. Adam headed straight for the photo wall.

      Isaac raised his eyebrows at Addison.

      "He wants to be the one to crack the case," Addison explained.

      "Fair enough. He's going to want to listen to what I have to say, then."

      Adam's head spun around. "Listening," he said, eyebrows raised.

      Short and Diaz were seated at their desks, and they both continued what they were doing after nodding greetings to Addison and Adam.

      Isaac perched himself on the edge of an empty desk. "First, the toxicology report from Perry Abbott's autopsy has come in. They've confirmed cause of death as strychnine poisoning."

      Addison shuddered. It was just confirmation of what they'd expected, given the evidence found at the crime scene, but still it was unnerving to think someone had intentionally poisoned another person to death in front of practically the whole town.

      "We conducted a number of interviews yesterday," Isaac continued. "We got some rather interesting information.

      "Let's start with the Claytons. As you know, Vanessa Clayton was the winner of one of the groups in the dog show and would have gone on to contest Best in Show. A number of people close to the dog show scene have told us she was favourite to win."

      "So what reason would she have to kill the judge?"

      "None that we could find," said Short.

      "But the strychnine definitely came from the same lot that was used on their farm," Isaac added.

      "Definitely?" asked Adam. "How can you be so sure?"

      "Strychnine used for wild dog baiting programs is supposed to be strictly controlled. Licensees are able to purchase a set amount, which they must keep locked up. After the baiting program is finished, they're required to return the unused portion of the poison to the chemist where they purchased it."

      Isaac covered the distance to the photo wall in two long strides. He pointed to a photograph of Sam Clayton, standing with his arm around his wife after she and Lola had won their group award.

      "Clayton had finished his baiting but hadn't returned the remaining strychnine to the chemist. He had it locked up in a cabinet in a shed on his property."

      "Did he give a reason for not returning it?"

      "He was defensive at first. Blustered about saying he wasn't finished the baiting program, then changed his story to say he'd just not gotten around to returning it. When we explained how serious the matter was, though, he came clean. He kept it because it was expensive, and he planned to use it for rodent control this coming summer. So he locked it away in a cabinet in his shed, and as far as he was concerned it was still there."

      "Did you check?" asked Addison, then felt immediately foolish. Of course they checked.

      "We did," said Isaac. "The lock on the cabinet had been smashed, and the poison was gone."

      "That could be a coincidence," said Adam. "Just because one lot of poison is missing doesn't mean it was the lot used in the murder."

      "No, it doesn't. But we got a sample of that lot, with the same batch number, from the chemist. It matches the strychnine in Perry Abbott's glass, and his body."

      "They can do that?" Addison asked. "Match the batches?"

      "Yes," said Short from her desk. "The lab in Brisbane is able to do it. They tested the chemical composition and were able to give us a greater than ninety percent certainty that it was the same batch."

      "So what does that mean?" asked Addison. "Someone stole the strychnine from the Clayton's farm shed and used it to poison Perry Abbott?"

      "Yes," said Isaac. "Either that, or Sam or Vanessa Clayton used it themselves and faked the break in."

      "Was there any evidence to point either way on that?" asked Adam.

      "It was just a busted padlock," said Diaz, shaking his head. "Anyone could have done that. Inconclusive, unfortunately. We dusted for prints, but only found Sam Clayton's."

      "Huh," said Adam. He went back to scanning all the photographs from the presentation dinner. "Was there any of the same batch of strychnine left at the chemist? Was that batch supplied to anyone else?"

      "Yes and no," said Isaac. "There is some at the chemist, but all theirs is accounted for. And it wasn't supplied to anyone else. We're confident the strychnine stolen from the Clayton's farm was used to poison Perry Abbott."

      Addison pulled the chair out from under the empty desk and took a seat. "Who knew that Sam Clayton had strychnine?"

      "Quite a few people, apparently," said Short. "A farmer carrying out a baiting program has to inform all neighbouring properties. Actually, they're all supposed to coordinate their baiting."

      "You mean do it at the same time?" asked Adam.

      "Yes," said Short. "But Sam Clayton was the only farmer in the area who had a problem with wild dogs. They keep stealing his chickens, apparently. Anyway, he was the only one who baited this season, so he was the only one with strychnine. But the owners of all three properties bordering his were informed. They would have known he had the poison."

      "Any connections between them and the dog show? Or Perry Abbott?" asked Addison.

      "Two of them had nothing to do with the dog show, weren't at the dinner, and had no connection we can find to Perry Abbott."

      "But one neighbour did," said Addison, reading the hint of a smile on Isaac's face.

      "Yes." Isaac pointed to a photograph on the wall. "Richard Divola's property shares a border with Sam Clayton's."
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      "Richard Divola?" said Adam. "The guy who had a restraining order against the victim?"

      "No, it was the other way around," said Isaac. "Perry Abbott had a restraining order against Richard Divola."

      "Did you interview him yesterday as well?" asked Addison.

      "We did. I can't go into details, but we did find out that the restraining order – which was ten years ago, remember – had to do with an argument that got out of hand. Divola's teenage son was dating Abbott's daughter, and it seems the teen drama might have spilled over to the supposed grown-ups of the families."

      Addison smiled. She remembered the angst of teenage dating all too well, with both her own children taking their respective first romances way too seriously. It wasn't that long ago, either. Fortunately both Olivia and Justin had managed to pick themselves up and move into adulthood without involving the law.

      "If that was ten years ago," said Addison, "do you think it has anything to do with the murder?"

      Isaac studied the picture of Richard Divola and tilted his head to one side. "I don't know. I've seen feuds between families start over almost nothing and escalate into full-blown war. It depends on the personalities of those involved."

      "Helen Abbott admitted that her husband had a habit of rubbing people up the wrong way," said Short.

      "She did," Isaac agreed. "And Richard Divola doesn't strike me as a terribly friendly fellow either. It's definitely possible this feud between them could have got way out of hand."

      "And he knew about the strychnine Sam Clayton had," said Adam. "You said it was just a busted padlock? Anyone could have done that."

      "So Divola had means and motive," said Addison, standing to join Isaac and Adam at the photo wall. "What about opportunity? Was he close enough to have put the poison in Perry's glass?"

      Adam scanned the wall looking for pictures of Richard Divola. He started putting his fingers on each one, but quickly ran out of hands.

      "Here," said Short, handing him a box of yellow dot-shaped stickers. "Put one of these in the corner of each photo he's in."

      Adam got to work, and a couple of minutes later at least a dozen photographs had little yellow dots on them.

      "He sure got around," said Adam.

      "He did," Isaac agreed, peering over Adam's shoulder. "Unfortunately we don't have any pictures from when the dogs ran amok. We have plenty from before, when the presentations were on. And we have a few from afterwards, particularly thanks to one photographer who snapped a lot of pictures of the carnage. But as for when it actually happened, we have nothing."

      "That's too bad," said Adam. "A shot of someone pouring the powder into the victim's glass would have been handy."

      "It would have saved us a lot of time," said Isaac. "But murderers aren't usually handed to us on a plate."

      Addison examined the photos while Isaac and Adam carried on lamenting their lack of a smoking gun. Richard Divola had indeed managed to spread himself far and wide at the presentation dinner. He'd been pictured talking to people from at least five different tables on Saturday night.

      Addison remembered Josie saying Divola was a groomer from Riverwood. He'd accused Josie of poaching his customers, hadn't he? It was a ridiculous idea, Josie was too professional for something like that. It said something about Divola that he would accuse her, though.

      Josie had also said that he believed he'd never win best in show while ever Perry Abbot was the judge. She said as much to the group.

      "That gives him a definite motive, doesn't it?" she asked.

      "Yes," said Adam, "but then the timing doesn't make sense. If he wanted to win, why would he murder the judge right in the middle of the show? Surely whoever did it would have to know that the rest of the show would be cancelled. That no winner would be awarded."

      "Maybe no winner was better than losing?" suggested Diaz.

      "Not for these people," said Short. "They're all about the competition. No result would be just the same as losing to them." Four pairs of eyes continued to stare at her. "I have an aunt who's right into the dog show thing," she explained.

      "Was your aunt there on Saturday night?" asked Isaac.

      "No, she's not from around here. But they're just as passionate down in Victoria."

      "So that has to count against any of the competitors being the murderer then," said Addison. "Why would they kill the judge if they knew the rest of the show would be cancelled, and Best in Show not awarded?"

      "Unless they didn't care about winning," said Adam.

      "Or in the case of Richard Divola, they cared about winning the next competition," said Diaz. "I looked into it – Perry Abbott has been the head judge for all the dog shows in the region for the last eight years. Before that he was a competitor, and he won a lot, too. He's had a monopoly on the whole scene for over a decade. Maybe Divola got sick of it, and when he found out about the strychnine, he saw a chance to take him out to make things better for himself in the future."

      Isaac shrugged. "It's a theory," he said after a moment's contemplation.

      "What did Divola say when you asked him about the poison?" asked Addison.

      "He admitted knowing Clayton was using it for a baiting program, but he denied stealing the leftovers."

      "Well he would, wouldn't he?" said Short.

      There were nods all around, and no-one spoke for a while. Diaz and Short focused on their computers, while Addison, Adam, and Isaac continued staring at the photos. As much as she tried, Addison couldn't find anything in them that jumped out as a clue.

      "Okay, let's recap," said Isaac eventually. He plucked a clear picture of Richard Divola from the photo wall. "This guy had means, motive, and opportunity. He knew the Claytons had strychnine, he had a long-running feud with the victim, he believed he wouldn't win the ultimate prize while Perry Abbott remained head judge, and he was at the dinner with enough opportunity to put the poison in the glass."

      He pulled a strip of tape from a dispenser and fixed the photograph to the white board, then went back to the wall and found a picture of Sam and Vanessa Clayton.

      "The poison came from the Clayton's farm. If they're telling the truth that it was stolen, it would be very easy to fake that break-in. Sam Clayton admitted the shed itself is never locked, and practically anyone can bust open a padlock if they apply enough force. There were tools in the shed that could have done the job, or the murderer could have brought their own."

      "Thief," said Adam.

      "Huh?"

      "You said murderer, but that assumes the person who stole the strychnine is the same person who poisoned the victim. It might not be."

      Isaac sighed, and Addison stifled a giggle.

      "Okay, the thief could have brought their own tool to break the padlock. The point is, anyone could have stolen the poison."

      "If the Clayton's are telling the truth," Addison reminded him.

      "Right. And if they're not, what's their motive? We haven't been able to find any issues between them and Perry Abbott. In fact, Mrs Clayton was favourite to win best in show. Why would she want the judge dead?"

      "So they have means and opportunity, but no motive," said Addison.

      "That we know of," said Short.

      Isaac made notes under both photos on the white board. Means, motive, and opportunity for Richard Divola; means and opportunity for the Claytons. He straightened and stretched his back before refocusing on the photo wall.

      "Who else have we got?"

      "What about the wife?" asked Adam. "The spouse is always a suspect in a murder, aren't they?"

      "I've interviewed Helen Abbott twice now," said Isaac. "Plus I called her last night to let her know we're making progress. I haven't ruled her out, but nothing is jumping out at me about her."

      "Does she have a motive?" asked Addison.

      "Perry Abbott had a life insurance policy," said Short, "which Helen stands to collect. But it's been in place for decades and hasn't been altered for years. They also have a large house and an investment portfolio, which they were planning to use to fund their upcoming travel."

      "Was any of the travel already planned?" asked Adam.

      "Not in any great detail," said Isaac. "Mrs Abbott showed us a scrapbook she kept of all the places they'd wanted to visit together. They were waiting until this year's show season was over, and then they were going to start traveling."

      "What about means and opportunity?" asked Addison.

      Isaac leaned against one of the spare desks. "She definitely had the opportunity to spike his glass," he said. "She was sitting right next to him. We haven't found any connection between her and the strychnine, though."

      "How did she seem?" asked Adam. "About her husband's death, I mean?"

      Isaac shrugged. "The grieving widow. If she was putting it on, she did a good job. I was convinced."

      "Is it customary to give a suspect a progress report on the case?" asked Adam. He earned himself a stern look before Isaac answered.

      "It's customary to keep the victim's spouse updated as to how the investigation is progressing, without giving away pertinent details."

      Adam just nodded. All five of them stared at each other for a moment, and Addison started to feel slightly uncomfortable.

      "I think we should still keep her in the picture," said Short, breaking the silence.

      "I agree," said Adam. He took it upon himself to pluck a picture of Helen Abbott from the photo wall and stick it on the whiteboard.

      Addison noticed Isaac raise his eyebrows. She was about to suggest she and Adam leave before Adam got himself kicked off the volunteer squad, but Isaac beat her to it.

      "You want to do me a favour, Adam?"

      Adam's eyes lit up. "Name it."

      "Can you go into Riverwood and check out the Compounding Pharmacy there? They were the ones who sold Sam Clayton the strychnine."

      "Of course! You want me to interview the staff? See if I can find any witnesses?"

      "No, definitely not. Don't talk to anyone. I want you to scope the place out, see if anything odd turns up. Can you do that?"

      Adam grinned. "Go undercover? For sure, boss. I'm your man!"
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      "Was that wise?" Addison asked Isaac once Adam had left. She'd given the young man the keys to her car to drive into Riverwood on his undercover mission.

      The corner of Isaac's mouth turned up in a cheeky half-smile. "We've already interviewed the head pharmacist. He can't do any harm, and you never know, he might just uncover something we missed."

      "Maybe," said Addison. "So do you want to get rid of me as well?"

      "No, you can stay."

      Addison's feet were getting sore from standing, so she took the opportunity to rest and seated herself at one of the two spare desks in the room. She found herself facing the whiteboard with its photographs of the three suspects so far taped in a line at the top. Richard Divola, Sam and Vanessa Clayton, and Helen Abbott. There was also the list down the side that Isaac had made yesterday, with Ted King at the top.

      "How were your interviews with the rest of the dinner attendees?" Addison asked Isaac. "I don't suppose anyone saw anything suspicious?"

      The detective shook his head. "We spent hours and ended up with nothing terribly useful," he said. "People think they make great witnesses. They'll swear blind that things happened a certain way, and they'll have you convinced, until you speak to the person standing next to them who swears equally enthusiastically to a completely different version of events." He nodded at the photo wall. "This is much better evidence."

      "They were all consistent on one thing, though," said Short.

      "What was that?" asked Addison.

      "That Perry Abbott was an arrogant and disagreeable man. We didn't find many people who liked the head judge at all."

      "Yes, that's what Mrs Jones and Juliet both told us," said Addison. "I'm beginning to feel grateful I never met him."

      Addison had no time for horrible people these days. There were enough lovely people in the world, and in her life, that she didn't need to waste her time on the nasty ones. She changed the subject. "What about Ted King? The other judge at the dog show besides Juliet. He was top of your suspect list yesterday. Have you interviewed him yet?"

      "No not yet. When we went to his house on Sunday he'd apparently just left to drive to Brisbane. His wife said he was working there for a few days, due to come home tomorrow evening. We'll speak to him then."

      "But he's still a suspect?"

      "Yes. A few witnesses mentioned he didn't like Abbott, and was keen to take over as head judge."

      "It's not much of a motive though, is it? I mean, by all accounts it seems like he wasn't alone in disliking the victim. And with the Abbotts heading off to travel next year, that got him out of the way with regards to the judging job. Surely Ted King didn't need to resort to murder?"

      Isaac nodded. "He's not my main suspect anymore, but we still want to talk to him when he returns tomorrow."

      Addison agreed. She checked the time; it was almost lunch. She should be heading back to the beach house. She'd have to walk as Adam had her car. Thinking of Adam reminded her of his idea yesterday about whether the dogs getting loose and running amok at the dinner on Saturday night had been deliberate, rather than an unfortunate accident. She explained the theory to the police officers.

      "You mean the killer let them loose as a diversion?" said Short. "So they could slip the poison in the victim's glass unnoticed?"

      "Yes. Well, possibly," said Addison. "The murder occurred at the gala dinner in front of a lot of people. I think we can safely say it was planned – the strychnine was stolen before the dinner took place. I doubt the killer just had it in their pocket waiting for the right moment. They knew they were going to poison Perry at that dinner. Don't you agree?"

      Isaac pushed away from the desk he'd been leaning on and stood at his full height. He narrowed his eyes and stared at the photo wall again.

      "Okay," he said. "Say I agree for now. What are you thinking?"

      "I'm thinking that if I'd planned to poison someone in the middle of a big crowd of people, I'd want to make sure no-one saw me do it. So I'd need a diversion. The dogs going crazy and knocking over tables worked perfectly."

      "So you think the killer caused the canine chaos?" asked Short.

      "Either they caused it, or they took full advantage of it," said Addison. She was beginning to like this theory. "It wasn't long after it all happened that Perry collapsed and died."

      Isaac nodded and continued to stare at the photos. Diaz and Short were both looking at Addison.

      "So who let the dogs out?" said Diaz with a smirk. "Sorry, couldn't resist," he added, holding up a hand to apologise for the bad joke. Addison suppressed a smile and turned to Isaac.

      "Can you see anything?"

      Isaac pointed to one photo in the middle of the wall. "There," he said. "Under the table. Can you see it?"

      Addison leaned in close and followed his finger. There was something underneath one of the tables, or rather someone, but Addison couldn't make out who it was. The tablecloth was covering their face. All she could see was a hand holding something, but she couldn't even make the object out.

      Isaac pulled the picture off the wall and handed it to Short. "Can you bring this one up on your screen?"

      Short nodded. She turned the photograph over and studied what was written on the back for a second, then went to work on her computer. Moments later the image filled her screen, and she zoomed in on the figure under the table.

      "It's a kid," said Diaz, leaning over from his own desk. "What's he holding?"

      "A slingshot," said Isaac. "The little—"

      "Can you tell who it is?" Addison interrupted.

      The three police officers all shook their heads.

      "What about that?" said Addison, pointing to the sleeve of the kid's shirt. It was red with a logo of some sort.

      "Can you print that out, Kendall?" asked Isaac. Short nodded and set to work, and the printer soon sprang to life. Isaac stood next to it and plucked the blown-up photograph off as soon as it popped out. He brought it over to the photo wall and held it up, running it along each row of pictures. It wasn't long before he found what he was looking for.

      "There," he said triumphantly, pointing to a picture of a boy around ten years old, standing with a group of similar-aged kids. "Anyone know who that is?"

      "I do," said Short, eyes narrowed, face stern. "It's my cousin."

      Isaac opened his mouth to say something but was cut off by his mobile phone. He checked the screen and answered the call.

      "Adam, what have you found?" Isaac listened for a moment, and Addison watched as his eyebrows raised and his face opened up. "Good work," he said, before ending the call and smiling at the others.

      "Looks like we have two more suspects to add to the board," he said. He took the photograph of Short's young cousin from the wall and taped it up on the board, much to Addison's surprise. She couldn't see a ten-year-old kid as a murderer. But before she could raise any objection Isaac had added another photo to the board.

      "Lucy McGregor? The volunteer? What did Adam find out about her?"

      "She works at the Riverwood Compounding Pharmacy," said Isaac. "The one that sold Sam Clayton the strychnine. Not only did she know he had the poison in the first place, she would have been one of the few people who knew he hadn't returned the unused portion."
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      By the time Addison walked home from the police station, having left Isaac and his team to gather more information on both Lucy McGregor and Short's ten-year-old cousin, it was well past lunch time. She wasn't terribly hungry anyway, so she decided to skip the sandwich she'd planned and make something nice for afternoon tea.

      Checking the fridge she found a carton of buttermilk that needed using. The first recipe using buttermilk that sprang to mind was coffee and walnut muffins, which sounded perfect. She remembered coming across a recipe recently in one of her favourite cooking magazines. As she retrieved all the ingredients and utensils she'd need, Adam entered the kitchen.

      "Are you getting an early start on tomorrow's baking?" he asked on his way to the fridge.

      "No," Addison replied. "I thought I'd make us some muffins for afternoon tea. Coffee and walnut."

      Adam's eyes lit up and he shut the fridge without taking anything out for a change. "Cool. I'll wait for those. I hung your keys up by the door, by the way. Thanks for the loan of the car."

      "Isaac tells me you found a lead for them to follow up. Lucy McGregor?"

      "Yeah. I went to the pharmacy, like he said, and sat outside for a while. I couldn't see much from there though, so I decided to go in and buy something. And that's when I saw her working behind the counter in the prescriptions section."

      "Did she see you?" Addison asked as she lined her favourite muffin pan with paper cases.

      "It didn't matter. She doesn't know me. I wasn't at the dog show, remember? But I recognised her from the photos on the wall in the police station."

      "Good point. So Isaac said it means she possibly knew Sam Clayton had the strychnine, but also that he never returned what he didn't use."

      Adam took a seat on one of the stools at the kitchen bench and watched Addison work. "Exactly. That's why I phoned him straight away." He couldn't wipe the smile off his face.

      "Well done, Adam," said Addison, and she was genuinely happy for him. She knew how good it felt to make a contribution to something so important.

      "What's the boy wonder done now?" asked Lenny, entering the kitchen from the back staircase. He was closely followed, as ever, by Brooke.

      "We've had a bit of a breakthrough in the case thanks to me," said Adam, still beaming.

      "I wouldn't go that far," said Addison. She poured the dry ingredients into a bowl and mixed them together before turning the coffee machine on. The recipe called for instant coffee to flavour the muffins, but she preferred to use a shot of espresso.

      "Well, okay. But I went undercover and found out something the cops didn't know."

      "Cool," said Brooke. She stood by the coffee machine. "Want me to make a coffee for you Addison?"

      "Yes please. Just the coffee though, no milk. It's for the muffins."

      Brooke put the machine to work, first delivering an espresso shot to Addison and then setting it again to make coffees for herself and Lenny.

      "These should be ready for afternoon tea soon if you want to wait," said Addison.

      Brooke and Lenny exchanged a glance. "We can have a coffee now and another one when the muffins are ready, can't we?" said Lenny.

      Brooke seemed to like that idea, so she continued what she was doing. Addison didn't know how the two of them slept at night, with all the coffee they drank during the day. At least they went out and bought extra beans and milk.

      "So what does this new information mean for the case?" asked Brooke. "Are the police any closer to solving it?"

      Addison set about dividing the cake mixture between the paper cases. She and Adam had to be careful how much of the investigation they could share without contravening her confidentiality clause. The whole strychnine poisoning aspect of the case hadn't been revealed to the public yet.

      "It just means they need to follow up with a person of interest again," said Addison. "They'll see what that person knows, given what Adam found out today. They have a number of suspects, and a few new leads to follow." Addison decided it was best not to share the information about Kendall Short's young cousin and his possible involvement in letting the dogs loose.

      "What new leads?" asked Adam. He wasn't as bothered by the confidentiality clause. Or maybe he was just too enthusiastic. Either way, Addison shot him a look that shut him up for now.

      Addison put the muffin pan into the oven, set her kitchen timer for twenty minutes, and started to clean up the mess she'd made while Adam, Brooke, and Lenny chatted away. Brooke and Lenny quickly lost interest in the case, thankfully, and started discussing the writing projects each of them were working on. Adam disappeared up the stairs. Addison listened to Brooke and Lenny, fascinated by how productive the two of them were. They'd only been at the beach house for a month, but Brooke was already three quarters of the way into the first draft of book one of her new romance series.

      "I don't know how you do it," Addison said when there was a break in their conversation.

      "Do what?" asked Brooke.

      "Write so fast. I struggle to add a couple of paragraphs to my journal each day, let alone produce a book in a couple of months."

      Lenny grinned. "We weren't always this fast," he said, sipping his coffee. "But we've been writing for more than ten years. This is our livelihood. If we don't write, we won't have books to sell, and we won't make any money. It's that simple."

      "Plus we each have fans waiting for the next book," added Brooke. "That's what keeps me working, more than the money. We get emails and messages from readers who tell you they loved the last book you wrote and can't wait for the next one. Strangers who take the time to thank you for your work. It's the best feeling, getting one of those emails."

      Addison could understand that. She'd written to a few authors herself over the years to let them know how much she loved their books. She'd never thought of it from the author's point of view, though. She made a mental note to do it more often.

      Brooke and Lenny headed back to their room to do a little more work before afternoon tea, and Addison finished cleaning up the kitchen. She was just preparing the coffee icing for the muffins when Adam came back down to join her. He had his laptop with him.

      "I've been googling Lucy McGregor," he said, perching himself back on his favourite kitchen stool. "Haven't found anything useful, though."

      "Maybe Isaac and the others will have more luck," said Addison.

      "Yeah, maybe. So what are these new leads?"

      With Brooke and Lenny safely back upstairs, Addison filled him in on the discovery of Short's cousin under the table with a sling shot.

      "You think the kid might have targeted the dogs?"

      "I don't know. I'd like to think not, but little boys can get up to mischief. Isaac is going to speak to him, and I'm sure he'll get the boy to own up if he's responsible. Which would rule out your theory of the killer creating the distraction."

      Adam nodded. "Doesn't mean he or she didn't take advantage of the distraction, though."

      "No, I guess not." Addison's timer went off, so she checked the muffins with a skewer. It wasn't quite clean, so she put them back in for another couple of minutes.

      "So where to next?" asked Adam.

      Addison had had enough of the case for a while. It was a lovely day outside, and she fancied sitting out on the back verandah. She looked out the window and saw Charlie and Bella playing happily in the backyard. "Why don't you go next door and invite Mrs Jones in for afternoon tea."
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      The coffee and walnut muffins had been such a hit that Addison decided to make a second batch the next morning for Hazel. She also baked a loaf of raspberry, pear, and banana bread, a jam and cream sponge cake, and some flourless chocolate biscuits for Hazel's gluten free customers. She loaded it all into her basket, then fed Charlie and refreshed his water bowl before heading off to the café.

      It was after nine when she arrived at Hazel's, by which time the place was usually buzzing with customers. Today, though, things seemed quieter, and Addison decided to drink her coffee there rather than getting it to go as she usually did. She was planning to go over to the police station again to check on the progress of the case, but that could wait.

      Addison was pleased to see Holly behind the counter, and the young woman seemed equally pleased to see Addison.

      "Where have you been?" Addison asked once they'd exchanged greetings.

      "Hazel gave me some time off to help Hugh with his business. He's getting so many customers he's having trouble keeping up. I've been doing the bookwork for him at night, but he needed help with a few things during office hours."

      "Maybe he needs an assistant?" Addison suggested.

      "Yes, that's what I said. But he's keen to minimise costs while he's just starting out, which makes sense. And I don't mind helping, as long as Hazel can give me the time off."

      "Anything to support another small business," said Hazel, from under the counter. She was busy stacking all of Addison's baked goods into the display cabinet. "These muffins smell delicious," she added.

      "They're a new recipe I found in one of my favourite magazines," said Addison. "With a few of my own modifications, of course."

      "Of course," said Hazel and Holly in unison. They were both well aware of Addison's habit of never following a recipe exactly.

      A few more customers entered the café, and Addison took her coffee to a table in the corner. She'd thought to bring the book she was currently reading with her, and she pulled it out and opened it at the bookmark. She quickly got engrossed in the story, as she always did, and was surprised when she looked up a while later to find that it was well past ten o'clock.

      "Would you like another coffee, Addison?" Holly asked. Hazel was nowhere to be seen.

      "No thank you," Addison replied, packing her book away into her bag and picking up the empty basket she'd set down beside her. "I'd better be getting on." She was halfway to standing when Helen Abbott walked into the café. Addison was so surprised to see the woman that she immediately sat down and watched her approach the counter.

      "Good morning," said Holly with a big, friendly smile. "What can I get for you?"

      "I… I'm not sure, dear." Addison couldn't see her face clearly, but from the angle she was at Helen seemed flustered.

      "Would you like to sit in and have a cup of tea or coffee?" Holly asked. "Or were you thinking of getting something to take with you?"

      Helen looked around the small interior of the café, and out the window to the tables outside. She seemed to be contemplating Holly's question, and about to give an answer, when she burst into tears.

      Holly immediately lifted the barrier in the counter and came through to wrap the woman in a big hug. Addison searched her bag for a tissue, then stood awkwardly behind Helen waiting for Holly to let her go.

      "Here," said Addison, holding out the tissue once Holly had finally stepped back behind the counter.

      "Thank you," said Helen, accepting the offering. "Thanks to both of you. I'm sorry, it's just… my husband…" She pointed to the sponge cake. "That was his favourite," she said, before bursting into tears all over again.

      "Come and sit down," said Addison, leading Helen back to her table. "Holly will make you a nice cup of tea." She raised her eyebrows at Holly, who nodded and set to work.

      "Thank you. You're very kind." Helen took a seat, and then studied Addison's face. "You're the lady who tried to help my Perry when he… on Saturday night."

      "That's right. I'm Addison Lake. I'm so sorry for your loss. It's Helen, isn't it?" Addison knew her name, of course, but she didn't want to seem too familiar. It felt intrusive, and she was suddenly self-conscious of her knowledge of the investigation into this woman's husband's murder.

      "Yes. Helen Abbott." Helen used the tissue to dry her eyes, and Addison gave her a moment to compose herself. Holly brought over the tea, placing it in front of Helen before backing away quietly.

      After a few minutes of watching Helen stare at the teapot, Addison leaned forward. "Can I pour that for you?"

      "Pardon?" Helen looked up as if noticing Addison for the first time. "Oh, yes please. Sorry, I was just thinking…"

      "It's okay," said Addison as she poured the tea. "You've suffered a terrible loss. Would you like to talk about it?"

      "I've just come from the police station," Helen explained. "They've confirmed that my Perry was murdered. I knew it was something bad, of course. But I think I was hoping he'd had some kind of allergic reaction or something."

      "Did Perry have any allergies?" Addison asked.

      "No. No, I knew in my heart someone must have done this to him. But it's still a shock to hear the police say it."

      "I can't imagine how you must feel about that," said Addison. "But if it helps at all, I lost my husband a couple of years ago. The pain never fully goes away, but it does get better."

      Helen nodded. She lifted the tea cup to her mouth and took the tiniest of sips. She returned it to the saucer and spooned sugar in before taking another sip.

      "I think I needed that. Thank you."

      Addison wasn't sure if Helen was referring to her words or the tea, but she didn't ask. She sensed the woman wanted to talk, so she just sat back and waited.

      "I just can't stand not knowing who did this to him," said Helen. "And why? I know Perry wasn't the nicest of men. He was brash and arrogant, and he could make life very difficult for people. But that wasn't the real Perry. Not the man I shared my life with."

      "Who was the real Perry?" Addison prompted.

      Helen smiled. "He was a very caring man at home," she said. "The arrogant lawyer was a persona, one he'd adapted to cope with the horrors of his job. He was a criminal lawyer, you know."

      "No, I didn't know that," said Addison. She noticed Hazel had returned and was staring at her with a baffled look. Helen's back was to the counter, so she didn't see the café owner's confusion.

      "He had to defend all sorts of bad people," Helen went on. "He hated it when he knew in his heart they were guilty. He became hardened on the outside, but at home he was still the kind, sweet man I married."

      Helen went on, describing the Perry she had known, and Addison knew it would do the widow good to talk. She'd been thankful herself for the chance to talk about Rob after he'd passed away, grateful to the friends who'd understood and listened. She hoped Helen had people around her to support her.

      "Do you have any family staying with you, Helen? It's not a good time for you to be alone."

      "My daughter lives in Perth with her husband," Helen answered. "They're coming over for the funeral; they arrive tomorrow. And I have some good friends, of course. But I'm struggling to stay in the house, to be honest. Too many memories of Perry."

      "Do you have somewhere else you can stay?" Addison wondered whether she should offer a room at the beach house. She had one spare at the moment, soon to be two when Layla moved out.

      "Not really. Perry and I were about to… oh, it doesn't matter now."

      "What doesn't matter?"

      "We were going to go on a cruise," said Helen. "The first of our travel plans for his retirement. My daughter thinks I should still go, after the funeral. But it doesn't seem right to go without him."

      "What would Perry have wanted you to do?" Addison asked.

      Helen sipped her tea. "I don't know. I suppose he wouldn't have wanted me to miss out… I can't stay in the house, and I don't want to be a bother to anyone. It would be devastating to go away without him, though." Helen reached out a hand to Addison. "What would you do, dear?"

      Addison wasn't sure she could have gone on a holiday so soon after Rob's death, but she definitely understood the need to get away from the everyday reminders of a lost love. She'd moved interstate for that very reason.

      "It doesn't matter what I'd do," she answered. "Or anyone else for that matter. You have to do what's right for you. If I learnt anything after losing my husband, it was the importance of looking after myself."

      Helen nodded. "You might be right. I'll think about it. Maybe I could ask for permission to scatter his ashes at sea."

      "That's not a bad idea," said Addison.

      "Look at me, taking up all of your time and you barely even know me." Helen finished her tea and took out her purse.

      "It's no problem at all," said Addison. "I'm glad I could help."

      Helen smiled. "You have a very kind face, Addison. Thank you."

      "You're welcome." Addison watched Helen pay for her tea and leave, with one last longing look at the jam and cream sponge cake. She made her own way to the counter, thinking of buying a coffee to take over to Isaac, when a thought suddenly occurred to her.

      If Perry Abbott was a criminal defence lawyer, wouldn't he have racked up a decent list of disgruntled clients over the years?
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      "It's not a bad theory," said Isaac, placing the coffee Addison had just presented to him exactly in the middle of the coaster on his desk. "Helen Abbott just asked me that same question. But we checked out all the attendees at the dog show dinner that night. None besides Richard Divola had any criminal record."

      "Oh right, of course." Addison took a seat in front of his desk and thought for a moment. "What about a relative or friend?" she suggested. "Someone acting on behalf of a criminal he failed?"

      "Or the other side, someone upset over a criminal he did get off," said Isaac, more interested now.

      "Yes, that's a good point. How would we find that out?"

      Isaac sighed. "With a lot of legwork," he said. "Or rather, a lot of keyboard work. Most of the investigative stuff we do these days is using these things." He pointed to the laptop sitting open on his desk. "I'll get Short and Diaz to go through the attendees list again, see if they can come up with anyone with a connection to Perry in his capacity as a lawyer."

      Addison nodded. She didn't envy them that task. While she loved what technology could do these days, she had a hard time figuring out how to use it herself. Her own laptop often sat unopened for days at a time, especially after what had happened earlier this year.

      She brought her attention back to Isaac. "Did you speak to Lucy McGregor again?"

      He shook his head. "She's on my list for today, along with Ted King. He returns from Brisbane later this afternoon, apparently."

      "What about Kendall's young cousin? Did you manage to interview him?"

      "We did," said Isaac with a smile. "It didn't take long to get a confession out of him."

      "A confession?"

      "Yes. He and his mates were the ones who set the dogs off on their rampage. He was very contrite about it."

      "What did they do?"

      "It was just like we saw in the photos. They hid under the tables and fired little stones at the dogs with their slingshots."

      Addison was appalled. "The little devils. Didn't they know how much that would hurt the dogs? How would they like it if someone took pot-shots at them?"

      "I don't think they'll be doing it again in a hurry. We got all their names and spoke to the parents. They're being punished appropriately. Plus, I suggested they all spend some time helping Juliet at the surgery. She's always looking for help mucking out the cages. The parents thought that was a great idea."

      Addison was relieved the boys would get a dose of reality as part of their punishment. She had no doubt Juliet would include a lecture or two on how to treat animals.

      "So that puts paid to the theory of the killer causing the distraction. I mean, assuming we're ruling out the boys as murderers?"

      "I think that's a safe assumption," said Isaac. "Those boys were just looking to cause a bit of chaos for their own amusement. I doubt they had any idea how out of hand things would get, let alone have any clue someone was going to be murdered in amongst it all. They're quite horrified at the outcome."

      "Good," said Addison, then had a sudden thought. "None of their parents are suspects, are they?"

      Isaac shook his head. "No, they've all been cleared." He finished off his coffee and threw the takeaway cup in the bin. "I think whoever put the poison in Perry's glass took advantage of the chaos, rather than causing it."

      "So where to now then?" asked Addison, her eyes still on the disposable cup in the garbage. She made a mental note to ask Kendall when Isaac's birthday was so she could get him a reusable one. Olivia was always going on about the environment, and some of it was starting to rub off on Addison.

      "Like I said, I'll get Short and Diaz checking into associations between Perry Abbott's clients and the dog show. And the follow-up interviews with Lucy McGregor and Ted King."

      "Anything I can do?"

      "I don't think so, not at this stage." Isaac let out a big sigh as he stood. He seemed frustrated, and Addison wanted to help. She followed him out of his office, but instead of leaving the station she lingered at the suspect board.

      "Richard Divola," she said, pointing to the photograph of the groomer from Riverwood. "Is he still your number one suspect?"

      "He's the one with the most motive," said Isaac. "And one of the people who knew Sam Clayton had strychnine. But that's the problem with this case. Quite a few people knew about the strychnine, and too many people had access to Perry's glass that night." He turned to the wall of photographs. "We're missing something."

      "I might be able to help with that," said Short from her desk.

      Isaac and Addison both turned to face her. "What have you got?" asked Isaac.

      "I was trying to get hold of Ted King to line up an interview time for this afternoon, but he wasn't answering his mobile. So I called his work – it turns out he has two mobile phones. A work one, and a personal one."

      "So?" Addison wasn't making the connection.

      "So I checked our records of all the phones we confiscated on Saturday night." She pointed to the wall. "The ones we got those photos from. Ted King only handed in one phone."

      "Which one?" Isaac asked.

      "His work phone. He was among the first in here on Sunday morning to get it back, too, claiming he needed it for his trip to Brisbane."

      "Did you get any pictures from it?" asked Addison.

      Short shook her head. "Nothing. He hadn't even pulled it out of his pocket, according to his statement. We gave it back to him and he went on his way."

      "But he didn't mention he had a second phone?" asked Isaac.

      Another head shake. "Not a word. And I've checked with the phone company. The phone was turned on and in his possession on Saturday night."

      "So why didn't he hand that one in?" asked Addison.

      Isaac smiled. "I guess we'd better find out."
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      Addison left Isaac and his team to their work and went home to the beach house for lunch. Adam, Brooke, and Lenny were all locked away in their rooms working, and she didn't want to disturb them, so after lunch she took Charlie for a walk along the beach. Before long she found herself close to the veterinary surgery, and she had an idea.

      "How would you like to visit Josie?" she asked Charlie. The little dog jumped up and down and turned in circles at the mention of the groomer's name, which was all the encouragement Addison needed. She walked past the surgery and down the driveway to Josie's business, Hot Dogs Grooming Salon. As she always did, Addison chuckled to herself at the name.

      "Charlie!" Josie exclaimed as soon as she saw him.

      Addison was getting used to playing second fiddle to Charlie where the Porter sisters were concerned. Both Josie and Juliet always fussed over him, and he welcomed the attention.

      "Hi Josie," Addison said, unclipping Charlie's lead so he could run to her. "Do you have time for a chat?"

      "Sure, if you don't mind talking while I get on with this big fella." Josie was up to her armpits in suds, a gorgeous chocolate Labrador in the tub in front of her.

      "Can I help?" asked Addison as she closed the gate between the reception area of the salon and the main grooming section. It was like a pool fence, designed to keep the dogs safely in, but allow the staff to greet customers while they worked. Josie had a number of groomers working for her when demand was high but, as was the case today, she was often in the salon on her own.

      "No, I've got him." Josie continued washing the Labrador while a couple of smaller dogs chased each other playfully around the salon. Charlie joined straight in with the fun.

      "You look like you've got your hands full," said Addison, leaning down to pat a dog she recognised as belonging to a Getaway Bay local.

      "This? Nah. This is easy. It's still the quiet season, at the end of winter. Give it a month and you won't be able to move in here."

      Addison didn't envy Josie her job. As much as she loved dogs, she didn't think she could be surrounded by them all day. Three dogs running around her feet was enough for her. She couldn't imagine a full house in here. But Josie seemed to love it, which Addison admired.

      "So what can I do for you?" Josie asked, pulling the extendable hose from the sink and washing the suds off the Labrador. Addison noted he was clipped by the collar to a cable that ran above the sink, so he couldn't jump out of the tub, meaning Josie had both hands free to wash him.

      "I remember we spoke a little about Richard Divola, one of the contestants from the dog show. You said something about him complaining you were stealing his clients. Can you tell me any more about him?"

      "Sure. I've had a few new clients come from his salon in Riverwood lately. They all say the same thing, that he's not doing as good a job as he used to."

      "Why does he think you've stolen them from him?"

      Josie shrugged. "I guess he's putting two and two together and coming up with five. I've only met him a few times, but he seems like a very stubborn old man to me. He's been here twice throwing his accusations around. I've tried to be patient, explained that I've done no soliciting or advertising for clients at all, so how could I be poaching his?"

      "What was his response?"

      "He got grumpy and walked away, eventually. The second time one of his old clients was here, unfortunately. He had a go at her, too. He's not doing himself any favours.

      "I think it started when one person wasn't happy with the last cut he did for their dog, so they went in search of another groomer. They found me, they were happy with the result, and they told their friends." Josie finished hosing the Labrador down, and wrapped him in a big towel. "People in the dog community talk. Not just at shows, but at dog parks and pet shops, places like that. Word of mouth is everything in this business."

      She towelled the dog off as much as she could before reaching for what looked like an industrial-sized hair dryer. "Excuse me for a minute, this is going to be loud."

      Addison watched as the Labrador stood perfectly still and allowed Josie to blow dry his coat. She had such a way with animals. If that were her trying to wash Charlie, she'd have no hope of keeping him that still.

      "Does Charlie behave himself like that for you?" Addison asked once Josie was done with the hair dryer.

      "Oh yes," said the groomer. "He's one of our best customers." She leaned down to scratch Charlie behind the ears before turning her attention back to the Labrador. "Come on, Tucker. Let's get you clipped. Your mum will be here soon."

      Josie unclipped the big dog's lead and he immediately leapt down from the bathing station and up onto the grooming station. Addison was again struck by the command Josie had over these animals. She wondered whether Richard Divola's age might be a factor in his declining ability to keep his customers happy. She asked Josie's opinion.

      "I think that's exactly what it is," said Josie as she set to work on Tucker with the clippers. "Controlling other people's dogs isn't easy, especially in an environment like this where you've got a lot of animals running around. You have to be on the ball. Plus you need the strength to handle big dogs when things get out of hand, as they occasionally do. I mean, I love this job, but it's not one I'd want to be doing when I get into my sixties. That's where Richard Divola is now."

      "So you think it's time he retired?"

      "That's not for me to say. I'm saying I would, if I was his age. But that's his business. All I know is people who used to bring their dogs to him are now bringing them to me, and he's not very happy about it. I've done nothing to encourage them to come to me over him. But I've not sent them away, either. It's up to the client who they choose to bring their dogs to."

      "That's fair enough," said Addison. "Thanks for your time."

      "No problem. Always happy to see the two of you."

      Addison clipped Charlie's lead back on him and was about to leave when Juliet came through the front door.

      "I thought that was you," said the vet. "I had a break between patients, thought I'd come and say hi."

      "I'm glad you did," said Addison. Charlie jumped up and down in front of Juliet, who bent down to give him a cuddle.

      "Has this little one been behaving himself?" Juliet asked.

      "Of course," said Addison. "Unlike a few of the local boys, I'm led to believe."

      Juliet smiled. "You mean Brandon Short and his mates. Yes, I've got a couple of them coming in to see me after school today, I believe."

      "Ooh, what did they do?" asked Josie. She'd finished using the clippers on Tucker and was now going over him with a pair of scissors, snipping the bits she'd missed.

      Addison and Juliet filled her in on the boys' attempts to amuse themselves at the dog show on Saturday night, and how Isaac and their parents had organised for them to help Juliet in the surgery as part of their punishment.

      "That's terrible," said Josie. "How could they want to hurt innocent dogs like that? Send them down here when you're finished with them, I'll set them straight."

      "I don't doubt it, sis," said Juliet. "But don't worry, I've saved up some special jobs for them this afternoon. I hope their parents have the sense to put them in old clothes."

      Addison chatted with the twins for a few more minutes before she left with Charlie, safe in the knowledge that between the two of them Juliet and Josie would make sure those boys never hurt another animal.

      As she walked, she thought through her conversation with Josie about Richard Divola. Between his behaviour with her regarding their clients, and the restraining order and feud with Perry Abbott, Addison was getting a picture of a very grumpy old man.

      But did that make him a murderer?
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      Back at the beach house Adam had finished his writing for the day and was itching to discuss the case.

      "What did you find out at the station today?" he asked through a mouthful of cheese and pickle sandwich.

      "A couple of things," said Addison. "But it wasn't just at the police station." She told him how Helen Abbott had come into the café and burst into tears, and their subsequent conversation.

      "So she's off on a cruise by herself straight after her husband's funeral? That's a bit callous, isn't it?" said Adam. He took a break from his sandwich to pour himself a glass of orange juice.

      "Not really, not the way she explained it. She doesn't want to stay in the house because it reminds her of him, and she doesn't want to be a burden on anyone else. Her daughter lives in Perth with her own family, and to be honest Helen doesn't strike me as the sort of person who would have close friends she could lean on. It seemed like she and Perry were very close, living in their own little bubble."

      "What do you mean?" Adam asked.

      Addison chose her words carefully. Adam had only recently disclosed aspects of his childhood to her, and she was conscious that he had a different perspective to most people when it came to close family relationships.

      "She indicated that Perry was a different person to the outside world than he was at home with her. He was a criminal lawyer, and outwardly he had the brash, arrogant persona to go with it. But at home with his wife he was apparently a caring, gentle man. I got the impression Helen enjoyed keeping that side of him to herself."

      "Which doesn't leave room for outside friendships of any substance… is that what you mean?"

      "Something like that, yes. Anyway, while I don't think I could have gone off on a cruise or some such holiday right after we buried Rob, I do understand the need to get away from the memories of the family home. It's why I moved here."

      Adam was silent as he finished his sandwich and juice. "Okay," he said eventually. "I suppose I get that. What else did you find out?"

      Addison explained how Kendall had discovered that Ted King withheld his second mobile phone from the collection on Saturday night. "They're interviewing him as soon as he returns from Brisbane this afternoon."

      "That'll be interesting," said Adam. "Did we have a motive for him?"

      "Only that he wanted to be the head judge. Juliet said he'd been quite disparaging about Perry Abbott on the day of the dog show. Doesn't seem like a strong motive, though. Why resort to murder? Why not just wait until Abbott retired? It doesn't seem like the Abbott's plans to go travelling were a big secret."

      "Then why withhold his second phone from the investigation?" asked Adam.

      Addison couldn't think of a reason. "I guess we'll have to wait and see what Isaac gets from him."

      Adam nodded. "Anything else I missed? What about Lucy McGregor?"

      "She's the other person Isaac was going to interview today, so we'll have to wait and see there, too. Oh, and he spoke to Short's cousin, Brandon. He admitted firing rocks at the dogs with his mates. Isaac rounded them up and sorted them out."

      "I don't doubt that," said Adam. "So it wasn't the killer who caused the distraction, then."

      "No. But Isaac thinks they most likely took advantage of it to slip the poison into Perry's glass."

      Adam loaded his plate and glass into the dishwasher. "So where are we at, really?" he asked. "I mean, who are our suspects? There are too many people who had access to the glass."

      "So we should forget about opportunity then," said Addison. "Let's look at means. How many of the dinner attendees knew about the poison on Sam Clayton's farm?" asked Addison.

      "Well, there's the Claytons themselves, obviously."

      "Right. But what's their motive? Vanessa was favourite to win Best in Show with Lola. She had no reason to kill the judge. And why would they use poison so easily traced back to their farm?"

      "Good point." Adam pulled out a stool from under the bench and sat. "Did Ted King know about the strychnine?"

      "I don't know," said Addison. "We know the neighbours of the Clayton's farm were all informed, one of whom was Richard Divola. Is there another way people could have found out?"

      "Lucy McGregor works in the pharmacy that sold it to Sam Clayton, so she knew. And anyone else who worked there, for that matter. It's not something that would necessarily have been kept a secret. People talk about that sort of stuff, I guess. 'Hey, I hear Sam's doing a baiting program.' That's all it would take. One person chatting to another in the pub, someone else overhears."

      Addison put the kettle on. "So anyone could have heard about the poison," she said with a sigh. "We're not going to get far with means then, either."

      "That leaves motive," said Adam. "Who would want Perry Abbott dead, and why?"

      "The two we know about are Richard Divola, who had a long-standing feud with him, and Ted King, who wanted to be head judge."

      "Plus, I don't think we can discount the wife," said Adam. "The spouse is always the first suspect, and historically poison is a woman's MO."

      Addison frowned at him. "That's sexist."

      "I know, but that doesn't make it any less true."

      Addison didn't have an answer for that. She thought over her conversation that morning with Helen Abbott as she bent to fetch the teapot out of the cupboard. She fancied a proper pot of tea.

      "So what's her motive then?" asked Addison. "She seemed quite distraught today in Hazel's café." She told him how Helen had cried at the sight of the sponge cake, apparently one of Perry's favourite desserts.

      "Who knows what really goes on inside a marriage," said Adam. "People can look like the perfect couple on the outside, but behind closed doors it may be a totally different story."

      "That could be true the other way around too, you know," said Addison. She spooned tea leaves into the pot. "By all accounts Perry was not a nice person to just about everyone outside of his home, yet Helen spoke of a gentle, caring man. She seemed genuinely devastated."

      "If she's so devastated why is she going on a luxury cruise so soon without him?"

      "I told you, she feels she needs to get out of the house. Cruising and travelling was what they'd planned to do together, so maybe she feels closer to him by doing that. People grieve in different ways, Adam."

      Adam shrugged. "Okay. But I'm keeping her on my list."

      "Fair enough. I'm sure Isaac is too. But I'm more interested in the idea that Perry was killed for something to do with his job as a criminal lawyer." The kettle boiled, and she filled the teapot and covered it with the blue-and-white-striped tea cozy her great aunt had hand-knitted.

      "Didn't the cops do background checks on all the people at the dog show dinner? I thought only Richard Divola came up as having any kind of record, for that restraining order ten years ago."

      "That's right. But it might not be someone who was a criminal themselves. Maybe someone who had a connection to one of Perry Abbott's cases in a different way. Anyway, Kendall and Diaz are looking into that."

      "So what do we do in the meantime?" asked Adam.

      Addison had been wondering the same thing. She couldn't get her conversation with Josie and Juliet out of her mind.

      "I want to go and speak to Richard Divola," she said.

      It was Adam's turn to frown. "We're not supposed to interview witnesses, Addison. You'll get us kicked off the case."

      "I won't mention the case," said Addison, her face a picture of innocence. "I want to tell him to stop accusing Josie of stealing his clients."

      "Oh. Well in that case, I'm coming with you."
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      Adam chattered away about his new manuscript on the drive in to Riverwood, and Addison was happy to listen. She was glad he was making progress with it. She'd heard countless stories of authors who'd struggled with their second books. Maybe it was a good thing his first one hadn't been released yet, so he didn't feel the pressure of living up to any expectations.

      "It should be in that arcade there," said Adam, pointing with one hand while holding his mobile phone in the other. He'd been giving Addison directions as she drove. She found a parking spot outside the arcade, and they went off in search of Richard Divola's grooming salon.

      They found Pampered Pooches at the end of the shopping arcade, and Addison noted it had a grassed area out the back for the dogs to run around while they waited their turn on the grooming table. There were two dogs in the yard, one of whom Addison recognised as Divola's own dog, Diesel. Another dog stood on a table inside being clipped. Richard Divola was seated at a desk in the corner while two staff members bustled about doing the work.

      "Good afternoon," said Richard, getting up from his desk with some effort and coming to the counter to greet them. He looked around at their feet. "Where's your dog?"

      "Hello," said Addison. They'd agreed in the car that she would do most of the talking. "I'm Addison Lake, and this is Adam O'Loughlin. We're not here to get a dog groomed, I'm afraid. I was hoping we could have a quick word with you. Is there somewhere more private we can talk?"

      Richard seemed confused, but shrugged and led them through the shop and out into the enclosed yard. There was a picnic table and chairs out there, and he waved a hand indicating they should sit.

      "This private enough for you?" he asked. Diesel immediately nudged his master's hand for a pat, then settled on the grass beside him.

      "Yes, thank you," said Addison.

      "So what do you want to talk to me about?" he asked, then frowned. "Who did you say you were again?"

      Addison re-introduced herself and Adam. "We're friends of Josie Porter," she added this time.

      "Oh." Richard's face dropped. "That girly sent you, did she?"

      "No, not at all," said Addison. She'd been wondering how to approach him on the drive over, and she'd settled on trying to sympathise rather than antagonise. It was easier said than done now they were face to face, though.

      "Josie is actually a bit concerned about you, Mr Divola," said Adam, going off-script already.

      "Concerned? What for?"

      Addison took Adam's lead. "She's had a few of your clients come to her because they feel the quality of your work isn't up to its usual high standard. She's concerned there might be something wrong." It wasn't entirely untrue, although 'concerned' might be stretching the truth a little.

      "Not up to my usual standard?" Richard shook his head. "The hide of some people… I've been doing this job for over thirty years… Who do they think they are?"

      Addison and Adam let the man blow off steam for a while longer, before Addison leaned forward and spoke gently.

      "Mr Divola, I'm sure you've been an excellent groomer for all those years. But it is possible you might be getting a little… tired?"

      "Are you saying I'm too old?"

      "No, not at all." Addison didn't know what to say next. This wasn't going well at all.

      "I see you have some staff in there," said Adam. "Is it possible one of them isn't up to scratch? Could they be causing you to lose customers?"

      Richard turned to observe his staff through the window for a minute, and Addison and Adam watched them as well. As far as Addison could tell they were good workers. The one grooming the dog seemed to know what he was doing, and looked every bit as competent as Josie did with an animal on the table.

      Richard turned his attention back to his guests, and his shoulders slumped. "No, they're not the problem. They're the reason I still have any business left at all, actually."

      Addison was surprised to see a solitary tear roll down the man's cheek. She reached out and covered his hand with her own.

      "Is everything okay, Mr Divola?"

      He shook his head. "I'm sorry I've been giving that poor lass a hard time. It's just… it's hard to accept."

      Adam and Addison exchanged glances. "What's hard to accept?" asked Addison.

      He looked up at her. "I've got Parkinson's Disease. Diagnosed a couple of years ago, but it's only started causing me problems recently. I can't do a lot of what I used to."

      "I'm sorry to hear that," said Addison. "But it looks like you've done the right thing and got help," she added, nodding towards the two workers inside.

      "I have now," said Richard. "But I should have done it earlier. I thought I was fine to carry on. I can be a stubborn old man sometimes. I guess if I'm honest I haven't been doing a good enough job for a while now. It's hard to see clients leave, though. You expect people you've known for years to stick by you. I guess it's not the same these days as it used to be."

      "Times are certainly changing," said Addison.

      "It's no excuse, though. I shouldn't have taken it out on your friend. Please tell her I'm sorry."

      "We will," said Addison. She felt sorry for the man, and realised for the first time that she knew very little about him. "Mr Divola, do you have people around you to help you through this? Your wife, perhaps?"

      "Please, call me Richard. No, my wife left me years ago. It's just me and Diesel now." He leaned down and stroked the dog's head. "I'm afraid I've burned too many bridges in my time. Some of them I'll never be able to repair now."

      Addison wondered if he was talking about Perry Abbott, so she took the opportunity and jumped in.

      "Do you have any idea what happened to Perry Abbott?" she asked him. She kicked Adam under the table to make sure he stayed quiet.

      "The police reckon he was poisoned," said Richard. "They've been asking me questions. I don't know why, I didn't kill him. He was my oldest friend."

      Adam opened his mouth, but Addison kicked him again.

      "I heard you and he weren't exactly on speaking terms," said Addison.

      Richard narrowed his eyes as he looked at her. "I thought I recognised you. You were there that night, weren't you? You tried to help him."

      "Yes," said Addison. She was afraid she'd been caught out, and he'd stop talking, but he did the opposite.

      "Thank you," he said. "It must have been very frightening for Helen. I'm glad someone was able to take charge of the situation before the police arrived. How did you know what to do?"

      "My late husband was a police officer," Addison explained. She left out the part about Rob being a homicide detective, and steered Richard back on track. "So are the stories about a rift between you and Perry not true?"

      "Oh no, they're true. We hadn't spoken for ten years. I'll regret that for the rest of my life." Richard went on to explain the argument between the two families that started with teenage love, and ended up getting way out of hand.

      "Perry tried to make up a few years ago, but I was too stubborn. It's the thing I've struggled with most over the years, I'll admit now. It cost me his friendship, and eventually cost me my marriage. You'd think I'd learn, wouldn't you?"

      Addison gave him her warmest smile. "I think we can all be guilty of not learning from our mistakes, Richard."

      He nodded and squeezed Addison's hand before pushing himself out of his chair. "I'd better get back in there and see how the young ones are going," he said. Please give my apologies to your friend Josie. She's a fine groomer. I promise I won't bother her anymore."

      "We'll pass the message on," said Addison as she and Adam followed him back through the salon and out into the arcade. "Oh, and Richard, don't think you're alone. You might have missed your chance with Perry, but I'm sure there are others you can call. And next time you're in Getaway Bay, look me up. I'll meet you at Hazel's for a coffee."

      Richard smiled. "Thank you, I'd like that." He waved them goodbye. "You've made an old man's day."
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      It was almost dinner time when Addison and Adam pulled into the driveway of the beach house. They'd taken the opportunity while they were in Riverwood to do some grocery shopping, and as Adam unloaded the car Addison thought through what they'd bought and decided on salmon and sweet potato patties for dinner.

      Once the groceries were put away, Addison put the sweet potato on to boil. She found a bottle of white wine in the fridge, set aside half a cup for poaching the salmon, and then poured herself a glass.

      "Would you like some?" she asked Adam.

      "No thanks, I'll grab a beer." He'd bought a case of his favourite beer while they were in Riverwood, so he put a few of them in the fridge and kept one out to drink.

      "So I think we can probably rule out Richard Divola, don't you?" said Addison. She sorted through the green vegetables in the fridge and pulled out some broccoli and asparagus that needed using. Together with some of the beans they'd just bought, the greens would make a nice accompaniment to the salmon patties.

      "Yeah, I think so." Adam took a long drink from his bottle of beer. "He never even mentioned the dog show while we were talking to him. If he was that keen on winning, I mean, keen enough to knock off the judge, he would have brought it up, don't you think?"

      Addison hadn't thought about that side of things. She'd been more focused on his diagnosis of Parkinson's Disease, and his regret at not making amends with his old friend before he died. She was certain he'd been telling the truth, in which case it wouldn't make any sense for him to kill Perry Abbott.

      "I suppose you're right," she said. "In any case, I don't think he's our killer."

      "Agreed. My money's back on Lucy McGregor."

      As Addison was putting away the rest of the groceries, Lenny and Brooke came down to join them in the kitchen. They got themselves drinks, a beer for Lenny and a soda water with lime for Brooke, and asked Addison and Adam about their afternoon. Adam filled them in as much as he could while Addison continued her preparations for dinner.

      "What are you making?" asked Brooke once they were up to speed on the day's events.

      "Salmon and sweet potato patties," said Addison. She poked a skewer into the sweet potato to check that they were done before draining the water and putting the pot back on the stove for a few seconds to dry the potatoes off. "They're a bit fiddly, but I think they're worth the effort. The secret is to use fresh salmon rather than canned, and poach it in white wine."

      Just then Layla entered the kitchen, and clapped her hands together when she realised what Addison was making. "Ooh, I love your salmon patties!" she said, giving Addison a hug.

      "You're in a good mood," said Addison. She fetched the bottle of wine from the fridge and poured her cousin a glass, not bothering to ask if she wanted one. Layla accepted it gratefully.

      "Thanks. The gallery is all set. I can move in first thing tomorrow, just in time for the opening on Friday."

      "Fantastic!" said Addison, and the others all nodded and congratulated Layla.

      "A toast!" said Lenny, raising his beer. They all followed suit. "To the new Getaway Bay Art Gallery."

      "Actually it's the Dennis and Jenna Dallimore Memorial Art Gallery," said Layla. "I know, it's quite a mouthful. But it seemed the right thing to do."

      "Of course," said Addison, raising her glass once again. "To the Dennis and Jenna Dallimore Memorial Art Gallery."

      "We should have champagne, shouldn't we?" asked Brooke. "For such an important celebration."

      "We will on Friday night," said Layla. "You're all still coming to the grand opening, aren't you?"

      "Of course we are," said Addison. "We wouldn't miss it." The others all nodded enthusiastically. "You haven't let me know what I can bring yet, though. I'll need time to prepare."

      "Don't worry about it," Layla answered with a wave of her hand. "I've got it all organised, you don't have to bring a thing. I don't want you working for this. I want everyone to just enjoy the night."

      "And the big surprise," said Adam with a grin.

      Layla's smile matched his. "Yes. I can't wait for you all to see it."

      "Are you going to give us a clue?" asked Addison. She'd been intrigued for months, ever since Layla had said she'd been working on a surprise for the gallery opening. Jason Sadler, Addison's handyman and good friend, had finished the art studio out the back of the beach house earlier in the year, and Layla had wasted no time moving all her art supplies from her bedroom into the studio. It hadn't been long before Addison had been banned from the little workshop.

      "I'm working on something special," Layla had said at the time. "It's something new for me, and I want to see how it goes before I let anyone see it."

      It must have gone all right, because it had quickly become 'Layla's secret project' that no-one was allowed anywhere near. She'd even gone out and bought a padlock for the studio, mostly to keep Adam from nosing about.

      Addison had been happy to indulge her cousin in the secret, and had made the others promise to do so as well.  Addison had noticed a change in Layla as soon as she'd started working on the project. She still had her moments of grief, of course, but they were becoming fewer and fewer. She had a much more positive outlook on life since she'd been working on whatever it was she'd kept hidden away, and Addison was very pleased to see that.

      The group chatted away about the opening for a while longer, and Addison kept working on dinner. She poured the wine and some water into a pot and brought it to the boil, then carefully placed the salmon pieces in to poach. When they were done, she drained the liquid away and then broke the salmon into pieces, mixed it with the potato she'd mashed earlier, and set it aside to cool while she prepared the vegetables.

      "So, are we reconvening the murder club?" asked Layla as she refilled her and Addison's wine glasses ready for dinner.

      "I hope so," said Brooke, setting the table in the kitchen for the five of them.

      "We're missing someone," said Lenny with a grin. "Mrs Jones is part of the club, isn't she?"

      "Oh, stop it, all of you," said Addison. "There's no murder club. That sounds awful."

      "What would you call it then?" said Layla, all serious now. "You and Adam are helping the police investigate a murder. The rest of us talk about it with you, as much as you'll let us. I think murder club is a very appropriate title."

      Addison opened her mouth to disagree but couldn't find the words. Layla had a point. And she had been struggling to get the murder out of her mind. As long as they didn't discuss anything confidential, what harm could it do to have a little 'murder club'?

      "All right," she said, dishing up the salmon patties and vegetables. "Murder Club it is. One of you had better go over and get Mrs Jones after dinner."
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      As it turned out no-one had to go and get Mrs Jones – she popped in anyway. She'd been to visit one of her friends in Riverwood for the day and had brought back a jar of the woman's homemade lemon butter for Addison.

      "Ooh, thank you very much," said Addison, removing the lid and tasting the delicious spread before putting the jar away in the fridge.

      "You're welcome. I know how much you like it. And Dot makes the best lemon butter in Queensland, no question."

      "I'll go along with you there," said Layla. "So how are you, Mrs Jones?"

      "I can't complain," said Mrs Jones, taking a seat with them at the kitchen table. Adam and Lenny had cleared the dirty dishes away and were now stacking the dishwasher. "You know everyone in town is still talking about Perry Abbott. Eleanor Moffett has been bugging me for days, trying to get information." She turned to Addison. "She thinks you're personally investigating the murder, you know."

      "Why would she think that?" asked Addison.

      "It's a small town, dear. People talk. They've seen you at the police station a few times. Word gets around. Not that anyone has a problem with it, mind."

      Addison wasn't sure what to say. Should she be worried that people knew she was helping the police investigate, or flattered?

      "I thought Eleanor Moffett had her own inside man," said Adam. "She knows someone who knows Constable Diaz, right?"

      Mrs Jones nodded. "Her grandson. But apparently Constable Diaz has woken up to her and is keeping tight-lipped this time. So she's back on at me. I tell her I don't care for gossip, but she never listens."

      Addison put the kettle on to make Mrs Jones a pot of tea. "You'll join us for dessert, won't you?" she asked. "I've made something new I want to test out, to see if it'll work for Hazel's."

      "Of course," said Mrs Jones. "I love your experiments. What is it this time?"

      "Apple and cinnamon slice. It's a bit of a cheat, really, because you use a packet mix for the base, but I found the recipe on a new website I was looking at and all the reviews say how lovely it is."

      "Well what are you waiting for," said Lenny. "Bring it on!"

      "As soon as you boys have finished cleaning up," said Addison. "Anyone else want tea?"

      There were votes for both tea and coffee, so Addison made tea while Brooke started up the coffee machine. Adam and Lenny finished cleaning the dinner dishes while carrying on an animated discussion about an element of Lenny's latest science fiction novel. Mrs Jones and Layla talked about the gallery, and Brooke questioned Addison about the new dessert recipe. With three separate conversations going on, no-one heard the front doorbell.

      "You really should lock that door at night," said Isaac as he entered the kitchen.

      Six pairs of eyes swivelled to where he'd appeared in the doorway.

      "Sorry, we didn't hear you," said Addison.

      "Clearly."

      "Well come in then," said Mrs Jones. "Don't just stand there looking awkward. Sit down. Addison was just about to feed us again."

      "No surprises there," said Isaac. He moved towards the table, but Addison held up a hand.

      "Let's move to the dining room," she said. "There's more space out there. And we'll hear the door if anyone else comes." The kitchen table was okay for five or six of them, but with the added presence of Isaac's large frame it just wouldn't do. She shooed them all out into the great room, and soon they were sitting around with hot drinks and pieces of apple and cinnamon slice.

      "This is delicious," said Isaac. "Are you going to make this for the café?"

      "I think so, if everyone is in agreement."

      There were enthusiastic nods all around the table. "Definitely a winner," said Adam. "Can I have another piece?"

      Addison sent him into the kitchen for the rest of the slice, and between them, he and Lenny polished off the lot. That was the only vote of confidence Addison needed, and she was glad she'd bought extra apples so she could make another slice for Hazel tomorrow morning.

      "So what's new in the case?" Layla asked Isaac. The rest of them sat staring at him expectantly.

      Isaac turned to Addison and Adam. "What—"

      "We haven't told them anything confidential," said Addison before he could get cross with them.

      "They haven't," Brooke agreed.

      "They haven't needed to," said Mrs Jones. "It's all the town is talking about. I heard you were questioning Ted King this afternoon. Is he a suspect?"

      "Not anymore," said Isaac. "But I can't discuss the details of the case with you."

      "But we've formed a murder club," said Layla with a completely straight face.

      "A murder club?" said Isaac.

      "Yeah. We've got suspects and everything. Tell him, Addison."

      Addison was lost for words. She'd gone along with Layla's idea of a murder club, of course, but now that they said it out loud to the police detective it sounded ridiculous. She'd give anything to know what Isaac was thinking right now.

      "I… um…"

      Layla burst out laughing. "Sorry, Addison," she said in between giggles. "But you should see your face." Layla turned to Isaac. "Like Mrs Jones says, they haven't told us anything the whole town isn't already talking about. But this house is full of writers with excellent imaginations. Of course they're going to wonder, and perhaps come up with a few suspects and theories. It's only natural."

      Isaac forked the last bite of apple and cinnamon slice from his plate into his mouth. He ate slowly, his eyes moving from person to person around the table. Addison felt like she was at a job interview, or something else equally stressful. She was being scrutinised, and she didn't like it. She considered shooing the entire crowd off to bed and home, but something about the way the group waited for the detective's response stopped her. She realised she needed to hear what he thought, too.

      Finally Isaac finished the slice, pushed his plate away, and folded his arms in front of him.

      "All right then," he said. "Let's hear your theories."
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      "We don't think Richard Divola is the killer, for starters," said Adam. He turned to Addison. "I'll let you explain," he said, before racing off upstairs.

      Isaac looked at Addison expectantly.

      "Um… we went to see him at his salon today," said Addison. She waited to be told off, but Isaac just kept staring at her, so she explained their conversation with Richard about his business.

      "He'd been accusing Josie of poaching his clients, which we knew wasn't true. That's not the way Josie does business. So we went over to ask him about it, and he admitted he'd done the wrong thing."

      Addison didn't mention the Parkinson's Disease, it wasn't her place to discuss the man's private life in such a public way, but she told them of his friendship with Perry Abbott and how he regretted letting the feud continue for so long.

      "It felt genuine to me," said Addison.

      "Me too," said Adam, who'd returned to the table with his laptop. "He seemed like a man who had a few regrets in life and was starting to feel the weight of them as he aged. He might be a grumpy old man, but I can't see him as a killer."

      "Okay," said Isaac. "Richard Divola is out, according to the Beach House Murder Club. Who else have you got?"

      "Not so fast," said Mrs Jones. "What did you find out about Ted King?"

      "I told you, I can't—"

      "Oh, no," said Layla. "It doesn't work that way. We give you something, then you give us something."

      "This isn't a negotiation," said Isaac.

      "But that's how they do it in the movies," Layla insisted.

      "This also isn't a movie," said Isaac. "We're not trading information here. This is a real-life murder investigation. We've got a killer out there, Layla. As much as I recognise you all want to help, and I know I've contributed to that by letting Addison and Adam get involved, I can't just reveal personal information about suspects to a group of citizens. It would be highly unethical."

      "But you can tell Addison," said Layla.

      "To a point, yes. Because she's an authorised police volunteer who's signed a confidentiality agreement."

      Mrs Jones leaned forward. "So how about the two of you go in the kitchen and make another pot of tea, and while you're in there you can tell Addison whatever you can. Then when you come back here, Addison can tell us whether we can rule out Ted King too." She sat back and folded her arms across her chest, as if she'd just delivered a telling-off to a group of naughty school children.

      "Why do I…" Isaac began, then sighed. "Okay, fine." He pushed back his chair and stood, shaking his head all the way into the kitchen.

      Addison followed, and when they closed the door between the great room and the kitchen they heard the rest of the table burst into laughter.

      "Sorry about that," said Addison as she filled the kettle. "They've gotten a bit out of hand."

      Isaac shrugged. "If it wasn't so serious it would be kind of funny."

      Addison was glad he could see the lighter side of things. "You don't really need to tell me…"

      "It's okay. It's no big deal, really." He turned back towards the closed door. "Adam isn't joining us?"

      "I think he's got Lucy McGregor in his sights. Ever since he saw her at the pharmacy he's been googling and searching and whatnot, but I don't think he's found anything yet. I suspect that's what he's up to now. He'd love to find something to impress you, I'm sure."

      "Fair enough." Isaac took a seat on one of the kitchen stools while Addison made the second pot of tea. "We questioned Ted King about the second mobile phone. He admitted not handing it in, but he said it was for personal reasons. He was evasive, but we eventually discovered some photographs and text messages on that phone he didn't want the world to see. Especially not his wife, if you catch my meaning."

      Addison did. "Right," she said, eyebrows raised. "You didn't find anything on his phone that could help us with the investigation then?"

      Isaac shook his head. "Afraid not. But the timing of the texts rules both him and another suspect out of the frame for Abbott's killer. They were carrying on quite the conversation right before the dogs got loose, so unless they were texting at the same time as slipping the poison into the glass in order to give themselves an alibi, I doubt it was either of them."

      "Plus, if they did it for an alibi, why hide the texts from the police?" said Addison.

      "Exactly."

      "So who was the other suspect?"

      Isaac lowered his voice. "Ebony Weir."

      "The organiser of the dog show? One of the judges was carrying on an affair with the person in charge?"

      "King denied it was an affair. He described it as a bit of harmless flirting. He said he wasn't proud of it, and he'd already vowed to come clean to his wife. Apparently Abbott's death put things into perspective for him."

      Addison was glad to hear it. Not that it was any of her business, but she didn't like to hear of trouble within marriages. It made her sad to think of deceit between people who must have loved each other at some point.

      "So that all but rules both of them out," said Addison. "Although I don't remember Ebony being a strong suspect."

      "No, she wasn't. But that's the thing with this case. There are so many people who were there, all of whom could have known about the poison and had access to the glass."

      "Right," said Addison. She poured boiling water into the teapot, closed the lid, and replaced the cozy over the top. "We came to the same conclusion. Too many people with means and opportunity. So that means we should focus on motive, doesn't it?"

      "It does." Isaac picked up the teapot and headed for the great room.

      Addison opened the door for him. "So who do we have left with enough motive to want Perry Abbott dead?" she asked as they rejoined the Murder Club.

      "I might be able to answer that," said Adam, looking up from the screen of his laptop. "I think I've found a motive for Lucy McGregor."
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      "Well don't keep us in suspense, man," said Lenny. "What have you found?"

      Adam raised his eyebrows at Isaac.

      "We weren't able to interview Lucy McGregor today," said Isaac. "She called in sick to work and we couldn't find her at home. We were going to have another go tomorrow. So if you've found something, please share."

      "Okay. It took me a while and a lot of digging on social media and news sites, but I've found a connection between Lucy and the victim. It seems her parents were killed in a car accident years ago." Adam's eyes diverted back to his screen. "Twelve years ago, to be exact. They were hit by a drunk driver. Mr McGregor was killed instantly, but Mrs McGregor lasted a couple of weeks on life support. Lucy was barely a teenager at the time, her sister even younger."

      "Oh, how awful for them," said Brooke. "I can't imagine going through something so horrible."

      "What's that got to do with Perry Abbott?" asked Isaac.

      "He was the drunk driver's lawyer," said Adam. "And he got the guy off."

      "Got him off?" said Mrs Jones. "What do you mean?"

      "I mean got the charges completely dropped. It was a technicality, by the looks of it. The police stuffed something up… no offence, Isaac… and Perry Abbott jumped on it. The case was thrown out, and the guy who killed the McGregors walked free."

      Addison sat back in her chair. "Wow. The poor girl. Not only did she lose her parents, but the person responsible didn't pay for it at all. That's terrible."

      "That's motive," said Adam.

      Addison thought back to the night of the dog show presentation dinner. She remembered talking with Hazel, Mrs Jones, Josie, and Juliet about Lucy while they were watching the unfolding chaos of the dogs running amok. Lucy wasn't doing much to help the situation, if Addison remembered correctly.

      There was silence for a moment while everyone at the table contemplated Adam's revelation, then just as quickly there was a cacophony of noise as each person voiced their opinion at once.

      "It puts her top of the list," said Lenny.

      "I don't think it was her," said Mrs Jones.

      "I told you there was something about her," said Brooke, mostly to Lenny.

      "She's so young," said Layla.

      Adam sat back and smiled, enjoying the upset he'd caused.

      Addison turned to Isaac. "What do you think?" she asked. The rest of the table fell silent to listen.

      "I think we'll need to give it due consideration," he said. "Thanks, Adam. That's good work."

      Adam beamed with pride, but his moment was short-lived. They were interrupted by insistent barking coming from next-door.

      "That's Charlie," said Addison, already out of her chair and heading for the kitchen. "He doesn't usually bark like that unless something's wrong."

      She raced through the kitchen and out the back door, followed closely by Isaac and the rest of the crew. The last light of the day was just enough for them see where they were going. Charlie continued to bark, and Addison followed the noise through the open gate in the fence and into Mrs Jones's yard.

      Charlie and Bella were both on Mrs Jones's back porch. Bella was trying to get to her food bowl, but Charlie was blocking her way. He seemed to be doing his best to stop her eating whatever was in the bowl.

      "Charlie!" Addison called. "What's wrong?" The dog looked up at her briefly before resuming his stance against Bella.

      Adam raced past Addison and up onto the porch. "What's up, mate?" he said to the little dog, careful not to get too close. Addison had never seen Charlie so worked up.

      "Bella, come!" Mrs Jones had caught up to them, and Bella instantly obeyed the command and went to her mistress. "What's got into the two of you?"

      Charlie retreated once Bella was safely by Mrs Jones's side, and Addison and Adam both peered into her food bowl. There was a chunk of meat in there.

      "Mrs Jones, did you give this to Bella?" asked Adam.

      Mrs Jones leaned forward to check the bowl, and shook her head. "No, I didn't. Bella doesn't eat raw meat. I cook all her food myself. How did that get in there?"

      "Stand back, all of you," said Isaac. He got close to the bowl and had a good look, then turned back to Addison and Mrs Jones. "Keep the dogs away from this."

      "Let's take them back to the beach house," said Layla. "I'll take Charlie."

      Mrs Jones picked up Bella and started towards the beach house, and Layla called to Charlie. The little dog gave Addison one last glance before trotting off behind Layla.

      Isaac pulled out his mobile phone. He used it to take a couple of photographs before making a call.

      "Kendall? It's me. You'd better get over to Mrs Jones's residence. It looks like we might have a crime scene."

      "A crime scene?" said Addison once he'd ended the call. "What do you mean?"

      In the dying light Addison noticed Isaac's brow was furrowed. He looked as concerned as she'd ever seen him.

      "If Mrs Jones didn't give her dog that piece of meat, who did?"
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      "It must be poisoned," said Adam. "It's the only explanation."

      "It's not the only explanation," said Layla. They were gathered in the kitchen of the beach house once more, with the exception of Isaac who was waiting next-door for Kendall to arrive. Addison was making another pot of tea.

      "Okay, what else could it be?" Adam asked.

      Layla opened her mouth to speak a couple of times, closing it again when she clearly couldn't think of any explanation as to why a chunk of raw meat had mysteriously appeared in Bella's food bowl.

      She turned to Mrs Jones, who was sitting at the kitchen table with Bella on her lap. "You're sure that meat wasn't there when you came over tonight?"

      "Positive," said Mrs Jones. "I gave Bella her dinner at the same time as I ate my own, as I always do. When I left the house to come over here, I checked her bowl to make sure she'd eaten it. The bowl was definitely empty."

      "See," said Adam. "Someone has snuck into Mrs Jones's yard while she was over here tonight and put that meat in Bella's bowl. Why do that?"

      "Maybe someone had some meat left over they didn't want to go to waste?" said Layla, but judging by her frown even she wasn't convinced of that theory.

      "Who'd give food to someone else's dog without asking the dog's owner?" said Lenny. "No, I'm with Adam. That meat is poisoned. Especially given that the head judge of the local dog show was just poisoned. It can't be a coincidence."

      There was silence while that sank in, until Brooke asked the question on everyone's mind.

      "Who'd want to poison a cute little dog like Bella?" She stood protectively beside Mrs Jones and leaned over to stroke Bella behind the ears.

      "It's obvious, isn't it?" said Lenny.

      Five sets of eyes turned his way.

      Lenny crossed his arms and leaned against the kitchen counter. "It must be whoever killed Perry Abbott, of course. It's all about the dog show. Killing the judge didn't get them the win, so now they're trying to bump off the competition." He looked at Mrs Jones. "Was the Best in Show award re-scheduled?"

      Mrs Jones shook her head. "No, they abandoned it for this show. But there's another show next month over in Scottsdale, and most of the same dogs will be in the running."

      "Including Bella?"

      "I'd decided to enter her, yes. Oh my goodness, did I put her in danger?" She gave the dog a tight squeeze.

      "I'm sure you didn't," Brooke reassured Mrs Jones.

      Lenny raised his eyebrows. "I don't know."

      Addison hadn't heard of anything so absurd. "You think whoever is behind this killed Perry so they could win Best in Show, and when they didn't, they decided to kill Bella here so there'd be one less dog to compete against next time?"

      Lenny shrugged. "Well, when you put it like that it sounds dumb."

      "It sounds very dumb," said Addison. "There's a big difference between killing a person and killing a dog. And winning a dog show isn't a good enough motive for either of them."

      "What if poisoning Bella was meant to throw us off the real killer's tracks?" said Adam.

      "So we'd think it was about the dog show when in fact it wasn't?" said Addison. "That's a more likely explanation."

      "That's what I think," said Adam. "My money's still on Lucy McGregor."

      Addison had heard enough speculation for the time being. She filled the teapot, then poured some of the tea into a travel mug and screwed the lid on tight. "I'm going to take this over to Isaac," she said. "You all stay here and look after Mrs Jones and the dogs."

      Charlie, who'd settled himself by the back door as if guarding against anyone going back over to the contaminated meat, stood when Addison approached. She leaned down and gave him a good scratch on the head and behind the ears.

      "You're a good dog," she said, before turning to Brooke. "Can you get him and Bella a treat?"

      "Sure."

      Charlie's eyes widened. 'Treat' was one of his favourite words, second only to 'walk'. He recognised both instantly, and both resulted in the kind of excited jumps and circles he was performing right now. Addison used the distraction to slip out the back door without him.

      Isaac was busy investigating Mrs Jones's backyard security measures while he waited for Kendall Short. He accepted the mug of tea.

      "Thanks. I think whoever it was came through this gate," he said. Mrs Jones's house was on a corner, and there was a gate in the side fence that had no lock. "Her security is terrible."

      "It's a small seaside town," said Addison. "My side gate isn't locked either."

      "Perhaps it should be, in light of recent events."

      Addison realised he wasn't just talking about Bella's attempted poisoning or Perry Abbott's murder. There had been a spike in nasty happenings since Addison came to Getaway Bay.

      "Fair point," she said.

      Isaac raised his tea mug. "This is good. You not having one?"

      "I've had as much tea and coffee as I need for one day." She pointed back to the beach house. "They're all speculating in there as to who did this, and why. Do you have any ideas?"

      "There is one person I've quietly had on my radar," he said. "I left Diaz at the station doing some more research."

      "Is it Lucy McGregor? Adam is keen on her as the culprit, but I'm not so sure. She seems so young and nice."

      "Killers come in all shapes and sizes, Addison. You should know that by now."

      "True. But…"

      "I agree," said Isaac. "She doesn't strike me as a killer. Nevertheless, Adam has uncovered some interesting information. Lucy's connection with the victim must be examined."

      "So who's your main suspect then?"

      He was about to answer but was distracted by a set of headlights on the other side of the fence. Two car doors opened and closed, and Isaac opened the gate to let Kendall in. She was dressed in jeans and a lovely floral top, and Addison was momentarily struck by how pretty she was. It was a nice change from seeing her in her police uniform.

      Jason Sadler followed Kendall through the gate and rushed straight to Addison.

      "Are you all right? Is Mrs Jones okay?"

      Addison was touched by his concern. "Everyone's fine, Jason. They're next-door at the beach house if you want to go and say hi. Sorry to interrupt your date."

      Jason shrugged. "We were just about to see a movie. You're all far more important. You're sure you're okay?"

      Addison could hear Isaac explaining about the meat in Bella's bowl to Kendall, and realised he hadn't told her what was going on over the phone. All he'd said was there was a crime scene at Mrs Jones's house. No wonder Jason was so concerned, the poor boy. Addison quickly explained the situation.

      "Who would want to hurt Bella?" he asked, once he'd calmed down and realised none of them were in immediate danger.

      Addison was about to tell him what she knew, when Isaac's mobile phone rang. They all watched as he answered.

      "Lucy McGregor," he said, identifying the caller for them. "We've been looking for you."
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      While Kendall set about establishing a crime scene and contacting the forensics team, Addison and Jason listened to Isaac's side of the conversation with Lucy McGregor. It was impossible to get anything from it, though, as it was entirely one-sided. Isaac was doing a lot more listening than talking as he paced up and down Mrs Jones's small grassed backyard.

      "I see," he finally said, coming to a sudden stop in front of Addison and Jason. "I'll still need to get a full statement from you and your sister, but that can wait until tomorrow. Thank you very much for calling."

      Isaac ended the call and put his phone back in his pocket.

      "Well?" said Addison.

      Isaac ignored her and turned to Jason. "Could you…"

      "I'll go and see how Mrs Jones and Bella are doing," he said, guessing where that sentence was going.

      "Thanks, Jason." Isaac held out his empty tea mug. "Would you be so kind…"

      "No problem." Jason took the mug and headed for the beach house through the gate he'd built in the fence between the two houses. That gate had come in very handy for both Addison and Mrs Jones.

      When he was safely out of earshot Addison stared at Isaac. Kendall had finished talking to the forensics team and was now focused on the detective as well.

      "She claims she didn't know Perry Abbott was the lawyer involved in her parents' case. She and her sister found out yesterday morning when some journalist contacted them. She said she was sick at the thought of it and couldn't face going to work."

      Addison remembered Juliet describing how Perry Abbott had kept Lucy at his beck and call throughout the dog show. She couldn't imagine having to suffer someone so demanding then find out later he was responsible for letting the man who killed her parents walk free. No wonder Lucy was feeling sick.

      "So why was she so hard to find today?" asked Kendall.

      "Apparently she turned her phone off and went to her sister's house. The journalist kept calling, and they both wanted time to process the news. She only just turned it back on to ring her boss and tell him she'd be back at work tomorrow, and she got my messages."

      "Do you believe her?" asked Addison.

      "I'm inclined to. We'll check her story out tomorrow. In the meantime, do you have things under control here?" he asked Kendall.

      "Forensics team are on their way. I'll get the crime scene tape from the car."

      She walked off through the gate to the road and Isaac turned his attention back to Addison. "This will take a while. Do you think Mrs Jones could stay with you tonight?"

      "Of course," said Addison. "There's plenty of room at the beach house. Can she come over and get a few things?"

      Isaac nodded. "I'll organise that with the forensics team when they arrive."

      Kendall came back in with the crime scene tape, and she and Isaac taped off Mrs Jones's back porch. It seemed a lot of trouble to go to for a piece of meat in a dog's bowl, but in light of how Perry Abbott died Addison understood it was necessary. She stood back out of the way and watched, slightly horrified at the sight of the official tape criss-crossing the back of her neighbour's house.

      "Where's Diaz?" Isaac asked Kendall once they'd finished.

      "He's on his way. Says he thinks he's found what you were looking for. What would that be, Sarge?"

      Addison was wondering the same thing, but before he could answer the young constable himself walked through the side gate. The size of the grin on his face was second only to that of Adam when he'd won his publishing contract.

      "You're going to want to see this, Sarge," said Diaz. He was holding a piece of paper, which he handed to Isaac, pointing to a particular section. "That bit there," he said with an amount of glee Addison thought a little over the top for a police officer in uniform.

      Isaac held up a hand to silence Diaz while he read. Addison watched on impatiently.

      Finally Isaac smiled.

      "Good work, Ryan. We've got her."
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      Perry Abbott's funeral was held the following day, without his wife in attendance.

      Helen Abbott was arrested in her home the morning of the funeral, while in the middle of packing for the cruise she'd booked the week before her husband's death.

      In the end, it had all been about money. Money was the reason Helen killed her husband, and money was the detail that had brought her unstuck.

      She'd told the police she'd paid for the cruise after her husband had died. It was the cruise they'd planned to do together and, needing to get out of the house that held such dear memories of him, Helen had decided to take the cruise herself.

      What she hadn't told them, but what with a little digging Constable Diaz had been able to find out, was that she'd booked the single supplement for the cruise the week before Perry was murdered.

      There'd been a special price for one day only and, never one to resist a bargain, Helen had gone ahead and booked the cruise for herself. She'd tried to explain it away during the hours of questioning that followed.

      "I suppose I might have exaggerated when I said Perry and I were still in a loving marriage," she'd told Isaac when confronted with the cruise evidence. "You caught me, Detective. I was planning to leave my husband and go off on a cruise on my own. But I didn't kill him."

      It wasn't the only piece of evidence against her, though. The forensics team had worked through the night and, after spreading fingerprint dust over every solid surface in sight on Mrs Jones's back porch, they finally came up with a partial print that matched Helen Abbott.

      After arresting her in the morning, the forensics team moved to her house. They found traces of strychnine in the bathroom sink where she'd attempted to wash it away.

      It hadn't taken long for her to confess after that.

      "So she stole the strychnine from the Clayton's farm?" asked Adam. They were in Addison's kitchen once again, where Isaac had come to deliver the news and let Mrs Jones know she could return to her own home. At the sight of his car pulling up outside the whole gang had come downstairs and assembled in the kitchen. The only one missing was Layla, who was busy preparing the art gallery for tomorrow night's opening.

      "Yes," said Isaac. "She's friends with one of the Clayton's neighbours. Not Richard Divola, the one on the other side. She was at the friend's house when they received the notification of the baiting program."

      "She admitted that?" asked Addison.

      "No. The friend came forward once we'd arrested Helen."

      "Nice friend," said Lenny.

      "But why did she go after my Bella?" asked Mrs Jones.

      "She was trying to divert suspicion to someone attached to the dog show," said Isaac.

      "Who?" asked Addison.

      "I don't think she had a particular person in mind. She just wanted to make it about the dog show to throw us off. We found search history on her computer which indicated she was trying to find a way to avert suspicion from herself. A number of articles she read discussed the idea of committing a second murder of an unrelated person to make the first murder seem random."

      "She tried to kill someone else?" asked Lenny.

      "No. We confronted her about it, and she said she couldn't bring herself to kill another person."

      "So she tried to kill my Bella?" said Mrs Jones. Addison had never seen her neighbour so irate, and she didn't blame her.

      "That's disgraceful," said Brooke.

      "Well she failed, thanks to Charlie," said Adam. He reached down and scooped up the hero of the case. "We should make him an honorary police volunteer, don't you think?"

      "Um, no," said Isaac. "I don't fancy turning that paperwork in to headquarters."

      They all laughed, including Mrs Jones, who Addison noticed had finally loosened her hold on Bella. The poor thing had not been let out of her mistress' sight since the attack occurred.

      "So you were wrong, Detective," said Adam with a smirk.

      "About what?" asked Addison. The look on Isaac's face said he knew what Adam was talking about.

      "The photographs from the dog show presentation dinner," Adam continued. "Isaac said they'd lead to the killer and solve the case."

      Isaac shrugged. "They led us to Brandon Short and the reason the dogs went nuts. Helen Abbott took that opportunity to spike her husband's glass. We were right about that."

      Adam shook his head. "No, that's not good enough. I believe you owe us dinner at the pub."

      "Fair enough," said Isaac. He stood and prepared to leave.

      "In that case, do you want to stay for dinner tonight?" Addison asked. He'd had a long day, and she couldn't imagine he'd eaten very much.

      "No, thank you," he said. "I've still got a lot of paperwork to do. But I'll see you tomorrow at the gallery opening, right?"

      "Of course," said Addison. "We'll all be there."

      "We sure will," said Adam. "I've waited months for this. We finally get to see what the big surprise is."
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      When the gang arrived at the brand-new Dennis and Jenna Dallimore Memorial Art Gallery the next evening, Addison couldn't believe the queue. It seemed most of Getaway Bay were waiting to get a glimpse of the new gallery, and the surprise Layla had in store.

      "This is fantastic," said Brooke. "Look at all these people! I hope they'll all fit inside."

      "We might have to take turns," said Mrs Jones. She wasn't going to come, but with Helen Abbott safely behind bars they'd managed to convince Mrs Jones it was safe to leave Bella at home. It helped that they'd left the gate open so Charlie was there as well.

      Addison swelled with pride at what her cousin had accomplished. She couldn't wait to see the gallery, but whatever was inside didn't really matter. The fact that Layla had picked herself up and rebuilt the gallery was enough in Addison's book.

      They milled around outside for a few minutes, and Addison felt the excitement building. Some people were trying to sneak a peek through the doors, but Layla had left the black plastic covering on the inside. No-one could see a thing.

      "I think something's happening," said Hazel. She was in prime position at the front door. "I can hear movement."

      Just then a lock clicked open, and Layla's head poked through a gap in the sliding doors.

      "Are you ready?" she asked the crowd.

      "We sure are," said Hazel.

      "Let us in!" Adam called from the back. There were a few other shouts and cheers and, with Hazel's help, Layla slid the big double doors open to reveal the new art gallery.

      Addison stood back and watched the people of Getaway Bay enter and take in the art. She recognised a few of the pieces, paintings that Layla had worked on months ago, when she first came to stay with Addison at the beach house. But there were more pictures here than Addison remembered seeing, and some sculptures, too. She'd had no idea Layla had been so busy.

      "This is amazing," Addison said once she finally caught up with her cousin. "You should be very proud of yourself."

      "Thanks," said Layla. "I struggled for a while after Jenna and Dad died, you know that. But I think it taught me that life is too short, and we have to make the most of every day."

      "That is very true," said Addison.

      "And it's not just about doing the work you love, it's also about spending time with the people you love."

      Addison cast her eyes around the gallery. With the exception of her children, the people she loved were right here in this room. Layla was absolutely right. Addison felt tears well up.

      "Hey, none of that," said Layla. "It's almost time for the big unveiling."

      Layla squeezed Addison's arm then moved over to a table at the back of the room where not one but two large artworks were covered with white sheets. One was obviously a painting, but Addison couldn't work out what the other one could be.

      "Gather 'round, everyone," said Layla in the loudest voice she could muster. "And fill your glasses."

      Tables filled with food and drinks had been set up down the middle of the gallery floor, and a few waiters and waitresses circled the room offering glasses of champagne. Addison took a glass and focused her attention on Layla.

      "I'd like to thank you all for coming," Layla began. "As you know, it's been a difficult year for me. I'm not going to dwell on that. It's time to move forward. But first, I'd like to unveil a special piece I've been working on to commemorate the lives of my father and sister. This piece isn't for sale; it will stay in the gallery as a permanent reminder to us all that life is precious."

      Layla lifted the first sheet to unveil a large sculpture made of a number of different materials. It included twisted metal and jagged pieces of concrete, along with sections of wood. Some of the wood was burnt. Addison smiled as she realised what Layla had done.

      It was made out of pieces of the old gallery. And it was beautiful.

      "Dad loved the gallery," Layla explained. "And this was where Jenna and I… well, let's be honest, we were never close. But when she stayed here with me those last few months, we got to know each other. She was a kind person, deep down. And no matter what she said, I know she loved being here with Dad and me.

      "I was going to paint something, but I wanted something tangible to remember them by. Something I could touch. When the builders started clearing away the rubble of the old gallery to build this place, I had an idea." Layla gazed fondly at her masterpiece. "This is the result. I hope you like it."

      After a respectful moment of silence, the room erupted in cheers.

      "It's wonderful," said Hazel, coming forward to wrap Layla in a big hug. "I'm sure your family would be proud."

      "Your dad would love this," said Mrs Jones, who was standing near the front. She reached out to touch the sculpture, then raised her glass of champagne. "Can we toast?"

      "Can I do it?" Jason stepped forward and put an arm around Layla. "I know Jenna would have loved this too," he said to her.

      "Yes, you do the toast," said Layla. "That seems right."

      Jason raised his glass, and everyone followed suit. "To the Dennis and Jenna Dallimore Memorial Art Gallery," he said.

      "To the Dennis and Jenna Dallimore Memorial Art Gallery," said the crowd.

      "And to Layla," Adam called out. "This place is amazing!"

      "To Layla!"

      There were more cheers and congratulations, and for a time Layla was swallowed up by the crowd. Eventually though, she made her way back to Addison, who was standing beside the painting still covered by a sheet.

      "So when do we get to see this one?" Addison asked.

      "Now," said Layla, and she pulled the sheet off with a grin. The rest of the town were still busy admiring the sculpture.

      "Don't you want to get everyone's attention again?"

      "Nope," said Layla. "This one's for you."

      Addison stood back to get a good look at the painting. It was a beach landscape, and she recognised it as the view from the beach house's front verandah.

      "It's to go above the fireplace in the great room," Layla explained. "I can't possibly repay you for all you've done for me this year, Addison, but hopefully this will be a start."

      Addison's heart melted. "It's beautiful. I know the fire was awful, but honestly, having you at the beach house has meant the world to me. We've helped each other through a few rough times. And we're family, Layla. There's no repayment involved."

      "So you don't want the painting then?" said Layla with a cheeky smile. "Because I can always sell it…"

      Addison gave her cousin a playful slap on the arm. "You'll do no such thing. That painting is going above the fireplace in the beach house, where it belongs."

      "Good. I'm glad that's settled. Now come and get something to eat. I'm starving!"

      "I'll be there in a minute."

      Addison watched Layla make her way to the food table, only to be stopped along the way by people wanting to buy the various paintings and sculptures that were for sale. At the rate she was going she'd have an empty gallery in no time.

      "She's very good," said Isaac, who'd appeared next to Addison with two glasses of champagne. He handed her one, which she accepted.

      "She is," Addison agreed. "I don't think I need to worry about her anymore."

      "You'll always worry about your family, Addison. It's in your nature."

      Addison realised he was right. And that wasn't such a bad thing.

      She clinked her glass to his. "So, when are you buying us that dinner at the pub?"
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      Dear Reader,

      

      It was a close call for Bella in the end there, but Charlie saved the day.

      

      And that's another case done and dusted for the Beach House Murder Club.

      

      Of course it's not the last.

      

      New Year's Day brings another death to Getaway Bay, and once again Addison and the Murder Club are called on to help Isaac's team.

      

      Did the visiting surfer accidentally fall to his death off Echo Point in the early hours of the New Year? Or was he helped on his way? When his identity is revealed, Addison and Isaac find themselves once again investigating with the eyes of the country upon them.

      

      Evil at Echo Point is the fifth book in the popular Getaway Bay Cozy Mystery series.

      

      Evil at Echo Point

      

      Read on for your bonus copy of the first Getaway Bay Cozy Mystery Cookbook, containing all the recipes from books one to four.

      

      graceyorkauthor.com
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      Welcome to Getaway Bay!

      

      This cookbook contains all the recipes featured in books one to four of the popular Getaway Bay Cozy Mystery series.

      

      Savoury dishes are listed first, and all the delicious sweet treats follow.

      

      A note on measurements: Addison is Australian, and so am I, so these recipes were written using metric measurements. However, I realise Addison has fans all over the world, including the US, so where possible I've tried to include US measurements as well.

      

      I hope you enjoy cooking these dishes and sharing them with your friends as much as Addison does. If you feel so inclined, I'd love to see pictures!

      

      My email address is:

      grace@graceyorkauthor.com

      

      Happy cooking!

      G xx

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ADAM'S FAVOURITE LASAGNE

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	1 tablespoon olive oil

        	1 onion, chopped

        	1 cup chopped mushrooms

        	2 garlic cloves, crushed

        	1kg (2.2 pounds) beef mince

        	2/3 cup red wine

        	2 x 700ml bottles (or 3 pints) passata (tomato pasta sauce)

        	2 tablespoons tomato paste

        	1 teaspoon chopped fresh oregano

        	2 teaspoons chopped fresh thyme

        	1 packet fresh pasta sheets

      

      

      BECHAMEL SAUCE

      
        	125g (4.5 ounces) butter

        	3/4 cup plain flour

        	6 cups milk

        	1/2 cup grated cheddar cheese

        	1/2 cup grated mozzarella cheese

        	1/2 cup grated parmesan cheese

        	Pinch ground nutmeg

      

      

      METHOD

      Step 1

      Heat the oil in a large frying pan over medium heat, and cook onion, mushrooms, and garlic until soft. Add the mince, increase heat and fry until brown.

      

      Step 2

      Add the wine, and cook until it has almost evaporated (about 4 to 5 minutes). Add the pasta, tomato paste, and herbs. Simmer for thirty minutes or until sauce thickens, season with salt and pepper.

      

      Step 3

      While the meat sauce is simmering, make the béchamel sauce. Melt butter in a medium to large saucepan over a medium heat until foaming. Remove from the heat and stir in the flour. Put back on the heat and cook, stirring, for two minutes. Remove from heat. Gradually add the milk while whisking, then put the pan back on a medium heat and stir constantly until sauce thickens. Remove from heat and add in half of each of the cheeses plus the nutmeg. Stir until well combined.

      

      Step 4

      Preheat your oven to 180oC (350oF). Thinly spread some of the mince mixture over the base of a large lasagne dish. Place a layer of lasagne sheets on top, then build your lasagne with alternating layers of meat, béchamel sauce, and lasagne sheets. Finish off with a thick layer of béchamel.

      

      Step 5

      Bake for 30 minutes. Combine remaining cheeses and sprinkle over the top of the lasagne, then bake for a further 20 minutes or until golden. Stand for ten minutes before serving.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BARBECUED GARLIC AND HERB MUSHROOMS

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	2 Tablespoons olive oil

        	2 cloves of garlic, crushed

        	1 teaspoon fresh thyme, finely chopped

        	1 teaspoon rosemary leaves, finely chopped

        	4 large flat mushrooms

        	Lemon wedges

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat your barbecue grill to a medium-high heat. Combine oil, garlic, herbs, and salt and pepper in a bowl, and use it to coat the mushrooms.

      

      Step 2

      Cook the mushrooms on the grill for about eight minutes, turning halfway through cooking. They should be tender and slightly charred. Serve with lemon wedges.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BUTTER-BRAISED BRUSSELS SPROUTS

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	500g (1.1 pounds) Brussels Sprouts, trimmed and halved

        	60g (2 ounces) butter

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Heat a large frying pan over medium heat. Add Brussels sprouts, half a cup of water, and the butter. Season with salt and pepper. Simmer, stirring occasionally, until the water has evaporated and the sprouts are crisp and tender (about 8 minutes).

      

      Step 2

      Continue cooking for about six minutes, stirring frequently, until the sprouts are golden brown and tender (but not mushy. No-one likes a mushy Brussels sprout.)

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BUTTERFLIED LAMB LEG WITH ROAST POTATOES

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	1 butterflied lamb leg

        	1/2 cup dry white wine

        	2 garlic gloves, crushed

        	1/4 cup finely chopped mint

        	2 tablespoons chopped rosemary

        	2 tablespoons brown sugar

        	1 tablespoons olive oil

      

      

      ROAST POTATOES

      
        	1 kg (2.2 pounds) potatoes and sweet potatoes, peeled and quartered

        	1 tablespoon butter

        	1 tablespoon olive oil

        	Salt and pepper

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Place the lamb in a large glass or ceramic dish. Combine the wine, garlic, mint, rosemary, sugar, and oil in a jug and pour over the lamb. Give it a good massage with your fingertips to rub the marinade in. Cover and place in the fridge for two hours or overnight, turning occasionally.

      

      Step 2

      Preheat your oven to 180oC (350oF). On the stove, boil the potatoes in a large pot for five minutes or until just tender. Drain, return to the pot, and shake over a low heat for 20 to 30 seconds to dry the potatoes and roughen their surface. Leave to cool for ten minutes.

      

      Step 3

      Melt the butter in a microwave jug. Add the oil and salt and pepper, and stir to combine. Pour over the slightly cooled potatoes, and shake the pot to coat the potatoes with the butter mixture. Tip the potatoes onto a roasting pan, and roast in the oven for about 40 minutes or until potatoes are golden. Increase heat to 220oC (425oC) and roast for a further 10 to 15 minutes until potatoes are golden and crisp.

      

      Step 4

      While the potatoes are cooking, heat the barbecue on high and drain the marinade from the lamb. Cook the lamb on high for five minutes per side, then reduce heat to medium/low and cook for a further ten minutes or until done to your liking. Cover with foil and rest for ten minutes while you finish off the potatoes.

      

      Step 5

      Serve lamb and roast potatoes with Honey-Glazed Carrots and Butter-Braised Brussels Sprouts to recreate the dinner Justin, Emily, and Olivia cooked for Addison in The Corpse at the Carnival.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHICKEN CASSEROLE WITH MUSTARD AND TARRAGON

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	olive oil, for cooking

        	1 kg (2.2 pounds) chicken thigh fillets, quartered

        	1 onion, diced

        	1 leek, sliced

        	1 clove garlic, crushed

        	350g (10 ounces) mushrooms, sliced

        	1/2 teaspoon dried tarragon

        	1/2 teaspoon dried thyme, or 1 teaspoon fresh thyme chopped

        	1 1/2 cups chicken stock

        	3/4 cup cream

        	2 teaspoons lemon juice

        	2 teaspoons dijon mustard

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat your oven to 180oC (350oF). Heat a splash of olive oil in an oven-safe and flame-proof casserole dish over medium heat. Add the chicken (probably best to do in a couple of batches) and cook until golden. Remove from the dish.

      

      Step 2

      Add another splash of oil and cook the onion, leek, and garlic until soft. Add the mushrooms, and cook for another few minutes until most of the liquid has evaporated. Add the tarragon, thyme, chicken stock, cream, lemon juice, and mustard, bring to the boil and cook for two minutes, stirring. Return the chicken pieces to the dish and season well with salt and pepper.

      

      Step 3

      Cover the casserole dish and cook in the oven for an hour, or until the sauce has reduced and thickened. Serve with mashed potatoes and green vegetables.

      

      Tip from Addison:

      This can also be cooked in an electric frypan. Instead of cooking in the oven, leave in the frypan on medium to low heat and stir frequently. It should taken 30 to 40 minutes for the chicken to cook through and the sauce to thicken.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHICKEN PASTA BAKE

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	2 cups dried pasta (spirals, shells, or whatever your favourite shape happens to be)

        	2 chicken thighs, diced

        	200g (7 ounces) pumpkin, diced

        	About 2 cups of other vegetables, chopped (Addison likes mushrooms, capsicum, zucchini, green beans, but you can add whatever you like)

        	A jar of pasta bake sauce (Addison likes a creamy tomato-based sauce, but again, use your favourite or whatever your local store has)

        	1/2 cup grated pizza cheese

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat your oven to 180oC (350oF). Cook the pasta according to packet directions.

      

      Step 2

      Par-boil or oven roast the pumpkin – don't cook it all the way through, just give it a helping hand. Addison sometimes throws it in with the pasta to boil to save on washing up.

      

      Step 3

      Chop the chicken and the other vegetables into bite-size chunks. Make sure to keep them separate – don't use the same chopping board and knife for raw chicken as you do for the vegetables.

      

      Step 4

      Mix the cooked pasta, chicken, vegetables, and sauce together in a casserole dish. Top with the grated cheese, and bake for about 30 minutes or until the cheese is golden brown and the chicken is cooked through.

      

      Step 5

      Serve with a side salad and crusty bread if you like, or just dig in. Don't forget to leave some leftovers – Olivia and Justin think it tastes better cold the next day!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHICKEN SOUP

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	2 tablespoons olive oil

        	1 leek, thinly sliced

        	2 garlic cloves, crushed

        	1 large carrot, peeled and diced

        	2 sticks celery, diced (optional, Addison doesn't like celery so she leaves it out)

        	2 small zucchini, diced

        	1 swede or turnip, peeled and diced

        	1 1/4 cups dry soup mix

        	8 cups chicken stock

        	1 kg (2.2 pounds) chicken legs

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Heat the oil in a large saucepan or pot, and cook leek and garlic until soft. Add the vegetables, and cook, stirring, for another two minutes. Stir in the soup mix, chicken, stock, and one cup of water. Bring to the boil.

      

      Step 2

      Simmer, partially covered, for an hour or until soup mix is cooked and vegetables are tender. Stir occasionally.

      

      Step 3

      Remove the chicken legs from the soup and take the meat off the bones. Roughly chop the chicken meat and add it back into the soup. Season with salt and pepper and serve hot.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HONEY GLAZED CARROTS

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	4  bunches baby carrots (also called Dutch carrots)

        	1/4 cup honey

        	1/2 teaspoon sweet paprika

        	1/4 cup fresh mint leaves, shredded

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Cook carrots in a large saucepan of boiling water until tender. Drain well.

      

      Step 2

      Return carrots to the pan with the honey and paprika. Cook, tossing, for two minutes or until heated through. Remove from the heat. Add half the mint and toss through. Put onto a serving plate and garnish with the other half of the mint.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            KUNG PAO CHICKEN

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	4 chicken thighs, diced

        	1 tablespoon Chinese Sichuan spice

        	2 tablespoon olive oil

        	1/3 cup raw peanuts

        	1 1/2 tablespoons light soy sauce

        	1 tablespoon rice wine vinegar

        	1/2 tablespoon honey

        	3 cloves garlic, crushed

        	2cm piece ginger, peeled and grated

        	3 spring onions, sliced

        	1 green capsicum, cut into 2cm pieces

      

      

      METHOD

      

      This is a recipe that involves a lot of preparation, and not much cooking, so it's best to have all your ingredients lined up handy and ready to throw in the pan. You should also cook your rice first, too.

      

      Step 1

      Combine Sichuan spice and 1 tablespoon of olive oil, and use it to coat the chicken. Combine the soy sauce, rice wine vinegar, and honey in a small jug or bowl, and set aside.

      

      Step 2

      Heat a wok or non-stick frypan over medium heat. Add the peanuts and toast them while shaking the pan (don't let them burn). Remove from the pan and set aside.

      

      Step 3

      Increase the heat to high, and add more olive oil to the pan. Add the capsicum and spring onions, and stir fry for a few minutes. Remove from pan. Add the chicken to the pan, and stir fry until brown. Add the garlic and ginger, and keep stirring. When the chicken is cooked through add the capsicum and shallots back into the pan, along with the sauce mix and the peanuts. Mix well and heat through.

      

      Step 4

      Serve with steamed rice.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LAYLA'S FAVOURITE SALMON AND SWEET POTATO PATTIES

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	1 large sweet potato

        	1/2 cup white wine (or water)

        	2 x 200g (2 x 7 ounce) salmon fillets

        	4 spring onions, sliced

        	2 tablespoons plain flour

        	2 eggs, beaten separately

        	1/4 teaspoon ground nutmeg

        	1/4 teaspoon ground cumin

        	Salt and pepper to season

        	1 cup Panko breadcrumbs

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Boil and mash the sweet potato, set aside to cool.

      

      Step 2

      Bring the white wine plus 1/2 cup water to the boil in a saucepan, and add the salmon fillets. Cover and simmer for six minutes. Remove the salmon from any remaining liquid, and remove the skin if you are using skin-on fillets (if you have a dog like Charlie, he or she will love the skin. Just make sure it's not too hot). Break the salmon into chunks and put it in a mixing bowl with the sweet potato mash to cool.

      

      Step 3

      When the potato and salmon have cooled a bit, add the spring onions, flour, one egg, spices, and salt and pepper. Stir well to combine. Shape into patties, dip into the other egg, roll in breadcrumbs, and chill the patties in the fridge for 20 minutes or so.

      

      Step 4

      Shallow fry for about six minutes, turning once, until golden.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LAYLA'S PESTO PASTA

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	450g (1 pound) pumpkin, deseeded, peeled, and cut into 2cm pieces

        	Olive oil spray

        	Salt and pepper

        	2 cups dried pasta (penne, spirals, shells, or another favourite)

        	100g (3.5 ounces) bacon, diced

        	1 to 2 cups chopped green veg of your choice (zucchini, broccolini, asparagus, etc)

        	125g (1/2 cup) basil pesto

        	1/3 cup cream

        	Shaved parmesan to serve

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      In a large saucepan boil the pasta and pumpkin until cooked. Drain.

      

      Step 2

      In a large frying pan cook the bacon and green vegetables for five minutes. Add the pesto to the frying pan and stir to combine with the bacon and vegetables.

      

      Step 3

      Add the drained pasta and pumpkin, and the cream, and stir to combine and heat through. Divide among serving bowls and top with shaved parmesan.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LIME AND CHILLI CHICKEN SALAD

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	500g (1 pound) chicken breast fillets

        	2 teaspoons grated lime rind

        	1 long green chilli, finely chopped

        	2 garlic cloves, crushed

        	1/4 cup lime juice

        	2 tablespoons extra virgin olive oil

        	2 corn cobs

        	Olive oil cooking spray

        	1/2 an iceberg lettuce, roughly chopped

        	1 avocado, sliced

        	4 spring onions, thinly sliced

        	1/2 cup fresh coriander leaves (optional)

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Slice chicken breasts in half lengthwise, and place in a glass or ceramic dish. Combine lime rind, chilli, garlic, half the lime juice, and half the olive oil and pour over chicken. Rub it in to coat the chicken, then cover and refrigerate for 20 minutes.

      

      Step 2

      Place corn in a large microwave-safe bowl. Add two tablespoons of cold water and microwave on high for 2 minutes or until just tender. Remove corn from the bowl and pat dry. Spray with cooking spray.

      

      Step 3

      Cook the chicken and corn on a barbecue on a medium to high heat. Chicken should take four or five minutes per side. The corn should take roughly the same, as long as you keep turning it to avoid burning. When done, cover the chicken with foil and rest for five minutes, and give the corn five minutes to cool on a chopping board.

      

      Step 4

      Cut the corn from the cobs and slice the chicken into bite-sized pieces. Combine the remaining lime juice and oil in a small bowl or jug. Arrange the lettuce on a serving dish, top with chicken, corn, avocado, spring onions, and coriander if using. Pour over lime and oil dressing.

      

      Note:

      Coriander (or cilantro) is a strong-flavoured herb, so only put it all over your salad if you're sure everyone likes it. Addison does not like it, and therefore would never add it to her salad. Or anything.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            POTATO BAKE

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	60g (2 ounces) butter

        	1/4 cup plain flour

        	2 1/3 cups milk

        	2 cups grated tasty cheese

        	Some fried onion and bacon pieces, optional

        	1.2kg (2.5 pounds) potatoes, peeled and thinly sliced

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat your oven to 180oC (350oF). Make a white sauce using either the saucepan method or the microwave method (Addison uses the microwave method, and adds ingredients by feel and experience now, but the quantities above will work well).

      

      Saucepan method:

      Melt the butter over a medium heat. Add the flour and mix well, then remove from the heat. Add one cup of the milk and whisk well, then return to the heat and add the rest of the milk while continually stirring. Increase the heat and keep stirring until the sauce comes to the boil and thickens. You may need to reduce the heat a little once it boils.

      

      Microwave method:

      Use a large, microwave safe jug. Addison has a Tupperware one she bought at a party about thirty years ago, but it's still going strong. Melt the butter (thirty seconds should do it, but adjust for your microwave's power), then add the flour gradually and mix together. You should get a ball-like consistency. If it's too wet, add more flour. Too dry, melt some more butter and add that.

      Add about a cup of the milk and whisk together well. You'll still have a few lumpy bits, that's okay. Add the rest of the milk and whisk well, then microwave the sauce in one minute bursts, whisking in between. It should start to thicken after a few minutes, when it does reduce to thirty-second bursts, whisking as you go, until you have a nice thickened white sauce.

      

      Step 2

      Add 1 1/2 cups of the grated cheese to the white sauce. For extra taste you can fry up some chopped onion and bacon, and add that in here as well.

      

      Step 3

      Arrange one third of the sliced potato in a baking dish, overlapped slightly. Pour a third of the white sauce over, and grind some salt and pepper over it too. Repeat for the remaining potato and sauce. Sprinkle the remaining cheese over the top and bake for an hour or until the potato is cooked through and the top is golden.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WHOLE BAKED FISH

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	1 whole snapper, or other white-fleshed fish that will fit in your oven or barbecue

        	4 slices bread, made into breadcrumbs in a chopper or broken up into small pieces

        	2 tomatoes, diced

        	1 onion, diced

        	1 tablespoon mixed herbs

        	Salt and pepper

        	1 or 2 eggs

        	Knob of butter

        	1 lemon, sliced

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat your oven or barbecue to 180oC (350oF) or medium-high. Mix together the breadcrumbs, tomato, onion, mixed herbs, and salt and pepper in a bowl with one egg. If it seems too dry, add the second egg.

      

      Step 2

      Fill the stomach cavity of the fish with the stuffing, and then close up by binding with string three or four times around the fish. Cut small slits in the top of the fish and rub butter in. Lay slices of lemon on top.

      

      Step 3

      Wrap the fish completely in foil. Bake for approximately 15 minutes per kilo of fish, so roughly 45 minutes to an hour for a three to four kilogram fish. To see if it's cooked, check that the flesh in the centre of the fish is white, not translucent. Serve with salad and some of that lovely stuffing.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ANZAC BISCUITS

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	1 cup plain flour

        	1 cup desiccated coconut

        	1 cup rolled oats

        	1/2 cup caster sugar

        	1/4 cup brown sugar

        	125g (4.5 ounces) butter

        	2 tablespoons golden syrup

        	1/2 teaspoon bicarbonate of soda

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat oven to 180oC (350oF), and line two baking trays with baking paper.

      

      Step 2

      Melt the butter and golden syrup together in a small saucepan over a low heat, stirring as you go. Set aside for five minutes to cool slightly.

      

      Step 3

      Place the flour, coconut, rolled oats, and combined sugar in a large bowl and combine with a wooden spoon.

      

      Step 4

      Combine 1 and 1/2 tablespoons of boiling water with the bicarbonate of soda in a small bowl. Add this and the butter mixture to the oat mixture, and stir until well combined.

      

      Step 5

      Roll tablespoonfuls of the mixture into balls and place on the lined trays, gently pressing to flatten and allowing room for the biscuits to spread. Bake for 12 to 15 minutes until golden. Leave on the trays to cool, the biscuits will harden as they cool.

      

      What's an ANZAC Biscuit?

      In World War I the Australian and New Zealand Army Corps were known as ANZACs. These biscuits were made at home and sent overseas to the soldiers because their ingredients didn't spoil easily and the biscuits held up well to naval transportation.

      These days the recipe has changed a bit, but Aussies and Kiwis love their ANZAC biscuits. They are traditionally made around ANZAC Day, April 25th, when Australia and New Zealand pay their respects to all those who serve. Many households (including Addison's) bake them more often though, because they are so tasty and easy to make.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            APPLE AND CINNAMON SLICE

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	340g packet golden butter cake mix

        	1 cup desiccated coconut

        	125g (4.5 ounces) butter, melted

        	400g can (1 pound) of apple pieces, or equivalent stewed apple

        	300g (10 ounces) sour cream

        	1 egg

        	1 teaspoon cinnamon sugar

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat your oven to 180oC (350oF), and grease and line a 20cm square cake tin.

      

      Step 2

      Combine the packet cake mix (just the dry contents of the packet, not the other ingredients the packet calls for) with the coconut and melted butter in a mixing bowl. Press the mixture evenly over the base of the prepared cake tin. Cook for 15 minutes, or until browned slightly.

      

      Step 3

      Spread the apple evenly over the base. Whisk the sour cream and egg together, then spread over the apple. Sprinkle the top with cinnamon sugar, and cook for a further twenty minutes or until the top has set.

      

      Step 4

      Cool in the pan. Cut into fingers to serve.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            APPLE CRUMBLE

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	1 cup plain flour

        	1/2 cup brown sugar, firmly packed

        	1/2 cup rolled oats

        	100g (3.7 ounces) chilled butter, chopped

        	1/2 cup chopped walnuts or pecans, or whichever nuts you prefer (optional)

        	900g (2 pounds) of pie apple, either canned or cook your own

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat the oven to 180oC (350oF). Add the flour, sugar, oats, and butter to a mixing bowl.

      

      Step 2

      Using your fingertips, rub the butter into the other ingredients until the mixture resembles fine bread crumbs. Add the nuts if using.

      

      Step 3

      Spoon the apple into a 1.5L (6 cup) capacity oven dish, and spread the crumble mixture over the top. Bake for 20-25 minutes, or until golden. Serve warm with ice-cream and/or fresh cream.

      

      Tip from Addison:

      You can experiment with the ingredients by adding rhubarb, blueberries, pear, etcetera. Olivia also likes it with sultanas and a dash of cinnamon.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BAKED LEMON CHEESECAKE PIE

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	250g (9 ounces) cream cheese, chopped, at room temperature

        	2/3 cup caster sugar

        	Zest of one lemon

        	2 tablespoons lemon juice

        	600g (1 pound 5 ounces) fresh ricotta

        	1/3 cup mascarpone

        	3 eggs

        	Icing sugar, to dust

        	Ground cinnamon, to dust

      

      

      PASTRY

      
        	1 3/4 cups Tipo 00 flour

        	1/3 cup firmly packed brown sugar

        	2 teaspoons baking powder

        	150g (5.2 ounces) chilled butter, chopped

        	1 egg

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      For the pastry, place the flour, sugar, and baking powder in a food processor and process until combined. Add the butter and process until fine crumbs form. Add the egg and one tablespoon of water (adding another tablespoon, if too dry) and process until the dough just comes together.

      

      Step 2

      Turn the dough out onto a clean work surface and knead until smooth. Pat into a disc. Cover with plastic wrap and place in the fridge for 30 minutes to rest.

      

      Step 3

      Roll out the pastry between two sheets of baking paper to about 32 cm diameter, or large enough to line the base and sides of a 22cm springform pan. Trim excess pastry from the top, and place in the fridge for 30 minutes to rest.

      

      Step 4

      Preheat your oven to 180oC (350oF). Use electric beaters to beat the cream cheese, sugar, lemon rind, and juice until well combined. Add the ricotta and mascarpone and beat until very smooth. Add the eggs one at a time, beating until just combined. Pour into the prepared pastry shell.

      

      Step 5

      Bake for 55 minutes or until the mixture wobbles slightly in the centre. Turn off the oven and cool cheesecake in the oven with the door slightly ajar. Place in the fridge for four hours or overnight to set.

      

      Step 6

      Sprinkle with icing sugar and cinnamon to serve.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BLUEBERRY MUFFINS

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	2 1/2 cups self-raising flour

        	90g (3 ounces) butter, softened and chopped

        	3/4 cup firmly packed brown sugar

        	125g (4.5 ounces) fresh blueberries

        	1 cup milk

        	2 eggs, lightly beaten

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat your oven to 180oC (350oF), and grease your muffin pan.

      

      Step 2

      Sift the flour into a mixing bowl. Using your fingertips, rub the butter into the flour until it resembles fine bread crumbs. Then stir in the sugar.

      

      Step 3

      Make a well in the centre and add the milk and eggs. Gently stir until just combined, and then gently mix the blueberries through. Don't over-mix here, or your batter will turn blue! Spoon the mixture into your greased muffin pan.

      

      Step 3

      Bake for 25 minutes, or until a skewer comes out clean. Cool in the pan for five minutes, then turn out onto a wire rack to cool completely.

      

      Tip from Addison:

      You can easily make these gluten free by substituting gluten free flour.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHOCOLATE CHIP MUFFINS

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	3 cups self-raising flour

        	3 tablespoons cocoa powder

        	1 1/2 cups brown sugar

        	200g (7 ounces) choc bits

        	1 1/2 cups milk

        	120g (4 ounces) butter melted

        	2 eggs beaten

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat your oven to 180oC (350oF). Place twelve muffin cases in a muffin pan.

      

      Step 2

      Sift flour and cocoa powder into a mixing bowl. Add sugar and choc chips, and stir. Add milk, melted butter, and eggs. Stir until just combined.

      

      Step 3

      Pour into muffin cases, and bake for 20 to 25 minutes or until a skewer comes out clean. Cool in the pan for five minutes before placing on a wire rack to cool completely.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            COFFEE AND WALNUT MUFFINS

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	2 cups self-raising flour

        	3/4 cup brown sugar

        	1/2 cup coarsely chopped walnuts

        	1/2 cup white chocolate chips

        	1 shot of coffee, or 1 teaspoon instant coffee dissolved in a tablespoon of water

        	1 egg, lightly whisked

        	1 cup buttermilk

        	1/3 cup vegetable oil

      

      

      COFFEE ICING

      
        	Another shot of coffee, or 1 teaspoon instant coffee dissolved in 2 tablespoons of water

        	1 cup icing sugar mixture

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat oven to 180oC (350oF). Line a 12-hole muffin pan with paper cases.

      

      Step 2

      Combine the flour, sugar, walnuts, and chocolate chips in a large bowl. In another bowl or large jug, combine the coffee, egg, buttermilk, and oil and whisk to combine. Add to the flour mixture and stir until just combined.

      

      Step 3

      Divide the mixture evenly among the paper cases and bake for 20-25 minutes or until a skewer comes out clean. Transfer to a wire rack to cool.

      

      Step 4

      Make icing by combining the coffee and icing mixture in a small bowl to form a runny paste, adding water if necessary. Drizzle over the muffins.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CRANBERRY AND OAT SLICE

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	1 1/4 cups wholemeal plain flour

        	2 teaspoons finely grated orange rind

        	1/2 cup brown sugar

        	1 1/2 cups rolled oats

        	1/4 cup dried cranberries

        	1/4 cup sultanas

        	125g (4.5 ounces) butter, chopped

        	2 tablespoons honey

        	1/2 teaspoon bicarbonate of soda

        	2 tablespoons boiling water

        	2 tablespoons flaked almonds

        	1 tablespoon pepitas (pumpkin seeds)

        	1 tablespoon extra honey

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat your oven to 180oC (350oF). Grease an 18cm x 28cm slice pan and line the base and long sides with baking paper. Let the paper overhang so you easily can lift out the finished slice later.

      

      Step 2

      Combine the flour, orange rind, sugar, oats, cranberries, and sultanas in a large bowl.

      

      Step 3

      Place the butter and honey in a small saucepan over a medium heat and cook, stirring, until the butter melts. Add the bicarbonate of soda and boiling water and stir until the mixture bubbles. Remove from heat and wait until the bubbles subside.

      

      Step 4

      Make a well in the centre of the flour mixture. Pour in the butter and honey mixture and stir until well combined. Press the mixture into the prepared tin. Sprinkle with almonds and pepitas and drizzle over the extra honey. Bake for 25 minutes or until the slice is golden and firm to touch. Cool in the pan and then slice to serve.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FLOURLESS CHOCOLATE BISCUITS

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	3/4 cup cashews, raw or roasted

        	3/4 cup macadamias

        	1/4 cup sesame seeds

        	1 1/2 cups fresh dates, pitted

        	1 1/2 tablespoons raw cacao powder, or cocoa powder

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat oven to 170oC (340oF). Line two baking trays with baking paper.

      

      Step 2

      Place all ingredients in a food processor, and process until the mixture is combined and relatively smooth (about 1 minute).

      

      Step 3

      Roll into smallish balls and place on the baking paper on the trays. Use a fork to flatten slightly, then bake for 10 - 12 minutes until lightly coloured. They should still be soft. Cool on the trays for ten minutes before transferring to wire racks to cool completely.

      

      Tip from Addison:

      You can freeze these uncooked, and then just pop them in the oven when you need them. You can also use different types of nuts. Some nuts may result in a slightly drier or more crumbly mixture, if this happens add a little extra virgin olive oil or a nut oil to make it roll easily.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HOT CROSS BUNS

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	4 teaspoons (2 x 7g sachets) dried yeast

        	1 1/4 cups warm milk

        	1/4 cup caster sugar

        	4 cups baker's flour (Tipo 00)

        	2 teaspoons ground cinnamon

        	2 teaspoons ground mixed spice

        	1 teaspoon salt

        	60g (2 ounces) butter

        	2 cups sultanas (or 1 cup sultanas and 1 cup dried cranberries)

        	2 eggs

        	1/4 cup plain flour

      

      

      GLAZE

      
        	1/3 cup caster sugar

        	1/3 cup cold water

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Whisk yeast, milk, and caster sugar together until the sugar dissolves. Set aside for five to ten minutes. Sift the flour with cinnamon, mixed spice, and salt. Use your fingertips to rub in the butter.

      

      Step 2

      Add in the eggs and yeast mixture, and stir. Knead the dough for five minutes. Add in the sultanas (and cranberries if using), and knead until just combined. Place the dough in a large, greased bowl, cover with plastic wrap or a tea towel, and leave to rise until it's doubled in size (about 45 minutes to an hour).

      

      Step 3

      Punch down the dough and knead just until smooth. Shape into twelve balls, and arrange in a 30cm x 20cm baking tray. Set aside to rise until they've doubled in size.

      

      Step 4

      Preheat your oven to 200oC (400oF). Combine the plain flour with 1/4 cup of water, adjusting flour to water ratio to ensure a smooth paste, and use it to pipe crosses onto the buns. If you don't have a piping bag, a ziplock bag with the corner cut off will work well. Bake for ten minutes at 200oC (400oF), then turn down to 180oC (350oF) and bake for another fifteen minutes.

      

      Step 5

      To make the glaze, place sugar and water in a small saucepan over medium heat. Cook, stirring, for three minutes or until sugar dissolves and mixture thickens slightly. Brush over warm buns.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HUMMINGBIRD CAKE

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	2 cups self-raising flour

        	1/2 teaspoon bicarbonate of soda

        	1/2 teaspoon ground cinnamon

        	1 cup brown sugar

        	1/2 cup desiccated coconut

        	1/2 cup pecans, chopped

        	2 eggs, lightly beaten

        	2 large, ripe bananas, mashed (roughly 1 cup mashed banana)

        	3/4 cup sunflower or canola oil

        	450g (1 pound) crushed pineapple, drained

      

      

      CREAM CHEESE ICING

      
        	60g (2 ounces) butter, softened and chopped

        	125g (4.5 ounces) light spreadable cream cheese

        	1/2 teaspoon vanilla essence

        	1 1/2 cups pure icing sugar, sifted

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat your oven to 180oC (350oF). Grease and line the base of a 6cm deep, 22cm springform pan.

      

      Step 2

      Sift flour, bicarbonate of soda, and cinnamon into a large bowl. Add brown sugar, coconut, and pecans. Stir to combine.

      

      Step 3

      Combine eggs, bananas, and oil in a large jug. Add egg mixture and pineapple to the dry ingredients. Gently stir to combine, then spoon into prepared pan.

      

      Step 4

      Bake for 45 to 50 minutes, or until a skewer inserted into the middle comes out clean. Cool in pan for five minutes before turning out onto a wire rack to cool completely.

      

      Step 5

      To make the icing, combine butter, cream cheese, vanilla and icing sugar with an electric mixer until smooth. Spread icing over cooled cake.

      

      Tip from Addison

      If your bananas aren't quite ripe enough, add a tablespoon of honey to the mix.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ISAAC'S FAVOURITE PECAN CINNAMON SCROLLS

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	1 cup warm milk

        	2 teaspoons (or 7g sachet) dried yeast

        	1 tablespoon caster sugar

        	3 cups plain flour

        	1/2 teaspoon salt

        	1 egg, lightly whisked

        	80g (2.7 ounces) butter, softened

        	1/2 cup brown sugar

        	2 teaspoons ground cinnamon

        	3/4 cup pecans, chopped

        	1/2 cup icing sugar

      

      

      BUTTERSCOTCH SAUCE

      
        	50g (2 ounces) butter

        	1/3 cup brown sugar

        	2 tablespoons maple syrup

        	1 tablespoon thickened cream

        	1 teaspoon ground cinnamon

      

      

      METHOD

      These are a little fiddly and time-consuming to make, but so worth it!

      

      Step 1

      Combine milk, yeast, and caster sugar in a bowl. Set aside for five minutes.

      

      Step 2

      Place flour and salt in a large mixing bowl and make a well in the centre. Add the milk mixture and egg, and stir until you have a sticky dough. Turn out onto a floured surface and knead for five minutes or until smooth and elastic. Place in a greased bowl, cover with plastic wrap or a tea towel, and set aside for an hour to rise.

      

      Step 3

      While you wait for the dough to rise, make the butterscotch sauce. Combine all the sauce ingredients in a saucepan and heat over a medium heat for 2 to 3 minutes, stirring, until the mixture boils and thickens. Set aside to cool.

      

      Step 4

      Grease a 22cm springform pan and line it with baking paper. Using an electric mixer, beat the butter, sugar, and cinnamon in a bowl until smooth and creamy.

      

      Step 5 – the tricky bit.

      Turn the dough onto a lightly floured surface and knead until smooth. Use a rolling pin to roll out a 30x40cm rectangle. Spread with a third of the cinnamon mixture. Fold a short side of the dough over two thirds of the filling, and then fold again over remaining third. Roll out again to a 30x40cm rectangle, spread with the second third of the cinnamon mixture, and fold into thirds again. Roll out into a 30x40cm rectangle, spread with the last of the cinnamon mixture, and sprinkle with pecans. Drizzle over one third of the butterscotch sauce. From a long edge roll the dough to encase the filling into a log, and then cut crossways into eight scrolls.

      

      Step 6

      Preheat your oven to 200oC (400oF). Pour the remaining sauce over the base of the prepared pan. Arrange the scrolls, cut side up, in the pan over the sauce. Cover and set aside for 15 minutes to rise.

      

      Step 7

      Bake for 10 minutes. Turn the oven down to 180oC (350oF). Bake, covering with foil if over-browning, for 30 minutes or until golden and cooked through. Set aside for 30 minutes to cool. Remove from pan.

      

      Step 8

      Place icing sugar in a small bowl. Add enough water to make a runny paste. Drizzle over the top of the scrolls.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            JAFFA SLICE

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      

      BASE

      
        	1 cup plain flour

        	80g (3 ounces) butter, chopped

        	2 tablespoons brown sugar

        	1 egg yolk

        	1 to 2 tablespoons chilled water

      

      

      TOP

      
        	200g (8 ounces) Jaffas

        	1/2 cup plain flour

        	1/4 cup self-raising flour

        	1/3 cup cocoa powder

        	1 1/2 cups firmly packed brown sugar

        	1 teaspoon finely grated orange rind

        	200g (8 ounces) butter, melted

        	3 eggs, lightly whisked

        	Chocolate sauce, to drizzle

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat your oven to 180oC (350oF). Lightly spray a 20cm x 30cm slice pan with oil, and line base and two long sides with baking paper. Let the paper overhang so you easily can lift out the finished slice later.

      

      Step 2

      For the base, process the flour, butter, and sugar in a food processor until mixture resembles fine breadcrumbs. Add the egg yolk and enough water and process until the mixture comes together. Press evenly over the base of the prepared pan.

      

      Step 3

      Bake the base for 15 minutes or until light golden and cooked through. Set aside to cool completely.

      

      Step 4

      Place the Jaffas in a small, sealable plastic bag. Wrap in a tea towel and gently pound with a meat mallet or rolling pin until roughly crushed. Set aside 2 tablespoons of the crushed Jaffas.

      

      Step 5

      Sift the flours and cocoa into a large bowl. Stir in the sugar and orange rind. Make a well in the centre and add the butter and eggs, mixing until well combined. Spread the mixture over the base, and sprinkle evenly with most of the crushed Jaffa, pressing it lightly into the mixture.

      

      Step 6

      Bake for 25 to 30 minutes, or until a skewer inserted into the middle comes out clean. Set aside in the pan to cool completely. Cut into slices, drizzle with chocolate sauce, and sprinkle with remaining crushed Jaffa.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            JAM AND CREAM SPONGE CAKE

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	6 eggs

        	3/4 cup caster sugar

        	2/3 cup self-raising flour, sifted

        	1/3 cup plain flour, sifted

        	Whipped cream

        	Jam

        	Icing sugar to dust

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat oven to 180oC (350oF). Lightly grease and line two 20cm sponge pans, then dust with a little flour.

      

      Step 2

      Beat eggs with an electric mixer or hand-held beater for 2 minutes. Gradually add the sugar and beat for a further 5 minutes or until pale. Fold in sifted flours and two tablespoons hot water.

      

      Step 3

      Divide the mixture between the two pans and bake for 20 to 25 minutes or until a skewer inserted in the centre comes out clean. Set aside for five minutes to cool slightly, then turn out onto a wire rack to cool completely.

      

      Step 4

      Spread one sponge with jam, top with cream, and place the other sponge on top. Dust with sifted icing sugar.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            JUSTIN'S FAVOURITE COCONUT AND LIME CAKE

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	1 1/2 cups self-raising flour

        	1/2 cup desiccated coconut

        	2 teaspoons finely grated lime rind

        	1 cup caster sugar

        	125g (4.5 ounces) butter, melted

        	2 eggs

        	1 cup coconut milk

      

      

      LIME DRIZZLE ICING

      
        	1 1/2 cups icing sugar mixture

        	2 tablespoons lime juice

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat oven to 180oC (350oF). Grease and line a loaf pan with baking paper.

      

      Step 2

      Combine flour, coconut, lime rind, and sugar in a mixing bowl. Whisk the melted butter, eggs, and coconut milk in another bowl or jug, and add to the dry ingredients. Stir to combine, and pour into the prepared loaf pan.

      

      Step 3

      Bake for 45 minutes, or until a skewer inserted into the middle comes out clean. Set aside to cool in the pan for five minutes before turning onto a wire rack to cool completely.

      

      Step 4

      To make the lime drizzle icing, place the lime juice in a bowl and keep adding icing sugar mixture until you have a runny paste. Drizzle over the cooled cake.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LEMON DRIZZLE CAKE

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	225g (8 ounces) butter, softened

        	225g (8 ounces) caster sugar

        	4 eggs

        	225g (8 ounces) self-raising flour

        	Zest and juice of 1 lemon

        	85g (3 ounces) icing sugar

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat oven to 170oC (340oF). Grease and line a loaf tin.

      

      Step 2

      Beat butter and sugar together (preferably with an electric mixer) until light and fluffy. Add eggs, one at a time, beating well. Add flour and lemon zest, and mix until smooth.

      

      Step 3

      Pour the batter into the lined loaf tin and bake for 40 minutes or until a skewer comes out clean.

      

      Step 4

      When the cake is cool, make the icing by mixing together the icing sugar and lemon juice to form a thickish drizzle. Poke holes in the top of the cake with a skewer and drizzle the icing over the top.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ORANGE & POPPYSEED MUFFINS

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	2 1/2 cups self-raising flour

        	1 teaspoon baking powder

        	2/3 cup caster sugar

        	1 1/2 tablespoons poppyseeds

        	1/3 cup olive oil

        	1/2 cup buttermilk

        	2 eggs, lightly whisked

        	Juice and zest of 3 large oranges

        	100g (3.5 ounces) cream cheese

        	1/4 cup pure icing sugar

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat oven to 200oC (400oF). Place twelve muffin cases in a muffin pan.

      

      Step 2

      Sift flour and baking powder into a bowl. Stir in sugar and poppyseeds. Make a well in the centre.

      

      Step 3

      Reserve 1/2 teaspoon orange zest and one teaspoon orange juice for the frosting. Whisk oil, buttermilk, eggs, and remaining orange juice and zest in a jug. Pour into the well in the dry ingredients. Gently fold until just combined. Divide mixture between muffin cases and bake for 15 to 20 minutes or until a skewer comes out clean. Cool in the pan for five minutes before placing on a wire rack to cool completely.

      

      Step 4

      Place cream cheese and icing sugar in a small bowl. Using a wooden spoon, beat until light and fluffy. Add in the reserved orange juice and zest and stir until well combined. Spread on top of cooled muffins.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PORTUGUESE CUSTARD TARTS

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	4 egg yolks

        	1/2 cup caster sugar

        	2 tablespoons cornflour

        	1 1/2 cups milk

        	2 teaspoons vanilla extract

        	Juice of one lime (optional)

        	2 sheets puff pastry

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Whisk egg yolks, sugar, and cornflour together in a saucepan until fully combined. Gradually whisk in milk until smooth, then whisk in the lime juice if using.

      

      Step 2

      Cook over a medium heat, stirring, until mixture thickens and comes to the boil. Immediately remove from the heat and stir in vanilla extract.

      

      Step 3

      Transfer the custard to a bowl, cover surface with cling wrap, and leave to cool.

      

      Step 4

      Preheat oven to 200oC (400oF), and lightly grease a twelve-hole muffin tray.

      

      Step 5

      Cut one frozen pastry sheet in half, and place one half on top of the other. Do the same with the other one. Leave them for five minutes to defrost.

      

      Step 6

      From the short end, roll up the pastry tightly and cut the resulting log into six rounds. Lay each pastry round on a lightly floured surface and roll out into a 10cm circle with a rolling pin.

      

      Step 7

      Press pastry rounds into the muffin tin and spoon in the cooled custard.

      

      Step 8

      Bake for 20-25 minutes or until pastry and custard are golden. Leave in the muffin tin for five minutes, then transfer to a wire rack to cool (if you can resist them that long!).

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            RASPBERRY, PEAR, AND BANANA BREAD

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	150g (5.2 ounces) butter, chopped and softened

        	1 cup brown sugar

        	2 eggs

        	2 ripe bananas, peeled and mashed

        	1 ripe pear, peeled and either mashed or grated (depending on how ripe)

        	2 cups self-raising flour

        	1 teaspoon baking powder

        	1/2 cup milk

        	1/2 cup fresh or frozen raspberries

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat your oven to 180oC (350oF). Grease a loaf pan and line the base and long sides with baking paper. Let the paper overhang so you easily can lift out the finished loaf later.

      

      Step 2

      Cream butter and sugar with an electric mixer until pale. (You can do this by hand if you don't have an electric mixer, but who's got time for that?) Add eggs, one at a time, mixing well between additions.

      

      Step 3

      Stir in banana and pear. Sift flour and baking powder over mixture. Add milk. Stir with a wooden spoon until combined. Carefully fold in raspberries.

      

      Step 4

      Spoon mixture into prepared loaf pan and bake for 40 to 50 minutes or until a skewer inserted into the middle comes out clean. Cool in pan for ten minutes before turning out onto a wire rack to cool completely.

      

      Tip from Addison:

      Resist the temptation to eat this one warm, it is actually better once cooled.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            RASPBERRY WHITE CHOCOLATE CHIP BROWNIES

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	200g (7 ounces) dark chocolate, chopped

        	200g (7 ounces) butter, chopped

        	1 1/4 cups caster sugar

        	3 eggs

        	1 cup plain flour

        	1/3 cup cocoa powder

        	1/4 cup sour cream

        	150g (5 ounces) fresh or frozen raspberries

        	100g (3.5 ounces) white chocolate, finely chopped

        	Icing sugar, to dust

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat the oven to 180oC (350oF). Grease and line the sides of a slice pan.

      

      Step 2

      Melt the dark chocolate and butter together either in a saucepan over low heat while stirring, or in the microwave in thirty second bursts stirring in between. Set aside for five minutes to cool slightly, then stir in the sugar and eggs.

      

      Step 3

      Combine flour and cocoa powder in a mixing bowl. Add in the chocolate mixture and sour cream, stir until combined. Fold in half the raspberries and white chocolate until just combined.

      

      Step 4

      Pour the mixture into the prepared pan, and sprinkle with the remaining raspberries and white chocolate.

      

      Step 5

      Bake for 45 minutes, or until a skewer inserted into the centre comes out clean. Set aside in the pan to cool completely.

      

      Step 6

      When cool, turn the brownie onto a clean work surface and cut into whatever shape you like. Dust lightly with icing sugar to serve.

      

      Tip from Addison:

      These make a great birthday or Christmas gift. Get a nice gift box, line it with tissue paper, and stack the brownies in. You could also add some fun size chocolate bars, or another treat the gift recipient loves!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SCONES

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	3 cups self-raising flour

        	1 teaspoon caster sugar

        	Pinch of salt

        	50g (2 ounces) butter, chilled and chopped

        	1 1/4 cups milk

        	Extra milk to glaze

        	Jam and cream to serve

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat your oven to 230oC (450oF). Sift the flour, sugar, and salt into a large bowl. Add the butter and use your fingertips to rub the butter into the flour until it resembles fine breadcrumbs. Make a well in the centre of the flour mixture.

      

      Step 2

      Pour the milk into the well and stir until a soft but sticky dough forms (add more milk if necessary).

      

      Step 3

      Turn the dough out onto a lightly floured surface; gently knead until the dough just comes together. Use your fingertips to gently pat the dough into a 2cm thick disc.

      

      Step 4

      Lightly dust an oven tray with flour. Use a 5cm diameter pastry cutter dipped in flour to cut out the scones (or the rim of a glass works well too). Arrange the scones on the tray. Gently brush the top of each scone with a little extra milk to glaze.

      

      Step 5

      Bake scones on the top shelf of the oven for 10-12 minutes or until golden brown and scones sound hollow when gently tapped. Turn the scones out onto a clean tea-towel and cover lightly with another tea-towel. Serve warm or at room temperature with jam and cream. Yum!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            VEGAN CHOCOLATE CAKE

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	375g (13 ounces) dark cooking chocolate (check to make sure vegan)

        	2x400ml cans (27 fluid ounces) coconut milk

        	1 teaspoon vanilla extract

        	2 1/2 cups self-raising flour

        	2 teaspoons baking powder

        	1 cup brown sugar, firmly packed

        	2 tablespoons cocoa powder

        	375g (13 ounces) strawberries, hulled, halved

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat your oven to 200oC (400oF) and grease a 6cm deep, 20cm round cake pan. Line the base and side with baking paper.

      

      Step 2

      Place 150g (5 ounces) of the chocolate, 2 1/2 cups of the coconut milk, and the vanilla in a microwave safe bowl. Microwave on high, stirring every 30 seconds, until the mixture is smooth.

      

      Step 3

      Sift flour, baking powder, sugar, and cocoa into a large mixing bowl. Make a well. Add chocolate mixture. Whisk to combine and pour into prepared pan.

      

      Step 4

      Bake for 50 minutes or until a skewer comes out clean. Stand in the pan for ten minutes before turning onto a wire rack to cool completely.

      

      Step 5

      Place remaining chocolate and coconut milk in a microwave safe bowl. Microwave on high, stirring every 30 seconds, until mixture is smooth. Stand for two hours to thicken slightly.

      

      Step 6

      Cut cake in half horizontally. Spread 1/2 the icing over the bottom half of the cake. Top with the remaining half. Spread remaining icing over the top of the cake. Decorate with strawberries.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WARM PEACH AND ALMOND DESSERT CAKE

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	400g (1 pound) tin peach slices

        	150g (5.2 ounces) butter, softened

        	3/4 cup caster sugar

        	3 eggs

        	1 1/2 cups almond meal

        	1 cup plain flour

        	3/4 cup thick vanilla custard

        	3/4 cup frozen raspberries

        	1/3 cup flaked almonds

        	Icing sugar, to dust

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Preheat oven to 180oC (350oF). Grease a 3cm deep slice pan. Drain peaches and dry with paper towel to remove as much moisture as possible.

      

      Step 2

      Beat butter and sugar together (preferably with an electric mixer) until light and fluffy. Add eggs, one at a time, beating well. Stir in almond meal, flour, and custard.

      

      Step 3

      Pour mixture into greased pan. Spread peaches, raspberries, and flaked almonds on top. Bake for 40 minutes or until golden and firm to touch. Cool in the pan for ten minutes, then serve dusted with icing sugar.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LEMON BUTTER

          

        

      

    

    
      INGREDIENTS

      
        	1 cup sugar

        	2 tablespoons butter

        	2 eggs

        	1/2 cup lemon juice

      

      

      METHOD

      

      Step 1

      Combine all ingredients in a saucepan and heat steadily, stirring, until it thickens. Allow to cool slightly.

      

      Step 2

      Pour into sterilised jars and refrigerate.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      That's all for cookbook number one.

      

      If you have any recipes you'd like to see included in a Getaway Bay Cozy Mystery (and subsequent cookbook), please email them to:

      

      grace@graceyorkauthor.com

      

      Be sure to include a photo of the finished product, your written permission for the recipe to be used, and the full name you'd like to be credited.

      

      I can't guarantee all recipes received will be used, but I'll do my best!

      

      Happy reading,

      

      G xx
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