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The Problem with Perfect



Chapter One
 
Marigold
 
Marigold scoffed at people who lived their lives in complete and utter disorganisation. 
Everything she did was planned to the minute. Every decision, from the small (what shoes she was going to wear today) to the large (marrying Julian), was made with significant care and consideration. 
When Marigold met Julian, she knew immediately he was the perfect man for her. It wasn’t a ‘feeling’ or a ‘sense’. It was a cold, hard fact. 
He was a lawyer from an excellent family, attended an outstanding school followed by a prestigious university, and even had the most lovely blond hair. 
He understood her dedication to perfection. He strived for similar perfection in his own life. 
They were the ideal team. 
Their dinner parties were legendary, featuring sparkling company, gourmet food and finely-matched wine. Their home was magnificent, right down to the dimmed lighting, white suede designer sofa, and art that elevated the spirit. 
Their wedding had been the social event of the year, with the reception at her parents’ grand estate in regional Victoria. She wore a couture designer gown; Julian, an impeccable tuxedo. She had stood at the Cathedral in her hometown of Bendigo, said her vows and congratulated herself on what had been one of her most planned moves yet. A husband of such standing, a husband of such good looks, a husband who was prepared to build exactly the sort of life she wanted.
The life she needed. 
Now she was back at the same Cathedral where they’d exchanged their vows almost five years ago. She was once again impeccably dressed, in a Burberry black midi dress with a patent leather belt pulled into her waist, black Prada heels and her deep burgundy-coloured Miu Miu handbag (the one with the gold embellishments that Julian had bought her for Christmas after she had pointed it out to him). 
Her dark hair was pulled into a chignon at the nape of her neck and not a hair was loose – she had checked several times in the gold-edged mirror in her parents’ foyer before leaving for the Cathedral. A black lace handkerchief was tucked into her pocket. It was an heirloom, bought in Rome by her late grandmother who had left it to Marigold in her will. 
The Bishop turned and said something, but Marigold didn’t catch it. It was simply a buzzing of jumbled consonants and vowels. She had specifically asked the Bishop to officiate today, and she couldn’t understand a word he was saying. It was as though he was talking underwater. Was she going deaf, or was his lapel microphone on the blink?
The Bishop continued to mumble, then gave her a small nod, momentarily startling her before she realised it was her time to speak. 
Standing, she smoothed out her skirt and walked to the lectern and looked over at the coffin she’d chosen: polished mahogany draped with white roses. It was hard to believe it contained the body of someone she loved so much. 
Her parents were sitting in the front pew. Her mother dabbed her eyes with a lace handkerchief, not dissimilar to the one in Marigold’s pocket. 
Her father stared ahead, a stoic expression on his face. He appeared older. Perhaps he was tired. Work had been hectic, especially with the merger she was overseeing for him. Guilt stabbed at her. Was she contributing to his stress levels? It would be ok; she’d be back at work soon and could help him. 
Her brother, Frederick, was next to their mother, clutching the hand of his heavily-pregnant wife, Amelia. He gave Marigold an encouraging nod. Like their father, he seemed older too. Was he feeling the stresses of his impending fatherhood? It was a big responsibility, and Frederick was so carefree. Would he cope with the demands of a small child? And Amelia, so close to her due date. She must be uncomfortable sitting in the wooden pews. 
Marigold looked at her family again. Was it them, or was the lighting in here particularly bad? She snuck a glance around the church. It was troubling how pale and sallow everyone looked today. Had the lighting been this harsh at her wedding? She hoped not. She’d speak to the Bishop about this afterwards, and have him examine any lighting modifications required in case she needed to use this Cathedral again in the future. 
She glanced at her younger sister, Rose, who was holding Amelia’s other hand. Her eyes were red and her usually flawless eye make-up smudged at the corners, giving her ever-so-slight Panda eyes. In itself this was jarring, Rose usually looked cat-walk perfect. 
Yes, everyone was a little off-centre today. But then again, Marigold had been off-balance for days now. It had been a harrowing week. She’d even forgotten to put the bins out on Tuesday. 
She surveyed the congregation, sunlight filtering through the stained-glass windows, and as she did the buzzing noise between her ears became louder. She looked down at her notes but the words jumbled together. She swallowed and began, the words croakier than she’d anticipated. 
“This wasn’t meant to happen,” she said, as the tears she had been holding back for days finally sprung free. “Julian and I were meant to be together forever.”
She wiped away a tear with her grandmother’s lace handkerchief. “This wasn’t meant to happen,” she repeated. She turned to the coffin, as if to directly speak to her husband. “You weren’t supposed to do this to me, Julian.”



Chapter Two
 
Finn
 
Finn slipped into the Cathedral. As much as he could discreetly enter. The floor was made of some sort of stone, the ceilings were high, and his shoes echoed as he walked to a nearby pew. He wasn’t light on his feet but the noise he was making seemed ridiculously loud. 
He’d never been in a church this big. He’d rarely been in a church at all, in fact. He’d not grown up with any resemblance of religion in his life. Was he opposed to a higher being? Perhaps not, but if there was one he’d never felt particularly looked after by it. 
He sat down, as close to the back as he could without looking as if he was hiding. People often sat in the back in the hope of not being noticed, but he found the opposite was true. It looked suspicious. He found a spot about a quarter of the way down and to the side. It was shadowy, with a large pillar obscuring him. He’d blend in there, thanks to his dark suit and bowed head. 
He didn’t want any attention drawn to himself. He wasn’t even certain he should be there. He definitely didn’t want to be there, that was for sure. Three hours ago, he’d debated whether he should stay home. As recently as an hour ago, he’d considered taking a U-turn at a service station and returning to Melbourne. 
But he was here now. 
His eyes scanned the room. Was it a room? What was the name for the inside of a church? Congregation? No, that was the people who attended. Vestibule? No, that was the fancy name for the foyer. He couldn’t think of anything that worked. 
Room it was. 
There was a lot of seating, and most of the pews were about three-quarters full. A sea of people dressed in black. It was a warm day outside, but the mourners looked bundled up in suits and black dresses and jackets. 
It was so quiet. Eerie. Still. People’s movements were small, their voices hushed. Half-smiles and vague nods greeted each other, the mourning of the person lost being more important than a warm smile to see an old friend.
Funerals were all the same, weren’t they? They were a funny thing. Regardless of the difference in some rituals or the types of flowers or the order of service, they were simply people saying goodbye to someone. 
The last funeral he’d been to was Simon’s. The first funeral he’d been to was his father’s. 
It had been strange to have those as bookends before today. Two men who really should still be here. Both taken too young. And two of three men he admired most.
And the third he admired, Peter Doyle, was alive and well, sitting with his wife and adult children, a few rows in front. Owner of D-Line, one of the largest transport and logistics businesses in the country. An excellent businessman, and, importantly, a good person. 
As much as Finn had been torn whether or not to attend, the reason he was here was his respect for Peter. Yes, he knew Marigold. She was second-in-command of D-Line and he’d worked with her on a number of projects, but Peter was the one who had thrown him a lifeline when he really needed it. He’d taken a chance on a former police officer turned inexperienced security consultant. It was the right thing to do. A professional courtesy, and, if anything, he considered himself professional. 
As the service commenced, Finn looked down at the service booklet he’d been handed when he walked in. A picture of Julian, a kind of smarmy grin on his face. It was a pretty accurate picture really. Julian had always had a smarmy grin. Not that he’d ever actually met Julian or shaken his hand, but he’d seen it plenty of times from a distance. 
But now he was gone. 
He looked up as he watched Marigold walk across to the lectern. Walked wasn’t even the word, it was a stride. That was how she moved. 
It was certainly nothing like how Tamsyn had limped to deliver Simon’s eulogy until she’d broken down and Finn had stepped in. Or nothing like his father’s funeral, where his mother had been too shocked, too pale to even say a word. Once again, Finn had stepped in there, despite only been eleven at the time. 
As Marigold opened her mouth and begun her eulogy, Finn saw tears stream down her face and her hands begin to shake. 
He tilted his head. Marigold was no different from Tamsyn, or his mother. She was the picture of grief, just had they had been. A strange unease settled over his body, and he pressed his hands to his knees until the urge to help her subsided.



Chapter Three
 
Marigold
 
Marigold’s assistant, Kendall, gasped when Marigold walked in the office on Monday morning. 
She quickly stood up when she made eye contact with Marigold. She pushed aside a large coffee cup and a chocolate muffin, and wiped the crumbs from her hands. 
“Marigold! I wasn’t expecting you,” she said hurriedly, her face reddening. She nodded towards Marigold, repeatedly, as if she was bowing to meet the Queen. 
“I can see that.” Marigold looked down at Kendall’s feet. She was wearing pink runners with her grey dress. “Don’t you have any other shoes? This isn’t a gym.”
Kendall continued to turn scarlet, which made her plump face seem rounder than usual. “I’m sorry, I didn’t think you’d be in. I’ll put my heels on,” she said, crouching down to untie her laces. “I’m sorry,” she added in a whisper. 
“It’s ok. Just please don’t do it again. Now, I’d like to run through my diary please, in about ten minutes,” Marigold said, doing her best to give her a smile. She opened the door to her office. 
Her sanctuary. She placed her handbag in the special cupboard that was designed to house her bag during the day. She hated handbags perched on desks, but it was marginally better than dumping them on the floor under the desk. 
Kendall, now wearing sensible black heels, appeared at the door and repeated her apologies. “I’m sorry. Mr Doyle said you wouldn’t be in.” Kendall was clearly flustered. Her words rushed together, as they sometimes did when Marigold caught her wrong-footed.
Despite her occasional tongue-ties and startle when she was caught unawares, which thankfully happened only rarely, Kendall was a good assistant. Frederick joked that Kendall didn’t seem to have a life other than being ordered around by Marigold. She didn’t really know what Kendall did outside work. She could do whatever on earth she wanted. She could have been into windsurfing or knitting or fishing for all Marigold knew, but it was of no concern to her as long as she did a good job at work.
Marigold cleared her throat. “Well, that’s what my father may think, but I’m ready to come back.”
“The funeral was on Friday.”
Marigold narrowed her eyes. She knew this expression caused Kendall to look down to avoid the intensity of the glare. And it had the desired effect. 
“Thank you, Kendall. I’m aware when my husband’s funeral was held. But I’m back, and I’d like to run through my diary in ten minutes. Oh, and all these flowers?” She waved her hand at a bench with various floral arrangements in vases.
“They’re nice, aren’t they?”
Marigold stared at a white rose for a moment. They were identical to the ones on Julian’s coffin. She had always loved white roses, but would she ever be able to look at them the same way? Perhaps she would need to ask the gardener to remove the ones from her front garden. Could she bear to be greeted by those every time she arrived home?
She looked back to Kendall. “They’re nice, but I don’t want them here.” She swallowed. “After you take your lunch break, would you mind dropping them around to the aged care facility? The one on Victoria Street. Maybe the residents there would like them. Please take the cards off first so I can write thank-you notes.”
“Of course. A cup of tea?”
“Earl Grey with lemon, thank you, Kendall.”
 Marigold undid the button of her suit jacket and sat down in the white leather chair in front of her desk. A framed picture of Julian was positioned next to her computer. She ran a finger over the glass. She loved that picture, taken when they were skiing in New Zealand. 
She blinked away a tear and switched on her computer and reviewed her diary for the day. It was best if she focused on her meetings today, specifically those about the merger. Nothing could get in the way of the merger. 
But the diary was blank. She checked the date. Yes, it was right. She opened her mouth to call for Kendall when her father appeared at the door. 
“I thought you were going to take a few weeks off?” His voice was gentle, yet not soppy or weak. He still had that air of control he’d mastered over his lifetime of business experience. 
 “It’s fine. I want to be here.” The order, the structure, the distraction. It was the only place that made any sense right now. 
He crossed his arms. Another move that meant business. “Marigold, the funeral was on Friday.”
What was this? Had everyone been issued with the same memo detailing what to say to annoy her? “I’m aware of that, thank you. Kendall just reminded me of the same fact.”
Kendall had slipped in with a cup of tea and slid it onto Marigold’s desk before taking a large step back, almost a leap, as if to ready herself to make a speedy exit. 
“I’ve lost my husband, not my ability to read a calendar,” Marigold added, picking up the cup and taking a sip. 
Kendall always made drinks at the perfect temperature so Marigold could drink them immediately. Who had time to wait for things to cool down? She wanted the tea now, not in ten minutes, otherwise, she would have asked for it in ten minutes’ time. 
Kendall and Peter exchanged a look. 
Marigold continued to sip her tea and cast her eyes over her email inbox, wishing her father would leave so she could get on with her work. Didn’t he have a full schedule? 
“Kendall, can you give us a minute?” he asked. Kendall moved hurriedly out of the room, her heels squeaking. 
Peter sat down in a chair in front of Marigold’s desk. “I don’t think this is a good idea. You need time, love.”
She bristled. He never called her ‘love’ at work. At D-Line, family relationships were firmly left at the door. Her father treated Marigold like any other colleague, and that was the way she wanted it. Being the owner’s daughter wasn’t all sunshine and lollipops, especially in such a male-dominated industry. The idea of competitors, employees or stakeholders hearing her father call her ‘love’ or ‘darl’ was cringe-worthy. 
“I need to be here. I’m meant to be taking your job in six months. Now is not the time for rest. We have a lot of work to do.”
“I know how much you loved Julian and that you’re hurting far more than you’re letting on. But I’m worried about you. You need to take some time off. It’ll all still be here when you get back.” 
She blinked back tears again, using her index finger to stop a potential waterfall and avoid smudging her mascara. “I’m going to work on the Adelaide deal. We’re at a critical stage now.” 
 “Marigold, I’m sorry. I’ve brought in someone to help manage that. I know it’s your deal, but that was before we found out about Julian.”
“What?” She knew how indignant she sounded. And she was. She’d worked hard on that merger. All the early planning and negotiations. Why should someone else handle it now? They’d probably screw it up. These matters were her expertise. It was the perfect combination of her legal and business degrees. 
The merger with an Adelaide-based transport business was going to be her crowning glory to lead up to taking over as CEO as her father stood down. A sign for people to watch out. She was going to be one of the most powerful business leaders in the country. 
“We are down to the final stages; the consultant can take it from here. It’ll give you one thing less to worry about.” Her father’s tone was sympathetic, yet firm. 
“But I like having things to worry about.” She’d always had things to worry about. School, University, and, of course, work. 
And that was aside from her regular stresses over her siblings. As much as she loved them, both of them needed looking after. Frederick was flakey at the best of times, and Rose was young and rather naïve. They gave her plenty to worry about. And that was fine. Having things to worry about gave her purpose. 
Her father shook his head. “You need to worry about yourself.”
“But, but, what will I do?” She was bewildered. She’d never had more than two weeks off, and that was for her wedding and honeymoon. Even then, she’d checked emails most days and wrote a new plan to lower fuel costs as she’d sat by the infinity pool at the resort in Maui. It had been some of her best work ever, despite a waiter tripping and spilling a pina colada over her spreadsheet. 
“Why don’t you stay with us? I know your mother would love to have you around.”
“Errr…” She hesitated. Was she going to be trapped at Mulberry Estate in the country? With her mother fussing over her? No. And particularly not if her father was spending time at the Melbourne-based office – she wouldn’t even have him as a buffer. “I’m quite comfortable at my house. Thanks, though.”
“You could stay with Frederick and Amelia in Bowral. I’m sure they’d love to have you.”
Her sister-in-law went into labour early with her two children from her first marriage, so it was likely to happen again. Marigold didn’t want to turn up on their doorstep so close to her due date. They were busy enough without a house-guest. 
“Maybe once the baby’s born,” she suggested. 
Even then, she would only make it a quick visit. Amelia’s kids, Charlie and Sienna, were cute, but she never knew what to say to children. How on earth did people carry on a natural conversation with them? It seemed impossible. 
And there was the baby. She’d never even held a baby. “Maybe I’ll do some stuff at home,” she suggested.
Her father furrowed his brow. “Like what?” 
“A few projects I’ve been thinking about.” She didn’t have any specific projects in mind, but if she was going to be sidelined, at least it was better to be in the comfort of her own home.
She could work from home, under the radar of course. She could check her emails and undertake further research on that competitor they’d loosely discussed buying out. She could have coffee with some contacts off the grid. She could attend a couple of networking events or seminars. She intended to take a couple of professional development days.
“Are you sure that won’t make things difficult?” Peter furrowed his brow. “A change of scenery…”
“It was Julian’s home too,” she interrupted. “We had good memories there. If I can’t be here, then, yes, I want to be there.”
“You’re an employee here. Remember, you can access any of the services available. The counselling, the—”
“I don’t need counselling.” Marigold had no interest in talking to a shrink. Her husband had died. Her life had changed. Every day was hard. She cried in the shower each morning. She wasn’t sleeping. She didn’t feel like eating. 
But that was grief. 
What on earth could a shrink possibly have to impart that she hadn’t already been feeling? It was hard, but she would get through it. She always got through tough moments. The key was keeping busy – a concept clearly lost on her father. 
“It’s there if you need it. I’ll finish a meeting and I’ll come back shortly and I’ll drop you home. After that, you’re on well-deserved gardening leave, darling.”
Kendall appeared at the door as Peter disappeared down the hallway. 
“I have a call for you from a Sharon from Langley & Jones Real Estate Agency,” Kendall said.
“What? I don’t know who that is. What does she want?” Marigold didn’t have time for cold calls from real estate agents. She’d effectively been made semi-redundant and she needed to cram as many documents and things she needed onto the Cloud and hard-drives so she could still get some work done while she was on her imposed ‘gardening leave’. 
“It’s about an apartment.” Kendall looked confused. “Do you want me to take a message?”
“No. I’ll take it.” Marigold picked up the receiver and pressed a button to retrieve the call. She’d handle this now. There was never any point putting off things for later that could be dealt with immediately. “Marigold Doyle.”
“Hello Marigold. I’m Sharon from Langley & Jones Real Estate. I’ve been trying to contact Julian King. We tried ringing his mobile but kept on getting voicemail, so we tried his work number but they said I needed to speak to you.”
She had switched Julian’s mobile off the day before the funeral. She would switch it back on eventually, but for the moment it was on the table next to their bed, where Julian had always left it while he slept. “Look, what is this about? I’m too busy to discuss property at the moment.” 
“I must speak to Mr King. Is he there?” 
“You can speak to me.” Marigold clenched her teeth, feeling the heat of frustration start to twist around her neck and throat. This was the last thing she needed. She hated pushy salespeople, but did she really need to explain that her husband had died to get them to leave her alone? Wasn’t a simple ‘No’ enough?
“I really need to speak to Mr King.” Sharon had the insistent tone of someone working on commission. “If he’s not there is there another number he can be reached on?”
“Mr King is deceased,” Marigold said. Surely this would end the matter once and for all – though saying the word ‘deceased’ caused a lump in her throat. 
“Oh my goodness, that’s awful. I’m so sorry.” 
“Thank you. Now, I’m busy, I really must go.” She started to pull the receiver from her ear to put it into the cradle. 
“But…” Sharon trailed off, a slightly panicked edge to her voice. “But, the rent?”
“What rent?” Marigold pursed her lips and held the receiver back to her ear. 
“The rent on his apartment. It’s overdue.”
Was Sharon talking about one of their investment properties? 
“Ok. Well, that happens sometimes. I’m sure it’s a mistake. Have you been in touch with the tenant to find out why?” 
But they weren’t looked after by Langley & Jones. Julian wouldn’t have moved property managers without consulting her, surely not. Or maybe it had been one of those conversations Marigold hadn’t paid too much attention to. Julian was very details-orientated and sometimes she could tune out to his analysis of something that didn’t interest her. The property manager for their investment portfolio would have very easily fallen into that category. 
“But…” Sharon trailed off. “Julian King is the tenant. He needs to pay the rent. Or, someone needs to pay the rent.” 
“What apartment is this? We don’t rent an apartment. I have no idea what you’re talking about.”
“Mr King’s apartment. The one he rented three months ago.”
Marigold blinked. “Julian rented an apartment?” 



Chapter Four
 
Finn
 
Finn looked at his watch. Peter had been gone for twenty minutes. Where was he? It was odd sitting here in his office, but Peter had asked him to wait, and he was not a man to be disobeyed. 
He heard footsteps behind him and turned as Peter walked back into his office, gave a grunt and sat down at his desk. “I’m sorry about that, Finn. I knew my daughter was stubborn, but to be back here already…” 
“Already?” Finn was surprised. That seemed soon to return to work, but then again, she did seem to love it. Perhaps she wanted to keep busy. 
“I’m sending her home on gardening leave.”
“Is she… alright?” Finn was cautious of prying too much in the affairs of the Doyle family, but when it came to Marigold it didn’t feel like prying. He felt he knew her so well. Too well. But not in an intimate way of a friend or a family member or a colleague. It was like knowing of her, like a friend-of-friend you’d heard stories about, or a celebrity in a magazine. 
A worried look crossed Peter’s face. It was a look Finn rarely saw. He’d worked as a security consultant for the Doyle family for years, and found Peter nothing but professional. The only time he’d ever appeared upset was the year before when Marigold had been stalked by a disgruntled ex-employee, who had made a threat against her. To avoid panicking her, Peter had asked Finn to keep an eye on things secretly. 
Finn examined Peter’s crumpled face. It was clear that Marigold was the apple of her father’s eye. Tough like him, smart, professional and elegant, she was his princess who fought like a warrior. 
“She’s a tough cookie, but she’s having a hard time coming to terms with Julian’s death. It’s understandable. She’s lost her husband, but she almost seems,” Peter hesitated as if looking for the right word, “in denial.”
Was she? She’d seemed upset at the funeral. Finn had spoken to her briefly afterwards and she had tears in her eyes. It seemed like normal grief to him, but Peter knew her better than he did. Maybe she was in denial.
“It’s common in these circumstances.” Finn knew this all too well. Five days after the siege, when he was still on the force, on his first day back at work he’d made a cup of tea for Simon and left it on his desk. He’d expected him to walk in at any moment, wanting his usual cuppa and giving Finn a hard time about his football team being beaten.
 It was scary what the mind could do. It could block out things that you’d never have thought could be forgotten. 
That must have been what had happened to him after the siege. It was the only way to explain his lapses in memory from that day. 
“Look, Finn, I know this is unusual.” Peter leaned forward. “I want you to keep an eye on her. I’ve asked her to stay with Odette at Mulberry, but she wants to be at her home. I’ll have Odette and Rose try to keep her busy and close, but I’m worried about her.”
Finn cleared his throat. He didn’t want to do this again. Sitting out at the front of Uptown Girl’s lavish house, nestled in the green streets of its expensive, inner-city suburb, day after day. The domestic work was exhausting, and at times uncomfortable. He didn’t love poking around in people’s private affairs. And the Doyles? He knew more about them than he should, really. 
He’d felt like more of a stalker sitting outside Marigold’s house the year before, more so than the unhinged man threatening her. 
“I’m trying to focus more on the corporate security side of my business,” he said.
“I agree. It’s a smart move for your business, and you know how happy I am with your services. I wouldn’t ask you if I wasn’t concerned about her, and I don’t place matters of my family in anyone’s hands. I trust you, Finn.”
It was strange. When he’d first consulted to D-Line, he’d figured the Doyles were a bunch of rich, stuck-up, money-hungry snobs. Old money, establishment, private schools and clubs. But there was something so real about Peter that he’d found himself liking him. And Peter had taken a genuine interest in Finn, offering him business advice as he cultivated his security consultancy. 
He wouldn’t do this for anyone else, but if Peter wanted him to keep an eye on Marigold, he’d do it. As a professional and personal courtesy. “Of course.”
“Good man.” Peter stood up and shook Finn’s hand. “I’m going to drive her home to make sure she gets some rest. We’ll speak later.”
Finn left the meeting room and walked through the D-Line offices. It hadn’t been a good day, really: this request, coupled with the news of the re-opening of the inquest into the siege. 
Unlike the request to follow Marigold, he couldn’t say he hadn’t been expecting the inquest. The entire events of the day of the siege several years before, from the moment they got the call to the moment it was all over, had been problematic, and one of the reasons he’d left the Federal Police more than three years earlier. Re-living it was not something he wanted to do. But it would appear he’d have to. 
He walked outside and slipped his sunglasses on. He spotted Marigold, walking hurriedly towards her car. She was wearing a dark, perfectly-tailored suit, not unlike what she’d been wearing the first time he’d ever seen her – not long after he left the police force. 
He’d walked into a meeting room at D-Line, expecting to see Peter, but had found a slim woman in a figure-hugging black suit and spiked heels. She was leaning over a table, and he’d admired the view momentarily. The woman had a great arse, but after a moment, he decided he needed to make himself known – otherwise it would be creepy standing there for too long.
He’d cleared his throat. As the woman turned, Finn realised he was face-to-face with Marigold Doyle. The Marigold Doyle. Second-in-command of one of the biggest private companies in Australia. She’d end up running D-Line one day after her father retired, or she’d become the Prime Minister. They seemed like the only two jobs worthy of her. 
She’d simply raised a dark eyebrow and asked who he was. Her expression was blank, her tone cool. 
Embarrassed to have been caught perving at one of the people who signed off the invoices that paid his mortgage, he’d shoved a hand towards her and told her his name. She shook it firmly back and without as much as an offer of a cup of tea, quickly progressed into briefing him on her concerns in relation to security cameras in their fleet of trucks. 
She’d been sharp and articulate, and (if Finn was honest) completely and utterly intimidating. She was power all wrapped up in an extremely pretty package. It was a dangerous combination.
Uptown Girl, she was. Like the Billy Joel song, but Uptown Girl with a law degree and a seat on a ministerial business advisory council, and in charge of operations of a company that made more money in a quarter (hell, probably in a month) than he would in his lifetime. 
He watched her now outside D-Line’s offices, unlocking her car and carefully placing her handbag in the boot. Her mouth was pursed the way she sometimes did, that made her plump pink lips look thin. 
She didn’t appear to see him at all, looking straight ahead with that serious expression on her face. He knew that look. The focused one. The one that made her so successful, but also made her block out the world. He’d watched her for weeks on end the year before, and she’d never as much as twigged he was there. For all she noticed, he might as well have been a mailbox or a lamppost. 
She got into her car, a sleek little black BMW that seemed an appropriate choice for her.
He swore Peter said he was going to drive her home, but she’d seemingly decided to make other plans. Finn grinned. Uptown Girl seemed to do what she liked – and what she liked was her work, judging by the hours she clocked up at the office. He couldn’t imagine she’d happily take to being sent on what Peter described as ‘gardening leave’. 
Why was Peter so adamant about this? If she wanted to be at work, maybe that was good for her. Keeping busy could be helpful in grief.
But it was Peter’s call, not his. He had his instructions. 
He climbed into his car and watched as he saw Marigold remove her dark hair from a tight bun and shake it over her shoulders. She didn’t do that often. He rarely saw her with her hair out like that, but when she did, he thought it was pretty damned hot. She should wear it like that all the time. 
She pulled out, and he followed suit as they turned onto the busy road D-Line’s Melbourne offices were situated on. One eye on the traffic and one eye on Marigold’s BMW, he kept a discreet distance behind her. As he drove, he cricked his neck once to the left, then once to the right. The earliest twinges of a headache were forming in his temple and neck. As he waited for the light to turn green, he reached into his console and removed two tablets and swallowed them down. The last thing he needed now was a migraine, but after today’s events, it was little wonder. 



Chapter Five
 
Marigold
 
Marigold stepped out of the elevator into a well-lit hallway. It was painted off-white with a sage-coloured carpet. Modern, but in an inexpensive, quick-buck-property-developer sort of way. It looked presentable now, but would age terribly as the paint scuffed and the carpet wore as tenants trudged home with shopping and kids played in the hall. 
She walked through the corridor until she found the apartment she was looking for. Apartment 207. She unlocked it with the key she’d collected from Sharon on the way, and walked in, closing the door firmly behind her. 
The apartment was furnished. She narrowed her eyes. Had she been expecting furniture? She wasn’t sure, but the fact there was stuff in there came as a bit of a surprise. Not that there was much, and it was unappealing. In fact, it was rather horrible. 
She took a quick inventory: a black leather sofa, a cheap wooden coffee table, a bookshelf with a few books and DVDs scattered on it, and an enormous television on a stand that looked suspiciously as though it had come from IKEA. 
Marigold hated IKEA, but Julian hadn’t. He liked words and languages, and said the names of the products intrigued him. He’d sometimes go at a weekend to browse. She always declined to visit, and warned him against buying anything that wouldn’t match their carefully-furnished home. If their interior designer could see this apartment, she would have a fit. 
 She put her handbag and the key on the bench. A kettle sat next to the stove, but nothing else. She ran her finger over the counter. It was clean, but had accumulated some dust, as though no-one had been here for a couple of weeks. 
She opened a cupboard and peered inside, noting plates, mugs, a jar of instant coffee and several large blocks of chocolate.
Why did Julian have instant coffee? Julian never drank instant coffee. He’d allow himself one cup of real coffee a day, but he never drank International Roast. She had never known him to touch anything like this. Did it belong to him, or to someone else?
And so much chocolate? He usually ate so well. Sure, he’d put on a few kilos in recent times, but whenever she’d brought it up with him, he’d told her that it was stress and he’d watch what he ate. So what was he doing with blocks and blocks of chocolate here? 
She closed the kitchen cupboard, opening a drawer to find a few knives, forks and spoons. She shut it again. The kitchen told her nothing. Perhaps she’d have more luck in the other rooms.
She walked through to the bedroom, and her chest tightened. 
There was a bed. 
A bed. Why did he need an apartment was an excellent question, but a bed? Her stomach flipped over. He was cheating on me. The realisation was exactly what she had been fearing, and felt like a swift kick to the stomach. 
She walked around the bed, taking it in. Nothing about the bed screamed illicit sex. It was simple, with a small wooden headboard and a dull, cheap-looking blue and white striped quilt. There wasn’t anything else in the room. No side tables. No lamps. No candles. No massage oils. This wasn’t a love nest. 
Yet, there was a bed. 
She pulled back the quilt and sniffed the sheets. They smelled fresh and new. No perfume, no lipstick marks on the pillows. The sheets were cool and crisp to touch – almost fresh out of the packet. Had they been changed recently? Or had they not been slept in?
According to the lease, signed by Julian, he’d taken possession of the apartment three months earlier. She would review her diary for any nights he’d been away. She pulled the sheets back up again, tidied the quilt and smoothed it over to press out the wrinkles.
She moved back into the living area and inspected the contents of the bookshelf, which wasn’t full. Only a handful of spy novels. 
Julian had never read anything other than a few political biographies or historical books since she had met him. Neither of them read a great deal, aside from files or reports for work, or keeping up-to-date with financial, political and economic news. Their lives were busy. Fiction reading was a luxury that time didn’t afford. Besides, for Julian, his life as a barrister gave him access to a regular confirmation that truth was stranger than fiction, thanks to some of the cases his clients brought in. 
She picked one of the books off the shelf and skimmed the blurb. It read like a James Bond type thriller. She scrunched up her nose. Julian had never shown any interest in any books like that before. If he did read for pleasure, it would have been something literary: a Pulitzer winner, most likely, or one awarded a Man Booker Prize.
She replaced the book on the shelf and surveyed the room. Julian’s name may have been on the lease, but the place felt as if it belonged to a stranger. The instant coffee, the spy novels. It didn’t feel like Julian, her Julian. 
But what did that mean? She didn’t operate on ‘feel’. That was for people who couldn’t make a decision or didn’t have the right information. She operated on fact. But nonetheless, the two were blurring together at this point. It didn’t have the feel of a place where Julian had set up or spent any time, and the physical evidence supported this.
Could someone else be living here? He could have rented the apartment on behalf of someone else. But who?
Julian had been a kind-hearted man. A ‘bleeding heart’, her brother had once called him. She was unsure if this was a compliment, an insult, or a mere observation, but regardless of her brother’s intentions, Julian was someone who valued justice and fairness. He took great pride in his job as a barrister, taking on a significant number of cases for people who couldn’t afford his rates, but he was dedicated to ensuring that everyone had adequate legal representation. 
As a barrister, he was always prepared, eloquent and focused. In some ways, what had hurt the most was that not only had their lives been turned upside down but the criminal justice system had lost someone who was so fair and reasonable. He should have ended his career by retiring from a role as a judge or a magistrate. Or perhaps a QC, taking on a role as a semi-retired adjunct professor, teaching fortunate legal undergraduates the complexities of the law. 
She took a breath as she felt tears stinging at the back of her eyes. She shook them off, and refocused her energies. 
Maybe he’d taken out the lease in his name, knowing a landlord would approve him in a heartbeat with his financial track record, and then sub-let it to someone less fortunate. Perhaps someone with a poor credit rating? A client down on their luck? Someone recently released from prison after serving their time and seeking to re-enter the community?
 That would be a completely logical explanation. Far more consistent with his nature than the notion he’d been leading a double life, or having an affair, or any of the terrifying thoughts that had been swirling around her head.
She picked up the key and her handbag, and returned to the foyer and knocked on a door indicating Apartment 208. A blonde girl wearing black active wear answered the door.
“I’m sorry. Were you about to go to the gym?” Marigold enquired. 
“No?” A confused look spread over her face, as if she was perplexed by the assumption.
Active wear was for doing active things. It was the only time Marigold would be seen in Lycra. “I’m sorry to interrupt. I’m wondering if you know the tenant of 207 over there?”
The girl poked her head around the door frame. “Oh, Julian.”
Marigold’s stomach flipped. The way Active Wear Girl said her husband’s name had a familiar, jovial edge – one you’d reserve for someone you knew well and liked. “Julian, yes.”
“Yeah, nice guy.” Active Wear Girl’s smile shifted into a frown. “Haven’t seen him much lately.”
“Blond hair, blue eyes, about six foot?” Marigold gestured up above her head to indicate Julian’s height. She wanted to make sure that it was her Julian, and not a case of mistaken identity, or a less-fortunate sub-letter using Julian’s name to fool the real estate agent. 
“That’s him. Are you looking for him?” 
So maybe some beneficiary of Julian’s kind-heartedness wasn’t living there. The sinking feeling returned. 
“No. Did you know why he was living here? Did you ever see anyone else living there?”
The girl pulled her arms over her Lycra-clad chest, almost protectively. “Who are you? Why do you want to know about Julian? Are you a cop?”
Please. Marigold gave an inward scoff. What sort of police officer wore Prada suits and Jimmy Choo shoes? “No. I’m not a police officer.”
“Look, if you know Julian, call him. Otherwise, I don’t think you should be asking questions about him. How did you get up here anyway? That’s a secure lift.” And with a haughty sniff, Active Wear Girl closed the door firmly to return to watching television or whatever other non-active things she had been doing. 
Marigold knocked on a couple of other doors. Only two other apartment occupants opened – the others must have been at work, or perhaps university. There was a large university campus nearby.
A kindly elderly lady said something similar to non-active Active Wear Girl – they knew Julian by sight but didn’t know anything about him. “Quiet, kept to himself,” she mused. 
Marigold had often heard neighbours of serial killers or drug traffickers say that. 
A young guy said something similar. He saw Julian ‘every now and again’, but only him. Never anyone else. He suggested he was a pilot perhaps, given that he wasn’t around much. 
Marigold returned to the apartment and perched on the leather sofa. She hit Dial on her phone. “Sharon. Do me a favour, will you? May I continue the lease on this apartment for another month? It’s going to take me longer than I anticipated to sort everything out.” 
She didn’t know what Julian had been up to here, but she’d figure it out. 



Chapter Six
 
Marigold
 
Marigold maintained both an electronic diary and a paper one. Electronic was easier for Kendall to manage and update if Marigold was out of the office, but Marigold liked the ability to tick things off on paper. It was satisfying to look back over the days and see a neat row of ticks for all she had accomplished, and a clear action plan of what she needed to do. Sometimes she wrote down things she had already done just for the pure pleasure of ticking them off and reviewing the row of neat ticks: the rows of tasks completed and things accomplished.
Sitting in her study at home, a coffee in hand, she opened her white leather planner and flicked back over the last three months, searching for nights when Julian hadn’t been home. After a few moments, she decided there were ten nights where she and Julian were apart before he died. 
Three were when she’d been in Bendigo for work and she’d spent the night with her parents at Mulberry Estate. The operations of D-Line were split between the Melbourne office and their office in Bendigo. She went there, sometimes returning within the day, sometimes the next, depending on her schedule. 
Would Julian have spent the night at the apartment if she were away? She tapped her pen against the top of her desk. She wasn’t sure, but she marked them in her diary as possible. 
There were further nights but they had been away together. Two nights for a friend’s wedding in Port Douglas, and four where she had needed to go to New Zealand for a work commitment, and he’d taken a few days off so he could tag along. 
There was finally one night where he’d stayed at Mulberry Estate as he’d had a case in the Bendigo Courts and had stayed overnight to have dinner with a friend who lived in Bendigo. She’d had an urgent meeting in Melbourne so had opted to stay home. 
He’d slept in one of her parents’ guest bedrooms and driven back the next day. She knew for a fact he had stayed there – her mother had called her while Julian was there and she’d briefly spoken to him. 
Apart from potentially those three nights, it was highly likely he hadn’t spent the night at the apartment. If he had, was it for an affair? With whom? The few neighbours she had spoken to hadn’t seen anyone else coming and going, but it was hardly likely they would have been watching the hallway monitoring his movements. 
She glanced at the clock. It was 11 am. She’d tried to keep herself busy that morning, but her exile from work was making time seem painfully slow. She’d left early to run to try to clear her head, but had only served in making her chest tighten with each step, having nasty flashbacks to the moment the police arrived at her door the night Julian died. 
She’d abandoned the run and returned home to shower.
After that, she took her clothes to the dry cleaner, bought some groceries and checked the expiry dates of the items in her fridge and pantry. But it all felt pointless. She wanted to be at work. This exile was going to kill her. She needed to convince her father to allow her back to work, but in the meantime, he couldn’t stop her from doing work. 
She opened her laptop. As she typed her password into the shared drive, it didn’t work. She typed it again. It still didn’t work. She opened her work email and it immediately demanded her password. She typed that in, but again, it didn’t let her log in. She picked up her phone, dialled Kendall and explained her quandary. 
“Has there been a software upgrade in the last 24 hours or something? I can’t log in. Can you have one of the IT guys call me?”
Kendall was silent, before she finally cleared her throat. “Your dad asked IT to block your access.”
“What!” Marigold leapt up from her chair, her hand shaking as she clutched the phone. “He did what?”
“I’ll put you through to him.” Kendall said this so quickly it came out in a rush, almost as one long word. Marigold heard some acoustic music in the background. She was on hold. This was infuriating. She usually had people on hold for her, not the other way round. She clicked her tongue and waited for her father to pick up.
“Marigold.” Her father’s gravelly voice filled the line, cutting short the nondescript music. “Your access is blocked. You need to rest.”
“I don’t need to rest! I’m not sick!” 
“You agreed yesterday.” Her father’s voice was firm. 
“That’s because I thought I could do some stuff here,” she admitted. There was no point lying, since her plan had been uncovered. Trust her workaholic father to understand her workaholic mindset. 
“That’s exactly why I’ve blocked it. Now, your mother will be by after lunch. She’s going to take you to high tea. She’s looking forward to seeing you.”
She didn’t want scones and finger sandwiches. She wanted to work. “That’s very nice, thank you, but I don’t need a babysitter.”
“It’s not babysitting. We all look forward to spending time with you. Your mother will be there at one o’clock. She’s even booked the Windsor for you. She knows it’s your favourite.” His tone was light and friendly. 
Marigold put her head in her hands. Why was life so unfair? She’d lost her husband, she’d discovered he’d been keeping an entire, furnished apartment secret from her, she’d been barred from her work, and now she was going to have to spend all afternoon with her mother. 
***
“And then I told them they need to move on from this ridiculous idea. Nobody wants to see a musical version of some silly teenage horror movie,” her mother said as she slowly deconstructed a sandwich with a knife and a fork, carefully and precisely spearing a sliver of smoked salmon. 
Marigold had no idea what she was talking about. Something about the local theatre group in Bendigo, of which she was patron, along with a million other charities and arts and cultural groups. 
She watched as her mother nibbled on the fish and pushed the bread to the side of her plate, before she commenced her painstaking surgery on another sandwich, this time a cucumber one. 
That was the other thing Marigold lost track of. What her mother wasn’t eating that week. It varied. It seemed that this week’s no-no was bread. Whatever she did, it did work – Odette was as slim as she’d always been. The combination of those French genes and strange diets. 
Marigold leaned forward. “Mum? Did Dad tell you about the Adelaide deal? Who’s looking after that? He mentioned some management consultant. Did he get Jonathan Carbine? He’s good, I mean, he’s ok. But still, he doesn’t know the background. I probably need to brief him. Can you ask Dad for me?”
Her mother raised the teacup to her lips and took a sip. She placed it back down on the saucer with a sigh. “Marigold.”
“What? I know he talks to you about work.”
Her mother let out another sigh. A longer, heavier sigh. An oh-you-children-drive-me-mad! sigh that been a consistent sound of their childhood. “You need to rest and look after yourself now. Please leave D-Line to your father.”
Marigold slunk back into her chair and crossed her arms. “I thought he would have been pleased about my dedication.” 
Marigold knew that her father had once entertained ideas of all three Doyle siblings running D-Line together, but Frederick had scuttled that plan by starting a winery, and (much to everyone’s surprise) turning it into a profitable business. Rose had gone to work for him too, leaving Marigold as the sole Doyle heir at D-Line. The company had been started by her late grandfather. Her father was the CEO now, and one day Marigold would be CEO too. 
It was one of the largest privately-owned companies in Australia. Marigold admired the way her father ran it, but she had bigger plans. He was too risk-averse for her. She would expand it. List it. Diversify. She would be the one who took a successful company to a whole new level. It was an intoxicating thought; one that kept her awake at night sometimes thinking of the dizzying possibilities. She’d talk to Julian about it, who’d nod along. He’d never been intimated by her wealth, and more importantly, he’d never been intimidated by her ambition. And that was actually more important to her than the money. She’d always had money. Ambition was what drove her. 
Her mother’s voice interrupted her memories. “Your father is grateful and extremely fortunate to have you working for him, but you need to take a break – you’ve had a terrible shock and you need time to grieve.” Her mother’s phone beeped and she opened her handbag. “Oh my goodness!” She looked up at Marigold, holding her hand to her chest in a dramatic fashion. 
“What happened?” 
Had the merger fallen over? She knew it. Nobody other than herself could be trusted with a deal as big as this. Her father had been so wrong to send her off for high tea when such an important deal was in the balance. 
“Amelia’s gone into labour!” Her mother’s hand was shaking, causing her diamond tennis bracelet to clink and clatter as she hurriedly typed something into her phone. 
Marigold breathed a sigh of relief. Thank goodness for Amelia and her spontaneous early labours.
“You should get home. I’m sure you’ll want to fly straight to Sydney for the drive to Bowral. Your first grandchild, Mum.” Marigold said this in as lyrical a tone as she could, as she tried to hurry up the high tea, but as she spoke there was a little stab deep into her belly. It compounded the heavy feeling she’d been unable to shake since the night Julian died.
“I shall,” her mother agreed. She put her hand on Marigold’s. It felt cold, as her mother’s hands often were. “Would you like to come with me?”
Marigold had little interest in road-tripping with her mother to Bowral. “You go. Give them my love. I’ll go in a few days when they’re settled.”
With her mother safely dispatched to be with her favourite child and his soon-to-be-born heir, Marigold asked the green-suited doorman to find her a taxi. She gave the driver the address of the apartment and sank into the back seat. As they zipped through the City, she wondered how many trips back and forth Julian had undertaken. But, more importantly, for what purpose?
***
Pulling up outside the building, she paid the driver and took the lift to the floor of the apartment. The halls were, once again, quiet. Most of the residents must have been at work. Lucky for some. 
She unlocked the door. The apartment felt the same as the day before – quiet, eerie, and nothing like her husband. No-one had been there, or at least, she didn’t think so. Nothing had been moved. She moved around the living room again, looking for anything she hadn’t noticed earlier. She walked into the bedroom, once again, eying the neatly-made bed with suspicion. What had happened on that bed? Or had anything happened on that bed?
She turned to face the wardrobe, realising she hadn’t looked inside. Opening it up, she found a blue work shirt on a coat-hanger. 
She pulled it out by the hanger and sat on the bed, holding it. It was his size, his preferred label, and the scent of Julian’s favoured aftershave sat on it. It was like the one he’d worn the last day he went to work. The one he’d taken off and thrown on the bed when he’d got home, telling her he’d put it in the wash before bed. The one Marigold had cried into after she had returned from identifying his body. That shirt had been a little paler than this one, but it had made his eyes look more blue than they had been.
She had always loved Julian’s eyes. They were one of the first things she’d noticed when she spotted him one year at Flemington Race Course. They were in some marquee and their eyes met. She had been instantly attracted to him, but she’d been less worried about that and more about her checklist. The checklist that she had carefully written to describe her perfect man. Gorgeous eyes hadn’t been on there, but more tangible things had, and Julian had ticked off each one perfectly. 
She returned to the kitchen, found one of the bars of chocolate she’d noticed on her first visit, and sat down on the sofa. Ripping the purple wrapper back, she took a bite. Chewing, she wondered what else she should have specified on that list. 



Chapter Seven
 
Finn
 
Finn watched Marigold’s BMW pull into the driveway of her house. He didn’t know much about architecture and design, but he knew he liked her home. It was art deco (a term Zara had once explained to him as they’d watched some black and white movie). He could see it had been impeccably restored to keep the heritage, but renovated to allow all the mod cons like the state-of-the-art security system. 
She stepped out from her car, a large (most likely expensive) handbag perched on one arm, and her high heels clicking along the path as she opened a security gate. She was wearing one of her standard type outfits she wore when she wasn’t at work – slim black trousers, black heels and a black top. Being summer still it was sleeveless, but essentially the outfit shifted slightly in cooler weather – a longer-sleeved top, or perhaps a jacket.
Zara had made him watch Breakfast at Tiffany’s once (she loved old movies), which he found extremely boring other than the fact that Audrey Hepburn was one of the most beautiful women he’d ever seen. Marigold reminded him of Audrey, with her dark hair, slim build and delicate features. 
Did Marigold realise how beautiful she was? He wasn’t sure. She was extremely confident in business dealings, but she didn’t exude vanity. It was more confidence in her manner, her abilities, her brains, rather than her looks. It was sexy, in a way. Actually, very sexy.
He watched as she walked past the arty-looking water feature and a manicured row of box hedges and roses that a gardener was tending, during one of his regular visits to the property. Marigold approached him, pointed at the rose bushes and gave him what appeared to be some instructions. He nodded, and she unlocked her front door. And she was gone, leaving the gardener shaking his head in disbelief. 
It had been two days since Peter’s request, and Finn didn’t feel he had much to report back. He’d followed her the first day. She’d driven to a real-estate agency, then to an apartment building, had gone inside, and returned to her car a little while later. 
He made a note to check it out to find out who lived there. The apartment didn’t seem familiar to him. She’d not visited it the last time he watched her. Perhaps she was visiting a friend. But that surprised him. She’d never visited friends last time he watched her, nor had many friends visited her. 
Sometimes she and Julian had entertained in their home. They’d host dinner parties, but the friends were always couples. They’d enter the property, two-by-two, like some form of well-heeled, impeccably-dressed human recreation of Noah’s Ark. 
Over the past 48 hours, he’d dropped by at different times – day and night, just to see what she was doing so he could report to Peter that Uptown Girl was fine. 
She wasn’t sleeping. Her lights were on most of the night when he’d drive past at odd hours. But she’d never been a good sleeper. She’d generally had her study light on late at night when he’d watched her the first time, and was always up early for work. 
She wasn’t drinking much. He’d had a quick look in her recycling bin and had found very few bottles. But she’d never been a big drinker, from what he’d observed. She was drinking a lot of coffee. He could see the sleeves of the fancy coffee capsules she used in her machine. 
He’d once considered buying a coffee machine from one of those high-end stores, but the designer, luxurious feel of the shop had freaked him out a bit and he’d stuck with instant. There was too much choice. It was overwhelming. 
He turned over the ignition. Marigold was fine. She was grieving in her own way, and it was best if he had nothing to do with that process. Peter was just being an overprotective father. Truth be told, she’d probably be better off at work to keep her mind off things. 
As he pushed the indicator down, his phone rang. He pressed a button on his steering wheel to connect the call to his Bluetooth speaker system.
“Finn?” the soft voice of the caller said. “It’s Tamsyn.”
Finn paused, the sound of the indicator almost like a metronome timing Tamsyn’s voice echoing through his car. It reminded him of the time he was sent off by his parents to piano lessons that they likely couldn’t afford and completely wasted on someone as tone deaf as he was. Tick, tock, tick, tock. 
Tamsyn sounded the same as she had the last time he’d spoken to her: teary, tired and listless. She’d taken Simon’s death hard. Not that he could blame her. They’d adored each other. 
When Finn had told her that Simon had died immediately after the siege, she’d screamed and banged her fists on Finn’s chest. 
Telling Tamsyn, three years ago, that Simon wasn’t coming home, while their children watched some cartoon pig show in the other room, was a moment that would haunt Finn for the rest of his life. He almost had blanked out her reaction, but he could still hear that pig giggling in the background as Simon’s children played and laughed, in blissful ignorance that their life was never, ever going to be the same. 
“Tamsyn.” Finn hesitated. What did you say next? “How are you?” Funny how all his training, learning how to talk to people who had been through trauma, interviewing witnesses, talking to suspects, all evaporated when it was someone he cared about. He became as tongue-tied and uncertain as someone who’d never spent a minute in his job. 
“I hear you’ve been called for the Inquest.”
Finn nodded, unsure why he did. It wasn’t as though she could see him. “Yes.”
“I know it wasn’t your fault. It wasn’t anyone’s fault.” Her voice faltered over the last word. 
Finn shifted in his seat. He knew he wasn’t at fault, but the heavy feeling remained in the pit of his stomach. “It wasn’t anyone’s fault. It was just a crap set of circumstances.”
“Simon wouldn’t have wanted a political storm over his death. Please stick to the line. I can’t go through any more of this. It’s bad enough the politicians are demanding this. They don’t need to have their husband’s death dragged through the papers again.” 
He hadn’t been lying. The events around the siege weren’t the fault of anyone, other than the deranged gunman, but still, a mistake was made in how the police handled it. And that’s what this inquest was about. “I know he wouldn’t.”
“Please, Finn, please. I beg you, just do what’s right. For Simon, for me, for the kids.”
He swallowed. Unsure of how much time had passed, he responded, “I’ll think about it.” 
That was the truth. These days, it was all he could think about.



Chapter Eight
 
Marigold
 
“This kid doesn’t sleep,” Frederick announced when he opened his front door. He had dark rings under his eyes making his usually chocolate-coloured irises look black. His hair was sticking out a million ways, and he looked as though he hadn’t shaved in a week. His navy polo shirt had a massive streak of milky vomit adorning the shoulder. He looked exactly like a sleep-deprived parent – a look that Marigold had never thought she’d see on her formerly carefree brother. 
Erin Elizabeth Doyle had been born two weeks earlier. 9 lbs 7 ounces. A big baby, Odette had informed her, even though it meant nothing to Marigold. What was classified as a small, medium or large baby? Was it good or bad that Erin was an alleged ‘big baby’? 
After their parents had returned from visiting their grandchild, Marigold booked a flight to Sydney. She hired a car, drove to Bowral, collected a large bunch of flowers from a florist and a tray of pastries from a local bakery, and drove to Frederick and Amelia’s house. 
“Does. Not. Sleep,” Frederick echoed as Marigold walked through the door and gave him the pastries and flowers. He took them from her but stared at them for a moment as if he was completely bewildered by them. 
“She’s a baby, Frederick.” Marigold shook her head as he seemed to snap out of his confusion over the flowers and pastries, and looked at her. What did he expect? Perhaps he was used to the sleeping routines of his step-children, now both at primary school. She knew next to nothing about newborns, but even she knew they didn’t enjoy regular sleep patterns. She could, however, sympathise with them. She’d not slept more than an hour or so at a time recently. 
“Aunty Marigold!” Sienna and Charlie tore into the room, flinging themselves at her, causing her heels to wobble under her. Sienna wrapped her arms around Marigold’s waist. “I’ve missed you,” she said, looking up, an angelic smile on her face. 
Marigold gave Sienna an awkward pat on the top of her strawberry blonde locks. She was surprised at her niece’s enthusiasm. She didn’t feel she knew her niece and nephew that well, or at least well enough to be missed by them. “Err… I’ve brought presents,” she offered, hoping it was acceptable to everyone. 
“Yes!” Charlie punched the air.
She pulled a box of Lego for Charlie from her oversized handbag, followed by a doll dressed in riding clothes for horse-mad Sienna. That she did remember. She’d loved horses herself at that age, so Sienna’s obsession was understandable. 
Sienna gasped and ran her hand over the velvet riding coat the doll wore. “Just look at that fabric! It’s divine,” She sounded as though she belonged on the editorial team at Vogue rather than in a primary school classroom. “Thank you!”
“Thanks,” Charlie mumbled, without looking at her. His little eyes were focused on the brightly-coloured box. “Can you help me?” He looked up at Marigold. 
“Umm. Ok.” She didn’t ever recall building Lego, but how hard could it be?
“Thanks,” Frederick said, ruffling Charlie’s mop of brown hair. “Bribery works a dream around here.”
He was so at ease with the kids. It was rather sweet how clearly he adored his step-children. 
What sort of father might Julian have been? He had been caring and considerate, but he ‘lived in his head’ a lot. Would he have coped with the interrupted sleep and constant demands for attention? She’d never know now. 
As she felt tears start to sting at her eyes, she heard her name and turned to find Amelia, walking into the living room wearing a floaty blue maxi-dress, her reddish hair cascading over her shoulders. A picture of domestic serenity while holding the allegedly-sleepless child wrapped in a fluffy pink blanket. 
“Meet your Aunt Marigold,” Amelia cooed in her pretty, lyrical voice. 
“Oh, are you sure? I’m….” She was more than aware she didn’t have a clue what she was doing. But it was too late; Amelia was handing her the baby. She took her new niece, clutching her carefully. Was she meant to do something with the head? Support it? She peeked down at little Erin. She looked like Frederick had as a baby – a wild mop of dark hair and a scrunched-up face. “Very cute.” She sat down carefully on their sofa. It minimised the risk of dropping her. 
“Isn’t she?” Frederick’s eyes lit up. “She looks like me, right?”
“Yes.” 
Frederick gave a satisfied grin. Fatherhood, despite the lack of sleep and clean clothing, was sitting rather nicely on him. 
She hadn’t expected it from Frederick and certainly had never really thought a lot about it herself, but now the idea seemed impossible. Even if she met someone else, it wasn’t as though they’d have a child straight away. She couldn’t even imagine kissing someone at the moment, let alone thinking of starting a family. 
Perhaps being an aunt to this red-faced bundle was the best she could hope for. Erin looked at Marigold with a bewildered expression, one that Marigold had often seen in the mirror in recent times as she’d tried to make sense of her world. 
***
With Erin settled into her bassinet, not asleep but not crying, and Sienna and Charlie busy with their new toys, Marigold sat on the veranda with Amelia and Frederick. 
Their grey and white painted house was lovely. Amelia’s parents had built it on a large parcel of land and she had inherited it after they died. It was quiet and peaceful as birds chirped in the distance. She could see why Amelia had been so desperate to live here, and while Frederick would have probably lived anywhere to be with Amelia, this was a pleasant spot to land. 
Marigold liked the country – after all, she had spent a reasonable amount of her life away from the city – but wasn’t sure she could live there all the time. She liked the pace of the city. When she was CEO of D-Line, she might move more of the operations there from Bendigo. Her father split his time between Melbourne and Bendigo – that seemed unnecessary in her opinion, but many of his ideas seemed slightly off at the moment. Sending her on gardening leave, bringing in Jonathan to manage the merger, and locking her out of her email. 
His judgement was lacking, that was for sure. Perhaps he too was in shock about Julian’s death. 
She set out the pastries she had picked up on her way, as Amelia and Frederick sank in their chairs, a peaceful exhaustion washing over them. 
“This is the best croissant I’ve ever had,” Frederick said, pronouncing it the correct French way. All the Doyle siblings spoke French, on their mother’s insistence, but Frederick had the best command of the language and accent courtesy of two years working in French wineries in his early twenties. 
Marigold was about to reply that it was quite good when she realised that Frederick’s head had rolled back. He was snoring and still holding a piece of croissant. 
“He’s so tired.” Amelia sighed, looking over at Frederick, before turning back to Marigold. “He’s so good with Erin. He does the night shift and it lets me get some sleep, but then he’s still working so hard during the day.”
“It won’t be forever.” 
“No, they grow up fast.” Amelia pushed her plate aside, put her elbows on the table and looked straight ahead at Marigold. “How are you?” Amelia’s voice was gentle. Not dissimilar to the birds chirping their little songs from her garden. 
At their wedding, Frederick in his speech had said that Amelia reminded him of a mermaid, and they’d shared a little lovey-dovey look, which had been far too sentimental for Marigold’s tastes. A wedding speech didn’t need to be that mushy, but she thought the description wasn’t too bad. Amelia was a bit like a sea princess from a fairy tale. 
Marigold shook non-existent crumbs off her lap. “I’m ok.” As lovely as Amelia was, Marigold wasn’t going to tell her about the apartment. It was too weird. She still couldn’t even figure it out enough in her own mind, let alone adequately explain it to someone else. 
“It must be hard. You’ve been so brave.”
Amelia was hardly the girl Marigold thought her brother would become serious about, let alone marry. She was relieved he’d picked someone as sensible and smart as Amelia – and, more to the point, that Amelia had chosen him. 
“I wish we lived closer.” Amelia frowned. “And with Erin on the way, we couldn’t stay very long after the funeral. I’m sorry.”
“Amelia, no, you’ve been wonderful. To be honest, I like being on my own.”
 “It’s good to have people around you.” Amelia’s tone was cautious. 
“There’s Mum, and Rose isn’t far if I need her. I wish I was at work, but I’m on ‘gardening leave’.” Marigold raised her hands to add air-quotes with a roll of her eyes to magnify the ridiculousness of the situation. 
“Gardening leave?” 
Marigold smiled at Amelia’s puzzled look. “A polite way of telling me I’m not welcome at the office but I’ll still be paid.”
Amelia leaned back and made an mmmm sound. “I’m sorry to hear that, Marigold. I know you love your work.”
“I do, but clearly I need to ‘grieve’ in the way that my family wants me to; however, I’m not certain what that is.”
Amelia nodded, carefully, as if considering every word. Eventually, she reached over and grasped Marigold’s hand tightly. 
“Please listen to me,” she said, her voice low and her eyes staring at what felt like directly into Marigold’s soul. “You need to grieve in whatever way you feel you need to.” 
Marigold stared back at her sister-in-law’s eyes, for a moment considering telling Amelia and unburdening herself, but she had no answers. Her investigations over the past week at home hadn’t turned up much. The neighbours had been useless. The real estate agent had imparted little of value. Searches of Julian’s possessions had turned up no clues.
Would it be easier to grieve if she had some answers? Would that help satisfy her father that she’d mourned and was ready to come back to work? 
Perhaps it would, but she needed help. But who could help her with this? She didn’t want to tell her family. She didn’t have any friends she wanted to tell. It was all just so embarrassing and ridiculous. Besides, how could they help unlock the mystery?
If she were to tell anyone, it would have to be someone who could help her find the answer, a police officer, or investigative journalist, or… Finn. 
That’s exactly who she could ask. Finn Schröder was the business. He was a former Federal Police Officer who had opened a boutique security agency a couple of years earlier, and had been highly recommended to them by a friend of the family. She’d been concerned about a sudden spike in violent crimes against truck drivers at the time and wanted advice on how to further strengthen their practices to ensure the safety of their drivers and protection of assets. 
Very quickly Marigold had seen why Finn was so highly-regarded. He was detail-orientated, focused and persistent. His advice in relation to their security problem was excellent, and since then he’d been on a retainer to act as their lead security consultant. 
Finn was in his mid-thirties, tall, and had what she would call ‘interesting’ looks. Handsome perhaps, but not like a model. Just handsome in a manly way. A way that would probably garner him more luck with Active Wear Girl than she’d had. She’d probably think he was lovely when he came knocking on her door, giving her a smile. Marigold couldn’t remember if she’d ever seen Finn smile when she’d met with him at work, but she was sure he could turn it on for his own needs.
Maybe Finn was precisely what she needed to help her find out what Julian had been up to, unlock her grief, convince her father she was fine, and get back to her job.



Chapter Nine
 
Finn
 
“Mum?” Finn unlocked the door of his mum’s house. The house was silent, but he could see her handbag on the small table near the front door. She must be home. 
“Finn!” His mother emerged from the kitchen. She leaned up and kissed him on the cheek. “Come in. Are you hungry? Can I make you a sandwich?”
“No, thanks. I’m not hungry.” He followed her through the hallway that led to the kitchen and a small dining area. Every time he visited, the house seemed smaller. His parents had never had much money when he was growing up, but had worked hard. His father had two jobs at times, and his mother too, despite having five children to care for as well. Both of them had a hard work ethic that resulted in ownership of a small but tidy house in a suburb that had been cheap when he was growing up but now was considered prime real estate. Most of the homes nearby had been knocked down to make way for mega-mansions or blocks of units. Their original little house stood untouched – looking 1950s and worn in the midst of a sea of ‘manor’ style homes with chandeliers in the windows and expensive cars out front, or completely dwarfed by large apartment complexes. 
He watched as his mother filled the kettle with water and fussed around with some cups and teabags. He’d refused the sandwich, but he knew she’d not stand for a refusal of a cup of tea even though he hadn’t asked for one. She looked older than her years, as he noticed her sensible cardigan around her even though it was quite warm today. She was perhaps the same age as Odette Doyle, yet looked much older. But she was kind. She looked like a Nana, as her grandchildren called her. 
She set a cup in front of him and sat down next to him. “How are you coping?” She put a hand over his, concern filling her eyes. “It’s been in the paper, but I can’t…” She took a deep breath.
“Neither can I.” He had never been able to tell his mum much about his work, and that wasn’t a bad thing. But the siege had been national news, and thanks to the media she knew much more about it than he would have liked.
“That day was awful.” Tears welled in her eyes. “I can’t believe they want you to have to re-live it. For that poor man’s wife and children to have to re-live it.”
During the siege, his thoughts had momentarily crossed to his mother and sisters, and, of course, Zara. As he’d shouted at some journalist to keep behind the police cordon, as a throng of cameras and reporters were all trying to get a glimpse of the unfolding drama, he’d wondered if anyone he cared about was watching this. Worrying about him. He’d pushed it out of his mind at the time. You couldn’t think like that. You just had to act on what was happening in front of you. 
Had Simon thought of his family at any point? Were they his final thoughts? Finn hoped so. He hoped that Simon knew how lucky he’d been to have Tamsyn and their kids, even if he’d never see them again. 
Finn put his hand on his mum’s hand. “I know, but I have to. It’s one day, and then it will be over.” He gave her a nod that was more reassuring than what he felt. But it was for her benefit. She had worried about him enough during his years on the force – she didn’t need to worry now. As unpleasant as the inquest was, there was nothing she could do. Nothing anyone could do. His dilemma was his own. 
“I’m so pleased you are out of the police force; I sleep much better now. We all do. Your sisters worried about you all the time. Not that I wasn’t proud.”
He glanced over at the wall to see a photo of his late father, several of his sisters and their children, and one of him in his Federal Police uniform. “It’s safer for me in the private sector. And better-paying too.” He pulled out the envelope of cash he’d brought with him. 
“Oh, Finn,” his mother shook her head, “no, it’s not fair – you’ll have your own family one day to look after, you can’t be taking care of me. I’m fine.”
He was certain he wouldn’t ever have a family to look after, but there was no point going into that with his mum. “The bills are expensive – electricity, water, the rates have skyrocketed thanks to the property value. I want to help you. I know it’s hard for the girls – they have their own kids, but I’m on my own.”
His life was inexpensive thanks to a small apartment and few vices. The biggest luxury he afforded himself was his car, given he spent so much time in it for work. It had to be right: modern but not brand new, expensive but not out of reach of the everyday person, and discreet without looking as if you were trying to hide something. 
“Dad would want me to help out.”
His mother smiled. “He taught you well.”
The work ethic, yes, he’d inherited it. Partly because of genes, but also by watching his father, working so many hours to provide for his family. In average, poorly-paid jobs, but never complaining. He would have happily swept floors if that was what it meant to provide for his daughters and son. His work ethic was not unlike that of Peter’s.
Peter reminded Finn of his own father at times, but yet Finn’s father died a poor man, Peter had been born a wealthy one. How different could their lives have been if they had been the other way round? 
Finn’s thoughts were interrupted by his phone ringing. He glanced at the screen. Marigold? He looked up at his mother. “Sorry, Mum, I need to get this.” He stood up and moved into the living room. “Finn Schröder.”
“Finn? It’s Marigold Doyle.” Her voice sounded faint, and was interrupted by crackling sounds. It was a lousy line and not helped by background noise that sounded oddly enough like animals. Chickens? Peter had mentioned she’d gone to visit Frederick in Bowral. Perhaps he had chickens at his property. 
“Ms Doyle. How are you?” he asked, unsure if that was an appropriate thing to ask. Her husband had just died. She probably wasn’t well, but it didn’t matter as she hadn’t appeared to have heard him through the crackling line.
“I’m sorry, what did you say? The reception here is terrible. Sienna! Stop that!” This was followed by some garbled noise. 
Unsure of whether the indecipherable comment was directed at him or Sienna (Frederick’s step-daughter, from memory?) he put one hand up to cover his other ear in the faint hope of hearing her more clearly. “I’m sorry. What did you say?” 
She gave a frustrated sigh. “My niece and nephew. They’re taunting the chickens.”
The laughter of the children echoed in the background and he heard Marigold shout out at a child, telling whoever it was to shut the gate. “Oh no! The chickens are escaping!” she told him. 
Finn grinned. Uptown Girl dressed in her high heels and black designer outfits, standing in the middle of a chicken coop with a couple of kids in the country, was perhaps the last place he would have expected her to be. 
“Look.” Her voice came back to the phone, a little breathless, as though she was chasing the wayward children, or the newly-freed chickens, or perhaps both. “Can you meet me at my house on Friday? Does ten o’clock suit you? I need to speak to you about something but I don’t want to go into it on the phone.”
He hesitated. What on earth could she want with him? 
“Finn?” she called out, the laughter from the children increasing. “Can you meet me on Friday?”
“That’ll be fine.”
“I’ll text you my address,” she said, and was gone, along with the chuckling of the children and clucking of chickens. 
He didn’t need her address, but she didn’t know that. He hung up the phone and smiled. Just when he thought the Doyles couldn’t get any more curious.



Chapter Ten
 
Marigold
 
Marigold couldn’t sleep. Not that Frederick and Amelia’s guest room wasn’t comfortable. Amelia was certainly a generous hostess with her beautifully-appointed rooms with crisp linens and embroidered quilts, along with the elegant artwork adorning the walls, but there was no sleep to be had. 
She’d called Finn and asked him to meet her at her house later that week. She’d not told him much. This needed to be discussed in person. It was going to be embarrassing to have to lay this all out for him, but she trusted he could help her. He’d have the right contacts, the proper channels and the right methods for finding clues that she couldn’t. 
Rolling over, she still couldn’t get comfortable. She let out a sigh, sat up and climbed out of bed. She pulled her dressing gown around her and padded down the hall where she could hear the television on and see a faint light coming from the living room. The clock on the wall read 3 am, and she found Frederick, wide awake, sitting on the sofa with Erin wrapped in a blanket in one arm.
“No sleep either?” he asked. 
She sat next to him. “Nope.”
“We’re not good at sleeping, are we? A family trait, maybe?” 
She wasn’t a good sleeper at the best of times, and knew Frederick wasn’t either. Maybe it was genetic. Poor Erin was cursed. 
“What are you watching?” She pointed at the television where someone was undertaking a cooking demonstration.
“Infomercials.”
What a strange choice. “Don’t you have cable or Netflix?”
“I like them.” Frederick gave a shrug. He looked down at Erin who was still looking at him as though she was bewildered by him. Smart child. “Erin likes them too. I tried watching cricket or a movie or the News, but she’d cry. I even tried a soap opera and she wailed. She’s happy during these.”
Marigold shot her brother an incredulous look. “Can babies this young discern what’s on television enough to have preferences?” 
“I don’t know – maybe she likes the voices. Whatever it takes. That’s my motto these days: whatever it takes.”
Marigold brought her legs underneath her and curled up into the corner of their sofa. 
“Mum wants you to move back to Mulberry for a bit.” Frederick turned to face the commercial again. 
“Dad asked me the same, but I don’t want to be there. Seriously, it’s the last place I want to be. You know what things can be like between Mum and me at the best of times. We grate each other.”
“I told her to back off.” 
“Thanks. I need time. Well, that’s a lie. I really need to be at work, but they won’t let me be there. At least if I’m at home they can leave me to my own devices.”
“You want to be at work?” He shot her a look, before looking down at his daughter. “Erin, why am I asking that? Of course, your aunt wants to be at work. She’s a workaholic.”
“I need it,” she insisted. He made it sound as if her commitment was something terrible – a flaw – but it wasn’t. Why did people treat it as such a bad thing? It was good to be dedicated to things and want to see them succeed. Ambition wasn’t some sort of dirty word. Julian had understood it. She shifted her weight as another weight of unhappiness and pain was added to the collection in her stomach. 
Frederick looked back up at her and gave her a nod. “I know.” 
Marigold was certain he didn’t know, but appreciated that he tried to get it for her sake. They were coded somewhat differently on the work front. 
They silently watched the infomercial for a moment. The host was enthusing over a loaf of raisin bread they’d just pulled out of a bread machine. 
“Ok. Serious question.” Frederick turned back to her and raised his eyebrows. “If you were going to get one of these breadmakers, would you seriously really bake bread every day? I reckon most people would do it like three times and then never use it again.”
“Probably.”
“And yet,” he sighed and rolled his eyes up to meet hers, “I want one. Where’s my wallet?” 
Marigold let out a laugh, and snuggled into the sofa in the hope the infomercial might calm her like it did Erin. 
***
She hadn’t spent that much time with Frederick and Amelia as a couple. They hadn’t been married that long. She and Julian had come up for the wedding and seen them since, but not for long; mainly when they had visited Mulberry. She watched as Amelia and Frederick fluttered around the next day as they were about to have lunch on the veranda. Baby Erin was in a sling attached to Amelia like a little joey in a kangaroo’s pouch. 
“Wine?” Frederick appeared with a bottle of something in one hand and a platter of cheese in the other.
“Thanks.” She held up her glass. Yes, booze. She could do booze. Maybe it would help take the edge off. The lack of sleep, combined with her current state of mind, was making her feel a little jittery. She’d jumped earlier at a black and white photograph in the hallway that she thought had moved. 
He poured out a glass and waved the bottle towards his wife. 
“I just fed so I can have a little glass,” Amelia said, one hand resting on Erin’s little head and the other showing a small gap between her thumb and forefinger to indicate how much wine. 
He poured out something that looked much more than that. 
“This is delicious.” Amelia took a sip and set it down. “I knew I married you for a reason.” She snuck a coy glance at Frederick.
“Yep, free booze for life.” He glanced back at her and they held each other’s gaze for a moment.
Marigold watched them. It was as if there was a string between them; an emotional connection so real that it was almost physical even when they weren’t touching. 
Had Julian ever looked at her like that? Perhaps not, but they’d been different. Every marriage was different. Theirs was one of the heart. Perhaps hers had been one of the brain. Julian had been so clever and her so ambitious. He had worked on an intellectual level. 
Marigold wondered exactly what Amelia’s marriage to Toby had been like. Her first husband had been a professional rugby player who’d had an affair that had briefly been national gossip. The embarrassment it caused Amelia had been so awful that she had moved to Victoria from Sydney for a few months to stay with her Aunt Jill, whose home is next to Frederick’s winery. Frederick had fallen so deeply in love with her that he’d moved interstate to be with her at her much-loved childhood home. 
The sound of some sort of argument between Sienna and Charlie echoed through the veranda, disrupting Marigold’s thoughts. 
Frederick shook his head and set down his glass. “Those two are going to wake Erin.” He sounded like a grumpy old man who was about to yell at some kids to get off his lawn. 
Amelia went to stand up, but Frederick made it to his feet first. 
“I’ll sort it out,” he promised. He walked towards the door, hollering, “What on earth is going on here?” 
Marigold leaned forward as Frederick’s voice slowly became muffled as he moved further into the house, trying to sort out a territorial dispute between his step-children. “Amelia, can I ask you about Toby?” 
“What about him?” Amelia looked behind her briefly. 
Marigold wondered if she was checking that Frederick wasn’t there. She’d never really picked her brother as the jealous type, but she knew he didn’t have much time for Toby. 
“When did you know he was unfaithful? If you don’t mind me asking?” 
“He told me the day before it was in the papers.” 
“Did you guess anything before that? Any strange behaviours?”
Amelia gave a small shrug. “I don’t know. Maybe there were and I just didn’t notice. Maybe I didn’t want to know. Maybe I was caught up with the kids. I think our marriage was already broken by that stage, so perhaps I wasn’t paying attention. I don’t know.” She sighed. “But I think it was for the best in a way; it brought all our problems to a head and convinced me that I couldn’t stay in that marriage anymore. Why do you ask?” A small frown crossed her face. 
“No reason.” Marigold sat back into her chair. She gave Amelia a smile. “You know Frederick adores you. I have never, ever seen him like this. You bring out the absolute best in him.”
Amelia blushed and gave a contented smile. “I adore him. When I found out about Toby and all his lies, I thought I’d never get a second chance to feel that way, you know? But then I met Frederick and it was even better than Toby.” She leaned over and patted Marigold’s arm as if to say, ‘Don’t worry, you’ll have another chance at love.’
And of course, that would be Amelia’s reaction to Marigold’s comments. It was a completely normal thing to assure someone that there was hope for the future. Poor Amelia clearly didn’t understand why she’d been asking, but Marigold would go along with it. 
She wasn’t concerned with second chances right now. She wanted to know how she’d not twigged that something was going on. Not that she was sure exactly what was going on, but clearly Julian had as many secrets as Toby. Had her marriage to Julian been as broken as Amelia’s first? Maybe, like Amelia, she’d been too distracted to notice. 



Chapter Eleven
 
Marigold
 
Marigold glanced at the clock on the wall. It was one minute to ten, and as the hand ticked over, a sharp knock sounded at the door. She walked to the front door to find Finn. He was dressed in a tailored dark suit with a crisp white shirt and a dark tie. It was reassuring how professional he appeared. He looked as if he knew how to handle anything. It was both comforting and attractive. 
They shook hands and she led him through to the living room, and invited him to sit.
“Coffee?”
“No, thank you.” He undid the top button of his suit jacket and sat down. Finn’s voice had the gravelly undertone of someone who had spent the previous night smoking cigars and drinking whiskey, yet Marigold had never seen him hungover. His blue eyes were clear and he always seemed alert, as though he was ready to leap up and take down a bad guy with a deft palm-heel. She liked that. She liked men of action. It was a bit sexy, if she was honest. 
“I’m sorry about Julian,” Finn said with a solemn nod. 
She gave an appreciative half-smile. “Thank you.”
“You spoke very well at the funeral. That must have been extremely hard.” 
“Were you there? I’m sorry, I didn’t realise.” She furrowed her brow. 
He gave the slightest frown before resuming the neutral expression he so often wore. “That’s ok. There were a lot of people there.”
Even so, she hated forgetting things like that. She shook it off. That day had been strange. It was normal to forget things. 
“There were a lot of people. Julian had a lot of colleagues and people who wanted to pay their respects. Look, Finn, thank you for coming here this morning. I appreciate it.”
“You’re welcome.”
“You see, there’s something I need your help with.” 
“Of course, what can I assist you with, Ms Doyle?” 
She had noticed when they’d met at work, he called her Ms Doyle. She hadn’t bothered to ask him to call her Marigold. He was a contractor, not a friend. She didn’t make her employees or contractors call her Ms Doyle, but she didn’t discourage it either. 
“It’s about Julian. After he died, I learned he’d taken out a lease on an apartment. I’ve been there, and haven’t been able to find out any reason why he might have rented somewhere without me knowing.”
Finn cocked his head to the side in a way that reminded of her an English pointer she’d owned as a child. “An apartment?” he repeated.
“Yes. Leased to him. And, by all accounts, he did use it. For what purpose, I have no idea. I’d like for you to find out why he did this.”
Finn cleared his throat. “I’m sorry about Julian, but this is outside my core business these days. I’m focused on corporate security. A private investigator would be best for you. I can recommend several who are discreet and professional.”
Marigold shook her head. “You’re a licensed investigator. I know you’ve handled private work for my family in the past, and that’s why I want you.” She paused. She really did want him to help her. “I trust you. You understand our family and some of the challenges we have. I’m happy to pay you at your normal rate plus fifty per cent and an additional daily allowance.”
This was a ridiculous amount to spend, but he was worth it. She inspected him as he furrowed his brow, either making a decision or finding a further excuse not to do it. 
He was good-looking. Handsome, but still a little rough-and-tumble. He was the sort of man who had probably shaved a couple of hours ago but already a fine stubble was bursting through a well-defined jaw. He had a particularly straight nose that she had originally thought too long, but which suited his face. It was rather perfect for poking around in people’s lives. 
 “Ms Doyle, I don’t want to be the bearer of bad news, but when you investigate these sorts of things, you may find out something you didn’t want to know.”
She felt herself stiffen. Things she didn’t want to know? It was all she could think of. All the dark and terrible prospects that this process may reveal. “You mean that I might find out he was having an affair, or setting up an apartment so he could leave me, or running a double life with a second wife and kids stashed somewhere, or he was selling drugs or financing terrorism?”
He frowned. “Perhaps not exactly any of those, but something that might be upsetting.” 
“I’ve examined every possibility already. Nothing would shock me at this point. I have to know the truth.”
“I understand. I’ll help you and my normal rate is fine.” 
A tiny amount of the weight on her shoulders lifted. “Thank you. I really appreciate you doing this.”
He pulled a small notebook and a pen from his breast pocket. Like a cop in a television show. He carefully opened the notebook and hovered the pen over the page. “You’ll need to run through this from the start. Everything you know.”
She told him about the phone call from the real estate agent and her visit to the apartment. As he scratched away at the notepad, she was curious to see exactly what he was writing. What key points was he taking from this? Was he already forming ideas and leads? She raised her eyes to try to peep over the edge of the notebook but she could only see scribble. Or maybe it was shorthand. She couldn’t see it clearly enough to determine. 
“Did he give the real estate agent any reason he rented the apartment or background info on how he came to find it?” he asked. 
She had followed up with Sharon after the original call, but hadn’t uncovered much else. Apparently Julian had rung the agency after seeing the apartment advertised online, filled in the paperwork, and it was his. “No, nothing, but I can give you her details if you want to speak to her.”
“Thank you. Have you spoken to any of the neighbours?” he asked, without looking up at her. 
“Some. They have confirmed that it was him and that he seemed to come and go. They never saw anyone else and most assumed he worked out of town.”
“So, he wasn’t there much?” Finn looked up, pausing the pen. “Does that tally with any absences that you can account for?”
“I can account for most of the nights that he wasn’t here. Perhaps he went there in the day. I really don’t know.”
“Spoken to his parents?”
Marigold shook her head. “They live in Canada. They came back for the funeral, but Julian wasn’t close to them. I’d be shocked if they knew anything.” 
“Colleagues?”
“I’ve not mentioned it to anyone. You can speak to his assistant, Aaron, but don’t say anything about why you’re talking to him.”
“Of course not. If anyone asks, I’m simply assisting you with handling matters for Julian’s estate.”
“Thank you.” She was proud of her decision to hire him. He was smart. Discreet. Not overly chatty. An ideal candidate for this task. 
He gave a nod and made a note in his little notebook that looked tiny in his large hands. Like a notebook and pen accessory pack for one of Sienna’s dolls. 
She picked up an envelope and handed it to him. “In here is one of the keys the real estate agent gave me. I’ve still been unable to find Julian’s keys. Apparently he was issued with two sets, but they weren’t in his office or in the house. I’ve included a copy of the lease and what bills I’ve been able to obtain in his name.”
“You haven’t found the keys?” His tone finally moved up an octave, registering some curiosity as to the situation. “Not on him?”
“No.” Very little was found on Julian after he died. 
“Did the real estate agent mention if there was any CCTV?” 
“I didn’t see any.” Marigold hadn’t even considered CCTV, even though when Finn said it, it sounded sensible. Why hadn’t she thought of that? A prickle of annoyance spread over her chest. She should have checked that. She wasn’t thinking straight. “The name of the property manager is in that envelope. She can probably give you that sort of information.”
“Good. I can send you a list of other things I need.”
What could he need that she hadn’t already thought of? “Such as?”
“Bank accounts, his passport to see if he’d been out of the country recently, any sort of log book he kept for his car, exercise apps on his phone,” Finn rattled off. “Anything that helps me track movements or patterns of behaviour.”
“He couldn’t have been out of the country other than a trip we took together. There simply wasn’t any time that he could have made a trip like that.” 
“I’m sure that’s correct, but it’s due diligence so I can rule things in or out. And can I have a list of the nights you think he slept elsewhere? Even if you can account for them? It’s helpful for me to know any patterns. In fact, a copy of his diary or schedule for the last few months would be ideal.”
Ok. Bank accounts, passport. Administration. Paperwork. Yes, that could be her contribution to the case. “And – Finn?” she hesitated and drew a breath. “Please don’t say anything about any of this to anyone, especially my parents. They’ll only worry about me.”
“Understood. I won’t say a word.” He stood up, buttoning the top button on his suit jacket. “I’ll find out what happened, Ms Doyle.”
Marigold knew enough of Finn to know his word was a promise.



Chapter Twelve
 
Finn
 
Finn sat in his car, reviewing his notebook. He almost couldn’t believe the notes he’d written. He’d tried to imagine what Marigold wanted ever since she’d called him during the great chook escape, but never in a million years had he expected this. 
The revelation about Julian, however, in some ways hadn’t shocked him. Or at least, he hadn’t been as shocked as Marigold perhaps expected him to be. There was always something about Julian that bothered Finn. Not that he’d seen him do anything suspicious when he had watched them last time; it was more of a gut feeling. 
Julian was clearly successful, but he always struck Finn as sort of insipid. Boring. What had drawn Marigold to a man who was a walking, talking cardboard cut-out like you saw at a cheap menswear shop in a suburban shopping village?
He’d never actually met Julian, but on occasions, he had ordered a coffee at a little hipster café near their house when he’d been watching them.
Julian would bluster in, not recognising Finn at all. For all their University degrees and powerful jobs, neither Marigold or Julian had ever noticed him watching their house. She’d not even noticed him at the funeral, but he could understand that. But not seeing the same car near your house every day? He hadn’t gone to any significantly great lengths to avoid being seen, but neither of them had twigged in the slightest. 
Sometimes, when he’d been in that café, he’d overheard Julian asking the barista for some sort of complicated and fussy-sounding coffee with so many parts soy milk and so many parts water and decaffeinated something or another. Why bother, Finn would think as he sipped his espresso. It was all so finicky and fussy, and (quite frankly) insipid. 
Insipid. It really was a good word for Julian. Sort of bland. Actually, there were quite a few good words for him.
Marigold’s attraction to Julian had been confusing. He thought she would have liked someone with whom she could hold her own. Someone to challenge her, given how smart she was. 
But what did he know? He’d not had a girlfriend in three years, and his sock drawer still contained an un-offered engagement ring that he’d never got around to returning to the shop. He was hardly an expert when it came to relationships, but he couldn’t stand infidelity. He was furious at the idea that Julian might have been cheating on Marigold. 
But why a whole apartment for an affair? Why not just a hotel? There would be less of a paper trail. With an apartment, he had a signed lease and taken out utilities. This wasn’t an impulse, spur-of-the-moment decision. 
And while Finn was thinking of it, he’d never seen Julian as much as flirt with anyone else when he’d been watching them. Perhaps an affair was not the reason for the apartment. 
Why the need for privacy, if not sex? Drugs? Maybe Julian needed to escape his life as a barrister with the odd hit of something. 
A complex and pressured career, married to a wealthy woman with a high-profile family. Maybe it was his dirty little secret. Might explain his cause of death too. Finn made a mental note to seek a little further information into Julian’s death. Did they do an autopsy? Could something have been in his system? But if it was that obvious, they would surely have told Marigold. But some drugs weren’t easily detected. 
He didn’t enjoy involving himself in all the domestic goings-on of the Doyles. It was usually boring and tedious. But this? This was interesting. 
And thankfully so, as it wasn’t exactly easy to say no to Marigold. 
He adjusted the rear-view mirror and started the engine. Time to find out what Julian had been up to in his final days.



Chapter Thirteen
 
Marigold
 
After Finn left, Marigold changed into her gym clothes, locked her house and walked towards her car. She looked down at the keys on her chain. 
She still hadn’t been able to find Julian’s key to the apartment, yet the real estate agent said that Julian had been issued with two keys. Were they both together in some place Julian had left them? Or did someone else have one? Or perhaps both? 
Julian’s assistant, Aaron, had said he would pack up the office, courier over a box of his possessions, and make arrangements for the case files to be stored. Maybe the key would be in the box. 
She tapped her fingernails against the steering wheel. Perhaps she should go to Julian’s chambers and find out for herself. She’d always felt Aaron was vaguely incompetent – he often made errors with Julian’s schedule, and it wasn’t uncommon for Julian to have to drive back to work late at night to collect a file if Aaron had supplied him with the incorrect one. 
It had been a bit of a mystery as to why he persisted with Aaron. He made errors that she wouldn’t have tolerated from Kendall. Either way, it seemed to be taking a long time for Aaron to clear out a desk. 
She glanced at the clock on the dashboard. There wasn’t time to go to his office now; she was due at Pilates shortly. Rose had suggested it and had booked her in with her favourite trainer, Will. Despite living at Mulberry and working for Frederick, Rose was frequently in Melbourne. 
“I’m so glad you’ve come! Pilates is ahh-mazing!” Rose said, bouncing into the foyer of the studio where Marigold was waiting. “It’s so good for your core!”
“Is your core a problem?” Marigold glanced at Rose’s mid-section. Her sister looked as lean and flat-stomached as she always had, despite a gluttonous appetite. 
Marigold used to be able to do that in her twenties too, but her thirties had been somewhat less kind. The way she was going, if she wanted to remain slim she’d have to adapt some of their mother’s weird food aversions. She was already off carbs after a certain time of day, and avoided too many sweet things. How much further might she need to go?
“Well, no, but I’m sure it’s better since I’ve been doing it. I’ll change and I’ll see you in there.” And she bounced off towards the changing rooms, a bright pink gym bag in tow. 
Marigold peeked into the studio. What on earth had she allowed Rose to get her into? It was a large airy room containing rows and rows of strange mechanical-looking beds, reminding her of something you would see in a science fiction movie where you would be sedated and flown to another planet. 
“Marigold?” A young, tanned man clad in black Lycra appeared, seemingly from nowhere. He looked so healthy and vivid. All sparkly-eyed, sun-bleached hair, lean and toned. “Ready to go?” he asked her, with teeth reminiscent of what you would see in a toothpaste commercial. Julian had possessed perfect teeth. 
“Yes. You must be Will.” 
His smile broadened to reveal yet more white, neat teeth. How many did he have? It seemed more than the average human. “That’s me! I recognised you immediately. You look like your sister.”
Marigold and Rose did look alike, but Marigold had overheard enough gossip around town to know that of the three Doyle siblings, it was considered that she came in last in the looks department. 
Women swooned over Frederick. Well, at least they had before he became a vomit-stained, sleep-deprived Father-of-the-Year. Men literally turned their heads to watch Rose pass. At more than a decade younger than Marigold, with an extra three inches in height, larger eyes, a cuter nose and bigger breasts, Rose was sort of like Marigold – or like Marigold would be if she’d been enhanced via Photoshop by a teenage boy fond of Victoria’s Secret fashion shows. 
“Hmmm, yes, I guess so,” Marigold said to Will. “Rose is getting ready.”
“Great.” Will handed her a clipboard. “Fill this in and then we’ll start a warm-up.”
Marigold took the clipboard. This was more than acceptable. She loved paperwork. Filling in forms was almost relaxing. 
She perched herself on the machine, nearly sliding off, when she realised the bed had a series of springs underneath. Regaining her balance, she quickly filled in the form. 
She used to take charge of the declaration cards for her and Julian when they travelled overseas. She would happily fill in forms when seeing a new doctor. She always looked forward to Census night where she had so many little boxes to tick. 
A small wave of unease hit her as she wondered what her Census form would look like next time. There would be no Julian to account for. It was strange to think of someone being counted on one Census, and then next time, not included, as if they’d never existed. 
“WILL!” Rose screeched, running towards him and giving him a hug that almost resembled a rugby tackle. 
They chatted animatedly as Marigold finished her paperwork and handed it back to Will. Rose parked herself on the next bed and started to stretch. 
“Right. Let me introduce you to the bed,” Will said with a grin.
“It looks like a medieval torture device.” Marigold surveyed the bench with various levers, springs and pulleys. Bed seemed the wrong word for it. There was nothing relaxing about this. It was more like a rack. 
But that was ok, she wasn’t here to chill out. She was here to prove to her father that she was fit and healthy and ready to go back to work. 
“Oh, so Rose told you all about me, right?” Will gave another grin and proceeded to explain the various elements and finally instructed her to lie down while Rose giggled. 
Will looked rather pleased with himself. Men often did when they caused Rose to smile. Perhaps they thought they were in with a shot, but the painful reality was that for all her admirers, Rose was picky, and had few real, proper boyfriends. But she broke plenty of hearts that Marigold wondered if she ever even knew about. Maybe not. That was for the best. She was so kind-hearted she’d probably feel guilty. 
Marigold followed his instruction. The bed felt hard, like what you’d lie on at a doctor’s surgery.
“Put your feet in this ring.” He handed her a round rubber circle and she stretched her feet to the ceiling, the bridges nestled into the ring, pulling it down towards her with her toes as he talked her through some stretches. 
With the warm-up done, they started complicated movements where she would put one foot on the bar and push away the bed on the springs. It was surprisingly awkward and challenging. And unnerving. She’d always been so good at sports.
“I’m fit,” she told Will. “I run three times per week. I’ve completed dozens of marathons.”
“Pilates is about strength. Lots of fit people find the first few times hard, as you’re using muscles you never knew you had. You’ll probably be sore tomorrow, but that’s normal.”
By the end of the workout, she had definitely discovered new, hidden muscles. She took in a deep breath as she held a plank on the bed, her wrists burning. 
“Let go of the breath, three, two and one.” Will’s voice counted down the time she’d been in the plank position.
And she exhaled, feeling her knees hit the bed, the pressure lifting from her arms. 
Her physical weight fell to the floor, but the one in her mind remained firmly in place. She needed answers, and now. It didn’t matter how strong she became; she couldn’t lug this weight around forever.



Chapter Fourteen
 
Finn
 
Finn walked the corridor of the building where Julian’s alleged apartment was, quickly scanning to make sure that he wasn’t being watched, and quietly unlocked the door with the key Marigold had given him.
He paused and cautiously poked his head inside. Marigold didn’t think anyone else was there, but you could never be certain. He couldn’t hear or see anyone, so he slipped in and closed the door behind him, carefully. Slammed doors grated him. 
The apartment reminded Finn of his own. Neat and nondescript. It certainly wasn’t anything like Marigold’s designer home with its massive mirror in the foyer that ran from the floor to the roof, and the living room that contained no fewer than six lamps.
Why on earth did she need so many lamps in one room? One table had two lamps on it; that seemed excessive. He was sure it was probably some fancy, expensive interior design thing he didn’t understand, but even so, it seemed a waste of money and electricity.
Julian’s sofa looked good. Finn sat on it and nodded approvingly. Far better than the designer thing he’d sat on at Marigold’s. 
That sofa (if you could call it that) at her house had been for sitting with perfect posture and having tea (but very carefully, so as not to spill any on the fabric).
This one? Yes. This was for relaxing. 
The TV was positioned to minimise glare from the window. A remote control and a book sat on a coffee table. Finn picked up the book and turned it to read the blurb. Set in the Cold War, it was about an American spy behind enemy lines. Sounded good. The sort of thing he used to read – when he’d been able to concentrate on books. Since the siege, he’d not read anything other than the odd article in the newspaper, and since the talk of the inquest had flared up, not even that. 
He stood and inspected the fridge and kitchen area. Only a handful of dishes, and certainly not enough for multiple people to use on a regular basis. 
He moved towards the bedroom. It looked like a bloke’s bedroom. Basic. No fluffy pillows or side tables or lamps or vases of flowers. Those were often the touches a woman brought to a house, he’d observed. Zara used to bring home fancy blankets for their sofa, or pictures of flowers in frames for their walls. 
Women seemed more adept at making a house a home than most men, which was probably why his place didn’t look like a home either. 
Either way, this was Julian’s apartment. Finn had seen enough different types of houses on his job on the force, and that experience told him that only a man had been here for any sort of length of time. 
He looked inside the wardrobe. There wasn’t much. Only a couple of pieces. They were all the same size, all men’s clothing, and all of a size that would fit Julian as Finn remembered him. 
Moving into the bathroom, he looked at the medicine cabinet. There were no products women sometimes may have had on hand: no make-up, no hairdryer, no perfumes or fragrances. It simply contained one men’s deodorant, one bar of soap, one comb, one tube of toothpaste, and one toothbrush.
Ah-ha. He slipped the toothbrush into a plastic bag. He’d get it tested, but suspected it belonged to Julian. He’d be able to find a DNA match from something at Marigold’s house. He’d text her and ask her to put aside his toothbrush or comb. 
Interestingly, the cabinet contained no drugs or medications at all. Not even a packet of aspirin. Perhaps Julian never got headaches, or perhaps he kept some painkillers with him in a briefcase.
Finn moved back into the living area and sniffed the air. He couldn’t smell any weed. He spied the balcony. Maybe Julian relaxed with a joint on the balcony from time to time. He headed out and looked for any signs of ash on the ground. Nothing.
No tablets. No weed. Nothing that indicated Julian had even taken a vitamin tablet here, let alone an illicit substance. 
Time to talk to the neighbours. Perhaps they could shed some light on this. 
He knocked on the first door he saw, apartment 208. 
“Hi.” A cute girl appeared, wearing black workout gear that clung to every inch of her curvy body. She gave him a smile. “Can I help you?”
Finn smiled back. He knew exactly how to get what he needed from witnesses. “I hope so. I’m Finn.” He held out his hand, which the girl shook.
“Leonie.”
“Leonie. Great name. Look, I’m wondering if you can help me?” He always asked permission. People were more likely to answer questions if they felt they’d agreed, rather than just suddenly being fired at. 
“Of course.”
“The guy over at that apartment, Julian?” Finn stabbed a finger back to Julian’s apartment. 
Leonie looked over to where Finn was pointing. “That’s him. Julian.”
“See much of him? You see, I’m an old friend of his from school. I’ve been interstate for a few years but trying to track him down.”
“I don’t see much of him. Just every now and again.”
Interesting. Clearly she didn’t know he’d passed away, and didn’t think anything strange of the fact that she hadn’t seen him in at least two weeks now. “Last I heard he was working some fly-in, fly-out job?”
She leaned towards Finn. “I’m not sure what he does actually. We never really spoke much. Just a wave and a hi.” She struck a small smile. “Can you tell me, is he married? Because he wears a wedding ring but I’ve never seen him with anyone.”
Finn once read somewhere that women were more likely to subconsciously look for a wedding ring on men. Was it instinct that Leonie had noticed, or had she been interested in him? 
“Separated, I think,” he lied.
“Oh, that’s sad.” Her bottom lip jutted out before she gave a smile. “You know, there was some woman who came looking for him the other week. A skinny woman with dark hair. Oozing attitude. She was asking all these questions about him, too.” 
Finn had always anticipated that Marigold might be the type who would rub other women up the wrong way. 
“Anything else that Julian may have said that might help me track him down?”
“He seems to fly a lot,” Leonie said. “He always has one of those wheelie suitcases with him.”
Was that for flying, for overnight stuff, or simply paperwork? Some people who had a lot of files used small wheeled briefcases that might have looked like a suitcase. He’d ask Marigold about it. 
“Look, if you find a way to get in touch with him, or hear what he’s up, can I leave you my card? Let him know I’d love to grab a beer with him. I’ll pop one in his letterbox too.” He knew that Leonie wouldn’t see him, but it didn’t hurt to leave his details in case she did come across anything of interest.
“Of course.”
Finn handed her his ‘plain’ card. It only contained his name, the title Consultant, a telephone number and a general commercial email account. It was the one he used on civilians who would freak out or get overexcited that he was a PI, and start telling him all sorts of stories about how they suspected their neighbours were drug dealers. 
After speaking to a few other neighbours and gaining even less information than from Leonie, he climbed into his car. For the first time in a long time, he realised he’d gone for about an hour without once thinking of the siege.



Chapter Fifteen
 
Marigold
 
Marigold’s phone beeped. I’m going crazy, read the message from her brother. 
No, you just need sleep. It was 2:10 am and she was on the sofa, a quilt around her, watching an infomercial for an oddly-shaped pillow. 
Are you watching the ad for the pillow? Looks good but I WILL NEVER GET TO BED!!! AGAIN!!! Doesn’t matter what flipping pillow I have. May as well not have a bed at all. 
She shook her head. He was so melodramatic. Erin will sleep eventually. Calm down. She typed back. She hit Send and then started a new message. But yes, the pillow looks good. It looked a strange shape with grooves specifically designed to support the neck. The presenter was talking to an alleged chiropractor (a man in a white coat, at least) who was explaining what each element was for. 
Maybe I’ll buy one, Frederick texted back, seemingly having forgotten his concern that he would never get a chance to use it. He must have been impressed with the chiropractor too. 
Get one. She added a smiley face emoji and hit Send. 
Her mobile beeped again. Want one?
Yes. Get me one. You owe me for the knives I bought you last night. Call it even. 
She put away the phone and focused on the infomercial. Despite how convincing the chiropractor looked and how impressive the pillow sounded, a bit like Frederick, she wasn’t sure when she would really get to use it. 
She looked back at her phone. She hadn’t heard from Finn since she’d briefed him. What was he doing? She was about to send him a text message but remembered the time. She’d wait. Not everyone had insomnia. 
But he’d be getting a call first thing in the morning. 
Unable to sleep and sick of looking at the pillow infomercial, she threw back the quilt. She was getting nothing done here and there was no chance of sleep now. She found that if she hadn’t managed to doze off before 1 am, it wouldn’t happen and it was better to simply stay awake. 
1 am. That’s when it all went down. 1 am. That was when the police knocked on the door. 1 am. That was when her life fell apart. 
She made her way up the hallway to her bedroom, slipped out of her nightgown and into a pair of black trousers and a black top. Assembling her bag and keys, she locked up the house and got into her car, starting the ignition and reversing out of her driveway. 
The streets were quiet. She took a deep breath. She liked driving at this time of night. Street lamps lit the way and there was no traffic. By all accounts, she hadn’t been a great sleeper as a child. Her dad used to tell her stories about how he’d drive her around the winding country roads near Mulberry Estate to help her get to sleep when she was a baby, but the minute he’d return home, she’d wake up and he’d have to start again.
“You’ll get your karma,” he’d said to her, with a laugh, on many occasions.
She probably wouldn’t get it in the form of a child and their sleep patterns, but she certainly was experiencing it as an adult. Would she ever have a good night’s sleep again? And she wasn’t being melodramatic like her brother. His sleep issues were temporary. He had his wife. The love of his life to sleep next to. What did she have, other than her own thoughts?
The streets were quiet as she drove. She peered through her windscreen. Why had Julian chosen this apartment of all the thousands of apartments in Melbourne? The location was nearly an hour from their own house. It was further north and on the other side of the city. It was in an area Marigold rarely went. It wasn’t near D-Line’s Melbourne offices. She didn’t really know anyone who lived in that area. Had it been selected to avoid detection?
Or maybe there was another reason. To be close to someone, or something?
She parked at the front and let herself in through the secure entrance with the code Sharon had given her. 
She moved through the quiet, deserted foyer and halls, unlocked the apartment and turned on the light. She’d decided by now that there wasn’t much chance of anyone else living here, and there still weren’t any signs. Everything had been left as she’d last seen it, even the blinds.
She moved towards the bookcase and picked up one of the spy novels. She heard the sound of an aeroplane above the apartment. She was closer to the airport here, but it was louder than she would have anticipated considering the airport was still another twenty minutes away. 
Sitting on the sofa, she curled her legs up under her and started to read the novel she’d selected. It wasn’t great. Or maybe it was. She didn’t know. It wasn’t what she normally read, so perhaps it was good for the genre. She wondered if Julian had enjoyed this or whether it was simply something to read. She continued to read until she found her eyes becoming heavy, and she eventually drifted off. 
She awoke sometime later with the book cuddled to her chest, and glanced at the clock on her phone. Despite being wedged in the corner of the sofa, it was the best three hours sleep she’d had since the night Julian’s body was recovered. She replaced the book on the shelf, opened the blinds, turned off the lights, locked up and headed home. 
Waiting for her on the doorstep was a box. It was from Julian’s work. She pursed her lips. Aaron! What was he thinking leaving it out on the front porch like this? He really wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed, that was for sure. 
Could the answer to the apartment be in this box?



Chapter Sixteen
 
Marigold
 
Marigold sat the box on a towel on her dining room table. It was dusty, and this was where she ate – well, usually ate; she hadn’t had much appetite lately. But either way, her dining table was clean and polished. She didn’t want to have it dirtied or scratched.
She lifted the lid from the box and peered inside. A huge collection of pens sat on top. So many pens. Beautiful ones, too. There was a Mont Blanc one she had given him for their anniversary the year before. She held it for a moment, enjoying the cool, hard surface in her hands. 
What had been the last thing Julian had written with this? Maybe he’d signed his name on a form. Perhaps he’d made a note on a case file. Maybe he’d written a love note to someone he was seeing at the apartment, though the idea of that made her stomach turn. 
She pulled out a coffee mug with a footy club emblem on it. He’d never much been into football, but it was his team. He had a scarf he sometimes wore if they went to a corporate football type event, but he wouldn’t have been able to name any of the players or the coach. 
Putting the mug aside, a box of business cards caught her eye. She pulled one out and ran her finger over the raised typography that outlined Julian’s name and contact details. She felt herself smile as she remembered how many times they’d been at events and he’d slipped a card out to hand over to someone. 
She pushed back tears and surveyed the rest of the contents. She wasn’t expecting any case files. Those were going to storage. Legally they needed to be stored for a certain amount of time to meet professional standards, and Aaron, as questionably competent as he was, had arranged for that to happen.
There were the standard ‘supplies’ people often kept in desks at work: mints, a packet of aspirin, a packet of throat lozenges (he often got sore throats and couldn’t afford to be croaky in court), and some eye drops. He needed to be on form when he was in court, so it wasn’t surprising he kept a few things on hand in case he felt a little under the weather. 
There was one package of pills with no name on them. What were these for? She’d been so shocked when she found out his cause of death. She’d had no indication that anything had been wrong with him, but could these pills be medication he’d been taking? She put them aside. 
Julian had always been particular in his appearance, so unsurprisingly there were a couple of spare ties and a white shirt still in its packaging. A pair of unfamiliar cufflinks were in a box. Spares? She inspected the design. Silver retro-looking aeroplane blades. Most unlike Julian. He rarely bought cufflinks that were considered humorous or quirky. Silver or gold, round or square – that was about the sum of what he owned. Maybe mother of pearl, or onyx, but definitely no cartoon characters or anything sports-related. Perhaps a gift, and he decided to keep them as an emergency pair? She shut the box. He always wore French cuff shirts and hated being without cufflinks. He always said a shirt without cufflinks felt casual. 
There was a bundle of cards – mainly consisting of thank-you cards from clients – nothing particularly of interest. But she would put those aside for Finn to have a look at. None of the names meant anything to her. 
She reached the bottom of the box. Nothing about the apartment. No keys. No paperwork. Nothing. It was as though the apartment didn’t exist. If she hadn’t been inside it, she’d almost believe she’d imagined it. She shoved the items back in the box and replaced the lid. 
Julian had loved his job. Was this all that was left? A box of stationery? She thought of her own desk at work. Most likely the office in complete darkness, Kendall sitting somewhat lonely at her desk, perhaps wearing her runners, knowing Marigold wouldn’t be in. 
This was ridiculous. She should be at work now, not going through a box of Julian’s things. She picked up her phone and called Kendall.
“What’s going on there?”
“Nothing.” Kendall sounded bored. Probably was without her there, poor thing. 
“Nothing? Kendall, don’t be silly. There’s always something happening. What’s going on with the Adelaide deal?”
“I don’t know, Marigold, I really don’t. Your dad has given me some extra paid leave while you’re away, so I’m working part-time at the moment. I’m going to Byron Bay on Tuesday.”
Extra paid leave? Her father was being rather generous. Or…? A cold hand of doubt crept through her. Was he trying to cut off one of Marigold’s key sources of information, to isolate her further from D-Line? She was beginning to doubt the sincerity of their plan for her to take over the company later in the year. 
“Well,” she cleared her throat. “Byron Bay is lovely and I hope you have fun. Before you go, please find out what you can about the Adelaide deal and text me?”
Her father could ban her from the building, they could revoke her access, they could send her assistant to the beach, but she’d still find a way to be part of this merger she’d worked so hard on. But how?



Chapter Seventeen
 
Finn
 
“She’s fine,” Finn said to Peter. He was sitting in his car outside Marigold’s house. He’d been putting off briefing Peter, but he knew he couldn’t wait any longer. 
“She’s going out?” Peter asked him. “She’s not spending all day at home?”
“No, she’s going out. She goes shopping, running, to Pilates…” Investigating what her husband was up to. Hiring private investigators. 
Peter might be furious to know what his son-in-law had been up to. Actually, he knew Peter would be furious. 
Would it be easier for Finn to tell Peter about Julian? It would be easier for him, but he couldn’t betray Marigold’s trust like that. 
Why was never anything straightforward with this family? He’d never worked for the person he was meant to be watching for someone else. He felt like a double agent, working for two bosses at slightly cross-purposes.
Peter’s voice interrupted his ethical deliberations. “Yes, Rose mentioned the Pilates. That’s good she’s trying something new. Thanks, Finn. I want to make sure that there are people around her. Even if she doesn’t know it.”
“What about friends?” He figured he knew the answer.
“Marigold has never been much of a friend person.” Peter’s voice was hesitant and careful. As Finn suspected – he’d never seen any great indication of Marigold having close and personal friends. But aside from Simon, he’d never really had a lot of friends either. He was rather fond of his own company too. 
“I understand.”
“Thank you, Finn.” Peter hung up. 
Finn slipped his phone into his pocket and opened the car door. He walked towards Marigold’s front door and knocked sharply. 
She appeared at the door. “The box arrived from Julian’s assistant,” she informed him and immediately moved down the hallway.
“Good morning, Ms Doyle,” he said, closing the door behind him.
He watched as she paused and turned her head towards him. “I didn’t say good morning, did I?” she asked, a frown on her face, causing little worry lines to appear in her usually smooth forehead. 
“No.” 
“Sorry. I’m not good with greetings,” she said, almost ruefully, and continued towards the dining room. “Julian used to tell me that.” She let out a sigh. 
“You’re a busy person.”
“I used to be, before I was banned from work.” She pointed towards the box sitting on the dining table. “Now I go through boxes looking for clues to find out if my late husband was a drug dealer or an adulterer or maybe a secret agent.”
“I doubt he was a secret agent.” Julian wouldn’t have lasted two minutes in any sort of training situation. He’d always looked lean, but sort of floppy, almost as though he was being held up by the starch in his shirt collars. He’d have been made mincemeat of at the academy. 
“But you are thinking perhaps a drug dealer or adulterer?” Marigold crossed her arms in front of her.
“I’ve not formed an opinion yet on what he was doing.” Finn looked over to her polished mahogany dining table with some sort of elaborate candelabra in the middle that looked as if it would house hundreds of candles. A cardboard box, similar to what someone might use in an office to store files, was perched on a fluffy white towel. He looked back at her. “Why’s there a towel under it? Was it wet?” 
“No, but it had been outside.” She gave him an incredulous look. “I eat off that table.”
He wasn’t surprised that she might be a potential germaphobe. Unsurprising, given the pristine nature of her home. She probably scrubbed it with disinfectant every day, or more likely had someone do it for her. 
Finn walked over to the box, removing his notepad and pen from his pocket. “May I?” 
She waved a hand to indicate approval and he started pulling things from the box. “Do you recognise the names on the cards?” he asked as he flicked through them. They had jumped out immediately. One had a somewhat feminine edge to the handwriting, and only used an initial: S. 
She clasped her hands on her opposite elbows and shook her head. “No, they sound like they’re from clients.”
“This one’s interesting.” He held up the card from ‘S’.
“S?”
“A client, perhaps? It’s thanking him for helping them through a tough situation.”
Finn read the card again. Something didn’t feel right about it. “But to sign it with an initial? How many clients would Julian have in a month, a year?”
“A lot.”
“So how would he know who it was, if he had that many cases?” 
Marigold raised a hand to her forehead. “I’m missing so many things, Finn. Of course, you make a good point. That does sound more personal.” She cast her eyes down. “I’m not thinking straight.” She was almost chastising herself as though she’d missed a good hand in a poker game. 
Was she actually in competition with him to solve this thing? He’d had that before, especially when he was a cop. Neighbours or friends who’d watched too many television shows where everyday people solved crimes in their spare time, and they thought they could do the same thing. He once had a well-meaning neighbour who took it upon himself to go through the bins of a homicide victim, and present Finn with the alleged ‘evidence’ of the killer’s identity in neat plastic sandwich bags. A threat to arrest him for tampering with evidence, and a stern warning from Finn, led to that amateur sleuth hanging up his magnifying glass and deerstalker hat.
But with Marigold, this was highly personal. Of course she was invested. “It’s probably nothing,” he said gently. “It might be someone he has worked with for years, or a repeat client. I’m simply being as cautious as possible in terms of trying to find out anything we can.” 
“But—” 
“But nothing. That’s why I’m here. Fresh eyes, that’s all.” He didn’t want to be patronising or condescending to her. She was too smart – she’d figure that out – but he did want to tell her it was ok not to have all the answers. 
She gave him a weak smile. “Coffee?” 
“Thank you.” He didn’t want a coffee, but it would get her out of the room for a moment so he could look through the box without her eyes over his shoulder. “Black coffee?”
“That’s how I drink it. Frederick tells me only psychopaths drink black coffee.”
“And have cold showers.” Finn continued to look through the box as he heard her disappear into the kitchen. “And have an inflated sense of their own abilities.”
The contents were unsurprising in many ways. Pretty typical of what you would find in most desks in most offices. Some basic over-the-counter remedies for headaches and sore throats. A few spare items of clothing, perhaps in case of long hours or urgent dashes to court; not unexpected in his line of work, where presentation would count. 
“Who bought the ties and the cufflinks?” he asked when Marigold returned with two cups of coffee.
“I’m not sure. The ties were his favourite brand, so I think he did, but the cufflinks? Hideous, yes?” 
Finn glanced at them. They seemed ok to him, but they clearly weren’t overly expensive or from a high-profile designer that Marigold would likely gravitate towards. “They’re neither here nor there, but do you think he bought them or were they a gift?”
“They look like a gift.”
“Did he often receive gifts from clients or colleagues?” he asked, taking one of the cups from her. 
“Sometimes,” she said. “A bottle of wine, or perhaps movie vouchers – that sort of thing. He mostly gave the gifts to his assistant, Aaron, or donated them to a charity.”
“I’m meeting Aaron later today. I’ll ask him about the cufflinks.” Finn made a note in his notepad. He looked again at the medicines, picked up a bottle of pills that had no identifying label on them, and held them up to Marigold. “What are these? Was Julian taking any medication?”
She gave a worried look. “I didn’t think so, but I don’t know what these are. Could they be a prescription? But usually something like that would have a label on it with dosage and such information.” 
 “I’ll have them tested and find out what they are.” He made another note in his notepad. “I went by the apartment.”
“And? What did you think?” 
Finn took a sip of his coffee. It was good – perhaps he should get over his fear of those fancy places and buy himself a decent coffee machine. “No-one’s been there for a bit. No signs of anyone other than Julian being there. There was a toothbrush and comb. I can run these for a DNA match to be certain, if you have a comb of his here.”
Marigold nodded. “I do.”
“I don’t think that anyone else was there on a regular basis. There were no clothes or belongings to indicate as such.”
Marigold nodded again. It appeared to be verging on nervous reflex. She was beginning to resemble one of those bobble-head dolls. 
“I spoke to the neighbours. It was mentioned that he often had a wheeled suitcase with him. I couldn’t see it at the apartment. Did he have something like that he used for travel or work?”
“He had a case he’d use if he had a lot of files or paperwork to transport. It’s upstairs.”
“Have you looked inside it?” 
“No, I didn’t think to. He didn’t use it all the time.” She sounded defensive. Why was she competitive about this? Maybe she was simply a competitive person. Successful people often were. She’d probably been a nightmare at that private, hoity-toity girls’ school she’d been sent to as a teenager, competing over maths scores or rowing results. 
“We should have a look.” He set down the coffee and looked at Marigold.
She led him upstairs to a study that was off her bedroom. He glanced over at her room. It was hotel-suite elegant. Stark-white bed linens, a giant padded bedhead and a vase of flowers on the dresser. Everything about her was impeccable. He considered himself neat, but this was a whole new level of OCD neat. Even the quilt cover appeared to have had been smoothed with some sort of roller so as not to leave the impression of a crease. 
It was like the rooms in those home magazines that Zara used to pore over. She’d point to bedrooms and kitchens and whatnot and talk about their plans to do up the home in Canberra they owned together. The home which was later sold, in all its unrenovated 1970s glory. 
“It’s in there,” she said, pointing towards a cupboard. 
He opened it and removed the case, wheeling it out into the light of the room. 
“Did you speak to his neighbour across the hall? The pretty one?” 
Finn noticed the way her voice choked slightly on the word ‘pretty’. Marigold was jealous. Was this her competitive nature rearing its head, or just fear that her husband had been having a relationship with Leonie?
Either way, he wasn’t going to fall into the trap of saying anything about her appearance. “I spoke to a woman in apartment 208. Leonie.” He unzipped the case. 
“Leonie. Yes, wears activewear when watching television, for some unknown reason.”
Finn paused. Leonie had been wearing exercise clothes when he saw her too. “Perhaps it’s comfortable.”
“No, it’s weird. Activewear is for going to the gym, not lounging around your house. What did she say?”
Marigold was a control freak. Who cared what the woman wore, and for what purpose? He thought Leonie had looked pretty good in the Lycra ensemble. “She’d noticed him come and go, noticed he wore a wedding ring. Never saw anyone with him. Noticed this bag.”
Marigold made a pfft sound. “You got more out of her than I did.” But her voice changed as she said, “Do you think she and Julian were…?”
He looked up at her and shook his head firmly. “No. She didn’t know anything about him.” He continued to search through the bag. “There’s nothing in here.” 
“I told you. He only used it when he had a lot of files. Mostly, he kept everything in his briefcase. I’ve already been through that, but you’re welcome to look at it as well.”
He unzipped another pocket of the bag and removed a couple of slips of paper. “Boarding passes.” He glanced at them. “Sydney.”
“Sydney?” 
“One is from six weeks ago, the other one month before that.” Finn handed them to her. “Do you remember him going to Sydney?”
“No.” Marigold took the boarding passes, staring at them before looking back at him. “Why had he been in Sydney? And why didn’t he tell me?”



Chapter Eighteen
 
Marigold
 
Marigold checked the dates for the Sydney trips from the boarding passes Finn had found. She had nothing marked in her diary, and they certainly didn’t ring any bells. Why had he gone up to Sydney without telling her? Given that there were no other nights they were apart, these must have been day trips. 
She tapped her nails against the side of her desk. She should have looked in that bag. She’d have another look through his possessions later. Finn probably thought she was an idiot not to have checked it. 
At least he was making progress. She’d made the right decision to hire him. Unsurprisingly, Active Wear Girl had been a lot nicer to him. 
Must have been the eyes. Finn did have piercing blue eyes, and could probably give a devastatingly charming smoulder when it suited him. She wondered if he had a girlfriend. He didn’t wear a wedding ring, but she’d noticed that some men didn’t. Aside from the fact he’d been a member of the Federal Police, she really knew next to nothing about him personally. 
She knew she wasn’t good at ‘chit-chat’ with people. Julian had been much better at that sort of thing. He’d been more of a people person. She used to call him a bit of a gossip as he seemed to know what the neighbours were up to, but he liked talking to people. He liked to know people’s ‘stories’ as he put it – their experiences, their backgrounds and their interests. Perhaps that was one of the reasons he liked being a barrister. 
Blinking back tears, she moved towards the front door. There hadn’t been a knock or a ring but she’d heard Rose talking, likely on her phone to someone. That wasn’t uncommon – that Rose was on the phone, or that she was heard before she was seen. She was a socialiser. 
Marigold opened the door and waited expectantly for Rose to finish her call, which she did and flung her arms around Marigold. “How are you?” she cooed as she came inside.
“Fine.”
“No, Marigold, how are you?” she repeated, slowly and carefully, like a patient kindergarten teacher would ask a four-year-old whether they wanted to do a finger painting. 
“I’m fine, Rose. I’ve lost my husband, not my IQ.”
Rose clicked her tongue. “Always so brave, you are. You know, it’s fine to let it out. When I was in Bowral this week, Amelia and I meditated. Perhaps you should do that. It was so calming. I could feel my stresses slipping away.” She gave a shake of her long, dark hair as though her stresses were vanishing into thin air.
If only it were that easy. 
“I am calm,” Marigold protested. “I’m already doing your Pilates. You told Dad, right?” 
“Of course. But are you loving it? It’s so good for your core,” she cooed. 
“Yes, you said. Now, how did you get on in Bowral?”
“Good. I adore their house, and Erin is sweet but funny-looking,” Rose mused as she set her handbag on Marigold’s kitchen bench. “She cried non-stop when I was there. Puts me off having kids if they’re just going to cry all the time like that. Frederick looks terrible. It’s like he’s aged ten years. I swear I saw grey hair in his temples. He’s beginning to look like Dad!”
“She’s the universe’s way of evening out how horrible he was as a child. It’s a tiny bit of screaming, sleepless karma for him.”
“Poor Amelia. No wonder she meditates,” Rose sighed, before looking up at Marigold with a broad grin. “We’re going to IKEA!” 
“What? IKEA? Why?” Marigold demanded. She rolled her head back. “I hate IKEA.” She gave Rose a pitiful look. Her husband had died, she’d been banned from work, and now her sister wanted to take her to IKEA. Didn’t anyone have any compassion for her situation? 
Rose’s pretty face crumpled. “You didn’t just say that!” she said with a whisper. “How can anyone hate IKEA?” 
“Easily. The layout is confusing, and you need to put everything together yourself. And don’t get me started on that cafeteria. Who decides to stop halfway through shopping for a desk to help themselves to a big plate of Swedish meatballs?” Marigold shuddered. “It’s a ridiculous place.”
Rose made a tsk sound. “You’re nothing but a snob, Marigold. Come on, please help me.”
“What do you need help with? What on earth could you possibly need from IKEA? Mum and Dad’s house is furnished impeccably.” And it was. Rose was insane if she thought their mother would stand for her living room being graced with furniture assembled with an Allen key. Odette had once had a fit when she discovered that as a teenager Rose had stuck what seemed like eighty thousand small glow-in-the-dark star stickers to her bedroom ceiling. She’d wept at the ‘tackiness’ of it all. 
Rose traced her finger around the marble pattern of Marigold’s kitchen bench and avoided Marigold’s eyes. “I’m moving out of Mulberry and into a place with Becky,” she mumbled. 
“Who’s Becky?” 
“Becky. Becky, you know, Becky.” Rose looked at Marigold.
“Saying her name repeatedly won’t help me remember her. Add some context.”
Rose sighed and shook her mane of hair. “A friend I went to Uni with. She found this awesome place in South Yarra.”
Rose had a large group of friends, most of whom were highly unsuitable for potential housemates. She collected friends, contacts, boyfriends, long-lost family members, people she went to kindergarten with, manicurists, Uber drivers, bartenders (amongst others) who subsequently became part of her gang. The rate she collected people, the entire population of Australia’s eastern seaboard was likely to be in Rose’s clique at some point.
“You don’t need a housemate. You earn good money.” Marigold couldn’t think of anything worse than a housemate. She liked her space. Aside from Mulberry Estate, boarding school and Julian, she’d always chosen to live by herself. Though it had been cold and quiet here lately. But surely that was her adjusting to life without Julian.
“But I want one,” Rose whined like a little girl asking for a chocolate bar in a supermarket aisle. “I get lonely on my own, and Mum’s driving me mad. Besides, you should see Becky’s place. It’s huge and gorgeous, but I need stuff.”
“Just order some stuff online or through that shop Mum likes.”
Rose scrunched up her nose. “Everyone I know gets their furniture at IKEA. People know we have money. We don’t always need to show it.” 
“You’re carrying a rather expensive handbag for someone who doesn’t like to display wealth.” 
“Yes, but look at my outfit. I only wear cheap clothes with an expensive handbag.” She rolled her eyes as if she was making a point that was so unbelievably obvious. Their age gap wasn’t that big, but at times talking to Rose made Marigold feel as if she’d been transported to some strange future world that made little sense. 
Marigold re-focused on the issue of Rose moving away from her parents’ house and to Melbourne. As usual, it sounded suspiciously as if Rose had completely forgotten the logistics of the exercise. 
“But how are you going to work for Frederick if you’re not at Mum and Dad’s?” 
Frederick’s winery, Fox & Grey, was only a fifteen-minute drive from Mulberry Estate. After completing her degree recently, Rose had started working for Frederick in his business. She was doing something fluffy like PR or events or something that made people feel lovely but which Marigold was certain didn’t have a clear positive impact on the bottom line of Fox & Grey. The fact that the business survived astonished her. 
“He runs his business from Bowral, in case you haven’t noticed. He’s fine for me to work from D-Line a few days a week,” Rose said. “I can shuttle between the two. It makes more sense; I’m often in Melbourne anyway.”
“You are going to work from our offices? Has Dad approved this?” Their offices were for D-Line employees, not for being gatecrashed by Rose. It was a distraction no-one needed.
“Dad’s fine with it.” Rose nodded her head, slowly and solemnly. “You won’t even know I’m there.”
Marigold doubted that. “Really?”
“Really, truly.” She put her hand on her heart. “I’m going to take a hot desk and then work from Fox & Grey other times and stay overnight with Mum and Dad.”
“Why don’t you….” Marigold began to offer an alternative suggestion of house-sitting at Frederick’s house. It was unused much of the time as he was living in Bowral with Amelia, his stepchildren, a baby and a zoo of animals, but then she stopped herself. Maybe there was an upside to this hare-brained plan. Perhaps it would be useful to have Rose close to the action of D-Line. She could be her spy. 
Marigold cleared her throat and gave a warm smile. “Well, it’ll be nice to have you in Melbourne more often.”
Rose’s eyes lit up and she clapped her hands together. “Won’t it? We can have coffee ALL the time and we can go to Pilates, like, every day! Will’s the best trainer, isn’t he? I miss him when I’m at Mulberry. And did you know, he’s such a great dancer whenever we all go out. You should come with us to a club!”
A club? No. She was in her thirties. She didn’t do clubs. Sweaty, noisy, sticky-floored. Yuck. “Err, thanks, but not really my scene.”
“Whatevs. Ok. I need stuff. Let’s go. You can help me!”
Marigold didn’t want to go to IKEA, but at least it was better than the nightclub suggestion. And perhaps it would shed some light on Julian’s fascination with the place. And if Rose was going to be her eyes and ears at D-Line, she’d stay on her good side. 
She plastered on a smile. “Ok, to IKEA we go.”



Chapter Nineteen
 
Marigold
 
Marigold and Rose walked into IKEA. The first thing they saw was a toddler who was throwing a temper tantrum on the floor. A harassed-looking mother was trying to cajole the child with a hot dog. 
This was the last place Marigold wanted to be. She wanted to be at work, not in a shop in the middle of the day. Perhaps she should throw a tantrum and Rose would take her home. 
No such luck. Rose was walking towards her, wheeling a trolley. 
“A trolley?” Marigold looked at her sister quizzically. “How much do you need?”
“Oh, I need stuff alright,” Rose said seriously. She produced a large IKEA-branded bag and placed it in the trolley.
“You have your own IKEA re-usable bags? How often do you come here?”
“They’re great bags,” Rose protested. “And you need them for all the bits and pieces.”
Marigold walked alongside as Rose wheeled her trolley. Bits and pieces? Marigold didn’t need bits and pieces. 
And she didn’t need this. 
She should have been at home, going through the rest of Julian’s things. If Finn had found those boarding passes with troubling ease, what else might be there that she hadn’t found already? She needed to go through everything again. Twice, three times if necessary. She didn’t want to be caught wrong-footed again or miss a crucial piece of the puzzle. 
“I like this,” Rose said. She pointed to a side table. “That would be good next to a bed, I think. It has a drawer and everything!”
“I guess so.” It certainly looked serviceable. “I’m not sure about the colour.” It was bright yellow. Like a lemon. Marigold didn’t ‘do’ fruit-coloured furniture. 
“It comes in other colours.” Rose picked up a little tag. “See, heaps!”
“I’ll get a salesperson,” Marigold said, and raised a hand, looking for a staff member. She saw a girl in a yellow striped top hurrying along and tried to get her attention. To no avail. 
Rose pulled Marigold’s hand down. “Haven’t you ever been in here before? It’s all self-service.”
“I thought it was just self-service in putting it together. So, how do you get the item?”
“You take one of these pencils and write it down.” Rose moved towards a clear Perspex stand and picked up a small slip of paper and a tiny pencil, such as someone would use to fill in a golf score sheet. 
Marigold crossed her arms and rolled her eyes. “This is ridiculous. Why can’t we go to a normal shop? Or shop online?”
“But I like it here.” Rose pouted. “Come on! Look at this.”
As Rose enthused about a hat rack or something else that she probably didn’t need, Marigold saw, out of the corner of her eye, a television bench that looked familiar. Very familiar, in fact. It looked nearly identical to the one that had been in Julian’s apartment. She walked over and ran her hand over it. It was the same as the one that was in Julian’s apartment. 
Had he been here? Looking at television benches? She looked at the tag. It had some Swedish-sounding name and apparently was available for purchase in birch, white and chocolate.
Chocolate. Julian had chocolate. Why chocolate? Had he chosen it? Had he stood in this exact spot and pondered the difference between white, birch and chocolate?
Out of the corner of her eye, she could see a couple with a tape measure, taking the dimensions of a table and discussing the results. It was a joint decision. Had the chocolate-coloured table been a joint decision for Julian and someone else?
“Marigold?” Rose’s voice interrupted her thoughts. 
She swallowed and turned to face her sister. “Yes?”
“Come and have a look at this. What do you think?”
Rose was pointing to what was actually a rather nice bookshelf with glass doors. 
“Wouldn’t that be amazing for shoes!” Rose enthused.
“It would.” Marigold paused. The study off their bedroom. She’d often wondered about making that a bigger closet. She could fill the room with these cabinets and store all her shoes. They’d be on display and the glass would protect them from the dust. 
She glanced around. Similar cabinets even had lamps that hung above them. “And the lamps.” She pointed upwards. That room could be a little dingy. The lamps would be marvellous above the cabinets. 
Rose gave a knowing nod. “I know, right? See I told you, this place rocks!”
That seemed a little extreme, but Marigold grabbed a small pencil and paper from a nearby stand and carefully wrote the item numbers down.
“We’ll convert you yet!” Rose slipped her arm through Marigold’s. “Do you want to get some meatballs?”
“No, I don’t.” Marigold realised that Rose had a little, mischievous smirk on her face and Marigold smiled back. “No meatballs.”
“Ok, kitchen stuff. I need a whisk.”
Marigold had never seen Rose cook anything, so she highly doubted that she even needed a wooden spoon, let alone a whisk. But with her pencil and paper in hand, she walked alongside Rose as she pointed out various things and slowly filled her reusable shopping bag.
It had always been easy to dismiss Rose, with her being so much younger and their timelines so different. When Marigold had been at school, Rose was only a baby. When Marigold was at University, Rose had only been at primary school, and so on. But walking through IKEA arm-in-arm, the two sisters suddenly seemed much closer in age. 
***
“Maybe you should have got a trolley,” Rose remarked, as Marigold clutched her melon-baller, pizza-cutter, and a lovely stone-coloured platter that would be perfect for entertaining. 
“Don’t be smart,” Marigold said as she placed the items on the conveyer belt. “It’s a couple of things for the kitchen.”
The cashier rang her purchases through and Marigold tapped her credit card over the machine and hovered her hand above the keypad. 
“You can put in your PIN now,” the cashier said.
“Errr.” She stared at the numbers but they were jumping around and moving in front of her eyes. She blinked to try to straighten them out. 
“You can put in your PIN now,” the cashier repeated, this time more loudly, as though she was talking to someone hard of hearing. 
“I know that.” But Marigold’s mind was blank. What was her PIN code? 
“You need to put in your PIN.” The cashier’s voice was becoming impatient now, and there was even an eye roll to accompany it. 
“I’m sorry.” She stared at him. “I’ve forgotten my PIN.” 
“I forget mine all the time.” Rose gave her a smile. “Don’t stress. Open your banking app on your phone. You should be able to change it immediately. That’s what I do. Or put it on my card. It’s fine.”
“But I never forget mine.” Marigold wasn’t absent-minded. She wasn’t like Rose, who seemed to regularly lose phones or have to cancel credit cards because she’d left them on shop counters. 
Marigold wasn’t forgetful. She was organised. She was in charge. 
At least, she thought she was. Was she? Her late husband had a secret apartment. Her career was in free-fall. And now, she was standing in the middle of IKEA, of all places, unable to remember a four-digit passcode. Her world had crashed around her the day Julian died, and now she was left with random pieces that bore no resemblance to her former life.



Chapter Twenty
 
Finn
 
The days he was spending investigating Julian were flying by, but yet Finn didn’t really feel he’d made a dent in the mystery. 
He’d had a couple of vague conversations with Aaron, but he’d been cagey. Finn wasn’t sure if he was hiding something or whether he was just uncertain why Finn was poking around Julian’s life. He’d keep at him. Aside from Marigold, Aaron would be best placed to know some of Julian’s movements. He paused as he recalled Aaron’s appearance. Tallish, light hair. It had bothered him that the neighbours hadn’t seen anyone coming or going from Julian’s apartment, other than Julian, but Aaron sort of resembled Julian at a quick glance. Had he been there? 
Yes, he’d keep Aaron on his radar. Something didn’t add up there. 
The mysterious pills had been sent off for testing to find out if they were anything of interest. He was confused, however, about the boarding passes to Sydney. Marigold couldn’t see any reason why Julian would be in Sydney on such a regular basis, and quite frankly neither could Finn. All Julian’s cases had been local. 
Finn had been able to undertake a couple of checks, and found that Julian had made regular trips to Sydney. All up and back within the day. He’d taken Julian’s phone from Marigold, and in looking at browser search history he’d found that Julian had searched for things in Sydney – but tourist-type information. Maps and train timetables. Surely he’d not just been popping up to see the Opera House and then popping back. Perhaps he’d been meeting someone. 
Finn had then spent a couple of days studying the financials, but there were gaps. It was unclear how Julian was paying for the apartment. There was a transactional account where the rent would come out automatically, but it didn’t have anything in it. He’d simply move the exact amount across. So where was the money coming from? Finn had pored over their joint accounts, looking for evidence perhaps of a large cash withdrawal, but nothing. 
Did Julian have another secret account? It could be possible he’d been siphoning off part of his earnings into another account. He didn’t earn a set salary. Some months he earned more, others he earned less. Between him and Marigold, they made a fortune. She’d hardly notice if one month the amount was a bit lower. 
He sat back in the office chair in his apartment and stretched his neck. As he did, his phone rang. His shoulders fell when he saw the number. It was his former boss.
“Matt,” he said when he picked up the phone, trying to disguise the reluctance in his voice. Keep it light, he told himself. “How are you?”
Matt scoffed. “Career is screwed. So what are you going to do?”
Finn shuffled the paperwork in front of him, then stopped. “About the inquest?”
“You going to hang us all out to dry, or are you going to confirm what we’re all saying?” 
Finn sat back in his chair. “Simon—”
“Was your mate! You were the best man at his wedding. You’re godfather to his kids and you’re seriously thinking about getting up on that stand and dragging his name through the mud?” Matt’s voice was rising with each word. 
Finn closed his eyes. “I’d never do anything that compromised him. He was a good bloke.”
“Well, don’t forget that, mate. We’re all in it up to our necks thanks to that bloody do-gooder and their tittle-tattle. Stick to the original line. That signature was legit.” 
“But—” Finn began. He’d doubted Matt’s account on this matter.
“Legit,” Matt growled. And the line went dead.
Finn replaced the phone on the table. How often he’d wished he’d not been there that day, and more importantly, how he wished he’d stayed in complete ignorance of Simon’s actions. It would have been easier for everyone. Too much information could be dangerous. 
He returned to his notes, remembering his initial warning to Marigold. Perhaps it was better not to know the truth. But Marigold wasn’t an ‘ignorance-is-bliss’ sort of person.
And, if he was honest, neither was he. 



Chapter Twenty-One
 
Marigold
 
Marigold stood in the door of Julian’s study. It wasn’t really a study. Just a small room off their bedroom. When they’d bought the house, Julian had suggested she take another room with a view of the street as her home office, and he’d take this. 
She bent down and started to move the boxes, newly-delivered following her shopping trip with Rose earlier in the week. She was looking forward to getting stuck into assembling these, but paused when she heard a knock at the door.
“What’s with the knife?” Finn gave her a puzzled look when she opened the door. 
She looked down at the Stanley knife in her hand. “I’m opening boxes. Furniture delivery.”
“Need a hand?”
“No, thank you. Any news?”
“I’ve some updates for you on the Sydney trips,” he said, closing the door behind him. 
“He was coming and going a lot.”
“Define ‘a lot’?” 
Finn hesitated. “On average, he was up there one day a week for the last ten weeks before he died.”
She could see why he had hesitated. That was strange. 
“What? He made ten trips to Sydney and it never came up in conversation? No.” Marigold shook her head and started walking upstairs. She looked back. Finn was still standing in the hallway. “Follow me. Walk and talk.”
He obeyed his instructions. He was good with orders. It must be all that police training. “What’s all this?” he asked when they reached the room.
“Shelving. I’m turning this room into a shoe closet.”
“What was it before?” He looked at the desk and then back to her. “A study?”
“Julian’s study.”
“You’re turning his study into a shoe closet?” 
His tone suggested it was too soon to turn her late husband’s office into a shoe closet. But he didn’t know the half of it, and she wasn’t going to be judged. “It’s my house and I’ll do with it what I please.”
“I didn’t say that.”
“You did.”
“I didn’t.” Finn sounded adamant. 
Marigold rounded her shoulders slightly. Was it possible she was projecting her own doubts onto him? “I’m sorry. I feel that a lot of people have been questioning my choices since Julian died.”
“I’m not doing that. It’s your house. Do what you want.”
“I will. I don’t need your permission.” 
Finn raised his eyebrows at her. “I’m not playing this game. Let me help you move the boxes, then we’ll work out what to do with this information.” He removed his jacket, loosened his tie and started to roll up the sleeves of his shirt. “Are you waiting for a carpenter to help you construct these shelves?”
A carpenter? She essentially ran a large transport and logistics company. An Allen key was not that complicated. “It’s from IKEA, any idiot can put it together themselves,” she scoffed. 
“Any idiot? I don’t think so.” Finn gave an unexpected grin that shocked her for a moment. It was mischievous and dazzling. He could turn it on when he wanted. Active Wear Girl Leonie was probably putty in his hands. He’d gone from mildly handsome to devastatingly gorgeous in a matter of a second. How did he do that?
“Any idiot,” Marigold repeated, putting his good looks out of her mind and returning her focus to the cabinets. He was being incredibly condescending. How hard could it be? There were instructions and everything. 
“Good luck with that.” He folded his arms. “Sure you don’t want a hand?”
She gave him a look that she hoped was as disdainful as she felt. “Would you ask Frederick that? Or my Dad, or any man for that matter?”
“These things are hard for anyone. Believe me, I helped my sister kit out her place in IKEA furniture, and it nearly killed me. Besides, if we’re talking about your brother, I like him, but he doesn’t exactly strike me as a handyman. I’d take your skills over his.”
“He’s domesticated now.” Marigold shrugged, but she could see Finn’s point. “But no, I wouldn’t trust him to assemble furniture either. But you must be busy. You don’t have time for this.”
“I have time.”
Marigold pulled open one of the boxes, noting that the instructions did indicate that two people were required for assembly.
“How many shoes do you have?” he asked.
“One hundred and forty-four, pairs that is.” She extracted a panel that appeared to be a door.
“One hundred and forty-four pairs of shoes?” 
She gave a contented nod. She’d never taken much pleasure in hobbies or collecting things, but her shoes were something she enjoyed. “One hundred and forty-four pairs of shoes.” 
“But when do you wear them all? That’s an average of wearing each pair 2.5 times per year.”
She was impressed with his shoe economics. “Not bad. 2.53 in a year, 2.54 in a leap year.” Julian had worked out that calculation once. He’d updated it several times over their marriage. When they got married she only had 101 pairs. They hadn’t been married that long in many ways, but it seemed even shorter when it was measured in shoes. 
She looked over to Finn as he appeared to be reviewing some instructions for the cabinets. He really was a man of action, and even though she was perfectly capable of doing this herself, it wasn’t a bad thing to have him around for a little while. It made the house seem a little less empty.



Chapter Twenty-Two
 
Finn
 
Finn had never, ever assembled IKEA furniture with a client before. He’d done some interesting things for clients, but this took the biscuit. Strangely enough, it was rather enjoyable, despite the fact she’d commandeered the instructions and bossed him around.
He’d once tried to assemble a bookshelf with Zara. That had nearly ended their relationship as they’d bickered and clashed over the instructions, but he allowed himself to be ordered about by Marigold. At least she knew right from left and what the parts were called. Zara had only given him vague and unhelpful directions such as “Put the straight screw in that way. No, the straight one! The other way!” Marigold was far more direct and specific. 
“Well, Ms Doyle, this is proving an interesting day,” he said as he tightened the screw on one of the cupboards.
“Call me Marigold, please.”
“Ok. Marigold.” He looked up at her, raising an eyebrow. This was new. He’d been consulting to the family for years. She was always Marigold to him, but she’d never, ever said to call her that so he’d stuck with Ms Doyle. 
He liked her name. It was pretty but not cutesy. Sweet but elegant. Her parents had picked the right name for her, that was for sure. 
She looked away, poring over the instructions. “Stand that panel upright,” she said, pointing towards the panel he’d just finished. “It needs to connect to the frame now.”
“Ok,” he said, following the orders. He bolted it to the frame and stood back to admire his handiwork. “Looks good.”
“Doesn’t it? Only three more to go,” she said, but suddenly struck a grin. “But I think I should let you off the hook now, I’ve taken up two hours of your time.”
Finn glanced at his watch. Two hours? They’d been so focused on the instructions they’d not continued the discussion about the Sydney trips or the apartment. “You sure?”
“Yes. Now, come downstairs. I’ll make you a coffee and I want to hear what you’ve found out.”
He followed her downstairs and watched as she expertly made two espressos on a large machine.
“I still can’t believe these trips? What was he doing in Sydney, and so often? It makes no sense.” She ran her hands through her hair as they sat at the kitchen bench. “Was he seeing someone up there? But why have the apartment here if that was the case?”
 “I don’t know. Have you had any thoughts to why he’d have an apartment in that area? Melbourne has hundreds of thousands of apartments. Why did he choose that suburb?”
Marigold gave a worried look. “I’ve been thinking about that myself. It’s not an area I’m familiar with. I don’t have any reason to be there. Do you think he was hiding from me? Somewhere he wouldn’t run into me?”
Finn considered the point as he took a sip of the coffee she’d made him. “But he could have gone anywhere. So why go there?”
“Close to the city? Perhaps if he was planning on leaving me he wanted somewhere that was easy to get to work?”
“Not that close.” It wasn’t far to the city, but there were plenty of suburbs that would be more convenient to access the court district in Melbourne’s Central Business District. 
The suburb was fairly basic. Nothing flash. Median house prices. No great parks or anything that would specifically draw people there. And it was on the flight path. A tad noisy for Finn. 
Julian was taking regular trips to Sydney. The cufflinks retrieved from his desk had propellers on them. Aaron hadn’t been able to shed any light on the cufflinks, but the fact that they had an aviation theme was interesting. Was it just a coincidence, or was it a link? 
That reminded him, Aaron said he’d get back to Finn about some diary dates, but hadn’t. He’d follow him up. 
“And I’ve been through all the bank accounts again, and I can’t see how he was paying for the apartment,” he added. 
“But I received the account number from the real estate agent?” Marigold furrowed her brow.
Finn shook his head. “There wasn’t anything in it. It was only a transactional account. So, how was he putting the money into that account? He didn’t appear to be taking it from your joint account. He must’ve had another account, as I can’t figure out how any of the withdrawals would add up.”
“And I saw some of the things in his apartment came from IKEA, but there was nothing on our statements. I checked. He must have paid in cash or from another account.”
“I’ll see what I can find out.” 
If Julian had been up to something dodgy, there may have been money involved, aside from the practical considerations like rent and furniture. And for some reason, Finn couldn’t shake the idea that there was more to this than any simple plan to leave Marigold. 



Chapter Twenty-Three
 
Marigold
 
Sitting on her sofa with her quilt wrapped around her, Marigold stared at a television advertisement for frying pans. Apparently, they were carefully constructed from some sort of stone and you didn’t need butter or oil. It was healthier. Less cholesterol. Less fat. 
Julian hadn’t used butter or oil in his cooking, but look where that got him. A massive heart attack at 34 years of age, so bad that another runner on the track that night who was first-aid trained couldn’t revive him. He was deceased before the ambulance even arrived. 
I want those pans. Wish they came in red. Frederick’s message lit up the screen of her phone.
She texted back. Why red? Black would be best. Still no sleep? 
Erin just threw up all over me, literally, I’m covered in sick but I can’t move as she’s drifted off and I’m mesmerised by these pans. How awesome does that saucepan lasagne look? I could so eat that now. 
What sort of idiot makes a lasagne in a saucepan? Why don’t you put Erin into her cot?
She’ll wake up. 
Marigold put the phone aside and resumed watching the infomercial. Frederick was right. The lasagne did look pretty good. She looked at the time. It was 2 am and she was starving. She never ate past 9 pm, and even then was fussy what she ate after 7 pm. No carbs, no fat, no artificial sweetener, no caffeine. 
She wandered out to the kitchen and opened the fridge, lounging in front of it. When nothing jumped out at her, she opened the freezer. Nothing in there but a bottle of Vodka and a tub of caramel popcorn ice-cream. Caramel popcorn ice-cream? What a strange combination of flavours. What was popcorn doing in ice-cream? There was no way on earth she would have bought this. She rarely purchased ice-cream, and when she did, she favoured sharp, palate-cleansing sorbets like lemon or Sicilian blood orange. Julian must have chosen this. 
She pulled it off the shelf and checked the expiry date before pulling back the lid. A small amount had been removed and the top was icy. It had been there for a little while, she guessed. She stared at the dents in the ice-cream, made from Julian’s spoon. 
She had mentioned Julian’s weight to him in recent times. He’d put on a few kilograms and could no longer fit into his favourite suits. She thought back to the apartment. There’d been a lot of chocolate in there. She swallowed. She’d made a few comments here and there, but had she been at him so much that he’d gone to binge-eat bars of chocolate in his apartment?
Was that the secret of the apartment? A place for him to escape her and eat chocolate? But a whole apartment for that? Why not eat chocolate in his office if it meant that much to him? There’d been no chocolate in the contents of his desk. 
No, the apartment was for more than just eating the foods on her ‘no-no’ list. 
She put the ice-cream away, turned off the television and decided to try reading in bed. 
On her way past, she paused at Julian’s study. The one shoe cabinet she’d constructed with Finn looked good. She blushed as she remembered his original warning of how hard these things were to assemble, which she’d taken as some sort of insult. 
But he hadn’t meant it like that at all. They had been harder than she was anticipating, but she was determined to finish them. She’d rope Rose in to help her. And perhaps buy a drill. Screwing the bolts in by hand seemed to slow things down, even though Finn had been quite handy with an Allen key. 
She’d quickly tidy the boxes, and as she began, she bumped against Julian’s desk. She heard a gentle metallic chime against the floorboards. Something had fallen from behind the desk. 
She bent over and picked up a key. It was small. Not like a house key, more like a small key from a padlock. 
What locks did they have that were a match for the key? There was one on the gardening shed, but the spare for that was always kept in the laundry for quick access. There were several they sometimes used on suitcases, but they were stored with the cases.
A thought entered her mind. Had it fallen between the desk and the wall, falling to the floor when she moved the desk, or had Julian hidden it there? She stared at the key again. If he had hidden it there, what did it unlock?
After a comprehensive search for the lock, to no avail, she climbed into bed. 
As she was finally dozing off, she remembered that the apartment had storage cages underneath the building in the car park. She sat up, her heart thumping. Yes, the storage cages. She had seen them on one visit. The one allocated to Julian’s apartment had nothing in it that she could see, so she hadn’t bothered to look at it more carefully. But perhaps it had a padlock on it. 
She threw back the covers before looking at the clock. It was 4 am. This was ridiculous. She’d call Finn in the morning to let him know about the key in case he’d turned up anything, and then she’d go and try the apartment. It was time to crack the mystery of the key once and for all. 



Chapter Twenty-Four
 
Marigold
 
At a more respectable hour, with Finn contacted, she was gathering her handbag to go to the apartment to see if the key did match the storage cage – or indeed anything else of interest – when there was a knock at the door. Her mother was on the front step. 
“My dear,” she said, kissing Marigold’s checks. “You look tired.”
“I’m not sleeping well,” she admitted. 
“I understand.” Her mother gave a sympathetic nod. “Would you like a little sleeping tablet?” She clicked open the clasp of her Louis Vuitton handbag and removed a small pill case. 
“You carry sleeping tablets around with you? Are those prescription?”
“For when I travel! I’m not a drug dealer.”
Marigold shook her head. “I didn’t say that. Look, I’m on my way out. I have things to do.”
“I’ll come with you, let’s have coffee.” Her mother re-clasped her bag and looked at Marigold expectantly.
She didn’t want her mother tagging along with her to the apartment. Firstly, she didn’t want to explain it, and furthermore, she shuddered at the thought of her mother poking her head in cupboards and offering deductions. “It’s not very exciting,” she said.
“I’m available for some errands.” Her mother smiled. “Why don’t we go to Chanel? Perhaps we can lift that skin. What are you using, Marigold? Are you toning?” She narrowed her eyes to inspect Marigold’s pores, before jabbing a finger around the side of her jaw. “It looks congested.”
Marigold realised she wouldn’t shake her this easily, so she agreed and collected her things. The more she resisted, the more her mother seemed to cling to her, so off to Chanel it was. 
“Are you coming to the Gala?” Her mother expertly navigated the city traffic in her luxurious car, opera playing in the background. 
The Doyle family calendar was an extensive and carefully-executed series of events each year. The Spring Arts Party attracted artists, musicians, actors and writers to the Doyle estate. The Summer Garden party was simply a party for close friends and favoured contacts. And then there was the Gala: an elaborate event held each year at the property, spilling from the house into a glamorous marquee. 
The Gala was a fundraiser for the local hospital and one of the biggest events in the region, but it also attracted high profile guests from Melbourne. It was a lavish institution, and the money raised each year was eye-watering. Every hotel and motel in the area was booked out, and a privileged handful of guests were invited to stay at Mulberry Estate. 
Marigold had forgotten the Gala was approaching. She always attended, with Julian, of course. It would be the first major Doyle event where he wouldn’t be there. The first of many, now she thought about it. Christmas. Her birthday. Their anniversary. The next year suddenly seemed long in measuring all the things that usually they’d shared together that she would now face on her own. 
“Perhaps you’d like to bring someone.” Her mother deftly pulled into a car park and turned the engine off. 
Marigold shook her head. “I’ll be fine on my own.” 
“I could arrange you an escort.” 
“What!” Marigold snapped her head to the side to stare at her mother in disbelief. “Are you a pimp now as well as a drug dealer?”
Her mother looked aghast. She brought her hand to her mouth in apparent horror. “No,” she hissed. “I meant, I could find a nice man to be your companion for the evening.”
“Mum!” Julian hadn’t long passed and her mother was trying to score her a date? And a companion at that? Isn’t that what you called some nice older gentleman that a grandmother had befriended down at the bowls club? Marigold wasn’t even 35 yet, and her mother was trying to make her sound like an old spinster. 
“Not to date, just someone to talk to and dance with. It might make the night easier.”
“Easier?” Why on earth would it be that difficult? “Mum, I’ll know hundreds of people there. I don’t need a ‘companion’, as you call it,” Marigold insisted. The last thing she needed was to be set up by her mother, of all people. The idea of dating was not something she wanted to even think about. Perhaps she’d never date again. Only a few weeks back she had thought she’d be with Julian for ever. 
But who knew? Based on her current investigations, she might have eventually found herself in the dating pool anyway. 
“Very well. You might like to stay a few days. We have plenty of room. Perhaps you could go riding? You always liked that.” Odette’s face softened. “I want to take care of you, Marigold, but you aren’t letting me.”
Marigold felt her shoulders slump. No, she wasn’t letting her mother take care of her – but she didn’t want her mother to take care of her. She wanted to be left alone to figure out this apartment. That was her pressing concern, and she couldn’t do that from Mulberry Estate. 
She’d been a good rider in her youth and had loved coming back from boarding school on the holidays and spending days out in the fresh air. Things always seemed better when she had done that – her head clearer, but no. She had to be here. 
“You are. I want to be here. It’s helping me,” Marigold said. 
“I wish you’d reconsider staying with us. Truth be told, I’m a little lonely there at the moment, with your sister moving out and your father at the Melbourne office so much.” She gave a frustrated sigh.
Her father had always split his time between the Bendigo and Melbourne offices. She’d never suspected her mother was lonely when he wasn’t around, given her calendar of events, charities and theatre groups she sponsored. “Well, if Dad wants to spend more time in Bendigo, wouldn’t it be best to let me get back to the office here?”
Her mother clicked her tongue. “Always work, always work! Honestly, Marigold.” She peered at her face again. “Now, let’s get this skin sorted. Yes, those pores are troubling me. Then, coffee. Have I told you I’m only going to drink almond milk from now on?”
After an extended analysis between her mother and two assistants at the Chanel makeup boutique, a coffee, and an extended discussion about the theatre group and their insistence on sticking to their idea of the 90s teen slasher flick musical, Marigold managed to convince her mother she would get an Uber home. Instead, she put the address of the apartment into the Uber app of her phone, and sank into the backseat after waving goodbye.
It was like having a double life with all this investigation into the apartment. Had Julian felt the same way? A desperate need to shake her as she’d felt with her mother? A need to be alone? Or was it that he was desperate to meet someone there? 



Chapter Twenty-Five
 
Marigold
 
Finn was waiting for her on the footpath outside the apartment building. “What took you so long? Were you shopping?” he demanded as she stepped out of the car. “You said this was urgent on the phone.”
Marigold looked at the Chanel bag in her hand. “I’m sorry. My mother turned up unexpectedly. I tried to get away as soon as I could. Didn’t you get my text message?”
“No. What message?”
She removed her phone from her bag. She had sent a message. She looked at her messages to find it marked as Draft. She let out a frustrated sigh. Nothing was working at the moment. 
“I’m sorry, Finn, it didn’t send.”
“You’re not my only client,” he grumbled, his voice sounding a good octave lower than it usually did. Growling, was almost an appropriate word for the tone. Ok, she was late, but even so, he seemed miserable. He must have rolled out on the wrong side of the bed this morning to land in such a foul mood. 
“I said I was sorry, and I’m here now. I have the key. Do you think it’s the storage cage?”
“I don’t know.” He shrugged. “That’s why we’re going to look.”
“I’d forgotten what a sparkling personality you have,” she said, handing him the key. 
They walked through the garage, lined with metal storage containers containing the usual ensemble of people’s excess belongings. Plastic tubs full of books, the odd bike, suitcases, boxes of electrical devices and various-sized plastic Christmas trees. 
They arrived at the one allocated for Julian’s apartment. As she had remembered, there was a padlock on the handle, but the cage appeared empty. 
“Why a lock if there doesn’t look like there is anything in it?” she asked.
Finn slotted the key into the lock. As he turned it, Marigold realised she was holding her breath. She exhaled as she heard a clicking noise. The lock sprang open. She’d been right.
Finn removed the padlock and opened the cage. They walked in. It wasn’t very big. Little more than a broom cupboard. In the corner was a small plastic box that she hadn’t seen when they were in front of it. She picked it up and pulled it open.
Inside was an envelope. Marigold peeled it back to reveal two keys – identical to the one the real estate agent gave her. “Are these the keys to the apartment?” she asked.
Finn held them up and inspected them. “They look like it. We’ll check.”
They moved towards the lift and went back upstairs where Finn tried the keys in the door. The door opened. 
“Why were they here?” she asked Finn, once they were back inside the apartment. 
“Maybe so he didn’t have them on him.” 
“To hide them from me?” she asked. “He was going to some lengths to make sure I never found out about this place. He hid keys to a hiding place to hide the real keys.”
Finn furrowed his brow. “How many keys to the padlock did you find?”
“One.”
He held the padlock in his hand still. “It’s only a cheap one. The sort you buy from a hardware shop. But they usually come with two, even three, keys.”
“This was the only one I found. Where’s the other?” 
“Maybe someone else has it.”
Her eyes widened. “Someone else? Why didn’t he give them an apartment key? Why go to all that set-up?”
“I’ll have to think about that one. Can I drop you home?” Finn asked.
What was the rush? She wanted to ponder this key further, maybe see if another was upstairs. She shook her head. “I can get an Uber.”
“That’s a waste of money when I’m right here.” He rubbed the bridge of his nose. 
What was bothering him? She inspected him more closely. He didn’t look himself. “Are you ok? You look pale.”
He grimaced. “Headache.”
“Looks worse than that. Should you be driving?”
“I’m fine. It came on when I was already on the road and it was too late to take anything for it. I’ll get something later.”
She sighed and shook her head, sitting next to him as they drove home silently. They pulled up at her house. He was rubbing the nape of his neck and he looked paler than before; in fact, he looked a little clammy. 
“Finn? Do you want to come in for a coffee, or maybe sit down for a bit? I’m a bit worried to let you drive back. You don’t seem well at all.”
She expected him to brush her off, but to her surprise, she found him nodding gratefully at her. 
“That would actually be good. Thanks.” 
It was surprisingly nice to feel needed.



Chapter Twenty-Six
 
Finn
 
The headache was getting worse. Finn didn’t want to come in for coffee. He needed to get home and take his medication. He usually had it with him, but he’d forgotten to leave some in his glovebox after the last migraine. Maybe he could get an aspirin or something from Marigold and have a quick coffee. It wouldn’t take care of the migraine, but it might be enough to at least allow him to drive home safely. 
He should have gone home for the prescription, but he was worried about being late, and of course, on his way he’d been held up by another phone call from another former colleague telling him to do the ‘right’ thing by Simon and lie at the inquest about the forged signature.
Funny how ‘doing the right thing by Simon’ also saved their own arses and careers from being accused of covering things up. 
Either way, he’d hoped the headache would go, but as he’d waited for Marigold it had become worse. Now, it was unbearable. 
“Do you have anything for a bad headache? Like a migraine?” he asked her.
“A migraine!” She was clipped in her tone and started walking towards the kitchen. “How far along is it? Would Relpax help?”
He stared at her in surprise. “You have that on hand? I usually have a prescription for that.” 
“I get a migraine each year. One week before my birthday.”
If his head wasn’t starting to throb and his stomach nauseated, he would have laughed. In Marigold’s perfectly-ordered and structured life, even her migraines had due dates like a task she could tick off and file. “Relpax would be good. Thank you.”
“Sit down,” she ordered.
He obeyed. Her sofa wasn’t at all comfortable, but it was better than standing. He leaned back, his head rolling back against the back of the sofa. She appeared above him with a tablet and a glass of water. 
“Here, take this. Now, what else?” She put her hands on her hips as if looking for the next task. “What helps you? Coffee? Sleep? I find I need to sleep, otherwise wait until I vomit.” 
He flinched at the word ‘vomit’. He was already feeling nauseated, and hearing the word made him feel worse. He needed caffeine. That would help. “May I have a coffee? Black? Strong?”
“Of course. We take it the same way – the psychopath way,” she said and disappeared into the kitchen.
He closed his eyes. When he opened them, she’d planted a cup of coffee on a coaster on the coffee table in front of him and curled herself up into an armchair.
“Thanks.” He picked up the cup, gulped the contents and replaced it back on the table.
“That was very hot. I can’t drink things that hot.”
“I think I’ve destroyed the nerves in my mouth doing it so often.” He gave a weak smile. “Sorry about this.”
 “Don’t be. What causes them? Stress?”
“Stress,” he said, before instantly regretting it. He didn’t want her to think that he was too stressed to be looking after her case, or any D-Line-related issues. You wanted people who were calm and unruffled and professional. Not people who got debilitating headaches and needed to have a rest on their sofa. 
“Work? Girlfriend?” she asked.
Finn paused. Did he want to tell her about this? But he hadn’t really told anyone much. Maybe it would help. She was looking at him, ready and alert, as though she was ready to resolve whatever was bothering him. He’d noticed that at work. She was always results-focused. Solve the problem, don’t dwell on the circumstances. A bit like she was with this whole apartment thing. 
“You don’t have to talk about it, if you don’t want to,” she said, with a shrug of her shoulders. “Do you want me to leave you alone for a bit?”
“It’s ok. You know how I used to be a police officer?”
Marigold nodded. 
“Do you remember the siege in Canberra, a few years back?”
Marigold frowned. “In the government department building?”
“That’s right. I was in one of the response teams for that.”
“Oh my goodness. Finn, that must have been awful. Some officers were killed, correct?” She narrowed her eyes.
“Two, including Simon. He was my best mate.”
Her brow furrowed. “I’m so sorry. That must have been devastating.”
“It was tough. I left not long after that.”
“It must be hard to forget.”
“Would be easier if they weren’t re-opening the inquest.”
Marigold folded her arms. “Re-opening it? That’s pretty rare. Why are they doing that?”
 Finn looked down. “Someone has produced some evidence that wasn’t examined the first time, about the protocols on the day, and more specifically whether the casualties were caused by police officers not following the rules.”
Marigold furrowed her brow. “Did you follow protocol?”
“I did, but…” Finn grimaced. He didn’t want to answer this, either at the inquest or now. 
Marigold looked at him, expectantly. “Someone didn’t?” she asked quietly. 
Finn shook his head. Everyone always told him what a good poker player he was. They’d say no-one could tell what he was thinking, but Marigold had figured this out. Maybe there was no point even contemplating lying on the stand. If she’d figured it out, would he have any chance of fooling anyone? 
“No. Simon screwed up. He became impatient, and moved in before he got a second signature on the paperwork. It needed a double clearance, but he only had one.”
“Is that what killed him?”
How many times had Finn asked himself that question? Hundreds? Thousands, perhaps? 
“I don’t think so.” He shook his head. Someone would have signed it – he knew it. They wanted it over. They were running out of options to resolve the situation. The call had been right, even though it ended badly. But still, the rules were there for a reason. 
“Do you need to testify?”
He nodded. “And it’s weighing on me. His wife is distraught; she’s worried that the inquest will make him look reckless or stupid. He was a good cop. He’s got kids. Tamsyn doesn’t want me to shatter the illusion that he died a hero. I don’t know what to do. If I tell the truth, his memory may be torn apart, and it’s not like it would make the force any safer or better. It was a stupid pen-pushing regulation he missed, but…”
“What happens if you don’t tell the truth?” she interrupted. 
“I lie to an official government inquest.”
Marigold furrowed her brow. “And you don’t want to do that.” It was a statement more than a question.
“No. That doesn’t sit well with me either.”
“I understand.” She gave a perfunctory nod. She clearly was an honest person – perhaps a little too honest for her own good sometimes. A little filtering of her thoughts could serve her well. “Why wasn’t this brought forward at the time? Didn’t you appear at the inquest the first time?”
Finn shook his head. “My former boss was called. He wasn’t questioned on this because someone, I don’t know who, forged the second signature after it all went down; maybe to protect Simon, maybe to protect other people. Then a whistle-blower came forward claiming the second signature had been forged, and as a result, Simon had done the wrong thing. Before that, I didn’t even realise that protocol hadn’t been followed at the time. It wasn’t until I retraced the steps that I realised that the whistle-blower was right – there was no way on earth Simon would have had time to get the second signature.”
He should have known. How didn’t he know? He’d been right there? Had he blocked it out? Sometimes parts of that day were harder to remember than others. The timeline had become jumbled. The faces of people became blurred. The locations people were standing in were hard to remember. All his training had gone out of the window. He’d been the most useless witness ever. 
“There would have been so much happening, it would be hard to remember every tiny detail of that day.” Marigold nodded knowingly. “Whose signature was forged? Didn’t they realise this at the time and say something?”
“No. The signature was apparently Theo’s, and he was the other one who was killed. You know, blame the dead man.” Why did he say that? He mentally reprimanded himself. Poor choice of words, Finn.

Marigold didn’t seem perturbed. She seemed intrigued. 
“And there was no way Theo could have signed it before he died?”
Finn shook his head. 
“Who do you think forged the second signature?” She leaned forward, with that focused results-orientated look on her face. 
“I don’t know. I think it was Matt, my former boss. He would’ve had access to the paperwork. But I don’t know. Maybe it was someone else. I’ve had dozens of calls from colleagues telling me I need to do the ‘right’ thing and say the whistle-blower is mistaken. But there is no way on earth there was time to get the second signature – Theo was in another part of the building at the time.” 
“I’m sorry you have to go through that. But I’m sure you’ll do what’s right.”
He gave her a grateful smile. Between the coffee, the medication and resting, the pressure in his temple was slowly alleviating like air being let out of a tyre. 
“Are you hungry?” she asked. 
Finn’s stomach rumbled almost on cue. 
She grinned. “I’ll make something. Do you have any trigger foods?”
What were trigger foods? “I don’t think so,” he offered cautiously, so as to not appear an idiot. Trigger foods?
“Leave it with me,” she said and disappeared into the kitchen.
He rested his head back down and looked around the room. It was a beautiful room, with armchairs, a soft-looking rug under the marble coffee table, and a chandelier hanging from the roof. But it wasn’t the most comfortable room. It was hard to imagine relaxing in here. He crossed his arms and rolled his neck back. Despite his hunger, he found himself dozing off. 
“Finn?” 
He pulled his eyes open. How long had he slept for? Had he snored? Zara used to complain of his snoring. 
“Are you still hungry?” 
“Yes, thanks.” He clambered to his feet, embarrassed by being caught napping on her sofa. Unprofessional to say the least, but this damned migraine. They were the bane of his existence at the moment. 
He followed her through to the dining room where she had set up two places at the table complete with cutlery and linen napkins. 
She sat down, and he followed her lead. 
He looked down at the plate. It looked like a meal you would find served on huge white plates in one of those expensive, glamorous restaurants. The sort of thing that was a something, resting on a bed of something else, drizzled with some other thing. Far too over-the-top for him – he preferred a burger or a good pub steak and chips. 
A small piece of salmon had been pan-fried and it was surrounded by baby spinach leaves, slices of avocado, red capsicum and crunched-up nuts. The whole thing was dusted with herbs and looked as if it had been ‘plated up’ on one of those reality television cooking programmes that Zara used to be addicted to. 
“You made this?” he asked.
She poised her fork over it and looked at him. “Where do you think I got it from?” 
“This looks like fine dining. I was expecting an egg on toast.”
“Eggs are a trigger food for many people with migraines.” She speared a piece of avocado and brought it to her mouth. “You would be best to avoid them.”
He picked up his fork and started prodding at the salmon. “I didn’t know that.”
“Might be worth checking out.” She gave a little nod. “It’s important to look after yourself.” She looked back down at her meal and he wondered if she was thinking about Julian and his heart attack. 
Finn continued to eat. Julian’s heart attack didn’t sit right with him. He’d read the reports, and there was no sign of anything suspicious. There’d been no drugs in his system, and no known heart defects. He’d always seemed fit. 
Stress? Perhaps. He had a busy job and perhaps any secrets he had were weighing on him. He’d always suspected stress as a leading factor in his own father’s death. 
But still, with Julian, something didn’t quite add up.



Chapter Twenty-Seven
 
Marigold
 
“Hi!” Rose practically bounced through the door of the café. “Dad’s running late so I thought I’d come down and say hi!”
Was she being babysat? Her dad had wanted to meet for coffee and had suggested someplace near D-Line, but not D-Line. Was he so keen to keep her from the building that he’d send Rose down to watch her, in case she was going to try to sneak in? 
With Kendall still away and Rose clearly enjoying her hot desk, Marigold would find out what she could. 
“Have you heard about my corporate dancing project at Fox & Grey?” Rose asked, putting her bag on the table and looking at Marigold with shining eyes.
“Corporate dancing?” 
“Yes! It’s for team-building and it unleashes creative power!” She sounded like one of those loud, excitable hucksters who presented marketing seminars and used lots of trendy, powerful-sounding words that meant very little. 
Marigold rolled her eyes. “It sounds ridiculous. Who’s dancing? The staff?” 
“It’s not ridiculous.” Rose looked serious. “Everyone does different dancing styles together to find cohesion and team rhythm. It helps for team-work and breaking down barriers in the workplace.” 
Yes, buzz-words. Rose spoke fluent corporate-nonsense-speak. 
“How does Frederick feel about this?” Marigold was surprised her brother was allowing his employees to be herded into a conference room to learn how to do the Twist. Things were a tad casual at Fox & Grey for Marigold’s liking, but this seemed a bridge too far. 
“He asked me to send him a video of it. Said he’s sad he’s not there to do it too.” 
Rose was so serious that Marigold actually couldn’t bear to break it to her that Frederick was clearly having a laugh at the whole thing from the safety of Bowral where he wouldn’t need to participate in the team tango. “I bet he is.”
“You should try it at D-Line.”
Marigold bristled. Not only was she banned from her job, but she had Rose (of all people) now suggesting ideas for D-Line. She cleared her throat. “Now, Rose. I don’t think—”
“You know, your employees sit at their desks or in their trucks a lot,” Rose interrupted, thoughtfully. “It would be good for them to move around a bit more.” She waved her arms around as if to demonstrate what moving looked like. 
Yes, truck drivers in their fifties dancing, that’d go down well. Knowing her luck, she’d probably end up with someone slipping a disc and have an Occupational Health and Safety claim against them. And where would Rose be when HR was dealing with that drama? Probably onto her next thing of corporate sewing or corporate scuba diving or whatever other hare-brained scheme she’d come up with. 
“You don’t work at D-Line,” she reminded Rose, through clenched teeth. “You said you didn’t want to work there, that it was boring.”
“It is a bit. The winery is more fun,” Rose agreed. 
“My favourite girls.” Their father sat down next to them. 
“I’m hearing about the corporate dancing happening at Fox & Grey,” Marigold informed him. “Rose has just suggested it for D-Line. Glad to see you’re focusing on the important parts of the business in my absence.”
Peter shot Marigold a look that she recognised as being ‘Be nice to your sister’. “No plans at the moment.”
“Maybe I can look into it when I get back.” Marigold raised her eyebrows. “When I’m allowed back.”
Rose looked brightly around the table. “Are we looking forward to the Gala?” she asked, in one of the least subtle attempts that Marigold had ever seen to change the subject. 
“Always.” Peter smiled at Rose and looked over to Marigold. “You both should stay at Mulberry for a few days for it. We’d love to have you there.”
“That’d be so much fun. I think Mum is trying to set me up with some doctor whose mother she knows from some opera committee.” Rose scrunched up her face. “Can you ask her to stop trying to set me up with people, please, Dad?”
He nodded as Rose fussed around with her handbag and said she had to be back at the office for a conference call, disappearing from the café after hugging both of them. They watched as she left. It was almost like a force field of energy around her, leaving the café seeming somewhat flat once she’d gone. It was something special. Marigold knew that she didn’t make people feel that way. And certainly not at the moment, when her presence was so unacceptable at D-Line. 
“How are you?” Her father looked at her. 
“I’m better, Dad. I’m ready to come back to work.”
“It hasn’t been very long.”
It felt like an eternity. “It’s been weeks and weeks.” 
Peter crossed his arms. “The day after Julian died.”
“Yes?” Marigold looked at her father. Was that a question or a statement?
“That was a tough day,” he said. His voice was cautious. Julian might have said he was leading the witness. 
“It was. I didn’t sleep at all after the police arrived and there was so much to do.”
“To do, yes.” Peter’s voice was low. “What did you do that day?”
Why was he asking about this? The day after had been awful. She’d not slept, and the whole day was simply dealing with arrangements and telling people what had happened and having police in her house. Hardly pleasant. 
“I spoke to the police, I rang Julian’s parents in Canada, I rang the funeral director… I’m not sure what this has to do with anything though. When can I come back to work?
His eyes drilled into hers. “Soon.”
“Is Jonathan looking after the Adelaide deal? He’s good and everything, but you know, I can still brief him. Ray is so prickly at times but we go way back.”
Peter shook his head. “Jonathan isn’t working it. I’m personally overseeing the Adelaide deal myself.” 
She tilted her head. “You are? I thought you hired a management consultant?”
“Marigold, it’s fine. It’s all under control. Now, when do you want to arrive at Mulberry before the Gala? I’ll tell your mother so she can have your old room ready. Do you want to drive or should we send a car?”
***
It was so frustrating. She thought she’d have been able to convince him that she was ready, but he was being so stubborn. She curled up on the sofa – it was already 1 am and sleep was once again looking unlikely.
Her phone beeped and she wondered if it was Finn with some news. But it was Frederick.
What colour coffee machine, do you reckon? 
She looked up at the screen. She’d not even noticed but the infomercials had switched from cleaning products to a coffee machine. 
I have a coffee machine. And an excellent one at that – she didn’t need one from the home shopping network.
I do too, but if you were going to get one, which colour? Play along!
I like the black. It would go with her kitchen well. 
Boring! Red looks good. Do you think I would be good at selling stuff on this channel? Maybe I could flog wine that way?
At least you could do the overnight shift. You’re up anyway.
True. I think I’d be really good at it.
An inflated sense of importance hadn’t abandoned him. I don’t think you are tanned enough. These people are all really tanned. Heard about your corporate dancing. She added a laughing emoji. 

Crap idea isn’t it? I’m glad I’m not there for that. But have Renee making a video for the Christmas party. I’d better plan a visit soon before my employees revolt, hadn’t I? Smooth things over a bit. Take them out for some nice lunch or buy them new cars or something to stop them from killing Rose?
I would. He needed to sort this mess out quickly, she agreed. She gave a wistful sigh, and added, I wish I could go to work. 
Still banned?
Still banned. Unfortunately.
How are you coping? 

I miss work. She let out another sigh, added a sad-face emoji and pressed Send. She really, truly did miss work. She felt so lost at the moment, with each day so pointless other than this search for why Julian had the apartment. 
Her phone beeped again. Yeah… but I meant how are you coping? 
She looked up. He meant Julian, didn’t he? Frederick had often teased her that D-Line was the love of her life. She’d always just thought he was being a bit of a smart-arse, but perhaps he was right. 
A pang of guilt hit her. Was that why Julian had sought refuge at the apartment? Had he felt tired of coming second to a transport and logistics company?



Chapter Twenty-Eight
 
Finn
 
Thanks to a bit of digging, and some luck, Finn had been able to trace the transfers into Julian’s streamline account from another account. It wasn’t dissimilar to the keys in the storage cage from a few days before. A two-step processes. The key that revealed the keys. The account that hid another account. 
By why go to so much trouble? 
He was making inroads with Julian’s phone too. It was a tedious process, given how many calls he made, but at least he was able to tick off the legitimate ones. He’d requested the phone records too. They would be good to check against Julian’s phone. It was easy to delete text messages and call history on a phone, but impossible to do it on a phone bill. 
He turned back to Julian’s accounts he’d dug up. There was something off here. Amounts of $5,000 being withdrawn. He tallied up the cash withdrawals and was checking them again to see if his calculations were right when his phone rang. He glanced at the screen. Tamsyn. 
He exhaled. He knew what she wanted, and he didn’t blame her. He answered and they exchanged some general pleasantries before the topic turned somewhere he didn’t expect.
“I spoke to Zara,” she said with some caution in her voice. 
“How is she?” he asked. There was a slight discomfort in his stomach. Did he still love Zara? No, he shook it off. It was more likely guilt over what had happened with her. 
“She’s good. She loves her job.”
Zara was a nurse, and a good one. She was one of those caring, nurturing people for whom the work was a vocation, not a career. It didn’t matter about the poor pay or the unsocial hours or the pain she endured seeing truly awful things, she lived to serve other people. It was one of the reasons she’d been so beautiful. Love made her light up a room. He wasn’t sure what to say. He hated the fact that he’d hurt her. 
“Is she still in London?” He figured that was a good question to ask. 
“Yes. Finn, she’s getting married. She said she wanted to call you but I said it might be better if I tell you.”
He swallowed. “I’m happy for her.”
“Are you?” Tamsyn sounded uncertain. 
“I ended things. She’s better off without me.”
“Oh Finn,” Tamsyn sounded wary. “It wasn’t that simple.”
“Look, I’ve got to go, Tamsyn, but if you speak to Zara, tell her congratulations from me. She deserves every happiness.”
“And so do you, Finn. And Finn, please think about the inquest.”
“It’s all I can think of,” he said. “Bye Tamsyn,” he added before hanging up the phone. He stood up. He had to get out. That wasn’t a great conversation to listen to. His ex was getting married. Not that he wasn’t happy for her, but it brought back too many painful memories. He needed a distraction. It was time to ask Marigold about these strange transactions. 
***
“But so much? What was it for?” Marigold stared in disbelief as he outlined the chain of bank accounts and the clear cash withdrawals. $5,000 at a time, ten times. She looked up at Finn. “Why this cash? Drugs? Women? What happened to it?”
“There was no evidence of either at the apartment.”
“What about stuff for the apartment? We couldn’t figure out how he paid for the sofa or the television.”
“This adds up far beyond a few pieces of furniture. Besides, there are other transactions on here for utilities and things like that. This money was in cash for a reason.”
Marigold nodded. “I’m totally confused. I don’t understand these payments.”
“Could he have been helping someone out, perhaps?” Finn suggested. This seemed generous, and surely he would have told his wife?
Marigold seemed to consider this. “He was very caring. He took pity on clients – I don’t know, maybe there was one who was on hard times and this was his way of helping. But I don’t understand why he would hide it from me. Anything we donate to charity comes from our normal accounts. He’d never hidden anything like that from me before.”
“It’s a lot of money.” Or was it for them? Probably not, based on their incomes. 
“Oh Finn. This is all just so confusing.” Her face crumpled. 
He was sorry he had to bring her this news, but it was like a jigsaw puzzle – they needed to collect the individual pieces, no matter how painful, until they had a clear picture. That picture might end up being completely innocent – Julian helping a friend or a client – or it could be more sinister. 
Was he being blackmailed? Maybe by a jilted lover he’d been having an affair with? There was no evidence of an affair, but perhaps a one-night stand could have occurred that had landed him in hot water? Bribery, perhaps? Could he have been bribing judges to achieve the outcome he wanted? But was that common? Would a judge risk their entire career and reputation for a few grand here and there? That seemed unlikely. A million interesting possibilities swirled around Finn’s mind. But his thoughts were interrupted by Marigold’s inquisitive voice. 
“Finn?” Marigold asked, pushing the papers aside and straightening them into a neat pile. “People often say that police are married to the job. Is that true?”
What a strange question. “Some. Like any job, I guess?”
“Were you?”
“I wouldn’t say I was married to it, but I was committed. I did like it.” He liked the routine, the comradery, the feeling that he was making a difference. They had all been positive aspects. But he didn’t live for it. Simon had – he was one who couldn’t imagine doing anything else – whereas for Finn, it had felt more like a job. 
She cocked her head. “Until the siege?”
“Didn’t help.”
“When you left, did it feel like you were in mourning?” She ran a fingernail over her bench, her brow furrowed as she was clearly thinking of something other than his career.
“I was mourning Simon, and I missed it, but no. I needed to start another chapter.”
“I’m mourning my husband but also my job. I feel like I’ve lost two husbands.”
It wasn’t the first time he’d suspected it, but this as much confirmed it for him. She loved her job. Perhaps even more than she loved Julian. For a long time, he’d wondered how Julian had been able to get away with so much – the apartment, the Sydney trips without his wife noticing, the secret bank accounts – notwithstanding his caution, but all the same, perhaps it hadn’t been that hard to sneak it all past a woman who described her job as her second husband.
For the first time, Finn felt a pang of sympathy for Julian. Imagine being in a polygamous relationship with Marigold and D-Line? As she locked eyes with him, his sympathy vanished. Being married to Marigold, even having to share her with D-Line, could in no way have been bad enough to rent an entire apartment to escape her. 
Julian had no idea how good he’d had it.



Chapter Twenty-Nine
 
Marigold
 
The question is…would I even make these smoothies? Do I even like smoothies? 
Marigold looked at the text message that had come in from her brother and responded. How would I know? Don’t you know what you like?
I barely know my own name anymore. I’ve had four hours sleep in two days. 
Marigold let out a pffft. Join the club, brother. Ask Amelia what you like. 
She says I don’t, came the response. 
Good thing there was one person with a brain in that household. Question answered, she typed back. 
But it looks good. It says that it keeps the core vitamins in there. 
For goodness sake. Core vitamins? What was he turning into? Much more time and she wouldn’t recognise him at all. She shook her head as she replied to his message. Since when do you care about vitamins? 
Since I’ve lived in a house with kids. Do you know how many colds and bugs they bring home from that damned school? I should hose them off with disinfectant in the front yard before they come in the house. Run them through a sheep dip. 
She actually let out a laugh at that. She’d never given too much thought to children bringing home various bugs and colds from school or kindergarten or other places, but yes, she supposed they would. 
She and Julian had loosely discussed children. They both wanted them but it was ‘on the agenda’. They’d never sat down and given it much thought, but it had crossed her mind several times as to how it might work with their busy careers. Not to mention the fact that she didn’t feel that maternal ache. 
Julian hadn’t raised the issue in a while, and neither had she. More evidence he was planning to get out? You didn’t exactly start a family with someone who you were thinking of leaving, that was for sure. 
***
The next morning she was making a cup of tea when a text from Kendall came in. I’m in Byron Bay, but Sarah from the Finance department says the Adelaide deal is being called off.
What!?! Marigold texted back. Sarah? She shut her eyes trying to visualise the Finance department before the flash of a woman with red hair came up in her memory. She’d usually use her directory, but her access had been blocked, so she rang the switchboard of D-Line and put her fingers around her nose to disguise her voice to something that would match her favourite fake name in case the receptionist had been instructed to not put her through to anyone. “Hello, it’s Jocelyn Adams here, may I speak to Sarah in the Finance team?”
“Sarah? Do you have a surname?” the receptionist asked. 
“No, I’m sorry. Sarah, she has red hair.”
The receptionist gave a disapproving sigh but a few clicking noises followed that indicated she was putting ‘Jocelyn’ through.
“Hello, this is Sarah.”
“Sarah, it’s Marigold Doyle. I’m hearing the Adelaide deal is in trouble. What’s happening?”
“Err,” Sarah hesitated. “Perhaps you’d best speak to Peter about that.”
“I’m talking to you about it. What’s happening?”
“They’ve accused us of low-balling them. They want a guarantee there’ll be no redundancies. They’re worried about their staff.”
Marigold shook her head. This wasn’t anything new. She’d carefully run through all this with them. They had nothing to worry about. The firm was run well, and the operations were tight. She wasn’t planning redundancies. 
“When the deal changed, they got cold feet.”
“What? Changed? Changes to the deal I’ve been negotiating for months?”
Sarah paused. “Your father told me that you weren’t working on this at the moment with—”
“Yes, I’m taking some leave, but I want to know. Can you update me or Kendall if you find anything else out? I’ll owe you.”
Sarah made a non-committal sound but it was enough for Marigold. She’d found out plenty already. 
It was time to get to work.



Chapter Thirty
 
Marigold
 
“Marigold.” Peter’s eyebrows rose when she walked into his office. “How are you, love?”
Love. No. This wasn’t a cosy family gathering. This was work. “I hear the Adelaide deal is falling over. I’m here to help. Brief me. Where are we at?”
Her father gave a heavy sigh. “Darl, you’re on gardening leave.”
Darl. Could blood literally boil? If so, it was doing it at the moment as red-hot anger spread through her. 
“Not anymore, I’m not. Brief me. What’s going on? I’ll get Ray on the phone. We’ll sort this all out. Last time I spoke to him, everything was fine. I’m not sure what has happened, but clearly you need me here to get this over the line.”
“Marigold. Sit down.”
She looked at her father, surprised at his tone. She obeyed and sat down, pulling her hands into her lap. She was ready to work. Ready to get this sorted. 
“Things haven’t been going well on the merger.”
She let out a scoff. Of course, they hadn’t. It was her merger, and she’d been sent on leave. No wonder it was all falling down. But it didn’t matter. She was here now. She could fix this. 
“But,” her father continued. “They were until—” 
“What happened?” She leaned forward. Who’d screwed this up? Oh! She remembered the last time she saw her father, he’d said that he’d taken over the negotiations rather than Jonathan Carbine, the expensive business consultant he’d hired after he sent her on leave. Well, that would show her father – outsiders simply didn’t care about the business like she did. Jonathan hadn’t been up to the job. 
Her father looked away, out of his window for a moment, before turning back to face her. “The day after Julian died. When you came in to the office.”
“I didn’t come into the office that day.” After the police had left, she’d tried to get some rest and then spent the next day talking to Julian’s parents, her family, the police and funeral directors. “I would remember what happened the day after my husband died. Believe me, I wish I could block it out. It was a horrible day.”
“That’s the thing. We think you were in some sort of shock. You came into the office. As normal. Kendall didn’t even realise anything had happened. None of us did. And in that time, you got on the phone to Ray and changed the terms of the merger.”
The sound of blood pumping echoed through her ears as her heart beat more quickly. “I did what?” she whispered.
“The first I saw of you that day was when you came in here and told me Julian died. I took you home and that’s when we started making the arrangements.”
“No,” she croaked. “That’s not what happened.”
“It is, Marigold.” Her father’s face looked pained. He was telling the truth. She knew him well enough to know that face.
“I don’t even remember.” She brought her hand to her temple. “Did I? No. I… I…” 
What had she done that day? She closed her eyes. The night she’d found out Julian had died, she’d been reading a report when there had been a knock on the door. Figuring it was only Julian who’d forgotten his keys after returning from a run, she’d glanced at the clock, surprised at how long he’d been gone. She’d lost track of time; she was so absorbed in a government report into road funding that she’d zoned out. 
She’d gone to the door, only to find two police officers there, asking if she was “Mrs King” and if they could come in. And from there, the next thing she remembered was identifying his body. 
That cold, stainless steel room, checking to see whether the body was, in fact, her husband. It had been. Seeing Julian – her Julian, laid out like that, devoid of colour, devoid of life, devoid of his razor-sharp legal brain, devoid of that funny little smile he’d give her, devoid of his athleticism. It had been possibly the worst moment of her life. 
But after that, she’d been at home. Working through the arrangements, speaking to Julian’s parents. She hadn’t come into the office. But her father was so adamant.
“If that’s what happened, it doesn’t matter. I’m fine now,” she said. “I’m sure lots of people do funny things in shock, but it doesn’t mean they aren’t ok.”
“No. This is a Captain’s call. You need time.”
“I don’t want time!” Her voice was louder than she intended. “You have been stalling on me taking over for years. Years! I finally got a timeline out of you, but now you’re stalling yet again! You’ve been saying you want me to run this place. Well, let me run it!” 
Her father stood up. “Marigold, this isn’t the time or the place.”
“Then when? When? I’ve dedicated my life to this place – potentially to the detriment of my marriage. No, definitely to the detriment of my marriage – and now you are blocking me out from the only thing I care about?” 
Her father’s assistant appeared at the door, a startled expression on her face. Her father waved her away. 
“Come on, let’s get you home.” He moved to put his arm around her but she batted it away. 
“No! I’m sick of this. I have done everything you ever wanted me to do here. This isn’t about Julian. This is about you not wanting to let go!” 
“Marigold.” Her father’s voice was low. “I do want you to take over. Believe me, I do. But right now, this is not the time to discuss this.”
She turned and marched down the hallway towards her office. “Let me sort this out with Ray – seriously, I’m sure he’ll understand,” she called back to her father. 
A few colleagues had appeared by now, perhaps due to her shouting in the office earlier. She could feel their eyes on her. 
“Marigold!” Peter appeared at her office door. “It’s best to go home, now. I mean this. I’m getting Rose.”
“I don’t need Rose! Why won’t everyone in this bloody family leave me alone? I’ve had it up to here with blooming Pilates and Rose and her stupid ideas and my mother and her complaining about my skin and taking me to tea. I want to work!”
Her father grabbed her shoulders and looked her in the eye. “Marigold, your husband died. You have been through a traumatic experience. You need time.”
And with those words, she felt the tears start to fall down her face and her legs crumple beneath her. Her father caught her and sat her down on a nearby chair as she sobbed. 
“Can you find Rose, please?” she heard him ask someone. 
“Dad, I’ll take her home.” Rose arrived and put her arm around Marigold. 
Unsure exactly how she got back to her car, she found herself bundled up in the front and Rose starting the ignition with the keys from Marigold’s handbag that her father’s assistant had brought out for her. 
They arrived at Marigold’s house a little later, Rose bringing Marigold’s car to a stop. 
“How will you get back to work?” Marigold asked. 
“I’ll get an Uber or the train. Don’t worry about me.” Rose climbed out of the car and Marigold did the same. “Let’s get you inside. I’ll make you a tea. Why don’t you change?” she asked as she unlocked the front door. 
Marigold walked inside, upstairs, slowly. Her legs felt heavy; her whole body felt heavy. She peeled off her suit and kicked it away, pulling on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. She moved back downstairs, her legs struggling to carry her. She clutched the bannister. 
“I made tea.” Rose pointed towards a teapot and cups and saucers. “In a teapot and everything. Isn’t this nice?”
“What’s nice about any of this?”
Rose looked startled for a moment, but picked up the teapot and poured out two cups. Her eyes glazed over and Marigold knew she’d gone too far. Rose was only trying to help.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to snap at you. I’m upset. What happened back there?” She shut her eyes as her yelling and storming through the offices came back to her. The looks from the colleagues. The whispering. 
“You’ve had a big shock.” Rose’s voice was kind and gentle. 
“But, did I really screw it up? I don’t even remember coming into work. Did I really go into work the day after Julian died?”
Rose gave a little nod.
Marigold took a deep breath. “I really wanted that deal to happen, but I don’t remember that. What’s happening to me?”
“You’re grieving,” Rose jumped up and pulled Marigold towards her. “It’s ok to make mistakes after your husband passed away. It’s ok to make mistakes any time.”
“Not me. I always tried so hard to be perfect.” 
“Marigold,” Rose sighed; a sigh that had such wisdom and worldliness that defied her young age, “I think that’s the problem.”



Chapter Thirty-One
 
Finn
 
Finn had two meetings at D-Line that afternoon. The first was with Emily in the Operations team to discuss the security cameras in the trucks, and the second was with Peter, who he knew would want an update on Marigold. At least he could truthfully tell Peter that Marigold was busy, but he still felt uncomfortable about hiding the apartment from him. 
The life of a double agent. 
“Coffee?” Emily asked, holding up a mug at him.
“Thanks.” He stifled a yawn. He’d finally received Julian’s phone records, and he’d stayed up late the night before checking them against Julian’s mobile, trying to rule them out as work-related or personal. But because of his line of work, there were so many: solicitors, Aaron, colleagues, clients, friends, family. The man must have spent most of his waking hours glued to his phone. 
While most seemed fairly legitimate, a couple had troubled him: a few that showed up on his bill with text messages and phone calls but not in his phone. He’d called a couple of them. One was disconnected and he made a note to try to trace it. Another, he’d called to no avail. It was connected at least with a polite message from a female that she was unable to take the call but please leave a number and a message. He didn’t leave a message but he’d continue to try. Julian deleting his call history with this mystery woman was interesting.
But he needed to focus on why he was at D-Line at the moment. Between them, his other clients, Peter and Marigold, he felt as though he had eight or nine full-time jobs. No wonder the migraines were coming with alarming regularity. He’d taken a Replax on his way here today as a few familiar twinges in his temple had begun.
He followed Emily through to the kitchenette, where she boiled the jug and handed him a mug. While not officially an employee of D-Line, he had a security pass to enter and exit as he pleased, and was encouraged to work from there at times as if he did. Peter’s Executive Assistant usually found him a hot desk or a meeting room to work from. It was particularly convenient if he needed to schedule a number of meetings with D-Line employees about security matters. 
 “Haven’t missed the afternoon show today, have I, Ems?” a man interrupted, giving Finn a nod and starting to make a cup of tea for himself. 
“No.” Emily’s voice was low and firm. “And I don’t think that’s appropriate to talk about,” she added, almost in a hiss, as the man gave a shrug. 
Emily smiled at Finn. “Let’s start this meeting, shall we?” She indicated towards the door and walked out of the kitchen.
“Everything alright?” Finn asked as they walked through the corridors. 
“Oh, ignore Marty. He’s a bit of a gossip. I don’t like speculating on the Doyle family, but not everyone shares that opinion. There was a little drama here this morning.”
“Drama?” 
“Marigold had an argument with Peter. It was awful. I was two meeting rooms away and I could hear the whole thing. She’s been under so much pressure since her husband died and I think it all just blew up. It’s so unlike her. She’s always so professional – she doesn’t even call Peter ‘Dad’ at work. But it must be the grief. It does strange things to people.”
Finn took a sip of his coffee as he walked alongside Emily. Marigold came by and made a scene? That wasn’t like her. “Yes, I would imagine it’s just the pressure,” he said carefully. 
“Good, this meeting room is free,” Emily said. “Now, how did you get on with the cameras? What do you think is a good reasonable timeline to roll them out?”
They sat down at a table and started working through the security camera issue, but Finn was distracted – somewhere between curious about what had happened that morning at the offices, and worried about Marigold. 
***
After his meeting with Emily, Finn walked down the corridor towards Peter’s office and said hello to his assistant. 
“Finn,” Peter said, appearing at the door of his office. “Come in.”
“Peter, thanks for seeing me. I heard about this morning. I’m so sorry.”
Peter heaved a sigh and sat down at his desk. He adjusted his tie as he indicated for Finn to sit down opposite. “Marigold tries so hard to keep any sort of family matters out of here, she’d hate people to be gossiping about her.”
“I’m sorry. I’ve let you down. Clearly, this is what you were worried about and I was nowhere to be seen.” Finn ducked his head but remembered his father’s advice about always looking people in the eye. He raised his eyes to meet Peter’s.
“No.” Peter shook his head. “Nothing like that. I didn’t ask you to escort her everywhere. I asked you to keep an eye on things and you have. Besides, she was on a mission. She is near impossible to stop when she gets an idea in her head that she’s desperate to fulfil.”
Finn silently agreed. 
Peter leaned forward and narrowed his eyes. “There’s something I didn’t tell you, Finn. The morning after Julian died, before we even knew he’d passed, Marigold came into work. As usual. I saw her briefly in the morning and she didn’t say a word about Julian. I had no idea that anything was anything other than normal.”
She saw her father but didn’t tell him that her husband had passed away? That was strange. “The morning after he died?” he clarified, in case he’d misheard.
“The morning after. I had a couple of meetings here and was preparing to go to my Bendigo office when I received a call from the CEO of the company Marigold has been trying to acquire. He was furious. He’d just had a call from her, tearing up the agreement and low-balling him.”
“That doesn’t sound like her.”
Finn wasn’t exactly sure where this was going. Workings of corporate mergers were not his speciality, but it did seem like a dangerous approach to upset a key stakeholder in the arrangement. 
“I couldn’t believe it either. I walked to her office to see what had happened and she was working away. She told me that she was on top of the merger, and ‘by the way’, Julian passed away. She told me like she was telling me she went to the movies the night before.”
“What?” Finn stared at Peter in disbelief. It was hard to imagine her so flippant about something so serious. 
“She was clearly in a state of shock and denial.”
Finn remembered Peter saying the same thing on the day he’d asked him to keep an eye on Marigold. He’d thought Peter was over-reacting, but clearly not if this was how she behaved the morning after her husband died. “Denial happens. I’ve seen it myself. I’ve experienced it myself.”
Peter looked out of the window briefly and his shoulders rounded – ever so slightly – before turning back to Finn, looking as cool and calm as he always did. “Marigold doesn’t remember it at all. She doesn’t even remember being in the office that day, let alone her role in the merger going south. She thinks the only thing she did that day was make funeral arrangements. So you can see why she needed a rest from this place. I had to try to seal the deal for her. It means so much to her.”
“Is the merger what you want?” Finn asked, before realising that this wasn’t the most appropriate question.
“It’s Marigold’s baby. I’m looking to start to work my way out of this business, Finn. In six months I was meant to take a step back. I need to spend more time at home, and I think in many ways, I’ve taken the business as far as I can.”
“Is that still the plan?” Finn cringed. He was being so nosey. This wasn’t his business. 
Peter gave a heavy sigh. “I’m not sure, but I don’t think six months is viable for her to be in charge. Not after what happened to Julian.”
“Does she know what happened the day after Julian passed away?”
“She does now.”
Finn swallowed. Should he tell Peter about the apartment? It might explain Marigold’s behaviour at the office today. She’d been under so much stress since Julian died. But it wasn’t his place. Marigold had asked him to keep this to himself, and he knew it was vital to respect that. “Do you still need me to keep an eye on things?”
“Thank you. I appreciate you helping me with this, Finn.”
After a brief discussion about a matter he was working on with Peter – though it was brief, as Peter quite frankly looked distracted after the morning’s events – Finn walked back to his car. 
As he did, his phone rang. It was a technician from the laboratory he’d sent the pills that were found in Julian’s desk drawer. He exhaled as the technician told him what they were. 
Just when he thought this case couldn’t get any stranger, it did. 



Chapter Thirty-Two
 
Marigold
 
It was 3 pm and Marigold had taken to the sofa with infomercials running and the tub of the caramel popcorn ice-cream Julian had purchased. She spooned it into her mouth. The popcorn was sort of chewy and unappetising, but the cold sweetness was numbing her throat. Perhaps it could numb her mind too, and lull her into a little sugar coma with the sound of infomercials buzzing in the background. 
Would it help her to forget the events of the past few months? Drift into a semi-conscious fantasy land where her husband wasn’t dead and she hadn’t created a complete mess at work? It was worth a try. She shoved another spoonful of the sickly-sweet ice cream into her mouth. 
Vodka. She needed Vodka. The sugar alone wouldn’t get the job done.
A knock at her door sounded and Marigold put down the tub and spoon. As she walked through the foyer, she could see through the pane that ran alongside the door that Finn had arrived. 
“What do you have for me?” she asked him as she opened the door. 
“Hi Marigold.”
“Are you being sarcastic?” It was annoying enough when Julian used to complain about her greetings, or lack thereof. She wasn’t in the mood for Finn to lecture her. 
“No. I’m not.” He closed the door behind him and looked at her. “I heard about your visit to D-Line.”
“Are you here to arrest me?” Marigold crossed her arms in front of her. “Charge me? Have me thrown in the basement of Mulberry Estate now I’ve brought the family into disrepute?”
“I want to know if you’re ok.”
She unfolded her arms and turned towards the kitchen. “Of course, only everyone in that entire office who I’ve spent years convincing that I’m not only there because I’m the boss’s daughter, witnessed me completely melting down after apparently, I can’t even remember my own incompetence.”
 “Everyone makes mistakes. I certainly don’t think you’re there only because you’re Peter’s daughter. I doubt anyone else does either.”
“You’re being too kind.” She turned on the coffee machine and as she did, she felt Finn move next to her. 
“No,” he said lowly. “I understand the pressure.”
She looked up and into his eyes. “The pressure?”
“The pressure of your job. The pressure of being the only one there. Frederick and Rose show no interest in D-Line, and your dad, well, he clearly loves it like a fourth child and you’re the only one there.”
She felt tears stinging at her eyes and blinked to avoid them falling. “Coffee?” she asked, hearing the croak in her voice as she tried to suppress the tears. 
“Am I right?”
She pushed a button and watched as the machine started.
“Am I right?” he repeated.
She spun around to face him. “Yes. Ok? What do you want me to say? There is a lot of pressure being there. Being the boss’s daughter, being the only one of my siblings who wants to be there, knowing that I need to take over the whole thing soon and I don’t think I can do it. Especially after today.” Tears rolled down her cheeks. It was the first time she’d ever said anything like this out loud – in fact, it was the first time that any of these little fears, these little doubts, these little whispers that echoed through her mind were even a cohesive thought. 
She was scared. She was tired. She needed Vodka. 
She wasn’t up to this, and everything that had happened since Julian’s death proved it.
“I understand,” Finn said. 
Did he understand the pressure? Perhaps he did, but either way, she didn’t want to discuss this further. It was too frightening to consider. If she’d just caused that much havoc at D-Line, what on earth did she have left in her life? 
“What’s the latest on the apartment?”
He raised an eyebrow but quickly moved into the conversation. “I received the phone bills and I’m matching them to Julian’s call history on his mobile phone. Most I can account for – solicitors referring cases, clients with questions, Aaron with details of changes to court times and whatnot. There are a couple that don’t match, so I’m checking those out.”
Marigold nodded. “Ok, let me know if you need me to get anything else from the phone company. It’s probably easier for me to get it.”
“With some of the information I may be seeking, I’ll need to explore alternative means of obtaining it.”
She wasn’t sure what exactly he meant, but this wasn’t her forte. She trusted him that he knew all the rules around privacy to obtain information, but it couldn’t be her concern. Did she mind if he broke a law to find out what she needed to know? Perhaps not. Maybe the ends justified the means. 
“But I did receive an interesting call today, and it has me stumped. It was from the lab where I sent the pills that were in Julian’s desk. They were diet pills.”
“Diet pills?” she repeated. 
“Yes.” Finn furrowed his brow in apparent confusion. “Do you think they were his? Was he on a diet?”
“Oh my ….” She looked back at him. She hadn’t wanted Julian to start taking things like that – just cut out some of the junk food. But had he done that in desperation to get her off his back? “I’d been telling him that he’d put on weight, and maybe he thought they were going to help.” A cold feeling crept through Marigold’s body. “They couldn’t have brought on the heart attack, could they?”
“Doubtful.”
“But those things can dehydrate you, and maybe he took something else that reacted badly.” She felt faint. She grasped the side of the bench to stop her falling, but as she did, she felt Finn’s arms around her.
“Sit down,” he said, and helped her to a nearby chair. “This isn’t your fault.”
“But it is,” she whispered. “I told him to lose weight.”
“You didn’t force-feed him diet pills. He made choices, and quite frankly, from the looks of things, not good choices. Diet pills may have been the least of his issues. His death isn’t your fault.”
She looked at him and nodded, but the doubts remained. Had she driven him to all the bad choices he’d apparently made? Had her quest for perfection killed her husband?



Chapter Thirty-Three
 
Marigold
 
Would Amelia like that necklace? 
Marigold read Frederick’s text and looked at the necklace on offer. Tacky was the only word she could find for it. No. Looks cheap. 
Really? I think it’s nice. 
What the hell was wrong with him? Seriously? What’s happened to your taste? You used to buy your little love-‘em-and-leave-‘em girlfriends Tiffany & Co and Cartier. Now, you’re going to buy your wife – the mother of your child – a cheap necklace from the home shopping network? 
His response was swift. Tiffany & Co? Are you serious? I can’t remember the last time I set foot in a store that wasn’t a supermarket. I’m domesticated now. When I shop I buy nappies or yoghurt or muesli bars with cartoon characters on the boxes. Cartier? Are you crazy? 
Buy it online, she typed back. 
Maybe I will. I need to get laid. 
Leave Amelia alone, Marigold texted back. Poor Amelia. She’d just carried and birthed one of his ‘big’ babies. 
I heard what happened at work. U ok?
She put her phone down. Who hadn’t heard about her meltdown? She was surprised the whole thing hadn’t already turned up on YouTube. That was the sort of gossip people relished, and the type of thing her father hated, like a few little tongue-in-cheek articles in the social pages of the newspaper about Frederick in his younger and wilder pre-Amelia days. 
But her behaviour at work, well, that was even worse than a bit of idle gossip about her brother and some soapie starlet. 
Marigold was the sensible one. The good one. The smart one. The one who was in charge of the family business. But by her last performance, she wasn’t fit to even work at D-Line, let alone run it. 
She wasn’t interested in talking about the scene at work with Frederick, or anyone for that matter. 
Though perhaps she should have spoken about it further with Finn. He’d said he understood the pressure. He hadn’t elaborated, but she assumed he was talking about his job at the Federal Police and the siege. 
She picked up her phone again, ignoring Frederick’s message, and Googling the siege. She did remember the day of the siege fairly clearly – even though it was well over three years ago. She’d been at work and she had spoken to Julian about something and he’d told her to turn on the television. She’d done so and watched the reports for a few minutes. 
It had sounded terrible. A government department building in Canberra was in lockdown when an armed gunman had entered and taken a dozen or so office workers hostage. The police apparently had been in contact with him, and there were rumours circulating around the press that there were a series of bombs hidden in the carparks of neighbouring buildings. The nation’s capital had been brought to a standstill by one man. 
She’d watched for a few moments before turning it off. There was nothing she could do to help, and she had work to do. She thought the police should just storm the building and end it – they were giving in to a madman to hold so many people to ransom and cause so much fear and panic. 
She’d driven home, listening to updates on the radio as the siege continued into the evening. Julian had been captivated by it and had watched the coverage that night, while Marigold worked in her study, before going to bed. Julian told her the next day that two police officers and several civilians had been killed, along with the gunman, when eventually the Police (realising the bombs had just been a hoax) stormed the building. 
It was strange to think that Finn had been there that day. She’d not known him at that stage, but with hindsight, it was unnerving to think that someone she now knew fairly well had been involved and had been in danger. 
And horrifying to think that one of the officers who had been killed, the ones whose pictures she’d seen on the news, had been one of his closest friends. 
She’d not really remembered a lot of the aftermath, but as she read the various newspaper reports, there was a feeling that the police hadn’t handled the situation that well – that they’d let it go on too long before acting. Not unlike how she’d felt on that day.
Others disagreed. The fact that the gunman had made the threat about the bombs in other buildings made the situation harder. They didn’t know if shooting him, for example, would detonate bombs in other buildings. And which buildings? Hotels? Parliament House? Shopping centres? She could see their point. 
She read through the reports slowly and carefully. There had been an inquest at the time that had found some fault with the police, but now the inquest had been re-opened after much pressure and political posturing following a whistle-blower coming forward. 
Poor Finn. No wonder he was having migraines. She couldn’t imagine the stress of being publicly called to testify like that and re-live possibly the worst day of his life, let alone make a decision between the truth and his best mate. 
She was having trouble re-living the worst day of her life in her own mind, without being cross-examined on it. 
She started to put together a text message to send to Finn, but when she couldn’t figure out the words, she put her phone away and tried to concentrate on one of Julian’s spy novels, with the animated chatter of the infomercial presenters in the background. 



Chapter Thirty-Four
 
Marigold
 
“And five, four, three, two, one.” Will counted down Marigold’s crunches. They were having a one-on-one session. It was meant to be a session with Rose, but she, of course, had ducked out at the last minute. But it actually worked out well to be able to concentrate on the work-out without Rose’s incessant chatter and giggling at Will’s every comment. 
Not to mention an electrician at her house who was installing the lighting above the shoe cabinets she’d eventually put together. He was efficient, but had the drill going all morning, and the noise had driven her mad. 
Marigold sank back into the bed as they finished a round of abdominal exercises. “That was tough.”
“You’re tough. It’s a challenge to keep coming up with stuff for you. You’re already doing advanced level moves! We’ll have a stretch now, and then you’re good to go.”
“Thanks,” Marigold reached up to remove her feet from the straps but her hand slipped. It was so awkward – it was hard to be ladylike when her legs were effectively in stirrups. 
Will grinned. “Let me help you.” He helped her remove her foot from one of the straps and then the second, and as he did, his face was close to hers. “Good work today, I really like training with you.”
She smiled at him. “I like training with you too, Will.” 
He had such a nice smile, and his blue eyes reminded her of Julian. Memories, hundreds of images of Julian, flooded her mind, the way he used to look at her from his side of the bed, his eyes and his smile. She thought she’d have that for the rest of her life, and now it was gone for ever. 
She felt herself lean closer, as Will did, before they kissed. 
What am I doing? She felt horrified as their lips met. 
They pulled back from each other. The blood drained from her face. She shut her eyes. Did she just do that? 
She jumped up and ran over to where she’d left her things. “I’m so sorry, Will, I don’t know what came over me. Please forgive me,” she said hurriedly as she grabbed her bag, slipped on her shoes and threw her jacket over her shoulders as she raced towards the exit.
She pushed the lift button several times until thankfully it opened and she hurried inside, willing the doors to close. She put her head in her hands as the lift descended. What was happening to her? Kissing random people? Forgetting basic things like her PIN code? Making a scene at work? 
She was going mad. Completely and utterly mad. 
It was like the day Julian died. Her entire world had changed overnight and no-one told her. She was now creeping through this strange semblance of her past life without a clue how to manage it.
***
Arriving home, sweaty from the workout and with her cheeks still blazing at the kiss, she realised the electrician had finished and left, leaving the key in the builder’s lock she sometimes used for tradesmen.
She crept upstairs and when she looked inside the room, she gasped. 
It was beautiful. 
The shelves were crisp, clean and spacious. The electrician had installed the little art lights above the shelves and the effect was magical. The room was perfect. It was the shoe closet of her dreams. 
But then a thought hit her: there was no sign of Julian. 
This was the only room in the house that had actually been his. She’d picked out everything in the living room. She’d selected their bed. She’d insisted on the white linen even though she knew he found it too stark.
She’d forced him to hide chocolate away in his secret apartment. He couldn’t even eat what he wanted in her home, aside from one measly tub of sickly-sweet ice cream he’d probably hoped she’d never find, and then scoffed diet pills to try to hide any evidence of his indulgence. 
Poor Julian. She blinked back the tears. He’d just died and she was already kissing her Pilates instructor and removing any sign of him from their home. She picked up her phone. It was time to put an end to all this.
***
“I was going to call you.” Finn appeared on her doorstep almost instantly after her call. She’d barely had time to shower and change before he was at her door. What did he do all day? Didn’t he have D-Line work to keep him busy? 
“I’ve found a series of calls that match the times Julian was withdrawing the $5,000 amounts. The number is disconnected now and unregistered, but get this?” 
She’d called him here to wind this up. While interesting, this new information just seemed like more mystery. More drama. More questions. Unregistered phone numbers. Disconnected phones. When would it end if she didn’t proactively put a stop to it? 
 “The calls match the Sydney trips,” Finn continued. “I think he was taking the money to Sydney. Why? I don’t know, and why the phone is disconnected is a mystery. Did they hear about his death and panic, or did the arrangement just end, or…” he paused. “Are you ok?”
She folded her arms. “Look, Finn, the reason I called was that I think we should finalise the investigation. I’ve thought long and hard about this, and I’m coming to the conclusion we’ll never really know what Julian was thinking. I wonder if it’s holding me back from moving on and facing the reality of the situation.”
“You don’t want to know about the money or the trips or the apartment?”
“I do, but I can’t. It’s sending me mad. I can’t think straight. I thought this investigation would help me grieve, but I think it’s having the opposite effect.”
Finn looked down to the ground. He pulled his arms across his body. “I’m sorry I’ve been unable to shed much light on this. I should’ve solved this for you. In fact, I’ve probably just created more questions than answers.”
“No.” She moved towards him and patted his hand. “You’ve been helpful. I would have never known half of what I knew if you hadn’t. I think I’m done thinking about it. I want to remember my marriage and Julian for what I thought it was, not imagine all these horrible possibilities.” She swallowed. And to avoid continuing to feel guilty every time some new clue came to light. Like this one. What was that money for? Something he was too afraid to tell her about? Or was he thinking of starting a new life in Sydney? Perhaps the payments were for a deposit on an apartment or setting up something there. That could explain all the… No. She had to stop thinking about this. 
Finn interrupted her thoughts. “Are you going to give up the lease?”
“The rent is due in a fortnight. I’ll tell the real estate agent that I won’t be renewing and I’ll move everything out.”
“What will you do with it all?”
She didn’t want it. “Give it to charity. It’s new and clean. I’m sure someone could make use of it.”
He frowned. “That’s a big job. Do you have anyone to help you clear it out?”
“No-one really knows, remember? No. I’ll just hire someone.”
“I…” He hesitated. “I could help you. Off the clock.”
“No, that’s too much.”
“Marigold, please, let me help you. I want to know I’ve been useful to you.”
She felt tears well in the back of her eyes at his thoughtfulness, and nodded. He’d been very useful to her, perhaps more than he’d ever know.



Chapter Thirty-Five
 
Finn
 
Finn tried to imagine what it was like for Marigold to be moving books and cutlery in a cardboard box. Things that her husband had bought and kept from her. Things that he’d hidden away hoping she would never see, let alone pack up. 
Is this what it was like packing up Simon’s things? Or was everything he owned still in Tamsyn’s house? 
“Considering I don’t really even know if he spent a night here, he had quite a bit of stuff,” she said. 
He gave a non-committal murmur. He felt bad that he hadn’t really been able to solve much of the Julian puzzle. He still didn’t have an answer for the mystery number he’d tried a couple of times and still received the friendly woman’s voicemail message. There were too many unanswered questions for his liking. 
But he wasn’t in charge. It wasn’t his call. 
“Most of this I can take to the charity shop today,” she said. “Would anyone want the sofa?”
He looked at the sofa. Of course, they would. It was a perfectly acceptable piece of furniture. “Why? What’s wrong with it?” he asked. 
Marigold scrunched up her nose. “It’s awful. So ugly. What was he thinking?”
“I quite like it. It’s comfortable.”
She put her hands on her hips and pursed her lips. “Do you want it?”
“No, thank you. I’ve got one. It’s actually pretty similar.”
Marigold put another book into a cardboard box. “This was a bachelor pad, wasn’t it?” She paused and looked at him. Her eyes looked big, round and uncertain.
“Are you saying I’m a bachelor?” he asked, trying to lighten the tone. 
She gave a weak smile. “Aren’t you?”
“I am. How’d you figure that?”
“You’re always available, you admit to possessing an ugly sofa, you don’t wear a wedding ring, you’ve never mentioned anyone else, and you’re a little grumpy at times.”
“Grumpy?” Was he grumpy? “These are the signs of bachelorhood, are they?”
She smiled. “They are in my experience. Though you break the mould a little. I thought that all private investigators had an ex-wife and a drinking problem?”
“I don’t really drink. At least, not alone. And no, no ex-wife.”
“Ex-girlfriend?” 
“Of course.” Zara had been his longest relationship. Since then, just a few one-night stands. That was as close as he got to any intimacy these days. Sometimes it didn’t feel enough, but it had to be enough. 
“Serious?” she asked. 
He stretched packing tape over a box. “Yes.” 
“We don’t need to talk about it.” She looked around. “I’ll take the sheets off the bed.”
“I’ll help.” He wanted that done quickly so she had less time to think about what Julian might have done on those sheets, or with whom. 
As they were packing that up, his phone beeped. It was a message from his mum about the tap in the kitchen that sometimes leaked. He could fix it easily with a few screws of the spanner. 
“I need to stop in at my mum’s to help her with something.”
“You have a mum?”
He looked up at her. “You don’t think I have a mum? How do you think I came into this world? Stork? Found in a handbag at Victoria Station?”
Her lips twisted into a smile. “You read Oscar Wilde?”
“Not really.” He shrugged. Tamsyn and Zara had been in an amateur drama society for a little while a few years back, much to Simon’s amusement. Finn knew The Importance of Being Earnest back to front thanks to Zara’s role as Gwendoline. “But I do know that play. It’s funny.”
“It is. It’s one of my favourites.” She pushed down the lid on the box containing the linens. “You’ve never mentioned any family. I wasn’t sure if you had any in Melbourne, or whether you were originally from Canberra.”
“I was born here. I moved to Canberra for the Federal Police and then back again. Mum’s here and my four sisters.”
“Four sisters!” Marigold let out a whistle. “One is too many for me.”
“They were too much for me growing up. Mum’s not far from here. It’ll only take a minute – it’s on the way. Or I can drop you home and then come back?”
“I’ll come with you. Save you going backwards and forwards.” 
Finn swallowed. Marigold was going to come and visit his mother. He shouldn’t have said anything. He should have just dropped her home and then gone back. 
“If that’s ok?” she asked.
It was too late now. It had to be ok. 
***
“Is this where you grew up?” Marigold asked, as Finn pulled the key to his mother’s house from his pocket.
“Yes, all of us in this tiny house.”
She appeared to survey the street. “It’s a good area.”
“Wasn’t always,” he said, unlocking the door. “It was pretty rough when I was a kid.”
“Isn’t it a really good school zone here now? I read the school’s results are outstanding.”
“I’m a product of that school, and you should see my spelling and grammar, so I wouldn’t get too excited. Mum?” he called out, pushing the door open.
His mother appeared with a tea towel in one hand. “Finn, hello, oh, and I’m sorry…” Her eyes were fixed on Marigold. 
“I’m Marigold. I hope it’s ok I’m here. Finn was helping me with something and he’s going to drop me home.” 
“Hello, Marigold,” his mother said, moving towards her. She glanced back at Finn with a small smile.
“This is Marigold Doyle,” he added, with a little emphasis on the surname to clarify to his mother that this wasn’t some new girlfriend. It was his client. One of The Doyles. His most important and best-paying clients. 
“Marigold Doyle.” His mum made a clicking sound with her tongue. “I’m so sorry to hear of your husband, my dear. I read about it in the newspaper and was devastated for you.”
“Thank you,” Marigold said.
To Finn’s surprise, quickly followed by horror, then rounded out by general discomfort, his mum pulled Marigold into a hug. 
“Errr, Mum,” he protested. Marigold didn’t seem like a touchy-feely person. She wasn’t a ‘hugger’, but he noted the way she shut her eyes and brought her arms around his mother. 
“I lost Finn’s father many years ago, it’s hard,” his mother said, her arm still around Marigold, leading her into the kitchen. “Finn was only eleven.”
Marigold shot Finn a sympathetic look. She looked at him searchingly. He stuck his hands in his pockets. 
“Thank you,” she said to his mum. “It hasn’t been easy, but I’m getting by.”
His mother gave a knowing nod. “Of course. Please sit down. Can I get you a cup of tea?”
What? Tea? No, no tea. 
“We just stopped by so I could fix that tap,” Finn interrupted. He looked at his watch. He didn’t think Marigold would be interested in having a tea party with his mother.
“I’d love some tea,” Marigold said. “I’m in no rush. I’ll help you.”
As he watched his mother and Marigold start to make tea, he realised that there was something strangely pleasant about the situation. But he quickly pushed that thought aside. 



Chapter Thirty-Six
 
Marigold
 
“Your mum is lovely,” Marigold said, as Finn drove her home. “Warm, you know?”
“I know.”
“I don’t really get on that well with my mother.” She stared out of the window. She knew she’d been blocking her mother since Julian’s death. Well, that wasn’t true. She’d always blocked her from her life. They just didn’t click. She’d always got on much better with her father. 
“Not everyone gets along well with their parents, I don’t imagine.” 
“Your mum adores you. But she worries about you. She said that she wishes you’d settle down and get married.”
He scoffed. “Don’t all mothers?”
As they pulled into her driveway, she heard her phone beep. It was a message from Frederick. He’d sent her a link to a video. As soon as she hit Play, pop music blared from her phone. 
“What’s that?” Finn asked. 
Marigold brought her hand to her mouth. “It’s a video of the corporate dancing project Rose implemented at Fox & Grey. It’s meant to promote team creativity.” She paused the video. Finn had to see this.
“Corporate dancing?” he asked incredulously. 
“Corporate dancing. And it looks just as ridiculous as it sounds.” She held the screen out to him and pressed Play again. 
“And five, six, seven, eight!” A voice called out in the video as staff members bumped into each other. Some were openly rebelling – standing in the corner, hands in pockets, arms crossed and stubbornly refusing to participate, even with Rose trying to cajole them. 
Finn started to laugh. His laugh was deep but still a little mischievous. It was quite endearing. 
“That guy there,” Finn jabbed a finger towards the screen. A middle-aged man was scowling, standing on the sidelines as the instructor tried to encourage him to join in. “That’d be me.”
“You don’t dance?” she asked. He looked quite athletic and coordinated. She had pegged him as being light on his feet on the dance floor.
“Not like that, in front of colleagues, I don’t.” He scrunched up his face. 
She let out a laugh. “Good point. It’s not exactly my idea of appropriate for the workplace. Frederick had better get back to that place soon before there is some sort of military-style coup or he has a mountain of Occupational Health and Safety claims thanks to people pulling muscles.” 
“It has disaster written all over it.” 
“You think?” She shot him a grin and closed the video on her phone. She looked at him and gave him another smile. “Thank you, Finn. You’ve been so helpful.”
“I’m sorry we couldn’t really get to the bottom of it.”
“It’s better this way.” 
And it would be. She needed a fresh start, without the apartment weighing her down. 
“Do you want me to come back and get the furniture out of the apartment?”
“I’ll call that charity to see if they want it, and they can collect it or I can just hire someone to deliver it to them. It’ll be fine. Packing up the small stuff with me was a big help. I really appreciate it. Make sure you bill me for it when you give me your invoice.”
“It was a favour.” 
Would she miss Finn? She was getting used to him popping up on a regular basis. She’d still see him at work sometimes. That is, if she ever got back to work. “You’ve been really good to me. I know I’m not the easiest person to work for. Sometimes I don’t know how Kendall puts up with me. I run people pretty hard.” She let out a sigh. 
“I like working with you.”
They looked at each other for a moment. “Well, hopefully, I’ll be back at D-Line soon and I’m sure there’ll be projects where we’ll cross paths.”
“Good luck, Marigold.” 
“You too,” she said and climbed out of the car. 
“Marigold?” 
“Yes?” She poked her head back into the car and watched as he pulled out a phone from the glovebox. “Julian’s phone. I thought you’d want it back.”
“Thanks, Finn.” She took the phone and charger and slipped them into her handbag, and watched as he pulled away. 
A heavy feeling descended on her. Strange, she thought she’d feel better in having made her decision to let Julian’s secret disappear. But perhaps it would improve over time. She unlocked the front door and started setting about her night-time routine – quilt, sofa and infomercials – but as she did her phone rang. 
“Marigold? It’s Will.” 
Her stomach sank as the embarrassment of kissing him came flooding back to her. She tried to even her voice to sound professional but friendly. “Hi, Will. I’m glad you called. I wanted to say how sorry I am again about this morning. I don’t know what came over us, but it won’t happen again.”
“What you did was harassment. You harassed me,” he insisted. 
“It wasn’t!” She was startled at his sudden accusation. They’d both leaned in, hadn’t they? Or had she lunged at him? She brought a hand to her temple, feeling a headache forming.
“I don’t know. I was in my workplace. I’m entitled to do my job in a safe workplace.”
Marigold cringed. “Will, I’m sorry you feel that way. I assure you I won’t be taking any of your classes again as I don’t want to make you feel uncomfortable. It was never my intention. From my perspective, it was an accident on both our parts.”
“My word against yours.”
This was a nightmare. “What? No.”
“How do I know you won’t try to kiss me again?”
“It won’t happen again – it’s probably best if we don’t see each other in the future.”
“Nope. That’s not that I want.” His tone lowered. 
“What do you want?” 
She didn’t like the sound of this at all.



Chapter Thirty-Seven
 
Finn
 
As he drove home, Finn wondered how long until Marigold would be allowed to go back to work. She really did seem ok. He hit a few buttons on his console and brought up Peter’s number. Maybe he could do something to help get that back on track. 
“I’m glad to hear that,” Peter said after Finn told him that Marigold was fine since the day at D-Line. “No need to worry about things for a few days though. She’s coming up to Mulberry Estate to stay this weekend for an event we host.”
No Marigold-related tasks meant Finn’s weekend was suddenly looking strangely empty. 
“What are you doing this weekend?” Peter asked. “You should come. There’s a couple of people who I’d like you to meet. Good connections, Finn, if you’re looking to expand your consultancy.”
“Come to the event?” Finn clarified.
“Yes, it’s a party. Odette calls it a Gala. I’m unsure of the difference, to be honest. It’s fancy. You know, black tie and milling about, but some good networking.”
Finn knew the Gala was one of many well-known events as part of the Doyle social calendar. He was no socialite – heck, he wasn’t even sociable – but it often featured in the social pages of the newspaper. Not that he read them, but his mother took pride in noting them. She was impressed with him working with the family, given their money and profile. The sort of industrious people she admired. 
“I can have all the details sent to you. Most people stay somewhere local, but you won’t find anywhere this late.”
Finn didn’t have any other plans, and maybe it was time to start looking for some new contacts. Financially things were quite comfortable, but if he took his business to the next level, he could hire some support to do the legwork and give himself more time to focus on the higher-end accounts. 
A little curiosity also edged at him to see the Doyle homestead in full swing. It was the natural curiosity that drove him to check things out and understand how things work. This could be a fascinating glimpse into the Doyle empire. 
“I’d be fine to drive home,” he said, tentatively. Was he really going to go to this event?
“We have plenty of room. Stay at the house. I wouldn’t mind showing you some work we are doing to our stables at the back of the property. I think we’ll need new security gates off the road. Perhaps you could advise?”
“Stay?” he repeated.
“Only if you want. Whatever suits you.” 
Further work for the Doyles and a new range of potential business contacts were excellent reasons to attend, yet Finn couldn’t help wondering, ahead of his natural curiosity or growing his business, whether the fact Marigold would be there was the main reason he found himself thanking Peter for the invitation and agreeing to attend. 
***
On Saturday afternoon, Finn pulled up at the house. He gazed up at Mulberry Estate as he climbed out of his car. It seemed somewhat insulting to call it a house – a mansion, perhaps? Whatever he called it, though, it was imposing. Large, stained-glassed windows, wide sweeping verandas, landscaped gardens, and beyond those a swimming pool, tennis courts and stables. It was a work of art. The sort of architecture and design he’d really ever only seen in public buildings like Town Halls and Parliament House; most certainly not in private residences.
But this wasn’t just any private residence. 
He swung his overnight bag and the garment bag containing his tuxedo (apparently a Gala made it Black Tie, according to Peter’s assistant who had very carefully run through all the details with him the day before) over his shoulders and walked up the front steps. 
“Finn.” Peter appeared at the front door and shook his hand. “Good to see you. I’m glad you could make it.”
“Thanks for having me. I appreciate the invitation.”
“I’m not sure how thankful you’ll be. It’s always chaos here on the day of this thing.” 
That was an understatement. He could see people running around with large vases of flowers and someone stringing up lighting. He could hear the clatter of dishes in another part of the house, and through a window, a group of people moving chairs into the marquee. 
“It’s Odette’s favourite event of the year. I stay out of the way. Leave your bags there, someone will take them upstairs. Drink?” He beckoned him through to his study. 
“Thank you.”
Peter nodded towards a leather sofa. “How’s your business?” 
Finn sat as Peter poured out two tumblers of Scotch. Finn discreetly checked his watch. Half past two seemed a little early for it, but he wasn’t going to refuse, especially not on those grounds. “Business is good, thanks.”
“We don’t tie up all your time, do we?” Peter handed him the heavy tumbler.
Pretty much. “Some of it, but I do have time for other clients.”
“Smart move. I have some people coming tonight who I want to introduce you to who may have some decent consulting work for you.”
“I appreciate that.” Finn took a sip of the Scotch. He wasn’t a big drinker, and no expert on the quality of liquor, but it was certainly better than the stuff he’d sometimes ordered in a bar when he and Simon used to catch up after work. He’d prefer a beer if he were going to have a drink at all, but it was rude not to go along with his host. 
Peter sat down opposite him. “I wanted to thank you for everything you’ve done for this family. I know you’re trying to move away from the PI part of your job, but I’ve appreciated the fact you’ve always helped us out.”
“It’s my pleasure.” Finn took another sip. He felt his eyes move towards the door, wondering if Marigold would come by at some point, and perhaps join in the conversation too, before refocusing on what Peter was saying. 
He told himself to forget about that. He was here for business. Or at least that’s what he’d convinced himself.
After some further discussion about his business, and some rather useful advice, Peter dismissed him to make a phone call. 
With a few hours before the event would begin, Finn decided to go for a walk around the gardens of the home. It really was spectacular and overwhelming. He thought he may have got past being so impressed at the Doyles, but perhaps it was a feeling that wouldn’t pass. It was so removed from his own life. 
Eventually, he retreated to the guest room, showered and changed into his tuxedo. 
He moved downstairs to the party as other guests were arriving. Beautiful women were dressed in gowns, and men in the same kind of monkey suit he was stuck in, were taking glasses of champagne from waiters, laughing and chatting. 
He couldn’t see Marigold though. She probably would be too busy to talk to him with all these glamorous and important people here, but he continued to scan the crowd. There were people he recognised – the State’s Opposition Leader, the Federal Treasurer, several Australian Rules Football players and coaches, a handful of media identities and high-profile business leaders. 
He could see why Odette called it a Gala. The word ‘party’ did seem too casual and relaxed for this. He grabbed a glass of sparkling water from a passing waiter and tried not to gulp it down in one mouthful. His throat felt dry. Was it the Scotch this afternoon, which had turned into a second drink, or was it this stupid bowtie strangling him? He slipped a couple of fingers between his neck and his collar to get some air. 
It didn’t usually bother him if he didn’t know many people at events. He was quite content with his own company. But tonight, he felt out of place. What was he really doing here? As he looked around, a piece of art near the staircase caught his eye. He took a step towards it. 
It was basically a bunch of squiggly lines. He tilted his head to look at it from another angle. How much did the Doyles pay for this? It really wasn’t much different from what his nieces and nephews produced for him and he’d stuck on the door of his fridge at home. 
He was keeping one eye on the piece of art, but he found himself turning to look for Marigold. Was she even here? He was beginning to doubt it as he hadn’t seen her, but then, a group of people parted from a conversation and she appeared. 
He swallowed and exhaled, still struggling with the tightness of his collar. 
He’d always known Marigold was beautiful, but tonight, she looked as if she didn’t even belong here at this incredibly fancy event in this home – she looked almost from another world. 
He glanced back at the artwork and took a sip of his water, but immediately felt his eyes drawn back towards her as if he had no control over his own eyeballs. She was wearing a dark green dress. Emerald maybe? He wasn’t sure of the colour, but it looked as though she had been poured into it. Every stitch sat against her figure, highlighting each delicious curve of her body. Large, chunky diamond earrings sat on her ears and her hair was pulled back, showing off her face and her full lips as she nodded along to a conversation with someone. 
He wondered what she’d be like to kiss. Her lips looked so soft, so kissable. But his mind didn’t stop there. What would she be like in bed? 
She’d had sex, but had she ever had good sex? Julian in all his insipidness probably hadn’t been much chop in the bedroom. Finn glanced along the fabric that sat over her breasts. He’d love to show her what really good sex was like, but it was hardly likely he’d have the chance. 
She was his boss. 
Her father was his mentor.
She’d just lost her husband.
He didn’t want a relationship.
Bang. There were four excellent reasons. Yet still, all he could think of was that green dress falling to the floor of his apartment. 
Stop it. He shook his head and tried to focus back on the painting. He’d been looking at it off and on for ten minutes now. And he still didn’t really understand it. A lot of colour and a lot of squiggles. He was sure it was important and valuable. The Doyles wouldn’t have hung some piece of worthless trash on their walls, yet what did it mean? Did they know what it meant? Did it mean anything at all? Or wasn’t he intelligent enough to understand what all these lines were about? 
He glanced back towards Marigold, who was surrounded by people, kissing them on the cheek and laughing politely. She probably knew everyone here. She probably worked with their companies, went to school with them, skied with them, saw them at other high-priced, pretentious events such as these. 
He returned his glass to the tray of a passing waiter and grabbed another. He took a sip but as he watched, he saw her take a deep breath in. She had an uncertain look on her face – not dissimilar to the one he’d seen at times over the past few weeks. 
She nodded a few times, but he could see her chest rising and falling. Her breath was becoming shallower. He saw her put her hands on her hips as she nodded at what someone was saying to her.
It was all fake. She wasn’t comfortable. She wasn’t in control. She was freaking out. 



Chapter Thirty-Eight
 
Marigold
 
Was she going to faint? She hadn’t ever thought of this dress as being tight – she certainly hadn’t when she had slipped it on earlier, but now it felt like a corset that was being pulled in at a rapid rate. There were so many people around her, crowding her. She wanted to escape, but they kept firing questions at her. She struggled to take a breath. Why couldn’t she just excuse herself?
“May I have this dance?” 
Marigold turned to face a man in a tuxedo. She looked up and realised it was Finn. 
“May I?” he repeated. 
This was her escape. She nodded and allowed him to lead her. Her breath began to return to normal and her heart slowed down as she clutched his arm for support as he led her into the marquee and to a table at the side of the dance floor that was mercifully uncrowded.
“We don’t have to dance. I thought you may have wanted to get out of there. You looked uncomfortable.”
Marigold felt as though someone had punched her in the stomach. She sat down at the table. “You noticed?” She hid those things well, didn’t she? How could he see that?
“It wasn’t noticeable,” he said, pulling up a chair next to her. 
She scoffed. “You noticed it.”
“I was trained to notice things.”
She looked back to where they had come from. “They’re my friends. Well, people I know, and I couldn’t deal with the discussion. I’ve always been fine at these sorts of things, but I can’t—”
“Your husband died. Your life has been turned upside down. There’s no way to deal with these things correctly or incorrectly.”
“Turning up at work and creating a scene is perhaps incorrect.”
“Perhaps.”
“Kissing my Pilates instructor.”
“You what?” 
She exhaled. “I accidentally kissed my Pilates instructor. Or he kissed me. I don’t know what happened, to be honest. He’s, like, 22, and he said he’d accuse me of sexual harassment unless I got him an invitation to this party.”
“What?” Finn’s voice rose.
“He has an incurable crush on Rose and was desperate to be here.”
Finn gritted his teeth. “So he blackmailed you?”
“I didn’t know what to do. He said he’d make trouble. I was worried I’d be hung out to dry like some sleazy film producer running a casting couch. But it was an accident.” She felt tears stinging at her eyes and hurriedly placed her index finger at the corner of her eye to prevent her mascara from running. “Everything I touch at the moment is such a disaster. I used to be able to handle anything, and now I can’t even think straight.”
“Where is he?”
Marigold jabbed her finger towards a group. “Over there. Blond. Wavy hair. His name’s Will.”
Finn looked around and nodded. “No more talking to him, ok? If he calls again, tell him to make an official complaint to his employer. No more giving into his private demands.” Finn stood up, held out his hand and smiled. “Maybe we should dance. Perhaps it will be a good distraction.” 
She hesitated, but then slipped her hand into his and let him lead her onto the dance floor. He placed a hand on her waist. She glanced at it. It was the most intimate gesture she’d felt since Julian had died. He placed his other hand in hers and she rested a hand on his shoulder. 
“Tell me. What was it like growing up here?” he asked, as he led her around the dance floor, expertly navigating other couples. He was trying to change the subject, but she didn’t mind. 
“It felt normal at the time, but as I’ve got older, I’ve realised it’s not normal. Most people don’t live like this.”
“No. Very few.” 
“To be honest, I actually quite liked being at boarding school in Melbourne.” She had in many ways. The order and structure and routine. Not that Mulberry Estate was unstructured, but there she felt she could be herself and focus on the things she liked. “Particularly after Mum had Rose.”
“You don’t get along?” he asked. He was leading her around the dance floor quite neatly. He was a good dancer, despite his views on the corporate dancing project.
“Oh, no, well, she’s a lot younger. As you’ve probably noticed.” She waved a hand towards the other side of the room where Rose was, as usual, looking amazing in a white dress with her dark hair in tendrils around her face. She had seemingly every man in the room looking at her, including Will, who shot Marigold a triumphant look despite the fact that Rose seemed much more interested in some handsome dark-haired man. 
Marigold looked back to Finn, who didn’t appear to have followed her gesture towards her sister. His eyes were firmly on her. 
“It felt like Mum and Dad were starting again with her or something. Frederick and I were off at school in Melbourne after that. Anyway, it was nice to be on my own at school.” She pulled her arms back from his as she glanced back at Will. “Do you mind if we go outside for a minute? I can’t take that guy’s smarmy look.”
She led him through a series of exits until they came out into the lavender garden. It was impossible to get to from the house. Guests never found it, so it was quiet. She breathed in the night air. 
Finn shoved his hands in his pockets and looked around. “This is a good spot.”
“Quiet.” She looked back at him. She’d never seen him in a tuxedo before, but it suited him, fitting neatly over his broad shoulders. “You look good in that.”
He put a couple of his fingers between his collar and his neck. “Not really me, but when at Mulberry...”
“When at Mulberry,” Marigold repeated. “I wasn’t expecting you here tonight, but thank you. You really saved me back there.”
Finn shrugged. “I didn’t do anything.”
“You did. You really helped me out.”
“It’s what I do. Can I get you a drink?”
She shook her head and sat down on a bench. “So, what do you think of this place?”
He paused before sitting next to her. “What do I think of this place?” he repeated and crossed his arms. “I don’t understand your art.”
She smiled. That wasn’t what she was expecting him to say. Most people commented on the house or the gardens or the pool. 
“What do you mean ‘understand’ it? What piece in particular?”
“There was one in there with squiggly lines by the staircase. What does it mean?”
Ahhh. She knew the piece. “What did it mean to you?” 
“Nothing.” He gave her a twisted smile. 
“But how did you feel when you looked at it?” she pressed.
“Confused, as I was trying to figure out the meaning. Stupid, for not ‘getting it’.” 
She shook her head. He wasn’t stupid by any stretch of the imagination. 
“Art isn’t about ‘getting it’. It’s not a maths formula with the ‘right’ answer at the end. It’s a painting. You’ll form your own connection with it and interpret your own meaning. That’s the beauty of it. No-one ever sees the same painting – we all bring our own interpretation to it.”
Finn squinted, as if he was processing this. “So the artist didn’t mean to paint something with a purpose. Just something for people to interpret. If that’s the case, why can’t I draw a few squiggles and charge a fortune for it?”
“No. Of course the artist has something they are saying, and that is part of art appreciation. Understanding where the artist may have been in their lives at that point – perhaps their influences, their age, their country of birth. That will all feed into what they are communicating, but for you, you should analyse what’s in front of you and what impact it has on you.”
“I wouldn’t have picked you as an art lover. I thought it would be a bit airy-fairy for you.”
“I like paintings. I like opera. I like ballet. I’m your typical cultured rich girl, I guess.”
Finn looked up towards the sky. “Nice night.”
She followed his gaze, taking in the stars spotted across the black night sky. “Beautiful.”
“It’s peaceful here.” He turned back to her. “Should I get you back to the party?”
“I’d better get back.” She stood up, reluctantly. She couldn’t hide out here all night. She looked at Finn. “Not your scene in there?”
Finn shook his head. “I’m not much of a socialiser. I like being on my own.”
“Let’s stay out here for a few minutes longer.” 
There wasn’t much light outside – just a little streaming from a nearby porchlight – but Marigold could see just enough to realise that Finn was giving her one of his rare, but devastating, smiles. 



Chapter Thirty-Nine
 
Finn
 
Finn was starving. The food at the Gala was all so tiny. It was like the size of the plastic food he saw his nieces and nephews play with in their toy kitchen. 
It was so dainty that he could barely pick it up. There was some piece of beef with some sort of mustard that had been pretty good, but he’d only scored one of those. By the time he and Marigold had re-joined the event, the food was winding up. 
At the time, he’d not been fussed about missing out on something to eat – sitting outside with Marigold had been better than being in the Gala – but he’d been ravenous by the time he’d escorted Marigold back to her room.
After that, he dashed back downstairs, desperate to see if this Will character was still here. There were still a few people lurking around. He managed to snag an eclair off a tray, and wolfed it down. Too sweet and full of air to make a dent in his hunger, but it was better than nothing. He stuck his hands in his pockets, and moved around the small groups of people talking. 
Will was there. Bingo.

Rose was sitting down, laughing, as several people tried to get her attention. What an exhausting night all those blokes had trying to get her to notice them. Finn stood near them.
“Hi Finn!” Rose said brightly, a wide smile appearing on her face. “How are you?”
Several of the other guys shot him daggers looks. It didn’t bother him. He wasn’t there to try to win Rose’s hand. Not that she wasn’t beautiful, but he was here for Marigold. 
“Will, right?” He pointed a finger towards Will in a friendly, jovial way. 
Will looked confused. “Err, yeah?” he replied, hesitantly. 
“Mate, can I have a word?” This was a question but posed using all his best police training. There wasn’t a choice.
He led Will towards the front door. “I think you’ve had your fun.”
“What are you talking about? Who are you?” Will looked around nervously. 
“Someone close to the family. I’ve heard you think you were treated unfairly by Marigold. Have you reported it to your employer?”
“It’s none of your business.” Will crossed his arms.
“It kind of is. You know that Marigold just lost her husband, right? She’s grief-stricken. I don’t know what happened, but blackmailing your way here tonight was what I would call taking advantage of the situation.”
Will looked down.
“And another thing, mate. I wouldn’t get any ideas about Rose. It was pretty obvious from the look of it she could have her pick of any bloke here. Besides, she adores her sister and I don’t think she’d like to hear that you scammed your way here.” 
“That’s not what happened.” Will swallowed. “You’re a thug.” 
“Been called worse. You right to drive?” Finn grinned and watched Will disappear into the night. Good riddance. 
Chuckling at Will’s shocked expression, Finn returned to his guest room. It was very stylish and comfortable – and, much like Marigold’s home, set up like a hotel suite. There were fluffy towels waiting for him on his bed, and even chocolate mints on the pillows. Hotel de Doyle. Maison de Doyle. He scoffed the chocolates to try to ward off hunger, brushed his teeth and flopped into bed.
But sleep was hard to come by. He thought a lot about Marigold. There were a few hunger pangs, but the reality was, Marigold had filled his thoughts. Despite handling Will, he had felt pretty useless of late – being unable to solve the mystery of the apartment. He’d have liked to solve it. Maybe it would help her grieve if she knew exactly what had been happening – particularly if he had proved that Julian had been sleeping around. Less of a loss, perhaps?
His mother had taken his father’s death so hard. They all had, and it was much harder given the excellence of Finn’s father. But Julian, he wasn’t excellent. He’d been hiding something. Finn wondered if he could keep the project on the backburner, in his own time, without Marigold knowing he was still looking into it.
The money still was a mystery. As were the trips to Sydney. That note signed with the initial still bothered him. That phone number with the cheery woman’s voicemail message that Julian had deleted from his phone. It irked him. He liked things to be finished and solved. 
He would carry on. If he found something, he could find a way to tell Marigold if it was right. If he didn’t, she’d never know.



Chapter Forty
 
Marigold
 
Marigold awoke, kicked off her blankets and found the clothes she kept in the wardrobe for riding. Perhaps riding would clear her head after the restless night before. It wasn’t strange to sleep in the same room she’d spent a number of nights over the course of her life, but it was strange not to sleep there with Julian next to her. 
Dressed, she wandered towards the staircase, casting an eye on one of the guest rooms wondering if Finn was in there. She had been surprised to not only find him at the Gala but that he’d been invited to stay. She was pleased he had been. The night had been frustrating on the one hand. Her social awkwardness and discomfort was painful. She’d thought that events like the Gala would be not that different without Julian. Usually they’d spend most of the evening apart anyway, networking or catching up with people, but it was strange not to have him there. That had hurt.
The nicest part had been sitting outside with Finn. That was the closest to normal the night had felt. Hiding in the garden with a reserved former police officer? Things had changed. 
The house was still and quiet. Moving towards the kitchen, she heard someone in the pool. She peered through the window to see a man swimming laps in the pool. The dark hair betrayed it to be Finn. 
His arm movements were even and precise, and his legs were kicking powerfully, but with great control. He took each lap carefully, showing strength and agility as he turned and pushed himself away from the edge of the pool. She’d been a strong swimmer when she was younger and had regularly represented her school in competition. She recognised Finn’s technique as being good. 
She stared for a moment, mesmerised by his technically perfect strokes, before shaking her head. Coffee. She needed a coffee. 
Picking up a cup, she moved back to the window to see if Finn was still swimming. If he’d finished, she’d offer him an espresso too. She knew that’s how he liked his coffee. She watched as he completed another lap, before he stopped and moved towards the edge of the pool, hoisting himself up and onto the concrete. He stood up, taking a stretch and shaking water from his hair.
She felt her mouth drop open as she noticed his body. He had a muscular build but not ‘pumped up’. His bare shoulders and broadly-defined arms, which had looked good under his shirts, looked amazing bare. His stomach was taut with clearly-defined abs and pecs, and a sprinkling of chest hair. 
She exhaled, realising she’d been holding her breath. 
Finn was hot. Seriously hot. 
Her cheeks blazed as she found herself unable to look away from him. She’d always thought he was handsome, but wow, he really was something.
She then remembered Julian, and a wave of guilt and uncertainty washed over her. She had been so dazzled by Finn’s abs and that fine v-shape that lead to the front of his swimming trunks that she’d forgotten about her late husband. Julian had been very attractive. But no, not quite as sculptured as that.

How much time did Finn spend in the gym to have a body like that? She turned on the coffee machine and started pushing various buttons, listening to the grinding of the beans. Stop it. It was totally inappropriate to be thinking about Finn’s body like that. She was a widow, after all. 
She brought the coffee cup to her lips to take a sip. 
“Marigold.” 
She jumped as she heard her name, causing her coffee cup to jitter against the saucer. 
Finn walked in through the side door and smiled. “Good morning.” He’d slung a towel over his shoulder and his hair was slicked back. 
Her eyes were drawn towards his abs again before she lifted her head to focus on his eyes. 
“Morning… errr… Finn.” She never tripped over her sentences, but she was lucky to get anything else out of her mouth as all her thoughts suddenly were occupied by a vision of Finn pushing her up against the wall, her legs wrapped around his waist. 
Good grief. 
Stop it. She shouldn’t be thinking about sex with anyone, least of all Finn. 
She had to get out of here. She slammed down the rest of her coffee, even though it was extremely hot. She let out a cough as it burned her throat, and placed the coffee cup down on the table. 
“I’m going riding, there’s coffee if you want it,” she mumbled and walked quickly outside to the hallway. 
She took a deep breath as she reached the front door, before hurriedly racing down each step and into the safety of outside where she could dissolve such erotic thoughts. She walked towards the stables, her mind buzzing and an overwhelming sense of guilt washing over her. A few weeks ago, the idea of ever sleeping with anyone else seemed impossible, and now, here she was having wild thoughts about Finn. Finn! Of all people. 
She tried to think of the last time she and Julian had made love. She couldn’t. Maybe a week before he died. Two? Maybe even three? Goodness, could it have been four? She wasn’t sure. 
The night they went to the opera? No, he’d been too tired. Oh. That was it. The Sunday morning before he died. He’d rolled over and tried to get something started, running his hand along her thigh, nibbling at her ear. She’d insisted they needed to get ready to go out to brunch, with some friends, but he’d continued to kiss along her neck, and finally she’d relented, deciding it was quicker to let him have his way with her than argue. 
Was that it? The last time they’d had sex was her relenting for the sake of being able to get out of the door within a reasonable timeframe? 
Sex with Julian had been nice. It never wasn’t. He knew enough of what he was doing to make sure it was pleasurable, but it had never been the throwing-each-other-up-against-walls, or tearing-each-other’s-clothes-off, type of intense passion. She’d always thought that sort of intensity was melodramatic. How did people get themselves that wound up that they’d tear shirts off, ripping buttons? It was a thing for movies. Not real life. 
But then again, a few moments earlier, without any good sense nor decency to stop her, goodness knows what she could have done to Finn. Perhaps that intensity was possible, in the right circumstances. Or was it the confusion and grief talking? She never had so far, in her life, given in to such crazy lust and reckless passion. 
Was that the sort of passion Julian reserved for outside their marriage? With someone less likely to look up in a diary when she’d last slept with her husband? 
It didn’t matter now. The apartment had been packed up. Someone was coming to collect the last of the furniture and steam-clean the carpets. The lease was nearly up. She’d hand back the keys, retrieve the deposit, and never go anywhere near it again. 
She’d never know why he really had it, but maybe it had to be ok not to know. 
And perhaps it was a good thing that she might see a little less of Finn – figuratively and literally. 
He was doing strange things to her thoughts. 



Chapter Forty-One
 
Finn
 
It had been somewhat jarring to see Marigold in riding clothes. It was so country and wholesome, but then again, she had grown up here. 
He ran the towel over his hair. The swim had been good – he’d always liked to swim. He’d swim every day if he had access to a pool like that. Cool from the morning air hitting his still damp, chlorine-scented skin, he made his way up the sweeping staircase of the Doyle home to shower and change.
He thought about his encounter with Marigold in the kitchen. She had seemed nervous, and had practically bolted out of the room. Had he made her uncomfortable? Or was she just in a hurry to get out to her horses?
Either way, he’d miss her. Their assignment was over, and yes, he’d probably see her back at D-Line once she was allowed back, but he was disappointed that she’d wanted to discontinue the Julian investigation. He was still convinced of his resolution the night before to continue to look into things.
There was too much that simply didn’t add up. The flights. The money. The phone calls Julian had deleted from his history. Aaron’s caginess. He was definitely hiding something, but what? 
Dressed and absolutely starving, he was relieved to find Peter and Odette in the kitchen with food. 
“Hello, Finn.” Odette gave him a smile. “Breakfast?”
“Good morning, thank you, I’d love some.”
“Nice swim?” Odette raised her eyebrows. 
“Err… yes, I hope that was ok?” He realised he’d not asked to use the pool. Should he have? Had that been taking liberties?
“Of course.” Odette handed him a plate and waved towards the selection of pastries and fruit on the counter. 
“After breakfast, let’s have a look at this stable.” Peter had been reading from his iPad but looked up. “I’d appreciate your advice.”
“That would be fine.” Finn helped himself to a croissant with some sort of cheese in it. Of course, the security issue that Peter had wanted help with. That’s why he was really here, wasn’t it?
Had part of him hoped the invitation had been from Marigold? But it clearly hadn’t. She’d looked shocked the night before when he’d approached her. She hadn’t been expecting him.
He swallowed. Had he overstepped the boundaries somewhat? Perhaps his feelings of guilt at not being able to resolve the issue were more of a feeling of personal rather than professional failure. Had he got a bit too close to the family? Dealing with Will without Marigold’s knowledge? Staying the night? Swimming in their pool? 
Perhaps it was time to return to a purely professional relationship. 
After he ate breakfast, he paused by the painting on the wall that he’d puzzled over the night before. 
He thought of Marigold’s words – to consider how the painting made him feel. He glanced around at the expensive furnishings, chandeliers and stained-glass windows that adorned the Doyle mansion.
He felt like he didn’t belong here. 



Chapter Forty-Two
 
Marigold
 
After her ride, Marigold walked past the staircase and paused as she saw the painting that Finn had been talking about the night before. She’d not looked at it properly in years. She paused and approached it. It was strange. She would agree with him on that. It had always made her feel frustrated as the lines weren’t even. She longed to straighten them up, but she sometimes found that with art. Symmetry was something she strived for, but deep in her heart, she knew that if it had perfect symmetry it would look like wrapping paper. It wouldn’t be art any more. The imperfections were what made it. 
She walked through to the kitchen to see if he was there, to talk about the painting again. 
“You’ve been riding!” Odette gave her a smile. “I’m so pleased.”
“Is Finn here?” 
“No, he had some breakfast and has gone to have a look at the stable with your father. He’s worried about the security gate there.” Odette raised her eyebrows. “Oh, Finn had a swim before that.”
“I know.” 
“He’s much more attractive than I remember him.” Odette brought a coffee cup to her lips. “Very dashing.”
Marigold made a non-committal murmur as she picked up a croissant from a platter on the kitchen bench. She took a bite, feeling her cheeks redden at her earlier, rather undignified, thoughts of Finn. ‘Dashing’ didn’t begin to explain the six-pack he’d been hiding under those suits of his. She wondered if she would be able to look at him in clothes the same way, or would she try some sort of X-ray memory vision to re-imagine what he looked like getting out of the pool.
Stop it! 
“Does he have a girlfriend?” Odette asked.
Marigold swallowed a piece of croissant. “No.” Was her mother trying to set her up with him? She thought back to her mother’s earlier suggestion of an ‘escort’ for the party. Is that why Finn had been invited?
“Good. He shouldn’t be tied down. Men like that shouldn’t.”
“Men like what?” 
Her mother shrugged. “You know, attractive, charming.” She seemed lost in thought for a moment, before snapping her attention back to Marigold. “He certainly seemed to pay a lot of attention to you.”
“Work stuff,” Marigold murmured as she took another bite of her croissant.
Odette gave an exasperated sigh. “Marigold, I don’t understand you. You have a gorgeous man at your side all night and all you want to do is talk about work. If I had a man like Finn paying me that sort of attention, work would be the last thing on my mind.”
“Mum!” Marigold nearly choked. “You shouldn’t be saying things like that! You’re married!”
“Married to a man who only talks about D-Line too. You’re as bad as he is! You need to learn to leave work where it belongs.” 
Marigold had always thought her mother was so supportive of her father’s dedication to D-Line. Or was she?
“Well, until I’m allowed back into the place, I guess I will have to think about other things. And need I remind you that I just lost my husband? I don’t want to date.”
“Marigold, I’m not talking about dating! Of course, you’ll need time before you are ready for that sort of relationship.” Odette’s faced softened. “I’m encouraging you to engage with people in ways beyond work. You might find it helpful as part of the grieving process to make new friends with different interests and hobbies. You have such an interesting personality – you speak French, you know art, you are up-to-date on current events. Perhaps it would be nice to pursue some of those interests further at the moment before you’re thrown back into life at D-Line. Perhaps it would help.”
“I’m fine. I just want my own company,” Marigold said. And maybe Finn’s. He didn’t mind when she spoke about work. She shook off that thought. “I’m going to get dressed.” 
As she trudged upstairs, she noted the painting again. She knew her decision to call off the investigation was right, but she couldn’t help feeling she’d miss having Finn around. And not simply because he was ‘dashing’ as her mother said (though he certainly was) – there was something about talking to him that had made recent events much easier to handle.
***
Safely home from the Gala, she was tucked up that night with a glass of wine on the sofa and watching an infomercial for a sort of ab-cruncher machine that looked quite interesting. Marigold felt her stomach. The Pilates had helped her core. She blushed when she thought of her kiss with Will. She’d not heard from him since the Gala – perhaps the invitation had been all he’d been after.
Was Frederick watching this commercial? He’d always been fit, but she wondered if he exercised anymore. Amelia was an excellent cook, and as he was no longer on the dating scene, perhaps the condition of his ab muscles was of little interest to him. 
She picked up her phone. There was no message from him. She sent him a text. What do you think of the machine? But after 30 minutes of no reply, she gave up on him. Maybe Erin had started sleeping through the night. Lucky for some. 
When would she start sleeping through again? She cricked her neck to the side. She’d hoped that her decision to call off the search might make sleep a little easier to come, but apparently not. She retreated to her room and started to read, feeling herself eventually drift off. 
However, within moments, she was startled awake by her phone beeping. She picked it up but there was no message there. 
But it wasn’t her phone at all. It was Julian’s. It was in the bedside table on his side of the bed. She opened the drawer to look at it. Quite frankly, she had forgotten about it. It was surprising the battery was still hanging in there. She hadn’t charged it since Finn had returned it to her.
She read the message, letting out a gasp. 
Julian, I need to see you. 1 pm tomorrow? The apartment? I miss you. Kisses, S



Chapter Forty-Three
 
Marigold
 
Marigold stared at the phone. I need to see you. 1 pm tomorrow? The apartment? I miss you. Kisses, S
There was no name stored with the number. Just an initial. S. Who was S?
Her stomach churned and her hand shook as she picked up her own phone and rang Finn.
“Marigold?” he answered, once again sounding awake and alert despite the late hour. “Are you ok?”
“A message just came in on Julian’s phone.” She could hear her voice shaking. “It’s from someone who wants to meet him at the apartment.” 
“Can you read me the message?” 
She swallowed. Or tried to swallow. That was proving difficult.
“Marigold, what did the message say?” she heard Finn repeat. His voice was low and calm. It was comforting how in-control he sounded. 
She held up the phone and read out the message. 
Finn made a noise that sounded as if he was clearing his throat. “The letter S?”
“Do you think this person wrote that card?” She remembered the card that Finn had picked out – the one thanking Julian for his help. 
“Is the number saved in his phone?”
“No.”
“What about call history or text history?” he asked.
“I haven’t looked.”
“Do you want me to come over?” 
She did. She really did. But she couldn’t drag him over at this hour. “It’s late, it’s nearly midnight. I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have called you this late. It could have waited until the morning.”
“No, you did the right thing. This is one of the best leads we’ve had.”
“But, I’m done. At least I thought I was.” She brought her hand to her forehead and pinched the skin between her eyes. “Who is this?” She heard the pitch of her voice rise as panic slowly started to rise in her chest. She was being pulled right back to where she had been a few weeks earlier, with the terrifying thoughts and scary assumptions. 
“Marigold, would you like me to come over? Or would you like to try to get some sleep and we can work out a plan first thing?”
“I won’t be able to sleep.” There was no way on earth she could sleep after receiving this. Who sent it? It was clearly from someone who wanted to kiss her husband. A mistress? A one-night stand looking for another catch-up? “I’d like you to come over, but it’s so late.”
“I’m on my way. Put the phone down. Don’t answer the text or call the number. I’ll be there soon and we’ll sort this out.”
She put aside the phone and tried to concentrate on the spy novel, but she couldn’t. She picked up her own phone and Googled the number but no matches came up. Who was messaging Julian? How did they not know he’d passed away?
After reading the same paragraph three times and still having no idea what it said, she heard a knock at the door, followed by Finn’s clear voice. “It’s me.” 
She opened the door. He looked casual, unshaven, in jeans and a button-down shirt, rolled up at the sleeves. The shirt looked creased, as though it had been hanging over a chair and thrown on hurriedly. He’d probably been in bed when she called. “I’m so sorry, I shouldn’t have called you. We can deal with this tomorrow.”
“It’s not a problem, Marigold.” He gave her arm a comforting squeeze. “Where’s the phone?”
She pointed up to indicate her room and headed towards the stairs. 
“I’ll wait here,” he said. 
She retrieved the phone, handing it to him when she reached the bottom of the stairs. 
He scrolled through the phone while she walked into the kitchen and started to make a cup of tea. “This is one of the numbers I was confused about. It was on his phone records but not in the phone. I tried to call it a few times but just got a voicemail message.” 
Her heart lurched. “There was a record of it on his bill but not in his phone? Like he’d deleted it in case I went snooping?”
Finn furrowed his brow. “I don’t know.”
“How do they not know he’s dead? It’s been nearly two months.”
“I tried to call that number a couple of times, but it went straight to voicemail. Maybe they lost their phone or were overseas for a while.” 
 “Maybe.” Something about this didn’t feel right. “What do we do?”
“We have a couple of options. One: we can ignore this and stay on the original plan that you were never going to know what Julian wanted with the apartment and it will stay that way.”
Marigold ran her hands through her hair. “No. I need to know who S is. I don’t think I can ignore it.”
“Ok. Second option: I can investigate the number and see what I can turn up. But there are no guarantees we will find out much – it may be unregistered, it may be registered to someone else. And in any case that’ll take some time – more than before one o’clock tomorrow. Third option.” He held up three fingers as if to signpost his steps. “I call this person now, from Julian’s phone, and see if they pick up.”
Marigold weighed up the option momentarily. “But they could hang up when they realise it’s not him, and then screen or block our numbers, and we could be no closer, unless you can track the number.”
Finn nodded. “It’s a risky strategy. We could find out things straight away, or we could scare them off.”
“No. What else?” She pulled her arms around herself, realising her teeth were chattering. 
Finn hesitated. “Option Four. We text back as if we were Julian. Say that the meeting is fine and then wait there at one o’clock and see who turns up and speak to them. But, I can do that. There’s no need for you to be there.”
“No, I want to be there.”
Finn tilted his head to the side. “Are you sure? We don’t know who this is or what they might want. We assume that they don’t know that Julian is dead, but what if they do and it’s a scam? Trying to extort money or something? This isn’t exactly uncommon with your family’s wealth and profile. If you’re there, I’m potentially putting you in the middle of something.”
She shook her head. “I doubt that.” 
“But we had those payments.” 
Marigold pulled her arms around herself more tightly in an attempt to stop the chattering of her teeth. “No. I don’t think this message has anything to do with money. It’s personal.”
Finn exhaled and ran a hand through his hair, before nodding. 
“You’re the boss, but I’m in charge of this. Think of it as an operation. If at any moment I don’t think it is safe for you, you need to listen to me. I don’t want you arguing with me. If I tell you to go or stay in the car, you do that, ok?”
She nodded. She was the boss, of course she was, but all the same, there was something comforting about knowing that Finn was in control.



Chapter Forty-Four
 
Finn
 
Julian. Finn had never liked him. Surely this message all but confirmed that he’d been seeing someone else on the side. How dare he do that to Marigold? He could easily kill him if he wasn’t already dead.
He knocked on Marigold’s door the next morning. He’d not had a wink of sleep, worrying about today. Was this wise? He was worried he was putting her in danger, but she was so determined. 
Or was she? As soon as she saw him, she picked up her handbag and marched out to the car. Her walk and posture looked full of bravado, but Finn wasn’t quite buying into the act. It was her eyes. They looked wider than normal – like they had the other day when she and Finn had packed up the apartment. They betrayed her cool and confident act. 
They drove to the apartment and parked out at the front. They didn’t know if this person had a key. It seemed unlikely, given they’d located all the keys given to Julian with the apartment, but that didn’t mean he hadn’t had another one cut. They’d decided to wait outside, and then, as the time approached, Marigold would wait outside the apartment door and Finn would wait in the foyer. That was the only way through to the apartment, so he’d see anyone who arrived. 
It was still early so they sat in the car for the moment. Silently, they both stared at the front entrance. 
“What are we waiting for?” Marigold asked him eventually. “What am I about to find out?” 
The worried look on her face tugged at his heartstrings. It reminded him of the look on Tamsyn’s face when he turned up at their house after the siege. She knew that bad news was coming. 
“We’ll see.”
“It won’t be good.”
Without saying anything, he slipped his hand onto hers. She looked at it for a moment and he considered pulling away. Had he crossed the line? He was about to pull his hand back when she flipped her palm over and squeezed his hand. 
She was nervous. Just like the night at the Gala. Her breathing was shallow, and a couple of times she grasped his hand quite firmly despite the fact it was shaking. He hated Julian for putting her through this. 
“You know, when I first met you, what I used to call you to myself?” he asked, as lightly and conversationally as he could, as though they were simply two people waiting for a bus or in the queue at the bank. 
She looked at him, the worried expression making way for one of startle. “What?” 
“Uptown Girl.” He gave her a grin, which to his relief, she returned. It was a risky move, but hopefully it paid off. 
“Like the Billy Joel song?” she asked, narrowing her eyes. 
“Like the song.” 
“And what was that? A compliment, or were you being sarcastic about my job and money and all the family stuff?” 
Finn shook his head. “A compliment. I was intimidated by you.”
Marigold cocked her head towards him. “No, you weren’t. You’ve taken down drug rings and armed suspects and God-knows-what that the public isn’t allowed to know about.”
“That’s different. They trained us how to deal with those situations. No-one trains you for being completely intimidated by your boss who runs a massive transport company, is whip-smart and looks like Audrey Hepburn. That is intimidating.”
He glanced sideways and saw her look down and blush. He’d not seen her do that before, but it was sweet. It was nice to see a different side to her. Not that he didn’t like the tougher, businesslike Marigold, but he liked seeing the different parts of her personality, especially the parts that she seemed desperate to hide from people. 
“I’m not always very… ummm… good at making people feel comfortable. Julian or Frederick or Rose pull me up sometimes. Well, Julian used to,” she said, fixing her eyes back to the apartment building. “Perhaps he found someone, maybe this ‘S’, who he did feel more comfortable around.”
A little bolt of rage hit him. How dare Julian cause her to feel this way? She was incredible. 
“I feel comfortable with you, and you’re not responsible for the way other people feel. You can’t control that.”
“Perhaps not, but maybe sometimes I’m not the most considerate of people.”
Sure, she was brusque sometimes, but he’d not seen her be cruel. “You were nice to me when I had that migraine. You worry about your family, especially your siblings.” 
Marigold appeared to blush again. “I’m actually a little jealous of them. They both won the lottery in the personality stakes. They’re both so jovial and fun. People just like them. People are drawn to them.”
Her siblings were more outgoing than she was, but she possessed a magnetism. “People are drawn to you.”
“They are because they have to be. If people like me, it’s because they have to. I’m the boss.”
Was he about to cross yet another line? But he wanted to say this, even so. “No. I don’t have to like you, but I do.”
For the thousandth time in recent days, he considered what it would be like to lean over and kiss her. But at that moment he saw a woman, young and pretty, sail up the stairs at the front of the building. She pushed the buzzer, but when she didn’t get a response, she picked up her phone. 
Julian’s phone performed a merry jig across the dashboard. They both stared at it for a moment. 
“You ok?” Finn asked. “Do you want to stay in the car? I can speak to her.” 
Marigold shook her head. Her eyes were focused, and the soft moment of a few seconds ago was gone. 
“No, I want to know.” Her voice was determined. She unclicked her seat belt, her eyes unmoving from the woman.
Finn opened his door and climbed out. Marigold followed. 
“Looking for someone?” Marigold called out.
The girl spun around with a shocked look on her face. “Marigold!” 
Finn looked over to Marigold, who turned pale. 
“How do you know my name?” Marigold asked. She looked towards Finn as if for guidance, but he had none to offer. Who on earth was this? How did she know who Marigold was, if Marigold knew nothing of her?
The girl dropped her shoulders and looked at Marigold tearfully. 
“Julian told me all about you.”



Chapter Forty-Five
 
Marigold
 
“Julian told you about me?” Marigold stared at the girl. “Who are you?”
“Sasha.”
“Sasha,” Marigold repeated. 
“Where’s Julian?” Sasha crossed her arms and looked around awkwardly.
Marigold glanced at Finn. She’d momentarily forgotten that the text message indicated that Sasha didn’t know that Julian had died. She mentally pleaded with him to say something. She really didn’t want to have to tell her husband’s mistress (or whatever she was) that Julian was dead. 
Exactly how many terrible moments did his death have to throw at her? 
“Julian died,” Finn said, matter-of-factly, just as if someone had asked him the time. But the tone didn’t matter. Much to Marigold’s relief, he was going to help her handle this. Thank goodness for Finn. 
“What?” The colour drained from Sasha’s face. “When? How?” She looked pale, and her knees seemed to buckle as she brought a hand to her temple.
Finn leaned forward and grabbed her arm to steady her. “About two months ago,” he told her. 
“Two months?” She looked startled before fumbling through her bag and holding up her mobile phone. “But I got this message last night.”
“That was us,” Marigold said. “We got your message, and we wanted to know who you were and why you were seeing Julian here.” 
“He’s dead?” Sasha looked as if she was going to cry. “I can’t believe it. What happened to him?”
“He had a heart attack,” Finn replied, just as matter-of-factly as he had earlier. 
Tears trickled down Sasha’s pretty face. She muttered the normal response: he was so young and healthy, and everything else that others had said.
“What was your relationship with him? Were you having an affair?” Marigold asked. 
Sasha shook her head, wiping away a tear, leaving streaky mascara on her hand. “No, not really.”
Not really? Something about that didn’t quite sound convincing. 
“But you met him here,” Marigold pressed. “How often?”
“Every few weeks, I guess. We used to talk.”
“Talk?” Finn seemed surprised. 
Marigold hadn’t pegged Finn as a cuddle-in-bed-and-talk sort of bloke. But Julian had been more sensitive. He was more open about his feelings. At least, Marigold had thought so. 
Sasha blushed.
Marigold shut her eyes. She had her answer. Sasha’s reddening cheeks told her everything she needed to know. Julian had slept with Sasha. 
“I’m so sorry,” Sasha whispered. “I never meant to hurt anyone, I just…” 
Marigold opened her eyes to look directly at Sasha’s, which were quickly filling with tears. 
“There’s a café down the road. Maybe we can talk there.” Sasha looked at Marigold, a sad look on her face. 
They walked silently down the road and Sasha pointed out a small café. Finn took care of the orders while Marigold sat down and inspected Sasha. She was pretty, if you liked that sort of thing. Blonde hair, tanned, big blue eyes. She never thought that Julian had a penchant for blondes, but Sasha was as blonde as they came. Marigold ran an eye along Sasha’s figure. How long were her legs, exactly? Tiny waist. A pang of jealousy quickly made way for anger. 
Julian. What had he been thinking? It was so obvious. She really thought Julian had more character than to jump into bed with such a Barbie-Doll type. She always thought he fancied her look. Subtle, less overtly sexy, far less makeup, far more conservative necklines. 
But clearly not. 
Finn sat next to Marigold as a waiter brought drinks over. Marigold couldn’t remember if she had told him what she wanted, but then again, she didn’t even know what she wanted. What drink was most appropriate to have whilst you listened to the sordid details of what your late husband had been up to with someone else?
An espresso materialised in front of Marigold and she shot Finn a grateful look. He’d remembered how she liked her coffee. 
Sasha looked between them, tears smudging her mascara. “I can’t believe he’s gone.” She clutched her drink with both hands. Her hands were jittery, causing a little of her coffee to spill down the side of her mug. 
“How did you know him?” Marigold demanded. Where had he met Sasha? Trawling bars? Tinder? Was she an ‘intern’ he’d met through legal circles? 
“We were on that flight together.” Sasha set her cup down and looked between Finn and Marigold. 
There was silence. Marigold felt Finn’s eyes on her. He clearly didn’t know what on earth Sasha was talking about either. 
“What flight?” Finn asked.
Marigold shot him a grateful look. She was so thankful he seemed to know exactly what to ask. 
“The flight.” Sasha looked at them again, in surprise, as though it was all so obvious.
“I’m sorry, I’m lost. What flight are you talking about?” Marigold asked. 
“A Sydney flight?” Finn suggested.
Sasha grabbed her napkin and started twisting it around her hand, a worried look on her face. “About four or five months ago, there was a flight that had an emergency landing halfway between Melbourne and Sydney. It was on the news.”
Marigold shook her head. “Julian was on a flight that had an emergency landing?” 
“It was my first week on the job. I’m a flight attendant.”
Of course you are. Marigold closed her eyes for a moment. Julian had been hanging out with a pretty trolley dolly. What was it about her that had got him hot under the collar? The uniform? The impeccable hairstyles? The ability to serve excellent drinks?
“And I was a bit freaked out, but trying really hard to put on a professional face,” Sasha continued. “Julian’s seat was right near mine at the front, just opposite where we sit, and I guess I wasn’t doing a very good job of looking calm. He spoke to me and tried to distract me, and I was so grateful to him. A near-death experience on your first week on the job was pretty hard to deal with, but I got through it because of him.”
“He was very calming.” Marigold said. Her husband had a ‘near-death experience’, as Sasha put it, and he’d not even mentioned it to his wife?
“He was. Anyway, we got talking, and a week later, he was on my next flight.”
“To Sydney?” Finn asked.
“Yes. I thought it was fate, and then I realised he was married and figured that nothing would happen. But he slipped me his number.”
Marigold’s heart skipped a beat. Julian had instigated things. Had he done this before? Or was Sasha particularly desirable? Or had they bonded over the experience of the emergency landing?
“The more experienced flight attendants warned me about men slipping us their numbers, and even though I knew he was married and nothing could happen, I did want to speak to him again. He was just so lovely, so I rang him and we had coffee.”
“Did you give him a pair of cufflinks?” Finn asked.
Sasha looked at him, surprised. She nodded. “Yes, to say thank you for helping me on that flight.”
“Propellers.” Marigold had almost forgotten about those.
“Yes. How did you know?”
“They were in his drawer at work. There was a note from an ‘S’.”
“That was from me, too.” She looked down. “I’m sorry, Marigold. I knew he was married but I really did like him a lot.”
“And you slept with him?” Marigold asked.
Sasha took a sip of her drink: a frothy-looking cappuccino with a lovely flower on top created out of chocolate powder. Finn really had ordered the right drinks. A simple strong espresso for the widow, and a pretty chocolatey fantasy creation for the mistress. 
“Just once.”
“Just once,” Marigold repeated. Just? As though that made it not so bad, or not quite adultery.
“He was so stressed about the complaint. And one night, one thing led to another—” 
“What complaint?” Finn interrupted, cocking his head to the side in his English Pointer look. 
Sasha winced and took another sip of her pretty drink, as if for courage. She swallowed and replaced her cup on the saucer.
Answer the question! Marigold watched this routine with frustration. “Complaint? What complaint?” she asked Sasha. 
“I don’t know the ins and outs of it exactly – when he spoke lawyer things, I’d get a little confused – but basically, he had a client who didn’t win their case and they blamed him.”
Finn furrowed his brow. “Blamed him how?”
“Exactly. Cases don’t always go the client’s way,” Marigold added.
Sasha took another sip from her cup. “I asked him the same thing, but he said that perhaps he should have done more. They were going to complain.”
“A formal complaint?” There was a process for reporting the conduct of barristers, but it was for serious misconduct. 
Sasha nodded. “And he was worried it would cause you problems, and your family. The client knew this, and Julian thought they were exploiting the fact that he was married to you and that your family would want to avoid scandal. So they were blackmailing him.”
“The money.” Finn looked at Marigold. “That’s what it was for.”
That made sense as to what had happened to the sums of cash Finn had found unaccounted for. And little wonder there was no trace of them, if he was handing them over to someone under the table. Oh, Julian. Marigold felt her heart sink. This sort of thing could have got him disbarred. How could he have been so reckless? He should have let the client make the complaint and fought it, rather than giving into them. It was so unlike him. 
“So he talked to you about this.” Marigold sat back in her chair and crossed her arms. Her husband, who she thought was a brilliant barrister, was being blackmailed by a client and she hadn’t heard a word from him about it – but he’d told Sasha. 
“He was stressed. Sometimes we’d have dinner or just chat.”
“And you met here?” Perhaps it explained the proximity of the apartment to the airport. Easier for him to catch up with Sasha. 
“Sometimes.” She blushed and looked down. “I hadn’t spoken to him in ages – after that night when we… you know, he said he needed to think about things. We agreed to take some time apart, but yesterday, I just couldn’t take it. I was so desperate to see him.” Her eyes filled with tears. “I wanted to see if he’d made any decisions.”
“Decisions?”
“He said that he loved you, Marigold, but he didn’t feel like you had a marriage. He felt like you were a business partner and a good friend.”
A business partner? A good friend? That was how he saw her? “Was he going to leave me?” she asked quietly. 
Tears formed in Sasha’s eyes. “He still wasn’t sure. He got the apartment while he figured things out. He said he tried to talk you into counselling but you didn’t agree.”
“What?” Julian had never suggested counselling. “He never said anything…” Oh. The thought hit her. He’d mentioned something about seeing some therapist, but he’d been so vague that she’d thought it was more of a general thing. Like a check-up or a car service. Not an ‘I’m-thinking-of-leaving-you-because-our-marriage-is-like-a-business-arrangement’ counselling session.
But clearly, it had been. And she’d not paid any attention. 



Chapter Forty-Six
 
Finn
 
Finn drove Marigold back to her house. She stared out of the car window and was silent. He made a move to turn on the radio, but she cleared her throat and shook her head, so he pulled his hand back to the wheel. Their nice little chat before meeting Sasha felt like a million years ago. 
“He cheated on me,” she said, finally as he pulled the car into the driveway. 
“I’m sorry you had to hear all that.”
“He slept with another woman, he had a secret apartment, he was plotting to leave me, and he was being blackmailed by a client. And I was only focused on a business merger. What the hell is wrong with me?” 
She said this with such detachment, as though she was running through a shopping list, though each word made him angrier. How dare Julian do this to her? 
“This isn’t your fault,” Finn said firmly. 
“Oh, and apart from the merger, I seemingly made him so ashamed of gaining a couple of kilos, he started binge-eating chocolate in secret and taking diet pills at work, which probably caused his heart attack. If he was ashamed about eating some extra chocolate, no wonder he didn’t tell me about the potential malpractice.”
She opened the door and climbed out. He followed her to the door as she unlocked it, her hand shaking as she did.
“You didn’t cause his heart attack,” he said. 
“I didn’t help it.”
“Marigold, this isn’t your fault.” 
She shook her head as she unlocked the front door of her house. “Of course it is. Everything I touch is a disaster. Just ask my dad.”
“That’s not true. Your dad relies on you.”
“Not lately.” They walked through into the foyer of her house where she put her handbag down. She turned to him, tears in her eyes. “And she was so obvious, yeah? Blonde, blue eyes, 22 years old. Seriously, the typical mistress.”
She clearly needed to have a rant about Sasha and he’d let her get it off her chest. He’d say nothing.
“You thought she was beautiful, didn’t you?” She looked at him, almost accusatorially. 
There was no good answer to that. No-one would say Sasha was unattractive. He didn’t want to be busted lying. “It doesn’t matter what I thought.”
She scoffed. “Of course you did. I bet she’d be just your type.” There was a bitterness to her tone. “And I get it, I do. She’s all cute and blonde and smiley with her pert little figure and big blue eyes. But Julian? No, I didn’t think Julian would ever go for that sort of thing. I thought he had more class.”
More class? Finn felt a stab of heat in his chest. Had she just insulted him? That finding Sasha attractive meant he was without class? Or that somehow Marigold and Julian were of a higher class than himself? 
“What does that mean?”
“What it means. Julian wasn’t the sort of guy to have a one-night stand with some stewardess he met on a plane.”
“And men like me, what? That’s all we want?” 
Marigold stared at him, a puzzled look on her face. “No. I’m not saying that. You don’t understand what it’s like, the life Julian and I had. The life I thought he wanted, where we achieved things.”
He took a step closer to her. “Why wouldn’t I understand?” He narrowed his eyes. “Because I don’t have the fancy degrees that he did, or the money? Well, I’ll tell you what, Uptown Girl, I may not have had any of that, but I wouldn’t do anything like what he did. He was a gutless coward who ran off and hid rather than face his own wife. He was a liar and a cheat. He was pathetic.”
“Don’t you dare say that about him,” she whispered. 
“What? You’re defending him?” Finn couldn’t believe this. What was she doing defending that liar? He was about to say this, but paused as it felt as if a giant switch had just been turned on inside his brain. 
As much as he’d tried to deny it, the reality was that for months now, he’d been incurably jealous of a dead man. 
 



Chapter Forty-Seven
 
Marigold
 
They faced each other, the buzzing in her ears becoming more intense as she felt her heart race. Finn had stepped in closer to her, as if to challenge her on her points. 
“You don’t understand,” she said.
“Maybe I understand more than you think. Maybe you don’t understand the sort of life you were leading here with him. Clearly one he didn’t want to be a part of any more but didn’t have the guts to actually leave.”
“How dare you? You don’t know the first thing about me,” she whispered. Her life was not perfect. 
“Oh, don’t I? Miss Marigold Agnes Doyle, born 10 July to Peter Michael Doyle and Odette Marie Doyle, née Guilian. Sister of Frederick and Rose. Educated at only one of the most expensive and exclusive girls’ schools in Melbourne, Law/Commerce at Melbourne University, a charmed career in Daddy’s transport and logistics empire. Married Julian on the 29th
of September at the Cathedral in Bendigo, officiated by the Bishop, of course, and a reception at the Doyle’s Mulberry Estate where guests were treated to a seven-course meal by a chef flown in from Paris, and you wore a Vivienne Westwood couture gown. You never go to bed before eleven o’clock, you run on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays. You drink a blend of coffee called Romano, and the only champagne you drink is Veuve. Your housekeeper comes Tuesdays and Thursdays. Your gardener likes to listen to Talkback Radio while he tends the box hedges. Is that enough for you, Uptown Girl? I know you better than you know yourself.”
“How do you know all this?” she whispered.
“Because I’m always being sent to watch you. I’m meant to be keeping an eye on you now, to make sure you’re ok, but instead I’m searching for clues about your husband. Not to mention the times last year when I sat every day outside this house, watching you and that husband of yours for weeks on end. And you know what? Both of you were so wrapped up in your own little lives that you never even noticed me.”
“What?” What on earth was he talking about? “Watching me now?”
“Your dad asked me to check in to make sure you were ok.” 
“And last year, why were you watching me?”
“You were being stalked by a crazed ex-employee who was trying to get revenge on you for sacking him. Your father hired me to watch you, to make sure he didn’t attack you, until the police could lay charges.”
“What? Why didn’t my dad tell me?” she demanded. 
 “Because I seem to be the go-to person. Any little problem, your family gets me on to it, sitting outside your house, checking up on you or running around checking out someone Frederick was seeing or Rose knows. Why don’t you just talk to each other instead of hiring private investigators to find dirt on each other?”
She crossed her arms. “You should go.”
“Oh, I’m going.” He marched to the door. “I told you from the start that you might find out stuff you didn’t want to know, but you had to go ahead, didn’t you? You couldn’t help yourself. So now you know that your husband was a pathetic coward.”
“Don’t you dare say that!”
“It’s the truth,” he growled. 
“You will never work for our family again!”
“Fine!” He slammed the door behind him with such force that one of the lamps on her hall table rattled as she collapsed onto the floor. Every single fear she’d had, ever since the day she’d found out about the apartment, had come true. 



Chapter Forty-Eight
 
Finn
 
Finn sat in his car and hit the steering wheel with his fist. What a disaster. He’d just potentially lost his biggest source of income. 
Marigold would tell Peter what had happened, and Peter would be furious Finn hadn’t told him about the investigation into the apartment. He was meant to be looking out for Marigold, after all.
Not to mention what he’d said about the family spying on one another. Charming. That was a brilliant way to repay the faith and support he’d received from them. 
He sank his head onto the steering wheel. He was usually so restrained. He’d been trained to keep his thoughts and feelings to himself. Where had that vanished to ten minutes earlier?
He should have just shut up. He shouldn’t have got involved. He should have just nodded and done what he’d do for any client, and then end it. Telling her about the inquest, about Simon, letting her come with him to visit his mum, going to Mulberry that weekend… It had clouded things. 
The truth was, he’d become too attracted. But was attracted even the word? Was he love with Marigold? No. He couldn’t be. He swallowed. Lust? Well, yes, he did think she was gorgeous, but it was the wanting to support her. Not take care of her, she didn’t need that, but supporting her and wanting her to know that whatever her husband had done, it wasn’t her fault. Julian hadn’t appreciated how lucky he’d been. 
The steering wheel received another whack from his fist as he tried to force her from his mind. He knew it wasn’t simply frustration about losing a client, it was the fact that he might never get to see her again. Annoyingly, that fear was stronger than he had thought it would be.
He looked back at her house. Should he go in and apologise? He had been out of line with some of those comments, but the anger in her voice and coldness of her eyes made him pause. 
He exhaled as he turned the ignition over. Perhaps it was for the best. If he was starting to develop feelings for her, perhaps it was best to say goodbye to the Doyles and put this chapter behind him. 
As he drove, he considered his other clients. There was work to do for them. One, in particular, he’d been ignoring a little lately, but he needed to get back on track with that, especially if Marigold’s threat materialised. And why wouldn’t it? That fight had been awful. You didn’t speak that way to a client, and it was hardly as if another security consultant wouldn’t give a kidney for the opportunity to take his place. 
It was definitely time to sever ties with the Doyles, cut his losses and move on. And try his best to put Marigold from his mind. 



Chapter Forty-Nine
 
Marigold
 
Marigold unlocked the apartment and walked in. This apartment, that had caused her so much pain. This damned apartment, that if Julian had never taken, perhaps she’d never have known about Sasha or the blackmail or any of this pain. The apartment he’d hidden from her. Snuck off to in order to escape from his horrible wife. The house that she’d commandeered and made all the decisions about. The company that she loved more than anyone or anything.
She looked at the sofa. Finn had said it was comfortable. Had Julian especially bought a comfortable sofa compared to the one at their house? Was it an act of rebellion against the lovely designer one she’d picked out, or was it a sign of freedom for him – freedom from her, freedom from uncomfortable furniture?
Did he kiss Sasha on that sofa? Did he talk about his feelings there? Feelings that she never listened to? Or did he just sit there eating the foods she’d banned, while reading spy novels and watching television? 
That bloody sofa. 
She walked over to it and kicked it. And then kicked it again. It failed to do any damage. She gave it another kick, this time stubbing her toe on it. She hopped up and down, holding her toe, wincing in pain.
And still, the sofa sat there. No damage. No pain. She started hurling her fists at it, screaming abuse at it at the top of her lungs. 
Hanging her head, she leaned against it. Her heart was beating quickly, yet she didn’t feel better. It was still no good. It wasn’t helping. She looked around. She needed revenge, and this was the only way she could think of to get back at Julian. 
She spied the light fitting. It was hideous. IKEA-ish. Taunting her. She picked up one of the cushions from the sofa and started hitting at it like a piñata. Except instead of candy, out came shards of glass as she hit. 
A voice interrupted her. “What the hell is going on here? What’s all this screaming and yelling?”
Marigold turned. Oh great. Active Wear Leonie. She should have locked the door behind her. 
Did Julian sleep with her too? Maybe he did. And who could blame him? Clearly Marigold was a cold fish who treated him like a business partner compared to all these lovely women he had at every turn, even if this one did wear active wear. 
“None of your business,” she said sharply.
“This is Julian’s apartment. What are you doing in here?” Leonie demanded. “Who are you?”
“Julian was my husband. He’s dead.”
“What?” Leonie brought her hand to her mouth. “When did this happen?”
“It doesn’t matter. Can you leave me alone?”
“Leave you alone to do what? Smash the place up?”
“Yes.” Marigold took another swing at the light fitting with the cushion, a shard of glass falling down.
“Stop it! You’ll hurt yourself!” Leonie tried to grab her arms. “Look, you’re bleeding!” she gasped.
Marigold looked down, and watched as blood trickled to the floor, before the world went black.



Chapter Fifty
 
Finn
 
“I hear you brought a woman over to meet Mum.” Finn’s sister, Gretel, poked him in the ribs.
Finn looked over at his mother, who was in the kitchen, stirring something on the stove. He suspected she was deliberately applying an extremely high-level extra focus to the task to remove herself from the conversation. 
“Why did you tell her? She’s not my girlfriend, she’s my client.” Or was his client, until she sacked him. 
“Oooohhh, client. Some rich housewife whose husband is playing away and getting you to photograph it all?” This was no better than when he was a teenager and his sisters would poke fun at him about some girl in his class who had a crush on him. 
“What exactly do you think I do?” he asked. “I’m a security consultant, not a Peeping Tom.”
“Who was it?” Gretel pushed.
“Marigold Doyle,” he muttered. 
Gretel’s mouth fell open. “She owns that transport company, doesn’t she? Aren’t her family, like, billionaires?”
“Not quite. Look, it’s none of your business. I’m not discussing it.”

“She was beautiful,” his mother chimed in. 
He shot his mum a glare.
Gretel gasped. “So your new girlfriend is rich and gorgeous? Jackpot!”
“She’s not my girlfriend. She’s my client. Can you please stop? What’s wrong with you?” His sister was married, had a job, a mortgage and children, yet she was behaving like a teenager. 
“Why did you bring her here? Is Mum your new business partner? You could send her on a stakeout!” Gretel laughed. 
“I was helping her with something when Mum texted me about the kitchen tap. It was quicker for me to bring Marigold with me while I fixed it as we weren’t far from here. Besides, I won’t be seeing her again.”
“Was it just?” Gretel looked at him sceptically. “Would you bring all your clients home to meet Mum while you fixed a tap?”
He wouldn’t. And that was the problem. 
Thankfully at that point a high-pitched disagreement between his niece and nephew erupted from the living room, and Gretel rose to sort it out. He stood up and started to pull bowls and spoons from the cupboards and drawers ready for dinner. 
“I’m sorry, Finn. I shouldn’t have said anything. I forget how your sisters loved to tease you when you were younger, and clearly still do.” His mum sighed. “What do you mean, you won’t see her again?”
“Job ended.” He wasn’t lying exactly. 
“But you could still see her. She liked you, I could tell.”
“She’s just lost her husband. She’s not seeing anyone, I wouldn’t imagine. Besides, she wouldn’t be interested in me like that. Do you want me to dish that up for you?” He pointed at the soup his mother was stirring.
She handed him the ladle. “You deserve some happiness.”
“So does she.”
“And she couldn’t get that with you?” 
Finn spooned soup into a bowl. “No. I don’t belong in their world.”
“Because they’re wealthy? That doesn’t make them better.”
“No, but she would never see me like that. Can you hand me another bowl, please?”
His mother gave a reconciled nod and looked at him with those sad eyes she made at him sometimes. The same ones as when he’d told her that things were over with Zara, or the same ones as when he’d told her about the inquest being re-opened. The look he knew that she gave him when she worried about him but there wasn’t anything she could do. 
There was no way on earth that anything could ever happen with Marigold. She’d made that clear, and it was for the best.
***
Driving home after dinner, he heard his phone ringing. He hit a button on his dash to activate the Bluetooth.
“Oh, Finn? It’s Leonie. We met a little while ago when you were trying to find out about your friend, Julian? I’m so sorry to tell you this but I’ve just heard he’s passed away.”
Finn considered this for a moment. He’d not run into Leonie during any of his latest visits. The neighbours still must not have realised Julian had died. Until now. How did Leonie find this out? 
“Oh, no. What happened to him?” He kept up the pretence. 
Leonie exhaled. “I don’t know. I haven’t seen him in ages, but I heard all this yelling and swearing and commotion from his apartment. I went to the door and it was open, and inside was that woman. Remember the one I told you about? The thin one in the expensive clothes? She was there.”
She must mean Marigold. She’d told him Marigold had knocked on her door. 
“And she was destroying a light fitting, smashing it to smithereens – there was glass everywhere.”
Finn nearly veered off the road. Fearing for his own safety, and those of other motorists, he pulled over into a side street and parked. “She what?” he asked in disbelief. 
“I managed to stop her, but she fainted. I called an ambulance as there was so much blood and they took her to hospital.”
“Which one?” Finn’s heart was in his mouth. He shouldn’t have left Marigold like he had earlier. She’d been emotional and distressed and her world had been turned upside down. What had he been thinking, starting a fight with her and then walking out? Shame engulfed him. He’d let her down, and he’d let Peter down. 
“The Alfred, I think.”
“Thanks Leonie.” He hung up despite the fact that Leonie was still talking about how shocked she was to hear about Julian. 
He didn’t care. He had to get to Marigold. 



Chapter Fifty-One
 
Marigold
 
Marigold woke with a start, and for a moment had no idea where she was. The room was cold and the bed was hard, but when she saw the blood pressure cuff, she realised she was in hospital.
Hospital? What was she doing here? She sat up, a slight dizziness hitting her head and she lay back down again.
“Hello?” she called out. “Hello?”
A nurse appeared. “Ms Doyle. How are you feeling?”
“Confused. Why am I here?”
“You bumped your head. Your husband is here.”
“My what?” Marigold asked. Was this a cruel joke, or had she just dreamt the last few months? “I don’t have a…” She looked up to see Finn standing there. “Husband.”
“I’ll get a doctor,” the nurse said and left. 
“I’m sorry, it was the easiest way to get to see you,” Finn said. “Are you ok?”
“What happened?” she asked tentatively. “What am I doing here?”
Finn sat down in a chair next to the bed. “There was an incident at the apartment. You cut yourself pretty badly, you passed out and hit your head, and you were brought here by ambulance.”
A flood of memories came streaming back to her. The disagreement with Leonie. Trashing the light fitting. It was like watching some crazy movie. But it was her life. “Oh.” 
Finn frowned and looked down at his hands, before suddenly looking back up to her. “I shouldn’t have stormed out of your house and left you like that. You’d just had an enormous shock, and I fought with you and then took off. That was wrong.”
She looked down. “No, I lost the plot. It’s not your fault.”
A nurse bustled in, disrupting their conversation, with a doctor in tow. Finn excused himself while they undertook a series of checks. 
She asked when she could go home, but they wanted to do further checks. Between them, Finn would pop back to her, and a stern-looking police officer stopped by to issue her with a warning over her behaviour at the apartment. She wondered if a warning was all she was going to get, had she not seen Finn discreetly chatting to the officer beforehand. 
The hours passed. Finn waited next to her, but finally she was given the all-clear to go, on the provision she had someone to take her home and stay with her for a few hours in case she became dizzy.
“Do you want me to call your parents?” Finn asked.
Marigold shook her head. “I don’t want them to know about any of this. May I ask you to take me home, please?”
He nodded and he drove her home. “I’ll get your car from the apartment later,” he said as she settled onto the sofa at her house. “You shouldn’t be driving for the next day or so, to be on the safe side.”
She nodded. It was strange how ok she was with him taking charge of things for her. It was getting late, so he ordered some take-away for them. She was surprisingly hungry. 
 “This is good,” she said, twirling noodles around her chopsticks. “Really good, actually. I’ve never had anything from that restaurant before.”
He expertly moved his chopsticks around his plate, scooping up a snow pea. “I got addicted last year when I was tailing you and Julian.”
She let out a sigh. It was still hard to reconcile the fact that she’d been in danger and never known it. Her father loved her so much that he’d clearly wanted her protected. She glanced over at Finn. And when it came to protecting her, Finn was expert. 
“I can’t believe we never saw you,” she said. “How long did you watch us for?”
“Weeks. Maybe I’m better at my job than I thought.”
“You’re very good at your job. You’ve been very good to me.” She hesitated. “I’m sorry about our fight. I didn’t mean what I said about Sasha.”
Finn shook his head. “I took it the wrong way, and I didn’t mean to have a go at your family. You know how I respect all of you.”
Marigold placed her plate to the side and pulled her knees up to her chest. “No. You made some good points. We don’t always communicate that well with each other, and we do try to figure out what’s going on in each other’s lives far too much. Perhaps we’re all a little insane, including me. Especially me, given recent events.”
“You’re not insane.” He put his plate on the coffee table and turned to face her. 
“Oh, let’s see.” She held up a hand at him and began counting on her fingers. “Kissing my Pilates instructor, turning up to work and making a big scene, trying to trash an apartment…”
“Your husband, who was thirty-four years old and fit and healthy, died,” Finn interrupted. He clasped his hand over hers, ending the counting. “And then you found out he was keeping a secret. A lot of secrets, in fact. I think you need to cut yourself some slack.”
“I just want things to be normal.”
“What’s normal?” he asked. 
She tilted her head towards him. “What do you mean?”
“That’s exactly what I mean. What is normal? I don’t know. After the siege, I kept on thinking that things would get back to normal but they couldn’t. The world had changed, or at least it had for me. I couldn’t resume things with Zara, I struggled at work without Simon, these migraines started becoming more common – everything was different. Even food tasted different. How strange is that? But it did.”
“Zara?” Marigold asked. Who was Zara? Was this the ex he mentioned that day in the apartment? As much as meeting his mother had been curious to Marigold, a potential ex-girlfriend was even more intriguing.
 “Zara was my girlfriend. Well, she was a bit more than that. Not long before the siege I was going to ask her to marry me. I’d bought the ring and was waiting until her birthday.”
“And you never asked her?”
He shook his head ruefully. “It all fell apart after the siege. It wasn’t the same. Nothing felt the same. I’d sit there with her – she was the same, exactly as she’d always been – but I couldn’t love her like I once did. It felt like I was with a stranger. But she wasn’t the stranger; I was.”
“What happened?”
He leaned back on the sofa, his head resting against the top. “I struggled on for a bit. I guess I was waiting for things to be normal again, but after a while I realised that things weren’t ever going to be the same. I ended things, and she went overseas. I’ve not spoken to her in years.”
“Did you love her?” 
“Yeah. But it was a long time ago. She’s marrying someone else.”
“I’m sorry.” One moment of horror had such a ripple effect on so many lives. Finn’s friend killed. His relationship not the same. How many other people were impacted? Witnesses? Survivors? Other police officers? How many lives had been thrown so far off course by one decision by one man? 
“Don’t be. She’s a great girl, but I’m long over her. And she’s getting married to some new guy so she’s getting the happy ending she deserves.”
“Is this why you quit the police and moved back to Melbourne?” she asked.
“I needed a fresh start. There was nothing ‘normal’ about my life any more, and I didn’t much care for what I had left. I had no girlfriend, no best mate, and I was in a job I was beginning to loathe, so I thought it was time to come home and reset.”
Marigold rested her chin on her knees in front of her, hugging them more closely to her. Maybe nothing was normal any more. But everything felt so strange at the moment – so completely away from her reality. “It’s just so different. A few months ago, I was on track with things at work with the merger and looking to take over from Dad. Julian and I were happy. Well, I thought we were happy. He clearly wasn’t.”
“Maybe something changed in his world too. Maybe that flight changed what was normal for him. Or maybe the blackmail. That might have shaken him to the core. I imagine he liked being a barrister.”
“Loved it.”
“Maybe things were changing in his world that weren’t normal either, and he didn’t know how to handle it.”
Marigold looked up at him. “You think?” Had it had that big of an impact on him?
“I don’t know. And we’re never going to know exactly.”
They sat silently for a moment. She picked up the remote control and turned on the television. She found a sitcom and left it on as they both watched.
“This sofa is kind of uncomfortable.” Marigold shifted her weight. 
Finn turned his head and raised an eyebrow at her. “Are you kidding?”
Marigold smiled. 
He let out something that resembled a chuckle. “Hard as a rock. I’ve had undercover assignments where I sat in ditches that were more comfortable than this.” 
“Why don’t we watch the rest of this on my bed? I have a television in there.”
“I don’t think that’s a good idea.” Finn looked back straight ahead. She saw him swallow. 
“It might be more comfortable, that’s all,” she said, a warm feeling creeping across her cheeks. 
“Look.” He stood up and started to pull all the cushions onto the floor. “Hand me that blanket.” 
She passed it over to him. It was the quilt she had spent so many sleepless nights under. It had become almost like a security blanket. She couldn’t imagine not having it with her in the evenings. 
Finn flicked it out and spread it out over the cushions. “On the ground,” he commanded. 
Taking his direction, she sat down on the pile of cushions. It was surprisingly comfortable. 
He sat down next to her, kicking off his shoes, sending them across her floorboards with a series of thuds.
She pointed to the screen. “This is the first thing other than infomercials I’ve watched since it happened.”
He shot her a confused look. “Infomercials? Like the ones that are on late at night advertising juicers and things?”
“Yes. Frederick got me hooked on them when I visited him. We’d text about them – make fun of the products or discuss how we’d use them – but he abandoned me recently when his daughter started sleeping through the night.”
Finn turned to face her. “And you’re not sleeping through the night?”
“I wish! But this is progress. At least I’m not watching something where someone is trying to sell me something that I’d probably never use.”
“Did you buy anything? They are sort of hypnotic, those things. I was tempted to buy a ladder once – one of those folding ones. I’m not sure how I would use it in an apartment, but it looked useful.” 
She laughed. “Yes. I have a new pillow. And some knives. I suspect that Frederick’s house is overfilling with breadmaking machines and pans and exercise equipment. He’s become quite addicted.”
“Do you want to watch an infomercial now?” He picked up the remote control. “Pick up a new blender?”
“No. This is good.” She waved her hand towards the screen. It was pleasant – the canned laughter, the bright colours, the easy plot line. It was manageable. She lay herself down, curling her legs up. “You should go if you want.”
“Doctor said to keep an eye on you.”
It was pointless to argue. He was going to guard her like a sentry. But instead of feeling like a prisoner, it felt strangely comforting. 



Chapter Fifty-Two
 
Finn
 
Marigold had fallen asleep, curled up on the cushions like a sleek black cat. She really was beautiful, even with a gash on her head caused by whatever the heck had happened in that apartment. 
She was exhausted. She hadn’t been sleeping well, and she’d had a knock to the head. He couldn’t leave her. 
His leg was numb. Should he try to move her? It wouldn’t be comfortable here on the floor for long. He’d move her to her bed but he’d sit outside. Just check on her every now and again on account of her head, but otherwise he’d come back downstairs. He pulled himself up and leaned over, sliding one arm under her shoulders, another under her waist. 
“What?” she whispered, half-asleep, in confusion.
“I’m moving you,” he whispered back, carrying her upstairs. She nestled into him, bringing her arms around his neck. He laid her on her bed and watched as she curled up into her kitten pose again. He turned to leave but heard her call his name.
“Stay with me,” she said, dreamily, half-asleep.
“I’ll be downstairs,” he said.
Her eyes fluttered open. He wasn’t sure, but they looked misty, as though she was about to cry. “Please, Finn, just stay with me. I need to feel someone next to me. And please understand how hard it is for me to even ask. I’m not good at asking for help.”
He paused, uncertain, but eventually nodded. He lay down next to her on the bed. “Are you sure?”
She nodded and curled up to the pillow. 
“This is the pillow.” She gave it an affectionate tap and a weak smile.
“The home shopping network pillow?”
“That’s the one.”
“Is it comfortable?”
“Not really.” She let out a resigned sigh. 
He tried not to, but he felt himself laughing. 
She looked at him, curiously, before starting to laugh herself. “It was sold by a man in a white coat and he had a model of a skeleton. It all seemed very scientific,” she protested between giggles. 
“I’m sure it did.”
He watched as she grinned, before becoming serious again. He loved that playful side to her. He wished he could see more of it. 
“May I ask you something? What happened to your dad? Your mum said that he passed away when you were eleven?”
Finn stared straight ahead at the ceiling. “He had a heart attack.”
“Like Julian. Leading cause of death in men.” Marigold let out a sigh. “Something so common, yet so unexpected. That must have been tough.”
“Mum took it hard, but she never really showed it.” He rolled onto his side to face her. “She had to keep on going for all of us. Work hard to keep the roof above our heads.”
“She did well. Very well. I don’t think I could have done that.” 
He doubted that. Marigold had a dogged determination about her. She could do anything she set her mind to. But he agreed. His mother had done exceptionally well under the circumstances. “I owe her everything,” he said.
“Did she ever meet anyone else?” 
“No.” He watched as her eyes fluttered closed and she fell asleep. He listened to her breathing, thinking about how long it had been since he’d slept next to someone. He felt her roll over, facing him. She put her hand onto his shoulder.
He paused. Should he remove it, or just roll over to loosen it? He didn’t mind. It felt nice to have her hand there, but she was clearly asleep. It wasn’t as if she knew what she was doing. Her body curled further towards his, and he could feel her breath on his neck. He shut his eyes, taking it in for a moment. The intimacy of sleeping next to someone was, at times, far more intense than just the physical act that sometimes preceded it. 
No, this wasn’t right. He rolled over and removed her arm, shifting a little closer to the edge of the bed and away from her. He heard her whisper. 
“Julian.”
He swallowed. 
She repeated Julian’s name again and made a groaning noise before spluttering and sitting up.
“Where?” she gasped, seemingly disorientated. 
He wasn’t sure if she was awake or asleep. “Shhhhh,” he whispered, as he’d seen his sisters do with his nieces and nephews. He gently pulled her down to lying, where she said Julian’s name again and snuggled into her home shopping network pillow.
He lay back down, unsure if it was disappointment, or perhaps simply reality, settling over him. After everything about Julian that she’d found out in the last few days, she still called out for him in her sleep. 



Chapter Fifty-Three
 
Marigold
 
Light filtered through the edges of the curtains. She could hear Finn’s slow and steady breathing next to her. She turned to him, carefully as not to wake him. He was very still, on his back, his arms folded over his chest. It didn’t look comfortable, but he still seemed to be asleep.
It had been one of the best night’s sleep she’d had in a long time. It had been comforting and reassuring having Finn lie next to her.
“Good morning,” she heard him say.
“Good morning.” Maybe he hadn’t been asleep. He was hard to read sometimes. “Thanks for staying with me,” she murmured, looking over at him. 
“You’re welcome.”
“Can I get you some breakfast?” she asked.
“Umm, no, thanks. I might get going if you are feeling ok? No headache? No dizziness?”
Marigold sat up and assessed how she felt. She looked at the bandages on her arms. “I’m fine, I think.”
He climbed from the bed and straightened his shirt. “I’m pleased. I thought I’d collect your car from the apartment and drop it back here later. Give me a call if you need anything.” He gave her a polite nod, and before she could say anything but a quick ‘Thanks’ he disappeared into the hallway. 
Marigold lay back down in her bed. The events of the previous day rushed back at her, like an unpleasant slide show. Sasha. She scrunched her eyes shut at the embarrassment and humiliation of meeting her husband’s… girlfriend? No, that wasn’t right. Mistress? It was only a one-time thing. Friend? Whatever she was, thankfully Finn had spared Marigold herself from having to tell Sasha that Julian was dead. But equally as humiliating had been to realise all the things that she had simply not known, and then the fight with Finn, then the drama at the apartment building. It was one disaster after another.
Tears ran down her cheeks, crying into her pillow over everything that had happened since Julian’s death. Exhausted, she fell asleep.
When she awoke, pulling her phone towards her, she realised it was two in the afternoon. Had she ever slept in until two o’clock?
Climbing out of bed, she stretched, and wandered into the kitchen. The leftover noodles Finn ordered the night before were in the fridge, so she grabbed those and a fork, and sat up at the bench and ate. 
After a shower, she found a text message on her phone. Finn had left the car in the driveway and put her keys in the letterbox. 
She drove to the local store, bought some roses, and continued to the cemetery. 
“I’m sorry, Julian,” she said, placing the flowers on his grave and brushing away a couple of leaves that had blown across his headstone. “I’m so sorry that I wasn’t what you needed me to be. I’m sorry that I probably was too focused on other things like work and not enough on you. But I wish you’d told me about the flight and the client. I would have helped you. I would have. I wanted us to be perfect. I wanted us to have a marriage like my parents, where it was all about achieving things. But how good was that, when you didn’t tell me the stuff I should have known? Sasha told me what you said, by the way, and she’s right. You were right. Maybe I did treat you like a merger rather than a husband.”
She took a deep breath, looking around. It was quiet. There was a family visiting a grave a few aisles away, and a man mowing the lawn in the distance. 
“I can see why you liked her.” She looked down, tears in her eyes. “I get it, she was all pretty and there for you, and I wasn’t. I don’t blame you for what you did, and she said that you struggled with it. That you didn’t like being unfaithful. You were always so honest, so I know that must have been hard for you.”
She took another breath. The sound of the mowing had stopped; the only sound was the wind in the trees and a few birds fluttering about nearby. 
“I didn’t realise how broken we were. I wish you’d told me these things. Maybe we could have fixed them. Maybe we could have been ok.”
She stared at her husband’s grave. “I love you, Julian. I always will.” She dabbed the sides of her eyes to stop the tears, but paused. She’d stopped herself from crying so many times in the last couple of months. 
It was time to let herself cry for everything she’d lost. 



Chapter Fifty-Four
 
Marigold
 
“What about that one?” Rose asked, perching herself on a sofa. They were sitting in IKEA, Marigold having made a decision to update her sofa, even though she was now sleeping in her bed more regularly. The weeks since the night Finn had stayed with her had brought much more sleep than she’d had for a long time. 
“Not bad.” Marigold considered it and sat next to her sister on it. “It’s pretty comfortable.”
“It is. It would look really nice in your living room. Oooh! Look, it comes in caramel! Now, that would be perfect. Oh, I meant to ask, what’s that new Pilates studio you’re going to? Is it good?”
“Very good. Are you thinking of changing?”
“Yes.” Rose sighed. “Ever since the Gala, Will has been really weird. I’m not even sure how he ended up there, do you? I didn’t invite him.”
Marigold looked at the price tag to avoid her sister’s eyes. “Hmmm, I wonder.” She hadn’t heard from him since that night, so she assumed he felt that the ledger was squared. She thought about Finn’s words. He’d been right. She shouldn’t have kissed Will, but trying to blackmail her wasn’t appropriate. 
Perhaps that’s how Julian felt about that client who was blackmailing him. She’d panicked after Will’s phone call, and made a rash decision to give in to him to make it go away. Julian had panicked too, and giving a few bundles of cash possibly seemed like an easy way to get out of a mess. He’d done the wrong thing, but she could appreciate why he might have acted the way he did. 
“Regardless of how he did get there, it’s rather strange now I think of it. Just turning up somewhere he wasn’t invited. And then Finn appeared and asked to speak to him, and he went off and never came back.”
Finn? Marigold stifled a smile. Had he said something to Will? He’d looked after her so well since Julian died. In many ways, she wouldn’t have survived without him. 
“Have you ever noticed that Finn is quite handsome, really? He looked great in a tux,” Rose mused. “In a frowny, Mr-Darcy-at-a-ball type way, but still, he’s cute. He’s got lovely eyes.”
Marigold swallowed. Yes, she had noticed his eyes. She muttered a vague yes in response to Rose’s commentary, and suppressed a smile at her description of him being ‘frowny’. She couldn’t help being secretly pleased that Finn had clearly not beguiled Rose with too many of his devastating smiles. 
“I think this is the one,” she said, wanting to change the subject. She patted the sofa and wrote the item number down on one of the slips of paper.
After a walk, and a visit to the café for a cinnamon roll (which Marigold found herself enjoying more than anticipated), she paid for her sofa. 
“Put your PIN in,” the cashier said.
Marigold tapped away. The machine beeped. Wrong PIN.
She let out a sigh. She’d finally remembered her old PIN. Maybe things were starting to return to normal. Whatever that was. 



Chapter Fifty-Five
 
Marigold
 
Marigold took a deep breath as she poked her head into her father’s office.
“Good timing, I was about to return to Mulberry,” he said, giving her a kiss on the cheek. “How are you?”
“Dad…” She hesitated. “My marriage was a sham.” 
He frowned. “What do you mean?”
And as she told him about everything she’d found out, she felt as though a weight was lifting from her shoulders. 
Her father looked shocked as each bizarre detail was explained. “I’m so sorry, Marigold. You should have told us,” he said.
“I was so embarrassed.”
“You shouldn’t have been. This wasn’t your fault. I can’t believe these things he did, and kept from you? How did you unravel this all?”
“Finn helped me. I asked him not to tell you. Please don’t be mad at him.”
Peter shook his head. “He was in here yesterday. He told me he’d been helping you with something but he didn’t want to betray your confidence.”
“I know you had him watching me.”
“We were worried.”
“I know you were, but I think we did put Finn in an awkward situation. But I appreciate him not betraying my confidence – and he really was watching out for me. In fact, I don’t know if I would have survived all this without him.”
“I’m glad he was there for you. He refused to bill me for watching you as he felt like he’d betrayed my confidence. I’m still going to pay him, of course, whether he likes it or not.”
Come to think of it, Finn hadn’t billed her at all for any of the work he’d done for her, and it had been more than a month now since the day he’d helped her at the hospital. Perhaps he wasn’t great at the admin side of his business? She’d thought about him a lot in the past few weeks, but pushed that aside. It was important to focus on what she was here to discuss with her dad. 
“I’ve been taking some real time out these last few weeks. I’m finally sleeping better, and things are starting to get back to normal, but I’ve realised I need time. I want to come back, but I think another few weeks is a good idea. I’m going to go back to Bowral to see Frederick and Amelia and the kids. But after that, I’d like to discuss coming back to work.”
“That sounds like a great plan. You know that this was never a punishment for what happened with the merger. I thought you needed time.”
“You were right. I did. I caused massive problems with that merger.”
“We got it back on track. It was a hiccup, but you should be proud of the work you did to get it that far. You’re a natural. You’ll lead this place far better than I have.”
“I want to, but I need to get some balance. I don’t know what exactly happened with Julian. Perhaps it was all him, but he described our marriage as a business partnership. That’s not good. I was tired; I didn’t realise how tired. It’s tiring trying to be perfect all the time.”
“It is, but you don’t have to be perfect. Your best is brilliant, but perfect is unachievable. You are setting yourself up to fail.”
“I failed in my marriage by seeking for it to be perfect. It was nowhere near it apparently.”
Her father leaned forward. “Can I ask you something, Marigold? It’s something that I should have asked you years ago. And I’m sorry I didn’t, as maybe it would have saved you some heartache.”
“What’s that?”
“Did you marry Julian with your head or your heart?”
She looked down. “I thought both, but I think now it was more of an academic decision to marry him. I did love him – I’ll always love him – but I married him as he ticked all the right boxes. I wanted a marriage like yours.”
Peter shook his head. “Your mother and me, our marriage isn’t perfect. Nobody has a perfect marriage. They have ups and downs. I’ve spent far too much time at this place; hence why handing it over to you kids was always on the cards.”
“Yeah,” Marigold sighed. “Mum said something like that. It’s funny; I never thought she thought that before. I’m sorry. I screwed up your plans for retirement.”
“Maybe they were a tad hasty. Perhaps I still have a few tricks up my sleeve. But, are you still ready to be CEO?”
She hesitated. “I’m terrified. For so long I’ve wanted to take over your role, but now I don’t know if I can do it. Or at least, not yet.”
Her father nodded. “I think you can, but I’ve had an idea that may make it easier for you to take over without me completely stepping away but giving me more time at home. Relationships aren’t easy, and they require some effort to make them work.”
As she listened to her father’s plan for the future of D-Line, she decided that if she ever got the chance again, she’d avoid her mistakes. She’d pay more attention. After all, D-Line had survived generations – but relationships required even more love and care.



Chapter Fifty-Six
 
Marigold
 
Marigold returned from her Pilates class to find Aaron sitting on her front step, looking pale and uncertain. 
“Aaron, are you ok?” she asked.
Aaron shook his head. “I need to tell you something. About Julian.” 
Her stomach flipped. Would this ever be over? She’d thought she’d heard the worst from Sasha. What else could there be to discover? 
“Ok. Come in,” she said, unlocking the door and letting him through. She momentarily considered calling Finn, but quickly decided that was silly. Or was it? It had always made finding out things about Julian a little easier with him beside her. 
She made Aaron a cup of tea and they sat in the living room. She noticed his hand was shaking as he lifted up the mug.
“I need to tell you something. I think I may have been responsible for Julian’s heart attack.”
She shook her head. “Aaron, no. I doubt that.”
“He was stressed because of me. Because of my mistakes.”
“Mistakes?” 
“Yes.” Aaron looked down into his tea. 
The shaking continued. Worried he’d spill his drink over her new sofa, she took it from him and set it down on a coaster on the coffee table. “What mistakes?” she asked.
“With a case. I screwed up. I lost a piece of information, and when it went to court, Julian was left standing there without a critical part of the case. The whole thing collapsed, and the client absolutely lost it with him. They started harassing him – making all these calls to him.”
Marigold blinked. The complaint? It was Aaron’s fault? “Did they start making demands of him?”
Aaron nodded. “He didn’t want them to complain officially, so he flew up to Sydney to try to placate them. Talk them out of it.”
And pay them off. “They were based in Sydney?”
He nodded. “Their case was from something that happened in Melbourne, but they live in Sydney. They claimed they’d ruin Julian, and if he wanted to protect your family’s reputation and his, he needed to comply with their demands. It was all my fault – he insisted that it wasn’t, and he should have been better prepared, but he was stressed, and… I’ve not been sleeping well. It took me forever to really accept that he was dead, because I feel so responsible.”
Aaron had always struck her as incompetent. And what a chain reaction his lack of professionalism had caused. To Julian, and to her. She looked at him, longing to wring his neck, but paused. It would do no good. Julian was dead. Whatever caused his heart attack, it didn’t matter. It couldn’t matter – everyone needed to move on. Sasha, Aaron and most of all, her.
“Aaron, Julian was in charge. I’m sure that even if you had made a mistake, he didn’t blame you. He shouldn’t have died – he was young and healthy – but I don’t think that anything any of us did caused it.”
“He was a good boss.”
Marigold nodded. “He was a good man.” She did believe that, even with how he’d hurt her. He was a good man who’d quickly found himself out of his depth. “And these clients shouldn’t have been blackmailing him. Nor should they get away with that. I think we need to go to the police. Can you get any information together? I’m happy to go with you.”
As Aaron left, agreeing to put together whatever information he had for the police, she thought about ringing Finn again, to tell him that Aaron’s information confirmed the Sydney trips and payments. As she unlocked her phone, she eyed the date. She wondered when the inquest into the siege was happening. She pulled out her phone and Googled. Yes, it was re-opening again today and he’d been called to give his evidence. What had he decided to do? Tell the truth and hurt Simon’s family, or lie to protect them?
She was about to text him when she decided that she needed to do more than that. Finn had been with her every step of the last painful few months. The least she could do was repay the favour. 



Chapter Fifty-Seven
 
Finn
 
This was it. This was the moment he needed to finally say what needed to be said. He saw Tamsyn in the room, hugging one of the kids to her chest, the other sitting next to her. They looked so much bigger than the last time he saw them, and so like their dad. He looked at Simon’s eldest. Not much younger than Finn was when he lost his own father. 
He straightened his tie as he prepared for what he was about to do. It was the right decision, but hardly an easy one.
Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Marigold. His heart seemed to stop for a moment as he watched her walk in. 
She was wearing a black dress with a coat over the top, towering high heels, and her hair was pulled into a bun. She looked so professional and elegant and everything that made her so intimidating, yet endearing at the same time. 
She’d travelled to Canberra for the hearing? For him?
Giving him a nod and a small smile, she slipped into a chair at the back of the room.
He gave her a nod back, before turning his attention to a man in a dark suit who started firing questions at him about that day of the siege. The questions were exactly as he’d expected. He ran through the events, from the moment he’d got the call to get there, his unit’s response, his actions, his instructions, and, finally, the signature. 
Finn swallowed as he was asked this question about whether he believed the signature was forged, and looked over to Tamsyn, who was crying. 
“Yes,” Finn said. 
There was an audible gasp. 
“So you are saying you don’t believe that Theo Williams signed the form? That someone forged his signature?” 
“Theo Williams was in another part of the building. There was no way he could have made it back to sign that paperwork before they moved in.” He watched as several former colleagues shook their heads and glared at him. He leaned forward. 
“Why do you think Simon Alberti failed to obtain the second signature? Surely, obtaining the two signatures is an important part of an operation like this.”
Finn shook his head. “I don’t think Simon failed to do anything.”
“But you said—”
“What I mean is that we’re not perfect. No-one is. They can train us and we can practise, but when it comes down to it, you have a single second to make a call in a bloody tough situation. People’s lives were at risk. Not just the people in the building, but goodness knows how many other people if the offender’s threat of the bombs was genuine. It was impossible. Did Simon make the right call? Should he have got that second signature? Yes, but he didn’t act the way he did because he was lazy or trying to cut corners. He was the best officer I’d ever met. He was dedicated and brave, and he desperately wanted to save those people. He was doing his job. We’re not perfect. None of us behaved perfectly that day, but you know, we all went in trying to get the best outcome. That’s why we sign up. That’s why I signed up. If you want perfect, create some robots to do the job.” He sat back, pushing down a lump that was rising in his throat. 
He looked over to Marigold who was wiping away a tear. She shot him a reassuring look. 
After some further questions, he was excused. He returned to a seat near the front and sat back down again. Official-sounding people said various things, and without him realising it, the inquest had been adjourned for a break. He stood up and found himself face-to-face with Tamsyn.
“I’m so sorry,” he said. 
Tamsyn blinked back tears. “I shouldn’t have ever asked you to lie,” she whispered. 
He looked around for a quiet corner and beckoned to a couple of chairs. 
“What you said was amazing,” Tamsyn said. “Simon would have been proud of you.”
Finn felt another lump rise in his throat and tears at the back of his eyes. He blinked them away. “He would have been proud of you. Of how well you are doing, raising the kids on your own.”
She nodded. “I hope so. I don’t know, I wonder. You see, I’m seeing someone new,” Tamsyn said, her eyes cast down. Was she embarrassed? Worried he’d judge her for moving on? Be angry on Simon’s behalf?
“I hope he would be ok with that,” Tamsyn added, almost as if she were reading his thoughts. “I’m scared that he’d be devastated.”
Finn still didn’t know, but decided a white lie was the best answer. Tamsyn needed to move on. Whether Simon would have approved or not was irrelevant. He wasn’t here. Tamsyn was, and she deserved to live her life. “I’m sure he would be. He’d want you to be happy.”
Tears welled in her eyes and she grasped his arm, giving it a squeeze. “He’d want you to be happy too.”
“Things changed that day.”
“They did, but even if I knew that this would have happened, I still would have married him. Even if he’d survived, maybe things wouldn’t have worked out. But who knows? The main thing was I had him for a while. I spoke to Zara and she said she hopes that you’re ok.”
“I am, and you’ll be too.” Finn noticed Marigold from the corner of his eye. She was hovering nearby, though standing back, as if waiting for him to finish. “Take care, Tamsyn.” He leaned in and kissed Tamsyn on the cheek, and moved towards Marigold. 
“That must have been challenging,” she said.
“Hello, Marigold.”
She ducked her head and let out a sigh, mixed with a laugh. “I’m so bad at greetings.”
“I know.” He actually didn’t care. It was who she was. She was to-the-point. She said things that mattered. 
“Hi, Finn,” she said with a smile.
“Hi, Marigold. You came? You remembered this?”
She nodded. “I thought you might like the moral support, but I don’t think you needed it. You were excellent.”
“I couldn’t lie.”
“You did the right thing. But I know it must have been tough.”
“How are you? 
She nodded, slowly and purposefully. “I don’t know. I think I’m ok. I think things are starting to feel normal again.”
“Normal? I thought there wasn’t anything normal.”
“Well, I guess there’s not. I mean, not how it was. It still hurts, and I still miss Julian, but maybe a new sort of normal. I bought a new sofa.”
“A new sofa?” He raised an eyebrow.
“The old one was rather uncomfortable,” she grinned, “as you are well aware.” 
Their eyes met, and he realised that he wanted to see her. Spend any time with her that he could. And he had for so long. The number of times he’d gone to her house during the investigation, when a phone call could have sufficed. The night of the Gala, he could have left her to hobnob with her friends after she’d calmed down. The call about her being in hospital. He could have called Peter or Odette or Rose, but he hadn’t. He had wanted to be with her.
He wasn’t sure how she felt about him, but she was here. For him. Did she share any of the feelings he had towards her? 
It was a long shot, but it didn’t matter. Any chance to spend time with her, he’d take it. Even just as a friend. 
“Marigold?” he asked. “How long are you in town for? Can I buy you a drink tonight?”



Chapter Fifty-Eight
 
Marigold
 
“That was Simon’s wife you were speaking to today?” she asked Finn, as they were seated at a table at a crowded bar. It was pretty casual, so she was pleased she’d gone back to her hotel and changed into jeans. Finn was also looking more casual that he usually did, in jeans and a dark blue fitted shirt, open at the collar and rolled-up sleeves. She looked at his arms, remembering what was underneath them the day she’d found him in her parents’ pool, before refocusing on what he was saying. 

“It was. That was Tamsyn.”
She took a sip of her gin and tonic. “How did she feel about your evidence?”
“She was ok. I think she’s starting to move on. She’s seeing someone new.”
How long had it taken Tamsyn to feel that she could move on? “She loved Simon?” she clarified. “He was a good husband to her?”
“Adored him. And he adored her.” 
She ran her finger along the edge of her glass. “Finn, I’ve made some big realisations these few weeks. You were right.”
“About what?”
“Julian. I didn’t force him to behave the way he did. It’s not my fault, but I also made mistakes and I need to own them. Perhaps our marriage was more like a business arrangement than a marriage. I probably didn’t treat him like a husband sometimes, but he didn’t treat me like a wife either. He should have told me about those things, not hidden away in a secret apartment.”
Finn nodded. “That’s a good way of looking at things.”
“You were also right when you said that I’d possibly find out things I didn’t want to know, and I did. But I made the right choice. Those things are helpful and they’ll help me move on. And maybe, one day, not make the same mistakes again.”
“Don’t be too hard on yourself. He was lucky to have you.”
She smiled. “Well, maybe someday I’ll get a second chance.”
“You will.” He gave her a smile. “You’re lucky. A second chance is something that we don’t all get.” 
She wasn’t sure if he was talking about Julian, or Simon, but she knew what he meant. 
“I need another drink,” he said suddenly with a grin, as though he’d sensed that she was ready to move to the next conversation. He gestured to the bartender to indicate another round. 
“I thought you didn’t drink?” she asked, as a second beer was placed in front of him. 
“I don’t drink alone. But a drink with a friend, that’s another thing.”
A friend? Was that a lower status than she’d been hoping for? She wasn’t sure, but for some reason, she found it a little disappointing. She cleared her throat. “I’m a friend?”
“Though I don’t really have any friends who are as beautiful as you. Or as smart. Nowhere near as smart, now I think of it. It’s a pleasure to drink with someone who’s interesting to talk to and nice to look at.”
She felt herself blush and she looked down. It wasn’t the first time that he’d said such things about her. “That day we staked out the apartment, you said that I intimidated you when we first met.”
Finn nodded. “I did.”
“I fear I might have intimated Julian. He’d been too scared to tell me what was going on in case I freaked out, like I did about his weight.” She took another sip of her drink. Hardly a marriage if one person was frightened of the other. Is that what she did to people? Frighten them?
“Maybe he was. But you see, and perhaps this is my poor command of English and grammar, but I’ve never been scared of you, I’ve been in awe of you.”
She looked at her drink, watching the bubbles fizz and evaporate. 
“You’re impressive. It is a bit awe-inspiring. You ok?” 
She looked back up to him. “I am. I’m a little, umm… Thank you, that’s such a nice thing to say.”
“It’s the truth.”
Their eyes met for a moment, before he pushed a strand of her hair back behind her ear. His touch sent a delightful little shiver along her body and a feeling of excitement in her stomach. Aside from that day after the Gala, she hadn’t thought too much about sex. She’d wondered if that part of her would ever really work again, but she wondered what it would be like to go to bed with Finn tonight. To feel his weight on her, to feel his skin against hers. Maybe it would release some nervous tension she’d had for so long. Or would it create something between them that wasn’t really meant to be? Transfer some sort of emotional feelings and love for Julian onto him? That wouldn’t be good. It was far, far too soon to be thinking of anything like that. 
Or was it? 
She paused, before moving closer to him. She placed a hand on his cheek, feeling the stubble of his five o’clock shadow bursting through his jawline, and leaned up to him.
Their lips met. He kissed her, sending little electricity bolts along her spine and right through her core, before it became more intense. She didn’t care what this was exactly, but right now she knew that she needed him. 
And, judging by the way he was kissing her, he needed her too. 



Chapter Fifty-Nine
 
Finn
 
No matter how many times he’d thought about kissing her, the reality was better than anything he’d imagined. Those lips of hers were amazing. She’d then suggested they go somewhere else for a drink, so they arrived at Marigold’s hotel. A typical, five-star expensive place with large vases of flowers and chandeliers everywhere. Much like her home, really.
He spotted a lobby bar with a pianist playing in the corner and black-and-white-clad waiters moving around with trays of cocktails and glasses of wine. This was definitely more of a Marigold place than the pub where they’d been earlier. They’d probably have an actual wine list – not a choice of ‘red’ or ‘white’. He veered towards the bar. Perhaps he’d order something a bit fancier than the beer he’d just had, but heard her call his name.
He turned and she was tilting her head towards the lifts, a swipe card in her hand. 
Ok. She didn’t want a drink. Or at least not in the fancy bar. 
He followed her through as she pushed a button in the lift and they ascended to the top floor. 
She snuck him a glance and a small smile, which he returned. How could he not smile back? She really was so incredibly beautiful, and here she was taking him to her hotel room? It was like a million fantasies coming to life. 
“What would you like to drink? Finest minibar options available.” She waved towards a cabinet as they entered the room. 
He didn’t mind what they drank, though he wouldn’t have much. He needed to keep a clear head here. But more than needed to, he wanted to. He wanted to enjoy every moment with her. 
“Whatever you’d like.” He removed his jacket and placed it on a nearby chair. 
She moved towards him and put her arms around his shoulders. “I don’t think I need a drink after all,” she said, kissing him. She pulled him towards the bed, and pushed him down. Her mouth felt so good on his as he felt his shoulders relax and her body curl further into his as she climbed onto his lap. 
He pushed her hair back to look at her beautiful face more clearly. She really was gorgeous, and the fact all this was happening was like a dream. He thought simply kissing her was fantastic, but she was quickly escalating this far beyond a kiss. Was she ready for this? He didn’t want to be an entry on the regrets list of her life. 
“This isn’t too soon for you?” He stroked a strand of her hair behind her ear. 
“No. I need this,” she said, her eyes locking onto his. “I need you.” He felt her hands on his shirt buttons and she undid them, running a hand along his stomach muscles.
His mind went somewhat blank thanks to the movement of her fingernails across his abdomen. 
“Please tell me that you need this too,” she whispered as she kissed along his jawline, to his ear. 
“I do.”
“I want you, Finn. Please tell me you want me, too.”
“I’ve wanted you ever since that night of the Gala. Probably much, much longer than that, probably the first time I saw you. But that night, all I could think was how much I wanted to take that green dress off you.”
She let out a little murmur. A little gasp of delight that was pure pleasure to him. 
“When I saw you get out of our swimming pool,” she pushed him down, climbing over him, straddling him, “I kept thinking how I wanted to wrap my legs around you.”
Her tongue flicked at his as similar thoughts about her legs overran his mind. This was unbelievable. 
She started to pull at his belt buckle 
“I hoped maybe I could kiss you tonight.”
She undid the top button of his trousers. “You did, but that’s not enough for me.”
“No?”
“Not at all.” She kissed him again, as he unbuttoned the silk shirt she was wearing, feeling it slip to the floor. He kissed along her neck, skimming the edge of her lace bra. She was beautiful – far more than he’d even fantasised about. 
He moved himself so he was on top of her as they kissed, more frantically, before she pulled back. She placed her hands either side of his face and their eyes met. 
He’d never quite appreciated how warm her eyes were – dark like coffee, but comforting and cosy like melted chocolate. Had they always been like that, or was this warmth something he only saw now that he knew her better? 
Or more precisely, now that, right there and then, he knew he was in love with her?



Chapter Sixty
 
Finn
 
He wasn’t sure if he slept. Maybe he dozed off at some point, but he lay there, enjoying her curled into his body, her breath on his neck. It was reminiscent of the night he’d stayed with her, but this time it was far better. She was completely there with him. She wanted him. 
He ran a hand over her dark hair. It was so soft to touch, like silk. 
She started to move as the room gradually became lighter thanks to the sun edging at the corner of the blinds. 
“Good morning,” he said.
She blinked a couple of times. “Good morning.”
He put both arms around her and kissed her. “How did you sleep?” he asked.
“Well,” she smiled. “You?”
“Good. What are you up to today?” 
“I’m going to drive on to Bowral to stay with Frederick and Amelia for a little while. Spend some time with my nieces and nephew. Then, I’m starting back at work.”
His heart sank. He’d hoped to be able to spend the day with her. Maybe go to the National Gallery of Art, have her explain a few of the pieces to him he’d never understood. Perhaps lunch in a café he used to sometimes go to before work. 
And another night together. She’d been unbelievable in bed. Sexy, hungry and greedy as she’d kissed him, bitten at his lips, dug her fingernails into his back… Hang on? Work. “At work? Are you ready to go back?”
She nodded. “I’ll be ready after I get back from Bowral. Dad and I worked it all out. We’re realigning things for me to take over, but in a smarter way – for both of us. I’m going to take his job, and we’re going to split my old role into two. He’ll be Operations Manager out of Bendigo, and I’ll hire someone to help me in Melbourne.”
“That’s good.” He hadn’t been lying the night before about being in awe of her. He wouldn’t know where to start in running a business like D-Line.
“It means that instead of Dad leaving the business, I’ll still have him around and I’ll have someone else to help me with operations. My role was too big, really. I had too much on my plate but was too afraid to ask for help. I’ll be able to focus on strategy and what D-Line will look like in five years, ten years, fifteen years and beyond.”
“Too afraid to ask for help?” he gave her a teasing smile. “That sounds like you.”
“Not now. I also told him all about Julian.”
“You did?”
“It was good to get it off my chest.” 
“I have a confession to make.” He had to tell her about a recent conversation he’d had with Peter. “I told your father I’d been helping you with something, but I didn’t elaborate. I couldn’t bill him for watching you, when I was helping you at the same time. That wasn’t right. I couldn’t do that.”
“He was pleased you’d been there for me. He thinks you’re a good man.”
Finn nodded. At that point, though, he was more concerned whether Marigold thought he was a good man. 
After breakfast in the room, Marigold packed her bag and the valet brought her car around and handed her the keys. Finn placed her overnight bag in the boot for her. 
“Drive safely to Bowral,” he said. 
“I will.” She leaned up and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “Thank you for last night. Maybe when I get back to Melbourne and back to work, we can have a coffee.”
A coffee? He hoped his disappointment didn’t show. 
“I’d like that.” He was hoping for a bit more than a coffee sometime in the future, but he quickly chastised himself. She’d not long lost her husband – and despite Julian’s shortcomings, she’d probably take time to consider dating again. Last night could have been a one-time thing – a form of stress release, a way to reconnect, a statement about what Julian did to her. Or maybe just pure lust. 
“I’ll call you.” And with a wave and a smile, she climbed into her little black BMW and drove off. 
He stood and watched until the car disappeared from sight, realising that he was already missing her. 



Chapter Sixty-One
 
Marigold
 
“Frederick!” Amelia complained as Marigold helped her make dinner. “I’m running out of bench space here. What’s this red thing?” She pointed to a shiny appliance sitting next to the stove in Amelia’s impeccable country kitchen. 
“It’s a pancake maker.” Frederick appeared at the kitchen bench with Erin in his arms. She was now nearly four months old and was the spitting image of Frederick, right down to the early signs of an impish smile. 
“But I can make pancakes in a frying pan. Since when do we like pancakes so much that we need a whole machine to prepare them?” Amelia gave an exasperated sigh. 
“For the kids,” he protested. “They love them.”
Amelia threw her arms up in the air and looked at Marigold. “He’s addicted to that stupid channel! He’s always buying something ridiculous that we don’t need.”
Frederick scoffed. “You loved the necklace I bought for you.” 
Amelia shot a look at Marigold. “It turned my neck green,” she whispered. “It made me itch. I needed to take an antihistamine.”
“I told him it looked cheap,” Marigold agreed. “I told him not to buy you jewellery from the home shopping network.”
“Hey!” Frederick interjected. He pointed a finger at Marigold. “It’s your fault I’m like this! You were the one who started this with buying those knives!” 
Marigold threw a tea towel at him. “You got me addicted.” She turned to her sister-in-law. “He insisted I buy that stupid pillow. It’s the most uncomfortable I’ve ever owned.”
“Whoa! I didn’t exactly have to insist.”
Amelia put her hands up as if to stop the bickering. “Look, I don’t care! No more infomercials. Either of you!” She wagged her finger between them.
Marigold looked over to her brother and started giggling, and as they did, little Erin made a little laughing gurgling sound as if to join in the hilarity. 
Frederick held up Erin towards Amelia, her little limbs moving around as she smiled at her mother. Amelia’s shoulders relaxed. 
“See? How can you be mad at me when I’m holding our baby?” he asked. 
“That’s unfair.” Amelia smiled and kissed Erin’s chubby hand before moving back to her dinner preparations. “But either way, no more things, ok?”
“She’s so cute,” Marigold said to Frederick. “I’ll have to visit you more often to enjoy her. I’m not sure I’ll get to have one of these.”
“There’s still time,” Frederick said, pushing Erin’s plump face towards Marigold’s. “Plenty of time for a little mini-Marigold to play with little Erin.”
“Not much.” She stared at Erin’s pink cheeks, and felt tears springing at the back of her eyes. Unlike the last time she was here, when she’d been desperate to conceal the truth, she suddenly wanted to tell Frederick and Amelia everything. 
“When you’re ready,” Frederick offered. 
“I’m not really sure when I’ll be ready. Things haven’t been easy these last couple of months.”
“We know. Sorry, I didn’t mean to pressure you. I was just teasing,” he said. 
Marigold shook her head, tears stinging at the back of her eyes. “It’s not that. It’s that, you see, things weren’t quite as they seemed with Julian. He was keeping a lot of secrets from me.”
“Like what?” Frederick’s tone was cautious. He pulled Erin back towards himself, as if sensing something unpleasant was about to occur and he needed to shield his child from whatever it was.
Marigold exhaled. “He took out a lease on an apartment, he was being blackmailed by a client, and he slept with someone else.”
“What?” her brother roared. 
She was momentarily startled at his tone – he was usually so laid-back – but then again, the news was shocking. She’d be furious if she’d found someone had done this to him, or to Rose. She nodded and stared ahead at Erin. “It’s true. It’s taken me a few months to unravel it all, but he wasn’t happy. He was so far from happy that I can’t understand how I failed to notice it.”
“Oh, Marigold.” Amelia looked on the verge of tears as she put her arms around Marigold, squeezing her tight. 
“That miserable bastard,” Frederick’s teeth were clenched when Marigold had finished explaining the entire situation. “I know I shouldn’t speak ill of the dead, but what was he playing at?”
Marigold shook her head. “I think it was my fault in part.” She took Erin from her brother, cuddling her into her, taking in her warmth. 
“No! If he had issues, he should have said something,” Frederick said. 
“Maybe he did, I don’t know. I wasn’t paying attention. I was too focused on myself.”
“You’re being too harsh on yourself,” Amelia said. “No marriage is perfect. But even so, what he did wasn’t the answer.” 
“We both made mistakes.”
Frederick gritted his teeth. “You’re being too generous. I can’t believe he did this to you.” 
Marigold watched as Frederick and Amelia shook their heads in disbelief, offered sympathy and a few choice words about Julian – largely from Frederick, who was more colourful in his language than Amelia. 
When she’d been here earlier in the year she’d not wanted to tell them in fear of embarrassment. But now, there was something calming and therapeutic about getting it off her chest. She no longer had to pretend that Julian had been the perfect husband. Or that she’d been the perfect wife.
***
Later that night, while Frederick put Erin to bed, Marigold sat out on the veranda with Amelia. It was cool, and she had her jacket pulled around her, the fake fur collar nestled against her skin. The house was quieter as Charlie and Sienna were with their dad, Toby, for a couple of days. But she found herself looking forward to seeing them when they returned on Sunday evening. 
“Are you ok?” Amelia asked. “This situation can’t have been easy.”
“I’m ok.” Marigold looked at her sister-in-law and smiled. “I will be, anyway. Can I ever trust anyone again? How could you trust someone after what Toby did to you?”
“Someone worth trusting, yes. Someone who makes you feel like they’re your everything. That’s what Frederick did.”
Marigold nodded. “You are his everything.”
“Once, I thought your family was extremely odd.” Amelia smiled. “I was scared of your mother. I still am, I guess. I thought your father was a power-hungry monster, with the way he tried to interfere in Frederick’s life. I was completely intimidated by you, and by Rose.”
“Intimidated by me?” Marigold asked. Not this again. How frightening was she? “Am I that scary?”
“You were so together and confident. I thought you knew everything.”
“And now you see that I’m really a wreck.”
Amelia shook her head, carefully. “No, I see that you are someone who doesn’t want people to worry about her.”
That was true. She didn’t want people to doubt her capabilities or treat her like a child. She looked over to Amelia. “But I’ve had to be like that.” 
“I don’t believe that. You don’t have to be anything other than yourself.”
“And I’m not sure what that is at the moment.” She hadn’t had things as nicely lined up and perfectly executed as she thought. 
“You’re smart and honest and loyal and loving. When the time is right, make sure that someone falls for the real Marigold, because that’s what you deserve.” 
She found her mind wandering to Finn. As it had since she’d left Canberra earlier that morning. She’d thought about little else on the two-hour drive to Bowral. 
Waking up with her body curled into his, feeling the warmth of his skin next to hers, had been one of the most comforting, safest places she’d ever been. And before that? The physical intensity between them? It had been incredible. She felt a flutter of excitement in her belly as she thought about making love with him. It had been raw, and pure, and unbelievably pleasurable. 
She’d been touched by the fact he’d been concerned it was too soon. It wasn’t too soon for what they’d done. But a relationship? That was something else. 
Perhaps it had simply been what it needed to be. A physical attraction that culminated in an intense night of passion to help get her back on track. Either way, the encounter had left her feeling as if she’d started to come out of a heavy fog. 
“I’m not sure when I’ll be ready to see someone else. How will I know?” she asked Amelia. 
“You’ll know,” Amelia said, knowingly. “When the time is right, you’ll be ready to fall in love with someone who loves you for the amazing person you are.”
Marigold looked back over the darkness of the land behind Amelia and Frederick’s home, and took another sip of wine. Was it possible that someone could do that? Finn, perhaps? The night before had felt as though their attraction was more than fleeting. Or had that been about passion and tension and letting go of terrible things that had been haunting them both?



Chapter Sixty-Two
 
Finn
 
He wasn’t sure how many text messages he’d drafted to Marigold and not sent since that night in Canberra. He had sent one back in response to her confirmation that she’d arrived in Bowral, but since then, he’d not heard from her. 
He’d never had any trouble picking up the phone to a woman he’d been interested in, or sending them a message, but when it came to Marigold he couldn’t. He desperately wanted to, but everything he typed sounded pathetic. And Marigold didn’t do pathetic. 
Standing in Peter’s office, he noted the various photos in frames. He’d noticed them before, but he’d never really paid too much attention to who was in them. There was a black and white photo of a man with a 1950s truck. He looked a little like Peter, and Finn wondered if it was his father, who had started D-Line. There was another of a group of smiling employees with their hands in the air as the same man cut a ribbon outside a warehouse. Finn looked closely, squinting, deciding it looked like the Bendigo site. There was one of a younger Peter, sitting in a truck talking to a driver, his shirt and tie loosened as he appeared deep in conversation. There was one of Marigold, again on a truck. She looked young – maybe sixteen or seventeen. She was standing in front of it, a keen expression on her face, watching her father as he spoke with a group of people. She was the rightful heir to D-Line, and she would inherit it not because of her name, but because she’d earned it. She would continue to earn it. She’d be the best CEO this place had ever seen – she had the perfect mix of heritage, brains and bravado.
He could no longer be a part of it. D-Line wasn’t part of his future. It couldn’t be part of his future. 
He was distracted by Peter coming into the room. 
“Finn. How are you? I’m glad you’re here. Marigold told me about the inquest. That must have been bloody hard.” Peter gave him a sympathetic nod as they shook hands. 
She did? “It was. Look, Peter, I want to apologise again. I felt terrible over the past few months – everything. It’s hardly been professional.”
“Are you talking about helping Marigold with Julian’s issues? 
“Yes. And other things.” Sleeping with her. Falling in love with her. But Peter didn’t need to know that. He’d probably be furious. Marigold was the apple of his eye. There was no doubt that they got on well in a professional sense, but a poorly-educated former police officer? He’d think Marigold could do better. She could do better. 
“I appreciate the fact that you kept her confidence. She depended on you. We put you in a tough spot.”
 “I have too much respect for you and for this family, so I think it’s best if I take a step back from my work here at D-Line.”
“You don’t want to work with us?” Peter asked. 
Of course he did, but how could he if he felt this way about Marigold? Go back to talking to her about security arrangements as though that night had never happened? Waiting for this invitation for coffee that would probably never materialise? 
“Finn, I know that we’ve put you in a lot of tricky situations, but I’m happy to not ask you to do any more personal things, only business. I rely on you, and Marigold will need to rely on you further once she takes over as CEO. She relied on you with all this Julian nonsense, and you know that she doesn’t like to ask people to help her.”
He gave a small smile. God, he loved her. Could she ever love him back? Maybe she could in time. But realistically, once things settled down, she’d probably find some other rich, highly-educated, fancy guy to fill Julian’s expensive Italian shoes. 
“She’s tough.”
“That she is.” 
“But she’s got such warmth. She doesn’t always show it, but it’s there.”
Peter narrowed his eyes. “She does. You read people well, Finn.”
“Training.”
“Or instinct. I’m pleased you were there for her, and that she trusted you enough to help her. She doesn’t let many people in like that.”
“She should.” 
“I agree. She should, Finn. She said you two had become close, and I think that’s a good thing. She’s never made friends easily, but she has a high regard for you.”
High regard? He shook that off. That sounded like the way you’d feel about someone who worked in the office, not someone who you wanted to be with. 
“I’m sorry, Peter. I think this is the right decision.”
Peter gave a resigned nod. “It’s your business, and I wish you all the best with it. My door is always open if you want to discuss anything.”
“You’ve done a lot for me – I appreciate it. I’d never have half the contacts I do if it wasn’t for you. When I was first recommended to you I had little private sector experience, but you took a chance on me.”
“You’re a smart operator, Finn. You’ll be successful without us, but I’m still disappointed that you don’t want to stay. However, I’m not going to tell Marigold about this conversation as I want to give you time to reconsider. And take it, she’ll need you.”
Finn nodded, but his mind was made up. He just needed to tie up two more projects he’d started, hand them in and that was it.
They shook hands and Finn left, with a sinking feeling as he realised that D-Line for so long had sort of felt like his home away from home, and this would probably be one of the last times he was there. 



Chapter Sixty-Three
 
Marigold
 
In all, she’d spent three weeks with Amelia and Frederick. She’d played with Erin, Charlie and Sienna. She’d taken Sienna horse-riding, built Lego with Charlie, cooked with Amelia and even gone to Book Club, which mainly was women drinking wine and complaining about their husbands. She’d enjoyed the wine and laughed at some of their stories. 
Her heart ached at times, hearing what the Book Club women complained about. Husbands leaving dirty socks next to the shower, or forgetting to fill the car with petrol, seemed minor in the scheme of things, but it was a reminder that no marriage was perfect.
Though Amelia and Frederick’s marriage seemed pretty damned close to it, despite yet another home shopping networking exercise machine turning up halfway through her stay. Amelia promptly told him to put it in the home office, and if another item arrived, his home office would turn into his new bedroom. 
Marigold spent time with Frederick, running through his business plan with him and pointing out some efficiencies he could make in fuel costs and shipping. This made her further miss work, but not as much as she thought she might. 
But on the day she was to return, she felt a familiar buzz as she put on her favourite black suit and tan Prada heels and drove to work. It was good to be back, to see Kendall and slowly get back into her routine.
She was happier with the ‘role flip’, and she and Peter were interviewing an operations person to support her in Melbourne, as Peter would be back in the Bendigo office. 
A few weeks back into work, she was walking through the hallway near her office, typing a message on her phone, when she clipped the shoulder of someone. “Finn. Hi.”
He paused. “Marigold. How are you?”
“I’m ok, thanks. Did you have a meeting here?”
He rubbed the nape of his neck, as though he was trying to remove a headache. Was he getting a migraine? Had he eaten a trigger food? 
“I was tying up a project with Emily. How are you?”
“You asked already. I’m fine.” 
He let out a small chuckle. “So I did.”
“I’m sorry I haven’t called you since we last spoke. I’m not long back at work. I ended up spending a couple of weeks with Frederick and Amelia.”
Finn shook his head. “That’s ok. You didn’t have to. I didn’t either. I wasn’t sure what to say, or how much time you needed.”
“I wanted to, but I guess I’m still working things out.” She took a deep breath. “But I do like you, Finn. I like you a lot.”
She watched as his lips twitched into the smallest and most discreet of smiles. “You do?” He cocked his head in his English Pointer way he did. “I like you a lot, too.”
“But,” she took a breath. “I’m not sure I’m ready to start dating.”
He nodded. “I understand. Look, I’m not going to say something stupid like I’ll wait for you, because I don’t want to put pressure on you, but there’s no-one else who I’ve ever felt this way about.” He shot her a reassuring smile. “So, if you are ready, when you are ready, I’d love to take you to dinner.”
She felt a little flip of her stomach as he said this. She nodded as they said goodbye. 
She watched him walk down the corridor and she felt the flipping disappear and a heavy feeling move over her body. Had she done the right thing there, letting him walk away? She’d really missed him over the past couple of months – much more than she thought she would. But it was too soon, wasn’t it? 



Chapter Sixty-Four
 
Marigold
 
Marigold returned to her desk and brought up an internet browser. When was the right time to start dating again? She Googled, reading through a few different articles. Six months some said, a year said another, two years said another. She closed the browser. This was ridiculous. She wouldn’t find the perfect answer because there was no perfect answer. 
It took Simon’s wife three years to start dating. Finn’s mum had never dated again. That was right for them, but it didn’t mean that it was right for others. Maybe that night that she spent with Finn had been too soon. Maybe it had broken the rules, but it had felt incredible. Life wasn’t a perfect set of rules. It was messy and unpredictable. 
She looked at the photo of Julian on her desk. She’d thought about putting it away in her drawer, but part of her wanted it there. He was part of her life, and always would be. But she also had to move on. Something he wouldn’t get the chance to, but something she would embrace.
Especially when it felt right. 
She looked out of the window and saw Finn crossing the car park. 
“Kendall!” she called, hurriedly shrugging on her jacket and turning off her computer. “Cancel my meetings for the rest of the day, will you? And then, take the afternoon off.”
Kendall appeared at the door, an astonished look on her face. “Are you ok, Marigold?”
Marigold nodded. “I think I am. Have fun!” She grabbed her handbag and started to run down the corridor, but that proved impossible in her heels. She kicked off her shoes and threw them in her bag. 
At the lift, she pushed the buttons, but when it wouldn’t come, she ran to the fire escape, racing down each step. 
She reached the car park. “Finn!” 
He turned and smiled. 
“I don’t want to wait. I want to see you now,” she said as she reached him, her heart beating fast from the run and nerves. “I miss you. I’ve missed you so much in the last few weeks. I Googled it and I tried to find what was the right time to start dating again.”
Finn gave her a puzzled look. “You Googled that?”
“I Googled. And there’s no perfect answer apparently.”
“I don’t think there is. I think you’ll know if you’re ready.”
“I don’t know what this will look like. I have no plan, but I want to give it a shot with you.”
He smiled again, and she felt her heart skip a beat. His smile was not seen a lot, though when it was, it was devastating. “Well, Ms Doyle, I don’t know what this could look like either, so what about we play it by ear? See what happens?” 
It was so frivolous and adventurous, but it sounded exactly what she needed. “Are you free now?” 
“Now?” He raised his eyebrows. 
“Now,” she repeated. “Right now.”
“Don’t you have meetings? A million conference calls and emails and files to work through? The Prime Minister waiting on the phone for you?”
Marigold shook her head. “I cancelled them.”
“You cancelled the Prime Minister?”
She laughed. “No, I cancelled my other meetings.”
“Just like that?” He cocked his head. “You just cleared all your schedule?”
She nodded. “Kendall’s doing it now. But if you have things you need to do, that’s fine,” she added hastily. She didn’t want to force him to rearrange his whole day for her. 
He struck a grin. “Nothing I’d rather do. Hop in.” He gestured towards his car. “Where do you want to go?”
“Surprise me. I want to spend some time with you.” She climbed into the car and did up her seatbelt. 
Finn did the same and looked over at her. “Is this our first date?” 
Was it? It seemed strange to think of it like that, given how much time they had spent together and how much they knew about each other, but he was right. 
“I guess so. That’s sort of exciting, isn’t it?”
He turned over the ignition. “It’s a strange first date. I already know how you like your coffee. I’ve slept on your bed. I’ve met your parents. I know what sort of vodka you prefer. I’ve introduced you to my mum. I’ve already kissed you.”
He shot her a look that caused a rush of excitement and lust to hurtle through her body. How could she ever have thought he was cold and grumpy? He was nothing like that at all. He was sensitive and funny and honest. He was… No, she was sure he wasn’t perfect. Actually, she knew for a fact that he wasn’t perfect. That was too much pressure to put on anyone. 
“Are you worried there’s no excitement, nothing left to discover?” she asked.
Finn leaned over and kissed her, his mouth strong and hard on hers, the feeling of stubble on his chin rough on her skin. He pulled back and loosened the hair tie that was holding her bun in place. She felt her hair fall to her shoulders.
“Do I seriously think that someone as smart and complex and interesting as you, can be figured out in a few months? It’ll take me a lifetime to discover everything about you. And I’m a licensed private investigator.”
A lifetime? Perhaps that was simply a description, but at that moment, it sounded as though maybe it could be an exciting adventure to have him in her life for that long. 
“But I’m not really that perfect. What if you find out things you don’t like?”
He shook his head. “No-one is perfect, but you know what? You, Marigold Doyle, are the most perfectly imperfect person I’ve ever met.”
Perfectly imperfect. She’d take that. Perfect, after all, was totally and completely over-rated.
 
THE END
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