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      ‘Here are your keys, and some information about the resort.’ The receptionist smiled as she handed us our welcome pack. ‘Enjoy your honeymoon…’ Her smile faltered for a split second before reappearing. ‘…all five of you.’

      I couldn’t blame her for feeling slightly awkward, because to be honest, how many people take their mum, almost grown-up daughter, and their dog on honeymoon with them? But then most people don’t get their honeymoon paid for (and organised) by a multi-millionaire.

      I should probably explain. If this were a film, the screen would now fade to black and the words ‘One Month Earlier’ would appear, and we’d have an exciting flashback. But this is a book, so I’ll just have to tell you about it instead.

      It was June. Nathan and I were sitting at home, drinking tea and looking out of the newly installed patio doors to the garden beyond. Summer had officially begun, which meant the rain was softer and warmer, and the streets of Penstowan were relatively quiet as the school holidays hadn’t started yet, so the locals were still a few weeks away from moaning about all the ‘bloody holidaymakers’ getting in everyone’s way, parking in the designated carparks, spending money in the shops and cafés, and basically keeping the town alive. Most seaside towns have a bit of a love/hate relationship with tourists.

      Anyway, I digress. We were looking at the rain and starting to wish we’d spent our money on a proper honeymoon, rather than on a weekend away in York and new double glazing (although we both agreed that the patio doors looked lush), when the phone rang. It was a number I didn’t recognise.

      ‘I wonder who that is?’ I asked, frowning as I picked it up. Nathan laughed.

      ‘You know the best way to find out?’

      ‘I know. Answer it,’ I said. ‘Smart arse.’ I answered it. ‘Hello?’

      ‘Hi, Jodie?’ It was a man’s voice, a voice I vaguely recognised but couldn’t quite pinpoint, with the faintest trace of a Cornish accent.

      ‘Yes. Who’s this?’

      ‘Isaac Barnes.’ It took me a moment to remember exactly who Isaac Barnes was, because the last thing I’d expected was to have a multi-millionaire businessman and philanthropist ringing me on a rainy Sunday in June.

      I’d met Isaac four, five years ago, when I’d catered a charity event for him. Every Christmas he held a big party for poor and disadvantaged kids, and that year he’d hired Kingseat Abbey, a massive country house which was being renovated into a very exclusive hotel by a friend of mine, Lily Swann, to hold it in. The party had been a great success, but had been slightly overshadowed by the subsequent murder of the Santa impersonator hired to entertain the children. Throw in a blizzard, making the roads across Bodmin Moor to the house impassable, and it had been down to me and my ragtag gang of kitchen helpers (Mum, my friend Debbie, my aforementioned daughter Daisy, and Germaine the dog) to find the killer.

      Isaac had been so grateful to me that he’d tried to send more work my way during the years that followed, but most of the catering gigs he’d offered me had been well beyond my logistical capabilities, being mostly huge corporate dinners and the like; not something my one-man band catering company could really handle. Still, it was nice of him to try. I wondered if he was calling to offer me yet another job I’d have to turn down; really, it was getting embarrassing.

      After exchanging the usual pleasantries, me asking after his son Joshua and his new wife, Astrid (I hadn’t met her – we weren’t close chums or anything, I’d just seen photos of his wedding in the news), and him asking after my lot, he got down to business. Which was just as well because I was starting to burn with curiosity.

      ‘So, you’re probably wondering why I called you,’ he said, and I nodded, even though obviously he couldn’t see me. ‘I don’t know if you’ve heard about my new eco resort, Green Palms?’

      ‘Green Palms?’ That name definitely rang a bell. ‘Isn’t that the one James was trying to get off the ground?’ James McAllister was Isaac’s right-hand man. He was passionate about the environment and helping developing overseas communities deal with the effects of climate change, working with them to set up projects that would bring in money and fund local schools and hospitals, things that would really make a difference to the people living there. Only Green Palms had been beset by disaster after disaster, and Isaac’s foundation (which James headed up) had been forced to abandon it. At least, that’s what I had thought.

      ‘It’s something like that,’ said Isaac. He chuckled. ‘It’s rather closer to home, though. Still an island resort, but instead of being off the coast of Nicaragua as we’d originally planned, it’s now off the coast of Cornwall. One of the Isles of Scilly, in fact.’

      ‘Really? Oh wow, that sounds cool,’ I said.

      ‘It is cool!’ Isaac sounded enthusiastic. ‘It’s more or less carbon neutral, whilst still being luxurious and very exclusive. We’re hoping to use it as a blueprint for other resorts, one that we can roll out or encourage others to emulate.’

      ‘Great!’ I said, still not really knowing why on earth he was telling me all this.

      ‘You’re probably still wondering why I’m calling you about this,’ he said, and I nodded again. Nathan grinned at me and mouthed, He can’t see you! But I ignored him.

      ‘Well – yeah. Unless it’s just to show off about your fancy new hotel.’

      He laughed. ‘I do like showing off about it, that’s true – although not as much as James does. It’s his baby really.’ He paused, and I waited for him to get to the point. ‘The thing is – it’s opening next month – just a soft opening, really, with specially invited guests – and…’

      ‘You want me to do the catering for a whole resort?’ I asked, slightly stunned but at the same time performing mental gymnastics, trying to work out if I could actually do it.

      ‘Oh no, no,’ he said quickly. Huh! What was wrong with my cooking? Rude. ‘No, it’s your – other skills I’m interested in. Well, you and that husband of yours, actually.’

      ‘Go on…’ I was seriously intrigued now.

      ‘I think someone might be trying to sabotage the resort,’ he said.

      ‘What? Sabotage the resort? How? Hang on, I’m putting you on speakerphone so Nathan can hear.’ I pressed a button and put the phone on the kitchen table.

      ‘Hi, DCI Withers,’ said Isaac awkwardly. ‘Can I call you Nathan? This isn’t an official call or anything.’

      ‘Nathan’s fine,’ said Nathan. ‘What’s the problem?’

      ‘It’s… It’s probably going to sound a bit daft. It’s nothing really tangible, more a kind of feeling of general unease…’

      ‘Has there been any damage or vandalism? Stuff like that?’ I asked.

      ‘No, at least I don’t think so. There have been a few things gone wrong, but I think they’re probably just the usual teething troubles you get when you start up something like this.’

      ‘I don’t mean to sound like I’m downplaying your concerns or anything,’ said Nathan carefully, ‘but are you sure these aren’t just opening night nerves? You’re not worried about it being successful and reading more into the situation than there actually is?’

      ‘I understand what you mean, but no.’ Isaac sounded quite certain. ‘It’s more that there have been rumblings of concern amongst the staff. Stuff going missing. Things appearing on social media that could be taken as criticism.’ He sighed. ‘I don’t blame you for thinking I’m imagining it, but I’m really not.’

      ‘No, absolutely,’ I said. ‘If you’re genuinely concerned about it, then that’s totally valid. But I still don’t see why you’re calling us?’

      ‘Are you familiar with the concept of a mystery shopper…?’
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      So that was how it began. Isaac wanted me and Nathan to check in as guests – our cover would be that we’d won a competition to have our honeymoon there, despite the fact we’d already been married almost a year – and then we’d spend a whole week enjoying the facilities, getting massages and spa treatments, eating delicious food (cooked by someone else!), and snooping around. We would talk to the staff (as much as we could without blowing our cover) and basically take the temperature of the place. How were the staff feeling? Was there someone there with a grudge, who was trying to take down the resort, scuppering it before it had even officially opened? Was someone tinkering behind the scenes, causing those last-minute ‘teething troubles’ that so far had just been a bit annoying and inconvenient, but could be leading up to something bigger?

      Or was Isaac imagining it all? Although he invested in a lot of eco-properties, so far he’d concentrated on housing projects. This was the first time they’d taken on something of this magnitude, not just putting up money but also getting much more closely involved in the planning and building stages, not to mention the hiring of staff and keeping the locals happy. It had been a massive undertaking, which was why he’d called us; he didn’t want to get police or anyone official involved, because for starters he couldn’t say for certain anything was going on, and secondly, no one wants their resort to have bad publicity before the first guests have even checked in.

      Of course, this doesn’t explain how Mum and Daisy (and the dog) ended up coming with us. When we told them about our upcoming trip, trying to frame it as much as possible as a working holiday, Daisy told us we were jammy buggers, while Mum immediately started to drop hints about how much she needed a holiday and how she hadn’t had one since my dad had died. But I could hardly call Isaac back and ask if I could bring the rest of the family, could I?

      And then a couple of weeks before we were due to leave, Isaac called again with some more details. I was out of the room, so Mum picked up my phone, and by the time I came back in and wrestled it out of her grip, she’d somehow got herself invited, and Daisy too if she wanted to come, and as it was a pet-friendly eco-resort, Germaine didn’t have to feel left out either.

      I was surprised to discover that Daisy actually did want to come with us, until I realised that our holiday coincided with her musician boyfriend, Joe, going on tour. She often went with him, if it didn’t clash with school (she was studying for her A levels), but given the choice between spending a week being pampered in a glamorous resort with a beach and spa, or sampling the delights of motorway service stations and grotty motels up and down the country, she’d plumped for a holiday with her mum. Sensible girl.

      So we’d taken the ferry from Penzance to St Mary’s, the largest of the islands. It was a glorious day; the sky was a deep blue, with not a cloud to spoil it. The ferry took a little under three hours, and we spent most of that time sitting outside on the deck, watching out for wildlife. There were often dolphins and basking sharks in the waters around Cornwall, but all we saw were grey seals, sunning themselves on the rocks as we left Penzance and headed around Porthcurno, then out to sea.

      Once we were at St Mary’s we were to wait at the harbour office for the private boat transfer that would take us to Green Palms. However, as we got there I received a text message from the resort. I groaned.

      ‘The boat is going to be late,’ I said. ‘They took some other guests on a trip around the islands and it’s somehow got delayed. They reckon it could be about two hours before they pick us up.’

      ‘Never mind,’ said Nathan. ‘It’s lunchtime. Let’s find somewhere to eat.’

      We left our luggage at the harbour office and headed along the quayside to the Mermaid Inn to wait. As you’d expect, they had a great seafood menu, so we tucked into some delicious food to pass the time. I had a crab and prawn salad, while Nathan went for lobster and chips – the plate was enormous, with a whole lobster, and he looked a bit overwhelmed by the size of it, but I helped him polish it off. Mum plumped for a ploughman’s lunch, and Daisy had a Mermaid burger – not an actual mermaid made into a burger, of course, but a big fillet of fish in batter, with crispy squid rings and tartare sauce. Germaine had a bowl of water, and was looking very sorry for herself until the waitress came over with a sausage for her. We’d just finished, when⁠—

      ‘Jodie Parker, party of four!’ We looked over towards the door, and there was a man in his late thirties looking around for us, wearing a blue-green polo shirt with the Green Palms logo on it and white trousers.

      ‘That’s us!’ I said, jumping up. ‘But it’s five, if you count the dog. This is Germaine.’

      He grinned. ‘Party of five, then.’ He tipped his imaginary cap to Germaine. ‘Begging your pardon, madam, didn’t see you there. I’m Martin, skipper of the boat transfer. I’ve already loaded your luggage on and the other passengers are about to arrive, so let’s get you onboard.’

      ‘Other passengers?’ asked Mum.

      ‘A Mr and Mrs Armstrong,’ said Martin. ‘They’re arriving by helicopter. They were due to fly straight to the resort, but our helipad is out of action at the moment.’ Nathan and I exchanged glances. Out of action, or sabotaged?

      We followed Martin out of the door, stopping to let the bar staff pat Germaine goodbye, and headed back down the quayside.

      ‘Where are they landing?’ I asked Martin, but then we all stopped and looked up as we heard the sound of a helicopter above us. We watched it bank overhead and start to descend, but lost it from sight before it landed. Martin grinned and nodded in the direction it had taken.

      ‘Over there. The airport’s only about five minutes away. There’s a car waiting for them.’

      ‘How the other half live,’ said Mum sniffily. Germaine yapped in agreement.

      We made our way to the boat. It wasn’t very big, and it would be pretty crowded with seven humans, a small dog and all our assorted suitcases.

      ‘How far is Green Palms from here?’ I asked, trying not to imagine the overloaded boat bobbing around in the open sea.

      ‘Not too far, only about half an hour,’ said Martin. He gave me a reassuring smile. ‘She’s bigger and sturdier than she looks, and there’s lifejackets for everyone, even the dog.’

      ‘Really?’

      ‘Yes. Green Palms is dog-friendly. The boss originally advertised it as pet-friendly, but apparently somebody contacted him asking if we could cater for their horse, so…’ He shrugged his shoulders, as if to say, ‘Rich people and their funny ideas’, which I could only agree with.

      A taxi drew up and a well-dressed middle-aged couple got out – the Armstrongs, I assumed. He was wearing what Nathan and I called ‘rich man’s trousers’, those strawberry pink chinos beloved by Michael Portillo (ex-Tory MP and now TV presenter) and blokes on TV programmes about antiques. They were usually paired with a bright green or yellow shirt (rich people can afford to have no sense of taste), but Mr Armstrong was wearing a much more subdued white polo shirt. Mrs Armstrong – who looked vaguely familiar but I had no idea why, it wasn’t like I moved in those kind of circles – was clad in a tastefully bland, flowy white linen dress, a colour that I thought was a brave choice for travelling in, but then I didn’t travel by private helicopter so what did I know? I could feel Mum next to me, looking them both up and down, and I realised I was doing the exact same thing, so I forced myself to stop, and smiled at them. They smiled back.

      ‘Mr and Mrs Armstrong?’ Martin stepped forward to take their luggage, which the taxi driver was unloading from the boot of the car.

      ‘Yes, hello,’ she said. ‘I’m so sorry, I hope we haven’t held you up.’ She turned to us as she spoke.

      ‘There are worse places to be kept waiting,’ said Nathan with a smile. ‘Where have you come from?’

      ‘London,’ said Mr Armstrong. ‘We were supposed to be travelling down yesterday and staying the night in St Ives, but my wife couldn’t get away from work.’

      Mrs Armstrong chuckled. ‘Comes with the territory, I’m afraid.’ Daisy gave a start.

      ‘Hang on, are you Alexis Armstrong?’ she asked. Next to me, Mum muttered, ‘Who?’ Daisy rolled her eyes. ‘Honestly, Nana, you have no idea about politics, do you? Alexis Armstrong MP, the Environment Secretary.’

      ‘Yes, I am,’ said Mrs Armstrong. ‘But Parliament’s now officially on recess and I’m on holiday, so it’s just Alexis.’ She put her hand out to shake Daisy’s, which immediately put her in my good books. ‘And you are?’

      ‘Daisy Parker. This is my mum, Jodie, my stepdad, Nathan, and my nana, Shirley.’ Daisy did the introductions. Germaine barked. ‘And this is Germaine, she doesn’t like to be left out.’

      The Armstrongs both laughed. ‘So I see,’ said Mr Armstrong. ‘I’m Sam.’

      The journey from St Mary’s to the tiny island of St Lide’s was much less fraught with danger than I’d feared it would be, although the half-hour journey time Martin had promised was closer to an hour. The boat, which had the flag of St Piran and the name Proper Job (a common Cornish saying, meaning ‘very good’) painted on it, was indeed sturdier than it looked, and once all the luggage was stowed away and we’d taken our seats on the deck it was plenty big enough. Martin made sure that Germaine was safely fitted with her own lifejacket, although it did take a few attempts to find one small enough for her; the first one she tried had clearly been made for a German Shepherd rather than a Pomeranian, and all we could see was the tips of her ears and muzzle poking out from underneath it. Once we were on our way, we all kept our eyes peeled for wildlife, and this time, unlike on the ferry, we were richly rewarded. In the cabin, Martin silenced the engine and called out to us.

      ‘Everybody, look to your right!’ He came out on deck and pointed to where a fin was just breaking the water, disrupting the rippling reflection of the sun on the surface of the waves. As one, everyone on the boat gave a happy exclamation of surprise as a pod of about ten dolphins appeared, leaping in and out of the water playfully. Everyone on the boat was transfixed by the joyful spectacle, even those of us (me, Mum and Martin) who had grown up or spent a lot of time by the sea and had seen dolphins before. We drifted for about ten minutes, then Martin started up the engine again and we continued our journey, the dolphins keeping pace with us, their sleek grey bodies gliding through the water alongside the boat, sometimes breaking the surface and flying through the air before landing again with a splash. They were almost close enough to touch.

      ‘It don’t matter how many times you see dolphins,’ said Mum, smiling, ‘it never gets old.’

      ‘It’s magical,’ said Nathan, putting his arm around my shoulders with a deep sigh of contentment. Daisy had immediately grabbed her camera and started taking photos, but after a while she’d let her hand drop to her side and just watched, enjoying the moment. I reached out and touched her arm.

      ‘Better than going on tour with Joe?’ I asked her. She nodded, her eyes still on the water.

      ‘You do get to see a fair bit of wildlife on the road,’ she said, ‘but not normally dolphins.’

      There was no natural harbour at St Lide’s, but a long jetty had been built out from the beach. Martin approached it carefully; the tide was fairly low at this time of day, and the land end of the jetty jutted out over bare sand. At the sea end, a member of staff waited, a young woman wearing a Green Palms polo shirt and white shorts, sitting on the edge with her feet dangling into the water. She leapt up as Martin drew the boat alongside, clambering nimbly onto the front of the boat to grab a mooring rope, then back onto the jetty, wrapping the thick cord around a wooden post and tying it off. She headed to the back of the boat as Martin turned off the engine, grabbing another rope and pulling it hard to align the gangplank with the jetty. She didn’t look particularly muscular, but she handled it with impressive ease before straightening up and smiling at the passengers.

      ‘Welcome to Green Palms,’ she said, before easing the gangplank down and helping everyone off. ‘Please head down the jetty and follow the path to Reception so you can check in. Your luggage will be right behind you.’

      We headed along the jetty, past the wooden boathouse halfway down, and reached Reception, which was where the bemused receptionist had handed us our keys, and where you came in at the beginning.

      There might have been five of us on our honeymoon, but it was still going to be a romantic occasion (if our mystery shopping didn’t take up too much time), because we weren’t all in the same room. In fact, we weren’t even in the same building.

      ‘Oh my God,’ I said, as we followed the map the receptionist had given us to our rooms. ‘We’ve got our own bungalows!’

      The bungalows were set amidst lushly planted gardens, with palm trees and exotic flowers like deep red cannas and bird of paradise; it almost felt like we were in a tropical jungle, albeit a very clean, sanitised version of one. They were set in a semi-circle around the garden, sweet log cabins each with a discreet solar panel on the roof and a veranda overlooking the flowers. Mum and Daisy’s cabin was next to ours.

      ‘Bagsy the best bedroom,’ said Daisy, unlocking the front door with a keycard and darting inside, Germaine snapping at her heels. Mum laughed and followed them rather more sedately. Nathan turned to me with a smile.

      ‘As it’s our honeymoon, I think I’m supposed to carry you in over the threshold, aren’t I?’

      ‘Oh no, don’t do that, you’ll give yourself a hernia and be out of action…’ But I’d barely finished speaking before he swept me off my feet and carried me onto the veranda, stopping only to let me wave my keycard at the lock. And then he carried me into our home for the next week.
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      Inside was cool and dark after the bright sunshine outside. Nathan staggered somewhat unflatteringly into the hallway and then put me down next to an internal door with a barely muffled groan. He opened the door and peered in.

      ‘Bedroom,’ he said, turning to grin at me. ‘Nice big bed…’

      ‘Well, it is the honeymoon suite,’ I said. ‘What’s through here?’ At the end of the hallway was another door. I took Nathan’s hand and led him through it. ‘Oh, wow…’

      The door led into the living room area. It was flooded with natural light from a wall of glass doors at the back of the cabin, which overlooked a wooden deck. The room was furnished simply but luxuriously, with a deeply upholstered sofa in a smooth, cream linen fabric block-printed with tiny beige oak trees, and armchairs in a contrasting but equally expensive-looking patchwork of soft orange and gold tones, which suggested autumn leaves. I’m not usually a fan of ‘everything beige’, but here it worked; it complemented the light blond wood of the coffee table and sturdy shelving unit, which held a selection of books, most of which looked to be about art, photography or nature. No Mills and Boon or even Agatha Christies here. The pale oak wood floor was covered with a colourful, ethnic-patterned woollen rug, again in shades of orange and reddish browns. The overall effect was one of discreet, well-built and probably surprisingly expensive luxury. Everything was calm and relaxing, the sort of place I could imagine would be very restful for a week or two, but which would’ve had me reaching for a tin of paint to get some colour into those whitewashed walls if I had to live there.

      ‘No TV,’ I said, looking around. ‘Mum won’t be impressed at having to miss The Chase.’

      ‘It’ll do her good to go cold turkey from Bradley Walsh,’ said Nathan, and I laughed.

      ‘She’s calmed down a bit since she started courting again,’ I said. Mum had recently given in to the attentions of Bob, a lovely bloke who owned our local hardware store. Nathan picked up a glossy brochure that had been left on the coffee table.

      ‘They do all sorts here,’ he said, reading the brochure. ‘Bird spotting, foraging, cookery classes using local produce… I might have a go at one of the watercolour classes, “Painting Cornish wildlife”. If you said “Cornish wildlife” to me back in Penstowan I’d think you were talking about the Pengally brothers.’ He frowned, obviously imagining the Pengallys, a family who had recently moved from/been kicked out of their previous village and ended up in Penstowan, where they’d already been responsible for a mini petty crime wave. ‘They wouldn’t make a pretty picture, would they?’

      I laughed as I walked over to the patio doors and drew them back. They folded into each other, opening out the entire wall. ‘Oh, I don’t know, you could say Billy Pengally’s mullet hairstyle’s a work of – oh my God, Nath, look at this!’

      ‘This’ was a hot tub sunk into the deck, which overlooked a meandering river lined with lush plants. Most of Cornwall, but particularly the Isles of Scilly, benefits from the Gulf Stream, a body of water that brings higher temperatures to our part of the country, meaning that it’s possible to grow a variety of tropical plants. Palm trees are a common sight in Cornwall (and Devon), but here on the islands there was even more plant life that just wouldn’t grow anywhere else in the UK.

      I stood at the end of the deck, leaning out over the railing. ‘Look, the river runs in a horseshoe shape – it follows the curve of all the bungalows. So out the front you get the garden, and out here you get the water. Isn’t it incredible?’

      ‘It must be man-made,’ said Nathan, joining me. He peered down into the water. ‘It is! Look, the riverbed is actually lined with stone or tiles or something… Remember, the website said there was the opportunity for “bespoke” wild swimming? I think this is it.’

      ‘It’s lovely,’ I said, ‘although the fact it’s bespoke kind of stops it being wild, doesn’t it?’

      ‘I’d rather swim in there than in the river near us,’ said Nathan. ‘There’s no fish in there to nibble your wotsits.’

      ‘You sound more and more like my mum every day…’

      A discreet knock on the door told us that our luggage had been delivered, so we unpacked and then popped next door to have a look at Mum and Daisy’s cabin. It was much the same as ours, only with two bedrooms. Daisy took me to one side and gave me a look.

      ‘No telly? And no wifi? You didn’t tell me that when you invited me along.’

      ‘Number one, I didn’t invite you, Nana invited herself and you decided to tag along because it was better than spending a week at a Travelodge in Birmingham with Joe, and two, there is wifi but you have to go and ask for it at Reception. The whole point of this place is to switch off and reconnect with Nature, so they don’t automatically give you access.’ I tried to look pious. ‘I’m looking forward to a digital detox. Nathan and I are going to paint the local wildlife and go bird spotting.’

      ‘Yeah, right. I give you a day, at most.’

      I refused to acknowledge that she was probably right. It was getting close to dinner time and, despite the huge lunch we’d eaten, we were all starting to get a bit peckish again, so we showered and changed into clean clothes and headed over to the main resort building.

      We were ambushed en route by a screeching banshee who leapt out of the bushes at us, hollering at the top of its lungs.

      ‘What the bloody hell—’ started Nathan, as we all jumped out of the creature’s way. The creature stopped and shook its head of unruly hair, then gave us a big but apologetic smile.

      ‘Oh my God, I am SO SORRY!’ cried the banshee, in a voice that could only be described as pure Knightsbridge. The creature had resolved itself into a young woman in her mid-twenties, with long, light brown hair fashioned into dreadlocks. She wore a loose-fitting tie-dyed vest top over a pink bra or bikini top, with very short denim cut-off shorts. ‘I thought you were someone else.’

      ‘Tigs, babe…’ A drawling male voice floated out from the bushes behind us, and after some rustling of leaves, was followed by the owner of it; a good-looking guy in his late twenties, early thirties, clad in a pair of long, baggy linen shorts. His dark hair was tousled, and a jade Māori pendant on a black cord lay against his bare, tanned chest. He looked at us and laughed. ‘Oh my God, Tigs, what are you doing to these good people?’

      ‘I thought it was you,’ she explained, grasping her dreadlocks with one hand and attempting to wrangle them into a hair band she took from her wrist. She looked at us. ‘We were playing hide and seek.’

      The young man smiled at Nathan and held out his hand. ‘Apollo. This is Tiggy.’

      ‘Apollo?’ I heard Mum gurgle behind me, obviously amused but trying not to make it obvious. And failing.

      Nathan shook the proffered hand and did the introductions. ‘I’m Nathan. This is Jodie, Daisy, Shirley, and the fluffy one’s Germaine.’

      The banshee – Tiggy – dropped to her haunches and put out her hand to Germaine, letting her sniff at it first before attempting to stroke her. ‘Who’s a beautiful doggy, then? You are!’

      Daisy was watching her, her eyes wide. She bent down and made a fuss of the dog too, and then turned to Tiggy. ‘Sorry, but are you Tiggy Powers?’ She sounded a bit breathless; starstruck, even. Mum turned to me with a Now who the hell is THIS? expression on her face, but I couldn’t help her there.

      ‘I am.’ Tiggy straightened up with a huge grin. ‘Are you a follower?’

      ‘Yes, I am!’ Daisy, bless her, had been pretty impressed with Alexis Armstrong, but she was positively in awe now, although the rest of us had no idea why. ‘I loved your fracking campaign⁠—’

      Tiggy shrugged, modestly. ‘All of the hard work really was done by Greenpeace,’ she said, ‘I just helped in the best way I could. If you’ve got a platform, you should use it responsibly, shouldn’t you? Millions of my followers signed the Greenpeace petition when I posted about it, and the government could hardly ignore it after that.’ She reached down and plucked her mirrored sunglasses from the neckline of her vest, where they’d been hanging, and put them on. ‘I just did what anybody else would have done.’

      ‘Not many people have twenty million followers on social media, though,’ said Daisy, and Tiggy gave us another not-really-modest shrug.

      ‘Anyway…’ I said. ‘We were just on our way to the dining room, if you’re heading that way?’

      ‘Oh Lord no,’ said Apollo. ‘We prefer not to eat until dusk. We fast during the day in summer, it’s better for one’s digestion.’

      ‘But they do the most amazing vegan food in the restaurant here,’ said Tiggy enthusiastically, and I got the impression that she would’ve been quite happy to risk indigestion and eat right then and there. ‘Honestly, even if you’re a meat eater you’ll love it.’

      We left them larking about in the garden and carried on walking.

      ‘Well, they’re obviously not short of a bob or two,’ said Mum. ‘But so scruffy. She looked like she needs a good wash. And that hair…!’ She grimaced. ‘Looks like a load of rats’ tails.’

      ‘Aww, I thought they were quite sweet, in an annoying kind of way,’ I said. ‘Not so much “Love’s young dream”, as “Love’s young trust fund”.’ Nathan laughed.

      ‘She had to be vegan, didn’t she?’ he said. Daisy rolled her eyes.

      ‘There’s nothing wrong with being a vegan,’ she said. ‘I’d be one too, if I could give up bacon.’

      ‘Same here,’ I said. ‘Although apparently they can do amazing things with carrots and maple syrup these days.’

      We made it to the restaurant without further physical altercation, Daisy filling me in on the way on her new friend Tiggy.

      ‘People call her an influencer, but she’s much more than that,’ said my daughter, enthusiastically. ‘She does a lot of work for the environment. She’s fronted some big campaigns against opening new oil fields, against road expansion, all that kind of stuff. She made a documentary about lithium mining in Zimbabwe, and she just finished one about the fashion industry and the huge amount of energy they use. She set up the biggest free-cycling organisation in London, too.’

      ‘Free-cycling?’

      ‘Getting people to do clothes swaps, and donate household stuff that people on low income can make use of. Like recycling, but giving stuff away for free.’

      I was impressed. ‘That’s very cool,’ I said. ‘She seems like a nice person. What about him? Apollo?’ I snorted. ‘That’s a name and a half, innit?’

      ‘Ha! That’s Apollo Paphides. His dad’s some multi-billionaire…’

      ‘Not Georgios Paphides?’ Nathan, who was ahead of us, stopped and turned to look at her, incredulous. ‘He made his money in the oil and shipping industries. I bet he’s popular with Tiggy.’

      ‘Apollo obviously doesn’t follow in his dad’s footsteps,’ I said.

      The restaurant felt almost like a London gentlemen’s club, the walls covered with panelling painted in a dark teal and soft furnishings in rich emerald greens and velvety sapphire. The lighting was discreet, with low-hanging glass pendant lamps over each table creating intimate pools of light. Curving along one side of the room was a bar area, with bottles of colourful, exotic-looking liqueurs and gins, lit from behind and illuminating the wall behind the mahogany bar. Patchwork velvet armchairs and deep sofas were ranged around in front of the bar, but they were all currently empty.

      We were shown to a table by a window which overlooked a bay at the other side of the tiny island from where we’d landed. This one was rocky and inhospitable, but still beautiful; it felt wilder, and more dramatic. It looked like the tide was almost fully in now, the waves which had lapped gently onto the beach we’d landed at now staining the rocks. The sun was still out – it doesn’t get dark that far west in the summer until quite late into the night – and the sky was painted in hues of orange, fading into pink, then into blue. It was such a peaceful scene that I couldn’t believe anyone would want to do anything to spoil it. Isaac’s imagining it, I thought, and Germaine obviously thought so too, as she gave a contented little sigh and lay her head on my feet.

      The Armstrongs were there, too, at a discreetly romantic table for two, and there were various friendly members of staff buzzing around attentively, but other than that the restaurant was empty and we were served quickly. We’d just finished eating an excellent meal of locally sourced produce – Nathan went for the grass-fed beef from a farm on neighbouring St Martin’s, Mum had crab and lobster from a family of fishermen on the Island of Bryher, while Daisy and I plumped for one of their many vegan specialities (as recommended by Tiggy), roasted aubergine grown in the resort’s own kitchen garden, stuffed with chickpeas, bulgur wheat and dairy-free feta, all followed by cranachan, a Scottish dessert made with the clotted cream Cornwall is famous for, laced with a honey-spiced rum distilled on St Martin’s, rather than the traditional whisky – when a figure appeared next to our table.

      ‘Mr and Mrs Withers, how lovely to meet you!’

      I looked up in surprise and opened my mouth to speak, but the figure – a good-looking, well-groomed young man – gave me a slight shake of the head before speaking again himself.

      ‘I’m James McAllister. I’m overseeing the opening of the Green Palms resort, and I just wanted to welcome you and your family to the island. May I join you?’

      ‘Of course,’ I said, somewhat bewildered. James grabbed a chair from a nearby table and pulled it over to ours.

      ‘How nice to meet you for absolutely the very first time, ever,’ said Mum loudly. Daisy groaned.

      ‘Make it obvious, Nana, why don’t you…’

      James smiled and spoke in a quieter voice. ‘Sorry for being a bit cloak-and-dagger, only you’re undercover, aren’t you? I want as few people as possible knowing why you’re really here. Good to see you all again, under rather better circumstances than last time, thankfully.’

      ‘Right…’ I said, understanding his act now. ‘Who knows who we are?’

      ‘Just me, at the moment,’ said James. ‘I’d like to keep it that way if I can. If you’re talking to staff and you think it would help if they knew why you’re here then, of course, tell them, but I’ll leave that up to you.’

      ‘Good idea,’ said Nathan. ‘Some people might clam up if they know we’re here to poke around, but others might be happier to get any worries off their chest if they know we’re investigating.’

      ‘We’ll play it by ear,’ I said, and Nathan and James both nodded. ‘Is there anywhere you’d like us to start? Or anyone you particularly want us to talk to?’

      ‘Not really,’ said James, musing. ‘I’ll be honest, I wasn’t convinced that we even had a problem until today. I thought it was Isaac worrying unnecessarily, although that in itself is unusual.’

      ‘Until today? What happened today?’ asked Nathan.

      ‘Anything to do with the boat?’ I added. ‘Or the helicopter pad?’

      James looked surprised for a second, then chuckled. ‘I’d forgotten how good you two are. Yes, both of those things. Have you finished your meal?’ We all nodded. He pushed his chair back and stood up. ‘Please, allow me to show you around the resort…’

      We left the restaurant and followed him outside, where we took a sheltered, winding path that led between the resort buildings, lined with large raised beds full of wildflowers, punctuated by the blues and reds of cornflowers and poppies (but thankfully no yellow blooms, as my daft dog had a thing against yellow flowers and would’ve been in there like a shot, digging them up). Tall wispy grass susurrated in the gentle breeze that found its way in between the buildings.

      ‘The aim of Green Palms is to prove that being eco-conscious and using only sustainable materials and power doesn’t mean living without comfort and luxury,’ said James loudly, as we approached a couple of staff members. He nodded to them and then dropped his voice again as they passed us. ‘Sorry, got to keep up the pretence. Gosh, all this undercover espionage stuff is exciting, isn’t it?’

      The path led up some stone steps, then out into the open, where we were greeted by the magnificent sight of the whole island spread out beneath us. I could see the horseshoe of bungalows, surrounded by gorgeous planting on one side and the curve of the manmade river on the other, and in the distance the golden sand of the beach.

      ‘Just up here,’ said James, leading us over to where a large concrete platform had been built. ‘This is the helicopter pad.’

      ‘How can you have a helicopter pad when this place is supposed to be environmentally friendly?’ asked Daisy. ‘Surely you’re just pandering to billionaires and those who don’t give a chuff about the environment? Helicopters are one of the worst forms of transport because they use a huge amount of fuel.’ Which hadn’t bothered the environment secretary earlier, I thought, but I didn’t say anything because, nice as she seemed, Alexis Armstrong was still a politician, after all.

      James held his hands up in defence. ‘I know, I know! The helicopter pad isn’t for guest use – we were making an exception for the Armstrongs, because we really need the minister’s seal of approval on the resort and we want her to take some of our sustainability ideas back to parliament, and it was the only way to guarantee she’d be here in time for the soft launch. But it was really built for emergency use only. Somewhere for the air ambulance to land, or the coastguard. And they still can, to be fair.’

      ‘So what’s the problem?’ I asked, but as soon as I stepped on the platform, I could see exactly what it was. Someone had spray-painted graffiti on the concrete pad. Germaine, less than impressed, trotted over and peed on the lettering.

      ‘“Eat the rich”,’ read Nathan. ‘Yeah, I can see how that might put your guests off.’

      ‘Up until today, all of the things that Isaac has been worrying about could be explained away,’ said James. ‘Silly things, like… the curtains in some of the bungalows were the wrong size, so there was a big gap between them when you drew them shut. I put it down to an error by the curtain makers, although they swore they used the measurements we sent them. And although all the bungalows have the same size windows, not all of them were wrong, so maybe someone did tamper with our order? I don’t know. It didn’t seem  important at the time, and I just wanted to concentrate on getting everything perfect.’

      ‘What else has been happening?’ I asked.

      ‘We had some issues with the toilet system, and someone leaked a video online of, well, the shit hitting the fan, almost literally. It was a video of a ton of you-know-what bursting out of a pipe and cascading down onto the beach.’

      ‘Eww,’ said Mum, wrinkling her nose.

      ‘Yes, it was disgusting,’ said James. ‘But it wasn’t here. Not to go into too many details, but the amount of sewage in that video was far more than we were producing here at the time, with only a small number of staff and builders on site. And our sewage flows from the accommodation buildings, via a network of pipes, into reed beds, down there—’ James waved an arm towards the other side of the helicopter pad ‘—where it’s treated, naturally and efficiently. We had a minor issue with the angle of one section of pipe
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