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      Beanie glanced at his wife, contemplating the question she’d just asked him.

      In the fading sunlight casting rays across the pergola, the love of his life was still the prettiest woman he’d ever seen with her perfect cheekbones, delicate features, and her hair pulled back in an artfully constructed messy bun.

      Picking up the bottle of ginger beer from the small table next to his chair, Beanie took a sip. Keeping a watchful eye on his young sons, four-year-old Ethan, and two-year-old Evan, he enjoyed the balmy breeze, dark lavender sky, and relaxing time with the family he was grateful for and blessed to have.

      They’d had an early supper of goat tenders and steamed veggies, which Noelle coaxed the boys into eating by promising them ice cream and an hour of playtime in the backyard before bath time. As Noelle shepherded the boys out of the kitchen, Beanie grabbed two ginger beers from the fridge. Outside, Ethan and Evan ran around, squealing, and laughing, playing some sort of game, a mash-up of hide and go seek and cops and robbers. Beanie joined Noelle under the pergola, taking a seat on one of the pastel-painted Adirondack chairs arranged in a semi-circle.

      “Roland …” prompted Noelle.

      Beanie sighed. “How do I feel about turning thirty?”

      Noelle looked at him. “You upset about it? Okay with it? Do you care?”

      “Doesn’t bother me,” said Beanie. “Figured it would happen one day.”

      Smiling, Noelle asked, “So you’re still okay with the thirtieth birthday party?”

      “Yeah, I can’t wait,” said Beanie. “But …”

      “But what?”

      Beanie hesitated. When his wife had suggested a party to celebrate the thirtieth birthday for him and his fraternal twin sister, Robyn, Beanie had thought it was a great idea. Normally, he and his twin didn’t get to spend their birthdays together. Robyn usually took a girls’ trip and Beanie had an intimate dinner with Noelle.

      But thirty was a milestone birthday, one that should be a big deal.

      Robyn wasn’t convinced. His sister believed thirty was a millstone. She didn’t like the idea of no longer being twenty-nine.

      “Robyn might not be able to make it,” said Beanie.

      “Why not?” asked Noelle. “Does she have other plans?”

      Beanie took another sip of ginger beer. “Not exactly.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “She’s upset because she’s turning thirty,” said Beanie. “She thought she would be married with kids by now. I told her she would find somebody, and he would be the love of her life, but I don’t think she believed me.”

      Noelle frowned. “Wait. I thought she already found somebody. Are things not going well between her and Henry?”

      Beanie said, “Things are …”

      “What?”

      “Robyn said things are fine,” said Beanie, rubbing his jaw.

      “Just fine?” questioned Noelle. “I thought things were getting serious between them.”

      “So did I …” admitted Beanie. “But now I’m not so sure.”

      “But they’re living together,” said Noelle. “That seems pretty serious to me.”

      “Robyn said she and Henry are serious enough,” said Beanie. “And don’t ask me what that means because she didn’t elaborate.”

      Beanie recalled the last conversation he’d had with his sister about her love life. A few days ago, they’d met for lunch in Pourciau Square. Over goat stew from the popular Loco Goat food truck, Beanie’s favorite, his sister confessed her worries.

      But it turned out that turning thirty was the least of her fears.

      Robyn had hinted at problems in her relationship with Dr. Henry Montague, the guy his sister had been dating for the past three months.

      Seven months ago, Robyn had been accepted into a Forensic Nursing program taught at St. Killian University. During the year-long program, his sister had taken a temporary assignment as a Surgical RN at St. Killian General Hospital. The move from St. Basil, where she resided, facilitated the need for temporary residence.

      Initially, Robyn had contemplated rooming with their parents, but she didn’t want to be treated like a teenager, having to adhere to a curfew and being questioned about her whereabouts.

      Beanie offered her the extra bedroom in the modest, modern Oyster Farms home he shared with Noelle and the boys, but Robyn had demurred. She loved her nephews, but the rambunctious boys could be a handful, and wouldn’t give their favorite auntie a moment’s peace. A colleague at the hospital had told Robyn that a cardiac surgeon named Dr. Montague had a room for rent in his townhouse located in Adagio Bay, a ritzy, upper-class enclave.

      Robyn rented the room, and a month later, she and Henry were dating.

      Beanie glanced at his wife. “Between you and me … I don’t think things are working out with Henry. I don’t think she trusts the guy.”

      “Has he given her a reason not to trust him?”

      Clearing his throat, Beanie took another sip of his ginger beer as he struggled to come up with an answer.

      When Robyn had confided her reservations about Henry, she’d sworn him to keep the information private.

      Specifically, she’d told him not to tell Noelle.

      It was no secret that his wife and his sister were not fond of each other, and that was putting it mildly. Robyn had never really warmed up to Noelle. When Beanie had first introduced them, Robyn was polite but standoffish, and later declared that something about Noelle seemed shady. When Robyn learned about Noelle’s former affiliation with the PC-5, a dangerous island cartel, she felt her suspicions had been validated.

      Finding out that his wife had once pledged allegiance to the cartel had shaken Beanie to his core and might have ruined their marriage, but they’d committed to working through their issues. Beanie was upset that Noelle had kept secrets from him, but he was more hurt that he’d created an environment where she didn’t feel as though she could trust him with the shame of her past. He hated knowing his wife feared he would judge her, then divorce her and prevent her from being a mother to their boys.

      “Roland …” prompted Noelle.

      Beanie focused on his boys who were digging in the dirt near the row of hibiscus bushes along the back fence. Indecision gripped him. He didn’t want to lie to his wife. But, neither did he want to be disloyal to his sister.

      “Robyn didn’t want to go into details,” said Beanie. “I just hope she ends things with the guy if he’s not right for her.”

      “If she doesn’t trust him, she should just confront him,” advised Noelle.

      “Confront him?”

      “Like you confronted me,” said Noelle. “You had your suspicions and doubts and⁠—”

      “That’s not true,” said Beanie. “I didn’t confront you.”

      Noelle stared at him.

      Beanie didn’t back down. “I came home and found you with bruises all over your face. I asked you what happened, and you started telling me how you didn’t deserve me and the kids. And I asked why you were saying those things and you told me.”

      Looking away, Noelle took a sip of ginger beer.

      “Babe, listen,” said Beanie, hoping to avoid a painful trip down memory lane. “I don’t⁠—”

      “Mommy! Mommy!” Ethan ran up to Noelle with his hands behind his back. “I have something for you!”

      “You do?” Noelle put her bottle down and stretched out her arms, smiling at Ethan. “Oh, you’re so sweet! What is it? Let me see!”

      Beanie snickered, recognizing the mischievous gleam in his son’s warm brown eyes. Noelle was probably expecting a Hibiscus flower, plucked from the bush. Beanie suspected his oldest was harboring something creepy and crawly. A bug. Or maybe a frog.

      “Look, Mommy!” Ethan opened his hand. “I got a lizard for you!”

      Screaming, Noelle jumped up and made a mad dash toward the back door that led into the kitchen. “Don’t come near me with that thing! Get it away!”

      “Don’t be scared of the lizard, Mommy!” said Ethan, holding the squirming, slithering animal by its tail.

      “Ethan!” censured Beanie, but his tone lacked the discipline required to convince Ethan that he’d done something wrong. Beanie didn’t think a lizard—one of God’s creatures living in its natural environment—should cause Ethan much trouble. He had to be a disciplinarian even though he thought Ethan’s “gift” was funny.

      “Mommy doesn’t like lizards, remember?”

      “Why not?” asked Ethan. “The lizard won’t hurt Mommy! He wants to be her friend!”

      “Lizard is Mommy’s friend!” chorused Evan, who toddled up to Beanie, his little chubby legs churning as he climbed onto Beanie’s lap.

      “Lizard is not Mommy’s friend,” called Noelle from the corner near the back door, where she cowered.

      Containing his laughter, Beanie said, “Ethan, you know I think the lizard probably has a family that he wants to be with. So why don’t you take him back where you found him, okay?”

      Frowning, Ethan said, “But the lizard doesn’t have a family, Daddy. That’s why he wants to be in our family.”

      “Lizard is family!” echoed Evan, clapping his hands. “I want lizard!”

      Impressed by his four-year-old’s logic, Beanie said, “How do you know the lizard doesn’t have a family?”

      “I can tell the lizard is lonely, Daddy,” said Ethan, trying to pet the lizard, which wriggled frantically.

      “Ethan, the lizard isn’t lonely,” said Beanie. “He’s probably just lost. Take him back where you got him.”

      Lower lip protruding, Ethan shook his head. “But, Daddy⁠—”

      “Ethan,” said Beanie, hoping his tone brooked no further protests.

      Scowling, Ethan said, “Okay, fine, Daddy, but the lizard is gonna be sad!”

      “Sad lizard,” said Evan, trying to crawl down from Beanie’s lap to follow his brother.

      “Stay with me, buddy,” said Beanie, tightening his hold on Evan.

      Ethan ran to the rear of the backyard. Noelle returned to her chair and was waiting for him when he came running back.

      “Here Mommy,” said Ethan, presenting Noelle with a vibrant pink hibiscus flower.

      Taking the flower, Noelle hugged Ethan, pulling him into her arms.

      Evan rested his head on Beanie’s shoulder, and Beanie gave Ethan a quick thumbs-up, which the little tyke acknowledged with a wink.

      As the sun set, and the boys quieted down, Beanie was grateful for his family and hopeful that Robyn would work through her issues with Henry. He wanted his sister to find the right guy, start a family, and enjoy precious moments like this.
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      At four o’clock in the afternoon, a balmy breeze scented with the fragrance of the sea wafted through the air as forty or so of Beanie and Robyn’s family members, close friends, and co-workers congregated in the backyard. Eating, drinking, dancing, and making merry, they celebrated the thirtieth birthday of Beanie and his sister Robyn.

      For the past two hours, Beanie and Robyn had worked the crowd, mixing and mingling, raising a glass whenever someone proposed a toast, sharing a laugh, and reminiscing about old times.

      As a lively Soca beat blasted from speakers hidden near the trunks of several Palm trees, Beanie ambled over toward two colleagues from the Palmchat Gazette, fellow reporters Stevie Bishop and Sophie Carter.

      “So how’s it feel to be over the hill?” asked Stevie, laughing.

      “Ha, ha …” said Beanie, shaking his head. “I’ll let you know when I get over it.”

      “If you get over it,” said Sophie, smiling. “You might trip and fall.”

      “And tumble down to the bottom,” said Stevie, continuing the joking narrative.

      “And who’ll be there to help you get up?” asked Sophie, cackling.

      “Funny. Funny,” said Beanie, taking it all in stride. “You guys got jokes now, but just you wait.”

      “It’s going to be eight years before I’m thirty,” announced Sophie, her tone smug.

      Beanie said, “Trust me, those eight years are going to fly by faster than you think!”

      Excusing himself from Stevie and Sophie, Beanie weaved through the guests, stopping to chat with a group of high school friends who congregated near the buffet table.

      “Living fossil!” one of the guys hollered out, grabbing Beanie into a fierce bear hug as the other men roared with laughter.

      “You’re next!” said Beanie, laughing as he pointed to the men. After enduring several minutes of good-natured joshing, Beanie moved on, heading toward some friends from church sitting at one of the benches. He was having a great time. The turnout had been fantastic—not too many people, but enough to make things lively and interesting. The weather was wonderful, but he hadn’t been worried. The music was perfect, the food was perfect, and the atmosphere was festive and carefree.

      Still, he did have cause for concern.

      Strolling toward the bench, beer in hand, Beanie glanced around, catching the eye of loved ones, and giving a wave to acquaintances. He was looking for Robyn.

      His sister had been drinking a lot, more than usual. Beanie had observed her doing shots with every person who asked. Earlier, when he’d pulled her to the side and cautioned her to pace herself, she’d scowled at him, accusing him of trying to ruin her mood.

      Beanie had protested. “Just don’t want you to puke all over the yard and I’ll have to clean it up.”

      Rolling her eyes, Robyn said, “I know how to hold my liquor, little brother. And I told you, once I do thirty shots, one for every year I’ve been alive on this earth, then I’ll switch to water for the rest of the night. Satisfied?”

      Beanie would have been more satisfied to know she was chasing each shot with an eight-ounce glass of water, but his sister was an adult. And he didn’t want to spoil her fun, since she seemed to be having a good time. At least, when she was with her friends from high school and her work friends. Robyn seemed less jovial when Henry was around. The handsome doctor wasn’t clingy. He seemed more than happy to let Robyn mingle while he sat in one of the pastel-colored Adirondack chairs, drinking a beer and checking his phone.

      Now and then, however, Robyn brought a friend or family member to meet Henry. In those moments, his sister appeared distant and stiff, though she smiled. Once, Beanie saw his sister and Henry at the buffet table, with their arms around each other’s waists, but they seemed to be posturing, pretending to be a loving couple. Or, maybe not pretending, thought Beanie, deciding to give his sister and her boyfriend the benefit of the doubt. Maybe they were trying to be a loving couple. Trying to make their relationship work.

      Beanie was suspicious and worried.

      Deciding not to dwell on his concerns, Beanie continued toward the bench. Halfway there, he spotted Noelle and Robyn standing near the buffet table with three other guests, talking to a group of Beanie’s cousins.

      Catching his wife’s eye, Beanie smiled.

      Noelle looked fantastic in a coral-colored, strapless sundress. Sometimes, Beanie couldn’t believe Noelle had chosen him. He’d been told he was a nice-looking guy, and he’d never had problems with women, but his wife was beyond gorgeous. Often, people told her she was a dead ringer for the supermodel Naomi Campbell.

      His wife blew him a kiss, then waved her arm, beckoning him to come to them. Beanie strode to the buffet table, where he was introduced to Robyn’s friends from St. Killian General Hospital—Nurse Sara Parker, Dr. Emily Taylor, who went by Mimi, and her fiancé, Tim.

      “Well, little brother!” yelled Robyn, her sing-song voice laced with intoxication as she grabbed him and slipped an arm around his waist. “How does it feel to be thirty?”

      “Doesn’t feel much different than being twenty-nine,” said Beanie, steadying his sister as she swayed against him and cackled a bit too loudly at his deadpan answer.

      “So, wait, Robyn, you’re the oldest?” asked Tim, pushing his black-rimmed Harry Potter glasses up his nose.

      “Duh, Tim,” said Sara. “You heard Robbie call him her little brother.”

      Shrugging, Tim gave a sheepish smile. “Oh, yeah, she did say that. So how much older are you?”

      “Older enough,” said Robyn, still swaying as she rested her head on Beanie’s shoulder. “But you wouldn’t know it because little brother acts like he’s my dad!”

      “That is not true,” protested Beanie.

      “Beanie doesn’t want me to have any fun,” said Robyn, though her voice was full of inebriated mirth. “He’s a husband and a father so he’s much more mature than I am!”

      “You’ll be an old married lady, soon, girl,” said Sara.

      “I don’t know about that,” quipped Robyn.

      Mimi waved a hand dismissively. “Sara’s right. You know Henry’s going to propose.”

      “Maybe he will,” acknowledged Robyn.

      “Do I hear wedding bells?” asked Noelle, smiling.

      Beanie felt something within him revolt at the idea of Robyn marrying Henry. He wanted his sister to be happy, but he wasn’t convinced Henry was the right man for her.

      “Honey check your ears,” Robyn said to Noelle. “That’s Soca you hear.”

      Annoyed by his sister’s unnecessary rudeness, Beanie glanced at Noelle. His wife’s smile faltered a bit, but Beanie knew she wouldn’t let Robyn ruin her mood. His wife had been through a lot, and she could handle a salty sister-in-law. Beanie still planned to give his sister a few choice words.

      Robyn said, “Anyway, even if Henry asks, doesn’t mean I’ll say yes.”

      “Why wouldn’t you?” asked Tim.

      “Ohmigod! I love this song!” announced Robyn, grabbing her friends, and pulling them toward the makeshift dancefloor—the porch beneath the pergola. Moments later, dancing suggestively, Robyn raised her arms and swayed them back and forth. She cackled as her friends encouraged her to drop it like it was hot and show them what she was working with—which his sister seemed eager to do.

      “Go, Robyn! Go Robyn!” chorused the partygoers on the porch, forming a circle around her.

      Shaking his head, Beanie chuckled at his sister’s antics.

      Noelle walked over to him.

      “Having fun?” asked Noelle.

      Beanie slipped an arm around Noelle. Guiding her to a semi-private spot near a Palm tree, he said, “I’m having a great time.”

      “Robyn seems to be having a good time, too,” said Noelle as a loud, euphoric shout erupted from the dancefloor.

      “Maybe too much of a good time,” said Beanie, watching as Robyn danced with two guys, grinding her hips as they sandwiched her.

      Noelle frowned at him. “How old are you?”

      “What?” asked Beanie, confused.

      “Thought you were thirty, not eighty,” teased Noelle. “Stop sounding like a crotchety old man.”

      “That was my protective brother voice,” said Beanie.

      Noelle gave him a light punch in the arm. “Speaking of that. Want to hear my nagging wife voice?”

      Beanie made a face. “Not really.”

      “Can you call Tricia and make sure the boys are okay?” asked Noelle.

      “And while I’m checking on our kids,” began Beanie, “what are you going to be doing?”

      “Dancing to this song,” said Noelle, swinging her hips as she sashayed toward the porch.
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      Minutes later, in the bedroom he shared with Noelle, Beanie used the house phone to call the babysitter, Tricia, the niece of a friend from their church.

      “The boys are playing with my puppy,” said Tricia.

      “Everything going okay?” asked Beanie, hoping the boys wouldn’t return home demanding a canine. Dogs were a huge responsibility, and while he planned to buy a pup for the kids in the future, he thought they were a bit too young now.

      “Going great!” said Tricia. “We went to the beach and the park and then to the library.”

      “The library?”

      “Had to get a few books to read at bedtime tonight.”

      Beanie felt a strange hitch in his chest. The bedtime story routine was one he and Noelle performed automatically. Often, he wasn’t in the mood to read two or three books to Ethan, but he didn’t like the idea of someone else doing what he considered “daddy duty”. He missed his little guys like crazy and hated that he wouldn’t be able to tuck them in and kiss them goodnight.

      After hanging up with Tricia, Beanie forced himself to shake off the melancholy. The boys were only spending one night with Tricia. He and Noelle would pick up Ethan and Evan tomorrow morning and tomorrow night, he’d be wishing that Evan would stop splashing water and that Ethan would fall asleep after just one story.

      Resolved to continue having a great time at his birthday blowout bash, Beanie left the bedroom. Heading down the hallway, he passed the boys’ room. After a glance into the dark room, he continued, but then stopped. Beanie frowned. Had he seen something in the boys’ room? No, not something. Someone. Slowly, Beanie turned and took a few steps toward the boys’ bedroom.

      Voices floated into the hallway. Beanie paused, listening. The voices rose and fell. The sentences were hushed, clipped, and curt, as though the whispered words were forced through gritted teeth.

      Beanie took another step closer to the opened doorway.

      “… calm down, okay?”

      “I am not calming down!”

      “Robyn, please⁠—”

      “Tell me why she is still calling you?” asked Robyn. “And don’t try to lie and pretend she didn’t call because I know she did!”

      “She probably wanted to talk about a patient.”

      “Stop lying!” hissed Robyn. “She’s an OB-GYN. You’re a cardiologist. She wasn’t calling about a patient.”

      “I don’t know why she’s calling, okay?” responded Henry. “I told you, she’s crazy. She doesn’t want to accept that we’re not together anymore and I’ve moved on.”

      “Well, you need to make her accept it!” Robyn said.

      “Look, I have tried, okay?” said Henry. “But … you have to understand. She has deep feelings for me, and …”

      “And what?”

      Riveted by the clandestine conversation, Beanie wondered who Robyn and Henry were talking about. An ex-lover, most likely. But who was the woman? And why wouldn’t she stop calling Henry? Why couldn’t she accept that Henry had moved on? And why had his sister chosen to get involved with a guy who had a clingy, possessive ex?

      Henry said, “And I didn’t want to tell you this, but …”

      “You didn’t want to tell me what?”

      “She has a history of instability,” said Henry.

      Beanie frowned, his worry increasing. A past girlfriend who couldn’t get over being dumped was annoying, but not necessarily a cause for concern. However, a former girlfriend who was unstable could be problematic.

      “A history of instability?” echoed Robyn. “What does that mean?”

      “I had to get a restraining order a few months before we broke up,” said Henry. “She was stalking me, and …”

      “And?” Robyn’s voice rose. “Tell me!”

      “She tried to kill me.”

      A jolt passed through Beanie.

      “Oh my God …” whispered Robyn. “Are you serious?”

      “As serious as the gun she held to my head,” said Henry.

      “Is that why she’s calling?” asked Robyn. “Is she threatening you again?”

      Beanie wanted to know the answer, as well. More than that, he wanted his sister as far away as possible from a guy with a dangerous, gun-wielding ex-girlfriend.

      “She has said some … disturbing things,” said Henry.

      “What kind of disturbing things?” demanded Robyn. “What does that mean?”

      “Look, don’t worry, okay?”

      “Don’t worry?” scoffed Robyn. “How can I not worry? You tell me your psycho ex tried to kill you and you tell me not to worry?”

      “There’s no need to worry because I have protection,” said Henry. “I bought a gun.”

      “You bought a gun?”

      “It’s in the nightstand on my side of the bed,” said Henry.

      “And you’re really going to shoot her with it?” asked Robyn, her voice laced with incredulity.

      “If she tries to hurt us,” Henry insisted.

      “You need to call the police,” said Robyn. “Get another restraining order.”

      “I don’t want to do that.”

      “If you won’t do it, then I will!

      “Robyn, wait a minute,” said Henry. “You can’t⁠—”

      “Get your hands off me!” Robyn seethed. “Don’t touch me!”

      At that moment, Beanie had heard enough. Stomping into the boys’ room, he flipped the switch on the wall near the door, flooding the room with bright light.

      “Roland!” Robyn’s eyes widened as she stared at him, looking like the proverbial deer caught in headlights.

      Beanie looked at Henry. The good doctor glared at him with narrowed eyes.

      “What are you doing in here?” Robyn demanded.

      “I could ask you the same question,” said Beanie. “What’s going on?”

      Shaking her head, Robyn said, “Nothing. We were just talking.”

      Remaining silent, Henry stared at Robyn.

      Beanie said, “I want to talk to my sister. Alone.”

      After Henry left, Beanie closed the bedroom door.

      Robyn rolled her eyes. “Why did you close the door?”

      “I don’t want Henry listening to our conversation,” said Beanie.

      “Oh, you don’t want him eavesdropping on me and you like you were eavesdropping on me and him?”

      “I can eavesdrop if I want to in my own house,” Beanie told her. “Now what is going on with you two?”

      Arms folded, Robyn snipped, “Nothing.”

      “Don’t tell me nothing,” said Beanie. “Who’s the psycho ex who tried to kill Henry?”

      “Wow, you really were listening to everything we said, huh?”

      “Tell me,” said Beanie.

      “Her name is Dr. Elizabeth Adams,” said Robyn. “She’s an OB-GYN at St. Killian General.”

      “An unstable gynecologist who pulled a gun on a man who filed a restraining order against her,” said Beanie, disturbed by the idea of a crazed woman delivering children.

      Robyn rolled her eyes. “If that’s even true …”

      “You don’t believe Henry?” asked Beanie. “You think he was lying to you?”

      “I don’t know …” Robyn shook her head. “But if he is lying, it certainly wouldn’t be the first time. He’s been doing a lot of lying these past few weeks.”

      “Elaborate, please,” said Beanie.

      Robyn sighed. “A few weeks ago, I thought Henry was cheating on me with Liz. So, I started following him.”

      “Did you catch him with her?”

      Robyn shook her head. “No, but I caught him with a man.”

      Beanie was shocked. “A man?”

      “No, I don’t mean like that,” clarified Robyn. “I mean … it was a guy I’ve never seen before. I was in my car, watching from a distance. The guy was wearing a hoodie and sunglasses, I think. Anyway, Henry had left the hospital at lunch to meet with this man at a scuzzy bar in Little Turkey. The Fish-Eyed Fool.”

      Beanie burst out laughing.

      Robyn glared at him.

      Struggling to contain his mirth, Beanie said, “Never been there.”

      “Consider yourself lucky,” quipped Robyn. “It’s the kind of place the guidebooks advise you to stay away from.”

      “You have any idea what they were meeting about?”

      “No, but it seemed pretty intense,” said Robyn. “The conversation seemed very confrontational. Very aggressive.”

      “Did you confront Henry about the guy?”

      “He claimed the guy was an old friend he owed some money,” said Robyn. “Money he doesn’t have right now. He said the guy was hassling him about paying the money back.”

      “Hassling him?”

      “Threatening him,” said Robyn.

      “Interesting,” murmured Beanie under his breath. He wouldn’t have guessed that the cardiac surgeon had money problems. In addition to his duties at St. Killian General Hospital, Henry was also a partner in a cardiac specialty center in the Aerie Islands. The ritzy heart clinic catered to CEOs and rock stars and Middle Eastern royalty.

      “I didn’t believe Henry’s story about the guy,” said Robyn. “I knew he was lying about owing the guy money.”

      “How?”

      “Because I followed Henry a few more times,” said Robyn. “He met this guy again at the Fish Eyed Fool⁠—”

      Beanie laughed out loud again.

      Robyn glowered at him. “What is your problem?”

      “The Fish-Eyed Fool?” Beanie shook his head. “You don’t think that’s funny … um, guess you don’t.”

      “Are you finished laughing?” asked Robyn. “Can I finish telling you how I knew Henry was lying to me?”

      Beanie cleared his throat. “Sorry. Go ahead. I’m listening.”

      “One of the times when Henry met the guy,” said Robyn, “they had a drink and then the guy pulled an envelope from the front pocket of his hoodie. Henry took the envelope and put it in the inside pocket of his blazer.”

      “An envelope?”

      “A thick envelope,” said Robyn, giving him a knowing look.

      “What do you think was in it?” asked Beanie, though he suspected he knew the answer.

      Robyn rolled her eyes. “You know, for an investigative reporter who’s supposed to have all these inductive reasoning skills, you can be pretty dense sometimes.”

      “As an investigative reporter, I speculate and extrapolate but I never assume when I don’t have all the facts,” countered Beanie.

      Robyn said, “It was an envelope full of cash. After Henry met with the guy,” said Robyn, “he went to the Pourciau Bank. I saw him pull out a fat stack and hand it to the teller.”

      “Did you confront Henry?”

      “Why would I do that?” asked Robyn. “So he could lie to me again?”

      “Why do you think he’s lying about the gun he bought for protection?” asked Beanie.

      “Because tonight is the first I’ve heard about the gun,” said Robyn. “He just brings it up out of the blue when I tell him to file another restraining order against Liz. He doesn’t want to get the cops involved. Why? Because he’s got a bullet with Liz’s name on it? Yeah, right. Henry couldn’t shoot the broad side of a barn to save his life.”

      “So why do you think he bought the gun?”

      “I have no idea,” said Robyn. “For all I know, there is no gun.”

      “You can check the nightstand and find out,” suggested Beanie.

      “Or, I can just drop it,” said Robyn, “and stop acting like a suspicious, jealous girlfriend. I can stop being a doubting, distrustful woman. Things have been going well with Henry and I don’t want to ruin the relationship over petty foolishness.”

      “Dishonesty is not the same as petty foolishness,” said Beanie, surprised by his sister’s whiplash one-hundred-eighty-degree attitude. “You need to trust your gut. Henry has already lied to you.”

      “Everybody lies, Roland.” Robyn jumped up, paced toward the window, then pivoted to face him. “You know that better than I do … “

      Beanie decided to ignore his sister’s not-so-subtle dig at his wife.

      Robyn said, “No one is completely honest all the time and I don’t want to throw away my chance at happiness if there’s no reason to!”

      “But it sounds like there is a reason,” said Beanie. “Henry’s been acting shady. It’s not just the phone calls from his ex, but it’s also the money that sketchy guy gave him.”

      “That could have been a legitimate business transaction,” said Robyn. “And just because the guy was wearing a hoodie doesn’t mean he’s sketchy.”

      Beanie exhaled. “Robyn, are you sure Henry’s the guy who’s going to make you happy?”

      “Did you know that Noelle was the woman who would make you happy when you met her?” demanded Robyn. “No. And yet, you were willing to take a chance and get to know her and see what could happen. Now, you have a beautiful family. I just want the same opportunity.”

      “I want that opportunity for you, too,” said Beanie. “And I know you’ll get it. But I want you to have it with the right guy. A man who’ll truly honor and cherish and love you.”

      “Can we just go back to the party?” Robyn asked, heading toward the door.

      Beanie stopped in front of his sister, blocking her progress. “I’m not sure, from what you’ve told me, that Henry is the right guy for you.”

      “And I don’t think a woman whose father used to kill people is the right woman for you,” Robyn shot back. “A woman who sold drugs for the PC-5⁠—”

      “Stop trying to deflect from the issue we’re talking about,” Beanie told her.

      “I’m not trying to deflect,” insisted Robyn. “I’m just trying to point out that we both have problems with each other
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