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			Praise for 
Murder on Sex Island

			“I’m so sad Sex Island isn’t a real TV show, because I’d make a fantastic host.”

			—Stephen Colbert

			“Once again the incomparable (and unhinged) Jo Firestone proves that she is damn funny.”

			—Ziwe, author of Black Friend

			“The perfect combination of three incredibly addictive ingredients: murder, reality television, and Jo Firestone’s brilliant comedic mind. Murder on Sex Island is a fun, fast-paced mystery that’s also jam-packed with hard jokes. I laughed out loud so many times reading it. Jo Firestone is a genius and my hero—there is truly nothing she cannot do.”

			—Taylor Tomlinson

			“A deliciously clever murder mystery drenched in scandal, satire, and sheer fun. Murder on Sex Island is an absolute riot from start to finish. I loved it!”

			—Joanna Wallace, author of You’d Look Better as a Ghost

			“Bless Jo Firestone’s quiet, mad genius…. Hilarious and completely brilliant, [a] bloodstained love-letter to reality-dating television.”

			—Vulture

			“A hilarious cozy…Firestone scores major points with her outrageous premise, laugh-out-loud one-liners, and fast-paced plot. It’s a tropical blast of sun, sex, and sleuthing.”

			—Publishers Weekly

			“Firestone writes comedy for TV [and] it’s hilariously obvious here. Wear protection while reading (sunscreen, I mean).”

			—The Minnesota Star Tribune

			“A humorous whodunit.”

			—US Weekly

			“Hilariously absurd and over the top, showcasing Sex Island as a nightmare fantasy world…Luella is a fantastic and funny narrator whose can-do attitude frequently places her in bizarre and dangerous situations. With a long list of suntanned suspects, the true identity of the killer remains a mystery right up until Luella puts the pieces together. This silly and surreal cozy mystery is truly unlike anything else.”

			—Kirkus Reviews, starred review

			“A clever, broadly funny mystery…Fast-paced fun that will appeal to fans of Elle Cosimano’s Finlay Donovan and Jesse Q. Sutanto’s Meddelin Chan.”

			—Library Journal, starred review

			“A delicious debut mystery…Both as sharp social satire on the illusions of so-called ‘reality TV’ and as a wickedly funny bit of entertainment on its own, Firestone’s novel is quick, smart, and silly and a great, if temporary, escape from actual reality.”

			—The Boston Globe
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			Cast of Characters

			
				Luella van Horn: The private detective alter ego of mousy ex–social worker Marie Jones. Also your narrator.

				Leslie Jones: Marie Jones’s ex-husband. Not the woman who was on SNL.

				Joan Clyborne: A fifty-five-year-old librarian with a sense of adventure.

				Betsy Clench: The first mate on the Murder Island ferry, which arrives once a day.

				Caitlin McCarthy: A wealthy property owner on Murder Island who is married to Mark Fontaine.

				Mark Fontaine: Caitlin’s husband, who suspects her of cheating.

				Yanni Toumis: The McCarthys’ hunky handyman.

				Frank Fisher: The McCarthys’ longtime dutiful house manager.

				Josh and Carla Jorkavic: Neighbors of the McCarthys on Murder Island. Josh is a doctor.

				Bradford and Debra Tyler: Neighbors of the McCarthys on Murder Island. Debra is a doctor. They have a loyal butler who takes care of more than he should.

				Bryant and Lindsay Peterson: Neighbors of the McCarthys on Murder Island. The only renters.

				Edmund and Sierra Hunt: Neighbors of the McCarthys on Murder Island. They own the Peterson property, as well.

				Lenore Fisher: An actress visiting Murder Island.

				Sybil Williams: The Hunts’ longtime house manager.

				Paul Anione: A very attractive waiter. He works at Morgan’s, Murder Island’s only bistro.

			

		

	
		
			
				If we command our wealth, we shall be rich and free. If our wealth commands us, we are poor indeed.

				—Edmund Burke

				I want a divorce. Fuck you!

				—Tamra Judge, Real Housewives of Orange County
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			Midtown Manhattan is a terrible place to hit rock bottom. Surrounded by hundreds of bowl restaurants…you know you actually can’t get food served on a plate here? They legally have to give it to you in a cardboard bowl that costs fifteen dollars. When they ask if you want bread with it, you can say yes, but know it’s a trap.

			And yet there I was: broke, alone, and in Midtown during an August heat wave. To top it all off, I was in the middle of moving. I’d gotten up early to beat the sun, but the temperature was already ninety degrees outside. Humidity like soup. Of course the window AC unit was the first thing I’d been able to sell on Craigslist. I was so angry at myself for only charging fifty dollars. That thing was worth its weight in gold. I should’ve held out for the highest bidder, but with a checking account balance of seventeen bucks, I found it hard to be economically strategic.

			If you asked me three months ago if I would be in this situation, I would’ve laughed. Three months ago I was doing great. I—well, my sexy alter ego Private Detective Luella van Horn—had recently solved a big case, one that paid me two months’ rent, and I was even starting to date again. Well, I was swiping, but that takes bravery! How were so many men in New York City able to catch and pose with giant fish? Where were they getting these fish, the Hudson River? Seemed like red flags.

			I’d been a social worker before I’d gone into the seedy world of private investigating. I’d been married, a homeowner even. But I threw it all away for an exciting life of tracking down bad guys and insisting they give back the dogs they stole from little old ladies. That’s most PI work, it turns out.

			But the PI jobs just sort of stopped coming in. I figured maybe the criminal world had slowed down. But I read the papers, and I knew that wasn’t true. Crime was higher than ever. So why wasn’t I getting called? Blame it on a couple of bad reviews, or no word of mouth, or lack of TikTok. Hell, maybe someone at the bowl restaurants ratted me out for saying yes to bread. Whatever it was, I was running out of money fast.

			My lease wasn’t up until November, but it was August, and I couldn’t afford this or next month’s rent. I made a deal with my landlord—I’d give up my deposit if he let me out of my lease early. I was missing that deposit money right about now, but knowing my landlord, he would’ve kept it regardless.

			So I sat there, sweat-soaked, packing up my belongings into limp cardboard boxes. I’d just sealed the box labeled Kitchen 2 when the panic came back. My plan was to put my stuff in storage for a while and sleep on some friends’ couches until I could make enough money to get another place. But the sticky part was, well, I didn’t really have any friends. There was my neighbor Sophie, but she lived in a studio. There was no room for me, even if she wanted me there, which she made clear she did not. The only other people I knew were back on Staten Island, and I wasn’t on the best terms with any of them. I had reconnected with my old friend Lauren on Luella’s last case, but a cold call asking for indefinite lodging for me and my two cats? I didn’t foresee that going well.

			I truly had nowhere to go.

			But I would figure this out. It was Thursday, and I had a week and a half until I had to be out out. The first step was to get everything packed and into storage. I stood up and rubbed the knotty muscles around my jaw. My body was covered in sweat and dust. It was time to box up the office.

			Office was a generous term. It’s a metal desk with two locking drawers and a corkboard I used for mapping clues from time to time. Plus a big, shaggy scrapbook where I kept all my press clippings. I flipped through the book absentmindedly, maybe to lightly torture myself. There were a lot of lost dogs and cheating spouses, sure, but there were also bigger cases. I’d done good work for a couple of high-profile businesses, plus there were the Sex Island and Taylor Bell cases.

			Look at all these jobs you used to have. What happened to you?

			I paused on a page with a single business card in the plastic casing. In bold capital letters was the name Endeavors.

			That case had been a strange one from the start. I’d kept seeing those business cards everywhere I went. All they said was Endeavors, with a phone number underneath, and they were up everywhere. Posted in my laundromat and my coffeeshop, taped to the lampposts I regularly walked by. I thought it odd: these cards never said what the business did, but they were ubiquitous. When I looked into the company online, nothing came up.

			Then one day I came home and found an Endeavors business card had been slipped under my door. I was starting to think someone from the company wanted to get in touch. Sometimes I’m bright like that.

			I’d called the number, and to my surprise, a young woman picked up, though she refused to give her name.

			“It seems like someone from Endeavors is trying to reach me. What do you guys want?”

			“Hold one moment,” the woman said. A minute later I was on the phone with a man with a high, raspy voice. Joe Pesci–esque.

			The man had told me his name was F, “as in F off.” Real friendly type. F said he had a problem with his business partner, wanted to know if he was cheating him out of his fair share of the money. Eventually I tracked the partner down and confirmed what F had suspected. The business partner was having a grand old time, embezzling money from the company to such a degree I tipped off the NYPD. But something seemed odd about the whole thing—it was almost too easy. I couldn’t help feeling like a pawn.

			Looking at the card now brought it all back. Endeavors had to be some sort of front, though I never figured out what for. I never actually met F. In the end, I was told to pick up my check from an empty office on the fourteenth floor (which was technically the thirteenth floor) of an art deco building in Times Square. When I got off the elevator, I remember there were three hallways and I got lost on my way to the office. I tried calling the Endeavors number, but it’d already been disconnected.

			When I finally found the office, the door was propped open but the lights were off. The word Endeavors and maybe a drawing of an animal were engraved in the marbled glass. My check was right where F said it’d be—lying on the front desk. The whole situation gave me the heebie-jeebies. I grabbed my money and got the hell out of there. At least the check cleared.

			But it always plagued me—why did F target me specifically, and in such a bizarre way? The crooked businessman I’d reported had to serve time. In the paper, F wasn’t listed as a business partner. And what’s really bizarre: The check was signed by the crooked business partner, Dave McCarthy. Why would the man pay me to send himself to jail?

			My hands were sticking to the laminated pages of the scrapbook. It was too hot to go down memory lane. I needed to cool down, so I grabbed a bag of frozen peas from the freezer and rubbed it all over my body. This was a trick I’d learned on summer stakeouts, sitting in a hot car, slathering myself with a thawing bag of frozen vegetables. It’s actually a life hack, and if you think it’s weird, then congratulations on working in a climate-controlled environment. You’ve made it.

			Dripping everywhere, I checked my phone. One missed call from my ex-husband, Leslie. I was married to him before I started moonlighting as Private Detective Luella van Horn, back when I was Marie Jones, a social worker on Staten Island. If you’re doing the math, yes his name is Leslie Jones, like the woman who was on Saturday Night Live. He lived to tell people his full name then watch them get excited, like they were meeting her, not some random engineer from New York’s trash heap. This was the person I willingly married. At one point, I think we were even in love.

			I’d called Leslie in a moment of desperation a couple of nights ago, thinking if anyone would take my sorry ass in, it’d be him. But he didn’t pick up, and I didn’t blame him. It’d been a few days, so I figured we both planned to forget that I’d called.

			Seeing his name on my phone screen, I felt shame stinging my throat. I wiped the bag of peas around my neck and took a deep breath. Unfortunately, I was still in that moment of desperation—indeed, it was an ongoing moment. Maybe he was feeling generous. Maybe things would work out. I called him back.

			It rang four times, and I was about to hang up when Leslie answered.

			“Hello, Marie! So nice to hear from you! I was just in the city. Can you believe that?”

			“Wow, we were both in New York City, where there are eight million people on any given day. What a crazy coincidence,” I said. I reminded myself to cool it on the sarcasm. I needed him more than he needed me.

			“Did you mean to call me a few nights ago?” he asked.

			“Yeah…I— Um, Leslie, I’m in a bad spot.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“Well, I need somewhere to stay for a couple weeks…or more,” I mumbled.

			“Oh man, Marie, I’m so sorry to hear that! I wish I’d heard from you earlier!”

			“Listen, Leslie, if you’re going to be passive-aggressive about it…” I said.

			“No, really! See, I’m not living in our house anymore. I put it on Airbnb, and I just got someone to take it for the next couple months.”

			“Huh, that’s too bad,” I said, the panic slowly rising in my voice.

			“See, I’m actually living in the city! Marie, I’m going to become an actor!”

			Okay, I was wrong before. Broke, alone, moving in August, and your ex-husband has discovered acting. This was actually rock bottom.
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			“Leslie, what do you mean you’re going to become an actor?”

			“Well, I’ll start by taking classes, and auditioning whenever I can, and in my downtime, I’ll work on my physique.” He sounded chipper. I felt nauseated.

			“When did you decide this?” I asked, trying desperately to stay neutral.

			“Oh, it’s always been at the back of my mind. When we were together, I felt all this pressure to be the breadwinner. But now you’re off pursuing your dream, and I felt I should be able to also! You know what they say…”

			“They say don’t become an actor.”

			“No, Marie. They say it’s never too late.”

			I pressed my fingers to the bridge of my nose. What had I done to deserve this?

			“Well, where are you staying in the city? Can I join you? Even if it’s a closet, I could make it work.” This was pathetic, even for me.

			“I’m going to be staying on my friend Davis’s couch, and there’s no room for you or your pets. I’m sorry.”

			“Who the hell is Davis?” I asked.

			“He’s a good friend, and the fact that you don’t know him speaks volumes for how far apart we’ve grown. Take care of yourself, Marie.” And with that Leslie hung up.

			Meatball, the smaller of my two cats, brushed his head against my hand. I knew this meant it was time for me to feed him, but I took it as a much-needed sign of affection. I had nowhere to go. I looked around my studio apartment. Half-packed boxes everywhere. Nothing finished, except Kitchen 2. I hadn’t even started packing Kitchen 1.

			I needed a break.

			I lowered the shades and set out a cooling station for the cats—ice water in their bowls and four bags of frozen corn set out fortress-style around their scratching pole. Then I headed out. I needed to take a walk, get a ten-dollar iced coffee with my last seventeen dollars, and, if I was lucky, possibly get dripped on by other people’s air conditioners.

			The streets of Midtown were filled with people looking their best. I couldn’t believe it: crisp linens, designer shoes, full blowouts. Was I the only person in this city without any money? It was starting to feel that way. I stopped in to my local bodega for a Coke. At least I could still afford a Coke.

			Moments later I was back on the sidewalk holding the most expensive Coke I’d ever bought in my life. Three dollars and fifty cents for a can? It wasn’t even that cold! What was happening? I felt like I was living in another dimension. I was filthy and sweaty and drinking lukewarm cola…Had I ever been the sexy, glamorous private detective Luella van Horn? I had to get out of this heat. Somewhere with AC and preferably free.

			I walked down the street in a huff, chugging my soda so hard it brought tears to my eyes. I burped, wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, and aimed the empty can at a nearby recycling bin. I missed, of course. But when I bent down to pick it up, I got that prickly feeling someone was watching me. I tossed it into the recycling bin and looked around. Then I spotted him. My body broke out in goosebumps. What the hell was he doing here?

			Taylor Bell stood merely ten feet away, watching me. The murderer who’d been my social work client back when I was Marie Jones. At the time, he seemed so upset by his wife’s disappearance I felt like I had to do something about it. So every night I’d put on a blond wig and go out looking for her as Private Detective Luella van Horn. I’d eventually found her severed fingers buried in Taylor’s backyard. He’d played me.

			I blinked to make sure I wasn’t hallucinating and it wasn’t the heat. My knees buckled and my throat felt tight—that’s how I really knew it was him. And he knew I knew. A split second later, he ran. In my experience, Taylor always got away. When I learned he’d killed his wife, when the cops went to convict him. My first big case, a total flop. NYPD said I’d compromised the evidence. He was acquitted, justice never served. Maybe that’s what started my downward spiral.

			I thought about running after him, but part of me feared getting involved, and part of me was too hot for this bullshit. Damn, this day just kept getting better and better.

			And that’s how I ended up in the New York Public Library—the main branch on Forty-Second Street and Fifth Avenue with the columns and the lions and all that crap. I didn’t even have a card, and I hadn’t read a book in six years. But they had soft chairs and an air conditioner that made me shiver, and for ten minutes I could pretend this day was turning around. I wept with relief taking a seat near the back of the Rose Room. A bald man sitting across the table eyed me over his copy of The New York Times. I glared back. Read your paper, bro.

			Before long, a librarian approached me. She was in her fifties, and her hair was done in a long gray braid. Her glasses hung on a turquoise beaded strap around her neck. It should be noted that I’ve never seen a nonlibrarian wear this kind of apparatus. It must be bestowed on them like a diploma upon getting their degree in library science. The woman had kind eyes and wore a wedding ring and a small brown leather wristwatch. I glanced at the time. It was 11:30 a.m.

			“Hi, dear, are you Marie Jones?” she asked. I sat up straight and felt my cheeks flush.

			“Did I do something wrong? Do I need to get a library card to be here? I’ve read books before, and I can start reading again anytime…” I stammered.

			“No, dear, you’re fine to stay here as long as you want,” she said, smiling. “But there’s a phone call for you.”

			A phone call? I fished my cellphone out of my sweat-drenched pocket and saw it was dead. But who would be trying to reach me, and at the library of all places? I’d never even been here before.

			My stomach churned. This couldn’t be Taylor Bell, right?

			The librarian introduced herself as Joan Clyborne, and I followed her to the front desk where a landline phone sat blinking red. She pressed a button on the phone and held the receiver.

			“Hello? Are you still there?” she asked. Someone on the phone must’ve confirmed, because she nodded. “Here she is, one second.” Joan handed the receiver to me.

			“Hello?” I croaked. “This is Marie.”

			“Marie Jones,” a man with a gravelly voice replied. “It’s been difficult getting ahold of you.”

			“Who is this?” I asked. The man didn’t sound anything like Taylor Bell, thank god. My mind ran through the possibilities—an ambitious bill collector or maybe my bank telling me to go to hell?

			“Don’t be afraid. I’m only calling with a job for your little friend Luella van Horn.” A job…that meant money! At the time, I was so shocked, it didn’t occur to me to question how the caller knew both my real name and my alter ego’s. Most days, I tried to keep my Marie and Luella lives separate.

			“It’s a job,” I whispered to Joan, who was still standing nearby watching me closely. She nodded supportively.

			“That’s good, dear!” she whispered.

			“What’s the job?” I asked the man on the phone.

			“I can’t say much now,” he replied. “But have you heard of a place called Murder Island?”
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			Murder Island was a small island off the coast of New York City, much like Governors or Roosevelt islands. In the eighteenth century, Dutch settlers had used the land as a prison colony for their most heinous criminals, calling it Moordenaar’s Eiland. Over the years, it was shortened and anglicized into what it’s called today: Murder Island. Why did I know all this? In the sixth grade, I did a school project on the smaller islands of New York City, and for some reason this stuck. But ask me to do long division? Impossible.

			Its years as a penal colony were long gone, and it hadn’t been open to the public for decades. Now it served as a private enclave for the über rich. It was the Hamptons of the Hamptons. Murder Island was so elite even Page Six couldn’t get the scoop. Obviously I didn’t know anyone who’d actually been there. The place had a quiet air of mystery about it.

			There was a single ferry that came and went once a day, transporting comestibles and residents’ employees in and out of the city. Most residents preferred to travel by helicopter or private plane. The gravelly voice instructed me to get myself on the next day’s ferry, leaving at exactly 9 a.m. from the Twenty-Fourth Street Pier on the East River, then he hung up. I set the phone down and tried to process what had just been said.

			“So you’ve got a job, dear?” Joan looked at me with friendly curiosity.

			“I guess so,” I responded. “Hey, do you have any books on Murder Island?”

			“Let’s see.” Joan escorted me to a section on New York City history. “I believe we may have one book. It was written by a man named Stanford. First name Waldo, or was it Walter? Have you heard of him?”

			I told her I hadn’t.

			“Brilliant man, but he never wrote another book after that.”

			“Really?” I said as Joan moved her finger along the spines.

			“That’s funny,” she said, stopping at a gap in the books. “It didn’t say it was checked out. I’m sorry, dear. Come back in a couple of weeks, I’m sure it’ll turn up.”

			Joan somehow convinced me to sign up for a library card before I left. This day was filled with twists and turns.

			As I walked the ten blocks home, the relief at finally getting a job was transitioning to pure anxiety. Why wouldn’t the man tell me what the job entailed? What kind of people would I be dealing with? And how did he know I was at the library? Had someone followed me?

			Was I being followed now? I suddenly turned. Everyone on the street seemed to be going about their business, rushing somewhere, looking at their phones, listening to music. A group of pigeons fought over an old chicken wing. One woman got shoved by another woman, and the shoved woman apologized. A dog pissed on a trash bag. Life in New York. Still, it didn’t quash the feeling I was being surveilled. There was no sign of Taylor Bell, so I took that as a win and ran the rest of the way home.

			Sweating and panting, I was thrilled to see both cats taking advantage of my cooling station. Meatball was draped over the frozen corn, while Meatloaf batted around an ice cube he’d found in his water bowl. At least these guys were having a fun summer. I hoped Sophie would agree to watch them for a few days.

			I knocked on Sophie’s door. To my surprise, she answered topless, and I did my best to avoid looking below her neck. Whatever was down there was knocking back and forth like a Newton’s cradle.

			“Do you want to put on a shirt?” I asked.

			“No. Why?”

			I decided it was safest to look up at the peeling ceiling paint. “I was wondering…”

			“You cannot stay here!” she yelled.

			“I know, I know. But I got a job, and I was wondering if my cats could stay with you for a bit?” I asked. “They adore you,” I lied.

			“They do adore me.” Sophie groaned. “Oh, all right, but if this is some scam to off-load your pets on the elderly, I’ll track you down and kill you.” Imagine how desperate you’d have to be to ask this woman for favors.

			With the cats taken care of, I began looking for my Luella gear. I knew I’d packed some of it in a box somewhere in this sweltering apartment. Eventually I excavated the blond wigs from a box labeled Cat Stuff and shoved some heels and dresses into an old suitcase.

			Once I was all packed, I opened my computer and tried researching Murder Island to understand what I was getting myself into here. All that turned up was a map showing the islands of the East River, a very sparse Wikipedia page, and a link to that book by Walter Stanford. There was no book preview, and it seemed to be no longer in print.

			I shut the computer and plopped down on my unmade bed, trying to wrap my head around it all. I had nowhere to live, Taylor Bell was roaming the streets, and New York City was the temperature of a testicle. A job on an island just outside of Manhattan might be the answer to all my prayers.

			By 9 a.m. the next morning, I was standing at the Twenty-Fourth Street Pier in my blond wig, a pink leopard-print dress, and heels. A small yacht was anchored there, and a tall, buxom woman soon emerged from the cabin. She wore khaki shorts and a white button-down shirt, and her muscles bulged at the seams of both. She wore a white sailor hat over her short brown hair. This woman looked like she was made for the sea. She introduced herself as Betsy Clench, the ferry’s first mate.

			“You must be Lola van Horny,” she said, firmly shaking my hand. I felt my knuckles crunch in her grip. “Welcome aboard! It’ll just be a few minutes before we’re out on that beautiful river. We’re waiting on a crate of caviar and three residents’ employees. Make yourself comfortable!”

			I walked onto the ship. The deck gleamed in the sun, and it looked like it’d been freshly polished. I moved toward the bow, passing a couple of crates labeled Emu Meat: Keep Cool. A flag I didn’t recognize waved from the mast. There was a crest on it with a bear, a bat, and even a rooster. Maybe the boat belonged to some zoological nonprofit? I’d never seen a flag like that before.

			By 9:02 a.m. the staff and caviar were all aboard, and we were sailing the East River toward Murder Island. Betsy Clench made a round of introductions. There was an older man, Frank Fisher, and a younger chiseled guy, Yanni Toumis. They worked as house manager and general handyman, respectively, for the McCarthy family. Sybil Williams, a blond woman in her late thirties, was a house manager for the Hunts’ residence. Frank shook my hand.

			“I would imagine it’s your first time on Murder Island,” he said.

			I nodded. “How many years have you been going there?” I asked.

			“I’ve been working for the McCarthys for close to forty summers.”

			“Does that family have any relation to Dave McCarthy?” I asked, thinking about that Endeavors guy I’d put in jail.

			“I’m not sure,” Frank said. Yanni looked to Frank, and Frank smiled passively.

			Something about Frank reminded me of someone.

			“Have we met before?” I asked him.

			He shook his head quickly. “I don’t think so. What brings you to the island?”

			Before I had a chance to answer, Sybil spoke up. “I know why they’re bringing you here.” A smirk spread across her face. She whispered something to Yanni, who eyed me up and down.

			“Why?” I asked.

			Just then Betsy Clench pulled me aside. “Best to have discretion around here, hon. Everyone talks on Murder Island. It’s mighty small.”

			I nodded as Betsy continued. “A lot goes on on that tiny island.” There was a far-off look in her eyes. “A whole lot.”

			“What do you mean?” I asked.

			She eyed Frank, Yanni, and Sybil, who all sat quietly, now gazing into their respective smartphones.

			Betsy leaned in close and whispered, “The proclivities of the richest of the rich are none of my business, of course. But I wouldn’t mind attending some of those parties I’ve heard about. Sex, drugs, and debauchery like you’ve never imagined. Bet you don’t think I’m a bad girl, Louise, but I can be.”

			“It’s Luella,” I reminded her.

			“Really?” Betsy asked. “Because you could be a Louise. I mean that in the best way. Three of my favorite people, I swear, all of them are named Louise.” It was impossible not to be completely enamored with Betsy Clench. Even if she did think my name was Louise van Horny.

			The East River made for a bumpy ride, but at least the wind was strong and cool. If my geographical knowledge of New York could be trusted, we passed Rikers Island, City Island, and Rat Island. As we sailed past the big cemetery on Hart Island, I couldn’t help but wonder what this Murder Island case was all about. Had there been bloodshed? Would there be? Either way, I finally had a job. And maybe this could lead to others! Betsy said the island was small—maybe other rich people on Murder Island would start calling me for their private investigation needs, too. This could be a huge business opportunity. This could change my life. I looked out at the choppy gray water and breathed in deeply.

			Man, this city smelled like shit.
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			I could’ve sworn the boat turned around at some point. When I’d googled “Murder Island,” it wasn’t anywhere near Long Island, which was where I thought we roughly were. I knew some people had the power to blur their homes from Google Street View, and maybe this was a situation like that. I wouldn’t put it past the super rich to hide their private island. It’d only discourage nosy riffraff like me.

			Our boat started approaching a land mass at 11 a.m. The heaving body of water—was it still even the East River?—had made us all a little green, and even Betsy looked peaked as she threw out the anchors and moored the boat.

			Yanni sidled up next to me as we docked. He was so ripped he reminded me of the Sex Island contestants I’d met on my last case. That’s when I first learned that six-pack abs were a sign of the devil.

			“It’s your first time,” he said. I nodded. “You can’t be too careful.”

			“What does that mean?” I asked as people started to unload the crates of food and liquor. A shockingly handsome man picked up a crate of caviar, tucked it under his arm, and winked at me. You know when someone is so attractive you want to take a picture of them to show your future grandkids? You’ll hand them a yellowed photo and say, Honey, this was the hottest person Grandma ever saw. That was Caviar Guy.

			“Where are you going with that?” Frank yelled, chasing after the hot man. Frank’s voice was high-pitched but also raspy, like he’d smoked a pack a day since he was ten. I could’ve sworn I’d heard that voice before.

			Yanni still hadn’t explained what he meant, so I decided to pivot. “Have you worked with Frank a long time?”

			“Sure, why?”

			“He looks so familiar to me. Do you know if he’s ever worked in the city?”

			“Trust me, if you don’t have a billion dollars, you’re not running into old Frank Fisher. He’s just got one of those faces. Anyway, grab your stuff. It’s time to get back on dry land.”

			The dock was made of wide blond slabs of interlocking teakwood. A statue of a man I didn’t recognize stood at the end of the dock, his bronze finger pointing toward the island, a bird perched on his shoulder. Then I looked closer—it wasn’t a bird, it was a bat. What kind of man keeps a bat on his shoulder? I’m sure it wasn’t the sculptor’s intention, but the guy looked like plainclothes Dracula.

			Sybil and Yanni walked briskly onto the dock as Frank yanked a wooden crate out of Caviar Guy’s hands. Between the statue and Frank, I couldn’t decide who was more off. Though I still couldn’t place him, I
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