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Jane- main character
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Mario- a friend that is on the cruise

Valentina- Mario’s younger step sister

Mr Russo- Mario's father (billionaire)

Stella- Mario’s girlfriend (successful author)

Luigi- Mario's little brother (self made billionaire)

Angela- Rosa’s twin and Mario's sister (self made billionaires owning a
make-up company)
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Ginna- Mario's cousin (olympic athlete)

Francesco-  Mario's cousin (investigator)

Grandpa Jones- Jane’s grandpa
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Chapter 1:

Jane

23:49 Mon���.

The ��r��� fi�le� ��t� ��le���, no���n� �� he�� ��t a ���p�� o� r���. The
si���c� �a� p����in� ��k� a ���f� �u�t��� �n�o �h� ���t�e �� � ca��. Not �
so��� c�u�� b� ��a�d �� �h�� �es����d �o��. Jan� ��a�. The ��y �a� �s ���k
as ���c� ��k. The ����n�e ��s �� �o�d �� �ad� ��u� ��r� �in�. The ���r�
g�i�t���� in ��� r��� of ��� m�o���g�� �n� �az�� ��w� a� h���e ��m��� 11
in ���p�i�.

Wha� ��d ���pe���?

Fun���y, I am ��� g��� w�o ��v�� i� n����r 11. My �a�� �s Ja��, an� I �as
na��� �fter ��� r�a�. I ne��� k��� m� �ar���s ��� I li�� ��t� �y Au��
May ��� C�us�� J��n. I am ���r���l� �al���g �� a� �n���ti����r ��o t���k�
I am � ���de� ��s���t.  So n�� I'm �o��g �� e�p���� ev���t���g �o ���.

Jan�
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Jane is a 19 year old girl who loves painting. She paints whatever makes
her happy on sunny days, rainy days and everything-in-between days.
Today happens to be a sunny day.
Jane also likes jogging and feeling the emerald green grass stroking her
legs in a gust of wind, as the sunlight beams onto her face. She has a
golden retriever, Lola, who likes to drag Jane on a run when there is
nothing to be seen in the sky but an ocean of sapphire blue.
She has brunette hair with eye colour in perfect proportion between
yellow and blue, with a splint of hazelnut and jade in the middle, skin as
pale as paper and can usually be seen wearing her long, gold chain with
a cross embroidered with thorns on it.
Her life has always been as light as a ray of sunshine - until it all went
downhill.
Jane studies medicine at King's College, and has always loved her small
town even though it’s very religious; however people have never liked her,
they always thought she was the cause of the town's unhappiness or the
town's curse, ever since she was suspected of Grandpa Jones’ death.
They say there has always been a trail of sadness following her.
People liked to call Jane the town’s misery or even the town's curse.
Jane and her cousin, John, grew up as best friends in the haunting
atmosphere of their bleak house, where her Aunt would constantly treat
her differently. Jane grew up with dyslexia, making Aunt May hate her
even more and separating her from John like that is an infectious
disease.
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Not only that but the ‘popular' school children never made it easy for her;
although she was dyslexic she was still one of the smartest in her year
making everyone including Aunt May despise her even more.

The worst part was that she had never done anything wrong or ever been
guilty of anything. Jane believed that the reason for Aunt May’s hatred
towards her was because of her hatred towards her Mum, or Aunt May’s
sister, Margo. Aunt May would continue talking for days about Margo and
how she could have been more successful than her but never explained
why.

Growing up, Jane would always isolate herself from her family or would
sleep in the shed and consider it her own little cosy space.
Jane had never seen her Aunt's sympathetic side - until today.
A great, dark cloud scattered across the sky.
“Jane”! Aunt May shrieked.
“Jane if you don't get here right now I…” She continued in an irritated tone.
Jane was tired of doing the same thing day after day, and being treated
so badly; she just wanted a fresh start but she was unprepared for what
was coming.
“John has caught the new virus Covid-19. I'm afraid that I will have to
send you to my friend's cruise party on your own, and you must be there
by tomorrow,” stated Aunt May.
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Suddenly, Jane felt shudders down her spine as her Aunt showed a small
smirk. Could this have been one of her Aunt’s futile plans? But why was
she scared? She thought this was an opportunity to escape her crazy
household but she wondered why her Aunt would pick her of all people?

Without giving it a lot of thought, she packed some decent-looking
clothes (in her opinion they were decent but really they looked like they
were picked out of the garbage bin), her diary, toast full of Philadelphia
cheese, and set off at 6.00 am the next morning for a very long journey.
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Chapter 2 :

The Mystery

Jane anxiously set off on her new adventure. She was going to Heathrow
airport to get to Portugal and then drive from there to Porto where she
would be boarding the cruise. She thought it was the start she needed
and set off in a black taxi.
The fluorescent rays of the sunrise filled her with warmth. Dainty candy
floss clouds drifted across the golden sky. Pink and wispy, you could
almost taste them like they're melting in your mouth.  Further on, the
clouds changed to ombre, shimmering blue.
Nibbling her toast with Philadelphia cheese, she started to feel weird. Had
her Aunt done this to get rid of her? What if the ride was a trap? What if it
wasn't a cruise from Portugal to Italy?
It was happening again. Despite the beautiful morning, she was having
an anxiety attack. As she breathed heavily she clutched one hand onto
her religious necklace and the other onto her diary as she quickly opened
it. (Most anxiety attacks almost feel like a heart attack and they are
caused by build-ups of stress which is then realised in an anxiety attack).
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7.03 am T����ay

De�r ��a��,

Thi� �� t�� o�l� �hi�� I ca� �� t� �i�t���t �� �ro� �y ����et� ��t��� bu� I
fe�� � �it ���a�y ���u� t��� t���. So f�� �� ha� ��k�� a� h��� �o g�� �� t�e
a�r���t �u� t���'s �o� w�� I fe�� ��ir��� �ut. My Au��'s �e��v�o�� ��s �e��
diff����t, as �� �h�'s �a� �n�u�� �f �� a�d ���p��e� m�. I do�'t ��ow ��y ��e
wo��� �ve� ��n� �� on ���s ���p, es����al�� s���� Joh� ��d�'t �o�� t�o ���k ���
I k�o� J�h� �h�� �e's �e���n� �ic� ��d ��e��y ��� t�i� w���'t ��e f���i�g.

Aun� M�� g���ne� ��d ���os� �m����d ��en I ����ed �� �� w�i�h ���� me
t�i�k ���t ���be ���s �� a �r��. She's �e�� k�e���g ��� di���n�� �ro� ��
bu� �h� ���s� �hi�� �s I ��e�h���� he� ��l���g �o ��m�o�� � �e�k ��o ��l���g
t�e� t��� c�� �el� M� �o�s� a� I ��n't �e ���di�� �t ���mo�� - W�� wo���
s�e �� t���? I do�'t ��ow ���t �� e�p��� �n� I'm a����d� a� t�� �i�p���
no� ��d I �i�l �� ��in� �� t�� a���p�a�� s�o�.

Wis� �� l���.

Jan�.

7

After the taxi ride, Jane decided that she would try very hard not to get
caught up in this game of charades with her Aunt May as she boarded
the flight.

“Ladies and gentlemen, all cellular telephones and other portable
electronic devices, such as CD players and laptop computers, must be
turned off and set on flight mode for departure. Thank you.”

Hearing that, she had nothing else to do but have a nap. After waking up
from the short nap the ‘seat belt sign’ was grey meaning she could take
her seatbelt off. On her way to the toilet,  she bumped into someone's
chest. She wondered if she had just bumped into a rock as she almost
got a concussion. She looked up to see a very handsome man that
looked as if he knew her.

“I am assuming you are Jane,” he hesitated.  ''Am I mistaken?”

She looked at him in pure shock as she could feel her skin turning paper
white.

“Who are you and how do you know m-...” her words were cut off as he
gently whispered,
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“I am your Aunt's friend, Mario and I know you because-...”
His words tailed off as he was distracted by a passenger in the seat
along from him.

“Jane, I will see you on the cruise. You can use my ride when we land or
make your own way.” Mario replied.

Before she could comment, she saw someone coughing in the crowd.
Mario’s skin became pale and sprinted to the person. Jane hurried over
to the young girl, who was choking, and her cheeks were turning red as
she was struggling to breathe. Jane realised what was going on. The girl
was having an allergic reaction. Jane grabbed her Epipen from her bag
and handed it to Mario and he stabbed it into her leg.

It turned out the girl was Mario's little sister, Valentina who was allergic to
nuts and shellfish. Valentina was having an allergic reaction to the nut
sauce poured into her dessert.  What was strange was that nobody else
on the plane had that peanut sauce and the cooks didn't know how it got
there. Jane tried to ignore the nagging feeling at the back of her mind.

Valentina needed a bit of help walking as she was still feeling a little faint
so Jane offered to help her. Stepping out of the plane, Jane saw a limo
waiting nearby.  As they opened the door, she caught a glimpse of the
satin and silk clothes; the plush, crimson cushions, and the finest leather
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seating. Perched on the side of the limo was the finest wine bottle in the
industry.

Jane tried to take in the miracle she was living in. Both Mario and
Valentina grinned in a friendly way as they let Jane into their limo and
they set off for a 2 and ½ hours journey to Porto to join the cruise ship.
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Chapter 3:

The Ride

11.38 am T����ay

On o�� ��ur���, I le����d a ��� �bo�� M��i� �n� Va��n���a. The� ��� Ita����
wi����t a� ��c��� an� ��c��e ��c� ��er ���c� ��e�r ���’s �e�h ���p���
be���� fa����. Mar�� �a�� s��e�h��� t��� ca���t �� at���t�o�.

“My �u� w���s �� a ��m���er ���r�, I be����e t���'s a��� w���e m� ��m ���
yo���.” How����, I fo��� t��� a b�� �t���ge ���c� �� mu� ��v�� �or��� �n a
co���t�� �ho� �� t��� s�o� f�� �h�� �at���. She ��� n��e� r����y �o�� �t
I.T. Was �� �y��� to ��? We s���l ���e 11 ho��� �n� 38 mi����s �eft ��t�� �e
re��� t�� �ru��� �hi� ��d I'm a����d� e�h����ed. Eve���n� he�� �� ac���g
s��an���y. For ����p�e, Mar��’s a���n� ��s �e�� c���gi�� s���� we ���.
Som����n� �e�l� �ff. Sho��� I ha�� ��me? I ho�� �h� ��u�s� i� ��r�� t�e �r��.

Jan�
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As hours passed by in the fancy limo of theirs she wondered about
everyone's relationships and personalities and thought this was the best
time to get to know them.

She researched their family on her phone only to find that they were a
part of the Russo family. The Russo family was known for their very
famous inheritance and luck. It turns out that they had 6 siblings, one of
whom went missing or was presumed kidnapped 5 years ago. The
missing daughter was going to inherit all the money and company, but
once she went missing, everything was inherited by Mario, Mr Russo’s
eldest son.

Apparently, Valentina was adopted which is probably why she was quite
distant from them. She went on their Instagram page.  Her memory was
drowsy but she didn't know why one of the pictures was so familiar. It was
a picture of the family standing in front of their fancy mansion three days
before the girl went missing. The post was taken on the 2nd of October
2006.

She decided to talk to Mario to get to know him better.

“Soo-... Mario, where do you live?” she asked.

“Excuse me and why would you want to know that?”

She thought he looked very scared and tense.

“Calm down, it was just a polite question,” she sighed.

“Look I don't know anything about you and you just invited me on a ride
with you and your sister the least you can tell me is about your past!”.
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He suddenly stood up.  “Fancy a coffee?”

She felt it was a bit out of the blue but she needed some caffeine to
lighten up her day; however a couple of minutes after she drank it she
felt woozy and before she knew it, everything went black.
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Chapter 4:

The Cruise

By the time she woke up, they had already arrived and boarded the boat,
and she had a vivid memory of what must have happened. He must
have spiked her coffee, causing her to become unconscious and, by the
looks of it, for a very long time.

When she came to her senses Mario helped her and acted as if nothing
had happened, and she was amazed to see the sight in front of her.

She was on a massive, mansion-sized liner with the most luxurious side
lighting and the pool looked crystal clean. She couldn't believe this was
her accommodation for the next two and a half days.

Almost half of the world’s royalty was onboard, dazzling in beautiful
clothes.

“Let me introduce you to my family,” suggested Mario.

First Mario introduced her to his twin sisters, Rosa and Angela who are
self-made billionaires, and owners of a makeup company; next, his
cousin Francesco who is an investigator, his other cousin Gianna who is
an athlete, his girlfriend Stella who is an author, and last his little brother

14



Luigi also a self-made billionaire. Rosa was really nice but Jane sensed
their personalities changing and minutes later she felt like…

All eyes were on her

Chapter 5:

The Murder

Before Jane was sent to her room she saw Stella talking to a man she
recognised from earlier, Mario's dad, Mr. Russo.  By the looks of it she was
trying to give him a letter but he refused to accept it. However, they were
speaking as if it was a secret so she didn't think much of it until she heard
a scream.

They hadn’t set sail for 3 hours of the cruise yet and there was already
drama.

“ARE YOU KIDDING?”

Jane left her room furiously, drowsy from her nap, to see who it was but
just then she felt nauseous about the situation. Her head started
pounding with the flickering lights.  Strangely, there was no one in the
area to help. Nobody was where the sound was coming from -  the same
alleyway Stella and Mr. Russo were talking in just a couple of minutes
ago.
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The pounding became louder and louder and louder and her heart
beat faster as she walked nervously towards the cabin that the scream
came from and knocked four times.

In the distance, she could see flickering lights and a shadow staring at
her and running. She barged into the room… “STELLA?”

This luxurious cruise had just turned into a murder crime scene.

Jane wanted to help Stella but as she did she could see Stella's throat
had been slit wide open with what appeared to be a very sharp item. As
she tried to stop the bleeding she heard footsteps approaching and she
realised people were looking at her covered in Stella’s blood, shocked. It
dawned on her that they thought she had killed the victim.

All eyes were on her.

Things were going to go downhill from here.
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Chapter 6

Jane’s Mistake

Jane was in a lot of mess. By the looks of it, everyone suspected that she
murdered Stella and they had hired private investigators. Everyone on
board the cruise was questioned individually and suspicions lead to
Jane.

“WHAT, I …KILL SOMEONE, ARE YOU KIDDING? I'm not CAPABLE OF THAT AND
DON'T EVEN THINK OF TAKING ME TO JAIL.” she shrieked in anger.
She had no alibi. She had to prove that someone was setting her up.
Luckily the CCTV footage worked and there were a couple of clues left
behind; however, this evidence alone wasn't quite enough to prove that it
wasn't Jane.

So she was going to carry out some investigations herself. Mario didn't
believe she could have done it and neither did Rosa. They suggested she
talk to Francisco to help. Suddenly she clocked the fact that she couldn't
trust anybody. Anyone of these people could be a murderer.

She went to the crime scene and found some clues that had been
overlooked. There was a ripped mask that seemed to be cut by a glass
wine bottle, blood, and a ripped-up piece of paper that looked like a note
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about who would get the company and all of his legacy that had been
signed by Mr Russo himself.

This puzzled Jane as she thought Mario was getting the company. But it
turned out she was wrong. But why was Stella murdered? In Stella’s jacket
was a letter. The ink wasn't too visible but it seemed to be talking about
Mario and how he had been visiting Aunt May in disguise.  Jane read it
with trembling fingers.

De�r ���i� ���so,

Eve� ��n�� Ma��� an� I �ov�� �� to���h��, hi� ��h��i��� ha� ���n
te���r��e�t�� ��d �o��d ���n�e �� l��� t�a� � f�� �ec���s. His ����vi���
is ����ti��� �g��es���� an� �� l�a��� t�� �o�s� a� ��d ��u�s. Thi� ���k I
ha�� ��en ��� s��a� ��t o� ��� ap���m��� w�i�� h� ��in�� I’m a����p i� �
ho��� o� ‘Jan� ��a�’ I be����e �t's �a�l��. Ho�s� �u�b�� 11. I do�'t ��ow ��y
bu� I ��� me���g�� o� h�� �h��e ��w ���m �o���ne ���l�� ‘Ca�d��e M��’. Can
yo� ���e t��� n��e �� h�� �o�s�� F�an���c� �o I ��n fi���e ��t �o��?

Tha�� y��

Ste���
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Ever since she stepped foot into this bear trap she has done nothing but
brought attention to herself, Jane realised.

“WHAT IS GOING ON? WHAT ARE PEOPLE NOT TELLING ME?” yelled Jane in
her head.

A day ago these people didn't even know her but now, they were all
talking about her at every opportunity.  That night she couldn't get much
sleep. The fact that she was under the same roof with some family
murderers was too traumatizing for her to process.

Later that evening the detectives came into her room and asked for
more clues.

“So Madame …”

“Oh, call me Jane… Jane Russo.” (since she never met her parents she
wanted to keep her Uncle's name) she suggested.

“Alright Madame Russo, where were you at the scene of the crime
because according to all of my witnesses… they all place you there and
believe it is YOU!” he calmly explained in a French accent.

She tried not to sound guilty but it didn't quite seem to work

“I was… drainy, I mean flimsy, I mean thirsty, so I got up to get my water
from a long day to recognize ummmm….. It was taken ye….. I mean then I
ate and tried to sleep until I heard a scream and I ran to see what had
happened, and I saw a masked man that looked similar to a ninja turtle
in a suit and… I-” Jane tailed off.
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“No I mean what did you see before the murder and where were you
during the murde?” the detective asked with a very serious face.

“I was one of the only ones admiring the sunset, I was observing it as I
want to be an author one day and write books, in particular, murder
mysteries… but I was walking along the deck when I saw Stella talking to
Mr. Russo in the alleyway minutes before her death and during her death,
I went to her room to see her neck was bleeding and I thought I could
have saved her by stopping the bleeding…”

“But Madame you realise you failed terribly and instead got your
fingerprints all over the victim; lucky for you we have other clues
otherwise you wouldn't even be allowed to give your opinion - you would
be charged as guilty straight away and live behind bars your whole life.”

“Sorry, sir.”

“YOU ARE DISMISSED!” he screeched in his French accent as he slammed
the door.

Just then she heard everyone sprinting to hold a family meeting.

Jane didn’t see why she shouldn’t attend as well.

As she barged in, the whole hall looked at her in shock.

“What is she doing here?” screamed Francisco.

“Wasn’t she the one that murdered Stella?” Luigi murmured.

“How did she get on this yacht anyways?” Ginna questioned.
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Mr Russo cut in…

“Let's not waste any more time, I have brought you all here today to
declare the fate of my wealth.  You all know about my cancer, and by the
looks of it, I don't have much longer left. My wealth was going to be
passed on to my youngest daughter, not Mario -”

(Jane assumed that was the missing sibling as she tried to make sense
of the situation.)

“After she went missing, sadly I was going to give my fortune to Valentina,
what a sensible girl you are, however…”

As murmuring began to fill the room, Jane looked around quizzically,
wondering if she just heard Mr Russo say that his favourite child went
missing and that one of this girl's siblings replaced her? The family
drama was so deep it was quite enjoyable.

“I would have liked to have given my fortune to Mario; however Valentina
has proved herself worthy of my trust. I would like you to sign the form
tomorrow evening in my office.” he said, glancing over to Valentina.

She could feel the room filling up with hatred in seconds as both Mario
and Luigi gave death looks toward each other and their sister Valentina.
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Chapter 7:

The Signing

It was the evening when Valentina would sign the agreement; however,
as soon as it was time, the cruise ship’s power went off. By the time the
power was on, nothing had happened.
The treaty was eventually signed, and everyone was happy.

In the celebration, Jane handed everyone a delicious caramel mousse.

Valentina’s was specialised as she doesn't like caramel. As everyone took
their first scoops of the luscious, indulgent mousse, Valentina looked ill.

She started to cough and that's when Jane realised she had a nut
allergy.  So Jane rushed to find the EpiPens, but they were nowhere to be
seen. Someone had taken all the Epipens. There was nothing else to do,
Valentina’s fate was sealed. At that moment she felt all eyes on her,
watching her again.

Death number two.

Jane wondered how many deaths it would take to prove her innocence
but the thing was, she looked even more guilty now as the deaths started
to mount up, with each one pointing to her as the murderer.
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As she was walking past Mr. Russo, he smiled the most heartwarming
smile, leaving her feeling disconcerted.

It wasn't a normal smile, it was like a smile you would do when you're
never going to see someone ever again, which was weird considering
everyone thought she was the murderer. Nobody gave her any looks
other than a glare.

“I know who you are Jane, you look just like her, I will miss you entirely, just
know I love you.” Mr. Russo whispered and handed her a bracelet that
looked awfully familiar.

As if this wasn't weird enough, a couple of hours later when the ship was
near Italy and everyone was finally asleep, the fire alarm started going
off.

“WHAT DO I HAVE TO DO TO GET SOME SLEEP WITHOUT BEING BUGGED BY
THIS FAMILY'S DRAMA? WHAT'S GOING ON NOW? IT'S ALMOST LIKE THE
UNIVERSE IS TELLING ME NOT TO REST!” Jane screamed in her head.

As they ran out, there was no drill, there was a genuine fire in Ginna’s
room. THE SHIP WAS IN FLAMES. People jumped in the water as Luigi went
to find Ginna, the famous athlete. Luckily she was found alive but a bit
hurt. Moments later Jane realised Mr. Russo wasn't in the water either. He
was eventually found by the people left onboard, both burned by the fire
and stabbed.

As Mario looked over at her in shock, she once again felt an unwelcoming
presence as if someone else was watching; however, the worst was yet
to come.
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It turned out Mr Russo was murdered in a room just one away from
Jane’s room which could be no coincidence considering everyone
thought she was the ‘offender’ or ‘murderer’.

Three deaths. Three murders.
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Chapter 8:

The 4th Death

Jane worried about who the next murder victim would be, would it be
Mario or EVEN HER?

Three deaths and still no way of proving that she didn’t cause them.

3.38 p� T�ur���y

De�r ��a��

It �a� b��� 2 da�� s���� I go� ��r� a�� �n ���t ��ac� �� �im�, t�e�� h��e
be�� 3 mu���r�. I ca� ��v�� �o b��� n��. I su���c� �� is L���i ��c�u�� M��i�
lo��� h�� �at���, so ��y �o��d �� �il� ��m? I s�i�l ���� to ����s�i��t� �e���se
at ��� m��e�t ���y ��� t�i�k I �� �h� �u�d�� ��s�e�t.  I wi�� fin� �hi�
mu���r��. The�� �� so���h��� el��. I ha�� ��en ���i�g ���n�� �n �� d�e��s,
fo� ���m��e I h��� �e�n ��e��g �� u��s�a� ���un� �� c���s, im����in� �k���s
an� �� t�� �as� ���k I �a�� b�e� ��c��i�g ����er, no� �� m���i�n ��� fa��
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t�a� I k��� �e��n� �e�r��� ev���w���e… I'm ��ar�� I'm ��ar���g �� �hi��
t�i� �s ���g��l� u��s�a�.

Jan�
As soon as they disembarked and set foot in Rome they were questioned
about the murders. Everyone said that they didn't actually see Jane do
them, but she happened to be next to the dead body - every single time.

Out of the blue, Rosa asked Jane for a chat. Of course, she agreed. Rosa’s
facial expressions seemed very deep and serious as she started to
speak.

“It's the Olympic match tomorrow and Ginna will be attending. She’s on
the swimming team and happens to be in Rome. You can come with me
but … are you the murderer, because everyone's saying you are?”

Jane shook her head in denial.

“I've got a suspect that could be guilty of the crimes. However, if it wasn't
me, or you, it could be one of the others.” Rosa replied.

Jane looked in shock at Rosa, puzzled not by how much information she
gave, but by how little.

“I've been living with these people my whole life, I know that Mario isn't
capable of these sorts of things - that leaves us with Ginna, or Luigi.”
replied Rosa.
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They checked in at the same motel. Thinking about the murders, Jane still
couldn't seem to find a connection. She did the unthinkable and went to
talk to Mario.

As she tiptoed nearer to his room, she found herself facing Mario. What
was HE DOING OUT OF HIS ROOM AT NIGHT, AND WITH LUIGI?

“Mario, can I speak to you in private?” she whispered.

“No, I'm going out with my friend here Luigi, does that sound familiar to
you?” stated Mario.

She hadn't been more confused in her life but for some reason, that
statement jogged a distant memory. It was the moment when Jane told
Mario that she was going out with her friend and it almost sounded like
he was crying. This memory sounded like it was from a while ago.

The time finally came for Ginna’s Olympics swimming tournament. Ginna
was a swimmer/athlete for as long as Jane could remember and is
certainly one of the best. She has a strict schedule, working out a lot
throughout the days and maintaining a strict diet in order to be first and
win the Olympics swimming tournament.

Ginna asked her coach to get her some water before starting her race.

Out of the corner of her eye, Jane spotted that her coach was pouring
some sort of powder into Ginna's drink. She told Rosa this time, and they
gazed to see Mario talking with him as well.

“Relax Jane, you're getting paranoid, that's just Ginna’s protein powder.”
exclaimed Rosa.

27

“But I thought Ginna never uses protein powder, she says she doesn't like
the taste,” replied Jane.

“I have never seen Ginna use protein powder, why now?” queried Rosa.

She realised how their actions looked a bit secretive.

Ginna had started the match, she was swimming well and as she swam
her way to victory, Jane could see the crowd standing and cheering.
Ginna finished and grabbed her water bottle, waiting for the final results.
As she gulped the water down, Jane sensed her breathing rate speeding
up.

“See, she’s fine,” Rosa whispered.

That was until a couple of minutes later, when Ginna started to feel weak,
and fell face first, flat onto the floor. Later, in the hospital, the doctors
declared she had died from poisoning.

Shocked, Jane widened her eyes at Rosa (because Jane had this exact
hypothesis.)

They looked into each other's eyes with despair.

The fourth death.

That night, as they walked home to the hotel, Jane should have said
something along the lines of them being watched or feeling eyes on her
but she didn't -  there were bigger things to deal with.
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Chapter 9:

The Clues

“Jane there's a couple of things I haven't spoken to you about or been
honest with you about,” Rosa gushed.  “Do you remember anything
before your car crash? Anything at all, for example, your birthday?”

“No, but my Aunt said my birthday is the 5th of October 2001, and my
date of birth is relevant to everything.”

She could feel Rosa's mouth widen in a big oh as she stared at her,
however, she couldn't quite understand why.

“We can ask Fransisco for help as he does investigating for a living,
however your date of birth can't be coincidental to the day my sister
disappeared on her fifth birthday. And -  no offence - but you look much
older than 19.”

“Did your parents give you any clues that you may or may not have been
adopted?”
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“ROSA you're starting to scare me about what's going on?”

Rosa took Jane into the storage room of the motel.

“There is a murderer, Jane, and, in case you hadn’t noticed, the murderer
is trying to frame YOU for something you are clearly not capable of
doing.”

Some small, distant part of Jane felt very offended about the fact nobody
believed she was strong or intelligent enough to murder people…

“I believe there can only be two people that did it, either Mario or his
brother Luigi. Mario is a very overprotective and possessive person and
Luigi is quite the opposite; they don't get along most of the time, however
Luigi is a good liar, and would leave lots of clues behind as he is lazy.  Oh
shoot, I forgot my notebook, can you go and quickly fetch it for me?” Rosa
suggested.

As she was walking away, Jane suddenly heard a bang, and sprinted to
fetch Rosa’s notebook.  On returning to the storage room, however, her
happy expression changed when she saw a  bullet plunged into Rosa’s
crimson-looking heart and the cold body lying lifeless on the floor.

The 5th murder.
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Chapter 10:

The Murders

Jane found it hard to believe that the murderer was always watching
their every move, and was killing people almost carelessly.  She read a bit
of Rosa's notebook where she had been writing her theories, almost as if
she knew she was going to be murdered soon and wanted someone to
read them.
Out of 11 people, only 6 stood including herself. She was determined to
solve this case before it was too late. The diary suggested keeping a
close eye on Mario and especially Luigi as he had a strong past in
murdering which is why he went to jail on suspicion of the murder of his
wife and was let out after 10 years and managed to become successful
even with that. The diary also said Angela was not to be trusted as she
has a grudge against people, meaning Fransisco is the only one to talk
to.

“Francisco,” Jane called. “Are you in there I need-”
She questioned her thoughts and was puzzled to find the door open,
unlocked. As she slowly opened it, a feeling of dread crept down her
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spine.  As Jane was observing what had just happened, Fransisco was
sitting in the corner of his room in pure shock.
“WHY IS EVERYONE DYING TONIGHT, AND THE WORST PART IS, I AM ALWAYS A
WITNESS OF THE SCENE MAKING ME LOOK EVEN GUILTIER.”

Jane grabbed Francesco's leg to find it bleeding - a lot. He, too,  had
been shot. As she looked around she realised there was broken glass and
a bullet hole in the door. She fixed his leg by using a nearby fork to take
the bullet out, sewing the deep hole using a travel kit, and putting a cast
around it using sheets from the bed.

“What happened, Francesco?”

“I was reading my book on ‘murder mystery’ and it was talking about
how the murderer wanted to kill the girl so badly, he framed her and
killed all the people she was close to and….”
As Francesco carried on talking, Jane started to drift off,  thinking how the
book mirrored her own situation.
Rosa never mentioned anything about Fransisco in her notebook and
especially about him being trusted; what if he was the murderer and he
was doing this from a book? That's when she looked across the room to
find a gun.

He shot himself, she thought to herself, but why would he do that?
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“Francisco, can I ask you a truthful question?”

“Of course, what's bugging you?”

“Who is the most likely person in your family to commit murder?“
“Honestly, Luigi is very guilty but I feel like Mario has a better motive. For
example, if you think about it, Mario could be doing this because he didn't
get dad's company like he was supposed to.”

Even if Francisco was the murderer, he seemed to be telling the truth.

Then Jane discovered a secret that changed her opinion of the Russo
family.

“ Have you heard about the night of the missing Russo sister?” Francisco
started…
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Chapter 11:

The Back Story

“The night the Russo sister went missing, Mr. Russo said he would pay
anything to find out what had happened.”

“He ordered a private investigator to discover who kidnapped his
favourite child, and they searched the area for hours. The thing that
drove him crazy was the fact that the daughter had left her favourite
antique bracelet that he had given her. She never let go of the antique
treasure, which is how he knew she had been kidnapped.” he paused.

“It turned out that Mario had done it all along, and had never told a soul
about it, but that is why dad never treated him the same way.”

“Wait, how do you know all of this Fransisco?”

But just before he could answer the power went off.

“Oh no… it's happening again,” he said in a nauseous voice, he almost
sounded scared.

“What's happening?”

“If I don't make it out, go straight to Angela” he ordered.
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“WHAT THAT'S CRAZY TALK!” Jane screeched.

She didn't know what to think of the situation. Was his story just a joke, or
was it realistic? Was it all true?

She couldn't see anything yet, but she heard gunshots and screaming
not just from the stars but from her room a bit further away as well.

“Francisco, are you ok?”

There was no response.

The room was pitch black.

When the lights turned back on a few minutes later,  it was visible enough
to see that Francisco had been murdered, yet again with Jane there as
the prime suspect, but this time she felt a bit more confident.

She thought it was Mario.

Using the evidence she had gathered, and Rosa’s notebook that had
rough notes in it, she listened to Francisco's advice and went straight to
Angela.
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Chapter 12:

The End Is Near

Jane ran straight to Angela's room. She knocked and waited.
“Hey it's me, Jane, Francisco told me to come here.”
As she was waiting she suddenly felt that nauseous, unsafe feeling like
someone was watching her, but how, she had watched her every move,
there was no way someone could have followed her without her noticing.

The door suddenly flew apart, as Angela brought her into the room.
“Angela you have to know something, Rosa and Francisco are dead. They
were both murdered next to me, but I swear I am not the murderer.”
“I believe you,” Angela replied.  “I have always been watching Rosa and at
one point she showed me her notebook as if we were sisters. Luigi and
Mario have always been acting weird. Ever since our sister disappeared
the family has been acting weird. It was all out of the blue.” She hesitated
before she carried on.
“One day I found both Mario and Luigi missing the day before our sister
mysteriously disappeared, and I saw something fall out of their pockets, it
was a book about a murder mystery.”
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“We could do more research on this tomorrow in the library since we are
going on a ‘tourist trip’ around the city,” she replied.

And with that, they went to bed.

Waking to a gloomy morning, the two girls skipped into their tour bus and
sat down, as she looked to her right she could see Mario and Luigi and
they both looked paper white, with dark circles under their eyes,
indicating they hadn't had much sleep. She could also see there was a
huge purple -bruise on both the men's heads. Jane curiously wondered
how both the bruises got there in the space of one night and how there
was a blood-like scratch on Luigi's head. Was it a bar fight, was it a fight
in general or was it something to do with the murderer? Mario’s injury
wasn't that clear as it was covered with his hair and a dark velvety cap.

As they got on Jane could once again see the tension between them and
how distant they were not even a day ago they were having lots of
conversations but clearly, their conversations and interactions with each
other had become cold, making Jane feel curious about what had
happened between the two. As more time went by the tension between
them grew.
Jane and Angela decided to get off and walk to the library where all of
the mystery and explanation findings began.
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Chapter 13

Explanations

Reaching the library, Jane and Angela knew they didn't have much time
to lose before there was another murder.

At first, they looked through books only to find nothing on the situation. So
they decided to look for something online on the library computers when
they found an old newspaper article on the missing sister. It also
mentioned both Mario and Luigi out of all their siblings accused of either
murder or abduction. Both were caught and were taken to custody as
they were found guilty of causing their sister’s disappearance, but they
were bailed out by an anonymous person paying £4,000,000 to also
completely forget about the situation.  So, there were no more news
articles about it but there were books, right?

Both of them rummaged through the whole library and in a row they
hadn't looked in before, there were two books at the very top. The first one
was about Luigi and Mario's plan written by someone that must have
been very familiar with the situation to know so many details, but the
second one had all the details they needed.

Angela looked in shock as she slowly lifted her nose out of the book.
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“The missing locket to the pendant, it had a back to it given by her father,
he had it carved and specialised, it was the key to the company that's
how he must have known, and that's why he snuck her out it was-”

Before she could continue she fell to the ground as I looked at her silky
blond hair embroidered with crimson red. She has been shot in the back
of her head. As Jane gazed at the bookshelf she could vaguely see a
masked black figure through the gaps in the books. She hurriedly
grabbed the book Angela had been reading, the information jolting a
familiar memory.

She was sprinting faster than the speed of light as she was motivated to
find the killer of 6 people and more to come. She suddenly saw the black
figure swerve quickly to the left and as soon as she reached out there
was no sight of anybody except a masked figure arguing with Mario. As
they were arguing Jane spotted a car.

“Mario there's a car behind you!”

She instantly regretted saying this as just before the car came, Jane's call
distracted Mario and unfortunately, he got pushed into the car. He was
killed instantly. She stood there to see blood on his nose and head and
just then she wanted to vanish. As she looked up she felt all eyes on her
but the masked figure was no longer there.

At this point in time, Jane had had enough and was going to go to the
detectives as she was one hundred percent sure she was not the
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murderer and that Luigi was behind it all. She took all the evidence she
had and had a discussion with the detective.

As she was explaining how Luigi was the murderer, however, she gasped
in shock as he walked into the room.

“Your hypothesis is wrong, Jane. Not only does the evidence prove
otherwise, for example, CCTV footage, but your evidence is irrelevant and
has flaws in it. Luigi got sick of the trip after getting into a fight with Mario
in the first 5 minutes. He came here to find out who killed his cousin Rosa.
You were seen with every victim before they were murdered and after
they were murdered, this is why we are declaring you Jane Willows under
arrest on suspicion of murder.”

As she glanced at Luigi she could see his face was gazing at the file with
Mario's name on it. She could tell something was wrong, very wrong,
some things he hadn't thought of or suspected yet.

“Jane, where's Angela she was with you when you were going to the
library wasn't she?”

“She… she's ummmm ... She went to… yeah she went to go and get a
coffee while I was on a computer in the library and I don't know where
she's gone.”  lied Jane.
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What puzzled her was how Luigi knew they were going to the library, but
once again Angela could have told Luigi, but that was very unlikely as the
two hated each other's guts.

The detective continued speaking about Jane's ‘lie’.

“You'll get one day to do what you plead before you are arrested on
Sunday at 6.30 pm until then I wish you good luck and preferably I would
go and call your family goodbye once and for all”.

“WHAT!”

“Jane , you are hoing to be arrested in suspicion of murders.” said the
detective.

It had looked like she had been waiting to say that ever since she laid
eyes on Jane.

“But I haven't done it!”

“There is more than enough proof against you Jane, if I were you, guilty or
not, I would give up the act.” she replied

She gave up trying to prove her innocence and used the time she had
left to ask people about the scene but of anything, Jane should know the
most, she was in the presence of half or more than half of the murders,
but whatever she did, it lead her back to square one, HERSELF.

She had spent a lot of hours on this case but it was wasted, there was no
point, the murderer had to be her.

“DID I MURDER THEM, I CAN'T HAVE I'M NOT THAT CRAZY!”
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She spent the remaining time sleeping and writing her last journal entry
in her personal diary.

Sun��� 6 am

I ca�'t �e���ve �� �� al���t ��� en�, t�i� w��� b� �� la�� d���� en��y �� � �re�
pe���n �� e��n ��i�� �n�e ��d ��� al�. If a���n� e��� s�e� �h�� I ��ve� ��d
t�o�� m���er�, I'm ��az� �h�� �� co��� t� ��op���g ��� I wo��� n��e�
ma���� to ���l 7 PE���� m��el� ��t��u� g����n� �a�g��. I ne�� �� fin� o��
w�o �� �s �u� I d��'t u���r���n� �ha� I'm �o��g ���n�. The��'s �o��t���g
I'm �i�s��� t��� is ���h� ��de� �y �o��. If a���n� �e�s ��� c���ce �� fi�d
o�t ��� di� ��, gi�� �� ju���c�! I t�o��h� �� wa� M���o �s �� �e�m�� �er�
gu���y ��� he's �e��, he's �o��, it ����d �a�� �n�� be�� L�i�� �n� �e's �e��
he�� ��n�e �h�� ��r�i�g. Jus� � ��mi���r ���e �n� ��r a��, I am J��� �ro�
Jan� ��a� ��v��� wi�� A�n� M�� an� ���si� J��n. If a��t���g A�N� ��Y
KI���D ��E�Y��� �EC���E �H� ���T �E �� T��� ‘C�U���’.

I'm �o��g �� �pe�� m� �as� ���r� �o�n� ��me���n� I �ov� ���t, s�o�p���, bu� I
wi�� s��� t��� ex��� l���er �� J��n a� ��l�. I'm �o��g �� �a�l. Go�d��� on�� ��d
fo� ��l,

Jan�
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Chapter 14:

The Final Hours

She spent her last hours eating good meals, spending all her money on
Dior makeup, and using her Aunt's credit card on silk clothing and
champagne.

She ate as much as she could - plates and plates of Indian spicy food
because she wanted to be stuffed before she went to jail and had to eat
that awful food.

She hesitated outside the new but abandoned shop in the street. This
one felt different, she hadn’t noticed it before on their city tour. She
stepped into the thrift clothing shop to have a look. As she turned around,
she noticed the doors closing and realised there were bigger things to
worry about…

“NO”

There he stood. Mario.

“I thought you died as you got run over by a car, how are you here?”
“I never died, I faked my death as you never saw me die, it was all a
performance so you wouldn't suspect me, and also I have got unfinished
business,” he replied with a smirk.
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“What do you mean?”
As it all started to fall in place Mario spoke.
“I am the murderer. The first murder was me because Stella knew my
secret about visiting your Aunt, Valentina was always Dad’s favorite after
you went missing, Dad didn't give me the money or the fortune before he
died himself, Ginna was a distraction, Rosa knew too much about the
secrets, Francisco could have found out or was close to, Angela knew I
was the murderer and well you, you were always the one.

I wanted you to feel the pain I did.”

“WHAT DO YOU MEAN?”

“Before your car accident, you used to remember everything.  Luigi was
the one that ruined our close friendship.  We used to do everything
together and he always butted in.   He turned you against me. Say
goodbye to him.”

He stabbed Luigi in front of her eyes and she felt a spark of disbelief as
her Aunt walked out of the shadows. It was all adding up. All the
memories were coming back.

“You… It was you who kidnapped me from dad, it was always you!”
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“Jane, you have to understand, I never really liked you or your mother or
should I say stepmother, I could have been rich if she didn't take your
dad away from me. I paid Mario to kill yo-...”

Just before Aunt May could finish, Mario stabbed her from behind. As she
fell to the floor Mario charged at Jane.

“Did everyone know, did they know this all along, did anyone know about
me being your sibling, about you killing everyone?  WHY did you do this?”

“I was jealous you were going to get everything, you never deserved it.”

As he was speaking he showed the back of Rosa’s notebook, the one
place she never checked, and tore out a page, it had a birth certificate
on it and words written on it ‘Jane is a part of the Russo family ’.

“The day you were talking to Angela in the library she mentioned your
necklace and it contained a very tiny key to the company lockers.
Everything about the company, I broke it, I needed it, IT BELONGS TO ME
NOT YOU!”

Her eyes widened even more as she stared in shock and barely had any
time to process what was going on.
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He continued…

“However, I've been watching you for 16 years. My eyes have always been
on you, Jane.”

Before she lost all hope she could see a little girl taking her diary, which
had fallen out of her bag outside the shop, and hopefully, she would
continue the murder story of the cruise.

As he stabbed her, and she drifted away, she was aware that…

All eyes were on her

and

always

had

been.
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