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            For Emma and Philip, with much love and joy

         

      

   


   
      
         
            For Mercy has a human heart,

            Pity a human face,

            And Love, the human form divine,

            And Peace, the human dress.

            Songs of Innocence

            
                

            

            And mutual fear brings peace;

            Till the selfish loves increase,

            Then Cruelty knits a snare

            And spreads his baits with care.

            Songs of Experience

            
                

            

            William Blake

         

      

   


   
      
         
            CHAPTER ONE

         

         It was the moon that woke her, shining through the uncurtained casement window and flooding the attic bedroom with cold, pure light.

         It summoned Beatrice like a call to worship. She came awake, muttering and groaning as she shifted her bulky body, propping herself up at last with a wheezing groan, then rolled out of bed to sit on the end of it for a moment with her eyes shut, moon bathing.

         As the pale radiance washed over her she felt light, light and free, a gossamer thing, purged of the gross burdens of the flesh. But it was drawing her to the window and she stood up, flinching at the chill, then with infinite tenderness bent, crooning, to pick up the little shawled bundle that had lain beside her and padded across the bare boards, cradling it to her shoulder.

         There was a film of condensation on the small square panes; she pulled down the sleeve of her thick flannelette nightgown and rubbed them clear.

         Overhead, the moon was a bone-white disc in a black velvet sky that was thick with stars; there was not so much as a breath of wind. Below her, the bay was still and steely as a pool of mercury, and in late autumn some of the trees were black winter skeletons already. The garden was all shades of grey – dark grey, dove-grey, pearl-grey, dirty-white – and though it was almost as bright as day it looked sickly pale, eerie in the moonlight.

         She loved the strangeness. It cloaked everything with magic, evoked a different reality, where she could imagine herself transformed – where she could be what she wished to be, not what she was.

         ‘See, Rosamond, my precious. Wake up – see how beautiful! Come on, I’ll hold you up,’ she whispered, pulling back the cobweb-fine shawl.

         The eyes opened obediently, blue and blank above the rounded cheeks that were delicately flushed with pink, staring sightlessly out at the dream-world where a doll could become a real live baby.

         ‘You mustn’t get cold, though,’ she scolded lovingly. ‘That would never do, my darling.’ She swaddled it again, cradling it in her arms as the eyes shut with an audible click. ‘There, that’s better. I’ll pop you back into bed.’

         But she lingered a little longer, reluctant for the moment to pass, though she was beginning to shiver. She was just turning away when a movement caught her eye.

         There was a boat pulling out from the pier across the bay, a small motorboat that was, however, being rowed as if to escape attention. The ripples from the oars spread out and out, breaking the mirror surface of the sea with concentric rings.

         Her curiosity piqued, she turned to settle Rosamond gently back into bed then swathed herself in the duvet and returned to the window. The boat would arrive in a few minutes: it wasn’t far across the bay.

         There was movement below her too. Someone was coming from the house, running across the grass and down the steps to the jetty.

         Even huddled in the warmth of the duvet, she felt a sudden chill run through her.

         Adam wouldn’t like this. He wouldn’t like this at all.

         Beatrice turned hastily away, climbed back into bed. She didn’t want to know, didn’t want anything to do with it. She wouldn’t tell him, but he would find out. He always did.

         As she turned away, a faint wisp of cloud drifted across the moon and a little breeze ruffled the surface of the sea.

         
             

         

         Eva was shivering as she ran back across the lawn, leaving footprints in the deep dew that soaked her feet. Behind her she heard the cautious splash of the oars as Daniel rowed back towards the huddle of houses across the bay in the village, dark and silent in the eerie light.

         To anyone watching it would have looked like a lover’s tryst, and she gave a little, wry grimace. Of course he had talked of love, and the girl she once was might have believed him. Now, bruised and scarred by experience, she suspected that this was just the sort of thing men said when they were wanting something from you.

         It had been a risk taking the key from Adam’s drawer while he was away but she’d got it back safely, and now the copy Daniel had made was cold in her hand. As she went back into the silent house she found herself almost hoping it wouldn’t work. But if it didn’t …

         The hall was bright with the moonlight pouring through the long stair window, and she glanced fearfully up the stairwell that rose above her as she scurried across. I’m like a mouse, she thought, looking for the owl hovering overhead. But there was no sound from the attic floor.

         The back office, where even Beatrice did not go except in Adam’s company, lay behind a door below the stairs and Eva winced as it squeaked on its hinges and she stepped into the windowless passage. No one would see her if she switched a light on here but somehow it felt safer to grope her way to the door in the faint light filtering through from the hall. Even though Adam was away for the night, dining and staying over, she felt a superstitious fear that he might suddenly appear as she fumbled for the lock and fitted the key into it, shouting ‘Treachery!’

         Click! It turned. Feeling sick with nerves, she let herself in, locking the door behind her before she switched on the light. It was barely bigger than a cupboard, Adam’s office, created out of one of the old service rooms, probably, and just big enough for a desk with a computer on it, a couple of chairs and a large metal filing cabinet.

         She went to the cabinet, ignoring the computer; Daniel had told her it would be protected so she wouldn’t get in and that anyway the most important stuff wouldn’t be where an enterprising hacker might find it – on disks if they were lucky, ordinary files if they weren’t. The drawers, when she gave a tug, were locked and she fished in her pocket for the little bunch of metal keys he had given her.

         This was treachery, of course – a dirty word. Add that to the list Eva would have to confess to the priest, if she hadn’t stopped going to confession long ago.

         Her dream of a better life hadn’t seemed wicked at the time; it had seemed brave, the sort of feistiness Nënë had always encouraged. Her eyes prickled as she thought of her dead mother – what would she think of her daughter now, of what she had become?

         Oh, she’d pretended to herself that the relationship with Adam was a genuine attraction. It wasn’t hard, not at first; he was darkly good-looking, charming, and being the director of a charity for refugees surely vouched for his good intentions. But all along, at heart she had known it for what it was, and she had accepted ‘housekeeper’ status on his assurance that he would transform her into a Pole with a National Insurance number, entitled to her place in the West where the ordinary lifestyle represented barely imaginable luxury to someone who had lived in miserable poverty with a drunken father.

         Now she was trapped in this weird situation, along with the poor, sad, obsessive woman who treated her with defensive hostility; apart from visits across to the pub, and sometimes to Portree for shopping, she had no life of her own.

         She had nowhere else to go, though. She had been patient, waiting for Adam to give her the papers and leave with his blessing, but slowly the chilling realisation had dawned: that was only going to happen when he tired of her and he hadn’t, so far. She’d made the big mistake of asking when she might be able to leave; she had seen the flicker of wounded pride on his face and the relationship had cooled rapidly after that. These days she was spending almost every night in her bare little bedsitter, not in Adam’s luxurious flat.

         Eva no longer trusted him to honour the unwritten agreement. He could just turn her out and then she would have no alternative but to become what at heart she knew she was already. A ‘working girl’, didn’t they call it in Britain? There was a starker word for it back home.

         And now she had sold herself, or at least her conscience, to another man. Daniel, too, was showing her a glimpse of the Promised Land; he could give her all that Adam had offered and more, but there needed to be what he liked to call the ‘devil’s bargain’ – do evil that good may come. A Jesuit belief, he’d reassured her, playing on her Catholic education, but she was still uneasy.

         Could she trust him, any more than she trusted Adam? And what if Adam found out? No – she daren’t think of that, not even for a second. He wasn’t going to find out, and then Daniel would spirit her away to her new life. For a moment she let herself dream, holding on to the vision like an amulet against fear.

         She took a deep breath and began trying the keys. On the second try one of them worked, just as he had said it would, and she pulled open the top drawer, her hands shaking slightly. She couldn’t see any disks – just files – but he’d given her a list of the sort of information he wanted and she began checking through. When she found one, she took it to the desk and sat down, copying the information into the notebook he’d given her as fast as she could.

         It was boring work. There were two more drawers, and eventually the names and figures began to blur and in the unheated room her fingers were becoming stiff. There was one more file she should check, but it was very late; Daniel had waited until he saw Beatrice’s light go off before he came across from the village, and after Eva had nodded off to sleep twice she decided to call it a day.

         Beatrice never got up before half past seven if Adam was away, and when she did she would go straight to the main office and stay there, so if Eva set her alarm she’d have plenty of time to slip in unseen, finish off and slip out again long before Adam would be back from his leisurely country-house breakfast. With a yawn that almost dislocated her jaw, she put everything back and let herself out again.

         The moon had gone down and the hall was in deep darkness. With her hand stretched out in front of her, Eva groped her way across, terrified of losing her bearings and knocking something over that would bring Beatrice out to see what was going on.

         She wriggled down into her cold bed, desperate for sleep, but now the eyes that had kept shutting before stayed obstinately open. She was too frightened to sleep. How had her dream become the nightmare she was living now? There was a bird singing freedom somewhere, but listening to it felt like tempting fate and as she lay there the monsters of fear and guilt crept closer, closer in the darkness.

         
             

         

         The whitewashed croft houses of the township at Balnasheil, scattered up the low hills rising to the Black Cuillin behind, and the cottages, huddled by the shoreline, had an embattled look; its tiny bay offered only slight protection against the Atlantic storms that came roaring in across the sea.

         It was an ancient settlement, surrounded by the ghosts of its past: the Celtic standing stone; a hut circle from the Bronze Age; sad ruins that had once been houses, still bearing the marks of the fires of their destruction when the brutal Clearances drove their owners into exile.

         A close-knit community with a dwindling population, it was set in its ways, polite and cool to strangers. Very cool, when it came to the present inhabitants of Balnasheil Lodge.

         The penny-pinching Victorian magnate who had built it across the bay on the rough moorland for the shooting – ‘with walls you could spit peas through’, in scornful local opinion – had styled himself the laird. He had looked for forelock-tugging in vain from the Highlanders, who had only ever considered their own chiefs first among equals and had somehow missed out on the deference gene.

         Over the years his successors had been viewed with a mixture of tolerant indifference and quiet amusement – and even sympathy in the case of the Danish businessman who had bought the Lodge, sight unseen, and been so dismayed that he visited once and never returned.

         The Human Face charity had been welcomed at first, even admired for its canny approach in making its headquarters here instead of in fancy offices in one of the big cities, but gradually support drained away. They didn’t make use of local businesses; the directors who dropped in occasionally for a drink or a meal in the little hotel were flash and toffee-nosed and the procession of ‘housekeepers’ who came across to the pub that provided Balnasheil’s social scene didn’t help either. The general verdict was that there was something ‘not right’ about it.

         Vicky Macdonald had known she was taking a risk when she got a job at the Lodge doing the cleaning and cooking that the ‘housekeepers’ apparently couldn’t manage. Coming from the Central Belt and not having the Gaelic, she’d been considered all but a Sassenach and was still working out her probation, despite having married one of the locals more than a year ago. She was left in no doubt that she was seen as tarnished by association, not least by her own husband.

         This morning, when she said ‘Murdo, it’s time we were away. I’m running late as it is,’ the response was unhelpful.

         Murdo John Macdonald – so called to differentiate him from his father, John Murdo – was a big, quiet man, slow-spoken, dark-bearded and dark-eyed. He looked up from his mug of tea and grunted, ‘Seen the weather?’

         The view through the kitchen window was just a square of opaque white. Vicky ran her hand through her fair curly hair and sighed. ‘You’ve been out when it’s been worse than that. I can’t afford to be unreliable – we need the money.’

         She could have bitten her tongue off after she said it. She’d hurt him; under the heavy brows, his eyes were pained as he looked up at her, and she hurried on, ‘I know you’d prefer I just did whatever the hotel could offer me but when the climbing season was over I was earning next to nothing for months. Anyway, I got really tired of Fiona Ross cheating me over the hours I’d worked and snaffling the tips and I hated having to waitress while Douglas’s ministrations ruined good food. At least this is steady and I get to cook. I don’t want to lose it.’

         He didn’t reply, but she saw his jaw set in a firmer line and sighed. Once Murdo John made up his mind, you’d be better working on a project to make water run uphill than trying to change it.

         Vicky had been at a very low ebb after her mother died, feeling alone and vulnerable with the only family she had gone. She’d come to stay in the hotel for a holiday looking for comfort in the beauty and peace of the hills and then, reluctant to return to the stress of her pressured job in catering, she had taken a temporary job as a waitress. Her decision had a lot to do with Murdo John; he was very attractive, in that rugged Highland way, and he had pursued the relationship with a sort of devoted, unthreatening persistence that had soothed her aching sense of loss and won her heart. She’d have been happy just to move in with him, but it was marriage he wanted – marriage or nothing.

         ‘I want to make sure you’re mine,’ he had said, and, happy and in love, she’d thought it very romantic at the time. And she would be part of a family again.

         The problems only appeared when Murdo John lost his job in construction. With the downturn, work slowed to a trickle and then stopped; he’d been making good money for years and now he was dependent on bar work and a bit of fishing. It hurt his pride that he couldn’t support her as, in his eyes, a husband should. He lost his self-respect; he felt humiliated, diminished and no amount of loving assurance could shift his view of himself as a failure.

         As if in compensation he was becoming more controlling, and now their relationship was showing signs of strain. He hated her associating with the dubious company on the other side of the bay, but she was digging in her toes. Even if he couldn’t accept the concept of the New Man, she was a modern woman and no amount of passive coercion was going to make her give in. When the housekeeping job had come up, she’d jumped at the chance and she was keeping it even if Murdo John would all but spit on the ground when she so much as mentioned Adam Carnegie’s name.

         Vicky didn’t like him either – creepy, even sinister, she thought – but she wasn’t paid to socialise with him, or with the ‘housekeepers’ either, though Eva was all right – a sweet girl, a decent girl, even, unlike her predecessor, who’d been a cold, brassy-looking woman who obviously knew the score and who was using Adam just as much as he was using her.

         ‘Maybe if it clears later,’ Murdo John said grudgingly, his tone telling her this was his best offer.

         She’d have to settle for that; if she tried driving round by the road, more like a track, that took you up into the foothills and across a narrow stone bridge before it dropped down to the other side of the bay, it would be nearly time to set off home again.

         Perhaps the fog would lift as suddenly as it had settled. As they said around here, ‘If you don’t like the weather, wait a minute.’

         ‘All right,’ Vicky said, trying not to sound tight-lipped as she set about making her preparations for their own meal at night. If she had it ready, she could stay on a bit if the fog lifted and work her hours; Beatrice had pointed out to her that not to dock her for work she hadn’t done was taking food out of the mouths of hungry children. Vicky could have suggested a few economies the directors could make towards the same noble end, but she didn’t. She wasn’t daft.

         As she chopped onions, her mind was on the odd household across the bay. There had been a bad atmosphere of late and she was trying to figure it out. Last time she’d sensed that, it was because Adam was plainly getting bored with Eva’s predecessor, who had left shortly afterwards, but this time wasn’t like that. He’d seemed very taken with Eva until fairly recently, when there had been a sudden cooling – a sharpness in the way he spoke to her, no casual arm round the girl’s shoulder, no laughter between them any more. And Eva was definitely on edge.

         She’d noticed, too, that when Adam was on one of his frequent trips away Eva had been spending time in the pub with a man who’d been living in a rented cottage in the village for a month or two – a writer researching a book about hillwalking in the Inner Hebrides, apparently.

         Eva claimed to be Polish – but then the last girl had, too. Vicky doubted it; when she’d tried to talk to Eva about Poland she’d shown the whites of her eyes and suffered a relapse in the standard of her English. She worried about Eva; she seemed so young and vulnerable and she was in a very unhealthy situation. Her strong protective instincts aroused, Vicky had tried to befriend her, but despite being happy enough to smile and chat, she shied away from anything approaching intimacy. When Vicky had asked how she had come into Adam’s life she had clammed up immediately.

         If her immigrant status was dodgy she’d be wise to keep Adam Carnegie sweet. And if he found out she was carrying on with someone behind his back, from what Vicky knew of the man, he wouldn’t like it – wouldn’t like it at all.

         There wasn’t a lot she could do about it, though. With another sigh, Vicky began peeling the carrots.

         
             

         

         Beatrice Lacey looked out of her window with a sinking heart. The view had vanished this morning and she couldn’t see anything – not the Black Cuillin across the bay, not the near hill, not even the lawns and shrubs in the garden, only a dense, vaporous blanket wrapping the house in a smothering silence.

         On mornings like this she felt she could barely breathe, that she was in exile – a prisoner, even – stifled by the implacable strangeness of this place where she had found herself living, a fairly modest fishing lodge in a remote part of Skye. She hated it here, where the natives spoke another language, at least among themselves, and put up a wall of polite aloofness that barely concealed their dislike.

         She’d been so happy when Human Face had been headquartered in Surrey, in what had been her own home until she had turned it over to Adam Carnegie’s foundation. She’d had old friends there, a brother, even, and it had been quite a shock when, six years before, Adam had announced they were moving to Skye.

         He’d been getting restless, she knew that. For some reason he didn’t like her friends, and particularly not her brother. Well, she could understand that; Quentin, with his constant crises, was a problem and even she hadn’t been pleased when he too moved to Skye, not long ago, and only a few miles away.

         And there were the interruptions to their work, too, like the supporters who wanted to do charity events to raise funds – which, as Adam said, never raised more than a piffling amount that didn’t pay for the time they had to spend helping with the arrangements – and the unheralded official visitations, making sure they weren’t embezzling all the money. When world poverty was such a colossal challenge, the petty stuff was frustrating.

         Certainly, they weren’t plagued like that out here in the wilds and once Adam had explained, looking at her with those blue eyes, so dark that they were almost navy, that with property prices the way they were they really ought to liquidate their assets and cut their overheads at the same time, for the sake of the children. And she had agreed, of course: the photographs he had shown her of the refugee children with huge pleading eyes and malnourished infants with grotesquely swollen stomachs had haunted her ever since.

         It had given her a pang to sell her house and move but it was a comfort to think that it would put food in a lot more hungry mouths, just as the monthly income from her trust fund did. And it had, most importantly, pleased Adam too.

         Another benefit, he’d said, was that at Balnasheil Lodge he could offer fishing and a bit of rough shooting on the moor that went with it to promising sponsors, and from time to time a group of men would come to be wined and dined and flattered.

         Not that she had much to do with them, though, apart from making bookings for flights and transport from Glasgow. Adam had explained that he needed a housekeeper, someone to be a hostess when he entertained, who could charm the money out of their pockets. And it worked: she could see the evidence in the size of the donations they made afterwards.

         The ‘housekeepers’ had all been immigrants, struggling to make their way in a hard world, and she’d have been pleased that this was giving them a chance to find their feet if she hadn’t realised that they had – well – other duties. She managed to ignore it, though with pain, telling herself that one day he would tire of the shallow vapidity of these girls. None of them lasted long, and they were easily replaced: she would be here, at his side, long after the current one was gone.

         Eva. She didn’t want to think about Eva: Eva with her little pixie face and her bright smile. Though she’d tried to hate her she couldn’t quite manage it. It was lucky Adam had been away last night, because—

         She shied away from the thought and fixed her mind on the tasks of the day as she showered and dressed and chatted to the doll while she did her hair and put on make-up; it took her mind off the face she saw in the mirror. She’d got up a little earlier than usual today; several applications had come in late yesterday and she wanted to get on with them. Locking her door carefully behind her, she set off down the stairs from her attic flat to open up the charity office on the ground floor.

         On a day like this, with little light coming through the staircase window, the hall looked even gloomier than usual, with its heavily varnished pitch pine and the brown and orange stained-glass window in the front door.

         It was a dark and oppressive house, so unlike her bright and sunny Surrey villa. With its six bedrooms, plus servants’ quarters, it was far too big, except when sponsors visited, and it wasn’t as if the public rooms were handsome either. It had obviously been thrown up on the cheap by someone who only came in August for the shooting, and in bad weather the draughts whistled through the gaps round the windows. Today there was even a hint of the mist outside creeping into the hall.

         Beatrice had reached the last few steps when the door to Adam’s private flat on the left of the staircase opened and the man himself – stocky, with thick black hair and strongly marked brows – came out. He was frowning.

         Her heavy face brightened. ‘Adam! I thought you were staying over with the Lindsays last night. I didn’t know you were back.’ She couldn’t disguise the yearning in her voice.

         He stopped and the scowl vanished at once. ‘Morning, sweetie! Yes, the company was deadly boring – dear God, once the colonel gets into his stride you lose the will to live. I couldn’t face him again over breakfast so I drove back at some ungodly hour in the fog. I’ve quite a lot to see to anyway before I go off tomorrow.’

         She was hurrying down when she saw the dog following him and stopped dead – not that the Dobermann took any notice of her. It never did, never showed any interest in anyone except its master.

         It was, she had to admit, an elegant animal – sleek, muscular, its black and tan coat gleaming. She liked dogs well enough, in general – just not this particular dog. She waited, with an almost superstitious shudder, until it had passed.

         Adam was going towards the private office, the one she only went into when they were working together. Her heart lifted. She’d put some papers for him in the box outside the door and they might need discussion.

         Those were the happy times, when they talked about the next project. Once, gloriously and unforgettably, he had taken her with him to a refugee camp they were supporting in North Africa. It was the most – and, indeed, the only – romantic experience in her life and she lived on the dream that it would happen again – and perhaps this time she might be lucky with a real baby. It was a long time ago now, though, and she was losing heart.

         ‘Adam,’ she called as she went towards him. ‘There’s a couple of things—’

         ‘Yes?’ he said impatiently, over his shoulder.

         He didn’t sound enthusiastic and she hesitated. If he wasn’t in the mood for a chat, there was no point.

         ‘It doesn’t matter,’ she said hastily. ‘I’ll see you later.’

         He nodded without turning round as he put a key into the lock, then wrestled with it, puzzled. He tried the handle and the door opened.

         Adam stopped on the threshold. ‘Have you been in here, Beatrice?’

         His voice was icy and her hand went to her throat in dismay. ‘No, Adam, no!’ she cried. ‘Of course I haven’t! You know I never go to your office unless you’re with me. And I keep the key in my bag so no one else could have used it. Perhaps you just forgot to lock it.’

         He ignored that. He went into the room, the dog at his heels. It was empty but Beatrice, hovering uncertainly in the doorway, could see that the chair by the desk was pushed back and the edge of a piece of paper was sticking out of one of the drawers in the filing cabinet.

         He didn’t say anything. She was turning to leave when he said suddenly, ‘Where did she go last night?’

         ‘Go?’ She was flustered. ‘I – I don’t know—’

         Adam smiled. ‘You do, don’t you? You’re a rotten liar, darling. I was out with Amber this morning and I saw the footsteps in the wet grass, going down to the jetty. It wasn’t you, was it?’

         Beatrice shook her head.

         ‘No, I didn’t think it would be. Who was she meeting?’

         Her heart beating a little faster because he had called her ‘darling’, she told him what she had seen the night before.

         ‘That’s fine. You’re my good girl.’ He smiled at her and then went to open the top drawer of the filing cabinet as the dog, with a sigh, lay down in the corner of the room. He began piling files onto his desk, as if he was planning to move them somewhere else.

         From what he said, from his smile, he should have sounded pleased. But he didn’t, he sounded …grim.

         Oh God, she mustn’t think about it. With a hollow feeling in her stomach Beatrice went back to the main office on the right of the front door, a large draughty room with too many windows. She always dreaded the approach of winter.

         She sat down at her desk in the bay window at the front, switched on the computer and checked her to-do list. Keep herself busy: that was the best thing. There was a flight to be confirmed; she could do that first. Her hands were trembling, though, and in the part of her mind she couldn’t quite silence a voice was whispering, Not again, not again.

         
             

         

         PC Livvy Murray sat up in bed and looked out of her window with no enthusiasm at all. She lay down again, pulled the duvet over her head and groaned. What was a nice Glasgow lassie like her doing in a place like this? And how long could she stand it before she cracked? After all, she could resign any day she wanted.

         The trouble was, Livvy loved her job. At least, she’d loved the job she’d had in Glasgow, until it all went horribly wrong.

         He’d said, ‘Sorry, doll,’ as they took him down, grinning at her stony face and giving her the cheeky-chappie wink that had been his stock-in-trade since they were at primary school together.

         Bastard! But you had to give it to him, he wasn’t one to bear grudges. She’d been the one who’d shafted him, after all, even if he’d shafted her first.

         She hadn’t known anything about his double life, though perhaps she should have: with the benefit of twenty-twenty hindsight she could see that there were questions she should have maybe asked, but she hadn’t. She’d let herself be blinded by the looks and the gallus charm. It was amazing what you could choose not to see if you didn’t want to.

         When it all hit the fan, at Glasgow HQ they’d have been happy enough to sack chippy, sassy PC Murray, but once she found out what had been going on she’d grassed him up as best she could and was the star prosecution witness. She’d had no problem in court; she’d been totally honest about her own stupidity and she’d come out of it with this as the only stain on her character.

         How humiliating was that, though? She’d never been as confident as she tried to sound, covering up the sense of inadequacy instilled by her endlessly critical mother – a mean drunk – with a bright, shiny armour of indifference. She’d had to stand there, in public view, exposed as such a rubbish police officer that she hadn’t even spotted the crime syndicate operating right under her nose.

         Her bosses couldn’t pin anything on her, though they’d tried. Since they couldn’t bust her for having rubbish taste in men they’d just moved her – no discussion, no appeal – to exile in the piddling wee police office in this place that would make Troon on a wet weekend in November seem buzzy by comparison, that didn’t do any proper police work and that was going to be shut down any day now, along with a police house that was all but unheated and had so many leaks in the roof that you could barely see the tatty carpets for the basins put out to catch the drips.

         Nothing happened here. Nothing. And now Police Scotland was scaling everything down so that in the unlikely event that something did happen, they’d have to call in someone qualified to deal with it and she wouldn’t get a look-in even then. The highlight of her week was a Saturday night, when she might be called along to Portree to deal with a rammy in one of the pubs. There certainly wasn’t much else to do if she was off on a Saturday around here.

         But if the idea was that she’d just resign in disgust, they could get stuffed. Even if she was totally pissed off, she wasn’t going to give them that satisfaction. She’d keep her head down for a bit, then she’d start very politely applying for a transfer to a place where the most interesting thing to do wasn’t watching the grass growing down the middle of the road.

         
             

         

         As Eva Havel slipped along the below-stairs passage, she was shaking so that her legs would hardly hold her up. He’d almost caught her red-handed.

         All she’d had time to do was shove the files in the drawer, push it shut and flee when she heard Beatrice talking to Adam in the hall. There hadn’t been time to lock either the drawer or the door and all she could hope for was that Adam, secure in his own house, was sometimes a bit casual about locking up himself.

         She’d know about it soon enough if he wasn’t. Like a frightened animal taking refuge in its den, she headed for her little bedsitter but before she reached it Marek Kaczka came out of the kitchen, eating a sandwich.

         He too was an immigrant but he was much older and he’d been there for a couple of years, living in the gatehouse at the end of the drive and doing maintenance on the house and grounds. He never said much and he wasn’t usually in the house unless he was sent for; he looked guilty and made a movement as if to hide his sandwich when he saw her. She just nodded to him as she passed and he went on towards the side door.

         Reaching her room, she shut the door and leant against it, her eyes shut. At least he hadn’t come along in a towering rage; perhaps, after all, he hadn’t noticed. She could get Daniel to fetch her tonight – but then she remembered that Adam was going away the next day, flying to Paris for a conference.

         Once he’d gone, she could pack up everything, including the important notebook, and leave quietly so that he would just come back and find her gone. And until then, she would try to keep out of his way.

         When she picked up her phone to text Daniel, she saw there were two anxious messages from him already. She hesitated, then tapped out a blandly reassuring reply; she had found the paper files, got the details he wanted. She didn’t mention that Adam might have realised what she’d done – he might be annoyed. She could be out of here by tomorrow afternoon.

         The fog was starting to clear now, but rain was taking its place, the relentless soft, wetting rain that could soak you to the skin in minutes. She couldn’t wait to get away.

         
             

         

         It was raining in Edinburgh too, though here the rain had come in on tearing winds, lashing the small windows of the fisherman’s cottage at Newhaven where Kelso Strang lived. Even within the shelter of the stout stone walls of the harbour opposite, the little yachts were tugging at their moorings, rocking on the swell.

         He was a tall man, dark-haired and hazel-eyed with a lean, intelligent face, currently disfigured by a neat scar running straight down the right-hand side. His expression was bleak as he stood in the silent house, staring out at the rain.

         He’d wanted peace, had believed he was desperate for it, after the surreal, frantic activity of the past few days. He’d told his fussing, anxious family to leave him alone, unable to cope with their grief as well as his own, and at last he’d persuaded them to go.

         Kelso had been thankful to see his father out before he said something that would wreck their already damaged relationship. Highly successful professional soldiers are not celebrated for their tact, and though Major General Sir Roderick Strang had made all the conventionally proper noises, he hadn’t been able to resist saying, ‘Things will be different now, of course. I’m sure I can still find a string or two to pull to get you back into the regiment.’

         His tone suggested that there was a silver lining to every cloud. Kelso was digging his nails into the palms of his hands, struggling for control, when Mary Strang flew across the room like a small, heat-seeking missile. ‘Leave the boy alone, Roddy. He’s not wanting to think about anything more just now. I’m taking you home.’

         Like any good soldier, he obeyed the command of his superior officer and left.

         Kelso had often thought that if the army found itself suddenly short of a brigadier, his mother could have taken immediate command of a battalion with unruffled calm. She could cope with his father, after all, and sometimes in moments of extreme exasperation he had muttered the aphorism that any woman could manage a clever man but it took a very clever woman to manage a fool – even though he knew that was not entirely fair.

         He’d never been forgiven for leaving the army after a short-service commission, despite being offered another term and promotion, in favour of joining the police force. It had been bad enough that he’d volunteered as a sniper – pukka officers did not sully their hands with the dirty end of the business – but this was, to Roderick, social disgrace as well as being a calculated insult to him personally. And he had blamed Alexa, who should have been happy to abandon her medical career and follow the drum after a soldier husband.

         Kelso had tried to explain: he’d enjoyed his time in the army but he’d never intended to make it his career. As an army brat himself, he had no wish to inflict that life on any children he might have – the changes of schools, the friends lost, the constant dislocation, the feeling of always being an outsider.

         His father, sensitive to slights as many insensitive people are, took that as a direct criticism. Clearly this was That Woman’s influence, corrupting his boy, the son he was so proud of, a graduate from Edinburgh University with a good degree then a top cadet in the Sovereign’s Parade at Sandhurst, destined for glory. Their meetings became reduced to special family occasions, when he was, of course, icily polite to her.

         Alexa, in her warm-hearted way, had been understanding. ‘He didn’t have your advantages, remember. He started out in the ranks and he worked his way up to where he finished entirely on his own merits. He feels he handed you success on a plate and you just threw it back in his face.’

         Kelso had snorted. ‘Rags to rags in three generations, you mean? You’re far too generous – he’s just a howling snob. And I paid my dues – surely a couple of tours in Afghanistan entitles me to tell him he can’t dictate a life plan for me.’

         But Roderick was still at it; he hadn’t given up. Yes, it was certainly just as well his wife had strong-armed him out of the house.

         Kelso was on his own at last but now he had peace, he didn’t want it any more.

         The ghosts were all about him, whispering at some times, wailing at others, and worst of all laughing, light-hearted and carefree. It could send him mad.

         He fingered the scar running from cheekbone to jawline. It was still tender but healing well, the marks left by the stitches almost gone. A pity life couldn’t knit itself together again in that easy way.

         Tomorrow he’d go back to the job. The alternative was to look for oblivion at the bottom of a glass – or take a trip up Salisbury Crags and choose the quick way down.

      

   


   
      
         
            CHAPTER TWO

         

         It was a better morning in Skye today, with just a few wisps of morning mist draped flirtatiously round the shoulders of the Black Cuillin ridge. There had been a first fall of snow overnight and it lingered up there on the peaks, sparkling now as the sun started to peep through. In the icy pale aquamarine sky, an eagle was soaring, spiralling up and then away out of sight.

         Sitting at her desk in the window of the main office, Beatrice didn’t even notice. Though she could also see across the bay to Balnasheil village on her left, her gaze was directed the other way, to the view across the lawn to the rough ground and the moor on the hill that rose behind, where the heather bloom had long faded and the bracken was russet and limp after all the rain. The Black Cuillin ridge was a pale hazy blue today, its brutal lines softened by the hanging mist.

         Adam was out with the dog, his habit at this time in the morning, which explained why she was always at her desk so early when he was at home. Today the dog seemed excited, racing round and round in circles with its nose down, as if the damp morning scents were particularly strong. Then suddenly it was off, speeding in a straight line, and Beatrice saw with sick dismay a panic-stricken hare bounding out of cover, saw a moment later the chase abruptly stop. She couldn’t see exactly what happened but she didn’t need to. The dog’s way with hares was always the same: a chop to the back of the head that broke its neck.

         Adam would be pleased, anyway. He was calling the dog, petting it, stooping to take the limp carcass from its jaws then returning to the house, holding the hare by the ears, as the dog pranced at his side. The worst bit was that he would bring it in to show it off and Beatrice would have to look impressed.

         He was beaming when he came in. ‘Look at what this clever girl’s done!’ he crowed.

         The dog, for once, was acting the way normal dogs did, bouncing around, wagging its docked tail in a frenzy of enthusiasm.

         ‘Yes, Amber, you’ll get your share, girl. Just be patient,’ he scolded her jovially.

         Trying not to look at the mutilated creature dripping blood on the carpet, Beatrice murmured something suitable. The dog’s mouth was bloodied too, and she tried not to look at that either.

         ‘I’ll put it in the game pantry and Vicky can do us jugged hare once it’s been hung. That’ll be something to look forward to!’

         Beatrice only just managed not to shudder – jugged hare, ugh, and he liked it high, too, so that the whole house stank. For once she wasn’t sorry to see him leave. With the dog circling him, its eyes on its prey, he went to the door, then paused.

         ‘You’ve made sure that the car will be at the pier when I go across later?’

         ‘Yes, of course, Adam. Marek drove it round first thing this morning then got back in Murdo John’s boat when he brought Vicky across.’

         She didn’t add that Marek had sworn at her because neither he nor anyone else liked having to make the long drive around the head of the bay, but it was only Adam and his guests who never had to.

         She went on, ‘Your flight’s at seven tonight, so you really ought to leave before twelve o’clock to have plenty of time. You know what the traffic can be like around Glasgow.’

         ‘Yes, yes,’ he said testily. ‘I do know how long it takes to get to the airport.’

         Beatrice flinched. ‘Sorry, sorry. Of course you do.’

         ‘It’s all right, sweetie.’ His tone had changed and he was smiling. ‘I know you only want to make absolutely sure I don’t miss the conference. I’m just going to have a word with Harry before that – oh, did I tell you he’ll be coming up the day after tomorrow? All right?’

         ‘Of course,’ Beatrice said dully. Harry Drummond, the other executive director, allegedly possessed of great charm which he never bothered to bestow on her, was always a demanding guest. ‘Does Eva know?’

         ‘You could tell her. But just check that she’s done the needful, would you? I know I can rely on you.’ He gave her a smile and a wink.

         ‘Of course, Adam,’ she said, her heart in her voice. ‘Always.’

         She went off at once to check the drinks cabinet. Once, Eva had forgotten to order in Harry’s particular Highland malt and he’d been furious. She’d better check his room too; Harry was fussy about everything and though Eva might be willing, she wasn’t what you could call meticulous. She really wasn’t needed – not for any domestic purpose, anyway. Beatrice would be happier – much happier – if she’d just go. She had a sort of fresh charm that had kept Adam amused for longer than usual, which made it worse if—

         But she had work to do. She went back to the office and settled to checking through a pile of invoices. It would never do if the accounts weren’t in perfect order when Harry arrived; she dreaded him finding some discrepancy, though he never had so far.

         At ten o’clock she made herself a cup of coffee and had just got out a pack of Twixes when the door of her office opened. She hastily slipped it back in the drawer as Adam came in, looking bothered.

         ‘We’ve got a problem in Oban, Beatrice. Harry’s had an urgent request for supplies and he hasn’t much confidence that the girl in the warehouse will get it turned round fast enough. Could you bear to get down there right away and sort it out? I know it’s a bore, sweetie, but it really is vital that we get the stuff out without delay and if you’re in charge I know it’ll mean lives being saved.’

         It was a bore; it was more than a bore, it was hours and hours of driving on difficult roads, and then the same back again. But he’d called her ‘sweetie’ and he needed her.

         She smiled. ‘Yes, of course, Adam. I’ll just take ten minutes to finish up here and then I’ll be on my way.’

         ‘I really don’t know what we’d do without you.’ He smiled down at her, his hand on her shoulder. He was looking particularly attractive today, she thought, with a dark blue shirt that made his eyes look an even deeper blue.

         ‘Oh – that’s all right,’ she said, blushing with gratification.

         ‘But don’t try to drive back tonight. Find yourself a hotel in Oban and treat yourself to a nice meal. Can’t have you exhausted and falling asleep on the road, can we? Human Face would simply collapse.’

         Treasuring another smile, Beatrice said goodbye to him, finished what she was doing then went through the door under the stairs, past the office – presumably securely locked now – to the big old-fashioned kitchen. They’d had to spend money on upgrading the bedrooms for visitors and this, like her own flat and the bedsitter by the kitchen, was somewhere they could economise to minimise expenses for the charity.

         Vicky was sitting down at the table, having her break, but she got up when Beatrice came in.

         ‘Kettle’s just boiled,’ she said, ‘and there’s shortbread there.’

         Beatrice’s eyes flickered to the open box Vicky indicated, but she shook her head. ‘No thanks, Vicky. I just came to tell you I’ve got to go down to Oban and won’t be back tonight. And Harry’s coming the day after tomorrow, apparently, so we’ll need you to stay on to prepare everything ready for supper that night anyway – don’t know how long he’ll be staying.’

         Vicky pulled a face. ‘That’s a blow. I’d a few things planned for my afternoons. Still, the extra money’s welcome, I suppose.’

         ‘Well, you know how it is with these busy men – they don’t always know what their plans are much in advance.’ Beatrice spoke stiffly; she still had an upstairs-downstairs mentality and always quashed any discussion of the directors. ‘Adam may even be back from Paris himself by then but I’m not sure – he hasn’t said. And could you please check on Harry’s room? You know how particular he is.’

         Vicky laughed. ‘Oh, you could say! The last time Eva forgot to put a bathrobe in his en suite you’d have thought it was the end of civilisation as we know it. Some folk just need to grow up.’

         Beatrice smiled non-committally, though she certainly agreed. ‘I’ll just tell Eva that I’ll be away. Is she in her room?’

         ‘I haven’t seen her around the house.’

         Beatrice nodded and went out. As she reached Eva’s door she could hear sounds of movement, but when she knocked there was a sudden silence, then a pause and a scuffle before her voice said, ‘Come in!’

         Eva was standing in front of her wardrobe – a sale-room purchase, like the rest of the furniture. The door was inclined to swing open if not properly shut and as Beatrice came towards her she could see that a lot of the hangers were empty.

         Eva’s face turned a dull red, but she said only, ‘Hello, Beatrice. You want something?’

         Beatrice explained and Eva nodded. ‘Vicky and I take care of things, OK? Have a nice time.’

         ‘It’s not a jaunt, you know,’ Beatrice said sharply. ‘I’d much rather stay here and make sure the accounts are all in order for Harry to see when he comes. You know Adam will be away too? He’s going to a conference in Paris.’

         Eva said, ‘Yes, I know,’ and turned her back to fiddle with something on the dressing table.

         ‘I’ll see you tomorrow, then.’ Beatrice went to the door. Then she noticed there was a suitcase standing just beside it and there was another smaller one, open and half filled, by the bed. She walked out, pretending she hadn’t seen that.

         If Eva was going to run out on them, it was the best thing she could possibly do. Her heart lifted a little. She’d have Adam to herself for a while and as always the hope that never quite died sprang up again.

         It was getting harder to hope – much harder. Beatrice was getting on for forty now; she had started feeling panicky about the relentless ticking of the biological clock, and the agony of rejection when yet another ‘housekeeper’ appeared was getting harder to bear, too. Sometimes she even had to fight down her anger that Adam was so shallow as to think that a pretty face and a lithe body were worth more than the sort of soul-surrendered, for ever love that she was offering, a love that could transform both their lives – if he would only let it.

         Just thinking about it was physically painful. But the pang of jealousy passed, and as she walked upstairs to her bedroom it occurred to her that if Eva went of her own accord, she wouldn’t have to worry about – well, what she didn’t want to have to worry about, and her spirits lifted.

         ‘Wake up, Rosamond!’ she said as she unlocked the door and went into her bedroom. ‘We’re going to go on a trip – isn’t that nice? Now you can watch me while I pack.’

         She picked up the doll from the little crib that stood in the corner of the room, draped in white layered tulle with a frilly canopy, and propped her in a chair. The blank blue eyes opened obligingly and under their sightless gaze Beatrice packed her own modest bag, then fetched a holdall from her wardrobe.

         ‘I know you don’t like going in the bag, darling, but it’s just till we can get to the car. Then you can sit up and look at everything,’ she said as she tucked the doll into the holdall. She zipped it shut; she might meet Vicky on the way downstairs – or worse, Adam …

         And, indeed, he was in the hall as she came downstairs. She was touched that he was waiting to say goodbye to her.

         ‘All ready?’ he said jovially as she appeared. ‘That’s my girl.’

         A frown crossed her face. ‘Should I have booked a room for when you come back? If you come straight back from the conference it’ll be quite a late flight.’

         ‘No, no.’ He sounded impatient, on edge. ‘I’ll probably go to Harry’s flat – I’ll see. Now off you go.’

         Beatrice had opened the front door when he called to her, ‘What time does Vicky leave?’

         She turned, beaming. ‘Oh, were you thinking you could take her across when Marek took you? It’s so like you, to think of that! But she won’t be ready when you’ll need to go. Don’t worry – her husband always pops over to fetch her around half past twelve.’

         ‘Right, right.’ Adam turned to go back into his flat, then as an afterthought added, ‘Safe journey, and thanks again, sweetie,’ and Beatrice left, bathed in the sunshine of his approval.

         
             

         

         DI Kelso Strang presented himself at DCS Jane Borthwick’s office at nine-thirty. He hadn’t wanted to go to see her, but DCI Chisholm had insisted.

         ‘Didn’t expect to see you back quite so soon, lad,’ he’d said. ‘Are you sure it’s a good idea?’ Then he’d added, ‘Good to see you, of course.’

         ‘Yes, I’m quite sure,’ Strang said tautly. He was finding it hard to get used to the mixture of dismay, embarrassment and over-hearty goodwill he had encountered on every side that covered up an understandable wish that the difficult meeting hadn’t happened. ‘I’ve got a job to do.’

         Of course, he had no reason to feel nervous going up to see Detective Chief Superintendent Borthwick. Her support and sympathy at the funeral had been perfectly judged, but even so …Alexa had once asked one of his colleagues what he thought of ‘JB’ and got the reply, ‘Fair, firm and effing formidable.’ It had made Alexa laugh, but it said it all, really. Strang took a deep breath before he knocked on the door.

         Borthwick was sitting at her desk doing paperwork and glanced up when he came in. ‘Kelso! Good to see you. Sit down – give me a moment just to finish this.’

         After the funeral, Mary Strang had described her as a handsome woman, and her son had been surprised. He’d never really thought about JB’s appearance at all, and looking at her now he suspected that wasn’t an accident. She was always smartly dressed, mostly in well-cut trouser suits that looked as if she’d only swapped one uniform for another when she joined CID, and her appearance – neat dark hair, pale skin without noticeable make-up – was, he supposed, what you’d describe as professional.

         You weren’t meant to think about the woman behind the job. She was – he groped for the word – self-contained, that was it. 

         She scribbled a signature on a sheet of paper, then put it to one side with a muttered apology and looked directly at him. That was the one thing you did notice about her – her eyes. A clear, light grey, they had a very direct gaze.

         She studied him for a moment then in her cool, brusque way, said, ‘You felt like coming back – good. Coffee?’

         It didn’t matter that he was tongue-tied. She was talking on. ‘I was going to speak to you anyway. The results have just come through to me – they’ve passed you for Senior Investigating Officer.’

         It was lucky she had handed him the milk just at that moment and Strang was able to look down, swallowing the lump in his throat and blinking hard. It would have been a cause for serious celebration, before. His response was flat but she didn’t react to that, just explained that though there wasn’t a slot for him at the moment he would certainly be high on the waiting list.

         ‘Of course, I ought to point out to you that there are other possibilities too. I suppose you might want to think about a promotion to another division, somewhere different—’

         He felt something like panic. Leave Edinburgh, leave the familiar, leave the house, even the empty house— ‘Not sure,’ he mumbled.

         Borthwick seemed pleased. ‘No, no, of course you’re not. You shouldn’t make decisions of any kind at the moment.’

         Then she paused, looking at him with those penetrating eyes. ‘You think you’re all right, but you’re not. You’re pretending to yourself that you are. I know, because I did exactly the same myself when my husband died suddenly. It’s not the worst idea, actually, and I doubt if there’s any method of getting through it that you could call good. You just need to be aware that this is what you’re doing and not lie to yourself.

         ‘The good thing is that being busy makes the days pass more quickly. If you’re suddenly crippled, you get very proficient at using crutches over time. You’ve just joined the legion of the lame and, with the help of whatever crutches you find useful, you can live with the injury, even though it won’t ever completely mend.’

         He saw JB’s eyes linger for a second on his scar, then swiftly pass on. He cleared his throat. ‘Thanks – I’ll remember that.’

         ‘Right. More coffee? No? Are you sure you don’t want to take a bit more time? I’ve signed you off on compassionate leave.’

         Truth to tell, he was feeling shaky and even a bit light-headed; he recognised that he was still suffering from delayed shock, but being on his own with nothing to do except think would certainly be worse.

         ‘No, I’m fine,’ he said. ‘I don’t want that. Thanks for the coffee, ma’am.’

         DCI Chisholm didn’t look thrilled to see him when he reappeared but he made all the right noises. ‘The team will be glad to see you back.’

         Like hell they will, Kelso thought, but he played along. ‘Great,’ he said hollowly as they walked along to the CID room.

         
             

         

         Beatrice Lacey was feeling very tired by the time she arrived at the warehouse in Oban. In her little Fiat, she had felt every bump and pothole in the roads, and there were plenty of those. Her back was aching and her arthritic knees had locked solid; it took her a few groaning minutes to prise herself out of the car and settle Rosamond.

         ‘You’ve been such a good girl, sweetheart, on all that long journey. You go to sleep now. Mummy won’t be long.’ She put her into the holdall, zipped it up to conceal the doll from view, then locked the car and hobbled across to the entrance.

         She liked going to the warehouse. It was always busy with workers filling packing cases with orders being sent off to refugees all over the world and she could take pride in seeing the shelves her money had helped to fill with mattresses, blankets, tents and boxes of basic foodstuffs. She didn’t like the manager, though, who always seemed to resent Beatrice’s supervisory visits – unless, of course, Adam was with her, in which case the woman was always as nice as pie.

         Beatrice’s arrival was obviously a surprise and not a pleasant one. ‘I didn’t know you were coming,’ she said with a sniff of annoyance. ‘No one told me.’

         ‘Oh sorry, Sandra. I don’t mean to disturb you but Adam just asked me to pop down. There’s an urgent order Harry was worried about and he wanted me to expedite it – you know what he’s like.’ She despised herself for sounding placatory; it never did any good.

         Sandra bridled. ‘And what order is this?’

         Beatrice told her and the woman looked even more annoyed. ‘No one told me that was urgent. Harry could just have picked up the phone and I’d have got it off at once. I don’t know what the status is, just at the moment, whether it’s ready to go or not.’

         ‘Have you the note of exactly what’s needed? Perhaps we could put some more workers directly onto it,’ Beatrice suggested as delicately as she could. No wonder Adam wanted her to come down – Sandra was always so obstructive!

         ‘Well, yes. Naturally. I had managed to work out that we’d need to do that,’ Sandra snapped. ‘I’ll just check the details.’

         She bustled off to the office at one side of the building, leaving Beatrice to follow more slowly, still stiff after the journey. Sandra was coming out again with a thick file of papers in her hand while Beatrice was still on her way across, and she saw the woman’s contemptuous eyes flicker over her.

         ‘Oh, there you are,’ she said pointedly. ‘I don’t know what on earth this fuss is all about. That shipment went out last night, quite routinely. Looks as if you’ve had a wasted journey.’ She gave a malicious smile.

         ‘Oh – oh, that’s excellent. It was just, well, you know, Harry was anxious,’ Beatrice floundered.

         ‘He should know by now he doesn’t need to be. Anything else on your list for checking up on me?’

         ‘No, no. That’s fine. Thanks, Sandra – that was very efficient.’

         The conciliatory attempt didn’t succeed. ‘No need to thank me – I don’t do it for you.’ She turned away, calling to one of the packers, ‘There’s a delivery arrived – can you sort it just now?’

         Beatrice left, her face glowing with embarrassment. She was furious that Harry had put her in such an awkward position; what on earth had it all been about? She’d never liked Harry; she didn’t trust him, and she didn’t like the way Adam was when he was with him. He seemed to think he had to sound hard and cynical, not showing the wonderful, caring side that he showed to her. Harry had just wasted a whole lot of her valuable time, as well as the charity’s money; now she’d have to look for somewhere to stay and somewhere to eat.

         She loved her food. At the prospect of a nice meal her mouth always watered, but eating in a public restaurant …She felt all eyes were upon her, that the waiter would take her order with a curled lip if it was for the sort of thing she liked to eat and, with her courage failing, she would end up ordering cold, unappealing salad instead.

         And even a B & B was expensive. Every penny spent on her was a penny less for the starving orphans who haunted her dreams. She looked at her watch.

         It wasn’t that late. She could find a KFC, buy what she really wanted then park up somewhere to eat it and have a little rest before she drove home. It was a long way, but she’d be fine.

         ‘Back in our own bed tonight, Rosamond,’ she said cheerfully, and drove off.

         
             

         

         She’d never known a day pass more slowly. Eva had busied herself checking the bedrooms and going through orders for supplies with Vicky, still a little on edge about the summons from Adam that so far hadn’t come. She’d been terrified all of the previous day, but she was beginning to believe he hadn’t noticed after all.

         She’d heard him going away just before twelve, and then Vicky left a little later. With a sigh of relief, she finished her packing and was just about to phone Daniel when she heard a car engine and went through to the front of the house to see who it was. A delivery, perhaps …

         But it wasn’t. Adam’s Mercedes was coming up the drive. She gave a gasp and fled back to her own room. He must have forgotten something – passport; ticket, perhaps. Poor Beatrice – he’d be sure to blame her for allowing that to happen.

         Did that mean he’d missed his conference, that he wouldn’t go? She would leave anyway; she’d only to contact Daniel and he’d come – but that would have to wait until dark. She couldn’t risk going in broad daylight carrying luggage, and she hated the thought of leaving behind the few possessions that were all she had in the world.

         It had worried her that Beatrice had seen the suitcases. Eva knew that she reported everything to Adam and it wouldn’t be good if he knew she was planning to leave – he just wasn’t the sort of man you walked out on.

         But she hadn’t commented on it at the time and apparently she hadn’t said anything to Adam – probably glad to see the back of her. She felt sorry for Beatrice, who was obviously so desperately in love with him that she couldn’t see what was right under her nose: that he was using her shamefully. She’d once let slip a remark that suggested she thought that one day Adam would settle down and marry her.

         Well, he’d never actually discussed Beatrice with her but she’d once seen him look at her with a little shudder of revulsion. The happy ending wasn’t going to come any time soon. Eva knew, none better, how many girls there were looking for an easy way into the country; Adam would replace her within a couple of weeks.

         When the knock came on her bedroom door, she froze. She’d managed to avoid Adam pretty successfully yesterday; she’d hoped she’d never have to see him again. Perhaps he wanted her to arrange another flight for him or something, since Beatrice wasn’t there to do it.

         ‘Just – just a moment!’ she called. As silently as she could, she shoved the smaller suitcase out of sight under the bed then picked up the bigger one and swung it into the wardrobe.

         Taking a deep, calming breath, she went to open the door. Yes, there was Adam, but he was looking quite relaxed and smiling at her.

         ‘Are you busy?’ he said. ‘There’s something I want to show you.’

         The wardrobe door, hastily shut, swung back a little but mercifully not far enough to let him see the suitcase and the empty hangers. It was all right, he wasn’t harking back to yesterday morning.

         ‘Of course, if you want me, darling, I am not busy,’ she said brightly.

         ‘Good,’ he said. ‘I’ll bring the jeep round.’

         ‘I just get my coat.’

         She did wonder, as she shut the wardrobe door more carefully and put on a jacket, what he could be taking her to see, but it was very reassuring that he was in such a good mood.

         The dog was in the back of the jeep when it drew up outside the front door. She didn’t like it; its total indifference to anything except its master was unnerving and when its amber eyes were looking straight at you without apparently seeing you, it was positively sinister.

         ‘Where is it that we go, Adam?’ she asked as he drove on a little further and then took the rough track that led up onto the moor. He didn’t reply immediately and she went on, clearing her throat with a nervous cough, ‘I thought you were going away to Paris today.’

         ‘Oh yes, I am, but not just immediately. It was such a glorious afternoon, sweetie, I thought I really must take you up to see the best view in all of Skye. You’ve never been up there, have you?’

         She shook her head. ‘I – I don’t think so.’

         ‘It’s pretty spectacular, I promise you, and I couldn’t bear to waste the day. We won’t have many more like this as the weather closes in and we have to take advantage of it, don’t you think?’

         There was no denying that it was a glorious day. As the jeep bumped up the track across the rising moorland, the scenery was a symphony of soft colour, the mountains off to her left shading through greens to greys to blue distance; above, the sky was clear azure, with just a few wispy clouds.

         ‘Is very beautiful,’ she murmured, but she was starting to feel uneasy, very uneasy. Why had he suddenly got this idea? She’d been living at Balnasheil Lodge since May and he hadn’t demonstrated an interest in showing her any scenery at all apart from the ceiling in his bedroom. And for him to do this right now …The hairs on the back of her neck were starting to prickle and she could feel cold sweat beading her brow.

         He turned off the track, the jeep lurching over the rough ground, with the summit of the hill just ahead of them.

         ‘Here we are!’ he said cheerfully. ‘Out you get and take a look at this.’ He went round to the back of the car to let the dog out and it raced off, relishing its freedom.

         Eva got out, looking uncertainly about her, her hair blowing in the slight breeze. Adam was striding ahead and she followed him up to the ridge where there was a small level space.

         ‘Amazing, isn’t it?’ he said as she joined him, and she gasped.

         It was, indeed, amazing. The moor had petered out into rough, salt-stunted grass and low rocky outcrops; beyond, the land fell away with dramatic suddenness, down hundreds of feet of iron-grey cliffs to the sea below. It was calm today, a deep, deep blue, with a white froth of waves fringing a line of spiky rocks below in a curve at the foot of the cliff. The air was sharp with the sea-smell, and the gulls’ cries, like shrieks of lost souls, came up from far below as they coasted on the air currents. The islands of the Outer Hebrides were dark smudges on the thin blue line of the horizon.

         Eva’s every nerve was shrieking Danger! She stopped a few feet from the edge, moved back, away from it. She gave a little nervous laugh and her voice was shaky as she said, ‘Is wonderful, darling, but I’m not so good in high places. Dizzy, you know?’

         Adam was looking at her, his eyes blank. ‘You’re such a fool,’ he said, his tone almost conversational. ‘Did you really think I wouldn’t realise what was going on?’
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