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			It had been another night of frantic, desperate dreams, but this time when Olivia forced her eyes open, her body was still swaying, still fighting the waves that had been pulling and spinning her round all night. She lifted her head and immediately regretted it. Even the room was swaying now. Like she had the worst hangover in the world. And yet she hadn’t even had that much to drink the night before. Had she?

			A surge of nausea propelled her out of bed and across the wooden floorboards to the bathroom, wincing at the early morning light forcing itself between the closed shutters.

			‘You are not going to vomit. You are not going to vomit…’ she told herself, easing open the window and inhaling carefully. The salty Cornish air edged with a hint of seaweed helped a little, but as she stood there, memories of the previous day began to download in her mind. Fragments of the Trustees’ meeting, Libby’s snarky attitude towards her and then the vicious words she’d hurled at her afterwards, rushed into her throbbing head.

			Oliva stumbled into the shower, her face turned up to the pounding, hot jets as she tried to coax her body and brain back to life and wash herself clean of Libby’s harsh words. More snippets of the evening began to surface. Martin had appeared by magic, ready to help as she’d rushed away from the Goods Shed and everyone who had witnessed her humiliation. His kind face and gentle tone had weakened Olivia’s resolve to stay strong and cope with the fall-out by herself. They had come back to Tresillian, where they’d eaten supper together and she had drunk enough wine to loosen her tongue and confide in Martin about feeling as if everything was falling apart. She remembered swallowing a third glass of Malbec, but after that everything was a blur.

			

			Olivia turned the temperature dial to cold and forced herself to stand there for ten seconds, then dried herself and shuffled back to the bedroom. Two pairs of round dark eyes observed her solemnly from the bed. Lowering her head gingerly, she kissed each dog gently on the nose.

			‘I don’t suppose you guys can tell me what happened last night?’ Two feathery tails wagged tentatively as she eased on her black running tights and top, still careful not to make any sudden movements. ‘No, I thought not. Okay, let me just make one of Mollie’s cure-alls, and then we’ll go deal with this crap the way we always do.’

			 

			Five minutes later Olivia was sipping a mug of milk thistle tea sweetened with honey while she watched the dogs rush around the garden, checking out the new smells that had arrived overnight. The rich nutty flavour of the tea was working its magic, and Olivia pulled on her running jacket and slid her feet into her trail running shoes; even managing to bend to tie the laces without feeling too sick. The thought of scraping her thick curls up into a scrunchie was a step too far, and she settled for her running headband instead. Letting herself out of the back door she whistled to the dogs and set off, slowly at first, into the bright light of the Cornish dawn. Once she reached the lane, she picked up speed, slowly but steadily, and began to feel better. She could do this. Running was the one thing that settled her mind, and she much preferred the burning in her lungs and the screaming of her muscles to the cocktail of emotions that had taken up residence in her stomach for the last eight weeks.

			

			Subtle streaks of pink, orange and yellow spread across the sky above her as she ran down the quiet lane which wound its way along the south bank of Penbartha creek. For once, Olivia was impervious to the sounds, sight and smells of a spectacular sunrise, but excited barking soon brought her out of her worries. A familiar, elderly figure carrying a posy of flowers was marching towards her. Olivia groaned. Normally, she was happy to listen to Mrs Chynoweth’s reminiscences, but today she did not feel up to small talk. And this old lady, who had run the village post office for the past sixty years, could talk for Cornwall.

			‘Morning, Olivia!’ The cheery greeting cut through the fug of her receding headache. ‘How are you feeling today, my bird?’

			Unable to avoid or ignore her, Olivia slowed her pace to a gentle jog as they met on the path. While the older woman bent to fuss the dogs, Olivia used the time to recover her breath and take a sip of water from the bottle in her running belt. She forced a smile onto her face that quickly faded when Mrs Chynoweth launched into the morning’s news.

			‘Your blazing row with that piece of work from upcountry was all over the village by eight o’clock last night.’ Mrs Chynoweth straightened up slowly. ‘I couldn’t believe what my grandson told me about the way Libby spoke to you, after all you’ve done since you got back. And to suggest you’d let George and Mollie down? What a cheek! I’m not surprised you shouted at her.’

			A mixture of hurt and anger swirled around Olivia’s stomach. She’d forgotten that super-fast broadband had nothing on the speed of gossip in these small villages, with everyone adding their own spin, opinions and little extras. She avoided the old lady’s gaze by shaking out her arms and legs to keep her muscles warm and closed her eyes.

			

			‘Can’t say I was surprised though.’ Mrs Chynoweth stepped closer. ‘She hasn’t really grasped the way we do things down here. Always coming into my post office acting proper teasy and expecting the impossible for her fancy business deliveries. Or complaining when something she’s ordered hasn’t arrived yet. I’ve tried to explain that even Amazon won’t guarantee next day delivery for our postcodes.’ She paused for a moment, and Olivia jumped in, anxious not to fan the flames.

			‘Libby’s okay. It just takes some people time to adapt to the slower pace of life down here.’ She spoke with feeling. ‘And we both said things in the heat of the moment that we probably shouldn’t. We’ll sort it.’ Olivia was now more embarrassed by being the subject of village gossip than she was by her outburst, and hastily changed the subject. ‘You’re out early this morning, Mrs C.’

			Mrs Chynoweth gestured at the posy. ‘Just going to put these on my Alan’s grave. It’s his birthday today. He’d have been eighty-five.’

			‘Really?’ Olivia managed a smile. ‘Mr C was always so lovely to me when I was little.’ Her smile grew as she remembered. ‘He’d slip a little white paper bag full of chewy sweets into my pocket whenever he could and say I needed feeding up.’

			She could feel Mrs Chynoweth’s gaze looking her up and down. It was still as sharp as in the days of Olivia’s childhood when she could spot a potential child shoplifter as soon as they walked through her door and fix them with a glare that quickly changed their mind. Olivia tuned back into the comforting thick Cornish accent rolling over her words.

			‘You still do. You’ve spent too many years in New York. All the women there are too thin if you ask me.’

			The dogs were now sniffing in the hedgerow, and Olivia whistled to them to hide her smile. Mrs Chynoweth nodded at the smaller of the two dogs at Olivia’s heels.

			

			‘Unlike young Zennor here. She’s putting weight back on nicely, I’m glad to say. It was so sad to see her grieving after George died, I thought she’d fade away.’

			Olivia bent and patted Zennor. ‘It’s all the steamed chicken, fish and rice I’m feeding her. She much prefers that to the kibble she was on before.’

			‘I bet she does! You’re a kind girl, Olivia.’ Mrs Chynoweth’s face wrinkled into a smile. ‘And it’s true what they say… My Alan’s been gone five years now, and I still miss him every day. But time heals.’

			Olivia remained silent. She wasn’t so sure.

			‘It’s only been eight weeks, Olivia. You’ll heal too. Trust me.’ The sharp eyes held hers for a moment. ‘That nice Carol on the telly just said we’ll be getting a storm today, and by the look of those clouds coming in, she was right. There’ll be a mist as thick as a hedge before long, you mark my words. And I must get back…’

			‘You’d better hurry then.’ Olivia pulled out her water bottle for another sip. Last night’s argument and wine were still leaving a nasty taste in her mouth.

			Mrs Chynoweth took a few steps and then stopped and turned back, a worried frown on her plump face. ‘I know you’ve been finding things a bit tough since you got back, but I just wanted you to know that Mollie would be proper proud of you.’ She must have seen the tears pooling in Olivia’s eyes as she hurried on. ‘She always knew she could depend on you to do the right thing.’

			Olivia gulped. ‘She did?’

			‘Yes, my bird. Whenever I asked how she coped with you living in different places all over the world, she’d just smile and say that you were looking for your place in life and that you’d come back. And you always did. More often than some folk who only live in Plymouth. And now you’re back where you’re most needed.’

			

			The old lady cocked her head on one side, her eyes bright. ‘And don’t you worry about what happened last night. No one who matters around here’ll take any notice of what was said. A few loose words can’t do that much harm, can they?’ She waved her posy at Olivia. ‘Look on the bright side, bird. At least no one died.’

			Mrs Chynoweth was right. No one had died. But the reason she was so upset, Olivia admitted to herself as she ran on, was because Libby had questioned her integrity. And her timing had been terrible. Olivia needed all the members of the Goods Shed and the trustees to have faith in her ability to see the next phase of the Penbartha station renovation through. Yes, she was mad at Libby, but she was also angry with herself for losing her temper rather than calmly refuting all the accusations thrown at her. She picked up her pace subconsciously. She hadn’t lost her temper like that for years, and it couldn’t have happened at a worse time.

			By the time Olivia and the dogs reached the end of the lane, patchy sea mist was drifting in and curling itself around the trunks of the ancient trees and bushes lining the creek. They turned inland along the disused railway line that formed part of a network of well-maintained paths popular with walkers, cyclists and runners. As predicted by Mrs Chynoweth, the mist had begun to thicken into a dense fog, rolling silently in from the creek and covering the landscape in front of her, suffocating all the usual sounds of the distant water and the cries of the seabirds. Olivia briefly considered taking the path to her right, where the air was still clear, to head into the safety of the village. Alternatively, she could stay on the main track, which would lead her to the old Penbartha railway station buildings and the source of her most current worries. Her hesitation was only brief. She ran this way every morning, come rain or shine. Libby Walsh wasn’t going to stop her doing what she loved. No matter what she said.

			

			The fog swirled around Olivia’s body and sucked at her face, getting heavier with every step. She ran on, caught in its cold, suffocating grip, through a silent and empty, alien landscape. Then, suddenly, she was lost. The old station buildings she thought were in front of her had vanished. Even the huge trees that lined the track were invisible. And where were the dogs? Panic rising and heart pounding, Olivia stopped. She spun round and called out, her voice high-pitched and anxious. She felt a rush of relief as two cold, wet noses butted her legs, and she bent to pat the dogs, running her hands through their damp fur and talking calmly to them, as much to convince herself as them that everything was all right.

			Taking a deep breath, she straightened up and peered ahead into the gloom. For a fanciful moment, she could imagine she had slipped through the mist into another time, back to the heyday of this once busy railway line when the trains ran through Penbartha to the larger stations at Falmouth and Truro. How good would time travel be, if she could have another attempt at yesterday? Boy, would she have done things differently…

			Cursing Libby and herself again, she pulled up her hood and forced herself to press on along the walkway, aware only of the dogs’ collar tags tinkling beside her. Before long, Olivia’s eyes fastened with relief on a high yellow smudge of light in the distance as the first of the station buildings slowly loomed into view. Her relief plummeted when she realised the light was coming from the Signal Box. Of all the people to be up and about, did it have to be Mr I-know-it-all Trevithick? Thank God there were no trustee meetings scheduled for today so she wouldn’t have to face him in person. She put her head down and ran on.

			

			As expected, the renovated Goods Shed, which comprised the heart and hub of the Penbartha Station Heritage Trust, was in total darkness as she approached. Few of the members made it into the workplace this early, but a light seeping from a window of the nearby Weighbridge Hut was most unusual at this time of day. The Studio, as its tenants officially called it, or the Hut, as it was more commonly known, was Libby Walsh’s workplace.

			The shadows created by the dim light from the Hut window mingled with the mist and hung heavily across the walkway as she got nearer. The dogs ran eagerly ahead to the main door, knowing Libby would have treats for them. Olivia called them away. She had no desire to attract Libby’s attention and risk a repeat performance of last night’s hostilities. Not until she’d worked out what to say.

			Both dogs sniffed at the door and whined, heads on one side expectantly, tails wagging. Olivia’s instinct was telling her to keep running and get home and out of her damp gear, but a part of her wondered whether Libby, too, had been unable to sleep and was regretting their argument. She stood for a moment, unsure. Then she knocked lightly on the door and listened. The dogs, bored with waiting and now thinking of their breakfast, whined more loudly.

			‘Just a minute, guys. You stay out here. Let me see what’s going on.’

			She tried the handle. The door was open. Weird. Knowing Libby would never leave her workplace unlocked, Olivia pushed her cold, wet hood down, nudged the door wider and stepped inside the studio. Her gaze swept the two tan leather sofas facing each other in front of an exposed brick wall full of photographs of successful events, weddings and parties. A vintage silver wine cooler sat on the low coffee table, alongside empty bottles of wine and two cut glass wine goblets on a tray. Eventually her gaze reached the slouched figure of Libby, sitting at her desk by the far wall, beneath artfully festooned mood boards planning future events. She had fallen asleep in her chair with her head resting on the chrome and glass desk. Olivia thought back to her own wine consumption the previous night and frowned. By the look of it, Libby had also drowned her anger in wine.

			

			‘And I’m the one who’s the complete waste of space, am I?’ Olivia muttered, as Libby’s words sliced through her again. ‘Which of us is functioning right now?’ She turned away. ‘Oh, forget it. I’ll leave you to sober up.’

			No longer caring whether her actions woke Libby, she strode across the studio to turn off the music playing in the background and gradually realised that apart from her own footsteps on the polished concrete floor, there were no sounds in the room. A thousand hot pinpricks began marching up Olivia’s spine, through her neck and into her hair. Something was wrong.

			She reached out an unsteady hand and touched Libby’s back. There was no movement. No body warmth. No breath.

			‘Shit. Libby!?’ Olivia whipped her hand away and jumped back.

			Forcing herself nearer, she moved the swivel chair round with a squeak. For a moment she just gaped, short sharp breaths escaping through her mouth, looking away and back again, hoping the scene in front of her would change.

			It didn’t. Libby’s silver, jewel-encrusted letter opener, fashioned in the form of a stiletto dagger, was embedded up to its hilt in her ribs.

		

	
		
			

			2

			Jago Trevithick leant back in his chair, feet resting on the desk, sipping his early morning cup of tea, and relishing his favourite radio news programme. He wondered, for the umpteenth time, why anyone ever agreed to appear on this show, though he held a grudging respect for the interviewer’s technique. He’d even adopted it himself on occasion. Setting his tea aside, he glanced through the legal section of The Times while his chocolate Labrador lay snuffling at his feet, chasing rabbits in her dreams. Both of them enjoyed the early morning peace before the Goods Shed tenants and builders arrived.

			Steren’s head shot up, her ears pricked.

			Jago shushed her, turning the page and taking another sip of tea.

			‘It’s okay, Steren. No one’s there.’

			Steren, always more open to the idea of early visitors than her master, wagged her tail and whined.

			With a frustrated sigh, Jago unfolded his legs off the desk and turned down the radio. Over Steren’s whining, a woman’s voice was shouting, getting closer. And dogs were barking.

			Footsteps hammered up the fifteen wooden steps of the external stairway, followed by what sounded like at least two sets of clattering dog paws. Jago opened the door just as a dishevelled figure with wild dark hair raised a fist to knock. He folded his arms across his chest and glanced at his watch. Not even seven-thirty and already his peace was shattered.

			

			‘Bit early for a social call, isn’t it?’

			His gaze shifted to the woman in front of him as she almost fell into the room. This was far from the calm and collected Olivia Wells he had come to know. He stepped back so he wasn’t looming over her and lowered his voice. ‘What on earth’s the matter?’

			Olivia’s voice rose as panic took over. ‘It’s Libby… something’s happened… Please…’ Icy cold fingers gripped his wrist. ‘You must come…’

			She turned to head back down the stairs. ‘I don’t have my mobile or keys to the Goods Shed. Can you call 999?’

			That got his attention.

			‘Is Libby hurt? Do we need an ambulance?’

			She grabbed at the handrail to steady herself. ‘I think it might be too late for that.’

			‘Right.’ His mood switched and he shepherded the dogs inside, grabbing his mobile. By the time he pulled the door shut behind him, Olivia was already at the bottom of the stairs. ‘Where is she?’

			‘The Hut.’ Her breath rattled in her throat as she broke into a run.

			They sprinted along the walkway that connected the Signal Box to the other renovated station buildings. Olivia stopped abruptly at the Hut door. She turned to him, visibly shaking, her eyes wide with fear.

			Jago’s pulse quickened and he nodded. ‘You wait here.’

			  

			When Jago stepped back outside, Olivia was exactly where he’d left her, hunched up against the cold air, her face even paler than before and her hair twisted into wild medusa curls. He pulled out his mobile, turning away from her as he stabbed out three digits.

			

			‘Is she…?’ Olivia’s voice wobbled.

			‘Dead? Definitely.’ He held the mobile to his ear. ‘And if I can get any bloody signal, I’d say we need the police.’

			  

			Blue and white police tape fluttering in the morning wind declared the Weighbridge Hut and the surrounding area a crime scene. A large blue and white forensics tent sealed the entrance. The usually peaceful walkway was full of uniformed officers, paramedics, and men and women in white overalls, overshoes, face masks and blue gloves.

			By the time Jago and Olivia had been allowed to return to the Signal Box, she was shivering in her lightweight running gear. She’d reluctantly accepted Jago’s fleece and now shrank back against the wall, as far away as possible from the tall windows and their full view of the walkway and the grisly scene below. As Jago busied himself making hot drinks, he watched out of the corner of his eye as her legs crumpled beneath her and she slid to the floor. She drew her knees up to her chin and wrapped her arms tightly round them, looking like she was physically trying to hold herself together. Eventually an enormous shudder ran through her body, and a low sob escaped her lips. Her two dogs immediately rushed to her side and nudged their noses under her arms, tails quivering in support. Olivia gathered them to her and buried her face in their fur. Only when her breathing had eased did he place a steaming mug at her side.

			‘Here’s some tea. It’ll help warm you up.’

			She took a sip and gagged at its sweetness. ‘Urgh!’ Dark eyes squinted up at him.

			‘I thought sweet tea was supposed to be good for shock.’ His voice was gruff. ‘Shall I make you another one?’

			

			She shook her head and forced herself to take another sip. ‘No worries.’

			Jago retreated behind his desk with his newspaper as Olivia forced herself up from the floor and walked across to the windows, mug still in hand. Behind her, the slowly dissolving mist still shrouded the view. Everything was grey: the local granite of the station buildings, the sky and even the creek in the distance. But it was the same view that countless railway signalmen would have enjoyed over the years and Jago loved it.

			Olivia took several sips of tea and then set the mug on the windowsill. ‘How long do you think they will be?’ She didn’t turn round.

			‘Who knows? They’ll have loads of procedural stuff to do before they speak to us. The policeman said someone would be here as soon as they can. We’re first on their list apparently.’ He chose not to add that the uniformed officer had taken one look at Olivia’s green face and obviously decided it would be better to get her away from the crime scene before she contaminated it even more than she already had with her footprints.

			‘I just don’t know how anyone could do such a crazy thing to another human being. I can’t believe anyone round here is that psycho, can you?’

			Even though Olivia kept her back to him, Jago could sense her increasing distress. In trustees’ meetings she usually spoke in a calm, modulating voice with a British accent that had only a slight American twinge to it. Her voice always stood out a little, even in the melting pot of accents that made up the members of the Goods Shed. Now it was getting stronger, more American, with every syllable.

			He turned a page of his newspaper.

			‘Statistics would tell you that most murders aren’t committed by random psychopaths, Olivia. But by people who know them well. Partners, lovers, family members.’ He paused. ‘Even friends.’

			

			Olivia spun round then, two spots of colour bright against her pale cheeks, and Jago regretted his choice of words.

			‘I’m sorry?’ Her hands went automatically to her throat, as if to clutch something, but her neck was bare. ‘I can’t believe you just said that…’ Olivia couldn’t even finish the sentence and she turned her face away quickly, but not before Jago saw her eyes filling with fresh tears. She marched over to the chesterfield sofa that fitted snugly against one wall of the room, called the dogs to her and sat, letting her damp ringlets fall across her face and denying Jago any chance to read her expressions.

			He returned to his newspaper but found his mind remained with the troubled woman in front of him. Although he’d heard a great deal about Olivia from her godfather, he’d only met her for the first time when she returned to Penbartha after George’s sudden death. He had gone to see her at Tresillian to give his condolences and tell her about the pleasant evening he’d spent with George the evening before he died and how he’d been so full of plans for the Goods Shed, the station building and the future.

			Although Olivia had been every bit as attractive as George had described, with her dark, almost exotic, looks, he’d found her surprisingly cold and unfriendly towards him. As though she didn’t want to share her memories of George and it was taking every last ounce of her composure to accept his sympathy. Since then, she’d limited her contact with him to trustees’ meetings and never once engaged him in conversation. Unlike every other member of the Goods Shed – local or incomer – with whom she chatted easily and quickly proved herself to be a popular and respected figure. Jago still had absolutely no idea what he’d done to upset her or why she unsettled him the way she did.

			

			He followed Olivia’s gaze as she took in her surroundings. Although he had seen her running down the walkway, upright and lithe, almost every morning since her return, he doubted she’d given any thought to what had happened to the inside of the Signal Box since she had drawn up all the plans for the various buildings on the station site. And as much as he found her hard to warm to personally, he had to grudgingly admit that as an architect she had fantastic vision.

			He recalled George’s photographs which had shown how the sad old Signal Box had looked before Olivia had worked her magic on it from her studio in New York. There had been holes in the roof, rotten laths hanging down from the high-pitched ceiling and lumps of plaster crumbling between the open rafters. No daylight could get through the broken, boarded up windows and there had been inches of dust and huge black cobwebs everywhere. All the old signalling equipment had been removed by British Rail and sold for scrap, leaving empty spaces behind on both floors that had been filled with junk over the intervening years. But the basic structure of the building, being made of local granite, was sound and deemed ripe for renovation by both George and Olivia. Their main contractor, Rocky Berryman, had replaced the original slate roof with reclaimed matching tiles, and all the old wooden windows, doors and stairs with new and sustainably sourced fittings. The main floor now boasted a wood burning stove which warmed the entire, newly insulated building and a neat internal spiral staircase gave access to the lower floor, now used as safe storage for Jago’s railway memorabilia business.

			He tried to see the renovated building through Olivia’s eyes and wondered if she approved of what he had done with it. At a relatively generous three meters by six metres, he had been determined not to overfill the room with unnecessary furniture. An oak stationmaster’s desk and chair, similar to the one in George’s study at Tresillian, provided Jago with a workstation and a Great Western Railway oak-cased clock kept time above the doorway. Various pieces of attractive railway memorabilia and books filled two bookcases. His only concessions to comfortable luxury were the vintage dark brown chesterfield sofa which took pride of place beneath the wall of windows opposite the desk and a large oriental wool rug which mostly covered the reclaimed wooden floorboards. It suited him and his needs and was a warm and comfortable place to spend his working days.

			

			A quick glance at Olivia’s face showed that her gaze now rested on the wall behind Jago’s desk, where his most prized collection hung.

			‘They’re interesting.’ She commented as she stood to examine the six large but slim rectangular cast iron nameboards that graced the walls. She ran her fingers over the lettering on the signs: Padstow, Wadebridge, Camelford and Delabole, Tresmeer – all disused railway stations like Penbartha.

			‘Thanks. They’re my personal collection.’

			She squinted at the green background. ‘But not GWR signs, I see?’

			Jago nodded. ‘No, these are signal box nameboards from the North Cornwall Railway line. Hence the green background rather than black. I know George was a GWR devotee, but I made it a personal ambition to collect all the boards from that particular line as my family is from Launceston.’

			‘How many stations were there?’

			‘Thirteen. So I’m almost halfway there.’ His voice lightened. ‘I managed to pick up the Launceston sign at an online auction last week, and I’m waiting for its delivery. That’s the jewel in my crown.’ He sobered his voice as soon as he saw the look on Olivia’s face. ‘Sorry, bad timing.’

			

			She waved away his apology. ‘I’m used to the excitement things like that generate, from George.’

			She sat back down on the sofa. Any brief connection they may have shared at the memory of George was immediately replaced by a spear of pain flickering in her dark eyes and he realised he’d triggered another lot of sad memories for her.

			He suddenly remembered the promise he’d made to her godfather and ran a hand across his face. ‘I haven’t had a chance to speak to you properly since the funeral, but I’ve been meaning to ask… how are you doing up at Tresillian… on your own?’

			‘I’m fine, thank you. And I’m not on my own.’ Olivia’s reply was automatic. ‘I have Cassie next door. And the dogs.’ She clasped her arms round her waist again and took a deep breath. ‘Well, obviously I’m not fine.’ Her voice cracked. ‘Particularly now I’ve just found Libby’s dead body.’

			In spite of clenched fists and the tears in her eyes, she held his gaze for a moment. A sudden whine broke the awkward silence.

			‘The dogs are hungry,’ she said, turning away from him. ‘I need to take them home. I always feed them straight after our morning run. Mylor will be okay for a bit longer, but Zennor still needs to eat small meals regularly.’

			Jago looked at the two dogs and chuckled. ‘It was so typical of George to end up with those mongrels, when he could have any breed he wanted. I never really understood that.’

			Olivia squared her shoulders and lifted her chin. ‘If you knew George half as well as you’re always claiming, you would know why he ended up with them. No one wanted Mylor because he wasn’t the pedigree he was supposed to be. And then the same went for Zennor.’ She shot him a fierce look. ‘Because that is exactly the sort of thing that George and Mollie did.’

			Hearing his name, Mylor nudged Olivia with his nose; his tail thumping against her leg in solidarity.

			

			‘Ah yes. The famous, but uncontrollable stud dog, Romeo, and his unregulated love matches,’ Jago commented mildly. ‘A classic example of George and his rescue projects. You and I know all about those, don’t we, Olivia?’

			Another flash of pain crossed her face then, and she stood up quickly and pulled off his fleece. She hung it on a hook by the door before opening it and whistling to the dogs. ‘Thanks for your help, Jago.’ Her voice was icily polite again. ‘If you could just tell the police I’ve…’

			Two dark-suited men met her at the top of the stairs. ‘Tell the police you’ve what, Miss Wells?

			‘I…’ Olivia floundered. ‘My dogs…’

			Jago walked to the door. ‘May I help?’

			‘I’m Detective Inspector Trenow and this is Detective Sergeant Burridge,’ the taller of the two men said. ‘We’d like to ask you both a few questions.’
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			Olivia sat, surrounded by paperwork at the desk in her godfather’s study, lost in her thoughts. A hot shower on her return home had helped warm her up and a mug of strong tea, washed down with two ibuprofen and some toast, made a noticeable impact on her headache. Mylor and Zennor snoozed contentedly in front of the wood burner, lost in their dreams while Olivia had to keep pulling her mind back from what she had seen in the Weighbridge Hut. Images of Libby, slumped over her desk, kept flashing in front of her eyes. Calls and messages of support on Olivia’s voicemail went unanswered all morning, although every now and then she had to resist a sudden urge to check her phone for Libby’s number and call her up, just to hear her voice and prove to herself that she was still alive.

			Why, Olivia kept asking herself, hadn’t she gone back and sorted things out with Libby straight away? Because, a little voice whispered, she’d been angry and embarrassed that Libby had betrayed her confidence. She’d just wanted to run and hide and lick her wounds until she decided what to do about it. And then Martin had persuaded her to leave it until everyone calmed down. She shouldn’t have listened to him. If she’d gone to the Hut instead of going home, Libby might still be alive. But it was too late. Libby was dead.

			

			In the eight weeks since Olivia had been back in Penbartha, she’d been operating on autopilot. She had done all the essential things: registering George’s death, arranging his funeral and settling whatever personal affairs and business dealings she could. She’d also been juggling everything at the Goods Shed with her own work for Olivarez Architecture & Preservation Partnership in New York. Not to mention overseeing the renovation works on the Penbartha station building, and the final snagging list for the Goods Shed.

			By staying so busy she’d avoided falling apart. Eighteen months earlier, Mollie’s death had broken her heart, but her godmother had been ill for some time, and Olivia and George had been there for her and each other at the end. But this was different. George’s death could easily still break her completely if she allowed herself to think about him too much.

			A familiar ache for New York, her adopted home, swept through her. She loved Cornwall, but if she were back in America, she could pretend that nothing had happened; that everything was as it always had been in Penbartha, and that George and Mollie were still there, just a phone call away. And now she could add Libby to that picture, busy in her Hut, organising her fantastic events, laughing and being outrageous. If only…

			Outside, bud-laden branches whipped against the windows, jolting Olivia out of her thoughts. She slowly breathed in the evocative scent of wood and pipe smoke she always associated with this room, until her pulse settled. Her eyes rested briefly on George’s tweed jacket, still resting on his favourite wing-backed chair. Neither she nor Cassie could bring themselves to move it yet, and just by touching it, she could hear George’s calm, deep voice with his gentle rolling accent, reminding her that there was nothing like throwing oneself into a job for getting over emotional upsets. And he was right. Olivia’s ability to distract herself with hard work was the main reason she was still here. Like running, or drawing, work enabled her to focus completely on the one thing she was doing. It made her concentrate and meant that her mind was occupied and unable to dwell on anything else.

			

			Olivia eyed the various piles of paperwork on the desk, threatening to engulf her laptop: queries from private clients, planning reports and the most recent accounts from the Goods Shed. Taking a deep breath and straightening her shoulders, she called Alice to tell her she wouldn’t be coming into the Goods Shed. Then she pulled the various papers detailing the renovation and refurbishment works to the station building towards her and reached for her reading glasses. Before long she had dealt with her emails, amended a planning application and annotated some complex drawings for Rocky’s next big eco-renovation project. Only then did Olivia feel calm enough to deal with the schedules, spreadsheets and calculations for the station building renovation, soothed by the slow, lazy tick of the grandfather clock standing guard in the hall and the dreamy snuffles of two sleeping dogs.

			  

			Olivia was so engrossed in her work that she barely noticed the jangling of the heavy front doorbell. The dogs’ stranger-alert bark eventually brought her back to the moment. Propping her reading glasses in her curls, Olivia went to answer it, rolling her shoulders and wincing as her neck muscles twinged. Both dogs rushed ahead, barking excitedly, unaccustomed to the very non-Cornish practice of using the front door and eager to greet any friend, or repel any foe. Olivia felt her pulse quicken.

			‘Miss Wells. Sorry we had to cut short our discussion earlier. And thanks for agreeing to see us this afternoon.’ DI Trenow spoke for both men. ‘May we come in?’

			

			‘Sure. Come through.’ Olivia glanced at the grandfather clock, amazed to see that four hours had passed since she’d left the Signal Box. She shushed Zennor’s low growl, amused to see a nervous look settle on the younger detective’s solemn face as she led the way down the wide hallway, eight sets of claws clattering against the stone-flagged floor. As they passed the antique oak hall stand, the musky, exotic scent of homemade potpourri in a large bowl suffused the air. She remembered gathering various herbs and flower petals throughout the year to create Mollie’s popular mixture. Taking a deep breath of the fortifying fragrance she looked around and suddenly wondered if the old house felt as abandoned and lonely as she did.

			‘Miss Wells,’ a voice rang out behind her, ‘could you please keep your dogs under control? This one is baring its teeth at me in quite a menacing manner.’

			Olivia twisted round. Mylor, although barely reaching much above the sturdy detective’s knee, was sending his usual mixed messages. The black crossbreed’s tail was wagging wildly, but he was showing two rows of gleaming white teeth, his top lip curled right back. She bent and patted the dog before straightening up.

			‘He’s smiling, DS Burridge. Have you never seen a dog smile before? You don’t need to worry about Mylor hurting you. He was way down the line when the canine god was handing out brains. It’s this one you have to watch.’ She pointed to Zennor who was sitting prettily at Olivia’s feet, fluffy white tail tucked neatly round her as she eyed the visitors beadily.

			‘Get through here, Burridge, and don’t be so pathetic.’ Trenow’s eyes twinkled with merriment. ‘I can see now why you didn’t apply to the Dog Unit and why I’ve got the pleasure of you instead.’ He leant down to pat Mylor and looked up at Olivia. ‘This is his first case in CID, and I’ve been told to be gentle with him.’

			

			Surprised by the indiscretion, Olivia ushered them through an archway into the huge kitchen, which merged seamlessly into a green oak orangery built across the entire rear of the house. Two roof lanterns flooded light into the large, open-plan space, discretely zoned into cooking, dining and sitting areas. She had designed it herself so that the windows framed uninterrupted views over the gardens and the creek like an ever-changing landscape painting. Although Mollie had painted all the walls in muted tones of coastal colours, she had furnished the whole house with quirky and unusual finds collected over the years. Her knack of putting together unlikely combinations of colours and objects involved bright patchwork quilts and crocheted throws covering the sofas, a vintage railway trunk serving as a coffee table, and various lamp stands fashioned out of driftwood. The overall effect made the house warm, comforting and welcoming.

			Olivia left the detectives standing in front of the windows, admiring the view, and occupied herself with making their requested coffee. Noticing her hands were shaking slightly as she arranged Cassie’s homemade cookies, she pressed her palms down on the cool granite surface of the island unit and took a moment to observe the two men. Trenow was the older of the two, tall and thin in his crumpled suit with dark, sharp eyes. Burridge was stocky with ginger hair, a beard trimmed close to his freckled skin and pale, almost translucent eyes. She thought the British police were supposed to inspire trust in people, but this one certainly didn’t. They stood, gazing at the view stretching out over the widest part of the creek to the patchwork of farmland and tree-covered slopes in the distance.

			Olivia watched purple clouds gathering over the opposite bank and listened to the sound of the sea getting restless at the mouth of the creek. The noise of clinking boat masts clashed with shrieking gulls and birds that wheeled overhead, calling to each other to seek sanctuary on dry land. The storm, promised earlier by Mrs Chynoweth, was brewing. As the detectives’ conversation turned into a debate about whether the snow-white bird that they could see standing with its shoulders hunched in the shallows on the other side was a heron or an egret, Olivia put the tray on the table.

			

			‘It’s an egret. It’s got a black beak and black legs. Herons are much bigger and have yellow feet and beaks.’

			Burridge scowled. ‘Well, we’re not here to discuss ornith-ology.’

			Olivia winced. Another mark against her in that detective’s book.

			A slight smile played round Trenow’s mouth. ‘C’mon now, Burridge, I told you that we learn something new every day in this job. He cast his gaze around the room admiringly. ‘It’s a delightful place you’ve got here, Miss Wells. I understand you inherited it from your godparents. Along with everything at Penbartha station.’

			Olivia busied herself with pouring coffee and offering cookies.

			‘That’s right. I see you’ve done some homework.’

			‘We’re investigating a murder, Miss Wells. Which took place on your property. We have to ask certain questions.’ Burridge eased the collar of what was obviously a new shirt with his fingers.

			Olivia caught a look pass between the two detectives.

			Trenow helped himself to a biscuit, without offering one to his colleague, and sat down, obviously more comfortable in his own, well-worn suit.

			‘I realise this has been an ordeal for you, Miss Wells, but we need to clear up one or two things about Miss Walsh.’

			Tears that had been burning at the back of her eyes for the past two months pricked at her eyelids. She tried to blink them away but failed.

			

			‘We could do this at Truro police station if you prefer…’ DS Burridge butted in.

			Another look passed between the two men.

			‘But we’re here now, so we’ll press on.’ Trenow turned his full attention on Olivia. ‘We don’t need you to repeat everything you told us earlier, about how you found the victim, but we would like to ask you some more questions about Libby Walsh and who she mixed with, what you knew of her. That sort of thing.’

			Olivia swallowed. ‘Okay.’

			‘Would you say you were good friends with Libby? You’d known her for what? Two months?’

			Olivia’s fingers went automatically to her throat and clutched at the shiny, smooth brown gemstone on a slim leather cord that now hung in its usual place, around her neck. ‘That’s right. Yes.’

			‘And did she have many other close friends? From talking to members of the Goods Shed, it doesn’t seem she mixed socially with many of them. Was that your impression?’

			Olivia frowned. ‘I think she mainly socialised with Clara, her business partner. And Martin Lambert, our business mentor.’ She took a sip of her coffee. ‘She had lots of friends away from the Goods Shed, but I don’t know who they were.’

			‘You didn’t meet any of them?’

			‘No. I’m sorry I can’t help you there. I’ve only been back here a short while. Since my godfather died.’

			‘Ah yes,’ Trenow consulted his notebook. ‘I’ve heard a lot about Mr George Stevenson. Tell me about him.’

			Olivia’s gaze rested involuntarily on a picture on the mantlepiece. It was a photograph of her godparents taken in the garden, in the summer, judging by the blooming flowers and their casual clothes, with their arms round each other and laughing alongside a third person in the picture. Olivia looked at her ten-year-old self; her long, dark hair loose and wild and her face lit up with joy. They were all laughing at something, or someone, just out of shot. Probably Aidan, she thought, and something twisted deep inside her. Her eyes shifted to another photograph of George and Mollie with her teenage self. The wild mane of hair was unchanged but the joy from the childhood photo had gone from her dark eyes. She gulped down some coffee.

			

			Trenow cleared his throat while he waited for her to continue.

			‘They loved rescuing unwanted things and either restoring them to their former glory or just breathing fresh life into them to fulfil their potential. They did it with this house and they did it with the station buildings. George was passionate about the environment and our heritage, and about old, neglected industrial buildings being protected or converted into something else if it’s impossible to use them for their original purpose.’

			Trenow searched through his pocketbook, and then turned back to her.

			‘Mrs Greville, your administrator, explained briefly how the Goods Shed operates. But she said you were the person to ask for more details about it.’

			Olivia nodded. ‘George and Mollie visited me every year in New York, and it was there that George learned about the idea of affordable and quality shared workspaces for young businesses and creative entrepreneurs. And being George, he immediately saw that there was a need for such a concept in Cornwall, particularly as it was already attracting creative and artistic types from all over the country.’

			‘And I gather there’s more to it than that, with the green and eco side of things?’

			‘Yes. George was quite unusual for his generation and was a lifelong advocate of sustainability. He really believed in championing young eco businesses.’

			

			‘And the premises at the old Penbartha railway station? He owned them?’

			‘Yes. He bought them years ago, from British Rail, for a ridiculously small amount of money. And when he decided to go for the co-working idea, he was able to combine the renovation of the station buildings with his commitment to sustainability and the community.’ Olivia spoke more freely now she was on familiar territory. ‘His biggest dream was to make the entire site as environmentally friendly as possible and help all the members and tenants bring greener practices into their businesses. It was really important to him that he was helping eco-conscious and creative people to break with the traditional ways of working and giving them more freedom by providing them with an affordable shared workspace. He won a Cornish Heritage Award for his work at the Goods Shed.’ She stopped, realising she’d been on her hobbyhorse, and pulled an awkward face. ‘It’s basically about reducing people’s carbon footprints and working towards a more sustainable future.’

			Trenow nodded. ‘So how did Libby Walsh come to be involved in the Goods Shed?’

			Olivia took another sip of coffee.

			‘I’m not sure, really. I was in New York when she and Clara took over the renovated Weighbridge Hut.’

			Trenow consulted his notebook. ‘Mrs Clara Yates? You mentioned her earlier. She’s currently in Glasgow for family reasons, isn’t she?’

			Olivia nodded. ‘Her husband’s sister was taken ill about three weeks ago, and they’ve gone up to help with her children.’

			‘Leaving Libby to run the business?’

			She nodded. ‘Yes. And they’ve got a local student who helps out.’

			Trenow turned a page. ‘Sarah Santos?’

			‘Yes.’

			

			‘May I ask how an events and planning business fits into a set-up like this?’

			‘How do you mean?’

			‘Well, most of the people we’ve met have been green or creative entrepreneurs, not your run-of-the-mill party planners.’

			Olivia hesitated before replying.

			‘I don’t think either Clara or Libby would thank you for that description.’ Trenow acknowledged her admonition. ‘They prefer to call themselves sustainable event consultants.’ She ignored Burridge’s smirk. ‘They specialise in quality events that create lasting memories for their clients in ways that leave minimal impact on the environment. All their work is creative and eco-conscious, and it meets a real need down here. People want environmentally friendly parties and weddings these days. Clara concentrates on the wedding and party side of the business while Libby’s expertise is in corporate events.’ Her voice wobbled at her automatic use of the present tense.

			‘Such as?’

			Olivia shrugged. ‘Business and product launches, conferences, networking events, company awaydays, small festivals… that sort of thing. Their business involves a lot of curation and organisation and client meetings, which is why they’ve got the Weighbridge Hut. There are meeting rooms at the Goods Shed, but there’s a booking system and that wouldn’t work for the way they operate.’

			Trenow scribbled more notes before returning his gaze to Olivia.

			‘You said you were in New York when Clara and Libby moved into the Weighbridge Hut?’

			Olivia nodded.

			‘Mrs Greville told us all about your successful career as an architect there.’

			

			She felt herself redden. ‘Alice is very loyal. I hope she didn’t bore you.’

			‘Not at all. It was most interesting and informative.’

			Olivia looked away and shifted in her seat, uncomfortable with the idea of being the subject of a police discussion.

			Trenow put down his pen. ‘Did you mind giving up everything in New York to come back here?’

			Olivia stared at him as a fresh wave of anxiety swept through her.

			‘I don’t think I would have been thrilled if I had to leave a great job and apartment behind in New York.’ The tone of Burridge’s voice made his opinion obvious.

			‘I have an awesome boss, and he understands it’s something I have to do.’ She opened her mouth to continue but closed it quickly.

			‘But you’d made a life there, according to Mrs Greville.’ The note of envy was audible in the detective sergeant’s voice. ‘And you certainly sound more of a New Yorker than a local.’

			‘Do I?’ Olivia regarded him with a cool, brown-eyed stare. ‘I think I just absorb accents. It’s the chameleon in me. I guess I’m not always comfortable being the odd one out. Give me another few weeks here and I’ll have the strongest Cornish accent you’ve ever heard.’

			‘Forgive Burridge, Miss Wells. He’s from Devon. And still dazzled by the idea of the bright lights of London and New York. He doesn’t appreciate what we’ve got here in Cornwall.’

			Olivia witnessed another hostile glance pass between the two men and remembered that the West Country Wars were still being fought in some places.

			‘So, were you happy to come back to Cornwall, Miss Wells?’ Burridge repeated.

			She stared at him. ‘Not exactly happy, given that it meant my godfather was dead.’

			

			‘Aren’t you due a big promotion at your New York firm soon?’ Burridge persisted.

			The knot in Olivia’s stomach tightened, and she gathered the coffee cups together and moved away from the table. ‘I’m sorry. But what exactly has this got to do with Libby’s death? My friend has been murdered, and you only seem interested in my career.’

			Burridge frowned. ‘We’re just trying to find out more about you. As one of the last people to see Miss Walsh alive.’

			Olivia dropped the cups onto the island unit with a crash. ‘But there were loads of us in the Goods Shed after the trustees’ meeting, hanging round and just chatting. Are you asking everyone else all these questions? I told you everything earlier. What more is there to say?’

			Trenow got to his feet and helped her right the cups.

			‘These are just routine questions, Miss Wells, to help us get a feel for things. Can we sit down again, please?’

			Olivia reluctantly followed him to the table and sat staring out of the window as fat raindrops patterned the creek with concentric circles, leaving increasingly larger rings as the rain fell more heavily. Her insides churned in synchronicity.

			Trenow cleared his throat.

			‘Mrs Greville said all the different buildings on the station site are run as a trust?’

			‘Yes. The Penbartha Station Heritage Trust. I wasn’t living in the UK and was only really involved in the architectural designs for the renovations, so he thought it was best to set up a trust.’ Olivia shifted her gaze from the window and picked at a loose thread on the knee of her jeans.

			‘And who are the other trustees?’

			‘I’m sure Alice will give you all the details of their names and addresses.’ Olivia’s gaze fell on the sheet of paper with familiar names that Trenow was easing out of a file. ‘Ah’

			‘And what’s their role?’

			

			‘They have the responsibility of directing the Trust’s affairs under the overall mission statement’s objectives. And they manage the assets of the Trust, including the property and investments on behalf of the beneficiary.’

			‘And that is?’

			‘Me.’ Olivia held his gaze.

			‘So you can’t make decisions unilaterally?’

			‘No.’ She wrapped the thread around her finger and tugged a bit harder.

			‘Are you usually all in agreement?’

			She looked away for a moment while she considered his question. There had been more tension among the trustees at recent meetings; Jess Hopkins could be challenging, and Jago was… well Jago. She thought briefly about mentioning their names and then decided not to. ‘Usually. Well, I thought so. Some of them have been getting antsy about membership levels and a few other incidental things. But nothing major. Until yesterday…’

			Trenow looked up sharply. ‘Yes?’

			Olivia chose her words carefully. ‘It was always in the long-term strategic plan that we would open the main station building itself, which includes the ticket office and waiting rooms and so on, as a café. In this kind of set-up, it’s considered good practice to have a third income stream.’

			She read the lack of comprehension on Burridge’s pale, freckled face and sighed. His interest in the finer details seemed to have waned, and he was keeping a careful eye on Mylor.

			‘We have income from more traditional professionals who rent permanent offices on the mezzanine in the Goods Shed, and then there’s the membership income from the members who use the main co-working space,’ she explained. ‘So, we need a third source of income to help pay for all the set-up costs and so on.’

			

			‘And who will use the café? Just the members?’ At least Trenow was trying to keep up.

			‘No. It’s totally and physically separate but will follow the same principles regarding the environment and sustainability. So, besides members, we expect villagers, walkers, cyclists, tourists. And the old railway path network brings passers-by from nearby villages and the harbour. So, anyone, really. And there will be an area within the café available for individual groups to use in the day, or the entire building can be used for large village events in the evenings We feel it’s important for our community to have a dedicated gathering place. Especially since the parish council, in their infinite wisdom, sold the Village Hall for development.’ Olivia didn’t feel the need to elaborate on that unwelcome decision.

			‘So not all the trustees were in agreement with the decision to go ahead with the café?’

			‘When it went to the vote, the original plan, put in place by George, was upheld. Only one trustee was against it.’

			Trenow’s pen was poised above his notebook. ‘And who was that?’

			A movement outside caught her eye and a tall, blond floppy-haired man battling with a golfing umbrella appeared at the door. Relief surged through Olivia, and she rushed to open it. At the same time, Trenow’s mobile rang, and he moved away to answer it.

			‘Martin. Thank God you’re here!’ She allowed herself to be caught up in a hug.

			‘I’ve only just heard the awful news about Libby. I stopped at the Goods Shed to drop some information off for Alice. Poor, poor Libby.’

			Olivia leaned in to his embrace and then stood back to look at him. Martin’s face was puffy, his eyes damp and swollen. She pulled him through to the kitchen and hugged him again, whispering into his ear. ‘These are the detectives in charge of the case.’

			

			Martin took a moment to compose himself, blowing his nose, and busied himself by straightening the coffee cups abandoned on the island unit until all their handles pointed to five o’clock. Trenow finished his call and pushed his mobile back into his pocket.

			Olivia made the introductions. ‘This is Martin Lambert,’ she paused for a moment, ‘the friend of Libby’s and mine I was telling you about. He’s our resident business mentor at the Goods Shed. He’s also a trustee and was at the meeting yesterday.’

			Martin reached for a tumbler and filled it with iced water from the dispenser on the stainless-steel fridge. He took a long drink before shaking each detective’s hand firmly and returning to stand at Olivia’s side, looking more like his old self.

			He cleared his throat. ‘I’m sorry. It’s just been such a horrible shock. We were all so close…’ his voice trailed off.

			‘That’s perfectly understandable, Mr Lambert.’ Trenow was gracious. ‘How are things at the Goods Shed now?’

			Martin sighed. ‘The local press and even some nationals apparently have descended on the village and the Goods Shed, but Alice is sending them all away and has forbidden everyone to gossip with strangers.’ He managed a small smile. ‘She has made the dire consequences of going against her orders very clear.’

			Trenow flicked his pen against his notebook.

			‘If we could return to the question, Miss Wells,’ he said. Martin turned to her expectantly. ‘Who objected to the proposal about the café?’

			With her impeccable timing, Zennor placed her paw on Olivia’s foot, and she scooped her up and held her close, burying her face in the little dog’s soft fur. She could feel Trenow’s eyes boring into the top of her head.

			

			‘Miss Wells?’

			‘Libby Walsh.’ She lifted her head slowly and saw a triumphant look flash across Burridge’s face. She tried to ignore the huge tremor rolling through her stomach.

			‘Ah.’

			Olivia remained silent, watching Trenow as he consulted his notebook and then leant back in his seat and pursed his lips.

			‘Yet you told us earlier that you and she had been good friends?’

			Olivia felt her chest tighten at the memory of their argument, and then prickles started marching up her spine. ‘We were.’ Her mouth was dry.

			‘We were all good—’ Trenow’s hand silenced Martin.

			‘We’ll come to you later, Mr Lambert, we’re asking Miss Wells questions at the moment.’ He turned back to her. ‘Are you happy for Mr Lambert to remain here?’

			She nodded.

			‘You used the past tense, Miss Wells. Would you like to expand on that?’

			She swallowed. ‘Libby was good to me when I first came back. I’d only really been involved with the architectural side before, and I was suddenly confronted with all the day-to-day operational stuff of the Trust. But Libby was on the ball and helped me get up to speed. And she, Martin and I socialised a fair bit. Libby was good fun, and we seemed to have a lot in common.’

			‘Really?’

			She paused, unwilling to divulge too much personal information. ‘We’d had some similar life experiences. She’d lost people she was close to and threw herself into work to cope. We seemed to share many likes, dislikes, opinions and attitudes.’ Hot tears pricked at her eyelids at the loss of her friend. ‘I really thought we were coming from the same place.’

			

			‘Can you think of anyone who would have wanted to kill her?’

			A new, clearer vision of Libby’s mottled face and blank, staring eyes crept into Olivia’s mind, and she gulped. ‘No.’

			Trenow tapped his pocket. ‘One of our team undertaking interviews at the Goods Shed has just reported that you and Libby were seen having a heated exchange yesterday afternoon after the trustees’ meeting.’

			Olivia closed her eyes and clutched her pendant as vivid memories of their argument flooded back. When she opened them, Trenow was watching her closely.

			‘I’d confided in Libby about some personal stuff. And she betrayed my confidences, and other things, in front of a lot of people. So I found myself drawn into it. I didn’t make a conscious decision to have a blazing row in public, Inspector.’

			He checked back at his notebook ‘And was that betrayal of confidence about you not planning on staying here? A lot of the members mentioned their concerns about that.’

			‘Among other things. Yes.’ She bit her lip to stop more words tumbling out.

			‘And apparently, according to our source, you threatened Miss Walsh in front of witnesses.’

			She felt a sudden heat flood her cheeks as she realised the full implication of his words. ‘I might have said something in anger, Inspector, under provocation. About her keeping out of my way for a while. About not being responsible for my actions. But that’s the sort of thing you say in anger, isn’t it? A figure of speech. I didn’t mean it.’

			‘Didn’t you?’ Trenow’s eyebrow rose. ‘Exactly how angry were you with Miss Walsh?’

			A cold fist closed itself round Olivia’s heart, and she reached an arm out towards Martin. He was by her side instantly.

			‘Oh please. Inspector. Really?’ Martin’s voice was sharp.

			

			Trenow ignored him and changed tack. ‘Did you threaten to kill Libby Walsh?’

			Olivia gasped again, her eyes stinging with hot tears. ‘No! I’m horrified by what happened to her. No one should ever have to die like that.’

			Trenow closed his notebook and looked directly at her.

			‘Where did you go last night, Miss Wells? After you left the Goods Shed?’

			The silence in the room was so loud it hurt her ears.

			‘I can help you there, Inspector.’ Martin turned to Trenow and Burridge. ‘We had to get out of the situation, and so we came back here to calm down. I’ve never seen Olivia so upset and angry before, and I couldn’t possibly have left her on her own in a state like that.’ He sat down at the table, and the others followed suit. Olivia’s eyes never left Trenow, who was busy scribbling in his notebook.

			‘And what did you do after you got back here, sir?’

			Martin thought for a moment.

			‘I opened a bottle of wine,’ he nodded at the recollection. ‘We just chatted until Olivia had calmed down, and then I cooked supper for us both.’

			‘And what time were you here until, sir?’

			Martin held Olivia’s gaze. ‘I stayed the night.’

			‘So what time did you leave this morning?’ Trenow’s eyes were bright.

			Olivia lowered her head, her heart hammering with confused relief.

			Martin paused. ‘Probably about six o’clock. I had to get to a breakfast meeting in Plymouth.’

			‘And how do you know that Miss Wells didn’t slip out of the house in the night to return to the Weighbridge Hut?’

			Olivia bit her bottom lip until she could taste blood.

			Martin sent Olivia a slightly embarrassed look. ‘I’m a light sleeper, Inspector. I can assure you she didn’t leave the bed all night.’

			

			‘And you, Miss Wells, can you confirm that Mr Lambert didn’t leave the house until six o’clock this morning?’

			‘If that’s what Martin says.’ Her hand went to her head. ‘I must have had quite a lot to drink.’

			Martin turned to Trenow. ‘Olivia’s answered all your questions, Inspector, can we take it you’ve finished with us now?’

			‘Not quite.’ Trenow flicked back through his notes. ‘Miss Wells, you said that you, Miss Walsh and Mr Lambert socialised together. Would that have been in the Weighbridge Hut?’

			Olivia thought back to the many evenings the three of them had spent chatting and drinking wine together in the Hut. She looked anxiously at Martin.

			‘Among other places.’ He answered the question for her. ‘Yes.’

			‘Are your fingerprints on the police database?’

			‘No,’ they answered in unison.

			‘In which case, we will need you to provide fingerprints and mouth swabs for DNA. And, as we explained earlier, we’d like to collect the clothes and shoes you were wearing when you found the body this morning, Miss Wells.’

			Olivia nodded towards a bag in the corner of the room.

			Trenow continued. ‘The Crime Scene Investigators will be lifting lots of prints and samples from the Weighbridge Hut during their examination. If you were regularly there, we’ll need your samples for elimination purposes.’

			The two detectives got to their feet and headed down the hall. Olivia and the dogs followed them.

			‘Don’t go anywhere too far away, Miss Wells. We will more than likely need to speak to you again if any fresh evidence comes to light.’

			

			Olivia blinked. ‘What sort of evidence?’ she asked, her voice not quite steady.

			Mylor’s hackles rose, and he let out a low growl.

			Burridge stopped and fixed her with a stare.

			‘Any evidence we find at the scene that might link you to the crime.’
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