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This is for my little boy, who shared his home and toys.






Prologue


‘Merry Christmas,’ said Emma, waving to her colleagues who were still at their desks, finishing up for the holidays. 


‘Merry Christmas,’ some of them mumbled back but nobody looked up from their screen.


Emma skipped down the three flights of steps to the ground floor, glad to be out of the office, and flung open the door. The crisp, late-afternoon air rushed into her lungs and she drank it in, tightened her scarf against the cold, and put in her AirPods to call her sister.


‘Hold on,’ Jane answered. 


‘Okay,’ replied Emma, heading along Carnaby Street, admiring the colourful Christmas lights that hung overhead, which never failed to make her smile after a long day. Through her earphones she heard Jane tell the kids to ‘stop drawing on the kitchen table’, to ‘pick up the Lego’ and to ‘sit down and watch telly’ so that she could ‘talk to Auntie Emma and make the dinner in peace’.


‘What’s up?’ said Jane abruptly, still in handling-the-kids mode.


‘Any idea what I should buy Chris for his Christmas?’ she asked her sister, who was like the Nigella of gift-giving, she never failed to come up with a perfect little something, whoever it was for. 


‘Emma, it’s four o’clock on Christmas Eve, why have you left it so late?’


‘It’s been crazy busy at work,’ she replied, which was the truth but not the whole truth; she hadn’t bought Chris a gift because she couldn’t think of anything, which, given they’d been together for six years, wasn’t ideal.


‘You do too much for that company for not enough money,’ said Jane, which was about as close to big-sisterly concern as Jane got. 


‘You’re probably right,’ said Emma, who’d had similar thoughts herself but didn’t know how to change things. She’d been with the company for 10 years, working her way up from general dogsbody to design assistant to interior designer and then design consultant, which basically meant a lot more responsibility and many more hours for very little extra pay. 


‘There’s no “maybe” about it, Emma. New Year, new job. You’ve got to sort it out.’


‘I will,’ said Emma, pretty certain she wouldn’t, because what were the options? The same job in a different consultancy made no sense, even if it might be nice to work with people who enjoyed each other’s company, and a boss who didn’t frighten everyone half to death. And she wasn’t in a position to set up on her own, not while living in the shoebox of a flat she’d shared with Chris for the last five years. The way she saw it, it made more sense to stay put, even if it did sometimes feel like working in a funeral parlour. ‘More pressingly, what should I get Chris?’


‘Budget?’


‘About a hundred.’


‘Options are: music, movie, book, grooming, food, clothes, gadget or experience-voucher,’ said Jane, firing off the list without having to think. 


‘He’s got all the music he wants, seen everything he wants to see, his grooming consists of shower gel and shaving foam, we haven’t space for extra stuff, and he’s not really an “off-roading, gun-toting, jump-out-of-a-plane” kind of a guy,’ said Emma, wishing Chris had a bit more vim about him – not too much, just enough to ignite a spark between them again, and to prove he did have some testosterone, that it hadn’t all been lost by sitting at his computer eight hours a day in the council planning office. 


‘So then a book, something yummy and a nice winter jumper.’


‘You don’t think that’s a bit yawn?’ Emma pushed away a thought that ‘yawn’ summed up their relationship these days. It’d been ages since they’d done anything fun together. They used to go to gigs, and plays and stand-up shows, but now ‘fun’ seemed to consist of a takeaway in front of the telly followed by an early night, and not the kind of ‘early nights’ they used to enjoy. Not that it was just Chris’s fault, Emma knew she was to blame too; she hated not having the courage to let him go.  


‘You could always add in a cock ring to spice things up,’ said Jane, as if she’d read Emma’s mind.


‘We’ll be opening our presents at his mum’s,’ said Emma, as if this were the only thing holding her back from such a present. 


‘Mummy, what’s a cock ring?’ Emma heard Lily ask. 


Emma chuckled as she listened to Jane explaining to her five-year-old daughter that she’d said ‘clock ding, to fix Uncle Chris’s grandfather clock’.


‘I swear, they miss nothing,’ whispered Jane after Lily had been sent back to the telly with a bowl of crisps to keep her occupied. 


Emma laughed, glad that the interruption had distracted from talk of her sex life and the state of her relationship. ‘Thanks for the suggestions,’ she said, having arrived at the entrance to Liberty. ‘I’d better get on. Merry Christmas! See you at New Year.’


‘Merry Christmas, Em. Hope it’s a good one.’


 


The streets were quieter by the time Emma left the department store with a bag of perfectly pleasant but uninspired gifts for Chris. As she strolled onto Regent Street, she soaked up the last-minute bustle of shoppers and the relaxed Christmas cheer of office workers heading home with boxes of chocolates poking out of their bags and Christmas flowers under their arms. Overhead the lights twinkled elegantly, and Christmas music seeped from the stores, giving Emma a warm glow. Wanting to prolong the feeling, Emma made an unusual snap decision not to wait at her usual bus stop and instead to grab a drink and walk some of the way home.


Having bought a hot chocolate, Emma continued down Regent Street, watching her bus whizz by, glad of her decision to take her time. She stopped to gaze at Hamleys’s winter wonderland window display, where she caught sight of her reflection. The Santa hat she’d been wearing most of the day in the office was positioned jauntily on the top of her dark wavy bob, and her bright-green scarf jutted out from her coat like a jolly snowman’s. She laughed at herself then continued south, drinking the warm peppermint chocolate and smiling at a couple with their cherry noses pressed against the window of the diamond jewellers, their arms wrapped round each other’s backs. She was trying to figure out which Christmas scent was coming from the soap shop – cinnamon, ginger, orange, cranberry? – when a blinding white flash and deafening, violent blast threw Emma off her feet, blowing her hot chocolate and gift bag out of her hands. 


 


Moments later, Emma resisted opening her eyes. The alarms and screams that replaced the Christmas carols, and smoke that wiped out the smell of the soap shop engulfed her lungs and stung her nostrils, telling her all she needed to know. And when she did at last open them she discovered a horror scene. Everything was mixed up. There was glass everywhere. People were covered in blood and dust. And all the lights had gone out, in the shops and overhead. People lay scattered on the ground and, not far from where she was, a lower half of a leg sat next to a tattered Christmas present. 


‘Help!’ she heard someone cry, a gut-wrenching cry that forced Emma into action.


A short distance away she met the eyes of a woman a little older than herself, her eyes filled with terror, her skin pale. Without thinking, Emma scrambled to her feet and stumbled to her, pulling off her scarf and tying it as tight as she could above the woman’s knee to try and stem the bleeding of her severed leg. But as hard as Emma tried, the blood continued to flow, forming a stream that ran off the pavement and into the gutter. 


‘I’ll get help,’ said Emma, staring into the woman’s eyes, which were dark against the paleness of her skin. 


But as Emma waited to get through to emergency services she saw the woman’s breathing become shallower and shallower, until she was barely moving at all. By the time someone picked up and told her help was already on its way, Emma could see no movement at all. 


‘Just hold on, help’s coming,’ she said, trying to sound reassuring, taking the woman’s hand in hers and gently pushing back her hair that had fallen over her eye. ‘They’re on their way.’


She searched the woman’s eyes, watching for a glimmer of light, then held her breath as the woman exhaled for the final time. 


‘No . . .’ said Emma, bringing her cheek close to the lady’s mouth, but there was nothing to feel, and Emma knew, from the first aid course she’d taken years earlier, that she’d lost too much blood for chest compressions to help. 


She closed the lady’s eyes, tucked her hair behind her ears and was about to button up her coat to protect her from the cold, when she noticed she was wearing a name-necklace, which read Dawn.


‘Sleep in peace, Dawn,’ she said, reaching once more for her hand, which was already losing heat. An unbearable sensation of numbness filled Emma’s body, as if she wasn’t really there at all.


Emma had no sense of how long she’d been with Dawn, but when she looked up she was hit by just how surreal it all was. Everywhere people were fleeing in panic and fright, the walking wounded staggered past. It was impossible to count how many emergency vehicles had arrived, the blue and red strobes replacing the elegant Christmas twinkle. It was chaos, motion and noise everywhere and yet, to Emma, it was also a frozen, silent tableau. 


Just then a phone vibrated in Dawn’s pocket. Emma reached for it and found a message shining out against a backdrop of two beautiful, smiling children. It read: Mum, it’s almost Santa time!!! Hurry up and come home! Love you. Miss you. xxx


‘Shit,’ she muttered, staring at their angelic, beaming faces, her numbness rapidly turning to anger.


 


After that everything blurred into one, only the odd detail remained clear: handing Dawn’s phone to a policeman and knowing the awfulness of the call he’d have to make; a sheet being placed over Dawn; a fireman asking if she was injured; phones ringing relentlessly, and the crinkle of someone wrapping a gold foil blanket around her shoulders. 


She sat on the pavement next to Dawn’s lifeless body, staring blankly at the unfathomable scene in front of her as if watching a horror movie. Even if she had had the faculty to reason what to do next, there was no way she would have moved; shock rooted her to the ground.  


At some point, Emma’s own phone rang. She didn’t look at it or answer – she hadn’t the capacity to speak and, even if she did, what would she say? How could she ever explain any of it to anyone?


Eventually someone took her by the arm, pulled her to her feet and directed her to follow a gaggle of others, all draped in gold. 


‘I need to wait with Dawn,’ she stammered.


‘Who?’ asked the voice.


‘Dawn,’ she indicated, but when she turned she discovered Dawn’s body had been removed, only the dark stain of blood remained where she had lain.


It was then that Emma realised she was shaking uncontrollably and freezing cold, despite the blanket. 


‘Follow the others, someone will take care of you,’ said the voice.


Emma did as instructed, picking her way through the aftermath towards Piccadilly Circus, but rather than get on the bus that was being used as a makeshift shelter, she kept walking, down Haymarket, her feet carrying her without any conscious thought. Just before Trafalgar Square, Emma caught sight of her reflection again in a window, which stopped her dead in her tracks. She was still wearing her Santa hat, her skin was white as snow, and the gold of the emergency blanket gave her the appearance of an enormous Christmas cracker.  


‘Bastards,’ she said, knowing that for many, including Dawn’s daughters, the innocence of Christmas had just been shattered for ever. 






Chapter 1


‘Auntie Emma, what are you looking at?’


‘Huh?’ replied Emma, emerging from a trance she hadn’t realised she’d been in. Her five-year-old niece, Lily, pushed her way onto Emma’s lap, a Barbie doll in one hand, a toy comb in the other.


‘You’ve been staring at that computer for ages, love,’ said Emma’s Mum, Liz.


‘Have I?’ Emma shook away her daze, rejoining the hubbub of activity in Jane’s kitchen: their mum was preparing sandwiches at the island, a frilly apron tied around her small, curvy figure; Jane was hanging laundry on the dryer, and Emma’s seven-year-old nephew, Jake, was rolling around next to the bifold doors with their new puppy, Bear.


‘It’s a house – bo-ring,’ said Lily, peering at the screen and pushing away the laptop to make room for her doll on the kitchen table instead. Emma noticed that Lily’s silvery blonde hair was not dissimilar from her doll’s.  


‘You’re not looking at that guesthouse in Scotland again, are you?’ asked Jane, unable to hide the note of disdain in her voice. Jane couldn’t understand why anyone would want to live anywhere other than Hertfordshire, even if it did mean living in a tiny box of a house that cost a small fortune.  And she certainly couldn’t understand why anyone would want to run a guesthouse. 


‘I can’t help it, there’s just something about it,’ replied Emma, shifting Lily further along the bench then flicking through photographs of the impressive, sandstone townhouse at Lobster Bay with its high ceilings, magnificent-sized rooms, and stunning sea views. She’d been looking at the property for a couple of months, since New Year’s Eve, trying to imagine herself living out her dream of owning a bespoke guesthouse and being part of a Scottish village community, but she hadn’t quite mustered the confidence to arrange a visit. Unlike her sister, Emma found the idea of living on a windswept Scottish peninsula far more appealing than living within shouting distance of London – she’d take sand over concrete any day of the week. 


‘The only good thing about it is the price tag,’ said Jane, tightening her blonde pigtail and hoisting up her skinny jeans. Emma often wondered if the two of them really were biological sisters – they couldn’t be more contrasting in their appearance. Jane had inherited the tall, thin, straight-blonde genes from their father, Emma the shorter, curvier, wavy-brown ones from their mother. And the differences didn’t stop at the physical: Jane had always been outgoing and impulsive, unlike Emma who verged on cautious and unspontaneous. 


‘It is outrageously cheap,’ mumbled Emma, still trying to figure out why it was so inexpensive; had she missed something? She couldn’t find anything on the photos that rang alarm bells, and certainly not anything that a lick of paint wouldn’t fix, which she was more than capable of doing herself. At the price the agent was asking for, Emma could barely have bought a two-bedroom flat in her sister’s town, let alone a seven-bedroom semi-detached house. As far as she could tell, it was a steal. 


‘It would take years to do it up, is that really what you want?’


Emma knew in her heart of hearts that it was, but she knew Jane wouldn’t understand. Jane had always been happy living in soulless new-builds on estates where the most people knew of each other was what type of car was parked in their driveway. But Emma had always craved community and a home that was welcoming and full of soul that she could share with family, friends and neighbours, and she’d harboured a dream of a guesthouse ever since she could remember. When her friends were fantasising about becoming pop stars and actors, Emma was poring over glossy magazines of beautiful bedrooms and bathrobes. Over the last decade she’d lost sight of her dream, but all of that had changed after the events of Christmas Eve. 


Within a week Emma had quit her job, left Chris, moved back in with her mum, and found her dream guesthouse – the fresh start she craved. She hadn’t told her mum or sister about what she’d witnessed, she knew they could never understand, but she was certain they knew something was amiss – after all, it was so unlike Emma to do so much on impulse. And now here she was considering buying a guesthouse in Scotland!


All that mattered to Emma now was to find a community that she could be part of and a home she could share with others. And there was something about this house that called loudly to her, something that told her this could be the home, business and community she longed for, that all the hard work required to make it perfect would be worth it. If only she could find the courage to buy it and live out her dream.   


‘It wouldn’t take her that long to do up,’ said Liz, bringing the sandwiches to the table and shooing her grandchildren towards the sink to wash their hands. ‘All that experience as an interior designer, you’d have the place done up in no time.’


Emma twisted her lips, contemplating just how much work needed to be done. The bedrooms needed painting and the dining room too, but those wouldn’t take that long – she could manage a room every couple of days if she knuckled down to it. Maybe an initial couple of weeks’ work, a month tops. The more she thought about it the more it seemed like a viable option.


‘I’ve never understood your fascination with guesthouses,’ said Jane, stepping over the bench to sit down for lunch. ‘I think you’re insane to even consider it.’


‘I love the idea,’ said Emma, who’d planned to study hospitality at university and gain the necessary experience of running a small hotel for a few years after graduating, but her father had died suddenly of a heart attack in her last year of school and, with Jane already at university, her mother had needed Emma’s support. In the end it had been easier to study interior design part-time at the local college than head off to uni, but now, finally, over ten years later, there was an opportunity to do just what she wanted. ‘I think it sounds fun, having the world come to you, never quite knowing who the wind might blow in.’ Emma had always been a bit of a home bird. Unlike many of her peers she never caught the backpacking bug. She much preferred the idea of the world coming to her.  


‘Right,’ said Jane scathingly. ‘Like drunk wedding guests who vomit all over your bathrooms, small children who soak the mattresses with pee and small dogs who poop on the carpets.’


‘Sounds a lot like your life,’ said Emma, gesturing to Bear, his back arched and bum curled towards the floor, about to make a deposit on Jane’s pristine limestone.


Quick as a flash Jane was up and onto him, arms outstretched in front of her, releasing him into her pocket-sized garden then rapidly sliding the doors closed behind her.


‘That’s one thing for certain,’ said Emma, watching her sister scrub her hands. ‘If I do buy this house, it will have a strict “no dogs” policy.’


‘Why don’t you like dogs, Auntie Emma?’ asked Jake, his mouth full of egg sandwich, his elbows on the table.


Emma wrinkled her nose. ‘It’s not that I don’t like them exactly, I just don’t like the smell, the hair, the slobber.’ She widened her eyes at Jake. ‘And I really, really don’t like picking up their poo!’


‘That I don’t blame you for,’ said Jane, clocking the small parcel on the lawn that Bear was now sniffing as Jake laughed his head off. ‘But seriously, doesn’t it concern you just a little, the idea of running a big house like that on your own with any old stranger walking through your door?’


‘I guess whoever ran it before must have done the same,’ said Emma, skipping through the photos once more. From the abundance of net curtains, lace tablecloths and chintz curtains, Emma surmised that it was more than likely an elderly lady who was selling the house; there was next to no evidence of anything masculine in the pictures at all.


‘It was probably a couple,’ said Jane, knowingly. ‘You know, someone to do the handiwork, someone else to do the housework. Can you really manage all that on your own? You might have a flair for design but housekeeping and DIY? Really? I’m not sure, Em. And don’t forget the breakfasts; you haven’t really progressed beyond the pancakes and scrambled eggs you used to make for Mum and Dad when you were little – and even then you used salt in the pancakes and sugar in the eggs!’


‘So?’ said Emma, feeling herself on the defensive as if she were 14 again and Jane was jibing her about a boy she liked, pointing out every reason under the sun why Emma wouldn’t be right for him. Part of her felt like buying the place just to prove Jane wrong. ‘There are ways around these things – a housekeeper, a handyman.’


‘Those all cost money.’


‘And I could offer continental breakfast,’ went on Emma, refusing to let her sister diminish her excitement. ‘Or bacon butties and scrambled eggs – I’m pretty sure even I could manage those.’


‘Even when you’ve been up at five thirty every morning for the past six months? Because that’s what it will take, and that’s fine if you’ve got someone doing it with you, but it sounds like a hell of a lot for anyone to take on by themselves.’


Emma bit into her tuna sandwich far harder than necessary. The truth was that she knew her sister had a point, she wasn’t the best cook on the planet, nor was she even that good in the morning, and there was no denying that she was by herself. The first decision she had made after Christmas Eve was to break things off with Chris. To Chris it had come out of nowhere; he said it was a kneejerk reaction to the trauma, but for Emma, nothing had ever been clearer. She’d been thinking about it for over a year – ever since Chris’s brother’s wedding – but kept hoping things would improve. Then, on Christmas morning, she finally decided to leave him. She left the same day, convinced her decision was right but nervous about how her future would look alone; Chris had been a good friend to Emma over the years, even though he’d never been ‘the one’. 


‘I’m not saying you shouldn’t do it,’ Jane went on. ‘I’m just saying be realistic about what it entails.’


‘It would be a lot of work,’ said Liz, looking over Emma’s shoulder at the photos. ‘But it’s something Emma’s talked about since she was young. So long as she’s doing it for the right reasons and not running away, she’ll make a success of it.’


‘I’m not running away,’ said Emma, surprised by her mother’s comment. 


‘Not even from Chris?’ asked Jane, exchanging a knowing look with Liz. 


‘No,’ Emma said tetchily. She could tell her mum and sister had been talking about her behind her back.  


‘Alright, no need to bite my head off, you know I want you to be happy. But you can’t deny you do have a tendency to compartmentalise things then throw away the key.’ 


‘I do not!’


‘Whatever, Em,’ said Jane, rolling her eyes. ‘Just make sure it’s the right decision, not a snap one, that’s all I’m saying.’


‘Fine,’ said Emma, bruised by the exchange.


‘I suppose it would kill two birds with one stone – an income and a house,’ said Jane, her tone a little kinder, sensing she’d wounded Emma. ‘It’s not as if you can keep crashing on mum’s couch.’


Emma knew her sister had a point. Her mother had a life of her own, a new partner, Gary, and it wasn’t easy to conduct the relationship with her adult daughter snoring on the sofa. It was time for Emma to stop imagining her dream and start living it, to prove to herself, and her sister, that she could make this happen. And there was definitely something about the house that called to her, beckoned her in. 


‘You know what your father used to say?’ said Liz, out of the blue. 


‘What?’ asked Emma, always keen to hear a memory of her late father, whom she’d been so close to. 


‘Sometimes you just have to jump and see where you land.’


On hearing her father’s words, Emma felt a sudden surge of spontaneity course through her body, and a conviction that The Guesthouse at Lobster Bay was meant for her. Then and there she decided that straight after lunch she would contact the estate agent to arrange a viewing. 


‘That’s all well in principle,’ said Jane, totally unaware of her sister’s revelation, ‘just so long as she doesn’t find herself in the North Sea without a life jacket.’






Christmas Eve


“Emma?”


Emma heard Chris call for her before her key was even out of the lock, his voice sounded unusually panicked.


‘Jesus,’ he said, standing in the hallway. His small mouth fell open, his soft eyes scanned her from top to toe. Emma noticed that his usually neat, fair hair was dishevelled, his collar undone.


Behind him, in the hall mirror, Emma saw what he saw. She was filthy from dust, blood stained her clothes and smeared her face, and her hands were scratched and grazed.


‘I’ve been trying to call,’ he said, helping her take off her jacket and tidying her hair. An image of her doing the same for Dawn flashed into her mind.


She took out her phone.


9.05 p.m. 173 missed calls. Emma blinked in confusion, unclear how she hadn’t heard it ring. 


‘Are you hurt? What happened?’ he asked, following her into the lounge, where she sat down on her couch. She clutched the ash armrest and stared at Chris’s abandoned gift wrapping. ‘It’s all over the news. A suicide bomber. People are dead. Injured. What happened? I’ve been trying to call.’


‘You said,’ said Emma, her voice soft and distant, feeling as if it belonged to someone else. 


‘Emma?’


Chris stared down at her expectantly. Emma looked up blankly. 


She wanted to explain but even if she could, what would be the point? What sense would it make? She could tell him everything and still not be understood. 


This must be how it feels to come back from the moon, she thought. 


She got up, her gaze in the middle distance. ‘I don’t think I feel up to Christmas at your mum’s. Let her know?’


‘Of course,’ he said, reaching a hand out to her which he withdrew when she flinched.


‘I think I’ll take a shower. Go to bed. It’s been a long day,’ she said, trying to offset the flinch with a half-smile.


‘But Emma—’ he said, his eyes brimming with tears. She wondered how it was that he was able to cry when she could not.


‘We’ll talk in the morning,’ she said, touching him lightly on the arm, though her instinct told her they wouldn’t.






Chapter 2


Emma pulled on the handbrake of her ageing Volvo estate and hoped that it would be secure enough to prevent the car, and her, from rolling down the steep incline into the small harbour at Lobster Bay that lay in front of her.


‘Stunning,’ she whispered to herself once the car had definitely stopped moving and creaking, and she was able to relax and take in the view. It had been an extremely long journey, split over two days, but all 450 miles of it, even the part in the pouring rain, now seemed worth it. 


Sitting back, Emma drank in the warm, early summer sun and watched the sea sparkle, two eider ducks bobbing happily on its surface. It didn’t seem possible that this was now home, that soon she would come to know every weathered stone in the harbour wall, the pantile roofs on the old fishermen’s cottages and the rhythm of the sea that lapped the small crescent beach. 


She reached behind her to rummage amongst her belongings for her beloved old camera, which she held to her eye. She focused in on a guy around her age, ruggedly good-looking with choppy blond hair, who was working on a boat at the side of the harbour. As Emma focused in on him, he seemed to become aware of being watched. Glancing around, he suddenly looked up and through her viewfinder Emma saw his unshaven face stare straight down the barrel of her lens.


‘Sorry,’ she said, even though she knew he couldn’t hear her, and brought the camera down. She cringed and offered a cheerful, if somewhat embarrassed wave that went unreturned. Instead he turned his broad back on her and continued about his labour. 


‘Oops,’ said Emma, returning her camera to its bag in the back of the car, where her life’s possessions lay neatly packed. Jane thought it was appalling that Emma had so little to show for her 31 years, but Emma wore her lack of possessions as a badge of honour. As an interior designer it wasn’t easy to have few possessions, every job offered up clients’ cast-offs, usually furniture that was neither old nor tired. By now Emma could have had a warehouse full of discarded items, but since leaving college she’d lived by the rule, ‘only own something if it’s beautiful and functional’. It never failed to amaze her how so few things met the criteria, and besides, she’d never had the space for things anyway. 


Emma raked through her small holdall on the passenger seat for her lip gloss, the bag bringing back a memory of the first place she’d lived after finishing college and leaving home at 21. Emma had gone to London and moved into a furnished flat with an old school friend. She remembered, as if it were yesterday, placing the holdall on her new bed and unpacking. There was something in the act that made Emma, for the first time in her life, feel as if she’d grown up, that life was finally her own. Four years later Emma packed the same holdall and moved in with Chris, into a tiny one-bed apartment where there was room for little more than the bare essentials, and many of those had been left behind when she called the relationship off. 


And now here she was, the same holdall by her side, gazing out over the beautiful harbour. Emma could hardly believe the previous 10 years belonged to the same life. She watched two tourists in matching anoraks saunter down to the beach with an ice cream, and a guy wearing a headband paddle his surfboard out onto the water, his little dog perched on the back. She pinched herself. London felt otherworldly, as if the last decade and the events of Christmas Eve had happened to someone else. It wouldn’t have surprised Emma at all if she suddenly awoke to discover it as all an elaborate, if somewhat cruel, dream. 


Relaxing further into her seat, Emma watched the guy at the boat complete his job, jump into his van, which read A Wilson: Boatbuilder, and roar off up the steep, winding road and out of sight. She was contemplating a stretch of her legs and an ice cream of her own when her phone rang.


‘Hello,’ she answered. 


‘Emma, it’s Pamela.’ Emma’s heart skipped a nervous beat at the sound of her solicitor’s educated Edinburgh voice. ‘The monies have been received by the vendor. Congratulations, The Guesthouse at Lobster Bay is all yours.’


‘Thank you!’ said Emma, doing a tiny chair dance, relief and excitement fizzing out of her pores. 


‘As arranged, the keys have been left in the ceramic hedgehog under the front hedge.’


‘Brilliant!’ laughed Emma, unsurprised that the previous owner, Hilda, would have an ornamental hedgehog as her safe place. From the photos it was evident that Hilda was particularly keen on knick-knacks and that clearly extended to the garden too. 


‘Well, good luck!’ 


Emma thanked Pamela for all her hard work and hung up, in disbelief that the house was hers and still incredulous that she’d had the spontaneity to buy a house she’d only viewed online. 


As she drove up the narrow road away from the harbour to the centre of the village, she thought back over the last few months and how she, sensible old Emma Jenkins, had come to buy a house she’d never actually seen in person.


*


‘I’m calling about The Guesthouse at Lobster Bay,’ Emma had said tentatively to the estate agent who’d answered the phone. She suspected everyone else enquiring about the house would be older than her, more than likely someone looking for a retirement project. She had worried that the estate agent wouldn’t take her seriously: guesthouses are, after all, she’d thought, traditionally the domain of the retiree, not designers who’ve worked on homes for Russian oligarchs, pop stars and minor royalty. But, despite her concerns about how her enquiry would be received, Emma had made the call, reassuring herself that she’d worked on similar projects for clients. She knew she could make the house into a stunning destination retreat for those in search of escape, rather than just your average coastal B & B that an older retiree might run.  


‘Oh yes,’ answered the cheery estate agent in a lilting Scottish accent. To Emma’s relief she sounded far more receptive than Emma had imagined she would; in her experience estate agents had a propensity to be guarded and unfriendly. ‘It’s a real cracker that one. Shall I book you in for a viewing?’


‘I’d like that but I’m in the south of England and I’m not sure when I can get up – maybe in a couple of weeks?’ Emma said, thinking she might get a more reasonable train fare if she waited until then.


‘I wouldn’t advise waiting that long, my dear, there’s been a lot of interest all of a sudden, what with it being the start of spring. The house has already got four notes of interest and another second viewing tomorrow. Closing date is set for Friday.’


Emma felt her heart sink and, at the same time, a steeliness rise up in her – knowing she had competition made her want the house even more.


‘If I were you, I’d just go ahead and make an offer – you can’t lose on this one.’


‘I haven’t organised a mortgage yet,’ said Emma, her sensible streak battling her newfound spontaneity. She knew that despite her lack of job, with the projected income of the guesthouse and the small amount of money her father had left her, she’d be able to secure a mortgage, but only if time didn’t stand in her way, and that looked like a distinct possibility. 


‘Ach, don’t worry. So long as the vendor knows your position it’s fine. We’ve a few cash buyers interested but you never know, sometimes a wee personal note to the owner about your intentions for the place can make a smaller, less certain offer seem a bit more enticing.’


Emma found her spirits rising once more and before she knew it the estate agent, Doreen, had given her the details of the vendor’s solicitor, Pamela Brydon. Half an hour later Emma had given herself a mind-numbing crash course in Scottish property law and found herself composing an email to Pamela to instruct an offer, complete with a scanned copy of a handwritten letter to the current owner, which she posted later.


To Whom It May Concern,


I hope you won’t mind me writing to you in person. I wanted you to know how much I’ve fallen for your beautiful home, and how I truly believe I’m destined to become its new owner even though I haven’t been able to view it in person. I hope you won’t think me foolish, I’ve never done something as impulsive as this before. You can ask anyone who knows me, they’ll tell you I’m terribly sensible by nature and rarely do anything spontaneously. But your home has me captivated and I would love to live there and look after the place for as long as I am able – my forever home – as I can tell you have done. 


I realise I’m not in the strongest position – I’m unable to offer much over the asking price and I haven’t yet secured a mortgage but I assure you, should you accept my offer, your home couldn’t find itself in better hands.


Sincerely,


Emma Jenkins


 


It had been a nail-biting few days but, less than a week later, Emma picked up a phone call from Pamela to tell her that her offer had been accepted. Her mother and Jane almost fell to the floor when she told them but despite their concerns about Emma moving so far away on her own, Emma’s conviction remained. The only condition of the sale was that Emma had to have a mortgage in place within two weeks, which she managed by the skin of her teeth. And now here she was, another four weeks later, the monies transferred, the sale complete.


 


Who thought one phone call could lead to this, thought Emma, as she opened the wrought-iron front gate of the property and glanced to her right, looking under the privet hedge for the ornamental hedgehog, which she found nestled in the farthest corner. Crouching down, she lifted the top off the hedgehog to reveal three keys on a keyring with a picture of an ageing dog.


‘That’ll be the first thing to go,’ she said, looking at the picture of the slobbery dog then replacing the lid. 


Emma unlocked the bottom lock and then, as she turned the Yale, took a deep breath in anticipation. The heavy wooden door needed a shove of her shoulder and was met by the resistance of a pile of post lying on the Victorian-tiled vestibule floor but, unfazed by a creaky old door, Emma put the key into the lock of the inner glass door – admiring the beautiful antique glass, etched with tiny birds and ivy – and opened it.


She gasped as the enormity of what she’d taken on hit her. The place was vast, with ceilings that even the longest feather duster would find hard to reach. The woodchip-lined walls were coated in a peachy colour that, despite her training, Emma found hard to put a name to. 


‘What is that smell?’ Emma had expected a scent of bacon and lavender polish, maybe even a slight staleness to the place, but this smell was nothing like that – it was more a cross between wet dog, old Weetabix and sulphur. 


Pulling the cuff of her top down around her hand, she placed it over her nose and reached for a note with her name on it, propped up against an old bonbon jar on the brown wood sideboard.


Dear Miss Jenkins,


I trust you will find the house in order. Should you require any advice please contact Rhona, her number is in the top drawer of the desk.


Most importantly, please ensure Wilbur is fed twice a day.


Sincerely,


Hilda Wyatt (former owner)


 


‘Who’s Wilbur?’ asked Emma, placing the curt note back on the sideboard. She had no intention of feeding the neighbourhood cat, if that’s who Wilbur was. Cats were almost as much as a mystery to Emma as dogs. ‘And more to the point, who’s Rhona?’


Her questions unanswered, Emma ascended the grand staircase. It didn’t take too much to imagine away the patterned burgundy carpet and appalling red-and-peach-striped wallpaper, which wound its way up the bottom section of the walls with a scrolled border above it. As Emma rounded the curve in the stairs she imagined Hilda Wyatt, 30 years earlier, picking out the decor in the belief that she was choosing an elegant classic, little realising that 30 years on it would be the epitome of dated. 


Desperate to explore all of the house, Emma climbed the first and second staircases to the very top. On reaching the spacious, cobweb-strewn landing, lactic acid tingling her thighs from the climb, Emma went directly to the largest room at the back and stood beside the two large sash and case windows that looked directly out to sea.


Despite the peeling paintwork, and the more alarming rotting woodwork of the window that crumbled as she ran her finger along it, Emma gazed out, blown away by the beauty of the view. The sea shone a brilliant silver and an island in the distance was the shape and colour of a sperm whale. Above that the clouds shifted quickly in the wind, great cottony clouds, white and light grey, broken by fragments of blue. It was as near to a perfect view as Emma could imagine. 


‘Home,’ she said, her heart rate lowering, a calmness spreading over her, which told her everything was going to work out, despite the huge amount of work to be done that the estate agent’s photos had failed to show.
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